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Tc  the  Reader: 
4 

This  Figure  that  thou  here  feeft  put, 

It  was  for  gentle  sha\eftear  cut ; 

Wherein  the  Graver  hadaftrife 

With  Nature  to  outdo  the  Life, 

O,  could  he  but  have  drawn  his  Wit 

As  well  in  Brafs5  as  he  has  hit 

Elis  Face  ;  the  Print  would  then  furpafc 

All  that  was  ever  writ  in  Brafi. 

Butfincehe  cannot,  Reader,  look 

Not  on  his  Pi&ure,  but  his  Book. 



M*  William  Shakefpears 

COMEDIES, 

HISTORIES 

TRAGEDIES! 

Publiflied  according  to  the  true  Original  Copies. 

Unto  which  is  added,  SEVEN 

PLAYS, 

Never  before  Printed  in  Folio  : 

VIZ. 

Tericles  Prince  of  Tyre.         "]  [Sir  /ofc«  Oldcaftle  Lord  (obkaffl* 
The  London  (Prodigal.  1   The  Turitan  Widow. 

The  Hiftory  of  Thomas  Lord  i  i  A  Yorkjhire  Tragedy. 

(romwel.  j  ̂The  Tragedy  of  Locrine. 

WJ       ?  The  Fourth  Edition.  % 

LONDON 

Printed  for  H.  Herringman ,  and  are  to  be  fold  by  y<^p^  %night 

and  Francis  Saunders,  at  the  Anchor  in  the  Lower  Walk 

of  the  $\£en>  Exchange 1685. 
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To  the  moft  Noble  and  Incomparable  pair  of  Brethren, 

William  Earl  of  Pembroke,  &c. 

Lord  Chamberlain  to  the  Kings  moft  Excellent  Majefty  5 

AND 

Philip  E.  of  Montgomery,  &c. 

Gentleman  to  his  Majefties  Bed-Chamber.    Both  Knights  of  the  moft  Noble 

Order  of  the  Garter,  and  our  lingular  good  LORDS, 

Right  Honourable^ 

H I  L  S  T  we  ftudy  to  be  thankful  in  our  particular,  for  the  many 

Favours  we  have  received  from  your  L.  L.  we  are  fain  upon  the 

ill  fortune,  to  mingle  two  the  moft  diverfe  things  that  can  be> 

fear,  and  raihnefs,  in  the  enterprife,  and  fear  of  the  fuccefs:  For, 

when  we  value  the  places  your  H.  H.  fuftain,  wc  cannot  but  know  their  dignity 

greater,  than  to  defcend  to  the  reading  of  thefe  trifles  :  and  while  we  name  them 

trifles,  we  have  deprived  our  felves  of  the  defence  of  our  Dedication.  Eut  fince 

your  L  L.  have  been  pleas'd  to  think  thefe  trifles  fomething  heretofore,  and  havd 
profecuted  both  them,  and  their  Author  living,  withfo  much  favour  :  we  hope, 

( that  they  out  living  him,  and  he  not  having  the  fate,  common  with  fome,  to 

be  Executor  to  his  own  writings )  you  will  ufe  the  fame  indulgence  toward  themy 

you  have  done  unto  their  parent.  There  is  a  great  difference,  whether  any  Boob 

Ichufe  his  Patrons,  or  find  them:  This  hath  done  both.    For,  fo  much  were  you* 

:  L.  L.  likings  of  the  feveral  parts,  when  they  were  Acted,  as  before  they  were  pub^ 

lifhed,  the  Volume  ask'd  to  be  yours.    We  have  but  collected  them,  and  dond 
an  office  to  the  dead,  to  procure  his  Orphans,  Guardians  $  without  ambition 

either  of  felf-profit,  or  fame :  only  to  keep  the  memory  o  f  fo  worthy  a  Friend' 

I  and  Fellow  alive,  as  was  our  Sbakefpear,  by  humble  offer  of  his  Plays,  to  youi' 

moft  Noble  Patronage :  Wherein  as  we  have  juftly  obferved,  no  man  to  conu 

near  your  L.  L.  but  with  a  kind  of  religious  addrefs  5  it  hath  been  the  height  o^ 

our  care,  who  are  the  Prefenters,  to  make  the  Prefent  worthy  of  your  H.  H.  by  the 

Perfection :  But  there  we  muft  alfo  crave  our  abilities  to  be  confidered,  my  Lords- 

We  cannot  go  beyond  our  own  powers  ;  Countrey  hands'  reach  forth  Milk, 

^  A  Cream' 
—  1  1   n    ,1.  1  — ara=an,un«i  ■    i1    i  •«*>  1  V 



Cream,  Fruits,  or  what  they  have :  and  many  Nations  (we  have  heard )  that  had 

not  Gums  and  Incenfe,  obtained  their  requefts  with  a  leavened  Cake  5  it  was  no 

fault  to  approach  their  gods,  by  what  means  they  could  ■  And  the  molt,  though 
meaneft  of  things,  are  made  precious,  when  they  are  dedicated  to  Temples.  In 

that  name  therefore,  we  molt  humbly  confecrate  to  your  H.  H.  thefe  Remains  of 

your  krvantSbakefpear;  that  what  delight  is  in  them,  may  be  ever  your  L.  L  the  re- 

putation his,  and  the  faults  ours,if  any  be  committed  by  a  pair  fo  careful  to  fhew 

their  gratitude  both  to  the  living,  and  the  dead,  as  is 

1  3  s  i  I  i 
Tour  LorJjhips  moft  hounden, 

1 

JOHN  HEMINGE, 

HENRY  CCTNDELL 
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TO  THE 

reat  Variety 

o  F 

READERS 

FROM  the  moftable,  to  him  that  can  but  fpel!.  There  you  are  numbred.  We  had  rather  yen 

were  weigh' d.  Efpecially,  when  the  fate  of  all  Books  depends  upon  your  capacities  :  and  not  of 
your  heads  alone,  but  of  your  Purfes.  Well,  it  is  now  public^,  and  yo  u  will  fland  for  your  privi- 
ledges,  we  know  i  to  read,  and  cenfure.  Do  fo,  but  buy  it  ftrfi  5  that  doth  heft  commend  a 
Boook,  the  Stationer  fays.  Then  how  odd  foeveryour  brains  be,  or  ycur  wijdoms,  make  your 

fllence  the  fame,  and  [pare  not.  Judg  yourfix-penny  worth,  your  /hillings*  worth,  your  five  foillings-worth 
at  a  time,  or  higher,  fo  you  rife  to  the  jutf  rates,  and  welcome.  But,  whatever  you  do,  Buy.  Cenfure  will 
not  drive  a  trade,  nor  make  the  Jack,  go.  And  tho  you  be  a  Magi  fir  ate  of  Wit,  and  fit  on  the  jlage  at 

Black-Fryers,  or  the  Cock-pit,  to  arraign  Plays  daily  \kpow,  thefe  Plays  have  had  their  tryal  already, 

and  flood  out  all  Appeals  5  and  do  now  come  forth  quitted  rather  by  a  Decree  of  Court,  than  any  pur. 
chasd  Letters  of  Comendation. 

//  had  been  a  thing,we  con fefs, worthy  to  have  been  wifhed,that  the  Author  himfelf  had  lived  to  have  fet  forth, 

and  overfeen  his  ownW  iiting^B  ut  ft  nee  it  hath  been  ordairi  dotherwife,and  he  by  death  departed  from  that 

right, we  pray  you  do  not  envy  his  Friends  theoffice  of  their  care  andpain,to  have  colle&ed  and  publifhed  them\ 

andfo  to  have  publifh'd  them,  as  where  (before) you  were  abus'dwith  divers  ftoln  and  furreptitious  Copies, 
maimed  and  deformed  by  the  frauds  andfftealths  ofinjuriouslcnpoRors,  that  exposed  them:  even  thofe,  are  now 
offered  to  your  view  cured,  andperfeff  of  their  limbs  ̂   and  all  the  rejl,  abfolute  in  their  numbers  as  he  con- 

ceived them.  Who,  as  he  was  a  happy  imitator  of  Nature,  was  a  mojl  gentle  exprefier  of  it.  Bis  mind 

and  hand  went  together  :  And  what  he  thought,  he  uttered  with  that  eafmefs,  that  we  have  fcarce  received 

from  him  a  blot  in  his  Papers.  But  it  is  not  our  Province,  who  only  gather  his  Works,  and  give  them 
you  to  praife  him.  It  is  yours  that  read  him.  And  there  we  hope,  to  your  divers  capacities,  you  will  find 
enough,  both  to  draw,  and  hold  you  :  for  his  wit  can  no  more  lie  hid,  than  it  could  be  lofl.  Read  him 

therefore  ,  again  and  again  :  And  if  then  you  do  not  like  him,  furely  y»u  are  in  fome  manifefl  danger,  not 
to  under  fland  him.  And  fo  we  leave  you  to  other  of  his  Friends,  who^  if  you  need,  can  be  your  guides  :  if 

you  need  them  not,  you  can  lead  your  felves,  and  others.    And  juch  Readers  we  wiff)  him. 

J.  Hemingc 

H.  Condell. 

To 



To  the  Memory  of  the  deceafed  Author 

Mr.  WILLIAM  SHAKESPEAR. 

Hahsfpear,  at  length  thy  pious  Fellows  give 
The  World  thy  Works:  thy  Works,  by 

which,  out  live 

Thy  Tomb,  thy  Name  muft :  when  that  ftone is  rent, 

And  Time  diffolvesthy  Stratford  Monument, 

Here  we  alive  (hall  view  thee  (till.    This  Book, 

When  Brafs  and  Marble  fade,  (hall  make  thee  look 

Frefli  to  all  Ages :  when  Polterity 

Shall  loathe  what's  new,  think  all  is  prodigy 

That  is  not  Shake/pears  j  ev'ry  Line,  each  Verfe 
Here  (hall  revive,  redeem  thee  from  thy  Herfe. 

Nor  Fire,  nor  cankring  Age,  as  Nap  faid, 

Of  his,  thy  wit-fraught  Book  (hall  once  invade. 
Nor  (hall  I  ere  believe, or  think  thee  dead 

(  Tho  mift  )  until  our  bankrout  Stage  be  fped 

(  Impoffible  )  withfome  new  ftrain  t'out-do 
Paflions  of  Juliet,  and  her  Romeo  5 

Or  till  I  hear  a  Scene  more  nobly  take, 

Than  when  thy  half  fword  parlying  Yeontansfpdke. 

Till  thefe,  till  any  of  thy  Volumes  reft 

Shall  with  more  fire,  more  feeliDg  be  expreft, 

Be  fure,  our  Shakefpear,  thou  canft  never  die, 

But  crown  cl  with  Lawrel,  live  eternally. 
L.  Digges. 

Upon  the  Effigies  of  my  worthy  Friend 

the  Author ,  Mr.  W.  Shakefpear,  and 

his  Works. 

SPe&ator,  this  Lifes  Shadow,  is  to  f
ee 

The  truer  Image  and  a  livelier  he 

Turn  Reader.    But,  obferve  his  Comick  vain, 

Laugh,  and  proceed  next  to  a  Tragick  ftrain, 

Then  weep  5  So  when  thou  find'fttwo  contraries, 
Two  different  paffions  from  thy  rapt  foul  rife, 

Say,  (  who  alone  effeft  fuch  wonders  could  J 

Rare  Shakefpear  to  the  life  thou  doft  behold. 

To  the  Memory  of  Mr.  W.  Shakefpear. 

WE  wonder  ( Sha^fpear  )  that  thou  went'ft fo  (bon, 

From  the  Worlds-Stage,  to  the  Gjaves-Tyring- 
room. 

We  thought  thee  dead,  but  this  thy  Printed  worth 

Tells  thy  Spectators,  that  thou  went'ft  but  forth 
To  enter  with  applaufe.  An  hBors  Art, 

Can  dye,  and  live,  to  a&  a  fecond  Part. 

That's  but  an  Exit  of  Mortality  5 

This,  a  tve-entrance  to  a  Plaudite. 

J.M 

To  the  Memory  of  my  beloved,  the  Au- 

thor, Mr.  William  Shakefpear  5  And 

what  he  hath  left  us. 

TO  draw    no  envy  (  Shakefpear  )  on  th) 
Name, 

Am  I  thus  ample  to  thy  Book  and  Fame  : 
While  I  confefs  thy  writings  to  be  fuch, 

As  neither  Man  nor  Mufe  can  praife  too  much. 

'Tis  true,  and  all  mens  fuffrage.    But  thefe  ways Were  not  the  paths  I  meant  unto  thy  praife: 
For  feelieft  Ignorance  on  thefe  may  light, 

Which,  when  it  founds  at  beft,but  eccho's  right; 

Or  blind  AffeUion,  which  doth  ne're  advance 
The  truth,  but  gropes, and  urgethall  by  chance^ 

Or  crafty  malice,  might  prete&d  this  praife, 

And  think  to  ruin  where  it  feem'd  to  ra'rfe. 
Thefe  are,  as  fome  infamous  Bawd,  or  Whore, 

Should  praife  a  Matron.   What  could  hurt  her 
more  ? 

But  thou  art  proof  againft  them,  amd  indeed 

Above  th'  ill  fortune  of  them,  or  the  need. 
I  therefore  will  begin.  Soul  of  the  Age  \ 

The  applaufe  !  delight !  the  wonder  of  our 
Stage! 

My  Shakefpear  rife  5  I  will  not  lodg   thee  by 
Chaucer,  or  Spenfer,  or  bid  Beaumont  lie 

A  little  further,  to  make  thee  a  room  r 

Thou  art  a  Monument  without  a  Tomb, 

And  art  alive  ftiH,  while  thy  Book  doth  live, 

And  we  have  wits  to  read,  and  praife  to  give. 
That  I  not  mix  thee  (b,my  brain  excufes  5 

I  mean  with  great,  but  difproportion'd  Mufes : 
For  if  I  thought  my  judgment  were  of  years, 

I  (hould  commit  thee  furely  with  thy  Peers. 

And  tell  how  far  thou  didft  our  Lily  out-fliiae, 

Or  fporting  Kid ,  or  Marhw's  mighty  Line 
And  tho  thou  hadft  fmaU  Latine,  and  Ids  Creek, 

From  thence  to  honour  thee,  I  would  not  feek 

For  names  5  but  call  forth  thund'ring  JEjchjlus. 
Euripides,  and  Sophocles  to  us, 

Pacuvius ^Acciits,  him  of  Cordova  dead, 

To  live  again,  to  hear  thy  Buskin  tread, 
And  (hake  a  Stage  :  Or,  when  thy  Socks  were  on, 

Leave  thee  alone  for  the  comparifon 

Of  all,  that  infolent  Greece,  or  haughty  Rome 
Sent  forth,  cr  fincedid  from  their  allies  come. 

Triumph,  m^  Britain,  thou  haft  one  to  (how 
To  whom  all  Scenes  of  Europe  homage  owe 

He  was  not  of  an  age,  but  for  all  time  I 
And  all  the  Mtijes ,  ftill  were  in  their  prime 

Wheo  like  Apollo  he  came  forth  to  warm 

Oar  ears,  or  like  a  Mercury  to  charm  ! 
Nature  her  felf  was  proud  of  his  dtfigrcs, 

And  joy'd  to  wear  the  dreffing  of  his  Lines! 

Which  were  fo  richly  (pun,  and  wov'n  fo  fit, 
As,  fince ,  (he  will  vouchfafe  no  other  wit. 

The  merry  Greek.,  tart  Ariflophanes, 
Neat  Terence,  witty  Plautus,  now  not  pleafe  ;] 

But  antiquated,  and  deferred  lie 
As  they  were  not  of  Natures  family. Yet 



ret  mutt  I  not  give  Nature  all :  Thy  Art, 

My  gentle  Shakefpearmntt.  enjoy  a  part. 
For  tho  the  Poets  matter  Nature  be, 

*    His  Art  doth  give  the  Fafhion.    And,  that  he. 

Who  cafts  to  write  a  living  line,  muft  fweat, 

(  Such  as  thine  are  )  and  ftrike  the  fecond  heat 

Upon  the  Mufcs  Anvile :  turn  the  fame, 

(  And  himfelf  with  it  )  that  he  thinks  to  frame; 

Or  for  the  Lawrel,  he  may  gain  a  fcorn, 

For  a  good  Poet's  made,  as  well  as  born. 
And  fuch  vvert  thou.  Look  how  the  Fathers  face 

Lives  in  his  Iffue,  even  fo  the  race 

Of  Shakefpears  mind,  and  manners  brightly  (nines 

In  his  well  turned,  and  true  filed  lines: 

In  each  of  which,  he  feems  to  (hake  a  Lance, 

As  brandifh't  at  the  eyes  of  Ignorance. 
Sweet  Swan  of  Avon  !  what  a  fight  it  were 

To  fee  thee  in  our  water  yet  appear, 

And  makethofe  flights  upon  the  Banks  of  Thames, 

That  fodid  take  Eliza,  and  our  James  ! 

But  ftay,  I  fee  thee  in  the  Hemifphere 

Advancd, and  made  a  Conflellation  there  ! 

Shine  forth,  thou  Star  of  Poets,  and  with  rage, 

Or  influence,  chide,  or  chear  the  drooping  Stage, 

Which,  fince  thy  flight  from  hence,  hath  mourn 'd like  night, 

Anddefpairs  day,  but  for  thy  Volumes  light. 

B  E  N.  J  O  H  N  S  0  N. 

On  worthy  Mr.  Shakefpear ,  and  his 

Poems. 

A Mind  reflecting  ages  paft,  whole  clear 

And  equal  furface  can  make  things  appear 
Difiant  a  Thoufcnd  years,  andreprefent 

Them  in  their  lively  colours  juft  extent. 

To  out  run  hajiy  Time,  retrieve  the  Fates, 
Rowl  back  the  Heavens,  blow  ope  the  Iron  Gates 

Of  Death  and  Lethe,  where  (  confufed  )  lie 

Great  heaps  of  ruinous  Mortality* 

In  that  deep  dusky  dungeon  to  difcern 

A  Royal  Ghoji  from  Churls  3  By  art  to  learn 

The  Ph)fiognomy  of  (hades  ,  and  give 
Them  fudden  birth,  wondring  how  oft  they  live. 

What  ftory  coldly  tells,  what  Poets  fain 
At  fecond  hand  and  PiUure,  without  brain 

Senfelefs  and  foullefs  flwws.    To  give  a  Stage 

(  Ample  aud  true  with  life  )  voice,  action,  age, 

As  Plato's  year,  and  new  Scene  of  the  world, 

Them  unto  us,  or  us  to  them  had  hurl'd.     *  t 
Toraife  our  ancient  Soveraigns  from  their  Herfe, 

Make  Kings  his  Subje&s,  by  exchanging  verfe 3 

Enlive  their  pale  trunks,  that  the  prefent  age 

Joys  in  their  joy ,  and  trembles  at  their  rage  : 
Yet  fo  to  temper  paflion,  that  our  ears  , 

Take  pleafure  in  their  pain 3  and  eyes  in  tears 

Both  weep  and  fmile,  fearful  at  plots  fo  fad, 

Then  laughing  at  cur  fear  3  abus'd  and  glad 
Tobeabus'd,  affected  with  that  truth 

Which  we  perceive  is  falje  3  pleas'd  in  that  truth 

At  which  we  (tart  i  and  by  elaborate  play 

Tortur'd  and  tickled  3  by  a  crab-like  way 
Time  paft  made  paftime,  and  in  ugly  fort 

Difgorging  up  his  ravine  for  our  fport- 
— - — '•While  the  Plebeian  Imp  from  lofty  tnrone, 
Creates  and  rules  a  world,  and  works  upoi> 
Mankind  by  fecret  engines  5  Now  to  move 

A  chilling  pity, then  a  rigorous  love : 
To  ftrike  up,  and  ftroak  down,  both  Joy  and  Ire, 

Tofteer  th'  affeclions  3  and  by  heavenly  fire 
Mould  us  anew.    Stoln  from  our  felves      ■  ■ 

This  and  much  more  which  cannot  be  expreft, 

But  by  himfelf,  his  tongue,  and  his  own  breaji, 
Was   Shakefpears  freehold  ,  which  his  cunning brain 

Improv'd  by  favour  of  the  ninefold  train. 
The  Buskin'd  Muje,  the  Comick  gueen,  the  grand And  louder  tone  of  Clio?  nimble  hand, 
And  nimbler  foot  of  the  melodious  pair, 

The  Silver  voiced  Lady-,  the  moft  fair 

Calliope,  whofe  fpeaking  filcnce  daunts, 
And  (he  whofe  praife  the  heavenly  body  chaunts. 

Thefe  jointly  woo'd  him,  envying  one  another 

(Obey'd  by  all  as  Spoufe,  but  lo^d  as  brother  ) 
Andwrougnt  a  curious  robeof  fable  grave, 

Fre(h,  green,  and  pleafmt  yellow,  red  moft  brave, 
And  conftant  blew,  rich  purple,  guiltlefs  white, 
The  lowly  Ruffet,  and  the  Scarlet  bright  ; 

Branch't  and  embroidered  like  the  painted  Spring 
Each  leaf  match ad  with  a  Flower,  and  each  ftring 
Of  golden  wire,  each  line  of  (ilk;  there  run 
Italian  works  whofe  thred  the  Sifters  fpun  3 

And  there  did  fing,  or  feem  to  fing,  the  choice 

Birds  of  a  forreign  ndte,  and  Various  voice. 

Here  hangs  a  moJJ'ey  Rock  '?  there  plays  a  fair 
But  chiding  Fountain  purled  :  Not  the  air, 

Nor  Clouds,  nor  Thunder,  but  Were  living  dfawn. 
Not  out  of  common  Tiffany  or  Lawn. 
But  fine  materials,  which  the  Mufes  knew, 

And  only  know  the  Countries  where  they  grow. 

Now  when  they  could  no  longer  him  enjoy 
In  mortal  garments  pent  3  death  may  dejlroy 

They  fay  his  body,  but  his  Verfe  Jhall  live 
And  more  than  Nature  takes,  our  hands  Jhall  give. 

In  a  left  Volume,  but  more  Jlrongly  bound 

Shakefpear  fliall  breathe  and  fpeal^ ,  with  Lawrel 
crown  d 

Which  never  fades.  Fed  with  A  mbrofiad  meat, 
In  a  well-  lined  Vefture  rich  and  neat 

So  with  this  Robe       cloathe  him,  bid  him wear  it, 

For  time  Jhall  never  (lain,  nor  envy  tear  it. 

The  friendly  Admirer  of  his 
Endowments, 

J.  M  S. 
An 
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E  PITA 

On  the  admirable  Dramatick  Poet, 

WILLIAM  SHAKESTEAR. 

H 

WHat  need  my  Shakefpear  for  his  honour'd bones, 

The  labour  of  an  Age,  in  piled  (tones, 

Or  that  his  hallow'd  Reliques  (hould  be  hid 
Under  a  Starry-pointing  Pyramid  } 
Dear  Son  of  Memory,  great  Heir  of  Fame, 
What  needft  thou  fuch  dull  witnefsof  thy  Name} 
Thou  in  out  wonder  and  aftonifliment 

Haft  built  thyTelf  a  lading  Monument : 

Forwhilft  toth'ftiame  of  flow-endeavouring  Art, Thy  eafie  numbers  flow ,  and  that  each  part , 
Hath  from  the  leaves  of  thy  unvalued  Eook, 
Thofe  Del f  hick,  Lines  with  deep  Impreflion  tcok. 
Then  thou  our  fancy  of  her  felf  bereaving, 
Doft  make  us  Marble  with  too  much  conceiving, 
And  fo  Sepulcherd  in  fuch  pomp  doft  lie, 
That  Kings  for  fuch  a  Tcmb  would  with  to  die. 

ZJfon  the  Lines  and  Life  of  the  Famous  Scenic\  Toet 

M*  WILLI  AM  SHAKESPEAR. 

THofe  hands,  which  you  fo  clapt,  go  now  and wring 

You  Britains  brave  5  for  done  are  Shakejpears  days  5 
His  days  are  done,  that  made  the  dainty  Plays, 

Which  made  the  Globe  of  Heav'n  and  Earth  to ring. 

Dry'd  is  that  Vein,  dry'd  is  the  Thefpian  Spring, 
Turn'd  all  to  tears,  and  Phebus  Clouds  his  Rays  3 
That  CorpSj  that  Coffin  now  beftick  thole  Bays, 

Which  crown'd  him  Poet  firft,  then  Poets  King. 
If  Tragedies  might  any  Prologue  have, 
All  thofe  he  made,  would  fcarcemake  one  to  this  5 
Where  Fame,  now  that  he  gone  is  to  the  Grave, 

(  Deaths  publick  Tyring-houfc  )  the  Nuneius  is. 
For  though  his  Line  of  Life  went  foon  about, 

The  Life  yet  of  his  Line*  (hall  never  out. 

Hugh  Holland. 

\ 
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T  E  M  P 
S  T. 

AHm  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

A  tempefiuous  wife  of  Thunder  and  Lightning  heard :  Enter 

Ship-mafttr  and  a  Botef  vain. 

Mafier, 
Otefwain. 

Botef.  Here  Mailer:  What  cheer? 

Mafi.  Good :  Speak  to  th'  Mariners: 
fall  too't,  yarely,  or  we  run  our  felves 
a-ground,  beftir,  beftir.  Exit. 

Enter  Mariners. 

Bctef.  Hey  my  hearts,- cheerly  my 

hearts :  yare.  yare :  Take  in  the  top-fail :  tend  to  th'  Ma- 
iler's whiftle:Blow  till  thou  burfl  thy  wind,if  room  enough. 
Enter  Alonfo,  Sebaflian,  Anthonio,  Ferdinando, 

GonZalo,  and  others. 

'  Alon.  Good  Botefwain  have  care:  where's  the  Mailer  ? 
Play  the  men. 

Botef  1  pray  now  keep  below. 
Anth.  Where  is  the  Mailer,  Bofon  ? 

.  Botef.  Do  you  not  hear  him  ?  You  mar  our  labour  : 
Keep  vour  Cabins :  yuii  do  alii  ft  the  ftorm. 

Gonz,.  Nay,  good  be  patient. 
B  rtef  When  the  Sea  is  :  hence :  what  cares  thefe  Roa- 

rers for  the  Name,  of  King?  toCabine:  filence :  trouble 
us  not. 

Gonz,.  Good,  yet  remember  whom  thou  haft  aboard. 
None  that  I  more  love  than  my  felf.  You  are  a 

Counfellor,  if  you  can  command  thefe  Elements  to  fi- 
ence,  and  work  the  peace  of  the  prefent,  we  will  not  hand 
Rope  more,  ufeyour  Authority:  if  yon  cannot,  give 

thanks  you  have  liv'd  fo  long,  and  make  your  felf  ready 
in  your  Cabine  for  the  mifehance  of  the  hour,  if  it  fo  hap. 
Cheerlygood  hearts :  out  of  our  way  Ifay.  Exit. 

Gon.  1  have  great  comfort  from  this  fellow  :  methinks 
he  hath  no  drowning  mark  upon  him  ;  his  complexion  Is 
:>erfecl  Gallows :  Hand  fall  good  Fate  to  his  hanging ; 
make  the  Rope  of  his  deftiny  our  Cable,  for  our  own 

doth  little  advantage :  if  he  be  not  born  to  be  hang'd,  our cafe  is  miferable.  Exit. 

Enter  Botefwain. 

Botef.  Down  with  the  top-Mail !  yare,  lower,  lower  j 
)ring  her  totry  with  Main-courie.    A  plague  

A  cry  within.  Enter  Seballian,  Anthonio  and  Gonzalo, 

An.  we  are  meerly  cheated  of  our  lives  by  Drunkards, 

This  wide-chopt  rafcal,  would  thou  might'ft  lie  drowning 
the  wafhing  of  ten  Tides. 

Gonz,.  He'l  be  hang'd  yet, 
Though  every  drop  of  water  fware  againft  it, 

And  gape  at  wid'ft  to  glut  him.     A  confufed  wife  within. 
Mercy  on  us- We  fplit,  wefplit:  Farewell  my  wife  and  children, 
Farewell  brother :  we  fplit,  we  fplit,  we  fplit, 

Anth.  Let's  all  fink  with  King. 
Seb.  Let's  take  leave  of  him.  gfe&< 
Gtnz,.  Now  would  I  give  a  thoufand  furlongs  of  Sea  for 

an  Acre  of  barren  ground  ;  Long  heath,  brown  firs,  any 
thing ;  the  wills  above  be  done,  but  I  would  fain  die  a  dry death, 

: 

upon  this  howling  :  they  are  louder  than  the  weather,  or 
our  office  :  Yet  again  ?  What  do  yon  here  ?  Shall  we  give 

o're  and  drown  ?  Have  vou  a  mind  to  fink  ? 

Sebaf.  A  pox  o'  your  throat,  you  bawling,  blafphemous, 
incharitable  Dog 

Botef  Work  you  then. 

Anth.  Hang  Cur,  hang,  you  whorefon  infolent  Noife- 
maker;  we  are  lets  afraid  to  be  drown'd  than  thon  art. 

Gcnz.  1'Je  warrant  him  for  drowning,  though  the  Ship were  no  ftronger  than  a  Nut-ftiell,  and  as  leaky  as  an  un- ftanched  wench. 

Bon  f.  Lay  her  a  hold,  a  hold ;  fet  her  two  courfes  off  to 
Sea  again,  lay  her  off.. 

Enter  Mariners  wet. 

Mar.  All  loft,  to  prayers,  to  prayers,  all  loft. 
Botef  What  mult  our  mouths  be  cold? 

Gen.  The  King  and  Prince  at  prayers,  let's  afllft  them, for  our  cafe  is  as  theirs 

Sebaf  I'm  out  of  patience. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Profpero  and  Miranda. 

Mir  a.  If  by  your  Art  (£l8y  deareft  father)'  you  have 
Put  the  wild  waters  in  this  Rore,  allay  them  : 
The  sky  it  feems  would  pour  down  flinking  pitch, 
But  that  the  Sea,  mounting  to  the  welkins  cheeks 
Dafhes  the  fire  out.  Oh  !  I  have  fuffered 
With  thofe  that  I  faw  fuffer :  A  brave  Vefiel 

fWhohad,  nodouht,  fome  noble  creature  in  her) 
DaftVd  all  to  pieces  :  Oh  !  the  cry  did  knock 

Againft  my  very  heart :  poor  fouls,  they  perifh'd, 
Had  I  been  any  God  of  power,  I  would 
Have  funk  the  Sea  within  the  Earth,  or  ere 

It  fhould  the  good  Ship  fo  have  fwallow'd,  and 
The  fraughting  Souls  within  her. 

Prof,  Be  collected  j 
No  more  amazement  i  Tell  your  piteous  hearr , 
There's  no  harm  done. 

Mir  a.  O  wo,  the  day. 

Prof.  No  harm. 
I  have  done  nothing  but  in  care  of  thee 
(Of  thee  my  dear  orfe,  thee  my  Daughter)  who 
Art  ignorant  of  What  thou  art,  nought  knowing 
Of  whence  I  am ;  nor  that  I  am  more  better 
Than  Pr,  fpero,  Mafter  of  a  full  poor  Cell, 
And  thy  no  greater  Father. 

Mir  a.  More  to  know 

Did  never  meddle  with  my  thoughts. 

Prof.  'Tis  true 
I  fhould  inform  thee  farther :  Lend  fhy  han<f 

And  pluck  my  Magick  garment  from  me :  So, 
Lye  there  my  Art:  wipe  thou  thine  eyes,  have  comfort  ? 

The di reful  fpeftacle  of  the  wrack,  which  touch 5d 
The  very  virtue  of  companion  in  thee, 
1  have  withfuch  compallion  in  mine  Arc 
So  fafely  ordered,  that  there  is  no  foul, 
No  not  1b  much  perdition  as  an  hair 
Betide  to  any  creature  in  the  VefTel 

Which  thou  heard'ft  cry,  which  thou  faw'ft  fink  f 
Sit  down,  for  thou  mult  now  know  farther. 

Mir  a.  You- have  often 
Begun  to  tell  me  what  I  am,  but  flopt. 
And  left  me  to  the  bootlefs  inquifition? 
Concluding,  flay  !  not  yet. 

Prof  The  hour's  now  come,' A 

Tha 



Tbt 
Temp  eft. 

The  very  minute  bids  thee  ope  thine  ear, 
Obev,  and  be  attentive,  Canftthou  remember 
A  time  before  we  came  unto  this  Cell  ? 

I  do  not  think  thou  canft,  for  then  thou  was't  not 
Out  three  years  old. 

Mira.  Certainly,  Sir,  I  can. 

Vrof.  By  u'hat  ?  by  any  other  houfe,  or  perfon  ? 
Of  any  thing  the  Image,  tell  me,  that 
Hath  kept  with  thy  remembrance. 

Mira.  Tis  far  otF  ■ 
And  rather  like  a  dream  than  an  afTurance 

That  my  remembrance  warrants :  Had  I  not 
Four  or  five  women  once  that  tended  me  ? 

Vrof.  Thou  hadft,  and  more,  Miranda :  But  how  is 
That  this  lives  in  thy  mind  ?  What  feeft  thou  elfe 
In  the  dark  backward  and  Abyfmeof  Time? 

If  thou  remembreft  ought  ere  thou  cam'fthere, 
How  thou  cam'ft  here  thou  may'ft. Mira.  But  that  I  do  not. 

Vrof.  Twelve  year  fince  ( Miranda},  twelve  year  fince 
Thy  Father  was  the  Duke  of  Millain,  and 

A  Prince  of  Power.  ' 
Mira.  Sir,  are  not  you  my  Father  ? 
Vrof.  Thy  Mother  was  a  piece  of  Virtue,  and 

She  (aid  thou  waft  my  Daughter ;  and  thy  Father 
Was  Duke  of  Millain,  and  his  only  heir  : 
And  Princefs  ;  no  worfe  iflued. 

Mrra.  O  the  Heavens, 

Whatfoul  play  had  we  that  we  came  from  thence? 
Or  blelled  was'c  we  did  ? 

Vrof.  Both,  both  myGirh 
By  foul  play,  (as  thou  fayeft)  were  we  heaved  thence, 
Butblefiedly  holp  hither. 

Mira,  O  my  heart  bleeds 

To  think  o'  th'  teene  that  I  have  turn'd  you  to, 
Which  is  from  my  remembrance  :  pieafe  you,  farther. 

Vrof.  My  Brother  and  thy  Uncle,  call'd  Antbonio: 
I  pray  thee  mark  me,  that  a  brother  fhould 
Befo  perfidic  us :  he,  whom  next  thy  (elf 

Of  all  the  world  I  lov'd,  and  to  him  put 
The  manage  of  my  ftate,  as  at  that  time. 
Through  all  the  fignories  it  was  the  firft, 
And  Vrofpero  the  prime  Duke,  being  fo reputed 
In  dignity  ;  and  for  the  Liberal  Arts, 
Without  a  parallel ;  thole  being  all  my  ftudy  j 
The  Government  I  caft  upon  my  brother, 
And  to  my  ftate  grew  ftranger,  being  tranfported 
And  rapt  infecret  ftudies,  thy  falfe  Uncle 
(Doft  thou  attend)  ? 

Mira.  Sir,  moft  heedfully. 
Vrof.  Being  once  perfected  how  to  grant  fuits, 

How  to  deny  them  :  whom  t'  advance,  and  whom 
To  trafh  for  over-topping ;  new  created 

The  creatures  that  were  mined  fay,ot  chang'd  'em, 
Or  elfe  new  form'd'em  ;  having  hoth  the  key 
Of  Officer  and  Office,  let  all  hearts  o'  th'  ftate 
To  what  tune  pleas'd  his  Ear,  that  now  he  was 
The  Ivy  which  had  hid  my  princely  Trunk, 

And  fuck't  my  verdure  out  on'r:  Thou  attend'ftnot  ? 
Mira.  O  good  Sir.  I  do. 
Vrof  I  pray  thee  mark  me : 

1  thus  neglecting  worldly  ends,  all  dedicated 
To  doienefs,  and  the  bettering  of  my  mind  . 
With  that  winch  bur  by  being  retired 

Ore-prizrd  all  popular  rate:  in  my  falfe  brother 
Awak'd  an  evil  Nature,  and  my  truft, 
Like  a  good  parent,  did  beget  of  him 
A  falfhood  in  its  contrary,  as  great 
As  my  truft  was,  which  had  indeed  no  limit, 
A  confidence  Tans  bound.  He  being  thus  Lorded 
Not  only  with  what  my  Revenue  yielded, 
But  what  my  power  might  elfe  exact.  Like  one 
Who  having  into  truth,  by  telling  of  it, 
Made  fuch  a  (inner  of  his  Memory 

/To  credit  his  own  lie,  he  did  believe 
He  was  indeed  the  Duke,  out  o'th'  Subftitution 
And  executing  th'  outward  face  of  Royalty With  all  prerogative  :  hence  his  Ambition  growing  • 

Doft  thou  hear?  6 Mira.  Your  tale,  Sir,  would  cure  deafnefs. 
Pro!.  To  have  no  Screen  between  this  part  he  plaid And  him  he  plaid  it  for,  he  needs  will  be 

Abfolute  Millain  ;  Me  (poor  man)  my  Library 
Was  Dukedom  large  enough  :  Of  temporal  Royalties He  thinks  me  now  incapable.  Confederates 
(So  dry  he  was  for  fway)  with  King  of  Naples 
To  give  him  annual  tribute,  do  him  homage. 
Subject  his  Coronet  to  his  Crown,  and  bend 
The  Dukedom  yet  unbowed  (alas  poor  Millain .') To  much  ignoble  ftooping. 

Mira.  Oh  the  heavens  ? 

Vrof.  Mark  his  condition,  and  th'  event,  then  tell  me If  this  might  be  a  brother. 
Mira.  1  mould  fin 

To  think  but  Nobly  of  my  Grand-mother  3 Good  wombs  have  born  bad  (6ns. 
Vro.  Now  the  condition: 

This  King  of  Naples  being  an  Enemy 
To  me  inveterate;  hearkens  mv  brother's  fuit, 
Which  was,  That  he  in  lieu  c/rh '  premifes, 
Of  homage  and  J  know  not  how  much  tribute, 
Should  prefently  extirpate  me  and  mine 
Our  of  the  Dukedom,  and  confer  Mr  Millain 
With  all  the  honours,  on  my  brother :  Whereon 
A  treacherous  Army  levied,  one  mid- night 
Fated  to  th'purpofe,  did  An.bonw  open 
The  gates  of  Mtllam^nd  l'th'dead  of  darknefs. 

The  Minifters  forth'  purpofe hurried  thence  * Me,  and  thy  crying  felf 
Mir.  Alack  for  pity: 

f  not  remembring  how  I  cry'd  out  then 
Will  cry  it  o're  again :  it  is  a  hint 
That  wrings  mine  eyes  to't. Vro.  Hear  a  little  further. 

And  then  Tie  bring  thee  to  the  prefent  bufinefs 
Which  now's  upon's,  without  the  which  this  ftory Were  moft  impertinent. 

Mir.  Wherefore  did  they  not 
That  hour  deftroy  us  ? 

Vro.  Well  demanded,  wench : 
My  tale  provokes  that queftion:  Dear,  they  durft  not; So  dear  the  love  my  people  bore  me :  nor  fet 
A  mark  fo  bloody  on  the  bufinefs ;  but 
With  colours  fairer  painted  their  foul  ends. 
In  few,  they  hurried  us  aboard  a  Bark, 
Bore  us  fbme  Leagues  to  Sea,  where  they  prepared 
A  rotten  carcafs  of  a  But,  not  rigg'd, 
Nor  tackle,  nor  fail,  nor  mart;  the  very  Rats 
Inftinctively  have  quit  it  •  There  they  hoift  us 
To  cry  to  th'  Sea  that  roar'd  to  us ;  ro  figh 
To  th'  Winds,  whofe  pity  fighing  back  again Did  us  but  loving  wrong. 

Mir.  Alack  .' what  trouble 
Was  1  then  to  you  ? 

Vro.  O  .'  a  Cherubim 

Thou  was't  that  did  preferveme:  Thou  td  id  ft  (mile, 
Infnfed  with  a  fortitude  from  heaven, 

When  I  have  deck'tthe  Sea  with  drops  full  fait, 

Under  my  burthen  groan'd,  which  rais'd  in  me 
An  undergoing  ftomach,  to  bear  up 
Againft  what  mould  enliie. 

Mir.  How  came 'we  afhore  ? 
Vro.  By  providence  divine; 

Some  food  we  had,  and  fome  frefh  water,  that 
A  noble  Neapolitan  Gonz,alo, 
Out  of  his  Charity  (  who  being  then  appointed 
Mafter  of  this  delign)  did  give  us,  with 
Rich  garments,  linnens,  ftufts,  and  neceflaries 

Which 
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Which  fince  have  deeded  much,  Co  of  his  gentlenefs 

Knowing  Ilov'd  my  Books,  he  furnifh'd  me From  mine  own  Library,  with  volumes,  that 

I  prize  above  my  Dukedom. 
Mir.  Would  1  might 

But  ever  fee  that  man.  , 
Pro.  Now  I  arife, 

Sit  ftill,  and  hear  the  laft  of  our  Sea-forrow  : 
Here  in  thislfland  we  arriv'd,  and  here 
Have  1,  thy  School-ma fter,  made  thee  more  profit 
Than  other  Princefs  can,  that  have  more  time 
For  vainer  hours ;  and  Tutors,  nor  fo  careful. 

Mir-  Heavens  thank  you  for't.And  now  1  pray  you  Sir, 
For  ftill  'tis  beating  in  my  mind  :  your  reafon 
For  raifmg  this  Sea-ftorm  ? 

Pro.  Know  thus  far  forth, 

By  accident  rrioft  ftrange,  bountiful  Fortune  ■ 
(Now  my  dear  Lady)  hath  mine  enemies 
Brought  to  this  fhore :  And  by  my  prefcience. 
I  find  my  Zenith  doth  depend  upon 
A  molt  aufpitious  ftar,  whofe  influence 
If  nowl  court  not,  but  omit,  my  fortunes 
Will  ever  after  droop  :  Here  ceafe  more  queftions, 

Thou  art  inclin'd  to  fleep :  'tis  a  good  dulnefs, 
And  give  it  way  :  1  know  thou  canft  not  chufe ; 
Come  away, Servant,  come;  i  am  ready  now, 
Approach  my  Ariel.  Come.  Enter  Ariel. 

An.  All  hail,  great  Mafter,  grave  Sir, hail  lcome 
Toanfwer  thy  belt  pleafure  ■  be  it  to  fly; 
Tofwim,  to  dive  into  the  fire  :  to  ride 

Onthecurl'd  clouds:  to  thy  ftrong  bidding,  task 
Ariel,  and  all  his  Quality. 

Pro.  Haft  thou,  Spirit. 

Perform'd  to  point,  the  Tempeft  that  1  bad  thee? 
Ar.  To  every  Article. 

I  boarded  the  Kings  (hip:  now  on  the  Beak, 
Now  in  the  Wafte,  the  deck,  in  every  Cabin, 

I  flam'd  amazement,  fometimes  Pld  divide 
And  burn  in  many  places  ;  on  the  top-maft, 
The  Yards  and  Bore  lprit,  would  I  flame  diftinctly, 
Then  meet,  and  joyn.  Joves  Lightning,  the  precurfers 

O'th  dreadful, Thunder  claps  more  momentary 
And  fight  out-running  were  not ;  the  tire  and  cracks 
Of  fulphurous  roaring,  the  molt  mighty  Neptune 
Seem  to  befiege,  and  make  his  bold  waves  tremble, 
Yea,  his  dead  Trident  fhake. 

Pro.  My  brave  Spirit. 
Who  was  fo  firm,  fo  conftant,  that  this  coyl 
Would  not  infect  his  reafon  ? 

Ar.  Not  a  foul 

But  felt  a  Feaver  of  the  mad,  and  plaid 
Some  tricks  of  defperation :  all  but  Mariners 

Plung'd  in  the  foaming  bryne,  and  quit  the  vefTel : 
Then  all  a  fire  with  me  the  Kings  fori  Ferdinand 
With  hair  up  ftaring(then  like  reeds,  not  hair) 

Was  the  ftrlt  man  that  leapt :  cri'd  hell  is  empty,  and All  the  Devils  are  here. 

Pro.  Why  that's  my  fpirit; 
But  was  not  this  nigh  fhore  ? 

Ar.  Clofeby,  my  Mafter. 
Pro.  But  are  they  (  Ariel)  fafe  ? 
Ar.  Not  a  hair  perifhed  : 

On  their  fuftaining  garments  not  a  blemifh, 
But  frefher  than  before :  and  as  thou  badft  me, 

In  troops  1  have  difpers'd  them  'bout  the  ifle  : 
The  Kings  fon  have  I  landed  by  himfelf, 
Whom  I  left  cooling  of  the  Air  with  fighs, 
In  an  odd  Angle  ot  the  1  fie,  and  fitting, 
His  arms  in  this  fad  knot. 

Pro.  Of  the  Kings  thip, 

The  Mariners,  fay  how  thou  haft  difpos'd, 
And  all  the  relt  o'tlf  Fleet  ? 

Ar.  Safely  in  harbour. 
Is  the  Kings  fhip,  in  the  deep  Nook,  where  once 

Thou  calfdltme  up  at  midnight  to  ferch  dew 
From  the  ftill-vext  Bermoatbes,  there  (hee  s  hid  : 
The  Mariners  all  under  hatches  ftowed, 

Who,  with  a  Charm  joyn'd  to  their  fbffercd  lafeoiif 
1  have  left  afleep  :  and  for  the  reft  o'th  Fleet 

( Which  I  difpers'd)they  all  have  met  again, And  are  upon  the  Medi  enanean  Flote. 
Bound  fadly  home  for  Naples, 
Supposing  that  they  faw  the  Kings  fhip  wrackr5 
And  his  great  perfon  perifh. 

Pro  Ariel,  thy  charge 

Exactly  is  periorm'd  •,  but  there's  more  work: 

What  is  the  time  o'th'  day  I Ar.  Paft  the  mid  (eafon. 
Pro.  At  leaft  two  Glalfes :  the  time  'twixt  fix  and  now 

Muft  by  us  both  be  fpent  moft  precioufly. 
Ar.  Is  there  more  royl  ?  Since  thou  doir  give  me  pains, 

Let  me  remember  thee  what  thou  haft  promis'd. 
Which  is  not  yet  perform'd  me. Pro.  How  now  ?  moooie  ? 

Which  is't  thou  canft  demand  ? 
Ar.  My  Liberty. 
Pro.  Before  the  time  be  out  ?  no  more  : 

Ar.  1  prethee 
Remember  1  have  done  thee  worthy  fervice, 

Told  thee  no  lyes,  made  thee  no  miitakings.  ferv'd 
Without  or  grudg,  or  grumblings  j  thou  didft  promife 
To  bate  me  a  full  year. 

Pro.  Do'ft  thou  forget 
From  what  a  torment  I  did  free  thee  ?  Ar  No 

Pro.  Thou  do'ft and  thinkeft  it  much  to  tread  the Ooze  of  the  fait  deep  ; 

To  run  bpon  the  fharp  wind  of  the  North, 

To  do  me  bufinefs  in  the  veins  o'  th'  earth 
Whenitisbakd  withfroft. 

Ar  ldo  not  Sir. 

.  Pro  Thou  lielt,  malignant  Thing :  haft  thou  forgot 
The  fowl  Witch  Syarax,  who  with  Age  and  envy 
Was  grown  into  a  Hoop  ?  haft  thou  forgot  her  ? 

Ar.  No  Sir. 
Pro.  Thou  haft where  was  me  born  ?  fpeake :  cell  rhe 
Ar-  Sir,  in  Argier. 
Pro.  Oh,  was  fhe  fo :  I  muft 

Once  in  a  month  recount  what  thou  haft  bin , 

V  hich  thou  forgetft.This  damn'd  -  itch  Sycorax 
For  mifcbiefs  manifold,  and  forcer.es  terrible 
To  enter  human  hearing,  from  Argier 

Thou  know'ft  was  banifh  d  :  for  one  thing  fhe  did 
They  would  not  take  her  life  :  is  not  this  true  ?  Ar.  I  Sir. 

Pro.  This  blew-ey'd  hag,  was  hither  brought  with 
And  here  was  left  by  th'  Saylors  .  thou  my  flave,  (child, 
As  thou  report'ft  thy  felt,  was  then  her  fervant, 
And,  for  thou  waft  a  fpirit  too  delicate 

To  act  her  earthy  and  abhor'd  commands,  , . 
Refufing  her.  grand  hefts,  fhe  did  confine  thees 
By  help  of  her  more  potent  minifters, 
And  in  her  moft  unmittigable  rage, 

Into  a  cloven  Pyne ;  within  which  rift 

Imprifon'd,  thou  did'ft  painfully  remain 
A  dozen  years :  within  which  fpace  (he  diM, 
And  left  thee  there  :  where  thou  didlt  vent  thy  groans 
As  faft    Mill  wheels  ltrike  .-  then  was  th*s  ifland 
(Save  for  the  Sun  that  he  did  littour  here. 

A  frekel'd  whelp,  hag-Lorn )  not  honourd  with A  human  thape. 
Ar.  Yes :  Caliban  her  fon. 

Pro-  Dull  thing,  I  fay  fo  :  he,  that  Caliban 

Whom  now  1  keep  in  ierv.ce,  thou  beft  k'iow'ft What  torment  1  did  find  thee  in  ,  thy  groans 

Did  make  wolves  howl,  and  penetrate  ihe  brefts 
Of  ever-angry  bears ;  it  was  a  torment 
To  lay  upon  the  damn  d,  which  Sycorax 
Could  noc  again  undo  :  it  was  mine  arc, 

A  z 
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When  I  arriv'd,  atjd  heard  thee, that  made  gape 
The  Pyne,  and  let  thee  out. 

Ar.  I  thank  thee  Matter. 

Pro.  If  thou  more  murmur'ft,  I  will  rend  an  Oak 
And  pes;  thee  in  his  knotty  entrails,  till 

Thou  halt  howl'd  away  twelve  winters. 
Ar.  Pardon,  Mailer. 

I  will  lie  corelpondentro  command 

And  do  my  fpriting  gently. 
Pro.  Do  fo:  and  alter  two  dayes 

1  will  difcharge  thee. 
Ar.  That's  mv  noble  Matter: 

What  fiulll  do?  fay  what  ?  what  (hall  Ido? 

p  ■'>.  Go  make  thy  (elf  like  to  a  Nymph  o'th'  Sea. 
Be  iubje&  to  no  fight  but  thine,  and  mine:  invifible 

To  every  eye-ball  elfe :  go  take  this  Aiape 

And  hither  come  in't :  go  :  hence 
With  diligence.  Exeti. 

Pro.  A  wake  >  dear  heart  awake,  thou  haft  flept  well, 
Awake. 

Mir.  The  ftrangenefs  of  your  ftoi  y,  put 
Heavinefs  in  me. 

Pro.  Shake  it  off :  Come  on, 

We'll  vifit  Caliban,  my  flave,  who  never 
Yields  us  kind  anfwer. 

Mir.  'Tis  a  villain  Sir,  I  do  not  love  to  look  on. 

Pro.  Rut  as  'tis 
We  cannot  mifs-  him :  he  do's  make  our  fire, 
Fetch  in  our  wood,  and  ferves  Offices 

That  profit  us :  what  hoa  :  flave :  Caliban : 
Thou  Earth  thou :  fpeak. 

Cal  within.  There's  wood  enough  within. 

Pro.  Come  forth  I  fay,  there's  other  bufinefs  for  thee: 
Come  thou  Tortoys,  when  ?  Enter  Ariel  like  a  Water- 

Fine  apparition  ■  my  quaint  Ariel,  Nymph. 
Heark  in  thine  ear. 

Ar.  My  Lord,  it  Avail  be  done.  Exit. 
Pro.  Thou  poifonous  flave,  got  by  the  Devil  himfelf 

Uoon  thy  wicked  Dam  ;  come  forth.        Enter  Caliban. 

Cal.  As  wicked  dew,  as  ere  my  Mother  brufh'd 
With  Ravens  feather  from  unwholfomeFen, 

Drop  on  yon  bbch :  A  South-weft  blow  on  ye, 

And  blifter  you  all  o're. Pro.  For  this  be  fure,  to  night  thou  (halt  have  cramps, 

Side-ftitches,  that  fhafl'pen  thy  breath  up,  Urchins 
Shall  for  that  vaft  of  night,  that  they  may  work 

AH  exercife  on  thee  :  thou  fliak  be  pinch'd 
As  thick  as  heny-comb,  each  pinch  more  flinging 

Than  Bees  that  made'em'. Cal.  1  muft  eat  my  dinner  : 

This  Aland's  mine  by  Syccrax  my  Mother, 

Which  thou  tak'tt  from  me  :  when  thou  cam'ft  firft 

Thou  ftroak'ft  me,&  made  much  of  me:  would'ftgive  me 

Water  with  berries  in't:  and  teach  me  how 

To  name  the  bigger  Light,  and  how  thelefs, 

That  burn  by  day  and  night:  and  then  1  loved  thee, 

And  (hewed  thee  all  the  qualities  o'  thelfle, 
The  fi  efh  Springs,  Brine- pits  ;  barren  place  and  fertil, 

Curs'd  be  I  that  ldid  fo :  All  the  Charms 

Of  Syccrax  :  Toads,  Beetles,  Bats  light  on  you: 

For  I  am  all  the  Subjects  that  you  have, 

Which  firft  was  mine  own  King  j  and  here  you  fty-me 

In  this  hard  R"ck,  whiles  you  do  keep  from  me 

The  reft  of  rhelfland. 
Pro.  Thou  molt  lying  flave, 

Whom  ttripes  may'move,not  kindnefs :  I  have  us'd  thee 

(Filth  as  thou  art  J  with  human  care,  and  lod  g'd
 

In  mine  own  Cell,  till  thou  didft  leek  to  violate 

The  honour  of  mv  Child- 

Cal.  Oh  ho,  oh  ho,  would't  had  been  done  : 

Thou  didft  prevent  me,  1  had  peopl'd  elfe Thislfle  with  Calibans. 

Mir-  Abhorred  Slave, 

Which  any  print  of  goodnefs  will  not  take,
 

Wing  capable  of  all  Til:  I  pitied  thee*  
 

'Took  pains  to  make  thee  fpeak,  taught  thee  each  hour 
One  tb?ng  or  other :  when  thou  didft  not  ( Savage) 
Know  thine  own  meaning;  but  wouldft  gabble, like 
A  thing  ttiOfl  bruirifli,  I  endow'd  thy  purpoles VVith  words  that  made  them  known:  Butthy  vild  race 
(Tho  thou  didft  learn)  had  that  int't,  which  good  natures Could  not  abide  to  be  with  ;  therefore  wa'ft  thou 
Defervedly  confin'd  into  this  Rock,  who  hadft 
DefeiVd  more  than  a  prifon. 

Cal.  You  taught  me  Language,  and  my  profit  on'c 
Is,  I  know  how  to  curfe  :  the  red-plague  rid  you 
For  learning  me  your  language. 

Pro.  Hag-feed  hence  : 
Fetch  us  in  Fewel ,  and  be  quick,  thou  art  beft 

To  anfwer  other  bufinefs :  fhrug'tt  thou  (Malice) 
If  thou  neglecTft,  or  doft  unwillingly 

What  I  command,  I'le  rack  thee  with  old  cramps, 
Fill  all  thy  bones  with  Aches,  make  thee  rore, 
The  beafts  Avail  tremble  at  thy  dyn. 

Cal.  No,  rpray  thee. 

I  muft  obey,  his  Art  is  of  fuch  pow'r, 
It  would  control  my  Dam's  god  Setebos, 
And  make  a  vaflail  of  him. 

Pro.  So  flave,  hence. 
Enter  Ferdinand  and  Ariel  invifible,  playing  &  finging, 

Ariel's  Song.  Come  unto  thefe yellow  funds, 
and  then  take  hands : 
Curtfied  when  yen  have,  and  kift 
the  wild  waves  whifi : 

Foot  it  feat ly  here  and  there,  and  fivect  fprigbts  bear the burtkn.  Burthen difoerfedhy. 

Hark,  hark,  bcugb-wawgh  :  the  watch- Dogs  bark) bough  wawgb. 

Ar.  Hark,  hark,  I  heard  the  firatn  of  ffirutting  Chanticlere, 
cry  cock  adidle~duwe. 

Fer.  Where  mould  this  Mufick  be?  I'th  air, or  th'eartb? 
It  founds  no  more  :  and  fure  it  waits  upon 

Some  god  'oth'  Hand,  firting  on  a  bank, 
Weeping  again  the  King  my  Fathers  wrack. 
This  Mufick  crept  by  me  upon  the  waters, 
Allaying  both  their  fury,  and  my  paflion 
With  it's  fweet  ayr  i  thence  I  have  follow  d  it 

(  Or  it  hath  drawn  me  rather  )  but  'tis  gone. 
No,  it  begins  again. 

Ariel's  Song  Full  f adorn  fi  ve  thy  Father  lies. 
Of  his  bones  are  Coral  made  : 
lhofe  are  pearls  that  wire  his  eyes, 
Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade, 
But  djh  [uffer  a  Sea- change  : 
Into  fomething  rich,  andfirange : 

Sea  Nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell. Burthen :  ding  dong. 

Hark  new  I  hear  them,  ding-dong  bell. 

Fer.  The  Ditty  do's  remember  my  drown'd  father, This  is  no  mortal  bufinefs,  nor  no  found 
That  the  earth  ows  ;  I  hear  it  now  above  me. 

Tro-  The  fringed  Curtains  of  thine  eye  advance,. 

And  fay  what  thoufee'ftyond. 
Mir  a.  Whatis't  a  fpirit  ? 

Lord,  how  it  look's  about :  Believe  me  fir, 
it  carries  a  brave  form.    But  'tis  a  fpirit. 

Pro.  No  wench,  it  eats,and  fleeps,and  hath  fuch  (enfes 
As  we  have  ;  fuch.  This  Gallant  which  thou  feeft 

Was  in  the  wrack  :  and  but  he's  fome thing  ftain'd 
With  grief  (that's  beauties  canker)  thou  might'ft  call  him 
A  goodly  perfon  :  he  hath  loft  his  fellows, 

And  ftrayes  about  to  find'em Mir.  I  might  call  him 
A  thing  divine,  for  nothing  natural 
I  ever  faw  fo  Noble. 

Pro.  It  goes  on  I  fee 

As  my  foul  prompts  it :  Spirit,  fine  fpirit,  I'le  free  thee 
Within  two  days  for  this. 

Fer.  Moft  fure  the  goddefs 

On 
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On  whom  thefe  ay  res  attend.  Vouchfafemy  pray  r 

May  know,  if  you  remain  upon  this  Ifland, 

And  that  you  will  fome  good  inftrudtion  give 

low  I  may  bear  me  here :  my  prime  requeft 

("Which  I  do  laft  pronounce)  is  (O  you  wonder, 

If  you  be  made,  or  no  ? 
Mir.  No  wonder  fir, 

But  certainly  a  Maid. 

Fer.  My  Language?  Heavens: 

1  am  thebeftof  them  that  fpeak  this  fpeech, 

Were  I  but  where  'tis  fpoken. 
Pro.  How  ?  the  belt  ? 

What  wer't  thou  if  the  King  of  Naples  heard  thee? 

Fer.  A  fingle  thing,  as  I  am  now,  that  wonders 

To  hear  Thee  fpeak  of  Naples :  he  do's  hear  me, 
And  that  he  do's,  Iweep:  my  felf  am  Naples, 
Who,  with  mine  eyes  (never  fince  at  ebb,)  beheld 

The  King  ny  Father  wrack't. Mir-  Alack,  for  mercy. 

Fer.  Yes  faith,  and  all  his  Lords,  the  Duke  of  Miflain 

And  his  brave  fon,  being  twain. 

Pro.  The  Duke  of  Mdlam 

And  his  more  braver  daughter  could  controll  thee, 

If  now 'twere  fit  to  do't :  At  the  firft  fight 

they  have  chang'G  eyes :  Delicate  Ariel, 
Pie  fet  thee  free  f  jr  this.  A  word  good  Sir, 

1  fear  you  have  done  your  felf  fome  wrong  •  A  word. 
Mir.  Why  fpeaks  my  Father  fo  urgently  ?  This 

Is  the  third  man  that  ere  I  faw :  the  firft 

That  ere  1  figh'd  for :  pity  move  my  Father 
To  be  enclin'd  my  way. 

Fer.  O,  if  a  Virgin, 

And  your  aifeftion  not  gone  forth,  l'le  make  you 
The  Queen  of  Naples. 

Tro.  Soft  Sir,  one  word  more. 

They  are  both  ineithers  pow'rs:  But  this  fwift  bufinefs 
muft  uneafie  make,  left  too  light  winning 

Make  the  prize  light.  One  word  more :  1  charge  thee 

T  hat  thou  attend  me  :  Thoudo'ft  hereufurp 
The  Name  thou  ow'ft  not,  and  haft  put  thy  felf 
Upon  this  Ifland,  as  a  fpye,  to  win  it 

From  me,  the  Lord  on't. 
Fer.  No,  as  1  am  a  man. 

Mir.  There's  nothing  ill  can  dwell  in  fuch  a  Temple 
If  the  ill-fpirit  have  fo  fair  an  houfe, 

Good  things  will  ftrive  to  dwell  with't. 
Pro.  Follow  me. 

Trof.  Speak  not  you  for  him :  he's  a  Traitor 
'le  manacle  thy  neck  and  feet  together: 
Sea-water  (halt  thou  drink  :  thy  food  fhall  be 
The  frefli-brook  Mufsles,  wither  d  roots  and  husks 
Wherein  the  Acorn  cradled.  Follow. 

Fer.  No, 
1  will  refill  fuch  entertainment,  till 

Mine  Enemy  has  more  pow'r. 
He  draws,  and  is  charmed  from  moving. 

Mira.  O  dear  Father  ; 
Make  not  too  rath  a  trial  of  him  ;  for 

He's  gentle,  and  not  fearful. 
Trof.  What  1  fay, 

My  foot  my  Tutor  ?  Put  thy  Sword  up,  Traitor, 

VVhomakesafhew,  but  dar'ft  not  ftrike:  thy  confcience 
lspofleftwith  guilt:  Come  from  thy  ward, 
For  1  can  here  difarm  thee  with  this  ftick, 
And  make  thy  weapon  drop. 

Mir.  Befeech  you  Father. 
Pro.  Hence  :  hang  not  on  my  gatments. 
Mir.  Sir,  have  pity, 

l'le  be  his  furety. 
Pro.  Silence :  One  word  more 

Shall  make  me  chide  thee,  if  not  hate  thee:  What, 
An  advocate  for  an  lmpoftor  ?  Hufh : 

Thou  think'ft  there  is  no  more  fuch  fhapes  as  he, 
(Having  feen  but  him  and  Caliban)  ;  Foolifh  wench, 

come, 

To  th'  moft  of  men  this  is  a  Caliban, 
And  they  to  him  are  Angels. 

Mir.  My  affe&ions 
Are  then  moft  humble  :  lhave  no  ambition 
To  fee  a  goodlier  man. 

Pro.  Come  on,  obey: 

Thy  Nerves  are  in  their  infancy  again, 
And  have  no  vigour  in  them. 

Fer.  So  they  are : 

My  fpirits,  as  in  a  dream,  are  all  bound  up  .* 
My  Father's  Iofs,  theweaknefs  which  1  feel, 

The  wrack  of  all  my  friends,  nor  this  man's  threats^ 
To  whom  1  am  lubdu'd,  are  but  light  tome, 
Might  1  but  through  my  prifbn  once  a  day 

Behold  this  Maid  :  all  corners  elfe  o'th'  Eartfe 
Let  liberty  make  ufe  of :  fpace  enough 
Have  1  in  fuch  a  Prifon. 

Pro.  It  works  :  Come  on. 

Thou  haft  done  well,  fineAriell:  follow  me. 
Hark  what  thou  elfe  fhalt  do  me. 

Mir.  Be  of  comfort, 

My  Father's  of  a  better  Nature  (Sir) 
Than  he  appears  by  fpeech :  this  is  unwonted 
Which  now  came  from  him. 

Pro.  Thou  fhalt  be  as  free 

As  mountain  winds ;  but  then  exaftly  do 
All  points  of  my  command. 

Ar.  To  th'fvllable. 

Pro.  Come  follow :  fpeak  not  for  him.  'Exeunt 

Affus  Secundus.    Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Alonfo,  Sebafiian,  Anthonio,  Gtnzalo,  Adrian,  Fran- 
cifco,  and  others. 

Gonz.  Befeech  you  Sir,  be  merry :  you  have  caufe, 

fSohave  we  all)  of  joy  -  for  our  elcape 
Is  much  beyond  our  lols  ;  our  hint  of  wo 
Is  common,  every  day,  fome.Sailors  Wife, 
TheMaftersof  fome  Merchant,  and  the  Merchant 
Have  juft  our  Theam  of  woe ;  But  for  the  miracle, 
(1  mean  our  prefervation)  few  in  millions 
Can  fpeak  like  us :  then  wifely  (good  Sir )  weigh 
Our  forrow  with  our  comfort. 

Alonf.  Prethee  peace. 
Seb.  He  leceives  comfort  like  cold  porredge. 

Ant.The  Vifitor  will  not  give  him  o're  fo. 
Seb.  Look,  he's  winding  up  the  Watch  of  his  Wit, 

By  and  by  it  will  ftrike. 
Con.  vir. 
Seb.  On:  tell. 

Gon.  When  every  grief  is  entertain'd, 
That's  oner'd  comes  to  the  entertainer. 

Seb.  A  Dollor. 
Gon^  Dolour  comes  to  him  indeed,  you  have  fpoken 

truer  than  you  purpos'd. 
Seb.  You  have  taken  it  wifelier  than  1  meant  you  fhould. 
Gon.  Therefore  my  Lord. 

Ant.  Fie,  what  a  fpend-thrifcis  heof  his  tongue? 
Alon.  1  prethee  fpare 
Gon.  Well,  lhave  done:  But  yet 
Seb.  He  will  be  talking. 

Ant.  Which  of  he,  or  Adrian,  for  a  good  Wager, 

Firft  begins  to  crow  ? 
Seb.  The  old  Cock. 
Ant.  The  Cockrell. 
&£.Done:the  wager? 
Ant.  A  laughter. 
Seb.  A  match. 

Adr.  Though  this  Ifland  fsem  to  be  defert 

A  3 
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Seb.  Ha,  lia,  ha 

Ant.  So :  you'r  paid. 
Adr.  Uninhabitable,  and  almoft  inacceffible. 
Seb.  Yet. 
Ah.  Yet. 

Ant.  He  could  not  mifs't. 
Ah.  It  mult  needs  be  of  fubtle,  tender,  and  delicate 

temperance. 
Ant,  Temperance  was  a  delicate  wench. 

Seb.  I,  and  a  fubtle,  as  he  molt  learnedly  deliver'd. 
Ah.  The  air  breathes  upon  us  here  molt  fweetly. 
Seb.  As  if  it  had  Lungs,  and  rotten  ones. 

Ant.  Or,  as 'twere  perfumed  by  a  Fen. 
Gen.  Here  is  every  thing  advantageous  to  life. 
Ant.  True,  fave  means  to  live. 

.  Seb.  Of  that  there's  none,  or  little. 
Gm.  How  lufhand  lufty  the  grafs  looks  ? 

How  green  ? 
Ant.  The  ground  indeed  is  taWny . 

Seb.  With  an  eye  of  green  in't. Ant.  Hemifles  not  much. 
Seb.  No:  he  doth  but  miftake  the  truth  totally. 

Gnn.  But  the  rarity  of  it  is,  which  is  indeed  almoft  be- 
yond credit. 

Sek  As  many  voucht  rarities  are. 
Gon.  That  our  Garments  being  (as  they  were)  drencht 

in  the  ceaJiold  notwithftanding  their  frefhnefs  and  glofies, 

being  rather  new  dy'd  than  ftain'd  with  fait  water. 
Ant.  If  but  one  of  his  Pockets  could  fpeak,  Would  it 

not  fay  he  lies  ? 
Sek  I,  or  very  falfely  pocket  up  his  report. 
Gon.  Methinks  our  garments  are  now  as  frefh  as  when 

we  put  them  on  firft  in  Ajfrick,  at  the  marriage  of  the 

King's  fair  Daughter  Clanbtd,  to  the  King  of  Tunis. 
Seb.  'Twas  a  fweet  marriage,  and  we  profper  well  in our  return. 

Ahi.  Tunis  was  never  grae'd  before  with  fuch  a  Para- 
gon to  their  Queen. 

Gon.  Not  fince  Widow  Vino's  time. 

Ant.  Widow  ?  a  pox  o'  that :  how  came  that  Wi- 
dowin?  Widow  Dido! 

Stb.  What  if  he  had  (aid  Widower  zAineas  too  ? 

Good  Lord,  how  you  take  it? 
Ahi.  Widow  Dido  faid  you  ?  You  make  me  ftudy  of 

that:  (he  was  of  Carthage,  not  of  Tunis. 
Gon.  This  Tunis,  fir,  was  Carthage. 
Add.  Carthage?         Gon   1  allure  V ou  Carthage. 
Ant.  His  word  is  more  than  the  miraculous  Harp. 

Seb.  He  hath  rais'd  the  wall,  and  houles  too. 
Ant.  What  impoffible  matter  will  he  make  eafie  next  ? 

Seb.  I  think  he  will  carry  this  ifland  home  in  his  pock- 
et, and  give  it  his  fon  for  an  Apple. 

Ant.  And  (owing  the  kernels  of  it  in  the  Sea,  bring 
forth  more  Iflands. 

Gon.  I.  Ant.  Why  in  good  time. 
Gen.  Sir,  we  were  talking,  that  our  garments  feem 

now  as  frefh  as  when  we  were  at  Tunis  at  the  marriage 
of  your  Daughter,  who  is  now  Queen. 

Ant.  And  the  rareft  that  e' re  came  there. 
Seb-  Bate  (lbefeech  you,)  Widow  Dido. 
Ant.  O  Widow  Dufo?  I,  Widow  Dido. 

Gon.  Is  not  my  Doublet,  Sir,  as  frefh  as  the  firft  day  I 
wore  it  ?  1  mean  in  a  fort. 

Am.  That  (brt  was  well  fiuYd  for. 

Gon.  When  1  wore  it  at  your  Daughters  Marriage. 
Alon.  You  cram  thefe  words  into  mine  ears,  againft 

The  ftomnch  of  my  fenfe  :  Would  1  had  never  i 
Married  my  daughter  there  :  For  coming  thence  I 
My  fon  is  loft,  and  (in  my  rate)  (lie  too, 
Who  is  fo  far  from  Italy  removed, 

I  ne're again  (hall  fee  her:  O  thou  mine  heir  I 
Of  Navies  and  of  Millain,  what  ftrange  fi(h 
Hath  made  his  meal  on  thee  ? 

Fran.  Sir,  he  may  live. 

I  (aw  him  beat  the  the  furges  under  him, 
And  ride  upon  their  backs ;  he  trod  the  water 
Whofe  Enmity  he  flung  afide ;  and  brefted 
The  furge  molt  fwoln  that  met  him :  his  bold  head 
'Bove  the  contentious  waves  he  kept,  and  oared Himfelf  with  his  good  arms  in  lufty  ftrokes 

:  To  th'  (hore-  that  o're  his  wave-worn  bafis  bowed 
As  (looping to  relieve  him  :  1  not  doubt 
He  came  alive  to  Land. 

Alon.  No,  no,  he's  gone. 
Seb.  Sir,  you  may  thank  your  felf  for  this  great  lofs,' That  would  not  blefs  our  Europe  with  your  Daughter 

But  rather  lofe  her  to  an  Affncan  • 

Where  (lie,  at  lea  ft,  is  banifh'd  from  your  Eye, 

Who  hath  caufe  to  wet  the  grief  on't.  ' Alon.  Prethee  peace. 
Seb,  You  were  kneel'd  to,  and  importun'd  otherwife 

By  all  of  us  :  and  the  fair  foul  her  felf 
Weigh'd  between  loathnefs  and  obedience  at 
Which  end  o'th*  beam  (hould  bow:  we  have- loft  your  fon I  fear  for  ever :  Millain  and  Naples  have 
Mo  Widows  in  them  of  this  bufinefs  making, 
Than  we  bring  men  to  comfort  them : 

The  fault's  your  own. 
Alon.  So  is  the  deer'ft  o'  th'  lofs. 
Gon.  My  Lord  Seba[Hany 

The  truth  you  fpeak  doth  lack  fome  gentlenefs 
And  time  to  fpeak  it  in ;  you  rub  the  (ore 
When  you  (hould  bring  the  Plaifter. 

Seb.  Very  well.  Ant.  And  molt  Chirurgeonly. 
Gon.  It  is  foul  weather  in  us  all,  good  Sir, 

When  you  are  cloudy. 
Seb.  Foul  weather  ?  Ant.  Very  foul. 
Gon.  Had  J  plantation  of  this  Ifle,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  He'd  fow't  with  Nettle-feed. 
Seb.  Or  Docks,  or  Mallows. 

Gon.  And  were  the  King  on't,  what  would  I  do  ? 
Seb.  Scape  being  drunk,  forwantof  W  ine. 
Gon.  l'th'  Commonwealth  I  would  (by  contraries) 

Execute  all  things  :  For  no  kind  of  Traffick 
Would  1  admit  :  no  name  of  Magiftrate  : 
Letters  ftiould  not  be  known :  Riches,  poverty, 
And  ufe  of  fervice,  none :  Contract,  SuccelTion, 
Born,  bound  of  Land,  Tilth,  Vineyard  none: 
No  ufe  of  Metal,  Corn,  or  Wine,  or  Oyl: 
No  occupation,  all  men  idle,  all : 
And  women  too,  but  innocent  and  pure  ; 
No  Soveraignty. 

Seb.  Yet  he  would  be  King  on't. Ant.  The  latter  end  of  his  Commonwealth  forgets  the 

beginning- Gon-  All  things  in  common  Nature  (hould  produce 
Without  fweat  or  endeavour :  Treafon,  Felony, 
Sword,  Pike,  Knife,  Gun,  or  need  of  any  Engine 
Would  1  not  have :  but  Nature  (hould  bring  forth 
Of  its  own  kind,  all  foyzon,  all  abundance 

To  feed  my  innocent  people. 

Seb.  No  marrying  'mong  his  Subjects  ? 
Ant.  None  f  man )  all  idle ;  Whores  and  Knaves. 
Gom  1  would  with  fuch  perfection  govern,  Sir: 

T'  excell  the  Golden  Age. 
Seb-  Save  his  Majefty.  Ant.  Long  live  Gmcalo. 
Gon.  And  do  you  mark  me,  Sir  ? 
Alon.  Prethee  no  more :  thou  doft  talk  nothing  to  me. 
Gon.  1  do  well  believe  your  Highnefs,  and  did  it  to  mi- 

nifter  occafion  to  thefe  Gentlemen,  who  are  of  fuch  fen- 
fible  and  nimble  Lungs,  that  they  always  ufe  to  laugh  at 
nothing. 

Ant.  'Twas  you  we  laugh'd  at. 
Gon,  Who,  in  this  kind  of  merry  fooling  am  nothing 

to  you:  fo  you  may  continue,  and  laugh  at  nothing  (till. 
Ant.  What  a  blow  was  there  given  ? 

Seb.  And  it  had  notfal'n  flat- long. 
Gon.  You  are  Gentlemen  of  a  brave  metal :  you  would 

lift 
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lift  the  Moon  out  of  her  fphere,  if  fhe  would  continue 
in  it  five  weeks  without  changing. 

Enter  Ariell  playing  folemn  Mufick. 

Seb.  We  would  fo,  and  then  go  a  Bat-fowling. 

Ant.  Nay,  good  mv  Lord  be  not  angry. 

Gon.  No  I  warrant  you.  I  will  not  adventure^  my  dif- 

cretion  fo  weakly :  Will  you  laugh  meafleep,  for  I  am 

very  heavy. 
Ant.  Go  fleep,  and  hear  us- 
Alon.  What,  all  fo  foon  afleep  ?  I  wifii  mine  Eyes 

would  (with  themfelves)  (hut  up  my  thoughts, 

I  find  they  are  inclin'd  to  do  fo. 
Seb-  Pleafe  you  Sir, 

Do  not  omit  the  heavy  offer  of  it : 
ltfeldom  vifirs  forrow  ;  when  it  doth,  it  is  a  Comforter. 

Ant.  We  two,  my  Lord,  will  guard  your  perfon, 
While  you  take  your  reft,  and  watch  your  fafety. 

Alon.  Thank  you:  wondrous  heavy. 
Seb.  What  a  ftrange  drowfinefs  pofTefTes  them  ? 

Ant.  It  is  the  quality  o'th' Climate. Seb.  Why, 

Doth  it  not  then  our  Eye-lids  fink  ?  I  find 

Not  my  felf  difpos'd  to  fleep Ant  Nor  I,  my  fpirits  are  nimble : 

They  fell  together  all,  as  by  confertt 

They  dropt,  as  by  a  Thunder-ftroke :  what  might, 
Worthy  Sebaftian  ?  O,  what  might?  no  more 
And  yet,  methinks  I  fee  it  in  thy  face, 

What  thou  fhould'ft  be :  the  occafion  (peaks  thee,  and 
Mv  ftrong  imagination  fees  a  Crown 

Dropping  upon  thy  head. 
Seb.  What,  art  thou  waking  ? 
Ant .  Do  you  not  hear  me  fpeak  ? 
Seb.  I  do,  and  furely 

It  is  a  fleepv  Language,  and  thou  fpeak'ft 
Out  of  thy  fleep :  What  is  it  thou  didft  fay  ? 
Thi  ;  is  a  ftrange  repofe,  to  be  afleep 

With  Eyes  wide  open  :  ftanding,  (peaking,  moving  ; 
And  yet  fo  fair  afleep. 

Ant   Noble  Sebajlian, 

Thou  let'it  rhy  fortune  fleep;  die  rather :  wink'if. 
Whiles  thou  art  waking. 

Seb.  Thou  doitinorediftiiidly  ; 

There's  meaning  in  thy  fhores. 
Ant.  I  am  more  ferious  than  my  cnftom  :  you 

M  uft  be  fo  too,  if  heed  me  :  which  to  do, 

Trebbles  thee  o're. 
Seb.  Well;  I  am  ftanding  water. 
Ant-  Tie  teach  you  how  to  flow. 
Seb.  Do  fo :  to  ebb, 

Hereditary  floth  inftru&s  me. 
Ant.  O! 

If  you  but  knew  how  you  the  purpofe  cherifh 
Whiles  thus  you  mock  it :  how  in  (tripping  it 
You  more  inveft  it :  ebbing  men,  indeed 
(Molt  often )  do  fo  near  the  bottom  run 
By  their  own  fear  or  floth. 

Seb.  Prethee  fay  on, 
Thefettingof  thine  Eye  and  cheek  proclaim 
A  matter  from  thee ;  and  a  birth,  indeed, 
Which  throws  thee  much  to  yield. 

Ant.  Thus  Sir  : 

Although  this  Lord  of  weak  remembrance  j  this 
Who  fhall  be  of  as  little  memory 

When  he  is  earth 'd,  hath  herealmoftperfwaded 
(For  he's  a  Spirit  of  perfwafion,  only 
Profeffes  to  perfwade)  the  King  his  fon's  alive ; 
'Tis  asimpoffiblethat  he's  undrown'd, 
As  he  that  fleeps  here,  fwims. 

Seb.  I  have  no  hope, 
That  he's  undrown'd. 

Ant.O,  out  of  that  no  hope: 

What  great  hope  have  you  ?  No  hope  that  way :  is 
Another  way  fo  high  an  hope,  that  even 

'Ambition  cannot  pierce  a  wink  beyond, 
But  doubt  difcovery  there.  Will  you  grant  with  me, 

That  Ferdinand  is  drown'd  ? 
Seb.  He's  gone. 

Ant-  Then  tell  me  who's  the  next  heir  of  Naples  ? Seb.  Claribell. 

Ant.  She  that  is  Queen  of  Tunis:  Hie  that  dwells 

Ten  Leagues  beyond  man's  Life :  fhe  that  from  Naples 
Can  have  no  note,  unlefs  the  Sun  were  poft : 

The  Man  i'th'  Moon's  too  flow,  till  new-born  chinnes 
Be  rough,  and  Razor-able:  She  that  from  whom 

We  all  were  (ea-fwallow'd,  tho  fome  caft  again, 
And  by  that  deltiny  to  perform  an  aft, 

whereof,  what's  paft  in  prologue  •  what  to  Come 
In  yours,  and  my  difcharge. 

Seb.  What  ftuff  is  this?  How  fay  you? 

'Tis  true,  my  brother's  daughter's  Queen  of  Tunis, 
So  is  fhe  heir  of  Naples,  'twixt  which  Regions 
There  is  fome  (pace. 

Ant.  A  fpace  whofe  ev'ry  cubit Seems  to  cry  our,  how  fhall  that  Claribell 

Meafure  us  back  by  Naples  ?  keep  in  "funis, 
And  let  Seba(lian\N&Ve.  Say,  this  were  death 

That  now  hath  feiz'd  them,  why  they  were  no  worfe 
Than  now  they  are  :  There  be  that  can  rule  Naples 
As  well  as  he  that  fleeps :  Lords  that  can  prate 

As  amply,  and  unneceffarily 
As  this  Gonz,alv :  I  my  (elf  could  make 
A  Cough  of  as  deep  chat  :  O,  that  you  bore 
The  mind  that  I  do  ;  what  a  fleep  weFe  this 
For  your  advancement?  Do  you  underftand  me? 

Seb.  Methinks  I  do. 

.  iAnt.  And  how  do's  your  content 
Tender  your  own  good  fortune  ? 

Seb.  1  remember 

You  did  fupplant  your  brother  Prcjpero. 
esint-  True  : 

And  look  how  well  my  Garments  fit  upon  me, 

Much  feater  than  before  :  My  brother's  fervants 
Were  then  my  fellows,  now  chey  are  my  men. 

Seb.  But  for  your  Conicience- 

Ant.  1  Sir :  where  lies  that ?  If  'twere  a  kybe 
'Twould  put  me  to  my  flipper :  But  I  feel  not 
This  Deity  in  my  bolcme :  Twenty  Conferences 
That  ftand  twixt  me  and  MiUam,  candied  be  they, 
And  melt  ere  they  moleft :  Here  lies  you  brother, 
No  better  than  the  Earth  he  lies  Upon, 

!f  he  were  that  which  now  he's  like  (that's  dead) 
Whom  1  with  this  obedient  fteel  (three  inches  of  it) 
Can  lay  to  bed  for  ever:  whiles  you  doing  thus, 
To  the  perpetual  wink  for  ay  might  put 
This  ancient  morfel :  this  Sir  Prudence,  who 

Should  not  upbraid  our  courfe :  for  all  the  reft 

They'l  take  fuggeftion,  as  a  Cat  laps  milk, 
They'l  tell  the  clock,  to  any  bufinefs  that 
We  fay  befits  the  hour. 

Seb.  Thy  cafe,  dear  Friend, 

Shall  be  my  prefident:  As  thou  got'ft  Millain, 
1'le  come  by  Naples:  Draw  thy  Sword,  one  ftroke 
Shall  free  thee  from  the  tribute  which  thou  payefr, 
And  1  the  King  fhall  love  thee. 

ftAnt.  Draw  together  : 
j  And  when  1  rear  my  hand,  do  you  the  like 
To  fall  it  on  Gon&alo. 

Seb.  O,  but  one  word. 

Enter  Ariell  -with  Mufick  and  Song. 

Ariell,  My  Mafter  through  his  Art  forefees  the  danger 
That  you  (his  friend)  are  in,  and  (ends  me  forth 
(Tor  elfe  his  projeft  dies )  to  keep  them  living. 

Sings  in  Gonzalo's  Ear- 
While  you  here  do  fnoaring  lie, 

Open-efd  Confpiracy 
His  time  doth  take  : 

If 
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If  of  Life  you  keep  a  care. 

Shake  off  fl  umber  and  beware- 
Awake,  awake. 

Ant.  Then  let  us  both  be  fudden- 

Gen.  Now,  good  Angels  prefervethe  King. 

Ah.  Why  how  now  ho  ?  awake  •  why  are  you  drawn  ? 
Wherefore  this  ghaftly  looking  ? 

Gov.  W hat's  the  matter  ? 
Whiles  we  ftood  here  (ecu ring  your  repofe, 

(Even  now)we  heard  a  hollow  burlt  of  bellowing 

Like  Bulls,  or  rather  Lyons  ;  did't  not  wake  you  ? 
It  ft  rook  mine  Ear  molt  terribly. 

Ah.  I  heard  nothing. 

Ant.  O,  'twas  a  din  to  fright  a  Monfter's  Ear ; 
To  make  an  Earthquake:  Hire  it  was  the  roar 
Of  a  whole  herd  of  Lyons. 

Ah.  Heard  you  this,  Gonz>ah  ? 
Gw.Upon  mine  honour,fir,l  heard  a  humming, 

(And  chat  a  ftrange  one  too)which  did  awake  me ! 

(hak'd  you,  fir,  and  cri'd :  as  mine  eyes,open'd, 
I  faw  their  weapons  drawn :  there  was  a  noile, 

That's  verily  ;  'tis  beft  we  ftand  upon  our  guard ; 
Or  that  we  quit  this  place:let's  draw  our  weapons. 

Ah.  Lead  off  this  ground,  and  let's  make  further  fearch 
For  my  poor  (on. 

Gon.  Heavens  keep  him  from  thefe  Beafts : 

For  he  is  fure  i'th'  Ifland. 
Ah.  Lead  away. 
Jr.  Profpero,  my  Lord,  (hall  know  what  I  have  done. 

So  (King)  go  fafely  on  to  feek  thy  fon.  v  Exeunt. 

hath  lately  differed  by  a  Thunderbolt :  Alas  !  the  ftorm 
is  come  again  :  my  beft  way  is  to  creep  under  his  Gaber- 

dine :  there  is  no  other  fhelter  hereabout :  Mifety  ac-  j quaints  a  man  with  ftrange  bedfellows :  I  will  here  flirowd 
till  the  dregs  of  the  ftorm  be  paft. 

Enter  Stephano  finging. 
lore. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Caliban,  with  a  burthen  of  wood  (a  noife 

of  Thunder  heard'). 

Cal.  All  the  infe&ions  that  the  Sun  fucks  up 
From  Bogs,  Fens,  Flats,  on  Profper  fall,  and  make  him 
By  inch-meal  a  difeafe:  his  Spirits  hear  me, 

And  yet  1  needs  muft  curie.  But  they'l  not  pinch, 
Fright  me  with  Urchin  (hews,  pitch  me  i'th'  mire, 
Nor  lead  me  like  a  fire-brand,  in  the  dark 

Out  of  my  way,  unlets  he  bid  'em  ;  but 
For  every  triflle  are  they  let  upon  me, 
Sometime  like  Apes,  that  moe  and  chatter  at  me, 
And  after  bite  me  :  then  like  Hedg-hogs.  which 
Lie  tumbling  in  my  bare-foot-way,  and  mount 
Their  pricks  at  my  foot-fall  :  (bmetimeam  1 
All  wound  with  Adders,who  with  cloven  tongues 
Do  hifs  me  into  madnefs  :  Lo,  now  Lo,  Enter 
Here  conies  a  Spirit  of  his,  and  to  torment  me,  Trmcuh, 
For  bringing  wood  in  ilowly :  Tie  fall  flat, 
Perchance  he  will  not  mind  me. 

Tri.  Here  s  neither  bufh,nor  (hrub  to  bear  off  any  wea- 
ther at  all ;  and  another  ftorm  brewing  ;  1  hear  it  (ing 

i'th' wind  :  yond  fame  black  cloud,  yond  huge  one,  looks 
ike  a  foul  bumbard  that  would  (hed  his  liquor :  if  it 
(hould  thunder,  as  it  did  before,  1  know  not  where  to 
hide  my  head  :  yond  (ame  cloud  cannot  chule  but  fall  by 
pailfulls.    W  hat  have  we  here,  a  man  or  a  fi(h  ?  dead  or 
alive  ?  A  nth  ;  he  (mells  like  a  (ifli :  a  very  ancient  and 
rifh-like  (inell :  a  kind  of,  not  of  the  neweft  Poor  John  :  a 
ftrange  fi(h:were  1  in  England  now(as  once  I  was),and  had 
but  this  rilh  painted, not  an  holy-day- fool  there  but  would 
give  a  piece  of  fii venthere  would  this  monfter  make  a  man: 
any  ftrange  bealr  there  makes  a  man  :  when  they  will-not 
give  a  doit  to  relieve  a  lame  Beggar,  they  will  lay  out  ten 

tofeea  dead  Indian:  Leg'd  like  a  man  ;  and  his  Fins  like 
Arms ;  warm  o'my  troth  :  1  do  now  Ietloo'e  my  opinion, 
hold  it  no  longer  i  this  is  no  rilh,  but  an  lflander,  that 

Ste.  I  Jhallno  more  to  fea,  to  fea,  here  Jhall  I  dye  a  (ho 
This  is  a  very  fcurvy  tune  to  fing  at  a  man's 
Funeral :  well,  here's  my  comfort.  Drinks 

Sings,  The  Mafter,  the  Swabber,  the  Boat-fwain  and  I-  ' The  Gunner,  and  his  Mate, 
Lo'u'd Mati>  Meg,  WMarrian  W Margery, 
But  none  of  tts  card  for  Kate  • 
For  fhe  had  a  tongue  with  a  tang, 
Would  cry  to  a  Sailor  go  hang  : 
She  hi >  d  not  the  favour  of  Tar  nor  of  Pitch, 
Tet  a  Taylor  might  fcratch  her  where  ere  {be  did  itch. 
Then  to  fea  boys,  and  let  her  go  hang. 
That  is  a  fcurvy  tune  too  : 

But  here's  my  comfort.  Drinks. Cal.  Do  not  torment  me:  oh ! 
Ste.  What's  the  matter? 

Have  we  Devils  here  ? 

Do  you  put  tricks  upon's  with  Salvages,  and  men  of  ty. de?  ha  ?  1  have  not  fcap'd  drowning  to  be  afraid  now  of your  four  legs :  for  it  hath  been  faid  as  proper  a  man  as  f 
ever  went  on  four  legs,  cannot  make  him  give  ground: 
and  it  (ball  be  faid  fo  again,  while  Stephano  breathes  at noftrils. 

Cal.  The  Spirit  torments  me:  oh  ! 
Stt.  This  is  fome  monfter  of  the  Ifle,  with  four  legs  • 

who  had  got  (as  I  take  it)  an  Ague :  where  the  Devil 
(hould  he  learn  our  language?  1  will  give  him  fome  relief  | 
if  it  be  but  for  that:  if  J  can  recover  him,  and  keep  liim 
tame,  and  get  to  Naples  with  him,  he'sa  Prefentfor  any Emperor  that  ever  trod  on  Neats-Leather. 

Cal.  Do  not  torment  me  prethee :  Tie  bring  my  wood 
home  falter. 

Ste.  He's  in  his  fit  now  ■  and  do's  not  talk  after  the  u  i- feft:  heftialltafte  of  my  Bottle:  if  he  have  never  drunk 
Wine  afore,  it  will  go  near  to  remove  his  Fit :  if  1  can  re- 

cover him,  and  keep  him  tame,  1  will  not  take  too  much 
for  him,  he  (hall  pay  for  him  that  hath  him,  and  that] foundly. 

Cal.  Thou  doft  me  yet  but  little  hurt ;  thou  wilt  a- 1 
non,  1  know  it  by  thy  trembling  :  Now  Profper  works  up- 

on thee. 
Ste.  Come  on  your  ways  :  open  your  mouth  ;  here 

is  that  which  will  give  language  to  you  Cat  j  open  your 
mouth  •,  this  will  (hake  your  (baking,  1  can  tell  you,  and 
that  foundly:  you  cannot  tell  who's  your  friend ;  open 
your  chaps  again. Tri.  1  (hould  know  that  voice : 

It  (hould  be,  
But  heisdrown'd  •  and  thefe  are  Devils;  O  !  defend  me. 

Ste.  Four  legs,  and  two  voices ;  a  moft  delicate  Mon-| 
fter :  his  forward  voice  now  is  to  (peak  of  his  friend  ;  his  | 
backward  voice  is  to  utter  foul  fpeeches,  and  to  detracl; : 
if  all  the  w  ine  in  my  Bottle  will  recover  him,  1  will  help 
his  Ague  :  Come :  Amen,  1  will  pour  fome  in  thy  other 

mouth. 
Tn.  Stephano.  . 
Ste..  Doth  thy  other  mouth  call  me?  Mercy  .'  mercy ! 

This  is  a  Devil,  and  no  Monfter  i  1  will  leave  him ;  1  have 
no  longfpoon. 

Tri.  Stephano :  if  thou  beeft  Stephano,  touch  me,  and 
fpeak  tome  ;  for  lamTrinculo;  be  not  afraid,  thy  good 
friend  Trincuh. 

Ste.  If  thou  beeft  Tmcuh,  come  forth ;  l'!e  pull  thee 
by  the  lelier  legs :  if  any  be  Tr math's  legs,  thefe  are  they : 
Thou  art  very  Tmcuh  indeed:  howcam'lt  thou  to  be  the 
fiege  of  this  Moon- calf  ?  Can  he  vent  Trmculo's  \ 

Tri 
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Tri  1  took  him  to  bekill'd  with  athunder-ftro
ke ;  but 

art  thou  not  drown'd  Stephana :  lhope  now  thou  ant  not 

drown'd  :  is  the  ftorm  over-blown?  1  hid  me  un
der  the 

dead  Moon-Calfs  Gaberdine,  for  fear  ot  the 
 Storm  : 

And  art  thou  living  Stephana?  O  Stephana,  two  N
eapolitans 

fcap'd  ? 
Ste.  'Prethee  doe  not  turn  me  about,  my  ftomack  is  not 
conftant.  .  . 

Cal.  Thefe  be  fine  things,  and  if  they  be  not  iprignts  . 

that's  a  brave  god,  and  bears  Celeftial  liquor :  I  will  kneel 
to  him. 

Sie.  How  did'ft  thou  fcape  ? 

How  cam'ft  thou  hither  ?  > 

Swear  by  this  Bottle  how  thou  cam* it  hither  :  Iefcap  d 

upon  a  But  of  Sack,  which  theSaylors  heaved  o'reboard, 
bv  this  Bottle  which  1  made  of  the  Bark  of  a  Tree,  with 

mine  own  hands,  fince  I  was  caft  afhore. 

Cat.  I'le  fwear  upon  that  Bottle,  to  be  thy  true  fubject, 

for  the  liquor  is  not  earthly. 

Ste.  Here:  fwear  then  how  thou  efcap'dft. 
Tri.  Sworn  afhore  (man)  like  a  Duck ;  1  can  fwim  like 

Duck  i'le  be  fworn. 
Ste.  Here,  kifle  the  Book. 

Tho  thou  canft  fwim  like  a  Duck,  thou  art  made  like  a 
Goofe. 

Tn.  O  Stephano,  has'c  any  more  of  this  ? 
Ste.  The  whole  But  (man)  my  Cellar  is  in  a  rock  by 

th'  Sea  fide,  where  my  wine  is  hid : 

Tow  now  Moon-Calf,  how  do's  thine  Ague? 
Cal.  Has't  thou  not  dropt  from  heaven  ? 
Ste.-  Outo'ch  Moon  1  doe  allure  thee.  1  was  the  Man 

ith'  Moon  when  time  was. 
Cal.  1  have  feen  thee  in  her :  and  1  do  adore  thee  : 

My  Miftrefle  fhew'd  me  thee,  and  thy  Dog,and  thy  Bufh. 
Ste.  Come  fwear  to  that :  kifle  the  Book,  1  will  fur- 

nifli  it  anon  with  the  new  contents  :  Swear. 

Tri.  By  this  good  light,  this  is  a  very  (hallow  Monfter 
afeard  of  him  ?  a  very  mallow  Monfter: 

The  Man  ith' Moon  ? 
A  moft  poor  credulous  Monfter  : 
Well  drawn  Monfter,  in  good  footh. 

Cal.  fie  fhew  the  every  fertil  inch  o'th'  lfle :  and  I 
will  kifle  thy  foot :  I  prethee  be  my  god. 

Tri.  By  this  light,  a  moft  perfidious ,  and  drunken 

Monfter,  when's  god's. afleep  he'll  rob  his  Bottle. 
Cal.  J'le  kifle  thy  foot.  I'le  fwear  my  felf  thy  Subject. 
Ste.  Come  on  then :  down  and  fwear. 

Tn.  I  (hall  laugh  my  felf  to"  death  at  this  puppy-head- 
ed Monfter :  a  moft  fcurvie  Monfter  :  I  could  find  in  my 

heart  to  beat  him. 
Ste.  Come,  kifle. 

Tri.  But  that  the  poor  Monfter'sin  drink  : An  abominable  Monfter. 

Cal.  I'le  fhew  thee  the  beft  Springs :  I'le  pluck  thee 
Berries :  I'le  fifh  for  thee  ;  and  get  thee  wood  enough. 
A  plague  upon  the  Tyrant  that  I  ftrve  j 
Tie  bear  him  no  more  Sticks,  but  follow  thee,  thou  won- 

drous man. 
Tn.  A  moft  ridiculous  Monfter,  to  make  a  wonder  of 

a  poor  drunkard. 

Cal.  1  prethee  let  me  bring  thee  where  Crabs  grow  • 
and  I  with  my  long  nayls  will  dig  thee  pig-nuts  •  fhow 
thee  a  jay's  neft,  and  inftruct  thee  how  to  (hare  the  nim- 

ble Marmazet :  I'le  bring  thee  tocluftring  Philbirts,  and 
fometimes  I'le  get  thee  young  Scamels  from  the  Rock : 
Wilt  thou  go  with  mf  ? . 

Cal.  1  prethee  now  lead  the  way  without  any  more 
talking.  Trinculo,  the  King,  and  all  our  company  elfe 
being  drownd,  we  will  inherit  here  :  Here  ;  bear  thy 

Bottle  :  FelloW  Trmcitto  ;  we'll  fill  him  by  and  by  a- 
gain : 

Caliban  Jings  drunker7) . Farewell  Mafter  :  farewel,  farewel. 
Tri.  A  howling  Monfter  :  a  drunken  Monfter. 

|  Cal.  No  more  dams  I'le  make  for  fifo, Nor  fetch  in  firing,  at  requiring, 

Nor  firape  trencbering,  nor  ivafh  dijh, 

Ban  ban,  Cacaljban  • Has  a  new  Mafter,  get  a  new  Mar, 

Freedome,  high  day,  highway  freedome,  freedome,  high- 
day  freedome. 

Sie.  O  brave  Monfter,  lead  the  way.  Exeunt. 

Affus  Tertius  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Ferdinand  (  bearing  a  Loo  ) 

Fer.  There  be  ibme  fports  are  painful ,  and  their  labour 
Delight  in  them  fetoff:  Some  kinds  of  bafenefs 

Are  nobly  undergone  •  and  moft  poor  matters 
Point  to  rich  ends  :  this  my  mean  Task 
Would  be  as  heavy  to  me,  as  odious,  but 

The  Miftrefs  which  I  (erve,  quickens  what's  dead, 
And  makes  my  labours  pleafures  :  Ofheis 

Ten  times  more  gentle,  than  her  Father's  crabbed ; 
And  he's  compos'dof  harfhnefs,  I  muft  remove 
Some  thoufandsof  thefe  Logs ;  and  pile  them  up, 
Upon  a  fore  injunction  ;  my  fweet  Miftrefs 
Weeps  when  (he  fees  me  work,  and  fays,  fuch  bafenefs 
Had  never  like  Executor :  I  furget  : 
But  thefe  fweet  thoughts,  do  even  refrefh  my  labours, 
Moft  bufie  lea  ft,  when  1  do  it.  Enter  Miranda 

Mir.  Alas,  no;v  pray  you,  a.ulFrofpero. 
Work  not  fo  hard  :  I  would  the  lightning  had 
Burnt  up  thofe  Logs  that  thou  art  enjoyned  to  pile: 
Pray  fet  it  down,  and  reft  you  :  when  this  buens 
'  Twill  weep  for  having  wearied  you ;  my  Father 
Is  hard  at  ftudy,  pray  now  reft  your  felf, 
He's  fafefor  thefe  thiee  hours. 

Fer.  O  moft  dear  Miftrels, 

The  Sun  will  fet  before  I  fiiall  difcharge 
What  1  muft  ftrive  to  do. 

Mir.  If  you'l  fit  down 
Tie  bear  your  Logs  the  while.  Pray  give  me  that, 
Tie  carry  it  to  the  pile. 

Fer.  No  precious  Creature, 
1  had  rather  crack  my  finews,  break  my  back, 
Than  you  fhould  fnch  difhonor  undergo, While  I  fit  lazy  by. 

Mir.  It  would  become  me., 

As  well  as  it  do's  you  ;     And  I  fhould  do  it 
With  much  more  eafe:  for  my  good-will  is  to  it, 
And  yours  it  is  againft. 

Fro.  Poor  worm,  thou  art  infedled, 
This  vifitation  fhews  it. 

Mir.  You  look  wearily. 

Fer.  No,  noble  Miftre(s,'cis  frefh  morning  with  me. 
When  you  are  by  at. night :  1  dobeleechyou 
Chiefly, that  lmightfet  itinmy  prayers, 
What  is  your  name? 

Mir.  Mh-anda.    O  my  Father, 
I  have  broke  your  heft  to  fay  fo. 

;  Fer.  Ad mir'd  Miranda, 
Indeed  the  top  of  Admiration,  worth 

What's  deareft  to  the  world  :  full  many  a  Lady 

1  have  ey'd  with  beft  regard,  and  many  a  time 
Th*  harmony  of  their  tongues  hath  into  bondage 
Brought  my  teo  diligent  ear  :  for  feveral  virtues 
Have  1  lik'd  feveral  women,  never  any, 
With  fo  full  foul,  but  fome  defect  in  her 

Did  quarrel  with  the  nobleft  grace  fhe  ow'd, 
And  put  it  to  the  foyle.  But  you,  O  you, 

So  perfect,  and  fo  peerlefs,  are  created 

Of  every  Creatures  beft. Mir.  1  do  not  know  ; 

One  of  my  fex  ;  no  womans  Face  remember, 

Save  from  my  glafs,  mine  own  :  Nor  have  lfeen' 
More  that  1  may  call  men,  than  you  good  friend,' 
And  my  dear  Father:  how  features  are  abroad 
1  am  skillefs  of ;  but  my  Modefty 
\v  i  he  jewel  in  my  dower)  1  would  notwifh 

'  Any  companion  in  the  world  but  you  • 
iNor  can  imagination  form  a  ihape, 

jBefidesyour  felf,  to  like  of :  but  1  prattle  Somethin 
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Something  too  wildly,  and  my  Fathers  precepts 
I  therein  do  forget. 

Fer.  I  am,  in  my  condition 

A  Prince(/Vi'*/"W<i,)Ido  think  a  King 
(I  would  not  fo)  and  would  no  more  endure 
This  woodden  flavery ,  than  to  fuffer 

The  flelh-flie  blow  my  mouth :  hear  my  foul  fpeak. 
The  very  inltant  that  I  few  you,  did 
My  heart  fly  to  your  fervice,  there  relides 
To  make  me  (lave  to  it,  and  for  your  fake 

Am  I  this  puient  Log-man. 
Mir.  Do  you  love  me  ! 
Fer.  O heaven  ;  O  earth,  bear  witnefs  to  this  found, 

And  crown  what  I  profefs  with  kind  event 
If  I  fpeak  true :  if  hollowly,  invert 

What  beft  is  boaded  me,  to  mifchief  -.  I, 

Beyond  all  limit  of  what  elfe  i'th'  world 
Do  love,  prize,  honour  you. 

Mir.  lama  fool 

To  weep  at  what  I  am  glad  of. 
Pro.  Fair  encounter 

Of  two  moft  rare  affections !  Heavens  rain  grace 

On  that  which  breeds  between 'cm. 
Fer.  Wherefore  weep  you? 
Mir.  At  mine  unworthinefs  that  dare  not  offer 

What  1  defire  to  give,  and  muchlels  take 
What  I  {hall  die  to  want :  But  this  is  trifling, 
And  all  the  more  it  feekr  to  hide  itfelf, 

The  bigger  bulk  it  ffoews.    Hence  bafhful  cunning, 
And  prompt  me  plain  and  holy  innocence. 
I  am  your  wife,  if  you  will  marry  me; 
If  not,  Tie  die  your  maid  :  to  be  your  fellow 
You  may  deny  me  ;  but  I  le  be  your  fervant 
Whether  vou  will  or  no. 

fer.  My  Miltrefs  (  deareft ) 
And  I  thus  humble  ever. 

Mir-  My  Husband  then  ? 
Fer.  1,  with  a  heart  fo  willing 

As  bondage  ere  of  freedom :  here's  my  hand. 
Mir.  And  mine,  with  my  heart  in't  j  and  now  farewel Till  half  an  hour  hence. 
Fer.  A  thoufand,  thoufand.  Exeunt. 

Ir  .  So  glad  of  this  as  they  I  cannot  be, 

Who  are  furpriz'd  with  all  ;  but  my  rejoycing 
At  nothing  can  be  more :  l'le  to  my  book, 
For  yet  ere  fupper-time  muft  1  perform 
Much  bufinels  appertaining.  Exit. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Caliban^  Stepbanoj  and  Trinculo. 

Ste.  Tell  not  me,  when  the  But  is  out  we  will  drink 
water,  not  a  drop  before  ;  therefore  bear  up,  and  boord 
em»Servant  Monfter,  drink  to  me. 

Trin.  Servant  Monfter  ?  the  folly  of  this  lfland,  they 

fay  there's  but  five  upon  this  I  fie'  we  are  three  of  them, 
ifth'other  two  be  brain'd  like  us,  the  State  totters. 

Ste.  Drink  fervant  Monlter  when  1  bid  thee,  thy  eyes 
are  almoft  fet  jn  thy  heart. 

Trin.  Where  fhould  they  be  fet  elfe  ?  he  were  a  brave 
Monfter  indeed  if  they  were  fet  in  his  tail. 

Ste.  My  man-Monlter  hath  drown'd  his  tongue  in 
Sack  :  for  my  part  the  Sea  cannot  drown  me,  1  fwam  ere 
1  could  recover  the  lhore,  five  and  thirty  Leagues,  off 
and  on,  by  this  light  thou  fhalt  be  my  Lieutenant  Mon 
fter,  or  my  Standard. 

Trin.  Your  Lieutenant  if  you  lift,  he's  no  ftandard. 
Ste.  Wee!l  not  run,  Monfieur  Monfter. 
Trin  Nor  go  neither :  but  you'l  lye  like  dogs,  and  yet fay  nothing  neither. 

Ste.  Moon-calf,  fpeak  once  in  thy  life,  if  thou  beeft3 
good  Moon-calf 

Cal.  How  does  thy  honour  ?  Let  me  lick  thy  fhooe : Me  not  ferve  him,  he  is  not  valiant. 
Trin.  Thou  lieftmoft  ignorant  Monfter,  I  am  in  cafe 

to  jtiftle  a  Conftable:  why,  thou  debofh'd  Fifh,  thou,  was there  ever  man  a  Coward,  that  hath  drunk  fo  much  Sack 
as  1  to  day  i  wilt  thou  tell  me  a  monftrous  lye,bemg  but half  a  Fifh  and  half  a  Monfter  ? 

Cal.  Lo ,  how  he  mocks  me,  wilt  thou  let  him  mv 

Lord  ?  3 
Trin.  Lord,  quoth  he  ?  that  a  Monfter  fhould  be  fuch a  Natural? 

Cal.  Loe,  loe  again :  bite  him  to  death,  I  prethee. 
Ste.  Trinculo,  keep  a  good  tongue  in  your  head  :  if 

you  Drove  a  mutineer,  the  next  Tree:  the  poor  Moniter's 
myfubjecl:,and  he  (hall  not  fuffer  indignity. 

Cal.  1  rhank  my  noble  Lord.    Wilt  thou  be  pleas'd once  again  to  hearken  to  the  fuit  1  made  to  thee  ? 
Ste.  Marry  will  1 :  kneel  and  repeat  it, 

I  will  ftand,  and  fo  (hall  Trinculo. 

Enter  Ariell  invijibk. 

Cal.  As  1  told  thee  before,  I  am  fubjetfto  a  Tyrant A  Sorcerer  that  by  his  cunning  hath  cheated  me Of  the  lfland. 
Anell.  Thou  lyeft. 

Cal.  Thou  lyeft,  thou  jefting  Monkey  thou  : 
I  would  my  valiant  mafter  would  deftrov  thee  • I  doe  not  lye. 

Ste.  Tnnculo,  if  you  trouble  him  any  more  in's  tale, 
By  this  hand,  1  will  fupplaint  fome  of  your  teeth. Trin.  Why,  1  faid  nothing. 

Ste.  Mum  then,  and  no  more:  proceed. 
Cal.  lfay  by  Sorcery  he  got  this  fie, 

From  Me,  he  got  it.    if  thy  Greatnefs  will 
Revenge  it  on  him,(  For  I  know  thou  dar'ft) 
But  this  thing  dare  Not. 

Ste.  That's  moft  certain. 
Cal.  Thou  (halt  be  Lord  of  it,  and  l'le  ferve  thee. 
Ste.  How  now  fhal]  this  be  compaft  ? 

Canlt  thou  bring  me  to  the  party  ? 
Cal.  Yea,  yea,  my  Lord,  Tie  yield  him  thee  ̂ fleep, Where  thou  mailt  knock  a  nail  into  his  his  head. 
Anell.  Thou  lielt,  thou  canlt  not. 

Cal.  What  a  py'de  Ninn:e's  this  ?  Thou  fcurvy  patch , I  do  befeechthy  Greatnefs  give  turn  bJowv, 

And  take  his  bottle  from  him:  When  that's  gone, He  (hall  drink  nought  but  brine,  tor  He  not  fhew  him 
Where  the  quick  Fi  efties  are. 

Sie.  Tnnculo,  run  into  no  further  danger  .- 
Interrupt  the  Monlter  one  word  furtuer,  and  by  this 
hand,  Tie  turn  my  mercy  out  o'  doors,  and  make  a  btock- 

fifli  of  thee. 
Trin.  Why,  what  did  I  ?  1  did  nothing  : 

l'le  go  no  further  oft. 
Ste.  Didlt  thou  not  fay  he  lyed  : 

Anell.  Thou  lyeft. 
Ste.  Do  1 16  ?  i  ake  you  that, 

As  you  like  this,  give  me  the  lye  another  time. 
Trm.  1  did  not  give  thee  tne  jye ,  Out  o'  your  wits  arid 

hearing  too  ? 
A  poxo'  your  Bottle,  this  can  Sack  and  drinking  de : 
A  murrain  on  your  Monlter,  and  the  Divil  take  your 

fingers. 
Cal.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Ste.  Now  forward  with  your  Tale:  prethee  ftand 

further  off. 
Cal.  beat  him  enough :  after  a  little  time 

t'le  beat  him  too. 
Ste.  Stand  further  :  Come  proceed. 

Cal.  \\  by,  as  1  told  thee,  'tis  a  cultom  with  him 

Ith' 
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l'  th' afternoon  to  fleep  :  there  thou  mailt 'brain  hini, 
Having  firft  feiz'd  his  Books  :  Or.  with  a  L/  g 
Batter  his  skull,  or  paunch  him  with  a  Stake, 

Or  cut  his  wezand  with  thy  Knife.  Remember 

Firft  to  poffels  his  books ;  for  without  them 

He's  but  a  Sot,  as  I  am  ;  nor  hath  not 
One  Spirit  to  command  :  they  all  do  hate  him 
As  rootedly  as  I.  Burn  but  his  books ; 
He  has  brave  Utenfils  (for  fo  he  calls  them) 

Which  when  he  has  an  houfe,  he'l  deck  withal 

And  that  moft  c'eeply  to  confider,  is 
The  beauty  of  his  Daughter:  hehimfelf 

Calls  her  anon  pareil:  I  never  faw  a  woman 
But  only  Sycorax  my  Dam,  and  fhe  ; 
But  (he  as  far  (urpalleth  Sycorax 

Asgreat'itdo's  leaft. Ste.  is'tfobravea  Lafs? 
Cal.  I  Lord  ;  fhe  will  become  thy  bed  1  warrant, 

And  bring  thee  forth  brave  brood. 
Ste.  Monfter,  1  will  kill  this  man :  his  Daughter  and  1 

will  be'K'mg  and  Queen,  fave  our  Graces ;  and  Trincuk 
and  thy  felf  (hall  be  Vice-Roys: 
Doft  thou  like  the  Plot,  Tnnculo? 

Trin.  Excellent. 

Ste.  Give  me  thy  hand  •  1  am  forry  1  beat  thee : 
But  while  thouliv'ft  keep  a  good  tongue  in  thy  head. 

Cal-  Within  this  half  hour  will  he  be  afleep  \ 
VVilt  thou  deftroy  him  then  ? 

Ste.  I  on  mine  honour. 

Ariell,  This  will  1  tell  my  Ma  Iter. 

Cal  Thou  mak'ft  me  merry  r  I  am  full  of  pleafure  : 
Let  us  be  jocond.  Will  you  troul  the  Catch 
You  taught  me  but  whileare  ? 

Ste.  At  thyRequeft,  Monfter,  I  will  do  Reafon, 
And  Reafon :  Come  on  Trmculot  let  us  fing. 

Sings. 

Flout  ''em  and  cout  ''em :  and  skoivt  'em  and  flout  *emt 
'Thought  k  free. 

Cal.  That's  not  the  tune. 
Ariell  plays  the  tune  on  a  Tabor  and  Fipe. 

Ste.  What  is  this  fame  ? 

Trin.  This  is  the  tune  of  our  Catch  plaid  by  the  pidure 
of  No-body. 

Ste.  If  thoubeeftaman,  (hew  thy  felf  in  thy  likenefs  : 
!f  thou  beefta  devil,  tak'tas  thou  lift. 

Trin.  O  forgive  me  my  fin. 
Ste,  He  that  dies  pays  all  debts:  1  defie  thee  : 

Mercv  upon  us. 
Cal.  Art  thou  afeard  ? 
Ste.  No  Monfter,  not  I. 
Cal.  Be  not  afeard,  the  Ifle  is  full  of  noifes, 

Sounds,  and  fweet  airs,  that  give  delight  and  hurt  not : 
Sometimes  a  thoufand  twangling  inltruments 
Will  hum  about  mine  Ears :  and  fometimes  voices, 
That  if  I  then  had  wak  d  after  long  deep, 

Will  make  me  fleep  agjin  •  and  then  in  dreaming 
The  Clouds  me  thought  would  open,  and  fhew  Riches 

Ready  to  drop  upon  me,  that  when  1  wak'd 
I  cri'd  to  dream  again. 

.Ste  This  will  prove  a  brave  Kingdom  to  me, 
Where  1  (hall  have  my  mufick  for  nothing. 

Cal.  When  Profpero  is  deitroyed. 
Ste.  That  {hall  be  by  and  by  : 

I  remember  theftory. 
Trin.  The  found  is  going  away  : 

Let's  follow  it,  and  after  do  our  work. 
Ste.  Lead  Monfter ; 

Vve'l  follow  :  1  would  I  could  fee  his  Taborer. 
He  lays  it  on. 

Trin.  Wilt  come  ? 

l'le  follow  Stepbano.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Alonfo,  Sebaftian,  Anthonio,  GonzalOj 
Adrian,  Francifco,  &c 

Gon.  Ry'r  lakin,  I  can  go  no  further,  Sir, 
My  old  bones  ake:  here's  a  maze  trod  indeed 
Through  forth-rights  and  Meanders ;  by  your  patience, 
1  needs  muft  reft  me. 

tsllo.  Old  Lord,  I  cannot  blame  thee, 

Who  am  my  felf  attach'd  with  wearinefs 
To  th'  dulling  of  my  fpirits :  fit  down  and  reft  I 
Even  here  I  will  put  off  my  hope,  and  keep  it 

No  longer  for  my  flatterers  :  he  is  drown'd 
Whom  thus  we  ftray  to  find, and  the  fea  mocks 
Our  fr  uftrate  (earch  on  Land :  well :  let  him  go. 

Ant.  i  am  right  glad  that  he  s  fo  our  of  hope: 
Do  not  for  one  Repulfe.forgo  the  purpofe 

That  you  refolv'd  t'  eftecL Seb.  The  next  advantage  will  we  take  throughly. 
Ant.  Let  it  be  to  night ; 

For  now  they  are  opprefs  d  with  travel,  they 
Will  not,  nor  cannot  ufe  fuch  vigilance 
As  when  they  are  freih. 
Solemn  and  firange  Mufick  :  and  Profper  on  the  top  (invi- 

Jible}.    Enter  (everal  firange  fhapes,  bringing  in  a 
Banquet'^  and  dance  abcut  it  with  gentle  aftions  of 

falutatiens,  and inviting  the  King,  &c.  to 
eatf  th<y  depart. 

Seb.  I  fay  to  night :  no  more. 
csfl.  V  hat  harmony  is  this?  my  good  friends,  hark! 
Gon.  Marvellous  fweet  Mufick  ! 

Alo.  Give  us  kind  keepers,  heavens :  what  are  thefe 
Seb.  A  living  Drollery :  now  I  will  believe 

That  there  are  Unicorns  :  that  in  Arabia 

There  is  one '  I  ree,  the  Phoenix  throne,  one  Phoenix 
At  this  hour  reigning  there. 

iAnt.  He  believe  both  : 

And  what  do's  el<e  want  credit  come  tome, 
And  l'le  be  (worn  tis  true:  Travellers  ne're  did  lie* 

Though  fools  at  home  condemn  'em. 
Gon.  If  in  Naples 

I  fhould  report  this  now,  would  they  believe  me  ? 
I  fhould  lay  I  faw  fuch  iflanders : 

(For  certes  thefe  are  people  of  the  Ifland) 
Who  though  they  are  of  monftrous  fhape,  yet  note 
Their  manners  are  more  gentle,  kind  than  of 
Our  humane  generation  you  fhall  find 

Many,  nay,  almoft  any. 
Ym  Honeft  Lord, 

Thou  half  faid  well :  for  fomeof  you  there  prefent, 
Are  worfe  than  Devils. 

Alo  I  cannot  too  much  mufe, 

Such  fhapes,  fuch  gefture,  and  fuch  found  expreffing 
(Although  they  want  the  ufe  of  tongue)  a  kind 
Of  excellent  dumb  difcourfe. 

Tro.  Praife  in  departing. 
Era.  They  vanifiYd  ltrangely. 
Seb.  No  matter,  fince 

They  have  left  their  Viands  behind ;  for  we  haveftomacks 
Wilt  pleafeyou  taite  of  what  is  here  ? 

Alo.  Noti- Govz,  Faith  Sir,  you  need  not  fear :  when  we  were  boys 
Who  would  believe  that  there  were  Mountaineers, 

Dew-lapt,  like  Bulls,  whole  throats  had  hanging  at  era 
Wallets  of  flefh?  or  that  there  were  fuch  men 
Whole  heads  ftood  in  their  breaits  *  which  now  we  find 
Each  putter  out  of  five  iorone,  will  bring  us 
Good  warrant  of. 

Alo.  I  will  ftand  to,  and  feed, 

Although  my  iair,  no  matter,  fince  I  feel 

The  j 
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Thebeft  ispalt:  brother,  mylLord,  the  Duke, 
Stark!  to,  and  do  as  we. 

Thunder  and  Lightning.    Enter  Ariell  (like  a  Harpy) 
claps  his  wings  upon  the  Tabic-,  and  with  a  qucint 

dx-vice  the  Hanquet  namjhes. 
Ar.  You  arc  three  men  of  fin,  whomdeftiny 

That  hath  to  inltruments  this  lower  world, 

And  whatisin't:  the  never  furfeited  Sea, 
Hath  caus'd  to  belch  you  up  ;  and  on  this  lfland, 
Where  man  doth  not  inhabit,  you  'mongft  men 
Being  mod  unfit  to  live  :  1  have  made  you  mad  • 
And  even  with  fuch  like  valour  men  hang  and  drown 

The'r  proper  felves:  You  fools,  I  and  my  fellows 
AreMiniftersof  Fate  ;  the  Elements 

Of  whom  your  fwords  are  temper'd,  may  as  well. 
Wound' the  loud  winds,  or  with  bemockt-at-Stabs 
Kill  the  rt ill  clofing  waters,  as  diminifh 

One dowle  that's  in  my  plumb:  My  fellow-mini  Iters 
Arelike-invutnerable:  if  you  could  hurt, 
Your  fwords  are  now  too  malfie  for  your  ftrength, 

And  will  not  be  up-Iifred' :  but  remember 
Tor  that's  my  bufinefs  to  you)  that  you  three 
From  Millain  did  fupplant  good  Profpero ; 

Expos'd  unto  the  Sea  (which  hath  requit  it) 
Him  and  his  innocent  child  :  for  which  foul  deed 

The  Powers  delaying  (not  forgetting),  have 

Incensed  the  Seas  and  Shores ;  yea,  all  the  Creatures 
Againft  your  peace :  Thee  of  thy  Son,  Alenfo, 
They  have  bereft ;  and  do  pronounce  by  me 
Lingring  perdition  (worfe  than  any  death 
Can  be  at  once)  fhall  ftepby  ftep  attend 
You  and  your  ways,  whofe  wraths  to  guards  you  from, 
Which  here,  in  this  molt  defolate  I  fie,  elle  falls 

Upon  your  heads,  is  nothing  but  hearts-forrow, 
And'a  clear  life  enfuing 

He  nanijhcs  m  Thunder :  then  (to  foft  Mufick).  Enter 
the  jhapes  again,  and  dance  (with  mocks  and 

mowes)  and  carrying  out  the  Table. 
Pro.  Bravely  the  figure  of  this  Harpy  haft  thou 

Perfornfd  ( my  Ariel!),  a  grace  it  had  devouring: 
Of  my  inltrudlion  halt  thou  nothing  bated 
In  what  thou  had  ft  to  lay :  fo  with  good  life 
And  observation  ftrange,  my  meaner  Minifters 
Their  feveral  kinds  have  done  ;  my  high  charms  work, 
And  thele  (mine  Enemies)  are  all  knit  up 
In  their  diftraclions :  they  now  are  in  my  power  y 
And  in  thefe  fits  1  leave  them,  while  I  vifit 

Young  Ferdinand  (whom  they  fiippofe  is  drown'd) 
And  his,  and  mine  lov'd  darling. 

Gen.  V  th'  name  of  fomething,  holy  Sir,  why  ftand  you 
in  this  ftrange  ftare  ? 

Alo.  O,  it  is  monftrous  :  monftrous ! 
Methoughtthe  billows  fpoke,  and  told  me  of  it; 
The  winds  did  fing  it  tome:  and  the  Thunder 

(That  deep  and  dreadful  Organ-pipe)  pronoune'd 
The  name  of  Prcjper  :  it  did  bale  thy  trefpafs ; 

Therefore  my  Son  i'th"Ooze  is  bedded  ;  and 
IMe  leek  him  deeper  than  ere  plummer  founded, 

And  with  him  there  iiemudd'ed.  Exit. 
Seb.  But  one  fiend  at  a  time, 

Fie  fight  their  Legions  o're. 
Ant.  He  be  thy  fecond.  Exeunt. 
Gin.  All  three  of  them  aredefperate  :  their  great  guilt 

(Like  poyfon  given  to  work  a  great  time  after) 

Now  'gins  to  bite  the  fpirits :  I  do  befeech  you 
(  That  are  of  fuppler  joynts)  follow  them  fwiftly, 
And  hinder  them  from  what  this  Extafie 

May  now  provoke  them  to. 
Ad.  Follow  I  pray  yoil.  Exeunt  omnes. 

Actus,  Quartus.  Sce??a  Trivia^ ' 

Entei  Profpero,  Ferdinand-,  and  Miranda, 

Pre  If  I  have  too  aufterely  puniflvd  you, 
Your  compenlation  makes  amends ;  for  I 
Have  given  you  here  a  third  of  mine  own  life* 
Or  that  for  which  I  live  •  who  once  again 
I  tender  to  thy  hand:  All  thy  vexations 
Were  but  my  trials  of  thy  Jove,  and  thou 
Haft  ftrangely  ftood  the  reft  :  here  afore  heaven- 
I  ratifie  this  my  rich  gift :  O  Ferdinand, 
Do  not  fmile  at  me  thatlboaft  her  off- 
For  thou  fhalt  find  fhe  will  out-ftrip  allpraife,, 
And  make  it  halt  behind  her. 

Fer.  1  do  believe  it 

Againft  an  Oracle. 
Pro.  Then,  as  my  gueft,  and  thine  own  acquifiticn 

Worthily  purchas'd,  take  my  Daughter  : If  thou  doft  break  her  Virgin-knot  before 
All  faucYimonious  Ceremonies  may 
With  full.and  holy  right  be  miniftred, 
No  fweet  afperfions  (hall  the  heavens  let  fall 
To  make  this  Contract  grow ,  but  barren  hate, 
Sower-ey'd  difdain,  and  difcord  mail  beftrew 
The  union  of  your  bed  with  weeds  fo  loathly 
That  you  fhall  hate  it  both :  Therefore  take  heed, 
As  Hymens  Lamps  (hill  light  you, 

Fer.  As  I  hope 

For  quiet  days,  fair  ilfue,  and  long  life, 

With  fuch  love,  as 'tis  now  themurkieft  den, 
The  molt  opportune  place,  the  ftrong'ft  fuggeftion> 
Our  worfer  Genius  can,  fhall  never  melt 
Mine  honour  into  luft,  to  take  away 
The  edg  of  that  days  celebration, 
When  I  fhall  think,  or  Phxdum  fteeds  are  founderd, 

Or  night  kept  chain'd  below. Pro.  Fairly  (poke  ; 

Sit  then,  and  talk  with  her,  fhe  is  thine  own ; 

What  Ariel  j  my  induftrious  fervant  Ariel.  Enter  Ariel. 
An.  What  would  my  potent  mafter  ?  here  lam. 
Pro.  Thou,  and  thy  meaner  fellows,  your  laft  lervice 

Did  worthily  perform  :  and  I  mult  ufeyou 
In  fuch  another  trick  :  go  bring  the  rabble 

(  O're  whom  I  give  thee  power  )  here,  to  this  place : 
Incite  them  to  quick  motion,  for  1  muft 
Beftow  upon  the  eyes  of  this  young  couple 
Some  vanity  of  mine  Art :  it  is  my  promife, 
And  they  expecl:  it  for  me. 

An.  Prefently? 
Pro.  1  :  with  a  twink. 
Ari.  Before  you  can  fay  come,  and  go, 

And  breathe  twice  ;  and  cry,  fo,  Co; 
Each  one  tripping  on  his  Toe, 
Will  be  here  with  mop,  and  mowe. 
Doe  you  love  meMalter?  no  ? 

Pro.  Dearly,  my  delicate  Ariel:  do  not  approach 
Till  thou  do'ft  hear  me  call. 

Aril.  Well  :  1  conceive.  Exit. 

Pro.  Look  thou  be  true :  do  not  give  dalliance 
Too  much  the  rein  :  the  ftrongeft  oaths,  are  ftraw 
To  th'frre  ith'blood :  be  more  abftemious, 
Or  elfe  good  night  your  vow. 

Fer.  1  warrant  you,  Sir, 

The  white  cold  virgin  Snow,  upon  my  hear* 
Abates  the  ardours  of  my  Livtr. Pro.  Well. 

Now  come  my  Ariel,  bring  a  Corolary, 
Rather  than  want  a  fpirit,  appear,  and  pertly.So/r  Mufuk. 
No  tongue:  all  eyes:  be  lilent.  Enter  Iris. 

Ir.  Ceres,  molt  bounteous  Lady,  the  rich  Leas 
Of 
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Of  Wheat,  Rye,  Barley,  Fetches,  Oats,  and  Peafe  - 
Thy  TurphyMountains,  where  live  nibling  Sheep, 

And  flat  Medes  thetch'd  with  Srover,  them  to  keep : 
Thy  banks  with  pioned,  and  twilled  brims, 

Which  fpungy  April,  at  thy  helt  betrirns; 

To  make  cold  Nymphs  chart:  crowns ;  and  thy  broom 
VVhofe  fhadow  the  difmifled  Batchelor  loves,  (groves 

Being  lafs- lorn:  thy  pole-clipt vineyard  : 
And  thySea-marge  fteril,  and  rocky  hard; 

Where  thou  thy  felf  do  ft  air,  the  Queen  o'th  Skie, 
Whofe  watry  Arch,  and  meflenger,  am  I, 
Bids  thee  leave  thefe,  and  with  her  foveraign  grace,  Juno 
Here  on  this  grafs  plot,  in  this  very  place  (dcjcends. 
To  come,  and  fport :  here  Peacocks  fly  amain  : 

Approach,  rich  Ceres->  her  to  entertain.  Enter  Ceres, 

Cer.  ri.nl  many  coloured  Meflenger,  thatne're 
Do-ftdifbhey  the  wife  of  Jupiter: 
Who,  with  thy  faffron  wings,  upon  my  flowers 
Diffufeft  hony  drops,  refrefhing  fhowers, 

And  with  each  end  of  thy  blew  bowdo*ft  crown 
My  bosky  acres,  and  my  unfhrub  d  down, 
Rich  fcarph  to  my  proud  earth :  why  hath  thy  Queen 

Summon'd  me  hither « to  this  fhort  grafs'd  Green  ? 
Ir.  A  contract  of  true  Love,  to  celebrate, 

And  fome  donation  freely  toeftate 
On  the  blefsd  Lovers. 

Cer.  Tell  me  heavenly  Bow, 
If  Veuusox  her  Son,  as  thou  doll:  know, 
Do  now  attend  the  Queen  ?  fince  they  did  plot 
The  means,  that  dusky  Dis,  my  daughter  got  : 

Her,  and  her  blind  Boys  fcandal'd  company, 
lhave  forfworn. 

Ir.  Of  her  fociety 
Be  not  affraid  :  1  met  her  deity 
Cutting  the  clouds  towards  Pathos :  and  her  Son 
Dove-drawn  with  her  :  here  thought  they  to  have  done 
Some  wanton  charm,  upon  this  man  and  maid, 

VVhofe  vows  are,  that  no  bed-right  fhall  be  paid 
Till  Hymens  Torch  be  lighted:  but  in  vain 

Man's  hot  Minion  is  return'd  again  ; 
Her  wafpifh  headed  fon  has  broke  his  Arrows, 
Swears  he  will  (hoot  no  more,  but  play  with  Sparrows, 
And  be  a  boy  n^ht-out. 

Cer.  Higheft  Queen  of  State, 

Great  /tfwocome5,  I  know  her  by  her  gate. 

Ju.  How  d  >'s  my  bounteous  filler  ?  go  with  me 
To  blefs  this  twain,  that  ihey  may  profperousbe, 

And  honour'd  i:i  their  Iflue.  They  ftng 
Ju.  Honour,  riches,  Marriage,  bleffing, 

Long  continuance  and  encreaftng, 
Hourly  joyes  be  ft  ill  upon  you, 
Juno  fings  her  bhfjlngs  on  you : 
Earths  increafe,  and  fuyz-on  plenty, 
Barns  and  Garners  never  empty, 

.  Fines,  with  cluftring  bunches  growing, 
Plants,  with  goodly  burthen  bvwing  : 
Spring  come  to  you  at  the  fartheft, 
In  the  very  end  of  Harveft  : 
Scarcity  and  want  fliall  Jhun  you, 
Ceres  b]  effing  fo  is  on  yon. 

Fer.  This  is  a  moft  majeftick  vifion,  and 
Harmonious  charmingly  :  may  I  be  bold 
To  think  thefe  fpirits  ? 

Pro.  Spirits,  which  by  mine  Art 
I  have  from  all  their  confines  call'd  toenaft 
My  prefent  fancies 

Fer.  Let  me  live  here  ever ; 
So  rare  a  wondred  Father,  and  a  wife, 
Makes  this  place  Paradife. 

Pro.  Sweet  now,  filence : 
Juno  and  Ceres  whifper  ferioufly  ; 

There's  fomething  elfeto  do  :  hulli,  and  be  mute, 
Or  elfe  our  fpell  is  marr'd. 

Juno  and  Ceres  whifper,  and  fend  Iris  on  Imploymcnt. 

Jr.  You  Nymphs  caJPd  Nayadesof  the  windring  broeb, 
With  your  fedg'd  crowns,  and  ever-harmlefs  look9, 
Leave  your  crifp  channels,  and  on  this  green-land 
Anfweryour  fummons,  Jim.)  do's  command  : 
Come  temperate  Nymphs,  and  help  to  celebrate 
A  Contract  of  true  Love :  be  not  too  late. Enter  certain  Nymphs. 

You  Sun-burn'd  Sicklemen,  of  Awguft  wear)4, Come  hither  from  the  Furrow,  and  be  merry  \ 
Make  holy-day  :  your  Rye-ftraw  hats  put  on, 
And  thefe  frefh  Nymphs  encounter  every  one 
In  Country  footing. 
Enter  certain  Reapers  (properly  habited) :  they  jyti  -with  the 

Nymphs  in  a  graceful  Dance  ;  towards  the  end  whereof 
Prolpero  ft  arts  fuddmly,  and  /peaks;  after  which  to  a 
ft  range  hollow  and  cor.fv  c  d  r?oije  ,thty  heavily  vanijh, 
Pro.  I  had  forgot  that  foul  Conspiracy 

Of  the  beaft  Caliban,  and  his  Confederates', 
Againft  my  life :  the  minute  of  their  plot 
Is  almoft  come :  Well  done,  avoid :  no  more 

Fer  This  is  ftrange :  your  Father's  in  fome  paffion That  works  him  ftrongly. 
Mir.  Never  till  this  day 

Saw  I  him  touch  d  with  anger,  fo  diftemperM 

Pre  You  do  look  (my  Son)  in  a  mov'd  forts 
As  if  you  were  difmai'd :  l.e  chearful  Sir, 
Our  Revels  now  are  ended  :  Thefe  our  A&ors 

(Asl  foretold  you)  were  all  Spirits,  and 
Are  melted  into  air,  into  thin  air, 
And  like  the  bafelefs  Fabrick  of  their  Vifion, 
The  Cloud  capt  j  owers  the  gorgeous  Palace:, 
Thefolemn  Temples,  the  great  Globe  it  felf; 
Yea,  all  which  it  inherit,  lhal!  d.ffolve, 
And  like  this  infublfantial  Pageant  faded, 
Leave  not  a  rack  bel  ind  :  we  are  fuch  fluff 
As  dreams  are  made  on  :  and  our  little  life 

Is  rounded  with  a  fleep:  Sir,  I  am  vext ; 
Bear  with  my  weaknefs,  my  old  brain  is  troubled : 

Be  net  difturb'd  with  my  infirmity  • 
If  you  be  pleas'd,  retire  into  my  Cell, 
And  there  repofe  :  a  turn  or  two  Tie  walk 
To  ftill  my  beating  mind. 

Fer.  Mir.  We  wifli  you  peace.  Exit, 
Pro.  Come  with  a  thought :  I  thank  thtsJriell:  come. 

Enter  Ariell 
Art.  Thy  thoughts  1  cleave  to  ;  \vhat's  thy  pleafure? 
Pro.  Spirir,  we  rhuft  prepare  to  meet  with  Caliban. 
Ari.  I,  my  Commander,  when  I  prefented  Ceres 

I  thought  to  have  told  thee  of  it,  but  I  fear'd, 
Left  I  might  anger  thee. 

ePro.  Say  again,  where  d'.dft  thou  leave  thefe  Varlots  ? 
Ar.  I  told  you  Sir,  they  were  red  hot  with  drinking ; 

So  full  of  Valour,  that  they  fmote  the  air 
For  breathing  in  their  faces:  beat  the  ground 
For  killing  of  their  feet  ;  yet  always  bending 
Towards  their  projeft  i  then  I  beat  my  Tabor, 
At  which,  like  unbackt  Colts,  they  prickt  their  EafS3 

Advanc'd  their  Eye-lids,  lifted  up  their  Nofes, 

As  they  fmelt  mufick,  fo  I  charm'd  their  Ears, 
That  Calf-like,  they  my  lowing  followd  through 

Tooth'd  briars,  Iharp  P.rzes,  pricking  gofs  and  thornsf Which  entred  their  fra  1  (bins:  At  lalt  1  left  them 

l'th'  filthy  mantled  pool  beyond  your  Cell, 

There  dancing  up  to  th'  chins,  that  the  foul  Lake O're-ftunk  their  feet. 
Pro.  This  was  well  done  (my  bird): 

Thy  Ihape  invifible  retain  thou  ftill : 
The  trumpery  in  my  houfe,  go  bring  k  hithef 
For  ftale  to  catch  thefe  thieves. 

Ariel,  I  go,  I  go.  Exit 
Pro.  A  Devil,  a  born-devil,  on  whofe  Nature 

Nurture  can  never  ftick :  on  whom  my  pains 
Humanely  taken,  all,  all  loft,  quite  loft, 
And,  as  with  age,  his  body  uglier  grows, 

B  So 
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So  his  mind  cankers :  I  will  plague  them  all, 
Even  co  roaring  :  Come,  hang  on  them  this  line. 

£»rrr  Ariell  loA  Jen  with  tfifiering  Appare],  &c.  Enter 
Caliban,  Stephano,  and  Trinculo,  allwet. 

Cal.  Pray  you  tread  foftly,  that  the  blind  Mole  may  not 

hear  a  foot  fall :  ive  now  are  near  his  Cell.  (Fa'try-> 
Ste.  Monfter,  your  Fairy,  which  you  fay  is  a  harmlefs 

Has  done  little  better  than  plaid  the  jack  with  us. 
Tnn.  Monfter,  I  do  fmell  all  Horfe-pifs,  at  which 

My  nofe  is  in  great  indignation. 
Ste.  So  is  mine :  Do  you  hear,  Monfter  ?  If  I  mould 

Take  a  difpleafure  againft  you :  Look  you. 
Tnn.  Thou  wert  but  a  loft  Monfter. 

Cal.  Good  my  Lord,  give  me  thy  favour  ftill : 

Re  patient ;  for  the  prize  I'le  bring  thee  to 
Shall  hood-wink  this  mifchance:  therefore  fpeak foftly  j 
All's  i ui ill c  as  midnight  yet. 

Tin.  i,  but  to  lote  our  Bottles  in  the  Pool. 
Ste.  There  is  not  only  difgrace,  and  difhonour  in  that 

(Monfter \  but  an  infinite  lofs. 

Tnn.  That's  more  to  me  than  my  wetting  : 
Yet  this  is  your  harrttlefs  Fairy,  Monfter. 

Ste.  I  will  fetch  off  my  Bottle, 

Tho  I  be  o're  Ears  for  my  labour. 
Cal-  Prethee  (my  King)  be  quiet :  Seeft  thou  here 

This  is  the  mouth  o'  th'  Cell :  no  noife,  and  enter : 
Do  that  good  mifehief  which  may  make  this  lfland 
Thine  own  for  ever,  and  I  thy  Caliban 

For  ;iye  thy  foot-Jicker. 
Ste.  Give  me  thy  hand; 

I  do  begin  to  have  bloody  thoughts. 

T  in.  O  King  Stephano .'  O  Peer !  O  worthy  Stephano ! 
Look  what  a  Wardrobe  here  is  for  thee. 

Cah  Let  it  alone,  thou  fool,  it  is  but  tram. 

Tri.  Oh,  ho,  Monfter :  we  know  what  belongs  to  a  Frip- 
pery, OKing  Stephano. 

Ste.  Put  off  that  gown  (Trinculo)  by  this  hand  I'le  have 
that  gown. 

Tri.  Thy  grace  fhall  have  ir. 
Cal.  The  Dropfic  drown  this  fool:  what  do  you  mean, 

Todoat  thus  onfucli  luggage?  Let'salone, 
And  do  the  Murder  tint :  if  he  awake, 

From  toe  to  crown  he'i  fill  our  skins  with  pinches ; 
Make  us  ftrange  fruff. 

Ste.  Be  you  quiet  ( Monfter)  Miftris  Line,  is  not  this  my 
jerkin?  Now  is  the  Jerkin  under  the  Line  :  Now  jerkin  j 
you  are  like  to  Iofe  your  hair,  and  prove  a  bald  Jerkin. 

Tnn.  Do,  do ;  we  fteal  by  line  and  level,  and'tlike  your 
Grace. 

Ste  I  thank  thee  for  that  Jeft  :  here's  a  garment  for't : 
Wit  fhall  not  go  unrewarded  while  1  am  King  of  this 
Country:  Steal  by  line  and  level,  is  an  excellent  pafs  of 

pate :  there's  another  garment  for't. 
Tri.  Monfter,  come  put  tome  Lime  upon  your  fingers? 

and  away  with  the  reft. 

Cal.  I  will  have  none  on't :  we  fhall  lofe  our  time, 
And  all  be  turn'd  to  Barnacles,  or  to  Apes, 
With  foreheads  vtllanous  low 

Ste  Monfter,  lay  to  your  ringers:  help  to  bear  this  away, 
where  my  hogfhead  of  Wine  is,  or  Tie  turn  you  out  of  my 
Kingdom :  go  to,  carry  this. 

Tri.  And  this. 
Ste.  I.  and  this. 

A  noife  of  Hunters  heard.   Enter  divers  fpiri's  in  foape  of 
Dogs,  and  Hounds  hunting  them  about  }  Profper 

and  At\e\\  fitting  them  on. 
Fro.  Hey  Mountain,  hey. 
Ari.  Silver:  there  it  goes,  Silver. 
Pro.  Fury,  Fury :  there  Tyrant,  there :  hark,  hark  : 

Go,  charge  my  Goblins  that  they  grind  their  joynts 
With  dry  Convulfions,  fhorten  up  their  finews 

With  aged  Cramps,  and  more  pinch-fpotted  make  them, 

ThanPard,  or  Cat  o'  Mountain. 
Ari.  Hark,  they  roar. 

Pro.  Let  them  be  hunted  (blindly  :  At  this  hour 

Lies  at  my  mercy  all  mine  Enemies : 
Shortly  fhall  all  my  labours  end,  and  thou 
Shalt  have  the  air  at  freedom :  for  a  little 
Follow,  and  do  me  fervice.  Exeunt. 

Affus  Quhitus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  ProfperO  (in  his  Magick  Robes )  and  Ariel. 

Pro.  Now  do's  my  Project  gather  to  a  head : 
My  Charms  crack  not :  My  Spirits  obey,  and  time 

Goes  upright  with  his  carriage :  how's  the  day  ? 
Ar.  On  the  fixthhour,  at  which  time,  my  Lord, 

You  faid  our  work  mould  ceafe. 
Pro.  I  did  fay  fb 

When  firftlrais'd  theTempeft:  fay,  my  Spirit, 
How  fares  the  King  and's  followers  ? 

Ar.  Contin'd  together 
In  the  fame  fafhion  as  you  gave  in  charge, 
Juft  as  you  left  them,  all  prifoners  fir, 

In  the  Line-grove  which  weather-fends  your  Cell: 
They  cannot  budg  till  you  releafe :  The  King, 
His  Brother,  and  yours,  abide  all  three  diftradted  ; 
And  the  remainder  mourning  over  them, 

Brim-full  of  forrow  and  difmay  :  but  chiefly 
Him  that  you  ternvd,  Sir,  the  good  old  Lord  Gonzalo. 
His  tears  run  down  his  beard  like  Winter  drops 

From  Eaves  of  Reeds  :  your  charm  fo  ftrongly  works  'em 
That  if  you  now  beheld  them,  your  affections 
Would  become  tender. 

Pro.  Do'ft  thou  think  fo,  fpirit  ? 
Ar.  Mine  would,  fir,  were  I  humane. 
Pro.  And  mine  fhall. 

Haft  thou  (which  art  but  air)  a  touch,  a  feeling 
Of  their  afflictions,  and  fhall  not  my  (elf, 
One  of  their  kind,  that  relifhall  as  fharply 

PafTion  as  they  be  kindlier  mov'd  than  thou  art  ? 
Tho  with  their  high  wrongs  I  am  ftruck  to  th*  quick, 
Yet,  with  my  nobler  Reafbn,  againft  my  Fury, 
Do  I  take  part :  the  rarer  action  is 
In  Vertue  than  in  Vengeance :  they  being  penitent, 
Thefblediift  of  my  purpofe  doth  extend 
Not  a  frown  further :  Go  releafe  them  Ariell  \ 

My  charms  I'le  break,  their  fenfes  I'le  reftore, 
And  they  fhall  be  themfelves. 

Ar.  I'le  fetch  them,  Sir.  Exit. 
Pro.  Ye  Elves  of  Hills,  Brooks,ftanding-Lakes  &  Groves, 

And  ye  that  on  the  Sands  with  printlefs  foot 
Do  chafe  the  ebbing  Neptu?;et  and  do  fly  him 
When  he  comes  back:  you  demy-Puppets  that 
By  Moon-fhine  do  the  green  fowre  Ringlets  make, 
Whereof  the  Ewe  not  bites :  and  you  whole  paftime 
Is  to  make  midnight  Mufhromes,  that  rejoyce 
To  hear  the  folemn  Curfew,  by  whole  aid 

fWeak  Mafters  tho  ye  be  )  I  have  be-dimn'd 
The  noon-tide  Sun,  call'd  forth  the  mutinous  winds, 

And  'twixtthe  green  Sea  and  the  azur'd  Vault, 
Set  roaring  War :  To  the  dread  ratling  Thunder 

Havel  given  fire,  and  rifted  Jove's  ftout  Oke 

With  his  own  bolt :  The  ftrong  bafs'd  promontory 
Have  I  made  make,  and  by  the  fpurs  pluckt  up 
The  Pine  and  Cedar :  Graves  at  my  command 

Have  wak'd  their  fleepers,  op'd,  and  let  'em  forth 
By  my  fo  potent  Art :  But  this  rough  Magick 

1  here  abjure :  and  when  I  have  required Some  heavenly  Mufick  (which  even  now  I  do) 

To  work  mine  end  upon  their  (entes,  that 

This  aii  \  charm  is  for,  I'le  break  my  ftaff, 
Bury  it  certain  fadoms  in  the  Earth, And 
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And  deeper  than  did  ever  Plummet  found 

l  ie  drown  my  Rook  Solemn  Mufick. 

Here  enters  Ariel  before  :  then  Alonfo  with  a  frantick  ge- 

(lure,  attended  by  Gonzalo.    Sebaftian  and  Anthonio  in 

like  manner  attended  by  Adrian  WFrancifco.  They  all  en- 
ter the  circle  which  Profpero  had  made,  and  there  ftand 

channd:  which  Profpero  obferving,  [peaks  : 
A  folemn  Air  ,  and  the  belt  comforter, 

To  an  unfetled  fancy,  cure  thy  brains 

(Now  ufelefs)  boil  within  thy  skull :  there  ftand  ; 

For  yoii  are  fpell-ftopt. 
Holy  Gmzs.ilo,  honourable  man, 

Mine  eyes,  even  fociab'e  to  the  (hew  of  thine, 

Fall  fellowly  drops :  The  charm  difTblves  apace,  - 
And  as  the  morning  fteais  upon  the  night 

(Melting  the  darknefs),  fo  their  rififfg  (enfes 

Begin  to  chafe  the  ignorant  fumes  that  mantle 
Their  clearer  Reafbn.    O  good  Gonz,alo, 

My  true  preferver,  and  a  loyal  Sir 

To  him  thou  follow'it  5  I  will  pay  thy  graces 
Home  both  in  word  and  deed :  Moft  cruelly 

Didftthou  tAlonfo,  ufe  me,  and  my  daughter  : 

Thy  brother  was  a  furtherer  in  the  act : 

Thou  art  pinch'd  for't  now,  Sebaftiar.    Flefh  and  blood, 

You,  brother  mine,  that  entertain'd  Ambition, 
Expell'd  Remorfe  and  Nature,  whom  with  Sebafiian 
(Whofe  inward  pinches  therefore  are  molt  ftrong) 

Would  here  have  kill'd  your  King :  I  do  forgive  thee; 
Unnatural  though  thou  art :  their  underftanding 

Begins  to  fwell,  and  the  approaching  tice 
Will  fhortly  fill  the  reafonable  fhore 
That  now  lies  foul  and  muddy  :  not  one  of  them 

That  yet  looks  on  me,  or  would  know  me:  Ariell, 
Fetch  me  the  Hat,  and  Rapier  in  my  Cell ; 
I  will  difcafe  me,  and  my  (elf  prefent, 
As  1  was  fometime  Millain  :  quickly  fpirit  j 
Thou  (halt  ere  long  be  free. 

Ariell  flngs,  and  helps  to  attire  him. 
Where  the  Bee  fucks,  there  fuck  T} 

In  a  Cow  flips  bell  Hie: 
There  I crowch  when  Owls  do  cry  j 

On  the  Bat's  back  I  do  fly 
after  Sumrricr  merrily. 

Merrily,  merrily  {ball  I  live  now 
Under  the  Bh jjbm  that  hangs  on  the  Bow. 

Vro.  Why  that's  my  dainty  Ariell  :  1  fhall  mifsthee ; 
But  yet  thou  (halt  have  freedom:  fo,  fo,  fo. 

To  the  King's  Ship,  invifible  as  thou  ai  t, 
There  (halt  thou  find  the  Mariners  afleep 
Under  the  Hatches :  the  Mafter  and  the  Boatfwain 

Being  awake,  enforce  them  to  this  place: 
And  prefently  Iprethee. 

Art.  I  drink  the  air  before  me,  and  return 
Or  ere  your  pulfe  twice  beat.  Exit. 

Gon.  All  torment,  trouble,  wonder  and  amazement 

Inhabits  here '.  fome  heavenly  power  guide  us 
Out  of  this  fearful  Countrey. 

Pro.  Behold  Sir  King, 
The  wronged  Duke  of  Millain,  Prcjfero: 
For  more  aflurance  that  a  living  Prince 
Do's  now  fpeak  to  thee,  1  embrace  thy  body, 
And  to  thee,  and  thy  Company,  Ibid 
A  hearty  welcome. 

Alo.  Wlieie  thou  be'fthe  or  no, 
Or  fome  inchanred  trifle  toabuie  me 

(As  late  1  have  been),  1  not  know  :  thy  Pn-Ife 
Beats  as  of  fiefh  and  blood  :  and  fince  1  faw  thee, 

Th'  affliction  of  my  mind  amends-,  with  which. 
1  fear  a  madnefs  held  me:  this  mult  crave 

(And  if  this  be  at  all)  a  moft  ftrange  ltory  : 
Thy  Dukedom  I  refign,  and  do  intreat 
Thou  pardon  me  my  wrongs  :  But  how  mould  Profpero 
Be  living,  and  be  here? 

Pro.  Fir  ft,  noble  friend, 
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Let  me  embrace  thine  age,  whofe  honour  cannct 

Be  meafur'd,  or  confin'd. Gon.  Whether  this  be, 

Or  be  not,  l'le  not  fwear. Pro.  You  doyertafte 

Some  fubtilties  o'  iW  Ifle,  that.willnotlet  you 
Believe  things  certain  :  Welcome,  my  friends  all : 
But  you,  my  brace  of  Lords,  were  1  fo  minded, 
I  here  could  pluck  his  Highnefs  frown  upon  you, 
And  juftifie  you  Traitors :  at  this  time 
I  will  tell  no  tales. 

Seb.  The  De  vil  fpeaks  in  him. 

Pro.  No:  • 
For  you  (moft  wicked  Sir)  whom  to  call  brother 
Would  even  infect  my  mouth,  I  do  forgive 
Thy  rankeft  faults  :  all  of  them:  and  require 
My  Dukedom  of  thee,  which  perforce  1  know 
Thou  muftrettore. 

Alo.  If  thou  beeft  Profpero, 

Give  us  particulars  of  thy  prefervation, 
How  thou  haft  met  us  here,  who  three  hours  fince 
Were  wrackt  upon  this  fhore?  where  I  have  loft 

(How  fharp  the  point  of  this  remembrance  is) 
My  dear  Son  Ferdinand. 

Pro.  I  am  wo  for't,  Sir. 
Alo.  Irreparable  is  the  lofs,  and  Patience 

Says,  it  is  paft  her  cure. 
Pro.  I  rather  think 

You  have  not  fought  her  help,  of  whofe  foft  grace 
For  the  like  lofs,  1  have  her  fbveraign  aid, 

And  relt  my  felf  content. 
Alo.  You  the  like  lofs  ? 

Pro.  As  great  to  me,  as  late,  and  infupportable 
To  make  the  dear  lofs,  have  1  means  much  weaker 
Than  you  may  call  to  comfort  you  j  for  I 
Have  loft  my  daughter. 

Alo.  A  daughter  ? 

Oh  heavens  !  that  they  Were  living  both  in  Naples 
The  King  and  Queen  there,  that  they  were,  I  wifh 

My  felf  were  mudded  in  that  Oo-zy  bed 
Where  my  Son  lies :  when  did  you  lofe  your  daughter  ? 

Pro.  In  this  laft  Tempeft.  I  perceive  thefe  Lords 
At  this  encounter  do  fo  much  admire, 
That  they  devour  their  Reafon,  and  fcarce  think 
Their  Eye  do  Offices  of  truth  :  their  words 
Are  natural  breath  :  but  howfoever  you  have 
Been  juftled  from  your  (enfes,  know  for  certain 

That  I  am  Profpero,  and  that  very  Duke 
Which  was  thruft  forth  of  Millain,  who  moft  ftrangely 
Upon  this  fhore  ( where  you  were  wrackt)  was  landed 

To  be  thd  Lord  on't :  no  more  yet  of  this ; 
For  'tis  a  Chronicle  of  day  by  day, 
Not  a  Relation  for  a  breakfaft,  nor 

Befitting  this  firft  meeting :  W  elcome,  Sir: 

This  Cell's  my  Court :  here  have  I  few  attendants,, 
And  Subjects  none  abroad :  pray  you  look  in  : 
My  Dukedom  fince  you  have  given  me  again5 
I  will  requite  you  with  as  good  a  thing, 
At  leait,  bring  forth  a  wonder,  tocontentye 
Asmuchas  me  my  Dukedom. 

Here  Profyevo  di/covers  Ferdinand  and  Miranda 

playing  at  Chefs. 
Mir.  Sweet  Lord,  you  play  me  falfe. 

Fer.  No,  my  deareftLove, 
I  would  not  for  the  world.  ( gle, 

Mir.  Yes,  for  a  fcore  of  Kingdoms  you  fliould  wran- 
Andl  would  call  it  fair  play. 

Alo.  If  this  prove  * 
A  vifionof  the  lfland,  onedearSon 

Shall  1  twice  lofe. 
Seb.  A  molt  high  Miracle. 
Fer,  Though  the  Seas  threaten,  they  are  merciful : 

I  have  curs'd  them  without  caufe. 

B  z  Alo. 
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Alo.  Now  all  the  Meffings 
Of  a  glad  father  compals  thee  about: 

Arife,  and  fay  how  thou  cam'ft  here. Mir.  O  wonder  ! 

How  many  goodly  creatures  are  there  here  ? 
How  beauteous  mankind  isl.O  brave  new  world 

That  has  fitch  people  in't. 
Pro.  'Tis  new  to  thee. 

Alo.  What  is  this  Maid  with  whom  thou  was't  at  play  ? 
Your  eld'ft  acquaintance  cannot  be  three  hours : 
Is  (lie  the  goddefs  that  hath  fever'd  us, 
And  brought  us  together  ? 

Fer.  Sir,  (he  is  mortal ; 

But  by  immortal  providence  (he's  mine  ; 
1  chofe  her  when  I  could  not  ask  my  Father 
For  his  advice;  nor  thought  I  had  one  :  She 
!s  Daughter  to  this  famous  Duke,  of  Millam, 
Of  whom  fb  often  I  have  heard  renown, 
But  never  (aw  before :  of  whom  I  have 

Receiv'd  a  (econd  Life  ;  and  fecond  Father 
This  Lady  makes  him  to  me. 

Alo.  I  am  hers : 

ButO,  howodly will  it  found,  that  I 
Muft  ask  my  child  forgivenefs? 

Pro.  There,  Sir,  flop  : 
Let  us  not  burthen  our  remembrances  with 

An  heavinefs  that's  gone. 
Gin.  I  have  inly  wept, 

Or  mould  have  fpoke  ere  this :  look  down  you  gods, 
And  on  this  Couple  drop  a  blefled  Crown  : 

For  it  is  you  that  have  chalk'd  forth  the  way 
Which  brought  us  hither. 

Alo.  1  fay  Amen,  Gonz,alo. 
Gon.  Was  Millam  thruft  from  Millain  that  his  Ifiue 

Should  become  Kings  of  Naples  ?  O  rejoice 
Beyond  a  common  joy,  and  fet  it  down 
With  gold  on  laftin^  Pillars :  In  one  Voyage 
Did  Claribell  her  Husband  find  at  Tunis, 
And  Ferdinand,  her  Brother,  found  a  Wife, 

Where  he  himfelf  was  loft :  Profpero  his  Dukedom 
In  a  poor  J/7e:  and  all  of  us,  our  (elves, 
When  no  man  was  his  own. 

Alo.  'Give  me  your  hands : 
Let  grief  and  forrow  (till  embrace  his  heart 
That  doth  not  wifh  you  Joy. 

Gon.  Beitfo,  Amen. 

Enter  Ariel,  w'uh  tie  Mafler  and  Boalfwain amaz-edly  following. 
0  look  Sir,  look,  here  is  more  of  us  ! 

1  prophefi'd,  if  a  Gallows  were  on  Land 
This  fellow  could  not  drown :  Now  blafphemy, 

That  fivear'lt  grace  ore-board,  not  an  Oath  on  more, 
Haft  thou  no  mouth  by  Land  ? 
What  is  the  news  ? 

Boat.  The  beft  news  is,  that  we  have  fafe  found 

Our  King  and  Company :  the  next,  our  Ship, 
Which  but  three  glafies  fince  we  gave  out  (plir, 

Is  tite,  and  yare,  and  bravely  rig'd,  as  when 
We  hrft  put  out  to  Sea. 

Ar.  Sir,  all  this  fervice 
Have  1  done  fince  1  went. 

Fro.  My  trickfey  fpirit. 
Alo.  Thefe  are  not  natural  Events ;  they  ftrengthen 

From  ftrange  to  ftranger  :  (ay,  how  came  you  hither  ? 
Boat.  If  1  did  think,  Sir,  I  were  well  awake, 

fid  ftrive  toteli  you :  we  were  dead  of  fleep, 
And  (how  we  know  not  J  allclapt  under  hatches, 
Where,  but  even  now,  with  ftrange  and  feveral  noifes 
Of  roaring,  fhreeking,  howling,  gingling  chains, 
And  moe  diverfity  of  founds,  all  horrible, 

W e  were  awak'd :  ftraight  way  at  liberty  • 
Where  we,  in  all  our  trim,  frefhly  beheld 
Our  royal,  good,  and  gallant  Ship:  our  Mafter 
Capringtoeye  her:  on  a  trice,  fopleafeyou, 

Tempefl. 

Even  in  a  dream,  were  we  divided  from  them, 
And  were  brought  moping  hither. 

Ar.  Was't  well  done  ? 
Fro.  Bravely  (my  diligence)  :  thou  malt  be  free. 

Ar.  This  is  as  ftrange  a  Maze  as  e're  men  trod, 
And  there  is  in  this  bufinefs  more  than  Nature 
Was  ever  conduct  of:  fome  Oracle 

Muft  re&ifie  our  knowledg. 
Fro.  Sir,  my  Liege, 

Do  not  infect  your  mind  with  beating  on 
The  ftrangenefs  of  this  bufinefs,  at  pickt  feizure 
(Which  fhall  be  fhortly  (ingle)  Tie  re(61ve  you 
(Which  to  you  (hall  (eem  probable)  of  every 

Thefe  happen'd  accidents ;  till  when,  be  cheerful, 
And  think  of  each  thing  well:  Come  hither  fpirit, 
Set  Cahban  and  his  companions  free: 
Untie  the  Spell :  How  fares  my  gracious  Sir  ? 
There  are  yet  miffing  of  your  Company 
Some  few  odd  Lads  that  you  remember  not. 

Enter  Ariell,  driving  in  Caliban,  Stephano,  and  Trin- 
Clllo,  in  their  fioPn  Apparel. 

Ste.  Every  man  fhift  for  all  the  reft,  and  let 
No  man  take  care  for  himfelf  \  for  all  is 

But  fortune  :  Qoragio  Bully-Monfter,  Coragio. 
Tri.  If  thefe  be  true  fpies  which  1  wear  in  my  head, 

Here's  a  goodly  fight. 

Cal.  OSetebusj  thefe  be  brave  Spirits  indeed :  - 
How  fine  my  Mafter  is  ?  I  am  afraid 
He  will  chaftifeme. 

Seb.  Ha,  ha  : 

What  things  are  thefe,  my  Lord  Anthonio  ? 

Will  money  buy  'em  ? 
Ant.  Very  like :  one  of  them 

Is  a  plain  Fifh,  and  no^doubt  marketable. 
Fro.  Mark  but  the  badges  of  thefe  men,  my  Lords, 

Then  fay  if  they  be  true:  This  mifha  pen  knave, 
His  Mother  was  a  Witch,  and  one  lb  ftrong 
That  could  controul  the  Moon,  make  flows  and  ebbs, 
And  deal  in  her  command  without  her  power : 

Thefe  three  have  robb'd  me,  and  this  demy-devil, 
(For  he's  a  baftardone)  had  plotted  with  them 
To  take  my  life :  two  of  thefe  Fellows  you 
Muft  known  and  own,  this  Thing  of  darknefsl 
Acknowledg  mine. 

Cal.  I  fhall  be  pincht  to  death. 

Alo.  Is  not  this  Stephano,  my  drunken  Butler  ? 
Seb.  He  is  drunk  now. 

Where  had  he  Wine? 

Alon.  And  Trinculo  is  "reeling-ripe:  where  mould  they 
Find  this  grand  Liquor  that  hath  gilded  'em  ? 
How  cam'ft  thou  in  this  pickle  ? 

Tri.  I  have  been  in  fuch  a  pickle  fince  I  faw  you  Iaft, 
That  I  fear  me  will  never  out  of  my  bones : 

I  fhall  not  fear  fly-blowing- 
Seb.  Why,  how  now  Stephano? 
Ste.  O  touch  me  not;  !  am  not  Stephano,  but  a  Cramp 

Pro.  You'ld  be  King  o'th'^e,  Sirrah? 
Ste.  I  fhould  have  been  a  fore  one  then. 

Alo.  'Tis  a  ftrange  thing  as  e're  I  look'd  on. 
Pro.  He  is  as  difproportion'd  in  his  manners 

As  in  hisfhape  :  Go  Sirrah,  to  my  Cell, 
Take  with  you  your  Companions :  as  you  look 
To  have  my  pardon,  trim  it  handfomly. 

Cal.  I,  that  I  will:  and  1'le  be  wife  hereafter, 
And  feek  for  grace:  what  a  thrice  double  A(s 
Was  I  to  take  this  drunkard  for  a  god  ? 
And  worfhipthis  dull  fool  ? 

Pro,  Go  to,  away.  (it. 
Alo.  Hence,  and  beftowyour  luggage  where  you  found 
Seb.  Or  ftole  it  rather. 

Pro.  Sir,  I  invite  your  Highnefs  and  your  train, 

To  my  poor  Cell ;  where  you  fhall  take  your  reft 
Fortius  one  night,  which  part  of  it  Fie  walre 
With  fuch  difcourfe  as  I  not  doubt  fhall  make  it 

Go  ^ 
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Go  quick  away  :  Theftory  of  my  life, 

And  the  particular  accidents  gone  by 
Since  I  came  to  this  lfle :  And  in  the  morn 

I'le  bringyou  to  your  Ship ;  and  fb  to  Naples: 

Where  i  have  hope  to  fee  the  Nuptials 

Of  thefe  our  dear-belov'd,  folemnized ; 
And  thence  retire  me  to  my  Millain,  where 

Every  third  thought  (hall  be  my  grave. 
Alo.  I  long 

To  hear  the  rtory  of  your  life  •  which  mnft 
Take  the  Ear  ftrangely. 

Pro.  Tie  deliver  all , 
And  promife  you  calm  feas,  aufpicious  gales. 
And  fail  fo  expeditious,  that  fhall  catch 
Your  Royal  fleet  far  off:  My  Anell  (Chick) 
That  is  thy  charge :  then  to  the  Elements 
Be  free,  and  fare  thou  well :  pleafe  you  draw  near. 

Exeunt  omnes. 

EPILOGUE 

fpoken  by  Profper. 

NOw  now  my  Charms  are  all  ore-thrown, 

And  vjhat  ftrength  I  hav's  mine  own, 
Which  is  moft  faint  :  now  'tis  true 
J  mufi  be  here  confindby  you, 
Or  fent  to  Naples:  Let  me  not 
Since  I  have  my  Dukedom  got, 

And  far don  'd  the  deceiver,  dwell 
In  this  bare  IJland  by  your  Jpell  j 
But  releafe  me  fr  om  my  bands 
With  the  help  of  your  good  hands : 
Gentle  breath  of  yours,  my  Sails 
MuB  fill,  or  elfe  my  projeEl  fails, 
I'Vhich  was  to  pleafe :  Now  I  want 
Spirits  to  enforce :  Arts  to  enchant  • 
And  my  ending  is  defyair, 

Unlefs  I  be  relieved  by  grayer ; 

Which  per ces  fo,  that  it  afj'aults Mercy  it  felf,  and  frees  all  faults. 
As  you  from  crimes  would  pardon  d  be, 
Let  your  indulgence  fet  me  free. Exit. 

The  Scene,  an  uninhabited  Ifland- 

Names  of  the  AUqy$< 

ALonfo,  King  of  Naples. Sebaftian,  his  brother. 

Profpero,  the  right  Duke  of  Millain. 

Anthonio,  his  brother,  the  ufurpmg  Duke  of  Millain. 
Ferdinand,  Son  to  the  King  of  Naples. 

Gonzalo,  an  honoft  old  Councellor. 
Adrian  and  Francifco,  Lords. 

Caliban,  a  Salvage  and  deformed  Slave', Trinculo,  ajefier. 

Stephano,  a  drunken  Butler  '. 
Mafier  of  a  Ship. 
Boatfwain. 
Mariners. 

Miranda,  Daughter  to  Profpero', Ariel,  an  airy  Sprit. 

Iris.  -t Ceres.  A 

Juno.  \spirits, 

Nymphs  L 
Reapers.  J 
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Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

AElus  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

Valentine,  Prothem,  and  Speed. 

V zlentine. 

Eafe  to  perfwade,  my  loving  Prothem  ; 
Home-keeping  youth   have  ever 

(homely  wits, 

Wer't  not  affecYion  chains  thy  ten- (der  days, 

To  the  fweet  glances  of  thy  ho- 

(nour'd  Love, 
I  rather  would  intreat  thy  company, 
To  fee  the  wonders  of  the  world  a- 

Than  (living  dully  fluggardiz'd  at  home)  (broad, 
Wearout  thy  youth  with  thapelefs  idlenels. 

But  fince  thou  lov'ft,  love  ftill,  and  thrive  therein, 
Even  as  I  would  when  I  to  love  begin. 

Pro.  Wilt  thou  be  gone  ?  Sweet  Valentine  adieu, 
Think  on  thy  Prothem  when  thou  (haply)  feeft 

Some  rare  Note-worthy  Objeft  in  thy  travel : 
Wifhme  partaker  in  thyhappinefs 
When  thou  dole  meet  good  hap ;  and  in  thy  danger 
(If  ever  danger  do  environ  thee) 

Commend  thy  grievance  to  my  holy  prayers  -3 
For  I  will  be  thy  Bead's-man,  Valentine. 

Val.  And  on  a  Love-book  pray  for  thy  (iiccefs. 
Pro.  Upon  fome  book  I  love  Pie  pray  for  thee. 

Val.  That's  on  fome  (hallow  dory  of  deep  love, 
How  fbxmg'Lianaer  croft  the  Hillefpont. 

Pro.  That's  a  deep  ftory  of  a  deeper  love- 
For  he  was  more  than  over-fhoocs  in  love. 

Val  'Tis  true  j  for  you  are  over- boots  in  love, 
And  yet  yon  never  fwom  the  HelUfpont. 

Pro.  Over  the  boots  ?  nay,  give  me  not  the  boots. 
Val.  No,  1  will  not ;  for  it  boots  thee  not. 

Pro.  What  ?  .  ' 
Val.  To  be  in  love  where  fcore  is  bought  with  groans : 

Coy  looks,  with  heart-fore  fighs :  one  fading  moments 
With  twenty  watchful,  weary,  tedious  nights ;  (mirth, 
If  haply  won,  perhaps  anhaplefs  gain  : 
[If  loft,  why  then  a  grievous  labour  won  ! 
However,  but  a  folly  bought  with  wit, 
Or  elfe  a  wit  by  folly  vanquished. 

Pro/ So,  by  your  circumftanee,  you  call  me  fool. 

Val.  So,  by  your  circumftanee,  1  fear  you'l  prove. 
Pro.  ̂ Tis  Love  you  cavil  at  ;  lam  not  Love. 
Val-  Cove  is  your  \: after  •  lor  he  Maliersyou  : 

And  he  that  is  16  yoked  by  a  fool, 
Methirks  fhould  not  be  Chronicled  for  wife. 

Pro.  Yet  Writers  fay  ,  as  in  the  fweeteft  bud 
The  eating  Canker  dwells ;  fb  eating  Love 
Inhabits  in  the  fineft  wits  of  all. 

Val.  And  Writers  fay ; '  as  the  moft  forward  bud 
Is  eaten  by  the  Canker  ere  it  blow, 
Even  fo  by  Love  the  voting  and  tender  wit 

Is  turn'd  to  folly,  blalting  in  the  bud, 

Lofing  his  verdure  even  in  the  prime, 
And  all  the  fair  effe&s  of  future  hopes. 
But  wherefore  wafteltimeto  counfelthee 

That  are  a  Votary  to  fond  defire? 
Once  more  adieu :  my  Father  at  the  Road 

Expefts  my  coming,  there  to  fee  me  fhipp'd. 
Pro.  And  thither  will  I  bring  thee,  Valentine. 
Vol.  Sweet /V others,  no:  Now  let  us  take  our  leave: 

At  Millam  let  me  hear  from  thee  by  Letters 
Of  thy  fuccefs  in  love  ;  and  what  News  elfe 
Betideth  here  in  abfence  of  thy  Friend  : 
And  I  likewife  will  vifit  thee  with  mine. 

Pro.  A\l  happinofs  bechance  to  thee  in  Mdlain. 
Val.  As  much  to  you  at  home  :  and  fo  farewel.  Exit 
Pro.  He  after  Honour  hunts,  I  after  Love ; 

He  leaves  his  friends  to  dignifie  them  more  • 
I  love  my  felf,  my  friends,  and  all  for  love  : 

Thou  Julia,  thou  haft  matamorphos'd  me: Made  me  neglect  my  ftudies,  lofe  my  time, 

War  with  good  connfel,  fet  the  world  at  nought  ■ 
Made  wit  with  Mufing,  weak  j  heart  fick  with  thought. 

Sp-  Sir  Prothem:  lave  you:  faw  you  my  Mafter  ? 
Pro.  But  now  he  parted  hence  to  embark  for  MiUain. 

Sp.  Twenty  to  one  then  he  is  fhip'd  already, 
And  I  have  plaid  the  fheep  in  lofing  him. 

Pro.  Indeed  a  fheep  doth  very  often  ftray, 
And  if  the  fhepherd  be  a  while  away. 

Sp.  You  conclude  that  my  Mafter  is  a  lhepherd  then, 
and  I  a  fheep  ? 

Pro.  I  do. 

Sp.  Why  then  my  horns  are  his  hornsi  whether  I  wake or  flee  p. 

Pro.  A  filly  anfwer,  and  fitting  well  a  fheep. 

Sp*  This  proves  me  ftill  a  fheep. 
Pro.  True  ;  and  thy  Mafter  a  fhepherd. 

Sp.  Nay,  that  I  can  deny  by  a  circumftanee. 
Pro.  It  fhall  go  hard  but  1'le  prove  it  by  another. 
Sp.  The  fhepherd  leeks  the  fheep,  and  not  the  fheep 

the  fhepherd ;  but  I  feek  my  Mafter,  and  my  Mafter  feeks 
not  me  :  therefore  I  am  no  fheep. 

Pro.  The  fheep  for  Fodder  follow  the  fhepherd,  the 
Shepherd  for  food  follows  not  the  fheep :  thou  for  wages 
followeft  thy  Mafter,  thy  Mafter  for  wages  follows  not 
thee:  therefore  thou arta  fheep. 

Sp.  Such  another  proof  will  make  me  cry  Baa. 
Pro-  But  doft  thou  hear  ?  gaveft  thou  mv  Letter  to  Ju- 

lia ? So  I  Sir  :  I  (a  loft  Mutton)  gave  your  Letter  to  her  (a 

lac'd-Mutron),  andfhe(a  lac'd-Mntton )  gave  me  (a  loft- 
Mutton)  nothing  for  my  labour. 

Pro.  Here's  too  fmall  a  Palture  for  fiich  ftore  of  Mut- 
tons. 

If  the  ground  be  over-charg'd,  you  were  beft  flick Sp. 

her. 

Pro 

you 

Sp.  Nay,  Sir,  lefs  than  a  pound  fhall  ferve  me  for  car- 
rying your  Letter-  Pro. 

Nay,  in  that  you  are  aftray  :  'twere  beft  pound 
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Pto.  Youmiftake:  I  mean  the  Pound,  a  Pin  fold. 

Sp.  From  a  pound  to  a  pin?  fold  it  over  and  over, 
5  Tis  threefold  too  little  for  carrying  a  Letter  to  your  Lover. 

Pro.  Bat  what  faid  fhe  ? 

Sp.  I. 
Pro.  Nod-I:  why,  that's  Noddy. 
Sp.  You  mi  (look,  Sir,  I  faid  fhe  did  nod  : 

And  you  ask  me  if  fhe  did  nod,  and  1  faid,  L 
Pro.  And  that  fet  together,  is  noddy. 

Sp.  Now  you  have  taken  the  pains  to  fet  it  together 
take  it  for  your  pains. 

Fro.  No,  no,  you  (hall  have  it  for  bearing  the  Letter. 

Sp.  Well,  I  perceive  I  mult  be  fain  to  bear  with  you. 
Fro.  why  Sir,  how  do  you  bear  with  me? 

Sp-  Marry  fir,  the  Letter  very  orderly, 
Having  nothing  but  the  Word  noddy  for  my  pains. 

Fro.  Befhrew  me,  but  you  have  a  quick  wit. 

Sp.  And  yet  it  cannot  overtake  your  flow  purfe. 
Pro.  Come,  come,  open  the  matter  in  brief ;  whatfakl 

fhe? 

Sp.  Open  your  purfe,  that  the  money  and  the  matter 
may  be  both  delivered. 

Pro.  Well  Sir,  here  is  for  your  pains :  what  (aid  fhe  ? 

Sp.  Truly  Sir,  I  think  you'l  hardly  win  her. 
'Pro.  Why  ?  could'lt  thou  perceive  fo  much  from  her  ? 
Sp.  Sir,  I  could  perceive  nothing  at  all  from  her  \ 

No,  not  fo  much  as  a  Ducket  for  delivering  your  Letter, 
And  being  fo  hard  to  me  that  brought  your  mind, 

I  fearfhe'l  prove  as  hard  to  yon  in  telling  her  mind. 
Give  her  no  token  but  Irenes  ;  for  fhe's  as  hard  as  fteel. 

Pro-  What  faid  (lie,  nothing  ? 

Sp.  No,  not  fo  much  as  take  this  for  thy  pains:  (me: 

To  teftifie  your  bounty,  1  thank  you,  you  haveTeftern'd 
In  requital  whereof,  henceforth  carry  your  Letter  your 
felf:  And  fo,  Sir,  lie  commend  you  to  my  Mafter. 

Pro.  Go,  go,  begone,  to  five  your  Ship  from  wrack, 
Which  cannot  perifh  having  thee  aboard, 

Being  deftin'd  to  a  drier  death  on  fhore  : 
1  mult  go  fend  fome  better  Mefienger : 
1  fear  my  Julia  would  not  deign  my  lines, 
Receiving  them  from  fuch  a  worthlefs  poft.  Exit. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Julia  ar.d  Lucetta. 

Jul.  But  fay  Lucetta  (now  are  we  alone J 

Would'ft  thou  then  counlel  me  to  fall  in  love  ? 
Luc.  i  Madam,  fb  you  Humble  not  unheedfully. 

I    Jul.  Of  all  the  fair  Refort  of  Gentlemen, 

That  every  day  with  par'Ie  encounter  me, 
In  thy  opinion  which  U  worthieft  love  ? 

Luc.  Pleafe  you  repeat  their  names,  1'le  fhew  my  mind, 
According  to  my  fhallow  fimple  skill. 

Ju.  What  think'ft  thou  of  the  fair  Sir  Eglamcer? 
Luc.  Asof  a  Knight  well-fpoken,  neat  and  fine: 

But  were  I  you,  he  never  fhouldbe  mine. 

Ju.  What  think'ft  thou  of  the  rich  Mercatio  ? 
Lu.  Well  of  his  wealth  ;  but  of  himfelf  fo,  fo. 

Ju.  What  think'ft  thou  of  the  gentle Prothem? 
Lu.  Lord,  Lord!  to  fee  what  folly  reigns  in  us. 
Ju.  How  now  ?  what  means  this  paffton  at  his  Name  ? 

Lu.  Pardon,  dear  Madam,  'tis  a  pafling  fhame, 
That  I  (unworthy  body  as  I  am) 
Should  cenfure  thus  on  lovely  Gentlemen. 

Ju.  Why  not  on  Prothevs,  as  of  all  the  reft  ? 
Lu.  Then  thus :  of  many  good,  I  think  him  beft. 
Ju.  Your  Reafon  ? 
Lu.  I  have  no  other  but  a  womans  Reafon  : 

I  think  him  fo,  becaule  I  think  him  fo. 

Ju.  And  would'ft  thou  have  me  caft  my  love  on  him  ? 
Lu.  I,  if  you  thought  your  love  not caft  away. 
Ju.  Why  he,  of  all  the  reft,  hath  never  mov'd  mc. 
Lu.  Yet  he,  of  all  the  reft,  I  think  beft  loves  ve. . 

Ju-  His  little  fpeaking  fhews  his  love  but  final]. " 
Lu  .  Fire  that's  clofeft  kept  burns  mod  of  all. 
Ju.  They  do  not  love  that  do  not  fhew  their  love. 
Lu.  Oh,  they  loveleaft  that  let  men  kp.ow  their  love. 
Ju.  I  would  1  knew  his  mind. 
Lu.  Perufe  this  Paper,  Madam. 
Ju.  To  Julia  :  fay,  from  whom  ? 
Lu.  That  the  Contents  will  fhew. 

Ju.  Say,  fay:  who  gave  it  thee  ? 
Lu.  Sir  Valentines  Page  ;  and  fent  I  think  from  Vrotheus. 

He  would  have  given  it  you,  but  1  being  in  the  way. 
Did  in  your  name  receive  it:  Pardon  the  fault  I  pray. 

Ju.  Now  (by  my  mouefty)  a  goodly  Broker: 
Dare  you  prefume  to  harbour  wanton  lines  ? 
To  whifper  and  confpire  againftmy  Youth  ? 
Now  truit  me,  'tis  an  Office  of  great  worth, 
And  you  an  Officer  fit  for  the  place. 

There:  take  the  Paper :  fee  it  bereturn'd, 
Or  elfe  return  no  more  into  my  fight. 

Lu.  To  plead  for  Love  defer ves  more  Fee  than  hate. 

Ju.  Will  ye  be  gone  ? 
Lu.  That  you  may  ruminate.  Exit. 

Ju.  And  yet  I  would  I  had  ore-look'd  the  Let-ten 
It  were  a  fhame  to  call  her  back  again, 
And  pray  her  to  a  fault  for  which  I  chid  her. 
What  fool  is  fhe  that  knows  I  am  a  Maid, 
And  would  not  force  the  Letter  to  my  view  ? 
Since  Maids  in  Modefty,  fay  No  to  that 
Which  they  would  have  the  profferer  conftrue,  L 
Fie,  fie;  how  way-ward  is  thisfooiifh  Love, 
That  (like  a  tefty  babe)  will  fcratch  the  Nurfe, 
And  prefently,  all  humbled,  kifs  the  Rod  ? 
How  churlifhly  I  chid  Lucetta  hence, 
When  willingly  I  would  have  had  her  here  ? 
How  angerly  I  taught  my  brow  to  frown, 
When  inward  joy  enfore'd  my  heart  to  fmile  ? 
My  penance  is,  to  call  Lucetta  back, 
And  ask  remiffion  for  my  folly  paft. 
What  hoe:  Lucetta. 

Lu.  What  would  your  Ladyfhip  ? 

Ju.  Is't  near  dinner-time  ? Lu.  I  would  it  were, 

Thatyou  might  kill  your  ftomach on  your  meal;, 
And  not  upon  your  Maid. 

Ju.  What  is't  that  you, 
Took  up  fo  gingerly  ? 

Lu.  Nothing." Ju.  Why  didft  thou  ftoop  then  ? 
Lu  Jo  take  a  paper  up  that  I  let  fall. 
Ju.  And  is  that  paper  nothing  ? 
Lu.  Nothing  concerning  me. 
Ju.  Then  let  it  lie  for  thofothat  it  concerns. 
Lu.  Madam,  it  will  not  lie  where  it  concerns, 

Unlelsit  have  a  falfe  Interpreter. 
Ju.  Some  Love  of  yours  hath  writ  to  you  in  Rime. 
Lu.  That  I  might  ling  it  (Madam)  to  a  tune  : 

Give  a  Note ;  your  Ladyfhip  can  fet. 
Ju.  As  little  by  fuch  toys  as  may  be  poffible ; 

Belt  fing  it  to  the  tune  of  Light  O  Love. 
Lu.  It  is  too  heavy  for  fb  light  a  tune. 
Ju.  Heavy  ?  belike  it  hath  tome  burthen  then. 
Lu.  I  :  and  melodious  were  it,  would  you  fing  it, 
Ju.  And  why  not  you  ? 
Lu.  I  cannot  reach  fo  high. 
Ju.  Lets (ee your  Song: 

How  now  Minion  ? 

Lu.  Keep  tune  there  ftitf,  fo  you  will  fing  it  out  i 
And  yet  methinks  i  do  not  like  this  tune. 

Ju.  You  do  not  ? 

Lu.  No  (Madam,),  'tis  too  fharp. 
Ju.  You  ( Minion)  art  toolawcy.  Lu.  Nay 



20 f  be  tivoGentlemsnof  Verona. 

Lu  Nay,  now  you  are  tr.o  flat, 

And  mar  the  concord  with  too  harfh  a  defeant: 

There  wanteth  but  a  Mean  to  fill  your  Song. 

7.7.  The  Menu  isdrown'd  with  your  unruly  Bafe. 
;     Indeed  I  bid  thee  bafe  for  Vrothuis.  .  fc 

Ju>  This  babble  (hall  not  henceforth  trouble  me 
: 

Here  is  acoite  with  protection: 

Go,  get  yon  gone  ;  and  let  the  Paper
s  lie: 

You  would  be  fingring  them  to  anger  me. 

Z>.  She  makes  it  ftrange,  but  (he  would  be  belt  pleas  d 

To  be  fo  angred  with  another  Letter.     •  • 
 Exit. 

Ju.  Nay,  would  I  were  foangred  with  the 
 fame: 

Oh  hateful  hands,  to  tear  (uch  loving  words ; 

InjuriontrWafps,  to  feed  on  fuch  fweet  honey, 

And  kill  the  Bees  that  yield  itwlth  y°ur  fnnSs: 

Vic  kifs  each  feveral  Paper  for  amends:  
• 

Look,  here  is  writ,  kind  Julia :  unkind  Julta, 

As  in  revenge  of  thy  ingratitude, 

I  throw  thy  name  againft  thebruifing  (tones, 

Trampling  contemptuoufly  on  thy  difda
in. 

And  here  is  writ,  Love-wounded  Protbeus.
 

Poor  wounded  name :  my  bofome,  as  a  bed, 

Shall  lodgthee  till  thy  wound  be  throughly  heal
  d  i 

And  thusl  fearch  it  with  a  foveraign  kits.
 

But  twice  or  thrice  was  Protbeus  written  do
wn  : 

Be  calm  (good  wind),  blow  not  a  word  a
way, 

Till  I  have  found  each  letter  in  the  Letter
, 

Except  mine  own  Name  :  That  fome  
whirl-wind  bear 

Unto  a  ragged,  fearful,  hanging  Rock, 

\nd  throw  it  thence  into  the  raging  Sea.  . 

Lo,  here  in  one  line  is  his  Name  twice  w
rit  s 

Poor  forlorn  Trcthetis,  faflionate  Protbeus:
 

To  the  fweet  Julia  }  that  I  le  tear  away 
: 

-\nd  yetl  will  nor,  fith  fo  prettily 

He  couples  it  to  his  complaining  Na
mes: 

Thuswill  I  fold  them  one  upon  anothe
r : 

Now  kifs,  embrace,  contend,  do  what 
 you  will 

La.  Madam:  dinner  is  ready,  and  your
  father  ftays 

%.  Well,  let  us  go.    « 

Lu  What  (hall  thefe  Papers  lie,  l
ike  tell-tales  here  ? 

iu  If  you  refbecl  diem,  belt  to  take  t
hem  up. 

Lu.  Nay,  I  was  taken  up  for  lay  in
g  them  down : 

Yet  here  thev  (hall  not  lie  for  catching
  cold,  • 

7„  I  fee  you  have  a  months  mind
  to  them. 

Lu.  1  (Madam  ),  you  may  fay  what 
 lights  you  fee : 

I  fee  things  too,  although  you  judg  I  win
k, 

Ju.  Corns,  come,  wilt  pleale  you  g
o  ?  Exeunt 

Seem  Tertia. 

•Enter  Antonio,  Panthion,  WProtheus. 

Ant.  Tell  me  Pantbion,  what  fad  talk  was  that 

Wherewith  my  brother  held  you  in  the  Cloyfter
? 

Pan.  'Twas  of  his  Nephew  Protbeus,  your  Son. 

Ant.  Why,  what  of  him  ? 
Pan.  Hewondred  that  your  Lord  (hip 

Would  fuffer  him  to  fpend  his  Youth  at  home, 

While  other  men  of  (lender  Reputation 

Put  forth  their  Sons  to  feek  Preferment  ou
t : 

Some  to  the  Wars,  to  try  their  fortune  there  
r 

Some  todifcoverlflands far  away; 

Some  to  the  ftudious  Univerfities. 

For  any,  or  for  all  thele  Exerciies, 

Hefaid,  that  Prof iw*.  your  Son  was  meet
 ; 

And  did  requeft  me  to  importune  you 

To  let  him  fpend  his  time  no  more  at  
home  • 

Which  would  be  great  impeachment  to 
 his  Age, 

In  having  known  no  travel  in  his  You
th. 

Ant.  Nor  need'ft  thou  much  importune 
 me  to  that 

Whereon  this  month  I  have  been  hammering. 

I  have  confider'd  well  his  lofs  of  time  ; 
And  now  he  cannot  be  a  perfed  man, 

Not  being  tried,  nortutor'din  the  world: 
Experience  is  by  indtiftry  atchieved, 
and  perfected  by  the  fwift  courfe  of  time : 
Then  tell  me,  whither  were  I  belt  to  fend  him  ? 

Pan.  I  think  your  Lordfhip  is  not  ignorant 
How  his  Companion,  youthful  Valentine, 
Attends  the  Emperor  in  his  Royal  Court. 

Ant.  I  know  it  well.  ( thither  I 

'Pan.  'Twere  good,  I  think,  your  Lordfhip  lent  him 
There  (hall  he  praftife  Tilts  and  Turnaments; 
Hear  fweet  Difcourfe,  converfe  with  Noblemen, 
And  be  in  eye  of  every  Exercile 
Worthy  his  Youth  and  Noblenefs  of  Birth. 

Ant.  I  like  thy  counlel :  well  haft  thou  advis'd  i 
And  that  thou  maift  perceive  how  well  I  like  it, 
The  Execution  of  it  (hall  make  known  ; 
Even  with  the  fpeedieft  expedition 

I  will  difpatch  him  to  the  Emperor's  Court. 
Pan.  To  morrow,  may  itpleafe  you,  Don  Alfhonfo, 

With  other  Gentlemen  of  good  Efteem, 
Are  journeying  to  falute  the  Emperor, 
And  to  commend  their  fervice  to  his  will. 

Ant.  Good  Company  :  with  them  {hall  Protbeus  go: 
And  in  good  time,  now  will  we  break  with  him  ?  Enter 

Pro.  Sweet  love,  fweet  lines,  fweet  life ;         .  Pro. 

Here  is  her  hand,  the  agent  of  her  heart ; 
Here  is  her  Oath  for  love,  her  honours  pawn : 
0  that  our  Fathers  would  applaud  our  Loves 

To  feal  our  happinels  with  their  confents : 
Oh  heavenly  Julia ! 

Ant.  How  now  ?  What  Letter  are  you  reading  there  r 

Pro.  May'tpleafe  your  Lordfhip,  'tis  a  word  or  two Of  Commendation  fent  from  Valentine ; 

Deliver'd  by  a  friend  that  came  from  him. 
Ant.  Lend  me  the  Letter :  Let  me  fee  what  News.  _ 
Pro.  There  is  no  News  f  my  Lord)  but  that  he  writes 

How  happily  helives,  how  well-belov'd, And  daily  graced  by  the  Emperor ; 
Wi  fhing  me  with  him,  partner  of  his  Fortune. 

Ant.  And  how  ftand  you  affe&ed  to  his  wifh  ? 

Pro.  As  one  relying  on  your  Lordfhip's  will, 
And  not  depending  on  his  friendly  wifh. 

Ant.  My  will  is  l'omething  forted  with  his  wifh : Mufe  not  that  I  thus  fuddenly  proceed ; 

For  what  I  will,  I  will ;  and  there's  an  end : 
1  am  refolv'd  that  thou  (halt  fpend  (bme  time 

With  Valentino  in  the  Emperor's  Court : 
What  maintenance  he  from  his  friends  receives, 
Like  exhibition  thou  (halt  have  from  me : 
To  morrow  be  in  readinefs  to  go : 
Excufe  it  not ;  for  I  am  peremptory. 

Pro.  My  Lord,  1  cannot  be  fo  foon  provided; 
Pleafeyou  deliberate  a  day  or  two. 

iAnt.  Look  what  thou  want'ft  (hall  be  fent  after  thee : 
No  more  of  ftay  ;  to  morrow  thou  muftgo: 

Come  on  Pantbwn ;  you  (hall  be  imploy'd 
To  haften  on  his  expedition. 

Pro.  Thus  have  1  (hunn'd  the  fire  for  fear  of  burning, 

And  drenclfd  me  in  the  Sea,  where  1  am  drown'd : 
I  fear'd  to  (hew  my  father  Julia's  Letter, 
Leaft  he  ftiould  take  exceptions  to  my  Love, 
And  with  the  vantage  of  mine  own  Excufe 
Hath  heexcepted  moftagainftmy  Love. 
Oh,  how  this  fpring  of  love  refembleth 
The  uncertain  glory  of  an^pv/  day, 
Which  now  (hews  all  the  beauty  of  the  Sun, 

And  by  and  by  a  cloud  takes  all  away.  Enter . 
Pan.  Sir  Protbeus,  your  father  calls  for  you  ; 

He  is  in  hafte,  therefore  I  pray  you  go. 

Pro.  Why  this  it  is:  my  heart  accords  thereto, 

And  yet  a  thouland  times  it  anlwers  no.       Exeunt.  Finis. ABus 
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Attus  Secundus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Valentine,  Speed,  Silvia. 

Speed,  Sir,  your  Glove. 
Valen.  Not  mine  :  my  Gloves  are  on. 

Sp.  Why  then  this  may  be  yours  ;  for  this  is  but  one. 

Val  Ha  ?  Let  me  fee :  I,  give  it  me,  it's  mine  : 
Sweet  Ornament  that  decks  a  thing  Divine, 

Ah  Silvia,  Silvia. 

Speed,  Madam  Silvia  :  Madam  Silvia. 

Val.  How  now  Sirrah  ? 

Sp.  She  is  not  within  hearing,  Sir. 
Val.  Why  Sir,  who  bad  you  call  her  ? 

Sp.  Your  Worfhip  Sir,  or  elfe  I  miftook. 

Val.  Well :  you'l  ft'ill  be  too  forward. 
Sp.  And  yet  I  was  lalt  chidden  for  being  too  flow. 
Val.  Go  to  *>ir,  tell  me :  do  you  know  Madam  Silvia  ? 

Sp.  She  that  your  Worfhip  loves? 

Val.  Why,  how  know  you  that  I  am  in  love  ? 

Sp.  Marry  by  thefe  fpecial  marks ;  firft ,  you  have 

earn'd  (like  Sir  Frotheus  )  to  wreath  your  arms  like  a 

Male-content  :  to  relifh  a  Love-Song  like  a  Robin-red- 

breafl:  to  walk  alone  like  one  that  had  the  Peftilence  :  to 

fis;h  like  a  School- boy  that  had  loft  his  A.  B.C.  to  weep 

ike  a  young  Wench  that  had  loft  her  Grandam  :  to  faft 

ike  one  that  takesdiet:  to  watch  like  one  that  fears  rob- 

bing :  to  fpeak  puling  like  a  Beggar  at  Hollouwafs:  You 
were  wont  when  you  laughed  to  crow  like  a  Cock ;  when 
,ou  walked  to  walk  like  one  of  the  Lions:  when  you  fa- 

ffed it  was prefently  after  dinner:  when  you  look'd  fadly 
it  was  for  want  of  money :  and  now  you  are  metamor- 

phos'd  with  a  Miftrefs,  that  when  f  look  on  you,  1  can  hard- 
ly think  you  my  Mafter. 

Val.  Aie  all  thefe  things  perceiv'd  in  me  ? 

Sp.  They  are  all  perceiv'd  without  ye. Val.  Without  me?  they  cannot. 

Sp.  Without  you?  nay,  that's  certain  ;  for  without  you 
were  fo  fimple,  none  elfe  would :  but  you  are  fo  without 
thefe  follies,  that  thefe  follies  are  within  you,  and  fhine 
through  you  like  the  water  in  an  Urinal :  that  not  an  Eye 
that  fees  you,  but  is  a  Phyfician  to  Comment  on  your  Ma- 
lady. 

Val  But  tell  me  :  doft  thou  know  my  Lady  Silvia  ? 

Sp.  She  that  you  gaze  on  fo  as  fhe  fits  at  (upper  ? 
Val.  Haft  thou  obferv'd  that  ?  even  fhe  I  mean. 

Sp.  Why  fir,  1  know  her  not. 
Val.  Dolt  thou  know  her  by  gazing  on  her ,  and  yet 

know'ft  her  not  ? 

Sp.  Is  fhe  not  hard-favour'd  fir  ? 
Val.  Not  fo  fair  (boy)  as  well  favour'd. 
Sp.  Sir,  1  know  that  well  enough. 
Val.  What  doft  thou  know  ? 

Sp-  That  fhe  is  not  fb  fair  as  ("of  you)  well  favour'd Val.  1  mean  that  her  beauty  is  exquifite, 
But  her  favour  infinite. 

Sp.  That's  becaufe  the  one  is  painted,  and  the  other out  of  all  count. 
Val.  How  painted?  and  how  out  of  count? 
Sp.  Marry  fir,  fb  painted  to  make  her  fair,  that  no  man 

counts  of  her  beauty. 

Val.  How  efteem'ft  thou  me  ?  I  account  of  her  beauty. 
Sp.  You  never  faw  her  fince  fhe  was  deform'd. 
Val.  How  long  hath  fhe  been  deform'd  ? 
Sp.  Ever  fince  you  lov  d  her. 

Val.  1  have  lov'd  her  ever  fince  I  faw  her, 
And  ftill  1  fee  her  beautiful. 

Sp.  If  you  love  her  you  cannot  fee  her. 
Val.  Why  ? 

Sp.  Becaufe  Love  is  blind :  O  that  you  had  mine  Eyes, 
or  your  own  Eyes  had  the  Lights  they  were  wont  to 

have,  when  you  chid  at  Sir  Frotheus  for  going  ungar 

ter'd. Val.  What  mould  I  fee  then  ? 

Sp.  Your  own  prefent  folly,  and  her  palling  deformi 
ty :  for  he,  being  in  Love,  could  not  fee  to  garter  his 
Hofe  ;  and  you,  being  in  Love,  cannot  fee  to  put  on  your 
Hofe. 

Val.  Belike  (boy)  then  you  are  in  Love;  for  la  ft  morning 
You  could  not  fee  to  wipe  my  fhooes. 

Sp.  True  fir,  I  was  in  love  with  my  bed,  I  thank  you, 

you  fwing'd  me  for  my  Love,  which  makes  me  the  bolder 
to  chide  you  for  yours. 

Val.  Inconclufion  I  ftand  affeded  to  her. 

Sp.  I  would  you  were  fet,  fo  your  AfTecTion  would 

ceafe. 
Val.  Laft  night  fhe  enjoyn'd  me 

To  write  feme  lines  to  one  fhe  loves. 

Sp-  And  have  you  ? 
Val.  1  have. 

Sp.  Are  they  not  lamely  Writ  ? 
Val.  No  (boy),  but  as  well  as!  can  do  them  : 

Peace,  here  fhe  comes. 
Sp.  Oh  excellent  Motion  !  Oh  exceeding  Puppet ! 

Now  will  he  interpret  to  her. 
Val-  Madam  and  Miftris,  a  thoufand  good  morrows. 

Sp.  Oh  !  'give  ye-good-ev'n :  here's  a  million  of  man- 

ners. 

Sil 

Sp 

S'\x  Valentine^  and  fervant,  to  you  two  thoufand. 
He  fhould  give  !-?rintereftj  and  fhe  gives  it  him. 

Val.  As  you  injoyn'd  me,  1  have  writ  your  Letter 
Unto  the  fecret,  namelefs  friend  of  yours  : 
Which  1  was  much  unwilling  to  proceed  in, 

But  my  duty  to  your  Ladyfhip. 

Sil  I  thank  you  (gentle  fervant),  'tis  very  Clerk!  v  done, 
Val.  Now  truft  me  (Madam,),  it  carne  hardly  off ; 

For  being  ignorant  to  whom  it  goes, 
1  writ  at  random  very  doubtfully. 

Sil.  Perchance  you  think  too  much  of  fo  much  pains  i 

Val.  No  (Madam,',  fo  it  fteed  you,  I  will  write 
(Pleafe  you  command)  a  thoufand  times  as  much : 

And  yet  
Sil.  A  pretty  period  :  well :  I  guefs  the  fequel  j 

And  yet  1  will  not  name  it :  and  yet  1  care  not : 
And  yet  take  this  again  :  and  yet  I  thank  you; 
Meaning  henceforth  to  trouble  you  no  more. 

Sp.  And  yet  you  will:  and  yet,  another  yet. 
Val.  What  means  your  Ladyfhip  ? 

Do  you  not  like  it  ? 
Sil.  Yes,  yes:  the  lines  are  very  quaintly  writ  j- 

But  (fince  unwillingly)  take  them  again  ; 

Nay,  take  them. Val.  Madam,  they  are  for  you. 
Sil.  I,  1 :  you  wist  them,  Sir,  at  my  requeft  t 

But  I  will  none  of  them  :  thev  are  for  you  : 
I  would  havehad  them  writ  more  movingly. 

Val.  Pleafe  you,  Tie  write  your  Ladyfhip  another. 

Sil.  And  when  it's  writ,  for  my  fake  read  it  over  -3 
And  if  it  pleafe  you,  fo  :  if  nor,  why  fb. 

Val.  If  it  pleafe  me  (Madam) ?  what  then? 
Sil  W  hy  if  it  pleafe  you,  take  it  for  your  labour : 

And  fogood  morrow  fervant.  Exit 
Sp.  Oh  Jeftunfeen ,  infcrutible,  invifible, 

As  a  Nofe  on  a  man's  Face,or  a  W  eathercock  on  a  Steeple 

My  Mafter  fues  to  her:  and  fhe  hath' taught  her  Suror, He  being  her  Pupil,  to  become  her  Tutor  : 
Oh  excellent  device !  was  there  ever  heard  a  better  ? 
That  my  Mafter  being  Scribe, 
To  himfelf  fhould  write  the  Letter  ? 

Val.  How  now  fir  ? 

What  are  you  reafoning  with  your  felf  ? 

Sp.  Nay',  I  was  riming  :  'tis  you  that  have  the  Reafon Val.  To  do  what  ? 

Sp.  To  be  a  fpokes-man  from  Madam  Silvia. I  at.  To  whom  ? 
Sr.  T 
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Sp.  To  your  (elf:  why,  (lie  woes  you  by  a  figure, 
Val.  What  figure? 

So.  By  a  Letter,  I  fhould  fay. 

Val.  Why,  fhe  hath  not  writ  to  me  ? 

Sp.  What  need  {he, 
When  (he  hath  made  you  wnte  to  your  felt  i 

Why,  do  you  not  perceive  the  ]eft  ? 

Val.  No,  believe  me. 

So.  No  believing  you  indeed  Sir  : 

Bat  did  vou  perceive  her  Earneft  ? 

Val.  She  gave  me  none,  except  an  angry  word.  . 

Sp  Why,  (he  hath  given  you  a  Let
ter. 

Val  That's  the  Letter  I  writ  to  her  friend. 

Sp.  And  that  Letter  hath  fhedeHver'd,and  ther
e's  anend. 

Val.  I  would  it  were  no  worfe. 

Sp.  Pie  warrant  you  'tis  as  well : 
For  often  have  you  writ  to  her  ;  and  Hie  in  model

ty , 

Orelfe  for  want  of  idle  time,  could  not  again  reply  j 

Or  fearing  elfe  fome  meffenger  that  might 
 her  mind  dil- 

cover 

Her  felf  hath  taught  her  Love  himfelf  to 
 write  unto  her 

All  this  1  fpeak  in  Print ;  for  in  Print  I  found
  it,  (Lover: 

Whv  mute  you  fir  ?  'tis  dinner-tim
e. 

Val.  Ihavedin'd. 
St  1  but  hearken  fir  :  though  the  Cameleon

  Love  can 
„  v°   ' .     •    t  „„,  r^tto  t-h-if  om  nmirifh'd  bv  mv  victu- 
feed  on  the  air,  I  am  one  that  am  nourun  u  uy  

my  v.uu 

rfs  •  and  would  fain  have  meat :  Oh  be  not  like  your  Mi- 

ftrefs  ■  be  moved ,  be  moved. 
 Exeunt. 

Mother  weeping  :  my  Father  wailing  :  my  Sifter  crying : 
our  Maid  howling  :  our  Cat%>ringing  her  hands,  and  all 
our  houfe  in  a  great  perplexity,  yet  did  not  this  cruel- 
hearted  Cur  flied  one  tear  :  He  is  a  ftone,  a  very  pibble- 
ftone,  and  has  no  more  pity  in  him  than  a  Dog;  A  Jnv 
would  have  wept  to  have  feen  our  parting  :  Why,  my 
Grandam,  having  no  Eyes,  look  you,  wept  her  felf 

blind  at  my  parting  :  Nay,  I'lefhow  you  the  manner  of 
it :  This  fhooe  is  my  Father  :  no,  this  left  fhcoe  is  my 
Father  :  no, no,  this  left fhooe  is  my  Mother:  nay;  that 
cannot  be  fb  neither :  yes,  it  is  fo,  it  is  fo ;  it  hath  the 
worfer  fole  :  this  fhooe  with  the  hole  in  it  is  my  Mother  ; 

and  this  my  Father:  a  veng'ance  on't,  there  'tis:  Now 
fir,  this  ftaff  is  my  Sifter  :  for  look  you,  fhe  is  as  white 
asalilly,  and  as  fmall  as  a  wand  :  this  hat  is  Kan,  our 
Maid  :  1  am  the  Dog  :  no,  the  Dog  is  himfelf,  and  I  am 
the  Dog:  Oh,  the  Dog  is  me,  and  I  am  my  felf :  I  fo, 
fo:  Now  cornel  to  my  Father  ;  Father,  your  blefling  : 
Now  fhould  not  the  fhooe  fpeak  a  word  for  weeping  : 
Now  fhould  I  kits  my  Father :  well,  he  weeps  on  :  Now 
come  I  to  my  Mother :  Oh  that  fhe  could  fpeak  now  like  a 

would-woman  :  well,  I  kits  her :  why  there  'tis :  here's 
my  Mothers  breath  up  and  down  :  Now  come  I  to  my  Si- 

fter: mark  what  moan  (he  makes :  New  the  Dog  all  this 
while  fheds  not  a  tear,  nor  fpeaks  a  word :  but  lee  howl 

lay  the  duft  with  my  tears. 
Panth.  Launce,  away,  away  :  aboard,  thy  IVafter  is 

fhip  d,  and  thou  art  to  poft  after  with  Oars  :  what's  the 
matter  ?  why  weep'ft  thou,  man  ?  away  ats,  you'l  lofe  the 
Tide  if  you  tarry  any  longer. 

Laun.  It  is  no  matter  if  the  Tide  were  loft  j  for  it  is  the 
unkindeft  Tide  that  ever  any  man  tyde. 

Panth.  What's  the  unkindeft  Tide  ? 
Laun  Why,  he  that's  tide  here,  Crab  my  Dog. 
Tan.  Tut  man  :  I  mean,  thou'lt  lofe  the  flood,  and  in 

lofing  the  flood,  lofe  thy  Voyage,  and  in  Iofing  thy  Voy- 
age, lofe  thy  Mafter,  and  in  lofing  thy  Mafter,  lofe  thy 

Service,  and  in  lofing  thy  Service,  Why  doft  *hou  flop 

my  mouth  ? Laun.  For  fear  thou  fhould 'ft  lofe  thy  tongue. 
Panth.  Where  fhould  I  lofe  my  tongue  ? 

Laun.  In  thy  Tale. 
Panth.  In  thy  Tail. 
Laun.  Lofe  the  Tide,  and  the  Voyage,  and  the  Mafter, 

and  the  Service,  and  the  Tide :  why  man,  if  the  River  were 
dry,  I  am  able  to  fill  it  with  my  tears  :  if  the  Wind  were 
down,  I  could  drive  the  Boat  with  my  fighs. 

Panth.  Come :  come  away  man ;  1  was  fent  to  call 

thee. 
Lau.  Sir,  call  me  what  thou  dar'ft. 
Pan.  Wilt  thou  go  ? 
Lau.  Well,  I  will  go.  Exeunt, 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Protheus,  Julia,  Panthion. 

Pro.  Have  patience  gentle  Julia. 

Jul.  I  muft  where  is  no  Remedy. 

Pro  When  poffibly  I  can,  1  will  return. 

Jul.  If  you  turn  not,  you  will  return
  the  fooner : 

Keep  this  Remembrance  for  thy  Julia
's  fake. 

fro.  Why  then  we'l  make  exchange  • 
Here,  take  you  thif. 

Jul.  And  feal  this  bargain  with  a  holy  kits. 

Pro.  Here  is  my  hand  for  my  true  conftancy : 

And  when  that  hour  ore-flips  me  in  the  day, 

Wherein  I  figh  not  (Julia)  for  thy  fake, 

The  nextenfuing  hour  fome  foul  mitchance
 

Torment  me  for  my  Loves  forgetfulnefs : 

My  father  flays  my  coming :  anfwer  not : 

The  Tide  is  now  ;  nay,  not  thy  tide  of  tears ; 

That  tide  will  flay  me  longer  than  1  mould  ; 

7«/wfarewel:  what,  gone  without  a  word  ? 

I  fo  true  love  mould  do :  it  cannot  fpeak  ; 

For  truth  hath  better  deeds  than  words  to  grace 
 it. 

Pan.  Sir  Protheus,  you  are  ftaid  for. 

Pro.  Go :  I  come,  1  come : 

Alas !  this  parting  ftrikes  poor  Lovers  dumb.  ^ 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Valentine,  Silvia,  Thurio,  Speed,  Duke, 
Protheus. 

Sil.  Servant. 
Val.  Miftris. 

Sp.  Mafter,  Sir  Thurio  frowns  on  yon. 

Val.  I  boy,  it's  for  love. 
Sp.  Not  of  you. 
Val.  Of  my  Miftrifs  then. 

Sp.  'Twere  good  you  knockt  him. 
Sil.  Servant,  you  are  fad. 
Val.  Indeed,  Madam,  I  feem  fo. 
Thu.  Seem  you  that  you  are  not  ? 
Val.  Hap'ly  I  do. 
Thu.  So  do  Counterfeits. 
Val.  So  do  you. 

Ihu 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Launce,  Panthion. 

Launce,  Nay.'twillbcthis  hour  ere 
 1  have  done  weep- 

ing:  all  the  kind  of  thee  Launces  have  thi
s  very  fault:  I 

have  receiv'd  mv  proportion,  like  the  prodigio
us  fon,  and 

am  going  with  dv  Protheus  to  the  Imper
ial's  Court:  1  think 

Crimy  Dog  be  the  fowreft  Natured  D
og  that  lives :  My 
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Thu.  What  feem  I  that  1  am  not? 
Val  Wife.  ; 
Thu.  What  inftance  of  the  contrary  ? 
Val.  Your  folly. 

Thu.  And  how  quote  you  my  folly  ? 

Val.  I  quote  it  in  your  Jerkin. 

Thu.  My  Jerkin  is  a  doublet. 
Val.  Well  then,  Tie  double  your  folly. 
Thu.  How  ?  -     ■  - 

5//.  What,  angry,  Sir Thuno'?  do  you  change  colour  ? Val  Give  him  leave,  Madam  ;  he  is  a  kind  of  Camelion. 

Thu.  1  hat  hath  more  mind  to  feed  on  your  blood,  than 

live  in- your  air. 
Val.  You  have  faid  fir. 

Thu.  I  fir,  and  done  too  for  this  time.  - 

Val.  1  know  it  well  fir ;  yon  always  end  ere  you  begin. 

Sil.  A  fine  Volly  of  words,  Gentlemen,  and  quickly 
(hot  off 

Val.  'Tis  indeed,  Madam-,  we  thank  the  giver. 
5//.  Who  is  that  Servant  ? 
Val.  Your  felf  (Tweet  Lady)  ;  for  you  gave  the  fire  s 

S\r  T-'imo  borrows  his  wit  from  your  Ladylhips  looks, 
AnJ  (bends  what  he  borrows  kindly  in  your  company. 

77)//.^Sir,  if  you  fpend  word  for  word  with  me,  I  (hall 

make  yoffr  wit  bankrupt. 
Va  1 1  know  it  well  fir,  you  have  an  Exchequer  of  words, 

And  I  think  nDOther  rreafure  to  give  your  followers  : 

|  For  it  appears  by  their  bare  Liveries, 
1  hat  they  live  by  your  bare  words. 

Sii  No  more,  gentlemen,  no  more: 

Here  comes  my  father. 

Duke,  Now  daughter  5"//w,you  are  hard  befet : 
Sir  Valentine,  your  father  is  in  good  health : 

What  fay  you  to  a  Letter  from  your  friends 

Of  much  good  News  ? 

Val.  My  Lord,  I  will  be  thankful 

To  any  meffenger  from  .thence. 
Duke,  Know  you  Don  tsintonio,  your  Countryman  ? 

Val  I,  my  good  Lord,  I  know  the  Gentleman 
To  be  of  worth  and  worthy  eftimation, 
And  not  without  defert  lb  well  reputed. 

Duke,  Hath  he  not  a  Son? 
Val-  I  my  good  Lord,  a  Son  that  well  deferves 

The  honour  and  regard  of  fuch  a  Father. 
Duke.  You  know  him  well  ? 
Val.  I  knew  him  as  my  felf;  for  from  our  Infancy 

We  have  converft,  and  fpent  our  hours  together : 
And  tho  my  felf  have  been  an  idleTreuanr, 

Omitting  the  fweet  benefit  of  time 

To  clothe  mine  Age  with  Angel-like  perfection  *, 
Yet  hath  Sir  Protheus  (for  that's  his  Name) 
Made  uleand  fair  advantage  of  his  days: 
His  Years  but  young,  but  his  Experience  old : 
His  head  unmellowed,  but  his  judgment  ripe: 
And  in  a  word  (for  far  behind  his  worth 
Comes  all  the  prailes  that  I  now  beftow), 
He  is  compleat  in  feature  and  in  mind, 
With  all  good  grace  to  grace  a  Gentleman. 

Duh  Beihrew  me  fir,  but  if  he  make  this  good, 
He  is  as  worthy  for  an  Emprefs  Love, 

As  meet  to  be  an  Emperor's  Councilor : 
Wrell  fir :  this  gentleman  is  come  to  me, 
With  Commendation  from  great  Potentates  j 
And  here  he  means  to  fpend  his  time  a  while ; 

I  think  'tis  no  welcome  News  to  you. 
Val.  Should  1  have  wifh'd  a  thing,  it  had  been  he. 
Duk.  Welcome  him  then  according  to  his  worth  : 

Silvia,  I  fpeak  to  you,  and  you  Sir  Thuno ; 
For  Valentine,  I  need  not  cite  him  to  it : 

I  will  fend  him  hither  to  you  prelently. 
Val.  This  is  the  gentleman  1  told  your  Ladyfhip 

Had  come  along  with  me,  but  that  his  Miftrifs 
Did  hold  his  Eyes  Iockt  in  her  Chriftal  looks. 

Sil.  Belike  that  now  (he  hath  enfranchis'd  them 

Upon  ipme  other  pawn  for  fealty. 
Val.  Nay  fure,  I  think  me  holds  them  prifoners  ftifl. 
Sd.  Nay,  then  he  mould  be  blind,  and  being  blind, 

How  could  he  fee  his  way  to  feek  out  you  ? 
Val.  Why  Lady,  Love  hath  twenty  pair  of  Eyes. 
Thu,  They  fay  that  Love  hath  not  an  Eye  at  all. 
Val.  To  fee  fuch  Lovers,  Thurio,  as  your  felf : 

Upon  a  homely  Object  Love  can  wink.  Enter, 
Sil  Have  done,  have  done :  here  comes  the  gentleman 

Val.  Welcome  dear  Protheus :  M'.fti  ifs,  I  befeech  you Confirm  this  welcome  with  feme  fpecial  favour. 
Sil.  His  worth  is  warrant  for  his  welcome  hither} 

If  this  be  he  you  oft  have  wifh'd  to  hear  from, 
Val.  Miftris,  it  is :  fweet  Lady,  entertain  him 

To  be  my  fellow-fervant  to  your  Ladyfhip. 
Sil.  Too  low  a  Miftris  for  fo  high  a  lervant. 
Fro.  Not  fo,  fweet  Lady  ;  but  too  mean  a  fervanj 

To  have  a  Look  of  fuch  a  worthy  Miftrils. 
Val.  Leave  off  difcourfe  of  diiabiliry 

Sweet  Lady  entertain  him  for  your  fervant  . 
Tro.  My  duty  will  I  boaft  of,  nothing  elfe. 
Sil  And  duty  never  yet  did  want  his  meed  : 

Servant,  you  are  welcome"  to  a  worthlefs  Miftrils, 
Fro.  l'le  die  on  hirfi  that  fays  fo  but  your  felf. 
Sil.  That  you  are  welcome? 
Tro.  That  you  are  worthlefo  (you . 
Thur.  Madam,  my  Lord,  your  father, would  fpeak  with 
Sil.  I  wait  upon  his  pleafure  :  Come  Sir  Thuno, 

Go  with  me  :  Once  more  newfervant  welcome: 

Fleleaveyou  to  confer  of  horae  affairs  ■ 
When  you  have  done,  we  look  to  hear  from  you, 

Tro.  We'l  both  attend  upon  your  Ladyfhip. 
Val.  Now  tell  me  how  do  all  from  whence  you  came  ? 

Tro.  Your  friends  are  well,  and  have  them  much  com- 
Val.  And  how  do  yours  ?  (mended. 
Tro.  1  left  them  ail  in  health, 

Trt/.Howdoes  your  Lady?  and  how  thrives  your  Love? 

Tro.  My  tales' of  Love  were  wont  to  weary  you  j 
I  know  you  joy  not  in  a  Love-difcourfe 

Val  I  Protheus,  but  that  Life  is  alter'd  how ; 
I  have  done  penance  for  contemning  Love, 

Whole  high  imperious  thoughts  have  punifh'd  me With  bitter  fafts,  with  penitential  groans, 

With  nightly  tears  and  daily  heart-fore  fighs: 
For  in  revenge  of  my  contempt  of  Love, 

Love  hath  chac'd  fleepfrom  my  enthralled  Eyes, 
And  made  them  watchers  of  mine  own  hearts  forrow ; 

O  gentle  Protheus,  Love's  a  mighty  Lord, And  hath  fo  humbled  me  as  I  confefe 
There  is  no  wo  to  his  correction ; 
Nor  to  his  ferviee,  no  fuch  joy  orr earth  : 
Now  no  difcourfe,  except  it  be  of  Love  : 
Now  can  I  break  my  faff,  dine,  fup  and  fleep 

Upon  the  very  naked  Name  of  Love. 
Tro.  Enough  :  I  read  your  fortune  in  your  Eye : 

Was  this  theldol  that  you  worfhipfo? 

Val.  Even  (he :  and  is  fhe  not  a  heavenly  faint  > 
Pro,  No  :.  but  (he  is  an  earthly  Paragon. 
Val  Call  her  divine. 
Tro.  I  Will  not  flatter  her. 

Val.  O  flatter  me  ;  fbr  Love  delight  in  praife. 
Tro.  When  I  was  fick,  you  gave  me  bitter  pills, 

And  I  mu  ft  minifter  the  like  to  you'. 
Val.  Then  fpeak  the  truth  by  her,  if  not  divine, 

Yet  let  her  be  a  principality, 

Soveraign  to  all  the  Creatures  on  the  Earth. 
Tro.  Except  my  Miftrils. 
Val.  Sweet:  Except  not  any, 

Except  thou  wilt  except  againft  my  Love. 
Pro.  Have  I  not  Realbn  to  prefer  mine  own  ? 
Val.  And  I  will  help  thee  to  prefer  her  too : 

She  mail  be  dignified  with  this  high  honour, 
To  bear  my  Ladies  Train,  left  the  bafe  Earth 
Should  from  her  Vefture  chance  to  fteal  a  kits  j 

An 
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And  offo  great  a  favour  growing  proud, 
Dildain  to  root  the  Summer- fwelling  flower, 
And  make  rough  winter  everlaftingly. 

Pro.  Why  Valentine,  what  Bragadifln  is  this  ? 
Val.  Pardoii  me  (Protheus) ;  all  1  can  is  nothing  ; 

To  her,  whofe  worth  makes  other  worthies  nothing : 
She  is  alone. 

Pro.  Then  let  her  alone. 

Val.  Not  for  the  World  :  why  man,  (he  is  mire  own, 
And  1  as  rich  in  having  fuch  a  Jewel, 
As  twenty  Seas,  if  all  their  fand  were  pearl, 

The  wa'er  Nectar,  and  the  Rock  pure  gold  : 
Forgive  me  that  I  do  not  dream  on  thee, 
Becaufe  thou  feeft  me  doat  upon  my  Love: 
My  fooliih  Rival  that  her  Father  likes 
fdnly  for  his  pofleffions  arefo  huge), 
s  gone  with  her  along,  and  I  muft  after  ; 

"or  Love  (thou  know'ft)  is  full  of  jealoufie. 
Pro.  But  (he  loves  you  ?  (hour, 
Val.  I,  and  we  are  betrothed :  nay,  more,our  marriage- 

VVith  all  the  cunning  manner  of  our  flight, 

Determin'dofF:  howlmuft  climb  her  Window ; The  Ladder  made  of  Cords,  and  all  the  means 

Plotted  and  'greed  on  for  my  happinels  : 
Good  Prntbeus  go  with  me  to  my  Chamber, 
In  thefe  affairs  to  aid  me  with  thy  counfel. 

Pro.  Go  on  before :  1  {hall  enquire  you  forth: 
I  muft  unto  the  Road  to  dif  embarque 
Some  NeceiTaries  that  I  needs  muft  ufe, 

And  then  I'le  prefently  attend  you. 
Val.  Will  you  make  hafte?  . 
Pro.  I  Will: 

Even  as  one  heat  another  heat  expels, 
Or  as  one  nail  by  ftrength  drives  out  another ; 
So  the  remembrance  of  my  former  Love 

Is  by  a  new  Object  quite  forgotten : 
Is  it  mine  then,  or  Valmtmeans  praife  ? 
Her  true  perfection,  or  my  fa  He  tranfgreffion, 
That  makes  me  reafonlefs,  to  reafon  thus  ? 
She  is  fair ;  and  (b  is  Julia  that  I  love 

(That  I  did  love ;  for  now  my  Love  is  thaw'd, 
Which  like  a  waxen  Image  'gainfta  fire, 
Bears  no  impieflionof  the  thing  it  was)  : 
Methinks  my  zeal  to  Valentine  is  cold, 
And  that  I  love  him  not  as  I  was  wont : 

O  !  but  I  love  his  Lady  too-too  much ; 
And  that's  the  Reafon  I  love  him  fo  little: 
How  fhall  I  doat  on  her  with  more  advice, 
That  thus  withont  advice  begin  to  love  her  ? 

'Tis  but  her  picture  I  have  yet  beheld, 
And  that  hath  dazel'd  fomy  Reafon's  Light : 
But  when  I  look  on  her  perfections, 
There  is  no  Reafon  but  I  (hall  be  blind : 
If  I  can  check  my  erring  Love, I  will : 

If  not,  to  compafs  her  l'le  ufe  my  skill. Exit. 

Sce?ia  Quartet. 

Enter  Speed  an  J  Launce- 

Steed,  Launce,  by  mine  honefty  welcome  to  Padua. 

Laun.  Forfwear  not  thy  felf,  fweet  Youth ;  for  I  am 

not  welcome :  I  reckon  this  always,  that  a  man  is  never 

undone  till  he  be  hang'd,  nor  never  welcome  to  a  place, 

till  fome  certain  fhot  be  paid,  and  the  Hoflefs  fay  wel- 
come. 

Speedt  Come  on  you  mad-cap:  I'le  to  the  Ale-houfe 
with  you  prefently ;  where,  for  one  (hot  of  five  pence, 
thou  (halt  have  five  thoufand  welcomes :  But  firrah,  how 

did  thy  Mafter  part  with  Madam  Julia  ? 

Lau.  Marry  after  they  cloas'd  in  earneft,  they  parted 
very  fairly  in  jeft. 

Sp.  But  {hall  {he  marry  him? 
Lau.  No. 

Sp.  How  then?  {hall  he  marry  her  ? 
Lau.  No,  neither. 

Sp.  What,  are  they  broken  ? 
Lau.  No  :  they  are  both  as  whole  as  a  fifti. 

Sp.  W  hy  then,  how  ftands  the  matter  with  them  ? 
Lau.  Marry  thus ;  when  it  ftands  well  with  him,  it  ftands 

well  with  her. 

Sp.  What  an  Afs  art  thou  ?  I  underftand  thee  not. 
Lau.  What  a  block  art  thou,  that  thou  canft  not  ? 

My  ftaff  underitands  me. 

Sp.  What  thoufay'ft? Lau.  I,  and  what  I  do  too :  Look  thee,  Tie  but  lean,  and 
my  ftaff  underftands  me. 

Sp.  It  ftands  under  thee  indeed. 
Lau.  Why  ,  ftand-under,  and  underftand  is  all  one. 

Sp.  But  tell  me  true ;  will't  be  a  match  ? 
Lau.  Ask  my  Dog  :  if  he  fay  I,  it  will:  if  he  fay  no,  it 

will:  if  he  {hake  his  tail,  and  fay  nothing,  it  will. 
Sp.  The  conclufion  is  then,  that  it  will. 
Lau.  Thou  {halt  never  get  fuch  a  fecret  frorf  me,  but 

by  a  parable. 

Sp.  'Tis  well  that  I  getitfo:  But  Launce,  how  {ay'ft 
thou,  that  my  Mafter  is  become  a  notable  Lover? 

Lau.  I  never  knew  him  otherwife. 

Sp.  Than  how  ? 
Lau.  A  notable  Lubber  ;  as  thou  reporteft  him  to 

be. 

Sp.WJhy,  thou  whorefon  Afss  thou  miftak'ftme. 
Lau.  Why  Fool,  I  meant  not  thee:,  1  meant  not  thy Mafter. 

Sp.  I  tell  thee,  my  Mafter  is  become  a  hot  Lover. 
Lau.  Why,  I  tell  thee,  I  care  nottho  lie  burn  himfelf  in 

Love :  If  thou  wilt  go  with  me  to  the  Alehoufe,  lb  •  if  not, 
thou  art  an  Hebrew,  a.  Jew,  and  not  worth  the  Name  of  a 
Chrifiian. 

Sp.  Why? 
Lau.  Becaufe  thou  haft  not  fo  much  charity  in  thee  as  to 

go  to  the  Ale  with  a  Chrifiian :  Wilt  thou  go  ? 

Sp.  At  thy  fervice. 

Exeunt. 

Scena  Sexta. 

Enter  Prothens  Joins. 

Pro.  To  leave  my  Julia ;  fhall  I  be  forfworn  ? 
To  love  fair  Silvia  ;  mall  I  be  forfworn  ? 

To  wrong  my  friend,  I  {hall  be  much  forfworn : 

And  ev'n  that  Power  which  gave  me  firft  my  Oath, 
Provokes  me  to  this  threefold  Perjury : 

Love  bad  me  fwear,  and  Love  bids  me  forfwear : 

0  fweet  fuggefting  Love,  if  thou  haft  finn'd, 
Teach  me  (thy  tempted  fubject)  to  excufe  it : 
At  firft  I  did  adore  a  twinkling  Star, 
But  now  I  worfhip  a  celeftial  Sun : 
Unheedful  Vows  may  needfully  be  broken ;  t 
And  he  wants  wit  that  wants  refblved  will, 

To  learn  his  wit  t'  exchange  the  bad  for  better ; 
Fie,  fie,  unreverend  tongue,  to  call  her  bad, 

Whofe  foveraignty  fo  oft  thou  haft  prefer'd, 
With  twenty  thoufand  foul-confirming  Oaths : 
1  cannot  leave  to  love,  and  yet  1  do : 
But  there  I  leave  to  love  where  I  ftiould  love : 

Julia  Ilofe,  and  Valentine  Ilofe: 
If  I  keep  them,  I  needs  muftlofc  my  felf: 

 If 
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If  I  lofe  them,  thus  find  I  bat  their  lofs, 

For  Valentine,  my  felf ;  for  Julia,  Silvia  : 

I  to  my  felf  am  dearer  than  a  friend ; 
For  Love  is  ftill  mod  precious  in  it  felf, 

And  Silvia  (witnefs  heaven  that  made  her  fair) 

Shews  Julia  but  a  fwarthy  Ethiope : 

I  will  forget  that  Julia  is  alive, 

Remembring  that  my  love  to  her  is  dead : 

And  Valentine  l'le  hold  an  Enemy, 
Aiming  at  Silvia  as  a  fweeter  Friend  : 

I  cannot  now  prove  conftant  to  my  felf, 

Without  fome  treachery  us'd  to  Valentine : 

This  night  he  meanech  with  a  corded- ladder, 
To  climb  celeftial  S*/Ws  chamber  window, 

My  felf  in  council  his  competitor : 

Now  prefently  Tie  give  her  Father  notice 

Of  their  difguifing  and  pretended  flight ; 

Who  (all  inrag'd)  will  banifh  Valentine  : 
For  Thuno  he  intends  (hall  wed  his  daughter  • 
But  Valentine  being  gone,  Tie  quickly  crofs, 

By  fome  fly  trick,  blunt  Tito's  dull  proceeding,- Love  lend  me  wings,  to  make  my  purpofe  fwifb, 
As  thou  haft  lent  me  wit  to  plot  his  drift. 

Exit. 

Scena  Septima. 

Enter  Julia  «»i  Lucetta. 

7«  Counfel,  Lucetta  ;  gentle  girl,  afliftme. 
And  even  in  kind  Love  I  do  conjure  thee, 
Who  art  the  Table  wherein  all  my  thought! 

Arevifibly  Charafter'd  and  Engrav'd, To  leflbn  me,  and  tell  me  fome  good  mean, 

-low  with  my  honour  1  may  undertake 
A  journey  to  my  loving  Protheus. 

Luc.  Alas,  thewayiswearifomeandlong. 
Ju.  A  true  devoted  Pilgrim  is  not  weary 

To  meafure  Kingdoms  with  his  feeble  Iteps, 

Much  lefs  (hall  (he  that  hath  Love's  wings  to  fly  ;* 
And  when  the  flight  is  made  to  one  fo  dear, 
Of  fuch  divine  perfe&ion  as  Sir  Protheus. 

Lu.  Better  forbear  till  Protheus  make  return. 

Ju.  Oh,  know'ft  thou  not,  his  looks  are  my  foul's  food 
Pity  the  Dearth  that  I  have  pined  in, 
By  longing  for  that  food  fo  long  a  time  : 

Did'ft  thou  but  know  the  inchly  touch  of  Love, 
Thou  would'ft  as  foon  go  kindle  fire  with  fnow 
As  feekto  quench  the  fire  of  Love  with  words. 

Lu.  I  do  not  feek  to  quench  your  Love's  hot  fire, 
But  qualifie  the  fires  extream  rage,- 

Left  it  (hould  burn  above  the  bounds  of  Reafori'. 
Ju.  The  more  thou  dam'ft  it  up,  the  mote  it  burns: 

The  Current  that  with  gentle  murmur  glides 

(Thou  know'ft)  being  ftop'd,  impatiently  doth  rage; 
But  when  his  fair  courfe  is  not  hindered, 

He  makes  fweet  mufick  with  th'enamel'd  ftones, 
Giving  a  gentle  kifs  to  every  fedg 
He  overtaketh  in  his  Pilgrimage  : 
And  fo  by  many  winding  nooks  he  ftrays, 
With  willing  fport  to  the  wild  Ocean : 
Then  let  me  go,  and  hinder  not  my  courfe  : 

l'le  be  as  patient  as  a  gentle  ftream, 
And  make  a  paftime  of  each  weary  ftep, 
Till  the  laft  ftep  have  brought  me  to  my  Love  j 
And  there  l'le  reft  as  after  much  turmoil 
Ablefled  foul  doth  \nEltzium: 

Luc.  But  in  what  habit  will  you  go  along  ? 
Ju.  Not  like  a  woman    for  I  would  prevent 

The  loofe  encounters  of  lafcivious  men : 

Gentle  Lucetta,  fit  me  with  fuch  weeds  j 
As  may  befeern  fome  well-reputed  Page. 

Lu.  Why  then  yourLadifhip  mult  cut  your  hair, 

Ju.  No, girl:  l'le  knit  it  up  in  filken  fixings, 
With  twenty  odd-conceited  true-love  knots : 
To  be  fantaftick,  may  become  a  Youth 
Of  greater  time  than  I  (hall  (how  to  be. 

L«.What  fafhion  (Madam)  (hall  I  make  your  breeches  ? 
Ju.  That  fits  as  well,  as  tell  me  (good  my  Lordj, 

What  compafs  will  you  wear  your  Farthingale  ? 
Why,  even  what  fafhion  thoujjeft  likes  (Lucetta). 

Lu.  You  muft  needs  have  them  with  acod-piece(  Ma- 

7«.Out,out(L.wer^).that  will  be  ill-favour'd.  (dam), 
Lu.  A  round  hofe  (Madam )  now's  not  worth  a  pin, 

Unlefsyou  have  a  cod-piece  to  (lick  pins  on. 

Ju.  Lucetta,  as  thou  lov'itme,  let  me  have 
What  thou  think'ft  meet,  and  is  moft mannerly: 
But  tell  me  (Wench),  how  will  the  World  repute  me 
For  undertaking  fo  unftaid  a  journey  ? 

I  fear  me  it  will  make  me  fcandaliz'd. 
Lu.  If  you  think  fo,  then  ftay  at.home,  and  go  not. 

Ju.  Nay,  that  I  will  not. 
Lu.  Then  never  dream  on  Infamy,  but  go : 

If  Trotheus  like  your  journey  when  you  come, 

No  matter  who's  difpleas'd  when  you  are  gone : 
I  fear  me  he  will  fcarce  be  pleas'd  with  all. 

Ju.  That  is  the  leaft  ( Lucetta )  of  my  fear : 
A  thoufand  Oaths,  an  Ocean  of  his  tears, 
And  Inftances  as  infinite  of  Love, 

Warrant  me  welcome  to  my  Protheus. 
Lu.  All  thefe  are  feryants  to  deceitful  men.  . 
Ju.  Bafe  men  that  ufe  them  to  fo  bafe  effecl:  i 

But  truer  ftars  did  govern  Protheus  birth  : 
His  Words  are  Bonds,  his  Oaths  are  Oracles, 
His  love  fincere,  his  thoughts  immaculate, 
His  tears  pure  Meftengers  fent  from  his  heart, 
His  heart  as  far  from  fraud  as  Heaven  from  Earth. 

Lu.  Pray  Heaven  he  prove  fo  when  you  come  to  him. 
Ju.  Now  as  thou  lov'ftme,  do  him  not  that  wrong 

To  bear  a  hard  opinion  of  his  truth : 
Only  deferve  my  love  by  loving  him, 

And  prefently  go  with  me  to  my  chamber, 
To  take  a  Note  of  what  I  ftand  in  need  of, 
To  furnifh  me  upon  my  longing  journey  : 
All  that  is  mine  I  leave  at  thy  difpofe, 

My  Goods,  my  Lands,  my  Reputation, 
Only  in  lieu  thereof  difpatch  me  hence  : 
Come,  anfwer  not ;  but  to  it  prefently  ; 
I  am  impatient  of  my  tarriance. 

Exeunt. 

ARus  Tertim.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Duke,  Thurio,  Protheus,  Valentine, 
Launce,  Speed. 

Du.  Sir  Thurio,  give  us  leave  (I  pray)  a  while'  5 We  have  fome  fecrets  to  confer  about: 

Now  tell  me,  Protheus,  what's  your  will  wifh  me? 
Pro.  My  gracious  Lord,  that  which  I  would  dileover 

The  Law  of  Friendfliip  bids  me  to  conceal; 
But  when  I  call  to  mind  your  gracious  favours 
Done  to  me  (undeferving  as  I  am), 

My  duty  pricks  me  on  to  utter  that 
Which  elfe  no  worldly  good  fhoulddraW  from  me : 
Know  ( worthy  Prince)  Sir  Valentine,  my  friend, 
This  night  intends  to  fteal  away  your  daughter  j 
My  felf  is  one  made  privy  to  the  Plot : 

I  knoW  you  have  determin'd  to  beftow  her 
On  Thurio,  whom  your  gentle  daughter  hates : 
[  C  And 
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And  fhoold  flic  thus  beftol'naway  from  you, 
It  would  be  much  vexation  to  your  age : 
Thus  (for  my  duties  fake)  I  rather  chofe 
To  croft  my  friend  in  his  intended  drift, 
Than  ( by  concealing  it)  heap  on  your  head 
A  pack  of  forrows,  which  would  preftyou  down 
(Being  unprepared)  to  your  timelefs  grave. 

Du.  Prctieus,  1  thank  thee  for  thine  honeft  care ; 
Which  to  requite,  command  me  while  I  live: 
This  love  of  their?  my  (elf  have  often  feen, 

Haply  when  they  have  judg'd  me  faft  afleep, 
And  oftentimes  havepurpoAl  to  forbid 
Sir  Valentine  her  Company,  and  my  Court : 
But  fearing  left  my  jealous  aim  might  err, 
And  fo  (unworthily  difgrace  the  man, 

A  raftineft  that  I  ever  yet  have  fhunn'd) 
I  gave  him  gentle  looks,  thereby  to  find 

That  which  thy  felf  halt  nowdifclos'd  to  me  i 
And  thou  mailt:  perceive  my  fear  of  this, 
Knowing  that  tender  youth  is  foon  fuggefted, 
I  nightly  ledg  her  in  an  upper  Tower 
The  key  whereof  my  felf  have  ever  kept : 

And  thence  (he  cannot  be  convey'd  away. 

Pre  Know  (noble  Lord)  they  have  devis'd  a  mean How  he  her  Chamber-Window  will  afcend, 
And  with  a  Corded  Ladder  fetch  her  down : 

For  which  the  youthful  Lover  now  is  gone, 
And  this  way  comes  he  with  it  prefently : 
Where  (if  it  pleafe  you)  you  may  intercept  him  i 
But  (good  my  Lord)  do  it  fo  cunningly, 
That  my  difcovery  be  not  aimed  at : 
For  love  of  you,  not  hate  unto  my  friend, 
Hath  made  me  publifher  of  this  pretence. 

Du.  Upon  mine  honour,  he  (hall  never  know 
That  I  had  any  light  from  thee  of  this. 

Pro  Adieu,my  Lord  •  Sir  Valentine  is  coming.  Enter 
Du.  Sir  Valentine,  whether  away  fo  faft? 

Va.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace,  there  is  a  MeflTenger 
That  ftays  to  bear  my  Letters  to  my  Friends, 
And  I  am  going  to  deliver  them. 

Du.  Be  they  of  much  import? 
Va.  The  tenure  of  them  doth  but  fignifte 

My  health,  and  happy  being  at  your  Court. 
Du.  Nay,  then  no  matter  :  ftay  with  me  a  while ; 

I  am  to  break  with  thee  of  fome  affairs 

That  touch  me  near  ;  wherein  thou  muft  be  lecret : 
Tisnot  unknown  to  thee,  that  I  have  fought 

To  match  my  friend,  SivThmio,  to  my  daughter. 
Va.  I  know  it  well  (my  Lord),  and  fare  the  Match 

Were  rich  and  honourable :  Befides,  the  gentleman 
Is  full  of  Virtue,  Bounty,  Worth,  and  Qualities, 
Befeemingfucha  Wife  as  your  fair  daughter: 
Cannot  your  Grace  win  her  to  fancy  him  ? 
Du  No,  truft  me,  (he  is  peevifh,  fullen,  froward, 

roud,  difobedient,  ftubborn,  lacking  duty, 
Neither  regarding  that  (he  is  my  child, 
Nor  fearing  me,  as  if  I  were  her  father : 
And  may  I  fay  to  thee,  this  pride  of  hers 
(Upon  advice)  hath  drawn  my  love  from  her; 
And  where  I  thought  the  remnant  of  mine  Age 

Should  have  been  cherifh'd  by  her  Child-like  duty, 
now  am  full  refolv'd  to  take  a  Wife, 

And  turn  her  out  to  who  will  take  her  in  : 

Then  let  her  Beauty  be  her  Wedding-Dowre  j 
For  me  and  my  pofleflions  (he  efteems  not. 

Va.  What  would  your  Grace  have  me  to  do  in  this  ? 
Du.  There  is^  Lady  in  Verona  here 

Whom  l  afteel::  But  fhe  is  nice  and  coy, 
And  nought  efteems  my  aged  Eloquence: 
Slow  therefore  would  I  have  thee  to  my  Tutcv 
(For  long  agone  I  have  forgot  to  court :. 

Befides,  the  fafhion  of  the  time  is  chang'd), 
low,  and  which  way  I  may  beftow  my  lelf, 

To  be  regarded  in  her  Sun-bright  Eye. 

Va.  Win  her  with  gifts,  if  me  reulecls  not  words  • their  filenc  kind 
Dumb  JeWels  often  in 
More  than  quick  words,  do  move  a  womans  mind.'- 

Du.  But  (he  did  fcorn  a  prefent  that  I  fenr  her. 
Va.  A  woman  fometimes  (corns  what  belt  contents  her: 

Send  her  another :  never  give  her  o're; For  fcorn  at  firft  makes  after-love  the  more  : 
If  fhe  do  frown,  'tis  not  in  hate  of  you, 
But  rather  to  beget  more  love  in  you  : 
If  fhe  do  chide,  'tis  not  to  have  you  gone  : For  why,  the  fools  rre  mad  if  left  alone: 
Take  no  repulfe,  whatever  (he  doth  fay  • 

For,  get  you  gone,  fhe  doth  not  mean  away : ' Flatter,  and  praife,  commend,  extoll  their  graces  : 
Tho  ne're  fo  black,  fay  they  have  Angels  faces : That  man  that  hath  a  tongue,  I  fay,  is  no  man, 
If  with  his  tongue  he  cannot  win  a  woman. 

Du.  But  {he  I  mean,  is  promis'd  by  her  Friends 
Unto  a  youthful  gentleman  of  worth, 
And  kept  feverely  from  refort  of  men, 
That  no  man  hath  accefs  by  day  to  her. 

Va.  Why  then  I  would  refort  to  her  by  night. 
Du.  I,  but  the  doors  be  lockt,  and  keys  kept  fafe, 

That  no  man  hath  recourfe  to  her  by  night. 
Va.  What  lets  but  one  may  enter  at  her  Window  ? 
Du.  HerChamber  is  aloft  far  from  the  ground, 

And  built  fo  fhelving,  that  one  cannot  climb  it  ' 
Without  apparent  hazzard  of  his  life. 

Val.  Why  then  a  Ladder  quaintly  made  of  Cords, 
Tocaftup,  with  a  pair  of  anchoring  hooks, 

Would  ferve  to  fcale  another  Hero's  Tower, 
So  bold  Leander  would  adventure  it. 

Du.  Now  as  thou  art  a  gentleman  of  blood, 
Advife  me  where  I  may  have  fnch  a  Ladder. 

Va.  When  would  you  ufe  it  ?  pray  fir,  tell  me  that. 
Du.  This  very  night ;  for  Love  is  like  a  Child 

That  longs  for  every  thing  that  he  can  come  by. 
Va.  By  feven  a  Clock  I  le  get  you  fuch  a  Ladder. 
Du.  But  hark  thee  :  I  will  go  to  her  alone ; 

How  fhall  I  belt  convey  the  Ladder  thither? 
Va.  It  will  be  light  (my  Lord)  that  you  may  bear  it 

Under  a  Cloak  that  is  of  any  length 

Du.  A  Cloak  as  long  as  thine  will  ferve  the  turn  ? 
Va.  I,  my  good  Lord. 
Du.  Then  let  me  fee  thy  Cloak ; 

Pie  get  me  one  of  fiich  another  length. 
Va.  Why  any  Cloak  will  ferve  the  turn  (my  Lord) 
Du.  How  fhall  I  fafhion  me  to  wear  a  Cloak  ? 

I  pray  thee  let  me  feel  thy  Cloak  upon  me  : 
What  Letter  is  this  fame  ?  what's  here  ?  to  Sifoia  ? 
And  here  an  Engine  fit  for  my  proceeding  ? 
Vie  be  fb  bold  to  break  the  Seal  for  once : 

My  thoughts  Jo  harbour  with  my  Silvia  nightly , 
And  Jlaves  they  are  to  me  that  fend  them  flying : 
Oh,  could  their  Ma fter  come,  and  go  as  lightly, 
Him f  if  would  lodg  where  (  fenfelefi)  they  are  lying  : 
My  Herald  Thoughts  in  thy  pure  bo  fome  reft  them. 

While  I  (their  King)  that  thither  them  import une, 
Do  curfe  the  grace  that  with  fuch  grace  hath  bleft  them, 

Becaufe  my  felf  do  want  my  fervants  fortune  : 
I  curfe  my  felf,  for  they  are  fent  by  me, 
Tloat  they  fimdd  harbour  where  their  Lord  would  be. 

What's  here  ?  Sil-via  ?  this  night  will  I  infranchife  thee  S 
'Tis  fo ;  and  here's  the  Ladder  for  the  purpofe : 
Why  Vhaetan  (for  thou  art  Merofs  fon), 
Wilt  thou  afpireto  guide  the  heavenly  Cat? 
And  with  thy  daring  folly  burn  the  World  ? 

Wilt  thou  reach  ftars  becaufe  they  fhine  on  thee!  ■- 
Go  bafe  Intruder,  over-weening  Slave, 
Beftow  thy  fawning  fmiles  on  equal  mates, 
And  think  my  patience  (more  than  thy  defert) 
Is  priviledg  for  thy  departure  hence : Thank 
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Thank  me  for  this,  more  than  for  all  the  favours 

Which  (all-too  much) I  have  beftowed  on  thee; 
But  if  thou  linger  in  my  Territories 
Longer  than  fwifteft  expedition 
Will  give  thee  time  to  leave  our  Royal  Court, 
By  heaven,  my  wrath  (hall  far  exceed  the  love 
I  ever  bore  my  Daughter,  or  thy  (elf: 
Be  gone,  I  will  not  hear  thy  vain  Excufe, 

But  as  thou  lov'ft  chy  life,  makefpeed  from  hence.  Exit: 
Val.  And  why  not  death  rather  than  living  torment  ? 

To  die,  is  to  be  banifh'd  from  my  felf, 

And  Silvia  is  my  felf:  banifh'd  from  her 
Is  felf  from  felf:  A  deadly  bariifhment : 

What  light  is  light,  if  Silvia  be  not  feen  s1 
What  joy  is  joy,  if  Silvia  be  not  by  ? 
Unlefs  it:  be  to  think  that  fhe  is  by, 

And  feed  upon  the  fhadow  of  perfection ; 
Except  I  be  by  Silvia  in  the  night, 
There  is  no  mufick  in  the  Nightingale : 
Unlefs  I  look  on  Silvia  in  the  day, 
There  is  no  day  for  me  to  look  upon  i 
She  is  my  Eftence,  and  I  leave  to  be, 
If  I  be  not  by  her  fair  influence 

Fofter'd,  illumin'd,  cherifli'd,  kept  alive 
I  fly  not  Death  to  fly  his  deadly  doom ; 
Tarry  I  here,  I  but  attend  on  death  ;  . 
But  fly  I  hence,  I  fly  away  from  Life.       EnterVio.  and 

Pro.  Run  (boy),  run,  run,  and  feek  him  out.  Launce. 
Lau.  Soa-hough,Soa-hough—  
Pro.  What  feeft  thou  ? 

Lau.  Him  we  go  to  find : 

There's  not  an  hair  on's  head  but  'tis  a  Valentine.- 
Pro.  Valentine?  J 
Va.  No,  •  ! 
Pro.  Who  then  ?  his  Spirit  ? 
Va.  Neither. 
Pro.  What  then? 

Va.  Nothing.  ,  . 
Lau.  Can  nothing  fpeak  ?  Matter,  {hall  I  ftrike  ? 
Pro.  Whom  would'ft  thou  ftrike  ? 
Lau-  Nothing.  • 
Pro.  Villain,  forbear. 

Lau.  Why,  Sir,  I'le  ftrike  nothing:  I  pray  yon. 
Pro.  Sirrah,  I  fay,  forbear :  Friend  Valentine,  a  word. 
Va.  My  Ears  are  ftopt,  and  cannot  hear  good  news, 

So  much  of  bad  already  hath  pofleft  them. 
Pro.  Then  in  dumb  filence  will  I  bury  mine  ; 

For  they  are  harfh,  untuneable,  arid  bad. 
Va.  Is  Silvia  dead  ? 
Pro.  N  o,  Valentine. . 
Va.  No  Valentine  indeed  for  facred  Silvia  : 

Hath  fhe  forfworn  me  ? 
Pro.  .No,  Valentine. 
Va.  No  Valentine,  if  Silviahave  forfworn  me  : 

What  is  your  news  ? 

Lau.  Sir,  there  is  a  Proclamation  that  you  are  vanifhed* 

Pro.  That  thou  art  banifh'd :  oh  that's  the  news, 
From  hence,  from  Silvia,  and  from  me  thy  friend. 

Va.  Oh,  I  have  fed  upon  this  wo  already: 
And  now  excefs  of  it  will  make  me  furfeit  i 

Doth  Silvia  know  that  I  am  banifh'd  ? 
Pro.  I,  I:  and  fhe  hath  offered  to  the  doom 

(Which  unreverft  ftands  in  effectual  force) 
A  Sea  of  melting  Pearl,  which  fome  call  tears : 

Thofe  at  her  Father's  churlifh  feet  fhe  tendred, 
With  them  upon  her  knees,  her  humble  felf, 

Wringing  her  hands,  whofe  whitenefs  fo  became  them,' 
As  if  but  now  they  waxed  pale  for  wo  : 
But  neither  bended  knees,  pure  hands  held  up, 
Sad  fighs,  deep  groans,  nor  filver-ftiedding  tears 
Could  penetrate  her  uncompafltonate  fire : 

But  Valentine,  if  he  be  ta'ne,  mutt  die: 
Befides,  her  interceflion  chafd  him  fo, 
When  fhe  for  thy  repeal  was  fuppliant, 

That  to  clofe  PrifbrJ  he  commanded  her,  , 

With  many  bitter  threats  of  biding  there.  ' 
Va.  No  more,  unlefs  the  next  word  that  thou  f^eak'ft Have  fome  malignant  power  upon  my  life: 

If  fo,  I  pray  thee  breathe  it  in  mine  Ear, 
As  ending  Antheme  of  my  end  left  dolour. 

Pro.  Ceafe  ro  lament  for  that  thou  canft  not  help, 
And  ftudy  helpfor  that  which  thou  Jament'ft: 
Time  is  the  Nurfe  and  Breeder  of  all  good  : 
Here  if  thou  ftay,  thou  canft  not  fee  thy  Love : 
Befides,  thy  fraying  will  abridge  thv  life  : 

Hope  is  a  Lover's  ftaff,  walk  hence  with  that, And  manage  it  againft  defpairing  thoughts. : 
Thy  Letters  may  be  here,tho  thou  art  hence, 

Which,  being  writ  tome,  {hall be deliver'd 
Even  in  the  milk-white  bofome-of  thy  love: 
The  time  now  ferves  not  to  expoftulare, 

Come,  I'le  convey  thee  through  the  City-gate, 
And  e're  1  part  with  thee,  confer  ar  large 
Of  all  that  may  concern  thy  Love-affairs  : 
As  thou  lov'ft  Silvia  (tho  not  for  thy  felf) 
Regard  thy  danger,  and  along  with  me. 

Va.  I  pray  thee  Launce,  and  if  thou  feeft  my  boy, 
Bid  him  make  hafte,  and  meet  me  at  the  North-gate. 

Pro.  Go  firrah,find  him  out:  Come  Valentine. 

Va.  Oh  my  dear  Silvia,  haplefs  Valentine.  Exeunt. 
Launce,  I  am  but  a  fool,  lookyou;  and  yet  I  have  the 

wit  to  think  my  Mafter  is  a  kind  of  a  knave  :.  but  that's  all 
one,  if  he  be  but  one  knave :.  He  lives  not  now  that  knows 

me  to  be  in  love,  yet  lam  in  love  ;  but  a  Teem  of  horfe 

fhall  not  pluck  that  from  roe ;  nor  who  'tis  I  love':  and  yet 
'tis  a  woman  ;  but  what  woman,  I  will  not  tell  my  felf  I  [ 
and  yet  'tis  a  Milkmaid  :  yet  Hk  not  a  maid  ;  for  fhe  hath 
had  Goffips :  ̂  et  'tis  a  maid  ,  for  fhe  is  her  Matter's  maid, 
and  ferves  for  wages  I  She  hath  morequalitie,  than  a  Wa- 

ter-Spaniel, which  is  much  in  a  bare  Chrifcian  :  Here  is  the 
Cate-log  of  her  Conditions :  Imprimis,  fhe  can  fetch  and 

carry:  why,  a  horfe  can  do  no  more:  nay  a  horfe'eannot fetch,  but  only  carry  5  therefore  is  fhe  better  than  a  Jade. 
Item,  {he  can  milk,  look  you,  a  fweet  virtue  in  a  maid  with 

clean  hands'.  Enter  Speed- 
Speed,  How  nowSignior  Launce  ?  what  news  with  your 

Malterfhip? 

La.  With  my  Mafierfhip  ?  why,  it  is  at  Sea. 

Sp.  Well,  your  old  vice  ftill :  miftake  the  word  :  what 
news  then  in  your  paper  ?  ,, 

La.  The  black'Jt  news  that  ever  thou  heard'ft. 

Sp.  Why  man,  how  black  ? 
La.  Why,  as  black  as  Ink. 

Sj>.  Let  me  read  them. 
La.  Fie  on  thee  Jolthead,  thou  canft  not  read. 

Sp.  Thou  lieft  :  I  can. 
La.  I  will  try  thee  :  tell  me  this :.  who  begot  thee  ? 

Sp.  Marry,  the  fon  of  my  Grand-father. 
Sp.  Oh  illiterate  loyterer,  it  was  the  fon  of  thy 

Grand-mother :  this  proves  that  thou  canft  not  read.  I 
Sp.  Come  fool,  come :  try  me  in  thy  paper. 
La.  There :  and  S.  Nicholas  be  thy  fpeed. 

Sp.  Imprimis,  fhe  can  milk. 
La.  I,  that  fhe  can. 

Sp.  Item,  fhe  brews  good  Ale.  . 
La.  And  therefore  comes  the  Froverb  (Bhjjing  of  your 

heart,  you  breib  good  Ale). 

Sp.  Item,  fhe  can  fowe. 
La.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay  (Can  fie  fo)} 

Sp.  Item,  fhe  can  knit, 
j    La.  What  need  a  man  care  for  a  flock  with  a  wench, 
When  fhe  can  knit  him  a  ftock  ? 

Sp.  Item,  Shecanwafh  and  fcour. 
La.  A  fpecial  vertue :  for  then  {he  need  not  to  be  wafti'd 

and  fcour'd. Sp.  Item,  fhe  can  fpin. 
La.  Then  may  I  fet  the  world  on  wheels,  when  {he  can 

fpin  for  her  living. 

  c  a   Sp.  \ 
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Sp.  Irem,  fhe 
La.  That's  as 

lachmany  namelcfs  Vertues. 

much  as  to  fay,  Baflard-Vertues  ; that 
indeed  know  not  their  Fathers,  and  therefore  have  no 
Names. 

Sp.  Here  follows  her  Vices. 
La.  Clofe  at  the  heels  of  her  Vertues. 

Sp.  hem,  (he  is  not  ro  be  fafting  in  refpecT:  of  her  breath . 
La.  Well:  that  fault  may  be  mended  with  a  breakfaft  : 

Read  on. 

Sp.  Item,  flie  hath  a  fweet  mouth. 
La.  Xhat  makes  amends  for  her  fowr  breath. 

Sp-  Item,  flle  doth  talk  in  her  fleep. 

La.  It's  no  matter  for  that  •,  fo  {he  fleep  not  in  her  talk. 
Sp.  Item ,  (he  is  flow  in  words. 
La.  Oh  villain!  that  fet  down  among  her  Vices  ! 

To  be  flow  in  words  is  a  womans  only  Vertue  : 

I  pray  thee  out  with't,  and  place  it  for  her  chief  Vertue. 
Sp.lt cm,  fhe  is  proud 
La.  Out  with  that  too  : 

It  was  Eves  Legacy,  and  cannot  be  ta'ne  from  her. 
Sp-  Item,  fhe  hath  no  teeth. 
La.  I  care  not  for  that  neither,  becaufe  1  love  crufts- 

Sp.  Item,  fhe  is  curft. 
k  La.  Well :  the  beftis,  (lie  hath  no  teeth  to  bite- 

So.  Itenti  fhe  will  often  praife  her  liquor. 
La.  If  her  liquor  be  good,  fhe  fhall :  if  fhe  will  not, 

I  will ;  for  good  things  fhould  be  praifed. 

Sp.  Item,  fhe  is  too  liberal. 

La.  Of  her  tongue  fhe  cannot ;  for  that's  writ  down,  fhe 
is  flow  of :  oHierpurfefhe  fhall  not ;  for  that  l  ie  keep  (hut  ; 
Now  of  another  thing  fhe  may,  and  that  cannot  I  help  : 
Well,  proceed. 

Sp.  Item,  fhe  hath  more  hairs  than  wit,  and  more  faults 
than  hairs,  and  more  wealth  than  faults. 

La.  Stop  there  :  Tie  have  her  :  fhe  was  mine,  and  not 
mine  twice  or  thrice  in  that  Article :  Rehearfe  that  once 
more. 

Sp.  Item,  fhe  hath  more  hair  than  wit. 
La.  More  hair  than  wit:  it  may  be  Tie  prove  it:  The 

cover  of  the  fair,  hides  the  fait  •  and  therefore  it  is  more 
than  the  fait ;  the  hair  that  covers  the  wit,  is  more 

than  the  wit :  for  the  greater  hides  the  le(s  :  What's 
next  ? 

Sp.  And  more  faults  than  hairs. 
That's  monftrous  I  Oh  that  that  were  out, 
And  more  wealth  than  faults. 

La.  Why  that  word  makes  the  faults  gracious  : 
Well :  Tie  have  her :  and  if  it  be  a  match,  as  nothing  is 

impofllble. 

Sp.-  What  then? 
La.  Why  then  will  I  teU  thee,  that  thy  Matter  ftaies  for 

thee  at  the  North-gate 
Sp.  For  me  ? 
La-  For  thee  ?  I :  who  art  thou  ?  he  hath  ftaid  for  a  bet- 
ter man  than  thee. 

Sp.  And  muft  I  goto  him  ? 
La  Thou  muft  run  to  him :  for  thou  haft  ftaid  fo  long, 

that  going  will  fcarceferve  the  turn. 

Sp.  Why  did'ft  not  tell  me  fooner  ?  'pox  on  your  Love 
Letters. 

La.  Now  will  he  be  fwing'd  for  reading  my  Letter : 
An  unmannerly  flave,  that  will  thruit  himlelf  into  fecrets 

Pie  after  to  rejoice  in  the  boy'o  correction.  Exeunt 

La 
Sp. 

lure 

Sce?ia  Secuncla. 

Enter  Duke,  Thurio,  Protheus? 

Du.  S'wThurio,  fear  not,  but  that  fhe  will  love  you 
Now  Valentine  is  banifh'd  from  her  fight. 

Tl).  Since  his  Exile  fhe  hath  difpis'd  me  moft 
Forfworn  my  company,  and  rail'd  at  me 

That  I  am  defperate  of  obtaining  her.  ' Du.  This  weak  imprefs  of  Love,  is  as  a  fit 
Trenched  in  ice,  which  with  an  hours  heat 
Diflblves  to  water,  and  doth  Iofe  his  form : 
A  little  time  will  melt  her  frozen  thoughts 

And  worthlefs  Valentine  fhall  be  forgot :  ' How  now,  Sir  Protheus,  is  your  Countrey- man 
(According  to  our  Proclamation)  gone  ? 

Pro.  Gone,  my  good  Lorfr. 
Du.  My  Daughter  takes  his  going  heavily. 
Pro.  A  little  time  (my  Lord)  will  kill  that  grief Du.  So  I  believe  :  but  Thurio  thinks  not  fo  : 

Protheus :  The  good  conceit  1  hold  of  thee 
(For  thou  haft  fhoivn  fomefignof  good  defert) Makes  me  the  better  to  confer  with  thee. 

Pro.  Longer  than  I  prove  loyal  to  your  Grace, 
Let  me  not  live  to  look  upon  your  Grace. 

Du.  Thou  know'ft  how  willingly  1  would  effeft The  match  between  fir  Thurio  and  my  Daughter  ? Pro  I  do  my  Lord. 

Du  And  alfo  1  do  think  thou  art  not  ignorant 
How  fhe  oppofes  her  againft  my  will  ? 

Pr.  She  did,  my  Lord,  when  Valentine  was  here. 
Du.  I,  and  perverfly  fhe  perfeveres  fo : 

What  might  we  do  to  make  the  girl  forget 
The  love  of  Valentine,  and  love  fir  Thurio? 

Pro.  Thebeft  way  is  toflander  Valentine 
With  falfhood,  cowardife,  and  poor  defcent :  t 
Three  things  that  women  highly  hold  in  hate. 

Du.  I,  but  fhe'l  think  thatitisfpokeninhate. Pro.  I,  if  his  enemy  deliver  it : 
Therefore  it  muft  with  circumftance  be  fpokeri 
By  one  whom  fhe  efteems  as  his  friend. 

Du.  Then  you  muft  undertake  to  flanderhim. 
Pro.  And  that  (my  Lord)  I  fhall  be  loath  to  do  : 

'Tis  an  ill  office  for  a  Gentleman, 
Efpecially  againft  his  very  friend. 

Du.  Where  your  good  word  cannot  advantage  him, 
Your  flander  never  can  endamage  him ; 
Therefore  die  office  is  indifferent, 
Being  intreated  to  it  by  your  friend. 

Pro.  You  have  prevail'd  (my  Lord) :  if  I  can  do  it 
By  ought  that  I  can  fpeak  in  his  dilpraife, 
She  fhall  nor  long  continue  love  to  him  : 
But  fay,  this  weed  her  love  from  Valentine, 
It  follows  not  that  fhe  will  love  fir  Thurio. 

Th.  Therefore  as  you  unwind  her  love  from  him, 
Left  it  fhould  ravel,  and  be  good  to  none, 
You  muft  provide  to  bottom  it  on  me : 
Which  muft  be  donebypraifingme  as  much 
As  you  in  worth  difpraife  fir  Valentine. 

Du.  And  Protheus,  we  dare  truft  you  in  this  kind, 
'Becaufe  we  know  (on  Valentine's  Report) 
You  are  already  Love's  firm  votary, 
And  cannot  fbon  revolt  and  change  your  mind : 
Upon  this  Warrant  fhall  you  haveaccefs, 
Where  you  with  Silvia  may  confer  at  large : 

For  fhe  islumpifh,  heavy,  'melancholly, 
And  (for  your  friend's  Jake)  will  be  glad  of  you- 
Where  you  may  temper  her,  by  your  perfwafion, 
To  hate  young  Valentine,  and  love  my  friend. 

Pro.  As  much  as  I  can  do,  I  will  effecT: : 
Butyou,fir7#»r«>,  are  not  fharp  enough: 
You  muft  lay  Lime,  to  tangle  her  defires 
By  wailful  Sonnets,  whole  compofed  Rimes 
Should  be  full  fraught  with  ferviceable  Vows. 

Du.  I,  much  is  the  forceof  Heaven-bred  Poefie. 
Pro.  Say,  that  upon  the  Altar  of  her  Beauty 

You  facrifice.your  tears,  your  fighs,  your  heart : 
Write  till  your  ink  be  dry,  and  with  your  tears 
Moiftit  again,  and  frame  fbme  feeling  line 
That  may  difcover  fuch  integrity  : 

For 
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For  Orpheus  Lute  was  ftrung  with  Poets  finews, 

Whofe  golden  touch  could  (often  freel  and  ftones ; 

Make  Tygers  tame,  and  huge  teviathant 

Forfake  unfounded  deeps,  and  dance  on  lands: 

After  your  dire-lamenting  Elegies, 

Vifit  by  night  your  Ladies  Chamber  window 
With  fome  fweet  confort :  To  their  lnftruments 

Tune  a  deploring  dump:  the  nights  dead  filence 

Will  well  hecome  fuch  fweet  complaining  grievance : 

This,  or  elfe  nothing,  will  inherit  her. 

Du.  This  D'rfapline  (hews  thou  haft  been  in  Love. 

Tb.  And  thy  advice  this  night  l'le  put  in  praftife : 
Therefore  fweet  Trotbeus,  my  diredion-giver, 

Let  us  into  the  City  prefently 

To  fort  fome  Gentlemen  well  skill'd  in  Mufick : 
I  have  a  Sonnet  that  will  ferve  the  turn 

To  give  the  onfet  to  thy  good  advice. 
Du.  About  it  Gentlemen. 

Pro.  We'l  wait  upon  your  Grace  till  after  topper^ 
And  afterwards  determine  our  proceedings. 

Du.  Even  now  about  it,  1  will  pardon  you. 
Exeunt. 

Aflits  Quart  us.   Scena  frima. 

Enter  Valentine,  Speed,  and  certain  Out-laws. 

1.  Out-l.  Fellows,  ftandfaft:  I  fee  a  paffenger. 

x.Out.  If  there  be  ten,  {brink  not,  but  down  with 'em. 
3.  Out.  Stand  fir,  and  throw  us  that  you  have  about  ye : 

If  not,  we'l  make  you  fir,  and  rifle  you. 
Sp.  Sir,  we  are  undone  ;  thefe  are  the  Villains 

That  all  the  Travellers  do  fear  fo  much. 

Vol.  My  Friends. 

1.  Out.  That's  notfo,  fir :  we  are  your  Enemies. 
2.  Ou:<  Peace :  we  1  hear  him. 

l.Ont.  I  by  my  beard  will  we  ;  for  he  is  a  proper  man- 
Vol.  Then  know  that  I  have  little  to  lofe  : 

A  man  I  am,  crofs'd  with  adverfity ; 
My  Riches  are  thefe  poor  habiliments ; 
Of  which,  if  you  fhould  here  disfurnifh  me, 
You  take  the  fum'and  fubftance  that  lhave. 

x.  Out.  Whither  travel  you  ? 
Val.  To  Verona. 
1.  Out.  Whence  came  you  ? 
Val.  From  Millain. 

3.  Out.  Have  you  long  fojourn'd  there  ? 
Val.  Some  fixteen  months,  and  longer  might  have  ftaid 

If  crooked  Fortune  had  not  thwarted  me. 

x  Out.  What,  were  you  banifh'd  thence  ? Val.  I  was. 
x.  Out.  For  what  Offence  ? 
Val.  For  that  which  now  torments  me  to  rehearfe  : 

I  kill'd  a  man,  whole  death  I  much  repent ; 
But  yet  I  flew  him  manfully  in  fight, 
Without  falfe  vantage,  or  bafe  treachery. 

1.  Out.  VVhy  ne're  repent  it,  if  it  were  done  fo  5 
But  were  you  banifh'd  for  fo  (mall  a  fault  ? 

Val.  I  was,  and  held  me  glad  of  fuch  a  doom. 
x  Out.  Have  you  the  tongues  ? 
Val.  My  youthful  travel  therein  made  me  happy, 

Or  elfe  often  had  been  miferable. 

?.  Out.  By  the  bare  fcalp  of  Robin  hod's  fat  Friar, 
This  fellow  were  a  Kmg  for  our  wild  faction. 

1 .  Out.  We'l  have  him  -.  Sirs,  a  word. 
Sp.  Mafter,  be  one  of  them  : 

It's  an  honourable  kind  of  thievery. Val.  Peace  Villain. 

x.Out.  Tell  us  this :  have  you  any  things  to  take  to  ? 
V il.  Nothing  but  my  fortune. 

3.  Out.  Know  then,  that  fome  of  us  are  Gentlemen, 

Such  as  the  fury  of  tingoverri'd  Youth 
Thruft  from  the  company  of  awful  men: 

My  feif  was  from  Verena  baniihed, 
For  practifing  to  Iteal  away  a  Lady, 

An  Heir,  and  Neece  all'fd  unto  the  Duke. x.Out.  And  I  from  Mantua,  for  a  Gentleman, 

Who,  in  my  mood,!  ftabb'd  unto  the  heart. 
j.  Out.  And  1  for  fuch  like  petty  crimes  as  thefe  ! 

But  to  the  purpofe;  for  we  cite  our  faults, 

That  they  may  hold  excus'd  our  Iawlefs  lives  • 

And  partly  feeing  you  are  bear.tifi'd 
With  goodly  fhape  •  and  by  your  own  report, 
A  Linguift,  and  a  man  of  fuch  perfection 
As  we  do  in  our  quality  much  want. 

x.  Out.  indeed  becaufe  you  are  a  baniftYd  mam 
There,  above  the  reft,  ivc  parley  to  you: 
Are  you  content  to  be  oUr  General  ? 
To  makeaVertue  of  Necefhty, 
And  live  as  we  do  in  the  Wilderncfs  ? 

3.  Out.  What  fai'ft  thou  ?  wilt  thou  be  of  our  contort  I 
Say,  I,  and  be  the  Captain  of  us  all : 
We'l  do  thee  homage,  and  be  rul'd  by  thee, 
Love  thee  as  our  Commander  and  our  King. 

1.  Out.  But  if  thou  fcorn  our  courtefie,  thou  dieft. 

x.Out. Thou  (halt  not  live  to  brag  what  wc  have  offer'd 
Val.  I  take  your  offer,  and  will  live  with  you, 

Provided  that  you  do  no  out-rages 
On  filly  Women,  or  poor  paffengers. 

3.  Out.  No,  we  deteft  fuch  vile  bafe  pi  adifes : 

Come,  go  with  us,  we'l  bring  thee  to  our  Crews, 
And  fhew  thee  all  the  treafure  we  have  got 
Which  with  ourfelves,  all  reft  at  thy  difpoie.  Exeunt 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Frotheus,  Thurio,  Julia,  Hoft,  Mufic'ar, :  Silvia. 

Vro,  Already  have  I  been  falfe  to  Valentine, 
And  now  I  muft  be  as,  unjuft  to  Thurio, 
Under  the  colour  of  commending  him, 
have  accefs  my  own  love  to  prefer : 

But  Silvia  is  too  fair,  too  true,  too  holy, 

To  be  corrupted  with  my  worthlefs  gifts : 
When  I  proteft  true  loyalty  to  her. 
She  twits  me  with  my  falfhnod  to  my  friend  : 
When  to  her  beauty  I  commend  my  Vows, 
She  bids  me  think  how  I  have  been  forfworn 

In  breaking  Faith  with'  Julia,  whom  I  lov'd : And  notwithftanding  allherfudden  quips, 

The  leaft  whereof  would  quell  a  Lover's  hope, 
Yet  (Spaniel-like  :  the  more  (he  fpurns  my  love, 
The  more  it  grows,  fawneth  on  her  ftill : 
But  here  comes  Thurio :  now  muft  we  to  her  Window, 
And  give  fome  Evening  Mufick  to  her  Ear. 

Thu.  How  now,  $\r  Frotheus,  are  you  crept  before  in  7 
Vro.  I,  gentle  Thurio  :  for  you  know  that  Love 

Will  creep  in  fervice  where  it  cannot  go. 

Thu.  I,  but  1  hope,  Sir,  that  you  love  not  here. 
Vro.  Sir,  but  I  do ;  or  elfe  I  would  be  hence. 
Thu.  yVhom,  Silvia? 
Pro.  I,  Silvia,  for  your  fake. 

Thu.  I  thank  you  for  your  own:  Now  Gentlemen 
Let's  turn,  and  to  it  luitily  a  while. 

Ho.  Now  my  young  gueft  j  methinksyou'r  allycholly : 
I  pray  what  is  it  ? 

Ju.  Marry  (mine  Hoff),  becaufe  I  cannot  be  merry. 
He.  Come,  we'l  have  you  merrv:  Tie  bring  you^Vi-ere 

you  fnall  hear  Mufick,  and  fee  die  Gentleman  drat  you 
ask'dfor.  C  3  jr« 
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'1  be  trpoGcutlemenof  Verona. 

Ju.  But  I  (hall  hear  him  (peak. 
Ho.  1,  that  you  fhall. 
Ju-  That  will  be  Mufick. 
Ho.  Hark,  hark. 
Ju.  Is  he  among  thefe  ? 

Ho.  I :  but  peace,  let's  hear  'em. 

Song.  Who  is  Silvia  ?  what  is  fie? 
That  all  our  Swains  commend  her  ? 

Holy,  fair,  and  wife  is  fie, 
The  Heaven  juch  Grace  did  lend  her t 
"    Thai  jhe  might  admired  be. 
h  fie  hiiid  as  fie  is  fair? 
For  beauty  lives  with  kindnefs  : 
Love  doth  to  her  Eyes  repair^ 
To  help  him  of  his  blindnefs: 

And  being  helfd  inhabits  there. 
Then  to  Silvia  let  us  fing, 
T  at  Silvia  is  excelling  ; 
She  excels  each  mortal  thing 
Upon  the  dull  Earth  dwelling  : 

To  her  let  us  Garlands  bring. 

Ho.  How  now?  are  you  fadder  than  you  were  before  ? 
low  do  you,  man  ?  theMufick  likes  you  not. 
Ju,  Youmiftake:  the  Mufician  likes  me  not. 
Ha.  Why,  my  pretty  Youth  ? 
Ju.  He  plays  falfe  (father ). 
Ho.  How,  out  of  tune  on  the  ftrings  ? 

Ju.  Notfo:  but  yet 
So  falfe,  that  he  grieves  my  very  heart-ftrings. 

Ho.  You  have  a  quick  Ear. 
JuA,l  would  I  were  deaf :  it  makes  me  have  a  flow  heart 
Ho.  I  perceive  you  delight  not  in  Mufick. 

Ju.  Not  a  whit,  when  it  jars  fo- 
Ho.  Hark  what  fine  change  is  in  the  Mufick. 
Ju.  I :  that  change  is  the  fpighr. 
Ho.  You  would  have  them  play  always  but  one  thing. 
Ju.  I  would  always  have  one  play  but  one  thing. 

But  Hoft,  doth  this  Sir  Protheus  that  we  talk  on, 
Often  refort  unto  this  Gentlewoman  ? 

Ho.  I  tell  you  what  Launce,  his  man  told  me, 

He  lov'd  her  out  of  all  nick. 
Ju.  Where  is  Launce  ? 
Ho.  Gone  to  feek  his  Dog,  which  to  morrow,  by  his 

Matter's  command,  he  mult  carry  for  a  Prefent  to  his 
Lady. 

Ju.  Peace :  ftand  afide  :  the  Company  parts. 
Pro.  Sir  Thurio,  fear  not :  I  will  fo  plead, 

That  yon  fhall  fay,  my  cunning  drift  excels. 
Tju.  Where  meet  we  ? 

Pro.  At  Saint  Gregories-  Well. 
Thu.  Farewel. 

Pro.  Madam :  Good  Ev'n  to  your  Ladyfhlp. 
Sil.  I  thank  you  for  you  Mufick  (Gentlemen ) : 

Who  is  that  that  fpake? 
Pro.  One  (Lady)  if  you  knew  his  pure  hearts  truth, 

You  would  quickly  learn  to  know  him  by  his  voice. 
?>il.  Sir  Prutheus  ? 

Pro.  Sir  Protheus  (gentle  Lady)  and  your  fervant. 

S//.  What's  your  will  ? 
Pro.  That  I  may  compafs  yours. 
Sil.  You  have  your  wilh :  my  will  is  ever  this, 

Th  it  i  refently  you  hie  you  home  to  bed : 

Thou  fubtil,  perjur'd,  falfe,  difloyal  man, 
Think'ft  thou  1  am  fo  (hallow,  fo  conceitlefs, 
To  befeduced  by  thy  flattery, 

That  haft  deceiv'd  fo  many  with  thy  Vows  ? 
Return,  return,  and  make  thy  Love  amends: 
For  me  (  by  this  pale  Queen  of  Night  I  fwear) 
1  am  fo  far  from  granting  thy  Requeft, 
That  I  defpilethee  for  thy  wrongful  fuit ; 
And  bv  and  by  intend  to  chide  my  (elf, 
Even  for  this  time  i  fpend  in  talking  to  thee. 

Pro.  1  grant  (fweet  Love)  that  I  did  love  a  Lady 
Butfheis  dead. 

Ju.  'Twere  falfe  if  I  fhould  fpeak  it  • For  1  am  fure  (he  is  not  buried. 
Sil.  Say  that  fhe  be ;  yet  Valentine,  thy  friend, 

Survives  ;  to  whom  (thy'felf  art  witnefs) 1  am  betroth'd  ;  and  art  thou  notafham'd 
To  wrong  him  with  thy  importunacy  ? 

Pro.  1  likewife  hear  that  Valentine  is  dead. 
Sil.  And  fo  fuppofe  am  1 ;  for  in  his  grave 

Allure  thy  felf,  my  Love  is  buried. 
Pro.  Sweet  Lady,  Jet  me  rake  it  from  the  Earth. 
Sil.  Go  to  thy  Ladies  grave,  and  call  her  thence, 

Or  at  the  leaft.  in  hers  fepulchre  thine. 
Ju.  He  heard  not  that. 
Pro.  Madam :  if  your  heart  be  fo  cbdurate, 

Vouchfafe  meyet  your  Picture  for  my  love, 
The  Piclure  that  is  hanging  in  your  Chamber  : 
To  that  1'le  fpeak,  to  that  He  figh  and  weep : Forfincethe  fubftance  of  your  perfecTTelf 
Is  elfe  devoted,  1  am  but  a  fhadow; 
And  to  your  fhadow  will  I  make  true  Love. 

Jul.  If  'twere  a  fubftance  you  would  fure  deceive  it, And  make  it  but  a  fhadow,  as  I  am. 
SU.  I  am  very  loath  to  be  your  Idol,  Sir ; 

But  fince  your  falfehood  mall  become  you'well To  worfhip  fhadows,  and  adore  falfe  fhapess 
Send  to  me  in  the  morning,  and  Tie  fend  it : 

And  fo  good  reft. 
Pro.  As  wretches  have  o're  night 

That  wait  for  Execution  in  the  morn.  Exeunt 

Jul.  Hofi,  will  you  go  ? 
Ho.  By  my  Hallidom,  I  was  fall  afleep. 
Jul.  Pray  you  where  lies  Sir  Protheus  ? 
Ho.  Marry,  at  my  houfe  : 

Truft  me,  I  think 'tis  almoftday. 
Jul.  Not  fo:  but  it  hath  been  thelongeft  night 

That  e're  I  watch'd,  and  the  molt  heavieft.  Exeunt 

Scena  Tertia. 

.   Enter  Eglamore,  Silvia. 

Eg.  This  is  the  hour  that  Madam  Silvia 
Entreated  me  to  call,  and  know  her  mind : 

That's  fome great  matter  fhe'Id  employ  me  in: 

Madam,  Madam.' Sil.  Who  calls? 
Eg.  Your  fervant  and  your  friend ; 

One  that  attends  your  Ladifhips  command. 
S/7.  Sir  Eglamore,  a  thoufand  times  good  morrow. 
Eg.  As  many  (worthy  Lady)  to  your  felf: 

According  to  your  Ladyfhips  impofe, 
I  am  thus  early  come  to  know  what  fervice 
It  is  your  pleafure  to  command  me  in. 

Sil.  Oh  Eglamore,  thou  art  a  Gentleman: 
Think  not  I  flatter  (for  I  fwear  I  do  not): 

Valiant,  wife,  remorfe  full,  well  accomplifh'd : 
Thou  art  not  ignorant  what  dear  good  will 

1  bare  unto  the  banifh'd  Valentine ; 
Nor  how  my  father  would  enforce  me  marry 

Vain  Thurio  ("whom  my  very  foul  abhorr'd): 
Thy  felf  haftlov'd,  and  I  have  heard  thee  fay, 
No  grief  did  come  fonear  thy  heart, 

As  when  thy  Lady  and  thy  true  love  di'de ; 
Upon  whole  Grave  thou  vow'dlt  pure  chaftity  : 
Sir  Eglamore,  I  would  to  Valentine 
To  Mantua,  Where  I  hear  he  makes  abode : 
And,  for  the  ways  are  dangerous  to  pafs, 
Idodefire  thy  worthy  company ;  • 

Upon 
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Upon  whofe  Faith  and  Honour  I  repofe : 

Urge  not  my  Father's  anger  (Eglamore); 
But  think  upon  my  grief  (a  Ladies  grief), 
And  on  the  Jnftice  of  my  flying  hence, 

To  keep  me  from  a  molt  unholy  match, 

Which  heaven  and  fortune  ftill  rewards  with  plagues: 
I  do  defire  thee  even  from  a  heart 

As  full  of  forrcws  as  as  the  Sea  of  fands, 

To  bear  me  company,  and  go  with  me: 

If  not,  to  hide  what  I  have  faid  to  thee, 

That  I  may  venture  to  depart  alone. 

Eg.  Madam,  I  pity  much  your  grievances  • 

Which,  fincel  know  they  vertuoufly  are  plac'd, 
I  give  confent  to  go  along  with  yon, 
Wreaking  as  little  what  betideth  me, 
As  much,  I  wifh  all  good  befortune  you : 
When  will  you  go  ? 

Sil.  This  Evening  coming. 

Eg.  Where  (hall  I  meet  you  ? 

5//.  At  Frier  Patrick's  Cell ; 
Where  I  intend  holy  Confeflion. 

Eg.  1  will  not  fail  your  Ladyfliip : 
Good  morrow  (gentle  LadyJ. 

Sil.  Good  morrow  kind  Sir  Egbmore 

)U  bad 

Exit. 

Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Launce,  Protheus,  Julia,  Silviai 

Lau.  When  a  man's  fervant  (hall  play  the  Cur  with 
him  (look  you),  it  goes  hard :  one  that  I  brought  up  of 

a  Puppy:  one  that  I  fav'd  from  drowning,  when  three 
or  four  of  his  blind  brothers  and  filters  went  to  it :  I  have 

taught  him(even5as  one  would  fay,precifely ;  thus  I  would 
teach  a  Dog)  :  I  was  tent  to  deliver  him  as  a  Prefent  to 
Vliftrifs  Silvia,  from  my  Mafter ;  and  1  came  no  fooner 

into  the  Dining-Chamber,  but  he  fteps  me  to  her  Tren- 

cher, and  fteals  her  Capon's-leg :  O,  'tis  a  foul  thing, 
when  a  Cur  cannot  keep  himfelf  in  all  Companies:  I 
would  have  ( as  one  mould  fay)  one  that  takes  upon  him 
to  be  a  Dog  indeed  ,  to  be,  as  it  were ,  a  Dog  at  all 
things.    If  I  had  not  had  more  wit  than  he,  take  a  fault 

upon  me  that  he  did,  I  think  verily  he  had  been  hang'd 
for't :  fare  as  I  live  he  had  fuffer'd  for't:  you  (hall  judg  : 
Hethruftsme  himfelf  into  the  company  of  three  or  four 
gentleman-like-dogs,  under  the  Dukes  table :  he  had  not 
been  there  (blefs  the  mark)  a  p-fling  while,  but  all  the 
Chamber  fmelt  him:  out  with  the  Dog  (fays  one):  what 
Cur  is  that  (fays  another)  ?  whip  him  out  (fays  the 
third) :  hang  him  up  (fays  the  Duke) :  I  having  been  ac- 

quainted with  the  fmell  before,  knew  it  was  Crab  ;  and 
goes  me  to  the  fellow  that  whips  the  dogs :  Friend  (quoth 
I),  you  mean  to  whip  the  Dog ;  I  marry  do  I  (quoth 

he)  :  You  do  him  the  more  wrong  (quoth  I);  'twas  1  did 
the  thing  you  wot  of :  he  makes  me  no  more  ado,  but 
whips  me  out  of  the  Chamber:  How  many  Matters 
would  do  this  for  his  fervant  ?  Nay;,  Tie  be  fworn  I  have 

fat  in  the  Stocks  for  Puddings  he  hath  ftol'n  ;  otherwife 
he  had  been  executed  :  I  have  flood  on  the  Pillory  for 

Geefe  he  hath  kill'd;  otherwife  he  had  fuffer'd  for't: 
Thou  think'ft  not  of  this  now :  Nay,  I  remember  the 
trick  you  ferv'd  me  When  I  took  my  leave  of  Madam  Sil- 

via :  did  nor  I  bid  thee  ftill  mark  me,  and  do  as  I  do? 
when  did  ft  thou  fee  me  heave  up  my  leg,  and  make  water 

againft  a  Gentlewomans  Farthingale  ?  Did'lt  thou  ever  fee 
me  do  fuch  a  trick  ? 

Pro.  Sebaftian  is  thy  name  :  I  like  thee  well, 
And  will  imploy  theeinfbme  fervice  prefently. 

Ju.  In  what  you  pleafe  ;  Fie  do,  Sir,  what  I  can. 
Pro.  I  hope  thou  wilt. 

How  now  you  whore-fon  pezanr, 
Wheie  have  you  been  thefe  two  days  loytering? 

La.  Marry  Sir,  I  carried  Miftris  Silvia  the  Dop. 

me. Pro.  And  what  fays  (he  to  my  little  Jeofel  ? 
La  Marry,  (he  fays,  your  Dog  was  a  Cur,  and  tells  you, 

currifli  thanks  is  good  enough  for  filch  a  prefent, 
Pro.  But  (he  receiv'd  my  Dog  ? 
La-  No  indeed  (he  did  not : 

Here  have  I  brought  him  back  again. 
Pro.  What  did  ft  thou  offer  her  this  from  me  ? 
La.  I  Sir:  the  other  Sqifirril  was  ftol'n  from  me 

By  the  Hangman's  boy  in  the  Market-place; 
And  then  I  offer'd  her  mine  own,  who  is  a  Dog 
As  big  as  ten  of  yours ,  and  therefore  the  gift  die  greater. Pro.  Go  get  thee  hence,  and  find  my  Dog  again. 
Or  ne're  return  again  into  my  fight : 
Away,  I  fay :  ftayeft  thou  to  vex  me  here  ? 
A  flave,  that  ftill  an  end  turns  me  to  (hame. 

Sebadian,  I  have  entertained  thee, 
Partly  that  I  have  need  of  fuch  a  Youth, 
That  can  with  fome  difcretion  do  my  bufinefs : 

For  'tis  no  trufting  to  yond  foolifli  Lowt  • 
But  chiefly  for  thy  face  and  thy  behaviour, 
Which  (if  my  Augury  deceive  me  not) 
Witnefsgood  bringing  up,  fortune  and  truth : 
Therefore  know  thou,  for  this  I  entertain  thee: 

Go  prefently,  and  take  this  Ring  with  thee  j 
Deliver  it  to  Madam  Silvia  : 

She  lov'd  me  well,  delivered  it  to  me. 

Jul.  It  feems  you  lov'd  not  her,  to  leave  her  Token 
She  is  dead  belike. 

Pro.  Notfo:  I  think  (he  lives. 

Alas! 
Why  do'ft  thou  cry  alas  ? 
I  cannot  choofe  but  pity  her. 

Wherefore  fhould'ft  thou  pity  her  ? 
Becaufe  methinks  that  (he  lov'd  you  as  wel! 

As  you  do  love  your  Lady  Silvia : 
She  dreams  on  him  that  has  forgot  her  Love  ; 
Youdoaton  her  that  cares  not  for  your  Love: 

'Tis  pity  Love  (hould  be  fo  contrary : 
And  thinking  on  it  makes  me  cry  alas. 

Pro.  Well:  give  her  that  Ring,  and  therewithal 

This  Letter  :  that's  her  Chamber:  Tell  my  Lady, 
I  claim  the  promife  for  her  heavenly  Picture : 
Your  meflage  done,  hye  home  unto  my  Chamber, 
Where  thou  (halt  find  me  fad  and  folitary.  Exit. 

Jul.  How  many  women  would  do  fuch  a  meflage  ? 

Alas  poor  Protheus,  thou  haft  entertain'd A  Fox  to  be  the  Shepherd  of  thy  Lambs : 

Alas,  poor  fool,  why  do  I  pity  him 
That  with  his  very  heart  defpifeth  me? 
Becaufe  he  loves  her,  he  defpifeth  me  ; 
Becaufe  I  love  him,  I  muft  pity  him  i 

This  Ring  I  gave  him  when  he  parted  from  me, 
To  bind  him  to  remember  my  good  will : 
And  now  I  am  (unhappy  Melfenger) 

To  plead  for  that  which  I  would  not  obtain ; 

To  carry  that  which  I  would  have  refus'd ; 
To  praife  his  faith  which  I  would  have  difprais'd  t 
I  am  my  Matter's  true  confirmed  Love ; 
But  cannot  be  true  Servant  to  my  Matter,  . 
Unlefs  I  prove  falfe  traitor  to  my  felf : 

Yet  will  I  wooe  for  him,  but  yet  fo  coldly,  Enter 
As  (heaven  it  knows)  I  would  not  have  him  fpeed.  Silvia. 
Gentlewoman,  good  day :  I  pray  you  be  my  mean 

To  bring  me  where  to  fpeak  with  Madam  Silvia. 
Sil.  What  would  you  with  her,  if  that  I  be  (he  ? 

Jul.  If  you  be  (he,  1  do  entreat  your  patience 
To  hear  me  fpeak  the  Meflage  1  am  fent  on. 

Sil.  From  whom  ? 

Jul  From  my  Mafter,  Sir  Protheus,  Madam. 
Sil.  Oh  :  he  fends  you  for  a  Picture  ? 

Ju.  I 

Jul. 

Pro. 

Jul. 

Pro. 

Jul. 
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ju.  r,  Midam. 

S/7.  c7r/  '..•,  bring  my  Picture  there  i 
t£o?  give  your  Mafter  this  :  tell  him  from  me, 
One  ju':',  that  his  changing  thoughts  forgot, 
▼Votild  '..eiterrit  his  Chamber  than  thisfhadow. 

J u.  Madain,  p'eafe  you  perufe  this  Letter: 
Pardon  me  (Madam),  1  have  unadvis'd 
Delivct'd  you  a  paper  that  I  mould  not: 
J  his  is  the  Letter  to  your  Ladyfhip. 

Si!.  1  pray  thee  let  me  look  on  that  again. 

Ja.  ft  may  not  be  :  good  Madam,  pardon  me.' 
Sil.  There,  he  ld  : 

'■  will  mt  look  upon  your  Matters  lines: 
(  know  they  are  Ituft  with  Proteftations, 
And  full  of  new- Tound  Oaths,  which  he  will  break 

'As  c.iflc  as  I  do  tear  this  paper. 
IS  ladam :  he  fends  your  Ladyfhip  this  Ring. 

Si.  The  more  fliame  for  him  that  he  fends  it  me; 
For  I  have  heard  him  fay  a  thoufand  times, 

:  lis  Julia  gave  it  him  at  his  departure  : 
1  ho  Lis  falfe  finger  hath  prophan'd  the  Ring, 
Mine  fhall  not  do  his  Julia  fo  much  wrong. 

Ju.  She  thanks  you. 
Si.  What  fai'fi  thou  ? 
Ju.  I  thank  you  Madam,  that  you  tender  her: 

Poor  Gentlewoman,  my  Mafter  wrongs  her  much. 

Si.  Lo'ft  f hou  know  hef  ? 
Ju.  Almoit  as  well  as  I  do  know  my  felf : 

To  think  upon  her  woes,  I  do  proteft, 
That  I  have  wept  an  hundred  feveral  times. 

Si.  Beltke  fhe  thinks  that  Protheus  hath  forfook  her. 

Ju.  I  think  {he  doth:  and  that's  her  caufe  of  forrow. Si.  Is  (he  not  pairing  fair  ? 
Ju.  She  hath  been  fairer  (Madam)  than  fhe  is, 

VVhen  (he  did  think  my  Mafter  lov'd  her  well : 
She,  in  my  judgment,  was  as  fair  as  you : 
But  fincc  fhe  did  neglect  her  Looking-glafs^ 
And  threw  her  . Sun  expelling  Mafque  away, 

The  air  hath  ftarv'd  the  Rofes  in  her  cheeks^ 
And  pinch'd  the  lilly-tinctureof  her  face, That  now  (he  is  become  as  black  as  J. 

Si.  How  tall  was  fhe  ? 

Ju.  About  my  ftature:  for  at  Pentecoft, 
VVhen  all  our  Pageants  of  delight  were  plaid, 
Our  Youth  got  me  to  play  the  Womans  part, 

And  I  was  trim'd  in  Madam  Julia's  gown, 
Which  ferved  me  as  fit,  by  all  mens  judgments,  ' 
As  if  the  garment  had  been  made  for  me : 
Therefore  I  know  fhe  is- about  my  height : 
And  at  that  time  1  made  her  weep  agood  • 
Fori  did  play  a  lamentable  part  : 

(Madam)  'twas  Ariadne  paflioning 
For  Thejeus  perjury,  and  unjuff  flight  — 
Which  I  fo  lively  acted  with  my  tears-, 
That  my  poor  Miftrs  moved  therewithal, 
Wept  bitterly :  and  would  I  might  be  dead,' 
If  1  in  thought  felt  not  her  very  forrow. 

Si.  She  is  beholding  to  thee  (gentle  Youth): 
Alas  (poor  Lady)  !  defolate  and  left ; 
I  weep  my  felf  to  think  upon  thy  words : 
Here  Youth :  there  is  a  Purfe :  I  give  thee  this 

For  thy  fweet  Miftris  lake,  becaufc  thou  lov'ft  her : 
Farewell.  Exit. 

Ju.  And  fhe  fhall  thank  yon  for't,  if  e're  you  know  her : 
A  vertuous gentlewoman,  mild  and  beautiful: 

hope  my  Mafter's  fuit  will  be  but  cold, 
Since  flie  refpects  my  Miftris  love  fo  much : 
Alas !  how  Love  can  trifle  with  it  felf : 
Here  is  her  Picture:  let  me  fee:  I  think 

if  Ihadfuch  a  Tyre,  this  face  of  mine 
Were  full  as  lovely  as  is  this  of  hers  : 

And  yet  the  Painter  flatter'd  her  a  little, 
Unlefs  I  flatter  with  my  felf  too  much : 
Her  hair  is  Aburne,  mine  is  perfect  Yellow : 

If  that  be  all  the  difference  in  his  Love, 
He  get  me  fuch  a  colour'd  Periwig  : Her  Eyes  are  grey  as  grafs,  and  fo  are  mine  : 
1,  but  her  Fore-head's  low,  and  mine's  as  high  • What  fhould  it  be  that  he  refpects  in  her, 
But  I  can  make  respective  in  mv  felf, 

If  this  fond  Love  we're  not  a  blinded  god  ? Comefhadow,  come,  and  take  this  ftiadow  up  •■ 
For  'tis  thy  Rival :  O  thou  fenfelefs  form  ' 
Thou  (halt  be  worfliip'd,  kifs'd,  lov'd  and  ador'd And  were  there  fenfein  this  Idolatry, 
My  fubftance  fhould  be  ftatue  in  thvftead : 
I'le  ufe  thee  kindly  for  thy  Miftris  fake, 
That  us'd  me  fo  •  or  elfe  by  Jove  I  vow, 
I  fhould  have  fcratch'd  out  your  un feeing  Eyes, To  make  my  Mafter  out  of  Love  with  thee. 

Exit. 

Attus  Quintus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  EgJamore,  Silvia. 

Eg.  The  Sun  begins  to  guild  the  Weftern  sky, 
And  now  it  is  about  the  very  hour 
That  Silvia,  at  Frier  Patrick's  Cell  fhould  meet  me  : 
She  will  not  fail  j  for  Lovers  break  not  hours* 
Unlefs  it  be  to  come  before  their  time ; 
So  much  they  fpur  their  expedition : 
See  where  fhe  comes :  Lady,  a  happy  Evening. 

Sil.  Amen,  Amen:  goon  (good  Eglamore) 
Out  at  the  Poftern  by  the  Abby- wall ; 
I  fear  I  am  attended  by  fome  Spies. 

Eg.  Fear  not :  the  Foreft  is  not  three  Leagues  off*, 
If  we  recover  that,  we  are  fure  enough. 

Scena  Secuncfa, 

Exeunt, 

Enter  Thurio,  Protheus,  Julia,  Duke. 

Thu, 
Pro. 

Pro. 

thu. 
Pro. 

thu. 

Pro. 

thu- 

Pro- 

Sir  Protheus :  what  fays  Silvia  to  my  fuit  ? 
Oh  fir,  I  find  her  milder  than  fhe  was, 

And  yet  fhe  takes  exceptions  at  your  perfoa 
llm.  What,  that  my  Leg  is  too  long  ? 

No :  that  it  is  too  little. 

I'le  wear  a  Boot  to  make  it  fomewhat  rounder 

But  Love  will  not  be  fpurr 'd  to  what  it  loaths. 
What  fays  fhe  to  my  face  ? 

She  fays  it  is  a  fair  one. 
Nay,  then  the  wanton  lies :  my  face  is  black. 
But  Pearls  are  fair  ;  and  the  old  faying  is, 

Black  men  are  Pear's  in  beauteous  Ladies  Eyes. 
thu.  Tis  true,  fuch  Pearls  as  put  out  Ladies  Eyes  ■ 

For  1  had  rather  wink  than  look  on  them. 
thu.  How  likes  fhe  my  difcourfe  ? 
Pro.  Ill,  when  they  talk  of  War, 

But  well  when  I  difcourfe  of  Love  and  Peace. 

Jul.  But  better  indeed  when  you  hold  your  peace. 
thu.  What  fays  fhe  to  my  Valour  ? 

Oh  fir,  fhe  makes  no  doubt  of  that. 
She  needs  not,  when  fhe  knows  itCowardife. 

What  fays  fhe  to  mv  Birth  ? 

That  you  are  well  deriv'd. True :  from  a  Gentleman  to  a  Fool." 
thu.  Confiders  fhe  my  polieflions  ? 

Pro.  Oh,  I,  and  pities  them, 
Tbu.  Wherefore? 

Jul.  That  fuch  an  Afs  fhould  owe  them. 

Pro. 

Jul. 

thu. 
Pro. 

Jul. 
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Pro.  That  they  are  out  by  Leafe. 

Ju.  Here  comes  the  Duke. 
Du.  How  now  Sir  Protheus  ?  how  now  Thurio  ? 

Which  of  you  faw  Sir  Eglamore  of  late  ? 
Thu.  Not  I. 
Pro.  Not  I. 
Du.  Saw  you  my  Daughter  ? 
Pro.  Neither. 

Du.  Why  then 

She's  fled  unto  the  pezant  Valentine  5 
And  Eglamore  is  in  her  company : 

Tis  true ;  for  Frier  Laurence  met  them  both 

As  he,  in  penance,  wandred  through  the  Foreft: 

Him  he  knew  well ;  and  gueft  that  it  was  fhe ; 

But  being  mask'd,  he  was  not  fure  of  it : 
Befides,  (he  did  inrend  Confefllon 
At  Patrick's  Cell  this  Even  ,  and  there  fhe  was  not  i 

Thefe  likelihoods  confirm  her  flight  from  hence ; 

Therefore  I  pray  you  ftand  not  to  difcourfe, 

But  mount  you  prefently,  and  meet  with  me 

Upon  the  rifing  of  the  Mountain  foot 
That  leads  toward  Mantua,  whither  they  are  fled : 

Difpateh  (fweet  Gentlemen)  and  follow  me. 

Tm.  Why  this  it  is  to  be  a  peevifh  Girl, 
That  flies  her  Fortune  where  it  follows  her  : 

I'le  after,  more  to  be  reveng'd  on  Eglamore, 
Than  for  the  love  of  reck-lefs  Silviai 

Pro.  And  I  will  follow,  more  for  Silvias  love, 

Than  hate  of  Eglamore  that  goes  with  her. 

Ju.  And  I  will  follow,  more  to  crofs  that  love, 

Than  hate  for  Silvia,  that  is  gone  for  love.  Exeunt. 

Scetia  Tertia. 

Enter  Silvia,  Oat-laws. 

1 .  Out.  Come,  come  be  patient :  , 
We  muft  bring  you  to  our  Captain. 

Sil.  Athoufand  more  mifebances  than  this  one 

Have  learn'd  me  how  to  brook  this  patiently. 
^•  Out.  Come,  bring  her  away. 
1.  Out.  Where  is  the  Gentleman  chat  was  with  her  ? 

3.  Out.  Being  nimblefooted,  he  hath  out-run  us: 
But  Moyfes  and  Valerius  follow  him : 
Go  thou  thither  to  the  Weji  end  of  the  Wood, 

There  is  our  Captain  :  we'l  follow  him  that's  fled ; 
The  Thicket  is  befet.  he  cannot  fcape. 

1.  Out ■  Come,  1  muft  bring  you  to  our  Captain's  Cave Fear  not;  he  bears  an  honourable  mind, 
And  will  not  ufe  a  woman  lawlefiy. 

Sil.  O  Valentine !  this  I  endure  for  thee. 

Exeunt 

Scena  Quartet. 

Enter  Valentine,  Protheus,  Silvia,  Julia,  Duke, 
Thurio,  Out-laws. 

Vol.  How  ufe  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man  ! 

Thisftiadowy  Defart,  unfrequented  Woods, 
I  better  brook  than  flourifhing  peopled  Towns : 
Here  can  I  fit  alone,  unfeen  of  any, 

And  to  the  Nightingale's  complaining  Notes, 
Tune  my  diftrefies,  and  record  my  woes : 
O  thou  that  dolt  inhabit  in  my  breaft, 
Leave  not  the  Manfion  folong  Tenantlefs, 

Left  growing  ruinous,  the  building  fall, 
And  leave  no  memory  of  what  it  was ; 
Repair  me  with  thy  prefence,  Silvia : 
Thou  gentle  Nymph,  cherifh  thy  forlorn  Swain: 
What  hollowing,  and  what  ftir  is  this  to  day  ? 
Thefe  are  my  mates,  that  make  their  Wills  their  Law, 
Have  fome  unhappy  paflenger  in  chafe : 
They  love  me  well,  yet  I  have  much  to  do 
To  keep  them  from  uncivil  outrages. 
Withdraw  thee  Valentine :  who's  this  comes  here  ? 

Pro.  Madam,  this  fervice  have  I  done  for  you 

(Tho  you  refped  not  ought  your  fervant  doth), 
To  hazard  life,  and  refcue  you  from  him 
That  would  have  forcd  your  honour  and  your  love ; 
Vouchfafe  me  for  my  meed  but  one  fair  look 
(A  fmaller  boon  than  this  I  cannot  beg, 
And  lefs  than  this  I  am  fure  you  cannot  give). 

Val.  How  like  a  dream  is  this  ?  I  fee  and  hear : 

Love,  lend  me  patience  to  forbear  a  while. 
.  5/7.  O  miferable  unhappy  that  I  am  / 

Pro* Unhappy  were  you  (Madam)  e're  I  came : 
But  bv  my  coming  1  have  made  you  h^ppy. 

Sil  By  thy  approach  thou  mak'ft  me  moft  unhappy, 
Ju.  And  me  when  he  approacheth  to  your  prefence. 
Sil.  Had  1  been  feized  by  a  hungry  Lion, 

I  would  have  been  a  breakfaft  to  the  Beaft, 
Rather  than  have  falfe  Protheus  refcue  me  : 

Oh  heaven  be  judg  how  I  love  Valentine, 

.Whofe life's  as  tender  tome  as  my  foul; 
And  full  as  much  (for  more  there  cannot  be) 

I  do  deteft  falfe  perjur'd  Protheus : 
Therefore  be  gone,  folicite  me  no  more. 

Pro.  What  dangerous  aclion,ftood  it  next  to  death, 
Would  I  not  undergo  for  one  calm  loook  ? 

Oh,  'tis  the  curfe  in  Love,  and  ftill  approv'd, 
When  women  cannot  love  where  they're  belov'd. 

S/7.  When  Protheus  cannot  love  where  he's  belov'd : 
Read  over  Julia's  heart  (thy  firft  beft  Love), 
For  whofe  dear  fake  thou  did'ft  then  rend  thy  faith 
Into  a  thoufand  Oaths ;  and  all  thofe  Oaths 
Descended  into  Perjury  to  deceive  me  : 

Thou  haft  no  faith  left  now,  unlefs  thou'dft  two, 
And  that's  f:  r  worfe  than  none:  better  have  none 
Than  plural  faith,  which  is  too  much  by  one : 
Thou  counterfeit  to  thy  true  friend* 

Pro.  In  Love, 

Who  refpedls  friend  ? 
Sil.  All  men  Luc  Protheus. 

fro.  N.\,if  t' ?  gentle  fpirit  of  moving  words 
Can  no  way  change  you  to  a  milder  form, 
I'le  move  you  like  a  Soldier,  at  arms  end, 

And  love  you  'gainft  the  Nature  of  Love :  force  ye. Sit.  Oh  heaven ! 

Pro.  I'le  force  thee  yeild  to  my  defire. 
Val.  Ruffian,  let  go  that  rude  uncivil  touch, 

Thou  friend  of  an  ill  fafhion. 
Pro.  Valentine : 

Val.  Thou  common  friend,  that's  without  faith  or  love : 
For  fuch  is  a  friend  now :  Tho  treacherous  man, 

Thou  haft  beguil'd  my  hopes,  nought  but  mine  Eye 
Could  have  perfwaded  me :  now  I  dare  not  fay 

I  have  one  friend  alive  ;  thou  would'ft  difproveme: 
Who  fhould  be  trufted  now,  when  ones  right  hand 
Is  perjured  to  the  bofbme  ?  Protheus, 
i  am  forry  I  muft  never  truft  thee  more, 
But  count  the  world  a  ftranger  for  thy  fake : 

The  private  wound  is  deepeft :  Oh  time,  moft  accurft : 
'Mongft  all  foes,  that  a  friend  fhould  be  the  worlfc  I 

Pro.  My  fhame  and  guile  confounds  me  : 
Forgive  me,  Vaimune:  if  hearty  (or row 
Be  a  fufficient  Ranfome  for  Offence, 

I  tender5 1  here :  I  do  as  truly  luflej: 
As  e're  I  did  commit. 

Val.  Then  am  1  paid : 

And 
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And  once  again  1  do  receive  dice  lioneit : 
Who  by  Repentance  is  not  fatislied, 

Is  nor  of"  Heaven  nor  Earth  ;  for  theft:  are  pleas'd ; 
By  Penitence  th'  Eternal's  wrath's  appeas'd  : 
And  that  my  love  may  appear  plain  and  free, 
All  that  was  mine  in  Silvia,  1  give  thee. 

Ju.  Oh  mc  unhappy  ! 
fro.  Look  to  the  boy. 
Val.  Why,  boy? 

V  Vhv  wag,  how  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ?  look  up:  fpeak. 
Jit.  O  good  Sir,  my  Matter  charg'd  me  to  deliver  a  Ring 

to  Madam  Silvia,  which  (out  of  my  neglect)  was  never 
Pro-  Where  is  that  Ring,  boy  ?  (done. 

Ju.  Here  'tis :  this  is  it. Pre.  How  ?  let  me  fee : 

Why  this  is  the  Ring  1  gave  to  Julia. 
Ju.  Oh  cry  you  mercy ,  fir,  I  have  nrftook  : 

This  is  the  Ring  you  fent  to  Silvia. 

Pr.  But  howcam'ftthou  by  this  Ring?  atmy  depart 
I  gave  this  unto  Julia.  1 

Ju-  And  Juliahtt  felf  did  give  it  me. 
And  Julia  her  felf  hath  brought  it  hither. 

Pro.  How,  Julia  ? 
Jui  Behold  her  that  gave  aim  to  all  thy  Oaths, 

Arid  entertain'd  'em  deeply  in  her  heart : 
How  oft  haft  thou  with  Perjury  cleft  the  Root  ? 
Oh  Trotheus  let  this  Habit  make  thee  blufh : 

Be  thou  afham'd  that  I  have  took  upon  me 
Such  an  immbdeftRayment,  if  fhamc  live 
In  a  difguife  of  love: 

It  is  the  lefler  b'ot  modefty  finds, 
Women  to  change  their  fhapes  than  men  their  minds. 

Pro.  Than  men  their  minds?  'tis  true,  oh  heaven,  were 
Man  but  conftant,  he  were  perfect  ̂   that  one  error 

Fills  him  with  faults :  makes  him  run  through  all  th'  fins : 
Inconftancy  falls  off  e're  it  begins: 
What  is  in  Silvia's  face,  but  I  may  fpy 
More  frefh  in  Julia's  with  a  conftant  eye  ? 

Val.  Come,  come:  a  hand  from  either: 
Let  me  be  bleft  to  make  this  happy  clofe  : 

'Twere  pity  two  fiich  friends  fhould  be  long  foes. 
Pro.  Bear  witnefs  (heaven),  I  have  my  wifh  forever. 
Jul.  And  I  mine. 
Oaf-/.  A  prize,  a  prize,  a  prize. 
Val.  Forbear,  forbear,  I  fay:  it  is  my  Lord  the  Duke: 

Your  Grace  is  welcome  to  a  man  difgrae'd, 
Banifhed  Valentine. 

Duke,  Sir Valentine! 

Tim.  Yonder  is  Silvia :  and  Silvia's  mine. 

Val.  Thurio,  give  back  ;  or  elfe  embrace  thy  death : 
Come  not  withir  the  meafure  of  my  wrath : 
Do  not  name  Silvia  thine  :  if  once  again, 
Venna  fhall  not  hold  thee:  here  fheftands, 
Take  but  pofieflion  of  her  wiih  a  touch  : 
I  dare  thee  but  to  breathe  upon  my  Love. 

Thu.  Sir  Valtntir.e,  I  care  not  for  her,  t : 
I  hold  him  but  a  fool  that  will  endanger 
His  body  for  a  Girl  that  loves  him  not  : 
I  claim  her  not ;  and  therefore  fhe  is  thine. 

Duke,  The  more  degenerate  and  bate  art  thou, 
To  make  fuch  means  for  her  as  thou  haft  done, ' 
And  leave'her  on  fuch  flight  conditions : 
Now,  by  the  honour  of  my  Anceftry, 
I  do  applaud  thy  Spirit,  Valentine, 
And  think  thee  worthy  of  an  Emprefs  love  : 
Know  then,  I  here  forget  all  former  griefs, 

Cancel  aU'grudge,  repeal  thee  home  again, 
Plead  a  new  ftatein  thy  arrival'd  merit, 
Towhieh  I  thus  fubfcfibe  :  Sir  Valentine, 

Thou  art  a  Gentleman,  and  well  deriv'd, 
Take  thou  thy  Silvia,  for  thou  haft  deferv'd  her. 

Val.  I  thank  your  grace,  the  gift  hath  made  me  happy 
I  now  befeech  you  (for  your  Daughter^  fake ) 
To  grant  one  Boon  that  I  fhallask  of  you. 

Duke,  I  grant  it  for  thine  own,  what  e're  it  be. 
Val.  Thefe  banifh'd  men  that  I  have  kept  withal, 

Aremenendu'd  with  worthy  qualities  : 
Forgive  them  what  they  have  committed  here, 
And  let  them  be  recall'd  from  their  Exile : 

They  are  reform'd,  civil,  full  of  goocF, 
And  fit  for  great  imployment  ( worthy  Lord). 

Duke,  thou  haft  prevaihd,  I  pardon  them  and  thee: 
Difpoleof  them  as  thou  knowrft  their  deferts : 
Come,  let  us  go,  we  will  include  all  jars 
With  triumphs,  mirth,  and  all  folemnity. 

Val.  And  as  we  walk  along,  I  dare  be  bold 
With  ourdifcourfe  to  make  your  grace  to  (mile: 
What  think  you  of  this  Page  ( my  Lord)  ? 

Duke,  I  think  the  boy  hath  grace  in  him,  he  blufhes. 
Val.  I  warrant  you  (my  Lord)  more  grace  than  boy. 
Duke,  What  mean  you  by  that  faying  ? 

Val.  Pleafe  you,  1'le  tell  you  as  we  pals  along, 
That  you  will  wonder  what  hath  fortuned : 

Come  Prothe us,  'tis  your  penance  but  to  hear 
The  ftory  of  your  Loves  difcovered  : 
That  done,  our  day  of  Marriage  fhall  be  yours, 
One  feaft,  one  houfe,  one  mutual  happinefs. 

Exeunt. 

The  Names  of  the  Atlors. 

Duke,  Father  to  Silvia. 
Valentine,?  TA  Gfl>f/ Protheus,  } 

Anthonio3  Father  to  Protheus. 
Thurio,  a  foohJJj  Rival  to  Valentine. 
Eglamore,  Agent  for  Silvia    her  ejeapc. 
Hoft,  where  Julia  lodges. 

Out-laws  with  Valentine. 

Speed,  A  elewnijh  Servant  to  Valentine. 
Launce,  the  like  to  Protheus. 
Panthion,  Servant  to  Antonio. 

Julia,  beloved  of  Protheus. 
Silvia,  beloved  of  Valentine. 

l.Lucetta,  Waiting-woman  to  Julia. 

i 
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AElut  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Juftke  Shallow,  Slender,  Sir  Hugh  Evans,  MaficA 
Page,  Falftaffe,  Bardolph,  Nym,  Piftoll,  Ann 

Page,  Mi  fins  Ford,  Miftris  Page,  Simple. 

Shallow. 

Wrfi^^M$i$%  IRHugh,  perfwade  me  not:  I
  will 

^^^^^-[^^  make  a  Star-Chamber  matter 
 of  it  : 

/iK  w^SiliiS*  if  he  were  twenty  Sir  John  Falfiaff
es, 

^^^^^^^^  he  (hall  not  abufe  Robert  Shallow  Ef- 

^51118^        ̂   Slev'  In  the  County  of  Glocefier, T^^^—^^^i^.  Juftice  of  Peace,  and  Coram. 

5^  I  (Coufin  Slender),  and  O/- 

I,  and  Ratclorum  too  j  and  a  Gentleman  born  (Ma- 
fter Parfon),  who  writes  himfelf  Armigero,  in  any  Bill, 

Warrant,  Quittance,  or  Obligation,  Armigero. 
Shal.  I  that  I  do,  and  have  done  any  time  thefe  three 

hundred  years. 

Slen.  All  his  Succeffors  (gone  before  him)  have  don't ; 
and  all  his  Anceftors  (that  come  after  him)  may-,  they 
may  give  the  dozen  white  Luces  in  their  Coat. 

Shal.  It  is  an  old  Coat. 

Evans,  The  dozen  white  Lowfes  do  become  an  old  Coat 
well :  it  agrees  well  pafiant :  it  is  a  familiar  beaft  to  man, 
and  fignifies  Love. 

Shal.  The  Luce  is  the  frefh -fifh,  the  falt-fifh  is.  an  old 
Coat. 

Slen.  I  may  quarter  (Coz). 
Shal.  Yon  may,  by  marrying. 
Evans,  It  is  marrying  indeed,  if  he  quarter  it. 
Shal.  Not  a  whit. 

Evans,  Yes  per-Iady  :  if  he  has  a  quarter  of  your 
Coat,  there  is  but  three  skirts  for  your  (elf,  in  my  fim- 
ple  Conjectures :  but  that  is  all  one :  if  Sir  John  Fair 
ftaffe  have  committed  Difparagements  unto  you,  I  am 
of  the  Church,  and  will  be  glad  to  do  my  Benevo- 

lence, to  make  Atonements  and  Compremifes  between 

you- Shal.  The  Council  fhafl  hear  it :  it  is  a  Riot. 
Evans,  It  is  not  meet  the  Council  hear  of  a  Riot ;  there 

is  no  fear  of  Got  in  a  Riot :  The  Council  (lock  you)  (hall 
defiretohear  the  fear  of  Got,  and  not  to  hear  a  Kiot:  take 
you  viza-ments  in  that. 

Shal.  Ha ;  o'  my  life,  if  I  were  young  again,  the  fword (hould  end  it. 

Evans,  It  is  petter  that  friends  is  the  fword,  and  end  it : 
and  there  is  alio  another  device  in  my  prain,  which  perad- 
venture  prings  good  difcretions  with  it ;  There  is  Ann  Page, 
which  is  daughter  to  Mafter  Thomas  Page,  which  is  pretty 
Virginity. 

Slen.  Miftris  Ann  Page  ?  {he  has  brown  hair,  and  fpeaks 
like  a  woman. 

Evans,  It  is  that  ferry  perfon  for  all  the  orld,  as  juft  as 
you  will  defire,  and  feven  hundred  pounds  of  monies, 

 —  _ 

and  gold,  and  filver,  is  her  Grand  fire  upon  his  deaths-bed 
(Got  deliver  to  a  joyful  Refiirreclions)  give,  when  fhe  is 
able  to  overtake  feventeen  years  old :  It  were  a  good  mo- 

tion, if  we  leave  our  pribbles  and  prabbles,  and  defire  a 
marriage  between  Mafter  Abraham,  and  Miftris  Ann 
Page. 

Slen.  Did  her  Grand-fire  leave  her  feven  hundred 

pound  ? 
Evans,  I,  and  her  Father  is  make  her  a  petter  penny. 
Slen.  I  know  the  young  Gentlewoman;  (he  has  good 

gifts. 

Evans,  Seven  hundred  pounds,  and  poffibility  is  goot 

gifts. 

Shal.  Well :  let  us  fee  honeft  Mr.  Page  :  is  Faliafe 

there  ? 
;  Evan.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  lie  ?  I  do  defpife  a  liar  as  I  do 
defpife  one  that  is  falfe,  or  as  I  defpife  one  that  is  not  true: 
the  Knight,  Sir  John  is  there,  and  I  befeech  you  be  ruled 
by  your  well  willers :  I  will  peat  the  door  for  Mafter  Page : 
Whathoa?  Got  blefs  your  houfe  here. 

Mr.  Page,  Who's  there  ? 
Evans,  Here  is  got's  pleffing,  r>nd  your  friend,  and  Ju- 

ftice Shallow ;  and  here's  you;^    kilter  Slender  ;  thatper- 
adventures  fhall  tell  you  anothei  ̂ aie,  if  matters  grow  to  [ 

your  likings. Mr.  Page,  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Worfhips  well :  I  thank 
you  for  my  Venifbn,  Mafter  Shallow. 

Shal.  Mafter  Page,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  :  much  good 

do  it  your  good  heart:  Iwifh'd  your  Venilbn  better ;  it 
wasillkill'd:  how  doth  good  Miftris  Page?  and  I  thank 
you  always  with  my  heart,  la :  with  my  heart. 

Mr.Tagc,  Sir,  I  thank  you. 

Shal.  Sir,  Ithankyou."  by  yea  and  no  I  do. 
M-  Page-,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  good  Mafter  Slender.  ! 

Slen.  How  do's  your  fallow  Greyhound,  Sir?  I  heard 
fay,  he  was  out-run  on  Catfale. 

M.Pa.  It  could  not  bejndg'd,  fir. 
Slen.  Yotfl  notconfefs,  you'lnotconfefs. 
Shal.  That  he  will  not,  'tis  your  fault,  'tis  your  fault : 'tis  a  good  Dog. 

M age,  A  Cur,  fir. 
Shal.  Sir,  he's  a  good  Dog,  and  a  fair  Dog  :  can  there 

bemorefaid?  He  is  good  and  fair:  Is  Sir  John  Falsi affe 
here  ? 

M-  Page,  Sir,  he  is  within  ;  and  I  would  I  could  do  a 
good  office  between  you. 

Evan.  It  is  fpoke  as  a  Chriftians  ought  to  fpeak. 

Shal.  He  hath  wrong'd  me  (Mafter  Page),  _ 

M.  Pa^c,  Sir,  he  doth  infbmefbrt  confefsit. 
Shal.  ff  it  be  confelfed,  it  is  ;-ot  redrefted :  is  not  that  fo 

(M  Pay)?  he  hath  wrong'd  me,  indeed  he  hath,  at  a  word 
he  hath,  believe  me,  Robert  Shallow,  Efquire,  faith,  he  is 

wrong'd. 
Mr.  Pa.  Here  comes  Sir  John. 

Fal.  Now,  Mafter  Shallow,  you'l  complain  of  me  to the  King? 

Shal.  Knight,  you  have  beaten  my  men,  Kilfd  my  Deer, 

and 

— _  — _  A 
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and  broke  open  my  Lodg. 

Fal.  But  not  ki(s'd  your  Keeper's  daughter. 
Shalt  Tut,  a  pin:  this  fliall  be  anfwer'd. 

Fal.'  T  will  anfwer  it  ftraight :  lhave  done  all  this? 
That  is  now  anfwer'd. 

Shah  The  Councilfhall  know  this. 

Fal.  'Twere  better  for  you  if  it  were  known  incouncel : 

youTbc  laugh'd  at. Evan,  Ya'.ica  verba  (Sir  John)  good  worts. 
fal.  Good  worts  ?  good  Cabbadg :  sfc»Ar,  1  broke  your 

head  :  what  matter  have  you  againft  me? 
Slen.  Marry  Sir,  I  have  matter  in  my  head  againftyou, 

and  againft  your  Cony-catching  Rafcals,  Bardolph,  Nym 
and  Piftoll, 

Bar.  You  Banbury  Cheefe. 
Slen:  I,  it  is  no  matter. 

Pi  (I.  How  now,  Mephoficphilus  ? 
Slen.  I,  it  is  no  matter. 

Nym.  Slice,  I  fay,  pauca,  pauca :  Slice,  that's  my  hu- 
mor. 

Slen.  Where's  simple,  my  man  ?  can  you  tell,  Cou- fin ? 

Evan.  Peacel  pray  you :  Now  let  us  underftand ;  there 

is  three  Umpires  in  this  matter,  as  I underftand  ;  that  is, 

Mafter  Page  {fidelicet,  Matter  P/rgO*  and  tliere  is  my 

(fiJJicet,  my  (elf),  and  the  three  party  is  (laftly,  and  fi- 
nally) mine  Hoft  of  the  Gater. 

M.  Pa-  We  three  to  hear  it,  and  end  it  between  them. 

Evan.  Ferry  goot :  I  will  make  a  prief  of  it  in  my  Note- 
book, and  we  will  afterwards  orke  upon  the  Caufe  with  as 

great  difcreetly  as  we  can. 
Fal  PiftfiV- 
Pifi.  He  hears  with  ears. 
Evan.  The  Tevil  and  his  Tarn  ;  What  phrafe  is  this, 

he  hears  with  ear  ?  why,  it  is  affectations. 

Fal  Pifiol:  did  yon  pick  M-  SiWer'spurfe? 
Slen.  1,  by  thefe  gloves  did  he ;  or  1  would  I  might  ne- 
ver come  in  mine  own  great  Chamber  again  elfe,  of  (even 

groatshiMill-fixpenc.es,  and  two  Edward  Shovelboards, 
that  coft  me  two  (hilling  and  two  pence  a  peice,  of  Tead 

Miller  ■'  by  thefe  gloves. 
Fal.  Is  this  true,  Pifiol? 

Evan.  No:  it  is  falfe,  if  it  is  a  pick-purfe. 
Pifl.  Ha,  thou  Mountain  Forreigner:  Sir  John,  and 

Matter  mine,  I  Combate  challenge  of  this  Lattnc  Biiboe : 
word  of  denial  in  thy  labras  here ;  word  of  denial ;  froth 
and  fcum  thou  Heft. 

Slen-  By  thefe  gloves,  then 'twas  he. 
Nym.  Be  advis'd,  fir,  and  pafs  good  humours :  I  will  fay 

marry  trap  with  you,  if  you  run  the  nut-hooks  humour 
on  me  ;  that  is  the  very  note  of  it. 

SHen.  By  this  hat,  then  he  in  the  red  face  had  it:  for  tho 
I  cannot  remember  what  I  did  when  you  made  me  drunk, 

yet  1  am  not  altogether  Un  A(s. 
Fal.  What  fay  you,  Scarlet  and  John  ? 
Bar.  whv,  fir  (for  my  part)  Hay,  the  Gentleman  had 

drunk  himfelf  out  of  his  five  (entences. 
Evan.  It  is  his  five  fenles:  fie,  what  the  ignorance  is  ! 

Bar.  And  being  fap,  fir,  was  (as  they  (ay J  cafheer'd  : 
and  fo  conclufions  pair  the  Car-eires. 

Slen.  I,  youfpakein  Lar/8  then  too :  but  "tis  no  matter: 
I'le  ne're  be  drunk  whil'ft  I  live  again,  but  in  honeft,  civil, 

godly  company  for  this  trick:  If  1  be  drunk,  l'le  be  drunk 
with  thofe  that  have  the  fear  of  God,  and  not  with  drunk- 

en knaves. 

Evan.  So  got  udg  me,  that  is  a  virtuous  mind. 

Fal.  You  hear  all  thefe  matters  deni'd,  Gentlemen,  you 
heir  ir. 

M.  Page.  Nay,  daughter,  carry  the  Wine  in  \  we'l  drink 

within.' Slen.  Oh  heaven  !  this  is  Miftris  Ann  Page. 

M-  Page.  Kow  now  Miftris  Ford  ? 
Fal.  Miftris  Fcrd,  by  my  truth  you  are  very  weflrhet: 

by  your  leave,  good  Miftris, 

M.Page,  Wife,  bid  thefe  Gentlemen  welcome:  come, 
we  have  a  hot  Vemfnn Party  to  dinner :  Come  gentlemen I  hope  we  (hall  drink  down  all  unkindnefs.  • 

Slen.  I  had  rather  than  Forty  (hillings  I  had  my  book of  Songs  and  Sonnets  here :  How  now  Simple,  where  have 
you  been  ? •  I  mult  wait  on  my  felf,  mufti  $  You  have  not the  book  ot  Riddles  about  you,  have  you  ? Sim.  Book  of  Riddles !  why,  did  yon  not  lend  it  to  Aim 
Short-eXke  upon  Alholhwmas  laft,  a  fortnieht  afore  Mcba- 
elm f  ... 

Shal.  Come  Coz,  come  Coz ;  we  flay  for  you  :  a  word' with  you  Coz:  marry  this,  Coz :  there  is,  as  'twere  a  ten- 
der, a  kind  of  tender,  made  a  far  off  by  Sir  Hugh  here  ■ 

Do  you  underftand  me  ?  * Slen.  I  Sir,  you  (hall  find  me  reafonable:  if  it  be  fo,  I 
(hall  do  that  is  Reafon. 

Shal.  Nay,  but  underftand  me 
Slen.  So  I  do  Sir. 

Evan.  Give  ear  to  his  motions  (M  Slender):  Iwillde- 
fcnption  the  matter  to  you,  if  you  be  capacity  of  it. 

SUn.  Nay,  I  will  do  as  my  Coufin  Shallow  fays :  I  pray 
you  pardon  me ;  he's  a  Juftice  of  Peace  in  his  Countrey ; fimple  tho  I  ftand  here. 

Evan.  But  that  is  not  the  queftion  :  the  queftion  is  con- cerning your  marriage. 

Shal  I,  there's  the  point  Sir. 
Evan.  Marry  is  it :  the  very  point  of  it,  to  M.  %Ann 

Page- 

Skn.  Why,  if  it  be  fo,  1  will  marry  her  upon  any  rea- 
fonable demands. 

Eva.  But  can  you  affection  the  'o-man  ?  let  us  com- 
mand to  know  that  of  your  mouth,  or  of  your  lips:  for 

divers  Philofophers  hold,  that  the  lips  is  parcel  of  the 
mouth:  therefore  precifely,  can  you  marry  your  good  will 
to  the  maid  ? 

Shal.  Coufin  Abraham  Slender,  can  you  love  her  ? 
Slen-  I  hope  fir :  I  will  do  as  it  (hall  become  one  that 

would  do  Reafon. 

Evan.  Nay,  got's  Lords  and  his  Ladies,  youmuftfpeak 
poffitable,  if  you  can  carre-her  your  defires  towards 

her. Shal.  That  you  muft: 

Will  you  (upon  good  dowry)  marry  her  ? 
Slen.  I  will  do  a  greater  thing  than  that  upon  your  re- 

queft  (Coufin),  in  any  Reafon. 
Shal.  Nay,  conceive  me,  conceive  me  (  fweet  Coz  ), 

what  I  do  is  ro  pleafure  you  (Coz):  can  you  love  the 
Maid  ? 

Slen-  I  will  marry  her  ( fir)  at  your  requeft :  but  if  there 
be  no  great  love  in  the  beginning,  yet  heaven  may  de- 
creafe  it  upon  better  acquaintance ,  when  we  are  married, 

and  have  moreoccafion  to  know  one  another:  1  hope  up- 
on  familiarity  wilf  grow  more  content :  but  if  you  (ay» 
marry  her,  1  will  marry  her,  that  I  am  freely  difiblved* 
and  diftblutely. 

Evan.  It  is  a  ferry  difcretion  anfwer :  fave  the  fall  is  in 

th'orddiflomrely  :  the  ortis  (according  to  our  meaning) 
refolutely  :  his  meaning  is  good. 

Sh.  I,  I  think  my  Coufin  meant  well. 

SI.  I;  orellel  would  I  might  be  hang'  (laY, 
Sh.  Here  comes  fair  Miftris  Ann:  Would  I  were 

Young  for  your  fake,  Miftris  Ann. 
An.  The  Dinner  is  on  the  Table ;  my  Father  defires 

your  Worfhip's  company. 
She  1  will  wait  on  him  (fair  Miftris  Ann). 

Evan.  Od's  plelTed  will :  I  will  not  be  abfence  at  the 
Grace. 

An.  Wil't  pleafe  your  W'orfliip  to  come  in,  Sir  ? 
Si.  No,  1  thank  you  forlooth  heartily  ;  lam  very  well. 
An.  The  Dinner  attends  you,  fir. 

SI.  I  am  not  a-hungry,  I  thank  you  forfooth :  Go  firrah, 
for  all  you  are  my  man,  go  Wait  upon  my  Coufin  Shallow: 
a  Juftice  of  Peace  fomeume  may  be  beholding  to  his 
friend  for  a  man  :  I  keep  but  three  men  and  a  boy  yet,  till 

my 
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my  Mother  be  dead  :  but  what  though,  yet  I  live  a  poor 
Gentleman  born. 

An.  1  may  not  go  in  without  your  Worfhip  j  they 

will  not  fit  till  you  come. 

Si.  Pfaith,  Tie  eat  nothing:  Ithahk  you  as  much  as 

though  1  did. 

An.  I  pray  you  fir  walk  in. 

5/.  I  had  rather  walk  here  (I  thank  you  )  I  bruis'd 

my  (bin  rh'other  day,  with  playing  at  Sword  and  Dagger 

with  a  Matter  of  Fence  (  three  veneysfor  a  dim  of  ftew'd 

Prunes  )  and  by  my  troth,  I  cannot  abide  the  fmell  of 

hotmeatfince.  Why  do  your  dogs  bark  fo?  be  there 

Bears  i'th'  Town  ? 

An.  I  think  there  are,  Sir,  I  heard  tbemtalk'd  of. 
Si.  I  love  the  fport  well,  but  1  fhall  as  foon  quarrel  at 

it  as  any  man  in  England:  you  are  afraid  if  you  lee  the 

Bear  loofe,  are  you  not  ? 
An.  I  indeed  Sir. 

SI.  That's  meat  and  drink  to  me  now :  I  have  feen 

Sackerfon  loofe  twenty  times,  and  have  taken  him  by  the 

Chain:  but  (I  warrant  you)  the  women  have  fo  cri'darid 
(hreekt  at  it,  that  it  paft :  But  women  indeed  cannot  a- 

bide  'em,  thev  are  very  ill-favoured  rough  things. 
M.  Pa  Come  gentle  M.  Slender,  come :  we  ftay  for  you. 

SI.  Pie  eat  nothing,  I  thank  you  Sir. 

M-  Pa.  By  Cock  and  Pye  you  fhall  not  chule  Sir: 
come,  come. 

SI.  Nay,  pray  you  lead  the  way. 
M-  Pa-  Come  on  Sit- 
SI.  Miftrefs^»»e,your  fclf  fhall  go  firft. 

An.  Not  I  Sir,  pray  you  keep  on- 

SI.  Truly  I  will  not  go  fir  it  i  truly- la  :  I  will  not  do 
you  that  wrong. 

An.  I  pray  yon  Sir. 
5/  Pie  rather  be  unmannerly  than  troiiblefome ;  you 

do  your  felf  wrong  indeed  la.  Exeunt. 

ill  draw,  he  Will  tap, 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Evans  and  Simple. 

Evan.  Go  your  ways,  and  ask  of  Doftor  Cains  hoitfe 
Which  is  the  way ;  and  there  dwells  one  Miftrefs  Quickly, 
which  is  in  the  manner  of  his  Nurle  ;  or  his  dry-Nurfe,or 
his  Cook ;  or  his  Laundry  ;  his  Wafher,  and  his  Ringer. 

Sim.  Well  Sir. 
Evan.  Niy,  it  is  petter  yet:  give  her  this  letter  ;  for 

it  is  a  'oman  rhat  altogether  acquaintance  with  Miftrefs 
Page ;  and  the  Letter  is  to  defire,  and  require  her  to  lo- 
licite  your  Matters  defires  to  Miftrefs  Anne  Page :  I  pray 

you  be  gone  ,  1  will  make  an  end  of  my  dinner  j  there's 
Pippins  and  Cheefe  to  come.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

tnter  Falftaffe,  Hoft,  Bardolfe,  Njm.  Piftcll.  Page. 

Fal.  Mine  Hoft  of  the  Garter. 

H>.  What  fays  my  Bully  Rook  ?  fpeak  Schollar-y,  and 
wifely. 

Fal.  Truly  mine  Hoft,  I  muft  turn  away  fome  of  my followers. 

H>.  Difcard,  (  Bully  Hercules  )cafheer, ;  let  them  wag  j 
trot,  trot. 

Fal.  I  fit  at  ten  pounds  a  week. 

H).  Thou'rtan  Emperor  {Cafar^  Keifar  and  Phae- 

z,ar)  I  will  entertain  BarddF:  he 
faid  I  well  (  Bully  H  £tor  ? ) 

Fa.  Do  fo  (  good  mint:  Hoft.  ) 
Ph.  I  have,fpoke,  let  him  follow  !  let  me  fee  thee 

froth  and  live  •  1  am  at  a  wol  d  :  follow 
Fal,  Bardolfe  follow  him,  a  Taffiei  is  a  good  trade: 

an  old  Cloak  makes  a  new  lerkin,  a  withered  Serwnt'- man,  a  frefti  Tapfter,  go,  adieu. 
ha.  It  is  a  life  that  I  have  defired  !  I  will  thrive. 
Pift.O  bale  Hungarian  wighr.wiltthon  the  Spigot  wei!d. 
JNfr.he  was  gotten  in  drink:isnot  the  humor  conceiied. 
Ba.  1  am  glad  lam  fo  acquit  of  this  'I  inderbox  :  his 

Thefcs  were  too  open  •  his  filching  was  like  an  unskilful 
Singer,  he  kept  not  time. 

Ni.  The  good  humor  is  to  fteal  at  a  minntes  reft. 
Pift.  Convey,  the  wile  it  call:  Steal?  foh:  a  fico  for the  phrafe. 

Fa-  Well  firs,  lam  almoft  out  at  heels. 
Pift.  Why  then  let  Kibes  enlue. 
Fal.  There  is  no  remedy  :  I  muft  coriicatch;  I  muft  miff. 
Pift.  Young  Ravens  muft  have  food. 
Fal.  Which  of  you  know  fW of  this  Town? 
Pift.  I  ken  the  wight,  he  is  of  fubftance  good. 
Fal.  My  honeft  Lads,  I  will  tell  you  what  lam  about. 
Pift.  Two  yards  and  more. 
Fal.  No  quips  now  fi/hl :  (Indeed  lam  in  the  Wafte 

two  yards  about :  but  1  am  now  about  no  wafte,  1  am 
about  thrift  :  )  briefly,  1  do  mean  to  make  love  to  Fords 
Wife:  I  fpie  entertainment  in  her:  fhe  difcouifes:  fhe 
carves  :  (he  gives  the  leere  of  inviration :  1  canconftrue 
thea&ionof  her  familiar  ftile,  and  the  hardeft  voice  of 

her  behaviour  (to  be  enghfii'd  right  J  is,  I  am  Sir  John 

Falflaffes- Pift.  He  hath  ftudied  her  will;  and  tranflated  her 
wJl !  out  of  bonefty  into  Englifh 

]Sfi.  The  Anchor  is  deep  :  will  that  humor  pafs  ? 
Fal  Now,  the  report  goes,  Ihe  has  all  the  rule  of  her 

Husbands  Purfe  :  he  hath  a  legend  of  Angels. 
Pift.  As  many  devils  enrertain  :  and  to  her  Boy  fay  I. 
Ni-  The  humor  rifes:it  is  good  :  humor  me  the  Angels. 
Fal.  I  have  writ  me  here  a  Letter  to  her  ;  and  here 

another  to  Pages  Wife",  who  even  now  gave  me  good  eyes 
too;  examined  my  parts  with  moft  judicious  iliiads  : 
fometimes  the  beam  of  her  view,  guided  my  fcot :  lome- 
nmes  my  portly  belly.  • 

Pift.  Then  did  ihe  Sun  on  Dung-hill  fhine. 
Ni.  I  thank  thee  for  that  humor- 

Fal.  O  Ihe  did  fo  courle  o're  my  exteriors  with  fuch 
a  greedy  intention,  that  the  appetite  of  her  eye  did 

feem  to  fcorch  me  up  like  a  burning-glafs :  here's  another 
Letter  to  her  :  She  bears  the  purfe  too  :  She  is  a  f  egion 

in  Guiana  :  all  gold  and  bounty  •,  1  will  be  cheaters  to 
them  both,  and  they  fhall  be  Exchequers  to  me  :  they 

fhall  be  my  Eaft  and  Welt-Indies,  and  1  will  trade  to  them 
both  ■•  Go^  bear  thorn  this  Letter  to  Miftrefs  Page;  and 
thou  this  to- Miltrefs  Ford  :  we  will  thrive  (Lads)  we 
will  thrive.  • 

Pift  Shall  I  Sir  Pandarus  of  Troy  become, 
And  by  my  fide  Wear  Steel  ?  then  Lucifer  take  all. 

Ni.  I  will  run  no  bale  humor  :  here  take  the  humour- 
Letter,  1  will  keep  the  haviourof  reputation. 

Fal.  Hold  Sirrah,  bear  you  thefe  Letters  rightly, 
Sail  like  my  Pinnace  to  thefe  golden  fhores. 

Rogues,  hence,  avaunt,  vanifh  like  hail-ftones  ;  go, 

Trudg  \  plod  away  oth'  hoof,  feek  fhelter,  pack  : 
Falftafje  will  learn  the  honour  of  the  age, 
French  thrift,  you  Rogues,  my  (elf.  and  skirted  Page. 

Pift.  Let  Vultures  gripe  thy  guts:  for  gourd,  and 
Fullam  holds:and  high  and  low  beguiles  the  rich  and  poor, 

Telter  l'le  have  in  Pouch  when  thou  fhalclack, 
Bafe  Phrygian  Turk. 

Ni.  I  have  operations, 
Which  be  humours  of  revenge, 

Pift.  Wilt  thou  revenge  ? D  Ni.  By 
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Ni.  By  Welkin  and  her  Star. 

Ptfi.  With  wit,  or  fteel  ? 
Ni.  W'icli  both  the  humors,  I : 

I  will  difcufs  the  humor  of  this  Love  to  Ford- 

Fiji.  And  1  to  P^eihall  eke  unfold 
How  Falflaffe  (  Varletvile) 
His  Dove  will  prove  :  his  gold  will  hold, 
An  .1  his  (oft  Couch  defile. 

Ni.  My  humor  fhall  not  cool:  I  will  incenfe  Ford  to 
deal  ivith  poyfon  :  1  will  poflefs  him  with  yellownefs, 
for  the  revolt  of  mine  is  dangerous :  that  is  my  true  hu- 
mor. 

Pifl.  Thou  art  the  Mars  of  Male-contents :  I  fecond 
thee :  troop  on.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quart  a* 

Enter  Mi  flrefs  JQaickly,  Simple,  'John  Rugby,  Doctor 
Cams,  pent  on. 

Jga.  What,  John  Rugby,  I  pray  thee  go  to  the  cafement, 
and  fee  if  you  can  fee  my  Mafter,  Mafter  Dodlor  Cains 

coming:  if  he  do  (  I 'faith  )  and  find  any  body  in  the 
houfe,  here  will  be  an  old  abufing  of  Gods  patience,  and 
the  Kings  Englifh. 

Ru.  1  le  go  watch. 

J2>u.  Go,  and  we'll  have  a  poflet  for't  foon  at  night, 
(in  faith)  at  the  latter  end  of  a  fea-coal  fire:  Anhoneft, 
willing,  kind  fellow,  as  ever  lervant  fhall  come  in  houfe 

withal:  and  1  warrant  you,  no  tell-tale,  nor  no  breed- 
bate  :  his  worft  fault  is,  that  he  is  given  to  prayer  ;  he  is 
fomcthing  peevifh  that  way:  but  no  body,  but  has  his 
fruit  :  but  let  that  pafs.  Peter  Simple  you  fay  your  name 

is. ■Si.  I,  for  fault  of  a  better. 

And  Mafter  Slender"  s  your  Mafter  ? 
Si.  Iforfooth. 

«%.  Do's  he  not  wear  a  great  round  Beard,  like  a 
Glovers  pairing-knife  ? 

Si.  Noforfooth:  he  hath  but  a  little  wee-face;  with  a 
little  yellow  Beard  :  a  Cain-coloured  Beard. 

J%u.  A  fofdy-fprited  man,  is  he  not  ? 
Si  I  forfooth  :  but  he  is  as  tall  a  man  of  his  hands,  as 

any  is  between  this  and  his  head  ;  he  hath  fought  with  a 
Warrener. 

Jgu.  How  fay  you :  oh,  I  fhould  remember  him :  doe's 
he  not  hold  up  his  head  (as  it  were?Jand  ftrutin  his  gate  ?: 

Si.  Yes  indeed  doe's  he. 
£>u.  Well,  heaven  fend  Anne  Page  no  worfe  fortune. 

Tell  Mafter  Parfon  Evans,  I  will  do  what  I  can  for  your 
Mafter  :  Anne  is  a  good  girl,  and  I  wifli — — 

Ru.  Out  alas:  here  comes  my  Mafter. 
J$u.  We  (hall  all  be  fhent  :  Run  in  here,  good  young 

man  :  go  into  thisClofet :  he  will  not  ftay  long:  what 
John  Ru^by  ?  John  :  what  John  I  fay  ?  go  John,  go  en- 

quire for  my  Mafter,  1  doubt  he  be  not  well,  that  he  comes 
not  home  :  (  and  down,  down,  adoivna,  &c.  ) 

Ca.  Vat  is  you  fing  ?  I  do  not  like  des  toys :  pray 
you  go  and  vetch  in  my  Clofet,  unboyteen  verd  ;  a  Box, 
a  green  a  Box :  do  intend  vat  I  Ipeak  ?  a  green-a 
Box. 

Jga.  I  forfooth  i'le  fetch  it  you  : 
I  am  glad  he  went  not  in  himfelf :  if  he  had  found  the 

young  man,  he  would  have  been  horn  mad. 
Ca.  Fe,  fe,  fe,fe,  mot  id,  il  fait  forehando,  Ie  man  tjo  ia 

e.  Court  la  grand  affaires. 
Jgif.  Is  it  this  Sir  ̂  
Ca.  Ouy,  matte  le  au  mon  pocket,  de-peech  quickly  : 

Vere  is  dat  knave  Rugby  ? 

Jfjai.  Wimjoin  Rrgby,  John? 

Ru.  Here  Sir. 
Ca.  You  are  John  Rugby,  snd  you  are  Jack  Ruoby  ■ 

Come,  take-a  your  Rapier,  and  come  after  my  heel  to  the the  Court. 

Ru.  'Tis  ready  fir,  here  in  the  Porch. 
Ca.  By  my  trot  I  tarry  too  long  :  od's-me  :  que  ayie oubhe :  dere  is  fome  Simples  in  my  Clofet,  dat  I  will  not 

for  the  varld  I  (hall  leave  behind. 
4«.Ay-me,he'lI  find  the  young  man  there,  and  bemad. Ca.  O  Diable,  Diable  :  vat  is  in  my  Clofet  ? 

Villa nie,  La-roon :  Rugby,  my  Rapier. 
J^k.  Good  Mafter  be  content. 
£a.  Wherefore  fhould  f  be  content- a  ? 
g)u.  The  young  man  is  an  honeft  man. 
Ca.  What  (hall  de  honeft  man  do  in  my  Clofet :  dere 

is  no  honeft  man  dat  fhall  come  in  my  Clofet. 
gu.  I  befeech  you  be  not  fo  flegmatick  :  hear  the 

truth  of  it.  He  came  of  an  errand  to  me  from  Parfon 

Hugh. 
Ca.  Veil. 
Si.  I  forfooth,  to  defire  her  to— 
Qu.  Peace,  I  pray  you. 
Ca.  Peace-a-your-tongue,  fpeak-a  your  Tale. 
Si.  To  defire  this  honeft  Gentlewoman  (  your  Maid) 

to  fpeak  a  good  word  to  Miftrefs  Anne  Page  for  my  Ma- 
fter in  the  way  of  marriage. 

£>u.  This  is  all  indeed-la  :  but  i'le  ne're  put  my  finger in  the  fire  arid  need  not. 

Ca.  Sir  Hugh  fend-a-you  ?  Rugby,  ballow  me  fome  Pa- 

per :  tarry  you  a  littell-a-while. 
gui.  I  am  glad  he  is  fo  quiet :  if  he  had  been  through- 
ly moved,you  fhould  have  heard  him  fo  loud,and  fb  m,e- 

lancholly :  but  notwithftanding  man,  I'le  do  for  your  ma- tter what  good  1  can :  and  the  very  yea,  and  the  no  is,  the 
French  Doctor  my  Mafter,  ( I  may  call  him  my  Mafter, 
look  you:  for  I  keep  his  houfe ;  and  I  warn,  ring,  brew,] 
bake,  fcour,  drefs  meat  and  drink,make  the  beds,  and  do 
all  my  felf.  ) 

Sim.  'Tis  a  great  charge  to  come  under  one  bodies hand. 

J$tti:  Are  you  a-vis'd  o'that  ?  you  fhall  find  it  a  great 
charge  :  and  to  be  up  early,  and  down  late :  but  notwith- 

ftanding, ( to  tell  you  in  your  ear,  [  would  have  no  words 
of  it)  my  Mafter  himfelf  is  in  love  with  Miftrefs  Anne 

Page  :  but  notwithftanding  that  I  know  Amies  mind,  that's  j 
neither  here  nor  there: 

Cai.  You,  Jack'Nape :  givie'a  this  Letter  to  Sir  Hugh, 
by  gar  it  isafhallenge :  I  will  cut  his  troat  in  de  Parke, 

and  1  will  teach  afcurvyjack-a-nape  Prieft  to  meddle  or 
make  :  —  you  may  begone  :  it  is  not  good  you  tarry 
here  :  by  gar  1  will  cut  all  his  two  ftones :  by  gar,  he 
fhall  not  have  a  ftone  to  trow  at  his  dog: 

Jguii  Alas :  he  fpeaks  but  for  his  friend. 

Cai.  It  is  no  matter'a  ver  dat :  do  not  yon  tell-a-me 
dat  I  fhall  have  Anne  Page  for  my  felf?  by  gar,  Ivill  kill 
de  Jack  Prieft  :  and  I  have  appointed  mine  Hoft  of  de 
Garter  to  meafure  our  weapon:  by  gar /will  my  felf  J 
have  Ann  Page; 

£>ui.  Sir,  the  maid  loves  you,  and  all  fhall  be  well:  We 
muft  give  folks  leave  to  prate:  what  the  good-jer. 

Ca:.  Rugby,  come  to  the  Court  with  me:  by  gar,  if  7 
have  not  Anne  Page,  I  (hall  turn  your  head  out  of  my 
door:  follow  my  heels,  Rugby. 

J£ui.   You  fhall  have  Ann&fooh -head  of  your  own,! 

No,  I  know  Anns  mind  for  that :  •  that  never  a  woman  in  J 
Wind  for  knows  more  of  Anns  mind  rhan-J  do,  nor  can  do 
more  than  J  do  with  her,  I  thank  Heaven. 

Fenton.  Who's  within  there,  hoa  ? 
^ui;  Who's  there,  /  troa  PCome  near  the  houfe  Jpray 

you. 

Fen.  How  now  (  good  woman  )  how  doft  thou  ? 
J$ui.  The  better  that  it  pleafesyour  good  Worfhip  to 

ask. Fen.  What  news  ?  how  does  .pretty  Miftrefs  Anne  ?] 3ui.  In  i 
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99 Mui.  In  truth  Sir,  and  flie  is  pretty,  and  honeft,  and  gen- 
tie,  and  one  that  is  your  friend,  I  can  tell  you  that  by  the 

way,  I  praife  heaven  for  it. 

Few.  Shall  I  do  any  good  think'ft  thou  ?  (hall  I  not  lofe  my 
fait?  ,  ...... 

gui.  Troth  Sir,  all  is  in  his  hands  above :  but  notwith- 

ftanding  C Matter  Fenton),  riebelivorn  on  a  book  (he 

loves  you;  Have  not  your  Worfhip  a  Wart  above  your 

Eye  ? 
Fen.  Yes  marry  have  I :  what  of  that  ? 

£>ui.  Well,  thereby  hangs  a  tale :  good  faith,  it  is  fuch 

another  Nan ,  but  (I  deteft)  an  honeft  maid  as  ever  broke 

bread :  we  had  an  hours  talk  of  that  Wart :  I  fliall  never 

laugh  but  in  that  maids  company :  but  (indeed)  (he  is  gi- 

ven too  much  to  Allicholly  and  mufing,  but  for  you  

Well  go  to  — 

Fen.  Well :  I  fliall  fee  her  to  day;  hold,  there's  money  for 
thee :  Let  me  have  thy  voice  in  my  behalf :  if  thou  feeft  her 

before  me,  commend  me— — ■ 
gut.  Willi?  I  faith  that  we  will:  And  I  will  tell  your 

Worftiip  more  of  the  Wart,  the  next  time  we  have  confi- 
dence, and  of  other  Wooers. 

Fen.  Well :  farewell :  I  am  in  great  hafte  now. 

Jgui.  Farewell  to  your  Worfhip :  truly  an  honeft  Gentle- 
man: but  Ann  loves  him  not:  for  1  know  Anns  mind  as  well 

as  another  does :  out  upon't :  what  have  I  forgot  ? 

Exit-. 

Aftus  Secundum.   Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Miftris  Page,  Miftris  Ford,  Mafter  Page,  Matter 
Ford,  Piftol,  Nym,  Quickly,  Hoft,  Shallow. 

Mif  Page.  What,  have  I  feap'd  Love-Letters  in  the 
holyday-timeof  my  beauty,  and  am  I  now  afubjedt  for 
them  ?  let  me  lee : 

Ask  me  no  Reafon  why  I  love  you ;  for  tho  Love  ufe  Reafon 
for  his  Precifian,  he  admit t  him  net  for  his  Ccunfellor :  you  are 

not  young,  no  more  am  I:  go  to  then ,  there's  fympathy:  you  are 
merry,  Jo  am  I:  ha,  ha,  then  thcre,s  more  fympathy :  you  love 
Sack,&  fo  do  I:  wo-ild  ycu  defire  better  fympathy  ?  Let  it  fuffice 
thee  (  Miftris  Page)  at  the  laft  if  the  Love  of  a  Souldie'-  can 

fuffce,  that,  I  love  thee  ;  1  will  not  fay  pity  met  *tis  not  a  SmI- 
dier-hke  phrafe,  but  I  fay,  love  me  : 

By  me,  thine  cvfn  true  Knight, by  day  or  night: 
Or  any  kind  of  light,  with  all  his  might, 
For  thee  to  fight.  John  Falftaffe* 

What  a  Herod  of  Jury  is  this?  O  wicked,  wicked  world: 
|  One  that  is  well  nigh  worn  to  pieces  with  age, 
To  {how  himfelf  a  young  Gallant  ?  what  unwayed 
Behaviour  hath  this  Flemifh  drunkard  pickt 

(Tth' devils  name)  out  of  my  converfation  that  dares  in 
this  manner  affay  me?Why,he  hath  not  been  thrice  in  my 
Company :  what  Chould  I  fay  to  him  ?  1  was  then  frugal  of 

my  mirth  (heaven  forgive  me)  -.  Why,  Tie  exhibit  a  Bill  in 
the  Parliament  for  the  putting  down  of  men:  how  (hall 

I  be  reveng'd  on  him  ?  for  reveng'd  I  will  be,  as  fure  as  his 
guts  are  made  of  puddings. 

Mif.  Ford,.  Miftris  Page,  truft  me,  I  was  going  to  your 
houfe. 

Mif.  Page.  And  truft  me,  I  was  coming  to  you :  you  look 
very  ill. 

Mif.  F»rd.  Nay,  I'le  ne're  believe  that  •  I  have  to  fhew 
to  the  contrary. 

Mif.  Page.  'Faith  but  you  do,  in  my  mind. 
Mif.Ford.  Well:  I  do  then:  yet  I  fay,  I  could  (hew 

you  to  the  contrary:  O  Miftris  Page,  give  me  fome  coun- fel. 

I  

M'fi  Page.  What's  the  matier,  woman  \ 
Mif  Fcrd.  O  woman  !  if  it  were  not  for  one  trifling  re- 

fpect,  I  ?ould  come  to  fuch  honour.- 
Mtf.  Page.  Hang  the  tr.tie  (woman)/  take  the  honour : 

what  is  it  ?  difpenfe  with  trifles :  what  is  it  ? 
Mif.  Ford.  If  I  would  but  go  to  hell  for  an  eternal  mo- 

ment, or  fb  ;  I  could  be  knighted. 
Mif.  Prf£<?.What,thou  lieft !  Sir  Alice  Fcrd!  thefc  Knights 

will  hack,  and  16  thou  fhould'ft  not  alter  the  article  of  thy Gentry. 

Mif  Ford.  We  burn  day-light,  here,  read,  read:  per- 
ceive how  I  might  be  Knighted:  I  fhall  think  the  worlc 

of  fat  men  as  long  as  I  have  an  Eye  to  make  difference  of 
mens  liking  j  and  yet  he  would  nor  fwear:  praife  Wo- 
mensmodefty  :  and  gave  fuch  orderly  and  well-behaved 
Reproof  to  all  uncomeliriefs,  that  f  would  havefyvorn 
his  Difpofition  would  have  gone  to  the  truth  of  his 
Words :  but  they  do  no  more  adhere,  and  keep  place  to- 

gether, than  the  Hundred  Pfalms  to  the  Tune  of  Green- 
fleeves :  What  tempeft  (  J  trua)  threw  this  Whale  (with  fo 
many  Tuns  of  Oyl  in  his  belly)  a'  fhore  at  Windfor  ?  How 
fhall  I  be  revenged  on  him  3  f  think  the  belt  way  were  to 
entertain  him  with  hope,  till  the  wicked  fire  of  Luft  have 
melted  him  in  his  own  greafe  :  Did  you  ever  hear  the 
like  ? 

Mif  Page.^  Letter  for  Letter ;  but  that  the  name  of  Page 
and  Ford  differ s .  to  thy  great  comfort  in  this  myftery  of 

ill  Opinions,  here's  the  twin-brother  of  thy  Letter  j  but 
let  thine  inherit  ftrft  •  for  1  proteft  mine  never  fliall :  I  war- 

rant he  hath  a  thoufand  of  thefe^Letters,  writ  with  blank- 
fpace  for  different  names  (fue  more) :  and  thefe  are  of  the 

Second  Edition  :  he  will  print  them  out  of  doubt  •  for  he 
cares  not  what  he  puts  into  the  Piefs,  when  he  would  put 
us  two :  I  had  rather  be  a  Giarttefs,  and  lie  under  Mcunt- 

Pelion :  Well :  I  will  find  you  twenty  lafcivious  Turtles  e're one  chafte  man. 

Mif.Ford.  Why,  this  is  the  very  fame:  the  very  hand  : 
the  very  words :  What  doth  he  think  of  us  ? 

Mif  Page.  Nay,  I  know  not :  it  makes  me  almoft  rea- 
dy to  wrangle  with  mine  own  Honefty  :  Tie  entertain 

my  felf  like  one  that  I  am  not  acquainted  withal :  for 
fure  unlefs  he  knew  fbme  Strain  in  me,  that  I  know 
not  my  felf,  he  would  never  have  boorded  me  in  this fury. 

Mif.  Ford*  Boording,  call  it  you  ?  I'le  be  fure  to  keep 
him  above  deck- 

Mif  Pag:.  So  will  I:  if  he  come  under  my  hatches,rie  ne- 
ver to  Sea  again  :  Let's  be  reveng'd  on  him ;  let's  appoint 

him  a  meeting :  give  him  a  fhow  of  comfort  in  his  fuit ;  and 

lead  him  on  with  a  line  baited  delay,-  till  he  hath  pawn'd his  horfesao  mine  Hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Mif.Ford.  Nay,  I  will  confent  to  act  any  Villany  againft 
him  that  may  not  fully  thecharinefs  of  our  honefty:  Oh 
that  my  husband  faw  this  Letter :  it  would  give  eternal  food 
to  his  jealoufie. 

MiJ.Page.  Why,  look  where  he  comes :  and  my  good 

man  too  :  he's  as  far  from  jealoufie  as  I  am  from  gi- 
ving him  caufe,  and  that  (I  hope)  is  an  unmeafurable  di- 

ftance. 
Mif  Ford.  You  are  the  happier  woman. 

Mif.  Page.  Let's  confult  together  againft  this  greafie 
Knight :  Come  hither. 

Ford.  Well I  hope  it  be  not  fo. 
Pifi.  Hopeisacurtaldogin  fome  affairs. 

Sir  John  affects  thy  Wife. 
Ford.  Why  fir,  thy  Wife  is  not  young. 
Pifi.  He  wooes  both  high  and  low,  both  rich  and  poor, 

both  young  and  old,  and  one  with  another  {Ford)  he  loves 
thy  Gally-mawfry  ( Ford)  perpend. 

Ford.  Love  my  Wife  ? 

Pifi.  With  liver  burning  hot :  prevent  j 
Or  go  thou  like  Sir  ABeon,  with 

Ring-wood  at  thy  heels:  O,  odious  is  the  name. 
Ford.  What  name,  Sir  ? 

D  x  Pifi 



i    /lo                          1  he  iyibvyv  Wives  of  Wind  (or 

P//?.  The  horn,  I  fay:  Farewell: 
Take  heed,  have  open  Eye;  for  thieves  do  foot  by  night. 

Take  heed  e'refummer  comes,  or  Cuckoo-birds  do  fing. 
Away  fir  Corporal  Nim. 
Believe  it  ( Pa?e),  he  fpeaks  fence. 

Ford*  I  Will  be  pitient:  I  will  find  out  this. 
Nim.  And  this  is  true:  Hike  not  the  humor  of  lying: 

he  hath  wrong'd  me  in  fome  humours :  I  fhould  have  born 
the 'nimour'd  Letter  to  her:  but  1  have  a  fword ,  and  it  (ha  11 
bite  upon  my  necefiity :  he  loves  your  Wife  j  There's  the 
fhort  and  the  long .-  My  name  is  Corporal  Nim :  I  fpeak  it, 
and  I  avouch ,  'tis  true  :  my  name  is  Nim :  and  Faldaffe 
loves  your  Wife:  adieu  :  I  love  not  the  humour  of  bread 
and  cheefe:  adieu. 

Page.  The  humour  of  it  (quoth  'a)  ?  here's  a  fellow 
frights  Engl  i  front  of  his  Wit?. 

Ford.  I  Will  leek  out  FaJflaffe. 
Page.  1  never  heard  fuel)  a  drawling  affetting  Rogue. 
Ford.  If  I  do  find  it :  Well. 

Page.  I  will  not  believe  fuch  a  Cataian,  tho  the  Prieft 
o'  tW  Town  commended  him  for  a  true  man. 

Ford.  'Twas  a  good  fenfible  fellow :  Well, 
'Page.  Hownow  Meg  ? 
Mt[.  Page.  Whither  go  you  (Gecrge)  ?  hark  you. 
Abif.Ford.  How  now  (Tweet  Frank),  why  art  thou  me- 

lancholly ? 
Ford  I  melancholly !  1  am  not  melancholly : 

Get  you  home,  go. 
Mif  Ford.  Faith,  thou  haft  fome  crotchets  in  thy  head. 

Now:  will  you  go,  MijBisPagc} 

Mi f.  Page.  Have  with  you :  you'l  come  to  dinner,  George? 
Look  who  comes  yonder  :  fhe  fhall  be  our  Meffenger  to 
this  paltry  Knight. 

Mif.  Ford.  Truftme,  I  thought  on  her :  fhe'le  fit  it. 
Mif  Page.  You  are  come  to  fee  my  daughter  Ann  ? 

jgui.  I  forfooth:  and  I  pray  how  do's  good  Miftris 
Ann  ? 

Mif  Ptge>  Go  in  with  us  and  fee :  we  have  an  hours  talk 
with  you. 

Page.  How  now  >  Mafter  Ford. 
Ford.  You  heard  what  this  Knave  told  me,  did  you  not  ? 
Page.  Yes :  and  you  heard  what  the  other  told  me  ? 
Ford.  Do  you  think  there  is  truth  in  them  ? 

Page.  Hang  'em  flaves :  I  do  not  think  the  Knight  would offer  it:  but  thefe  that  accule  him  in  his  intent  towards  our 

Wives,  are  a  Yoke  of  his  difcarded  men:  very  Rogues  now 
they  be  out  of  (ervice. 

Ford.  Were  they  his  men  ? 

Page.  Marry  were  they. 
Ford.  1  like  it  never  the  better  for  that. 

Do's  he  lie  at  the  Garter  ? 

Page.  I  marry  do's  he  :  if  he  fhould  intend  this  Voyage 
toward  my  Wife,  I  would  turn  her  loofe  to  him;" and  what 
he  gets  more  of  her  than  fharp  words,  let  it  lie  on  my 
head. 

Ford.-  I  do  not  mifdoubt  my  Wife :  but  I  would  be  loath 
to  turn  them  together  :  a  man  may  be  too  confident :  I 

would  have  nothing  lie  on  my  head :  I  cannot  be  thus  fa- 
tisfied. 

Page.  Look  where  my  ranting-Hoft  of  the  Garter 
comes :  there  is  either  liquor  in  his  pate,  or  money  in 

his  purfe,  when  he  looks  fo  merrily :  How  now  mine 
Hoft  ? 

Hoft.  How  now  Eully-Rooke :  thou'rt  a  Gentleman  Ca- 
valerio-Juftice,  I  fay. 

Shal.  I  follow  (mine  Hoft),  I  follow :  Good  even,  and 
twenty  (good  Mafter  Page).  Mafter  Page,  will  you  go  with 
us  ?  We  have  fport  in  hand. 

Hoft.  Tell  him ,  Cavalerio-Juflice  s  tell  him  Bully- 
Rook. 

Shal.  Sir,  there  is  a  fray  to  be  fought  between  Sir  Hugh, 
rhp  Wtlrh-Vr\e[r   Tnd  Caifft   the  French-DoCtor. 

Ford.  Good  mine  Hoft  o' th*  Garter,  a  word  with  you. 

Hft.  What fai'ft thou,  my  Bully-Rook? 

mh  Will  you  go  with  us  to  behold  it  ?  My  merr*  Hoft hath  had  the  meaftiring  of  their  Weapons  ;  and  (1  think) 
hath  appointed  them  contrary  places  :  for  (believe me)  I 
hear  the  Par  (on  is  no  Jefter :  Hark,  I  will  tell  you  what  our 
(port  fhall  be. Hoft.  Haft  thou  no  fuit  againft  my  Knight,  mv  sueft- 
Cavaleir?                                              

-  ° 
Shal  NoneJ  proteft;  but  I'le  give  you  a  pottle  of burn'd Sack  to  give  me  reconrfe  to  him,  and  tell  him  my  name  is 

Broom :  only  for  a  Jeft.  - 
%  hand  <BuIJy):  fhou  (halt  have  egrefs  and  re- grefs  (faid  I  well)  ?  and  thy  name  fhall  be  Broom.  It  is  a 

merry  Knight :  will  you  go  an-heirs  ? Shal.  Have  with  you,  mine  Hoft. 
Page.  I  have  heard  the  French-man  hath  good  skill  in  his 

Rapier. 
Shal.  Tut,  fir  :T  could  have  told  vou  more:  In  thefe 

times  you  ftand  on  diftance:  your  "Paflss,  Stcccado's and  I  know  not  what:  'tis  the  heart  (Mafter  Page) :  'tis 
here,  'tis  here :  I  have  feen  the  time,  wirh  mv  Iong- fword,  I  would  have  made  you  four  tall  fellows  skip  like 

Rats.  
r 

Hoft.  Here  boys,  here :  fhall  we  wag  ? 
Page:  Have  with  you :  I  had  rather  hear  them  fcold  than 

fight. Ford.  Tho  Page  beafecure  fool,  and  ftand  fo  firmlvon 
his  Wives  frailty ;  yet  I  cannot  put  off  my  opinion  fb  eafi- 
Iy :  fhe  was  in  his  company  at  Page's  houfe :  and  what  they 
made  there,  I  know  not.  Well :  I  will  look  further  into't  ■ 
and  I  have  a  difguife  to  found  Falftaffe  :  if  1  find  her  honeft' I  lofe  not  my  labour:  if  fhe  beotherwife,  'tis  labour  well bellowed. 

Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Falftaffe,  Piftol,  Robin,  Quickly,  Eardolffe, 
Ford. 

Fal.  I  will  not  lend  thee  a  penny. 

Pift  Why  then  the  World's  mine  Oyfter,  which  I,  with 
fword  will  open. 

Fal.  Not  a  penny :  I  have  been  content  (Sir)  you  fhould 
lay  my  countenance  to  pawn:  I  have  grated  upon  mv 
good  friends  for  three  Reprieves  for  you,  and  vour  Coach- 

fellow,  Nim;  or  elfe you  had  look'd  through  the  grate, 
like  a  Gemeny  of  Baboons :  I  am  damn'd  in  hell  for  {wear- 

ing to  Gentlemen,  my  friends,  you  were  good  Soldiers, 
and  tall  fellows.  And  when  Miftris  Briget  loft  the  han- 

dle of  her  Fan,  I  took't  upon  mine  honour  thou  hadft  it 

not. 
Pift.  Did'ft  thou  not  fhare?  had'ft  thou  not  fifteen 

pence  ? 
Fal.  Reafon,  you  Rogue,  Reafbn:  think'ft  thou  Tie 

endanger  my  foul, gratis  ?  At  a  word :, hang  no  more  about 
me ;  1  am  no  Gibbet  for  you :  go,  a  fhert  knife,  and  a 

throng,  to  your  Mannor  of  Pickt-hateht :  go,  you'l  not 
bear  a  Letter  forme,  you  Rogue  :  you  ftand  upon  your 
honour :  Why  (thou  unconfinable  bafenefs),  it  is  as  much 
as  I  can  do  to  keep  the  term  of  my  honour  precife :  1,1:1 
myfelf  fometimes,  leaving  the  fear  of  heaven  on  the  left 
hand,  and  hiding  mine  honour  in  my  necelllty,  am  fain 
to  muffle,  to  hedg,  and  to  lurch;  and  yet,  you  Rogue, 

will  enfconfe  your  Rags,  your  Cat-a-Mcuntain-looks,your 
Red  Lattice  Phrafes,  and  your  boId-beating-Oaths,  under 
the  fhelter  of  your  honour :  you  will  not  do  it,  you. 

Pift.  I  do  relent:  What  would  thou  more  of  man  ? 

Rob.  Sir,  here's  a  Woman  would  fpeak  with  you. Fal.  Let  her  approach. 

Js>ui.  Give  your  Worfhip  good  morrow. 
Fal.  , 



The  merry  Wives  of  Wind  for. 

Fal.  Good  morrow,  good  wife. 

Shut.  Not  fo,  and't  pleafe  your  Worfhip. 
Fal  Good  maid  then. 

jgwi.  Tie  be  fworn, 

As  my  mother  was  the  firft  hour  I  was  born. 
Fal.  I  do  believe  the  fwearer :  what  with  me  ? 

£>mt  Shall  I  vouchfafe  your  Worfhip  a  word  or  two  ? 
Fal.  Twothoufand  (fair  woman),  and  Fie  vouchfafe 

thee  the  hearing. 
Qui.  There  is  one  Miftris  Ford  (Sir):  I  pray  come  a 

little  nearer  this  ways:  I  my  felf  dwell  with  M.  Doctor 
Cams. 

Fal.  Well,  on :  Miftris  Ford,  you  fay. 

«%/'.Your  Worfhi  p  fays  very  true :  I  pray  your  Worfhip 
come  a  little  nearer  this  ways. 

Fal.  I  warrant  thee  no  body  hears :  mine  own  people, 
mine  own  people. 

Qui.  Are  they  fo  ?  Heaven  blefs  them,  and  make  them 
his  fervants. 

Fal.  Well :  Miftris  Ford  •  what  of  her  ? 

Qui.  Why,  Sir,  fhe's  a  gocd  creature  :  lord,  lord,  your 
Worfhip's  a  wanton :  well :  heaven  forgive  you,  and  all  of 
us,  !  pray  

Fal.  Miftris  Ford:  come.  Miftris  Ford. 

Qui.  Marry,  this  is  the  fhort  and  the  long  of  it:  you 
have  brought  her  into  fuch  a  Canaries  as  tis  wonderful : 
the  beft  Courtier  of  them  all  (  when  the  Court  lay  at 
JViudfcr)  could  never  have  brought  her  to  fuch  a  Cana 

ry :  yet  there  has  been  Knights,  and  Lords  and  Gentle- 
men,wi  th  their  Coacnes  :I  warrant  you  Coach  after  Coach , 
letter  after  letter,  gift  after  gift,  (melling  (6  fweetly  ;  all 
musk  ;  and  fo  rufhling,  1  warrant  yon,  in  filk  and  gold, 
and  in  fuch  alligant  terms,  and  in  fuch  wine  and  fligar  of 
the  beft,  and  the  faireft,  that  would  have  won  any  womans 

heart:  and  I  warrant  you  they  could  never  get  an  Eye- 
wink  of  her:  I  had  my  felf  twenty  Angels  given  me  this 
morning;  but  I  defie  all  Angels  (in  any  fuch  fort  as  they 
fay)  but  in  the  way  of  honefty :  and  I  warrant  you,  they 
could  never  get  her  fo  much  as  fip  on  a  Cup  with  the 
proudeft  of  them  all ;  and  yet  there  has  been  Earls ;  nay 
(which  is  more),  Pentioners,  but  I  warrant  you  all  is  one 
with  her. 

Fal.  But  what  fays  {he  to  me?  be  brief  my  good  fhe- 
Mtrcurj. 

Qjit.  Marry,  fhe  hath  receiv'd  your  Letter  ;  for  the 
which  fhe  thanks  you  a  thoufand  times ;  and  fhe  gives  you 
to  notifie,  that  her  husband  will  be  abience  from  his  houfe 
between  ten  and  eleven. 

Fal.  Ten  and  eleven. 

Qui.  1,  forfooth  :  and  then  you  may  come  and  fee  the 

picture  f  fhe  faysj  that  you  wot  of:  Mafter  Ford,  her  hui: 
band,  will  be  from  home:  Alas!  the  fweet  woman  leads  an 

ill  life  with  him :  he's  a  very  jealoufie-man ;  fhe  leads  a  very 
frampold  life  with  him  (good  heart}. 

Fal.  Ten  and  eleven  : 

Woman,  commend  me  to  her,  1  will  not  fail  her. 
Qui.  Why,  you  fay  well:  But  I  have  another  meffenger 

to  your  Worfhip:  Miftris  Page  hasher  hearty  commen- 
dations to  you  too :  and  let  me  tell  you  in  your  ear,  fhe's 

as  fartuous  a  civil  modeft  Wife,  and  one  (I  tell  you)  that 
will  not  mifs  you  morning  nor  evening  prayer,  as  any  is  in 

IVmdfor,  who  e're  be  the  other:  and  fhe  bad  me  tell  your 
Worfhip,  that  her  husband  is  feldom  from  home  ;  but  fhe 
hopes  therewill  come  a  time.I  never  knew  a  woman  fo  doat 
upon  a  man ;  furely  I  think  you  have  Charms,  la :  yes  in 
truth. 

Fal.  Not  I,  I  allure  thee ;  fetting  the  attraction  of  my 
good  parts  afide,  I  have  no  other  Charms. 

Qui.  Bleffing  on  your  heart  for't. 
Fal.  But  I  pray  thee  tell  me  this :  has  Ford's  Wife,  and 

Page's  Wife  acquainted  each  other  how  they  love  me  ? 
Qui  That  were  a  jelt  indeed:  they  have  not  fo  little 

grace  I  hope  ,  that  were  a  trick  indeed  :  But  Miftris  Page 
would  defire  you  to  fend  her  your  little  Page,  of  alhovct  : 

her  husband  has  a  marvellous  infection  to  the  little  Page : 
and  truly  Mafter  Page  is  an  honeft  man  ;  never  a  Wife  in 

IVmdfor  leads  a  better  life  than  fhe  do's:  do  what  fhe  will, 
fay  what  fhe  will,  take  all,  pay  all,  go  to  bed  when  fhe  lift, 
rife  when  fhe  lift;  all  is  as  fhe  will,  and  truly  fhedeferves 
it ;  for  if  there  be  a  kind  woman  in  Wind  for,  fhe  is  one :  you 
muft  fend  her  your  Page;  no  Remedy. 

Fal.  Why,  I  will. 

Qui.  Nay,  but  do  (b  then,  and,  look  you,  he  may  come 
and  go  between  you  both  :  and  in  any  cafe,  have  a  nay- 
word,  that  you  may  know  one  anothers  mind,  and  the 

boy  never  need  to  underftand  any  thing  ,  for  'tis  nor  good 
that  children  fhould  know  any  wickednefs :  old  folks, 
you  know,  have  difcretion,  as  they  fay,  and  know  the 
World. 

Fal.  Fare  thee  well :  commend  me  to  them  both  :  there's 
my  purfe  ,  1  am  yet  thy  debtor :  Boy,  go  along  With  this 
woman:  this  newsd.ftracts  me. 

Pt(l.  This  Punk  is  one  of  Cupid's  Carriers : 
Clap  on  more  fails,  purfite  ;  up  with  your  fights : 
Give  fire:  fhe  is  my  prize ;  or  Ocean  whelm  them  all. 

Fal.  Saift  thou  fo  (  old  Jack  )  ?  Go  thy  wavs  :  Fie 
make  more  of  thy  old  body  than  I  have  done  :  will  they 
yet  look  after  thee^  Wilt  thou  after  the  cxpence  of  fo 
much  monev,  be  now  a  gainer  ?  good  body,  I  thank  thee ! 

let  them  fay,  'tisgiofly  done,  lb  it  be  fairly  done/no  mat- ter 

Bar.  Sir  John,  there's  one  Mafter  Bram  below  would 
fain  fpeak  with  you,  and  be  acquainted  with  you .  and  hath 
lent  your  Worfhip  a  mornings  dradght  of  Sack. 

Fal.  Broom  is  his  name  ? 

Baft.  I  Sir Fal.  Call  him  in :  fuch  Brocms  2re  welcome  to  me,  that 

o'reflows  Inch  liquor  :ah,  ah.  Miftris  Ford  and  Miftris  Fage, 
have  I  encomprilled  \  on  ?  go  to,  via. 

Ford.  Blefs  you,  iir. 
Fal.  And  you,  fir  :  would  you  fpeak  with  me  ? 
Ford.  I  make  bold  to  preis  with  fo  little  preparation  up- 

on you. Fal.  You  f  welcome:  what's  your  will  ?  Give  ns  leave. Drawer. 

Ford-  Sir,  lam  a  Gentleman  that  have  fpent  much ;  my 
name  is  Broom. 

Fal  Good  Mafter  Broom-  I  defire  more  acquaintance 

of  v'on. Ford.  Good  Sir  John,  I  fue  for  yours :  not  to  charge 
you  ;  for  I  muft  let  you  underftand,  1  think  my  lelf  in 
better  plight  for  a  Lender,  than  you  are :  the  which 

hath  fometlung  emboidned  me  to  this  unfeafbn'd  intfti li- 
on :  for  they  fay,  if  money  go  before,  all  ways  do  lie  o- 

pen. 

Pall  Money  is  a  good  Soldier  (fir),  and  will  on. 

F  rd  'Froth  and  I  have  a  bag  (if  money  here  troubles 
me ;  if  you  will  he'p  to  bear  it  (Sir  JpbnJ,  taw  all,  or  half, 
for  effing  me  of  the  carriage. 

Fal.  Sir,  1  know  not  how  I  may  deferve  to  be  your  Por- 
ter. 

Ford.  I  will  tell  you,  Sir,  if  you  will  give  me  the  hear- 
ing. 

Fal.  Speak  (good  Mafter  Broun) :  1  fhall  be  glad  to  be 

your  fervant. 
Ford-  Sir,  I  hear  you  are  a  Scholar  (\  will  be  brief  with 

you)  and  you  have  been  a  man  long  known  to  me,  tlio  I 
had  never  fb  good  means  as  defire,  to  make  my  felt  ac- 

quainted with  you.  I  fhall  di'fcovcr  a  thing  to  you.  where- 
in I  muft  very  much  lay  open  mine  own  impentction:  but 

(good  Sir  John  J  as  you  have  one  eye  tipon  my  tallies,  as 
you  hear  them  unfolded,  turn  another  into  the  Regifter 

of  your  own,  that  I  may  pals  with  a  Reproof  the  eafi- 
er,  fith  you  your  felf  know  hcRveafieit  is  to  be  fuch  an 
Offender. 

Fal.  Very  well,  fir,  proceed. 

Ford.  There  is  a  Gentlewoman  in  this  Town,  her  huf- 
band's  name  is  Ford. 

D  3  Fal. 
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Fat.  Well,  lir. 
FprJ.  I  have  long  lov\i  her,  and  f  proteftto  you,  beftow- 

ed  much  on  her ;  followed  her  with  adoatingobfervance: 

ingrols'd  opportunities  to  meet  her:  fee'd  every  (light  oc- 
c  ili6n  that  could  hut  niggardly  give  me  fight  of  her :  not 
only  bought  many  prelents  to  give  her,  buthavegiven 
largely  to  many,  to  know  what  fhe  would  have  given: 

Briefly,!  have  purfu'd  her  as  Love  hath  purfucd  me,  which 
hath  been  on  the  wing  of  all  occafions :  but  whatfbever  T 
have  merited ,  either  in  my  mind,  or  in  my  means,  meed  I 
am  fit  re  I  have  received  none,  unlefs  experience  be  a  Jewel 
that  I  have  purchafed  at  an  infinite  rate,  and  that  hath 
taught  me  to  fay  this  : 

'c  Lrrve  like  a  (hadow  flics,  when  fubftance  Love  pur  flues  ; 
"  furfltung  that  that  flies,  and  flying  what  mtrflues. 

Fal  Have  you  receiv'd  no  promife  of  fatisfaclion  at  her hands  ? 
Ford.  Never. 

i  V.  Have  you  importun'd  her  tofuch  a  purpofe  ? 
for.  Never. 
Fal.  Of  what  quality  was  your  love  then  ? 

Ford.  Like  a  fair  houfc  built  on  another  man's  ground  ; 
Co  that  1  have  loft  my  Edifice  ,  by  miftaking  the  place 
where  I  erected  it. 

Fa!.  To  what*  purpofe  have  you  unfolded  this  to  me  ? 
Ford.  When  I  have  told  you  that,  1  have  told  you  all : 

Some  fay,  thattho  (he  appear  honeftto  me,  yet  in  other 
places  fhe  enlargeth  her  mirth  fofar,  that  there  is  fhrewd 
Conftrudtion  made  of  her.  Now  (Sir  John)  here  is  the 
heart  of  my  purpofe :  You  are  a  Gentleman  of  excellent 
Breeding,  admirable  Difcourfe,  of  great  admittance,  All- 

thentick  in  your  Place  and  Perfon,  generally  allow'd  for 
your  many  War  like,  Court-like,  and  Learned  Preparati- 
ons. 

Fal  OStr. 
For d.  Believe  it ;  for  you  know  it :  there  is  money ;  fpend 

it,  fpend  it,  fpend  more :  fpend  all  I  have  •  only  give  me  lb 
much  of  your  time  in  exchange  of  it,  as  to  lay  an  amiable 

fuge  to  the  honefty  of  this  Ford's  Wife:  ufe  your  Art  of 
wooing ;  win  her  to  confent  to  you :  if  any  man  may,  you 
may  as  (6 on  as  any 

Fal  Would  it  apply  well  to  the  vehemence  of  your 
Affection  ,  that  I  lhould  win  what  you  would  en 

joy  ?  Mechinks  you  preferibe  to  your  felf  very  prepofte- 
roufly. 

Ford-  O,  underftand  my  drift:  fhe  dwells  fofecurely  on 
the  Excellency  of  her  honour,  that  the  folly  of  my  foul 

dares  not  prelent  it  feif ;  as  fhe  is  too  bright  to  be  look'd  a 
gainft.    Now  could  1  come  to  her  with  any  detection  in 
my  hand  ;  my  defireshad  inrtanceand  argument  to  com 
mend  themfelves  ;  1  could  drive  her  then  from  the  ward  of 

her  Purity,  her  Reputation,  her  Marriage- Vow,  and  a 
thoufand  other  her  defences,  which  now  are  too  too 

ftrong-ly  embattailed  againlt  me  :  what  fay  you  to't,  Sir 

fohn  ? Fal.  Mafter  Broom,  I  will  firft  make  bold  with  your  mo- 

ney ;  next,  give  me  your  hand ;  and  laft,  as  I  am  a  Gentle- 

man, you  (hall,  if  you  will,  enjoy  Ford's  Wile. Ford.  O  good  fir  ! 
Fal.  I  fay,  you  (hall. 
Ford.  Want  no  money  (  Sir  John  ):  you  (hall  want 

none. 
Fal.  Want  no  Mislris  Ford (Matter  Broom):  you  fhall 

want  none :  I  (hall  be  with  her  fl  may  tell  you)  by  her  own 

appointment :  even  as  you  came  into  me,  her  aihftant,  or 
go-betueen.  parted  from  me  :  I  fay,  I  fhall  be  with  her  be- 

tween ten  and  eleven :  for  at  that  time  the  jealous-rafcal- 
ly-knave,  her  husband,  will  be  forth  :  come  you  tome  at 

night,  you  fhall  know  I  fpecd. 
Ford.  Iam  bleft  in  your  acquaintance:  Do  you  know 

Ford,  Sir? 
Fal.  Hang  him (poorCuckoldly  knave)  I  knowhim  not; 

/yet  !  wrong  him,  to  call  him  poor  :  they  lay,  the  )ealou 
■  wittolly-knave  harh  mafiesof  money  ;  (or  the  which  his 
Wife  feems  to  me  well-favoured.    1  will  ufe  her  as  the  key 
of  the  Cuckold-Rogues  Coder  •  and  there's  my  Harveft- 
home. 

Ford.  I  would  yon  knew  Ford,  fir,  that  you  might  avoid 
him,  if  you  faw  him. 

Fal.  Hang  him,  mechanical-fak-butter  Rogue;  I  will 
ftare  him  out  of  his  Wits:  I  will  awe  him  with  my  Cud- 

gel :  it  fhall  hang  like  a  Meteor  o're  the  Cuckold's  'horns  : Mafter  Broom,  thou  ftiaie  know  I  will  predominate  over 
the  Pczant,  and  thou  (halt  lie  with  his  U  ife.  Come  to  me 
foon  at  night :  Ford's  a  Knave,  and  i  will  aggravate  his  ftile: thou  (Mafter  Broom)  (halt  know  him  for  Knave  ai%d  Cuc- 

kold :  Come  to  me  foon  at  night.  jrX!r_ 
Ford.  What  a  damn'd  Epicurean  Rafcal  is  this  ?  my heart  is  ready  to  crack  with  impatience :  Who  fays  this  is 

improvident  jealoufie  ?  my  Wife  hath  (ent  to  him,  the  hour 
isfixt,  the  match  is  made:  would  any  man  have  thought 
this  ?  fee  the  hell  of  having  a  falfe  woman :  my  Bed  (half be 
abus'd,  my  Coffers  ranfack'd ,  my  Reputation  gnawn  at, 
and  I  (hall not  only  receive  this  villainous  wrong,"but  (rand under  the  adoption  of  abominable  terms,  and  by  him  that 
does  me  this  wrong:Terms,Names:  Amaimon  founds  well : 
Lucifer  well: Bar baj on  welhyet  they  are  Devils  additions.rhe 
names  of  fiends:  But  Cuckold,  Wittol,  Cuckold:  the  Cevil 
himfelf  hath  not  fuch  a  Name.P*ge  is  an  Afs,a  fectne  A  (s 
he  will  trufthis  VVifejhe  will  not  be  jealous  :  I  will  rather 
truft  a  Fleming  with  my  Butter,  Parfon  Hugh,  the  Welch- 
man,mt\\  my  Cheefe,  an  Irifit-nTan  with  my  Atpta-vitai  bot- 

tle, or  a  thief  to  walk  my  ambling  gelding,  than  my  Wife 
with  her  felf :  Then  fhe  plots,  then  (he  ruminates,  then  fhe 
devifes :  and  what  they  think  in  their  hearts  they  may  ef- 

fect, they  will  break  their  hearts  but  they  will  effect.  Hea- 
ven be  prais'd  for  my  jealoufie :  Eleven  o'  clock  the  hour : 

I  will  prevent  this,  detect  my  Wife,  be  reveng'd  on  Fal- 
slaffe,  and  laugh  at  Page :  I  will  about  it  j  better  three  hours 
too  Too  than  a  minute  too  late :  fie,  fie,  fie :  Cuckold,  Cuc- 

kold, Cuckold.  '  Exit. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Cains,  Rugby,  Shallow,  Slender, 

Page,  Hoft. 
Cains.  Jack  Rugby. 

Rug.  Sir. Cat.  Vat  is  de  clock,  Jack  ? 

Rug.  'Tis  pall:  the  hour  (Sir)  that  Sir  High  promis'd  to meet. 

Cai.  By  gar,  he  has  fave  his  foul.dathe  is  no  come:  he 
has  pray  his  Pible  well,  dat  he  is  no  come  :  by  gar  (Jack 
Rugby)  he  is  dead  already,  if  he  be  come. 

Rug.  He  is  wife,  fir :  he  knew  your  Worfhip  would  kill 
him,  if  he  came. 

Cai.  By  gar,  de  herring  is  no  dead  fo  as  I  vill  kill  him  : 
take  your  Rapier  (Jack),  I  vill  tell  you  howl  vill  kill 
him. 

Rug.  Alas,  fir,  I  cannot  fence. 
Cat.  Villany,  take  your  Rapier. 

Rug.  Forbear  :  here's  company. 
Hoft.  'Blefsthee,  bully-Doctor. 
Shal.  'Save  you,  Mr.  Doctor  Cams. 
Page.  Now,  good  Mr.  Doctor. 
Slcn.  'Give  you  good  morrow,  fir. 
Cai.  Vat  be  all  you,  one,  two,  trees,  four,  come  for  ? 
HJl.  To  fee  thee  fight,  to  fee  the  foigne,  to  fee  thee 

traverfe,  to  fee  thee  here,  to  fee  thee  there,  to  fee  thee 
pafs  thy  Puncto,  thy  Stock,  thy  Reverfe,  thy  Diftance, 
thyMontant:  Is  he  dead,  my  Ethiopian}  is  he  dead,  my 

Fran- 
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Francifca  ?  ha,  Bullv  ?  What  fays  my  EGulapim  ?  my  Gal- 

lon ?  my  heart  of  Elder  ?  ha  ?  Is-  he  dead.  bully-Stale  ?  Is 
he  dead  ? 

Ca':  Byg'ir,  lie  is  de  Coward-j^-Prieft  of  devorld: he  is  hot  fhow  his  face. 

Hoft.  Thou  art  a  Caftalwn-hing-Urinal:  Hefior  of  Greece 
(my  boy) 

Cat.  1  pray  you  bear  witnefs,  that  me  have  ftay  fix  or 
feven,  two  tree  hours  for  him,  and  he  is  no-come. 

Shal.  He  is  the  wifer  man  (Mr.  Doctor) :  he  is  a  curer  of 
fouls,  and  yon  a  curer  of  bodies :  if  you  fhould  fight,  you 

go  again  ft  the  hair  of  your  profeflions :  is  it  not  true,  Ma- 
tter Page  ? 

Page.  Mafter  Shallow,  you  have  your  felf  been  a  great 
fighter,  tho  now  a  man  of  peace- 

Sb.il.  Body-kins,  Mv.Page,  tho  I  now  be  old,  and  of 
peace,  if  lfeea  fword  out,  my  finger  itches  to  make  one  : 
tho  we  are  Juftices,  and  Doctors,  and  Church-men  (Mr. 
Page),  we  have  fome  (alt  of  cur  Youth  in  us;  we  are  the 
Sons  of  Women  (Mr.  Page). 

Page.  'Tis  true,  Mr.  Shallow. 
Shal.  It  will  be  found  fo  (Mr.  Page)  Mr.  Doftor  Cam, 

I  am  come  to  fetch  you  home :  I  am  fworn  of  the  Peace  : 

you  have  fhew'd  your  felf  a  wife  Phyfician,  and  fir  Hugh 
hathfhown  himfelf  a  wife  and  patient  Church-man :  you 
muft  go  with  me,  Mr.  Doclor. 

lie  ft.  Pardon,  Gueft-Juftice;  a  Mounfieur  Mock-water. 
fai.  Mock-water  ?  vat  is  dat  ? 
Hj(1.  Mock-water,  in  our  Englifi  Tongue,  is  Valour 

(Bully). 

Cat.  By  gar,  then  I  have  as  much  Mock- water  as  de  En- 
glijl]-man  :  leurvy- Jack-dog  Prieft :  by  gar,  me  vill  cut  his 
Ears. 

Hop.  He  will  clapper-claw  thee  tightly  (Bully). 

Cat.  Clapper- de-claw  ?  vat  is  dat  <" 
Hoft.  That  is,  he  will  make  thee  amends. 

Cai.  By  gar,  me  do  look  he  fhall  clapper-de-claw  me  ; 
for  by  gar,  me  vill  have  it. 

Hoft.  And  I  will  provoke  him  to't,  or  let  him  wag. 
Cai.  Me  tanck  you  for  dat. 
Hoft.  And  moreover  (Bull)):  butfirft,  Mv.Gueft,  and 

Mr.  Page,  and  eek  Cavalerio  Slender,  go  you  through  the 
Town  to  Frogmore. 

Page.  Sir  Hugh  is  there,  is  he  ? 
Hoft.  He  is  there :  fee  what  humour  he  isin  :  and  I  will 

fcring  the  Doctor  about  the  Fields :  Will  it  do  well  ? 
Shal.  We  will  do  it. 

All  Adieu,  good  Mr.  Dodor. 

Cat.  By  gar,  me  vill  kill  de  Prieft ;  for  he  fpeak  for  a  Jack- 
an  Ape  to  Ann  Page. 

Hoft.  Let  him  die:  (heath  thy  impatience :  throw  cold 
Water  on  thy  Choller:  go  about  the  Fields  with  me 
through  Frogmore ;  I  will  bring  thee  where  Miftris  Ann 
Page  is,  at  a  Farm-houfe  a  feafting ;  and  thou  (halt  woo  her: 
Cride-game,  faid  1  well  ? 

Cai.  By  gar,  me  dank  you  vor  dat :  by  gar  I  love  you  : 

and  I  (hall  procure 'a  you  de  good  Gueft :  de  Earl,  de 
Knight,  de  Lords,  de  Gentlemen,  my  patients. 

Hoft.  For  the  which,  I  will  be  thy  adverlary  toward  Ann 
Page :  faid  I  well  ? 

Ca:.  By  gar,  'tis  good  :  veil  faid. 
Hofl.  Let  us  wag  then. 

Come  at  my  heels  Jack  Rugby.  Exeunt. 

Affus  Tertius.    Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Evans,  Simple,  Page,  Shallow,  Slender,  Hoft,  Galas, Rugby. 

Evan.  I  pray  you  now,  good  Mafter  Slender's  fervi 

me- 

man,  and  friend  Simple  by  your  name  ;  which  wav  have 

you  Idok'd  for  Mafter  Gw«ft'that  callshi'mfelf  DcSlcr'et  Vhy. 

Sim.  Matry.jir,  the  Titty-wary,  the  Park-ward;  every 
way  :  old  Windfor  way,  and  every  way  but  the  Town way. 

Evan.  I  moft  fehemently  defire  you,  you  will  alfolook that  way. 
Sim.  I  will,  fir. 

Evan.  'Plefsmyfoul:  how  full  of  Chollars  lam,  and tremphngof  mind  :  I  fhall  be  glad  if  he  have  deceived  me: 
how  melanchollics  lam  ?  I  willknog  his  Urinals  about  his 
Knaves  Coftard,  when  I  have  good  opportunities  for  the 
orke :  'Plefs  my  foul :  To  fialhw  Rivers  to  whofe falls,  melo- dious Birds  fings  Madrigalh  :  thire  will  we  make  curPeds  cf 
Rofes,  and  a  t ho ufand  fragrant  popes  :  To  [hallow  :  'Mercy  on 
me,  I  have  a  great  difpofition  to  cry.  Melodious  birds  fi„g 
Madrigal  When  as  I  fat  in  Pabi'on ;  and  a  thcufand  va- 

grant Pofies.   To  fallow,  &c. Sim.  Yonder  he  is  coming,  this  way,  Sir  Hugh. 
Ev.  He's  welcome  :  To  fallow  Rivers,  to  whofe  falls. Heaven  profper  the  right :  What  Weapons  is  he  ? 
Sim.  No  Weapon's,  fir:  there  comes  my  Mafter,  Mr. Shallow,  and  another  Gentleman^  from  Frogmore,  over  the 

ftile,  this  way. 

Ev.  Pray  you  give  me  my  Gown,  orelfe  keep  it  in  your arms.  Enter  An 
%  Shal  How  now,  Mafter  Parfon?  Gocd  morrow  good 

Sir  Hugh :  keep  a  Gamefter  from  the  dice,  and  a  good  Stu 
dent  from  his  book,  and  it  is  wonderful. 

Slen.  Ah  fweet  Ann  Page 

Page.  'Save  you,  good  Sir  Hugh. 
Ev.  'Plefs  you  from  his  mercy-fake,  all  of  you. Shal.  W  hat    the  Sword  and  the  Word  ? 

Do  you  ftudy  them  both,  Mr.  Parfon  ? 
Page.  And  youthful  ftill,  in  your  doublet  and  hole,  this 

raw-rumatick  day  ? 
Ev.  There  is  Reafons  and  Caufes  for  it. 

Page.  We  are  come  to  you ,  to  do  a  good  Office,  Mt. Par- 

fon. 

Ev.  Fery  well :  What  is  it  ? 
Page.  Yonder  is  a  moft  Reverend  Gentleman,  who  (be- 

like) having  received  Wrong  by  fome  perfon,  is.  at  moft 
odds  with  his  own  Gravity  and  Patience,  that  ever  you 
faw. 

Shal.  I  have  lived  fourfcore  years,  and  upward  :  I  never 
heard-a  man  of  his  Place,  Gravity  and  Learning,  fo  wide 

of  his  own  Refpec~t Ev.  What  is  he  ? 

Page.  I  think  you  know  him :  Mr.  Doftor  Caius,  the  re- 
nowned French  Phyfician 

Ev.  Got's  Will,  and  his  Paflionof  my  heart:  I  had  as 
lief  you  fhould  tell  me  of  a  mefs  of  Porredg. 

Page.  Why  ? 
En.  He  has  no  more  knowledg  in  Hibocrates  and  Galen, 

and  he  is  a  Knave  befides ;  a  cowardly  Knave  as  you  would 
defire  to  be  acquainted  withal. 

Page.  1  warrant  you,  he's  the  man  mould  fight  with him. 
Slen.  O  fweet  Ann  Page.  Enter  Caius. 
Shal.  It  appears  fo  by  his  Weapons :  keep  them  afunder : 

here  comes  Doftor  Caius. 

Page.  Nay,  good  Mr.  Parfon,  keep  in  your  Weapcfh. 
Shal  So  do  you,  good  Mr.  Doctor. 

Hoft.  Difarm  them,  and  let  them  queftion :  let  them  keep 
their  Limbs  whole,  and  hack  our  Englijhf 

Cat.  I  pray  you  let- a  me  fpeak  a  word  with  your  Ear  ; 
Wherefore  vill  you  notmeet-amc? 

Ev.  Pray  you  ufe  your  Patience  in  good  time. 
Cat.  By  gar,  you  are  de  Coward  :  dejWiDog:  John 

Ape. £x>.Pray  you  let  us  not  be  laughing-ftocks  to  other  mens 
humours:  1  defire  you  in  friendfkip,  and  will  one  way  or 
other  make  you  amends :  I  will  knog  your  your  Urinal  a- 
bout  your  knaves  Cogs-comb.  Cat. 
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en.  Dtable  Jack  Rugby,  mine  Hoft  de  Jarteer,  have  I  not 

:ftay  for  him,  to  kill  him  ?  have  1  not  at  de  place  I  did  ap- 

point ? 
Ev.  As  I  am  a  Chriftians-fbul,  now  look  you ;  this  is  the 

place  appointed  ;  Vie  be  judgment  by  mine  Hofi  oft  the 
Garter. 

Hc't.  Peace,  I  fay,  Gallia  and  Gaul,  French  and  Welch, 
Soul  Cnrer  and  Body-Curer. 

Cm.  Idatisvery  good,  excellant. 
Hofi.  Peace,  I  fay :  hear  mine  Hoft  of  the  Garter : 

Am  I  politick  ?  am  I  fubtle  ?  am  1  a  Machivel  ? 
Shall  I  lofe  my  Do&or  ?  No :  he  gives  me  the  Potions  and 
the  Motions.  Shall  I  lofe  my  Parfon  ?  my  Prieft  ?  my  Sir 
Hurh  ?  No :  he  gives  me  the  Proverbs  and  the  No-verbs. 
Give  me  thy  hand  (Celeftial)  fo :  Boys  of  Art,  1  have  decei- 

ved you  both :  I  have  diredled  you  to  wrong  places :  your 
hearts  are  mighty,  your  skins  are  whole,  and  let  bunrd- 
Sack  be  the  ilfne :  come,  lay  their  fwords  to  pawn :  Follow 
me,  Lad  of  peace,  follow,  follow,  follow. 

Shal.  Truftme,  a  mad  Hoft:  follow,  Gentlemen,  fol- 

low. 
Slen-  O  fweet  Ann  Page. 

Cat.  Ha'  do  1  perceive  dat  ?  Haveyou  make  a-de-fbt  of 
us,  ha, ha  ? 

Evan.  This  is-well.he  has  made  us  his  vlowting-ftog :  I 
defire  you  that  we  may  be  friends :  and  let  us  knog  our 
prains  together,  to  be  revenge  on  this  fame  fcall  fcurvy- 
cogging-companion,  the  Hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Cai.  By  gar,  with  all  my  heart :  hepromife  to  bring  me 
where  is  Ann  Page ;  by  gar,  he  deceive  me  too. 

Evan.  Well,  1  will  fmite  his  noddles :  pray  you  fol- 
low. 

Seen  a  Secunda, 

Mift.  Page,  Robin,  Ford,  Page, Shallow,  Slender, 
Hoft,  Evans,  Caius. 

Mift.  Page,  N^y,  keep  your  way  (little  Gallant) :  you 
were  wontTto  be  a  Follower,  but  now  you  are  a  Leader  : 

whether  had  you  rather  lead  mine  eyes,  or  eye  your  Ma- 
fters  heels  ? 

Rob.  I  had  rather  (forfooth)  go  before  you  like  a  man, 
than  follow  him  like  a  dwarf. 

Mi  Pa.O  you  are  a  flattering  boy ;  now  I  fee  you'l  be  a Courtier. 

Ford.  Well  met,  Miftris  Page :  whether  go  you  ? 
M.  Pa.  Truly  Sir,  to  fee  your  Wife:  is  fhe  at  home  ? 
Ford.  I,  and  as  idle  as  fhe  may  hang  together  for  want  of 

company  :  I  think  if  your  husbands  were  dead,  you  two 
would  marry. 

M.  Pa.  Be  fare  of  that,  two  other  husbands. 

Ford.  Where  had  you  this  pretty  Weather-cock  ? 
M.  Pa.  I  cannot  tell  what  (the  dickens)  his  name  is  my 

husband  had  himofWhat  do  you  call  your  Knight's  name, lirrah  ?  i 

Rub.  Sir  John  Falftaffe. 
M.  Pa.  He  he ;  I  can  never  hit  on  his  name ;  there  is  fuch 

a  le-igue  between  my  good  man  and  he :  Is  your  Wife  at 
home  indeed  ? 

Ford.  Indeed  fhe  is. 

M.  Pa.  By  your  leave,  fir ;  I  am  fick  till  I  fee  her. 
Ford.  Has  Pa^e  any  brains  ?  Hath  he  any  eyes  ?  Hath 

he  any  thinking  ?  Sure  they  fleep ;  he  hath  no  ufe  of  them: 

why,  this  boy  will  carry  a  Letter  twenty  mile,  as  eafie  as  a 

Cannon  will  fhoot  point-blank  twelve  fcorei:  he  pieces  out 

his  Wives  inclination  :  he  gives  her  folly  motion  and  advan- 

tage j  and  now  {he's  going  to  my  Wife,  and  Falftaff*  's  boy 
with  her :  A  man  may  hear  this  mower  fing  in  the  wind  ; 

and  Falftaffe  %  boy  with  her  :  good  plots  •  they  are  jaid, 

and  our  revolted  Wives  fhare  damnation  together.  \\  ell  • 
1  will  take  him,  then  torture  mv  Wife,  pluck  the  borrow- 

ed Vail  of  modeftv  from  the  lb  feeming  Mift.  Vao*  di- 
vulge Page  himfelf  for  a  fecure  and  Wilful  ̂ deS^and 

to  thefe  violent  proceedings  all  my  neighbours  (hall  crv 
aim.  The  Clock  gives  me  my  Qu,  and  my  affurance  bids 
mefearch;  there  I  fhall  find  Falftaffe:  I  (hall  be  rather 
praifed  for  this  than  mocked;  for  it  is  as  pofitiveas  the 
Earth  is  firm,  that  Falfiaffc  is  there :  I  will  go. 

Shal.  Page,  &c.  Well  met,  Mr.  Ford. 
Ford.  Truft  me,  a  good  knot :  I  have  good  cheer  at  home 

and  !  pray  you  all  go  with  me. 
Shal.  I  muftexcufe  my  feif,  Mr.  Ford. . 
Slen.  And  fo  muft  I,  Sir ; 

We  have  appointed  to  dine  with  Miftris  Anf 
And  I  would  not  break  with  her  for  more  money 
Than  Flefpeakof. 

Shal  We  have  linger'd  about  a  match  between  Ann 
Ptffeandmy  Coufin  Slender,  and  this  day  we  fhall  have 
our  anfwer. 

Slen.  I  hope  1  have  your  good  Will,  father  Va.^e. 
Page.  You  have,  Mr.  Slender,  I  ftand  wholly  for  you, 

but  my  Wife  (Matter  Doftor)  is  for  you  altogether. 
Cai.  I,  be  gar,  and  de  Maid  is  love-a-me:  my  nurfh  a- 

Quickly  tell  me  fo  mufh. 
Heft.  What  fay  you  to  young  M.  Feptcn  ?  He  capers, 

he  dances  he  has  Eyes  of  Youth  :  he  writes  Vei  fes,  he 

fpeaks  Holyday,  he  (mells  April  and  May,  he  will  carry't, 
he  will  carry't,  'tis  in  his  buttons,  he  will  carrv'r.  • 

P<3g<-.Not  by  my  confentlpromifeyou  :  The  Gentleman 
is  of  no  having,  he  kept  company  with  the  wild  Prince 
and  Poinz:  he  is  of  too  high  a  Region,  he  knows  too  much- 
no,  he  fhall  not  knit  a  knot  in  his  Fortunes,  with  the  finger 
of  my  fubftance:  if  he  takeher,  let  him  take  her  fimply :  the 
Wealth  I  have  waits  on  my  confent,  and  my  confentgoes not  that  way. 

Ford  I  befeech  you  heartily,  fomeof  you  go  home  with 
me  to  dinner:  befides  your  cheer  you  fhall  havefport;l  will 
fhew  you  a  Monfter:  Mr  Doclor,  you  fhall  go,  (6  fhall  you 
Mr.  Page,  and  you  Sir  Hugh. 

Shal.  Well,"  fare  you  well  : We  fhall  have  the  freer  wooing  at  Mr.  FrgSs. 
Cai.  Go  home  John  Rugby,  I  come  anon 
Hfi  Farewell  my  hearts  :  1  will  to  my  honeft  Knight, 

Falftaffe,  and  drink  Canary  with  him. 
Ford.  I  think  1  fhall  drink  in  Pipe-  Wine  firft  with  him  : 

Pie  make  him  dance.    Will  you  go,  Gentles  ? 
All.  Have  with  you  to  fee  thisMonlfer.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Miftris  Ford,  Miftris  Page,  Servants,  Robin, 
Falftaffe,  Ford,  Page, Caius,  Evans. 

Mif.  Ford.  What  John  ?  what  Robert  ? 

Mif*  Page,  Quickly,  quickly  ?  Is  the  Buck  basket  
Mif.Ford-  I  warrant.    What  Robin  I  lay. 

Mif.  Page.  Come,  come,  come. 
Mift  Ford.  Here,  fet  it  down 
Mift.  Page.  Give  your  men  the  charge  ,  we  muft  be 

brief M.  Ford.  Marry,  as  I  told  you  before  (Jchn and  Rcbert), 

be  ready  herehard-by  in  the  Bren  -bcufte,  and  when  I  fud- 
denly  call  you,  come  forth,  and  (without  any  paufe  or 
Itaggenng  )  take  this  basket  on  your  fhoulders :  that  done, 
trudg  with  it  in  all  hafte,  and  carry  it  among  the  YWhirlters 
in  D«fr/^'.-M.ead,  and  there  empty  it  in  the  muddy  ditch,, 
clofe  by  the  Thames  fide. 

M-  Page.  You  will  do  it  ?  (direcTon 
M-  Ford.  1  ha' told  them  over  and  ever  ;  they  lack  no 

Be 
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Be  gone,  and  come  when  you  are  call'd
 

Mif.  Pa<re.  Here  comes  little  Robin. 

you  ? MfFoA'Haw  now,  my  Eyas-Musket,  what  ne
ws  with 

Rob.  My  M.  Sir  John,  is  come  in  at  your  back  door  (Mi
f 

Ford),  and  requefts  your  company. 

Mif  Pare.  You  little  Jack-a-lent,  have  you  been  true 

Rob.  I,  I'le  be  fworn :  my  Mafter  knows  not  of  your  be- 

ing here:  and  hath threatned  to  put  me  into  everlaftmg 

Liberty,  if  1  tell  you  of  it :  for  hefwears  he'l  turn  me
  a- 

way. 

Mif.Vare.  Thou'rtagood  boy:  this  fecrefie  of  thine 

(hall  be  a  Taylor  to  thee,  and  (hall  make  thee  a  new  doublet 
and  hofe.  Tie  go  hide  me. 

Mif.Ford.  Do  fo:  go  tell  thy  Mafter  I  am  alone:  Miftris 

P^e,  remember  you  your  Qu. 

'tJWif.  Page.  I  warrant  thee:  if  I  do  not  act  it,  nils me. 

Mif.Ford.  Go  to  then:  we'l  life  this  unwholefome  hu- 

midity, this  grofs  warry  Pumpion ;  we'l  teach  him  to  know 

Turtles  from  jays.         '  Enter  Fal 
Fal  Have  I  caught  thee,  my  heavenly  Jewel  ?  Why, 

now  let  me  die  for  I  have  liv'd  long  enough :  This  is  the 

period  of  my  ambition ;  O  this  bleffed  hour. 
Mtf.  Ford.  O  fwee:  Sir  John. 
Fal.  Miftris  Ford,  I  cannot  cog,  T  cannot  prate  f  Miftris 

Ford):  now  (hall  I  (in  in  my  wifh  ;  I  would  thy  Husband 
were  dead,  Tie  fpeak  it  before  the  beft  Lord,  I  would  make 
thee  my  Lady. 

Mif  Ford.  1  your  Lady,  Sir  John  ?  Alas,  I  mould  be  a 
pitiful  Lady. 

Fal.  Let  the  Court  of  France  fhewmefuch  another:  I 

fee  how  thine  Eye  would  emulate  the  Diamond :  Thou 
haft  the  right  arched- beauty  of  the  brow,  that  becomes  the 
Ship-Tire,  the  Tire- Valiant,  or  any  Tire  of  Venetian  ad- 
mittance. 

Mif.  Ford.  A  plain  Kerchiffe,  Sit  John: 
My  brows  become  nothing  eife,  nor  that  well  neither. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  tyrant  to  fay  fo :  thou  would'ft  make 
an  abfolute  Courtier,  and  the  firm  fixure  of  thy  foot 

would  give  an  excellent  motion  to  thy  gate,  in  a  femicir- 
cled  Farthingale.  I  fee  what  thou  wert,  if  Fortune  thy 
foe  were  not,  Nature  thy  friend  :  Come,  thou  canft  not 
lide  it. 

Mif.Ford.  Believe  me,  there's  no  fuch  thing  in  me. 
Fal.  What  mademe  love  thee  ?  Let  that  perfivade  thee 

There's fomething extraordinary  in  thee;  Come,  i  cannot 
cog,  and  fay,  thou  art  this  and  that,  like  a  many  of  thefe 
ifping  Haw-thorn  buds,  that  come  bke  women  in  mens 
apparel,  and  finell  like  Bucklers-berry  in  fimpling-time :  1 
cannot  j  but  1  love  thee,  none  but  thee  j  and  thou  defer- 
veft  it. 

Mtf.  Ford.  Do  not  betray  me,  Sir  j  I  fear  you  love  Mrs. 
Page. 

Fal.  Thou  might'ft  as  well  fay,  1  love  to  walk  by  the 
Counter-Gate  >  which  is  as  hateful  to  me  as  the  reek  of  a 
Lime-kill 

Mif.  Ford.  Well,  heaven  knows  how  I  love  you,  and  you 
(hall  one  day  find  it. 

Fal.  Keep  in  that  mind  :  I'le  delerve  it. 
Mif.Ford.  Nay,  I  muit  tell  you,  foyoudo;  orelfel 

could  not  be  in  that  mind.  Within. 

Rob.  Miftris  Ford,  Miftris  Ford,  here's  Miftris  Page  at  the 
door,  fwearing,  and  blowing,  and  looking  wildly,  and 
would  needs  (peak  with  you  prefently. 

Fal.  She  (hall  not  fee  me  ;  1  will  enlconce  me  behind  the 
Arras. 

M.  Ford.  Pray  you  do  fb ;  (he's  a  very  tatling  woman. 
What's  the  matter  ?  how  now  ?  Enter  Mif  Fage. 

Mif.  Vage.  O  Miftris  Ford,  what  have  you  done  ? 

You'rafham'd,  y'are  overthrown,  y'are  undone  forever. 
Mif.Ford.  What's  the  matter,  good  viiftris  rage! 
Mif.Tage,  Owell-a-day,  Miftris  Fordi  having  an  ho- 

lieft  man  to  your  husband,  to  give  him  fuch  caufe  of  fuC 

pition. 
Mif.Ford. What  caufe  of  fufpition  ? 
Mif.  Page.  What  caufe  of  fufpition  ?  Out  upon  you : 

How  am  1  miftook  in  you  ? 

Mif  Ford.  Why  (alas) !  what's  the  matter  ? 
Mif.  Page.  Your  husband's  coming  hither  (woman) 

with  all  the  Officers  in  VVmdfir,  to  fearch  fcr  a  Gentle- 
man that  he  fays  is  here  now  in  the  houfe  ;  by  your  ennr 

fent,  to  take  an  ill  advantage  of  his  abfence :  you  are  un- 
done. 

Mif  Ford.  'Tis  not  fo,  I  hope. 
Mif.  Page.  Pray  heaven  it  be  not  fo,  that  yon  have  fiich 

a  man  here :  but 'tis  moft  certain  your  husband's  coming 

with  half  VVindfor  at  his  heels,  to  fearch  for  fuch  a  one,"l come  before  to  tell  you :  If  you  know  your  felf  clear,  why, 
I  am  glad  of  it :  but  if  you  have  a  friend  here,  convey,  con- 

vey him  out.  Be  not  amaz'd,  call  all  your  fenfes  to  ymi, 
defend  your  Reputation,  or  bid  farewell  to  your  good  life 
for  ever. 

Mif.  Ford.  What  (ball  I  do  ?  There  is  a  Gentleman,  my 
dear  friend  r  and  I  fear  not  my  own  flame  fo  much  as  his 
peril.  I  had  rather  than  a  thonfand  pound  he  were  out  of 
the  houfe. 

Mif.  Page.  Forfhame,  never  ftand  (you  had  rather,  and 

you  had  rather )  ;  your  husband's  here  at  hand,  bethink 
you  of  fome  conveyance:  in  the  houfe  you  cannot  hide  him. 

Oh,  how  have  you  deceiv'd  me  ?  Look,  here  is  a  basket,  if 
he  be  of  any  reasonable  feature,  he  may  creep  in  here,  and 
rhrowfoul  linnenupon  him,  as  if  it  were  going  to  bucking : 

Or  it  is  whiting  time,  fend  him  by  your  two  men  to  Datcb- 
tt-Mead. 

Mif.  Ford.  He's  too  big  to  go  in  there :  What  (hall  I 

do  ? 

Fal  Let  me  fee't,  let  me  fee't,  O  let  me  fee't : 
i'le  in,  Tlein:  Follow  your  friends  coimfel ;  I'le  in. 

Mif.  Page.  What,  Sir  John  Falfiaffe,  are  thefe  your  Let- 
ters, Knight  ? 

Fal.  I  love  thee,  help  me  away  •  let  me  creep  in  here :  I'le 

never  
Mif.  Vage.  Help  to  cover  your  Mafter  fboy) :  Call  your 

men  ('Miftris  Ford) :  You  diflembling  Knight. 
Mif.Ford.  What,  John,  Robert,  John,  go  take  up  thefe 

cloathes  here,  quickly  !  Where's  the  Cowl-ftalV  ?  Look 
how  you  drumble .-  Carry  them  to  the  Landrefs  in  Datch- 

Mead.-  quickly, come. 

Fjrd.  "'Pray  you  come  near:  if  I  fufpect  without  caufe. Why  then  make  fport  at  me,  then  Jet  me  be  your  jeft, 
1  deferve  it.    How  now  ?  Whether  bear  you  this  ? 

Ser. -To  the  Landrefs,  forfooth. 
Mif  Ford.  Why,  what  have  you  to  do  whether  they 

bear  it?  You  were  beft  meddle  with  Buck-waftiing. 
Ford.  Buck  ?  I  would  Icould  wa(h  my  felf  of  the  Buck : 

Buck,  Buck,  Buck,  I  Buck  :  I  warrant  you  Buck,  and  of  the 
feafbn  too,  it  (hall  appear. 

Gentlemen,  I  have  dream'd  to  night ;  Tie  tell  you 
my  dream :  here,  here,  here  be  my  Keys ;  afcend  my 

Chambers,  fearch,  feek,  find  out:  I'le  warrant  we'l  un- 
kennel the  Fox.  Let  me  flop  this  way  firft :  So,  now  un- 

cape. 
Page.  Good  Mafter  Fad,  be  contented: 

You  wrong  your  felf  too  much, 
Ford.  True  (Mafter  Page):  Up  Gentlemen :  you  (hall  fee 

fport  anon:  follow  me,  Gentlemen. 
EvJins.  This  is  ferry  fantaftieal  humours  and  jealou- 

fies. 
Cai.  By  gar,  'tis  nothefafnion  of  France ;  it  is  not  jea- 

lous in  France--—   Exeunt. 

Page.  Nay,  follow  him  (Gentlemen),  fee  theifiue  of  his fearch. 

Mif.  Page.  Is  there  not  a  double  excellency  in  this  ? 
Mif.Ford.  1  know  not  which  pleafes  me  better,  that  my 

Husband  is  deceived,  or  S'wjohn. 

Mif. 
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Mif. P a*e.  What  a  taking  was  he  in  when  your  husband 
Jsk't  who  was  in  the  basket  ? 

M'J  Ford.  I  am  half  afraid  he  will  have  need  of  warn- 

ing •  fo  throwing  him  into  the  Water  will  do  him  a  be- 
nefit. 
M  f.  fa^ti  Hang  him,  difhoneft  Rafcal :  1  would  all  of 

the  fame  ftrain  were  in  the  fame  diftrefs- 
Mif.Ford  I  think  my  husband  hath  fbme  fpecial  fufpition 

of  Falfiafes  being  here !  1  never  faw  him  fo  grofs  in  his  jea- 
ioufie  till  now. 

,1 'age.  I  will  lay  a  plot  to  try  that,  and  we  will  yet 
i  w  e  imre  tricks  with  Falflajfe :  his  diffolute  Difeafe  will 

fcarce  obey  this  Medicine- 
Mif.  Ford.  Shall  we  fend  that  foolifh  Carrion,  Mif 

Quickly  to  him,  and  excufe  his  throwing  into  the  Water, 

and  give  him  another  hope,  to  betray  him  to  another  pu- 
nifhment  ? 

Mif.  Pa^e.  We'l  do  it :  let  him  be  fent  for  ro  morrow  by 
Eight  a  clock,  to  have  amends-  Enter  All. 

Ford.  I  cannot  find  him:  maybe  the  Knave  bragg'd  of 
that  he  could  not  compafs. 

Mif.  Page.  Heard  you  that  ? 
Mif  Ford.  You  ufe  me  well,  Malt.  Ford:  do  you  ? 
Ford.  1, 1,Idofo. 

M'f.  Page.  Heaven  make  you  better  than  your  thoughts. 
Ford.  Amen. 

zJlfif.  'Tag?.  You  do  your  felf  mighty  wrong  (Mr. 
Ford)- 

Ford.  1,1:  Imuft  bear  it. 

Ev.  If  there  be  any  pody  in  the  houfe,  and  in  the  cham- 
bers, and  in  the  coffers,  and  in  the  preflfes :  heaven  forgive 

my  fins- 
Cat.  By  gar,  nor  I  too :  there  is  no  bodies. 

Page.  Fie,  fie,  M,  Ford,  are  you  not  afham'd  ?  What 
Spirit,  what  Devil  fugged s  this  imagination  ?  I  would  no"- 

ha  your  Diftemper  in  this  kind,  for  the  Wealth  of  VVmdfor- 
Caftk. 

Ford.  'Tis  my  fault  (M  Page) :  I  fuffer  for  it. 
Ev.  You  fuffer  for  a  pad  confeience  :  your  Wife  is  as  ho- 

riefta  o'mans,  as  1  will  defires  among  five  thoufand,  and 
five  hundred  too. 

Cat.  By  gar,  I  fee  'tis  an  honeft  Woman.' 
Ford.  WelL  I  promis'd  you  a  Dinner  :  come,  come 

walk  in  the  Park :  I  pray  you  pardon  me:  I  will  hereafter  J 
make  known  to  you  why  1  have  done  this.    Come  Wife, 

Fen  Why,  thou  muff  be  thy  felf 
He  doth  object  I  am  too  great  of  birth, 
And  that  my  Irate  being  gall'd  with  my  expence 

1  feek  to  heal  it  only  by  his  Wealth.  * Befides  thefe,  other  bars  he  lays  befo;  e  me 
My  Riots  paft,  my  wild  Societies ; 
And  tells  me,  Visa  thing  impoffible 
I  fhould  love  thee,  but  as  a  pioperty. 

An.  May  be  he  tells  you  true. 
Few- No,  heaven  fo  fpeedme  in  my  time  to  come 

Albeit  1  will  confefs,  thy  Father's  Wealth  ' 
Was  the  firft  motive  that  I  woo'd  thee  (Am)  .- Yet  wooing  thee,  I  found  thee  of  more  value 
Than  ftamps  in  Gold,  or  fums  in  fealed  Bags  • 
And  'tis  the  very  Riches  of  thy  felf That  now  I  aim  at. 

An.  Gentle  M.  Fenton, 

Yet  feek  my  Father's  love,  ftill  feek  it,  fir  : 
If  opportunity  and  humbleft  (bit 
Cannot  attain  it,  why  then  hark  you  hither. 

Sbal.  Break  their  talk,  Miftris 

My  Kinfman  (hall  fpeak  for  himfelf. 
Slen.  Tie  make  a  fhaft  or  a  bolt  on't : 

turing. 

Shah  Be  not  difmaid. 
Slen.  No,  fhe  {hall  not  difmay  me : 

I  care  not  for  that,  but  I  am  affeard. 
J$ui.  Harirye :  M.  Slender  would  fpeak  a  word  with 

you. 

An- 1  come  to  him.  This  is  my  Father's  choice. 
O,  what  a  World  of  vilde  ill-favourd  faults 
Looks  handfome  in  three  hundred  pounds  a  year? 

J%m.  And  how  do's  good  Mafter  fewrow  ? 
Pray  you  a  word  with  you. 

Shal.  She's  coming  :  to  her  Coz. 

O  boy,  thou  had'ft  a  Father. 
Slen.  I  had  a  Father  (M.  Ann)  •  my  Uncle  can  tell  you 

good  jeftsof  him :  Pray  you,  Uncle,  tell  M.  Ann  the  jeft, 
how  my  Father  ftole  two  Geefe  out  of  a  Pen,  good  Un- 

cle. Shal  Miftris  Ann,  my  Coufin  loves  you. 
Slen.  I,  that  I  do,  as  well  as  I  love  any  Woman  in  Gloce- 

fterjkire. 

Shah  He  will  maintain  you  like  a  Gentlewoman. 

'd'slid  'tis  butven- 

come  Mi.  Page,l  pray  you  pardon  me :  Pray  heartily  par- 
don me. 

Page.  Let's  go  in,  Gentlemen  •  but  (truft  me )  we'l  mock 
him :  I  do  invite  you  to  morrow  morning  to  my  houfe  to 

Breakfaft :  after  we'l  a  birding  together ;  I  have  a  fine 
Hawk  for  the  bufh.  Shall  it  be  fo  ? 

Ford-  Any  thing. 

Evan.  If  there  is  one,  I  (hall  make  two  in  the  Compa- 

ny-' 
Cat.  If  there  be  one  or  two,  I  lhall  make-athe  turd. 
Ford.  Pray  you  go,  M.  Page. 
Evan.  1  pray  you  now  remembrance  to  morrow  on  the 

lowfie  Knave,  mine  Hoft. 
Cat.  Dat  is  good  by  gar,  with  all  my  heart. 

Evan.  A  lowfie  Knave,  to  have  his  gibes,  and  his  mocke- 
ries. Exeunt . 

Scena  Quartet. 

Enter  Fenton,  Ann  Page,  Shallow,  Slender,  Quickly, 
Page,  Mif  Page. 

Fen- 1  fee  I  cannot  get  thy  Father's  love ; 
Therefore  no  more  turn  me  to  him  (fweet  Nan). 

An-  A!as !  how  then  ? 

 ...      jyj^    ii.v,.    i»   VJV1IU1.VVU11UU  1. 
Slen.  I,  that  I  will :  come  cut  and  long-tail,  under  the  de 

gree  of  a  Squire- 
Sbal.  He  will  make  you  a  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  Join- 1 

ture. 
Ann  Good  Mailer  Shallow,  let  him  wooe  for  him- 

felf. 
Shal.  Marry,  I  thank  you  for  it:  1  thank  you  for  that 

good  comfort :  fhe  calls  you  ( Coz ) :  Tie  leave  you. 
An.  Now  Mafter  Slender. 
Slen.  Now  good  Miftris  Ann. 
An.  What  is  your  Will  ? 

Slen.  My  Will  ?  Od's-heart-lings,  that's  a  pretty  jeft  in- 
deed :  I  ne're  made  my  Will  yet  (I  thank  heaven) :  I  am  not 

fuch  a  fickly  creature,  I  give  heaven  praife. 
Ann.  I  mean  (M.  Slender),  what  would  you  wit! 

me? Slen.  Truly  for  mine  own  part,  I  would  little  or  nothing  I 
with  you :  your  Father  and  my  Uncle  have  made  motions: 
if  it  be  my  luck,  fo :  if  not,  happy  man  be  his  dole:  they  [ 
can  tell  you  how  things  go  better  than  I  can :  you  may  ask| 

your  Father  :  here  he  comes. 
Page.  Now  Mafter  Slender :  Love  him  daughter  Ann. 

Why  how  now  ?  What  do's  Mafter  Fenton  here  ? 
You  wrong  me,  Sir,  thus  ftill  to  haunt  my  houfe  : 

I  told  you,  Sir,  my  daughter  is  difpos'd  of. 
Fen.  Nay,  Mafter  Page,  be  not  impatient. 
Mif.  Page.  Good  Mafter  Fenton,  come  not  to  my  child. 
Page.  She  is  no  match  for  you. 
Fen.  Sir,  will  you  hear  me  ? 

Page.  No,  good  Mafter  Fenton. 

Come] 
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|Come  Mafter  Shallow.  Come  Son  Slender,  in; 

[Knowing  my  mind,  you  wrong  me,  Mafter  Fenton. 

Qui.  Speak  to  Miftrefs  Page. 
Fen.  Good  Miftrefs  Page,  for  that  I  love  your  daughter 

[in  fuch  a  righteous  fafhion  as  I  do, 

]  Perforce,  againft  all  checks,  rebukes,  and  manners, 
I  muft  advance  the  colours  of  my  love, 
I  And  not  retire.    Let  me  have  yout  good  will. 

tAnne.  Good  Mother,  do  not  marry  me  to  yon  fool. 

Mif.  Page.  I  mean  it  not,  I  feek  you  a  better  huf- 
Iband. 

Qui.  That's  my  Mafter,  Mafter  Doftor. 

Anne.  Alas  I  had  rather  be  fet  quick  i'th  earth, 
And  bowl'd  to  death  with  Turnips. 

Mif.  Page.  Come,  trouble  not  your  felf  good  Mafter 
\  Fenton,  I  will  not  be  your  friend,  nor  enemy  : 

My  daughter  will,  I  queftion  how  Ihe  loves  you, 
And  as  I  find  her,  fo  am  I  affected  : 

Till  then,  farewell  Sir,  fhemuft  needsgoin, 

I  Her  Father  will  be  angry. 

Fen.  Farewell  gentle  Miftrefs :  farewell  Nl 

Qui.  This  is  my  doing  now  ;  Nay  faid  .iiyoucaft 

laway  your  child  on  a  Fool,  and   PHyfici  in  . 
I  Look  on  Mafter  Venn,  this  ism\  doing 

Fen.  I  thank  thee  :  and  I  pray  thee  mceto  night, 

|Give  my  fweet  Nan  this  Ring  :  ther's  forthy  .  tins.  Exit. 
Qui.  Now  heaven  fend  thee  good  f  >ri  tine,  a  kind  heart 

he  hath  ••  a  woman  would  run  through  fire  a  id  varerfor 
fuch  a  kind  heart.  But  yet,  I  would  my  mafter  had  Miftris 

\Anne,ox\  would  Mafter  Slender  had  her:  or  (in  footh  f 
would  Mafter  Fenton  had  her  ,  I  \n\\  do  what  I  can  for 

them  all  three,  for  fo  I  have  promis'd  and  1'le  be  as  good 
as  my  word,  but  fpecioufly  for  Mafter  fenton.  Well.  I 
mult  of  an  )ther  errand  to  Sir  John  Falfi.iffe  from  my  two 
Miitrefles ,  what  a  bealt  am  I  to  flack  it.  Exit 

I      Fat.  Miftrefs  Ford  ? 
thrown  into  the  Ford  ; 
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I  have  had  Ford  enhrjgh.;  I  was 
.  I  have  my  belly  fall  ot  Ford 

Qtt  Alas  the  day  (good-heart)  that  was  no:  her  fault : 
ihe  do's  fb  take  on  with  her  men  •  they  miftook  th region.  ( proms  fie Fal.  So  did  I  mine,  to  build  upon  a  fcolifh  Womans 

Qui.  Well,(he  laments  fir  for  it.that  it  would  yern  vour 
heart  to  fee  it :  her  husband  goes  this  morning  a  birdin^- 
(he  defires  you  once  more  to  come  to  her,  between  eight 
and  nine  :  I  muft  cany  her  word  qnickiy,  fhe'll  mike 
you  amends  1  warrant  you. 

Fal.  Well,!  will  vific  her,  tell  her  fo  •  and  bid  her  think 
what  a  man  is :  Let  her  eonfider  his  frailty,  and  then 
judg  of  my  merit. 

Qj*jf%  I  will  tell  her. 
Fal.  Do  (6.  Between  nine  and  ten  faift  thou  ? 
Qui.  Eight  and  nine  Sir 
Fal.  Well,  be  gone  :  I  will  notrnifsher. 
Qui.  Peace  be  with  you  Sir. 
Fal.  1  marvel  I  hear  not  of  Mailer  Broom 

word  to  fray  w  thin  :  I  like  his  money  well. 
Oh,  here  he  come?. 

For  '.    le  s  you  fir. 
Fal:  Now  Maner '  rotnW,  you  come  to  know  what  hath 

paft  between  me  and  Fords  w.fe. 
Ford   That  indeed  (  Sjr  John  )  is  my  bufi^efs. 
Fal  M  fter  Br  si  m  1  will  not  lie  to  you, 

I  was  at  her  houfe  the  hour  (he  appointed  n:e. 
Ford  Aid  fi;e(i  \  o,U  Sir  ? 

.  Fal  very  111  (avourdl  ,  M  iftfi  BrboM 

Ford  How  Sir,  did  lie  change  he.' ' 'extermination  ? 
Fal.  No  (M-  Broom)  bur  the  peakmg  (  ornnro  her  huf- 

band  (  M.  Broom )  dwelling  in  a  continual  larum  of 
loufie  comes  in  the  inltant  r f  our  encounter. after  w 

Exit. 

■  he  fent  me 

Enter  Ford. 

jea- 

had 

Scend  Tenia. 

Enter  Falftaffe^  Bardolfet  Quickly ,  Ford: 

Fal. 
Bar. 

Fal. 

Bardolfe  I  fay. 
Here  Sir. 

Go,  fetch  me  a  quart  of  Sack,  put  a  toft  in't- 
J  Havel  liv'd  to  be  carried  in  a  Basket  like  a  barrow  of butchers  Offal ;  and  to  be  thrown  in  the  Thames  ?  Well, 

I  if  i  be  ferved  fuch  another  trick,  I  le  have  my  brains 

tane  out  and  butter'd ,  and  give  them  to  a  dog  for  a 
I  New-years  gift.  The  rogues  flighted  me  into  the  river 
with  as  little  remorfe,  as  they  would  have  drown'd  a 
blind  bitches  Puppies,  fifteen  i'th  litter:  and  you  may 
know  by  my  fize,  that  I  have  a  kind  of  alacrity  in  fink- 

I  ing :  if  the  bottom  were  as  deep  as  hell,  1  fhould  down. 

I  had  been  drown'd,  but  that  the  fhore  was  fhelvy  aud 
mallow :  a  death  that  I  abhor :  for  the  water  fwells  a 

man  ;  and  what  a  thing  fhould  I  have  been  when  I  had 

been  fwell'd  ?  I  fhould  have  been  a  Mountain  of  Mum- 
my. 

Bar.  Here's  Miftrefs  Quickly  Sir,  to  fpeak  with  you. 
Fal.  Come,  let  me  pour  in  fome  Sack  to  the  Thames 

water  :  for  my  belly's  as  cold  as  if  I  had  (wallowed  fnow- 
balls  for  pills  to  cool  the  reins.    Call  her  in 

Bar.  Come  in  woman.  Enter  Quickly. 
Qui.  By  your  leave  :  1  cry  your  mercy  ? 

Give  your  worfhipgood  morrow. 
Fal.  Take  away  thefe  Challices  : 
Go,  brew  me  a  pottle  of  Sack  finely. 
Bard.  With  Eggs  Sir  ? 

Fal.  Simple  or  it  (eif?  I'le  no  Pullet-Sperm  in  my 
brewage.  riow  now  ? 

§>ui.  Marry  Sir,  i  come  to  your  worlhip  from  MiFord. 

embrac'd.,kis'd  protefted  &(asit  were)fp<  kerheprologr 
of  our  Comedy  :  and  at  his  heels,  a  rabblr  of  his  compa- 

nions, thither  provoked  and  mitigated  by  his  diftemper, 
and  (forfooth  )  tofearch  his  houfe  for  ins  wives  love. 

Ford.  What  ?  While  you  were  there  ? 
Fal.  While  I  was  there. 
Ford.  And  did  he  feareh  for  you.  &  could  not  find  you 
Fal  You  (hall  hear.As  good  luck  would  have  incomes 

in  one  Miftns  Page,  gives  intelligence  ol'  Fords  approach  : 
and  in  her  invention,  and  Fords  wives  diffraction,  they 

conveyed  me  into  a  Buck-basket. 
Ford.  A  Buck  basket? 

Fal.  Yea :  a  Buck-basket  :  ram'd  me  in  with  foul  Shirts 
and  Smocks,  Socks,  foul  Stockings,  greafie  Napkins,  that 
(  Mafter  Broom  )  there  was  the  rankeft  compound  of 
villanous  fmeJl  that  ever  offended  noftril. 

Ford.  And  how  long  lay  you  there? 
Fal  Nay  you  (hall  hear  ( Mafter  Broom  )  what  I 

have  fuftered,  to  bring  this  woman  to  evil,  for  your 

good  :  Being  thus  cram'd  in  the  basket,  a  couple  of  Fords 
Knaves,  his  hinds  were  call'd  forth  by  their  Miftris,  to 
carry  me  in  the  name  of  foul  Cloaths  to  Dutchet-lane  • 
they  took  me  on  their  moulders ;  met  the  jealous  Knave 

their  Mafter  in  the  door  ;  who  ask'd  them  once  or  twice 
what  they  had  in  their  Basket?  Iquak'd  for  fear,  left 
the  Lunatick  Knave  would  have  fcarch'd  ir  :  but  Fate 
(ordaining  he  fhould  be  a  Cuckold)  held  his  hand:  well, 
on  went  he  for  a  fearch,  and  away  w^nt  I  for  foul 
Cloaths  :  But  mark  the  (equell  (Malter  Brcom)  1  fufte- 

red the  pangs  of  three  feveral  deaths :  firft,  an  imolkra- 
ble  fright,  to  be  detected  with  a  jealous  rotten  Bellwea 

ther  :  next  to  be  compafs'd  like  a  good  Bilbo  in  the  cir- 
cumference of  a  peck,  hilt  to  point,  heel  to  head.  And 

then  to  be  ftopt  in  like  a  ftrongdiftillation  with  ftink- 
ing  Cloaths,  that  fretted  in  their  owngreafe:  think  of 
that,  a  man  of  my  Kidney  think  ot  that,  that  am  a.-  fub- 
jeclto  heat  as  Butter:  a  man  of  continual  difibhuion, 
and  thaw  :  it  was  a  miracle  to  fcape  lutfocation.  And  in 
the  height  of  this  Rath  (  when  i  was  more  than  half 

ftew'd  in  greafe  )  like  a  Dutch-difh:  to  be  thrown  into 
the 
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the  'Thames,  and  cool'd.  glowing  hor,  in  that  ferge  like  a 
Horfhne  ;  think  of  that  \  h'lling  hot,  think  of  that(  Ma- iler Rram.  ) 

Forff.  Ih  good  fadnefs  Sir,  I  am  fbrry,  that  for  my  fake 
you  fullered  all  this.  My  fiiit  then  is  defperate  :  Yoirll 
undertake  her  no  mote  ? 

Fal.  Maltcr  Broom  :  1  will  be  thrown  into  Etna,  as  I 
have  been  into  Thames,  ere  I  will  leave  her  thus;  her 
husband  is  this  morning  gone  a  birding:  I  have  received 

from  her  another  amb?flie  of  meeting:  'twixt  eight  and 
nine  is  the  hour  (  Mailer  Broom.  ) 

Fori.  'Tis  pair  eight  already  Sir. 
Fal  Is  it  ?  1  will  then  addrefs  me  to  my  appointment. 

Come  to  me  at  your  convenient  leifure,  and  you  fhall 

know  how  I  fpeed" :  and  the  conclufion  fhall  be  crowned with  your  enjoying  her:  adieu,  you  fhall  have  her 
(  Mafter  Broom  )  Mailer  Broom ,  you  fhall  cuckold 
Forth  Exit. 

Ford.  Hum  :  ha  ?  is  this  a  vifion  ?  is  this  a  dream  ? 

do  I  fleep  ?  Mafrer  Ford  awake,  awake  Mafter  Ford; 

theie's  a  hole  made  in  your  belt  coat  (Mafter  Ford:)  this 
'tis  to  be  married  ;  this  'tis  to  have  Linncn,  and  Buck- 

b'askets  :  Well,  I  will  proclaim  my  felf  what  I  am:  I 
will  now  take  the  Leacher:  he  is  at  at  my  houfe:  he  cannot 

fcape  me :  'tis  impoffible  he  fhould  :  he  cannot  creep  into 
a  half  penny  piirfe,  nor  into  a  Pepper-box  :  But  left  the 
Devil  that  guides  him,  fhould  aid  him,  I  will  fearch  im- 
pofilble  places  :  tho  what  I  am,  1  cannot  avoid  ;  yet  to 
ie  what  1  would  not,  fhall  not  make  me  tame :  If  1  have 
horns,,  to  make  one  mad,  let  the  proverb  go  with  meTle 
be  horn-mad. 

Exeunt 

AZlus  Quartus.  Scena  Vrimd* 

Enter  Mifirefs  Paget  Quickly,  William,  Evans. 

Mif.  <Page.  Is  he  at  M.  Fords  already  think'ft  thou  ? 
Qui.  Sure  he  is  by  this ;  or  will  be  prefently;  but  tru- 
ly he  is  very  couragious  mad,  about  his  throwing  intd 

thewa:er.    Miftrefs  FWdefires  you  to  come  fuddenly. 

Mif.  Page.  Me  be  with  her  by  and  by  ;  I'le  but  bring 
my  young  man  here  to  School :  look  where  his  Mafter 

comes,  'tis  a  playing-day  I  fee  :  how  now  Sir  Hugh,  no 
School  to  day  ? 

Eva.  No  :  Mafter  Slender  is  let  the  boys  leave  to  play. 

Qui  'Blefllngof  his  heart. 
Mif.  Page.  Sir  Hugh,  my  Husband  fays  my  Son  pro- 

fits nothing  in  the  world  at  his  Book :  I  pray  you  ask 
him  fome  queftions  in  his  Accidence. 

Eva.  Come  hither  William  j hold  up  your  head,come. 
Mif  Tare.  Comefirrah;  holdup  your  head;  anfwer 

your  Mafter,  be  not  afraid. 
Evan.  William,  how  many  Numbers  is  in  Nouns  ? 
Will.  Two. 

Qui.  Truly,  1  thought  there  had  been  one  Number 

more,  becaufe  they  lay,  od's  Nowns. 
Exan.  Peace, your tatlings.  What  is  (  Fair  )  William} 

Will  Pulch'er. Qui.  Poulcats  ?  there  are  fairer  things  than  Poulcats, 
fure. 

Emm,  You  are  a  very  fimplicity  o'man:  I  pray  you 
peace.  What  is  (Lapis)  William? 

Will.  A  ftone. 
Evan.  And  what  is  a  Stone  {William  ?  ) 
Wll.  A  Peeble. 

Evan.  No  ;  it  is  Lapis:  I  pray  you  remember  in  your 

prain. Wll.  Lapis. 

Evan,  j'h  a  tis  a  good  William :  what  is  he  (William  ) 
that  does  lend  -  re  cles. 

Will.  Articles  aiel  <  1 1  c*<  f  d  fcf .the"  FrwctV  - li  4  tfi thus  declined,  S^iUuur Cranio  licJac  Lcc 
Evan .   «  ^  he.  [Ig.  pjray  y\x  „rark  . Gemtiya  bujus:  WeUr  what  is  jour  Acujame  cafe. Will.  Slicufative  h.nc. 

Evan.  J  pray  \-on  have  your  iemen;trance  (ch'u'd  )  Ac cujativo,  king,  hat.gjno, 
$2*'  Han§  h°g  isLarirefor  Paccn.  I  warrant  you 

•  Eznlr  ̂ av'ey°^Pr^es  (o'man;  \\  haf  is  the  F,.-a- tive  caje  (  tt'illiamt) Will.  0,Vocativa,  O. 
Evan,  Remember  WiUiarts  Fccative,  is  caret, 
gjhsi.  And  that's  a  good  i  oot. 
Evan.  G'man,  forbear. 

Mif.  Page.  Peace. 
Jfrw,  Whatis  your  Gtnmve  a  fc  plural  (  William?) Will.  Genitive  cafe  ? 
Evan.  1. 
Will.  Genitive  hon.m,  harum,  hrum. 

Qui.  'Vengeance  of  Ginyes  cafe;  fie  on  her:  never name  her  (  child)  if  fhe  be  a  where. 
Eva.  For  fharne  o'man. 
Qui.  You  do  ill  to  teach  the  child  fuch  words-  he 

teaches  him  to  hie,  andtohac-;  which  they'll  dp  fait  e'- 
nough  of  themfelves,  and  to  call  b  or  um  ;  'fie  upon  yoYi Evan.  O'man,  art  thon  Lunaties  ?  haft  thou  no  u-a- derftandingsfor  thy  Cafes,  and  the  numbers  of  the  Gen- 

ders? ihou  art  as  foolifli  Cbriftian  creatures  as  1  would 

defires. Mif.  Page.  Prethee  hold  thy  peace. 
Evan.  Shew  me  now  (Willum)  fome  dec-enfions  of 

your  Pronouns. 
Will,  jforfooth,  I  have  forgot.  " 
Eva.  It  isQi/i,  yuey  e^ncd  ;  if  yon  fotget  vour  Quies, 

your  Q««,  and  your  Quods,  you  mult  be  preeches :  Go your  ways,  and  play,  go. 
M.  Pa.  He  is  a  better  Scholar  then  I  thought  he  was. 
Eva.  He  is  a  good  fprag  memory  :  Farewell.  M.  Pa. 

^  Mif.  Page.  Adieu  good  Sir  Hugh. 
Get  you  home  boy,  Come  we  flay  too  long.  Exeunt 

Sce?ia  Secunda. 

EnterFalfiaffe,  Mif  Ford,  Mif.  Page,  Servants,  I 'or -d, 
Page,  Cains ,  Evans,  Shallow. 

Fal  Mi/lrefsFord,  your  forrow  hath  eaten  up  my  fuf- 
ferance ;  f  fee  vou  are  obfequious  in  yourlove.  and  I  pro- 
fefs  requital  to  a  hairs  breadth,  not  only  Miftrefs  Ford,  in 
the  fimple  office  of  love,  but  in  all  the  accouftrement, 

complement,  and 'Ceremony  of  it :  but  are  you  fure  of 
your  husband  now  ? 

Mif.  Ford-  He's  a  birding  (  fweet  fir  John. ) 
Mif  Page.  What  hoa,  gofllp  Ford  :  whachoa. 

Mif.  Ford.  Step  into  th 'chamber,  Sir  John.  Enter- 
Mif  Page.  How  now  (fweet  heart  )  who's  at  home befidesyour  felf? 

Mif.  Ford.  Why  none  but  mine  own  people. 

Mif  Page.  Indeed? 
Mif  Ford.  No  certainly  :  fpeak  louder. 
Mif  Pave.  Trulv,  I  am  fo  glad  vou  have  no  body  here- 
Mif  Ford.  Why  ?  • 

Page.  Why  woman,  your  husband  is  in  his  old. 
lines  again  :  he  fo  takes  on  yonder  with  my  husband,  fo 
rails  againft  all  marr  ed  mankind ;  fo  curfes  all  Eves 
daughters,  of  what  complexion  fbever;  and  fo  buffets 
himfelf  on  the  fore-head  :  crying  peer-out,  peer-out, 

that  any  madnefs  I  ever  yet  beheld,  feem'd  but  tamenefs, 
civility,  and  patience  to  this  his  diftemper  he  is  in  notv : 
I  am  glad  the  fat  Knight  is  not  here: 

Mif.  Foid. 
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MlC.  Ford.  Why  do's  he  talk  of  trim  ? 

Mif-fare.  Of  none  but  him,  and  fwear
she  was  car- 

ried out  the  laft  time  he  fearch'd  for  him,  in  a
  Basket : 

Protefts  to  my  husband  he  is  now  here,  an
d  hath  drawn 

him  and  the  reft  of  their  company  from  their
  fport,  to 

make  another  experiment  of  his  fufpition :  But
  I  am  glad 

the  knight  is  not  here  ;  now  he  fliall  fee  h
is  own  foole- 

ry. 

Mtl  Fori.  How  near  is  he,Miftris  Page  ? 

,  Mif.  P«°e.  Hard  by,  at  ftreets  end,he  will  be  her
e  anon. 

1  Mtf.FM.1  am  undone,  the  Knight  is  here. 

Siii'why  then  you  are  utterly  fliam'd,
  and  he's :  ..j...  j  ,  i.inmdn  are  vou  ?  away  with  loofe  any  longer,  you  mult  be  p:nnion  d 

it  down,  obey  him:  quickly, difpatch.  Enter  Ser- 
i  Ser.  Come,  come,  take  it  up. 
2.  Ser.  Pray  heaven  it  be  not  full  of  the  Knight  again 
i  Ser.  I  hope  not,  1  had  as  lief  bear  fomuch  Lead. 
Fori.  I  but  if  it  prove  true  (Mailer  Page)  have  ycu  any 

way  then  to  unfool  me  again  ?' Set  down  rhe  Bfcsket  villain: 
fomebody  call  my  wife !  Youth  in  a  Basket !  Oh  Vou  1-an- 
derly  Rafcals,  there'sa  knot:  aging,  a  pack. a  confpira- 
cy  againftme:  Now  fliall  the  Devil  be  fham'd.  Uhar, 
Wife  I  fay  :  Come,  come  forth  :  behold  what  honeit 
clothes  you  fend  for  to  bleaching. 

Page.  Why,  this  pafies  Mr.  Per  J:  you  are  not  to  go 

but  a  dead  man.    What  a  woman  are  you 

him,  away  with  him  i  Better  fhame  than  murth
er. 

Mir-Ftrd.  Which  wav  mould  he  go?  How  fnou
ldl 

beftow  him  ?  Shall  I  put  him  into  the  basket  again  ? 

Fal.  No,  1'le  come  no  more  i'th  Basket  :  Enter. 
May  1  not  go  out  ere  he  come? 

Mif.  Page.  Alas :  three  of  Mafter  Fords  brothers
  watch 

the  door  with  Piftolls,  that  none  fliall  illue  out :  otherwi
fe 

you  might  flip  away  ere  he  came:  But  what  make
  you 

here  ?  , . 

Fal.  What  fliall  1  do?  I'le  creep  up  into  the  chimney. 

Mif.  F  rd  There  they  always  ufe  to  difcharge  their 

Birding-pieces :  creep  into  the  Kill-hole. 
pal  Where  is  it? 

MtT.  Ford.  He  will feek  there  on  my  word:  Neither 

frefs,  Coffer,  Cheft,  Trunk,  Well,  Vault,  but  he  hath 
an  abstract  for  the  remembrance  offuch  places,  and  goes 

to  them  by  his.  Note ;  There  is  no  hiding  you  in  the 
houie. 

Fal-  He  go  out  then. 

Evans.  Why,  this  is  Lunaticks  t  this  is  mad  as  a  mad 

dog. 
Sbal-  Indeed  M.  Ford,  this  is  not  well  indeed. 
Ford.  So  lay  I  too  fir,  come  hither  Miltris  Ford,  Mlftris 

Ford,  the  honeft  woman,  the  modeft  wfey  the  vertuous 
creature,  that  hath  the  jealous  fool  to  her  husband  :  I 
fufpect  without  caufe  (Miftris)  do  I? 

Mif.  Fcr.d.  Heaven  be  my  witneis  you  do,if  you  fufpect 
me  in  any  difhonefty. 

Ford,  Well  faid  brazen-face,  hold  it  out:  Come  forth 

firrah. 
Page.  This  pafles. 

Mif.  Ford.  Are  you  notafliam'd,  let  the  cloathesalor.e. Ford.  I  fhall  find  you  anon. 

Evans-  'Tis  unreafonable ;  will  you  take  up  your  wives cloathes  ?  Come,  away. 

Ford.  Empty  the  Basket  I  fay. 
Mif  Ford.  Why  man,  why  ? 

Ford.  Mafter  Page,  as  I  am  ;i  man,  there  was  one  con- 

MifFord.  If  you  go  out  in  your  own  femblance,  you  J  vey'd  out  of  my  houfe  yefterday  in  the  Basket:  win  may 
lei's  you  go  out  difguis'd.  How  might  we  not  he  be  there  again  ?  in  my  houie  l  am  lure  he  is :  my die  Sir  John,  un 

dilguife  him  ? 

Mif  Page.  Alafs-the-day  I  know  not,  there  is  no  wo 

mans'  Gown  big  enough  for  him :  otherwife  he  might  put on  a  Hat,  a  Mufher,  a  Kirchitf,  and  fo  efcape. 
Fal.  Good  hearts  devife  fomething:  any  extremity, 

rather  than  mifchief. 

Mif.  Ford-  My  Maids  Aunt,  the  fat  woman  of  Brain- 
ford,  has  a  Gown  above. 

Mif  Page.  On  my  word  it  will  ferve  him :  (he's  as 
>ig  as  he  is :  and  there's  her  thrumb  Hat,  and  her  Muffler 
too  :  run  up  Sir  John. 

Mif  Ford.  Go,  go,  fweet  Sir  John:  Miftris  Page  and 
I  will  look  fome  linnen  for  your  head. 

Mif.  Page.  Quick,  quick,  we'll  come  drefs  you  ftraight: 
put  on  the  Gown  the  while.  Exit. 

Mif.  Ford.  I  would  my  husband  would  meet  him  in  this 
fliape:  he  cannot  abide  rhe  old  woman  of  Brain  ford:  he 

fwears  (he's  a  Witch,  forbad  her  my  houfe,  and  hath threamed  to  beat  her. 

Mif.  Page.  Heaven  guide  him  to  thy  husbands  cudgell : 
and  the  Devil  guide  his  cudgell  afterwards. 
Mf  Ford.  Butis  my  husband  coming  ? 
Mif  Page.  I  in  good  fadnefs  is  he,  and  talks  of  the  Baf- 

ket  too,  howfoever  he  hath  had  intelligence. 

Mf.  Ford.  We'll  try  that ;  for  l'le  appoint  my  men 
to  carry  the  basket  again,  to  meet  him  at'the  door  with it,  as  they  did  laft  time. 

Mif.  Page.  Nay,  but  he'll  be  here  prefently :  let's  go drefs  him  like  the  Witch  of  Brainford. 
Mif  Ford.  Tie  firft  direct  my  men,  what  they  fliall 

do  with  the  Basket ;  Go  up,  l'le  bring  linnen  for  him ftraight. 

Mif  Page.  Hang  him  difhoneft  Varlet, 
We  cannot  mifufe  him  enough  : 

We'll  leave  a  proof  by  that  which  we  will  do, Wives  may  be  merry,  and  yet  honeft  too  : 
We  do  not  a£t,  that  often  jeft  and  laugh, 
'Tis  old,  but  true,  ftill  Swine  eats  all  thedraugh. 

CM  if  Ford.  Go  firs,  take  the  Bisket  again  on  your 
moulders :  your  Mafter  is  hard  at  door :  if  he  bid  you  fet 

intelligence  is  true,  my  jeaioufieis  reafonable,  pluck  me 
out  all  the  linnen. 

Mif  Ford.  If  you  find  a  man  there,  he  fhall  die  a  Fleas 

death. P.age.  Here's  no  man. 
Sbal.  By  my  fidelity  this  is  not  well  Mr.  Ford :  This wrongs  you. 

Evan.  M.  Ford,  you  muft  pray,  and  not  follow  the  ima- 
ginations of  your  own  heart :  this  is  jealoufies. 

Ford.  Well,  he's  not  here  I  feek  for. 
Page.  No,  nor  no  where  elfe  but  in  your  brain. 
Ford.  Help  to  jfearch  my  houfe  this  one  time ;  if  I  find 

not  what  I  feek,  fliew  no  colour  of  my  extremity:  Let 
me  forever  be  your  Table-fport:  Let  them  fay  of  me  as 
jealous  as  Ford,  that  fearched  a  hollow  Wall-nut  for  his 
Wives  Lemman.  Satisfie  me  once  more,  once  more  fearch 
with  me. 

Mif.  Ford.  What  hoa  fMiftris  Page)  come  you  and 
the  old  woman  down:  my  Husband  will  come  into  the 
Chamber. 

Ford.  Old  woman?  what  old  woman's  that? 
Mif  Ford.  Why  it  is  my  Maids  Aunt  of  Brainford. 
Ford.  A  Witch,  a  Quean,  an  old  cozening  Quean: 

Have  I  not  forbid  her  my  houfe?  She  comes  of  errands 

do's  flie  ?  We  are  fimple  men,  we  do  not  know  what's 
brought  to  pafs  under  the  pfofeflipn  of  Fortune  telling. 

She  works  by  Charms,  by  Spells,  by  th'Figure,  and  fiich 
dawbry  as  this  is,  beyond  our  Element :  we  know  no- 

thing. Come  down  you  Witch,  you  Hag  you,  come down  I  fay. 

Mif.  Ford.  Nay,  good  fweet  husband,  good  Gentle- 
men, let  him  not  ftrike  the  old  woman.         En'er  Fal. 

Mif  Page.  Come  Mother  Prat.,  Come  give  me  your 

hand. 
Ford,  i'le  Prat  her :  Out  of  my  door  you  Witch,  you 

Hag,  you  Baggage,you  PouIcat.youRunnionjOUt,  ouid'le 
conjure  you,  I'le  Fortune-tell  you 

Mif  Page-  Are  vou  not  afliam'd  ? I  think  you  have  kill  d  the  poor  woman. 
E 

Exit  Fal. 

Mif.  Ford. 
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Mif  Ford.  Nay  he  will  do  it,  'tis  a  goodly  credit  for 

yon. Ford.  Hang  her  Witch. 

Evans.  1  y  yea,  and  no,  I  think  the  o'man  is  a  Witch 
indeed :  I  like  not  when  a  o'man  has  a  great  peard ;  I  fpie 
a  great  peard  under  his  Muffler. 

Ford.  Will  you  follow  Gentlemen,  I  befeech  you  fol- 
low :  fee  but  the  ilTue  of  my  jealoufie :  If  I  cry  out  thus 

upon  no  rryal,  never  truft  me  when  I  open  again. 

Page-  Let's  obey  his  humour  a  little  further: 
Come  Gentlemen.  Exeunt. 

Mtf.  Pa^e.  Truft  me  he  beat  him  moft  pitifully. 

tMif  Ford.  Nay  by  di'Mafs  that  he  did  not:  he  beat 
him  moft  unpitifully,  me  thought. 

Mif.  Page.  Tie  have  the  cudgel  hallow'd  ,  and  hung 
o're  the  Altar,  it  hath  done  meritorious  lervice. 

Mif  Ford.  What  think  you  ?  May  we  with  the  warrant 
of  Woman-hood,  and  the  witnefs  of  a  good  confcience, 

purfue  him  with  any  further  revenge  ? 

Mif  Page.  The  fpirit  of  wantonnefs  is  lure  fcar'd  out 
of  him ;  if  the  Devil  have  him  not  in  fee-fimple,  with  fine 
and  recovery,  he  will  never,  1  think,  in  the  way  ofwafte, 

attempt  us  again. 
Mif.  herd.  Shall  we  tell  our  husbands  how  we  have 

ferved ' sim? 
Mif  Taoe-  Yes,  by  all  means :  if  it  be  but  to  fcrape  the 

figures  out  of  your  husbands  brain  :  if  they  can  find  in 
their  hearts,  the  poor  unvertuous  fat  Knight  fhall  beany 

further  afHi&ed,  we  two  will  ftill  be  the  minifters. 

Mif  Ford,  l'le  warrant  they'l  have  him  publickly  fham'd, and  methinks  there  would  be  no  period  to  the ]elr,fhould 

he  not  be  publickly  fham'd- 
Mif.  Page.  Come  to  the  Forge  with  it,  then  fhape  it  : 

I  would  not  have  things  cool.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Hoft  and  Bardolffe. 

Bar.  Sir,  the  German  defires  to  have  three  of  your 
horfes :  the  Duke  himfelf  will  be  to  morrow  at  Court,and 

they  are  going  to  meec  him. 
Hoft.  What  Duke  (hould  that  be  comes  fo  fecretly  ? 

I  hear  not  of  him  in  the  Court:  let  me  fpeak  with  the 
Gentlemen,  they  fpeak  EngUfh. 

Bar.  Sir  ?  I'le  call  them  to  you. 
Hoft.  They  fhall  have  my  horfes,  but  Tie  make  them 

pay :  Fie  fawce  them,  they  have  had  my  houfes  a  week  at 

command :  1  have  tutn'd  away  my  other  guefts,they  muft 
come  off,  l'le  fawce  them,  come.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quartet. 

Enter  Page,  Ford,  Miftris  Page,  MiftrisFord, 
and  Evans. 

Evans-.  'Tis  one  of  the  beft  difcretions  of  a  o  man  as 
ever  I  did  look  upon. 

Page.  And  did  he  fend  you  both  thefe  Letters  at  an  in- 
tent? 

Mf.  Page  Within  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 
Ford.  Pardon  me  (wife )  henceforth  do  what  thou  wilt  ; 

I  rather  will  fufpetf:  the  Sun  with  gold, 
Then  thee  with  wantonnefs ;  Now  doth  thy  honor  ftand 

(In  him  that  was  of  late  an  HeretickJ 
As  firm  of  faith. 

Page.  'Tis  well,  'tis  well,  no  more  .- Be  not  extream  in  fdbmiflion,  as  in  offence, 
But  let  our  plot  go  forward  :  Let  our  Wives 
Yet  once  again  (to  make  us  publick  fporr) 
Appoint  a  meeting  with  this  old  fat  fellow, 
Where  we  may  take  him,  and  difgrace  him  for  it. 

Ford.  There  is  no  better  way  than  that  they  fpokeof. 
Page.  How  ?  to  fend  him  word  they'll  meec  him  in  the 

Park  at  midnight?  Fie,  fie,  he'll  never  come. 
Evan.  You  fay  he  hath  been  thrown  into  the  River  • 

and  has  been  gnevoufly  peaten ,  as  an  old  o'man :  me thinks  there  mould  be  terroursin  him,thathe  mould  not 
come:  Me  thinks  his  flefh  is  punifiYd,  he  fhall  have  no 
defires. 

Page.  So  think  I  too- 
M  Ford.  Devife  but  how  you'll  life  him  when  he  comes And  let  Us  two  devife  to  bring  him  thither. 

M.  Page.  There  is  an  old  tale  goes,  'that  Heme  the Hunter  |  fometime  a  Keeper  in  Windfor  Forreft) 
Doth  all  the  Winter  time  at  ftill  of  midnight 
Walk  round  about  an  Oak,  with  great  ragg'd  horns 
And  there  he  blafts  the  tree,  and  takes  the  Cattel  ' And  makes  milch-kine  yield  blood,  and  (hakes  a  chain 
I  n  a  moft  hideous  and  dreadful  manner. 
You  have  heard  of  tach  a  fpirit..  and  well  you  know 
The  fuperftitious  idle-.headed-£W 
Receiv'd,  and  did  deliver  to  our  age This  tale  of  Herne  the  Hunter  for  a  truth: 

Pate.  Why  yet  there  want  not  many  that  do  fear 
In  deep  of  night  to  walk  by  this  Hemes  Oak : 
But  what  of  this  ? 

Mif  Ford.  Marry  this  is  our  device, 
That  Falfiaffe  at  that  Oak  fhall  meet  with  us. 

Page.  Well,  Jet  it  not  be  doubted  but  he'l  come, 
And  in  this  fhape  when  you  have  brought  him  thither, 
What  fhall  be  done  with  him  ?  What  is  your  plot  ? 
M  Page.  That  likewile  have  we  thought  upon,and  thus: 

Nan  Page  (my  daughter)  and  my  little  Son, 
And  three  or  four  more  of  their  growth,  we'l  drefs 
Like  Urchins,  Ouphes  and  Fairies,  green  and  white, 
With  rounds  of  waxen  Tapers  on  their  heads, 
And  Rattles  in  their  hands ;  upon  a  fiidden, 
As  Falfiaffe.,  fhe,  and  1,  are  newly  met, 
Let  them  from  forth  a  Saw  pit  rufh  at  once 
With  fomediffufed  fong :  Upon  their  fight 
We  two.,  in  great  amazednefs  will  flie: 
Then  let  them  all  encircle  him  about, 
And  Fairy-like  to  pinch  the  unclean  Knight ; 
And  ask  him  why  that  hour  of  Fairy  Revel, 
In  their  fo  facred  paths,  he  dares  to  tread 
In  fhape  prophane. 

Ford.  And  till  he  tell  the  truth, 
Let  the  fnppofed  Fairies  pinch  him  found, 
And  burn  him  with  their  Tapers. 

M.  Page.  The  truth  being  known, 

We'll  all  prefent  our  felves ;  dif  horn  the  fpirit, 
And  mock  him  home  to  Windfor. 

Ford.  The  Children  muft 

Bepra&is'd  well  to  this,  or  they'll  ne'r  do't. Evan.  I  will  teach  the  children  their  behaviours :  and 

I  will  be  like  a  Jack-a-napes  alfo,  to  burn  the  Knight  with 

my  Taber. Ford.  That  will  be  excellent, 

l'le  go  buy  them  vizards. 
Mif  Page.My  Nan  fhall  be  the  Queen  of  all  the  Fairies, 

finely  attired  in  a  robe  of  white. 
Page.  That  filk  would  I  go  buy,  and  in  that  time 

Shall  M.  Slender  fteal  my  Nan  away, 
And  marry  her  at  Eaton :  go,  fend  to  Falfiaffe  ftraight. 

Ford.  Nay,  I'le  to  him  again  in  name  o\'Broomy 
He'll  tell  me  all  hispurpofe:  fure  he'l  come. 

Mif.  Page.  Fear  not  you  that :  Go  get  us  properties 
And  tricking  for  your  Fairies. 

Evans.  Let  us  about  it, 

It 
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It  is  admirable  pleafures,  and  ferry  honeft  knaveries. 

Mif  Page.  Go  Mif.  Ford, 

Send  quickly  to  Sir  John,  to  know  his  mind: 

I'le  io  the  Doftor,  he  hath  my  good  will, 
And  none  but  he  to  marry  with  Nan  Page : 

That  Slender  (though  well  landed). is  an Ideot: 

And  he,  my  Husband  belt  of  all  affefts: 

The  Doctor  is  well  money'd,  and  his  friends 
Potent  at  Court :  he,  none  but  he  fhall  have  her, 

Though  twenty,  thoufand  worthier  come  to  crave  her. Exit. 

Scena  Quinta. 

Enter  Hoft,  Simple,  Falftaffe,  Bardolfe,  Evans, 
Cajns,  Quickly. 

Ho/}.  What  would'ft  thou  have?  (Boor)  what  ?  (thick- 
skin)  fpeak,  breathe,  difcufs :  brief,  fhort,  quick,  fnap. 

Sim.  Marry  fir,  I  come  to  fpeak  with  Sir  John  fal- 
ftaffe from  M.  Slender. 

Hoft.  There's  his  Chamber,  his  Houfe,  his  Caftle,  his 
Standing-bed  and  Truckle-bed :  'tis  painted  about  with 
the  ftory  of  the  Prodigal,  frefhand  new:  go,  knock  and 

call:  he'll  fpeak  like  an  Anrhropophaginian  unto  thee : 
Knock  I  fay.  • 

Sim.  There's  an  old  woman,  a  fat  woman  gone  up  in- 
to his  Chamber :  I  le  be  fo  bold  as  ftay,  fir,  till  (he  come 

down  :  I  come  to  fpeak  with  her  indeed 

Hoft.  Ha  ?  a  fat  woman  ?  The  Knight  may  be  robb'd : 
Tie  call,  Bully-Knight,  Bully-Sir  John  -.  fpeak  from  thy 

Lungs  Military :  Art  thou  there  ?'  Jt  is  thine  Hoft,  thine Ephefian  calls. 
Fal.  How  now,  mine  Hoft  ? 

Hoft.  Here's  a  Bohemian-Tartar '  tarries  the  coming 
down  of  thy  fat  woman  ;  Let  her  defcend  (Bully)  let 
ler  defcend :  my  Chambers  are  honourable :  Fie,  priva- 

cy? Fie. 
Fal.  There  was  (mine  Hoft)  an  old  fat  woman  even 

now  with  me,  but  fhe's  gone. 
Sim.  Pray  you  fir,  was't  not  tlie  wife  woman  of 

Brainford? 

Fal.  I  marry  was  it  (Muflel-fhell)  what  would  vou with  her  ?  . 

Sim.  My  Mafter  (Sir)  my  Mafter  Slender  fent  to  her, 
feeing  her  go  through  the  ftreets,  to  know  (Sir )  whether 
one  Nim  (Sir)  that  beguiled  him  of  a  chain,  had  the chain,  or  no. 

Fal  I  fpake  with  the  old  woman  about  it. 
Sim.  And  what  fays  fhe,  1  pray  Sir  ? 
Fal.  Marry  fhe  (ays,  that  the  very  fame  man  that 

beguil'd  Mafter  Slender  of  his  Chain,  cozen'd  him  of it 

Sim.  I  would  I  could  have  fpoken  with  the  woman 
her  felf,  I  had  other  things  to  have  fpoken  with  her  too, from  him. 

Fal.  What  are  they  ?  let  us  know. 
Hoft.  I,  corue :  quick. 
Fal.  I  may  not  conceal  them  (fir) 
Haft.  Conceal  them,  or  thou  di'ft. 
Sim.  Why  fir,  they  were  nothing  but  abcui  Miftris 

Anne  Vage,  to  know  if  it  were  my  Mailers  fortune  to  have her  or  no. 

Fal.  'Tis,  'tis  his  fortune. Sim.  What  Sir. 

Fal.  To  have  her,  or  no:  go;  fay  the  woman  told  me lo, 

Sim.  May  I  be  bold  to  fay  fo,  fir  ? 
Fal.  I  fir :  like  who  more  bold. 

5*-:  . 

Sim.  I  thank  your  worfhip :  /  fhall  make  my  mafter 
glad  with  thefe  tidings. 

Hoft.  Thou  art  darkly:  thou  art  darkly  (S'wjobn) was  there  a  wife  woman  with  thee  ? 
Fal.  I,  that  there  was  (  mine  Hoft )  one  that  hath 

taught  me  more  wit,  than  ever  1  learn'd  before  in  my  lile  : 
and  I  paid  nothing  for  it  neither,  but  was  paid  for  my learning. 

Enter  Bardolph. 
Bar.  Out  alas  (fir)  cozenage:  meer  cozenage. 
Hcjt.  Where  be  my  horfes?  fpeak  well  of  them,  var- letto. 

Bar,  Runaway  with  the  cozeners:  for  fo  foon  as  I 
came  beyond  Eaton,  they  threw  me  off  from  behird 
one  of  them  in  a  flow  of  myre ,  and  let  fywrs,  and 
away,  like  three  German-Devils  ■  three  Doctor  Fan- 

ftuffis. 

Hoft.  They  are  gone  but  to  meet  the  Duke  (villain  ) 
do  not  fay  they  be  fled:  Germane*  are  honeft  men. Enter  Evans, 

Evan.  Where  is  mine  Hoft  i 
Host.  What  is  the  matter  fir  ? 

Evan.  Have  a  care  of  your  entertainments :  there  is  a 
friend  of  mine  come  to  town,  tells  me  there  is  three  Co- 

zen-jernv  '.3  that  has  cozen'd  all  the  Hosts  of  Reading, of 
Maidenhead ,  of  Cole-Brook  t  of  horfes  and  money  :  I  rell 

you  for  good  will  (lookyouj  you  are  wife,  and  full  uf 

gibes,  and  vlmting-ftocks :  and  'tis  not  convenient  you 

mould  be  cozened.  Fare  you  we'll.  Exit. Enter  Cajus. 

Cai.  Ver'is  mine  Hoft  de  Jarteer? 
Hoft.  Here  (Mafter  Doctor)  in  perplexity  and  doubtful 

delemma. 

Cai.  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat :  but  it  is  tell-a-me,  datyou 
make  a  grand  preparation  for  a  Dude  de  Ja,  .a,  :  by  my 
trot:  der  is  no  Duke  dat  the  Court  is  know,  to  come:  [ 
tell  you  for  good  will :  adieu; Exit. 

Hoft.  Huy  and  cry  (villane)  go:  affift  me  Knight,  I 
am  undone :  flye,  run :  hu  and  cry  (villane)  I  am  undone. 

Exit. 

Fal.  I  would  all  the  world  might  be  cozen'd,  for  I  have 
been  cozened  and  beaten  too:  it  it  fhould  come  ro  the  ear 

of  the  Court,  howl  have  been  transformed ;  and  how  my 

transformation  hath  been  wafh'd  and'  cudgel'd ,  they 
would  melt  me  out  of  my  fat,  drop  by  drop,  and  liquor 
Fifhermens  boots  with  me:  I  warrant  they  would  whip 
me  with  their  fine  wits,  till  i  were  as  creft-faln  as  a  dri'd 

Pear :  I  never  profper'd.  fince  I  fori  wore  my  felf  at  Prime- 
ro :  well,  if  my  wind  were  but  long  enough  ,  1  would  re- 

pent :  Now  ?  whence  come  you  ? Enter  jguicklj. 

Qu.  From  the  two  parties  forfooth. 
Fal.  The  Devil  take  one  party,  and  his  Dam  the  other : 

and  fo  they  fhall  be  both  beftow'd  ;  I  have  fuffer'd  more 
for  their  fakes ,  more  than  the  villainous  inconftancy  of 
mans  difpofition  is  able  to  bear. 

J£>ui.  And  have  not  they  fuffer'd  ?  Yes,  I  warrant , 
fpecioufiy  one  of  them ;  Miftris  Fcrd(  good  heart)  is  beaten 
black  and  blew,that  you  cannot  fee  a  white  fpot  about  her 

Fal.  What  tell'ft  thou  me  of  black  and  blew  ?  I  was 
beaten  my  felf  into  all  the  colours  of  the  Rain  bow  :  and 
I  was  like  to  be  apprehended  for  the  Wifch  of  Brainford, 
but  that  my  admirable  dexterity  of  wit,mV  counterfeiting 

the  action  of  an  old  Woman  deliver'd  me,  the  Knave 
Conftable  had  fet  me  ith' Stocks,  ith5  common  Stocks  for 
a  Witch. 
.  Jgui.  Sir,  let  m<?  fpeak  with  you  in  your  Chamber,  you 
fhall  hear  how  things  go,and(l  warrant)  to  your  content  : 
here  is  a  letter  will  fay  fomewhat :  (good  hearts )  what  a- 

do  here  is  to  bring  you  together?  Sure  one  of  you  do's 
not  ferve  heaven  w.  li,  that  you  ai'e  fo  crofs'd. 

Fal.  Come  up  into  my  Chamber.  Exeunt. 

Scena 
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Scena  Sexta. 

Enter  Fentoii,  Hoft. 

Hott.  Matter  Fentcn,  talk  not  to  me,  my  mind  is  hea- 
vy :  1  will  give  over  all. 
Fen.  Yet  hear  me  fpeak  :  aflift  me  in  my  purpofe, 

And  (as  I  am  a  Gentleman )  Tie  give  thee 
A  hundred  pound  in  gold,  more  than  your  lofs: 

f&ft.  1  will  hear  you  fMafter  Fenton )  and  I  will  ( at  the 
lea  ft)  keep  yourcountel. 

Ft  n.  From  time  to  time,  I  have  acquainted  you 
With  the  dear  love  I  bear  to  fair  Anne  Page, 

Who,  mutually,  hath  arrfwer'd  my  affection, 
(So  far  forth,  as  her  (elf  might  be  her  chuter) 
Even  to  rny  wim ;  I  have  a  letter  from  her 
Of  fuch  contents,  as  you  will  wonder  at ; 
The  mirth  whereof,  fo  larded  with  my  matter, 
That  neither  ilngly  can  be  manifefted 

Without  the  fhew  of  both  :"fat  Sir  John  Fal/laffe Hath  a  great  Scene ;  the  image  of  the  jeft 
fie  fhew  you  here  at  large  (hark  good  mine  Hosl:) 

To  night  at  Hemes  Oak,  raft  'twixt  twelve  and  one, 
Muft  my  fweet  Nan  prefent  the  Fairie  Queen : 
The  purpofe  why,  is  here?  in  which  difguite 
While  other  jefts  are  fomething  rank  on  foot, 
Her  father  hath  commanded  her  to  flip. 
Away  with  Slender,  aad  with  him  at  Eaton 
Immediately  to  marry :  She  hath  contented ;  Now  Sir, 
Her  mother,  (even  ftrongagainft  that  match, 
And  firm  for  Doctor  Cams )  hath  appointed 
That  he  (hall  likewife  fliuffle  her  away, 
While  other  (ports  are  tasking  of  their  minds, 
And  at  the  Deanry,  where  a  Prieft  attends 
Straight  marry  her :  to  this  her  mothers  plot  { 
She  (teemingly  obedient)  likewife  hath 
Made  promite  to  the  Doctor :  Now  thus,  it  refts, 
Her  father  means  fhe  (hall  be  all  in  white; 
And  in  that  habit,  when  Slender  fees  his  time 
To  take  her  by  the  hand,  and  bid  her  go, 
She  lhall  go  with  him :  her  Mother  hath  intended 
(The  better  to  devote  her  to  the  Doctor ; 

For  they  muft  all  be  mask'd  and  vizarded ) 
That  quaint  in  green,  (he  (hall  be  loofe  enrob'd, 

I With  Ribands-pendant,  flaring  'bout  her  head ; And  when  the  Doctor  (pies  his  vantage  ripe, 
To  pinch  her  by  the  hand,  and  on  that  tokens 

,  The  maid  hath  given  content  to  go  with  him. 

J    Ho  ft.  Which  means  fhe  to  deceive  ?  Father,  or  Mo- ther ? 

Fen.  Both  (my  good  Hoft)  to  go  along  with  me, 

And  here  it  refts,  that  you'i  procure  the  Vicar 
To  ftay  for  me  at  Church,  'twixt  twelve  and  one, 
And  in  the  lawful  name  of  marrying, 
To  give  our  hearts  united  ceremony. 

Ho'sl.  Well, husband  your  device  ;  Tie  to  the  Vicar, 
Bring  you  the  Maid,  you  lhall  not  lack  a  Prieft. 

Fen.  So  fhall  1  evermore  be  bound  to  thee; 

Befide,  I'le  make  a  prefent  recompence.  Exeunt- 

Affus  Quintus,  Scena  Prima, 

Enter  Falftaffe,  Quickly,  and  Ford. 

Fal  Prethee  no  more  pratling:  go,  I'le  hold,  this  is  the 

third  time:  I  hope  good  luck  lies  in  odd  numbers-,  Away, 
go,  they  fay  there  is  Divinity  in  odd  numbers,  either  in 
nativity,  chance,  or  death  :  away. 

gui.  He  provide  you  a  chain,  and  He  do  what  1  can  to 

get  you  a  pair  of  horns. Fal.  Away  I  fay,  time  wears,  hold  up  your  head  and 
mince.  How  now  M.  Broom  ?  Mafter  Broom,  the  matter 
will  be  known  to  night,  or  never.  Be  you  in  the  Park 
about  midnight,  at  Herncs-Oak,  and  you  fhall  fee  won- 
ders. 

Ford.  Went  you  not  to  her  yefterday  (Sir)  as  you  told 
me  you  had  appointed  ? 

Fal.  I  went  to  her  (Mafter  Broom )  as  you  fee,  like  a 
poor-old-man ;  But  I  came  from  her  ("Mafter  Broom)  like 
a  poor-old- woman ;  that  fame  Knave  (Ford  her  husband) hath  the  fineft  mad  Devil  of  jealoufie  in  him  (Mafter 
Broom)  that  ever  govern'd  Frenzie.  1  will  tell  you, he  beat 
me  grievoufly,  in  the  fliape  of  a  woman :  (for  in  the  fliape 
of  a  man  (Mafter  Broom)  I  fear  not  Goltah  with  a  Wea- 

vers beam,  (becaufelknow  alfo,  life  is  a  Shuttle)  I  am 
in  hafte,  go  along  with  me,I'le  tell  yonall  (Mafter  Brcom:) fince  I  pluckt  Geete,  played  trewant,  and  whipt  top,  I 
knew  not  what  'twas  to  be  beaten,  till  lately.  Follow  me 
I'le  tell  you  ftrange  things  of  this  Knave  Ford,  on  whom to  night  I  will  be  revenged,  and  I  will  deliver  his  wife 
into  your  hand.  Follow,  ftrange  things  in  hand  (Mafter 
Broom)  follow.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda* 

Enter  Page,  Shallow,  Slender. 

Page.  Come,  come  :  we'll  couch  i'th  Caftle-ditch , 
till  we  fee  the  light  of  our  Fairies.  Remember  fon  Slender, 

my  daughter. Slen.  I  forfooth,  I  have  fpoke  with  her,  and  we  have  a 
nay- word  how  to  know  one  another.  1  come  to  her  in 
white,  and  cry  Mum ;  (he  cryes  Budget,  and  by  that  we 
know  one  another. 

Shal.  That's  good  too :  but  what  needs  "either  your Mum,  or  her-Budget  ?  The  white  will  decipher  her  well 

enough.  It  hath  ftruck  ten  a'clock. 
Page.  The  night  is  dark,  Light  and  Spirits  will  become 

it  well:  Heaven  profperour  (port.  No  man  means  evil 

but  the  Devil,  and  we  (hall  know  him  by  his  horns.  Let's 
away  :  follow  me.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Mift.  Page,  Mift.  Ford,  Caius^ 

Mif.Page,  Mr.  Doctor,  my  daughter  is  in  green,  when 
you  tee  your  time,  rake  her  by  the  hand,  away  with  her 
to  the  Deanry,  and  difpatch  it  quickly :  go  before  into 
the  Park :  we  two  muft  go  together. 

Cat.  I  know  vat  I  have  to  do,  adieu.  Exit. 

Mif.  Page.  Fare  you  well  ( fir)  my  husband  will  not  re- 
joyce  fo  much  at  the  abufe  of  Falpffe,  as  he  will  chafe  at 

the  Doctors  marrying  my  daughter;  But  'tis  no  matter  ; 
better  a  little  chiding,  than  a  great  deal  of  heart-break. 

Mif  Ford.  Where  is  Nan  now?  and  her  troop  of  Fai- ries ?  and  the  Welch  Devil  Heme  ? 

Mif.  Page.  They  are  all  couch'd  in  a  pit  hard  by  Hemes 
Oak,  withobfeur'd  Lights;  which  at  the  very  inftantof 

Falftaffes  and  our  meeting,  they  will  at  once  difplay  to  the 

night.  .   MiL 
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Mil.  Ford.  That  cannot  choofebut  amaze  him. 

Mif.  Page.  If  he  be  not  amaz'd  he  will  be  mock 
 d :  If 

he  be  amaz'd,  he  will  be  mock'd. 
MiC  Ford.  We'll  betray  him.finety. 

Mif.  Tap.  Againft  fuch  LeWdfters,  and  their  Leche
ry, 

Thofe  that  betray  them  do  no  treachery. 

Mtf. Ford.  The  hour  draws  on;  to  the  Oak, Oak. 

to  the 

Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Evans  and  Fairies- 

Evans.  Trib,trib,  Fairies:  Come, and  remember  your 

parts:  bepold  ('I  pray  you)  follow  me  into  the  pir,  and 
when  I  give  the  watch-'ords :  do  as  I  bid  you :  come,come3 
trib,  trib.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quinta. 

Enter  FalftafFe,  Miftris  Page,  MiRris  Ford,  Evans, 
Anne  Page,  Fairies,  Page,  Ford,  Quickly, 

Slender,  Fenton,  Caius,  Piltoll. 

Fal.  The  Wmifor  Bell  hath  ft  ruck  twelve:  the  Minute 

draws  on:  Now' the  hot-b!oodied-god  affift  me  Remem- 
ber Jove,  thou  waft  a  Bull  for  thy  Europa,  Love  let  on 

thy  horns.  O  powerful  Love,  that  in  fome  refpefts 
makes  a  Beaft  a  Man  :  in  fome  other  a  Man,  a  Beaft.  You 

were  alfo  (Jupiter)  a  Swan,  for  the  love  of  Leda:  O  omni- 
potent Love,  how  near  the  God  drew  to  the  complexion 

of  aGoofe:  a  fault  done  firftin  the  form  of  a  Beaft,  (O 

Jove,  a  beaftly  fault.-)  and  then  another  fault,  in  the 
femblance  of  a  Fowl,  think  on't  (Jove)  afoul-fault. 
When  gods  have  hoc  backs,  what  (hall  poor  men  do  ? 
For  me,  I  am  here  a  IVtndfor  Stag,  and  the  fatteft  ( I 

hink)  i'th the  Forreft.  Send  me  a  cool  rut-rime  (Jove) 
or  who  can  blame  me  to  pifs  my  Tallow?  Who  comes 
here  ?  my  Doe  ? 

M.  F:rd.  Sir  John  ?  Art  thou  there  (my  Deer  ? ) 
My  male-Deer? 

FaL  My  i  >oe  with  the  black  Scut  ?  Let  the  skie  rain  Po- 
tatoes: let  it  nuinder,  to  the  tune  of  Green  fleeves,  hail- 

kiffing  Comfits,  and  fnow  Eringoes:  Let  there  come  a 
tempeft  of  provocation,  I  will  (helter  me  here. 

M.Ford.  Miftris  P^fiscome  with  me  (fweet  heart.) 

FaL  Divide  me  like  a  Brib'd  Buck,  each  a  Haunch:  I 
will  keep  my  fides  to  my  felf,  my  moulders  for  the  fellow 
of  this  walk;  and  my  horns  I  bequeath  your  husbands 
Am  I  a  Woodman,  ha  ?  Speak  I  dike  Heme  the  Hunter  ? 

Why,  now  \s  Cupid  a  child  ofConfciencc,  he  makes  refti- 
tution.  As  I  am  a  true  fpirit,  welcome. 

M.  Page.  Alas,  wh3t  noife  ? 
M.  Ford.  Heaven  forgive  our  fins. 
Fa!.  What  (hould  this  be? 
M.  Ford.  M.  Page.  Away,  away. 
Fal.  I  think  the  Divil  will  not  have  me  damn'd, 

Leaft  the  Oyl  that's  in  me  (hould  fet  hell  on  fire  j He  would  never  elfe  crofs  me  thus. 

Enter  Fairies. 

Qui  Fairies  black,  gray,  green,  and  white, 
Xqii  Moon-fliine  Revellers,  and  (hades  of  night, 
fou  Orphan  neirs  of  fixed  deftiny, 
Attend  your  office,  and  your  quality.  % 

Crier  Hob-gob!i  i,  make  "the  Fairy  O  yes. 

Pift.  Elves,  lift  your  names :  Silence  you  airy  toys. 
Cricket,  to  iVmdfor  Chimneys  (halt  thou  leap : 

Where  fires  thou  find'ft  unr'ak'd,  and  Hearths  unfwepr, There  pinch  the  Maids  as  blue  as  Bribery, 
Our  radiant  Queen  hates  Slurs  and  Sluttery. 

FaL  They  are  Fairies,  he  that  (peaks  to  them  fhall  die. 

1'Ie  wink  and  couch:  No  man  their  works  muft  eye. 
Ev.  Where's  Bede  }  Go  you,and  where  you  find  a  Ma:d That  ere  (he  fleep  has  thrice  her  prayers  laid, 

Raife  up  the  Organs  of  her  fanrafie, 
Sleep  (he  as  found  ascarelefs  infancy, 
But  thofe  that  fleep  and  think  not  on  their  fins, 
Pinch  them,  arms  legs,  back?,  (houlders, fides  and  fhins. 

Qui.  About,  about  ■ Search  Wmdfrr  Caftle  (Elves)  within,  and  out. 
Strew  good  luck  (Ouphes)  on  every  lacred  room, 
That  it  may  ftand  till  the  perpetual  doom, 

In  ftate  as  wholefood  as  in  ftate  'tis  fir, 
Worthy  the  Owner,  and  the  Owner  it. 
The  feveral  Chairs  of  Order,  look  you  fcowr, 
With  juyceofBalm  ;  and  every  precious  fiowr, 

Each  fair  Inftalment,  Coat  and  fev'ral  Creft, Withlov/al  Blazon  evermore  bebleft. 

And  nightly-medow-Fniries,  look  you  fing 
Like  to  the  G^r^r-Compafs  in  a  Ring, 

Th'exprellure  that  it  bears :  Green  let  it  be, More  fertile  frefh  then  all  the  field  to  fee ; 

And,  H  ny  Scit  Qui  Af,J-y-l}anfe,  wrire 
In  Emrold-tutFs  Flowers,  purple,  blue,  and  white, 
Like  Saphire- pearl,  and  rich  Embroiderie, 
Buckled  below  fur  K  :;gK.t- hoods  bending  knee  ; 
Fairies  ufe  Flowers  far  their  Characlerie, 

Away,  difperfe :  Buc  till  'tis  one  a  clock, Our  dance  of  cuftom  round  about  the  Oak 

Of  Heme  the  Hunter,  let  us  not  forget. 
Ex/.Pray  you  lock  hand  in  hand, your  felves  in  order  fet: 

And  twenty  Glow-worms  (hall  our  Lant-horns  be 
To  guide  our  Meafiire  round  about  the  tree. 
But  ftay,  1  fmell  a  man  of  middle  earth. 

Fal.  Heavens  defend  me  from  that  Welch  Faifie, 
Left  he  transform  me  to  a  piece  of  Cheefe. 

Pifi.  Vild  Worm,  thou  waft  ore-look'd  even  in  thy 
birth. 

Qui.  With  tryal-fire  touch  me  his  finger  end ; 
If  he  be  chafte,  the  flame  will  back  defcend 
And  turn  him  to  no  pain  :  but  if  he  ltart, 
It  is  the  flefh  of  a  corrupted  heart. 

Vijt  Atrya!,come. Evans.  Come,  will  this  wood  take  fire  ? 
Fal.  Oh,  oh,  oh. 
Qui.  Corrupt,  corrupt,  and  tainted  in defire, 

About  him  (Fairies)  fing  a  fcornful  Rime, 
And  as  you  trip,  Kill  pinch  him  to  your  time. 

The  Song. 

Fie  on  finfitl  phantafie :  Fie  on  Lust  andLnxurie : 
Lufi  is  but  a  bloody  fire,  kindled  with  unchafit  defire. 

Fed  in  heart  ivhofe  flames  ajbire3 

As  thoughts  do  blow  them  higher  and  higher. 

? inch  him  (Fairies)  mutually:  pnch  him  for  his  Villanie. 
Pinch  him,  and  burn  htm,  and  turn  htm  about, 

Fill  Candles,  and  Star-light,  and  Mocn-fliine  be  out. 

I  have  watcht  you 

Hunter  ferve  your 

Page.  Nay  do  not  flye,  I  think 
now  :  Will  none  buc  Heme  the 

turn  ? 
M.  Page.  I  pray  you  come,  hold  up  the  jeft  no  higher. 

Now  (good  Sir  John)  how  like  you  iVindfor  Wives  ? 
See  you  thefe  husbands?  Do  not  thefe  fair  Oaks 
Become  the  Forreft  better  then  the  Town  ? 

Ford.  Now  Sir,  who's  a  Cuckold  now? 
Mr.  Broom,  Falftaff's  a.  Knave,  a  Cuckoldly  Knave, 
Here  are  his  horns  Mailer  Brcom: 
And  Mailer  Brcom,  he  hath  enjoyed  nothing  of  Ford, 

E  3  But 
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but  liis  back-basket,  his  Cudgel,  and  twenty  pounds  o; 

money,  which  muft  be  paid  to  Mr.  Broom,  his  hori'es  are 
arretted  tor  it,  M.  Broom. 

M-  Ford.  Sir  John,  we  have  had  ill  luck  :  we  could  ne- 
ver meet :  1  will  never  take  you  for  my  Love  again,  but 

1  wll  always  count  yon  my  Deer. 
Fal.  I  do  begin  to  perceive  that  lam  made  an  Afs. 
Ford.  1,  and  an  Ox  to:  both  the  proofs  are  extant. 
Fat  And  thc!e  are  not  Fairies : 

I  was  three  or  four  times  in  the  thought  they  were  not 
Fairies,  and  yet  the  guiltinefs  of  my  mind,  the  fuddain 

fin-prize  of  my  powers,  drove  the  grofsnefs  of  the  fop- 
pery into  a  rcceiv'd  belief,  in  defpight  of  the  teeth  of  all 

rime  and  reafbn,  that  they  were  Fairies.  See  now  how 

wit  may  be  mede  a  Jack-a-Lent,  when  'tis  upon  ill  im- 
ployment. 

E-v.w.  Sir  John  Fal(laffe,  ferve  Got,  and  leave  your 
defires,  and  Fairies  will  not  pinfe  you. 

Ford.  Well  faid  Fairy  fhgb. 
Evan.  And  leave  you  your  jealouzies  too,  I  pray  you. 
Ford.  I  will  never  milfruft  my  wife  again,  till  thou  art 

able  to  wooe  her  in  good  Enghflu 
Fal.  Have  I  laid  my  brain  in  the  Sun  and  dried  it, 

that  it  wants  matter  to  prevent  fo  grofs  ore-reaching  as 
this?  Am  I  ridden  with  a  Welch  Goat  too?  Shall!  have 

a  Coxcombe  of  Frize  ?  'Tis  time  1  were  choak'd  with  a 
piece  of  toafted  Cheefe. 

Evaiu.  Seefe  is  not  good  to  give  putter  ;  your  pelly  is 

all  putter* . 
Fal.  Seefe  and  Putter  ?  Have  I  liv'd  to  ftand  at  the 

taunt  of  one  that  makes  Fritters  of  Englifo  ?  This  is  e- 
nough  to  be  the  decay  of  Luft  and  late-walking  through 
the  Realm. 

Mif.  Page.  Why  Sir  John,  do  you  think,  though  we 
would  have  thruft  vertue  out  of  our  hearts  by  the  head 
and  moulders,  and  have  given  our  felves  without  fcruple 
to  hell,  that  ever  the  Devil  could  have  made  you  our  de- 
light. 

Fird.  What,  a  Hodge-pudding  ?  A  bag  of  Flax  ? 
Mif.  Page.  A  puft  man  ? 

Page.  Old,  cold,  wither'd,  and  of  intolerable  entrails  ? Ford.  And  one  that  is  as  flanderous  as  Satan  ? 

Page.  And  as  poor  as  Job. 
Ford.  And  as  wicked  as  his  wife? 

Evan.  And  given  to  Fornications,  and  to  Taverns,  and 
Sack,  and  Wine,  and  Metheglin,  and  to  drinkings,  and 
fwearings,  and  ftaring  ?  Fribbles  and  prabbles  ? 

Fal.  Well,  I  am  your  Theame  :  you  have  the  ftart  of 
me,  I  am  dejected :  1  am  not  able  to  anfwer  the  Welch 
Flannel,  Ignorance  it  felf  is  a  Plummet  ore  me,  life  me  as 

you  will. 
Ford.  Marry  fir,  wee'l  bring  you  to  TVmdfor  to  one 

Mr-  Broome,  that  you  have  cozen'd  of  money,  to  whom 
you  fhould  have  been  a  Pander:  over  and  above  that  you 

have  futfer'd,  I  think,  to  repay  that  money  will  be  a  bi- 
ting affliction. 

Page.  Yet  be  cheerful  Knight,  thou  fhalt  eat  a  Poflet 
to  night  at  my  houfe,  where  1  will  delire  thee  to  laugh  at 
my  wife,  that  now  laughs  at  thee :  Tell  her  Mr.  Slender 
hath  married  her  daughter. 

Mif.  Page.  Doctors  doubt  that  ; 
If  Ame  Page  be  my  daughter,  (he  is  (by  this )  Doctor 
Caws' s  wife. 

Enter  Slender. 

Shn.  Whoa  hoe,  hoe,  Father  Page, 

Page.  Son  ?  How  now  ?  How  now  fon, 

Have  you  difpatch'd  ? 
S!en.  Difpatch'd  ?  I'le  make  the  beft  in  Gkfierftiife  know 

on't :  would  1  were  hang'd  la,  elfe. 
Page  Of  what,  fon  ? 
Shn.  I  came  yonder  at  E.itnn  to  marrv  Miftris  Anne 

Page,  and  fhee's  a  great  lubberly  Roy.  If  it  had  not  been 
ith'  Church,  I  would  have  fw'mg'd  him,  or  he  fhould  have 
fwing'd  me.  If  I  did  not  think  it  had  been  Anne  Page, 
would  I  might  never  ft'ir ,  and  'tis  a  Poft-mafters  Boy. 

Page.  Upon  my  life  then,  yon  took  the  wrong. 
SJen.  What  need  you  tell  me  that  ?  I  think  (b,  when 

I  took  a  Boy  for  a  Girl:  If  J  had  been  married  to  him, 
(for  all  he  was  in  womans  apparel)  I  would  not  have  had 

him. Page.  Why,  this  is  your  own  folly, 
Did  not  I  tell  you  how  you  fhould  know  my  daughter 
By  her  garments  ? 

Slen.  I  went  to  her  in  green,  and  cry'd  Mum,  and  fhe 
cry'd  Budget,  as  Anne  and  I  had  appointed,  and  yet  it  was not  Anne,  but  a  Poft-mafters  Boy. 

Mifi.  Page.  Good  George  be  not  angry,  I  knew  of  your 
purpofe :  turn'd  my  daughter  into  white,  and  indeed  fhe is  now  with  the  Doctor  at  the  Deanry,  and  there  married. 

Enter  Cajus.  • 
Cap  Ver  is  Miftris  Page:  by  gar  lam  cozoned-,  I  ha 

married  oneGarfoon,a  Boe;  oon  Pefant,  by  gar.  A  Boy, 
it  is  not  An  Page,  by  gar,  lam  cozoned. 

M.  Page.  Why  ?  did  you  rake  her  in  white  ? 

Caj.  I  be  gar,  and  'tis  a  Boy  :  be  gar,  He  raife  all  Wind- 

[or. 

Ford.  This  is  ftrange  :  Who  hath  got  the  right  Anne? 
Page.  My  heart  mifgives  me,  here  comes  M.  Fenton. 

How  now  M.  Fenton  ? 
An.  Pardon  good  father,  good  my  mother  pardon. 
Page.  Now  Miftris : 

How  chance  you  went  not  with  M.  Slnder  ? 

Mif.  Page.  Why  went  you  not  with  Mr.  Doctor,  Maid  ? 
Fen.  You  do  amaze  her:  hear  the  truth  of  it, 

You  would  have  married  her  molt  fhamefully, 
Where  there  was  no  proportion  held  in  love  : 
The  truth  is,  (he  and  I  (long  fince  contracted) 
Are  now  fo  fure  that  nothing  can  dilfolve  us : 

Th'  offence  is  holy  that  fhe  hath  committed, 
And  this  deceit  lofes  the  name  of  craft, 
Ofdifobedience,  or  unduteous;  title, 
Since  therein  fhe  doth  evitateand  fhun 

A  thoufand  irreligious  curled  hours 

Which  forced  marriage  would  have  brought  upon  her* 

Ford.  Stand  not  amaz'd,  here  is  no  remedy  : 
In  Love,  the  heavens  themielves  do  guide  the  ftate, 

Money  buys  Lands,  and  wives  are  fold  by  fate. 
Fal.  I  am  glad,  though  you  have  tane  a  fpecial  ftand 

to  ftrike  at  me,  that  your  Arrow  hath  glanc'd. 
Page.  Well,  what  remedy  ?  Fenton,  heaven  give  thee  joy, 

what  cannot  be  efchew'd,  muft  beembrae'd. 
Fal.  When  night-dogs  run,  all  forts  of  Deer  are  chae'd. Mi.  Pa.  Well,  I  will  mufe  no  further:  M.  Fenton, 

Heaven  give  you  man}',  many  merry  days  : 
Good  husband,  let  us  every  one  go  home, 
And  laugh  this  fport  ore  by  a  countrey  fire, 
Sir  John  and  all.  . 

Ford.  Let  it  be  fo  (Sir  John :  ) 

To  Mafter  Brcom,  you  yet  fhall  hold  your  word. 
For  he,  to  night  fhall  lye  with  Miftris  Ford.  Exeunt. 

Mea 
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Aftus  Primus,  Scena  Prima, 

Enter  Duke,  Efcalus,  Lnds. 
Duke. 

S^tS^^  ̂Eica.  My  Lord.    f  ties  to  unfold r  .7     Duke.  Of  government,  the  proper 

■a,  ><*  Would  Teem  in  me  t'affecT:  fpeech  and 

(difcourfe. 

s 

Since  I  am  put  to  know,  that  your 

>j[_         £3%^  (own  Science 
^^WWPSdP^  Exceeds  (in  that)the  lifts  of  all  advice 

My  ftrength  can  give  you :  Then  no  more.remains. 
But  that,  to  your  (ufficiency,  as  your  worth  is  able, 
And  let  them  work :  The  nature  of  our  people, 

Our  Cities  inftnutions ,  and  the  Terms 

For  Common  Juftice,  y'are  as  pregnant  in 
As  Art,  and  praftife  hath  enriched  any 
That  we  remember :  There  is  our  Commiffion, 

From  which,  we  would  not  have  you  warp  j  call  hither, 
I  fayi  bid  come  before  us  Angela : 
What  figure  of  us  think  yon,  he  will  bear. 
For  you  mult  know,  we  have  with  fpecial  foul 
Elected  him  our  abfence  to  fupply  ; 
Lent  him  our  terror,  dreft  him  With  our  love, 
And  given  his  Deputation  all  the  Organs 
Of  our  own  power  :  what  think  you  of  it  ? 

Efc.  If  any  in  Vienna  be  of  worth 
To  undergo  fuch  ample  grace  and  honour, 
It  is  Lord  Argelo. 

Enter  Angeh. 

Duke.  Look  where  he  comes. 

Aug.  Always  obedient  to  your  Graces  will, 
I  come  to  know  your  Graces  pleafure. 

Duke.  Angclo  : 
There  is  a  kind  of  Character  in  thy  life, 

That  to  th'obferver,  doth  thy  hiftory 
Fully  unfold  :  Thy  felf  and  thy  belongings 
Are  not  thine  own  fo  proper,  as  to  waire 
Thy  felf  upon  thy  vermes ;  they  on  thee : 
Heaven  doth  with  us,  as  we  with  Torches  do, 
Not  light  them  for  themfelves:  For  if  our  vermes 

Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  'twere  all  alike 

As  if  we  had  them  not:  Spirits  are  not  finely  touch'd, But  to  fine  ifliies:  nor  Nature  never  lends 

The  (mailed  fcruple  of  her  excellence, 
But  like  a  thrifty  goddefs,  five  determines 
Her  felf  the  glory  of  a  creditor, 
Both  thanks  and  ufe ;  but  i  do  bend  my  fpeech 
To  one  that  can  my  part  in  him  advertife  j 
Hold  therefore  Angelo :  ■ 
In  our  remove,  be  thou  at  full,  our  felf : 
Mortality  and  Mercy  in  Vienna 
Live  in  thy  tongue  and  heart :  Old  Efcalus 
Though  firft  in  queftion,  is  thy  fecondary. 
Take  thy  Commiffion. 

Ang.  Now  good  my  Lord 
Let  there  be  fome  more  teft  made  of  my  mettle, 
Before  lb  noble  and  fo  great  a  figure 

Be  ftampt  upon  it. 
Duk.  No  more  evafion : 

We  have  with  a  leaven'd  and  prepared  choice 
Proceeded  to  you  ;  therefore  take  your  honours  : 
Cur  hafte  from  hence  is  of  fo  quick  condition, 

That  it  prefers  it  felf,  and  leaves  unqueftion'd 
Matters  of  needful  value  :  We  fhall  write  to  you 
As  time,  and  our  concernings  fhall  importune, 
How  it  goes  with  us,  and  do  look  to  know 
What  doth  befall  you  here.  So  fare  you  well: 

To  th'hopeful  execution  do  I  leave  you, 
Of  your  Commiffion. 

Ang.  Yet  give  leave  (my  Lord;) 
Th  u  we  may  bring  yoii  fomething  on  the  way. 

Duk.  My  hafte  may  not  admit  it, 
Nor  need  you  (on  mine  honour)  have  to  do 
With  any  fcruple:  your  fcope  is  as  mine  own, 
So  to  inforce,  or  qualifie  the  Laws, 

As  to  your  foul  feems  good :  Give  me  your  hand; 
l'le  privily  away :  1  love  the  people, 
But  do  not  like  to  ftageme  to  their  eyes : 
Though  it  do  well,  I  do  not  relifhwdl 
Their  loud  applaufe,  and  aves  vehement : 
Nor  do  I  think  the  man  of  fafe  difcretion 

That  do's  affecT:  it.  Once  more  fare  you  well. 
Ang.  The  heavens  givefafety  to  your  purpofes. 
Efc  Lead  forth  and  bring  you  back  in  happinefs. 
Duke.  I  thank  you,  fare  you  well.  Exit. 
Efc.  I  fhall  delirc  you,  Sir,  to  give  me  leave 

To  have  free  fpeech  with  you  ;  and  it  concerns  me 
To  look  into  the  bottom  of  my  place : 
A  power  I  have,  but  of  what  ftrength  and  nature, 
i  amnotyetinftrucled. 

Ang.  Tisfo  with  me:  Let  us  with-draw  together, 
And  we  may  foon  our  fatisfadtion  have 
Touching  that  point, 

Efc  He  wait  upon  your  honour.  Exeunt, 

Sce?id  Sec  unci  a, 

Enter  Lucio,  and  two  other  Gentlemen* 

Luc.  If  the  Duke,,  with  the  other  Dukes,  come  not  to 
compofition  with  the  King  of  Hungary,  why  then  all  the 
Dukes  fall  upon  the  King. 

i  Gent.  Heaven  grant  us  its  peace,  but  not  the  King  of 

Hungaries. 2.  Gent.  Amen. 

Luc.  Thou  couhfft  like  the  Sanctimonious  Pyrat,  that 

went  to  Sea  with  the  ten  Commandments,  but  fcrap'd  one out  of  the  Table. 
z  Gent.  Thou  (halt  not  fteal  ? 

Luc.  I,  thatheraz'd. 
i.  Gent.  Why?  'twas  a  Commandment  to  command 

the  Captain  and  all  the  reft  from  their  functions:  they 

put  forth  to  fteal :  There's  not  a  Souldier  of  us  all,  that  in the 



MeafHH  for  Me'afore. 
c he  thankfgiving  before  meat,  do  rcllifh  the  petition  well 
that  prays  for  peace. 

^  Gent,  I  never  heard  any  Souldier  diflikeit. 

Lu:.  I  believe  thee:  fori  think  thou  never  was't  where 
Grace  was  laid. 

z  G.»;.  No  ?  a  dozen  times  at  leaft. 
i .  Cent.  What  ?  in  meeter  ? 

Luc  In  any  proportion,  or  in  any  language. 
1  Gen:.  I  think,  or  in  any  Religion. 

Lie  I,  why  not?  Grace,  is  Grace,  defpight  of  a!!  Con- 
trove;  fie  :  as  for  example;  Thou  thy  (elf  aft  a  wicked 
vill  tin,  defpifchrof  all  Grace. 

i  Gent.  Well :  there  went  but  a  pair  offhecrs  between 
us. 

Luc.  I  grant:  as  there  may  between  the  Lifts  and  the 
Velvet.  Thou  art  the  Lift. 

i  Can.  And  thou  the  Velvet ;  thou  art  good  Vc-lvek  i 

thou'rta  three  pi  I'd -piece  I  warrant  thee:  lihad  as  lief 
be  a  Lift  of  an  En^lijh  Kerfey,  as  be  pil'd,  as  thou  art  pil'd, 
for  a  French  Velvet.  Do  I  fpeak  feelingly  now  ? 

Luc.  I  think  thou  doft  :  and  indeed  with  moft  painful 
feeling  of  thy  fpeech :  I  will,  out  of  thine  own  confeftion, 
learn  to  begin  thy  health ;  but  whilft  I  live,  for  get  to 
drink  after  thee. 

i  Gait.  J  think  I  have  done  my  felf  wrong,  have  1  not  ? 
i  Gent.  Yes,  that  thou  haft  ;  whether  thou  are  tainted* 

or  free-  Enter  Bawd. 

Luc.  Behold, behold,  where  Madam  Mitigation  comes, 

i  have  purchas'd  as  many  difeafes  under  her  Roof, 
A  s  come  to  — - — ■ 
xG^.t  To  what  I  pray  ? 
Luc.  Judge. 
z  Cent.  To  three  thoufand  Dollours  a  year. 
i  Gent.  J,  and  more. 
Luc.  A  French  Crown  more. 

i  Gent.  Thou  art  always  figuring  difeafes  in  me;  but 
thou  art  full  of  error,  I  am  found. 

Luc.  Nay,  not  fas  one  would  fay)  healthy  :  but  fo 
fbund;  cS  things  that  are  hollow;  thy  bones  are  hollow; 
Impiety  has  made  a  feaft  of  thee. 

i  Gtni.  How  now,  which  of  your  hips  has  the  moft 
profound  Sciatica  ? 

Bawd.  Well,  well  j  There's  one  yonder  arrefted,  and 
carried  to  prifon,  was  worth  five  thoufand  of  you  all. 

z  Gent.  Who's  that  I  prethee  ? 
Bawd-  Marry  fir,  that's  Claudia,  Signior  Claudio. 
I  Gen'.  Claudh  tb'prifbh'  ?  'tis  not  fo. 
Bawd.  Nay,  but  1  know  'tis  lb:  1  faw  him  arrefted  ̂  

fiaw  him  carried  away :  and  which  is  more,  within  thefe 
three  days  his  head  to  be  chopt  off. 

Luc.  But,  after  all  this  fooling,  I  would  not  have  it  fo  : 
Art  thou  line  of  this? 

Bawd.  1  am  too  fure  of  it :  and  it  is  for  getting  Madam 

'Juliet la  with  child- Luc.  Believe  me  this  may  be  :  he  promifed  to  meet 

me  two  hours  fince,  and  he  was  ever  prccife  in  promife- 
keeping 

x  Gent  Eefidesyon  know,  it  draws  fomething  near  to 
the  fpetchwe  had  to  fncha  purpofe. 

i  Gent.  But  moft  of  all  agreeing  with  the  Proclamation. 

Luc.  Away,  let's  go  learn  the  truth  of  it.  Exeunt. 
Bawd.  Thus,  what  with  the  war ;  what  with  the  fweat, 

what  with  the  gallows,  and  what  with  poverty,  I  am  cu- 

ftom-fhrunk.  How  now  <  what's  the  news  with  you  ? 
Fhtcr  clown. 

Clow.  Yonder  man  is  carried  to  prifon. 

Fawd.  Well:  what  has  he  done? 
CLw.  A  woman. 

Taw.  But  what's  his  offence? 
Clow.  Groping  for  Trowts  in  a  peculiar  River. 
Law.  What ?  is  there  a  Maid  with  child  by  him  ? 

Clow.  No;  but  there's  a  woman  with  Maid  by  him: 
you  have  not  heard  of  the  Proclamation,  have  you  ? 

Haw.  What  I- reclamation,  man? 

Chw.  All  houfes  in  the  Suburbs  of  Vienna  muft  be 

pluck'd  down. Baw.  And  what  fhall  become  of  thofe  in  the  Cine' 
Chw.  They  (halfftand  tor  (ted:  thev  had  gone  down 

too,  bat  that  a  wife  Burger  put  in  for  them. 
Baw.  But  foall  all  our  houfes  of  retort  in  the  Suburbs 

be  pull'd  down  ? Clown.  To  the  ground  Miftri?. 

Baw.  Why  here's  a  change  indeed  in  the  Common- wealth :  what  fhall  become  of  me  ? 
Clow.  Come:  lear  not  you  :  good  Counfellors  lack  no 

Clients:  though  you  change  your  place,  you  need  not 
change  your  Trade;  Tie  be  your  Tapiter  liill ;  courage, 
there  will  be  pity  taken  on  you  ;  you  that  have  worn 
your  eyes  almoft  out  in  the  fervice,  voU  will  be  confi- dered. 

Baw.  Vv  hat's  to  do  here,  Thomas  Tapfier  ?  let's  with- 
draw. 

Clow.  Here  comes  Signior  Claudia,  led  by  the  Provoft 
to  prifon:  and  there's  Madam  Juliet.  Exeunt. 

Selena  tenia. 

Enter  P'rovcft,  Claudia,  Juliet,  Otfcers,  Lucio, and  two  Gentlemea. 

Cla.  Fellow,  why  doft  thou  fhow  me  thus  to  th'world  ? 
Bear  me  to  prifon,  where  I  am  committed, 

Tro.  I  do  it  not  in  evildifpofition, 
But  from  Angelo  by  fpecial  charge. 

Clan.  Thus  can  the  demy-god  (Authority) 
Make  us  pay  down,  for  our  offence,  by  weight 
The  words  of  heaven  ;  on  whom  it  will,  it  will, 

On  whom  it  will  not  (fo)  yet  ftill  'tis  juft. 
Luc  Why  how  now  ClauJio  ?  whence  comes  this  reftraint. 
Clan.  From  too-much  liberty,  (my  Luck)  liberty, 

As  forfeit  is  the  father  of  much  fait, 

So  every  fcope  by  the  immoderate  v.fe 
Turns  to  reftraint :  our  Natures  do  purfiie 
Like  Rats  that  ravin  down  their  proper  Bane, 
A  thirlty  evil,  and  when  we  drink,  we  die. 

Luc.  If  I  could  t]eak  fo  wifely,  under  an  arreft ,  I 
would  fend  for  certain  of  my  Creditors:  and  yet,  to  fay 
the  truth,  I  had  as  lief  have  the  foppery  of  freedome, 

as  the  mortality  of  imprifonment :  what's  thy  offence, 

Claudio  ? Cla.  What  (but  to  fpeak  of)  would  oftend  again, 

Luc.  What  is't  murder  ? 

Cla.  No. 
Luc  Letchery  ? 
Cla.  Call  it  fo. 
Tro'  Away,  fir,  you  niu ft  go. 
'Cla.  One  word,  good  friend  : 

Lucio,  a  word  with  you. 
Lj<c.  A  hundred : 

If  they'l  do  you  any  good  :  Is  Letchery  fo  look'd  after  ? 
Cla.  Thus  ftands  it  with  me :  upon  a  true  contrail; 

I  got  pofiefTion  of  Juliet  t  a'' s  bed,  • You  know  the  Lady,  fhe  is  faft  my  wife, 
Save  that  we  do  the  denunciation  lack 
Of  outward  Order.  This  we  came  not  to, 

Only  for  propagation  of  a  Dowre 
Remaining  in  the  Coffer  of  her  friends, 
From  whom  we  thought  it  meet  to  hide  our  Love 
Till  Time  had  made  them  for  us.  But  it  chances 
The  Health  of  our  moft  mutual  entertainment 

With  Character  too  grofs,  is  writ  in  Juliet: 
Li  c  With  Child,  perhaps  ? 

Cla.  Unhappily,  even  to. 
And  the  new  Deputy,  now  for  the  Duke, Whether 
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Whether  it  be  the  fault  and  glimpfe  of  newnefs, 

Or  whether  that  the  body  publick  be 

Ahorfe  whereon  the  Governor  doth  ride, 

Who  newly  in  the  feat,  that  it  may  know 

He  can  command  ,  lets  it  ftrait  feel  the  fpur 

Whether  the  tyranny  be  in  his  place, 
Or  in  his  eminence  that  fills  it  up 

I  ftagger  in  :  But  this  new  Governour 
Awakes  me  all  the  enrolled  penalties 

Which  have  (  like  itnfcowr'd  Armor  )  hung  by  ch'wall 
So  long,  that  nineteen  Zodiacks  have  gone  round, 
And  none  of  them  been  worn;  and  for  a  name 

Now  puts  the  drowfie  and  negle&ed  Aft 

Frefhly  on  me  :  'tis  furely  for  a  name. 
Luc.  I  warrant  it  is :  and  thy  head  ftands  fo  tickle  on 

thy  moulders,  that  a  Milk-maid,  if  fhe  be  in  love,  may 
figh  it  off  :  Send  after  the  Duke,  and  appeal  to  him. 

Cla.  I  have  done  fo,  but  he's  not  to  be  found. 

I  prethee  (  Lucio  )  do  me  this  kind  fervice :  r; 

This  day,  my  filter  mould  the  Cloyfter  enter, 
And  there  receive  her  approbation. 

Acquaint  her  with  the  danger  of  my  ftate, 

Implore  her  in  my  voice,  that  {he  make  friends 
To  the  ftricl:  Deputy :  bidherfelf  affayhim, 

I  have  great  hope  in  that :  for  in  her  youth 

There  is  a  prone  and  foeechlefs  Dialed:, 

Such  as  move  men  !  befide  (he  hath  ptofperous-Art 

When  (he  will  play  with  reafon,  and  difcourfe, 

And  well  fhe  can  perfwade. 

Luc.  I  pray  (he  may;  as  well  for  the  encouragement 

of  the  like,  which  elfe  would  ftandupon  grievous  impo- 

fition :  as  for  the  enjoying  of  thy  life,  who  I  would  be  for- 

ryfhould  be  thus  fooliflily  loft,  at  a  game  of  Tick-tack: 
l'le  to  her. 

Cla.  I  thank  you  good  friend  Lucio. 
Luc.  Within  two  hours. 

Cla.  Come  Officer,  away.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quartet. 

Enter  Duke,  andFrier  Thomas. 

Duke.  No :  holy  Father,  throw  away  that  thought, 
Believe  not  that  the  dribbling  dart  of  love 
Can  pierce  a  compleat  bofom  :  why,  I  defire  thee 
To  give  me  fecret  harbour  hath  a  purpofe 
More  grave  and  wrinkled  than  the  aims  and  ends 
Of  burning  youth. 

Fri.  May  your  Grace  fpeak  of  it. 
Duke.  My  holy  fir,  none  better  knows  than  you 

Howl  have  ever  loved  the  life  remove! 

And  held  in  idle  price  to  haunt  alTemblies 
Where  youth  and  coft,  and  witlefs  bravery  keeps. 
I  have  delivered  to  Lord  Angela 
(  A  man  of  ftri&ure  and  firm  abftinence  ) 
My  abfolute  power,  and  place  in  Vienna, 

And  he  fuppofes  me  travail'd  to  Voland, 
(  For  fo  I  have  ftrew'd  it  in  the  common  ear  ) 
And  fo  it  is  receiv'd  :  Now  (  pious  fir  ) 
You  will  demand  of  me,  why  1  do  this. 

Fri.  Gladly,  My  Lord. 
Duke.  We  have  ftri&  Statutes*  and  molt  biting  Laws, 

(  The  needful  bits  and  curbs  for  head-ftrong  weeds) 
Which  for  this  fourteen  years,  we  have  let  flip, 
Even  like  an  ore-grown  Lyon  in  a  Cave 
That  goes  notouttoprey  :  Now,  as  fond  Fathers, 
Having  bound  up  the  threatning  twigs  of  Birch, 
Only  to  ftick  it  in  theit  childrens  fight; 
For  error,  not  to  ufe  :  in  time  the  rod 

More  mock'd  than  fear'd  :  fo  our  Decrees, 

Dead  to  infliction,  torhemfelves  are  dead, 
And  liberty  plucks  juftice  by  thenofe  j 
The  Babybeats  theMurfe,and  quite  athwart 
Goes  all  decorum. 

Fri. ;  It  refted  in  your  Grace 

To  unioofe  this  tied-up  Jtifticc,  when  you  pleas*j  i 
And  it  in  you  more  dreadful  would  have  feem'd 
Than  in  Lord  Angel o.   .      !  i 

Duke.  1  do  fear,  too  dreadful  : 

Sith  'twas  my  fault  to  give  the  people  fcope, 
'Twould  be  my  tyranny  to  ftrike  and  gall  then*,  ' 
For  what  1  bid  them  do:  For  we  bid  this  be  done 
When  evil  deeds  have  their  permiffive  pafs, 
And  not  the  punifhment :  therefore  indeed  (  my  father  ) 
lhave  on  Angelo  irn,pos\i  the  office, 

Who  may  in  th'ambufh  of  my  name  ftrike  home, 
And  yet,  my  nature  never  in  the  fight  ' To  do  inflander  :  And  to  behold  his  fway 
I  will,  as  'twere  a  brother  of  your  Order, 
Vifit  both  Prince  and  people  :  Therefore  I  prethee 

Supply  me  with  the  hab'rt,  and  inftruct  me 
How  I  may  formally  in  perfon  bear 
Like  a  true  Faer :  Moe  reafbrts  for  this  aftiori 

At  your  moreleifure,  fhall  1  render  you; 
Only  this  one  :  Lord  Angelo  is  precife, 
Stands  at  a  guard  with  envy:  fcarce  confefies 
That  his  blood  flows  :  or  that  his  appetite 
Is  more  to  bread  than  ftone  :  hence  fhall  we  fee 
If  power  change  purpofe !  what  our  Seemers  be.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Qui?ita, 

Enter  Ifabell,  and  Franafca  a  Nun. 

Ifa.  And  have  you  Nuns  no  farther  priviledges  ? 
Nun^  Are  not  thefe  large  enough  ? 
Ifa.  Yes  truly,  I  fpeak  not  as  defiring  more, 

But  rather  wifh  ng  a  more  ftrift  reftraint 
Upon  the  Sifterhood,  the  Votarifts  of  Saint  Clare, 

Lucio  within. 
Luc.  Hoa  ?  peace  be  in  this  place. 

Ifa.  Who's  that  which  calls  ? 

Nun.  It  is  a  mans  voice,  gentle  If 'tbella, 
Turn  you  the  key,  and  know  his  bufinefs  of  him  j 
You  may,  I  may  not :  you  are  yet  unfworn  : 

When  you  have  vow'd,  you  muft  not  fpeak  with  men, 
But  in  the  prefence  of  the  Priorejje ; 

Then  if  you  fpeak,  you  muft  not  fhew  your  face  ; 
Or  if  you  fhew  your  face,  you  muft  not  fpeak : 
He  calls  again  :  I  pray  you  anfwer  him. 

Ifa.  Peace  and  prosperity  :  who  is't  that  calls  ? 
Luc  Hail  Virgin,  (if  you  be)  as  thole  cheek- Roles 

Proclaim  you  are  no  lefs :  can  you  fb  fteed  me, 
As  bring  me  to  the  fight  of  Ifabella, 
A  novice  of  this  place,  and  thefair  Sifter 
To  her  unhappy  brother  Claudia  ? 

Ifa.  Why  her  unhappy  brother  ?  Let  me  ask, 
The  rather,  for  1  now  muft  make  you  know 
I  am  that  IJahella,  and  his  Sifter. 

Luc.  Gentle  and  fair:  your  brother  kindly  greets  you ; 

Not  to  be  weary  with  you  ;  he's  in  prifbn. 
Ifa.  Wo  me,  for  what  ? 
Luc.  For  that,  which  if  my  felf  might  be  his  Judge, 

He  fhould  receive  his  punifhment  in  thanks : 
He  hath  got  his  friend  with  Child. 

Ifa.  Sir,  make  me  not  your  ftory.  .  « 

Luc  'Tis  true  ;  I  would  not,  tho  'tis  my  familiar  fin, 
With  Maids  to  (eem  the  Lapwing,  and  to  jeft 
Tongue,  far  from  heart :  play  with  all  Virgins  fo  : 

v  I  hold  you  as  a  thing  en-skied  and  tainted, 

Bv 
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Bv  youi  renouncement  an 
 .mmortal  fpuit, 

And  tobetalk'dwithin  tincen
ty, 

^^"Yru  doWafpheme  the  good  in  mocking  me
. 

Cc  Ponot  believe  it  :  fewnefs,
  and  truth,  'tis  thus, 

Vour  brother  and  his  lover  have  im
brac  d  i 

vc  tho  eXt  feed  grow  full :  as  bloffoming  Time 

Th^froSeSSners;  the  b
are  fallow  brings 

[5«Sig  foyfon  :  even  
fo  her  plenteous  womb 

Fvn  effeth  his  full  Tilth  an
d  Husbandry. 

£  Some  one  with  child  by  him  ? 
 my  Cofen  fuhet  ? 

rrXtedty^^oLmai
ds  change  their  names

 

By  vain,  tho  apt  affec
tion. 

L«c.  She  it  is. 

Ifa.  Let  him  marry  her. 

Luc  This  is  the  point. 

The  Duke  is  very  ftrangely  gone
  from  hence  , 

Bore  many  Gentlemen  (my 
 feif  being  one) 

n  h  nd  and  hope  of  action  :  bu
t  we  do  learn, 

By  hot  hat  know  the  very 
 Nerves  of  State, 

Homing-out,  were  of  a
n  infinite  d.ftance 

prom  his  true  meant  defign  : 
 upon  his  place, 

(  And  with  full  line  of  his  a
uthority  ) 

GovemsLord  Angela,  A
  man  whofe  blood 

^  very  fnow-broth  :  one, 
 who  never  feels 

The  wanton  lungs  and  mo
tions  of  the  fenfe, 

But  doth  rebate,  and  blunt
  his  natural  edge 

He  ( to  give  fear  to  ufe,  and  l
iberty, 

Wh  ch  have  for  long  run-by
  the  hideous  Law, 

As  Mice  by  Lyons )  hath 
 pickt  out  an  act, 

Snde  whole  heavy  fenfe  
your  brothers  life 

St  into  forfeit :  he  arrefts  him  on  it, 

Twixtyo^^dy°urp
oorbrother' 

jfa.  Doth  he  fo, Seek  his  life?  . 

TUC  Has  cenfured  him  already,
 

And  a.  1  hear,  the  Provoft 
 hath  a  warrant 

For's  Execution. 

Ifa   Alas:  what  poor 

Abilit  e's  in  me,  to  do  him  good 
 ? 

hue.  A«ay  the  power  you 
 have. 

Jfa.  My  power?  alas, 
I  dcubt. 

Tuc  Our  doubts  are  trayto
rs  . 

And  makes  us  lofe  the  good
  we  oft  might  w,n, 

Rv  fear  ng  to  attempt :  Go  to  Lord  Angela 

learn  to  know,  when  Maid
ens  foe 

Men  gve  like  gods:  but  w
hen  they  weep  and  kneel,

 

Ml  their  petitions,  are  as
  truly  theirs 

As  they  themfelves  wou
ld  owe  them. 

ifa.  'lie  fee  what  1  can  do. Luc  But  fpeedily. 

Jfa.  I  will  about  it  ftrait ; 

No  longer  (laying,  but  t
o  give  the  Mother 

Not  ce  of  my  affair :  1  humb
ly  thank  you : 

Send 

le  fend  him  certain  word  of 
 my  iucceis. 

Luc.  I  take  my  leave  of  you, 

Jfa.  Good  fir,  adieu. 

AUlm  Secundus.  
Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Angela,  Efahs,  a
ndfervants,  juftice. 

Ang.  Wemuft  not  mak
e  a  fear-crow  of  the  L

aw, 

Setting  it  up  to  fear  the  Birds  of  prey, 
And  let  it  keep  one  fhape,  till  cuftome  make  it 
Their  Pearch,  and  not  their  terror. 

Efc  I,  but  yet Let  us  be  keen,  and  rather  cut  a  little, 
Than  fall,  and  bruife  to  death :  alas,  this  Gentleman 
Whom  I  would  fave,  had  a  moft  noble  father, 

i  Let  bu  tyour  honour  know 
j  (Whom  I  believe  to  be  moft  ftrait  in  vertue) 
'  That  in  the  working  of  your  own  affections, 
Had  time  co-heard  with  Place,  or  place  with  wifhing, 
Or  that  the  iefolute  acting  of  our  blood, 

Could  haveattain'd  th 'effect  of  your  own  purpofe, 
Whether  you  had  fometime  in  your  life 

Err'd  in  this  point,  which  now  you  cenfure  him', 
And  pull'd  the  Law  upon  you. 

Ang.  '  Tis  one  thing  to  be  tempted  (  Efcalus ) 
Another  thing  to  fall  :  I  not  deny 

The  Jurv  paffug  on  the  prifoners  life 
May  inthefworn -twelve,  have  a  thief,  or  two 
Guiltier  than  him  they  rry  :  what's  open  made  to  Juftice, 
That  Juftice  feizes  ;  What  knows  the  Laws 
That  thieves  do  pafs  on  thieves  ?  'Tis  very  pregnant, 

The  jewel  that  we  rind,  we  ftoop  and  take't, 
Becaufe  we  fee  it  ;  birr  what  we  do  not  fee, 

We  tread  upon,  and  never  think  of  it. 

You  may  not  fo  extenuate  his  offence, 
For  I  have  had  fuch  faults  ;  but  rather  tell  me 

When  I,  that  cenlure  him,  do  fo  offend, 

Let  mine  own  Judgment  pattern  out  my  death, 

And  nothing  come  in  partial.  Sir,  he  muft  die. 
Enter  Trot-oft. 

Efc.  Be  it  as  your  wifdomwill. 
Ang.  Where  is  the  Tr&vop. 
Tro.  Here  if  it  like  your  Honour. 

An^-  See  that  Claudia 
Be  executed  by  nine  to  morrow  morning,  ? 

Bring  him  his  Confeffor,  let  him  be  prepar  d, 
For  that's  the  utmoft  of  his  Pilgrimage.  _ 

Efc.  Well :  heaven  forgive  him  ;  and  forgive  us  all ; 

Some  rife  by  fin,  and  fame  by  -venue  fall
: 

Some  run  from  brakes  of  Ice,  and  anfwer  none, 

And  fome  condemned  for  a  fault  alone. 
Enter  Elbow,  Froth,  Clown,  Officers. 

Elb  Come,  bring  them  away  :  if  the  e  be  good  people 

in  a  Common-weale,  that  do  nothing  but  ufe  their  a
. 

bnfes  in  common  houfes,  I  know  no  law :  bring  th
em  a. 

^Jng.  How  now  fir,  what's  your  name?  An
d  what's the  matter?  _ '     ...  „  , 

Elb  If  it  pleafe  your  honour,  lam  the 
 poor  Dukes 

Conftable  and  my  name  is  Elbow ;  1  do  lean  u
pon  Juftice, 

fir  and  do  bring  in  here  before  your  good
  honour,  two 

n^SS'  Well :  What  Benefactors  are  they 

Are  they  not  Malefactors  
? 

lib  If  it  pleafe  your  Honour-  1  kno
w  not  well  uhat 

thev  are:  Bin  precife  villans  they  ar
e,  that  I  am  fore  of, 

and  void  of  all  prophanation  in  
the  world,  that  good 

C^^^  here's  a  wifeOfffce, 

%.  Go  to:  What  quality  ar
e  they  of?  Elbow  is 

vourname? 

it  Srr^er'n,-  p
arcel  Bawd  :  one  , ha, r        MA  woman  -  whofe  houfe  fir  was  (as  th

ey  lay) 

Sho'ferwlV.ch.Ithinki
saverym^fetoa 

your  honour
.  

^ow 
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Efc.  How?  thy  wife. 
Elb.  I  Sir  :  whom  I  thank  heaven  is  an  honeft  woman. 

Efc'a-  Do'ftthou  deteft  her  therefore? Elk  I  fay  fir,  I  will  deteft  my  felf  alfo,  as  well  as  (he 

that  thishoufe,  if  it  be  not  a  Bawds  houfe,  it  is  pity  of  her 
life,  for  it  is  a  naughty  houfe. 

Efca.  Howdo'ft  thou  know  that,  Conftable  ? 

Elk  Marry  fir,  by  my  wife,  who,  if  fhe  had  been  a  wo- 
man cardinally  given,  might  have  been  accufed  in  forni 

cation,  adultery,  and  all  uncleannefs  there. 

Efc.  By  the  womans  means  ? 

Elb.  Ifir,  by  Miftris  Over-dons  means  :  but  as  fhefpit 

in  his  face,  fo  (he  defi'd  him. 
Clo.  Sir,  if  it  pleafe  your  honour,  this  is  not  fo. 
Elk  Prove  it  before  thefe  Varlets  here,  thou  honoura- 
ble man,  prove  it. 

Efc.  Do  you  hear  how  he  mifplaces  ? 
Clo.  Sir, (he  came  in  great  with  child;  and  longing 

(  faving  your  honours  reverence  )  for  ftew'd  Prewns ; 
we  had  but  two  in  the  houfe,  which  at  that  very  inftant 
time  ftood,  as  it  were  in  a  fruit  dim,  (  a  dim  of  fome  three 
pence  ;  your  honours  having  feenfuch dimes)  they  are 
not  China-difhes,  but  very  good  difhes. 

Efc.  Go  too,  go  too  :  no  matter  for  the  dim  fir. 
Clo.  No  indeed  fir  not  of  a  pin  :  yon  are  therein  in  the 

right  :  but,to  the  point :  as  I  fay,  this  Miftris  Elbow,b€\ng 
(aslfay)  with  child, and  being  great  bellied,  and  longing 
(  as  I  faid  )  for  prewns  :  and  having  no  more  in  the  difh 
(as  J  faid)  Mafter  Froth  here,  this  very  man,  having  eaten 
the  reft  (  as  1  faid  )  and  (  as  I  fay  )  paying  for  them  very 
honeftly;  for,  as  you  know  Mafter  Froth,  I  could  not 

give  you  three  pence  again. 
Fro.  No  indeed. 

do.  Very  well;  you  being  then(if  you  be  remembred) 
cracking  the  ftones  of  the  forefaid  Prewns, 

Fro.  1  fo  I  did  indeed.  , 

Clo.  Why,  very  well :  I  telling  you  then  ( if  you  be 
remembred  )  that  fuch  a  one,  and  fuch  a  one,  were  paft 
cure  of  the  thing  you  wot  of,  unlefs  they  kept  very  good 
dyet,  as  I  told  you.  Fro.  All  this  is  true. 

Clo.  Why  very  well  then. 
Efc  Come,  you  are  a  tedious  fool :  to  the  purpofe  ; 

what  was  done  to  Sibows  wife,  that  he  hath  caufe  to  com- 
plain of?  Come  me  to  what  was  done  to  her. 

Clo.  Sir,  your  honour  cannot  come  to  that  yet. 
Efc  No  fir,  nor  I  mean  it  not. 
Clo.  Sir,  but  you  (haH  come  to  it,  by  your  Honours 

leave :  And  I  befeech  you,  look  into  Mafter  Froth  here 

fir,  a  TDv.n  of  four-fcore  pound  a  year;  whole  Father 

died  atHallowmas:Was't  not  at  Hallowmas  Matter  Froth  ?) 
Fro.  All-ha;:ond-Eve. 
Clo  Why  very  well :  I  hope  here  be  truths:  he  fir,  fit- 

ting ( as  i  fay  ;  in  a  lower  Chair,  Sir,  'twas  in  the  bunch 
of  Grapes,  where  indeed  you  have  a  delight  to  fit,  have 
you  not  ? 

Fro.  I  have  fo,  becaufe  it  is  an  open  room,  and  good 
for  Winter. 

Clo.  Why  very  well  then :  I  hope  here  be  truths. 
Ang.  This  will  laft  out  anight  in  Ruffia, 

When  nights  are  longeft  there :  lie  take  my  leave,  . 
And  leave  you  to  the  hearing  of  the  caufe, 

Hoping  you'l  find  good  caufe  to  whip  them  all.  Exit. 
Efc.  I  think  no  lefs :  good  morrow  to  your  Lordfhip, 

Now  fir,  come  on:  What  was  done  to  Elbows  wife,  once 
more  ? 

Clo.  Once  fir  ?  there  was  nothing  done  toS  her  once. 
Elb.  I  befeech  you  fir,  ask  him  what  this  man  did  to 

my  wife. 
Clo.  I  befeech  your  honour,  ask  me. 
Efc.  Well  fir,  what  did  this  Gentleman  to  her? 
Clo.  1  befeech  you  fir,  look  in  this  Gentlemans  face , 

good  Mafter  Froth  look  upon  his  honour  j  'tis  for  a  good 
purpofe  -  doth  your  honour  mark  histace  ? 

Efc.  ljir,  very  well. 

Clo.  Nay,  I  befeech  you  mark  it  well. 

Efc.  Well,  I  do  fo. 
Clo.  Doth  your  honour  fee  any  harm  in  his  face  ? 

Efc  Why  no. 
Clo.  Hebe  fuppos'd  upon  a  book,  his  face  is  the  wcri 

thing  about  him:  good  then:  if  his  face  be  the  worit 
thing  about  him,  how  could  Mafter  Fnthdo  theConfla- 
bles  wife  any  harm  ?  I  would  know  that  of  your  ho- 
nour. 

Efc.  He's  in  the  right  (  Conftable  )  what  fay  you  to 
it?  . 

Elk  Firft,  and  it  like  you,  the  houfe  is  a  refpefted 
houfe  ;  next,  this  is  a  refpecled  fellow  j  and  his  Miftris  is 
a  refpecled  woman. 

do.  By  this  hand  fir,  his  wife  is  a  more  refpecled  per- 
fon  than  any  of  us  all. 

Elb.  Varlet,  thou  Heft;  thou  lieft  wicked  Varlet :  the 
time  is  yet  to  come,  that  fhe  was  ever  refpecled  with  man, 
woman,  or  child. 

Clo.  Sir,  fhe  was  refpecled  with  him  before  he  married 
with  her. 

Efc  Which  is  the  wiferhere;  Jufticefa  Ini^iy?  Is 

this  true ? .  Elk  O  thou  Caitiff :  O  thou  Varlet  r  O  thou  wicked 

Hannibal ;  I  refpecled  with  her, before  I  was  married  to  her? 
If  ever  I  was  refpecled  with  her,  or  fhe  with  me,  let  not 
your  Worfhip  think  me  the  poor  Dukes  Officer  :  prove 
this,  thou. wicked  Hannibal,  or  Tie  have  mine  aclion  of 
battery  on  thee. 

Efc.  If  he  took  you  a  box'otlf  ear,  vou  might  have youraclionof  flander  top. 
Elk  Marry  1  thank  your  good  Worfhip  for  it :  what 

is't  your  Worfhios  pleafure  1  fliall  do  with  this  wicked Caitiff? 

Efc  Truly  Officer,  becaufe  he  hath  fome  offences  in 

him,  that  thou  would'ft  difcover,  if  thou  conldft,  let  him 
continue  in  his  courfes,  till  thou  knowft  what  they  are. 

Elk  Marry  1  thank  your  Worfhip  for  it :  Thou  feeft 

thou  wicked  Varlet  now,  what's  come  upon  thee.  Thou 
art  to  continue. 

Efc.  Where  were  you  born,  friend  ? 
Froth.  Here  in  Vienna,  Sir. 

Efc.  Are  you  of  fourfcore  Pounds  a  year  ? 
Froth.  Yes,  and't  pleafe  you  fir. 
Efc.  So  :  what  trade  are  ye  of,  fir  ? 
Clo.  A  Tapfter,  a  poor  Widows  Tapfter, 
Efc  Your  Miftris  name  ? 
Clo.  Miftris  Over-don- 
Efc.  Hath  fhe  had  any  more  than  one  husband  ? 
Clo.  Nine, fir:  Over- den  by  the  laft. 
Efc  Nine  ?  Come  hither  to  me,  Mafter  Froth  \  Mafter 

Froth,  I  would  not  have  you  aqcuainted  with  Tapfters  ; 
they  will  draw  you  Mafter  Frotb,and  you  will  hang  them: 
get  you  gone,  and  let  me  hear  no  more  of  you. 

Fro.  I  thank  your  Worfhip :  for  mine  own  part,  I  ne- 
ver come  into  any  room  in  a  Taphoufe,  but  lam  drawn 

in.  ,,.  t.  \*  ̂  

Efc-  Well:  no  more  of  it  Mafter  Froth:  farewell  : 

Come  you  hither  to  me,  M.  Tapfter  :  what's  your  name 

M  Tapfter  ? Clo.  Potnpey. 

Efc.  Whatelfe? 
Clo.  Bum,S\r. 

Efc.  Troth,  and  your  Bum  is  the  greateft  thing  about 
you,  fo  that  in  the  beaftlieft  fenfe,  you  are  Pon-pey  the 

great  ;  Pompey, youare  partly  a  Bawd,  Pimpey  ;  howfoe- 
ver  you  colour  it  being  a  Tapfter,  are  you  net  ?  come,tell 
me  true,  it  fhall  be  the  better  for  you. 

clo.  Truly  fir,  I  am  a  poor  fellow  that  would  live. 
Efc  How  would  you  live  Potnpey  ?  by  being  a  Bawd  ? 

what  do  you  think  of  the  Trade  Pompey  ?  is  ie  a  lawful Trade  ? 

Qo.  If  the  Law  would  allow  it,  fir. 
Efc  But  the  Law  will  not  allow  it  Pompey,  nor  it  fhall 

not  be  allowed  in  Vienna.  Clo.  Do\ 
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do.  Lo'syour  Worfhip  mean  to  geld  and  (
play  all  the 

Youth  in  ti  e  City  f 

Ck  Tn>Iv  sfr%  mv  poor  opinion,  they
  will  to)  then: 

,i  your  Worlhip  will  take  order  for  th
e  Drabs  and  Knaves, 

voa  need  not  to  fear  the  Bawds. 

r  Vi  here  .,rc  pretty  Orders  beginning,
  Icantellyou: 

[r  is  but  heading  and  hanging. 

1  CI  .  If  you  head  and  hang  all  that  offend  that 
 way  but 

for  ten  year  together,  you'l  be  glad 
 to  give  out  a  Com- 

£  for  more  heads :  If  this  Law  hold  mYtenna  ten 

\ears  l'le  rent  the  faireft  hou.'e  in  it  after 
 three  pence  a 

Tay  :  I1  you  live  to  fee  this  come  to  pals,  f
ay,  Pomfey  told 

^  °Efc  Thank  you ,  good  Pompej  f  and  in  requital  of  your 

Proohefie,  hark  you:  ladvifeyou  let  me  n
ot  find  you  be- 

fore me  again  upon  any  complaint  whatever 
 no  not 

for  dwelling  whereyou  do  :  If  I  do,  Fm
w,  I  mall  beat 

vou  tovourTent,  and  prove  a  fhrewd  Cajar  to  y
ou  :  w 

plain  dealing,  1  {hall  have  youwhipt:  
So  for  this  time, 

Vompeu  fare  you  u*etl.  , 

do  l  thank  your  Worfhip  for  your  good  c
ounfe! ;  but 

I  (hall  follow  it  asthefMhand  fortune 
 mall  better  deter- 

mine.   W  hip  me  ?  no,  no :  let  Carman  whip  his  Jade, 

The  valiant  heart's  not  whipt  out  of  his  Tr
ade.  Ex*. 

Efc  Come  hither  to  me,  U^tx  Elbow: 
 come  hither 

Matter  Conftable :  how  long  have  you  been  in  this  place  of 
Conftable? 

Elb,  Seven  year  and  a  half,  fir. 

Efc  I  thought  by  the  readinefs  in  the  Office
,  you  had 

continued  in  it  Tome  time:  you  fey,  feven 
 years  toge- 

ther. 

Elb.  And  a  half,  fir- 

Efc  Alas !  it  hath  been  great  pains  to  you  :  tbey  do  you 

wrong  to  put  you  lb  oft  upon't :  Are  there  not  men  in  your 

Ward  fuffie'ent  to  ferve  it  ? 
E'b.  ''Faith  fir,  few  of  any  Wit  in  fuch  matters :  as  they 

are  chofen.  they  are  glad  to  choofe  me  for  them  :  I  do  it  for
 

fome  piece  of  money,  and  go  through  with  al
l. 

Efc  Look  you  bring  me  in  the  Namesof  fome  fix  or
  le- 

ven,  the  raoft  fnfficient  of  your  Parifh. 

E'b.  To  your  Worfhip's  houfe,  fir  ? 

Efi.  1  o  my  houfe ;  fare  you  well :  what's  a  clock,  think 

you  ? Jnf.  Eleven,  fir. 

Efc.  I  pray  you  go  home  to  dinner  with
  me. 

fw/?.  I  humbly  thank  you. 

Efc-  it  grieves  me  for  the  death  of  Claudio:
 

But  "there's  no  Remedy. 

Juft  ■  Lord  Angelo  is  levere. 
Efc.  It  is  but  needful  : 

Mercy  is  not  it  felf,  that  oft  looks  fo : 

Pardon  is  ftill  theNurfe  of  fecond  wo : 

But  yet,  poor  Claudio,  there  is  no  Remedy
. 

Gome  fir. Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Provoft,  Servant. 

Ser.  He's  hearing  of  a  Caufe:  he  will  come  ftraight: 

He  tell  him  of  you. 

Pro.  Pray  you  do:  l'le  know 
His  pleafure :  may  be  he  will  relent :  ate* ! 

He  hath  but  as  offended  in  a  dream  : 

All  Sefts,  all  Ages  fmack  of  this  vice,  and  he 

To  die  fort! 

Enter  Angelo. 

Jng.  Now,  what's  the  matter,  Provofi  ? 

Pro.  Is  it  your  Will  Claiulio  fhall  die  to  morrow  ? 
Ang.  Did  not  I  tell  thee  yea  ?  hadft  thou  not  order  ? 

Why  do'ft  thou  ask  again  ?  •  v 
Pro.  Left  I  might  be  too  ram  : 

Under  your  good  correction,  I  have  feen 
When  after  Execution,  Judgment  hath 

Repented  o're  his  doom. 
Ang.  Go  to :  let  that  be  mine : 

Do  you  your  Office,  or  give  up  your  Place, 

And  you  fhall  well  be  fpar'd. 
Pro.  I  crave  your  Honour's  pardon  : 

What  fhall  be  done,  fir,  with  the  groaning  Juliet  ? 

She's  very  near  her  hour. 

Ang.  Difpofe  of  her 
To  fome  more  fitter  place,  and  that  with  fpeed. 

Ser.  Here  is  the  filter  of  the  man  condemn'd, Defires  accefs  toy  on. 

Ang.  Hath  he  a  filter  ? 

Pro.  I.  my  good  Lord,  a  very  vertuous  maid', 
And  to  befhortlyof  a  Sifter-hood, If  not  already. 

Anz-  Well :  let  her  be  admitted  : 

See  you  the  Fcrnicatrefs  beremov'd  : Let  her  have  needful,  but  notlavifh  means : 

There  fhall  be  order  for't. 

Enter  Lucio  and  Ifabella. 

Pro.  'Save  your  Honour. 

Ang.  Stay  a  little  while :  y'are  welcome :  What's  your 
Will? 

Ifab.  I  am  a  woful  Sutor  to  your  Honour, 
'Pleafe  but  your  Honour  hear  me. 

Ang-  Well :  what's  your  fuit? 
Ifab.  There  is  a  Vice  that  moft  I  do  abhor, 

And  molt  defirefhould  meet  the  blow  af  juftice, 

For  which  I  would  not  plead,  but  that  1  muft, 

For  which  I  muft  not  plead,  but  that  I  am 

At  war  'twixt  will  and  will  not. 

Ang.  Well :  the  matter  ? 

Ifab.  I  have  a  brother  is  condemn'd  to  die, 
I  do  befeech  you  let  it  be  his  fault, 
And  not  my  brother, 

Pro.  Heaven  give  thee  moving  graces. 

Ang.  Condemn  the  fault,  and  not  the  actor  of  it : 

Why  every  fault's  condemn'd  e're  it  be  done  : Mine  were  the  very  Cipher  of  a  Function 

To  fine  the  faults,' whole  fine  ftajuls  in  Record, 
And  let  goby  the  actor. 

Ifab.  Oh  juft,  but  fb'ere  Law : 
I  had  a  brother  then,  heaven  keep  your  honour. 

Luc.  Giv*t  not  o're  fo  .  to  him  again,  intreat  him, 

Kneel  down  before  him,  hang  upon  his  gown  : 

You  are  too  cold  :  if  you  lhould  need  a  pin, 

You  could  not  with  more  tame  a  tongue  defire  it : 

To  htm,  I  fay- 

Ifab.  Muft  he  needs  die  ? 
Ang.  Maiden,  no  Remedy. 
Ifab.  Yes :  I  do  think  that  you  might  pardonhim, 

And  neither  heaven,  nor  man  grieve  at  the  mercy. 

jitig.  I  will  not  do't. Ifab.  But  can  you  if  you  would  ?  1 
Ang.  Look,  what  i  will  not,  that  I  cannot  do. 

Ifab.  But  might  yon  do't-.  and  do  the  World  no  wrong, 

If  fb  your  heart  were  touch'd  with  that  remorfe, 

As  mine  is  to  him? An*.  He's  fentenc  d :  tis  too  late. 

Luc  You  are  too  cold. 
Ifab.  Too  late  ?  why  fo  ?  I  that  do  (peak  a  word, 

May  call  it  back  again:  Well,  believe  this", No  ceremony  that  to  great  ones  longs, 

Not  the  King's  Crown,  nor  the  deputed  Sword, 
The  MarfhaVs  Truncheon,  nor  the  judges  Robe, 

Become  them  with  one  half  fo  good  a  grace 

As  mercy  dees :  If  he  had  been  as  you,  and  ycu  as  he 

Yo, 



Medfure  for  Meafnre. 61 

You  would  have  llipt  like  him,  but  he,  like  you, 
Would  not  have  been  fo  ftern. 

Ang.  Pray  voubegone. 

\fab.  I  would  to  heaven  I  had  your  potency, 

And  you  were  lfahel:  fhould  it  then  be  thus  ? 

No  :  I  would  tell  what 'twere  to  be  a  Judg, 
And  what  a  Prifoner. 

Luc.  1,  touch  him  :  there's  the  vein. 
Artr.  Your  brother  is  a  forfeit  of  the  Law, 

And  you  but  wafk  your  words. 

Ifak  Alas!  alas! 

Why,  all  the  fouls  that  were,  were  forfeit  once, 

And  he  that  might  the  vantage  belt  have  took, 

Found  out  the  Remedy  :  How  would  you  be, 

If  he,  which  is  the  top  of  Judgment,  fhould 

But  judg  you  as  you  are?  Oh,  think  on  that, 

And  mercy  then"  will  breathe  within  your  lips, Like  man  new-made. 

Ang.  Be  you  content  ( fair  Maid), 
It  is  the  Law,  not  I,  condemn  your  brother  : 
Were  he  mv  kinfman,  brother,  or  my  fon, 

It  fhould  be  thus  with  him :  he  mult  die  to  morrow. 

Lab.  To  morrow  ?  Oh, that's  fudden  : 
Spare  him, {pare him: 

He's  not  prepafd  for  death :  even  for  our  kitchins 
We  kill  the  fowl  of  feafon  :  fhall  we  ferve  heaven 

With  lels  refpeft  than  we  do  minilter 

To  our  grofs  lelves  ?  good,  good  my  Lord,  bethink  you  : 

Who  is  it  that  hath  d'fd  for  this  Offence? 
There's  many  have  committed  it. 

Luc.  I :  well  laid. 

Ang.  The  Law  hath  not  been  dead,  tho  it  hath  flept  : 

Thofe  many  had  notdar'd  to  do  that  evil, 
If  the  firft/that  did  th'  Edift  infringe, 
Tad  anfwer'd  for  his  deed  Now  'tis  awake, 
Takes  note  of  what  is  done,  and  like  a  Prophet, 

Lcoks  in  a  glafs  that  (hews  what  future  evils 

Either  now,  or  by  remifsnefs,  newconceiv'd, 
And  fo  in  progrels  to  be  hatch'd,  and  born, Ate  now  to  have  no  fiiccelfive  degrees, 
But  here  they  live  to  end. 

V'ab.  Yet  (how  fome  pity. 
A  ;.  1  Ibewit  moftof  ail  when  I  (hew  Juftice: 

for  then  I  pity  thofe  I  do  not  know, 

Which  a  dihnifs'd  Offence  would  after  gaul 
And  do  him  right,  that  anfwering  one  foul  wrongj 
Lives  not  to  act  another.  Be  fatistied  : 
Your  brother  dies  to  morrow :  be  content. 

Ifa.  So  you  mult  be  the  ftrft  that  gives  this  fentence, 
And  he  that  fu tiers  :  Oh ,  it  is  excellent 

To  have  a  Giant's  ftrength-  but  it  is  tyrannous 
Toufeit  like  a  Giant. 

Luc.  That's  well  faid. 
Ifa.  Could  great  men  thunder 

As  Jcvf  himfdf  do's,  Jow  would  ne'rebe  quiet: For  every  pelting  petty  Officer 
Would  ule  his  heaven  for  thunder  : 

Nothing  but  thunder  :  Merciful  heaven, 
Thou  rather  with  thy  fharpand  fulphurousbolt 

Split'ft  the  un-wedgable  and  gnarled  Oke, 
Than  the  foft  Mertil :  O  but  man !  proud  man  ! 
Dreft  in  a  little  brief  authority, 

Moft  ignorant  of  what  he's  moft  affur'd 
(HisglalTie  Elfence),  like  an  angry  Ape, 
Plays  fuch.  phantaftique  tricks  before  high  heaven, 
As  makes  the  Angels  weep  ;  who  with  our  fpleens 
Would  all  themlelves  laugh  mortal. 

Luc  Oh,  to  him,  to'him  Wench :  he  will  relent : 
He's  coming:  I  percetve'r. 

P-c.  Pray  heaven  file  win  him. 
Ifa.  We  cannot  wei^h  our  brother  with  our  felf: 

Great  men  may  jeit  with  Saints :  'tis  Wit  in  them, 
Biictnthe  lels  ioul  Prophanation. 

I  -  Luc .  Thou'rt  fright  (Girl ) :  more  o'  that. 

I  fab.  That  in  the  Captain's  but  a  chollerick  word, 
Which  in  the  Soldier  is  flat  blafphemy. 

Luc  Art  advis'd  o'  that  ?  more  on'r. 
Ang.  Why  do  you  put  thefe  fayings  upon  me? 
Ifa.  Becaufe  Authority,  tho  it  erf  like  others, 

Hath  yet  a  kind  of  Medicine  in  it  felf, 
That  skins  the  Vice  o'th'  top:  go  to  your  bofom, 
Knock  there,  and  ask  your  heart  what  it  doth  know 
That'slike  my  brother's  fault:  if  itconfefs 
A  natural  guiltinefs,  fuch  as  is  his, 
Let  it  not  found  a  thought  upon  your  tongue 

Againft  my  brother's  life. 
Ang.  She  fpeaks,  and  'tis  fuch  fenfe, 

That  my  fenfe  breeds  with  it :  fare  you  well. 
Ifa.  Gentle  my  Lord,  turn  back. 
Aug.  I  will  bethink  me  :  come  again  tomorrow, 
Ifa.  Hark,  how  l'le  bribe  you :  good  my  Lord  turri 

back. Ang.  How  ?  bribe  me  ? 
Ifa.  I,  with  fuch  gifts  that  heaven  fhall  fhare  with 

you. 

Luc.  You  had  marr'd  all  elfe. 
Ifa.  Not  with  fond  Sickles  of  thetefted-gold, 

Or  fiones,  whofe  rate  are  either  rich  or  poor, 
As  fancy  values  them  :  but  with  true  prayers, 
That  fhall  be  up  at  heaven,  and  enter  there 

E're  Sun  rife :  prayers  from  preferved  fouls, From  faffing  Maids,  Whofe  minds  are  dedicate 
To  nothing  temporal. 

Ang.  We?l:  come  to  me  to  morrow. 
Luc  Goto:  'tis  well :  away. 
Ifa.  Heaven  keep  your  honour  fafe. 

Ang.  Amen: For  I  am  that  way  going  to  temptation, 
Where  prayers  crofs. 

Ifa.  At  what  hour  to  morrow 
Shall  I  attend  your  Lordfhip  ? 

Ang-  At  any  time  'fore-noon. 
Ifa.  'Save  your  honour.  Exeunt: 
Ang-  From  thee:  even  from  thy  Vertue. 

What's  this?  What's  this?  Is  this  her  fault,  or  mine? 
The  Tempter,  or  the  Tempted,  ivho  fins  moft?  ha? 
Not  fhe  :  nor  doth  flie  tempt :  but  it  is  I, 

That,  lying  by  the  Violet  in  the  Sun, 
Do  as  the  Carrion  do's,  not  as  the  flower, 
Corrupt  with  vertuous  feafon :  Can  it  be, 
That  Modefty  may  more  betray  our  fenfe,. 
Than  Womans  lightnefs  ?  having  wafte  ground  enough, 
Shall  we  defire  to  raze  the  Sancluary, 
And  pitch  our  evils  there  ?  Oh  fie,  fie,  fie  : 
Whatdoft  thou  ?  Or  what  art  thou,  Angela 
Doft  thou  defire  her  fouly,  for  thofe  things 
That  make  her  good  ?  Oh  let  her  brother  live : 
Thieves  for  their  Robbery  have  authority, 
When  judges  fteal  themfelves :  What!  do  I  love  her, 
That  1  defire  to  hear  her  fpeak again? 
And  feaft  upon  her  Eyes  ?  What  isit  I  dream  on  ? 
Oh  cunning  Enemy,  that  to  catch  a  Saint, 
With  Saints  doft  bait  thou  hook :  moft  dangerous 
Is  that  temptation,  that  doth  goad  us  on 
To  fin,  in  loving  Vertue :  never  could  the  Strumpet, 
With  all  her  double  Vigor,  Art,  and  Nature, 
Once  ftir  my  temper :  but  this  vertuous  Maid 
Subdues  me  quite :  Even  till  now, 

When  nien  were  fond,  I  fmil'd,  and  wondred  how. Exit. 

Scena 
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Scct?ia  tenia. 

Enter  Duke,  and  Provofi. 

Put:.  Hail  to  you,  Provofv  :  fb  I  think  you  are. 

Pro.  I  am  the  Provojl :  what's  your  will,  good  Frier  ? 
Duk.  Bound  by  my  Charity,  and  my  bleft  Order, 

I  come  to  vific  the  afflicted  fpirits 
Here  in  the  Prifon :  do  me  the  common  right 
To  let  me  fee  them:  and  to  make  me  know 

The  nature  of  their  crimes,  that  I  may  minifter 
To  them  accordingly. 

Pro.  1  would  do  more  than  that,  if  more  were  needful. 
Enter  Juliet. 

Look  here  comes  one :  a  Gentlewoman  of  mine, 
Who  falling  in  the  flaws  of  her  own  Youth, 

Hath  blifter'd  her  Report :  She  is  with  child, 
And  he  that  got  it,  fentene'd :  a  young  man 
More  fit  to  do  another  fuch  Offence, 
Than  >  e  for  this. 

Duk.  When  muft  he  die  ? 
Pro.  As  I  do  think,  tomorrow. 

I  have  provided  for  you :  ftay  a  while, 
And  you  fhall  be  conduced. 

Duk.  Repent  you  (fair  one )  of  the  fin  you  carry. 
Jul.  I  do ;  and  bear  the  fhame  moil  patiently. 
D«.Ple  teach  you  how  you  fhall  araign  your  confeience, 

And  try  your  penitence,  if  it  be  found, 
Or  hollowly  put  on. 

Jul.  Tie  gladly  learn. 

Duk.  Love  you  the  man  that  wrong'd  you  t 
Jul.  Yes,  as  1  love  the  woman  that  wrong'd  him. 
Duk.  So  then  it  feems  your  moft  offenceful  act 

Was  mutually  committed. 

Jul.  Mutually. 
Duk.  Then  was  your  fin  of  heavier  kind  than  his? 
Jul.  I  do  confefs  it,  and  repent  it  (Father). 
Duk.  Tismeetfo  (daughter),  but  left  you  do  repent 

As  that  the  fin  hath  brought  you  to  this  fhame, 
Which  forrowis  always  toward  our  felves,  not  heaven, 
Showing  we  would  not  fpare  heaven,  as  we  love  it, 
But  as  we  ftand  in  fear. 

Jul.  1  do  repent  me,  asitis  an  evil, 
And  take  the  fhame  with  joy. 

Duk.  There  reft  : 

Your  partner  (as  I  hear)  muft  die  to  morrow, 
And  1  am  going  with  inftruction  to  him  : 
Grace  go  with  you,  Benedicite.  Exit. 

Jul.  Muft  die  to  morrow?  Oh  injurious  love", 
That  refpits  me  a  life,  whole  very  comfort 

Ts  ftill  a  dying  horror. 
Pro.  'Tis  pity  of  him.  Exeunt. 

Grown  feard,  aud  tedious :  yea,  my  Gravity 
Where/n  (let  no  man  hear  me)  I  take  pride,' Could  I,  with  boot,  change  for  an  idle  plume 
Which  the  air  beats  for  vain  :  Oh  place.'  oh  form How  often  doft  thou  with  thy  cafe,  thy  habit Wrench  awe  from  fools,  and  tie  the  wifer  fouls 
To  thy  falfe  feeming  ?  Blood,  thou  art  Blood, 
Let  s  write  good  Angell  on  the  Devils  horn, 
Ts  not  the  devils  Crcft  :  how  now?  who's  there; Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  One  Ifabel,  a  fifter,  defires  accefs  to  you. 
Ang.  Teach  her  the  way  :  Oh  heavens 

Why  do's  my  blood  thus  mufterto  my  heart Making  both  it  unable  for  it  felf, 
And  difpoflefling  all  my  other  parts 
Of  necelTary  fitnefs  ? 
So  play  the  foolifh  throngs  with  one  that  fwounds. 
Come  all  to  help  him,  and  fo  ftop  the  air 
By  which  he  fhould  revive:  and  even  fb 
The  general  fubjedts  to  a  well-wifht  King, 

Quit  their  own  part,  and  in  obfequious  fond'nefs Crowd  to  his  prefence,  where  their  untaught  love Muft  needs  appear  Offence:  how  now  lair  Maid? 

Scena  Quart  a. 

Enter  Angelo. 

An.  When  I  would  pray,  and  think,  I  think,  and  pray 
To  feveral  fubjects:  heaven  hath  my  empty  words, 
VVhilft  my  Invention,  hearing  not  my  tongue, 
Anchors  on  Jfabel :  heaven  in  my  mouth, 
As  if  1  did  but  only  chew  his  name, 
And  in  my  heart  the  ftfong  and  fwelling  evil 
Of  my  conception:  tile  ftate whereon  1  ftudied 
Is  like  a  good  thing,  being  often  read. 

Enter  Ifabella. 

Ifa.  I  am  come  to  knowyour  pleafure.  (me, 
y%Tharyou  might  know  it,  would  much  better  pleafe 

Than  to  demand  what  'tis  :  your  brother  cannot  live. Ifa.  Even  fo :  heaven  keep  your  Honour. 
Ang.  Yet  may  he  live  a  while  :  and  it  may  be 

As  long  as  you  or  I :  yet  he  muft  die. 
Ifa.  Under  your  Sentence  ? 

Aug.  Yea. 
Ifa.  When,  I  befeech  you  ?  that  in  his  Reprieve (Longer  or  fhorter;  he  may  be  fb  fitted, That  his  foul  ficken  not. 

Ang.  Ha?  fie,  thefefilthv  Vices  :  It  were  as  good To  pardon  him,  that  hath  from  Nature  ftol'n A  man  already  made,  as  to  remit 
Their  fawcy  fweetnefs,  that  do  coin  heavens  Image 
In  ftamps  thatare  forbid  :  'tis  all  as  eafie, Falfely  to  takeaway  a  life  true  made, 
As  to  put  mettle  in  reftrained  means, To  make  a  falfe  one. 

If  a.  Tis  let  down  lb  in  heaven  ̂ but  not  in  earth. 
Ang.  Say  you  fo  ?  then  I  fhall  poze  vou  quickly. 

Which  had  you  rather,  that  the  moft' jult  Law Now  took  your  brother's  life  •  and  to  redeem  him, 
Give  up  your  body  to  fuch  fweet  uncleannefs 
As  fhe  that  he  hath  ftain'd? I&.  Sir,  believe  this, 

I  had  rather  give  my  body  than  my  foul. 
Ang.  I  talk  not  of  your  foul :  our  compelled  fins 

Stand  more  for  number  than  foraccompt. 
Ifa.  How  fay  you  ? 

Ang.  Nay,  He  not  warrant  that :  for  I  can  fpeak 
Againft  the  thing  I  fay :  Anfwerto  this, 
I  (now  the  Voice  of  the  Recorded  Law) 
Pronounce  a  fentence  on  your  brother's  life : Might  there  not  be  a  charity  in  fin, 
To  fave  this  brother's  life  ? 

Ifa.  Pleafe  you  to  do't, Lie  take  it  as  a  peril  to  my  foul  : 
It  is  no  fin  at  all,  but  charity. 

Ang.  Pleas'd  you  to  do't  at  peril  of  vour  foul, Were  equal  poize  of  fin  and  charity. 
Ifa.  That  I  do  beg  his  life,  if  it  be  fin, 

Heaven  let  me  bear  it ;  you  granting  of  my  fuir, 
If  that  be  fin,  l'le  make  it  my  Morn-praver, 

To  have  it  added  to  the  faults  of  mine, ' And  nothing  of  your  anflver. 

Ang.  Nay,  but  hear  me  : 
Your  fenfe  purfues  not  mine :  either  you  are  ignorant, 

Or  feem  fb  crafty ;  and.  that's  not  good. 
Ifa 



■*IAdeafure  for  Me  a  fur  e. 

Ifa.  Let  me  be  ignorant,  and  in  nothing  good, 
But  gracioufly  to  know  I  am  no  better. 

Ang.  Thus  Wifdom  wifhes  to  appear  moft  bright, 
When  it  doth  tax  it  felf :  As  thefe  black  Mafques 
Proclaim  anen-(hield  beauty  ten  times  louder 
Than  beauty  could  difplayed :  But  mark  me, 

To  be  received  plain,  I'le  fpeak  more  grofs :  . 
Your  brother  is  to  die. 

Ifa.  So. 
Ang.  And  his  Offence  isfo,  as  it  appears, 

Accountant  to  the  Law  upon  that  pain. 
Ifa.  True. 
Ang.  Admit  no  other  way  to  fave  his  life 

( As  I  fubfcribe  not  that,  nor  any  other, 
But  in  the  lofs  of  queftion),  that  you,  his  filter. 

Finding  your  felf  defir'd  of  fuch  a  perfon, 
Whofe  credit  with  the  Judg,  or  own  great  place. 
Could  fetch  your  brother  from  theMannacles 
Of  the  all  building  Law  :  and  that  there  were 
No  earthly  mean  to  fave  him  but  that  either 
You  muft  Jay  down  the  treafures  of  your  body, 
To  this  fuppofed,  or  elfeto  let  him  fuffer, 
What  would  you  do  ? 

Ifa.  As  much  for  my  poor  brother  as  my  felf: 
That  is,  were  I  under  the  terms  of  Death, 

Th'  imprcffion  of  keen  Whips,  Fid  wear  as  Rubies, 
And  ftrip  my  felf  to  death,  as  to  a  bed 

That  longing  have  been  fick  for,  e'rel'ld  yeild 
My  body  up  to  fhame. 

Ang.  Then  muft  your  brother  die. 

Ifa.  And  'twere  the  cheaper  way  : 
Better  it  were  a  brother  di'd  at  once, 
Than  that  a  lifter  by  redeeming  him, 
Should  die  for  ever. 

Ang.  Were  not  you  then  as  cruel  as  the  Sentence 

That  you  have  flander'd  fo  ? 
Ifa.  Ignominy  in  Ranfom,  and  free  Pardon, 

Are  of  two  houfes:  lawful  Mercy 
Is  nothing  kin  to  foul  Redemption. 

Ang.  You  feem'd  of  late  to  make  the  law  a  Tyrant, 
And  rather  prov'd  the  Aiding  of  your  brother A  merriment  than  a  vice. 

Ifa.  Oh  pardon  me,  my  Lord :  it  oft  falls  out 
To  have  what  we  would  have : 
We  fpeak  not  what  we  mean  : 

I  fomething  do  excu'fe  the  thing  I  hate 
For  his  advantage  that  1  dearly  love. 

Ang.  We  are  all  frail. 
Ifa.  Elfe  let  my  brother  die, 

If  not  afeodary  but  only  he 
Owe,  and  fucceed  thy  weaknefs. 

Ang.  Nay,  Women  are  frail  too. 
If  i  I,  as  the  glafles  where  they  view  themfelves ; 

Which  are  as  eafie  broke  as  they  make  forms : 
Women  ?  help  heaven ;  Men  their  creation  mar 

In  profiting-by-them :  Nay,  call  us  ten  times  frail ; 
For  we  are  foft,  as  our  complexions  are, 
And  credulous  to  falfe  prints. 

Ang.  I  think  it  well : 
And  from  this  teftimony  of  your  own  Sex 

("Since  I  fuppofe  we  are  made  to  be  no  ftronger 
Than  faults  may  {hake  our  frames),  let  mebe  bold  i 
I  do  arreft  your  words :  Be  that  you  are- 

That  is,  a  Woman :  if  you  be  more,  you'r  none. 
If  you  be  one  (as  you  are  well  expreft 
By  all  external  warrants ),  (hew  it  now, 

By  putting  on  the  deftin'd  Livery. 
Ifa.  I  have  no  tongue  but  one;  gentle  my  Lord, 

Let  me  intreat  you  fpeak  the  former  language. 
Ang.  Plainly  conceive  I  love  you. 
Ifa.  My  brother  did  love  Juliet  : 

•  And  you  tell  me,  that  he  (hall  die  for't. 
Ang.  Hefliall  not,  Ifabel,  if  you  give  me  lovo.' 
Ifa.  1  know  your  Vertue  hath  a  licence  in't, 

Which  feems  a  little  fouler  than  it  is, 
To  pluck  ori  others. 

Ang.  Believe  me  on  mine  Honour, 
My  words  exprefs  my  purpofe 

Ifa.  Ha  ?  Little  honour  to  be  much  believ'd,  , 
And  moft  pernicious  purpofe:  deeming,  teeming. 
I  will  proclaim  thee,  Angelo  ;  look  for'c- 
Sign  me  a  prefent  pardon  for  mv  brother, 
Or  with  an  out-ftretch'd  throat  I'le  tell  the  World  aloud Whatman  thou  art. 

Ang.  Who  will  believe  thee,  Ifufoll 
My  unfoil'd  name,  th'  aufterenels  of  my  life, 
My  vouch  againit  you,  and  mv  place  i'  th'  State; Will  lb  your  acctifation  over-weigh, 
That  you  (hall  ftirlein  your  own  Report, 

And  Imell  of  calumny.  I  have  begun,  ' And  now  I  give  my  fenfua!  race  the  rein : 
Fit  thy  confentto  my  fharp  appenre  ; 

Lay  by  all  nicety,  and  p#»l*"xious  blufhes Thatbanifh  wha;they  fnefor.  Redeem  thy  brother 
Byyielding  up  thy  body  to  my  Will  ̂  
Or  elfe  he  muft  not  only  d  e  the  death, 
But  thy  unkind nelsfhall  his  cleatii  draw  out 
To  lingring  fuiferance :  Anfwer  me  to  morrow, 
Or  by  the  affection  that  now  guides  me  molt, 
I'le  prove  a  Tyrant  to  him.  As  for  you, 
Say  what  you  can,  my  falfe  o're-weighs  your  true.  Exit. Ijd.  To  whom  fiiould  I  complain  ?  Did  I  rell  this, 
Who  would  believe  me?  O  peri;  ills  mouths 
That  bear  in  rhe.n  one  and  the  (elf-fame  tongue, 
Either  of  condemnation  or  aporoof, 
Bidding  the  Law  make  cttrtfid  to  sfeek  Will, 
Hooking  both  light  and  wrong  to  th'  appente. 
To  follow  as  it  draws   i'le  to  mv  brother  ; 
Tho  he  hath  fal  n  by  prompture  of  the  blood, 
Yet  hath  he  in  i  im  fuch  a  mind  of  Honour, 
That  h  id  he  twenty  heads  to  tender  down 

On  twenty  bloody  blocks,  he'ld  yeild  cnem  up, Before  his  filter  fhould  her  body  hoop 

To  fuch  abhorr'd  pollution. 
Then  lfabel  live  chalte,  and  brother  die  ; 
"  More  than  our  brother  is  our  Chahity. 
I'le  tell  him  yet  of  Angela's  Requ  it 
And  fit  his  mind  to  death  tor  his  foui  s  Reft.  Exr 

Aft.  us  Tertius,  Seen  a  Prinia. 

Enter  Duke,  Clandio,  and  Provoft. 
i 

Duk.  So  then  you  hope  of  pardon  from  Lord  Angclo  ? 
Clau.  The  miferable  have  no  other  Medicine 

But  only  hope:  1' have  hope  to  live,  and  am  prepar'd  to 

die. Duk.  Be  abfolute  for  death :  either  death  or  life 

[Shall  thereby  be  the  fweeter.  Realon  thus  with  life  : 
If  1  da  lole  thee,  Idolofea  thing 
That  none  but  fools  would  keep :  a  breath,  thou  art* 
Servile  to  all  the  skyie  influences, 

That  doft  this  habitation  where  thou  keep'ft 
Hourly  afflift :  Meerly  thou  art  Death's  fool ; 
For  him  thou  labour'it  by  thy  flight  tofhun, 
And  yetrunn'ft  toward  him  ltill :  Thou  art  not  noble ; 
For  all  th'  accommodations  that  thou  bear'ft, 
Are  nurft  by  bafenefs :  Thou'rt  noway  valiant; For  thou  doft  fear  the  foft  and  tender  fork 

Of  a  poor  worm ':  thy  beft  of  relt  is  fleep,. 
And  that  thou  oft  provok'ft,-yet  grofiy  fear'ft 
Thy  death,  which  is  no  more :  Thou  art  not  thy  felf  :7 
For  thou  exifts  on  many  a  thoufand  grains 

F  2.  That 
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Me  a/  ure  for  Me  afire. 

That  ilTuc  out  of  duft ;  Happy  thou  art  nor ; 

For  what  thou  haft  not,  ftill  thou  ftriv'ft  to  get, 
And  what  thou  haft  forgett'ft :  Thou  art  not  certain  5 
For  thy  complexion  fhifts  to  frrange  effects, 

After  the  Moon :  If  thou  art  rich,  thou'rt  poor  j 
For  like  an  Afs,  whole  back  with  Ingots  bows, 

Thou  bear'ft  thy  heavy  Riches  but  a  journey, 
And  death  unloads  thee:  Friend,  haft  thon  none 
For  thine  own  bowels  which  do  call  thee  fire  ? 

The  meer  ttFufion  of  thy  proper  loyns 
Do  curfe  the  Gtut,  Sarpego,  and  the  Rhetime, 
For  endingthee  no  fooner :  Thou  haft  not  youth,  nor  age ; 
But,  as  it  were,  an  after-dinners  fleep 
Dreaming  on  both ;  for  all  thy  blefled  youth 
Becomes  as  aged,  and  doth  beg  the  alms 

Of  palfied-Eld :  and  when  thou  art  old,  and  rich, 
Thou  haft  neither  hear,  affection,  limb,  nor  beauty 

To  make  thy  Riches  pleafant :  what's  yer  in  this That  bears  the  name  of  life  ?  Yet  in  this  life 

Lie  hid  moe  thou  land  deaths;  yet  death  we  feafj 
That  makes  thefe  odds  all  even. 

Clau.  I  humbly  thank  you. 
To  fue  to  live,  1  find  I  feek  to  die, 

find  life :  Let  it  come  on. 
Enter  Ifabella. 

What  hoa  ?  Peace  here 

And  feeking  death 

Grace  and  good  Com- 

Who's  there  ?  Come  in:  the  wifh  deferves  a  wel- 

]fab. 
pany. Pro, 

come. 

Duk-  Dear  fir,  ere  long  Pie  vifit  you  again. 
Cla.  Moft  holy  fir,  I  thank  you. 
Ifa,  My  bufinefs  is  a  word  or  two  with  Claudio. 

Pro.  And  very  welcome :  look  Signior,  here's  your  fi- 
fter. 

Duk.  PrcvoFt,  a  word  with  you. 

Pro.  As  many  as  you  pleafe.' 
Duk.  Bring  them  to  fpeak  where  I  may  be  conceal'd,  yet 

hear  them,  Exeunt. 

Cla.  Now  filter,  what's  the  comfort  ? 
Ifa.  Why, 

As  all  comforts  are :  moft  good,  moft  good  indeed ; 
Lord  Angelo  having  affairs  to  heaven, 
Intends  you  for  his  fwift  Ambaffador ; 
Where  you  fhall  be  an  everlafting  Leiger : 
Therefore  your  beft  appointment  make  with  fpeed, 
To  morrow  you  fet  on. 

Cla.  Is  there  no  Remedy  ? 

Ifa.  None  but  fuch  Remedy,  as  to  fave  a  head* 
To  cleave  a  heart  in  twain. 

Cla.  But  is  there  any  ? 

Ifa.  Yes,  brother,  you  may  live  : 
There  is  a  devillifh  mere  y  in  the  Judg ; 

If  you'l  implore  it,  that  will  free  your  life. 
But  fetter  you  till  death. 

Cla.  Perpetual  durance ! 

Ifa.  I  juft,  perpetual  durance,  a  reftraint- 
Through  all  the  Worlds  vaftidity  yon  had 

To  a  determin'd  fcope. 
Cla.  But  in  what  nature  ? 

Ifa.  In  fuch  a  one,  as  you  confenting  to't, 
Would  bark  your  honour  from  that  trunk  you  bear, 
And  leave  you  naked. 

Clan.  Let  me  know  the  point. 
Ifa.  Oh,  I  do  fear  thee,  Claudio,  and  I  quake, 

Left  thouafeavourouslife  fhould'ft  entertain, 
And  fix  or  feven  Winters  more  refpedt 

Than  a  perpetual  honour.  Dar'ftthou  die  ? 
The  fenfe  of  death  is  moft  in  apprehenfionj 
And  the  poor  Beetle  that  we  tread  upon, 
In  corporal  fiifferance,  finds  a  pang  as  greaS 
As  when  a  Giant  dies. 

Cla.  Why  give  you  me  this  fliaine? 
Think  you  I  can  a  refblution  fetch 
From  ftowry  tendernefs  ?  If  1  muft  die, 

I  will  encounter  darknefs  as  a  bride, 
And  hug  it  in  mine  arms. 

Ifa.  There  fpake  my  brother.-  there  my  father's  gave Did  utter  forth  a  voice.  Yes,  thou  muft  die  : 
Thou  art  too  noble  to  conferve  a  life 
In  bafe  appliances.  This  outward  fainted  Deputy Whofe  fetled  vifage,  and  deliberate  word 

Nips  youth  iJ  th'  head,  and  follies  doth  emmew, As  Falcon  doth  the  fowl:  is  yet  a  devil: 
His  filth  within  being  caft,  he  would  appear 
A  pond  as  deep  as  hell. 

Cla.  The  Princely  Angelo  ? 

Ifa.  Oh  'tis  the  cunning  Livery  of  hell, The  damned  body  to  inveftand  cover 
In  Princely  gardes:  doft  thou  think,  Claudio, If  I  would  yeild  him  my  Virginity, 
Thou  might'ft  be  freed. 

Cla.  Oh  heavens,  it  cannot  be. 

Ifa.  Yes,  he  would  giv't  thee ;  from  this  rank  Offence 
So  to  offend  him  ftill  This  night's  the  time 
That  I  mould  do  what  I  abhor  to  name, Or  elfe  thou  dieft  to  morrow. 

Cla.  Thou  fhak  not  do't. 
■  Ifa.  Oh,  were  it  but  my  life, 

I'le  throw  it  down  for  your  deliverance As  frankly  as  a  pin. 
Cla.  Thanks  dear  Ifahel. 

Ifa.  Be  ready,  Claudio,  for  your  death  to  morrow. 
Cla.  Yes.  Has  he  affections  in  him, 

That  thus  can  make  him  bite  the  Law  by  th'nofe, When  he  would  force  it  ?  fure  it  is  no  fin  : 
Or  of  the  deadly  feven  it  is  the  leaft. 

Ifa.  Which  is  the  leaft  ? 
Cla.  If  it  it  were  damnable,  he  being  fo  wife, 

Why  would  he  for  the  momentany  trick 

Be  perdurably  fin'd  ?  Oh  Ifabel. 
Ifa.  What  fays  my  brother  ? 
Cla.  Death  is  a  fearful  thing. 

Ifa.  And  fhamed  life  a  hateful. 
Clo.  I,  but  to  die,  and  go  we  know  not  where : 

To  lie  in  cold  Obftruction,  and  to  rot 
This  fenfible  warm  motion,  to  become 
A  kneaded  elod  ;  and  the  delighted  fpirit 
To  bathe  in  fiery  floods,  or  to  refide 
In  thrilling  Region  of  thick-ribbed  Ice, 
To  be  imprifon'd  in  the  viewlefs  winds, 
And  blown  with  reftlefs  violence  round  about 

The  pendant  World :  or  to  be  worfe  than  worft 
Of  thofe,  that  Iawlefs  and  incertain  thought, 

Imagine  howling,  'tis  too  horrible. The  wearieft,  and  moft  loathed  worldly  life 

That  age,  ach,  penury,  and  imprifonmen!: 
Can  lay  on  Nature,  is  a  Paradife 
To  what  we  fear  of  death. 

Ifa.  Alas!  alas.' Cla.  Sweet  filter  let  me  live. 

What  fin  you  do  to  fave  a  brother's  life, 
Nature  difpenfes  with  the  deed  fb  far, 
That  it  becomes  a  vertue. 

Ifa.  Oh  you  beaft ! 
Oh  faithlefs  coward  !  oh  difhoneft  wretch  ? 

Wilt  thou  be  made  a  man  out  of  my  vice  ? 

Is't  not  a  kind  of  inceft,  to  take  life 
From  thine  own  lifters  fhame  ?  What  fhould  I  think  ? 

Heaven  fhield  :  my  mother  plaid  my  father  fair :  i 
For  fuch  a  warped  flip  of  Wildernefs 

Ne'reiffu'd  from  his  blood.  Take  my  defiance. 
Die,  perifh :  Might  but  my  bending  down 
Reprieve  thee  from  thy  fate,  it  fhould  proceed ; 
He  pay  a  thoufand  prayers  for  thy  death ; 
No  word  to  fave  thee. 

Cla.  Nay,  hear  me,  Ifabel. 
Ifa.  Oh,  fie,  fie,  fie, 

Thy  fin's  not  accidental,  but  a  trade  ; 

Mercy 
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Mercy  to  thee  would  prove  it  (elf  a  Bawd : 
'  Tis  beft  that  thou  dieft  quickly. 

Cla.  Oh  hear  me,  ifabella.  Duke  fiefs  in. 

Du.  Vouchfafe  a  word,  young  filler,  but  one  word. 

lra.  What  is  your  will  ? 

Du.  Might  you  difpenfe  with  your  leifure,  Fwould  by 

and  by  have  fome  fpeech  with  you  :  the  fatisfadtion  I  would 

require,  is  likewife  your  own  benefit. 

lfa.  I  have  no  fuperfluous  leifure ,  my  ftay  muft  be  ftolen 
out  of  other  affairs  :  but  I  will  attend  you  a  while- 

Du.  Son,  I  have  over-heard  what  hath  paft  between  you 

and  your  filter.  Angeh  had  never  the  purpofe  to  corrupt 
her  •  onlv  he  hath  made  an  afiay  of  her  venue,,  to  praftite 

his  judgment  with  thedifpofition  of  Natures.  She  (having 
the  truth  of  honour  in  her)  hath  made  him  that  gracious 

denial,  winch  he  is  mod  glad  to  receive :  1  am  confelTor  to 

An^eh,  and  I  know  this  to  be  true  j  therefore  prepare  your 
felf  to  death:  do  not  (atisfie  your  refolution  with  hopes 

that  are  fallible ;  to  morrow  you  muft  die:  go  to  your 
knees,  and  nuke  ready. 

Cla.  Let  me  ask  my'fifter  pardon:  Iamfoout  of  love with  life,  that!  will  (be  to  be  rid  of  it.  Exit 

Du.  Hold  you  there  :  farewell :  Frovofi,  a  word  with 

you. 
Pro.  Whars  your  w'll  'father)  ? 
Du  That  now  you  are  come,  you  will  be  gone  :  leave 

me  a  while  with  the  Maid  ;  my  mind  promiles  with  my 
habi:,  no  lofs  fh  ill  touch  her  by  my  company. 

Pro.  In  good  time.  Exit. 
Du.  The  hand  that  hath  made  you  fair,  hath  made  you 

good;  the  good  net's  that  is  cheap  in  beauty,  makes  beau- 
tv  brie'  in  good  ̂efs ,  but  grace  being  the  foul  cf  your 
complexion  thall  keep  the  body  of  it  ever  fa  r  i  theaf- 
faulcih.it  Angeh  hath  made  to  you.  Fortune  hath  cun- 
vevd  to  my  Underltanding  ■  and  but  that  frailty  hath  Ex- 

amples for  his  fall  ng,  I  mould  wonder  at  Angeh :  how  will 
yon  do  to  content  thisSubltitute,  and  to  lave  your  bro- 

ther ? 

I  :.  '  cm  row  going  torefolve  him  :  I  had  rather  my 
brother  d  e  bv  the  Law,  than  my  fon  mould  be  unlaw 
fully  born.  But  (Oh)  how  much  is  the  good  Duke  de- 

ceiv'd  in  Angeh  :  if  ever  he  return,  and  I  can  fpeak  to 
him.  I  will  open  my  lips  in  vain,  or  difcover  his  govern- 
ment. 

Du.  That  mail  not  be  much  amifs:  yet  as  the  matter 
now  ftands,  he  Will  avoid  your  accufation  :  he  made  trial 
of  you  only.  Therefore  faften  your  ear  on  my  advifmgs. 
to  the  love  I  have  in  doing  good  \  a  Remedy  prefents  it  felf. 
do  make  my  felf  believe  that  you  may  molt  upriglreouf 

lv  do  a  poor  wronged  Lady  a  merited  benefit :  redeem 
your  brother  from  the  angry  Law  ;  do.no  ftatri  to  your 
own  gracious  perfon,  and  much  pleafethe  abfent  Duke, 
it  perad  v  enture  he  (hall  ever  return  to  have  hearing  of  this 
bufi  iefs 

[  Let  me  hear  you  fpeak,  father  :  I  have  fpirit  to  do 
any  thing  that  appears  not  foul  in  the  truth  of  my  fpi- 
rit. 

Du.  Vertne  is  bold,  and  goodnefs  never  fearful :  Have 
you  nor  heard  fpeak  ot  Mariana,thc  filter  of  Frederic/;,  the 
great  Soldier,  who  mifcarried  at  Sea  ? 

lfa.  1  have  heard  of  the  La  Jy,  and  good  words  went 
with  her  name?  , 

Du.  She  mould  this  Argeh  have  married ;  was  affianced 
to  her  by  Oath,  r he  nuptiai  appointed:  between  which  time 
of  the  contract,  and  limit  of  the  (blemnity,  her  brother 
F  idenck  was  wrackt  at  Sea,  having  in  that  perilhed  Vellei, 
the  dowry  of  his  filter:  but  mark  how  heavily  this  befel  to 
the  poor  Gentlewoman ;  there  fhe  lolt  a  Noble  and  Re- 

nowned brother,  in  his  love  toward  her,  ever  molt  kind 
and  natural :  with  him  the  portion  and  finew  ot  her  fortune, 
her  marriage  dowry:  with  both,  her  combinate-husband, 
this  well  feeming^iwj/e/rt. 

IJa.  Can  this  be  fb  ?  did  Angeh  fo  leave  her  ? 
Du.  Left  her  in  her  tears,  and  dried  not  one  of  them  with 

his  comfort:  fwallowcd  his  Vows  whole  pretending  in  her, 
difcoveriesof  difhonour -•  in  few  words,  feftow'd  her  on 
her  own  lamentation,  which  fhe  yet  wears  for  his  fake:  and 
he,  a  marble  to  her  ears,  is  waflied  with  them,  but  relents 
not. 

lfa.  What  a  merit  were  it  in  death  to  take  this  poor 
Maid  from  the  world  ?  what  corruption  in  this  life,  that 
it  will  let  this  man  live  ?  But  how  out  of*  this  can  fhe  a- vail  ? 

Du.  It  is  a  Rupture  that  yon  may  eafil y  heal :  and  the 
cure  of  it  not  only  taves  your  brother,  but  keeps  you  from difhonour  in  doing  it. 

IJa.  Shew  me  how  (good  father). 

Du.  1  his  fore-named  Maid  hath  yet  in  her  the  conti- 
nuance of  her  firft  affection  :  his  nnjuft  unkindnefs  (that 

in  all  Reafon  mould  have  quenched  her  Love  )  hath 
I'rfce  an  impediment  in  th'e  C  in  rent 1  made  it  more  vio- lent and  unruly  I  Go  you  to  ,....  .-/,,  anfwer  his  requi- 

ring With  a  plaiifib'e  Obedience ;  'agree  with  his  demands 
•Irthe  point :  only  re<er  your  tei!  to  W  advantage  ■ 
firft,  that  your  ftay  with  him  may  not  be  lore  ■  that  die 
time  may  have  all  fhauow  aid  licence  in  it:  and  the  place 
anfwer  to  convenience  :  this  being  granted  in  courfe :  and 
now  follows  , all :  we  fhall  advife  this,  wronged  Maid  to 
fteed  up  your  appointmc.  r,  go  in  ymrTce  :  it  theen- 
counter  acknowiedg  it  felf  hereatW ,  it  may  compel 
him  to  her  recompence :  and  here,  by  this  is  your  bro- 

ther faved,  your  honour  ui -tainted,'  thj?  poor  Ma,tiinh advantaged,  and  the corrupt  I  eputy  fcaed.  ThrMaid 
will  1  frame,  and  make  fir  for  Ins  at. en  pt :  if  yon  think 
well  to  carry  this,  as  you  may,  the  doubk  net.'  of  the  be- 

nefit defends  the  deceit  from  reproof  \\  hat  think  you  of 

it? lfa.  The  image  of  it  gives  me  content  a'retdy,  and  1 
trult  it  will  growro  a  moft  profperoiis  perfection. 

Du.  It  lies  much  in  your  holding  up:  harie  you  fpeedily 
t<\Angelo;  if  for  this  mght  he  intreat  you  to  his  bed,  give 

him  promifeof  fatisfadion.  I  will  prefently  to  St.  Luke's; 
there  at  the  moated  Grange  refides  this  dejected  Mauana: 
at  that  place  call  upon  me,  anddilpatch  with  Aigeh,  that it  may  be  q  nckly 

IJa.  i  thank  you  for  this  comfort:  fare  you  well,  good  fa- 
ther. Extt. 

Enter  Elbow,  Chvjn,  Officers. 

•  El.  Nay, .  if  there  be  no  Remedy  for  it>  but  r!  at  you 
will  needs  buy  and  tell  men  and  women  lko  be<.;ts  we 
(hall  have  all  the  world  drink  brown  and  white  bauard. 

Du.  Oh  heavens !  what  Itnft"  is  here  ?  9 
■  do.  'Twas  never  merry  world  finceof  two  ufuries  the 

merrieft  was  put  down,  and  the  worler  allow'd  by  older 
of  Law  '  a  furr'd  gown  to  keep  him  warm ;  and  furr'd  wirh 
Fox  and  Lamb-skins  too,  to  fignifie,  chat  craft  being  richer 
than  innocency,  ftands  for  the  facing. 

Elbiw.  Come  your  way,  Sir  :  'blefs  you,  good  father 
Frier. 

Du  And  you  good  brother  father:  what  Offence  hath 
this  man  made  you,  fir  ? 

Elk  Marry,  fir,  he  hath  offended  the  I  aw  ;  and,  fir  we 
take  him  to  be  a  thief  too,  fir  :  for  we  have  found  upon  him 

fir,  a  ftrange  Pick- lock,  which  we  have  (ent  to  the  Depi.- 

Du.  Fie,  firrah,abawd,  a  wicked  bawd: 
The  evil  that  thou  caufeft  to  be  done, 

That  is  thy  means  to  live.  Do  thou  but  think 

What  'tis  to  cram  a  maw,  or  c-loath  a  back  i 
From  fuch  a  filthy  Vice  :  fay  to  thy  felf, 
From  their  abominable  and  bealtly  couches 
I  drink  I  eat  away  my  felf,  and  live: 
Can  ft  thou  believe  thy  living  is  a  life, 

So  ftinkingly  depending  ?  Go  mend,  go  menArf 
Clc  Indeed  it  do's  ltink  in  fome  (crt,  fir: 

But  yet,  fir,  I  would  prove  
Du.  Nay,  if  the  devil  have  given  thee  proofs  for  fin, 

Thou  wilt  prove  his.  Take  him  to  priion,  Officer: 

F  j  Cor- 
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Correction  and  inftruftion  mutt  both  work, 
Ere  this  rude  beaft  will  profit. 

Elb.  He  mil  ft  before  the  Deputv,  fir;  he  has  given  him 
warning :  the  Deputy  cannot  abide  a  Whore-matter :  if  he 
be  a  Whoremonger,  and  comes  before  him,  he  were  as 
good  go  a  mile  on  his  errand. 

Dps.  That  we  were  all,  as  Ibme  would  reem  to  Le, 
Free  from  all  faults,  as  faults  from  feeming  free. 

Enter  Lucio. 
U.b.  His  neck  will  come  toyour  watte,  a  Cord,  fir. 

Du.  How  fhoiild  he  be  made  then  ? 
Luc  Some  reporr,  a  Sea-maid  fpawncl  him.  Some  that 

he  was  begot  between  two  Stock-fifhes.  but  it  is  certain 
that  when  he  makes  water,  his  Urine  is  congeal'd  ice  •  that 
I  know  to  be  true  ;  and  he  is  a  motion  generative  •  that's  in- 

fallible. 3 Du.  You  are  pleafant,  fir,  and  fpeak  apace 
Luc  Why,  what  a  rnthlefs  thing  is  this  in  him.  for  the 

Rebe  lion  of  a  Cod-piece,  to  rake  aw  ̂ y  the  life  of  a  man' 
\\  ould  the  Duke  that  is  abfent  have  done  this  ?  Ere  he 

Cfa  I  fpy  comfort  •,  I  cry  bail ;  Here  s  a  Gentleman,  and  j  would  have  hang'd  a  man  for  the  getting  a  hundred  Ea 1  itards,  he  would  have  paid  for  the  nurjjng  a  thoufand  He had  fome  feeling  of  the  fpprt;  he  knew  the  fer vice  and  that 

a  friend  of  mine 

Luc .  How  now,  noble  Pcmpey  ?  What,  at  the  wheels  of 
Cafar  ?  Art  then  led  in  triumph  ?  W  hat,  is  there  none  of 

Fimtali  »'s  Images  newly  made  woman  to  be  had  now, 
for  putting! he  hand  in  the  pocket,and  extracting  clutch'd? 
What  Reply  ?,  Ha  ?  What  failt  thou  to  this  Tune,  Matter 
and  Method  ?  1s  t  notdrowird  i' th'laftRain?  Ha?  What 
faift  thou,  Trot  ?  Is  the  World  as  it  was,  Man  ?  Which  is 

the  way  ,?  Is  it  fad,  and  few  words  ?  Or  how  ?  The  trick  of 
it? 

Du.  Still  thus,  and  thus :  ftjll  worfe  ? 
Luc.  How  doth  my  dear  Morfel?  thy  Miftris?  Procures 

fhe  frill  ?  Ha  ? 

Clo,  Troth,  fir,  fhe  hath  eaten  up  all  her  Eeef.  and  fhe  is 
her  felf  in  the  tub. 

Luc.  \\  hy,  'tis  good  :  It  is  the  right  of  it :  it  muft  be  fo. 
Ever  your  frefh  Whore,  and  your  powder'd  Bawd,  an  un- 
fhunn'd  confequence,  it  mutt  be  fq.  Art  going  to  Prifon, 
Pcmpey  ? 

Clo.  Yes,  faith,  fir. 

Luc  Why,  'tis  not  amifs,  Pew  fey  :  farewel :  go  fay,  I  fent 
thee  thither:  for  debt,  Pompey  ?  Or  how ? 

Elb-  For  being  a  bawd,  for  being  a  bawd. 
Luc.  Well,  then  im  prifon  him  :  If  imprifbnment  be 

the  due  of  a  bawd,  why,  'tis  his  right.  Bawd  is  hedotibt- 
lefs,  and  of  antiquity  too  :  Bawd  born :  Farewell,  good 
Pompey  :  Commend  me  to  the  prifon,  Pcmpey:  you  will 
turn  good  Husband  now,  Pompey ;  you  will  keep  the 
houfe. 

do.  I  hope,  fir,  your  good  Worfhip  will  be  my  bail. 
Luc.  No  indeed  will  1  not,  Pompey  ;  it  is  not  the  wear :  I 

will  pray  {Pompey')  to  encrea'e  your  bondage,  if  you  take  it 
not  patiently  :  Why,  your  mettle  is  the  more :  Adieu,  tru- 
fty  Pompey. 
Blefs you,  Frier. 

Du.  And  you. 

Luc.  Do's  Bridget  paint  Hill,  Pompey  ?  Ha? 
Elb.  Come  your  ways,  fir,  come. 
Clo.  You  will  not  bail  me  then,  fir? 

Luc.  Then,  Pompey,  nor  now  :  What  news  abroad,  Frier? 
What  news  ? 

Elb.  Come  your  ways,  fir,  come. 

Luc.  Go  to  kennel  {Pompey),  go  :  Excur.t- 
What  news,  Frier,  of  the  Duke  ? 

Du.  I  know  none :  can  you  tell  me  of  any  ? 
Luc.  Some  fay,  he  is  with  the  Emperor  of  RuJJia  :  other 

fome,  he  is  in  Rome :  but  where  is  he  think  you  ? 

inftructed  him  to  mercy. 
Du.  I  never  heard  the  abfent  Duke  much  detected  for 

Women  ;  he  was  not  inclined  that  way. 
Luc.  Oh,  fir,  you  are  deceiv'd. Du.  'Tis  not  poffibie. 

.  Luc-  Who>  mM  Duke  ?  Yes,  your  becgar  of  flfivand his  ufe  was,  to  put  a  Ducket  in  her  Clack-difh  :  the  Duke 
had  Crotchets  in  him.  He  would  be  drur.k  too,  that  let  me inform  you. 

Du.  You  do  him  wrong  fin  ely. 
Luc  Sir,  I  was  an  inward  of  his  :  a  fhy  fellow  was  the 

Duke ;  and  1  believe  1  know  the  caufe  of  his  withdraw- 
ing. 

Du.  What  (I  prethee)  might  be  thecaufe  ? 
L'fc  No.-  pardon:  :Tis 

in 

Du-  I  know  not  where  :  but  wherefoever,  I  wifhhim 
well. 

Luc  It  was  a  mad  fantaftical  trick  of  him,  to  Ileal  from 
the  Stoite,  andufurp  the  Beggary  he  was  never  born  to  : 
Lord  Avgclo  Dukes  it  well  in  his  abfence  :  he  puts  tranf- 

grefllon  to't. Du.  He  do's  well  in't. 
Luc.  A  little  more  lenity  to  Lechery  would  do  no  harm 

in  him  :  ibmething  too  crabbed  that  way,  Fncr. 
Du.  Ir  is  roo  general  a  Vice,  and  feverity  mutt  cure  it. 
Luc.  Yes,  in  good  footh,  the  Vice  is  of  a  great  kindred  ; 

it  is  well  allied  ;  but  it  is  impofliblc  to  extirp  it  quite  , 
Frier,  till  eating  and  drinking  be  put  down.  They  fay, 
this  Angtlo  was  not  made  by  Man  and  Woman  ,  after 
this  down-right  way  of  Creation  :  is  it  true  -,  think 
you? 

Lw.  fno:  pardon:  'Tis  a  fecret  mutt  be  leckt  with- { the  teeth  and  the  lips :  but  this  I  can  let  you  under  I 
ftand,  the  greater  file  of  the  Subject  held  the  Duke  to  be 

wife. Du.  Wife  ?  Why  no  queftion  but  he  was. 
Luz.  A  very  fuperficiaJ,  ignorant,  unweighing  fellow. 
Du.  Either  this  is  envy  in  you,  folly,  ormiftaking:  The 

very  ftreamof  his  life,  and  the  bufinefshe  hath  helmed 
mutt  upon  a  warranted  need,  give  him  a  better  proclama- 

tion. Let  him  be  but  teftimonied  in  his  own  brirgings  forth 
and  he  fhall  appear  to  the  envious,  a  Scholar,  a  Staref- 
man,  and  a  Soldier:  therefore  you  fpeak  unskilfully  :  or 
if  youtknowledg  be  more,  it  is  much  darkened  in'vour malice. 

Luc.  Sir,  I  know  him,  and  I  love  him. 
Du.  Love  talks  with  better  kncwledg,  and  knowledg 

with  dear  love. 
Luc.  Come,  fir,  I  know  what  I  know. 
Du.  I  can  hardly  believe  that,  fince  you  know  not  what 

you  fpeak.  But  if  ever  the  Duke  return  (as  our  prayers  are 
he  may),  let  me  defire  you  to  make  your  anfwer  before 
him :  if  it  be  honett  you  have  fpoke,  you  have  courage  to 
maintain  it :  i  am  bound  to  call  upon  you,  and  1  pray  you 

your  name? Luc  Sir,  my  name  is  Lucio,  well  known  to  the  Duke. 
Du.  He  fhall  know  you  better,  fir,  if  I  may  live  to  report 

you. 

Luc  I  fear  you  not. 
Du.  O,  yon  hope  the  Duke  will  return  no  more  : 

or  you  imagine  me  too  unhurtful  an  Oppofite  :  but  in- 
deed 1  can  do  you  little  harm:  You'l  fcrfwear  this  a- 

gain  ? 

Lud  Vic  be  hang'd  firft :  Thou  art  deceived  in  me,  Frier. But  no  more  of  this.  Canft  thou  tell  if  Claudie  die  to  mor- 
row, or  no  ? 

Du.  Why  fliould  he  die,  fir? 

Luc.  Why  ?  For  filling  a  Bottle  with  a  Tun-difh  ;  I 
would  the  Duke  we  talk  of  were  return'd  again  :  this 
ungegitur'd  Agent  will  un-pecp!e  the  Province  with 
Continency.  Sparrows  mutt  not  build  in  his  houle  eves, 
becaufe  they  are  lecherous .-  The  Duke  yet  would  have 
dark  deeds  darkly  anfwered ;  he  would  never  bring  them 

would  he  were  return'd.  Marry,  this  Clan- 
dio  is  condemned  for  lintrufiing.  Farewel,  good  Fner,  I 
prerhee  pray  forme:  The  Duke  (1  fay  to  thee  again) 
would  eat  Mutton  on  Frydays.  He's  now  patt  it  ;  yet 
(and  1  fay  to  thee)  he  would  mouth  with  a  beggar,  tho 

 ,  ^  fhej 
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Oic  frnelt  brown-bread  aud  Garlick  :  fay,  that  I  laid  fo-' 
Farewel. 

Dtt.  No  might  nor  greatnefs  in  mortality 
Can  cenfure  fcape  :  Back- wound  ins;  calumny 
The  whiteft  vertueftrikes.  What  King  fo  lirong 
Can  tie  the  gall  up  in  the  flanderous  tongue  ? 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  EfcahlS,  Provoft,  and  Bawd. 

Efc  Go,  away  with  her  to  prifbn. 
Bawd.  Good  my  Lord,  be  good  to  me;  your  Honour  is 

accounted  a  merciful  man :  good  my  Lord. 
Efc.  Double,  and  trebble  admonition,  and  ftill  forfeit  in 

the  fame  kind  ?  This  would  make  mercy  fwear,  and  play 
the  Tyrant. 

Fro.  A  Bawd  of  Eleven  years  continuance,  may  itpleafe 
your  Honour. 

Bawd.  My  Lord,  this  is  one  Lucia's  information  againft 
me  :  Miftris  Kate  Keep  down  was  with  child  by  him  in 

the  Duke's  time  !  he  promis'd  her  marriage:  his  child  is 
a  Year  and  a  Quarter  old,  come  Philip  and  Jacob  :  1  have 
kept  it  my  felf ;  and  fee  how  he  goes  about  to  abule 
me. 

Efc  1  hat  fellow  is  a  fellow  of  muchLicenfe  :  Let  him 

becall'd  before  us.  Away  with  her  to  prifon  :  Goto: 
no  more  words.  Fro-vofl,  my  Brother  Angelo  will  not  be 

alter'd  ;  Claudia  muft  die  to  morrow  :  Let  him  be  fur- 
ptfh'd  with  Divines,  and  have  all  charitable  preparation.  If 
mv  brother  wrought  by  my  pity,  it  mould  not  be  fo  with 

him.- Fro  So,  pleafe  you,  this  Fwr  hath  been  with  him,  and 
advh'd  him  for  th'  entertainment  of  death. 

Efca.  Good  even,  good  father. 
T>n.  Blifs  and  goodneis  on  you. 
Efc.  Of  whence  are  you  ? 
Dtt.  Not  of  this  Country,  tho  my  chance  is  now 

To  ufe  it  for  my  time :  I  am  a  brother 
Of  gracious  Order,  late  come  from  the  Sea, 
In  fpedal  bufinefi  from  his  Holinefs. 

Efc  What  news  abroad  i'  th'  World  f 
Du.  None,  but  that  there  is  fo  gre^t  a  Fever  on  good- 

nefs,  that  the  d'fiblurion  of  it  muft  cure  it.  Novelty  is 
only  in  requeit ;  and  it  is  as  dangerous  to  be  aged  in  any 
kind  of  courfe,  as  it  is  vertuous  to  be  conltant  in  any 
undertaking.  There  is  fcarce  truth  enough  alive  to  make 
Societies  fecure  ;  but  fecurity  enough  to  make  Fellow- 
ftiips  accurfr.  Much  upon  this  Riddle  runs  the  wifdom  cf 
the  World  :  This  news  is  old  enough,  yet  it  is  every 
days  news.  I  pray  you,  fir,  of  what  difpofition  was  the 
Duke  ? 

Efi.  One,  that  above  all  other  ftrifes, 
Contended  efpecially  to  know  himfelf. 

Du.  What  pleafure  was  he  given  to  ? 

Efc.  Rather  rejoicing  to  feee  another  merry,  than  mer- 
ry at  any  thing  which  profeft  to  make  hirn  rejoice.  A 

Gentleman  of  all  Temperance.  But  leave  him  to  his  e- 

vents,  with  a  prayer  they  may  prove  profperous  •  and 
let  me  defire  to  know  how  you  find  Claudia  prepur'd  ? 
lam  madetounderftand,  that  you  have  lent  him  Vifitati- 
on. 

iDr/.He  profefTes  to  have  received  no  finifter  meafure  from 
his  Judg,  but  moil  willingly  humbles  himfelf  to  the  deter- 
minationof  Juftice:  yet  had  he  framed  to  himfelf  (by  the 
inftrudlion  of  his  frailty )  many  deceiving  promises  of  life, 
which  I  (by  my  good  leifure)  have  discredited  to  him,  and 
now  is  herefolv'd  to  die. 

Efc  You  have  paid  the  Heavens  your  Function,  and 
thePrifoner  the  very  debt  of  your  Calling.  I  have  la- 

bour'd  for  the  poor  Gentleman,  to  the  extremeft  fhore  of 
my  modefty,  but  my  Brother-]uftice  have  I  found  fo  fe- 

vere,  that  he  hath  fbre'd  me  to  tell  him,  he  is  indeed  ju- ftice. 
Du.  If  his  own  life 

Anfwer  the  ftra  tnefs  of  his  proceeding, 
It  fhall  become  him  well :  wherein  if  he  chance  to  fail, he 

6JL_ 

'  hath  fentene'd  himfelf 
Efc.  I  am  going  to  vifit  the  prifoner !  Fare  you  well  Exit. 
Du.  Peace  be  with  you. 

He  who  the  fword  of  Heaven  will  bear, 
Should  be  as  holy  as  fevere  : 
Pattern  in  himfelf  to  know, 
Grace  to  ftand,  and  Vertue  go  : 
More  nor  lefs  toothers  paying, 

Than  by  felf-Oft'ences  weighing. Shame  to  him  whofe  cruel  ftriking, 
Kills  for  faults  of  his  own  liking: 
Twice  trebble  lhame  on  Angela, 
To  weed  my  Vice,  and  let  his  grow. 
Oh,  what  may  Man  within  him  hide, 
Tho  Angel  on  the  Outward  fide? 
How  may  likenefs  made  in  crimes, 
Making  practileon  the  times, 
To  draw  with  idle  Spiders  ftrings 
Moft  ponderous  and  fubftantial  things  ? 
Craft  againft  Vice  I  muft  apply. 

With  Angelo  to  night  (hall  lie 
His  Old  betroathed  (but  defpifed )  : 

So  difguife  fhall  by  th'difguifed 
Pay  withfalfhood  falfe  exacting, 

And  perform  an  old  contracting.  Exit. 

Alius  Quartus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Mariana,  and  Boy^finging, 

Song.     Take,  Oh  take  thofe  lips  away, 
that  fo  fweetly  were  forjworn, 

And  thoje  eyes  :  the  break  of  day 
lights  that  do  mijlead  the  Mirn  \ 

But  my  kiJJ'es  bring  again,  bring  again. 
Seals  of  love,  but  feal}d  in  vain. 

Enter  Duke. 

Ma*  Break  off  thy  Song,  and  hafee  thee  quick  away : 
Here  comes  a  man  of  comfort,  whofe  advice 

Hath  often  ftill'd  my  brawling  difcontent. 
I  cry  you  mercy  5  fir,  and  well  could  wifh 
You  had  not  found  me  here  fo  mufical : 

Let  me  excufe  me,  and  believe  me  fb, 

My  mirth  it  much  difpleas'd,  but  pleas'd  my  wo. 
Du.  '  Lis  good,  tho  Mufick  oft  hath  fuch  a  charm 

To  make  bad,  good,  and  good  provoke  to  harm". 
I  pray  you  tell  me,  hath  any  body  enquir'd  for  me  here 
to  day  ?  much  upon  this  time  have  I  promis'd  here  to 
meet. 

Mar.  You  have  not  been  enquir'd  after:  I  have  fat  here 
all  day. 

Enter  Ifabel. 

Du.  I  do  conftantly  believe  you :  the  time  is  come  , 
even  now.  I  fhall  crave  your  forbearance  a  little ;  may  be 
l  will  call  upon  you  anon,  for  fome  advantage  to  your 
felf. 

Mar.  I  am  always  bound  to  yon'.  Exit. 
Du.  Very  well  met,  and  well  come : 

What  is  the  news  from  this  good  Deputy? 

Ija.  He  hath  a  Garden  circummur'd  with  Brick, 
Whole  H  efhrnfide  is  with  a  Vineyard  backt; 
And  to  that  Vineyard  is  a  planched  gate, 
That  makes  his  opening  with  this  bigger  Key: 
This  other  doth  command  a  little  door, 

Which  from  the  Vi  neyard  to  the  Garden  leads ; 
There  have  I  made  my  promife,  upon  the 
Heavy  middle  of  the  night,  to  call  upon  him. 

Du.  But  fhall  you  on  vour  knowlcdg  rind  this  way  ? 
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Ifa.  I  have  tane  a  due  and  wary  note  upon't, 
With  Whifi  ering,  and  moft  guilty  diligence, 

In  action  allot'  precept,  he  did  (how  me 
The  way  twice  o're. Du.  Are  there  no  other  tokens 

Between  you  'greed,  concerning  her  obfervance? 
Ifa.  No :  none  but  only  a  repair  i'  th  dark, 

And  that  I  have  pofTeft  him,  my  molt  ftay 
Can  be  but  brief:  for  I  have  made  him  know, 
I  have  a  Servant  comes  with  me  along, 
That  frays  upon  me,  whofe  perfwafion  is, 
I  come  about  my  brother. 

Du.  'Tis  well  Lorn  up. 
I  have  not  yet  made  known  to  Mariana. 

E*ter  Mariana. 

A  word  of  this :  what  hoa,  within,  come  forth  \ 
I  pray  you  be  acquainted  with  this  Maid ; 
She  comes  to  do  you  good. 

Ifa.  I  do  defire  the  like. 
Du  Do  you  perfwadeyour  felf  that  I  refped  you  ? 
Mar.  Good  Frier,  I  know  you  do,  and  have  found  it. 
Du.  Take  then  this  your  companion  by  the  hand, 

Who  hath  a  ftory  ready  for  your  ear : 
I  {hall  attend  your  Jeifiire  ;  but  make  hafte; 
The  vaporous  night  approaches. 

Mar.  Wilt  pleafe  you  walk  afide  ?  Exit. 
Du  Oh  place,  and  greatnefs :  millions  of  falfe  Eyes 

Are  ftuck  upon  thee:  Volumes  of  Report 
Run  with  thefe  falfe  and  moft  contrarious  Quefts 
Upon  thy  doings :  thoufand  efcapes  of  wit 
Make  thee  the  father  of  their  idle  dream 

And  rack  thee  in  their  fancies.  Welcome .  how  agreed  ? 
Enter  Mariana  and  Ifabel. 

Ifa.  She"!  take  the  enterprize  upon  her,  father, 
If  you  advife  it. 

Du.  It  is  not  my  confent, 
Etot  my  intreaty  too. 

Ifa.  Little  have  you  to  fay 

When-yon  depart  from  him,  but  foftand  low, 
Remember  now  my  brother. 

tJMar.  Fear  me  not. 

Du.  Nor  gentle  daughter,  fear  you  not  at  all : 
He  is  your  husband  on  a  pre-contracl: : 

To  bring  you  thus  together,  'tis  no  fin, 
Sith  that  the  Juftice  of  your  title  to  him 
Dothflourifh  the  deceit.  Come,  let  us  go, 

Our  Corn's  to  reap,  for  yet  our  Ty  thes  to  fow.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Provoft,  and  Clown. 

Pro.  Come  hither,  firrah :  can  you  cut  off  a  man's head  ? 

Clo.  If  the  man  be  a  Batchellor,  fir,  1  can  ; 

But  if  he  be  a  married  man,  he's  his  wives  head  , 
And  1  can  never  cut  off  a  womans  head. 

Pro.  Come  fir,  leave  me  your  fnatches,  and  yeild  me  a 
dived:  anfwer.  To  morrow  morning  are  to  die  Claudio  and 
Bamardme :  here  is  in  our  prifbn  a  common  Executioner, 
who  in  his  Office  lacks  a  helper  ;  if  you  will  take  it  on  you 
to  affift  him,  it  fhall  redeem  you  from  your  Gyves :  if  nor, 
you  fnall  have  your  full  time  of  im|  rilbnmenr,  and  your 
deliverance  with  an  unpitied  whipping ;  lor  you  have  been 
a  notorious  bawd. 

Clo.  Sir,  1  have  been  an  unlawful  bawd,  time  out  of 
mind,  but  vet  I  will  be  content  to  be  a  lawful  hangman:  I 
would  be  glad  to  receive  fome  inftruction  from  my  fellow 

partner. 
Pro.  What  hoa,  Abhor  fen  :  Where's  Abhor fn  there  ? 

<i   «  Enter  Abhor  fori, Abb.  Do  v6u  call  fir  ? 

vir;S'rrah'  hC-rC  S  3  rd.lowwi«  help  you  to  morrow  in our  execution :  if  you  think  it  meet,  compound  with  him 
by  the  year,  and  let  him  abide  here  with  you  :  if  not,  ufe him  for  the  prdent,  and  difmifs  him :  he  cannot  plead  his eftimation  with  you  :  he  hath  been  a  Bawd 

mylery  A  *™6,  ̂  '  ̂  Up°n  hira'  he  wiU  difcredit  our 

theZSca!e0t0'fir'  you  wci§h  eclually  i  a  feather  will  turn Clo.  Pray  fir,  by  your  good  favour :  for  furely ,  fir,  a  good favour  you  have,  but  that  you  have  a  hanging  look  :  Do you  call,  fir,  your  Occupation  a  Myftery  ? Abh.  I,  fir,  aMyftery. 

C/.  Painting  fir,  I  have  heard  fay,  is  aMyftery  :  and 
your  \\  bores,  fir,  being  members  of  mv  Occupation,  uSng Pa.nnng,  do  prove  my  Occupation  a  Mvftery :  but  what Myftery  there  (hould  be  in  hanging,  if  1  (hould  be  han.'d 1  cannot  imagine. 

Abh  bir,  it  is  a  Myfterv. 
Clo.  Proof. 

Abh.  Every  true  man's  apparel  fits  your  Thief. Uo.  If  lt  be  too  little  for  your  Thief,  your  true  man thinks  it  b,g  enough.  If  it  be  too  big  for  your  Thief,  your 
1  hief  thinks  it  I.tL'e  enough :  So  every  true  mans  apparel 
fits  your  Thief  

rr 

Enter  Provoft. 

Pro.  Are  you  agreed  ? 

Sir,  1  will  ierve  him:  for,  Ido find  your  Hangman  is a  more  penitent  Trade  than  your  Jbawd :  he  doth  oftner ask  torgivenefs. 

Pro.  You,  firrah,  provide  your  Block  and  your  Axe  to morrow,  four  a  clock. 

Abh.  Come  on  (Bawd),  I  will  inftruft  thee  in  my  Trade ollow. 

Clo.  I  do  defire  to  learn,  fir:  and  I  hope;  if  you  have  oc- cal.on  to  ufe  me  for  your  own  turn,  you  mail  find  me 
yare.  tcr  truly,  fir, for  your kindnefs,  Ioweyouagood 
turn.  3  |xr t To.  all  hither  Bamardme  and  claudio  : 
Th  one  has  my  pity:  not  a  jot  the  other, 
Being  aMurtherer,  tho  he  were  my  brother. Enter  Claudio. 

Look,  here's  the  Warrant,  Claudto,  for  thv  death: 
Tis  now  dead  midnight,  and  by  Eight  tomorrow 
Thou  muft  be  made  immortal.  U  here's  Bamardme  ? 

Cla.  As  faft  lock'd  up  in  fleep  as  guiltlefs  labour, V\  hen  lthesftarkly  in  the  Traveller's  bones. He  will  not  awake. 

Pro.  \\  ho  can  do  good  on  him  ? 

Well,  go,  prepare  your  feJf  But  hark,  what  noife? 
Heaven  give  your  fpirits  comfort :  by  and  by: 
1  hope  it  is  fome  Pardon,  or  Reprieve 
For  the  moft  gentle  claudio.  Welcome,  father. 

Enter  Duke. 

Du.  The  beft,  and  wholfom'ft  fpirits  of  the  night, 
Invellop  you,  good  Provejl :  Who  call'd  here  of  late? Pro  Now  fince  the  Curphew  rung 

Du.  Not  Ifabel. 
Pro.  No. 

Du.  They  will  then  er't  be  long. Pro.  What  comfort  is  for  Claudio  ? 
Du.  There's  fome  in  hope. Pro.  It  is  a  bitter  Deputy. 

Du.  Not  fo,  not  fo :  his  life  is  parallel'd 
Even  with  the  ftroke  and  line  of  his  great  Juftice : 
He  doth  with  holy  abftinence  fubdue 

That  in  liimfelf  which  he  fpurs  on  his  power  ' 
To  qualifie  in  others:  were  hemeal'd  with  that 
Which  he  corrects,  then  were  he  tyrannous; 

But  this  being  fo,  he's  juft.  Now  are  they  come. 

This 
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This  is  a  gentle  Provoft,  leldom  when 

The  fteeled  Gaoler  is  the  friend  of  men  : 

How  now?  whatnoife?  That fpirit's poffeft  with hafte 

That  wounds  th'  infiftingPoftern  with  thefe  ftrokes. 
Pro-  There  he  rauft  ftay  until  the  Officer 

Arifetolethimin  :  he  iscall'dnp. 
Du.  Have  you  no  countermand  for  Claudio  yet  I 

But  he  muft  die  to  morrow  ? 
Pro.  None,  fir,  none. 
Du.  As  near  the  dawning,  Provoft,  as  it  is, 

You  (hall  hear  more  e're  morning. 
Pro.  Happily. 

You  fomething  know:  yet  I  believe  there  comes 

No  countermand :  no  fiich  example  have  we  : 

Befides,  upon  the  very  (lege  of Juftice, 

Lord  Angdo  hath  to  the  publick  ear, 
Profeft  the  contrary. 

Enter  a  McjJ'enger. Du.  This  is  his  Lords  man. 
Pro.  And  here  comes  Claudia*  pardon: 

Mej]'.  My  Lord  hath  fent  you  this  note,- And  by  me  this  further  charge, 

That  you  fwerve  not  from  the  (mailed  Article  of  it, 
Neither  in  time,  matter,  or  other  circumftance. 

Good  morrow :  for  as  1  take  it,  it  isalmoft  day. 
Pro.  I  (hall  obey  him. 

Du.  This  is  his  Pardon  purchas'd  by  fuch  fin, 
For  which  the  Pardoner  himfelf  is  in: 
Hence  hath  Offence  his  quick  celerity, 
When  it  is  born  in  high  Authority : 

When  Vice  makes  Mercy,  Mercy's  fo  extended, 
That  for  the  faults  love/is  th'  OtFender  friended 
Now  Sir,  what  news  ? 

Pro.  I  told  you  : 

Lord  Angdo  (be-like)  thinking  meremifs 
In  mine  Office,  awakens  me 

With  this  unwonted  putting  on,  methinks  (trangelj; 
For  he  hath  nor  us'd  it  before. 

Du.  Pray  let's  hear. 
The  Letter. 

Whatfoever  ycu  may  hear  to  the  contrary,  let  Claudio  be  ex- 
ecuted by  four  of  the  clock,  and  in  the  afternoon  Barnar 

dine:  For  my  better  fatisfatlion,  let  me  have  Claudio's 
head  fent  me  by  five.  Let  this  be  duly  performed  with  a 
thought  that  more  depends  on  it  than  we  mujl  yet  deliver. 
Thus  fail  not  to  do  your  Office,  as  you  wiU  an fiver  it  at  your 

peril'. 
What  fay  you  to  this,  fir  ? 

Du.  What  is  that  Barnar Jme,  who  is  to  be  executed  in 

th'  afternoon  ? 
Pro.  A  Buhcmianbora:  but  here  nurft  up  and  bred, 

One  that  is  aprifoner,  nine  years  old. 
Du.  How  came  it,  that  the  abient  Duke  had  not  either 

delivered  him  to  his  liberty, or  executed  him  ?  I  have  heard 
it  was  ever  his  manner  to  do  lb.' 

Pro.  His  friends  ftill  wrought  Reprieves  for  him  : 
And  indeed  hisfaft,  till  now  in  the  government  of  Lord 
Angela,  came  not  to  an  undoubtful  proof. 

Du.  It  is  now  apparent  ? 
Pro.  Molt  manifeft,  and  not  denied  by  himfelf. 
Du.  Hath  he  born  himfelf  penitently  in  prifon? 

How  feems  he  to  be  touch'd  ? 
Pro.  A  man  that  apprehends  death  no  more  dreadfully, 

but  as  a  drunken  deep,  carelefs,  wreaklels,  and  fearlefs  of 

what's  pair,  prefenr,  or  to  come :  infcnfible  of  mortality, 
and  detperately  mortal. 

Du.  He  wants  advice. 
Pro.  He  will  hear  none:  he  hath  evermore  had  the  liber- 
ty of  the  prilon  :  give  him  leave  to  efcape  hence,  he  would 

not :  drunk  many  times  a  day,  if  notmany  days  entirely 

drunk.  We  have  very  oft  awak'd  him.  as  if  to  carry  him 
to  Execution,  and  fhew'd  him  a  leeming  Warrant  lor  it : 
it  hath  not  moved  him  at  all. 

Du.  More  of  him  anon :  There  is  written  in  your  brow, 

Provcfi,  honefty  and  constancy  ;  if  I  read  it  not  truly, 
my  ancient  skill  beguiles  me:  but  in  the  boldnefi  of  my 
cunning,  I  will  lay  my  lelf in  hazard  :  Claudio,  whom  here 
you  have  warrant  toexecurc,  is  no  greater  forfeit  to  the 
Law  than  Angeh,  Who  hath  ientenc  d  him.  To  make  you 
underftand  this  in  a  manifeftcd  effecT:,  I  crave  but  four  days 
refpite:  for  the  which,  you  are  to  do  me  both  a  pfefent 
and  a  dangerous  courtefie. 

Pro.  Pray  fir,  in  what  ? 
Du.  In  the  delaying  death. 
Pro.  Alack !  how  may  I  do  it  ?  Having  the  hour  limited, 

and  an  exprefs  command,  under  penalty,  to  deliver  his 
head  in  the  view  of  Angekj  may  make  my  cafe  as  0audio% 
to  crofs  this  in  the  fmalleft. 

Du.  By  the  Vow  of  mine  Order,  I  warrant  you, 
If  my  inftruftions  may  be  your  guide ; 
Let  this  Barnar  dine  be  this  morning  executed, 
And  his  head  born  to  Angdo. 

Pro.  Angdo  hath  feen  them  both, 
And  will  difcover  the  favour. 

Du.  Oh,  death's  a  great  difguifer,  and  you  may  add  to 
(have  the  head,  and  tie  the  beard,  and  fay,  it  was  the  de- 

fire  of  the  penitent  to  be  lb  barb'd  before  his  death :  you 
know  the  courfe  is  common.  If  any  thing  fall  to  you 
upon  this,  more  than  thanks  and  good  fortune,  by  the 
Saint  whom  1  profefs ,  I  will  plead  againft  it  with  my 
life. 

Pro,  Pardon  me,  good  father;  it  is  againft  my  Oath- 

Duke.  Were  you  (worn  to  the  Duke,  or  to  the  Depu- 

ty ? Pro.  To  him,  and  to  his  Subftitutes. 
Du.  You  will  think  you  have  made  no  Offence,  if  the 

Duke  avouch  the  juftice  of  your  dealing? 
Pro.  But  what  likelihood  is  in  that  ? 

Du.  Not  a  refemblance,  but  a  certainty :  yet  fince  I 
lee  you  fearful ,  that  neither  my  coat,  integrity,  nor  j 
perfwafion,  can  with  eafe  attempt  you,  I  will  go  fur  f 
ther  than  I  meant,  to  pluck  all  fears  out  of  you  :  Look  | 
you  fir,  here  is  the  hand  and  leal  of  the  Duke :  you  know 
the  character,  I  doubt  not,  and  the  Signet  is  not  ftrange  to 

you. 

Pro.  I  know  them  both. 

Du.  The  Contents  of  this  is  the  return  of  the  Duke; 
you  (liall  anon  over-read  it  at  your  pleafure:  where  you 
(hall  find  within  thefe  two  days,  he  will  be  here.  This  is 

a  thing  which  Angdo  knows  not  •,  for  he  this  very  day  re- 
ceives Letters  of  ftrange  tenor,  perchance  of  the  Duke's 

death,  perchance  entering  into  Ibme  Monaftery,  but  by 

chance  nothing  of  what  is  writ.  Look,  th'  unfolding  liar 
calls  up  the  (hepherd :  put  not  your  felf  into  amazement, 
how  thele  things  (hould  be ;  all  difficulties  are  but  eafie 
when  they  areknown.  Call  your  Executioner,  and  off  with 

Barkardine7s  head  :  I  will  give  him  a  prefent  fhrifr,  and  ad- 
vife  him  for  a  better  place.  Yet  ycu  are  amaz'd,  but  this 
fhall  abfolutely  refolve  you:  Come  away,  it  is  almoft 
clear  dawn.  Exit. 

Scena  Tenia, 

Enter  Clcwn. 

Clo.  I  am  as  well  acquainted  here,  as  I  was  in  our 

houfe  of  profefllon  :  one  would  think  it  were  Miftris  O- 
ver-dons  own  houfe  :  for  here  be  many  of  her  Old 

Cuftomers;  Firft,  here's  Young  Mr.  Raft:  he's  in  for  a 
Commodity  of  Brown  Paper,  and  Old  Ginger,  ninefcore 

and  feventeen  Pounds  •  of  which  he  made  five  Marks' 
ready  money  :  marry  then,  Ginger  was  not  much  in  re- 
queft;  for  the  Old  Women  were  all  dead.  Then  is  there 

here  one  Mr.  Caper,  at  the  fuit  of  Mafter  Turee-Pile,  the 

Merl 
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Mercer,  for  tome  four  fuits  of  1  each-colour V.  Satren, 
.which  now  peaches  him  a  beggar.  Then  have  we  here 

ycung/>~y,  and  young  Mr,  Deep-uiw,  and  Mr.  Copper- 
pure,  and  Ma  Iter  Starve  Lackey,  the  Rapier  and  Dagger 

man,  ami  young  Dropbeire,  thatkili'd  lufty  Pudding,  and 
Mr.  Forth  light,  the  filter,  and  bra  ve  Mr.  Sicily, the  great 

Traveller,  and  wild  Half-Came,  that  ftabb'd  Pots,  and,  I 
think,  forty  more,  all  great  doers  in  our  trade,  and  are  now 

fpr  ;he  Lord's  fake. 
Enter  Abhorfbn. 

A'vh.  Sirrah,  bring  Barnardme  hither. 
Clo.  M-'.!lcr  Barnardme,  you  muft  rife  and  behang'd, Matter  Barnardme. 
Abb.  What  boa  Barnardine. 

Barnardine  w>6.;». 

Bar.  A  pox  o' your  throats:  who  makes  that  noife  there? 
VVhac  are  you  ? 

Clo.  Your  friend,  fir,  the  Hangman  : 
You  mult  be  (b  good,  fir,  to  rife,  and  be  put  to  death. 

Bar,  Away  you  Rogue,  away,  I  am  fleepy. 
Abb.  Tell  him,  he  mult  awake, 

And  that  quickly  too. 

Clo.  Pray  Mailer  Barnardme,  awake  till  you  are  execu- 
ted, and  fiecp  afterwards. 

Abb.  Go  in  to  him,  and  fetch  him  out. 
Clo.  He  is  coming,  fir,  he  is  coming:  I  hear  his  ftraw 

rustle. 
Enter  Barnardine. 

Abb.  Is  the  Axe  upon  the  b'ock,  firrah  ? 
Clo.  Very  ready,  fir. 
Bar.  V\ow  nv.w  sjbLorfin?  . 

What's  the  news  with  you? 
Abb.  Truly  fir,  I  would  defire  you  to  clap  into  your 

prayers  :  for  look  you,  the  Warrant's  come. 
Bar.  You  Rogue,  I  have  been  drinking  all  night, 

I  am  not  fitted  ior't. 
Clo.  Oh,  the  better,  fir  :  for  he  that  drinks  all  night,  and 

is  hanged  betimes  in  the  morning,  may  fleep  the  founder 
all  the  next  day. 

E;:ter  Duke. 

Abb.  Look  yon,  fir,  here  comes  your  ghoftly  father :  do 
we  jeft  now  think  you  ? 

Du  Sir,  induced  by  my  charity,  and  hearing  how  hafti- 
Iy  you  are  to  depart,  1  am  come  to  advife  you,  comfort 
you,  and  pray  with  you. 

Bar.  Friar,  not  I :  I  have  been  drinking  hard  all  night, 
and  will  have  more  time  to  prepare  me,  or  they  (hall  beat 
out  my  brains  with  billets:  I  will  not  confent  to  die  this  day, 
that's  certain. 

Du.  Oh  fir,  you  muft ;  and  therefore  I  befeech  you  look 
forward  on  the  journey  you  (hall  go. 

Bir.  1  (wear  1  will  not  die  to  day  for  any  man's  perfwa- fion. 

D.u  But  hear  you, 
Bar.  Not  a  word  i  if  you  have  any  thing  to  fay  to  me, 

come  to  my  Ward  :  for  thence  will  not  I  to  day. 

'Exit. 

Enter  Trcvofi. 

Du.  Unfit  ro  live,  or  die  :  Oh  gravel  heart : 
After  him  ( fellows)  :  bring  him  to  the  block. 

Pro.  Now  fir,  how  do  you  find  the  Prifoner  ? 

Du.  A  crrature  unprepai'd,  unmeet  tor  death : 
And  to  tranfport  him  in  the  mind  he  is, 
Were  damnable. 

Vro.  Here  in  the  prifon,  father, 
There  died  this  morning  of  a  cruel  Fever, 
One  Rogavtne,  a  molt  notorious  Pirate, 

A  man  of  ('audio's  years :  his  beard  and  head 
J  lift  of  colour.  What  if  we  do  omit] 

This  Reprobate,  till  he  were  well  enclin'd, 
And  (atisfie  the  Deputy  with  the  vilage 

Of  Rogoz^'me,  more  like  to  C  laudio* 
Du.  Oh, 'tis  an  accident  that  heaven  provides:', 

Difpatch  it  prelently    the  hour  draws  rn 

Prefixt  by  Angela:  See  this  be  done, 
And  fent  according  to  command,  whiles  I 
Perfwade  this  rude  wretch  willingly  to  die. 

Pro.  This  (hall  be  done  (good  father)  prefently  t ' But  Barnardme  muft  die  this  afternoon  : 
And  how  (hall  we  continue  Claudio, 
To  fave  me  from  the  danger  that  might  come, 
If  he  were  known  alive  ? 

Du.  Let  this  be  done  : 

Put  them  in  fecret  holds,  both  Barnardine  and  Claudio  > 
Ere  twice  the  Sun  hnth  made  his  journal  greeting 
To  yond  generation,  von  (hall  find 
Your  (afety  manifefted. 

Pro.  lam  your  free  dependant.  Exit 
Du.  Quick,  difpatch,  and  fend  the  head  to  Awelo 

Now  will  i  write  Letters  to  Angela, 
(The  Prsvoft  he  (hall  bear  them)  wh  jfe  contents Shall  witnefs  to  him  J  am  near  at  home  : 
And  that  by  great  injunctions  I  am  bound 
To  enter  publickly :  him  Fie  defire 
To  meet  meat  theconfecrated  Fount, 
A  League  below  the  Ciry  :  and  from  thence, 

By  cold  gradation,  and  weal-ballanc'd  form,' We  fhall  proceed  with  Angelo. 
Enter  Provoft. 

Pro.  Here  is  the  head,  Pie  carry  it  my  felf. 
Du.  Convenient  is  it :  Make  a  fwift  return ; 

For  I  would  commune  uith  you  of  fuch  things 
That  want  no  ear  but  yours. 

Fro.  Pie  make  all  (peed.  Exit. 
lfabel  wit  hi?}. 

Ifa.  Peace  hoa,  be  here. 

Du.  The  tongue  of  lfabel.  She's  come  to  know, 
If  yet  her  brother*-  pardon  be  come  hither : 
But  I  will  keep  her  ignorant  of  hergood, 
To  make  her  heavenly  comforts  of  defpair, Whenicisleaft  expefted. 

Enter  Ifabella. 
Ifa.  Hoa,  by  your  leave. 
Du.  Good  morning  to  you,  fair  and  gracious  daugh- 

ter. Ifa  The  better  given  me  by  fo  holy  a  man : 

Hath  yet  the  Deputy  fent  my  brother's  pardon  ? 
Du.  He  hath  releas'd  him,  lfabel,  from  the  World  i 

His  head  is  off,  and  fent  to  Angelo. 
Ifa.  Nay,  but  it  is  not  (6. Du.  It  is  no  other. 

Shew  your  wifdom,  daughter,  in  your  clofe  patience. 
Ifa.  Oh,  I  will  to  him,  and  pluck  out  his  eyes. 
Du.  You  fliall  not  be  admitted  to  his  fight. 

Ifa.  Unhappy  Claudio,  wretched  lfabel: 
Injurious  World,  moft  damned  Angelo. 

Du.  This  not  hurts  him,  nor  profits  you  a  jot  : 
Forbear  it  therefore,  give  your  caufe  to  heaven  : 
Mark  what  I  fay,  which  youlhallfind 

By  every  (yllablea  faithful  verity. 
T  he  Duke  comes  home  to  morrow :  nay,  dry  your  Eyes : 
One  of  our  Covent,  and  his  ConfelTor, 
Gives  me  thisinftance:  Already  he  hath  carried 
Notice  to  Efcalus  and  Angelo, 

Wo  do  prepare  to  meet  him  at  the  gates,  fdom 
There  to  give  up  their  power:  if  you  can  pace  your  wif- 
In  that  good  path  that  I  would  wifti  it  go, 
And  you  ihali  have  your  bo(bm  on  this  wretch, 
Grace  of  the  Duke,  Revenges  to  your  heart, 
And  general  Honour. 

Ifa.  I  am  directed  by  you. 

bit.  This  Letter  then  to  Frier  Peter  give: 

'Tis  that  he  (ent  me  of  the  Duke's  return : 
Say,  by  this  token,  I  defire  his  company 
At  Mariana's  houfe  to  night.  Her  caule,  and  yours, 
I'le  perfect  him  withal,  and  he  fhall  bring  you 
Before  the  Duke:  and  to  the  head  of  Angelo 
Accu(chim  home  and  home.  For  my  poor  (elf, 
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I  am  combined  by  a  facred  Vow, 

And  fhall  be  abfent.  Wend  you  with  this  Letter : 

Command  thefe  fretting  waters  from  your  eyes 

With  a  light  heart :  trnft  not  my  holy  Order 

If  I  pervert  your  courfe :  Who's  here  ? Enter  Luci. 

Luc.  Good'even  : 
Frier,  Where's  the  Prov»fi  ? 

Duk.  Not  within,  fir. 

Luc  Oh  pretty  Isabella  ;  I  am  pale  at  mine  heart  to 

fee  thine  Eyes fo  red  :  thou  muft  be  patient;  I  am  fain 

todineand  flip  with  water  and  bran  :  I  dare  not  for  my 

head  till  my  belly-  One  fruitful  Meal  would  let  me  to't : 
but  they  fay,  the  Duke  will  be  here  to  morrow.  By 

my  Troth,  Ifaktl,  1  lov'd  thy  brother :  if  the  Old  fanta- 
ftical  Duke  of  dark  coiners  had  been  at  home,  he  had  li- 
ved. 

Duk.  Sir,  the  Duke '^marvellous  little  beholding  to  your 
Reports ;  but  the  belt  is,  he  lives  not  in  them. 

Luc  Friar,  thou  knoweft  not  the  Duke  fo  well  as  I  do: 

he's  a  better  Woodman  than  thou  tak'lt  him  for. 
Duk.  Well :  you'l  anfwer  this  one  day.  Fare  ye  well. 

Luc.  Nay,  tarry,  I'le  go  along  with  thee. 
I  can  tell  thee  pretty  tales  of  the  Duke. 

Duk.  You  have  told  me  too  many  of  him  already,  fir,  if 

they  bs  true  :  if  not  true,  none  were  enough. 
Luc  I  was  once  before  him  for  getting  a  Wench  with 

child. 

Duk.  Did  you  fuch  a  thing  ? 
Luc.  Yes  marry  did  I ;  but  I  was  fain  to  forfwear  it; 

They  would  elfe  have  married  me  to  the  rotten  Medler 

Duk  Sir,  your  company  is  fairer  than  honeft:  Reft  you 
well. 

Luc.  By  my  troth  He  go  with  thee  to  the  lane's  end  :  if 

baudy  talk  offend  you,  we'l  have  very  little  of  it :  nay, 
Friar,'  I  am  a  kind  of  a  Bur  ;  I  thai]  ftick.  Exeunt. 

With  ranfomeof  fuch  fhame  :  Woiild  yet  he  had  liv'd. 
Alack,  when  once  our  grace  we  have  forgot, 
Nothing  goes  right,  we  would,  and  we  would  not.  Exit. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Angelo,  and  Efcalus. 

Eft.  Every  Letter  he  hath  writ,  hath  difvouch'd  other. 
Ang.  In  molt  uneven  and  diftraded  manner,  his  actions 

{hew  much  like  to  madnefs  :  pray  heaven  his  wifdom  be 
not  tainted  :  And  why  meet  him  at  the  gates,  and  deliver 
our  authorities  there? 

Efc.  I  guefs  not. 
Ang.  And  why  mould  we  proclaim  it  in  an  hour  before 

his  entring,  that  if  any  crave  red refs  of  injuftice,  they 
(hould  exhibit  their  petitions  in  the  ftreet  ? 

Efc.  He  fhews  his  Reafon  for  that :  to  have  a  difpatch  of 
Complants^nd  to  deliver  us  from  devices  hereafter,  which 

fhall  then  have  no  power'to  ftand  againft  us. 
Ang.  Well :  I  beleech  you  let  it  be  proclaim'd  betimes 

i'th'  morn  ;  I'le  call  you  at  your  houfe :  give  notice  to  fiich men  of  fortand  fuit  as  are  to  meet  him. 
Efc.  I  fhall,  fir :  fare  you  well.  Exit- 
isAng.  Good  night. 

This  deed  unfhapes  me  quite,  makes  me  unpregnant, 
And  dull  to  all  proceedings.  A  defloured  Maid, 

And  by  an  eminent  body  that  enfore'd 
The  Law  againft  it  ?  But  that  her  tender  fliame 
Will  not  proclaim  againft  her  Maiden  lofs, 
How  might  fhe  tongue  me  ?  yet  Reafon  dares  her  no  ; 
For  my  authority  bears  off  a  credent  bulk, 
That  no  particular  fcandal  once  can  touch, 

But  it  confounds  the  breather.  He  fhould  have  liv'd, 
'Save  that  his  riotous  youth,  with  dangerous  fenfe, 
Might  in  the  times  to  come,  have  ta'ne  revenge 

jEy  fo  receiving  a  difhonour'd  life, 

Sce?ia  Quinta. 

Enter  Duke,  and  Frier  Peter. 

Duk.  Thefe  Letters  at  fit  time  deliver  me* 
The  Prowft  knows  our  purpofeand  our  plot  : The  matter  beingafoot,  keep  your  inftruftion, 
And  hold  you  ever  to  our  IpecMdrift, 
Tho  fometimesyou  do  blench  from  this  to  that, 
As  caule  doth  minifter :  Go  call  at  Flavins  houfe, 
And  tell  him  where  I  ftay  :  give  the  like  notice 
To  Videncius,  Rowland)  and  to  Graff's, 

And  bid  them  bring  the  Trumpets  to'  the  gate  : But  fend  me  Ffavim  fir  ft. 
Peter.  It  (hall  be  fpeeded  well. 

Enter  Varrins: 

Duk.  I  thank  thee,  V*rrw  •  thou  haft  made  good  hafte: 
Come,  we  will  walk  :  There's  other  of  our  friends 
Will  greet  us  here  anon  j  nay  gentle  Varrms.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Sexta. 

Enter  l&belfa  and  Mariana. 

Ifa.  To  fpeakfo  indirectly  I  am  loath: 
I  ivould  lay  the  truth ;  but  toaccufehim  fo, 

That  is  your  part ;  yet  Iamadvis'd  to  do  it: He  fays,  to  vail  full  purpofe. 
Alar.  Berul  d  by  him. 

Ifa.  Befides,  he  tells  me,  that  if  peradventure 
He  (peak  againft  me  on  the  adverfe  fide, 
I  fhoulckiot  think  it  ftrange  ;  forv.s  a  Phyfick 
That's  bitter  to  fweet  end. 

Enter  Peter. 
Mar.  I  would  Frier  Peter  

Ifa.  Oh  peace ;  the  Frier  is  come. 
Peter.  Cornel  have  found  you  out  a  ftand  moftfk, 

Where  you  may  have  fuch  vantage  on  the  Duke, 
He  fhall  not  pals  you. 

Twice  have  the  Trumpets  founded  : 
The  generous  and  graveft  Citizens 
Have  hent  the  gates,  and  very  near  upon 
The  Duke  is  entring: 

Therefore  hence  away.  Exeunt' 

Aclw  Qiiintus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Duke,  Varrins ,  Lords,  Angelo,  Efcalusi  Lucio, 
Citiisnc  at  fever al  dooru 

Duk.  My  very  worthy  Cozen,  fairly  met; 
Our  old  and  faithful  friend,  we  are  glad  to  fee  you. 

Ang.  E(c;  Happy  return  be  to  your  Royal  Grace. 
Duk.  Many  and  hearty  thinkings  be  to  you  both  ;  j   „.  .„   ..   o 

We  have  made  enquiry  of  you.  and  we  hear 
Such  goodnefsof  your  Jufticcjthatour  foul 

Can- 
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 Cannor  but  yeild  you  fortli  to  publick  thanks, 

Forerunning  more  requital. 
Ang.  Von  make  my  bonds  ftill  greater. 
Du.  Oh,  your  defert  fpeaks  loud,  and  I  mould  wrong 

To  lock  it  in  the  wards  of  covert  bofbm, 
When  it  defer ves  with  Characters  of  Brafs, 

Aforted  refidence  'gainft  the  tooth  of  time, 
And  razure  of  Oblivion  :  Give  me  your  hand, 
And  let  the  fubjecl:  fee,  to  make  them  know, 
That  outward  conrtefies  would  fain  proclaim 
Favours  that  keep  within  :  Come  Efcalus, 
You  muft  walk  by  us  on  our  other  hand : 
And  good  fupporters  are  you. 

Enter  Peter  and  Ifabella. 
Vet.  Now  is  your  time : 

Speak  loud,  and  kneel  before  him. 
Ifa.  Juftice,  O  Royal  Duke,  vail  your  regard 

Upon  a  wrong'd  (I  would  fain  have  laid,  a  Maid) : 
Oh  worthy  Prince,  difhonoumot  your  Eye 
By  throwing  it  on  any  other  Object, 
Till  you  have  heard  me  in  my  true  complaint, 
And  give  me  Juftice,  Juftice,  Juftice,  Juftice. 

Du.  Relate  your  wrongs  ; 

In  what,  by  whom  ?  be  brief.- 
Here  is  Lord  Ar.gelo  (hall  give  you  Juftice  • 
Reveal  your  felf  to  him. 

Ifa.  Oh  worthy  Duke, 
You  bid  me  feek  Redemption  of  the  Devil : 
Hear  me  your  felf;  for  that  which  1  muft  fpeak 

Muft  either  punifh  me,  not  being  believ'd, 
Or  wring  redrefs  from  you : 
Hear  me ;  Oh  hear  me  here. 

Ang.  My  Lord,  her  wits,  I  fear  me,  are  not  firm: 
She  hath  been  a  fuitor  to  me  for  her  brother, 
Cut  off  by  courfe  of  Juftice. 

Ifa.  By  courfe  of  Juftice ! 
Ang.  And  fiie  will  fpeak  moft  bitterly. 
Ifa.  Moft  ftrange ;  but  yet  moft  truly  will  I  fpeak, 

That  AngeWs  forfworn :  is  it  not  ftrange  ? 

That  Angela's  amurtherer:  is't  not  ftrange  ? 
That  Angelo  is  an  adulterous  thief, 
An  hypocrite,  a  virgin  violator: 
Is  it  not  ftrange  ?  and  ftrange  I 

Du.  Nay,  it  is  ten  times  ftrange. 
Ifa.  It  is  not  truer  he  is  Angelo, 

Than  this  is  all  as  true  as  it  is  ftrange  : 

Nay,  it  is  ten  times  true  •  for  truth  is  truth 
To  th'  end  of  reckoning. 
Du.  Away  with  her :  poor  foul. 

She  fpeaks  this  in  th'  infirmiry  of  fenfe: 

Ifa.  Oh  Prince,  1  conjure  thee,  as  thou  believ'ft There  is  another  comfort  than  this  World, 

That  thou  neglect  me  not,  with  that  Opinion, 

That  I  am  touch 'd  with  madnefs :  make  not  impoflible 
That  which  but  feems  unlike:  'cis  not  impoflible 

But  one,  the  wicked'ft  Caitifte  on  the  ground, 
May  teem  as  fiiy,  as  grave,  as  juft,  as  ablolute 
As  Angelo :  even  fo  may  Angelo 
In  all  his  dreffings.  caracts,  titles,  forms, 
Bean  Arch-villain  !  believe  it,  Royal  Prince, 

If  he  be  lefs,  he'b  nothing ;  but  he's  more, 
Had  I  more  name  for  badnefs. 

Du.  By  mine  honefty, 
Iflhebemad,  as  I  believe  no  other, 

Her  madnefs  hath  the  oddelt  frame  of  fenfe, 

Such  a  dependency  of  thing  on  thing, 

As  e're  J  heard  in  madnefs. 

Ifa.  O  gracious  Duke, 

Harp  not  on  that ;  nor  do  notbanifii  Reafon 

For  inequality ;  but  let  your  Reafon  ferve 

To  make  the 'truth  appear,  where  it  teems  hid, 
And  hide  the  falfefeemstruc. 

Du.  Manythatare  rotuiad 

Have  fure  more  lack  of  R«fon  : 

What  would  you  fay  ?  — = 
Ifa.  I  am  the  filter  of  one  Ci 'audio, 

Condemned  upon  the  aft  of  Fornication, 
Tolofe  his  head,  condemn'd  by  Angelo : 
I  (in  probation  of  a  Sifterhood) 
Was  lent  to  by  my  brother,  one  Lucis, 
As  then  the  Meflenger. 

Luc.  That's  I,  and't  like  your  Grace: 
I  came  to  her  from  Clavdto,  and  defir'd  her 
To  try  her  gracious  fortune  with  Lord  Angehi 

For  her  poor  brother's  pardon. 
Ifa.  That's  he  indeed. 
Du.  You  were  not  bid  to  fpeak. 
Luc.  No,  my  good  Lord, 

Nor  wifti'd  to  hold  my  peace. 

Du.  I  wifli  you  now  then  .- 
Pray  you  take  note  of  it :  and  when  you  have 
Abufinefsforyourfelf,  pray  heaven  you  then 

Be  perfect. Luc.  I  Warrant  your  honour. 

Du.  The  Warrant's  for  your  felf :  take  heed  to't.  ♦ 
Ifa.  This  Gentleman  told  fomething  of  my  tale. 
Luc.  Right. 

Du.  It  may  be  right,  but  you  are  i'  th'  wrong 
To  fpeak  before  your  time :  proceed. 

Ifa.  I  went To  this  pernicious  Caitiff  Deputy. 
Du.  That's  fomewhat  madly  fpoken, 
Ifa.  Pardon  it. 

The  phrafe  is  to  the  matter. 
Du.  Mended  again :  the  matter ;  proceed. 
Ifa.  In  brief,  to  fet  the  needlefs  by : 

How  1  perfwaded,  howl  pray'd,  and  kneel'd, 
How  he  refel'd  me,  and  how  1  repli'd 
(For  this  was  of  much  length)  !  the  vile  conclufion 
I  now  begin  with  grief  and  fhame  to  utter. 
He  would  not,  but  by  gift  of  my  chalte  body 
To  his  concupifcible  intemperate  luft, 

Releafe  my  brother  ;  and  after  much  debatement,  - 
My  fifterly  remorfe  confutes  mine  honour, 
And  I  did  yeild  to  him  :  But  the  next  morn  betimes, 

His  purpofe  forfeiting,  he  fends  a  Warrant 

For  my  poor  brother's  head. Du.  This  is  moft  likely. 

Ifa.  Oh  that  it  were  as  like  as  it  is  true.-       (Tpeak'ft  • 
Du.By  heaven(fond  wench),thou  know'lt  not  what  thou 

Orelfethouartfuborn'd  againft  his  honour 
In  hateful  practife :  rirft,  his  Integrity 
Stands  without  blemifti  :  next,  it  imports  no  Reafon, 
That  with  fuch  vehemency  he  mould  purfue 
Faults  proper  to  himfelf :  if  he  had  fo  offended, 

He  would  have  weigh 'd  thy  brother  by  himfelf, 
And  not  have  cut  him  off :  fome  one  hath  fet  you  on : 
Confefs  the  truth,  and  fay  by  whofe  advice 

Thou  cam'it  here  to  complain. 
Ifa.  And  is  this  all  ? 

Then  Oh  you  blefled  Minifters  a*bove, Keep  me  in  patience;  and  with  ripened  time, 
Unfold  the  evil  which  is  here  wrapt  up 
In  countenauce:  Heaven  fhield  your  Grace  from  wo. 

As  I  thus  wrong'd,  hence  unbelieved  go. 
Du.  I  know  you'ld  fain  be  gone:  An  Officer: 

To  prifon  with  her :  Shall  we  thus  permit 
A  blafting  and  a  fcandalous  breath  to  fall 
On  him  fb  near  us  ?  This  needs  muft  be  practife : 
Who  knew  of  your  intent,  and  commg  hither  ? 

Ifa.  One  that  I  would  were  here,  Frier  Lodowkk.  I 

Du.  Aghoftly  Father  belike .- Who  knows  ihat Lodomckt 

Luc.  My  Lord,  I  know  him  ;  'tis  a  medling  Frier  ̂  I  do  not  like  the  man :  had  he  been  Lay,  my  Lord, 

For  certain  words  he  fpake  againft  your  Grace 

In  your  retirement,  1  had  fwing'dhim  foundry. 
Du.  Words  againft  me?  this  a  good  Frier  belike, 

And 
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And  rofet  on  this  wretched  woman  here 

Againft  our  Subftitiite :  Let  this  Frier  be  found. 

Luc.  But  yefternight,  my  Lord,  me  and  that  Frier, 
I  faw  them  at  the  prifon  :  a  iawcy  Frier, 
A  very  fcnrvy  felloW\ 

Pet.  Bieffed  be  your  Royal  Grace  i 

I  have  ftood  by,  my  Lord ,  and  I  have  heard 

Your  Royal  Ear  abus'd  :  firft  hath  this  woman 

Moft  wrongfully  accus'd  your  Substitute, 
Who  is  as  free  from  touch,  or  foil  with  her, 
As  (he  from  one  ungot. 

Du.  We  did  believe  no  lefs. 

Know  you  that  Frier  Lodowick  which  (he  fpeaks  of? 

Pet.  I  know  him  for  a  man  divine  and  holy ; 

Not  (curvy,  nor  a  temporary  medler, 

As  he's  reported  by  this  Gentleman  : 

And  on  my  truft,  a  man  that  never  yet 

Did  (as  he  vouches)  mifreport  your  Grace. 

Luc.  My  Lord,  moll  villanoufly ;  believe  it. 

Pet.  Well;  he  in  timemiy  come  to  clear  himfelf; 

But  at  thisinftant  he  is  fick,  my  Lord, 

Of  a  ftrange  Fever :  upon  his  meer  Requeft, 

Being  come  to  knowledg,  that  there  was  complaint 

Intended  againft  Lord  Angela,  came  1  hither 

To  fpeak,  as  from  his  mouth,  what  he  doth  know 
Is  true  and  falfe  :  and  what  he  with  his  Oath, 

And -all  probation,  will  make  up  full  clear 
Whenfoever  he  is  convented  :  Firft,  for  this  woman, 

To  juftifie  this  worthy  Nobleman, 

So  vulgarly  and  perfonally  accus'd, 
Her  (h  ill  you  hear  difproved  to  her  eyes, 
Till  (he  her  felf  confefs  it. 

Du  Good  Frier,  let's  hear  it : 
Do  you  not  fmile  at  this,  Lord  Angela  ? 
Ah  heaven !  the  vanity  of  wretched  fools ! 
Give  us  fome  feats :  come  Coufin  Angelo, 

In  this  I'le  be  impartial :  be  you  Judg 
Of  your  own  Caufe  :  Is  this  theWitnefs,  trier  ? 

Enter  Mariana. 

Firft,  let  her  (hew  her  face, and  after  fpeak. 

Mir.  Pardon,  my  Lord :  I  will  not  (hew  my  face 
Until  my  husband  bid  me. 

Du.  What,  are  yon  married  ? 
Mar.  No,  my  Lord. 
Du.  Arc  you  a  maid  ? 
Mar.  No,  my  Lord. 
Du.  A  W  idow  then  ? 
Mir.  Neither  my  Lord. 

Du.  Why,  are  you  nothing  then?  neither  Maid,  Wi- 
dow, nor  Wife? 

Luc.  My  Lord,  (he  may  be  a  Punk :  for  many  of  them 
are  neither  Maid,  Widow,  nor  Wife. 

Du.  Silence  that  fellow  :  I  would  he  had  fome  caufe  to 

prattle  for  himfelf. 
Luc  Well  my  Lord. 

Mar.  My  Lord,  I  do  confefs  I  ne're  was  married, And  I  confefs  befides,  I  am  no  maid : 
I  have  known  my  husband,  yet  my  husband 
Knows  not  that  ever  he  knew  me. 

Luc.  He  was  drunk  then,  my  Lord  ;  it  can  be  no  better. 
Du.  For  the  benefit  of  filence,  would  thou  wert  fo  too. 
Luc.  Well,  my  Lord. 
Du.  This  is  no  W  itnefs  for  Lord  Angelo. 

Mir.  Now  I  come  to't,  my  Lord. 
She  that  accufes  himof  Fornication, 

Infelf-fame  manner  doth  accufe  my  husband, 
And  charges  him,  my  Lord,  with  fuch  a  time, 

When  l  ie  depore  I  had  him  in  mine  arms, 
With  all  th'  effect  of  Love. 

Ang.  Charges  (he  moe  than  me? 
Mar.  Not  that  I  know. 

Du.  No  ?  you  fay,  your  husband. 

73  ; 

Mar.  Why,  juft,  my  Lord ,  and  that  is  Angela, 

Who  thinks  he  knows,  that  he  ne're  knew  my  body  • 
But  knows,  he  thinks,  that  he  knows  Ifabels. 

Ang.  This  is  a  ftrange  abufe :  Let's  fee  thy  face. 
Mar.  My  husband  bids  me  ;  now  I  will  unmask. 

This  is  that  face,  thou  cruel  Angelo, 

Which  once  thou  fwor'ft  was  worth  the  looking  on: 
This  is  the  hand  which  with  a  vow'd  contract, 
Was  faft  belockt  in  thine :  This  is  the  body 
That  took  away  the  match  from  Ifabel, 

And  did  fupply  thee  at  thy  Garden-houfe 

In  her  imagin'd  perfon. 
Du.  Know  you  this  woman  ? 
Luc  Carnally,  (he  fays. 

Du.  Sirrah,  no  more. 
Luc  Enough,  my  Lord. 

Ang.  My  Lord,  I  muft  confefs  I  know  this  woman  • 
And  five  years  fince  there  was  (bme  fpeech  of  marriage 
Betwixt  my  (elf  and  her-  which  was  broke  off, 

Partly  for  that  her  promis'd  proportions 
Comefhortof  compofition;  but  in  chief, 
For  that  her  Reputation  was  dif  valued 
In  levity  :  fince  which  time  of  five  years, 
I  never  fpake  with  her,  faw  her,  nor  heard  from  hef , 

Upon  my  faith  and  honour. Mar.  Noble  Prince, 

As  there  comes  light  from  heaven,and  words  from  breath, 
As  there  is  fenfe  in  truth,  and  truth  in  venue, 

lam  affianced  this  man's  Wife  as  ftrongly 
As  words  could  make  up  Vows :  And  my  good  Lord, 

But  Tuefday  night  laft  gone,  in  s  Garden-houle 
He  knew  me  as  a  Wife.  As  this  is  true, 
Let  me  in  fafety  raife  me  from  my  knees ; 
Or  elfe  for  ever  be  confixed  here 
A  Marble  Monument. 

Ang.  I  did  but  fmile  till  now- 
Now,  good  my  Lord,  give  me  the  (cope  of  Juftice: 

My  patience  here  is  touch 'd :  I  do  perceive 
Thefe  poor  informal  women  are  no  more 
But  inftruments  of  (bme  more  mightier  member 
That  lets  them  on.  Let  me  have  way,  my  Lord, 
To  find  this  practice  out. 

Du.  1,  with  my  heart ; 

And  punifh  them  to  your  height  of  pleafure. 
Thou  Foolifh  Frier,  and  thou  pernicious  woman, 

CompaCt  with  her  that's  gone  ;  think  ft  thou  thy  Oath:, 
Tho  they  would  (u  ear  down  each  particular  Saint, 

Were  teftimonies  'gainft  his  worth  and  credit, 
That's  feal'd  in  approbation  ?  You,  Lord  Ejcalus, 
Sit  with  my  Coufin;  lend  him  your  kind  pains 

To  find  out  this  abufe,  whence 'tis  deriv'd. 
There  is  another  Frier  that  fet  them  on  ; 
Let  him  be  fent  for. 

Pet.  Would  he  were  here,  my  Lord ;  for  he  indeed 
Hath  fet  the  women  on  to  this  complaint : 

Yom  Prcvcfi  knows  the  place  where  he  abides  3 
And  he  may  fetch  him. 

Du.  Go,  do  it  inftantly : 

And  you  my  noble  and  well- warranted  Coufin 
Whom  it  concerns  to  hear  this  matter  forth, 

Do  with  your  injuries  as  feems  you  beft 
In  any  chaftifement :  I  for  a  while 

Will  leave  you ;  but  ftir  not  you  till  you  have 

Well  determin'd  upon  thefe  flanderers.  Exit. 

Efi.  My  Lord,  we'l  do  it  throughly :  Signior  Lucto,  did 

not  you  (ay,  you  knew  that  Frier  Lodowick  to  be  a  dimoneft 

perfon? 
Luc.  Cucullus  mmfacit  Monachtmv,  honsft  in  nothi  ng  but 

in  his  cloathes,  and  one  that  hath  fpoke  moft  villanous (beeches of  the  Duke. 

Efc  We  (hall  intreat  you  to  abide  here  till  he  come,  an 

inforce  them  againft  him  :  we  (hall  find  this  Frier  a  nota- ble fellow. 

Luc.  As  any  in  Vienna  on  my  word. 

I  G  L~- 
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E  <••  Call  chat  fame  Ifabelhereop.ee again;!  would  fpeak 
with  her :  pray  you,  my  Lord,  give  me  leave  toqueftion  > 

j  you  (hall  fee  how  Tie  handle  her. 
Luc.  Not  better  than  he,  by  her  own  Report. 

Efc.  Say  you  ? 
Lvr.  Marfy  fir,  I  think  if  you  handled  her  privately, 

She  mould  fboncr  confefs ;  perchance  publickly  fhe'ld  be afhamui 

Enter  Duke,  Provoft,  Ifabella. 

E(c.  I  will  go  darkly  to  work  with  her. 

Luc,  That's  the  way  :  for  women  are  light  at  mid- 
night. I 

Efi.  Come  on,  Miftris :  here's  a  Gentlewoman  denies  all 
that  you  havefaid. 

Lac  My  Lord,  here  comes  the  Rafcal  I  fpoke  of, 
Here  wkh  the  Provoft. 

Efc  In  very  good  time  :  fpeak  not  you  to  him  till  we 
call  upon  you. 

Luc.  Mum. 
Efc.  Come  fir,  did  you  fet  thefe  women  on  to  flander 

Lord  Angela  ?  they  have  confefs'd  you  did. 
Du;  Tis  falfe. 
■Efc  How?  know  you  where  you  are  ? 
Du.  Refpedl  to  your  great  place  j  and  let  the  Devil 

Be  fbmetime  honour'dfor  his  burning  throne. 
Where  is  the  Duke  ?  'tis  he  fliould  hear  me  fpeak. 

Efc  The  Duke's  in  us :  and  we  will  hear  you  fpeak : 
Look  yon  fpeak  juftly. 

Du  Boldly  at  leaft.  But  Oh  poor  fouls, 
Come  you  to  feek  the  Lamb  here  of  the  Fox  ? 
Good  night  to  your  Redxefs:  is  the  Duke  gone  ? 

Then  is  yourcaufe  gone  too:  The  Duke's.unjuft, 
Thus  to  retort  your  manifeft  appeal, 

And  put  your  tryal  in  the  Villain's  mouth 
Which  here  you  come  to  accufe. 

Luc.  This  is  the  Rafcal :  this  is  he  I  fpoke  of. 

Efc  Why,  thou  unreverend  and  unhallowed  Frier  : 

Is't  not  enough  thou  haft  fuborn'd  thefe  women, 
To  accufe  this  worthy  man ;  but  in  foul  mouth, 
And  in  the  witnefs  of  his  proper  ear, 

To  call  him  Villain-  and  then  to  glance  from  him 

To  th'  Duke  himfelf,  to  tax  him  with  injuftice  ? 
Take  him  hence  ;  to  th'  Rack  with  him  :  we'l  towze  you 
Joyntby  joynt,but  we  will  know  his  purpofe  : 
What?  unjult? 

Du.  Be  not  fo  hot :  the  Duke  dare 

No  more  ftretch  this  ringer  of  mine ,  than  he 
Dare  rack  his  own  :  his  Subject  am  1  not, 
Nor  here  Provincial :  My  bufinefs  in  this  State 

I  Made  me  a  looker  on  here  in  Vienna ; 
i  Where  1  havefeen  corruption  boy  1  and  bubble, 
\  i  iil  it  o're-run  the  Stew  :  Laws  for  all  faults, 
But  faults  fo  countenance,  that  the  ftrong  ftatutes 

Stand  like  the  Forfeits  in  a  Bdr&er's-lhop, 
As  much  in  mock  as  mark. 

Eft.  Slander  to  th'  State : 
Away  with  him  to  prifon. 

Ang.  What  can  you  vouch  againft  him,  fignior  Lucio  ? 
Is  this  the  man  that  you  did  tell  us  of? 

Luc  Tis  he,  my  Lord  :  come  hither  Goodman  Bald- 
'  pate :  do  you  know  me  ? 

j    'Du.  1  remember  you,  fir,  by  the  found  of  your  voice : 
•  I  met  you  at  the  prifon  in  the  abfence  of  the  Duke. 

Luc.  Oh,  did  you  fo?  and  do  you  remember  what  you 
Ifaid  of  the  Duke  ? 

/    Du.  Moft  notedly,  fir. 

Luc.  Doyoufo,  fir?  And  was  the  Duke  a  flefh-mon- 
ger,  a  fool,  and  a  coward,  as  you  then  reported  him  to 
be? 

Du.  You  muft  (fir)  change  perfons  with  me,  e're  you 
make  that  my  Report :  you  indeed  fpoke1  fo  of  him,  and 
much  more,  much  worfe. 

Luc.  Oh  thou  damnable  fellow !  did  not!  pluck  thee  by the  Nofe  for  thy  fpeeches  ? 

Du.  1  proteft,  I  love  the  Duke  as  I  love  my  feif.* Ang.  Hark  how  the  Villain  would  dole  now  after  his treafonable  abufes. 

<  Efc.  Such  a  fellow  is  not  to  be  talk'd  withal :  Away  with him  to  prifon  :  Where  is  the  Provoft?  away  with  him  to 
prifon :  lay  bolts  enough  upon  him :  let  him  fpeak  no  more  •  1 away  with  thofe  Giglets  too,  and  with  the  other  confede-  I 
rate  companion. 

Du.  Stay,  fir,  ftay  a  while 
Ang.  What,  refifts  he  ?  help  him,  Lucio. 
Luc.  Come  fir,  come  fir,  come  fir :  foh  fir:  why  you 

bald-pated  lying  Rafcal :  you  muft  be  hooded,  muft  you? 
fhow  your  knave's  vifage,  with  a  pox  to  you  :  (how  your 
(beep-biting  face,  and  be  hang'd  an  hour  :  will't'  not off? 

Du.  Thou  art  the  firft  knave  that  e're  mad 'ft  a  Duke. 
Firft,  Provoft,  let  me  bail  thefe  gentle  three  : 
Sneak  not  away,  fir ;  for  the  Frier  and  you 
Muft  have  a  word  anon  :  lay  hold  on  him. 

Luc  This  may  prove  worfe  than  hanging. 
Du.  What  you  have  fpoke,  I  pardon  :  fit  you  down : 

We'l  borrow  place  of  him  •,  Sir,  by  your  leave : Haft  thou  or  word,  or  wit,  or  impudence, 
That  yet  can  do  thee  Office  ?  If  thou  haft, 
Rely  upon  it  till  my  tale  be  heard, 
And  hold  no  longer  our. 

Ang.  Oh  my  dread  Lord, 
I  fhould  be  guiltier  than  my  guiltinefs, 
To  think  lean  be  undifcernable, 

When  I  perceive  your  Grace,  like  power  Divine, 
Hath  look'd  upon  my  paflfes :  Then,  good  Prince, 
No  longer  Seffton  hold  upon  my  fhame  ; 
But  let  my  trial  be  mine  own  confeffion : 
Immediate  fentence  then,  and  fequent  death, 
Is  all  the  grace  1  big. 

Du.  Come  hither,  Mariana: 

Say :  was't  thou  ever  contracted  to  this  woman  ? 
Ang.  I  was,  my  Lord- 
Du.  Go  take  her  hence,  and  marry  her  inftantly. 

Do  you  the  Office  ( Frier)  which  confummate : 
Return  him  here  again  :  go  with  hira,  Provoft.  Exit. 

Efi.  My  Lord,  I  am  more  amaz'd  at  his  difhonour, Than  at  the  ftrangenefs  of  it. 
Du.  Come  hither,  J/abel: 

Your  Frier  is  now  your  Prince :  As  I  was  then 
Advertifing,  and  holy  to  your  bufinefs 
(Not  changing  heart  with  habit),  I  am  ftill, 
Atturniedat  yourfervice. 

Jfa.  Oh  give  me  pardon, 

That  I,  your  Valfal,  have  imploy'd  and  painM Your  unknown  Soveraignty. 

Du.  You  are  pardon'd,  Ifabel : 
And  now,  dear  Maid,  be  you  as  free  to  us. 

Your  brother's  death,  I  know,  fits  at  your  heart : 
And  you  may  marvel,  why  I  obfeur'd  my  felf, 
Labouring  tofave  his  life ;  and  would  not  rather 
Make  rafh  remonftrance  of  my  hidden  power: 
Then  let  himbefo  loft :  Oh  moft  kind  Maid, 
It  was  thefwift  celerity  of  his  death, 
Which  I  did  think  with  flower  foot  came  on, 

That  brain'd  my  purpofe :  but  peace  be  with  him  : That  life  is  better  life,  paft  fearing  death, 

Than  that  which  lives  to  fear:  make  it  your  comfort, 
So  happy  is  your  brother. 

Enter  Angelo,  Maria,  Peter,  Provoft. 

Jfa.  I  do,  my  Lord. 
Du.  For  this  new-married  man,  approaching  here, 

Whofefalt  imagination  yet  hath  wrong'd 
Your  well-defended  honour ;  you  muft  pardon 

For  Mariana's  fake :  But  as  he  adjudg'd  your  brother, 

Being 
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Being  criminal,  in  double  violation 

Of  facred  chaftity,  and  of  promife-breach, 
Thereon  dependant  for  your  brothers  life, 

The  very  mercy  of  the  Law  crys  out 
Moft  audible,  even  from  his  proper  tongue, 
An  Anvdo  for  Claudio  %  death  for  death  : 

Hafte  ftill  pays  hafte,  and  leifure  anfwers  leifure ; 

Like  doth  quit  like,  and  Meafure  ftill  for  Meafure : 

Then  Angelo, thy  fault's  thusmanifefted  : 
Which  thb  thou  would'ft  deny,  denies  thee  vantage. 
We  do  condemn  thee  to  the  very  Block 

Where  Claudio  ftoop'd  to  death ;  and  with  like  hafte, 
Away  with  him. 

zJpfar.  Oh  my  moft  gracious  Lord, 

I  hope  you  will  not  mock  me  with  a  husband  ? 

Du.  It  is  your  husband  mock'd  you  with  a  husband, 
Confenting  to  the  fafe-guard  of  your  honour, 
I  thought  your  marriage  fit.-  elfe  imputation, 
For  that  he  knew  you,  might  reproach  your  life, 
And  choak  your  good, to  come :  for  his  pofleflions, 
Altho  by  confifcation  they  are  ours, 
We  do  enftate,  and  widow  you  withal, 
To  buy  you  a  better  husband. 

Mar.  Oh  my  dear  Lord, 
I  crave  no  other,  nor  no  better  man. 

Du.  Never  crave  him  :  we  are  definitive. 
Mar.  Gentle  my  Leige.  i 
Du.  You  do  but  lofe  your  labour. 

Away  with  him  to  death :  Now  fir,  to  you. 
Mar.  Oh  my  good  Lord,  fweet  Ifabel,  take  my  part 

Lend  me  your  knees,  and  all  my  life  to  come, 

I'le  lend  you  all  my  life  to  do  youfervice. 
Du.  Againft  all  fenfeyoudo  importune  her; 

Should  file  kneel  down,  in  mercy  of  this  fact, 

Her  brother's  ghoft  his  paved  bed  would  break, 
And  take  her  hence  in  horror. 

Mar.  Ifabel : 
Sweet  Ifabel,  do  yet  but  kneel  by  me, 
Hold  up  your  hands,  fay  nothing :  He  fpeak  all. 
They  fay,  beft  men  are  moulded  out  of  faults ; 
And  for  themoft,  become  much  more  the. better 
For  being  a  little  bad  :  So  may  my  husband. 
Oh  Ifabel:  will  you  not  lend  a  knee  ? 

Du.  He  dies  for  Claudio's  death. 
Ifa.  Moft  bounteous  fir, 

Look,  if  itpleafe  you,  on  this  man  condemn'd, 
As  if  my  brother  liv'd  :  I  partly  think, 
A  due  fincerity  governed  his  deeds, 
Till  he  did  look  on  me :  Since  it  is  fo , 
Let  him  not  die  :  my  brother  had  but  Juftice, 

In  that  he  did  the  thing  for  which  he  di'd. 
For  Angela,  his  aft  did  not  o're-take  his  bad  intent, 
And  mult  be  buried  but  as  an  intent 

That  perifiYd  by  the  way :  thoughts  are  no  fubje&s^ 
Intents,  but  meerly  thoughts. 

Mar.  Meerly,  my  Lord. 

Du.  Your  fuit's  unprofitable :  ftand  up,  I  fay  i 
I  have  bethought  me  of  another  fault. 
Provoft,  how  came  it  Claudio  was  beheaded 
At  an  unufual  hour? 

Pro.  It  was  commanded  fo. 

Du.  Had  you  a  fpecial  Warrant  for  the  deed  ? 

Pro.  No,  my  good  Lord ;  it  was  by  private  meflage. 
Du.  For  which  I  do  difcharge  you  of  your  Office  ; 

Give  up  your  keys. 
Pro.  Pardon  me,  Noble  Lord. 

I  thought  it  was  a  fault,  but  knew  it  not  j 
Yet  did  repent  me  after  more  advice ; 
For  teftimony  whereof,  one  in  the  prifon, 

That  fhould  by  private  Order  elfe  have  di'd, 
I  have  referv'd  alive. 

Du.  What's  he? 
Pro  His  name  is  Bar nar dine. 

Du.  I  would'ft  thou  haft  done  fo  by  Claudio  i 

Go  fetch  him  hither  ;  let  me  look  upon  him. 
Efc-  I  am  forry  one  fo  learned,  and  fo  wile 

As  you,  Lord  Angelo,  have  ftill  appear'd, 
Should  flip  fo  grofly,  both  in  the  heat  of  blood, 

And  lack  of  temper'd  judgment  afterward. 
Ang.  I  am  forry,  that  fuch  forrow  1  procure  ; 

And  fo  deep  fticks  it  in  my  penitent  heart, 
That  I  crave  death  more  willingly  than  mercy : 

'Tis  my  deferving,  and  I  do  intreat  it. 
Enter  Barnardine,  and  Provoft,  Claudio,  Julictta. 

Du.  Which  is  that  Barnardine  ? 

Pro.  This,  my  Lord.- 
Du.  There  was  a  Frier  told  me  of  this  man: 

Sirrah,  thou  art  faid  to  have  a  ftubborn  foul, 
That  apprehends  no  further  than  this  World , 
And  fquar'ft  thy  life  accordingly :  Thou'rt  condemn'd  : But  for  thofe  earthly  faults,  I  quit  them  all : 
I  pray  thee  take  this  mercy  to  provide 
For  better  times  to  come :  Fner,  advife  him  • 
I  leave  him  to  your  hand.    What  muffled  fellow's  that? 

Pro.  This  is  another  prifoner  that  I  lavd, 

Who  fhould  have  di'd  when  Claudio  loft  his  head, As  like  almoft  to  Claudio  as  himfelf 

Du.  If  he  be  like  your  brother,  for  his  fake 

Is  he  pardon'd,  and  for  your  lovely  fake 
Give  me  your  hand,  and  fay  you  will  be  mine- 
He  is  my  brother  too :  But  fitter  time  for  that : 

By  this  Lord  Angela  perceives  he  s  fa'e  : 
Methinksl  fee  a  quickaing  in  his  eye : 

Well,  Xngclp,  your  evil  quirs  you  well : 
Look  *hat  you  love  your  Wife :  her  worth  worth  yours. 
I  find  an  apt  remiflion  in  my  felf : 

And  yet  here's  one  in  place  I  cannot  pardon, 
You,  firrah,  that  knew  me  for  a  fool,  a  cowar C. 

One  all  of  Luxury,  an  afs,amad  man.- 
Wherein  have  I  fo  deferv'd  of  you, 
That  you  extol  me  thus? 

Luc.  'Faith,  my  Lord,  I  fpoke  it  but  according  to  the 
trick :  if  you  will  hang  me  for  ir,  you  may :  but!  had  rather 
it  would  pleafe  you,  I  might  be  whipt. 

Du.  Whipt  firft,  fir,  and  hang'd  after. 
Proclaim  it,  Prcvofi,  round  about  the  City  : 

If  any  woman  wrong'd  by  this  lewd  fellow 
(As  I  have  heard  him  fwear  himfelf,  there's  one 
Whom  he  begot  with  child  J,  let  her  appear, 

And  he  fhall  marry  her  :  the  nuptial  finifli'd. 
Let  him  be  whip'd  and  hang'd. Luc.  I  befeech  yourHighnefs,  do  not  marry  me  to  a 
Whore;  your  Highnefs  laid  even  tiow,  I  made  you  a  Duke, 
good  my  Lord  do  not  recompence  me  in  making  me  a 
Cuckold, 

Du.  Upon  mine  honour  thou  fhalt  marry  her: 

Thy  flanders  I  forgive,  and  therewithal 
Remit  thy.other  forfeits :  take  him  to  prifon* 
And  fee  our  pleafure  herein  executed. 

Luc  Marrying  a  punk*  my  Lord,  is  pre'ffing  to  death, Whipping  and  hanging 
Du.  Slandering  a  Prince  deferves  it. 

She,  Claudio,  that  you  wrong'd,  look  youreftore, 
Joy  to  you,  Mariana  •  love  her,  Angela  : 
I  have  confefs'd  her,  and  I  know  her  vertue. 
Thanks,  good  friend  Efcalus,  for  thy  much  goodnefs: 

There's  more  behind  that  is  more  gratulate : 
Thanks  Provofl  for  thy  care  and  focrefie ; 
We  fhall  imploy  thee  in  a  worthier  place: 
Forgive  him,  Angelo,  that  brought  you  home 

The  head  of  Rcgoz,ine  for  Claudia's; 
Th'  Offence  pardons  it  felf.  Dear  Ifabel, 
I  have  a  motion  much  imports  your  good, 

Whereto  if  you'l  a  willing  ear  incline, 
What's  mine  is  yours,  and  what  is  yours  is  mine  J 

So  bring  us  to  our  Palace,  where  we'l  (how 
What's  yet  behind  that's  meec  you  all  fhould  know. 

G  i  7hc 
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The  Names  of  all  the  AUors. 

1 i.  Friers. 

Vincentio,  the  Duke. 
Angelo,  the  Deputy. 
Efcalus,ot»  ancient  Lord. 
Claudio,  a  young  Gentleman. 
Lucio,  afantafiique. 
z.  Other  like  Gentlemen- 

Provoft. 
Thomas, Peter, 

Elbow,  a  fimple  Conftable. 

Froth,  a  foolijli  Gentleman. 
Clown. 
AbhorforM«  Executioner. 
Barnardine,  a  diffolute  prifoner. 

Ifabella,  fifterto  Claudio. 
Mariana,  betrothed  to  Angelo. 
Juliet,  beloved  of  Claudio. 

IFrancifco,  a  Nu
n. 

Mifiris  Over-don,  a  Bawd. 

THE 

Comedy  of  Errors. 

Attus  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Ephefus,  with  the  Merchant  o/Syracufa, 

Jaylor,  and  other  attendants. 

Merchant. 

§  Roceed  Salinas  to  procure  my  Fall, 

'  And  by  thy  doom  of  death  end  woes 

(and  all. Duke.  Merchant  of  Syracufe,  plead 

(no  more : 
I  am  not  partial  to  infringe  our 

(Laws : 
The  enmity  and  difcord  which  of ('late 

Sprung  from  the  rancorous  Outrage  of  your  Duke, 
To  Merchants,  our  well-dealing  Countrymen, 
Who  wanting  gilders  to  redeem  their  lives, 

Have  feal'd  his  rigorous  ftatutes  with  their  bloods, 
Excludes  all  pity  from  our  threatning  looks: 
For  fince  the  mortal  and  inteftine  jars 

Twixt  thy  feditiotts  Countrymen  and  us, 

t  hath  in  folemn  Synods  been  decreed, 

Both  by  the  Syraeufians  and  ourfelves, 

T'admit  no  traffick  to  our  adverfe  Towns :  ' 
Nav,more;  if  any  born  at  Zphefus 

Be  feen  at  any  Syracufian  Marts  and  Fairs : 

Again,  if  any  Syracufian  born, 
Come  to  the  Bay  of  Efhefe,  he  dies  : 

His  goods  confifcate  to  the  Duke's  difpofe, Unlefs  a  thoufand  Marks  be  levied 

To  quit  the  penalty,  andranfomehim: 

Thy  fubftance,  valued  at  thehigheft  rate, 
Cannot  amount  unto  a  hundred  Mark  j 

Therefore  by  Law  thou  art  condemn'd  to  die. 
Mer.  Yet  this  my  comfort,  when  your  words  are  done 

My  woes  end  likewife  with  the  Evening  Sun. 
Du.  Well,  Syracufian,  fay  in  brief  the  caufe, 

Why  thou  departed'ft  from  thy  native  home  ? 
And  for  what  caufe  thou  cam'ft  to  Ephefus? 

Mer.  A  heavier  task  could  not  have  neen  impos'd, 
Than  I  to  fpeak  my  grief  unfpeakable: 
Yet  that  the  World  way  witnefs,  that  my  end 

Was  wrought  by  Nature,  not  by  vile  Offence, 
Tie  utter  what  my  forrow  gives  me  leave  : 
In  Syracufe  was  1  born,  and  wed 
Unto  a  woman,  happy  but  for  me ; 

And  by  me  too,  had  not  our  hap  been  bad  : 

With  her  1  liv'd  in  joy,  our  Wealth  encreaft 
By  profperous  Voyages  I  often  made 

To  Epidamium,  till  my  Factor's  death  : And  he  great  ftore  of  goods  at  random  leaving, 
Drew  me  from  kind  embracements  of  my  fpoufe; 
From  whom  my  abfence  was  not  fix  months  old, 
Before  her  felf  (  almoft  at  fainting  under 
The  pleafing  punifhment  that  women  bear) 
Had  made  provifion  for  her  following  me, 
And  foon,  and  fafe  arrived  where  I  was  : 
There  had  fhe  not  been  long,  but  fhe  became 
A  joyful  mother  of  two  goodly  fons ; 
And,  which  was  ftrange,  the  one  fo  like  the  other, 

As  could  not  be  diftinguifh'd  but  by  names. 
That  very  hour,  and  in  the  felf-fame  Inn, 
A  poor  mean  woman  was  delivered 
Of  fuch  a  burthen,  Male-twins  both  alike: 
Thole,  for  their  parents  were  exceeding  poor, 
I  bought,  and  brought  up  to  attend  my  fons. 
My  Wife  not  meanly  proud  of  two  fuch  boys, 
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vlade  daily  motions  for  our  home  return: 

Unwilling  I  agreed  ;  alas !  too  foon  we  came  aboard. 

A  league  from  Eviilammm  had  we  fail'd 
Before  the  always  wind-obeying  deep, 
Gave  any  tragick  inftanceof  our  harm: 
Rut  longer  did  we  not  retain  much  hope  ; 
For  what  oblcured  light  the  heavens  did  grant, 

Did  but  convey  unto  our  fearful  minds 
A  doubtful  warrant  of  immediate  death  ; 

Which  tho  my  felf  would  gladly  have  embrac'd, Yetthe  inceffant  weeping  of  my  Wife, 
Weeping  before  for  what  fhefaw  muft  come, 
And  piteous  plainings  of  the  pretty  babes, 

That  mourn'd  for  fafhion,  ignorant  what  to  fear, 
Forc't  me  to  feek  delays  for  them  and  me : 
And  this  it  was  (for  other  means  was  none)  s 
The  Sailors  fought  for  (afety  by  our  boat, 

And  left  the  Ship  then  finking-ripe  to  as. 
My  Wife  more  careful  for  the  latter  bom, 
Had  fafrened  him  unto  a  fmall  fpare  Mart, 

Such  as  Sea  faring  men  provide  for  ftorms : 
To  him  one  of  the  other  twins  was  bound, 

W'hil'ftI  had  been  like  heedful  of  the  other. 

The  children  thus  difpos'd,  my  Wife,  and  I, 
Fixing  our  eyes  on  whom  our  care  was  fixt, 
Faftned  our  felves  at  either  end  the  Maft, 

And  floating  ftraight,  obedient  to  theftream, 
Was  carried  towards  Corinth,  as  we  thought. 
At  length  the  Sun  gazing  upon  the  earth, 

Difperft  thole  vapours  that  offended  us  '; 
And  by  the  benefit  of  his  wifh'd  light, 
The  Seas  was  calm,  and  we  difcovered 

Two  Ships  from  far*  making  amain  to  us : 
Of  Corinth  that,  of  Epidaurus  this  ; 

But  e're  they  came,  Oh  let  me  fay  no  more ; 
Gather  the  fequel  by  that  went  before, 

Dm.  Nay,  forward  Old  man,  do  not  break  off  fo ; 
For  we  may  pity,  tho  not  pardon  thee. 

Mer.  Oh  had  the  gods  done  fo,I  had  not  now 

Worthily  term'd  them  mercilefs  to  us  : 
For  e're  the  Ships  could  meet  by  twice  five  leagues, 
We  wereencountred  by  a  mighty  Rock; 
Which  being  violently  born  up  upon, 
Our  helpful  Ship  was  fplitted  in  themidft: 
So  that  in  this  unjuft  divorce  of  us, 
Fortune  had  left  to  both  of  us  alike, 
What  to  delight  in,  what  to  forrow  for, 

Her  part,  poor  foul,  feemingas  burdened,  ■ 
With  leffer  weight,  but  not  with  lefler  wo, 
Was  carried  with  more  fpeed  before  the  wind, 
And  in  our  fight  they  three  were  taken  up 
By  Fifhermen  of  Corinth,  as  we  thought. 

At  length  another  Ship  had  feiz'd  on  us 
And  knowing  whom  it  was  their  hap  to  fave, 
Gave  helpful  welcome  to  their  Shipwrackt  guefts, 
And  would  have  reft  the  Fifhers  of  their  prey, 
Had  not  their  Bark  been  very  flow  of  fail ; 
And  therefore  homeward  did  they  bend  their  courfe. 
Thus  have  you  heard  me  fever'd  from  my  blifs, 

That  by  misfortunes  was  my  life  prolong'd, 
To  tell  fad  ftories  of  my  own  miftiaps. 

Du.  And  for  the  fakes  of  them  thou  forroweft  for, 
Do  me  the  favour  to  dilate  at  full, 

What  hath  befall'n  them  and  thee  till  now. 
tJMer.  My  youngeft  boy,  and  yet  my  eldeft  care, 

At  Eighteen  years  became  inquifitive 

After  his  brother  ;  and  importun'd  me, 
That  his  attendant  (for  his  cafe  was  like, 

Reft  of  his  brother,  but  retain'd  his  name  J 
Might  bear  him  company  in  the  queft  of  him: 
Whom  whil'ft  I  laboured  of  a  love  to  lee, 
I  hazarded  thelofs  ofwhom  I  lov'd. 
Five  Summers  have  I  fpent  in  fartheft  Green, 
Roming  clean  through  the  bounds  of  A[ia>  . 

And  coafting  homeward,  came  to  Ephefus  : 
Hopelefs  to  find,  yet  loath  to  leave  unlbughr, 
Or  that,  or  any  place  that  harbours  men : 
But  here  muft  end  the  ftory  of  my  life, 
And  happy  were  I  in  my  timely  death, 
Could  all  my  travels  warrant  me  they  live. 

Du.  Haplefs  Egeon,  whom  the  fates  havemarkc 

To  bear  th'  extremity  of  dire  mifhap : 
Now  truft  me,  were  it  not  again!!;  our  Laws, 
Againftmy  Crown,  my  Oath,  my  Dignity, 
Which  Princes  would,  they  may  notdifanull, 
My  foul  fhould  fue  as  advocate  for  thee  : 
But  tho  thouartadjudged  to  the  death, 
And  pafled  fentence  may  not  be  recall  d, 
But  to  our  honours  great  difparagement ; 
Yet  will  1  favour  thee  in  what  1  can  > 
Therefore,  Merchant,  Tie  limit  thee  this  day 
To  feek  thy  help  by  beneficial  help: 
Try  all  the  friends  thou  haft  in  Eyhefus  : 
Beg  thou,  or  borrow,  to  makeup  the fum, 
And  live :  if  no,  then  thou  artdoom'd  to  die  : 
Jajlor,  take  him  to  thy  cuftody. 

Jay.  I  will,  my  Lord. 
Mer.  Hopelefs  and  helplels  doth  Egeon  wend, 

But  to  procraftinate  his  livelels  end.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Antipholis,  Erotes,  a  Merchant,  <rW  Dromio. 

Mer.  Therefore  give  out,  you  are  of  Epcl:mium7 
Left  that  your  goods  be  too  foon  confiscate: 
This  very  day  a  Syracufan  Merchant 
Is  apprehended  for  arrival  here; 
And  not  being  able  to  buy  our  hi > life, 

According  to  the  Statute  of  the  T .  i'wn, 
Dies  e're  the  weary  Sun  fets  in  :     .    0 : 
There  is  your  money  that  IhaJ  to  keep. 

Ant.  Go  bear  it  to  the  Centaure,  where  we  hoil, 
And  ftay  there,  Dromio,  till  I  come  to  thee : 
Till  that  1'le  view  the  manners  of  the  Town  : 
Within  this  hour  it  will  be  dinner-time  : 
Perufe  the  traders,  gaze  upon  rhe  buildings, 
And  then  return  and  fleep  within  mine  inn; 
For  with  long  travel  I  am  ftiff  and  weary. 
Get  thee  away. 

Dro.  Many  a  man  would  take  you  at  your  word, 
And  go  indeed,  having  fo  good  a  means. 

Exit  Dromio. 
Ant.  A  trufty  villain,  fir,  that  very  oft, 

When  I  am  dull  with  care  and  melancholly, 
Lightens  my  humour  with  his  merry  jefts. 
What,  will  you  walk  with  me  about  the  Town, 
And  then  go  to  the  Inn  and  dine  with  me  ? 

E.  Mer.  Iam  invited,  fir,  to  certain  Merchants, 
Of  whom  1  hope  to  make  much  benefit  : 
I  crave  your  pardon ;  foon  at  five  a  clock, 
Pleafe  you,  Pie  meet  with  you  upon  the  Mart, 

And  afterward  confort  you  till  bed-time: 
My  prefent  bufinefs  calls  me  from  you  now. 

Ant.  Fafewel  till  then  .1  will  go  lofe  my  life, 
And  wander  up  and  down  to  view  the  City. 

E.  Mer.  Sir,  I  commend  you  to  your  own  content. 

Exeunt. Ant.  He  that  commends  me  to  my  own  content, 
Commends  me  to  the  thing  I  cannot  get : 
I  to  the  world  am  like  a  drop  of  water, 
That  in  the  Oceanleeks  another  drop, 
Who  falling  there  to  find  his  fellow  forth, 
(Unfeen  inquifitive)  confounds  himfelf: 
Sol,  to  find  a  Mother  and  a  Brother, 

Inqueft  of  him  (unhappy)  lofe  my  felf. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Ephefus. 

Here  comes  the  Almanack  of  my  true  date: 

Whatnow  ?  How  chance  thou  art return'd  lo  foon. 

G  3  £  Vn 
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E.  Dro.  Return'd  fo  foon,  lather  approach*  too  late: 
The  Capon  burns,  the  Pig  falls  from  the  fpit : 
The  clock  hath  ftrucken  twelve  upon  the  bell  : 
My  Miftris  made  it  one  upon  my  cheek  : 
She  is  fb  hot  becaufe  the  meat  is  cold  : 

The  meat  is  cold  becaufe  you  come  not  home: 
You  come  not  home  becaufe  you  have  no  ftomach  : 
You  have  no  ftomach  having  broke  your  faft: 
But  we  that  know  what  Vis  to  faft  and  pray, 
Are  penitent  for  your  default  to  day. 

-Ant.  Stop  in  your  wind,  fir :  tell  me  this  I  pray, 
Where  have  you  left  the  money  that  I  gave  you  ? 

E.  Dro.  Oh,  fix  pence  that  I  had  a  Wednejday  laft, 
To  pay  the  Sadler  for  my  Miftris  Crupper  ? 
The  Sadler  had  it,  fir  j  1  kept  it  not. 

Ant.  I  am  not  in  a  fportive  humour  now : 
Tell  me,  and  dally  not,  where  is  the  money  ? 

We  being  ftrangers  here,  how  dar'ft  thou  truft 
So  great  a  charge  from  thine  own  cuftody  ? 

E.  Dro.  I  pray  you  jeft,  fir,  as  you  fit  at  dinner ; 
I  from  my  Miftris  come  to  you  inpoft  : 
If  I  return,  I  (hall be poft  indeed: 
For  fhe  will  fcouryour  fault  upon  my  pate: 
Mechinks  your  maw,  like  mine,  fhould  be  your  Cook, 
And  ftrike  you  home  without  a  meffenger. 

Ant.  Come  Dromio,  come,  thefe  jefts  are  out  of  feafon  ; 
Refers  e  them  till  a  merrier  hour  than  this  : 
Where  is  the  gold  I  gave  in  charge  to  thee  ? 

E.  Dro.  To  me,  fir  ?  why,  you  gave  no  gold  to  me. 
Ant.  Come  on,  fir  knave,  have  done  your  foolifhnefs, 

And  cell  me  how  thou  haft  difpos'd  thy  charge  ? 
E.  Dro.  My  charge  was  but  to  fetch  you  from  the  Mart 

Home  to  yourghoufe(the  Phcenix,  fir),  to  dinner  : 
My  Miftris  and  her  filter  ftaies  for  you. 

'Ant •  Now  as  I  am  a  Chriftian  anfwer  me, 
In  what  fafe  place  you  have  beftow'd  my  money : 
Or  I  (hall  break  that  merry  fconce  of  yours 

That  ftands  on  tricks  when  I  am  undifpos'd : 
Where  is  the  thoufand  marks  thou  hadft  of  me  ? 

E  Dro.  I  have  fome  marks  of  yours  upon  my  pate: 
Some  of  my  Miftris  marks  upon  my  fhoulders; 
But  not  a  thoufand  marks  between  you  both. 
If  I  fhould  pay  your  Worfhip  thole  again, 
Perchance  you  will  not  bear  them  patiently. 

Ant.  Thy  Miftris  marks?  what  Miftris,  flave,  haft  thou  ? 

jS.Dro.Your  Worfhip's  Wife,  my  Miftris  at  the  Phoenix  ? 
She  that  doth  faft  till  you  come  home  to  dinner : 
And  prays  that  you  will  hie  you  home  to  dinner. 

Ant-  What,  wilt  thou  flout  me  thus  unto  my  face, 
Being  forbid  ?  There,  take  you  that,  fir  knave. 

E.  Dro.  What  mean  you,  fir?  for  God  fake  hold  your 
Nay,  and  you  will  not,  fir,  lie  take  my  heels.  (hands: 

Exit  Dromio  Ep. 

Ant.  Upon  my  life,  by  fbme  device  or  other, 

The  Villain  is  o're-wroughtof  all  my  money. 
Then  fay,  this  Town  is  full  of  cozenage  : 
As  nimble  Juglers  that  deceive  the  eye : 
Dark-working  Sorcerers  that  change  the  mind : 
Soul-killing  Witches  that  deform  the  body  : 
Difguifed  Cheaters,  prating  Mountebanks  ; 
And  many  fuch  like  liberties  of  fin  : 
1  f  it  prove  fb,  I  will  be  gone  the  fboner : 
l'le  to  the  Centaur  to  feek  this  flave : 
I  greatly  fear  my  money  is  not  fafe. 

if 

Sxit. 

Affus  Secundus. 

Enter  Adriana,  Wife  to  Antipholis  Sereptus,  with Luciana,  her  Sifter. 

Mr.  Neither  my  husband,  nor  the  flave  return'd, Thatin  fuch  haftelfenttofeek  hisMafter: 
Sure,  Luciam,  it  is  two  a  clock. 

Luc.  Perhaps  fome  Merchant  hath  invited  him, 
And  from  the  Mart  he's  fomewhere  gone  to  dinner: Good  fifter,  let  us  dine,  and  never  fret : 
A  man  is  Mafterof  his  liberty  : 
Time  is  their  Mafter;  and  when  they  fee  time, 
They'Ie  go  or  come  :  if  fo,  be  patient,  fifter. Mr.  Why  fhould  their  liberty  than  ours  be  more? 

Luc.  Becaufe  their  bufmefs  ftill  lies  out  adoor. 
Adr.  Look,  when  I  ferve  him  fo,  he  rakes  it  ill. 
Luc.  Oh,  know  he  is  the  bridle  of  your  will. 
Adr.  There's  none  but  afles  will  be  bridled  fo. 
Luc\  Why,  head-ftrong  liberty  is  lafht  with  woe : 

There's  nothing  fituate  under  heavens  eye, But  hath  his  bound  in  earth,  in  fea,in  skie. 

The  be^rv  the  fifties,  and  the  winged  fowls,  ' Are  their  males  fubjeOs,  and  at  their  controuls  : 
Man  more  divine,  the  Mafter  of  all  thefe, 
Lord  of  the  wide  world,  and  wide  watry  feas, 
Indued  with  intellectual  fenfe  and  foul, 
Of  more  preheminence  than  fifh  and  fowl, 
Are  Mafters  to  their  females,  and  their  Lords  : 
Then  let  your  will  attend  on  their  accords. 

Adr.  This  fervitude  makes  you  to  keep  unwed. 
Luc.  Not  this,  but  troubles  of  the  marriage-bed. 
Adr.  But  were  you  wedded.you  would  bear  fome  fway. 
Luc.  Ere  I  learn  love,  l'le  practife  to  obey. 
Adr.  How  if  your  husband  ftart  fome  other  where? 

•  Luc.  Till  he  come  home  again  I  would  forbear. 
Adr.  Patience  unmov'd,  no  marvel  tho  fhe  paufe ; They  can  be  meek  that  have  no  other  caufe : 

A  wretched  foul  bruis'd  withadverfity, 
We  bid  be  quiet  when  we  hear  it  cry  : 
But  were  we  burd'ned  with  like  weight  of  pain, 
As  much,  or  more  we  fhould  our  felves  complain  : 
So  thou  that  haft  no  unkind  mate  to  grieve  thee, 
With  urging  helplefs  patience  would  relieve  me : 
But  if  thou  live  to  fee  like  right  bereft, 

This  fool-beg'd  'patience  in  thee  will  be  left. 
Luc.  Well,  I  will  marry  one  day  but  to  try : 

Here  comes  your  man,  now  is  your  husbaad  nigh- 

Enter  Dromio  Eph. 

Adr.  Say,  is  your  tardy  Mafter  now  at  hand  ? 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  he's  at  two  hands  with  me,  and  that  my 
two  ears  can  witnefs- 

Adr,  Say,  didft  thou  fpeakwith  him?  know'ft  thou  his 
mind  ? 

E.  Dro.  I,  I,  he  told  his  mind  upon  mine  ear, 
Befhrew  his  hand,  I  fcarce  could  underftand  it: 

Luc.  Spake  he  fo  doubtfully,  the  u  could  'ft  not  feel  his meaning  ? 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  he  ftruck  fo  plainly,  I  could  too  well  feel 
his  blows  j  and  withal  fo  doubtfully,  that  I  could  fcarce  un- 

derftand them. 

Adr.  But  fay,  I  prethee,  is  he  coming  home  ? 
It  feems  he  hath  great  care  to  pleafe  his  wife. 

E.  Dro.  Why,  Miftris,  fure  my  Mafter  is  horn-mad, 
Adr.  Horn-mad,  thou  villain  ? 

E.  Dro.  I  mean  not  Cuckold-mad  •> 
But  fure  he  is  ftark  mad : 

When 
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When  I  defir'd  him  to  come  home  to  dinner, 

He  ask'd  me  for  a  thoufand  marks  in  gold  : 

'Tis dinner-time,  quoth  I :  my  gold,  quoth  he : 

Your  meat  doth  burn,  quoth  I :  my  gold,  quoth  ae  i 

Will  yoil  come,  quoth  I  ?  my  gold,  quoth  he : 
Where  is  the  thoufand  marks  I  gave  thee,  Villain  ? 

The  Pig,  quoth  1,  isburn'd :  my  gold,  quoth  he : 

My  Miftris,  fir,  quoth  I :  hang  up  thy  Miftns  j 

1  know  not  thy  Miftris ;  out  on  thy  Miftns. 
Luc.  Quoth  who  ? 

E.Dro.  Quoth  my  Mafter :  I  know,  quoth  he,  no  houfe, 

no  wife,  no  Miftris :  fo  that  my  errand,  due  unto  my 

tongue,  I  thank  him,  I  bare  home  upon  my  (houlders :  for 
in  conclufion,  he  did  beat  me  there. 

Air.  Go  back  again,  thou  Have,  and  fetch  him  home. 
Dro.  Go  back  again,  and  be  new  beaten  home  ? 

For  God's  fake  fend  fome  other  Meflenger. 
Air.  Back,  flave,  or  I  will  break  thy  pate  acrofs. 
Dro.  And  he  will  blefs  that  crofs  with  other  beating : 

Between  you  I  fhall  have  a  holy  head. 

Air.  Hence  prating  peafant,  fetch  thy  Mafter  home. 
Dro.  Am. I  fo  round  with  you  as  you  with  me, 

That  like  a  foot-ball  you  do  fpurn  me  thus  ? 
You  fpurn  me  hence,  and  he  will  fpurn  me  hither : 
If  I  laft  in  this  fervice,  you  muft  cafe  me  in  leather.  Exit. 

Luc  Fie,  how  impatience  lowreth  in  your  face 
Air.  His  company  mult  do  his  minions  grace, 

Whil'ft  I  at  home  ftarve  for  a  merry  look : 
Hath  homely  age  th'  alluring  beauty  took 
From  my  poor  cheek?  then  he  hath  wafted  it. 
Aremydifcourfesdull?  barren  my  wit  ? 

If  voluble  and  fharp  difcourfe  be  marr'd, Unkindnefs  blots  it  more  than  Marble  hard. 

Do  their  gay  Veftments  his  affe&ions  bait  ? 

That's  not  my  fault ;  he's  mafter  of  my  ftate." What  Ruines  are  in  me  that  can  be  found, 

By  him  not  ruin'd  ?  Then  is  he  the  ground 
Of  my  defeatures.  My  decayed  fair, 
A  funny  look  of  his  would  foon  repair. 
But  (too  unruly  Deer )  he  breaks  the  pale, 
And  feeds  from  home;  poor  I  am  but  his  ftaleJ 

Luc.  Self-harming  jealoufie ;  fie,  beat  it  hence. 
Ai.  Unfeeling  fools  can  with  fuch  wrongs  difpenfe  i 

I  know  his  eye  doth  homage  ocher-where  ; 
Or  elfe  what  lets  it  but  he  would  be  here  ? 

Sifter,  you  know  he  promifed  me  a  chain, 
Would  that  alone,  alone  he  would  detain, 
So  he  would  keep  fair  quarter  with  his  bed. 
I  fee  the  Jewel  belt  enamaled 
Will  Iofe  his  beauty  :  yet  the  gold  bides  ftill 
That  others  touch,  and  often  touching  will  i 
Since  that  my  beauty  cannot  pleafe  his  eye, 

Me  weep  (what's  left)  away,  and  weeping  die. 
Luc.  How  many  fond  fools  ferve  mad  Jealoufie  ? 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Antipholis  Erotes-. 

Ant.  The  gold  I  gave  to  Dromio  is  laid  uri 
Safe  at  the  Centaur,  and  the  heedful  flave 
Is  wandred  forth  in  care  to  feek  me  out 

By  computation,  and  mine  hofts  report, 
I  could  not  fpeakwith  Dromio,  fince  at  firft 
I  fent  him  from  the  Mart :  fee  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Dromio  Syracufan. 

How  now,  fir  ?  is  your  merry  humour  alter'd  r* 
As  you  love  ftroaks,  fo  jeft  with  me  again : 

You  know  no  Centaur  ?  you  receiv'd  no  gold  ? 
Your  Miftris  fent  to  have  me  home  to  dinner  ? 

My  houfe  was  at  the  Pieenix  ?  Walt  thou  mad, 
That  thus  fo  madly  thou  didft  anfwer  me  ? 

S.  Dro.  What  anfwer,  fir  ?  When  fpake  I  fuch  a  woM  ? 

E.  Ant.  Even  now,  even  here,  not  half  an  hour  fince- 
S.  Dro.  I  did  not  fee  you  fince  you  fent  me  hence 

Home  to  the  Centaurt  with  the  gold  you  gave  me. 

Ant.  Villain,  thou  did'ft  deny  the  golds  Receit, 
And  told'ft  me  of  a  Miftris,  and  a  dinner. 

For  which  I  hope  thou  felt'ft  I  was  difpleas'd. 
S.  Dro.  1  am  glad  to  fee  you  in  this  merry  vein  5 

What  means  this  jeft,  I  pray  you,  Mafter,  tell  me  ? 

Ant.  Yea,  do'ft  thou  jeer  and  flout  me  in  the  teeth  ? 
Think'ft  thou  ljeft?hold,take  thou  that,and  that. BeatsDro 

S.  Dro.  Hold,  fir,  for  God's  fake,  now  your  jeft  is  earneft 
Upon  what  bargain  do  you  give  it  me  ? 

Ant.  Becaufethat  I  familiarly  fbmetimes' 
Do  ufe  you  for  my  fool,  and  chat  with  yoii, 
Your  fawcinefs  will  jeft  upon  my  love, 
And  make  a  Common  of  mv  ferious  hours. 

When  theSunfhines  letfooiifh  gnats  makefporC", But  creep  in  crannies  when  he  hides  his  beams  s 
If  you  will  jeft  with  me,  know  my  afped, 
And  fafhion  your  demeanor  to  my  looks ; 

Or  I  will  beat  this  method  in  your  fconce. 

S.  Dro.  Sconce,  call  you  it?  fo  you  would  leave  batter- 
ing, I  had  rather  have  it  a  head :  and  you  ufe  thefe  blows 

long,  I  muft  get  a  fconce  for  my  head,  and  infconce  it  too, 
or  elfe  I  (hall  feek  my  wit  in  my  {houlders:  but  Ipray,fir, 
why  am  I  beaten  ? 

Ant.  Doft  thou  not  know  ? 

S.  Dro.  Nothing,  fir,  but  that  I  am  beaten. 
Ant.  Shall  I  tell  you  why? 

S.  Dro:  I,  fir,  and  wherefore ;  for  they  fay,  every  why 
hath  a  wherefore. 

Ant.  Why,  firft  for  flouting  me,  ahd  then  wherefore,  for 
urging  it  the  fecond  time  30  me. 

5.  Dro.  Was  there  ever  any  man  thus  beaten  out  of  fea- 
fon,  when  in  the  Why  and  the  Wherefore  is  neithet  Rime 
nor  Reafbn.  Well,  fir,  I  thank  you. 

Ant.  Thank  me,  fir,  for  what  ? 

5.  Dro.  Marry,  fir,  for  this  fomething  that  you  gave  me 
for  nothing, 

Ant.  He  make  you  amends  next.,  to  give  you  nothing  for 
fomething.  But  fay,  fir,  is  it  dinner-time  ? 

S.  Dro.  No,  fir :  I  think  the  Meat  wants  that  I  have. 

Ant.  In  good  time,  fir  ;  what's  that  ? S.  Dro.  Baiting. 

Ant.  Well,  fir,  then  'twill  be  dry. 
S.  Dro.  If  it  be,  fir,  I  pray  you  eat  not  of  \u 
Ant.  Your  Reafon  ? 

S.  Dro.  Left  it  make  you  chollerick,  and  purchafe  me 
another  dry  bafting. 

Ant.  Well,  fir,  learn  to  jeft  in  good  time :  there's  a  time for  all  things. 

5.  Dro.  I  durft  have  denied  that  before  you  were  fo  chol- 
lerick. 

Ant.  By  what  Rule,  fir  ? 
S.  Dro.  Marry,  fir,  by  a  Rule  as  plain  as  the  plain  bald 

pate  of  Father  Tme  himfelf 
Ant.  Let's  hear  it. 
S.  Dro.  There's  no  time  for  a  man  to  recover  his  hair  that 

grows  bald  by  Nature. 
Ant.  May  he  not  do  it  by  fine  and  recovery  ? 
5.  Dro.  Yes,  to  pay  a  fine  for  a  Periwig,  and  recover  the 

loft  bait  of  another  man. 

Ant.  Why,  is  Time  luch  a  niggard  of  hair,  being  (as  it 
is)  fo  plentiful  an  excrement  ? 

S.  Dro.  Becaufe  it  is  a  bleffing  that  he  beftoWs  on  beafts ; 
and  what  he  hath  fcanted  them  in  hair,  he  hath  given  them 
in  wit. 

Ant.  Why,  but  there's  many  a  man  hath  more  hair  than 

wit. 
S.  Dro.  Not  a  man  of  thofe  but  he  hath  the  wit  to  Iofe 

his  hair. 

Ant.  Why,  thou  didft  conclude  hairy  men  plain  dealers 
without  wit. 

S.  Dro. 
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S.  Dro.  The  plainer  dealer,  thefooner  loft ;  yet  he  lofcth 
itinakind  of  jollity. 

Ant .  For  what  Rcafon  ? 
S.  Dro.  For  two,  and  found  ones  too. 

Ant,  Nay,  not  found  ones  1  pray  you. 
5.  Dro.  Sure  ones  then. 

An.  Nay,  not  furc  in  a  thing  falfing. 
S.  Dro.  Certain  ones  then. 
An.  Name  them. 

S.  Dro.  The  one  to  favc  the  money  that  he  fpends  in  try- 

ing ;  the  other,  that  at  dinner  they  mould  not  drop  in  his 

porrage. 

An.  You  would  all  this  time  have  prov'd,  there  is  no 
time  for  all  things. 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  and  did,  fir ;  namely,  no  time  to  recover 
hair  loft  by  nature. 

An.  But  your  Reafon  was  not  fubftantial,  why  there  is  no 
time  to  recover. 

S.  Dro.  Thus  I  mend  it ;  Time  himfelf  is  bald,  and  there- 

fore to  the  World's  end,  will  have  bald  followers. 
An.  I  knew  'twould  be  a  bald  conclufion :  but  foft,  who 

wafts  us  yonder  ? 

Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 

A  Jr.  I,  I,  Antipholis,  look  ftrange  and  frown  j 
Some  other  Miftris  hath  fome  fweet  afpe&s: 
lam  not  Adriana,  nor  thy  wife. 

The  time  was  once,  when  thou  unurg'd  would'ft  vow, That  never  words  were  mufick  to  thine  ear, 

That  never  Objecl  pleafing  in  thine  eye, 
That  never  touch  well  welcome  to  thy  hand, 

That  never  meat  (weet-favourd  in  thy  tafte,  , 

Unlefslfpake,  or  look'd,  or  touch'd,  or  carv'd  to  thee^ 
How  comes  it  now  (my  husband),  Oh  how  comes  it, 
That  thou  art  then  eftranged  from  thy  felf  ? 
Thy  felf,  I  call  it,  being  ftrange  to  me  : 
That  undividable  Incorporate 

Am  better  than  thy  dear  felf  s  better  part.' Ah  do  not  tear  away  thy  felf  from  me ; 
For  know  my  love :  as  eafie  maift  thou  fall 
A  drop  of  water  in  the  breaking  gulf, 
And  take  unmingled  thence  that  drop  again 
Without  addition  or  diminifhing. 

As  take  from  me  thy  (elf,  and  not  me  too. 
How  dearly  would  it  touch  thee  to  the  quick, 
Should'ft  thou  hear  I  were  licentious? 
And  that  this  body  conlecrate  to  thee, 
By  Ruffian  Luft  mould  be  contaminate  ? 

Would'ft  thou  not  fpit  at  me,  and  fpum  at  me, 
And  hurl  the  name  of  husband  in  my  face, 

And  tear  the  ftain'd  skin  of  my  Harlot-brow, 
And  from  my  falfe  hand  cut  the  Wedding-Ring, 
And  break  it  with  a  deep-divorcing- vow  ? 
Iknow  thoucanft  ;  and  therefore  fee  thou  do  it. 
I  am  poffeft  with  an  adulterate  blot  \ 
My  blood  is  mingled  with  the  crime  of  luft: 
For  if  wc  two  be  one,  and  thou  play  falfe, 
1  do  digeft  the  poyfon  of  my  flefh, 
Being  ftrumpeted  by  thycatagion. 
Keep  then  fair  league,  and  truce  with  thy  true  bed : 
I  iivediftain-d,  thou  unuifhonoured. 

Ant.  Plead  you  to  me,  fair  dame  ?  I  know  you  not  : 
In  Epbefus  I  am  but  two  hours  old, 
As  ftrange  unto  your  town  as  to  your  talk, 

Who  every  word  by  all  my  wit  being  fcann'd, Wr  n  s  wit  in  all  one  word  to  underftand. 

Luc.  Fie,  brother,  how  the  W  orld  is  chang"d  with  you When  were  you  wont  to  uie  my  fitter  thus  ? 
She  fent  for  you  by  Dnmio  home  to  dinner. 

Ant .  Ey  Drcmio  Z 
Dro.  By  me. 
Adr.  By  thee  ;  and  thus  thou  didft  return  from  him, 

That  he  did  buffet  thee,  and  in  his  blows, 

Denied  my  houfe  for  his,  me  for  his  Wife. 
Ant.  Did  you  converfe,  fir,  with  this  Gentlewoman  • 

What  is  the  courfeand  drift  of  your  corneal:  ? 
5.  Dro .  I,  fir  ?  1  never  faw  her  till  this  time. 
Ant.  Villain,  thou  lieft  •  for  even  her  very  words 

Didft  thou  deliver  to  me  on  the  Mart. 
S.  Dro.  I  never  fpake  with  her  in  all  my  life. 
Ant.  How  can  fhe  thus  then  call  us  by  our  names 

Unlefs  it  be  by  inspiration  ? 
Adr.  How  ill  agrees  it  with  your  gravity, 

To  counterfeit  thus  grofly  with  your  flave, 
Abetting  him  to  thwart  me  in  my  mood  ? 
By  it  my  wrong,  you  are  from  me  exempt, 
But  wrong  not  that  wrong  with  a  more  contempt. 
Come,  I  willfaften  on  thisfleeveof  thine : 
Thou  art  an  Elm,  my  husband,  1  a  Vine : 
Whole  weaknefs  married  to  thy  ftrongerftate 
Makes  me  with  thy  ftrength  to  communicate  • 
If  ought  poffefs  thee  from  me,  it  is  drofs, 
Ufurping  Ivy,  Brier,  or  idle  Mofs, 
Who  all  for  want  of  pruning,  with  intrufion, 
Infect  thy  Sap,  and  live  on  thy  confufion. 

Ant.  To  me  fhe  fpeaks  •  fhe  moves  me  for  her 

theam : What,  was  I  married  to  her  in  my  dream  ? 
Or  fleep  I  now,  and  think  I  hear  all  this  ? 
What  error  drives  our  eyes  and  earsamifs  ? 
Until  I  know  this  fure  uncertainty, 

J'le  entertain  the  free'd  fallacy. 
Luc.  Dromio,  Go  bid  the  fervants  fpread  for  dinner ̂  

>  S.  Dro.  Oh  for  my  beads,  1  crofs  me  for  a  finner. 
This  is  the  Fairy  land :  Oh  fpight  of  fpights  : 
We  talk  with  Goblins,  Owls,  and  Elves  Sprights  : 
If  we  obey  them  not,  this  will  enfue, 

They'l  fuck  our  breath,  or  pinch  us  black  and  blew. 
Luc.  Why  prait'ft  thou  to  thy  felf, 

Drcmioi  thou  Dro'mio,  mail,  thou  flug,  thou  fot  ? S.  Dro.  I  am  transformed,  Mafter,  am  I  not  ? 
Ant.  I  think  thou  art  in  mind,  and  fo  am  I. 
$.  Dro.  Nay,  Mafter,  both  in  mind  and  in  my  fhnpe; 
Ant.  Thou  haft  thine  own  form. 
S.  Dro.  No :  I  am  an  Ape. 

Luc  If  thou  art  chang'd  to  ought,  'tis  to  an  Afs. 
S.  Dro.  'Tis  true,  fhe  rides  me,  and  i  long  for  grafsi 

'Tis  fo :  I  am  an  A  fs:  elfe  it  could  never  be  : 
But  I  fhould  knoiv  her  as  well  as  fhe  knows  me. 

^Adr.  Come,  come,  no  longer  will  1  be  a  fool, 
To  put  the  finger  in  the  eye  af.d  weep, 
Whifft  Man  and  Mafter  laughs  my  woes  to^fcorn  : 

Come,  fir,ft  to  dinner:  Drcmw,  keep  the  gate  : 
Husband,  Tie  dine  above  with  you  to  day, 
And  flirive  you  of  a  thoufand  idle  pranks : 
Sirrah,  if  any  ask  you  for  your  Mafter, 
Say,  he  dines  forth,  and  let  no  creature  enter : 
Come  fifrer  :  Drcmio>  play  the  Porter  well. 

Ant.  Am  I  in  earth,  in  heaven,  or  in  hell  ? 

Sleeping,  or  waking,  mad,  m  well  advis'd : 
Known  untothefe,  and  to  my  felf  diiguis'd  ? 
I'le  fay  as  they  fay.  and  perfevere  fo  : 
Andinthis  mifi  atall adventures go.  : 

S.  Dro.  Mafter,  fhall ;  be  Porter  at  the  gate  ? 
Adr.  I,  arjd  let  none  enter,  left  I  break  your  pate. 

Luc.  Come,  come,  Atiiipbolist  we  dine  too  late. 

ARus  Tertiw.  Scena  Pn 

Enter  Antipholisof  Eph 
Goidftnith,  and 

E.  Ant.  Good  fignior 
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My  Wife  is  fhrewifli  when  I  keep  not  hours ; 

Say,  that  I  linger'd  with  you  at  your  Shop 
To  fee  the  making  of  her  Carkaner, 

And  that  to  morrow  you  will  bring  it  home.. 

But  here's  a  villain  that  would  face  me  down, 
He  met  me  on  the  Mart,  and  that  I  beat  him, 

And  charg'd  him  with  a  thoufand  Marks  in  gold  ; 
And  that  I  did  deny  my  Wife  and  Houfe  i 

Thou  drunkard  thou,  what  did'ft  thou  mean  by  this  ? 

E.  Dro.  Say  what  you  will,  fir,  but  I  know  what  1  know, 

That  you  beat  me  at  the  Mart,I  have  your  hand  to  (how: 

If  the  skin  were  parchment,&  the  blows  you  gave  were  ink, 

Your  hand-writing  would  tell  you  what  I  think. 

E.  Ant.  I  think  thou  art  an  afs/ 

E.  Dro.  Marry,  fo  itdorh  appear 

By  the  wrongs  1  fuffer,  and  the  blows  I  bear: 
I  (hould  kick  being  kicktj  and  being  at  that  pafs, 

You  would  keep  from  my  heels,  and  beware  of  an  afs. 

E.AnX\xt  fad,  Signior  Balthazar :  pray  God  our  cheer 

May  anfwer  my  good  will,and  your  good  welcome  here. 

Ball  hold' your  dainties  cheap,fir.&  your  welcome  dear. E.  Ant-  Ah  fignior  Balthazar,  either  at  flefh  or  fifth, 
A  table-full  of  welcome  makes  fcarce  one  daintv  difti. 

Brf/.Good  meat,  fir,  is  common,  that  every  churl  affords. 

Ant.  And  welcome  more  common;  for  that's  nothing 
but  words. 

Bal.  Small  cheer,  and  great  welcome,  m^kes  a  merry 
feaft. 

Ant.  I,  to  a  niggardly  Hoft,  and  more  fparing  Gueft  r 
But  thorny  cates  be  mean,  take  them  in  good  part; 
Better  Cheer  may  you  have,  but  not  with  better  heart. 
But  loft;  my  door  is  lockt;  go  bid  them  let  us  in. 

E.  Dro.  Maud,  Briget,  Marian,  Cijly,  Gillian,  Ginn. 
5.  Dro.  Mome,  Malt-horle,  Capon,  Coxcombe,  Idiot 

Patch. 

Either  get  thee  from  the  door,  or  fit  down  at  the  hatch : 
Doftthouconjureforwenches,thatthou  cairft  forluch  ftore, 
When  one  is  one  too  many  ?  go  get  thee  from  the  door. 

6.  Dro.  What  patch  is  made  our  porter  ?  my  Mafter 
ftays  in  the  ftreet. 

S.  Dro.  Let  him  walk  from  whence  he  came,  left  he 

catch  cold  on's  feet. 
E.  Ant.  Who  talks  within  there  ?  hoa,  open  the  door. 

S.  Dro.  Right,  fir,  Tie  tell  you  when,  and  you'l  tell  me wherefore. 

Ant.  Wherefore  ?  for  my  dinner  ?  I  have  not  din'd  to 
day. 

S.  Dro.  Nor  to  day  here  you  muft  not :  come  again  when 
you  may. 

Ant.  What  art  thou  that  keep'ft  me  out  from  the  houfe I  owe  ? 

S.Dro.  The  Porter  for  this  time,  fir,  and  my  name  is 
1  Dromio. 

E.  Dro,  O  Villain,  thou  haft  ftol'n  both  mine  Office  and 
my  Name. 

The  one  ne're  got  me  credit,  the  other  mickle  blame : 
If  thou  had'ft  bid  Dromio  to  day  in  my  place, 
Thou  woul'fthavechang'd  thy  face  for  a  name,  or  thy name  for  an  afs/ 

Enter  Luce. 

Luc.  What  acoile  is  there,  Dromio  ?  who  are  thole  at  the 

gate  ? E.  Dro.  Let  my  Mafter  in,  Luce. 
Luc.  Faith,  no ;  he  comes  too  late ;  and  fo  tell  your  Ma- 

fter. 

E.  Dro.  O  Lord,  I  muft  laugh :  have  at  you  with  a  Pro- 
verb. 

Shall  Ifet  in  my  ftaff. 

1  Luc.  Have  at  you  with  another ;  that's  when  ?  can  you tell? 

\  S.Dro.  If  thy  name  be  called  Luce,  Luce,  thou  haft  an- fwer dhim  well. 

Ant.  Do  you  hear,  you  Minion,  you'l  let  us  in,  I 
hope  ? 

Luc.  I  thought  to  have  askt  you. 
S.  Dro.  And  you  laid,  no. 

E.  Dro.So,  come,  help,  well  ftruck  ;  there  was  blow  for blow. 

Ant.  Thou  baggage,  let  me  in. 
Luc.  Can  you  tell  for  whofe  fake  ? 
E.  Dro  Mafter.  knock  the  doc;  hard. 
Luc.  Let  him  knock  till  it  ake. 

Ant.  You'l  cry  for  this,  Minion  if  I  beat  the  door down. 
Luc.  What  needs  all  that,  and  a  pair  of  flocks  in  the Town  ? 

Enter  Adriana. 

Adr.  Who  is  that  at  the  door  that  keeps  all  this  nolle  ? 
S.  Dro.  By  my  troth,  your  Town  is  troubled  with  unru- 

ly boys. Ant.  Are  you  there,  Wife  ?  you  might  have  come  be- fore 

y^r.  Your  Wife,  firknave?  go  get  you  from  the  door. 
E.  Drc.  If  you  went  in  pain,  Mafter,  this  knave  would 

go  lure. Ang.  Here  is  neither  cheer,  fir,  nor  welcome ;  we  would 
rain  have  either. 

Baltz,.  In  debating  .which  wasbeft,  we  fhall  part  with neither. 

E.  Dro.  They  ftand  at  the  door,  Mafter ;  bid  them  wel- come hither. 

Ant.  There  is  fomething  in  the  Wind,  that  we  cannot 

get  in. E.  Dro. You  would  fay  fo,  Mafter,  if  your  garments  were 
thin. 

Your  Cake  here  is  warm  within  i  you  ftand  here  in  the 
cold. 

It  would  make  a  man  as  mad  as  a  Buck  to  be  fo  bought  and 
fold. 

Ant.  Go  fetch  me  fomething,  I'le  break  ope  the  gate. 
S.  Dro.  Break,  any  breaking  here,  and  Tie  break  your 

knaves  pate. 

E.  Dro.  A  man  may  break  a  word  with  you,  fir,  and 
words  are  but  wind , 

I,  and  break  it  in  your  face,  fo  he  break  it  notbehinde. 

S.  Dro.  It  feems  thou  want'ft  breaking ;  Out  upon  thee, hinde. 

E.  Dro.  Here's  too  much  :  Out  upon  thee  \  I  pray  thee  let me  in. 

S.  Dro.  I,  when  fowls  have  no  feathers,  and  fifth  have  no 

•  fin. 

Ant.  Well,  Pie  break  in :  go  borrow  me  a  Crow. 
E.  Dro.  A  crow  without  feather,  Mafter,  mean  you  fo  ? 

For  a  fifh  without  a  fin,  there's  a  fowl  without  a  feather  : 

If  a  crow  help  us  in,  firrah,  we'l  pluck  a  crow  together. 
Ant.  Go,  get  thee  gone,  fetch  me  an  iron  Crow. 
Balth.  Have  patience,  fir :  Oh  Jet  it  not  be  (b ; 

Herein  you  war  againft  your  Reputation, 
And  draw  within  thecompafs  of  fufpecl:, 

Th'unvioiated  honour  of  your  Wife. 
Once  this  your  long  experience  of  your  wifdom, 
Her  fobervertue,  years,  and  modefty, 

Plead  on  your  part  fome  caufe  to  you  unknown  •, 
And  doubt  not,  fir,  but  (he  will  well  excufe 
Why  at  this  time  the  doors  are  made  againft  you. 

Berul'd.  by  me,  depart  in  patience, 
And  let  us  to  the  Tyger  all  to  dinner, 
And  about  evening  come  your  fe!f  alone, 

To  know  the  Reafoh  of  this  ftrange  reltraint- 
If  by  ftrong  hand  you  offer  to  break  in 
Now  in  the  ftirring  paffage  of  the  day, 
A  vulgar  comment  will  be  made  of  it ; 

I  And  thatluppofed  by  the  common  Rout, 

'  Againft  your  yet  ungalied  eltimation. 
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T  hat  may  with  foul  intrufion  enter  in, 
And  dwell  upon  your  grave  when  you  are  dead } 

For  (lander  lives  upon  fucceffion  • 
For  ever  hous'd  where  it  once  gets  pofTeffion. 

Ant.  You  have  prevail'd  ;  1  will  depart  in  quiet, 
And  in  defpightof  mirth  mean  to  be  merry  : 
!  know  a  wench  of  excellent  difcourfe, 
Pretty  and  witty,  wild,  and  yet  too  gentle 
There  will  we  dine ;  this  woman  that  1  mean, 
My  Wife  (but  1  protelt  without  delert) 
Hath  oftentimes  upbraided  me  withal ; 
To  her  will  we  to  dinner  :  get  you  home, 

And  fetch  the  chain  ;  by  this  1  know  'tis  made ; 
Bring  it,  I  pray  you,  to  the  Terpentine  ; 
For  there's  the  houfe  :  That  chain  1  will  beftow 
(Be  it  for  nothing  but  to  fpight  my  Wife) 
Upon  my  holtefs  there :  good  fir,  make  halte : 
Since  mine  own  doors  remfe  to  entertain  me, 

l'le  knock  elwfehere,  to  fee  if  they'l  dildain  me. 
Ang.  l'le  meet  you  at  that  place,  fome  hour,  fir,  hence. 
Ant.  Do  fo :  this  jeft  (hall  colt  me  fome  expence. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Luciana)  with  Antipholis  of  Syracufa. 

'Julia.  And  may  it  be,  that  you  have  quite  forgot 
A  husband's  Office  ?  Shall  Antiphohs, 
Even  in  the  fpring  of  Love,  thy  Love-fprings  rot  ? 
Shall  love  in  buildings  grow  fo  ruinate  ? 
If  you  did  wed  my  filler  for  her  wealth, 
Then  for  her  wealths-fake  ufe  her  with  more  kindnels : 
Or  if  you  like  elfewhere,  do  it  by  Health  , 
Muffle  your  falfe  love  with  fome  fhew  of  blindnefs  : 
Let  not  my  filler  read  it  in  your  eye : 
Be  not  thy  tongue  thy  own  fhames  Orator : 
Look  fweer.  fpeak  fair ;  become  difloyalty : 
Apparel  Vice  like  Venues  harbinger: 

Bear  a  fair  pretence,  thoyour  heart  be  tainted  '7 
Teaih  fin  the  carriage  of  a  holy  Saint  ; 
Be  fecret  falfe  :  what  need.flie  be  acquainted? 
What  fimple  thief  brags  of  his  own  attain? 

'Tis  double  wrong  to  truant  with  your  bed,- 
And  let  her  read  it  in  thy  looks  at  board  : 

Shame  hath  a  baltard-frame,  well  managed  ; 
111  deeds  are  doubled  with  an  evil  word  : 

Alas  poor  women,  make  us  not  believe 
(Being  compapof  credit),  that  you  love  us : 
Tho  others  have  the  arm;  fhew  us  the  fleeve : 

We  in  your  motion  run ;  and  you  may  move  us. 
Then  gentle  brother,  get  you  in  again  ; 
Comfort  my  filter,  chear  her,  call  her  Wife  : 

'Tis  holy  (port  to  be  a  little  vain, 
When  the  Iweet  breath  of  flattery  conquers  ftrife, 

S.  Ant.  Sweet  Miftris :  what  your  name  is  elfe,.I  know not ; 

Nor  by  what  wander  you  do  hit  of  mine  : 
Lels  in  your  knowledg,  and  your  grace  you  fhow  not, 
Than  our  earths  wonder,  more  than  earth,  divine. 
Teach  me,  dear  creature,  how  to  think  and  fpeak  : 
Lay  open  to  my  earthy  grofs  conceit: 

Smother'd  in  errors,  feeble,  fhadow,  weak, 
The  foulded  meaning  of  your  wordsdeceit: 
A„gain(t  my  fouls  pure  truth,  why  labour  you, 
To  make  it  wander  in  an  unknown  field  ? 

Are  you  a  god  ?  would  you  create  me  new  ? 

Transform  me  then,  and  to  your  power  i'leyeild. 
But  if  that  I  am  I;  then  well  I  know, 

Y'our  weeping  filter  is  no  Wife  of  mine, Nor  to  her  bed  a  homage  do  I  owe  : 
Far  more,  far  more  to  you  do  1  decline  : 
Oh  train  me  not,  fweet  Mermaid  with  thy  notei 
To  drown  me  in  thy  filters  flood  of  tears: 
Sing  Siren  for  thy  felf,  and  I  will  dote  : 
Spread  o  re  the  filver  waves  thy  golden  hairs, 

And  as  a  bed  l'le  take  thee,  and  there  lie : 
And  in  that  glorious  liippofition  think, 

He  gains  by  death  that  hath  fuch  means  to  die  :  " 
Let  Love,  being  light,  be  drowned  if  fhe  fink. 

Luc.  What,  are  you  mad,  that  you  do  reafon  fo  ? 
Ant.  Net  mad,  but  mated,  how,  1  do  not  know. 
Lot.  It  is  a  fault  that  fpringeth  from  your  eye. 
Ant.Fov  gazing  on  your  beams,  fair  Sun  being  by. 
Luc.  Gaze  when  you  mould,  and  that  will  clear  your 

fight. Ant.  As  good  to  wink,  fweet  love,  as  look  on  night. 
Luc.  Why  call  you  me,  love  ?  call  my  filter  fo 
Ant.  Thy  fillers  filter. 
Luc  That's  my  filter. 
Ant.  No  :  it  is  my  felf,  mine  own  felfs  better  part: 

Mine  eyes  clear  eye,  my  dear  hearts  dearer  heart, 
My  food,  my  fortune,  and  my  Iweet  hopes  aim, 
My  fole  earths  heaven,  and  my  heavens  claim. 

Luc.  All  this  my  filter  is,  or  elfe  fhould  be. 
Ant.  Call  thy  felf,  filler  fweet ;  kfor  I  am  thee : 

Thee  will  I  love,  and  with  thee  lead  my  life  S 
Thou  haft  no  husband  yet,  nor  I  no  wife : 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Luc  Oh  foft  fir,  hold  you  Hill : 

He  fetch  my  filter,  to  get  her  good  will. 

Enter  Dromio,  Siracula. 

Ant.  Why  how  now,  Dromie,  where  runn'ft  thou  fo 
fall  ? 

S.Dro.  Do  you  know  me,  fir  ?  Am  I  Dromia?  Am  I 
your  man  ?  Am  I  my  felf? 

sAnt.  Thou  art  Dromioj  thou  art  my  man,  thou  art 

thy  felf 
tDro.  1  am  an  afs,  I  am  a  womans  man,  and  befides  my felf 

Ant.  What  womans  man  ?  and  how  befides  thy felf? 

Dro.  Marry  fir,  befides  my  felf,  I  am  due  to  a  woman. 
One  that  claims  me,  one  that  haunts  me,  one  that  will  have 

me. Ant.  What  claim  lays  fhe  to  thee  ? 
Dro.  Marry  fir,  fuch  claim  as  you  would  lay  to  your 

horfe ;  and  fhe  would  have  me  as  a  bead  •,  not  that  I  being 
a  beaft,  fhe  would  have  me,  but  that  {he  being  a  very  bealt- 
Iy  creature,  lays  claim  to  me. 

Ant.  What  is  fhe? 

Dro.  A  very  reverent  body  :  I,  fuch  a  one  as  a  man  may 
not  fpeak  of,  without  he  lay,  fir  reverence  :  I  have  but 
lean  luck  in  the  match ;  and  yet  is  fhe  a  wondrous  fat  mar- 
riage. 

Ant.  How  dolt  thou  mean,  a  fat  marriage? 

Dro.  Marry  fir,  (he's  the  Kitchin-wench,  and  all  greafe, 
and  I  know  not  what  ufe  to  put  her  to,  but  to  make  a  Lamp 
of  her,  and  run  from  her  by  her  own  light.  1  warrant,  her 
Rags,  and  the  Tallow  in  them,  will  burn  a  Toland  Winter: 

if  fhe  lives  till  doomlday,  fhe'l  burn  a  week  longer  than the  whole  World. 
Ant.  What  complexion  is  fhe  of? 
Dro.  Swart,  like  my  fhooe,  but  her  face  nothing  like  fo 

clean  kept:  for  why?  fhe  fweats,  a  man  may  go  over- 
fhoees  in  the  grime  of  it. 

Ant.  That's  a  fault  that  water  will  mend. 

Dro.  No,  fir,  'tis  in  grain ;  JSW/s  flood  could  not  do 

it. Ar  t.  What's  her  name  ? 
Dro.  Nell,  fir:  but  her  name  is  three  quarters ;  that's  an 

Ell  and  three  quarters  will  not  meafure  her  from  hip  to 
hip. 

Ant.  Then  fhe  bears  fome  breadth  ? 

Dro.  No  longer  from  head  to  foot,  than  from  hip  to  hip: 
fhe  is  fpherical,  like  a  globe :  I  could  find  out  Countries  in 
her. 

Ant.  In  what  part  of  her  body  Hands  Ireland? 

Dro 

  ■  — :  J 
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Dro.  Marry  fir,  in  her  buttocks;  I  found  it  out  by  the 
bogs. 

zAnt.  Where  Scotland  ? 
Dro.  I  found  it  by  the  barrennefs,  hard  in  the  palm  of 

the  hand.  - 
Ant.  Where  France  ? 

Dro.  In  her  forehead,  arm'd,and  reverted,  making  war 
againft  her  hair. 

Ant.  Where  England  ? 

Dro.  Ilook'd  for  the  chalky  Cliffs,  but  I  could  find  no 
whitenefs  in  them :  But  I  guefs,  itftood  in  her  chin,  by  the 
fait Rheume  that  ran  between  France  and  it. 

Ant.  Where  Spain  ? 
Dro.  Faith,  Lfaw.it  not;  but  I  felt  it  hot  in  her  breath. 
Ant.  Where  America,  the  Indies  ? 

Bro.  Oh  fir,  upon  her nofo,  all  o're  embellifhed  with  Ru- 
bies, Carbuncles,  Saphires,  declining  their  rich  afpecl:  to 

the  hot  breath  of  Spain,  whofent  whole  Armadoes  of  Car- 
racls  to  be  ballaft  at  her  nofe. 

Ant.  Where  flood  Belgia,  the  Netherlands  ? 
Dro.  Oh  fir,  I  did  not  look  fo  low.  To  conclude,  this 

drudg,  or  Diviner,  laid  claim  to  me,  call'd  me  Dromio, 

fwore  I  was  affur'd  to  her,  told  me  what  privy  marks  I  had 
about  me.  as  the  marks  on  my  fhoulder,  theMole  in  my 

neck,  the  great  Wart  on  my  left  arm,  that  f,  amaz'd, 
ran  from  her,  as  a  Witch.  And  I  think,  if  mybreafthad 
not  been  made  of  faith,  and  my  heart  of  fteel,  Ihe  had 

transform^  me  to  a  Curtal  dog,  and  made  me  turn  i'  th' 
wheel. 

Ant.  Go  hie  thee  prefently  ;  poftto  the  Road ; 
And  if  the  wind  blow  any  way  from  fhore, 
I  will  not  harbour  in  this  Town  to  night. 
If  any  Bark  put  forth,  come  to  the  Mart; 
Where  1  will  walk  till  thou  return  to  me : 

If  every  one  knows  us,  and  we  know  none, 

'Tis  time  I  think  to  trudg,  pack  and  be  gone. Dro.  As  from  a  Bear  a  man  would  run  for  life, 
So  fly  I  from  her  that  would  be  my  Wife.  Exit. 

,  Ant.  There's  none  but  Witches  do  inhabit  here ; 
And  therefore 'tis  high  time  that  1  were  hence  :. 
She  that  doth  call  me  husband,  even  my  foul 
Doth  for  a  wife  abhor :  But  her  fair  fifter, 
Poffeft  with  fuch  a  gentle  foveraign  grace, 
Of  fuch  inchantingprefence  and  difcourfe, 
Hath  almo::  made  me  Traitor  to  my  felf  : 
Butleaft  my  felf  be  guilty  to  felf- wrong, 

l'le  ftopmine  ears  againit  the  Mermaids  fong. 

8? 

Enter  Angelo  with  the  Chain. 

Ang.  M.  Antipholis: 

Ant.  I,  that's  my  name. 
Ang.  I  know  it  well  fir,  lb,  here's  the  Chain : 

I  thought  to  have  tane  you  at  the  Forpentine  : 
The  Chain  unfinifht  made  me  ftay  thus  long. 

Ant.  What  is  your  will  that  I  fhall  do  with  this  ? 
Ant.  What  pleafe  your  felf,  fir :  I  have  made  it  for 

you. 
Ant.  Make  it  for  me,  fir !  I  befpoke  it  not. 
Ang.  Not  once ,  not  twice  ,  but  twenty  times  you have: 

Go  home  with  it,  and  pleafe  your  Wife  withal ; 
And  foon  atfupper-time  Tie  vifit  you, 
And  then  receive  my  money  for  the  Chain. 

Ant.  I  pray  you,  fir,  receive  the  money  now, 
For  fear  you  ne're  lee  Chain,  nor  money  more. 

Ang.  You  are  a  merry  man,  fir :  fare  you  well.  Exit. 
■Ant.  What  I  fhould  think  of  this,  I  cannot  tell : 

But  this  I  think,  there's  no  man  is  fo  vain, 
That  would  refufe  fo  fair  an  offer  d  Chain.  ; 
I  fee  a  man  here  needs  not  live  by  fhifts, 
when  in  the  ftreets  he  meets  fuch  golden  gifts : 
We  to  the  Mart,  and  there  for  Dromio  ftay : 
If  any  Ship  put  out,  then  ftrait  away.  Exit 

ARmQuartus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  a  Merchant,  Goldfmith,  and  an  Officer. 

a  *f*rr'  T?U  ktl0W  fince  Pe»^#  the  fum  is  due  • And  fince  Ihave  not  much  importuned  you  : Nor  now  I  had  not,  but  that  [  am  bound 
7  o  Verfta,  and  Want  Gilders  for  m v  Voyage  : Therefore  make  prefent  fatisfaftion: 
Or  I  Ie  attach  you  by  this  Officer 

Gold.  Even  juft  the  fum  that  I  do  owe  to  you, 
Is  growing  to  me  by  Anuphohs  ■ And  intheinftant  that  I  met  withyoil 
He  had  of  me  a  Chain  :  at  five  a  clock 
I  fhall  receive  the  money  for  the  fame  • 
Pleafeth  you  walk  with  me  down  to  his  houfe 
I  wjl  difcharge  my  bond,  and  thank  you  too*. 

StfwAntipholisEpheC  Dromio  from  the  Courtezans. 

°Ant  Wh  i  lf°Ut  y?U  may  fave  :  See  where  he  comes 
Ant.  While  I  go  to  the  Goldfmith^  houfe,  go  thou And  buy  a  Ropes  end  \  that  will  I  beftow 

Among  my  Wife,  and  their  Confederates, 
For  locking  me  out  of  mv  doors  by  day  1 
But  foft :  I  fee  the  Goldfmith  :  get  thee  gone  ; 
Buy  *°u  aRope;  and  bring  it  home  to  me. 

Dro.  I  buy  a  thoufand  pound  a  year;  I  buy  a  Rope. 

Eph.  Ant.  A  man  is  well  hope  up  that  trufts  to  you : I  promifed  your  prefence,  and  the  Chain  • 
But  neither  Chain  nor  Goldfmith  came  to  me  • 
Belike  yon  thought  our  love  would  lafttoo  long 

If  JS  ™erce  chain'd  aether  1  and  therefore  came  not. Gold.  Saving  your  merry  humour,  here's  the  Note, 
How  much  your  Chain  weighs  to  the  utmoft  Raccat  * 

^  u  !ne[S  °f  the  Gold;  and  chargeful  fafhion Which  doth  amount  to  three  odd  Duckets  more 
Than  I  ftand  debted  to  this  Gentleman  ; 

I  pray  you  fee  him  prefently  difcharg'd  • 
For  he  is  bound  to  Sea,  and  ftaysbut  for'it. Ant.  lam  not  furnifh  d  with  the  prefent  money* Befides,  I  have  fome  bufinefs  in  the  Town ; 
Good  Signiortake  theftranger  to  my  houfe, 
And  with  you  rake  the  Chain,  and  bid  my  Wife Disbur(e  the  fum  on  the  receipt  thereof: 

Perchance  I  will  be  there  as  foon  as  you". 
m.°U'  Then  you  Wl11  brin§  the  chain  t0  her  your 

Ant.  No  .•  bear  it  with  you,  left  1  come  not  time  e- nough. 

Gold.  Well  fir,  I  will.-  Have  you  the  Chain  about 

you  ? 

Ant.  And  if  I  have  not,  lir,  I  hope  you  have: 
Or  elfe  you  may  return  without  your  money. 

Gold.  Nay,  come,  I  pray  you,  fir,  give  me  the  Chain; 
Both  Wind  and  Tide  ftays  for  cae  Gentleman ; 

And  I  too  blame  have  held  him  here  too  long.' Ant.  Good  Lord,  you  ufe  this  dalliance  to  excufe 
Your  breach  of  promife  to  the  Porpentmc  : 
I  ftiould  have  chid  you  for  not  bringing  it ; 

But  likeafhrew,  you  firft  begin  to  brawl.' Mer.  The  hour  fteals  on ;  I  pray  you,  fir,  difpatch. 
Gold.  You  hear  how  he  importunes  me  the  Chain  : 
Ant.  Why,  give  it  to  my  Wife,  and  fetch  your  money 
Gold.  Come,  come,  you  know  I  gave  it  you  even  now. 

Either  fend  the  Chain,  or  fend  me  by  fome  token. 
^«;.Fie,  now  you  run  this  humour  out  of  breath : 

Come,  Where's  the  Chain  ?  I  pray  you  let  me  foe  it. Mer 
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fifer.  My  bufmefs  cannot  brook  this  dalliance : 

Good  fir  fay,  whc'r  you'l  anfvver  me,  or  no : 
It'  not,  L'le  leave  him  to  the  Officer. 

Ant.  I  anfwer  yoa  ?  Why  (bould  Ianfweryou  ? 

G.  ;a.  The  money  that  you  owe  me  for  the  Chain. 

Ant.  I  owe  you  none  till  1  receive  the  Chain. 

Gold.  You  know  1  gave  it  you  half  an  hour  fince. 

Ant.  You  gave  me  none:  you  wrong  me  much  to  fey 
lb. 

Gold  You  wrong  me,  fir,  in  denying  it : 
Confider  how  it  ftands  upon  my  credit. 

Mer.  Well,  Officer,  arrcft  him  at  my  fuit. 

Offi.  1  do  •  and  charge  you  in  the  Duke's  Name  to  obey 
me. 

Gold.  This  touches  me  in  Reputation. 
Either  confent  to  pay  thefumfor  me ; 
Or  I  attach  you  by  this  Officer. 

Ant.  Confent  to  pay  that  I  never  had . 

Arreft  me,  foolifli  fellow,  if  thou  dar'ft. 
Gold.  Here  is  thy  fee ;  arreft  him,  Officer, 

i  would  not  fpare  my  brother  in  this  cafe, 
If  he  fhould  fcorn  me  fo  apparently. 

Offi.  1  do  arreft  you,  fir  ;  you  hear  the  fuit. 
Ant.  I  do  obey  thee  till  I  give  thee  bail. 

But  firiuh,  you  fhall  buy  this  fport  as  dear 
As  all  the  metal  in  your  (hop  will  anfwer. 

Gold.  Sir,  fir,  1  (hall  have  Law  in  Ephefus> 
To  your  notorious  fhame,  1  doubt  it  ript. , 

Enter  Dromio  Sira.  front  the  Bay. 

Drc.  Mafter,  there's  a  Bark  of  Epidamium,  ,v> 
That  ftays  but  till  her  Owner  comes  aboard  ;  i 
Then, fir,  (he  bears  away.  Our  fraughtagc,  fir, 

I  have  convey'd  aboard  ;  and  I  have  brought 
The  O//,  the  Balfamum,  and  Aqua-vita. 
The  Ship  is  in  her  trim ;  the  merry  wind 
Blows  fair  from  land  :  they  ftay  for  nought  at  ajl, 
But  for  their  Owner,  Mafter,  and  your  lelf. 

Ant.  How  now !  a  mad  man !  Why,  thou  peevifli  fheep 
What  Ship  of  Epidamium  ftays  forme?  r 

S.  Dro.  A  Ship  you  fent  me  to,  to  hire  waftage, 
Ant.  Thou  drunken  flave,  I  fent  thee  for  a  Rope ; 

And  told  thee  to  what  purpofe  and  what  end. 
S.  Dro.  You  fent  me  for  a  Ropes  end  as  foon  : 

You  fent  me  to  the  Bay,  fir,  for  a  Bark. 
Ant.  I  will  debate  this  matter  at  more  leifure, 

And  teach  your  ears  to  lift  me  with  more  heed  : 
To  Adnana,  Villain,  hie  thee  ftrait : 
Give  her  this  key,  and  tell  her  in  the  Desk 

That's  cover'd  o're  with  Turkijh  Tapiftry, 
There  is  a  purfeof  Duckets  \  let  her  fend  it: 
Tell  her,  I  am  arretted  in  the  ftreet ; 
And  that  fhall  bail  me :  hie  thee  flave  j  be  gone: 
On  Officer  to  prifon  till  it  come.  Exeunt. 

S.  Dro.  To  Adnana  ,  that  is  where  we  din'd ; 
Where  Dowfabel  did  claim  me  for  her  husband : 
She  is  too  big,  I  hope,  for  me  to  compafs :  . 
Thither  I  muft,  altho  againft  my  will : 
For  Servants  muft  their  Mafters  minds  fulfil.  Exit. 

:,\  :  i-       •    .  .r  v  '  * Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 

Adr.  Ah  Luciana,  did  he  tempt  theefo  ? 

Might'ft  thou  perceive  aufterely  in  his  eye, 
I  hat  he  did  plead  in  earneft,  yea  or  no  ?  • 

ook'd  he  or  red  or  pale,  or  fed  or  merrily  ? 
'  \  h  it  Obiervation  mad'lt  thou  in  this  cafe, 
Of  his  heart's  Meteors  tilting  in  his  face  ? 

Luc.  Firft  he  denied  you  had  in  him  no  right. 
Adr.  He  meant  he  did  me  none ;  the  more  my  fpight. 
Luc.1  hen  fworp  he,  that  he  was  a  ftranger  here. 
Adr.  And  true  he  Iwore  ,  though  yet  forfworn  he 

wei  e. 

Luc  Then  pleaded  f  for  you. 
Adr.  And  what  faid  he  ? 

Luc.  Tl  iatlovelbegg'd  for  you,  he  begg'd  of 'me. Adr.  With  what  perfwafion  did  hetempc  thy  love? 
Luc.  With  words  that  in  an  honeft  fuit  might  move: 

irft,  he  did  praife  my  beauty,  then  my  fpeech. 
Adr.  Did'ft  fpeak  him  fair  ? 
Luc  Have  patience  I  befeech. 
Adr.  1  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  hold  me  ftill : 

My  tongue,  tho  not  my  heart,  (hall  have  his  will. 
He  is  deformed,  crooked,  old  and  fere, 
Ill-fac'd,  worfe  bodied,  fhapelefs  every  where : Vicious,  ungentle,  foolifh,  blunt,  unkind, 
Stigmatical  in  making,  worfe  the  mind. 

Luc.  Who  would  be  jealous  then  of  fuch  a  one  ? 

No  evil  loft  is  wail'd  when  it  is  gone. 
Adr.  Ah  !  but  I  think  him  better  than  I  fay: 

And  yet  would  herein  others  eyes  were  worfe  : 
Far  from  her  neft  the  Lapwing  cries  away : 

My  heart  prays  for  him,  tho  my  tongue  do  curie. 

Enter  S.  Dromio. 

Dro.  Here:  go:  the  desk,  thepurfe:  fweet  now  make hafte. 

Luc.  How  haft  thou  loft  thy  breath  ? 
S.  Dro.  By  running  faft. 
Adr.  Where  is  thy  Mafter,  Dromio  ?  Is  he  well  ? 

S.  Dro.  No  :  he's  in  Tartar  limbo  ;  worfe  than  hell : A  devil  in  an  everlafting  garment  hath  him  ; 
One  whofe  hard  heart  is  button'd  up  with  fteel : 
A  Fiend,  a  Fairy,  pitilefs  and  ruff : 
A  Wolf ;  nay,  worfe,  a  fellow  all  in  Buff ; 
A  back-friend,  a  Ihoulder-clapper,  one  that  countermands 
The  paffages  of  allies,  creeks,  and  narrow  lands : 
A  hound  that  runs  counter,  and  yet  draws  drifoot  well ; 
One  that  before  the  judgment  carries  poor  fouls  to  hell. 

Adr.  Why  man,  what  is  the  matter  ? 
S.  Dro.  I  do  not  know  the  matter :  he  is  refted  on  the 

cafe. 
Adr.  What,  is  he  arrefted  ?  tell  me  ar  whofe  fuit  ? 
S.  Dro.  I  know  not  at  whofe  fuit  he  is  arrefted:  well : 

but  he's  in  a  fuit  of  buff  which  refted  him ;  that  I  can  tell: 
Will  you  fend  him  Miftris  Redemption,  the  money  in  his 

desk  ? 
Adr.  Go  fetch  it,  fifter :  this  I  wonder  at. 

Exit  Luciana. That  he  unknown  tome  fhould  be  in  debt: 
Tell  me,  was  he  arrefted  on  a  band  ? 

S.  Dro.  Not  on  a  band,  but  on  a  ftronger  thing ; 
A  chain,  a  chain  :  do  you  not  hear  it  ring  ? 

Adr.  What,  the  chain  ? 

S.  Dro.  No,  the  bell :  'tis  time  that  I  were  gone  : 
It  was  Two  e're  I  left  him,  and  now  the  clock  ftrikes  One. 

csldr.The  hour's  come  back !  that  did  I  never  hear. 
S.  Dro.  Oh  yes  ;  if  any  hour  meet  a  Sergeant,  a  turns 

back  for  very  fear. 

Adr.  As  if  Time  were  in  debt: how  fondly  do'ft  thou  rea- 

fon? •S.  Dro.  Time  is  a  very  bankrout,  and  owes  more  than  he's worth  tofeafbn. 

Nay,  he's  a  thief  too  :  have  you  not  heard  men  fey, 
That  time  comes  ftealing  on  by  night  and  day  ? 
If  I  be  in  debt  and  theft,  and  a  Sergeant  in  the  way, 
Hath  he  not  Reafon  to  turn  back  an  hour  in  a  day  ? 

Enter  Luciana. 

Luc.  Go,  Dromio ;  there's  the  money ;  bear  it  ftraight, 
And  bring  thy  Mafter  home  immediately; 
Come  fifter,  lam  preft  down  with  conceit  : 
Conceit,  my  comfort  and  my  injury. 

Sxit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Antipholis  Siracufian. 

An.  S.  There's  not  a  man  I  meet  but  doth  falute  me, 

As  if  I  were  their  well  acquainted  friend, 

And  every  one  doth  call  me  by  my  name : 

Some  tender  money  to  me  ,  fome  invite  me ; 

Some  other  give  me  thanks  for  k  indneffes ; 

Some  offer  me  Commodities  to  buy. 

Even  now  a  tailor  call'd  me  in  his  fhop, 

And  fhowM  me  Silks  that  he  had  bought  for  me. 

And  therewithal  took  roeafure  of  my  body. 

Sure  thefe  are  but  imaginary  wiles, 

And  Lapland  Sorcerers  inhabit  here. 
Enter  Dromio,  Sira. 

S  Bra.  Mafter,  here's  the  gold  you  fent  mc  for  .-what 

have  you  get  thepiaure  of  old  Adam  new  apparel
'd  ? 

Ant.  What  gold  is  this  ?  What  Adam  .do'ft  th
ou 

°  T.<Dro.  Not  that  Adam  that  kept  the  Paradife :  but 
that  Adam  that  keeps  the  prifon  he  that  goes  in  the 

calves-skin,  that  was  kil'd  for  the  Prodigal  :  he  that 

came  befeinde  you  fir,  like  an  evil  Angel,  and  bid  youfor- 
lake  your  liberty. 

An.  I  underftand  thee  not. 

S.  Vro.  No  ?  why  tis  a  plain  cafe :  he  that  went  like 

.  Bafe  Viol  in  a  cafe  of  leather  ;  the  man  fir,  that  when 

Gentlemen  are  tired  gives  them  a  fob,  and  refts  them  : 

he  fir  that  t?kes  pity  on  decayed  men,  and  gives  them 

fuits  of  durance  :  he  that  fets  up  his  reft  to  do  more  ex- 

ploits with  his  Mace,  than  aM>risPik?. 

Ant.  What  !  thou  mean'ft  an  officer  ? 
S.  Dro.  1  fir,  ihe  Serjeant  of  the  Band  :  he  that  brings 

any  man  to  anfwer  it  that  breaks  his  Band  •,  one  that 
thinks  a  man  alwayes  going  to  bed,  and  faith,  God  give 
you  good  teft.  „ 

Ant.  Wei!  fir,  there  reft  in  your  foolery. 

Is  there  any  Ship  puts  forth  ro  night  ?  may  we  be  gone? 

S.  Dro.  Wliy  fir,  I  brought  you  word  an  hour  fince 
that  the  Bark  Expedition  put  forth  to  night ,  and  then, 

were  you  hindred  by  the  Serjeant  to  tany  for  the  Hoy 
Delay,  Here  are  the  Angels  that  you  fent  for  to  deliver 

you. Ant.  Thef.llow  is  diftraft,  and  foam  I, 
And  hnc  we  wander  in  Illufbns: 
Same  bleffed  puwer  deliver  us  from  hence. 

Enter  a  Cmtizan. 
Cur.  Well  met ,  well  met,  Mafter  Antipholis. 

I  fee  fir,  you  have  found  the  Goldi'miih  now: Is  that  the  Chain  you  promised  me  to  day  f 
Ant.  Sathan  avoid,  I  charge  thte  tempt  me  not. 
S.  Dro.  flatter  ,  is  this  Miftris  Sathan  ? 
Ant.  It  is  the  devil. 

S.  Vro.  Nay,  fhe  is  worfe,  fhe  is  the  devils  dam  : 
\nd  here  fhe  comes  in  the  habit  of  a  light  wench,  and 

thereof  comes  that  the  wenches  fay  God  d^mrae,  That's 
as  much  to  fay,  Gad  make  me  a  light  wench.  It  is  writ- 

ten they  appear  to  men  like  angels  of  light,  light  is  an 
uT.cT  of  fire,  and  fire  will  burn  :  trgoy  light  wenches  will 
burn,  come  not  near  her. 

Cur.  Your  man  and  you  are  marvellous  merry  fir. 

Wiil  you  go  with  me ,  wet'll  mend  our  dinner  here  ? 
S.  Dro.  Mafxer,ifyou  do,  exptcY  fpooR-meat,  or  be- 

fp.ak  a  long  fpoon. 
Am.  Why  Dromio? 
S.  Dromio.  Marry  he  muft  have  a  long  fpoon  that  roxfi 

eit  with  the  devil. 

Ant.  Avoid  thou  fiend,  what  tel'ft  thou  me  of  fjp- 
Thcu  art,  (  as  you  are  all  )  aforcerefk  ?  (  ping? 
I  conjure  thee  to  leave  me,  and  be  gone. 

Cur.  Give  me  the  ring  of  mine  you  had  at  dinner, 

Or  for  my  Diamond  the  chain  ycupromis'd, 
And  lie  be  gone  fir  ,  and  net  trouble  you.- 

S.  'Dro.  Some  devils  ask  but  ihe  parings  of  ones  nail, 
arufh,a  hair,  a  drop  of8  blood,  a  pin,  a  nut,  a  cherry- 
ftone :  but  fhe  mare  covetous,  would  have  a  chain.  Ma- 

fier  be  wife,  and  if  you  give  it  hei  ,the  devil  willfhake  her 
Chain,  and  fright  usw.th  it. 

Cur.  I  pray  you  fir,  my  Ring,  or  elfe  the  Chair1* 
I  hope  you  do  not  mean  to  cheat  m  ■  fo  ? 

Ant.  Avant  thou  witch:  Coire  Dromio  let  us  go; 

S.   Dro.  fiie  pride,  fays  the  Peacok,  Miftris  thnt 
you  know.  Exwet. 

Cur.  Now  out  of  doubt  Antipholis  is  mad, 
Elfe  would  he  never  fo.  demean  himielr, 
A  Ring  he  hath  of  mine  worth  forty  Duckets? 
And  for  the  fame  he  promL'd  me  a  Chain, Both  one  and  other  he  denies  me  now  : 
The  reafon  that  I  gather  he  is  mad, 
(  Befides  this  prefent  infhnce  of  his  rage,  ) 
Is  a  road  tale  he  told  to  day  at  dinner, 

Of  his  own  doors  being  fhut  againft  his* entrance^ Belike  his  wife  acquainted  with  his  fits, 
On  purpofe  fhut  the  doors  againft  his  way. 
My  way  is  now  to  hie  home  to  his  houfe, 
And  tell  his  wife  that  being  Lunatick, 

He  rufh'd  into  my  hcufe,  and  took  perforce 
My  Ring  away.  This  courfe  I  fimft  choofe, 
For  forty  Duckets  is  too  much  to  bfe, 

Enter  Antipholis  Ephef.  with  a  Jaylor. 
An.  Fear  me  not  man,  I  will  not  break  away, 

He  give  thee  ere  I  leave  thee  fo  much  money, 
To  warrant  thee  as  I  am  refted  for. 
My  wife  is  in  a  wayward  mood  to  day, 
And  will  not  lightly  trufl  the  meuengefij 
That  I  fhould  be  attach 'd  in  Ephe/us, 

I  tell  you  'twill  found  harfhly  ;n  h.r  eat  s. 
Enttr  Dromio  Eph.  with  a  ropes  end* 

Here  comes  ray  Man,  1  think  he  brings  th^  money* 
How  now  fir?  Have  you  that  I  lent  you  for  ? 

E.  Dro*  Here's  that  I  warrant  you  will  pay  them  all 
.  Anti.  But  where's  the  Money  ? 

£.  Dro.-  Why  fir,  I  gave  the  Mmey  for  tke  Rope, 
Ant.  Five  hundred  Duckets  villain  f.  i  a  rope? 
E,  Dro.  Ileferve  you  fir,  five  hundred  at  the  rate. 
Ant.  To  what  end  did  i  bid  thee  hie  thee  homi  ? 

£.  Dro.  To  a  ropes  end  fir,  and  to  that  en  J  am  i  re> 

turri'd. 
Ant.  And  to  that  end  fir,  I  will  welcome  you. 

Offi.  Good  fir  be  patient. 
£.  Dro.  Nay  'tis  for  me  to  be  patient,  I  am  in  adver- fity. 

Offi.  Good  now  hold  thy  tongue. 
E.  Dro.  Nay,  rather  periwade  him  to  hold  his  hands. 
Anti.  Thou  whorfon  fenfies  Villain- 
£.  Dro- 1  would  I  were  fenflefs  fir,  that  I  might  not 

feel  your  blows. 
Anti.  Thou  art  fenfible  in  nothing  but  blows,  and 

fo  is  an  Afie. 

E.  Dro.  I  am  an  AfTe  indeed  ,  you  may  prove  it  by 
my  long  ears.  I  have  ferved  him  from  the  hour  of  my 
Nativity  to  this  inftant,  and  have  nothirg  at  his  hands 

for  my  fervice  but  blows.  When  I  am  cold  ,  he  h.-ats 
me  with  beating  ;  when  I  am  warm ,  he  cools  me  with 

beating:!  am  waK'd  with  it  w!  en  1  flcep ,  rais'd  wirh 
it  when  I  fit,  driven  out  of  doors  with  it  when  I 

from  home,  welcom'd  home  with  it  when  I  return  *, 
I  bear  it  on  my  fhoulders ,  as  a  begger  vvoont  bar  bta*, 

and  I  think  when  he  hath  lam'd  n.e,  I  fhall  beg  with 
it  from  door  to  door. 

Enter  Adriana,  Luciana,  Cotirtizan,  and  a  School- 
mafter  ,  called  Pinch, 

Ant.  Come  go    along,  my  wife  is  coming  yon- der. 

E.  Dro.  Miftris  refpicefinem,  refpeft  your  end, or  ra- 
ther thr  prophefie  like  the  Parrot,  beware  the  ropes  end. 

Anti.  Wilt  thou  ftill  talk  ?  Beats  Dros 

Cur-  How  fay  you  now  ?  Is  not  your  husband  mad  ? 
Adri.  His  incivility  confirms  no  Icffe  : 

Good  Doftor  Pinchj  you  are  a  Conjurer. 
H  EftabUfh 

nsv 
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£!UbUm  htro  in  his  true  fence  again, 

And  I  will  pie  ate  you  what  you  will  demand. 

Luc.  Alas  how  fiery  and  how  fharp  he  looks, 

Qur.  Mark,  how  he  trembles  in  his  extafie. 

Pitich.  Give  me  your  hand ,  and  let  me  feel  your 

pulfe. 
Ant.  There  js  my  hand,  and  let  it  feel  your  ear. 

Finch.  I  charge  thee  Satan,  hous'd  within  this  man 
To  yecld  poffeffion  to  my  hoiy  prayers, 
And  to  thy  ftate  cf  das kneis  hie  thee  ftraight, 

i  conjure  thee  by  all  the  Saints  in  Heaven. 

Ant.  Peace  doting  wizard,  peace  j  1  am  not  mad. 

Adr.  Oh  that  thou  wer't  not,  poor  diftreffed  foul. 
Ant.  You  minion  you, are  thefe  your  Cuftoraers? 

Did  this  companion  with  the  faffron  face 
Revel  and  feaft  it  at  my  houfe  today, 

Whil'ft  upon  me  the  £,uiltie  doors  were  (hut, 
And  I  denied  to  enter  in  my  houfe. 

Adr.  O  husband,  God  doth  know  you  din 'd  at  home, 
Where  would  you  had  remaind  until  this  time, 
Free  from  thefe  /landers,  and  this  open  fhame. 
Am.  Din'd  at  home  ?  Thou  Villain ,  what  fayeft 

thou  ? 

Dro.  Sir  foothtofay,  you  did  not  dine  at  home. 
Ait.  Were  not  ray  doors  lockt  up,  and  I  fhutout  ? 
Dro.  Perdie,  your  doors  were  lockt,  and  and  you  (hut 

out. 
Ami.  And  did  not  fhe  her  felf  revile  me  there  ? 

Dro.  Sans  Fable,  (he  her  fclf  revil'd  you  there. 
Ant.  DA  not  her  Kitchen-maid  rail,  taunt,  and  fcorn 

me  ? 

Dro.  ftrtis  fhe  did,  the  Kitchen  veftal  fcorn'd  you: 
Ant.  And  did  not  I  in  rage  depart  from  thence? 
Dro.  In  veritie  you  did,  my  bones  bear  witnefs, 

That  fince  have  felt  the  vigor  of  his  rage. 

Adr  b's  good  to  fmooth  him  in  thefe  contraries  ? 
Pinch.  It  is  no  fhame,  the  fellow  finds  his  vain, 

And  yeHding  to  him ,  humors  well  his  fr enfie. 
*A*t.  Thou  haft  fubornd  theGoldfroith  to  arreft  me. 

Air.  Alas,  1  fent  you  Money  to  redeem  you, 
By  Dromio  here,  who  came  in  haft  for  it. 

Dro.  Money  by  mi  ?  Heart  and  good  will  you  might, 
But  furelv  Mafter  not  a  rag  of  Money. 

Ant  W:ntft  not  thou  to  her  for  a  purfe  of  Duckets  ? 

Adri.  He  came  to  me,  and  I  deliver'd  it. 
Lnci.  And  I  am  witnels  with  her  that  fhe  did. 

Dro.  God  and  the  Rope-maker  bear  me  witnefs, 
That  1  was  fent  for  nothing  but  a  rope. 

Finch.  Miftris,  both  man  and  Mafter  is  polled, 
I  know  it  by  their  pale  and  deadly  looks. 
They  muft  be  bound  and  laid  in  fome  dark  room. 

Ant.  Say  wherefore  didft  thou  lock  me  forth  to  day> 
And  why  doft  thou  deny  the  bag  of  gold? 

Adr.  I  did  not  gentle  husband  lock  thee  forth. 

Dro.  And  gentle  M.  I  receiv'd  no  gold  : 
But  I  confefs  fir,  that  we  werelock'd  out. 

Adr.  DifTembling  Villain,  thou  fpeak'ft  falfe  in  both. 
Ant.  DifTembling  harlot,  thou  art  falfe  in  all* 

And  art  confederate  with  a  damned  pack, 

To  make  a  loathfome  abjec"t  fcorn  of  me : 
But  with  thefe  nails  l'ie  pluck  out  thefe  falfe  eyes, 
That  would  behold  in  me  this  fhameful  fport. 

Enter  three  or  four>  and  offer  t9  bind  him : 
He  ftrives. 

Adr.  Oh  bind  hina,  bind  him,  let  him  not  come 
near  me. 

Pinch.  More  company,  the  fane1  is  ftrong  within  him. 
L  c  Aye  m;  poor  man, how  pale  and  wan  he  looks. 
lAnt.  What,  will  you  murther  me,  thonj-iylor  thou? 

I  am  thy  prifoner ,  wilt  thou  lufter  them  to  make  a  ref- 
cue? 

Off..  Matters  let  him  go :  he  is  my  prifoner,  and  you fhall  not  have  him. 

Pinch.  Go  bind  this  man,  for  he  is  frantick  too. 

Adr.  What  wilt  thou  do,  thou  peevifh  Cffictr? 
Haft  thou  delight  to  fee  a  wretched  roan 
Do  outrage  and  difplcafure  to  himfclf? 

Off.  He  is  my  prhoncr,  if  1  let  him  go, 
The  debt  he  owes  will  be  requir'd  of  me. Adr.  I  will  difchargc  thee  ere  I  go  from  thee 
Eear  me  forthwith  unto  his  Creditor, 
And  knowing  how  the  debt  grows  I  will  pay  it. 
Good  Mafter  Doftor  fee  him  fafe  convcy'd 
Home  to  my  houle,  oh  moft  unhappy  clay. 

Ant.  Oh  moft  unhappy  ftiumpet. 
Dro  Mafter,  I  am  here  entred  in  bond  for  you. 
Ant.  Out  on  the  Villain,  wherefore  doft  thou  mad  me> 
Dro.  Will  you  be  bound  for  noihing  ?  be  mad,  aood 

mafter,  cry  the  devil.  & Luc.  God  help  poor  fouls,  how  idlely  do  they  tJk  .' 
Adr.  Go  bear  him  hence,  fifter  go  yoj  With  me  • 

Say  now ,  whofe  (uit  is  he  arretted  at? 
Exeunt.  Manet  Offic.  Adri.  Luci  Courtizan. 

Off  One  Angelo  a  Gcldfroith,  do  you  km  w  him  ? 
Adr.  I;know  the  man  :  what  is  the  turn  he  owes  ? 
Off.  Two  hund.-rd  Duckets. 
Adr  Say, how  grows  it  due? 
Off.  Due  for  a  Chain  your  husband  had  of  him. 
Adr.  He  did  befpeak  a  Chain  for  me,  but  had  it  not. 
Ceur.  When  as  your  husband  all  in  rage  to  day. 

Came  to  my  houfe ,  and  took  away  my  Ring, 
The  Ring  I  faw  upon  his  finger  now, 
Straight  after  did  I  meet  him  with  a  Chain, 

Adr.  It  may  be  fo,  but  I  did  never  lee  it. 
Come  Taylor,  bring  me  where  the  Goldfmith  is, 
1  long  to  know  the  truth  hereof  at  large. 

Enter  Antipholis  Siracufian  with  his  Rapier  drawn 
and  Dromio  Sirac. 

Luc  God  for  thy  mercy,  they  are  loofe  a°sin. 
Adr.  And  come  with  naked  fwords, 

Let's  call  more  help  to  have  them  bound  again. 

f\rp  »         ,    „  , ...       »  #«?  all  out. 
Off.  Away,  they'l  kill  us. Exeunt  cmnes,  as  f aft  as  may  be  ,friohted. 
S.  Ant.  I  fee  thefe  Wiiches  are  affiaid  of  fwords. 
S.  Dro  She  that  would  be  your  wiie,  now  ran  from  you* Ant.  Come  to  the  Centaur ,  fetch  cui  fluff  from  thence : 

I  long  that  we  were  fafe  and  found  aboard. 
Dro.  Faith  ftay  here  this  night,  they  will  furely  do 

us  no  harm  :  you  faw  they  {pake  us  fair  ,  give  us  golds me  thinks  they  aie  fuch  a  gentle  Nation,  that  but  for 
the  Mountain  of  mad  flefh  that  claims  marriage  of  me, 
I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  ftay  here  ftijl^  and  turn  Witch! 

Ant.  1  will  not  ft  .y  to  night  for  a  I  the  Town 

Therefore  away,  to  get  our  fluff  aboard.  '  Exeunt. 

Aflus  Quint  us.  Scan  a  Trim  a. 

Enter  the  Merchant  and  the  Goldfmith 

Geld.  I  am  forry  Sir  that  I  have  hindred  you, 
But  1  proteft  he  had  the  Chain  of  me, 
Though  moft  difhoneftly  he  did  deny  it. 

Mer.  How  is  the  man  efteem'd  here  in  the  Citie  ? 
Gold  Of  very  reverent  reputation  fir, 

Of  credit  infinite,  highly  belov'd. 
Second  to  none  that  lives  herein  the  Citie  : 

His  word  might  bear  my  wealth  at  any  time. 
Mer.  Speak  foftly,  yender  as  I  think  he  walks. 

Enter  Antipholis  and  Dnnvo  again. 
Gold.  Tis  fo  :  and  that  fclf-chain  about  his  n  ek. 

Which  heforfwore  (moft  monftroufly  )  to  have. 

Good  fir  draw  near  to  me,  1'le  fpeak  to  him  : 
Signior  Antipholis  ,  wonder  much 
That  you  would  put  me  to  this  fhame  and  trouble, And 
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And  not  w-ithou:  tome  fcandal  to  your  telf, 

With  circumftancc  and  oaths,  fo  to  deny 

This  chain,  which  now  you  wear  fo  open
ly, 

Befidc  the  charge,  the  flume,  imprifonme
nt, 

You  have  done  wrong  to  this  ray  hone
ft  friend, 

Who  but  for  flaying  on  our  Controv
erfie, 

Had  hoifted  fail,  and  put  to  fea  today 
 : 

This  chain  you  had  of  me,  can  you  deny
  it? 

Ant.  I  think  I  had,  I  never  did  deny  i
t. 

Mtr  Yes  that  you  did  fir,  and  forfwo
re  it  too  ; 

Ant.  Who  heard  me  to  deny  it  or  forfwea
r  ft  ?  _ 

Mer  Thefe  ears  of  mine  thou  known:
  did  hear  thee. 

Fie  on  thee  wretch,  'tis  pity  that  tho
u  hv  ft 

To  walk  where  any  honeft  me
n  refort 

Ant  Thou  art  a  Villain  to  impeach 
 me  thus. 

He  prove  mine  honour,  and  my  hon
efty 

Againft  thee  prefently  ,  if  thou  da
r  ft  ftand  : 

Mer  I  dare  and  do  dene  thee  for  a 
 villain. 

the*  draw  Enter  Adrian*,  Luciana,  Court
ezan,  and  others. 

Adr.  Hold,  hurt  him  not  tor  Gods  fake,  he 
 is  mad, 

Some  get  within  him ,  take  his  fword  awa
y  : 

Binde  Dromio  too,  and  bear  them  to  my 
 houtc. 

S  Dro  Run  matter  run,  for  Gods  fake  tak
e  a  houie, 

This  is  fome  Priory,  in,  or  we  are  f|oilU  ̂  ̂  ̂  

Enter  Lady  Abbejfe. 

Abb  Be  quiet  people  i  wherefore  throng  yo
u  hither? 

Adr.  Fetch  my  poor  diftrafted  husband
  hence  •, 

Let  us 'come  in,  that  we  may  bind  him  faft, 
And  bear  him  home  for  his  recovery. 

Gold.  I  knew  he  was  not  in  his  perfect  wits. 

Mer  1  am  lorry  now  that  I  did  draw  on  him.
' 

Abb  '  How  long  hath  this  pofleffion  held  the  man  ? 
Adr.  This  week  he  hath  been  heavy,  fower,  fad, 

And  much  different  from  the  man  he  was : 

But  till  this  afternoon  his  paflion 

Ne're  brake  into  extremity  of  rage. 
Ah.  Hath  he  not  loft  much  wealth  by  wrack  at  Sea , 

Buried  ibme  dear  friend,  hath  not  elfehis  eye 

Stray'o>  his  affection  in  unlawful  love, 

A  fin  prevailing  much  in  youthful  men  , 

Who  give  their  eyes  the  liberty  of  gazing. 
Which  of  thefe  forrows  is  he  lubjecT  to  ? 

Adr  To  none  of  thefe  except  it  be  the  laft  , 

Namely,  iome  love  that  drew  him  oft  from  home;* 

Ab,  You  fhould  for  that  have  reprehended  him* 

Ad.  Why  fo  I  did. 

Ab.  I,  but  not  rough  enough. 

Ad.  As  roughly  as  my  modefty  would  let  me, 

<Ab*  Haply  in  private. 
Ad*  And  in  affemblies  too. 
Ab.  I  but  not  enough, 

j    Ad^  It  was  the  copy  or  our  conference^  J 

J  In  bed  he  fkpt  not  for  my  urging  it, 
1  At  board  he  fed  not  for  my  urging  it : 

-  Alone,  it  was  the  fubjedr  of  my  Theam  ;  \ 

In  company  I  often  glanced  it : 
Still  did  I  tell  him,  it  was  vild  and  bad.  ; 

Ab.  And  thereof  came  it  that  the  man  was  raa& 
The  venomous  clamours  of  a  jealous  woman , 

Poyfonsmore  deadly  than  a  mad  dogs  tooth. 
It  feems  his  fleeps  were  hindred  by  thy  ruling, 
And  thereof  comes  it  that  his  head  is  light. 

Thou  fai'ft  his  meat  was  fawe'd  with  thy  upbraiding?; 
Unquiet  meals  makes  ill  dlgeftions, 
Thereof  the  raging  iircof  feaver  bred, 

And  what's  a  feaver  bur  a  fit  of  Madnefs  > 

Thoufay'ft  his  fports  were  hindred  by  thy  bravMs* 
Sweet  recreation  barr'd  what  dother.fue. 
But  muddy  and  dull  melancholly , 

Kinftnan  to  grim  and  corofortlefs  defpair, 

And  at  her  heels  a  hug<-  infe&'^us  troop 
Of  pale  diftemperatutes4  and  foes  to  life. 

In  food,  in  fport,  and  Ufo-preferving  reft 

To  be  difturb'd,  would  mad  or  man  or  beaft  : 
The  confequence  is  then,  thy  jealous  fits 

Have  fcar'd  thy  Husband  from  the  ufe  of  wits. 
Luc.  She  never  reprehended  him  bu:  mildly, 

When  hedemean'd  himlelf  rough, rude  and  wildly. 
Why  hear  you  thofe  rebukes,  and  arifwernot? 

Ad.  She  did  betray  me  to  my  own  reproof, 
Good  peeople  enter  and  lay  hold  on  him. 

Ab.  No,  not  a  creature  enters  in  my  houfe. 
Ad.  Then  let  your  fervants  brii  g  my  husband  forth, 

Neither  :  he  took  t  lis  pLce  fop  i'anauarys And  it  fhall  privilcdge  hira  from  your  hands, 
Till  I  have  brought  hira  to  his  wits  again, 
Or  lofe  my  labour  in  afTaying  it. 

Ad.  I  will  attend  my  Husband,  be  his  Nurfe1 
Diet  his  ficknefs,  for  it  is  ray  Officei 
And  will  have  no  Attorney  but  ray  felf, 
And  therefore  let  me  have  hira  home  with  me] 

Ab.  Be  patient,  for  I  will' not  let  him  ftir 

Till  I  have  us'd  the  approved  means  I  have,  ' with  wholforae  Sirrup*,  Drugs,  and  holy  Prayer^ 
To  make  of  hira  a  formal  man  again : 
It  is  a  branch  and  parcel  of  mine  oath, 
A  charitable  duty  of  my  order, 

Therefore  depart  and  leave  him  here  with  me.' 
Ad.  I  will  not  hence,  and  leave  my  Husband  here  \ 
And  ill  it  doth  befeem  your  holinefs 

To  feparate  the  Husband  and  the  Wife. 

*Ab.  Be  quiet  and  depart,  thou  (halt  not  have  hira" 
Luc.  Complain  unto  the  Dukv  of  this  it.di^nity, 
*yid.  Come  go,  I  will  fall  proftrate  at  hijfeeCj 

And  never  rife  until  my  tears  and  prayers 
Have  won  his  Grace  to  come  in  pei  i<>n  hither, 

And  take  perforce  my  husband  from  thi-  Abbiffe.  Exeunt.  I. 
Enter  Merchant  and  Cold  [with. 

Mer.  By  this  I  think  the  Dial  points  at  five ; 

Anon  1'me  fure  the  Duke  himfelf  in  perlbn 
Comes  this  way  to  the  Melancholly  vale  , 
The  place  of  death  and  forry  execution, 
Behind  the  ditches  of  the  Abbey  here. 

Cold.  Upon  what  caufe  ? 
Mer.  To  fee  a  reverend  Syracufian  Merchant  I 

Who  put  unluckily  into  this  Bay 
Againft  the  Laws  and  Statutes  of  this  Tovvn^ 
Beheaded  publickly  for  his  offence. 

Cold.  Sec  where  they  come,  we  wili  behold  his  death'. Enter  ̂ Adrian*  and  Lucio. 

Luc.  Kneel  to  the  Duke  before  he  pane  the  Abbey- 
Enter  the  Duke  of  Ephefus,  and  the  Merchant  of  Syra- 

cufe  bareheaded,  with  the  Headfman,  and  other  Officers, 
Duke.  Yet  once  again  proclaim  it  publickly, 

If  any  friend  will  pay  thefumme  for  him, 
He  fhall  not  die,  fo  much  we  tender  hira. Enter  Adriana. 

Adr.  Juftice  moft  facred  Duke  againft  the  Abbefs.: 
Duke-  She  is  a  virtuous  and  a  reverend  Lady. 

It  cannot  be  that  fhe  hath  done  thee  wrong. 
Ad.  May  it  pleafeyour  Grace,  ̂ r.tipholis  ray  husband, 

Whom  1  made  Lord  of  me,  and  all  I  had, 
(  At  your  impotent  Letter  )  this  ill  day, 
A  moft  outragious  fit  of  madnefs  took  him, 

That  defp'rately  he  hurried  through  the  ftreet, 
With  hira  his  bondman,  all  as  mad  as  he, 
Doing  difpleafure  to  the  Citizens, 
By  rufhing  in  their  houfes  s  bearing  thence 
R'nSsj  Jewels,  any  thing  his  rage  did  like. 
Once  did  I  get  him  bound,  and  fent  him  borne; 
Whi'lft  to  take  order  for  the  wrongs  I  went, 
That  here  and^  there  his  fury  had  committed^ 
Anon,  /  wot  not,  by  what  ftrong  efcape 
He  broke  from  thofe  that  had  the  guard  of  him, 
And  with  his  mad  attendant  and  himfelf, 
Each  one  with  ireful  paffron, with  drawn  Sworcl? 

MeS  us  again,  and  madly  bent  on  us, 

H  z  Chac'd 
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^h  u'd  us  away  •  till  raifing  of  more  aid, 

We  cane  again  to  bind  them  :  then  they  fled 
Into  thii  Abby,  whith:r  we  purfird  them, 
And  here  the  Ahb;ffe  {hues  the  gates  on  us, 
And  Will  not  fuller  us  to  fetch  him  ou% 

Nnr  lend  hicn  forth  that  we  may  bear  him  thence. 

Therefore  moft  gracious  Duke  with  thy  command, 

Let  him  be  brought  forth  ,  and  bom  hence  for  help. 

Duke  Long  fmce  thy  husband  ferv'd  me  in  my  Wars, 
Ard  I  to  thee  ing3g'd  a  Princes  word, 
When  rhou  did'ftraake  him  matter  of  thy  bed, 
To  do  him  all  the  grace  and  good  I  could. 
Gofome  of  you  knock  at  the  Abbey  gate, 
And  bid  the  Lady  Abbefs  come  to  me  : 

I  will  determine  this  before  I  ftir. 
*  Enter  a  Mtffenger: 

Mtjf.  O  Miftris,  Miftris,  fliift  and  fave  your  felf, 
My  mafter  and  his  man  are  both  broke  loofe, 
Beaten  the  Maids  a  row,  and  bound  the  Doctor, 

Whofe  beard  they  have  fing'd  off  with  brands  of  fire, 
And  ever  as  it  blaz'd,  they  threw  on  him 
Great  pails  of  pudled  myre  to  quench  the  hair  \ 
My  Mr.  preaches  patience  to  him,  and  the  while 
His  man  with  Sciffbrs  nicks  him  like  a  fool  .* 
And  fure(unlcfs  you  fend  forae  other  prefent  help) 
Between  them  they  will  kill  the  Conjurer. 

Ad.  Peace  fool,  thy  Matter  and  his  man  are  here, 
And  that  is  falfe  thou  doft  report  to  us. 

Meff.  Mittris,  upon  my  life  I  tell  you  true, 
I  have  not  breath'd  alraoft  fince  I  did  fee  it: 
He  cryes  tor  you  ,  and  vows  if  he  can  take  you, 
To  fcorch  your  face,  and  to  disfigure  you.  Cry  within. 
Hark,  hark,  I  hear  him  Miftris:  file,  be  gone. 

1>;ike.  Come,  ftand  by  me,  fear  nothing  :  guard  with 
Halberds. 

Ad.  Ay  mo,  it  it  my  bn^rA  :  witnefs  you, 
That  he  is  born  about  invifible, 

Even  now  we  hous'd  him  in  the  Abbey  here. 
And  now  hee's  there,  paft  thought  of  humane  reafon. 

Enter  E.  Antipholis,  and  E.  Dromio  of  Ephefus. 
E.  <>Ant.  Juftice  moft  gracious  Duke,  oh  grant  me  Juftice. 

Even  for  the  fervice  that  long  fmce  I  did  thee, 
When  I  beftrid  thee  in  the  wars,  and  took 
Deep  skars  to  fave  thy  life  ,  even  for  the  blood 
That  then  I  loft  for  thee,  now  grant  me  Juftice. 

Mer.  Fat.  Unlefs  the  fear  of  death  doth  make  me 
dote,  I  fee  my  fon  tAntipholis  and  Dromio. 

E.tAvt.  Juftice  f  fweet  prince  )  againftthat  woman 

She  whom  thou  gav'ft  to  me  to  be  my  wife  j         ("there  : That  hath  abufed  and  difbonoured  me. 

Even  in  the  ftrength  and  height  of  injury : 
Beyond  imagination  is  the  wrong 
That  She  this  day  hath  fhamelels  thrown  on  me. 

Duke.  Difcover  how,  and  thou  fhalt  find  me  juft. 
E  .Ant.  This  day  (great  Duke)  fhe  fhut  the  doors  upon  me. 

WhAtt  fhe  with  Harlots  feafted  in  my  houfe. 
Dul'e.  A  grievous  fault :  fay  woman  didft  thou  fo  ? 
Ad.  No,my  good  Lord.  My  felf,  he,  and  my  Sifter, 

To  day  did  dine  together  :  fo  befall  my  foul, 
As  this  is  falfe  he  burthens  me  withall. 

Luc.  Ne're  may  I  look  on  day,  nor  fleep  on  night, But  fbe  tells  to  your  Highnefs  fimple  truth. 
Cold.  O  perjurd  woman  !  They  are  both  forfworn, 

In  th  s  the  Mad  man  juftly  chargeth  them. 
E .  Ant.  My  Liege,  I  am  advifed  what  I  fay, 

Neither  difturbd  with  the  effeftofWinc, 
Nor  heady-ralh  provokd  with  raging  ire, 
Albeit      wrongs  might  make  one  wifer  mad. 
This  womar.  lock'd  me  out  this  day  from  dinner  j 
That  Goidi'mith  there,  were  he  not  pack'd  with  her, Could  witnels  it :  for  he  was  with  me  then, 
Who  parted  with  me  to  go  fetch  a  Chain, 
Promifing  ro  biingit  to  the  Porpentine 
Where  Balthazar  and  I  did  dine  together. 

Our  dinner  done,  and  he  not  coming  thither, 
1  went  to  feck  him.  In  the  ftreet  I  met  him , 
And  in  his  company  that  Gentleman. 
There  did  this  pdjur'd  Goldfmithfwear  me  down, That  I  this  day  from  him  receiv'd  the  Chain, Which  God  he  knows,  I  faw  not.  For  the  which 
He  did  arreft  me  with  an  Officer. 
I  did  obey,  and  fent  my  Pefant  home 
For  certain  Duckets :  he  with  nonereturn'd. 
Then  faiily  I  befpoke  the  Officer 
To  go  in  perfon  with  me  to  my  houfe 
BV  th'way,  we  met  my  wife,  her  filter  and  a  rabble  more Of  vild  Confederates :  Along  with  them 
They  brought  one  Finch,  a  hungry  lean-fae'd  Villain  • 
A  roeer  Anatomy,  a  Mountebank, 
A  thred-bare  Jugler,  and  Fortune-teller, 
A  needy-holiow-ey'd-fliarp-looking-wretch  • 
A  living  dead  man.  This  pernicious  fUe,  * Forfooth  too  kon  him  as  a  Conjurer : 
And  gazing  in  my  eyes,  feeling  my  pulfe, 

And  with  no-face  (as  t'were  )  out-facing' me 
Cryes  out,  1  was  poffefh  Then  altogether  ' They  fell  upon  me,  bound  me,  bore  me  thence 

And  in  a  dark  and  dankifh  vault  at  home  ' There  left  me  and  my  man,  both  bound  together 
Till  gnawing  with  my  teeth  my  bonds  afundcr  ' 
I  gain'd  my  freedome  ,  and  immediately Ran  hither  to  your  Grace,  whom  I  befeech 
To  give  me  ample  fatisfadrion 
For  thefedeep  fhames,  and  great  indignities. 

TLft/f  ̂ ^Lord»  inLtrUth'  thus  far  '  witnefs  with  him That  he  din'd  not  at  home,  but  was  lock'd  out Duke.  But  had  he  fuch  a  Chain  of  thee,  or  no  } 
Gold.  He  had  my  Lord,  and  when  he  ran  in  here 

Thefe  people  faw  the  Chain  about  his  neck. 
Mer.  Befides,  I  will  be  fwom  thefe  ears  of  mine 

Heard  you  confefs  you  had  the  Chain  of  him, 
After  you  firft  forfwore  it  on  the  Mart, 
And  thereupon  I  drew  my  fword  on  you  : 
And  then  you  fled  into  this  Abbey  here, 
From  whence  I  think  you  are  come  by  miracle. 

E.Ant.  I  never  came  within  thefe  Abbey  walls, 
Nor  ever  didft  thou  draw  thy  fword  on  me  .• 
I  never  faw  the  Chain,  fo  help  me  heaven  : 
And  this  is  falfe  you  burthen  me  withall. 

Duke.  Why  what  an  intricate  impeach  is  this  ? 
I  think  you  all  have  drunk  of  Circes  Cuo : 
If  here  you  hous'd  him,  here  he  would  have  been. 
If  he  were  raad,  he  would  not  plead  fo  coldly: 
You  fay  he  din'd  at  home,  the  Goldfmithhere Denies  that  faying.  Sirra,  what  fay  you  ? 

E  Dro.  Sir,  he  din'd  with  her  there at  the  Porpentine Cur.  He  did,  and  from  my  finger  f.iatch't  that  Ring 
E.  Avt.  >Tis  true  (  my  Liege  )  this  Ring  I  had  of  her. 
Duke.  Saw'ft  thou  him  enter  at  the  Abbey  here  ? Cur.  As  fure  (  my  Liege  )  as  1  do  fee  your  Grace, 
Duke.Why  thisisftrange;  Go  call  the  Abbeffe  hither, 

I  think  you  are  al|  mated,  or  ftark  mad.  exit. Enter  one  to  the  Abbeffe. 

Fa.  Moft  mighty  Duke,  vouehfafe  me  fpeak  a  word  ■ 
Haply  I  fee  a  friend  will  fave  my  life, 
And  pay  the  fumme  that  may  deliver  me. 

Dttke.  Speak  freely  Syracufan  what  thou  wilt. 

Fath.  Is  not  your  name  fir,  call'd  Amipholisl 
And  is  not  that  your  bond-man  Dromio  ? 

E.  Dro.  Within  this  hour  I  was  his  bondman  fir, 
But  he  I  thank  hira  gnaw'd  in  two  my  cords, 
Now  am  I  'Dromio,  and  his  man  unbound. 

Fath.  I  am  fure  both  of  you  remember  me. 
Dro.  Our  felves  we  do  remember  fir,  by  you : 

For  lately  we  were  bound  as  you  are  now. 
You  are  not  Pinches  Patient,  are  you  Sir  ? 

Father.  Why  look  you  ftrange  on  me  ?  vou  know  me 

well. 
E.  Ant 
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£  tAnt .  I  never  faw  you  in  my  life 
 till  now. 

Fa  Oh  !  grief  hathchang'd  me  fince  you
  faw  me  laft, 

And  careful  hours  with  times  deforme
d  hand, 

Have  written  ftrange  defeatures  in  mv  f
ace  .-  * 

But  teU  me  yet,  doft  thou  not  know  my  vo
ice  t 

Ant.  Neither. 
Fat.  Dromio,  nor  thou. 

Dro.  No  truft  me  fir,  nor  I. 
Fat.  1  am  fure  thou  doft  , 

E  Dromio.  I  fir,  but  1  am  fure  I  do  not,  and  what
locver 

a  man  denies,  you  are  now  bound  to  believe
  him. 

Fat  Not  know  my  voice  !  oh  times  extremity, 

Haft  thou  fo  crack'd  and  fpiitted  my  poor  tongue 

n  feven  fhort  years,  that  here  my  only  Son 

Knowsnotroy  feeble  Key  of  untun'd  cares  ?
 

Tho  now  this  grained  face  of  mine  be  hid 

In  fap-confuming  Winters  drizkd  fnow, 
And  all  the  Conduits  of  my  blood  froze  up  : 

Yet  hath  my  night  of  life  fome  memory  : 

My  wafting  lamps  from  fading  glimmer  left  3 

My  dull  deaf  ears  a  little  ufe  to  hear  : 

All  thefe  old  witneffcs,  1  cannot  err. 

Ted  me,  thou  ar  t  my  Son  Antipholit. 

Ant.  I  never  faw  my  Father  in  my  life.: 
Fa.  But  feven  years  fince,  in  Syracufa  Boy, 

Thou  know'ft  we  parted,  but  perhaps  my  Son, 

Thou  fham'ft  to  acknowledg  me  in  mifery. 
Ant.  The  Duke,  and  all  that  know  me  in  the  City. 

Can  witnefs  with  me  that  it  is  not  fo. 

I  ne're  faw  Syracufa  in  my  life. 
Duk.  I  tell  thee  Syracufan,  twenty  years 

Have  1  been  Pation  to  Antipholit, 

During  which  time  he  ne're  faw  Syracufa. 
I  fee  thy  age,  and  dangers  make  thee  dote. 

Eater  the  Abbe  ffe  with  Antipholis  Siracufa*, 
and  Dromio  Sirac. 

kbbefs.  Moft  mighty  Duke,  behold  a  man  much  wrong- 
ed. 

All  gather  to  fee  them. 
Adr.  1  fee  two  husbands,  or  mine  eyes  deceive  me. 
Duke  One  of  thefe  men  is  genius  to  the  other  : 

And  fo  of  thefe  which  is  the  natural  man, 
And  which  the  fpirit  ?  who  deciphers  them  ? 

A'.  Dromio.  1  Sir  am  Dromio,  command  him  away. 
E.  Dro.  I  Sir  am  Dromio,  pray  let  me  ftay. 
S.  A»t.  Egeon.  art  thou  not  ?  or  elfe  his  ghoft. 
S.  Drom.  Oh  my  old  Mafter ,  who  hath  bound  him 

here? 

Abb.  Who  ever  bound  him,!  will  loofe  his  bonds, 
And  gain  a  husband  by  his  liberty  : 

Speak  old  Egeon,  if  thou  be'ft  the  man 
That  had'ft  a  Wife  once  call'd  uEmilia, 
That  bore  thee  a t  a  burthen  two  fair  Sons  ? 

Oh  if  thou  be'ft  the  fame  Eg  eon,  fpeak : 
And  fpeak  unto  the  fame  vQLmili*. 

Duke.  Why  here  begins  this  morning  ftory  right  i 
Thefe  two  Antipholis,  thefe  two  fo  like, 

And  thefe  two  Dromio's,  one  in  femblance  : 
Befides  her  urging  of  her  wrack  at  Sea, 
Thefe  are  the  Parents  to  thefe  children, 
Which  accidentally  ate  met  together. 

Fat.  If  I  dream  riot,  thou  art  zAZmilia; 
If  thouartfhe,  tell  me  where  is  that  Son 
That  floated  with  thee  on  the  fatal  raft. 

Abb.  By  men  of  Epidamium,  he,  and  I, 
And  the  twin  Dromio,  all  were  taken  up ; 
But  by  and  by,  rude  Fifhermen  of  Corinth 

By  force  took  'Dromio  and  my  Son  from  them, 
And  me  they  left  with  thofe  of  Epidamium. 
What  then  became  of  them  I  cannot  tell, 
I,  to  this  fortune  that  ycu  fee  me  in. 

Duke.  Antipholis  thou  cam'ft  from  Corinth  firft. 
S.  Ant.  No  fir,  not  J,  I  came  from  Syracufc. 
Duke.  Stay,  ftand  apart,  1  know  not  which  is  which. 
£.  Ant.  1  came  from  Corinth  my  raoft  gracious  Lord. 
E.  Dro.  And  I  with  him. 

E.  Ant.  Brought  to  this  Town  by  that  moft  famous- 
Warriour, 

Duke  Me napbnn, your  muft  renowned  Uncle. 
Adr.  Which  of  you  two  did  dine  with  me  today  ? 
S.  Ant.  I,  gentle  Miftris. 
Adr.  And  are  not  you  my  husband  ? 
E.  Art.  No,  1  fay  nay  to  that. 
S.tsint.  And  fo  do  I,  yetdid  fhe  call  me  fo  s 

And  th?s  fair  Gentlewoman  here 
Did  call  me  Brother.  What  I  told  you  then, 
I  hope  I  fhall  have  leifure  to  make  good, 
If  this  be  not  a  dream  1  lee  and  hear. 

Coldfmith.  Thatis  the  Cham,  Sir,  which  you  had  of  me 
S.  Ant.  I  think  it  be  Sir,  Idtny  it  nor. 
E.  Ant.  And  you  fir  for  this  Chain  arretted  me. 
Cold.  I  think  I  did  Sir,  I  deny  it  nor. 
tAdr.  I  fent  you  money  Sir  to  be  your  bail 

By  Dromio,  bur  I  think  he  brought  it  not. 
E.  Dro.  No,  none  by  me. 

S.  Ant.  This  purfe  of  Duckets  I  receiv'dfrora  you, 
And  Dromio  my  man  did  bring  them  me : 
I  fee  we  ftill  did  meet  each  others  man, 
And  I  was  tane  for  him,  and  he  for  me, 
And  thereupon  thefe  errors  are  arofe. 

E.  Ant.  Thefe  Duckets  pawn  I  for  my  Father  here. 
Dh\  It  fhall  not  need,  thy  Father  hath  his  life. 
Cur.  Sir,  I  muft  have  that  Diamond  from  ycu. 
E.  Ant.  There  take  it,  and  ranch  thanks  for  my  gopd cheer. 

Abb.  Renowned  Duke,  vouchfafe  to  take  the  pains 
Togo  with  us  into  the  Abbey  here, 
And  hear  at  large  difcourled  all  our  fortunes, 
And  all  that  are  affembled  in  this  place  : 
That  by  this  fympathized  one  days  error, 
Have  fuffered  wrong.    Go  keep  us  company, 
And  we  fhall  make  full  fatisf  ftion. 

Thirty  three  years  have  I  been  gone  in  travel 
Of  you  my  Sons,  and  till  this  prefent  hour 
My  heavy  burthens  are  delivered : 
The  Duke  my  Husband,  and  my  children  both, 
And  you  theKalenders  of  their  Nativity, 
Go  to  a  Goffips  feaft,and  go  with  me, 
After  fo  long  grief  fuch  Nativity. 

Dukf.  With  all  my  heart  i'le  Cofllp  at  this  feafi 

Exeunt  omnes.  Manet  the  two  Dromio's  and 

Wo  Brothers. 

S.  Dro.  Mafter,  fhall  I  fetch  your  ftuffefrom  fhipboard? 

E.  An.  Dromio,  what  ftuffe  of  mine  haft  thou  imbark'd? 
£.  Dro.  Your  goods  that  lay  at  hoft,  fir,  in  the  Centaur. 
$.  Ant.  He  fpeaks  to  me,  I  am  your  Mafter  Dromio. 

Come  go  with  us,  we'l  look  to  that  anon, 
Embrace  thy  Brother  there,  rejoice  with  him.  Exit. 

S.  Dro.  There  is  a  fat  friend  at  your  raaffers  hottfe. 

That  kitchin'd  me  for  you  to  day  at  dinner : 
She  now  fhall  be  my  fitter,  not  my  wife; 

E.  D.  Methinksyouaremyglafs,and  not  my  brother.* 
I  fee  by  you,  I  am  a  fweet  fae'd  youth, 
Will  you  walk  in  to  fee  their  Goffiping  ? 

5.  Dro.  Not  I  Sir,  you  are  my  Elder. 

E.  Dro.  That's  a  queftion,  how  fhall  I  try  it. 
S.  D.  We'l  draw  Cuts  for  the  Signiorityj  till  then,  lead thou  firft. 

E.  Dro.  Nay  then  thus. 
We  came  into  the  world  like  Brother  and  Brother : 

And  now  lets  go  hand  in  hand,  not  one  before  another^ Exeunt, 

H Much 
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Much  ado  about  Nothing. 

Affus  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

—  —  —  ' 

Enter  Leonato  Governour  of  Meffina,  Innogen  his 

wife,  Hero  bit  Daughter-,  ̂ Beatrice,  his 
?S(eece,  with*  KJMeffenger; 

Leonato. 

Wj^^gKMNK^  Learn  in  this  Letter,  that  Do
n  Peter 

L^p^ffl^.  of  tArtagon  comes  this  night  to 

'^Pfroi  P^^r     Mtjf.  He  is  very  near  by  this:  h
e 

^  was  not  t^iree  Leagues  off  when  I  left 

^jflqv  jpSfjli     Leon.  How  many  Gentlemen  have 

you  loft  in  this  a£tion? 
Mef.  But  few  of  any  fort,  and  none 

of  name. 

Leon.  A  viaory  is  twice  it  felf,  when  the  atchiever  brings 

home  full  number :  1  find  here  that  Don  Peter  hath  beftow- 

ed  much  honour  on  a  young  Florentine,  called  Claudio-. 

Mef.  Much  deferv'd  on  his  parr,  and  equally  remerabred 

by  Don  Pedro,  he  hath  born  himfelf  beyond  the  promife 

ot  his  age,  doing  in  the  figure  of  a  Lamb,  the  feats  of  a 

Lion,  he  hath  indeed  better  bettered  expectation,  than 

you  muft  expett  of  me  to  tell  you  how, 
Leo.  Fie  hath  an  Uncle  here  in  Meffma  will  be  very 

much  glad  of  it. 

Mef.  1  have  already  delivered  him  Letters,  and  there 
-ope^rs  much  joy  in  him,  even  fo  much,  that  joy  could  not 

fhewu  felf  modeft  enough,  without  a  badg  of  bitternefs. 
Leo.  Did  he  break  out  into  tears  ? 

UMef.  In  great  meafure. 
Leo.  A  kind  overflow  of  kindnefs :  there  are  no  faces 

truer,  than  thofe  that  are  fo  wafh'd ;  how  much  better  is 
it  to  weep  at  joy,  than  to  joy  at  weeping  ? 

Beat,  i  pray  you,  is  Signior  Momtanto  return'd  from the  Wars,  or  no  ? 
Mef.  1  know  none  of  that  name,  Lady,  there  was  none 

fuch  in  the  Army  of  any  fort. 
Leo.  What  is  he  that  you  ask  for,Neece  ? 

Hero.  My  Ccufin  means  Signior  Benedick  cf  Padua. 

Mef.  O  he  is  return'd,  and  as  pleafant  as  ever  he  was. 

Beat.  He  let  up  his  Bills  here  in  Mejfina,  and  challeng'd 
Cupid  at  the  flight :  and  my  Uncles  fool  reading  the  Chal- 

lenge, lubfcrib'd  for  Cupid,  and  challeng'd  himat  the  Btfr- 

bolt.  I  pray  you,  how  many  hath  he  kill'd  and  eaten  in 

thefe  wars?  But  how  many  hath  he  kill'd?  for  indeed,  I 
promife  to  eat  all  of  his  killing. 

•  Leon.  'Faith  Neece,  you  tax  Signior  BettedicJ^too much, 
but  ht'l  meet  with  you,  I  doubt  it  not. 

Mef.  He  hath  done  good  fervice  Lady,  in  thofe  wars. 

Bea.  You  had  muftyvi5uals,and  he  hath  holp  to  eat  if.ht's a  very  valiant  Trancher-man,  he  hath  an  excellent  ftomack. 
Mef.  And  a  good  Soldier  too,  Lady. 
Beat.  And  a  good  Soldier  to  a  Lady.  But  what  is  he 

to  a  Lord  ? 

Mef.  A  Lord  to  a  Lord,  a  Man  to  a  Man,  ftuft  with 
all  honourable  virtues. 

Beat.  It  is  fo  indeed,  he  is  no  lefs  than  a  ftuft  man :  but 
for  the  fluffing  well,  we  are  all  mortal. 

Leon.You  muft  not  (fir)  miftake  my  Neece,ther  e  is  a  kind 
of  merry  War  betwixt  Signior  Benedick,  and  her :  they 
never  meet,  but  there  is  a  skirraifh  of  Wit  between  them. 

Beat.  Alas,  he  gets  nothing  by  that.  In  our  laft  conflict, 
four  of  his  five  wits  went  hailing  off,  and  now  is  the  whole 
man  govern'd  with  one :  fo  that  if  he  have  wit  enough  to 
keep  himfelf  warm,  let  him  beat  it  for  a  difference  between 
himfelf  and  his  horfe.  For  it  is  all  the  wealth  that  he  hath 
left,  to  be  known  a  reafonable  creature.  Who  is  his  Compa- 

nion now  ?  He  hath  every  month  a  new  fworn  Brother. 
Mef.  Is  it  poffible? 

Beat.  Very  eafily  poffible :  he  wears  his  faith  but  as  the 
fafhion  of  his  hat,  it  ever  changes  with  the  next  block. 

Mef.  I  fee  (Lady)  the  Gentleman  is  not  in  your  books. 
Beat.  No,and  he  were,  I  would  burn  my  ftudy.But  I  pray 

you  who  is  his  Companion?  Is  there  no  young  fquarer  now, 
that  will  make  a  voyage  with  him  to  the  Devil  ? 

Mef.  He  is  moft  in  the  company  of  the  right  noble C I  audio. 

Beat.  OLord,he  will  hang  upon  him  like  a  difeafe :  he 
is  fooner  caught  than  the  Ptftih  nee,  and  the  taker  runs  pre- 
fently  mad.  God  help  the  noble  Claudio,  if  he  have  caught 
the  Benedick^,  it  will  coft  him  a  thouknd  pound  ere  it  be 

cur'd. 
Mef.  I  will  hold  friends  with  you,  Lady. 
Beat.  Do  good  friend. 
Leo.  You'l  ne're  run  mad  Neece. 
Beat.  No,  not  till  a  hot  January. 

Mef  Don  Pedro  is  approach'd. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick,  Ealthazar, 
and  John  the  Bafiard. 

Pedro.  Good  Signior  Leonato,  you  are  come  to  meet 
your  trouble :  the  fafhion  of  the  world  is  to  avoid  coft  , 
and  you  encounter  it. 

Leon.  Never  came  trouble  to  my  houfe  in  the  likenefs 
cf  your  Grace :  for,  trouble  being  gone,  comfort  fhould 
remain :  but  when  you  depart  from  me,  forrow  abides, 

and  happinefs  takes  his  leave. 
Pedro.  You  embrace  your  charge  more  willingly:  I 

think  this  is  your  daughter. 
Leo.  Her  Mother  hath  many  times  told  me  fo. 
Ben.  Were  you  in  doubt,  that  you  askt  her? 
Leo.  Signior  Benedick,  no,  for  then  were  you  a  Child. 
Pedro.  You  have  it  full  Ber.edisk^,  we  may  guefi  by  this, 

what  you  are,being  a  man,  truly  the  Lady  fathers  her  felf : 
be  happy,  Lady,  for  you  are  like  an  honourable  father. 

Ben.  If  Signior  Leonato  be  her  Father,  (he  would  not 
have  his  head  on  her  fhoulders  for  all  Meffma^  as  like  him 
as  fhe  is. 

Beat.  I  wonder  that  you  will  ftiil  be  talking ,  Signior 
Benedict  no  Body  marks  you. 

Ben.  What  mv  dear  Lady  Difdain  I  are  you  yet  living? 
Beat.  Is  it  poffible  difdain  fhould  die,while  fhe  hath  fuch 

meet  food  to  feed  it,  as  Signior  Benedick*  Courtefie  it  felf 
muft  convert  to  difdain,  if  you  come  in  her  prcfence. 

Ben.  T  hen  is  Courtefie  a  turn-  coat,  but  it  is  certain  I  am 
loved  of  all  Ladies,only  you  excepted  :  and  1  would  I  could  . 
find  in  my  heart  thatl  had  not  an  hard  heart,  for  truly  I 
love  none. 

Beat.  A  dearhappinefs  to  women,  they  would  elfe  have 
been  troubled  with  a  pernicious  Sutor.  I  thank  God  and  my 
cold  blood,  I  am  of  your  humour  for  that,  1  had  rather  hear 

ray  Dog  bark  at  a  Crow,  than  a  man  Iwear  he  loves  me. 

3en. 
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Ben  God  keep  your  Ladifhip  ftiilin  that  mind,  lofome
 

Gentleman  or  other  fhall  fcape  a  predeftinate  fc
ratcht 

Beat.  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worfe,  arid  'twe
re 

fuch  a  face  as  yours  were. 

Ben.  Well  you  are  a  rare  Parrat  teacher. 

Beat.  A  Bird  of  my  tongue,is  better  than  a  Beaft  of  yours. 

Ben.  I  would  my  horfe  had  the  fpeed  of  your  tongue,  and 

fogood  a  continue^  but  keep  your  way  a  God's  name,  
I 

have  done. 

Beat.  You  always  end  with  a  Jade's  trick,  I  know  you 

^Yedro.  This  is  the  fum  of  all.-  leonato,  Signior  Clattdio, 
and  Signior  Benedick  ;  my  dear  friend  Leonato  hath 

 invited 

you  all,  I  tell  you  we  fhall  flay  here,  at  the  leaft  a  m
onth, 

and  he  heartily  prays  fome  occafion  may  detain  u
s  lon- 

ger :  I  dare  iwear  he  is  no  hypocrite,  but  prays  from  hh 

^Leon*  If  you  fwear,  my  Lord,  you  fhall  not  be  forfworn 
let  me  bid  you  welcome,  my  Lord,  being  reconciled  to  the

 

Prince  your  Brother  j  1  owe  you  all  duty. 

John.  1  thank  you,  1  am  not  of  many  words,  but  I  thank 

you- Leon.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace  lead  on  ? 

Jttdro.  Your  hand  Leonato,  we  will  go  together, 

Exeunt.       Manet  Benedick  and  Qaudio. 

Clan.  Benedick^  didft  thou  note  the  daughter  of  Signior 
Leonato. 

Ben.  I  noted  her  not,  but  I  look'd  on  her. 
Chu.  h  (he  not  a  modeft  young  Lady  ? 

Ben.  Do  you  queftion  me  as  an  honeft  man  fhould  do, 

for  ray  umpfe  true  judgment  ?  or  would  you  have  me  fpeak 

after'  ray  cuftom,  as  being  a  profefTcd  tyrant  to  their  fex  ? 
Clau.  Nc»,  1  prethte  fpeak  in  fober  judgment. 

Ben.Why  iTaith  methinks  fhe's  too  low  for  an  high  pfaife, 

too  brown  for  a  fair  praife,  and  too  little  for  a  great  praife", 

only  this  commendation  I  can.  afford  her,  tha:  were  (he  o- 
ther  than  (he  is,  fhe  were  unlundfome  j  and  being  no  other 

but  as  the  is,  I  do  not  like  her. 

Clau.  Thou  think'ft  I  am  in  fport,  I  pray  thee  tell  me 

truly  how  thou  lik'ft  her. 
Ben.  Would  you  buy  her,  that  you  enquire  after  her? 

Clau.  Can  the  world  buy  fuch  a  Jewel  ? 

'Ben.  Yea,  and  a  cafe  to  put  it  into,  but  fpeak  you  this 

with  a  fad  brow  ?  Ot  do  you  play  the  flouting  Jack,  to  teil 

us  Cupid  is  a  good  Hare-finder,  and  Vulcan  a  rare  Carpen- 
ter :  Come,  in  what  Key  fhall  a  man  take  you  to  go  in  the 

Song. 

Clau.  In  mine  eye,  fhe  is  the  fwecteft  Lady  that  ever  I 
lookt  on. 

Ben.  lean  fee  yet  without  Spe&acles,  and  I  fee  no  fuc(h 

matter  :  there's  her  Coufio,  and  fhe  were  not  poffeft  with 

a  fury,  exceeds  her  as  much  in  beauty,  as  the  firft  of  May 
doth  the  laft  of  December:  butlhope  you  have  no  intent 
to  turn  husband,  have  you  ? 

Clau.  I  would  fcarce  truft  my  felf,  tho  I  had  fvvorn  the 

contrary,  if  Hero  would  be  my  wife. 
Ben.  Is't  come  to  this?  in  faith  hath  not  the  world  one 

man,  but  he  will  wear  his  cap  with  fufpition  ?  fhall  I  never 

fee  a  batchelor  of  threefcore  again  ?  go  to  i'f aith ,  and  thou 
wilt  needs  thruft  thy  neck  into  a  yoke,  wear  the  print  of  it, 

and  figh  away  Sundays  :  look,  'Don  Pedro  is  returned  to 
feekyou. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  John  the  Bajlard. 

Peir.  What  fecret  hath  held  you  here,  that  you  followed 
not  to  Lconzto  ? 

Bened.  I  would  your  Grace  would  conftrain  me  to 
tell. 

Pedro-  I  charge  thee  on  thy  allegiance. 
Ben.  You  hear,  Count  Claudia,  I  cannot  be  fecret  as  a 

dumb  man,  I  would  have  you  think  fo  (*  but  on  my  alle- 

giance, mark  you  fhis,  on  my  allegiance)  he  is  in  tott, 
with   whom  ?  now  that  is  your  Graces  part  ;  mar 
how  fhort  his  anfwer  fc,  Hero,  Leonatoh  fhort  Daugn- ter. 

Clau-  If  this  were  fo,  fo  were  it  uttered. 
Bm.  Like  the  old  Tale,  my  Lord,  it  is  not  fo,  nor 'twss 

not  fo .-  but  indeed,  God  foi  b:d  it  mould  be  fo. 
Clan.  If  my  paffion  change  not  lhunly,  God  forbid  it fhould  be  other  wife. 

Pedro.  Amen,  if  you  love  her,  for  the  Lady  is  very  well worthy. 

Clau  You  fpeak  this  to  fetch  me  in,  ay  Lcrr*. 
P edro.  By  my  trcth  I  fperk  my  thought- 
Clau.  And  in  faith,  my  Lord,  1  fpoke  minei , , 
Ben.  And  by  my  two  faith*  and  troths,  my  Lord,  'I  fceak 

mine. 

Clau.  That  I  loVe  her,  /  feci, 
fed.  That  fh  e  is  worthy  I  know. 
Ben.  That  I  neither  feel  how  fhe  feobld  be  jbW,  ncr 

know  how  fhe  fhould  be  worthy,  is  the  opinion  that  fire 
cannot  melt  out  of  me,  I  will  dye  in  it  at  the  flake. 

Ped.  Thou  waft  ever  an  obftinatc  Heretick  in  the  defplght 
of  beauty. 

Clau.  And  never  could  maintain  his  part, but  in  the  force of  his  will 

Bene.  That  a  woman  conceived  me,  I  thank  her  .•  that  lhe 

brought  me  up,I  likewife  give  her  molt  humble  trunks :  LUt 
that  I  will  havearechate  winded  in  my  forehead,or  hang  my 
bugle  in  an  invifible  baldrick,  all  women  frtafl  pardon 
me :  becaufe  I  will  not  do  them  the  wrong  to  raiftnur-any, 
I  will  do  my  felf  the  right  to  truft  none  and  the  fir.  • 
Js,  (  for  the  which  I  may  go  the  finer  )  I  will  live  a  batche- 
lor. 

Ped.  I  fhall  fee  thee  ere  I  die,  look  p:'e  with  love. 
Ben.  With  anger,  with  ficknefs,  or  with  hunger,  my 

Lord,  not  v/irh  love ;  prove  that  ever  I  loole  more  blood 
with  love,  than  I  will  get  again  with  drinking,  pkk  out 
mine  eyes  with  a  Ballet-makers  pen,  ar.d  hang  ifce 
up  at  the  door  ot  a  brothel-houfe  for  the  fignof  o;ina  C« 

pid. 

Ped.  Well,  if  ever  thou  do'ft  fall  from  .this  faith,  thou 
wil;  prove  a  notable  argument. 

Bene.  If  I  do,  hang  me  in  a  bottle  like  a  Car,  and  fhoot 
at  me,  and  he  that  hits  me,  let  htm  ce  clapt  on  thefhouicr, 
and  call'd  *Adam. 

Ted.  Well,  as  the  time  fhall  try :  in  time  the  lavage  Bu;l doth  bear  the  yoke. 

Bene.  Thefavage  bull  may,  but  if  ever  the  fenfible  3e- 

nedick^btzx  ir,  pluckoff  the  bulls  horns,'  and  fet  tbcrfi  in 
my  forehead,  and  let  me  be  vildly  painted,  and  in  fuch  great 
Letetrs  as  they  write,  Here  is  good  horfe  to  hire  :  let  i  hern, 
fignifie  under  my  fign,  Here  you  may  fee  Benedick,  the  mar- ried man. 

Clau.  If  this  fhould  ever  happen,  thou  vvouldft  be  horn mad. 

te.  Nay  if  Cupid  have  not  fpent  all  his  Quiver  in  Venice, 
thou  wilt  quake  for  this  fhortly. 

Bene.  I  look  for  an  earthquake  too  then. 
Ped.  Well,  you  will  temporize  with  the  hours  in  the 

rfiean  time,  good  Signior  Benedict  repair  to  Leonato's.ccm- 
r,|iend  me  to  him,  and  teil  him  I  will  not  fail  him  at  fupper, 
for  indeed  he  hath  made  great  preparation. 

Bene.  1  have  almoft  matter enough  in  me  for  fuch  an  Em- 
bafTage,  and  lo  I  commit  you. 

Clau.  To  the  tuition  of  God.  From  my  houfe  if  I  had 
if. 

Pedro.  The  fixth  of  July.  Your  loving  friend,  Benedick., 
Bene.  Nay  mock  not,  mock  not }  the  body  of  your  dif- 

courfe  isfometime  guarded  with  fragments,  and  the  guards 

are  but  flightly  bafted  on  neither  :  e're  you  flout  old  ends 
any  further,  examine  your  confeience,  and  fo  I  leave  you. 

Exit. 

Clau.  My  Liege,  your  Highnefs  now  rr.sy  do  itu 

good. 

Ped,  My  lov:  is  thine  to  teach,  teach  it  but  how, 

Anc 
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Much  ado  about  Nothing. 

And  thou  (halt  fee  ho*  apt  it  is  to  learn 

Any  hard  Leflbn,  that  may  do  thee  good 

CUu  Hath  Leonato  any  Con  my  Lord? 

Vedro.  No  child  but         flics  his  onely  heir. 

Doft  thou  affeft  her,  Claudio} 

Clan.  O  my  Lord,  -j 

When  you  went  onward  on  this  ended  a
ction, 

I  look'd  upon  her  with  a  foulders  eye 

That  lik'd,  but  had  a  rougher  task  m  hand, 

Than  to  drive  liking  to  the  name  of  love
 : 

But  now  I  am  return'd,  and  that  ̂ war-thoughts
 

Have  left  their  places  vacant :  in  their  rooms 

Come  thronged  loft  and  delicate  d
tfires, 

All  prompting  me  how  fair  young  Hero  
is, 

Saying  1  lik'd  her  ere  I  went  to  wars. 

Pidro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  lover  prefently,
 

And  tire  the  hearer  with  a  book  of  word
s: 

If  thou  doft  love  fair  Hero,  cheiifh  it, 

And  1  will  break  with  her  :  waft  not  to  this  en
d, 

That  thou  began'ft  to  twift  fo  fine  a  ftory  ? 

CUu.  How  fweetly  do  you  minifter  to  lo
ve, 

That  know  loves  grief  by  his  complexion 
, 

But  left  my  liking  might  too  fuddain  
teem, 

I  would  have  falv'd  it  with  a  longer  trcat
iie. 

Pedro.  What  need  the  bridge  much  broade
r  then  the 

The  faireft  grant  in  the  neceffity
:  (ttoud. 

Look  what  will  ferve,is  fit: 'tis  once,  thou 
 lovett, 

And  /  will  fit  thee  with  the  remedy , 

I  know  we  fhall  have  revelling  to  night, 

I  will  aiTume  thy  part  in  fome  difguife, 

And  tell  fair  Hero  I  am  Claudio , 

And  in  her  bofome  1'le  unclafp  my  heart, 

And  take  her  hearing  prifoncr  with  a  force 

And  ftrong  incounter  of  my  amorous  tale 
: 

Then  after  ,  to  her  father  will  /  break, 

And  the  conclufion  is,  fhe  {hall  be  thine, 

In  praaife  let  us  put  it  prefently. 

Enter  Leonato  and  an  old  wan,  brother  to  Leonato
. 

Leo.  How  now  brother,  where  is  my  coufin  your  fon 
 : 

hath  he  provided  this  mufick  ? 

Old.  He  is  very  bufie  about  it  but  brother  ,  I  can
  tell 

you  news  that  you  yet  dream'd  not  
of. 

1(0.  Are  they  good  ?  ...  j 

Old  As  the  event  ftarops  them,  but  they  have  a  goo
d 

cover  •  they  fhew  well  outward  :  the  Prince  and  Coun
t 

Claudia  walking  in  a  thick  Pleached  alley  in  my  o
rchard 

were  thus  over-heard  by  a  man  of  mine :  the  Prince  dis- 

covered to  Claudio  that  he  loved  my  Neece  your  daugh- 

ter and  meant  to  acknowledge  it  this  night  in  a  dance, 

and  he  found  her  accordant ,  meant  to  take  the  prefent  t
ime 

bv  the  top,  and  inftantly  break  with  you  of 
 it. 

Leo.  Hath  the  fellow  any  wit,  that  told  you  this  ? 

Old.  A  good  (harp  fellow  ,  I  will  fend  for  him  ,  an
d 

queftion  him  your  felf.  , 

-Leo.  No,  no:  we  will  hold  it  as  a  dream,  till  it  appear 

i'  felf:  but  I  will  acquaint  my  daughter  with  all ,  that  fhe 

may  be  the  better  prepared  for  ant'wer  ,  if  peradventur
e 

this  be  true  :  go  you  and  tell  her  of  it:  coufins,  you  know 

what  you  have  to  do  ,  O  I  cry  you  mercy  friend,  go  you 

with  me  and  1  will  ufe  your  skill,  good  coufin  have  a  care 

this  bufie  time*  Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  John  the  Ballard,  and  Conrade  his  comp anion.
 

Cow.  What  the  good  year  my  Lord,  why  are  you  thus out  of  meafure  fad  ? 

John.  There  is  no  meafure  in  the  occafion  that  breeds, 

therefore  the  fadnefsis  without  limit. 
Con.  You  fhall  hear  reafon. 

John.  And  when  /  have  heard  it,  what  blefling  bnngethit  \ 

Con.  If  not  a  prefent  remedy,  yet  a  patient  fufferance. 

John.  I  wonder  that  thou(being,as  thon  faift  thou  art,bom 

under  Saturn)  goeft  about  to  apply  a  mortall  medecine  to  a
 

[Tiortifying  mifchief :  /cannot  hide  what  I  am :  I  muft  be  fad 

(when  I  have  cauie,and  fenile  at  no  mans  jefts ;  eat  when  1  have 

fftomach,  and  wait  for  no  mans  leifure:  fleep  when  I  am 

drowfie,and  tend  on  no  mans  bufinefsilaugh  when/ am  merry, 
and  claw  no  roan  in  his  humour. 

Con.  Yea,  but  you  muft  not  make  the  full  (how  cf  this 
till  you  may  do  it  without  controllment ;  you  have  of 
late  flood  out  againft  your  brother  ,  and  he  hath  tane 
you  newly  into  his  grace ,  where  it  it  is  impciTible  you 
fhould  take  root ,  but  by  the  fair  weather  that  you  make 
your  felf,  it  is  needful  that  you  frame  the  feafon  for  your 

own  harveft- John.  I  had  rather  be  a  canker  in  a  hedge,  than  a  rofe 
in  hisgrace,  and  it  better  fits  my  blood  to  be  difdain'd  of 
all,  then  to  fafhion  a  carriage  to  rob  love  from  any:  in  this 
(  though  I  cannot  be  faid  to  be  a  flattering honeft  man) 
it  muft  not  be  denied  but  I  urn  a  plain  dealing  villain,  I 
am  trufted  with  a  mizzel ,  and  infranchifed  with  a  clog, 
therefore  I  have  decreed,  not  to  fing  in  my  cage  :  if  I  had 
my  mouth ,  I  would  bite  -.  if  I  had  my  liberty,  I  would  do 
my  liking :  in  the  mean  time ,  let  me  b/  that  I  am ,  and 
feeknot  to  alter  me. 

Conr.  Can  you  make  no  ufe  of  your  difconrent? 
John.  J  will  make  all  ufe  of  ir,  for  I  ufe  it  onely. 

Who  comes  here  ?  what  news  Borachio. 

Enter  "Borachio. 

Bora.  I  came  yonder  from  a  great  fupper ,  the  Prince 
your  brother  is  royally  entertained  by  Leonato, and  lean 
give  you  intelligence  of  an  intended  marriage. 

John  Will  it  ferve  for  any  Model  to  build  mifchief 

on  ?  What  is  he  for  a  fool  that  betroth's  himfelf  to  un- 

quietnels  ? Bor,  Marry  it  is  your  brothers  right  hand. 
John.  Who,  themoft  exquifite  QUudioi 
Bor.  Even  he. 

John.  A  proper  fquire  ;  and  who  ,and  who  which  way 
looks  he  ? 

Bor.  Marry  on  Hero,  the  daughter  and  Heir  of  Leonato. 
John.  A  v«ry  forward  March- chick,  how  come  you 

to  this  ? 
Bor.  Being  entertain'd  for  a  perfumer ,  as  I  was  frooa- 

king  a  mufty  room ,  comes  me  the  Prince  and  Claudio , 
hand  in  hand  in  fad  conference  .•  I  whipt  behind  the  Ar- 

ras, and  there  heard  it  agreed  upon  that  the  Prir.ee  fhould 

wooe  Hero  for  himfelf,  and  having  obtain'd  her,  give 
her  to  Count  Claudio. 

John.  Come,  come,  let  us  thither,  this  may  prove  food 

to  my  difpleafure  ,  that  young  ftart-up  hath  all  the  glory 
of  my  overthrow:  if  I  can  crofs  him  any  way,  1  blels 

my  felf  every  way  $  you  are  both  fure  ,  and  will  affift  me  ? 
Conr.  To  the  death  my  Lord. 
John.  Let  us  to  the  great  fupper,  their  cheer  is  the 

greater  that  I  fubdued  .would  the  cook  were  of  my  micd; 

fhall  we  go  prove  what's  to  be  dore? 
Bor.  We'll  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip. 

Exeunt. 

Attus  Secunclus. 

Enter  Leonato,  his  brother,  his  wife,  Hero  his  daughter, 
and  Beatrice  his  netce,  and  kjnfman. 

Lecna.  Was  not  Count  John  here  at  fupper  ? 
Brot.  I  faw  him  not. 

Beat.  How  tartly  that  Gentleman  looks ;  I  never  can 

fee  him,  but  I  am  heart-bur n'd  an  hour  after. 
Hero.  He  is  of  a  melancholly  difpofition. 
Beat.  He  were  an  excellent  man  that  were  made  juft  in 

the  mid-way  between  him  and  Benedick^  the  one  is  too 
like  an  image,  and  faies  nothing  ,  and  the  other  too  like 
my  Ladies  eldeft  fon,  evermore  tailing. 

Leon.  Then  half  Signior  Benedick's  tongue  in  Count 7«hn  i 
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Johns  mouth, .and  half  Count  Jehus  melancholy  in  Sig- 
nior  BfacdidC*  fart.  .  t 

Beat.  With  i  good  leg  and  a  good  foot  unckle,  and 

money  enough  in  his  purfe,  fuch  a  man  would  win  any 

woman  in  the  world,  if  he  could  get  her  good 

Leon.  By  ray  troth  N^ece,  thou  Wtlt  neferget  heea 

husband,  if  thou  be  fo  fhrewd  of  thy  tongue. 

2r»f .Irfaiih  ih-'s  too  curft. 
Ben.  Too  cmft  is  more  than  curft,!  fhall  leffenGods 

fending  that  way  i  for  it  is  laid  ,  God  fends  a  curft  Cow 

fhort  horns,  but  to  a  Cow  too  curft  he  (ends  none. 

Leott.  So,  by  being  too  curft,  God  will  lend  no  horns. 

Beat.  Juft,  if  he  fend  me  no  husband  ,  for  the  which 

bleffing,  I  am  at  him  upon  my  knees  every  morning  and 

evening  :  Lord, I  could  not  endure  a  husband  with  a  beard 

on  his  face,.I  had  rather  lie  in  the  woollen. 

Leon.  You  may  light  upan  a  husband  that  hath  no  beard. 

Beat.whit  fhould  I  do  with  him?  dreflTe  him  in 

my  apparel,  and  make  him  my  waiting-gentlewoman  ?  he 
that  hath  a  beard  is  more  than  a  youth :  and  he  that  hath 

no  beard  is  lefTe  then  a  man :  and  he  that  is  more  than  a 

youth,  is  not  forme  :  arid  he  that  is  lefs  than  a  man,  I  am 

not  for  him  :  therefore  1  will  even  take  fix  pence  in  ear- 

neftof  the  Bearherd  and  lead  his  Apes  into  hell. 

Teen,  Well  then,  go  you  into  hell. 
Beat.  No,  but  to  the  gate  ,  and  there  will  the  Devil 

meet  me  like  an  old  Cuckold  with  his  horns  on  his  head, 

and  fay  gee  you  to  heaven  Beatrice ,  get  you  to  heaven , 

here's  noplace  for  you  maids,  fo  deliver  I  up  ray  Apes, 
id  away  to  Siint  Peter:  for  the  heavens,  he  fhews  me 
vhere  the  Batchellors  fit,  and  there  live  we  as  merry  as 
the  day  is  long. 

Brot.  Well  Neece  ,  I  truft  you  will  be  rnl'd  by  your  fa- 
ther. 

B  at.  Yes  faith  ,  it  is  my  coufins  duty  to  make  curtfie, 
and  fay  ,  as  it  pieafe  you  :  but  yet  for  all  that  coufin  ,  let 
him  be  a  handibra  fellow  ,  or  elfe  make  another  curtifie , 

and  lay,  father,  as  it  pleafes  me. 
Lton.  Well  Neece,  I  hope  to  fee  you  one  day  fitted  with 

a  husband. 
Beat.  Net  till  God  make  men  of  fome  other  mettal 

than  earth,  would  it  not  grieve  a  woman  to  be  overma 
ftred  with  a  piece  .of  valiant  duft  ?  to  make  account  of 
her  life  to  a  clod  of  cold  wayward  marie  ?  no  Uncle  ,  Tie 
none :  Adams  Ions  are  brethren  ,  and  truly  I  hold  it  a  fin 
to  match  in  ray  kinred. 

Leon.  Daughter  ,  remember  what  I  told  you,  if  the 
Prince  do  tollicire  you  in  that  kind,  you  know  your  anfwer. 

Beat.  The  fault  will  be  in  the  mufick,  coufin, if  you 

be  not  woo'd  in  good  time  :  it  the  Prince  be  too  impor- 
tant,tell  him  there  is  meafure  in  every  thing,  and  fo  dance 
out  the  anfwer;  for  hear  me  Hero,  wooing,  wedding,  and 
repenting ,  is  as  a  Scorch  jigge,  a  meafure ,  and  a  cinque- 
pace  :  the  firft  fuic  is  hot  and  hafty  like  a  Scotch  jigg, 
(  and  full  as  fantaftical  )  the  wedding  mannerly  modeft, 
(  as  a  meafure  )  full  of  Mate  and  anchentry,  and,then  comes 
repentance ,  and  with  his  bad  legs  falls  into  the  cinque- 
pace  fafter  and  fafter,  till  he  finks  into  his  grave. 

Leon.  Coufin  you  apprehend  palling  fhrewdly. 
Beatrice.  I  have  a  good  eye  Uncle,  1  can  fee  a  Church 

by  day  light. 
Leon.  The  revellers  are  entring  brother ,  make  good 

room. 

Enter  Prince,  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benediche,  and  Bal- 
thazar, or  dumb  John,Maskers  with  a  drum. 

Pedro.  Lady,  will  you  walk  about  with  your  friend  ? 
Hero.  So  you  walk  foftly ,  and  look  fweetly  ,  and  fay 

nothing>  I  am  yours  for  the  walk,  and  efpecially  when  I 
walkaway. 

Pedro.  With  me  in  your  company. 
Hero.  I  may  fay  fo  when  I  pieafe. 
Pedro,  And  when  pieafe  you  to  fay  fo  ? 
Hero.  When  I  like  your  favour ,  for  God  defend  the 

Lute  fhould  be  like  the  cafe. 
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Pedro.  My  vifor  is  Philemons  roof,  within  the  houie 

is  love. Hero.  Why  then  your  vifor  fhould  be  thatcht. 
Pedro.  Speak  low  if  you  fpeak  Love. 
Bene.  Well,  I  would  you  did  like  me. 
Mas.  So  would  not  I  for  your  own  fake,  for  I  have 

many  ill  qualities. 
A'ne.  Which  is  one  ? 

Ma*K-  I  fay  my  prayers  aloud. 
Bene.  I  love  you  the  better,the  hearers  may  cry  Amen. Mas.  God  match  me  with  a  good  dancer. Balth.  Amen. 

Mas.  And  God  keep  him  out  of  my  fight  when  the dance  is  done  :  anfwer  Clerk. 
Balth.  No  more  words,  the  Clerk  is  anfwered. 
Vrfula.  1  know  you  well  enough, you  are  Signior thonio. 

*Anth.  At  a  word ,  1  am  not. 
Vrfula.  1  know  you  by  the  wagling  of  your  head. 
*s4nth.  To  tell  you  true,  I  counterfeit  him. 
Vrfu.  You  could  never  do  him  fo  ill  well  unlefs  you 

were  the  very  man :  here's  his  dry  hand  up  and  down  , 
you  are  he,  you  are  he. 

Anth.  At  a  word,  I  am  not 
Vrfula.  Come ,  come,  do  you  think  I  do  noe  know 

you  by  your  excellent  wit?  can  vertue  hide  it  lelf  ?  go 

to,mumrae,  you  are  he  ,  graces  will  appear  ,  and  there's an  end. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  tell  me  who  told  you  to? 
Bene.  No,  you  fhall  pardon  me. 
Beat.  Nor  will  you  tell  me  who  you  are  ? 
Bene.  Not  now. 

Beat.  That  I  was  difdainful,  and  that  I  had  my  good 
wit  out  of  the  hundred  merry  tales  :  wel!,this  was  .Signior 
Bcnedtcke  that  faid  fo. 

Bene.  What's  he  ? 
Beat.  I  am  fure  you  know  him  well  enough. 
Bene.  Not  I,  believe  me. 
Beat.  Did  he  never  make  you  laugh  ? 
Bene.  I  pray  you  what  is  he  ? 
Beat.  Why  he  is  the  Prir.ces  jefter ,  a  very  dull  fool , 

onely  his  gift  is ,  in  devifing  impoflible  flanders  ,  none 
but  Libertines  delight  in  him ,  and  the  commendation  is 
not  in  his  wit,  but  in  his  villany,  for  he  both  pleafeih 
mer,  and  angers  them  ,  and  then  they  laugh  at  him,  and 
beat  him  ;  I  am  fure  he  is  in  the  fleet ,  1  would  he  had 
boarded  me. 

Bene.  When  J  know  the  Gentleman, I'le  :eI5  'nhv  .?hat 
you  fay. 

Beat .  Do ,  do,  hee'l  but  break  a  comparifon  or  two 
on  me,  which  peradventure  (  not  rHarkt,  or  net  laugh'd 
at)ftrikeshim  into  radancholly,  and  then  there's  a  Par- 

tridge wing  faved  ,  for  the  fool  will  eat  no  (upper  that 
night.  We  muft  follow  the  Leaders. 

Bene.  In  every,  good  thing. 

Bea.  Nay ,  if  they  lead  to  any  ill,  I  will  leave  them 
at  the  next  turning.  Exeunt. 

Mufick.  fur  the  dame. 

John.  Sure  my  brother  is  amorous  on  Hero,  and  hath 
withdrawn  her  father  to  break  with  him  about  it:  the 

Ladies  follow  her,  and  but  one  vifor  remains. 
Bore.  And  that  is  Claudio  ,  I  know  him  by  his  bearing. 
John  Are  not  you  Signior  Benedicke  ? 
Clau.  You  know  me  well,  I  am  he. 

John.  Signior,  you  are  very  near  ray  brother  in  his 
love ,  he  is  enamot'd  on  Hero  ,  I  pray  you  diffwade  him 
from  her,  me  is  no  equal  for  his  birth  :  you  may  do  the 
part  of  an  honeftman  in  it. 

Clau.  How  know  you  he  loves  her  ? 
John.  I  heard  him  fwear  his  affection. 
Bora.  So  did  I  too ,  and  he  iworc  he  would  marry  her 

to  night. 

Job*  Come ,  let  us  to  the  banquet.  Exit  manet.  Clau- 

Clau- 
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pan.  Thus  anivyer  1  in  name  of  Benedict 
B^t  hear  this  ill  news  with  the  ears  of  Claudio: 

'Fis  certain  lb,  the  Princewoo's  for  himfelf : 
Fnendlhip  isconftantin  all  other  things, 
Save  in  the  Office  and  affairs  of  love  : 

Therefore  all  hearts  in  love  ufe  their  own  tongues, 

Let  every  eye  negotiate  for  it  felf, 

And  trull  no  Agent  :  for  beauty  is  a  witch  , 

Againft  whole  charms,  faith  melteth  into  blood: 
This  is  an  accident  of  hourly  proof, 

Which  1  miftrufted  not.  Farewell  therefore  Hero. 

Enter  Benedtcke. 
Bene.  Count  Claudio. 

£Uu.  Ye  the  fame.  5 

Bene.  Come,  will  you  go  with  me" Clan.  Whither  ?  _ 

Bene .  Even  to  the  next  Willow ,  about  your  own  bu- 

finefs,  Count.  What  fafhion  will  you  wear  the  Garland 

of  ?  About  your  neck,  like  a  Ufurers  chain  ?  Or  under 

your  arm,  like  a  Lieutenants  fcarf?  You  muft  wear  it 

one  way,  for  the  Prince  hath  got  your  Here. 
Clau.  I  wifh  him  joy  of  her. 

Bene.  Why  that's  fpoken  like  an  honeft  Drovier ,  fo 
they  fell  Bullocks :  but  did  you  think  the  Prince  would 
have  ferved  you  thus  ? 

Clan.  I  pray  you  leave  me.' 
Bene.  No  no .'  you  ftrike  like  the  blind-man,  'twas  the 

boy  that  ftole  your  meat?  and  you'll  beat  the  poll. 
Clan.  If  it  will  not  be,  1'le  leave  you.  Exit. 
Bene.  Alas  poor  hurt  foul ,  now  will  he  creep  into 

fedges :  but  that  my  Lady  Beatrice  mould  know  me,  and 
not  know  me:  the  Princes  fool.'  Ha  ?  it  may  be  I  go 
under  that  title ,  becaufe  I  am  merry :  yet  but  fo  I  am 

apt  to  do  my  felf  wrong:  1  am  notfo  reputed ,  it  is  the 

bale  (  though  bitter )  difpofition  of  Beatrice ,  that  puts 
the  word  into  her  perfon,  and  fo  gives  me  out  well.  He 
be  revenged  as  I  may. 

tLnter  the  Prince'. 

Pedro.  Now  Signior,  where's  the  Count?  did  you  fee him  . 

Bene.  Troth  my  Lord,  I  have  played  the  part  of  Lady 
Fame ,  I  found  him  here  as  raelancholly  as  a  Lodge  in  a 
Warren ;  I  told  him,  and  I  think,  told  him  true,  that  your 
grace  had  got  the  will  of  this  young  Lady  ,  and  I  offered 
him  my  company  to  a  willow  tree  either  to  make  him  a 
garland,  as  being  forfaken,  or  to  bind  him  a  rod,  as  be- 

ing worthy  to  be  whipt. 

Pedro.  To  be  whipt,  what's  his  fault  ? 
Bene.  The  Bat  tranfgreffion  of  a  School  boy  ,i  who 

being  over-joyed  with  finding  a  birds  neft,  fhewsithb 
companion,  and  he  fleals  it. 

Pedro-  Wilt  thou  make  a  trail,  a  tranfgreffion?  the 
tranfgreffion  is  in  the  ftealer. 

Bene.  Yet  it  had  not  been  srnifs  the  rod  had  been 

made,  and  the  garland  soojfor  the  garland  he  might  have 
worn  himfelf,and  the  red  he  might  have  beftovved  on 
you,  who  C  as  I  take  it)  have  ftoln  his  birds  neft. 

Pedro.  1  will  but  teach  them  to  fing,  and  reftore  them 
to  the  owner. 

Bene.  If  their  finging  anfwer  your  faying,  by  my  faith 
you  fay  honeftly. 

Tedro.  The  Lady  Beatrice  hath  a  quarrel  to  you  ,  the 

Gentleman  that  dane'd  with  her ,  told  her  fhe  is  much 
w  ong'd  by  you. 

Bene .  O  fhe  mifus'd  me  pall  the  indurance  of  a  block : 
an  oak  but  with  one  green  leaf  on  it,  would  have  an- 
fweied  her :  my  very  vifor  began  to  affume  life,  and  fcold 
with  her  :  fhe  told  me ,  not  thinking  I  had  been  my 
felf,  that  1  was  the  Princes  Jefter ,  and  that  I  was  duller 
than  a  great  thaw ,  hudling  jeft  upon  jeft ,  with  fuch  im- 
poffible  conveiance  upon  me  ,  that  1  Hood  like  a  man  at  a 

mark ,  with  a  whole  army  fhooting  i  at  me  :  fhe  fpeaks 
poyniards,  and  every  word  ftabsme:  if  herbrta-th  were 
as  terrible  as  terminations,  there  were  no  living  near 
herj  fhe  would  infett  to  the  north  liar:  J  would  not 
marry  her  ,  though  fhe  were  indowed  with  ail  that  Adam 
had  left  him  before  he  tranfgreft,  fhe  would  have  made 
Hercules  h^e  turnd  fpit,  yea,  and  have  cleft  his  club  to 
make  the  fire  too:  come,  talk  not  of  her.,  you  Hull  find 
her  in  the  infernal  Ate  in  good  apparel.  I  would  to  God 
forae fcholar  would  conjure  hee  ,  for  certainly  while  fhe 
is  here,  a  man  may  live  as  quiet  in  hell^  ?.sin  a  Lnftuary, 
and  people  fin  upon  purpofe,  becaufe  they  would  go  thither^ 
fo  indeed  all  difquiet,  horror,  and  perturbation  follows  her! 

Enter  Claudk,  and  Beatrice,  Leonato,  Hero. 
Pedro.  Look  here  fhecomes. 

Bene.  Will  your  Grace  command  me  any  fervice  to 
the  worlds  end  ?  I  will  go  on  the  llighteft  errand  now 
to  the  Antipodes  that  you  can  deviie  to  fend  me  on;  I 
will  fetch  you  a  tooth-Picker  now  from  the  furtheft  inch 
ofAJia:  bring  you  the  length  of  Prefler  Johr.s  foot:  fetch 
you  a  hair  off  the  great  Cbamt  beard:  do  you  any  em- 
balTage  to  the  Pigmies,  rather  then  hold  three  words 
conference  with  thisHarpy  j  you  have  no  employment  for  me? 

Pedro.  None,  but  todefire  your  good  company. 
Ben?.  O  God  fir,  heresadifh  I  love  not,  I  cannot  in- 

dure  this  Ladies  tongue.  Exit. 
Pedro.  Come  Lady  ,  come,  you  have  loft  the  heart  oi 

Signicr  Benedicks. 
Beat.  Indeed  my  Lord,  he  lent  it  me  a  while,  and  1 

gave  him  ufe  for  it ,  a  double  heart  for  a  fingle  one  marry: 
once  before  he  won  it  of  of  me,  with  falfe  dice,  therefore 
your  Grace  may  well  fay  I  have  loftir* 

Pedro.  You  have  put  him  down  Lady,  you  have  put 
him  down. 

Beat.  So  I  would  not  he  fhould  dome,  my  Lord,  left  I 
fhould  prove  the  mother  of  lools:  I  have  brought  Count 
Claudioy  whom  you  fent  me  to  leek. 

Pedro,  why  how  now  Count,  wherefore  are  you  fad? 
Clan.  Not  fad  my  Lord. 
Pedro.  How  then  f  fick  ? 
Clau.  Neither,  my  Lord. 
Beat.  The  Count  is  neither  fad  nor  fick ,  nor  merry, 

nor  well:  but  civil  Count,  civil  as  an  Oiange,  and  lbme- 
thing  of  a  jealous  complexion. 

Pedro.  Ifaith  Lady,  I  think  your  blazon  to  be  true  , 
though  I  be  fworn  ,  if  he  belo,  his  conceit  is  falfe  : 
here  Claudio ,  J^have  wooed  in  thy  name  ,  and  fair  hero 
is  won ,  1  have  broke  with  her  father,  and  his  good  will 

obtained  ,  name  the  ('ay  of  marriage,  and  God  give  thee  joy. 
Leona.  C(  unt,  take  of  me  my  daoghter  ,  and  with  her 

my  fortunes :  his  grace  hath  made  the  match  ,and  all  grace 

fay  Arcnn  to  it. 
Beit.  Speak  Count,  'tis  your  Qu. 
Clan  Silence  is  the  perfecleft  Herald  of  joy,  I  were 

but  little  happy  if  I  could  fay  ,  hew  much  ?  Lady,  as  ycu 
are  mine  ,  I  am  yours  ;  1  give  away  my  felf  for  you, and 
doat  upon  the  exchange. 

Beat.  Speak  ccufin  ,  or  C  if'you  cannot  )  Hop  his  mouth 
with  a  kifs,  and  let  not  him  fpeak  neither. 

Pedro.  Irfiith  Lady  you  have  a  mejry  heart. 
Beat.  Yea  my  Lord  1  thank  it,  poor  fool,  it  keeps 

on  the  windy  fide  of  care,  my  coufn  tells  him  in  his  ear 
that  he  is  in  my  heart. 

Clau.  And  fo  flu  doih  cofin. 

Beat.  Good  Lcxc1  for  ,-liiance  :  t'  us  goes  every  one  to 
the  world  but  1,  and  I  am  fun-bur n'd,  I  may  fit  in  a  coi- 

ner and  cry,  heigh  ho  for  a  husband. 
Pedro.  Lady  Beatrice^  I  will  get  you  one. 
Beat.  I  would  rather  hav\:  one  of  ycuv  fathers  getting : 

hath  your  Grace  ne're  a  brother  like  »;ou?  your  father 
got  excellent  ribands ,  jf  a  maid  could  come  by  them. 

Prince.  Will  you  h  jvf  me  ?  Lady. 

Beat.  No  my  Lord,  u.  Ids  I  might  have  another  for 
working- 
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working-dayes,  your  Grace  is  too  coftly  to  wear
  every 

day:  But  I  befeech  your  Grace  pardon  me,  1  was 
 bom 

to  fpeak  all  mirth,  and  no  matter. 

Prince.  Your  filence  mod  offends  me  ,  and  to  be  mer~ 

ry  beft  becomes  youifor  out  of  queftion  ,  you  were  bo
rn 

in  a  meny  hour. 

No  fuie  mv  L<»"cl ,  my  mother  crved  ,  but  then 

there  was  aftar  dar.c'd,and  under  that  I  was  born  :  ccufins 
God  give  you  joy.  . 

Neece,  will  you  look  to  thofe  things  I  told  you 
of?  j 

Bwf .  I  cry  you  mercy  Uuncle ,  by  your  Graces  pardon. ExitBeatrice. 

Prince.  By  my  troth  a  plafant  fpiritedLady. 

Leon.  There's  little  of  the  melancholiy  element  in  her 

my  Lord  ,  fhe  is  never  lad,  but  when  fhe  fl  eps ,  and  nor
 

ever  fad  then :  for  1  have  heard  my  daughter  fay,  fhe  hath 

often  dreamt  of  unhappineis ,  and  wak't  her  fclf  with
 

laughing. 
Pedro.  She  cannot  indure  to  hear  tell  ot  a  husband. 

Leon.  O,  by  no  means ,  fhe  mocks  all  her  wooers  out 
offuit. 

Prirxe.  She  were  an  excellent  wife  for  Benedicke. 

Leona.  O  lord,  my  Lord,  if  they  were  but  a  week  mar- 

ried, they  would  talk  therafclves  mad. 
Prince.  Count  Claudia,  when  mean  you  to  go  to 

Church? 

Clan.  To  morrow  my  Lord ,  Time  goes  on  crutches , 

rill  love  have  all  his  rites. 

Leona.  Not  till  Monday ,  my  dear  fon,  which  is  hence 

a  juft  feven  night ,  and  a  time  too  brief  to,  to  have  all 

things  anlwer  mind. 

Frince.  Come,  you  fluke  the  head  at  fo  long  a  brea- 

thing ,  but  I  warrant  thee  Claudio  ,  .he  time  fhall  noc  go 

dully  by  us,  I  will  in  the  interim,  undertake  one  of  Her- 
cules labours,  which  is,  to.bring  Signer  Benedicke  and  the 

Lady  Beatrice  into  &  mountain  of  affection,  th'  oncwiih 
th'other ;  1  would  fain  have  it  a  match  ,  ar,d  I  doubt  not 

but  to  faihion  it,  if  you  three  will  but  mi  ufter  fuchaffi- 
ftance  as  I  fhall  give  ycu  direction. 

Leona.  My  Lord,  I  am  for  you,  though  it  coft  mt  ten 

nights  watchings. 
Uau.  And  i  my  Lord. 
Prin.  And  you  too  gentle  ffero. 
Hero.  I  will  do  any  modeft  office,  my  Lord, to  help 

my  coufinto  a  good  husband. 
Prin.  And  Benedicke  i$  not  the  unhopefulleft  husband 

thit  1  know  :  thus  far  can  I  praife  him,  he  is  of  a  noble 

ftrain,of  approved  valour,  and  confirmd  honefty.  I  will 

teach  you  how  to  humour  your  coufin,  that  file  fhall  fall 
in  love  w:th  Benedicke,  and  I,  with  your  two  helps  will 
fo  pr  ftife  on  Benedict  that  in  deipite  of  his  quick  wit, 

and  hisqueafie  ftomack,  hefnali  fall  in  love  with  Beatrice : 
if  we  can  do  this,  Cup  d  is  no  longer  an  Archer,  his  glory 

|  fhall  be  ours,  for  we  are  the  only  love-geds,  go  with  me, 
'  and  I  will  tell  you  my  drift.  ,  Exeunt. 

Enter  John  4nd  Eoracloio. 

John.  It  is  fo,  the  Count  Claudio  fhall  marry  the  daugh- 
ter of  Leonato. 

Bora.  Yea  my  Lord,  but  I  can  crofs  it. 
John.  Any  bar ,  any  crofs ,  any  impediment,  will  be 

medicinable  to  me,  I  am  fick  in  difpleafure  to  him, and 
whatfoever  comes  athwart  his  affeftion,  ranges  evenly 
with  mine  j  how  canft  thou  crofs  this  marri  ge  ? 

Bor.  Not  honeftly  my  Lord  ,  but  fo  coveitiy ,  that  no 
difhonefty  fhall  appear  in  me. 

Joh.  fhew  me  briefly  how. 
Bor.  I  think  I  told  your  Lorcfhip  a  year  fince,  how 

much  I  am  in  the  favour  of  Margaret,  the  waiting  gen- 
tlewoman to  Hero. 

John.  I  remember. 

Bor.  1  can  at  any  unfeafonable  inftant  of  the  night,  ap- 
point her  to  look  out  at  her  Ladits  chamber  window. 

John.  What  life  is  in  that,  to  be  the  death  of  this 
marriage  ? 

Bor.  The  poyfon  of  that  lies  in  you  to  temper  <,  go 
you  to  the  Prince  your  brother  ,fpare  not  to  tell  him,  that 
he  hath  wronged  his  Honor  in  marrying  the  renowned 
Claudio  ,  whole  eftiroation  do  you  mightily  hold  up,  to  a 
contaminated  ltale,  fuch  a  one  as  Hero. 

John.  What  proof  fhall  I  make  of  that? 
Bor.  Proof  enough ,  to  roilufe  the  Prince  ,  to  vex 

Claudio ,  to  undo  Htro ,  and  kill  Leonato  i  look  you  for 

any  other  iffue? 
John.  Only  to  defpite  them,  I  will  endeavour  any 

thing. 

Bor.  Go  then  find  me  a  meet  hour,  to  draw  on 
Pedro,  and  the  Count  Claudio,  alone,  tell  them  that  you 
know  that  Hero,  Icvi  s  me,  intend  a  kind  of  zeal  both 
to  the  Prince  and  Claudio,  (  as  in  a  love  of  your  brothers 
honor  who  hath  made  this  match  )  and  his  friends  repu- 

tation ,  who  is  thus  like  to  be  cozen'd  with  the  femblance 
of  a  maid,  that  ycu  have  difcoverd  thus :  they  will  fcarce- 
ly  believe  this  without  trial:  offer  them  inltances  which 
fhall  bear  no  Iefs  likelihood,  than  to  lee  meathercham- 

bfr  window,  hear  me  call  Margaret,  Hero,  hear  Mar- 
garit  term  me  Claudio,  and  bring  them  to  fee  this, the 
very  night  before  the  intended  wedding,  for  in  the 
mean  time,  1  will  fafhion  the  matter,  that  Hero  fhall 
be  abfent ,  and  there  fhall  appear  fuch  feeming  truths  oi 

f/troV  difloyalty  ,  that  jealoufie  fhall  be  cali'd  allurance, 
and  all  the  preparation  overthrown. 

Joh.  Grow  this  to  what  adverfe  iflue  it  can, I  will  put 
it  in  prattife :  be  cunning  in  the  working  this,  and  thy 
fee  is  a  thoufand  ducats. 

Bcr.  Be  thou  conflant  in  the  accufation,  and  my 

cunning  ihall  not  fhame  me. 

John.  I  will  prelent'y  go  learn  their  day  of  marri- 
age,, Exit. 

Enter  Benedicke  alone. 
Bene.  Boy. 

Boy.  Signior. 
Bene.  In  my  chamber  window  lies  a  book  ,  bring  it 

hither  to  me  in  the  orchard. 

Boy.  I  am  here  already  fir.  Exit, 
tine.  I  know  that,  but  I  would  have  thee  hence ,  and 

here  again.  I  do  much  wonder,  iha^  one  man  feeing 
how  much  another  man  is  a  fool,  when  he  dedicates  his 
behaviours  to  love  ,  will  after  he  hath  hught  at  fuch 
(hallow  follies  in  others,  become  the  arrument  of  his 

ownfeorn,  by  falling  in  love  /  and  fuch  a  man  is  Claudio. 
I  have  known  when  there  was  no  mufick  with  him  but 
ihe  drum  and  the  fife,  and  now  had  he  rather  hear  the 
taber  and  the  pipe :  1  have  known  when  he  would  have 
waikt  ten  mile  a  foot,  to  fee  a  good  armor  ;  and  now  will 
he  lie  ten  nights  awake  carving  the  fafhion  of  a  new  dub- 
let  .•  he  was  wort  to  fpeak  plain,  and  to  the  purpole  (  like 

an  honeft  man  and  a  louldier)  and  now  is  he  turn'd  ortho- 

graphy, his  worCs  are  a  very  fantaftical  banquet,  juft  fo' 
manv  ftrange  difhts :  may  1  be  fo  converted,  and  lee  with 
thefe  eyes  ?  I  cannot  tell ,  1  think  not  ?  I  will  not  be 

fworn  ,  but  love  may  transform  me  to  an  oyitcr,  but  l'le 
take  my  oath  on  it ,  till  he  have  made  an  oyfter  of  me,  he 
fhall  never  make  me  fuch  a  fool  j  one  woman  is  fair ,  yet 

I  am  well:  another  is  wife ,  yet  I  am  well :  another  ver- 
tuous  ,  yet  1  am  well :  but  till  all  graces  be  in  or.e  woman , 
one  woman  fhall  not  come  in  ray  grace :  rich  fhe  fhall 

be,  that's  certain  :  wife,  or  l'le  none  ;vcrtucus,  or  Pie 
never  cheapen  her  :  fair  ,  or  l'le  never  look  on  her ;  mild, 
or  come  not  near  me :  Noble  ,  or  not  for  an  Angel :  of 

good  dilcourfe:  an  excellent  Mufiri-in ,  and  her  hair  fhall 
be  of  what  colour  it  pleale  God  ,  ha  /  the  Prince  and 
Monfieur  Love,\  will  hide  me  in  the  Arbor. 

Enter  Prince,  Leonato,  Claudio,  and  Jack.  Wilfott. 
Prince.  Come,  fhall  we  hear  this  mufick  ? 
Claud.  Yea  my  good  Lord  ;  how  ftillche  evening  is, 

As  hufht  on  purpole  to  grace  harmony. 

Trb.ce 
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,  ?"""'  ftr  r£  face  on  hU  own  person  ; To  put  a  urange  „ooe  no  more. 

I  pray  thee  fu  g,  and  k t  £ w°°0()i     lwiU  fing, 

W  Becaufe  you  t*  k  £  w  
B 

Since  many  a  wo 
oe^ doth  con 

To  her  he  thinks  
not  wortny.y 

Or  if  thou  wilt  hol
d  long"  5 

DSC  ̂ b;f-X?'wo,thth.  noting, not  x  note  of  mine  tnat  s  ™_Kpta  tI 

T^»^-i.-tc
het8  that  he 

 fpeaks' 

No«  notes  fotfooth  ̂   nothing.^  ̂          %  k  • Bm,Now  mvtne :      ,  now  ^  ̂   m 

not  ftrange  that  ̂ eef.|     f     my  m0ney  when  alls 

Leon.  What  effcfts  my~Lord  ?  (he  will  lit  you  , you heard  my  daughter  tell  you  how. 
Claud.  She  did  indeed. 

Pr*«.  Hew,  how  1  pray  you  ?  ycu  amsie  me,
  I  would 

have  thought  her  fpirit  had  been  invincible  a
gamit  all 

afTaults  of  affeaion. 

Lw.  1  would  have  fworn  it  had ,  my  Lord ,  dpeciaUy againft Benedick.  ..  -  ,      ..  • 

Bene.l  fhoutd  think  this  a  gull,  but  that  th
e  white- 

bearded  fellow  fpeaks  it :  knavery  cannot  fure 
 hide  him- 

felf  in  fiich  reverence. 

Claud.  He  Hath  tane  th'  infeaion,  hold  it  up. 

Prince  Hath  (he  made  her  sfftftion  known  
to  Ve- 

Leonato.  No  ,  and  fwears  fhe  never  will,  t
hats  her 

"c/W.  'Tis  true  indeed,  fo  your  daughter  fayesrfhail 

1,  fayes  fhe,  that  have  fo  oft  encountred  
htm  with  icorn, 

write  to  him  that  1  love  him  ? 
ite  to  him  that  l  love  n;ra  r  •    •  i 

Leo.  This  faies  fhe  now  when  fhe  is  beginning  to  | 

write  to  him,  fhe'l  be  up  twenty  tiroes  a  night ,  ̂
  » 

there  will  fhe  fit  in  her  fraock ,  till  fhe  have  wr
italh: :et 

Bene..  Now  owin   -  >        mould  hak  fouls  out  o  ̂   "    '     daughter  tells  us  ail. 
not  ftrW       *eef  h*rB  for  tny  money  when  all  s  of  pa^my      8^              of  paper  ,  T  tf  mcmber mens  bodies  ?  wet  ,  toU  us  o 
done.                                                     «  \     '  n  when  fhe  had  writ  it,  and  reading  it  ever, 

The  Song. 

M^n  Ladies,  fghne  mor
e, 

Men  were  d<ceiver
s  ever, 

0    feet  in  Random
  en  frore, 

A  dkyoAbiitbe&dben
ny, 

inn  hey  t.eny,  nony. 

Sinzno  more  Mmes^n
gno  more; 

The  frond  of  r»*n  we
re  ever  Jo, 

JVi.cr.Bytny  troth 
 a  good  fong: 

a  I51''1        , ,    t  j  hMn  a  doe  that  fhould  have  howl'd 
B««.  And  bang'd  ̂   .  and  1  pray  God  to. 

thus,  they  *°»>d„h"\Sl  ,  l  had  as  Ke«  have  heard 

^'trrav  n  com 
whatplague  could  have  

comeaf- 
the  night-ra\s.n,  vvl" 
ter  it.  ,ft  thoU  hear  Baltbaaarn  pray 

Pri«c«.  'Xea  marry,  oo      fick .  for  t0  morrow  night 
thee  get  us  force  «ce lien  window. 
we  would  have  it  at  the  Laay  ^/rfc^r. 

**k  THo  *  f"eUl  Come  hither  Leontto  what 

Z^f^^l  foul  fits.  I  did  ne- 

Cte«.  O  I,  ftalk  on,
  tta*  on 

vcr  thin,  that  Lady  wcu Id  ̂^XiJ«fal, 
 
that  (he 

i,cw.  No,nor  i  nenh  -b  ^  ̂   hMh  in 

(hoold  to  ̂ ^ftetned  ever  to  abhor, 

all  outward  behaviors 
1 

Be»«.  ls't  P°ffibk        T  ord  1  cannot  teU  what  to  think 

1  (v^zcX9^
  *****  ̂  

feit  ofpaffioncamc  fo  n
eat  the  lite  01  Pi 

C°S.Whywhat  eff^of^^^ 
CW.  Bait  the  hook  

well,  the  hfh  wiUbite. 

a  pretty  ̂ your  daughter  told 
 us  of. 

Leon  O  when  fhe  had  writ  it,  and  reading  it  o
ver, 

fhe  found  Bene  dick  Beatrice  between  the
  fheet. Clan.  That.  ,         ,  ,  ,r„„„,0 

Lew  O  fhe  tore  the  letter  into  a  thoufar.d  ha
irpeno  , 

raild  at  her  felf ,  that  fhe  fhould  be  fo  iromod
eft ,  to  wnte 

to  one  that  fhe  knew  would  flout  her 
:  I  rr.ea*ure  him 

faies  fhe,  by  my  own  fpirit,  for  i  fhould 
 flout  him  if  ».e 

writ  tome,  yea  though  ilove  htm,l  
fhould 

CUh-  Then  down  upon  her  knees  fhe  fall
s,  we.ps 

fobs,  beats  her  heart ,  tears  her  hair ,  prays ,  curies  -C 

Iweet  Benedick ,  God  give  me  patience. 

Leon.  She  doth  indeed  ,  my  daughter  fa.es 
 fo,  and  the 

extafiehathfo  much  overborn  her,  that  my
  daughter  is 

fometitne  afeardfhe  will  do  a  defperaie  o
ut-rage  to  her 

ftlVriw#!^w«egood  that  Benedick  knew  of  it  by 

fome  other ,  if  fhe  will  not  dilcover  
it. 

C/I  To  what  end  fhe  would  but  mak
e  afportofit, 

and  torment  the  poor  Lady  worle. 
 _ 

Prm.  And  he  fhould  ,  it  were  an  alm
s  to  hang  him 

fhe'sTn  excellent  fweet  Lady,  and  (out
  of  all  fufpnton  ; 

fhe  is  vertuous- 

CUu-  And  fhe  is  exceeding  wile
. 

Vrin  In  everv  thing,  but  tn  lov
ing  Benedict- 

lZ%  my  Lo  d  ,&wifdome  and 
 blood  coabat.ng  m 

fo  tender  a  body,  we  have  ten  
proofs  to  one ,  that  blood 

I  wouW  have  daft  all  other  refpe
fts,  and  mide  her  half 

Ly  felf:I  Jrayyou  tell  B«M
«f't,  and  hear  what 

he  will  fay.  ,  . .  ,  5 

will  Qie>  »'  »'v  j  /Up  w:ii  die  it  he  woo  her, 

ofher  aceUooffl!d 

"t^'shedoth  well,  if  fhe  Otou'd
  make  tender  ofher 

lovel'thverypeffihlehe'llcornu,  
or  the  man  (as  you 

know  all  ;  hath  a  contemptible 
 [pint. . 

p^t
.^.

  are  „Ke ^Leon.  And  I  take  him  to  be  valiant. 

I    ̂   As  Heffof ,  I  affute  you,
  ard  ,n  the  man v ng  0 

quarrels  you  may  fee  he  is  
wife ,  for  etther  he  as  oics  

m 
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with  great  difcretion,  orundercakes  them  with  a  Chnfti- an  like  fear.  . 

Leon,  If  hedofear  God,  amuftneceflTanly  keep  peace-, 

if  he  break  the  pi  ace,  he  ought  to  enter  into  a  quarrel  With 
fear  and  tumbling. 

jprife  A-.dfo  *iU  he  do,  for  the  man  doth  fear  Cod, 

howfocveritf-cm-  not  in  him,  by  fome  large  jtfts  he  will 

make  :  well  I  a  n  iorry  for  your  Niece,  fhall  we  go  fee 

Benedick  ,  "and  tell  him  of  her  love  ? 
Claud.  N:ver  tell  him ,  my  Lord,  let  her  wear  it  out 

with  gond  counfel. 

Leon.  Nay  thats  impof!b!e,fhe  may  wear  her  heart  out 

r%i».  Well,  we  will  hear  further  of  it  by  your  daugh- 
ter, let  it  cool  the  while,  I  lo*e  Benedick  well,  and  I  cou'd 

with  he  would  m  >deftly  examine  himfelf,  to  fee  how  much 

he  is  un  worthy  to  have  fo  good  a  Lady. 

Leon.   My  Lord,  w  II  you  walk?  dinner  is  ready. 

CUh.  If  he  do  not  dote  on  her  upon  this,  1  will  never 

truft  my  expeftation. 
prm.  La  there  be  the  fame  Netfpread  foi  her,  and  that 

mutt  your  daughter  and  her  gentleworaancarry  :  thefp ort 

will  be,  when  they  hold  one  an  opinion  ot  another*  do- 

tage, and  no  fuch  matter,  that's  the  Scene  that  I  would  fe-  . 
which  will  be  meetly  adumbfhew  :  let  us  lend  her  to  call 

him  in  to  dinner;  Exeunt. 

Ben.  This  can  be  no  trick,  the  conference  wasfadly  born, 

they  have  the  truth  of  this  from  Hero,  they  teem  to  pity 

the  Lady  :  it  teems  her  affections  have  the  full  bint  : 

love  me?  why  it  mutt  be  requited  :  I  hear  how  I  am 

cenlur'd  :  they  fay  I  will  bear  mv  felf  proudly,  if  I  per- 
ceive the  love  come  from  her  :  they  fay  too,  that  fhe  will 

r.'.ther  dye  than  give  anv  fieri  of  affection  :  I  did  never 

think  to  marry  i  I  muft  not  feem  proud  ,  happy  are  they 
that  hear  their  detractions,  and  can  put  them  10  mending  : 

they  fay  the  Lady  is  fair    'tis  a  truth,  I  can  bear  them 
witnefs :  and  vertuous ,  'ti*  fo,  1  cannot  reprove  it :  and 

wife,  but  for  loving  me,  by  my  troth  it  is  no  addition  to 

her  wit  ,  nor  no  great  a'gument  of  her  folly,  for  1 

will  be  horribly  in  love  with  her,  I  may  chance  have 

fome  odd  quirks  and  remains  of  wit  broken  on  me,  be- 

caufe  I  have  rail'd  fo  long  agamft  marriage:  but  doth  nt>t 
the  appetite  alter  i  a  man  loves  the  meat  in  his  youth,  hat 
he  cannot  endure  in  his  age.  Shall  quips  and  (Sentences, 

and  thefe  paper-bullets  of  the  brain  ?we  a  man  Irum 
the  career  of  his  humour?    No,  the  world  mull  bep.o 

pled.    When  I  laid  I  would  dye  a  bitcbellor,  I  dii  nor 

think  I  Should  live  till  I  were  married:  here  comes  Bea- 

trice :  by  this  day  file's  a  fair  Lady,  1  do  fpy  fome  marks 
of  love  in  her. 

Enter  Btatrics. 

Beat.  Againft  my  will  I  am  fent  to  bid  you  come  in  to 
dinner. 

Ben.  Fair  Beatrice,!  thank  you  for  your  pains. 
Beat.  I  took  no  more  pains  for  thofe  thar  k%  than  you 

take  pains  to  thank  me  ;  i!  it  had  been  painfull  would  not 
have  come. 

Ben.  You  take  pleafure  then  in  the  mefiage. 
Beat.  Yea,  juft  fo  much  as  you  may  take  upon  a  knives 

point,  and  choak  a  Daw  withal :  you  have  no  ftomach  Sig- 
nior,  fare  you  well.  Exit. 

Ben.  Ha,  againft  my  wi'l  I  am  lent  to  bid  you  come  in 
to  dinner  :  there's  a  double  meaning  in  that  :  I  took  no 
more  pains  for  thole  th.nks,  than  you  took  pains  to  thank 
me  i  that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  any  pains  that  I  take  for  ycu 
is  as  eafie  as  thanks:  if  1  ds.not  take  pity  of  her,  I  am  a 
Villain  ,  if  I  do  not  love  her,  1  am  a  Jew :  I  will  go  get 
her  picture. 

Aftus  Tertius, 

Enter  Hero  and  two  Gentlemen,  Margaret  tind  VrfnU* 

Hero.  Good  Margaret  run  thee  to  the  parlour* 
There  fhalt  thou  find  my  Coufin  Beatrice 
Propofmg  with  the  Prince  and  Claud:ot 
Whifpej  her  ear,  and  te!l  her  laud  VfitU 
yValk  in  the  Orchard,  and  our  whole  difcourfe 
Is  all  of  her  ;  fry  tnu  thou  ov<.: -heardft  us, 
^nd  bid  hei  .1:4  into  the  pleached  bower, 
Where  ho...:y -fuckles  ripened  by  the  fun 

or  bid  the  Sun  to  entti  :  like  Favourites 

Made  proud  by  Princes,  that  advance  their  pride 
Aga  r.ft  that  power  that  br?d  it,  there  will  the  hide  her, 
|  o  l.^en  to  our  purpofe,  this  is  thy  office, 
Sear  thee  weliin  it,  and  leave  us  alone. 

Marg.  Me  make  her  come  I  warrant  prefently.  Extt. 
H  ro  Now  Vrfula  when  Beatrice  doth  come, 

A-  w  do  Trace  this  alley  up  and  down, 

O     tal    mult  onely  be  of  "Benedict vVhei  1 1  o  n-me  him,  let  it  be  thy  part 

To  pra  f  hi  *  more  th-<n  c*vr  man  did  merit, 
My  talk  to        Ti  ifl  be  hrv  b  nedick, 
h  ficK  in  levi        Beatrice:  of  this  matter 

Ii  little  Cup:ds  crafty  arrow  made, 
That  only  wounds,  cy  hear- fay  :  now  be^in. 

Enter  Beatrice. 

V'-  ">  -  & For  look  where  Beatrice  like  a  Lapwing  runs 
Clofe  by  the  ground,  to  hear  our  conference. 

Vrf.  The  pleafant'ft  ringing  is  to  'eethe  fifh 
Gut  with  her  gr!;Jen  oars  the  filvei  ft-?am, 
And  greedily  devcu-  the  trtachctoqs  bait: 

So  angle  we  for  :6eat/-.ce,  whu  even  now. 
Is  couched  in  the  wuodnine  rov  rture, 

Fear  you  not  my  part  o»  the  Dialogue. 
Htr.  Then  g  >  we  near  her  ,-hat  her  ear  lofe  nothing 

Of  the  falfe  fvveet  bait  that  we  lay  for  it : 
No  truly  Vr/ul^-.dit:  is  too  dildainfuf, 
'  know  h-r  tpirits  are  as  coy  and  wild9 

as  H-4ggcrds  of  the  rock. 

Vrf.  iut  are  you  'ure, Thai  tienedicl^  'ovts  Beatrice  fo  infircly  ? 
Her.  So  laves  the  Prince,  and  my  new  trothed  Lord. 
V*[.  Arid  did  they  bid  you  tell  her  of  it,  Madam  ? 
Her   Tney  did  intreat  me  to  acquaint  her  of  it, 

but  I  ptrfwaded  them,  if  they  lov'd  Benedick, 
To  wifh  h<m  w.  iftle  with  affect  ion  , 
*:iid  never  to  let  btatrice  know  of  it. 

Vrf.  Why  did  you  fo,  doth  not  the  Gentleman 
Deferve  as  full,  as  fortunate  a  bed  , 
4  s  ever  Beatrice  fhall  couch  upon  ? 

Htro.  O  God  of  love .'  !  know  he  doth  deferve, 
As  much  as  may  be  yielded  to  a  man  : 

But  nature  never  fram'd  a  wemar  s  heart, 
Of  prouder  (ruff  then  th>t  of  Beatrice  : 
Difdain  and  Scorn  ride  fparkling  in  her  eye,- 
Vlii-prizing  what  thev  1  >ok  on,  and  her  wit 
Values  it  leil  fo  highly,  that  to  her 
All  matter  etfe  feems  weak:  fhe  cannot  love, 

Nor  take  no  fhap?  nor  project  of  affection  • 
Sh'  is  fo  felf  indeared. 

Vrf.  Sure  I  think  lb, 
^nd  therefore  ce.tainly  it  were  not  good 
She  knew  his  luve,  left  (he  make  fp;>rt  at  it. 

Hero,  Why  you  fpeak  tr  ith,  I  never  yet  faw  man, 

How  wife,  how  noble,  y.  ung,  how  arely  featut'd. 
But  fhe  would  fpell  him  backward  :  if  ta;r-fac'd, 
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She  would  (wear  the  gentleman  fhould  be  her  fitter: 

If  black,  why  Nature  drawing  of  an  antick, 

Made  a  foul  blot :  if  tall,  a  launce  ill-headed  : 

If  low,  ana-got  very  vildlycut: 

Iffpeaking,  why  a  vane  blown  with  all  wines, 

If  filent,  why  ?  block  moved  with  none. 
So  turns  fhe  every  man  the  wrong  fide  out, 

And  never  gives  to  truth  and  Vertue  that 

Which  fimpicneis  and  merit  purchafeth. 

Vrf.  Sure,  fure,  fuch  carping  is  not  commendable. 

Hero.  No,  not  to  be  fo  odd,and  from  all  fafhions, 

As  Beatrice  is,  <  annot  be  commendable . 
But  who  dare  tell  her  fo?  ifl-liould  fpeak, 

She  would  mock  me  into  air,  O  fhe  would  laugh  me 

Out  of  my  felf ,  prefs  me  to  death  with  wit, 
Therefore  let  Benedick,  like  covered  fire, 

Confume  away  in  fighs,  waft  inwardly: 
It  were  a  bitter  death,  to  die  with  mocks, 

Which  is  as  bad  as  die  with  tickling.  • 
Vrf.  Yet  tell  her  of  it ,  hear  what  fhe  will  fay. 

tier.  No,  rather  I  will  go  to  Benedict, 
And  counfel  him  to  fight  againft  his  paflion , 

And  truly  lie  devife  fome  honeft  flinders , 
To  ftain  ray  coufin  with :  one  doth  not  know, 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  impoifon  liking. 

Vrf.  O  do  not  do  your  coufin  luch  a  wrong* 
She  cannot  be  fo  much  without  true,  judgment  , 
Having  fo  fwtfr  and  excellent  a  wit 

As  fhe  is  priz'd  to  have,  as  to  refufe 
So  rare  a  Gentleman  as  fignior  Benedict 

Her.  He  is  the  only  man  of  Italy , 
Alwaies  excepted,  my  dear  ̂ laudto. 

Vrf.  I  pray  you  be  not  angry  with  me,  Madam, 
Speaking  my  fancy :  Signior  ticnedick^, 
For  fhape,for  bearing,  argument  and  valour 
Goesformoftin  report  through  Italy. 

Her.  Indeed  he  hath  an  excellent  good  name. 
Vrf.  His  excellence  did  earn  it  ere  he  had  it  : 

When  are  you  married  Madam  ? 
Her.  Why  every  day  to  morrow,  come  go  in  9 

I'lefhew  thee  fome  attires,  and  have  thy  counfel, 
Which  is  the  befl  to  furnifh  me  to  morrow. 

Vrf.  She's  tane  1  warra  t  you, 
We  have  caught  her  Macam  ? 

Hero.  If  it  prove  fo,  then  loving  goes  by  haps, 
Some  Cupids  kill  with  arrow?,  fome  with  traps.  Exit. 

Beat.  Whit  fire  is  in  my  ears  ?  can  this  be  true  ? 

Stand  I  condemned  for  pride  and  fcorn  fo  much  ? 
Cont  mpt,  farweli,and  maiden  pride,  adieu, 
No  gloty  lives  behind  the  back  offuch, 
And  Benedick.,  love  on,  I  will  requite  thee, 
Taming  my  wild  heart  to  thy  loving  hand  : 

If  thou  dob'tlove,  my  kindnefs  fhall  incite  thee 
To  bind  our  loves  up  in  a  holy  band. 
For  others  fay  thou  dofl  defei  ve,  and  I 
Believe  it  better  than  reporting  y.  Exit. 

Enter  Prince,  Claudio,  Benedick,  and  Leonato. 

'Erince.  1  do  but  ftay  till  your  marriage  be  confum- 
mate,  and  then  1  go  toward  Arragon. 

Clau.  Tie  bring  you  thither  my  Lord,  if  you'l  vouch- safe me. 

Trln.  Nay,  that  would  be  as  great  a  foil  in  the  new 
glofs  of  your  marriage,  as  to  fhew  a  child  his  new  coat 
and  forbid  him  to  wear  it.  1  will  onely  be  bold  with 
Benedick^  for  his  company  ;  for  from  the  crown  of  his 
head,  to  the  fole  ot  his  foot,  he  is  all  mirth,  he  hath  twice 

or  thrice  cut  Cupids  bow-ftring,  and  the  little  hang-man 
dare  not  fhoot  at  him,  he  hath  a  heart  as  found  as  a  bell, 
and  the  tongue  is  the  clapper;  for  what  his  heart  thinks, 
his  tongue  ipeaks. 

Ben.  Gallants,  I  am  not  as  I  have  been. 
Leo.  So  fay  1  j  me  thinks  you  are  ladder. 
Clau.  I  hope  he  be  in  love. 

JVw,  Hang  him  truant,  there's  no  true  drop  of  blood 
m  him  to  be  truly  toucht  with  love  j  ii  he  be  fad  he  wants 

money. 

Ben.  I  have  the  tooth-ach. 
Erin.  Draw  it. 
itof.Hang  it. 

Clau.  You  mult  hang  it  firft ,  and  draw  it  afterwards. 
Prin.  What?  figh  for  the  tooth-acht 
Leon.  Where  is  but  a  humour  or  a  worm. 
Ben.  Well,  every  one  cannot  mafter  a  grief,  but  he thatbasir. 

Clau.  Yet  fay  I,  he  is  in  love. 
Erin.  There  is  no  appearance  of  fancy  in  him,  unfefs 

it  be  a  fancy  that  he  hath  to  ftrange  difguifes ,  as  to  be  a 
Dutchman  to  day ,  a  Frenchman  to  morrow  :  unltfs  he 
have  a  fancy  to  this  foolery  ,  as  it  appears  he  hath  ,  he 
is  no  fool  for  fancy  ,  as  you  would  have  it  to  appear he  is. 

Clau.  If  he  be  not  in  love  with  fome  woman,  there  is 
no  believing  old  figns ,  a  brufhes  his  hat  a  mornings  • What  fhould  that  bode  ? 

Prin.  Hath  any  man  feen  him  at  the  Barbers  ? 
Clau.  No ,  but  the  Barbers  man  hath  been  feen  with 

him,  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  cheek  hath  already ftuft  tennis  balls. 

Leon.  Indeed  he  looks  younger  than  he  did,  by  the  lofs 
of  a  beard. 

Prin.  Nay  a  rubs  himfelf  with  Civit ,  can  you  fmell 
him  out  by  that  ? 

Clau.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay ,  the  fweet  youth's  in 
love. 

Erin.  The  greateft  note  of  it  is  his  melancholy; 
Clau.  And  when  was  he  wont  to  wafh  his  face? 
Erin.  Yea,  or  to  paint  himfelf  ?  for  the  which  I  hear 

what  they  fay  of  him. 
Clau.  Nay,  but  his  jefting  fpirit,  which  is  now  crept 

into  a  lute-ftring.  and  now  govern'd  by  flops 
'Prin.  Indeed  that  tells  a  heavy  tale  for  him  :  conclude, he  is  in  love. 

Clau.  Nay,  but  I  know  who  loves  him. 
Prin.  That  would  I  know  too ,  1  watrant  one  that 

knows  him  not. 

Clau.  Yes,  and  his  ill  conditions,  and  in  defpight  of 
all  dies  for  him. 

Prin.  She  fhall  be  buried  with  her  face  upwards. 

Ben.  Yet  is  this  no  charm  for  the  tooth-ake ,  old  fig- 
nior walk  afide  with  me  ,  I  have  ftudied  eight  or  nine 

wife  words  to  fpeak  to  you  ,  which  thel'e  hobby-horles muft  not  hear: 

Prin.  For  my  life  to  break  with  him  about  Beatrice. 
Clau.  Tis  even  fo,  He>o  and  Margaret  have  by  this 

played  their  parts  with  Beatrice,  and  then  the  two  Bears 
will  not  bite  one  another  when  they  meet. 

Enter  John  the  Baftard. 

Baft.  My  Lord  and  brother,  God  fave  you. 
Prin.  Good  den  brother. 

Baft,  if  your  lefure  ferv'd,  I  would  fpeak  with  you. Prin.  in  private  ? 

Baft.  If  it  plcafe  you ;  yet  Count  Claudia  may  hear  ; 
for  what  I  would  fpeak  of,  concerns  him. 

Vrin.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Baft.  Means  your  Lordfhip  to  be  married  to  mor row  ? 

Prin,  You  know  he  does. 

'Baft.  I  know  not  that, when  he  knows  what  I  know- 
Clau.  If  there  be  aiy  impvdiment,  1  pray  you  difco- 

ver  it. 
Baft.  You  may  think  I  love  you  not ,  let  that  appear 

hereafter,  and  aim  better  at  mc  by  that  I  now  will  ma- 
nifeft ;  for  my  brother  (I  think,  he  holds  you  well,  and  in 

dearnei's  of  heart)  hath  holp  to  effvcl  your  enfuing 
marriage  :  furely  lute  ill  ipent,  and  labour  ill  beftowed. 

Prin.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 
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Bad  I  came  hither  to  tell  you ,  and  circur
aftances 

fhortned  (  for  (he  hath  been  too  long  a  talking
  of)  the 

Lady  is  difloyal. 
Clan.  Who  ?  Hero  ? 

Baft.  Even  Che,  Lton*to\  Hero,  your  Hero,  every  man
s 

Hero. 

Clan.  Difloyal  ?  .  .  , 

Baft.  The  word  is  too  good  to  paint  outlier 
 wicked- 

nefs  •  I  could  fay  fhewere  worfe  :  think  you  of  a  worfe
 

title,'  and  I  will  fit  hertoit:  wonder  not  till  furth
er  war- 

rant •  eo  but  with  me  to  night ,  you  fhaU  fee  her  cham- 

ber window  entred,  even  the  night  before  her  wedd
ing- 

day  "Tyoxi  love'her,  then  to  morrow  wed  her  :  but  it would  better  fit  your  Honour  to  change  your  mind. 

Cla».  May  this  be  fo  ? 

Trw.  I  will  not  think  it. 

Baft  If  you  dare  not  truft  that  you  fee,  confefs  not 

that  you  know  :  if  you  will  follow  me,  I  will  fhew  you 

enough  i  and  when  you  have  fcen  more,  and  heard  more,
 

proceed  accordingly. 

Clan.  If  I  fee  any  thing  to  night  why  I  fhould  not  mar- 

ry her  to  morrow  in  the  congregation  where  I  fhould  wed, 
there  will  I  fhame  her.  ..,.„-. 

Prin.  And  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to  obtain  her,  I  will  join 

with  thee  to  difgrace  her. 

Baft.  I  will  difparage  her  no  farther,  till  you  are  ray  wit* 

nefles  i  bear  it  coldly  but  till  night,  and  let  the  iffue  fhew 
it  felf. 

Trin.  O  day  untowardly  turned. 

Clau.  O  mifchief  ftrangely  thwarting  I 

Baji.  O  plague  right  well  prevented !  fo  will  you  fay 

when  you  have  feen  the  fequel.  'Exeunt. 
Snttr  D  ghtry  and  his  compartner,  with  the  Watch. 

Dog.  Are  you  good  men  and  true  ? 

Verg.  Yea,  or  elfe  it  were  pity  but  they  fhould  fuffer 
falvat  on  body  and  foul. 

Dog.  Nay,  that  were  punifbment  too  good  for  them,  if 
they  fhould  have  any  allegiance  in  them,  being  chofenfor 
the  Princes  Watch. 

Verg.  Well,  give  them  their  charge  neighbour  Dog- 
bery. 

Dog.  Firft,  Who  think  you  themoft  difartlefs  man  to 
be  Conftable  ? 

Watch.  I.  Hugh  Oteca\et  fir,  or  George  Seacole ;  for  they 
can  write  and  read. 

Dog.  Come  hither  Neighbour  Seacole,  God  hath 
bleftyou  with  a  good  Name  ,  to  be  a  well-favoured  man, 
is  the  gift  of  Fortune,  but  to  write  and  read  comes  by 
Nature. 

Watch.  2.  Both  which  Mafter  Conftable 

Dog.  You  have :  I  knew  it  would  be  your  anfwer : 
well,  for  your  favour  fir,  why  give  God  thanks,  and  make 
no  boaft  of  it  >  and  for  your  writing  and  reading,  let  that 
appear  when  there  is  no  need  of  fuch  vanity  :  you  are 
thought  here  to  be  the  moft  fen  fiefs  and  fit  man  for  the 
Conftable  of  the  Watch  ;  therefore  bear  you  the  Lan- 
thorn  ;  this  is  your  charge:  You  fhall  comprehend  all 
vagrommen,  you  are  to  bid  any  man  ftand  in  the  Princes 
name. 

VVatch.  2.  How  if  a  will  not  ftand  ? 

Dog .  Why  then  take  no  note  of  him,  but  let  him  go, 
and  prefently  call  the  reti  of  the  Watch  together  ,  and 
thank  God  you  are  rid  of  a  knave. 

Verg.  If  he  will  not  ftand  when  he  is  bidden,  he  is  none 
of  the  Princes  fubje&s* 

Dog.  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  with  none  but  the 
Princes fubjefts :  you  fhall  alfo  make  no  noife  in  theftreets: 
for,  for  the  Watch  to  babble  and  talk,  is  moft  tollerable, 
and  not  to  be  endured. 

Watch.  We  will  rather  fleep  than  talk  j  we  know  what 
belongs  to  a  Watch. 

Dog.  Why  you  fpeak  like  an  ancient  and  moft  quiet 
Watchman,  for  I  cannot  fee  how  fleeping  fhould  offend  ; 
only  have  a  care  that  your  bills  be  not  ftoln:  well,  you 

are  to  call  at  all  the  Alehoufes,  and  bid  them  tha.  are  drunk 
get  them  to  bed. 

VVatch.  How  if  they  will  not  > 

Dog.  Why  then  let  them  alone  till  they  are  fober  ,  if 
they  make  you  not  then  the  better  anfwer ,  you  may  lay 
they  are  not  the  men  you  took  them  tor. VVatch.  Well  fir. 

'Dog.  If  you  meet  a  thief,  you  may  fufpefthim  by  ver 
tue  of  your  office,  to  be  no  true  man  ;  and  for  fuch  kind 
of  men,  the  left  you  meddle  or  make  with  them,  why  rhc more  is  for  your  honefty. 

Watch,  If  we  know  him  to  be  a  thief,  fhall  we  not  lay hands  on  him  ? 

Dog.  Truiy  by  your  office  you  may^  but  I  think  they  that 
touch  pitch  will  be  defil'd  ;  the  moft  peaceable  way  for  you, 
if  you  do  take  a  thief,  i%  to  let  him  fhew  himfelf  what  Ik 
is,  and  fteal  out  of  his  company. 

Verg.  Yau  hav.  been  ahvayscall'd  a  merciful  man,pa-t ner. 

'Dog.  Truly  I  would  not  hang  ̂  dog  by  my  will,  much 
more  a  man  who  hath  any  houefty  in  him. 

Verges.  If  you  hear  a  child  cry  in  the  night,  you  muft 
call  to  the  Nurfe,  and  bid  her  ftill  it. 

Watch.  How  if  the  Nurfe  be  afleep,  and  will  not  hear 
us? 

Dog.  Why  then  depart  in  peace,  and  let  the  child  wake 
her  with  crying;  for  the  Ew^  that  will  rot  hear  her 
Lamb  when  it  baes ,  will  never  anfwer  a  Calf  when  it 

bleats. V trges.  *Tis  very  true. 
Dog.  This  is  the  end  of  the  charge:  you  Conftable  are 

to  prefent  the  Princes  own  perlon,  if  you  meet  the  Prince 
in  the  night,  you  may  ftay  him. 

Verges.  Nay  birlady  that  1  think  I  cannot. 

Dog.  Five  fhillings  to  one  on't  with  any  man  that  knows 
the  Statutes,  he  may  ftay  him,  marry  not  without  the 
Prince  be  willing  :  for  indeed  the  Watch  ought  to  offend 
no  man  ;  and  it  is  an  offence  to  ftay  a  man  againft  hi- 

will. Verges-  Birlady  1  think  it  be  fo. 
Dog.  Ha,  ah,  ha,  well  matters  good  night,  and  there  be 

any  matter  of  weight  chances,cail  up  me,keep  your  fellows 

counfel,  and  your  own,  and  good  night,  come  Neigh- 
bour. 

VVatch.  VVell  raafters,  we  hear  our  charge,  let  us  go 
fit  here  upon  the  Churcfybench  till  two,  and  then  all  to 
bed. 

Dog.  One  word  more,  honeft  neighbours.  I  pray  you 

watch  about  Signior  Leonato'%  door,  for  the  wedding  De- 
ing  there  to  morrow,  there  is  a  great  coil  to  night,  adieu, 
be  vigilant  I  befeech  you.  Exeunt 

Enter  Borachio  and  Conradc. 
Bor.  VVhat,  Conradc  ? 
Watch.  Peace,  ftir  not. 
Bor.  Conrade  1  fay. 

Con,  Here  man,  1  am  at  thy  elbow. 

Bor.  Mafs  and  my  elbow  itcht,  I  thought  there  wolild  a 
fcab  follow. 

Con.  I  will  owe  thee  an  anfwer  for  that,  and  now  for- 
ward with  thy  tale. 

Bor.  Stand  theeclofe  then  under  this  Pent-houle,  for  it 
drizlesrain,  and  I  will,  like  a  true  drunkard,  utter  all  to 

thee. 
Watch.  Some  treafon  raafters,  yet  ftand  c'^fe. 
Bor.  Therefore  know,  I  have  earned  of  Don  John  a  thou- 

sand Ducats. 
Con.  Is  it  pofilble  that  any  vil.lany  fhould  be  fo  dear  ? 
Bor.  Thou  fhouldft  rather  ask  if  it  were  poffible  any  vil- 

lany  fhould  be  fo  rich  ?  for  when  rich  villains  have  need  of 
joor  ones,  poor  ones  may  make  what  price  they  will. 

Con.  I  wonder  at  it. 

Bor.  That  fhews  thou  art  Unconfirm'd,  thou  knoweft 
that  the  fafhion  of  a  doublet,or  a  hat,  or  a  cloak,is  nothing to  a  man. 

I  2  Con 
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Con.  Yes,  it  is  apparel. 

Bor.  I  mean  the  fafhion.' 
Con.  Yes  the  fafhion  is  the  fafhion. 

Bor.  Tufh,  I  may  as  well  fay  the  fool's  the  fool,  but 
feeft  thou  not  what  a  deformed  thief  this  fafhion  is  ? 

Watch.  I  know  that  deformed,  a  has  been  a  vile  thief 

this  feven  years,  a  goes  up  and  down  like  a  Gentleman : 
I  remember  his  name. 

Bor.  Did'ft  thou  not  hear  fomebody  ? 
Con.  Nu,  'twas  the  vane  on  the  houfe. 
Bjr.  Seeft  thou  not  (  I  fay  )  what  a  deformed  thief 

this  fafhion  is,  how  gidd  ily  a  turns  about  all  the  Hot- 
bloods,  between  fourteen  and  five  and  thirty,  fometimes 

fafhioning  them  like  P^fie;foldiers  in  the  rechie  painting, 

fometimes  like  god-Bell'sprieftsin  the  old  Church  window, 
fometime  like  the  fhaven  Hercules  in  the  fmircht  worm- 

eatan  tapeftry,  where  his  Cod-piece  feems  as  maflie  as  his 
club. 

Con.  All  this  I  fee,  and  fee  that  the  fafhion  wears  out 

more  apparel  than  the  man ;  but  art  not  thou  thy  felf  gid- 
dy with  the  fafhion  too,  that  thou  haft  fhifted  out  of  thy 

tale  into  telling  me  of  the  fafhion? 
Bor.  Not  fo  neither,  but  know  that  I  have  to  night 

wooed  Margaret  the  Lady  Hero's  gentlewoman,  by  the 
name  of  Hero  ;  fhe  leans  me  out  at  her  miftrefs  chamber 
window,  bids  me  a  thoufand  times  good  night :  I  tell  this 
tale  vildly :  I  fhould  firft  tell  thee  how  the  Prince  Claudio, 
and  my  Mafter  planted,  and  placed,  and  poffeffed  by  my 
Mafter  Don  John,  faw  afar  off  in  the  Orchard  this  amiable 
encounter. 

Con.  And  thought  thy  Margaret  was  Hero  ? 
Bor.  Two  of  them  did,  the  Prince  and  Claudio,  but  the 

devil  my  Mafter  knew  fhe  was  Margaret,  and  partly  by 
his  oaths  which  firft  pofTeft  them,  partly  by  the  dark  night 
which  did  deceive  them,  but  chiefly  by  my  villany, 
which  did  confirm  any  flander  that  Don  John  had  made, 
away  went  Claudio  enraged,  fwore  he  would  meet  her  as 
he  was  appointed  next  morning  at  the  Temple,  and  there, 
before  the  whole  Congregation  fhame  her  with  what  he 

faw  o're  night,  and  fend  her  home  again  without  a  Hus- 
band. 

Watch,  i.  We  charge  you  in  the  Princes  name  ftand. 
Watch,  i.  Call  up  the  right  mafter  Conftable,  we  have 

here  recovered  the  moft  dangerous  piece  of  lechery  that 
ever  was  known  in  a  Common-wealth. 

Watch,  i.  And  one  Deformed  is  one  of  them,  I  know 

him,  a  wears  a  lock. 
Con.  Mafters,  mafters. 

Watch.  2.  You'l  be  made  bring  Deformed  forth  I  war- 
rant you. 

Con.  Mafters,  never  fpeak,we  charge  you,  let  us  obey 
you  to  go  with  us. 

Bor.  We  are  like  to  prove  a  goodly  commodity ,being  ta- 
ken up  of  thelemens  bills. 

Con.  A  commodity  in  queftion  I  warrrant  you,  come 

we'l  obey  you.  Exeunt. 
Enter  Hero,  and  Margaret,  and  Urfula. 

Hero.  Good  Urfula  wake  my  Coufin  Beatrice,  and  de- 
fire  her  to  rife.  » 

Urfu.  I  will  Lady. 
Hero.  And  bid  her  come  hither. 
Urf.  Well. 
Mar.  Troth,  I  think  your  other  rebato  were  better. 
Hero.  No  pray  thee  good  Meg  Vie  wear  this. 

Mar.  By  my  troth's  not  fb  good,  and  I  warrant  your 
Coufin  will  fay  fo. 

Hero.  My  Coufin's  a  fool,  and  thou  art  another,  Tie 
wear  none  but  this. 

Mar.  I  like  the  new  tire  within  excellently,  if  the  hair 

were  a  thought  browner:  and  your  Gown's  a  moft  rare fafhion  ifaith,  I  faw  the  dutchefs  of  Millams  Gown,  that 

they  praife  fb. 
Hero.  O  that  exceeds  they  fay. 

Mar.  By  my  troth's  but  a  Night-Gown  in  refpeft  of yours,  cloth  a  gold  and  cuts,  and  lac'd  with  filver,  f«  with pearls  down-fleeves.fide-fleeves,  and  skirts,  round  under- born  with  a  blewifh  tinfel,  but  for  a  fine  queint  graceful 
and  excellent  fafhion,  yours  is  worth  ten  on't. 

Hero.  God  give  me  joy  to  wear  it,  for  my  heart  is  ex- 
ceeding heavy. 

Marg.  Twill  be  heavier  foon,  by  the  weiehc  of  a 
man. 

Hero.  Fie  upon  thee,  art  not  afham'd  ? 
Marg.  Of  what  Lady?  of  fpeaking  honourably?  is not  marriage  honourable  in  a  beggar  ?  is  not  vour  Lord 

honourable  without  marriage  ?  1  think  you  would  have 
me  fay,  faving  your  reverence  a  husband  :  and  bad  think- 

ing do  not  wreit  true  fpeaking,  lie  offend  no  body,  is  there 
any  harm  in  the  heavier  for  a  husband  ?  none  I  think,  and 
it  be  the  right  husband,  and  the  right  wife,  otherwife  'tis 
light  and  not  heavy,  ask  my  Lady  Beatrice  elfe,  here  fhe 

comes. Enter  Beatrice. 

Hero.  Good  morrow  Coze. 
Beat.  Good  morrow  fweet  Hero. 
Here.  Why  how  now  ?  do  youfpeakin  the  fick  tune  ? 
Beat.  Iam  out  of  all  other  tune  methinks. 
Mar.  Claps  into  Light  a  love,  ( that  goes  without  a 

burden,  )  do  you  fing  it,  and  lie  dance  it. 
Beat.  Ye  light  alove  with  your  heels  ,  then  if  your 

husband  have  ftables  enough,  you'l  look  he  fhall  lack  no barns. 
Mar.O  illegitimate  conftrudion!  I  fcorn  that  with  mv 

heels. Beat.  'lis  almoft  five  a  clock  coufin,  'tis  time  you  were 
ready,  by  my  troth  lam  exceeding  ill,  hey  ho. 

Mar.  For  a  hauk,  a  horfe,  or  a  husband  ? 
Beat.  For  the  letter  that  begins  them  all,  H. 

Mar.  Well,  and  you  be  not  turn'd  Turk,  there's  no 
more  failing  by  the  ftar. 

Beat.  What  means  the  fool  trow  ? 
Mar.  Nothing  l,but  God  fend  every  one  their  hearts  de 

fire. 
Hero.  Thefe  gloves  the  Count  fent  me,  they  are  an  ex 

cellent  perfume. 
Beat.  I  am  ftuft  Coufin,  I  cannot  fmell. 

Mar.  A  maid  and  ftuft  !  there's  a  goodly  catching  of 

cold. 

Beat.  O  God  help  me,  God  help  me,  how  long  have 

you  profeft  apprehenfion  ? 
Mar.  Ever  fince  you  left  it;  doth  not  my  wit  become 

me  rarely  ? 

Beat.  It  is  not  feen  enough,  you  fhould  wear  it  in  your 

cap,  by  my  troth  I  am  fick. 
Mar.  Get  you  fome  of  this  diftill'd  carduus  heneditlus, 

and  lay  it  to  your  heart,  it  is  the  only  thing  for  a  qualm. 

Hero.  There  thou  prick'ft  her  with  a  thifsle. 
Beat.  Benedttlus,  why  heneditlus  ?  you  have  fome  moral 

in  this  heneditlus. 

Mar.  Moral  ?  no  by  my  troth,  I  have  no  moral  mean- 
ing, I  meant  plain  holy  thifsle,  you  may  think  perchance 

that  I  think  you  are  in  love,  nay  birlady  I  am  not  fuch  a 
fool  to  think  what  1  lift, nor  Ilift  not  to  think  what  1  can, 
nor  indeed  I  cannot  think,  if  I  would  think  my  heart  out 
of  thinking,  that  you  are  in  love,  or  that  you  will  be  in 
love,  or  that  you  can  be  in  love :  yet  Benedick  was  fuch 
another,  and  now  is  he  become  a  man,  he  fwore  he  would  I 
never  marry,  and  yet  nowindefpightof  his  heart  he  eats 
his  meat  without  grudging,  and  how  you  may  be  convert- 

ed I  know  not,  but  methinks  you  look  with  your  eyes  as 
other  women  do. 

Beat.  What  pace  is  this  thy  tongue  keeps? 
Mar.  Not  a  falfe  gallop. 

Enter  Urfula. 

Urf.  Madam,  withdraw,  the  Prince,  the  Count,  fignior 
Benedick,  Don  John,  and  all  the  gallants  of  the  town  are 
come  to  fetch  you  to  Church.  Hero. 
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Hero.  Help  to  drefs  me  good  coze,  good  Meg%  good 

Urfula.  Leonata,  and  the  Confiable  and 
the  Headborough. 

Leonata.  What  would  you  with  me ,  honeft  neigh- 

Cow/?.  Dog.  Marry  fir  I  would  have  fome  
confidence 

with  you,  that  decerns  you  nearly. 

Leon.  Brief  I  pray  you,  for  you  fee  tis  a  bufie  t
ime 

with  me.  ...... 

Co»#.  Do?.  Marry  this  it  is  fir. 
Headb.  Yes  in  truth  it  is  fir. 

Lew.  What  is  it  my  good  friends? 

Co»/?  Dog.  Goodman  Verges  fir  fpeaks  a  little  of  th
e 

matter  an  old  man  fir,  and  his  wits  are  not  fo  blunt
,  as 

God  help,  I  would  defire  they  were,  but  in  faith  hon
eft  as 

the  skin  between  his  brows. 

Headb.  Yes  1  thank  God,  lam  as  honeft  as  any  man 

living,  that  is  an  old  man,  and  no  honefter  than  L 

Confi.  Dog.  Comparifons  are  odorous,  palabras,  ne
igh- 

bour Verges. 

L'on.  Neighbours,  you  are  tedious- 

Confi.  Dag.  It  pleafes  vour  worlhipto  fay  fo,  but  we  are 

the  poor  Dukes  Officers,  but  truly  for  mine  own  part,  if  I 

were  as  tedious  as  a  King,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  be- 

ftow  it  ail  of  your  worfiYip. 

Leon.  All  thy  tedioufhefs  on  me,  ah  ? 

Confi.  Dog.  Yea,  and 'twere  a  thoufand  times  mo  re  than 
'tis  for  I  hear  as  good  exclamation  on  your  Worftiip  as  of 

any  man  in  the  City,  and  tho  I  be  but  a  poor  man,  lam 

glad  to  hear  it. 
Headb.  And  fo  ami. 

Leon.  I  would  fain  know  what  you  have  to  fay. 

Headb.  Marry  fir,  our  watch  to  night,  excepting  your 

worfhips  prefence,  have  tane  a  couple  of  as  arrant  knaves, 
as  any  in  M<JJina. 

Confi.  Dog  A  good  old  man  fir,  he  will  be  talking  as 

they  fay,  when  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  is  out,  God  help  us, 

it  is  a  world  to  fee :  well  faid  y faith  neighbour  Verges, 

well,  God's  a  good  man,  and  two  men  rides  an  horfe, 
one  muft  ride  behind,  an  honeft  foul  y faith  fir,  by  my  troth 

ie  is,  as  ever  broke  bread,  but  God  is  to  be  worihipt,  all  men 

are  not  alike,  alas  good  neighbour. 

Leon.  Indeed  neighbour  he  comes  too  ftiort  of  you. 

Confi.  Dog.  Gifts  that  God  gives. 
Leon.  I  muftleaveyou. 

Confi.  Dog.  One  word  fir,  our  watch  have  indeed  com- 

prehended two  afpitious  perfons,  and  we  would  have  them 
this  morning  examined  before  your  worfhip. 

Leon.  Take  their  examination  your  felf,  and  bring  it  me, 

I  am  now  in  great  haft,  as  may  appear  unto  you. 

Confi.  It  mail  be  fuffigance.  I  Exit. 

Leon.  Drink  fome  wine  ere  you  go  ■  fare  you  well. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  they  ftay  for  you  to  give  your  daughter 
to  her  husband. 

Leon.  He  wait  upon  them.  Iam  ready. 

Dough.  Go  good  partner,  go  get  you  to  Francis  Seecoale, 
bid  him  bring  his  pen  and  inkhorn  to  the  Goal ;  we  are  now 
to  examine  thofe  men. 

Verges.  And  we  muft  do  it  wifely. 

Dough.  We  will  fpare  for  no  wit  I  warrant  you  ;  here's that  (hall  drive  fome  of  them  to  a  non-come,  only  get  the 
learned  writer  to  fet  down  our  excommunication,  and 

meet  me  at  the  Goal.  Exeunt. 

Affus  Quartus. 

Enter  Trince,  Bafiard,  Leonata,  Frier,  Claudia,  Benedick, 
Hero,  and  Beatrice. 

Leon.  Come  Frier  Francis,  be  brief,  only  to  the  plain 
form  of  marriage,  and  you  fhall  recount  their  particular 
duties  afterwards. 

Fran. 

Clau* Leon. 

ry  her. Frier. 
Count. 

Hero. 

Frier. 

You  come  hither  my  Lord  to  marry  this  Lady- 

No. 
To  be  married  to  her,  Frier,  you  come  to  mar- 

Lady,  you  come  hither  to  be  married  to  this 

I  do. 

If  either  of  you  know  any  inward  impediment 
why  you  fliould  not  be  conjoined,  I  charge  you  on  your 
fouls  to  utter  it. 

Clau.  Know  you  any,  Hero  ? 
Hero.  None  my  Lord. 
Frier.  Know  you  any,  Count? 
Leon.  I  dare  make  his  anfwer-,  None. 
Clau.  O  what  men  dare  do  .'  what  men  may  do !  what 

men  daily  do  ! 
Ben.  How  now !  interjections  ?  why  then,  ibme  be  of 

laughing,  as  ha,  ha,  he. 
Clau.  Stand  thee  by  Frier :  father  by  your  leave, 

Will  you  with  this  freeand  unconftrained  foul 
Give  me  this  maid  your  daughter  ? 

Leon*  As  freely  fbn,  as  God  did  give  her  me. 
Clau.  And  what  have  I  to  give  you  back,  whole  worth 

May  counterpoife  this  rich  and  precious  gift  ? 
Frin  Nothing,  nnlefs  you  render  her  again. 
Clau.  Sweet  Prince,  you  learn  me  noble  thankfulnefs  ■ 

There  Leonata,  take  her  back  again, 
Give  not  this  rotten  Orange  to  your  friend, 

She's  butthefign  and  femblance  of  her  honour  : 
Behold  how  like  a  maid  fheblufhes  here  ! 

0  what  authority  and  (hew  of  truth 
Can  cunning  fin  cover  it  felf  withal ! 
Comes  not  that  blood,  as  modeft  evidence, 
Towitnefs  fimple  Vertue  ?  would  you  not  fwear 
All  you  that  fee  her,  that  fhe  were  a  maid, 
By  thefe  exteriour  (hews  ?  But  {he  is  none  : 
She  knows  the  heat  of  a  luxurious  bed  : 

Her  blufh  is  guiltinefs,  not  modefty. 
Leon.  What  do  you  mean,  my  Lord  ? 
Clau.  Not  to  be  married, 

Not  knit  my  foul  to  an  approved  wanton.- 
Leon.  Dear  my  Lord,  if  you  in  your  own  proof, 

Have  vanquifht  the  refiftance  of  your  youth, 
And  made  defeat  of  her  virginity.  (  her. 

Clau.  I  know  what  you  would  fay:  if  I  have  known 
You  will  fay,  (he  did  imbrace  me  as  a  husband, 
And  to  extenuate  the  forehand  fin :  No  Leonato, 
1  never  tempted  her  with  word  too  large, 
But  as  a  brother  to  his  fifter,  fhewed 

Bafhful  fincerity  and  comely  love. 

Hero.  And  feem'd  I  ever  otherwife  to  you  ? 
Clau.  Out  on  thee  (eeming,  I  will  write  againftif, 

You  feem  to  me  as  Diana  in  her  Orb, 
As  chaft  as  is  the  bud  ere  it  be  blown  : 

But  you  are  more  intemperate  in  your  blood, 

Than  Venus,  or  thofe  pamper'd  animals, 
That  rage  in  lavage  fenfuality. 

Hero.  Is  my  Lord  well,  that  he  doth  fpeak  fowide  ? 
Lion.  Sweet  Prince,  why  fpeak  not  you? 
Frin.  What  (hould  I  fpeak  ? 

I  ftand  dilhonour'd  that  have  gone  about, 
To  link  my  dear  friend  to  a  common  ftale.1 

Leon.  Are  thefe  things  fpoken,  or  do  1  but  dream  ? 
Baft.  Sir  they  are  fpoken,  and  thefe  things  are  true. 
Ben.  This  looks  not  like  a  nuptial. 
Hero.  True!  OGod! 
Clau.  Lecnatc,  ftand  I  here? 

Is  this  the  Prince  ?  is  this  the  Princes  brother  ?  • 
Is  this  face  Heroes  ?  are  our  eyes  our  own  ? 

Leon.  AH  this  is  fo,  but  what  of  this  my  Lord  ? 
Clau.  Let  me  but  move  one  queftion  to  your  daughter, 

And  by  that  fatherly  and  kindly  power, 
That  you  have  in  her,  bid  her  anlwer  truly. 

Leon.  I  charge  thee  to  do  as  thou  art  my  child; 

I  3  Hen 
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Hew.  O  God  defend  me,  how  am  1  belet  I 
What  kind  of  catechizing  call  you  this  ? 

L vim  To  make  you  anfwer  truly  to  your  name. 
Hero.  Is  it  not  Hao  ?  who  can  blot  that  name 

With  any  jult  reproach  ? 
Qlau.  Marry  that  can  Hero, 

Here  it  (elf  can  blot  out  Hero's  vertue. 
What  a  man  was  he,  talkt  with  you  yefternight, 
Out  at  your  Window  betwixt  twelve  and  one  ? 

Now  if  you  area  Maid,  anfwer  to  this. 
Hero.  I  talkt  with  no  man  at  that  hour,  my  Lord. 

Prin.  Why  then  you  are  no  maiden.  Leonata, 

i  amforry  you  muft  hear :  upon  mine  honour, 

My  (elf,  my  brother,  and  this  grieved  Count 
Did  fee  her,  hear  her,  at  that  hour  laft  night, 
Talk  with  a  ruffian  at  her  chamber  window, 
Who  hath  indeed  moft  like  a  liberal  villain 
Confeft  the  vile  encounters  they  have  had 
A  thoufand  times  in  (ecret. 

Join,  Fie,  fie,  they  are  not  to  be  named  my  Lord, 
Not  to  be  fpoken  of, 
There  is  not  chaftity  enough  in  language, 
Without  offence,  to  utter  them  :  thus  pcetty  Lady 
I  am  forry  for  thy  much  milgovernment. 

Claud.  O  Hero !  what  a  Hero  hadft  thou  been, 
If  half  thy  outward  graces  had  been  placed 
About  thy  thoughts  and  counfels  of  thy  heart  ? 
But  fare  thee  well,  moft  foul,  moft  fair,  farewell 
Thou  pure  impiety,  and  impious  purity, 

For  thee  i'le  lock  up  all  the  gates  of  Love, 
And  on  my  eyelids  fhall  conjecture  hang, 
To  turn  all  beauty  into  thougnts  of  harm, 
And  never  (hall  it  more  be  gracious. 

Lecn.  Hath  no  mans  dagger  here  a  point  for  me  ? 
•  Bea.  Why  how  now  coufin,  wherefore  fink  you  down  ? 

Baft.  Come,  let  us  go  :  thefe  things  come  thus  to  light, 
Smother  her  fpirits  up. 

Ben.  How  doth  the  Lady  ? 
Beat.  Dead  I  think,  help  Uncle, 

Hero,  Why  Hero,  Uncle,  Signior  Benedick,  Frier. 
Leon,  O  Fate !  take  not  away  thy  heavy  hand, 

Death  is  the  faireft  cover  for  her  (name 

That  may  be  wifht  for. 
Beat.  How  now  coufin  Hero  ? 
Fri.  Have  comfort  Lady. 
Lee  Doft  thou  look  up? 
Fri.  Yea,  wherefore  mould  flie  not  ? 
Leo.  Wherefore?  Why  doth  not  every  earthly  thing 

Cry  fhame  upon  her?  Could  fhehere  deny 
The  ftcry  that  is  prinred  in  her  blood  ? 
Do  not  live  Hero,  do  not  ope  thine  eyes  : 

For  did  I  think  thou  would'ft  not  quickly  die, 
Thought  I  thy  fpirits  were  ftronger  than  thy  (name's 
My  (elf  would  on  the  rearward  of  reproaches 

Strike  at  thy  life.   Griev'd  I,  I  had  but  one  ? 
Chid  I,  for  that  at  frugal  natures  frame  ? 
One  too  much  by  thee  :  why  had  I  one  ? 

Why  ever  was'c  thou  lovely  in  my  eyes  ? 
Why  had  I  not  with  charitable  hand 

Took  up  a  beggars  iffue  at  my  gate's. 
Who  fmeer'd  thus,  and  mir'd  with  infamy, 
I  might  have  faid,  no  part  of  it  is  mine  : 
This  fhame  derives  it  lelf  from  unknown  loins, 

But  mine,  and  mine  1  lov'd,  and  mine  Iprais'd, 
And  mine  that  I  was  proud  on,  mine  (b  much, 

That  I  my  (elf,  was  to  my  felf  not  mine  : 

Valuing  of  her,  why  fhe,  O  fhe  is  fal'n 
Into*  pit  of  Ink,  that  the  uide  fea 
Hath  drops  too  few,  to  wafhher  clean  again, 
And  fait  too  little,  which  may  featon  give 
To  her  fon  1  tainted  fiefh- 

Ben-  Sir,  fir,  be  patient  i  for  my  part,  I  am  fo  attired 

jn  wonder,  I  know  not  what  to  (ay. 
%tat.  O  on  my  foul  my  coufin  is  belied. 

Ben.  Lady  were  you  her  bedfellow  laft  night  ? 
Bea.  No  truly  :  not;  although  until  laft  nighty 

I  have  this  twelvemonth  been  her  bedfellow. 
Lecn.  Confirm'd,  confirm'd,  O  that  is  ftronger  made Which  was  before  barr'd  up  with  ribs  of  iron. Would  the  Prince  lie,  and  Claudia  would  he  lie 

Who  lov'd  her  fo,  that  (peaking  of  her  foulnefs, WaQVd  it  with  tears  ?  Hence  from  her,  let  her  die. 
Fri.  Hear  me  a  little,  for  I  have  only  been  fiient  fo 

long,  and  given  way  unto  thiscourfe  of  fortune,  by  no- 
ting of  the  Lady,  1  have  mark'd A  thoufand  blufhing  apparitions, 

To  ftart  in  her  face,  a  thoufand  innocent  (name's 
In  Angel  whitenefs  bear  away  thofe  blufties, 
And  in  her  eye  there  hath  appear'd  a  fire To  burn  the  errors  that  thefe  Princes  hold 
Againft  her  maiden  truth.    Call  me  a  fool, 
Truft  not  my  reading,  nor  my  obfervations, 
Which  with  experimental  feal  doth  warrant 
The  tenure  of  my  book :  truft  not  my  age, 
My  reverence,  calling,  nor  dignity, 
If  this  fweet  Lady  lie  not  guiltlefs  here, 
Under  fome  biting  error. 

Leon.  Frier,  it  cannot  be ; 
Thou  feeft  that  all  the  Grace  that  fhe  hath  left, 
Is,  that  fhe  will  not  add  to  her  damnation 
A  fin  of  perjury,  fhe  not  denies  it : 

Why  feek'ft  thou  then  to  cover  with  excufe, That  which  appears  in  proper  nakednefs  ? 
Fri.  Lady,  what  man  is  he  you  are  accus'dof? 
Hero.  They  know  that  do  accufe  me,  1  know  none : 

If  I  know  more  of  any  man  alive 
Than  that  which  maiden  modefty  doth  warrant, 
Let  all  my  fins  lack  mercy.  O  my  Father, 
Prove  you  that  any  man  with  me  converft, 
At  hour's  unmeet,  or  that  1  yefternight 
Maintain'd  the  change  of  words  with  any  creature, Refufe  me,  hate  me,  torture  me  to  death. 

Fri.  There  is  fome  ftrange  mifprifion  in  the  Prince. 
Ben.  Two  of  them  have  the  very  bent  of  honor, 

And  if  their  Wifdom's  be  mifled  in  this, 
The  praftife  of  it  lives  in  John  the  baftard, 
Whole  fpirits  toil  in  frame  of  villanies. 

Lecn.  I  know  not :  if  they  (peak  but  truth  of  her, 
Thefe  hands  fhall  tear  her  :  If  they  wrong  her  honor, 
Theproudeftof  them  fhall  well  hear  it. 
Time  hath  not  yet  (6  dried  this  blood  of  mine, 
Nor  age  fo  eat  up  my  invention, 
Nor  fortune  made  fuch  havock  of  my  means, 
Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  fo  much  of  friends, 
But  they  fhall  find  awaked  in  fuch  a  kind, 
Both  ftrength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mind, 
Ability  in  means,  and  choice  of  fiends, 
To  quit  me  of  them  thoroughly. 

Fri.  Pa ufe  a  while, 

And  let  my  counfel  fway  you  in  thi>  cafe, 
Your  daughter  here  the  Princefs  ( left  for  dead  ) 
Let  her  a  while  be  fecretly  kept  in, 
And  publiih  it  that  fhe  is  dead  indeed: 
Maintain  a  mourning  oftentation, 
And  on  your  Families  old  monument, 

Hang  mournful  Epitaph's,  and  do  all  rites. 
That  appertain  unto  a  burial. 

Leon.  What  fhall  become  of  this  ?  What  will  this  do? 

Fn.  Marry  this  well  carried,  fhall  on  her  behalf, 
Change  (lander  to  remorie,  that  is  (bme  good  : 
But  not  for  that  dream  Ion  this  ftrange  courfe, 
But  on  this  travel  look  for  greater  birth  : 

She  dying,  as  it  muft  be  fo  maintain'd, 
Upon  the  inftant  that  fhe  was  accus'd, 
Shall  be  lamented,  pitied,  and  excus'd 
Of  every  hearer  :  for  fo  it  falls  out, 
That  what  we  have,  we  prize  not  to  the  worth, 

Whiles  we  enjoy  it ;  but  being  lack'd  and  loft, 

Why 
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Why  then  we  rack  the  value,  then  we  find 

The  virtue  that  pofTeffion  would  not  (hew  us 

Whiles  it  was  ours  •,  fo  will  it  fare  with  Claudio  f 

When  he  (hall  hear  (he  dyed  upon  his  words, 

Th'  Idea  of  her  life  (hall  fweetly  creep 
Into  his  ftudy  of  imagination, 

And  every  lovely  Organ  of  her  life, 

Shall  come  apparefl'd  in  more  precions  habit ; 
More  moving,  delicate,  and  full  of  life, 

Into  the  eye  aud  profpect  of  his  foul, 

Than  when  (he  liv'd  indeed  :  then  (hall  he  mourn, 
If  ever  Love  hadintereft  in  his  Liver, 

And  wifti  he  had  not  fo  accufed  her : 

No,  tho  he  thought  his  accufation  true  : 

Let  this  be  fo,  and  doubt  not  but  fuccefs 

Will  faftiion  the  event  in  better  (hape 

Than  I  can  lay  it  down  in  likelihood. 

But  if  all  aim  but  this  be  level'd  falfe, 
Thefuppofition  of  the  Ladies  death 
Will  quench  the  wonder  of  her  infamy. 
And  if  it  fort  not  well,  you  may  conceal  her. 
As  belt  befits  her  wounded  Reputation, 
In  fome  Reclufive  and  Religious  life, 

Out  of  all  eyes,  tongues,  minds,  and  injuries. 

Ben.  Signior  Leonato,  let  the  Frier  advife  you, 

And  tho  you  know  my  inwardnefs  and  love 

Is  very  much  unto  the  Prince  and  Claudio, 

Yet,  by  mine  honour,  I  will  deal  in  this 
As  fecretly  and  juftly,  as  your  foul 
Should  with  your  body. 

Leo;-,.  Being  that  I  flow  in  grief, 
The  fmalleft  twine  may  lead  me. 

Frier.  'Tis  well  contented,  prefently  away, 
For  to  frrange  fores,  ftrangely  they  (train  the  cure : 

Come  Lady,  dye  to  live,  this  Wedding-day 

Perhaps  is  but  prolong*d,have  patience  and  endure.  Exit. 

Bene.  Lady  Beatrice,  have  you  wept  all  this  while  ? 
Beat.  Yea,  and  I  will  weep  a  while  longer. 
Bene.  I  will  not  defire  that. 

Beat:  You  have  no  reafon,  I  do  it  freely. 

Bene.  Surely  I  do  believe  your  fairCoufin  iswrong'd. 
Beat.  Ah  how  much  might  the  man  deferve  of  me  that 

would  right  her ! 

Bene.  Is  there  any  way  to  (hew  Rich  friendflup  ? 

Beat.  A  very  even  way,  but  no  fuch  friend". 
Bene.  Maya  man  do  it? 
Beat.  It  is  a  mans  office,  but  not  yours. 

Bene:  I  do  love  nothing  in  the  world  fo  well  as  you;  is 
not  that  ftrange  ? 

Beat.  As  ftrange  as  the  thing  I  know  not :  it  were  as 

poffible  for  me  to  fay,  I  loved  nothing  fo  well  as  you  ;  but 

believe  me  not :  and  yet  I  lye  not :  Iconfefs  nothing,  nor 
I  denv  nothing  !  I  am  forry  for  my  Coufin. 

Bene.  By  my  Sword  Beatrice  thou  lov'ft  me. Beat.  Do  not  fwear  by  it  and  eat  it. 

Bene.  I  will  fwear  by  it  that  you  love  me ;  and  I  will 
make  him  eat  it  that  fays  I  love  not  you. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  eat  your  word  i 
Bene.  Withnofawce  that  can  be  devifed  to  it:  I  proteft 

I  love  thee. 
Beat.  Why  then  God  forgive  me. 
Bene.  What  offence  fweet  Beatrice  ? 

Beat.  You  have  ftayed  me  in  a  happy  hour  :  1  was  a- 
bout  to  proteft  I  loved  you. 

Bene.  And  do  it  with  all  thy  heart. 

Beat.  I  love  you  with  fo  much  of  my  heart,  thar  none  is 
left  to  proteft. 

Bene.  (  ome,  bid  me  do  anything  for  thee. 
Beat.  Kill  Claudio, 
Bene.  Ha!  not  for  the  wide  World. 

Beat.  You  kill  me  to  deny  :  farewell. 
Bene.  Tarry  fweet  Beatrice. 

Beat.  I  am  gone  tho  I  am  here :  there  is  no  love  in  you  •' 
nay  I  pray  you  let  me  go. 

Bene.  Beatrice. 
Beat.  Infaith  I  will  go. 

Bene.  We'll  be  friends  firft- 
Beat.  You  dare  eafier  be  friends  with  mc,  than  fight with  mine  enemy. 

Bene.  Is  Claudio  thine  enemy  ?  ■  .  . 
Beat.  Is  a  not  approved  in  the  height  a  Villain,that  hath 

flandered,  (corned ,  difhonoured  my  Kinfwoman  ?  O  that 
1  were  a  man  !  What,  bear  her  in  hand  until  they  come  to 
take  hands,  and  then  with  publick  accufation,  uncovered 
(lander,  unmittigated  rancour  ?  O  God  that  1  were  a  man, 
I  would  eat  his  heart  in  the  market-place. 

Bene.  Hear  me  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Talk  with  a  man  out  at  a  Window  :  a  proper  fay- 

ing. 

Bene.  Nay  but  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Sweet  Hero,  (he  is  wrong'd,  (he  is  flandered,  file  is 
undone. Bene.  But? 

Beat.  Princes  and  Counties .'  furely  a  princely  reftimo- 
ny,  a  goodly  Count-Comfect,  a  fweet  Gallant  furely:  O 
that  I  were  a  man  for  his  fake!  or  that  I  had  any  friend 
would  be  a  man  for  my  fake .'  But  manhood  is  melted  i  n- 
to  curtefles,  valour  into  complement,  and  men  arc  only 
turned  into  tongue,  and  trim  ones  too  ;  he  is  now  as  vali- 

ant as  Hercules,  that  only  tells  a  lie,  and  iwears  it  :  lean- 
not  be  a  man  with  wifhing,  therefore  I  will  die  a  woman with  grieving. 

Bene.  Tarry  good  Beatrice,  by  this  hand  I  love  thee. 
Beat.  U(e  it  for  my  love  fome  other  way  than  (wearing 

by  it. Bene.  Think  you  in  your  foul  the  Count  Claudio  hath 
wrong'd  Hero} 

Beatr  Yea,  as  fure  as  I  have  a  thought  or  a  foul. 

Bene.  Enough.  I  am  engag'd,  I  will  challenge  him,  I 
will  kifsyour  hand,  and  fo  leave  you  :  by  this  hand  Clau- 
^/ofhall  render  me  dear  account:  as  you  hear  of  me,  (o 
think  of  me:  go  comfort  your  coufin,  I  muft  fay  (he  is 
dead,  and  fo  farewell.  Ex 

Enter  the  Conftables,  Bcrachia,  and  tic  Tcwh 
Clerk  in  Gowns. 

Keeper.  Is  our  whole  diffembly  appeared  ? 
Coivly.  O  a  (tool  and  cufhion  for  the  Sexton. 
Sexton.  Which  be  the  Malefactors  ? 

Andrew.  Marry  that  am  I,  and  my  partner. 

Cowly.  Nay,  that's  certain,  we  have  the  exhibition  to 
examine. 

Sexton.  But  which  are  the  offenders  that  are  to  be  exa- 
mined? let  them  come  before  Rafter  Conftable. 

Kemp.  Yea  marry,  let  them  come  before  me  :  what  is 

your  name  friend  ? Bor.  Borachio. 

Kemp.  Pray  write  down  Borachio.  Yours  firra  ? ' Conr.  I  am  a  Gentleman  fir,  and  my  name  is  Ccvrade. 
Keep.  Write  down  Mafter  Gentleman  Conrade:  ma 

fters,  do  you  ferve  God  ?  mafters,  it  is  proved  already 
that  you  are  little  better  than  falfe  knaves,  and  it  will  go 
neer  to  be  thought  fb  (horrly,  how  anlwer  you  for  your 

felves  ? 
Conr.  Marry  fir,  we  fay  we  are  none. 

Kemp.  A  marvellous  witty  fellow  1  afiiire  you,  but  I 

willgo'about  with  him  :  come  you  hither  firra,  a  wcrd in  your  ear  fir  ;  Kay  to  you,  it  is  thought  you  are  falfe 
knaves. 

Bor.  Sir,  I  fay  to  you,  we  are  none. 

Kemp.  Well:ftan'J  afide,  'fore  God  they  are  both  in  a 
tale  :  have  you  writ  down  they  are  none  ? 

Sext.  Malter  Conftable,  you  go  not  the  iway  to  exa 
mine,  you  muft  callfortluhe  Watch  that  are  their  accu 
fers. 

Kemp.  Yea  marry,  that's  the  efteft  way,  let  the  Watc! come  forth:  mailers,  I  charge  you  in  thelYmces  name 
accufe  thelemen.  i.  Want. 
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And  I  of  him  will  gather  patience: 
But  there  is  no  fuch  man  ;  for  brother,  men 
Can  counfel,  and  give  comfort  to  that  grief, 
Which  they  themfelves  not  feel^ut  tafiing  it, 
Their  counfel  turns  topalfion,  which  before 
Would  give  preceprial  medicine  to  rage, 
Fetter  ftrong  madnefs  in  a  filken  thread,  . 

Charm  ach  with  air,  and  agony  with  words- 

No,  no,  Vis  all  mens  office,  to  fpeak  patience 
To  thole  that  wring  under  the  load  of  forrow  : 
But  no  mans  vertue  nor  fufficiency 

To  be  fo  moral,  when  he  fhall  endure 
The  like  himfelf :  therefore  give  me  no  counfel, 

My  griefs  cry  louder  than  advertifement. Broth.  Therein  do  men  from  children  nothing  di 

Leo.  I  pray  thee  peace,  I  will  be  fle(h  and  blood, 
For  there  was  never  yet  Philofcpher, 
That  could  endure  the  tooth-ach  patiently, 
How  ever  they  have  writ  the  Itile  of  gods. 

And  made  a  pufh  at  chance  and  fufferance. 
Broth.  Yet  bend  not  all  the  harm  upon  your  felf, 

Make  thofe  that  do  offend  you  fuffer  too. 

Leon.  There  thou  fpeak'ft  reafon,  nay  I  will  do  fo, 
My  foul  doth  tell  me,  Hero  is  belied, 
And  that  {hall  Claudio  know,  fo  (hall  the  Prince, 

And  all  of  them  that  thus  dilhonour  her. 

iffer. 

him,  bring  him  away  ; 
als 

Exit. 

Affus  Qui?itu$. 

Enter  Leonato  and  his  brother. 

Brother.  If  you  go  on  thus,  you  will  ki
ll  your  felf, 

And  'tis  not  wifdom  thus  to  fecondgnef
, 

Aeainft  your  felf. 

Leon.  1  pray  thee  ceafethy  coun
fel. 

Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  pr
ohtleis, 

As  water  in  a  fieve:  give  not  me 
 counfel, 

Nor  kt  no  comfort  elfe  delight  mine  ea
r,  _ 

But  fuch  a  one  whofe  wrongs  doth  jut
e  with  mine. 

Bring  me  a  father  that  fo  lov  d  h
is  child, 

Whole  joy  of  her  is  overwhelm
s  like  mine. 

And  bid  him  fpeak  of  patience
,  . 

Meafure  his  woe  the  length  and  bread
th  of  mine, 

And  let  it  anfwer  every  ltramfor  f
train, 

As  thus  for  thus,  and  fuch  a  grief  for
  kicn, 

In  every  lineament,  branch,  fhape,  an
d  form : 

If  fuch  a  one  will  fmile  and  ftroke  his
  beard, 

And  hollow,  wag,  cry  hem,  when  he
  mould  groan 

Patch  grief  with  proverbs,  make  mis
fortune  drunK, 

With  candlewaftcrs:  bring  him  yet  to  me, 

Enter  Prince  and  Claudio. 
Broth.  Here  comes  the  Prince  and  Claudio  haftily, 

Trin.  Good  den,  good  den. 
Clau.  Good  day  to  both  of  you. 

Leon.  Hear  you  my  Lords  ? 

Trm.  We  have  fome  hafte  Leonato. 
Leo.  Some  hafte  my  Lord  !  well  fare  you  well  my  Lord. 

Are  you  fohafty  now?  well,  all  is  one. 
Trin.  Nav  do  not  quarrel  with  us,  good  old  man. 

Bret.  If  he  could  right  himfelf  with  quarrelling, 

Some  of  us  would  lye  low. 

Clau.  Who  wrongs  him? 
Leon  Marry  thou  doft  wrong  me,  thou  difTembler  thou: 

Nay  never  lay  thy  hand  upon  thy  fwerd, 
I  fear  thee  not. 

Clau.  Marry  beftirew  my  hand, 

If  it  mould  give  your  age  fuch  caufe  of  fear, 

Infaith  my  hand  meant  nothing  to  my  fword. 
Leo.  Turn,  turn, man,  never  fleer  and  jeft  at  me, 

I  fpeak  not  like  a  dotard,  nor  a  fool, 
As  under  priviledg  of  age  to  brag, 
What  I  have  done,  being  young,  or  what  would  do, 

W7ere  I  not  old  :  know  Claudio  to  thy  head, 

Thou  haft  fo  wrong'd  my  innocent  Child  and  me, 

That  I  am  forced  to  lay  my  reverence  by, 

And  with  grey  hairs  and  bruife  of  many  days, 

Do  challenge  thee  to  trial  of  a  man, 

I  fay  thou  haft  beli'd  mine  innocent  Child, 
Thy  flanderhath  gone  through  and  through  her  heart, 

And  the  lies  buried  with  her  anceftors : 

O  in  a  tomb  where  never  fcandal  flept, 

Save  this  of  hers,  fram'd  by  thy  villany. Clau.  My  villany  ? 
Leon.  Thine  Claudio,  thine  I  fay. 

Trin.  You  fay  not  right  old  man. 
Leon.  My  Lord,  my  Lord, 

I'le  prove  it  on  his  body  if  he  dare, 

Defpight  his  nice  fence,  and  his  active  practice, 

His  May  of  youth,  and  bioom  of  luftyhood- 

Clau.  Away,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

Leo.  Canft  thou  fodaffe  me  ?  thou  haft  kill'd  my  child, 

If  thou  kill'ft  me  boy,  thou  {halt  kill  a  man. 
Bro.  He  fhall  kill  two  of  us,  and  men  indeed, 

But  that's  no  matter,  let  him  kill  one  firft, 

Win  me  and  wear  me,  let  him  anfwer  me, 

Come  follow  me  boy,  come  fir  boy  ;  come  follow  me 

Sir  boy,  lie  whip  you  from  your  toyning  fence, 
'  Navl 
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Nay,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  will. 
Leon.  Brother.  •  , .  VT 

Bro  Content  your  felf,  God  knows  1  lov'd  myNeec
e; 

And  (lie  is  dead,  flanderM  to  death  by  villains, 

That  dare  as  well  anfwer  a  man  indeed, 

As  I  dare  take  a  Serpent  by  the  tongue. 

Boys,  Apes,  Braggarts,  Jacks ,  Milkfo
ps. 

Leon.  Brother  Anthony. 

Brot:  Hold  you  content,  what  man  ?  I  know  them,  yea 

And  what  they  weigh,  even  to  the  utmoft  fcruple
, 

Scambling,  outfacing,  fafhion-mongnng  boys, 

That  lye,  and  cog.  and  flout,  deprave  and  ila
nder : 

Goantickly,  and  mow  outward  hidioufnefs, 

And  fpeak  of  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words, 

How  they  might  hurt  their  enemies  if  they  du
rlt, 

And  this  is  all. 

Leon.  But  brother  Anthony. 

Ant.  Come  'tis  no  matter, 

Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 

fri.  Gentlemen  both,  we  will  not  wake  your  patience, 

My  heart  is  forry  for  your  daughters  death: 

But  on  my  honour  {he  was  charg'd  with  nothing 
But  was  true,  and  very  full  of  proof. 

Leon.  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 
Prince.  1  will  not  hear  you. 

Enter  Benedick. 

Leon.  No  !  come  brother  away,  I  will  be  heard. 
Exeunt  amho. 

Bro:  And  mall ,  or  fome  of  us  will  fmart  for  it. 

Pnn.  See,,  fee,  here  comes  the  man  he  went  to  feek. 

Clou.  NowSignior,  what  news? 
Ben.  Good  day  my  Lord  : 

Pnn.  Welcome  Signior,  you  are  almoftcome  to  part 
almoft  a  fray. 

Clau.  We  had  like  to  have  had  our  two  nofes  fnapt  on 

with  two  old  men  without  teeth. 

Prin.  Leo8.ifo  and  his  brother  ;  what  thinkft  thou  ?had 

we  fought,  I  doubt  we  mould  have  been  too  young  for 
them . 

Ben.  In  falfe  quarrel  there  is  no  true  valour:  I  came  to 
feek  you  both. 

Clau.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feek  thee,  for  we 

are  high  proof  melancholly,  and  would  fain  have  it  beaten 

away  :  wilt  thou  ufethy  wit  ? 
Ben.  It  is  in  my  fcabbard,  fhall  I  draw  it  ? 
Prin.  Doll  thou  wear  thy  wit  by  thy  fide  ? 

Clau-  Never  any  did  fo,  tho  very  many  have  been  befide 
their  wit :  I  will  bid  thee  draw,  as  we  do  the  Minftrels 

draw  to  pleafure  us. 
Prin.  As  I  am  an  hone  ft  man  he  looks  pale:  art  thou 

fick,  or  angry? 
Clau.  What !  Courage  man  :  What  tho  care  kill  d  a 

Cat,  thou  haft  mettle  enough  to  kill  care. 
Ben.  Sir,  I  fhall  meet  your  Wit  in  the  career,  arid  you 

charge  it  again  ft  me:  I  pray  you  chufe  another  fubjedt. 
Clau.  May  then  give  him  another  ftaff,  this  laft  was 

broke  crofs. 

Pnn.  By  this  light  he  changes  more  and  more :  I  think 
he  be  angry  indeed. 

Clau.  If  he  be,  he  knows  how  to  turn  his  girdle. 
Ben.  Shall  I  fpeak  a  word  in  your  ear? 
Clau.  God  blefs  me  from  a  challenge. 
Ben.  You  are  a  Villain,  I  jeft  not,  I  will  make  it  good 

how  you  dare,  with  what  you  dare,  and  when  you  dare : 
do  me  right,  or  I  will  proteft  your  cowardife  :  you  have 

kill'd  a  fweet  Lady,  and  her  death  fhall  fall  heavy  on  you: 
let  me  hear  from  you. 

CUu.  Well  I  will  meet  you,  fo  I  may  have  good  cheer. 
Pnn.  What  a  feaft  ? 

Clau.  I  faith  I  thank  him,  he  hath  bid  me  to  calves  heads 

and  a  Capon,  the  which  if  I  do  not  carve  moft  curioufly, 

fay  my  knife's  naught :   mail  I  not  find  a  Woodcock  too  ? 
Ben.  Sir,  your  Wit  ambles  well,  goes  eafily. 

Pnn.  Pie  tell  thee  how  Beatrice  prais'd  thy  Wit  the 
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other  day:  Ifaid  thou  hadft  a  fine  wit:  true  fays  ftjc,  a 
fine  little  one :  no,  faid  I ,  a  great  wit  :  right  fays  fhe,  a 
great  grofs  one  :  nay  faid  I,  a  good  wit :  juft  faid  (he ,  it 
hurts  no  body :  nay  faid  I,  the  Gentleman  is  wife :  certain 
faid  fhe,a  wife  Gentleman  •  nay  laid  I,  he  hath  the  tongues: 
that  I  believe,faid  fhe,  for  he  fwore  a  thing  to  me  on  Mon- 

day night,  which  he  forfwore  on  Tuefday  morning :  there's 
a  double  tongue,  there's  two  tongues.  Thus  did  (he  an hour  together  ttanf-fhape  thy  particular  virtues,  yer  at  laft 
fhe  concluded  with  afigh,  thou  waft  the  propereft  ma  > in  Italy. 

Clau.  For  the  which  fhe  wept  heartily,  arid  faid  fhe car  d  not. 

Prin.  Yea  that  fhe  did,  but  yet  for  all  that,  and  if  fhe 
did  not  hate  him  deadly,  fhe  Would  love  him  dearly,  the old  mans  daughter  told  us  all. 
,  Clau.  All,  all,  and  moreover,  God  faw  him  when  he  was 

hid  in  the  garden. 

Prin.  But  when  fhall  we  fet  the  falvage  Bulls  horns  on 
the  fenfible  Benedick's  head  ? 

Clau.  Yea,  and  text  underneath,  Here  dwells  Benedick the  married  man. 

Bene.  Fare  you  well,  Boy,  you  know  my  mind,  I  will 
leave  you  now  to  your  goflep-like  humor,  you  break  jefts 
as  braggardsdo  their  blades,  which  God  be  thanked  hurt 
not:  my  Lord,  for  your  many  courtefies  1  thank  you,  I 
muft  difcontinue  your  company,  your  Brother  the  Baftard 
is  fled  from  Mejfina  :  you  have  among  vou,  killed  a 
fweet  and  innocent  Lady,  for  my  Lord  Lack- beard 
there,  he  and  I  fhall  meet,  and  till  then  peace  be  with him. 

Prin.  He  is  in  earneft. 

Clau.  In  moft  profound  earneft,  and  Tie  warrant  you, 
for  the  love  of  Beatrice. 

Prince.  And  hath  challeng'd  thee. 
Clau.  Moit  fincerely. 

Prin.  What  a  pretty  thing  man  is,  when  he  goes  in  his 
doublet  and  hofe,  and  leaves  off  his  wit? 

Enter  Confiablet  fanftable,  and  Borachio, 

Clau.  He  is  then  a  Giant  to  an  Ape,  but  then  is  an  Ape 
aDoftor  to  fuch  a  man. 

Prin.  But  foft  you,  let  me  fee,  pluck  up  my  heart,  and 
be  fad,  did  he  not  fay  my  brother  Was  fled  ? 

Confi.  Come  you  fir,  if  Juftice  cannot  tame  you,  fhe 

fhall  ne're  weigh  more  reafons  in  her  ballanee,  nay,  and 
you  be  a  curfing  hypocrite  once,  you  muft  belookt  to. 

Prin.  How  now,  two  of  my  brothers  men  bound  ?  Bo- 
rachio one. 

Clau.  Harken  after  their  offence,  my  Lord. 
Prin.  Officers,  what  offence  have  thefe  men  done  ? 

Confl.  Marry  fir,  they  have  committed  falfe  report,more- 
over  they  have  fpoken  untruths,  fccondarily  they  are  flan- 
ders,  fixth  and  laftly,  they  have  belyed  a  Lady,  thirdly, 
they  have  verified  unjuft  things,  and  to  conclude,  they  are 

lying  knaves. 
Prin.  Firft  I  ask  thee  what  they  have  done,  thirdly 

1  ask  thee' what's  their  offence,  fixth  and  laftly  why  they 
are  committed;  and  to  conclude,  What  lay  you  to  their 
charge? 

Clau.  Rightly  reafbned,  and  in  his  own  divifion,  and 

by  my  troth,  there's  one  meaning  well  futed. Prin.  Whom  have  you  offended  mafters,  that  you  are 
thus  bound  to  your  anfwer?  this  learned  Conftable  is  too 

cunning  to  be  underftood,  what's  your  offence  ? 
Bor.  Sweet  Prince,  let  me  go  no  farther  to  mine  an- 

fwer :  do  you  hear  me,  and  let  this  Count  kill  me :  I 
have  deceived  even  your  very  eyes :  what  your  wifdoms 
could  not  difcover,  thefe  fhallow  fools  have  brought  to  , 

light,  who  in  the  night  heard  me  confeflingto  this  man, 

how  Don  John  your  brother  incenfed  me  to  flander  the  La- 
dy Hero,  how  you  were  brought  into  the  Orchard,  and 

faw  me  court  Margaret  in  Hero's  garments,  how  you  dif- 

grae'd 
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grac'ii  her  when  you  Ihould  marry  her  :  my  villany  they 
have  upon  record,  which  I  had  rather  feal  with  tny  death, 
than  repeat  over  to  my  fhame,  the  Lady  is  dead  upon  mine 

and  my  mafters  falfe  accufation :  and  briefly,  I  defire  no- 
thing but  ihe  reward  of  a  viliain. 

Prince.  Runs  not  this  fpcech  like  iron  through  your 
blood  I 

Clan.  1  have  drunk  potfon  whiles  he  uttei'd  it. 
Prin.  But  did  my  brother  fet  thee  on  to  this  ? 

Eor.  Y«-a,  and  paid  me  rich  for  the  practice  of  it. 

Pi  in.  He  is  compos'd  of  treachery,  ̂  

And  flvd'he  is  upon  this  villany. 
Clan.  Sweet  Hero,  now  thy  image  doth  appear 

In  the  rare  femblance  that  I  lov'd  it  firft. 
Cenfi.  Come  bring  away  the  plaintifs,  by  this  time  our 

Sexton  hath  informed  Signior  Leonato  of  the  matter  ;  and 

maifiers,  do  not  forget  to  fpecific  when  time  and  place 

fhail  ferve,  thatl  am  an  Afs. 
ion.  2.  Here,  here  comes  maifter  Signior  Leonato,  and 

the  Sexton  too. 

Enter  Leonato. 

Leon.  Which  is  the  Villain  ?  let  me  fee  his  eyes, 

Thar  when  I  note  another  roan  like  him, 

1  may  avoid  him  :  which  of  thefe  is  he  ? 

Bor  If  you  would  know  your  wronger,  look  on  me 
Leon  Art  thou,  art  thou  the  flave  that  with  thy  breath 

Haftkill'd  mine  innocent  child? 
Bor.  Yea,  evenl alone. 

Leon  No ,  not  to  Villain,  thou  beli'ft  thy  felf  j 
Here  ftand  a  pair  of  honourable  men, 
A  third  is  fled  that  had  a  hand  in  it: 

I  thank  y  i  u  Princes  for  my  daughters  death, 

Record  it  with  your  high  anc"  worthy  deeds, 
Twas  bravely  done,  if  you  bethink  you  of  it. 

Clan.  I  know  not  how  to  pray  your  patience, 
Yet  I  muft  lpeak,  chufe  your  revenge  your  felf, 
Iropofe  me  to  what  penance  your  invention 

Can  lay  upon  my  fin  ',  yet  finn'd  I  not, But  in  miflaking. 
Prin.  By  my  foul  nor  I  j 

And  yet  to  fatisfie  this  good  old  man, 
I  would  Lend  under  any  heavy  weight 

That  he'i  enjoin  me  too. 
Leon,  You  cannot  bid  my  daughter  live, 

That  were  impoffible;  but  1  pray  you  both 
Pofftfs  the  people  in  Meffma  here, 
How  innocent  lhe  died  ,  and  if  your  love 
Cart  labour  ought  in  fad  invention, 
Hang  her  an  Epitaph  upon  her  Tomb, 
And  fing  it  to  her  bones,  fing  it  to  night : 
To  morrow  morning  comeyi  u  to  my  houfe, 

And  fince  you  could  not  be  n>y  fon-in-taw, 
Be  yet  my  Nephew  :  my  brother  hath  a  daughter, 

Almoft  the  copy  of  ray  child  thai';  dead, 
And  fhe  alone  is  heir  to  both  of  us, 

Give  her  the  right  you  ihould  have  giv'n  her  coufin, 
And  fo  dies  my  revenge. 

Clan.  O  noble  fir  ! 

Ycuroverkindnefs  doth  wring  tears  from  me  : 
1  do  embrace  your  offer,  and  difpole 
For  henceforth  of  poor  Claudia. 

Leon.  Tomorrow  then  I  will  expect  your  coming, 
To  night  I  take  my  leave :  this  naughty  man 
Shall  fjee  to  face  be  brought  to  Margaret, 
Who  I  believe  was  packt  in  all  this  wrong, 
Hired  to  it  by  your  brother. 

Bor-  No  by  my  foul  fhe  was  nor, 
Nor  knew  not  what  fhe  did  when  fhe  fpoke  to  me, 
But  always  hath  been  juft  and  vertuous, 
In  any  thins  that  /  do  know  by  her. 

Corft.  Moreover  fir,  which  indeed  is  not  under  white 
ard  black,  this  plaintif  here,  the  offender  did  call  me  afs* 

I  befeechyoulet  itbercmembrcd  in  his  punifhment  •,  and 
alio  the  Watch  heard  them  talk  of  one  Deformed  ;  they 
lay  he  wears  a  key  in  his  car,  and  a  lock  hanging  by  it and  borrows  money  in  Gods  name,  the  which  he  hath  us'd 
lo  long,  and  never  paid,  that  now  men  grow  hard  heamd, 
and  will  lend  nothing  for  Gods  lake:  pray  ycu  examine 
him  upon  that  point. 

Leon.  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  honeft  pains. 
Cenfi.  Your  worfhipfpeaks  like  a  moft  thanktnl  and  re- 

verend youth,  and  IpraifeGod  for  you. 
Leon.  There's  for  thy  pains. 
Confl.  God  favethe  foundation. 
Leon.  Go,  1  dilcharge  thee  of  thy  prifoner  ;  and  I  thank 

thee. 

Conft.  I  leave  an  errant  knave  with  your  worfbip,whkh 
I  befcechyour  worfhip  to  correft  your  felf,  for  the  exam 
pie  of  others :  God  keep  your  worfhip,  I  wifh  your  wor- 

fhip well  i  God  reftore  you  to  h«alth  ,  I  humbly  give  you 
leave  to  depart  j  and  if  a  merry  meeting  may  be  wifh'd, God  prohibit  it ,  come  neighbour. 

Leon.  Until  to  morrow  morning,  Lords ,  farewel. 
Exe  un 

Brot.  Farewel  my  Lords,  we  look  for  you  tomorrow. Prin.  We  will  not  fail. 
Clan.  To  nipht  Tie  mourn  with  Hero. 

Leon.  Bring  you  thele  fellows  on,  we'l  talk  with  Marga- 
ret, how  her  acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd  fellow. Exeunt 

Enter  Benedick  and  Margaret. 

Ben.  Pray  thee  fweet  Miftreb  Margaret,  deferve  well  at 
my  hands,  by  helping  me  to  the  fpeech  01  Beatrice. 

Mar.  Will  you  then  write  me  a  Sonnet  in  praife  of  my 
beauty  ? 

Ben.  In  fo  high  a  ftile  Margaret,  that  no  man  living  fhail 
come  over  it  \  for  in  moft  comely  truth  thou  deferveft 

it. 

Mar.  To  have  no  man  come  over  me  j  why,  fhail  I  al- 
wavs  keep  below  ftairsf 

Ben.  Thy  wit  it  as  quick  as  the  greyhounds  mouth,  it catches. 

Mar.  And  yours  as  blunt  as  the  Fencers  foil?,  which  hit 
but  hurt  nor. 

Ben.  A  moft  manly  wit  Margaret,  it  will  not  hurt  a  wo 

man,  and  lo  1  pray  thee  call  Beatrice',  I  give  thee  the bucklers. 

Mar.  Give  us  the  fwords,  we  have  bucklers  of  our 

own. 
Ben.  If  you  ufe  them  Margaret,  you  muft  put  in  the 
kes  with  a  vice,  and  they  are  dangerous  weapons  for Maids. 

Mar.  Well,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  you,  who  I  think 
lath  legs.  Exit  Margaret. 

Ben.  And  therefore  will  come.  The  god  of  love  that  fits 
above,  and  knows  me,  and  knows  me  how  pitiful  I  deferve, 

I  mean  in  finging  •,  but  in  loving,  Leander  the  good  fwiro- 
mer,  Trcilous  the  firft  employer  of  panders,  and  a  whole 
jook  full  of  thefe  quondam  carpet-mongers,  whofe  names 
yet  run  fmoothly  in  the  even  rode  of  a  blank  verfe,why  they 
were  never  fo  truly  turned  over,  as  my  poor  felf  in  love  \ 
marry  I  cannot  fhew  it  in  rime,  I  have  tried  ,  I  can  find  out 
no  rime  to  Lady  but  bady,  an  innocents  rime  ;  for  fcorn,J 

horn,  a  hard  rims  ;  for  fchool,  fool,  a  babling  rime*,  very  j 
ominous  endings ,  no,  I  was  not  bom  under  a  riming  Pla- 

net j  for  I  cannot  woo  in  feftival  terms. 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Sweet  Beatrice,  wouldft  thou  come  when  I  cali'd  thee/ 
Beat.  Yea  Signior,  and  depart  when  you  bid  me. 
Ben.  O  (lay  but  till  then. 

"Beat.  Then,  is  fpoken  ifare  you  well  now  *,  and  yet  ere 
I  go,  let  me  go  with  that  I  came,  which  is,  with  knowing 
what  hath  paft  between  you  and  CUuiio. 

Ben. 
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Ben.  Only  foul  words,  and  thereupon  I  will  kifs 

Beat.  Foul  words  and  foul  wind,  and  foul  wind  is  but 

foul  breath,  and  foul  breath  is  noifome,  therefore  1  will  d
e- 

part unkift.  .    .  , 

Br*.  Thou  haft  frighted  the  word  out  of  his  ngnt 

fence,  Vo  forcible  is  thy  wit  •  but  I  muft  tell  thee  plainly, 

Claud  o  undergoes  ray  challenge,  and  either  I  mull  fhortly 

hear  from  him,  or  1  will  fubferibe  him  a  coward  and  1 

pray  thee  now  tell  me,  for  which  of  my  bad  parts  didft 
thou  firft  fall  in  love  with  me  ? 

Beat.  For  them  alt  together,  which  maintain  d  fo  poli- 
tick a  ftate  of  evil,  that  they  will  not  admit  any  good  part 

to  intermingle  with  them:  but  for  which  of  my  good 

parts  did  vou  firft  fuffer  love  for  me  ? 

Ben.  Suffer  love ;  a  good  epithete,  I  do  fuffer  love  indeed, 

for  I  love  thee  againft  my  will. 

Beat.  In  fpight  of  your  heart ,  I  think ;  alas  poor  heart, 

if  vou  fpight  it  for  my  fake,  I  will  fpight  it  for  yours ,  for  I 
will  never  love  that  which  ray  friend  hates. 

Ben.  Thou  and  I  are  too  wife  to  woo  peaceably: 

Beat.  It  appears  not  in.this  confefiion  ,  there's  not  one 
wife  man  among  twenty  that  will  praife  himftlf. 

Ben.  An  old,  an  old  inftance  Beatrice,  that  liv'd  in  the 

time  of  good  neighbours,  if  a  man  do  not  erecT:  in  this  age 

lis  own  Tomb  ere  he  dyes,  he  (hall  live  no  longer  in 

monuments  than  the  Bells  ring,  and  the  Widow  weeps. 

Beat.  And  how  long  is  that  think  you  ? 

Ben.  Queftion,  why  an  hour  in  clamour,  and  a  quarter 

in  thewm    therefore  it  is  moft  expedient  for  the  wife  ,  if 

Don  Worm  (  his  confeience  )  find  no  impediment  to  the 

contrary,  to  be  the  trumpet  of  his  own  virtues,  as  I  am  to 

my  fclf  fo  much  for  praifmgmy  ftlf,  wholrayfelf  will 
bear  witnefs  is  praife-worthy  ;  nrd  now  ttll  me  how  doth 

your  coufin  ? 
Beat.  Very  ill. 
Ben,  And  how  do  you?  — 

Beat.  Very  ill  too.  w 

Enter  Vrfula. 

Ben.  Serve  God,  love  me,  and  mend there  will  I  leave 

you  too, for  here  comes  one  in  hatle. 

Vrf.  Madam  you  muft  come  to  your  Uncle  ,  yonders 
old  coil  at  home  ,  it  is  proved  rav  Lady  Hero  hath  been 

falfly  accus'd,  the  Prince  and  Claudia  mighty  abufed,  and 

Den  John  is  the  authorof  all,  who  is  Fed  and  gone-,  will 
you  come  prefently  ? 

Beat.  Will  you  go  hear  this  newsSgnior? 

Ben.  I  will  live  in  thy  heart,  dye  in  thy  lap,  and  be  bu- 
ried in  thy  eyes :  and  moreover  I  will  go  with  the;  to  thy 
Unkles.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Claudio,  Prince,  and  three  or  four  with  Tapers, 

Clau.  Is  this  the  monument  of  Leonato  ? 

Lird.  It  is  my  Lord.  Epitaph. 
Done  to  dejth  by  fltnderous  tongues , 
Was  the  Hero  that  here  lies  : 

Death  in  guerdon  of  her  wrongs., 
Gives  her  fame  which  never  dies  : 
So  the  life  that  did  with  fha<r.e, 
Lives  in  death  with  glorious  fame. 

Hang  thou  there  upon  the  tomb, 
Praifing  her  when  I  am  dumb. 

Clau.  Now  mufick  found  and  fing  your  folemn  hymn. Song. 

Tar  dan  goddefs  of  the  nighty 
Ihofe  that  flew  thy  Virgin  knight, 
For  the  which  with  fongs  of  wo, 
%ound  about  her  tomb  they  go. 
Midnight  ajfi  l  our  moan, 
Help  us  to  fighaud  groan. 

Heavily,  heavily. 
Graves  y~.wn  and  yield  your  dead, 
Till  death  be  uttered, 
Heavenly,  heavenly. 

(this  right. Le.  Now  unto  thy  bones  good  night,  yearly  will  I  do 
Prin.  Good  morrow  matters,  put  your  torches  out, 

The  Wolves  have  prcy'd,and  look,  the  gentle  day Before  the  wheels  of  Phoebus,  round  about 
Dapples  the  drowfie  Eaft  with  fpots  of  grey  j 
Thanks  to  you  all,  and  leave  us,  fire  you  well. 

Clau.  Good  morrow  matters,  each  his  fcveral  way. 
Pmf.  Come  let  us  hence,  and  put  on  other  weeds, 

And  then  to  Leonato\  we  will  go. 
Clau.  And  Hymen  now  with  luckier  iffye  fpeed, 

Than  this  for  whom  we  rendrcd  up  this  wo.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Leonato^Benedich^,  Margaret,%Jrfula,  Oldma^ Frier,  Hero. 

Frier.  Did  I  not  tell  you  fhe  was  innocent  ? 

Lrc».  So  are  the  Prince  and  Cl  udio  who  accus'd  her, 
Upon  the  error  that  you  heard  debated. 

But  Margaret  w  as  in  forae  fault  for  this  *, 
Although  againft  her  will  as  it  appears, 
In  che  true  courfeof  all  the  queftion. 

Old.  Well,  I  am  glad  that  all  things  fort  fo  well. 

Ben.  And  fo  am  I.  being  elfe  by  faith  enforced 
To  call  young  Claudio  to  a  reckoning  fo:  it. 

Leon.  Well  daughter,  and  young  Gentlewomen  all, 
Withdraw  intoa  chamber  by  your  fdves, 

And  when  I  fend  for  you,  come  hither  mask'd : 
The  Prince  and  Claudio  promised  by  this  hour 
To  vifit  me    you  know  your  office  brother, 
You  muft  be  father  to  your  brothers  daughter, 
And  give  her  to  young  Claudio.  Exeunt  Ladies 

Old.  Which  I  will  do  with  confirm'd  countenance, 
Ben.  Frier,  I  muft  sntteat  your  pains,  I  think. 
Frier.  To  do  what  Signior  ? 
Ben.  To  bind  me,  or  undo  me,  one  of  them: 

Signior  Leonato,  truth  it  is  good  Signior, 
Your  Neece  regards  me  with  an  eye  of  favour. 

Old.  That  eye  my  daughter  lent  her,  'tis  moft  true. 
Ben.  And  I  do  with  an  eye  of  love  requite  her. 
Leon.  The  fight  whereof  I  think  ycu  had  from  me, 

From  Claudio  and  the  Prince,  but  what'i  your  will  ? 
Ben.  Your  anfwer  fir  is  enigmatical, 

But  for  ray  will,  my  will  is,  your  good  will 

May  ftand  with  ours,  this  day  to  be  conjoin'd 
I'thftateof  honourable  marriage, 
In  which  good  I  fhall  defire  your  help. 

Leon.  My  heart  is  with  your  liking. 
Frier.  And  ray  help. 

Enter  Prince  and  Claudio  with  attendants. 

Prin.  Good  morrow  to  this  fair  afTembly. 
Leon.  Good  morrow  Prince,  good  morrow  Claudio, 

We  here  attend  you  ;  are  youyftdetermin'd 
Today  to  marry  with  my  brothers  daughter  ? 

Clau.  l'le  hold  my  mind  were  fhe  an  Ethi  pc. 
Leon.  Call  her  forth  brother,  here's  the  Frier  readv, 
Prin.  Good  morrow  Benedick^,  why  what's  the  matter 

That  you  have  fuch  a  February  face, 
So  full  of  froft,  of  ftorro,  of  cloudirtf  ? 

Clau.  I  think  he  thinks  upon  the  lavage  bu!l  : 

Tufh,  fear  not  man,  wee'l  tip  thy  horns  with  golds 
And  fo  all  Europe  fhall  rejoyce  at  thee, 
As  once  Europa  did  at  lufty  Jove, 

When  he  would  play  the  nob'e  beaft  in  love. 
Ben.  Bull  Jove  fir,  had  an  amiable  low, 

And  fome  fuch  ftrange  bull  leapt  your  fathers  cow. 
And  got  a  calf  in  that  fame  noble  feat, 

Much  like  to  you,  for  you  have  juft  his  bleat. 

Enter  brother,  Hero,  Beatrice,  Margaret,  Vrfr.'a, 
Clau.  For  this  I  owe  you  •,  here  comes  other  recknings. 

Which  is  the  Lady  I  muft  CeiZi  upon  / 
Lee 
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Leon.  T  his  Tame  is  fhe,  and  I  do  give  you  her. 

Clan.  Why  then  (he's  mine,  fweet  let  me  ice  your  i
sce. 

Leon.  No  that  you  (hall  not,  till  you  take  her  hand, 

Before  this  Frier,  and  fwear  to  marry  her. 

Clan.  Give  me  your  hand  before  this  holy  Frier, 

1  am  your  husband  if  you  like  of  me. 

Hero.  And  when  I  Uv'd  1  was  your  other  wife. 

And  when  you  lov'd,you  were  my  other  husband.
 

Clam.  Another  Hero  ? 

Hero.  Nothing  certainer. 

One  Hero  died  but  I  do  live, 

And  furely  as  I  live  I  am  a  maid. 

Pri».  The  former  Hero,  Hero  that  is  dead. 

Leon.  She  died  ray  Lord,  but  whiles  her  (lander  hv  d. 

Frier.  AH  this  amazement  can  I  qualifie, 

When  after  that  the  holy  rites  are  ended, 

We  tell  th.e  largely  of  fair  Hero's  death  : 
Mean  time  let  wonder  feem  familiar, 

*\nd  to  the  chappel  let  us  prefently. 

Ben.  Soft  and  fair  Frier,  which  is  Beatrice  ? 

Be.it.  I  anfwer  to  that  name,  what  is  your  will? 

Ben.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 

Beat.  Why,  no  more  than  reafom 

Ben.  Why  then  your  Uncle,  and  the  Prince,  &  Claudio, 

have  been  deceived ,  they  fwore  you  did. 

Beat.  Do  not  you  love  me? 

Ben.  Troth  no,  no  more  than  reafon. 

Beat,  Why  then  my  Coufin  Margaret  and  Vtfnla 

Are  much  deceiv'd,  for  they  did  fwear  you  did. 

Ben.  They  fwore  you  were  almoft  fick  for  me. 

Beat.  They  fwore  you  were  well-nigh  dead  for  me. 
Ben.  Tis  no  matter,  then  you  do  not  love  me? 

Beat.  No  truly,  but  in  friendly  recompence. 

Leon.  Come  Coufin,  lamfure  you  love  the  Gentleman. 

Clan.  And  l'le  be  fworn  upon' t  that  he  loves  her, 

For  here's  a  paper  written  in  his  hand, 

A  halting  Sonnet  of  his  own  pure  brain, 

Fafhicmed  to  Beatrice. 

Hero.  And  here's  another, 
Writ  in  thy  coufint  hand,  ftolen  from  her  pocket, 
Containing  her  affection  unto  Benedick. 

Ben,  A  miracle  ,  here',  our  own  hands 'againft  cuj 
hearts :  come  I  will  have  thee,  but  by  this  light  1  take  thee 
for  pity. 

Beat.  I  wo-.il J  not  deny  you,  but  by  this  gocd  day,  1 
yield  upon  great  perlwafion,  and  partly  to  lave  your  hie, 
tor  as  I  told,  you  were  in  a  conlumpcion. 

Leon.  Peace,  I  will  (top  your  mouth. 
Vrin,  How  doft  thou  Eensdick^the  married  man  ? 

Ben.  l'le  tell  thee  what  Prince,  a  Colledge  of  witty- 
crackers  cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  humour  •,  doft  thou 
think  1  care  for  a  Satyr  or  an  Epigram  r"  no,  if  a  man 
will  be  beaten  with  brains ,  a  fhall  wear  nothing  hand- 
fome  about  him  :  in  brief,  fince  l^do  parpofe  to  marry,  I 
will  think  nothing  to  any  purpou  that  the  world  can  fay 
againft  it :  and  therefore  never  flout  at  me,  for  what  I  have 
laid  againft  it:for  man  is  a  giddy  thing,  and  this  is  my  con- 
dufion :  for  thy  part  Claudia,  I  did  think  to  have  beaten 
thee ,  but  in  that  thuu  art  like  to  be  rr/y  kinfroan,  live  un- 

bruis'd,  and  love  my  coufin. 
Clan.  I  had  well  hoped  thou  would'ft  have  denied  Bea- 

trice that  I  might  have  cudgei'd  thee  out  of  thy  finglelif?, 
to  make  thee  a  double  dealer  ,  which  out  of  queftion  thot; 
will  be,  if  my  Coufin  no  not  look  exceeding  narrowly 
to  thee. 

Ben.  Come ,  come,  we  are  friends,  lei's  have  a  dar.ee 
ere  we  are  married,  that  we  may  lighten  our  own  hearts 
and  our  wives  heels. 

Leon.  We'll  havi  dancing  afterwards. 
Ben.  Firft,of  my  word,  therefore  play  mufick.  Frince. 

thou  art  fad,  get  thee  a  wife,  get  thee  a  wife  ,  there  i*  no 
ftaff  more  reverend  than  one  tipt  with  lorn.  Enter  AJef. 

Mejfen.  My  Lord,  your  brother  John  is  tanein  fl'gbt, 
And  brought  with  armed  mtn  back  to  M.ftina.. 

Ben.  Think  not  on  him  till  to  morrow ,  Pie  devife 

TOe  brave  punifhments  for  him :  ftrike  up  Pipers.  Dance 

Loves  Labours  loft. 

Aftus  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Ferdinand  King  of  Navarre ,  Birgn,  Longavile, and  Dumaine. 

Ferdinand.  \ 

Et  Fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their 
lives, 

Live  regiftr ed  u pon  our  brazen  tombf, 
And  then  grace  us  in  the  difgrace  of death : 

When  fpight  of  cormorant  devouring 
T  me,  buy 

Th'endeavour  fo  thisprcfent  breath  may 
That  honour  which  fhall  bate  his  Sythes  keen  edge, 
And  make  us  heirs  of  all  eternitie. 

Therefore  brave  Conquerors  (  for  fo  you  are) 
That  war  againft  your  own  afrc&ions , 
And  the  huge  Army  of  the  worlds  defires ; 

Our  late  Edict  fhall  ftrongly  (land  in  force , 
Navar  fhall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world. 
Our  Court  fhall  be  a  little  Academy, 
Still  and  contemplative  in  living  Art. 
You  three,  Biron,  Dumaine,  and  Longavile  , 
Have  fworn  for  three  years  term  to  live  with  me, 
My  fellow  Scholars,  and  to  keep  thofe  ftatutes 
That  are  recorded  in  this  fcedule  here. 

Your  oaths  are  paft,  and  now  fubferibe  y  our  names 
That  his  own  hand  may  ftrike  his  honour  do>\n, 
That  violates  the  fmalleft  branch  htrein  : 

If  ycu  are  arm'd  to  do  as  fworn  to  do, 
Subfcribe  to  your  deep  oaths,  and  keep  them  too. 

Long.  I  am  refolv'd,  'tis  but  a  three  years  fad  : 
The  mind  (hall  banquet,  though  the  hody  pine, 
Fat  paunches  have  lean  pates :  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  bankerout  the  wits. 

Tutm. 
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Bum.  My  loving  Lord,  Dumaine  is  mortified  , 

The  grocer  manner  of  thefe  worlds  delights, 

He  throws  upon  the  grofs  worlds  bifer  flaves 
: 

To  love,  to  wealth,  to  pomp,  I  pine  and  die, 

With  all  thefe  living  in  Philofophy. 

Bit  on.  lean  but  lay  their  proteftatipn  over , 

So  much  C  dear  Liege  )  I  have  already  fworn  , 

That  is  to  live  and  ftudy  here  three  years. 

But  there  are  other  ftrift  obfervances : 

As  net  to  f.e  a  woman  in  that  term  , 

Which  I  hope  well  is  not  enrolled  there. 

And  one  day  in  a  week  to  touch  no  food.- 
And  but  one  meal  on  every  day  befide  : 

The  which  I  hope  is  not  enrolled  there. 

And  then  to  fleep  but  three  hours  in  the  night, 

And  not  be  feen  to  wink  of  all  the  day. 

When  I  was  wont  to  think  no  harm  all  night, 

And  mal  e  a  dark  night  too  of  half  the  day  : 

Which  I  hope  well  is  not  enrolled  there. 

O,  thefe  are  barren  tasks,  too  hard  to  keep, 

Not  to  fee  Ladies,  ftudy,  f aft,  not  deep. 

Ferd.  Your  oath  is  pad  to  p:fs  away  from  thefe. 

Biron.  Let  :r.e  lay  no  my  Liege,  and  if  you  pleafe. 

IonelylWetoftudy  with  your  Grace, 

And  ftay  here  in  your  Courc  for  three  years  fpace. 

Long.  You  fvvore  to  that  Biron,  and  to  the  reft. 

Bir  By  yea  and  nay  fir,  then  Ifwore  in  jeft. 
What  is  the  end  of  ftudy,  let  me  know? 

Ferd.  Why  that  to  know  which  elfe  we  (hould  not 

know.  ,  Cfence- 

Bir.  Things  hid  and  bar'df  you  mean  )  from  common 
Ferd.  I,  that  is  ftudies  god-like  recompence. 
Bir.  Come  on  then,  I  will  fwear  to  ftudy  fo, 

To  know  the  thing  I  am  forbid  to  know : 

As  thus,  to  ftudy  where  I  well  may  dine, 
When  1  to  faft  exprefly  am  forbid. 

Or  ftudy  where  to  meet  lotne  Miftrefs  fine, 
When  MiftrcfT-s  from  common  fenfe  are  hid. 

Or  having  fworn  too  hard  a  keeping  oath, 

Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  troth. 
If  ftudies  gain  bs  thus,  and  this  be  fo  , 

Study  knows  that  which  yet  it  doth  not  know. 

S  .vear  me  to  this,  and  I  will  ne're  fay  no. 
Ferd.  Thefe  be  the  Hops  that  hinder  ftudy  quite, 

And  train  ourintellefts  to  vain  delight. 

Bir.  Why  ?  all  delights  are  vain,  and  th.t  moft  vain, 

Which  with  pain  purchas'd,  doth  inherit  pain, 
As  painfully  f o  pore  upod  a  book, 
To  leek  the  light  of  tiuth,  while  truth  the  while 

Doth  falfly  blind  the  tye-fight  of  his  look: 

Light  feeking  light,  doth  light  beguile  : 
So  ere  you  find  where  light  in  daiknefs  lie?, 
Your  light  grows  dark  by  lofing  of  you*  eyes. 
Study  me  how  to  pleafe  the  eye  indeed, 

}  By  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  eye , 

'  Who  daziingfo,  that  eye  (hall  be  his  heed9 And  give  him  light  tfiat  it  was  blinded  by. 
Study  is  like  the  heavens  glorious  Sun  , 

That  will  not  bedetp  fearch'd  with  fawcy  looks: 
Small  have  continual  plodd;rs  ever  won, 
Save  bafe  authority  from  others  Book^. 
Thefe  earthly  Godfathers  of  heavens  light?, 
That  give  a  name  to  every  fixed  ftar, 
Hiveno  more  profit  of  their  finning  nights, 
Than  thofe  that  walk,  and  wot  not  what  they  are. 
Too  much  to  know,  is  to  know  nought  but  fame ; 

And  every  Godfather  can  give  a  name. 

Ferd.  How  well  he's  read,  tomlbn  againft  reading. 
Dam.  Proceeded  well,  to  ftop  all  good  proceeding. 
Long.Rt  weeds  the  Gorn,and  ftill  lets  grow  the  weeding . 
Bir.  The  Spring  is  near,  when  Green  Geefe  are  a 

breeding. 
Dum.  How  follows  that  ? 

Bir.  Fit  in  his  place  and  time. 
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Dum.  In  reafon  nothing. 

Bir.  Something  then  in  rime. 
Long.  Biron  is  like  an  envious  fneaping  Froft, 

That  bites  the  firft-born  Infants  of  the  Spring- 
Bir.  Well,  fay  I  am,  why  fhould  proud  Summer  boaft  J 

Before  the  birds  have  any  caufe  to  fing  ?  \ 
Why  fhould  I  joy  in  any  abortive  birth  ?  J 
At  Chriftmas  I  no  more  dtfire  a  Rote, 

Than  wifti  a  Snow  in  May's  new  fangled  fhows: 
But  like  of  each  thing  that  in  leafon  grows. 
So  you  to  ftudy  now  it  is  too  late, 

That  were  to  climb  o're  the  houfe  t'  unlock  the  gate. 
Ferd.  Well,  fit  ymout  \  go  h<  me  Biron  :  adnu. 
Bir.  No  my  good  Lord,  I  have  Iworn  to  ft?y  with  you. 

And  though  1  have  for  barbariftne ipoke  more, 
Than  for  that  Angel  knowledge  you  can  fay, 
Yet  confident  Tie  keep  what  I  havefwore, 
And  bide  the  penance  of  each  tiree  years  day. 
Give  me  the  Paper,  let  me  read  the  l  ime, 
And  to  the  ftricVft  decrees  Tie  write  my  name. 

Ferd.  How  well  this  yielding  reicaes  :hje  from  fharr;e. 
Bir.  Item,  That  no  wdman  (hall  come  within  a  mile 

of  my  Court. 
Hath  this  been  proclaimed  ? 

Long.  Four  dayes  agoe. 

Bir.  Let's  fee  the  penalty. 
On  pain  of  lufing  her  tongue. 

Who  devis'd  this  penalty  ? 
Lon.  Many  that  did  I. 
Bir.  Sweet  Lord,  and  why  ? 

Lotg.  To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread  penalty  : 
A  dangerous  Law  againft  gentility. 

Item,  If  any  man  be  feen  to  talk  with  a  woman  with- 
in the  term  of  three  years ,  he  (hall  endure  inch 

publick  fhame  as  the  reft  of  the  Court  ftiall  poflibly 
devife. 

Bir.  This  article  ray  Liege  your  felf  mult  break , 
For  well  you  know  here  comes  in  E^nbaffis 
The  French  Kings  daughter,  with  your  ktf  to  fpeak  ; 
A  M  iid  of  Grace  and  compieat  iViaj  fty  , 
About  furrenderup  of  Jqmtain 

To  her  decrepit,  fick,  and  bed-nd  Father. 
Therefore  this  Article  is  made  in  vain  , 
Or  vainly  comes  the  admired  Princefs  hither^ 

Ferd.  What  fay  you  Lords  ? 

Why,  this  was  quite  forgot. 
Bir.  So  ftudy  evermore  is  overlhot, 

While  it  doth  ftudy  to  have  what  it  would, 

It  doth  forget  to  do  the  thing  it  ihouid  : 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunreth  moft , 
Tis  won  as  Towns  with  fire  ;  lo  won,  fo  loft. 

Ferd.  We  mull  of  focre  di (pence  with  this  Decree, 
She  muft  lie  here  on  meer  neccfli  y, 

Bir.  Ncceffity  wi  1  make  us  all  for  fworn 
Tnree  thoufand  times  within  this  three  years  fpace: 

Fot  every  roan  with  his  afrVc"ts  is  born  , Not  by  might,  mattered,  but  by  fpecial  grace. 
If  I  break  faith,  this  word  fhall  break  tor  me, 
I  am  forfworn  on  meer  neceflitie. 
So  to  the  Laws  at  large  I  write  my  name, 

And  he  that  breaks  them  «n  the  leaft  degree 
Stands  in  attainder  of  eternal  fhame. 

Suggeftions  are  to  other6  as  to  me : 
But  I  believe  although  I  feem  foloth, 

I  am  the  laft  that  will  laft  keep  his  oath.  1 
But  is  there  no  quick  recreation  granted  ? 

Ferd.  I  that  there  is,  our  Court  you  know  is  haunted 
With  a  conceited  Traveller  of  Spain, 
A  man  in  all  the  world  new  fafhion  planted, 
That  hath  a  mint  of  phrafes  in  his  brain : 
One  whom  the  mufick  of  his  own  vain  tongue, 
Doth  ravifh  like  inchanting harmony: 
A  man  of  complements,  whom  right  and  wrong 
Havechofeas  umpire  of  their  mutinie. 

K       *  This 
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This  child  of'fande,  that  Armetdo  hight> For  interim  to  our  ftudie?  fhall  relate  , 

In  high-born  words  the  worth  of  many  a  Knight  : 
From  ta.vny  S/>J««loftin  the  worlds  debate. 
Hrw  you  delight  tny  Lords,  I  know  not  I. 
But  I  proicfl  1  love  to  hear  him  lie  , 
And  I  will  ufe  him  for  my  Miniltrelfie. 

Kir.  Armado'm  rnoft.i  luflrious  wight, 
A  man  of  fire,  new  words,  fafhions  own  Knight, 

Long.  Coflard  the  twain,  and  he  (hall  be  ourfport, 
And  fo  to  ftudy,  thjee  years  is  but  fhort. 

Enter  a  Conftable  with  Coflard  with  a  Letter. 

Con  ft.  Which  is  the  Dukes  own  perfon. 

Bir.  This  fellow,  what  would'ft  ? 
O  n-  1  my  felf  reprehend  his  own  perfon,  for  I  am  his 

Graces  Tnarborough  :  But  I  would  fee  his  own  perfon  in 
flelhand  blood. 

Bir.  This  is  he. 
Con.  Signior  Arme,  Arme  commends  you. 

There's  villany  abroad,  this  letter  will  tell  you  more. 
Clow.  Sir,  the  contemps  thereof  are  as  touching 

me. 
Ferd.  A  L?t?er  from  the  magnificent  Armado. 
Eir.  How  low  foever  the  matter,  I  hope  in  God  for 

high  words. 

Long.  A  high  hope  for  a  low  heaven,  God  grant  us  pa- 
tience. 

Bir.  To  hesr,  or  forbear  hearing. 
Long.  To  h  ar  m:tk  ly  fir,  and  to  laugh  moderately, 

or  to  forbear  both. 

Bir.  Well  fir,  bett  as  the  ftile  flnll  give  us  caufe  to 
climb  in  the  merririefs. 

Qow.H  he  matter  is  tome  fir,  as  concerning  Jaejuenetta. 
The  manner  of  it  is,  I  was  taken  wich  the  manner. 

Bir.  in  what  manner  ? 

Clow  In  manner  and  form,  following  fir,  all  thofe 
three.  I  was  ften  with  her  in  the  Mannor  houfc,  fining 
with  ht r  upon  the  Form  ,  and  taken  following  h  r  into 
the  Park  /  which  put  together,  is  in  manner  and  form 
following.  Now  fir,  for  the  Manner  :  is  the  manner 

»f  a  ma^i  to  1'peak  to  a  Woman  ;  for  the  Form  in  lome form. 

Bir.  For  the  following  fir. 
Clow.  As  it  (hall  follow  in  my  correction  ,  and  God 

defend  the  right. 
Ferd.  will  you  hear  this  Letter  with  attention? 
Bir.  As  we  would  hear  an  Oracle. 

Clew  Such  is  the  fimplicity  of  man  to  hearken  after 
ihefhfh. 

Ferd.  f^Reat  Veputy,  the  Welkins  Vicegerent,   ard  fole 
\J£dominator  of  Navar,  my  fouls  earths  Cod  ,  and 

todies  fojlrmg  Patron : 
C  oft.  Not  a  word  of  Coftard  yet. 

"FerJ.  So  it  is. 

Q'ft.  It  may  be  fo:  but  if  he  fay  it  is  fo,  he  is  in  tel- 
ling true:  but  fo. 

Ferd.  Peace, 
C  low.  Be  to  me,  and  every  man  that  dares  not  fight. 
Ferd.  No  words, 
Cow.  Of  other  mensfecrets  1  befeech  you. 
Ferd.  So  it  is,  befitged  with  fable  coloured  melancholly  , 

/  did  commend  the  blacky  opprejfmg  hunt  ur  to  the  moft 

wholefome  Phyftek.  of  thy  health-giving  ayre  :  And  as  I 
am  a  Gentleman,  betook^  my  felf  to  wal\  :  the  time  When? 

about  the  fix  t  hour,  When  beajls  mcft  grafe ,  birds  heft 
peckj  and  men  fit  down  to  that  nourishment  which  is  cal 
led  Supper  ;  So  much  for  the  time  when.  Now  for  the 
ground  Which  ?  which  I  mean  I  walkt  upon,  it  is  ycleped, 
Ihy  Park,.  Then  for  the  place  Where,  where  I  mean  I 
did  incouttttr  that  ebfeene  and  mofl  prepoflerous  event 

that  draweth  from  my  [now  white  Pen  the  Ebon- coloured 
which  here  th  it  view.eft,  beholdeft,  furveyeji.  or 

fee  ft.  But  to  the  place  Where :  it  flmdeth  North  North 
Eaft  and  by  E*ft  frgm  the  Weft  comer  of  thy  curious {netted  Garden.  There  did  I  fee  that  low  fpirited  Snain, 
that  bafe  Minow  of  thy  mirth,  (  Clown.  Me?  )that  un- 

lettered [mall  knowing  foul,  (  Clou  Me  ?  f  that  (hallow 
vaj]al(Clow.  Still  me  ?  )  which  as  I  remember ,  tight  Co- 

*fd,fl  Cl°W'  ®mc  )forted  and  con forted  contrary  to  tin eltabhjlied  pmhimed  Edit!  and  Continent  Canon :  Which 
with,  O  with,  but  with  this  I  paff.on  to  fay  wher  wttb Clown.  With  a  Winch. 

F.rd.  With  a  child  of  our  Grandmother  Eve,  a  female; 
«r  ,  for  thy  more  under  ft  andtng,  a  woman  :  him,  J  (  as  my  el 
ver  efteemtd  duty  pricks  me  on  )  have  fent  to  thee ,  to  re- 

ceive the  meed  of  pumfty.nem  by  the  fvneet  Graces  Offi:er 
Anthony  Dull,  a  man  of  good  repute,  carnage,  bearing, and  eftimation. 

Ant.  Me,  an't  fhall  pfeafe  you  ?  I  am  Anthony  Dull. Ferd.  For  Jaquenet ta  (  fo  is  the  weaker  veffd  called) 
which  I   apprehended  with  the  afore faid  fw.iin,l  keep  her  : 
as  a  veffeU  of  thy  Laws  fury,  and  Jhall  at  the  leaft  ,.f  thy 
fweet  notice,  bring  her  to  trial.  Thine  in  all  complements  j! of  devoted  and  heartburning  heat  of  duty, 

Don  Adriana  de  Arrr.ido. 

Bir.  This  is  not  fo  well  as  I  looked  for,  but  thebtft 
that  ever  I  heard. 

Ferd.  I  the  beft  for  the  worft.  But  firra,  What  fay  you 
to  this  ? 

Clotrn.  Sir  I  confefs  the  Wench. 

Ferd.  Did  you  hear  the  Proclamation  f 
Clown.  I  do  confefs  much  of  the  hearing  it,  but  tittle 

of  the  marking  of  it. 
Ferd.  it  was  proclaimed  a  years  ianprironrnent  to  be 

taken  with  a  Wench. 
Clown.  I  was  taken  with  none  fir,  I  was  taken  with  a 

Damofel. 
Ferd  Well,  it  was  proclaimed  Damofel. 
Clo.  This  was  no  damofel  neither  fir,  fhe  was  a  Virgin. 
Ferd  It  is  fo  varied  too,  for  it  u  es  procl.-imed  Virgin.  J 
Clown.  If  it  were,  I  dtny  her  Vugir.i:y  :  I  was  taken 

with  a  Maid. 
Ferd.  This  Maid  will  .not  ferve  ycur  turn  fir. 
Clown.  This  Maid  will  ferve  my  turn  fir, 
Ferd.  Sit  I  will  pronounce  your  lenience:  You  fhJ! 

faft  a  week  with  Bran  and  W-ter. 

Clown.  Iha'd  rather  p-ray  aMonth  with  Mutton  and Porridge. 

Ferd.  And  *Don  Amado  fhall  be  your  Keeper. 
My  Lord  Biron  (ee  him  deliver 'd  ore, 
And  go  we  Lords  to  put  in  practice  that 
Which  each  toother  hath  fo  ftrongly  fwcrn.  Extmt. 

Bir.  lie  lay  my  head  to  any  good'mans  Hat, Thele  oaths  and  Laws  will  prove  an  idle  fcorn. 
Sirra,  come  On. 

CUwn.  I  fuffer  for  the  truth  fir  :  for  true  it  is, I  was 
taken  with  Jaqutnttta,  and  Jaquenetta  is  a  true  Girl , 
and  therefore  welcome  the  fowr  tup  o\  prosperity :  affli- 

ction may  one  day  fmile  again,  and  untill  then  fit  down 
lbrrow. 

Enter  Armaio  a  Braggart,  and  Moth  his  Page. 
Brag.  Boy,  What  fignis  it  when  a  man  of  gteatfpirit 

grows  melancholy  ? 

"Boy.  A  great  fign  fir,  that  he  will  look  fad. 
Brag.  Why  ?  fadnels  is  one  and  the  feif-fame  thing , dear  Imp. 

Boy.  No,  no,  O  Lord  fir,  no. 
Urag.  How  canft  thou  part  fadnefs  and  melancholy, 

my  tender  Juvenal} 
Boy.  By  a  familiar  demonffration  of  the  working,  my 

tough  Signior. 

Brag,  why  tough  Signior  ?  Why  tough  Signior? 
Boy.  Why  tender  Juvenal}  why  tender  Juvenal  I 
Brag.  I  (poke  it  tender  Juvenal,  as  a  congruent  cpithe- 

ton,  appertaining  to  thy  youpg  dayes,  which  we  may  no- 
minate tender;  Bey. 
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'Boy.  And  I  tough  Signior,  as  an  appcrtinent  title  to 
your  old  time,  which  we  may  name  tough: 

Brag.  Pretty  and  apt 

or Bey  How  mean  you  fir,  I  pretty  an
d  '  my  faying  apt  ? 

1  apt,  and  my  faying  pretty  ? 
Bw.  Thou  pretty,  becaufe  little. 

Boy.  Little  pretty,  becaufe  little:  wherefore  apt? 

brag.  And  therefore  apt,  b:caufe  quick. 

Boy.  Speak  you  this  in  my  praife,  Maftcr  ? 

Brag.  In  thy  condign  praife. 

Boy.  I  will  praife  an  Eeie  with  the  fame  praife. 

Brag.  What  ?that  an  Eele  is  ingenious  ? 

Boy.  That  an  Eele  is  quick. 

Brag.  I  do  lay  thou  art  quick  in   anfwers.  Thou 

heat'ftmy  blood. 

Boy.  I  am  anfwer'd  fir. 
Brag.  I  love  not  to  be  croft. 

Boy.  Hcfpeaks  the  clean  contrary,  crofTes  love  not  him. 

Brag.  I  have  promised  to  ftudy  j  years  with  the  Duke. 
Boy.  You  may  do  it  in  an  hour  fir. 

Brag.  Impoflible. 

Boy  How  many  is  one  thrice  told/* 
Brag,  lava  ill  at  reckoning,  it  fits  the  fpiritof  a  Tapfter. 

.Boy.  You  are  aGentlm&nand  a  Gamefterfir. 

Brag.  I  confers  both ,  they  are  both  the  varnifji  of 

a  compleat  man.  •> 
Boy.  Then  lamfure  you  know  how  much  the  grofs 

fum  of  deuf-acc  amounts  to.  ' Brag.  It  doth  amount  to  one  raor%e  than  two. 

Boy.  Which  the  bale  vulgar  call  three.  Era.  True. 

Boy.  Why  fir  is  this  luch  a  piece  of  ftudy  ?  Now  here's 
three  ftudied,  ere  you'l  thrice  . wink,  and  how  eafieitis 
to  put  years  to  the  word  three,  and  ftudy  three  years  in 

two  words,  thedancing-horfe  will  tell  you. 

Brag.  A  moft  fine  figure. 

BoyfTo  prove  you  a  Cypher. 
Brag.  I  will  hereupon  confefs  I  am  in  love :  and  as 

it  is  bale  for  a  SouSdier  to  love  :  fo  am  I  in  love  with  a 

bafe  Wench.  If  drawing  n;y  fword  againft  the  humour 
of  affcclii  n  ,  would  deliver  me  from  the  reprobate 

thought  of  it,  I  would  take  Defirc  prifoner,  and  ranfome 

him  to  any  French  Courtier  for  a  new  devis'd  courtefie. 
I  think  fcorn  to  figh,  me  ihinks  I  fhould  out-lwear 

Cupid.  Corafoit  me  boy,  What  great  men  have  been  in 
love  ? 

Boy.  Hrrcults,  Mafter. 
Brag.  Moft  fweet  Hercules  :  more  authority  dear 

boy,  name  more-, and  fweet  my  child, let  them  be  men 
of  good  repute  and  carriage. 

Boy.  Sampfon,  Matter,  he  was  a  man  of  good  carriage, 

great  carriage  ••  for  he  carried  the  Town  Gates  on  his 
back  like  a  Porter  •,  and  he  was  in  love. 

Brag.  O  well-knit  Sampfon^  ftrong-joynted  Sampfon  ; 
lido  excel  thee  in  my  Rapier,  as  much  as  thou  didit  me 

J  in  carrying  Gates.  I  am  in  love  too.  Who  was  Sampfuns 
[  Love  my  dear  Moth  ? 

Boy.  A  woman,  Mafter. 
Brag.  Of  what  complexion? 
Boy.  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  three,  or  the  two,  or  one 

of  the  four. 

Wag.  Tell  me  precifely  of  what  complexion  ? 

Boy  Of  the  Sea-water  Green,  fir. 
Brag.  Is  that  one  of  the  four  complexions  ? 
Boy.  As  lhave  read  fir,  and  the  beft  of  them  too. 
Brag.  Green  indeed  is  the  colour  of  Lovers  :  but  to 

have  a  Love  of  that  colour,  me  thinks  Sampfon  had  fmall 
reafon  for  it.  He  lurely  affected  her  for  her  wit. 
By.  1 1  was  fp  fir,  for  fhe  had  a  green  wit 
Br«aj7,  My  Love  is  moft  immaculate  white  and  red. 

Boy.  Moft  immaculate  thoughts  Mafter,  are  masked under  fuch  colours. 

Brag.  Die  fine,  define,  well  educated  infant. 

Bey.  My  Fathers  wit,  and  my  Mothers  tongue  affift 
me. 

Brag.  Sweet  invocation  of  a  child,  moft  pretty  ar:! 

pathetical. 
Boy.  If  fhe  be  made  of  white  and  red, 

Her  faults  will  ne're  be  known: 
For  blufhing  cheeks  by  faulrs  are  bred, 
And  fears  by  pale  white  fhown  : 
Then  if  fhe  fear,  or  be  too  blame, 
By  this  you  fhall  not  know, 
For  ftill  her  cheeks  poiTefs  the  fame, 
Which  native  fhe  doth  owe. 

A  dangerous  rime  Mafter  againft  the  reafon  of  white 
and  red. 

Brag.  Is  there  not  a  ballet  boy,  of  the  King  and  the 
beggar  ? 

Boy.  The  world  was  very  guilty  of  fuch  a  ballet,  feme 
thiee  ages  fince,  but  I  think  now  'tis  not  to  be  fo-ini:  ;>r 
if  it  were,  it  would  neither  ferve  for  the  writing,  nor  the tune. 

Brag.  I  will  have  that  fubjeel:  newly  writ  o're,  thai:  I 
may  example  my  digrtffion  by  iome  ni  ghty  prcfident. 
Boy,  I  do  love  that  Countrey  Girl  that  I  tock  in  the 
Park  with  the  rational  Hind  Cojlard:  fhe  deferves 
well. 

Boy.  To  be  whip'd,  and  yet  a  better  Love  than  my 
Mafter. 

B'ag*  Sing  boy,  ray  fpirit  grows  heavy  in  love- 
Boy.  And  that's  great  marvd,  loving  a  light  Wench. 
Brag.  I  lay  fing. 
Boy.  Forbear  till  this  company  be  paft. 

Enter  Clown.  Confiuhle,  and  Wench- 

Confl.  Str,theDukespIeafure  is,  that  you  keep  Cofiard 
fafe,  and  you  muft  let  him  take  no  delight,  nor  no  pen- 
nance,  but  he  muft  faft  three  dayes  a  week  :  for  this 

Damfel,I  muft  keep  her  at  the  Park,  fhe  is  allow'd  for 
the  Day-woman.  Fare  you  well.  Exit. 

Brag.  I  do  betray  my  felf  with  blufhing:  Maid. 
Maid-  Man. 

Brsg.  I  will  vifit  thee  at  the  Lodge* 
Maid.  That's  here  by. 
Brag.  I  know  where  it  is  fituate. 
M*id.  Lord  how  wife  you  are. 
Brag.  1  will  tell  thee  wonders. 
Maid.  With  that  face  ? 

Brag.  I  love  thse. 
Maid.  So  I  heard  you  fay. 

Brag.  And  fo  farewell. 
Maid.  Fair  weather  after  you. 

Come  Jaquenetta,  away.  Exeunt. 
Brag.  Villain  thou  fhalt  fa  ft  for  thy  offences  ere  thou 

be  pardoned. 
Clo.  Well  fir,  I  hope  when  I  do  it,  I  fhall  do  it  on 

a  full  ftomack. 

Brag.  Thou  fhalt  be  heavily  punifhed. 
Clo.  I  am  more  bound  to  you  than  your  fellows ,  for 

they  are  but  lightly  rewarded. 
Con.  Take  away  this  Villain,  fhut  him  up. 
Bay.  Come  ycu  tranlgrtffing  Save,  away. 
Clow.  Let  me  not  be  pent  up  fir,  I  will  be  faft  being 

loofe. 
Boy.  No  fir,  that  were  faft  and  loofe  \  thou  fhalt  to 

prifon. Clow.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  fee  the  merry  dayes  of  def- 
lation that  I  have  feen,  fome  fhall  fee. 

Boy.  What  fhall  fome  ke  ? 
Clow.  Nay  nothing,  Mafter  Moth^  but  what  th?\ 

look  upon.  It  is  not  for  prifoners  to  be  filent  in  then 
words,  and  therefore  I  will  fay  nothing  :  1  thank  God,  1 
have  as  little  patience  as  another  man,  and  therefore  1 
can  be  quiet.  Exit, 

Brag.  I  do  affecT:  the  very  ground  (  which  is  bale  ) 
where  her  fhooe  ( which  is  baler  )  guided  by  her  foot 
C  which  is  bafeft)  doth  tread.  1  fhall  be  forfworn  (which K2  is 
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Uagrea:  argument  of  faUhood  )  if  1  love.  And  how  can 

that  be  true  love,  which  is  falfly  attempted?  love  is  a  fa- 

miliar, Love  i;  a  Devil  ;  there  is  no  evil  Angel  but 

Love,  yet  Sampfcn  was  fo  tempted,  and  he  had  an  excel- 

led ftrcrgth  :  Yet  was  Sol  m,n  fo  ftduced,  aid  he  had 

a  very  good  wit.  Cupids  But-fhaftis  too  hard  for  Her- 

titles  Club,  and  therefore  too  mi:ch  odds  for  a  Spaniards 

Rapier:  the  firft  and  frcond  caufe  wi'l  not  ferve  ray 
turn :  the  PaJJado  he  Fefpe£ts  not,  the  Duello  he  regards 

not  ;  hi;  difgrace  is  to  be  called  boy,  but  his  glory  is  to 
lubdue  men.  Adieu  Valour,  ruft  Rapier,  be  ftill  Drum, 

for  your  manager  is  in  love  \  yea,  he  loveth.  Affift  roe 

fome  cxtemporal  God  of  Rime,  for  lam  furelfhall  turn 

Sonnet.  Devife  Wit,  Write  Pen,  for  I  am  for  whole  vo- 
lumes in  Folio. 

Finis  Afltts  Trimk 

Afius  Secundus. 

Enter  the  Erincefs  of  France,  with  three  attending 
Ladies,  and  three  Lords. 

Boyet.  Now  Madim  fummon  up  your  deareft  fpirits, 

Confider  whom  the  King  your  Father  frnds  .• 

To  whom  he  fend?,  and  what's  his  Embaffie. 
Your  fjf,  held  precious  in  the  worlds  efteem, 
To  parlte  with  thyfole  inheritour 
Of  all  perfections  that  a  man  may  owe, 
Matchlefs  Navarre  :  the  plea  of  no  lefs  weight 
Than  AqmUitt,  a  Dowry  for  a  Queen. 
Be  now  as  pxodigil  of  all  dear  grace, 
As  Nature  was  ia  making  Graces  dear, 
When  flie  did  fhrve  the  general  world  befide, 
And  prodigally  gave  them  all  to  you. 

Pnn.  Gocd  L.  Boyet,  my  beauty  though  but  mean , 
Need  not  the  painted  flourifh  of  your  praife : 
Beauty  is  bought  by  judgement  of  the  eye, 
Not  uttered  by  bale  fale  of  Chapmens  tor.gues. 
1  am  lefs  proud  to  hear  you  tell  my  worth, 
Than  you  much  willing  to  be  counted  wife, 
In  fpending  thus  your  wit  in  praife  of  mine. 
But  now  to  ta'.kthe  taskerjgood  Eoyet, 
You  a:e  not  ignorant,  all-telling  fame 
Doth  noyfc  abroad  Navarre  hath  made  a  vow  , 

Till  painful  Rudy  fhall  out-wear  three  years, 
No  woman  may  approach  his  filent  Court  .• 
Therefore  to's  feemeth  it  a  needful  courfe, 
Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  Gates , 
To  know  his  pleafure,  and  in  that  behatf 
Eold  of  your  worthinefs,  we  fingle  you, 
As  our  bell  moving  fair  Sollicitor ; 
Tell  him  the  Daughter  of  the  King  of  France, 
On  feiious  bufinels,  craving  quick  difpatch, 
Icnportunfs  perfoofil  conference  with  his  Grace. 
Haft,  fignifie  fo  much,  while  we  attend, 

Like  humble  vifag'd  Sutors  his  high  will. 
B<y(t.  Proud  o\  imployment,  willingly  I  go.  Exit. 

Prin.  All  pride  is  willing  pride,  and  your's  is  fo  .* 
Who  are  the  Votaries  my 'loving  Lords,  that  are  Vow- 
fe.lows  with  this  virtuous  Duke? 

Lor.  Lcngavile  is  one. 
Erin.  Know  you  the  man? 
1  Lad.  I  knew  him  Madam  at  a  Marriage  Feaft, 

Between  L-  Terigort,  and  the  beauteous  heir 
Of  Jaquts  Faulconbridge  folemnized. 
In  N  rmandy  law  I  this LoPgavile, 

A  man  c.f  Soveraign  parts  he  is  cfteem'd  : 
Well  fitted  in  the  Arts, glorious  in  arms: 
Nothing  becomes  him  ill  that  he  would  well. 

The  only  fou  ot  h'u  f&ir  virtues  glofs, C  If  virtues  gloisvr.il]  ftain  with  any  foil,) 
Is  a  fharp  Wit  matchM  with  too  blunt  a  will : 
Whofeedge  hath  power  to  cur,  whofe  will  ftill  wills, 
It  fhould  none  fpare  that  come  within  his  power. 

Erin.  Some  merry  mocking  Lord,  is't  fo  ? 
Lad.  1.  They  fayfomofi,  thatmoft  his  humours  know. 
Erin.  Such  fhort  liv'd  wits  do  wither  as  they  grow. 

Who  are  the  reft  ? 

t.  Lad.  The  young  Tumain,  a  well  accomplifh'd  youth, 
Of  all  that  Virtue  love,  for  Virtue  loved . 
Moft  power  to  do  moft  harm,  leaft  knowing  ill : 
For  he  hath  wit  to  mskean  ill  fhape  good, 
And  fhape  to  win  grace  though  he  had  no  wit. 

1  faw  himatthe  Duke'  Man z.oet  orce, And  much  too  little  of  that  good  I  faw, 

Is  my  report  to  his  great  worthinefs. 
Rofa.  Another  of  thefe  Students  at  that  time, 

Was  there  with  him,  as  I  have  heard  a  truth. 
Biron  they  call  him,  but  a  merrier  man, 
Within  ihe  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
I  never  fpent  an  hours  talk  withal!. 
His  eye  begets  occafion  for  wit, 
For  every  objecT  that  the  one  doth  catch, 
The  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moving  jeft, 
Which  his  fair  tongue  (conceits  Expofuor) 
Delivers  in  fuch  apt  and  gracious  words, 

That  aged  ears  play  Truant  at  his  Tale?, 
And  younger  hearings  are  quite  ravifhed. 
So  fweet  and  voluble  is  his  dilcouife. 

Erin.  God  blels  my  Ladies,  are  they  all  in  love  ? 
That  every  one  her  own  hath  garnifhed, 
With  fuch  bedecking  ornaments  of  praife? 

Ma.  Here  comes  'Boyet 

Enter  Boyet, 

Erin.  Now,  now  what  admittance  Lord  ? 
Boyet.  Navarre  had  notice  of  your  fair  approach  j 

And  he  and  his  Competitors  in  oath, 
Were  all  addreftto  meet  you  gentle  Lady 
Before  I   came  :  Marry  thus  1  have  learnt, 
He  rather  means  to  lodge  you  in  the  field, 
Like  one  that  comes  here  to  beGege  his  Court, 
Than  feek  a  dilpenfation  for  his  oath, 
To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  houfe. 

Enter  Navar,  Longavile,  Dnmain,  and  Biront. 

Here  comes  Navarre. 
Nav^zvc  Princefs  welcome  to  the  Court  of  Navar. 
Erin.  Fair  I  give  you  back  again,  and  welcome  1 

have  not  yet  :  the  roof  of  this  Court  is  too  high  to  be 
yours,  and  welcome  to  the  wide  fields,  too  bale  fto  be 
mine. 

Nav.  You  fhall  be  welcome  Madam  to  my  Court. 
Erin.  1  will  be  welcome  then,  Conduft  me  thither: 
Na.  Here  me  dear  Lady,  I  have  fwornan  oath. 

Prin.  Our  Lady  help  my  Lord,  he'll  be  forfworn. 
Nav.  Not  for  the  world,  fair  Madam,  by  my  will. 
Trin.  Why,  will  fhall  break  it  will ,  and  nothing  elfe. 
Nav.  Your  Ladifhip  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 
Erin.  Were  my  Lord  fo,  his  ignorance  were  wife, 

Where  now  his  knowledge  mult  prove  ignorance. 
I  hear  your  Grace  hath  fworn  out  Houfe-keeping : 
';Tis  deadly  fin  to  keep  that  oath  my  Lord* 
And  fin  to  break  it : 

But  pardon  me  1  am  too  fudden  bold , 
To  teach  a  Teacher  ill  befeemeth  me, 
Vouchfafe  to  read  the  purpofcofmy  coming, 
And  luddenly  refolve  me  in  my  fuit. 

Nav.  Madam,  I  will,  if  fuddenly  I  may. 
Trin.  You  will  the  fooner  that  I  were  away, 

For  you'l  prove  perjur'd  if  you  make  me  ftay. 

Eir. 
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Bir.  Did  not  1  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

%o[a.  Did  not  i  dance iwith you  in  Brabant  once ? 
Bir.  I  know  you  did. 

%ofa.  How  needlefs  was  it  then  to  ask  thequeition 
Bir.  You  muft  not  be  fo  quick. 

%ef.  Tislong  of  you  that  fpur  me  with  fuch  queitiohs
. 

Btr.  Your  wit's  too  hot,  it  fpeeds  too  faft  ,  'twill  tire. 

Kofa.  Not  till  it  leave  the  Rider  ia  the  mire. 
Bir.  What  time  a  day  ? 

Rofa.  The  hour  that  fools  fliould  ask. 
Bir.  Now  fair  befall  your  mask. 

Rofa.  Fair  falls  the  face  it  covers. 
Bir.  And  fend  you  many  lovers. 

Rofa.  Amen,  fo  you  be  none, 

Bir.  Nay  then  will  I  be  gone. 

Ftr.  Madam,  your  father  here  doth  intimate 

The  payment  of  a  hundred  thoufand  Crowns, 

Being  but  th'  one  half  of  an  intire  fum, 
Disburfed  by  my  father  in  his  wars. 

But  fay  that  he,  or  we,  as  neither  have 

Receiv'd  that  fum  •,  yet  there  remains  unpaid 
A  hundred  thoufand  more  :  in  furety  of  the  which, 

One  part  of  Aquitain  is  bound  to  us, 

Although  not  valued  to  the  moneys  worth. 

If  then  the  King  your  father  will  reftore 
But  that  one  halt  which  is  unfatisfied, 

We  will  give  up  our  right  in  Aquitain., 
And  hold  fair  friendfhip  with  his  Majefty  : 
But  that  it  ifeems  he  little  purpofeth, 
For  here  he  doth  demand  to  have  repaid, 

An  hundred  thoufand  Crowns, and  r,otdemands 

One  payment  of  an  hundred  thoufand  Crowns, 
To  have  his  title  live  in  Aquitain. 
Which  we  much  rather  had  depart  withall, 

And  have  the  money  by  our  father  lent, 
Then  Aquitain^  fo  guelded  as  it  is. 
Dear  Princefs,  were  not  his  requefts  fo  far 
Fromreafons  yielding,  your  fair  felf  fhould  make 

A  yielding  'gainft  fomereafonin  my  breft, 
And  go  well  fatisfied  to  France  again. 

Prin.  You  do  the  King  my  Father  too  much  wrong, 
And  wrong  the  reputation  of  your  name, 
In  fo  unfeemingto  confefs  receit 
Of  that  which  hath  fo  faithfully  been  paid* 

Fer.  I  do  proteft  I  never  heard  of  it, 
And  if  you  prove  it,  Tie  repay  it  back 
Or  yield  up  Aquitain- 

Trin.  We  arreft  your  word  : 

Boyety  you  can  produce  acquittances 
For  fuch  a  fum,  from  fpecial  Officers, 
Of  Charles  his  Father. 

Fer.  Satisfie  me  fo. 

Boyet-  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  packet  is  not  come. 
Where  that  and  other  fpecialties  are  bound  ̂  
To  morrow  you  fhall  have  a  fight  of  them- 

Fer.  It  fhall  fufficeroe}  at  which  enteiview, 
All  liberal  reafon  would  I  yield  unto : 
M-an  time,  reeeive  fuch  welcome  at  my  hand, 
As  Honor,  without  breach  of  Honor  may 
Make  tender  of,  to  thy  true  worthiness. 
You  may  not  come  fair  Princcf*  in  mv  gates, 

But  here  without  you  fhall  be  fo  receiv'd, 
As  you  fhall  deem  your  felf  lodg'd  in  mv  heart, 
Though  fo  deni'd  farther  harbour  in  my  noufe  : 
Your  own  good  thoughts  excuie  me,  and  far-;WeJ, 
To  morrow  we  *hall  vifit  you  again. 

Prin.  Sweet  health  and  f  air  dclires  confort  your  grace 
Fer-  Thy  own  wifh  wifh  Ithre.in  everyplace.  Exit, 

Lady,  I  will  commend  you  to  my  ownheart* 
La.Ro-  Pray  you  domv  commenuations, 

I  would  be  glad  to  fee  it. 
Boy,  I  would  you  heard  it  groan. 
La.  Ro.  Is  the  foul  fick  ? 

Boy.  Sick  at  the  heart. 

'La.Ro.  Alack  let  it  blood. 
Boy-  Would  that  do  it  good  ? 
La.  Ro.  My  Phyfick  fayes  I. 

Boy.  Will  you  prick' c  with  your  eye. 
La.  Ro,  No  ptynt ,  with  my  knife. 
Boy.  Now  God  fave  thy  life. 
La.  Ro.  And  yours  from  long  living, 
Bir.  I  cannot  ftay  thanksgiving. 

Enter  Dnmain. 

Exit Dum.  Sir,  I  pray  you  a  word  :  what  Lady  is  that  fame  i 
Boy.  The  heir  of  AUnfin,  Rofaline  her  name- 
Dum.  A  gallant  Lady,McunfKur  fare  you  well  Exit, Enter  Lcngavile, 

Long.  I  befeech  you  a  word  :  what  is  (he  in  the  white? 
Boy.  A  woman  fometimes,  if  you  faw  her  in  the  light. 
Long.  Perchance  light  in  the  light;  I  defire  her  name. 
Boy.  She  bath  but  ohe  for  her  felf, 

To  defire  that  were  a  fhame. 

Loh.  Pray  you  fir,  whufe  daughter  ? 
Boy.  Her  mothers,  I  have  heard. 
Lon.  Gods  bh  fling  a  your  beard- 
Boy.  Good  fir  be  not  offended. 

She  is  an  heir  ot  Faulionbridge. 

Long.  Nay,  my  choller  is  ended  : 
She  is  a  mo  ft  fiveet  Lady. 

Boy.  Not  unlike  fir,  that  maybe.  Exit  Long. 
Enter  Bir  on. 

Bir-  What's  her  name  in  the  Cap  ? 
Biy.  Kathtrine  by  good  hap. 
Bir.  Is  fhe  wedded,  or  no 

Boy.  To  her  will  fir,  or  fo. 
Bir.  You  are  welcome  fir,  adieu. 

Boy.  Farewelto  me  fir,  and  welcome  to  you,  Exit. 
La.  Ma.  That  laft  is  Birm,  the  merry  mad-cap  Lord. 

Not  a  word  with  him,  but  a  jeft. 
Boy.  And  every  jeft  but  a  word. 
Pri.  It  was  well  done  of  yon  to  take  him  at  his  word. 
Boy.  I  was  as  willing  to  grapple,  as  he  was  to  boord. 
Lad.  Ma.  Two  hot  Sheeps  marry  y 

And  wherefore  noc  Ships  ?  ( lip?. 
Boy.  No  fheep  (  fweet  Lambjunlcfs  wc  faed  on  your 
La.  You  fheep  and  I  pafture  ;  fhall  mat  tinilb  the  jeft  ? 
Boy.  So  you  grant  pafture  for  me , 
La.  Not  fo  gentle  beaft. 

My  Lips  are  no  Common,  though  feveral  they  be. 
Boy.  Belonging  to  whom  ? 
La.  To  my  fortunes  and  me. 
Prin.  Good  wits  will  be  jangling,  but  gentles  agree* 

This  civil  war  of  wits  were  much  better  ul'ed 
On  Navarand  his  book-men,  for  here 'tis  a bu fed. 

Boy.  If  my  obfervation  (  which  very  feldome  lyes 
By  the  hearts  ftill  rhetor  ick,  difcioled  with  eyes  ) 

Deceive  me  not  now,  NaVir  is  ini'eded. Prin.  With  what  ? 

Boy.  With  that  which  we  Lovers  intitle  affe&ed; 
Prin  Your  reafon. 

Boy.  Why  all  his  behaviours  do  make   their  retire 
To  the  court  of  his  eye,  peeping  thorough  [defire. 
His  heart  like  an  Agot  with  your  print  imprefTed, 
Proud  with  his  form,  in  his  eye  pride  exprefied  ; 
His  tongue  all  impatient  to  fpeak  and  not  fee, 
Did  (tumble  with  halt  in  his  eye  fight  to  be. 
AUfenfesto  that  fence  did  make  their  repair, 
To  feel  only  looking  on  faireft  of  fair : 

Me  thought  all  his  fenfes  were  leck'd  in  his  eye, 
As  Jewels  in  Criftal  for  fome  Prince  ro  buy :        (  glaft. 
Who  tendring  their  own  worth  from  whence  they  were 
Did  point  out  to  buy  them  along  as  you  paft. 

His  faces  own  margent  did  coat  luch  amsz's, 
That  all  eyes  faw  his  eyes  inchanted  with  gazes. 

He  give  you  Aquitain, and  all  that  is  his, 
And  you  give  him  for  my  ia  <e,  but  one  loving  kifs; 

K  i  Pr,n. 
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Pan.  Come  to  our  Pavillion,  Hoyit  is  dilpbfed 
Boy.  But  to  (peak  that  in  words,  whicn  his  eye,  hath 

I  only  h^ve  made a mcuth  of  his  eye, 
By  itWir 

(difclos 

v 

g  a  tongue,  which  I  know  will  not  lyc. 
Lid.  R\  rhouart  an  old  Love-monger,  and  fpeakeft 

skillfully. 
Lad.  Ma.  He  is  Cupids  Grandfather,  and  learns  news 

of  h:m. 

Lad.  z.  Then  was  VtnUi  like  her  mother,  for  her  fa- 
th  r  i>  but  grim. 

Bey.  Do  you  hear  my  mad  Wenches  ? 
Lad.  \.  No. 

}',cy  What  then,  do  you  fee  ? 
L.id.  2.  I,  our  way  to  be  gone. 
Boy.  You  are  too  hard  for  me.  Exeunt  omnes. 

Wart 

Actus  Tertia. 

Enter  Braggart ,  and  Boy. Song. 

ble  child,  make  paflionate  my  fenfe 

of 

Brag. 
hearing. 

B  y.  Concolinell.  • 
Swti  t  Ayer  ,  go  tendernefs  of  years :  take 

this  Key,  give  inlaregment  to  the  fwain,  bring  him  fe- 
fhnatly  hither  :  1  muftimploy  him  in  a  letter  to  my  Love. 

Boy.  Will  you  win  your  love  with  a  French  brsul? 
Brag.  How  meant  ft  thou,  brauling  in  French  ? 
Boy.  No  my  compkat  matter,  but  to  jigg  off  a  tune 

at  the  tongues  end  ,  canary  to  it  with  the  teet,  humour 
it  with  turning  up  your  eye:  figh  a  note  and  finganote, 
femetime  through  the  throat  :  if  you  fwallowed  love 
with  fii;ging ,  love  ibmetime  through  the  r.ofe,  as  if  you 
fnuitup  love  by  jTmelling  love ,  withyourhat  penthoufe- 

like  o're  the  fhof>  of  ycur  eyes  ,  with  ycur  Erms  croit  on 
your  thinbelly  doublet  ( like  a  Rabbet  on  a  fpit )  or  your 
hands  in  your  poster,  like  a  man  after  the  old  painting  , 
and  keep  not  too  Song  in  one  tune,  but  a  Imp  and  away: 
rhefeare  complements,  thefeare  humours ,  thefe  betray 
nice  wenches  that  would  be  betrayed  without  thefe  ,ancl 
make  them  men  of  note:  do  you  note  men  that  moft  ate 
affeOed  to  thefe  ? 

Brag.  How  haft  thou  purcbafed  this  experience  ? 
Boy.  Ey  my  Pen  of  cbfervation. 
Brag.  But  O,  hut  O. 
Boy.  The  Hobby-horfe  is  forgot. 
%rag.  CaitVr  thou  my  love  Hubby-horfe. 
Boy.  No  Mafter,  the  Hobby-horfe  is  but  a  Colt ,  and 

your  Love  perhaps,  a  Hackney: 
But  have  you  forgot  your  Love  ? 

Brag.  A!  mo  ft  I  had. 
Boy.  Negligent  ftudent,  learn  her  by  heart. 
Brag.  By  heart,  and  in  heart  boy. 

Boy.  And 'out  of  heart  Mafter:  all  thofe  three  I  will 
prove. 

Brag.  What  wilt  thou  prove? 
Boy.  A  man,  if  Hive  (and  this)  by,  in,  and  without, 

upon  the  inftant  :  by  heart  you  love  her,  becaufe  your 
heart  cannot  come  by  her:  in  heart  you  love  her,  becaufe 

your  heart  is  in  love  with  her  -.and  out  of  heart  you  love 
her,  being  out  of  heart  that  you  cannot  enjoy  her. 

Brag. Ism  all  thtfc  three. 
toy.  And  three  times  as  much  more,  and  yet  nothing 

at  all. 

Brag.  Fetch  hither  the  Swain,  he  mufi 
\ctur. 

ley.  A  rae/Tage  well  fympathiz'd,  a  Horfe  tobeembaf- 'fador  for  an  Afs. 

Brag.  Ha,  ha,  What  fayeft  thou  ? 
Boy.  Marry  fir.  you  muft  fend  the  Afs  upon  the  Horfe, 

for  he  is  very  flow  gated  ••  but  I  go. 
Br.rg.  The  way  is  but  fhort,away. 

carry  me  a 

Exit. 

use, 

Boy.  Asfwift  as  J.  cad  fir. 

Brag.  Thy  meaning  pretty  ingenious ,  is  not  Lead  a metil  heavy,  duM,  and  flow? 

Boy.  Minmc  honeft  Mafter,  or  rather  Maft-.r  no. 
Brag.  1  fay  Lead  is,  ffow. 
Boy.  You  are  too  fwift  fir  to  fay  fo. 

Is  that  Lead  flow  which  is  fir'd  from  a  Gun? 
Brag.  Sweet  (raoak  of  Rhetoric  k, 

fie  reputes  me  a  Cannon,  and  the  Bullet  thai's  he  : I  fhoot  thee  at  the  Swain. 

Boy.  Thump  then,  and  i'fl.e. Brag.  A  moft  acute  Juvenal,  voIuMe  and  free  of  g 
By  thy  favour  fwett  Wel#tn,I  muft  figh  in  thy  face. 
Moft  ruVJcmelancholly,  Val-jur  gives  the  plac 

My  Herald  isreturh'd. 

Enter  Page,  and  Clown. 

Tag.  A  Wonder  Mafier,  here's  &  fifiard  broken  ?n fh:n. 

Arm.  Some  Enigma,  fome  riddle,  no  Lerwy  be- 

gin. J 
Clow.  No  egma,  no  riddle,  no  Ltnvey  ,  no  fa've,  i the  male  fir.  O  fir,  Plantan,  a  plain  Piai.tan:  no  Ltnvoy, 

no  Lenvoy^ox  falve  fir,  but  Plantan. 
tsirm.  By  vertue  thou  inforceft  laughter ,  thy  fi'Iy 

thought,  my  fpleen,  the  heaving  of r&y  lungs  provokes  me 
to  ridiculous  fmiling  :  O  pardon  me  my  fiirs,  doth  the 
inconfiderate  take  falve  for  Lenvoy^nd  the  world  Z,m- 
zoy  for  a  falve? 

P'ig.  Do  the  wife  think  them  other,  is  not  Lenvy 
zjalve.  (:fktf 

Arm.  No  Page,  it  is  an  epilogue  or  difcourfe  to  make 
Someobfcure  precedence  that  hath  tofore  been  fain. 

Now'  will  I  begin  your  moral,  tnd  do  you  follow  with myLenvoy. 

The  rox,  the  Ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 
Were  ftill  at  odds,  beirg  but  three. 

Page.  Until' the  Goofe  came  out  of  door, 
Staying  the  odds  by  adding  four. 

A  goi.d  Lenvoy,  ending  in  the  Goofe  :  would  you  de" 
fire  more  ?  ("flat 

Clow.  The  Boy  hath  fold  him  a  bargain,  a  Goofe,  that's 
Sir*  your  penny- worth  is  good,  and  your  Goofe  be  fat. 
To  fell  a  bargain  well  is  as  cunning  as  feft      looie  : 

Let  me  fee  a  fat  Lenvoy,  I  that's  a  fat  Goofe. 
Arm*  Come  hither, come  hither: 

How  did  this  argument  begin  ? 

Boy,  By  faying  that  aCoJlardvjzs  broken  in  a  fhin. 

Then  call'd  you  for  a  Lenv  y. 
Clew.  True,  and  1  for  a  Plantan  : 

Thus  came  your  argument  in  : 
Then  the  boys  fat  Lenvcy ,  the  Goofe  that  you  bought, 
And  he  ended  the  market. 

Arma.  But  tell  me:  How  was  there  a  Cofiard  broken 
in  a  fhin? 

Pag,  I  will  tell  you  fenfibly. 
Clow.  Thou  haft  no  feeling  of  it  Moth, 

I  will  fpeaktbat  Lenvy. 

1  Cofiard  running  out,  that  wasfafely  within, 
Fell  over  the  threfnold,  and  broke  my  fhin. 

Arm.  We  will  talk  no  more  of  this  matter, 
CUw.  Till  there  be  more  matter  in  the  fhin. 
Arm.  5irra  Cofiard,  I  will  infranchife  thee. 
Qow.  O,  mart y  me  to  one  Francis,  Ifmel!  fome  Z,*»- 

voy^ome  Goofe  in  this. 
Arm.  By  my  fweet  foul,  I  mean,  fetting  thee  at  liber- 

ty. Enfreedoming  thy  perfbn  j  thou  wert  immured  ,  re- 
ftrained,  captivated,  bound. 

Clow.  True,  true,  and  now  you  will  be  my  purgation 
and  let  me  loofe. 

Arm.  I  give  thee  thy  liberty,  fet  thee  from  durance,  and 
in  lieu  thereof ,  impofe  on  thee  nothing  hut  this :  Bear 
this  fignificant  to  the  countrey  Maid  Jaquenetta :  there *  is 
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is  remuneration,  for  the  beft  ward  of  mine  honors  is  re- 

warding my  dependants.  Moth,  follow.-  Exit. 
Fag.  Like  the  fequel  I. 

Signior  Coflard  adieu. 

Ch.  My  1'weet  ounce  of  mans  flefh,  my  in-cony  Jew: 
Now  will  1  look  to  his  remuneration. 

Remuneration,  O,  that's  the  Latin  word  for  three-far- 

things  :  Three  farthings  remuneration,  What's  the  price 
of  thisyncle  >  i.de.no,L'le  give  you  a  remuneration:  Why  ? 
It  carries  its  remuneration :  Why  ?  It  is  a  fairer  name  than 

a  French-Crown.  I  will  never  buy  and  fell  out  of  this 
word. 

Enter  Birone. 

Bir.  O  my  good  knave  Coflard,  exceedingly  well  met, 
Ctorv.  Pray  you  fir,  How  much  Carnation  Ribbon  may 

a  man  buy  for  a  remuneration  ? 
Bir.  Wh  it  is  a  remuneration  ? 

Cofi.  Marry  fir,  halfpenny  farthing.  " 
Bir.  O,  Why  then  three  farthings  worth  of  filk, 
Cofl.  I  thank  your  worfhip,  God  be  wy  you. 
Bir.  O  ft  ay  flave,  I  muft  employ  thee  : 

As  thou  wilt  win  my  favour,  good  my  knave, 
Do  one  thing  for  me  that  I  fhall  intreat. 

Clow.  When  would  you  have  it  done  fir  ? 
Bir.  O  this  after-noon. 
Clow,  Well,  I  will  do  it  fir:  Fareyouwell. 
Bir.  O  thou  knoweft  not  what  it  is. 
Clow.  I  fhall  know  fir  when  I  have  done  it. 

Bir.  Why  villain,  thou  muft  know  it  firft- 
Clotv.  I  will  come  to  your  worfhip  to  morrow  morning. 
Bir.  It  muft  be  done  this  aftir.  noon, 

Hark  fUve,  it  is  but  this : 
The  Princefs  comes  to  hunt  here  in  the  Park  : 

And  in  her  train  there  is  a  gentle  Lady : 
When  tongues  fpeak  fwectly,  then  they  name  her  name, 
And  Rofaline  they  call  her,  ask  for  her  : 
And  to  her  white  hand  fee  thou  do  commend 

This  feal'd  up  counfel.  There's  thy  guerdon  :  go. 
Clow.  Guerdon,  Ofweet  Guerdon,  better  than  remu-r 

neration,  a  leavenpence-farthing  better  :  rooft  fweet  guer- 
don. I  will  do  it  fir  in  print :  guerdon,  remuneration. 

Exit. 

Bir.  O  !  and  I  forfoothin  love, 
I  that  have  been  lovt  s  whip  ? 
A  very  beadle  to  a  humorous  figh  :  A  Critick  ; 

Nay,  a  night-watch  Conftable. 

A  domineering  pedant  o're  the  boy, 
Than  whom  no  mortal  fo  magnificent; 
This  wimpled,  whining,  purblind  waiward  boy, 

This  fignioi  Jnnid'%  giant  dwarf,  don  Cupid, 
Regent  of  Love- rimes,  Lord  of  folded  arms, 

Th'anointed  foveraign  of  iighs  and  groans: 
Liege  of  allloyterers,  and  malecontents  : 
Dread  Prince  of  Plackets,  King  of  Codpeeces. 
Sole  Emperator,  and  great  general 
Of  trotting  Parators  (  O  my  little  heart  ) : 
And  I  to  be  a  Corporal  of  his  field, 

And  wear  his  colours  like  a  Tumb'ers  hoop  ? 
What  ?  I  love !  I  fue  !  I  feek  a  wife, 
A  woman,  that  is  like  a  German  Clock, 
Still  a  repairing  :  ever  out  of  frame, 
And  never  going  aright,  being  but  a  Watch  : 

But  being  watch'd,  that  it  may  fill  go  right. 
Nay  to  be  per  j'ir'd,  which  is  worft  of  all : 
And  among  three,  to  love  the  worft  of  all, 
A  whitely  wanton  with  a  velvet  brow, 
With  two  pitch  balls  ftuck  in  her  face  for  < ryes, 
f,  and  by  heaven,  one  that  will  do  the  deed, 
Tho  Argut  were  her  Eunuch  and  her  guard  : 

And  I  to  figh  for  her !  to  watch  for  her .' 
To  pray  for  her,  go  to  :  it  is  a  plague 
That  Cupid  will  impofe  for  ray  neglett 

J  Of  his  Almighty,  dreadful,  little  mighr. 
Well,  1  will  love,  write,  figh,  pray,iue  and  groan, 
Some  men  muft  love  my  Lady,  and  fome  Joan, 

AHus  Quartus. 

Enter  the  Prime fs,  a  Forefter,  her  Ladies, 
and  her  Lords. 

Prin.  Was  thatthe  King  thatfpui'd  his  horfe  fo  hard, AgJinft  the  ftcep  unrifing  of  the  h:II  i 
Boy.  I  know  not,  but  1  think  it  was  not  he. 
Prin.  Who  e're  a  was,  a  fhew'd  amounting  mind  : Wdl  Lords,  today  we  fhall  have  our dilpatch, 

On  Saturday  we  will  return  to  France. 
Then  Forrefler  my  friend,  Where  is  the  Bufh 
That  we  muft  (land  and  play  the  murtherer  in  ? 

For.  Hereby  upon  the  edg  of  yonder  Coppice, 
A  ftand  where  ye  n  may  make  the  faireft  fhoor. 

Prin.  I  thar.k  my  beauty,  1  am  fair  that  fhoor, 
And  thereupon  thculpeak'ft  the  faireft  fhoct. For.  Pardon  me,  for  I  meant  not  lb. 

Prm.  What,  what  ?  Fir  ft  praife  me,  then  again  fay  no. 
O  fhort-liv'd  pride.  Not  fair  ?  alack  for  wo. For.  Yes  Madam,  tair. 

Prin.  Nay,  never  paint  me  now, 
Where  fair  is  not,  praife  cannot  mend  the  brow. 
Here  (  good  my  g'afs  )  take  this  for  telling  true." Fair  payment  for  foul  words  is  more  than  due. 

For.  Nothing  but  fair  is  that  which  you  inherit' 
'Prin.  See,  fee,  my  beauty  will  befav'd  by  merit. 

O  herefie  in  fair,  fitforthd'e  days, 
A  giving  hand  tho  foul  fhall  have  the  praife. 
But  come,  the  bow  :  Now  mercy  goes  to  kill, 
And  fhooting  well,  is  then  accounted  ill. 
Thus  will  I  fave  my  credit  in  the  fhoot, 
Not  wounding  pity  would  not  let  :ne  do'r: 
If  wounding,  then  it  was  tofhew  ray.kil'. 
That  more  for  praife  than  purpoferoeant  to  kill. 
And  out  of  queftion,  fo  it  is  foraeticne?. 
Glory  grows  guilty  of  detefted  crimes, 
When  for  Fames  fake  to  praife  an  outward  parr, 
Wc  bend  to  that,  the  working  of  the  heatt. 
As  I  for  praife  alone  now  feck  to  fpill 
The  poor  Dears  blood,  that  my  heart  means  no  ill. 

Boy,  Do  not  curft  wives  hold  that  felf-foveraignty 
Only  for  praife  fake,  when  they  ftrive  to  be 
Lords  o're  their  Lords  ? 

Prin.  Only  for  praife,  and  praife  we  may  afford, 
To  any  Lady  that  fubdues  a  Lord. 

Enter  Clown, 

Boy.  Here  comes  a  member  of  the  common-wealth. 
Clow-  God  dig-you-den  all,  pray  you  which  is  the  head 

Lady  ? 
Prin.  Thou  fhalt  know  her,  fellow,  by  the  reft  that  have 

no  heads. 
Clo.  Which  is  the  greatefi  Lady,  the  higheft  ? 
Prin.  The  ttiickeft,  and  the  talleft, 
Clo.  The  thickeft,  and  the  talleft  •  it  is  fo,  truth  is  truth. 

And  your  waft  M i ft r is,  were  as  {lender  as  my  wit, 
One  a  thefe  maids  girdles  for  your  wafte  fhould  be  fit. 
Are  not  you  the  chief  woman  ?  You  arc  the  thickeft  here. 

Prin  What's  your  will  fir  ?  What's  your  will  ? 
Clow.  I  have  a  Letter  from  Mounfieur  Birone^ 

To  one  L?dy  Rofaline, 

Prin.  O  thy  letter,  thy  letter  :  He's  a  good  friend  of 
Stand  afide  good  bearer.  (aiine- 

Boyet.  You  can  carve, 
breakup  this  Capon, 
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Eoy.  1  am  bound  toferve. 
This  Letter  is  roilrook  :  it  importcth  none  here  : 
It  is  wlit  to  Jjquatctta. 

T<  m  We  will  read  it,  ̂1  f/.-ear. 
Break  the  ruck  of  the  wax,  and  every  one  give  ear. 

Eoyet  reads, 

JJY  heaven,  that  thou  art  fair,  is  moft  infallible  :  true 
ILJ  tha:  rhou  art  beauteous :  nuth  iticlf  that  thou  art 

k>v<  v;  more  iatrtr  than  fair,  beautiful  than  b.aut!ou% 

;  r r  than  truth  it  felf ;  have  commiferation  on  thy  hcroical 

VrflU.  The  magnanimous  and  moft  illuftrate  King  Co. 

phcti/a  (It  eye  upon  the  pernicious  and  indubitate  Begger 

frntlofhen  \  and  he  it  was  that  might  rightly  fay,  Veni, 
vidi,  vici  V^hichto  anatomize  in  the  vulgar,  O  bafe  and 

obfeure  mAgzr'jVidUicetJne  came,faw  and  overcamc-,he  came 
pnejtee  two,  overcame  three,  who  came?  the  King.  Why 
did  hecome  ?  to  fie.  Why  did  he  fee  ?  to  overcome.  To 

whom  came  he  ?  to  {he  begger.  What  faw  he  ?  the  beg- 

ger.  Who'  overcame  he  ?  the  brggir.  The  conclufion  is 
vidtory  ,  On  whofe  fide  ?  the  Kings  the  captive  is  in- 
nch'di  O.i  whole  ficle  ?  thebeggers.  Thecataftrophe  is 
a  Nuptial:  On  whole  fide?  the  Kings :  no,on  both  in  one, 

or  one  in  both  :  1  am  the  King,  (  for  fo  ftands  the  com- 

panfrvn  )  thou  the  beggar,  for  lb  witneffcth  thy  lowlinefs. 
Shall  I  command  thy  love  ?  1  may;  Shall  I  enforce  thy 

love  ?  I  could.  Shall  1  entreat  thy  love  >  I  will.  What 

(halt  thou  exchange  for  rags?  Robe?-,  for  tittles?  titles  : 

for  thy  felf,  me  ?'Thus  expefting  thy  reply,  I  prophane 
my  lips  on  thy  foot,  my  eyes  on  thy  pifture,and  my  heart 
on  thy  every  part ; 

Thine  in  the  d:are(l  d  fign  of  inditfry, 

Don  Adrianade  Armado: 

Thus  dofc  thcu  hear  the  NemeanLion  roar, 

'Gainft  thee  thou  Lamb,  that  ftandeft  as  his  piey: 

Submiffive  fall  h:s  princely  feet  before, 
And  he  from  forrage  will  incline  to  play.' 

Bur  if  thou  fhive  (poor  foul  )  what  art  thou  then? 

Food  for  his  rage,  repafture  for  his  den. 

Prin-  What  plume  of  feather  is  he  that  indited  this 
Letter  ?  What  vain?  What  Weathercock  ?  Did  you  ever 

hear  better  ? 

Boy.  I  am  much  deceived,  but  I  remember  the  Rile. 

Prin.  Elfe  your  memory  is  bad,  going  o*re  it  e're  while. 
Boy.  This  Armado  is  a  Spaniard  that  keeps  here  in  court, 

A  Phantafme,  a  Monarcho,  and  one  that  makes  fport 
To  the  Prince  and  his  Book-mates. 

Prin.  Thou  fellow,  a  worti. 

Who  gave  thee  this  letter  ? 
Clow.  I  told  you,  my  Lord. 

Trin.  To  whom  fhould'ft  thou  give  it? 
Clow.  From  my  Lord  to  my  Lady. 
*Prin.  From  which  Lord  to  which  Lady  ? 
Clove.  F:om  my  Lord  Berotvn,  a  good  mafter  of  mine, 

To  a  Lady  of  France  that  he  called  Rofaline. 
Prin.  I  hcu  haft  miftaken  his  letter.  Come  Lords  away. 

Here  fwect,  put  up  this,  'twill  be  thine  another  day» Exeunt. 

Boy.  Who  is  the  (hooter  ?  who  is  the  Khooter  ? 

''%j>fa.  Shall  i  teach  you  to  know? 
Boy.  1  my  continent  of  beauty. 
Pofa.  Whv  (he  that  bears  the  Bow.  Finely  put  off- 

Bey,  My  Lady  goes  to  kill  horns,;but  if  thou  marry, 
Hang  me  by  the  neck,  if  horns  that  year  mifcarry. 
Finely  put  on, 

b  of<i.  Well  then,  I  am  the  fhooter. 
Boy.  And  who  is  your  Dear  ? 
fafa.  U  we  choofe  by  horns,  your  ftlf  come  not  near. 

F.nely  put  on  indeed. 

Mari.  You  Mill  wrangle  with  her,  Eoyet  and  fhe  ftrikes at  the  brow. 

Boy.  But  fhe  her  felf  is  hit  lower  : 
Have  I  hit  her  now. 

Rofa.  Shall  1  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  faying,  that 
was  a  man  when  King  Pippin  of  France  was  a  little  boy, 
as  touching  the  hit  it. 

Boy.  So  1  may  anfwer  thee  with  one  as  old,  that  was  wo- 
man when  Queen  Guimver  of  Brittain  was  a  little  wench 

as  touching  the  hit  it. 

Rofa.  Thoucanft  not  hit  it,  hit  it,  hit  it. 
Thou  canft  not  hit  it  my  good  man. 

Eoy.  I  cannot, cannot,  cannot: 
And i  cannot  another  can.  Exit. 

Clo.  By  my  troth  moft  pleafant,  how  both  did  fit  it. 
Mar.  A  mark  marvellous  well  fhot ,  fot  they  both did  hit  it. 

Boy.  A  mark,  O  mark  but  that  maik  :  a  rmrk  fays  my 

Lady. 

Let  the  mark  have  a  prick  ir.'t,  to  meet  at,  if  it  may  be. 
Mar.  Wide  a'th  bow  hand,  l'faith  your  hand  is  out. 
Clo.  Indeed  a'muft  fhoot  nearer,  Or  he '1  ne're  hit  die 

clout.  . 
Boy.  And  if  roy  hand  be  out,  then  belike  your  hand  is 

in.  r Clo.  Then  will  fhe  get  the  upfhot  by  cleaving  the 
Pin. 

Mar.  Come,  come,  you  talk  greafily,  your  lips  grow 
foul. 

CU.  She's  too  hard  for  you  at  pricks,  fir,  challenge  her to  bowl. 

Boy.  I  fear  too  much  rubbing ,  good  night  my  good Owl. 

0o.  By  my  foul  a  Swain,  a  moft  firople  Clown. 
Lord,  Lord  !  how  the  Ladies  and  1  have  put  him  down. 
O  ray  troth  moft  fweet  jefts,  moft  incony  vulgar  wit, 
When  it  comes  fo  fmoothly  off,  fo  obfeenely,  as  it  were,  fo fit. 

Armado  ath  to  fide,  O  a  moft  dainty  man. 
To  fee  him  walk  before  a  Lady,  and  to  bear  her  Fan- 
To  lee  him  kifs  his  hand,  and  how  moft  fweetly  a  will 

fwear  : 

^nd  his  Page  at  other  fide,  that  handful  of  wit, 
Ah  heavens,  it  is  a  moft  pathetical  nit. 
Sowhi,  Sowla.  Exeunt. 

Shout  within. 

Enter  Dnlt.  Hohfernes}  the  Pedant,  and  Nathaniel. 

Nath-  Very  reverent  fport  truly,  and  done  in  the  tefti- 
mony  of  a  good  confidence. 

Ped.  The  Dear  was  (  as  you  know)  fanguis  in  blood, 
ripe  as  a  Pomwater,  who  now  hangeth  like  a  Jewel  in  the 
ear  of  Cceb  the  sky ,  the  welkin  the  heaven,  and  anon  fal- 
lethlike  aCrabcn  the  face  of  Terra,  the  foil,  the  land, 
the  earth. 

Curat.  Nath.  Truly  Matter  Holof ernes,  the  epithetes  are 
fweetly  varied  like  a  fcholar  at  the  leaft :  but  fir  I  aflure 
ye,  it  was  a  Buck  of  the  firft  head. 

Hoi.  Sir  Nathaniel,  baud  credo. 

Dul.  'Twas  not  a  baud  credo,  'twas  a  Pricket. 
Hoi.  Moft  barbarous  intimation  .•  yet  a  kind  of  anfi- 

nuation,  as  it  were  in  via,  in  way  of  explication  facer e  :  as 
it  were  replication,  or  rather  ojlentare,  to  fhowas  it  were 
his  inclination  after  his  undrefied,  unpolifhed,  uneducated, 

unpruned,  untrained,  or  rather  unlettered  ,or  rathereft  un- 
confirmed fafhion,  to  infert  again  my  hand  credo  for  a 

Deer: 

E>uU  I  faid  the  Deer  was  not  a  haud  credo,  'twas  a Pricket. 

Hoi.  Twice  fod  fimplicity,  biscottus ;  O  thou  monfter 
ignorance,  how  deformed  doeft  thou  look  ? 

Nath.  Sir  he  hath  never  fed  on  the  dainties  that  arc 
bred  in  a  book. *  He 
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He  hath  not  eat  paper  as  it  were  ; 
He  hath  not  drunk  ink.  . 

Hisintelleftis  not  repleniflied,  he  is  only  an  animal,  
only 

fenfiblein  the  duller  parts  ;  and  fuch  barren  plants  a
re  kt 

before  us,  that  we  thankful' fhould  be  -  which 
 we  tafte, 

and  feeling,  are  for  thofe  parts  that  do  truct-ifie  in 
 us  more 

than  he.  .  ... 

For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  inditcreet,  or
  a 

fool  ;  .  r  ...  . 

So  were  there  a  patch  fet  on  Learning,  to  fee  him  in  a 
School. 

But«/»»f  bene  fay  I,  being  of  an  old  Fathers  mind, 

Many  can  biook  the  weather,  that  love  not  the  wind
. 

Dul.  You  two  are  book-men  Can  you  tell  by  your 

wit,  What  was  a  month  old  at  Cains  birth,  that's  
not  five 

weeks  old  as  yet  ?  , 

Hoi.  Dittiflima  goodman  Dullt  Ditttjfwa  goodroan 
Vttll. 

Dull  What  is  d&inna  ? 

Nath,  A  title  to  Pbebe,  to  Luna,  to  the  Moon. 

Hoi  The  Moon  was  a  month  old  when  tsidam  was  no 

more.  fcore-. 

And  wrought  not  to  five-weeks  when  he  came  to  nve- 
Th'allufion  holds  in  the  Exchange. 

Dull.  'Tis  true  indeed,  the  Collufion  holds  in  the  Ex 
change 

Hot.'  God  comfort  thy  capacity,  I  fay  the  allufian  holds in  the  Exchange. 

Dull.  And  I  fay  the  pollufion  holds  in  the  Exchange  • 
for  the  Moon  is  never  but  a  month  old  ;  and  I  fay  befide 

thnt,  'twas  a  Pricket  that  the  Prir.cefskill'd. 
Hoi.  Sir  Nathaniel,  will  you  hear  an  extemporal 

Epitaph  on  the  death  of  the  Dear,  and  to  humour 

the  ignorant  call 'd  the  Dear,  the  Princefs  kilPd  a  Pric- ket. 

Nath.  Verge  good  Matter  Holof ernes,  perge,  fo  it  fhall 

pleafe  you  to  abrogate  fcurrillity. 
Hoi.  I  will  lomethingeffeft  the  Letter,  for  it  argues  fa- 

cility. 

The  praifefullPrincefs  pierced  ond  prickt 
a  pretty  pleafing  pricket. 

Some  fay  a  Sore,  but  not  a  fore, 
till  now  made  fore  with  jhooting 

Th;  Dogs  did  yell,  put  ell  to  Sore, 
then  Sorel  jumps  from  Thicket  j 

Or  Pricket- fore,  or  elfe  Sorell, 
the  people  fall  a  hooting. 

If  Sore  be  fore,  then  cd  to  Sore, 
makes  fifty Jores  O  forell  j 

Of  one  fore  I  an  hundred  make 

by  adding  but  one  more  L;  • 

Njtth.  A  rare  talent. 
Dul.  If  a  talent  be  a  claw,  look  how  he  claws  him  with 

a  talent. 

Nath.  This  is  a  gift  that  1  have  finiple  ;  fimple,afoolifh 
exeravagant  fpirit,  full  of  forms,  figures,  fbqpes,  objects, 
Ideas,  apprehenfions,  motions,  revolutions.  Thefe  are  be- 

got in  the  ventricle  of  memory,  nourifht  in  the  womb  of 
primater,  and  delivered  upon  the  mellowing  of  occafion  \ 
but  the  gift  is  good  in  thofe  in  whom  it  is  acute,  and  I  am 
thankful  for  it. 

Hoi.  Sir,  Ipraife  the  Lord  for  you,  and  fo  may  my  Pa- 

rifhioners,  for  their  Sons  are  well  tutor'd  by  you,  and 
their  Daughters  profit  very  greatly  under  you  ;  you  are  a 
good  member  of  the  common -wealth. 
Nath.  her rule.  It  their  Sons  be  ingenuous,  they 

fhall  want  no  inftru&ion  •,  If  their  Daughters  be  capable, 
I  will  put  it  to  them.  But  Vir  fapit,  qui  pauca  loquitur  ,a 
foul  Feminine  faluteth  us. 

Enter  Jaquenetta  and  the  Clown 
Jaqtte.  God  give  you  good  morrow  Matter  Parfn. 

Nath.  Matter  Parfon,  quafi  perfoti  And  if  one  mould 
be  perft,  Which  is  the  one  ? 

Clove.  Marry  Matter  Schoo'mafUr  ,  he  that  is  likeft  to a  hogfhead. 

Nath-  Of  perfing  a  Hogfhead,  a  good  duffer  of  conceit 
Jn  a  turph  of  Earth,  fire  enough  /or  a  Flint,  Pearl  enough 
for  a  Swine  .•  'tis  pretty,  it  is  well. 

Jaqu.  Good  M after  Parfon  beib  good  as  read  m«  this 
Letter  ,  it  was  given  me  by  Cojlard,  and  fenf  me  JtbM 
Don  Armatho.  I  befeech  you  read  it. 

Nath.  Faufle  pneor  gelida,  quando  ,  picas  oni  =  \uh- 
umbra,ruminat,  and  fo  forth.  Ah  good  old  Mart"**  1 

may  f'peak  of  thee  as  the  traveller  doth  of  Venice ,  P*M 
chi,  venache  a,  qui  n,n  tev;dt,  i  non  te  piaech.  Old  M,.n- 
tuan,  old  Mantuan.  Who  ufidertfandeth  thee  not, »? 

folia  mifa.  Under  pardon  fir,  What  are  the  coitent5  ? 
or  rather  as  Horace  faies  in  his,  What .' my  foulvcrfes, 

Hoi.  I  fir,  and  very  learned. 
Nath.  Let  me  hear  a  ftaff,  a  fianza  9  a  verfe,  Lege domine. 

If  Love  make  me  forfworn,  how  fhall  I  fwear  to  love? 
fth,  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty  vowed, 
Though  to  nay  felf  forfworn,  to  thee  lie  fait hfuly  prove. 
Thofe  thoughts  to  me  were  Oakes,  to  thee  like  Ofiers bowed, 

Study  his  byas  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine  eyes. 
Where  all  thofe  fleafures  live ,  that  art  would  compre- hend. 

If  knowledg  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  fhall  fuffice, 
VVell  learned  is  that  tongue,  that  well  can  thee  commend, 
All  ignorant  that  foul,  that  fees  thee  without  wonder. 
Which  is  to  me  fome  praif ,  that  1  thy  parts  admire  ; 

Thy  eye  Joves  lightning  bears,  thy  voice  his  dreadful 
thunder. 

Which  not  to  anger  bent,  is  mufick,  and  fweet  fire. 
Celeftial  as  thou  art  ,Oh  pardon  love  this  wrong, 

That  fings  heavens  praife,  with  fuch  a  earthly  tong'je. 
Pedro,  You  find  not  the  apoftraphes,  and  fb  mifs  the 

accent.  Let  mefuptrvife  the  cangeriet. 
Nath.  Here  are  only  numbers  ratified  ,  but  for  the 

elegancy,  facility,  and  golden  cadence  of  poefic-  c*ret:0 
vidius  Nafo  was  the  man.  And  why  indeed  Nafo ,  hut 
(or  fnelling  out  the  odoriferous  flowers  of  f»ncy  ?  the 
jerks  of  invention  imitary  is  nothing So  doth  fhc 
Hound  his  mafrer  ,  the  Ape  his  keeper  ,  the  tyred  Horfe 
his  rider :  But  Damoftlla  Virgin ,  Was  this  directed  to 

you  ? 

Jaque.  I  fir,  from  one  Mounfkur  Btrone  ,onc  of  the 
ftrange  Queens  Lords. 

Nath.  1  will  overglance  the  fuperfcript. 

To  the  Jnow-white  hand  of  the  mo\i  beauteous  Lady,  Ro- 
faline.  1  will  look  again  on  the  intellect,  of  the  Letter,  for 
the  nomination  of  the  party  written,  to  theperfon  written 
unto. 

Tour  Ladiftips  in  all  dt fired  employment ,  Bironel 

Per.  Sir  Holo femes,  this  Birown  is  one  of  the  Votaries 

with  the  King  ,  and  here  he  hath  framed  a  Letter  to  a  fe- 
quent  of  the  ftranger  Queens  5  which  accidentally ,  or 
by  the  way  of  progrtffion  ,hath  mifcarried*  Trip  and 
go  my  fweet,  deliver  this  Paper  into  the  hand  of  the 
Ring,  it  may  concern  much  j  (lay  not  thy  complement,  1 
forgive  thy  duty  ,  adieu. 

Maid,  Good  Cojlard  go  with  me. 

Sir  God  fave  your  life. 
I  Coil.  Have  with  thee  my  girl.  Exit- 
j    Hoi-  Sir  you  have  done  this  in  the  fear  of  God  very 

religioufly :  and  as  a  certain  father  faith  • 
Ped.  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  father,  I  do  fear  couloura- 

ble  colours.  But  to  return  to  the  Verfes,  did  they  pleafe 

you  Sir  Nathaniel  ? Nath.  Marvellous  well  forthe  Pen. 
Peda.  1  do  dine  today  at  trie  fathers  of  a  certain  Pu- *  pill 
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pill  of  mine,  where  if(  being  repair.)  it  (hall  pleafeyouto 

gratihe  the  table  with  a  grace,  I  will  on  my  priviledge  I 
have  with  the  parents  of  the  foreiaid  Child  and  Pupil, 

undertake  your  bien  venuto ,  where  I  will  prove  thole 

Verfesto  be  very  unlearned,  neither  lavoouring  of  Poe- 

try»Witor  Invention.  I  befeech  your  Society. 
iTath.  And  thank  you  too  :  for  fociety  (  faith  the  text ) 

is  tl«  happinefs  of  life. 
Pi'h.  And  certe5  the  text  moft  infallibly  concludes  it. 

Sir  1  io  invite  you  too,  you  fhall  not  fay  me  nay  :  Tama. 
\  rba. 

Away  , the  gentUs  are  at  their  game ,  and  we  will  to  our 
recreation. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Bir  on  with  a  Taper  in  bis  hand,  alone. 

'Biro.  The  King  he  is  hunting  the  Dear. 

I  am  ccurfingmylelf. 
They  have  pitcht  a  Toy!y  I  am  toylirtg  in  a  pitch  , 

pitch  that  defiles defile,  a  foul  word  :  Well,  fet  thee 
down  forrow  5  for  fo  they  fay  the  fool  faid,  and  fo  fay 

I,  and  I  the  fool  :  Well  proved  wit.  By  the  Lord  this 
Love  is  as  mad  as  A]a* ,  it  kills  fheep  ,  it  kills  me,  I  a 

Iheep  :  Well  proved  again  a  my  fide.  I  will  not  love 

it  I  do,  hang  me  :  i'fath  I  will  not.  O  but  her  eye :  by 
this  light ,  but  for  her  eye,  I  would  not  love  her  ;  yes,  for 

her  to  her  eyes.  Well,  I  do  nothing  in  the  world  but  lye 

and  lye  in  my  throat.  By  heaven  1  do  love,  and  it  hath 

taught  me  to  Rime,  and  to-«be  maMichoily  :  and  here  is 
part  of  my  Rime  ,  and  here  my  rr.  ail  ic  holly.  Well,  fhe 

hath  one  a'lriy Sonnets  affeady  ,  the  Clown  bore  it, the 
Fool  fent  it,  and  the  Lady  hath  it:  fweet  ClowRjfweet- 

er  Fool,  fweeteft  Lady.  By  the  world ,  I  would  not  care 

ipin,  if  the  other  three  were  in.  Here  comes  one  with  a 

paper,  God  give  him  grace  t9  groan. 
He  jlands  a  fide.  The  King  tntrtth. 

King.  Ay  me. 
Sir.  Shot  by  heaven ,  proceed  fweet  Cupid,  thou  haft 

thumpt  him  with  thy  birdoolt  under  the  left  pap  :  in  faith 
fecrets. 

King.  So  fweet  a  kifs  the  golden  Sun  gives  not>, 
To  thole  frefh morning  drops  upon  the  Rofe, 

As  thy  eye-beams  when  their  frefh  Rayes  heve  fmot 

The  night  of  dew  that  on  my  cheeks  down  flows. 
Nor  fhines  the  filvcr  Moon  one  half  fo  bright, 

Through  the  tranfparent  bofome  of  the  deep  , 
As  doth  my  face  through  tears  of  mine  give  light; 

Thou  fliin*ft  in  every  tear  that  I  do  weep, 
No  drop,  but  as  a  Coach  doth  carry  thee, 
So  rideft  thou  triumphing  in  my  woe. 

Do  but  behold  the  tears  that  fwell  in  me, 

And  they  thy  glory  through  my  grief  will  (hew: 
Sat  do  not  love  thy  felf,  then  thou  wilt  keep 

*  I  /  teats  for  glaffesi  and  frill  make  me  weep. 
O  Queen  of  Queens,  how  far  doft  thou  excel, 

N  Thought  can  think,  nor  tongue  of  mortal  tell 

How  fhall  fh;  mow  my  griefs I'le  drop  the  paper* 
Sweet  Uavec  fliadc  folly.  Who  is  he  corces  here  ? 

Enter  Lonvavik.  The  King  fleps  ajide. 

What.'  Longavik  .'and  reading :  liften  ear, 
B/r.Nowin  thy  likenefs  one  more  fool  appears.- 

Long.  Ay  rne>l  am  forfworn. 

Bir.  Why  he  comes  in  like  a  perjur'd,  wearing  papers. 
Long.  In  love  1  hope,  fweet  felfowfhip  in  fhame. 
Bh.  One  drunkard  loves  another  of  the  name. 

Lo».  Am  1  the  firft  that  liavebeen  perjur'd  fo?  (know, 
Bir.  I  could  put  thee  in  comfort :  not  by  two,  that  1 

Thou  makeft  the  triumphry,  the  corner  cap  of  feciety, 
The  fhape  of  Loves  Tihurn,  that  hangs  up  fimplicity. 

Lon.  I  fear  thefe  Stubborn  lines  lack  power  to  move. 
O  tweet  Maria  ,  Ernprels  ofay  love  , 
Thefe  numbers  will  Itea^  aW  write  in  profe. 

BiV.O  Rimes  are  guards  on  wanton  Cupids  hofe, Disfigure  not  his  fhop. 
Lon,  This  fame  fhallgo.  He  reads  the  Sonnet, 

Did  not  the  heavenly  Rhetorich  of  thine  eye, 
Gainfl  mhom  the  world  cannot  hold  argument  , 
Perfveade  my  heart  to  thisfalfe  perjury  f 
V owifir  th:e  broke  deferve  not  pumfliment. 
A  woman  Iforfwore,  hut  1  willpnve, 
Thou  liing  a  Goddefs,!  forjevoye  net  thee. 
My  Vuwwas  earthy,  thou  a  heavenly  Love. 
Thy  grace  being gairid,  eures  all  difgrace  in  me, 
V nvs  are  but  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  is , 
Then  thou  fair  Sun,  which  en  my  <anb  dofi  funs, 
ExhaVfi  this  vapmr-vow;  in  thee  tt  it : 
If  broken  then,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine: 
If  by  me  broke,  what  fopl  is  not  fo  wife, 
To  loft  an  oath,  to  win  a  Paradife  ? 

Bir-  This  is  the  liver  vein,  which  makes  flefh  a  deity 
A  green  Goofe,  aGoddef?,  pure,  pure  Idolatry. 

God  amend  us,  God  amend  >  we  are  much  out  o'th'  way. 
Enter  Dumaine. 

Lon.  By  whom  fhall  I  fend  this .'  (  Company  ?  )  Stay. 
-Bir.  All  hid,  all  hid,  an  old  infant  play, 

Like  a  demy  God,  here  fit  I  in  the  sky, 

And  wretched  fools  fecrets  heed  fully  o're  eye. 
More  Sacks  to  the  Mill  /  O  heavens  1  have  my  wifh, 

Dumain  transform'd  >  four  Woodcocks  in  a  difh. 
Bum.  O  moft  divine  Kate. 
Biro.  O  moft  prophane  coxcomb* 
Dum.  By  heaven  the  wonder  of  a  mortal  eye. 
Bir.  By  earth  fhe  is  not  •,  corporal,  there  you  lye. 
Dum.  Her  amber  hairs  for  fowl  hath  Amber  coted,  . 
Bir.  An  Amber  coloured  Raven  was  well  noted, 
Dum.  As  upright  as  the  Cedar. 
Bir.  Stocp  i  hy,  her  fhoulder  is  with  child. 
Dum.  As  fair  as  day. 
Bir.  I  asfomedays,  but  then  no  funmuft  fhine. 
Dum.  O  that  I  had  my  wifh  ? 

Long.  And  1  had  mine. 
Kin.  And  mine  too,  good  Lord. 
Bir.  Amen,  fo  I  had  mine.  Is  not  that  a  good  word  / 
Dum.  I  would  forget  her,  but  a  Feaver  fhe 

Reigns  in  my  blood,  and  will  remembred  b;. 
Bir.  A  Feaver  in  your  blood !  why  then  incifion 

Would  let  her  out  in  Sawcers,  tweet  mifprifion. 
Dum,  Once  more  Tie  read  the  Ode  that  1  have  writ. 

Bir.  Once  more  l'le  mark  how  Love  can  vary  Wit- 

Dumain  reads  his  Sonnet. 
On  a  day,  alack,  the  day  : 
Love,  whofe.  Month  is  every  May  , 
Spi'd  a  blojfome  pi  fling  fair, 

Playing  in  the  wanton  air  : 
Through  the  Velvet  leaves,  the  wind, 
AH  unfeen,  can  pajfage  find. 
That  the  Lover  fickjo  death, 

Wifii'd  him/elf  the  heavens  breatbl 
Air,  (  quoth  he  )  thy  cheeks  to  blow, 

•  Air,  would  I  might  triumph  fo. 
But  alackjny  hand  is  fworn, 

Ne're  to  pluck^thee  from  thy  throne  ; 
Vow  alackjor  youth  unmeet, 
Touth  fo  apt  to  pluck^a  fweet. 
Do  not  call  it  fm  in  me, 

That  I  am  for  [worn  for  thee. 
Thou  for  whom  Jove  would  fwear, 
Juno  but  an  Ethiop  were, 
And  dtny  himfelf  for  Jove, 

Turning  mortal  for  thy  Love. 

This  will  I  fend,  and  fomething  elfe  more  plair-i 
That  fhall  exprefs  my  true-loves  fading  pain, 
O  would  the  King*,  Biron,^nd  Longavile, *  Were 
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Were  Lovers  too,  ill  to  example  ill, 

Would  from  my  fore-head  wipe  a  perjur'd  note  1 
For  none  offend,  where  all  alike  do  dote. 

Lon.  Dumai*,  thy  Love  is  far  from  charity, 

That  in  Loves  grief  defir'ft  fociety : 
You  may  look  pale,  but  I  fhould  blufh  I  know* 

To  be  o're-heard,  and  taken  napping fo.  ; 

King.  Come  fir,  you  blufh  as  his,  your  cafe  is  fuch. 
You  chide  at  him,  offending  twice  as  much. 

You  do  not  love  Maria,  Longavile* 
Did  never  Sonnet  for  her  fake  compile  ; 

Nor  never  lay  his  wreathed  arms  athwart 

His  loving  boforce,  to  keep  down  his  heart, 

lhad  been  clofely  fhrowded  in  this  bufh 

And  roarkt  you  both,  and  for  you  both  did  blufh. 

I  heard  your  guilty  Rimes,  obferv'd  your  fafhion ; 
Saw  fighs  reek  from  you,  noted  well  your  paffton. 

Ay  me,  fayes  one .'  O  Jove,  the  other  cries .' 
Her  hairs  were  Gold,  Cryftal  the  others  eyes. 

You  would  for  Paradife  break  faith  and  troth, 

And  Jove  for  your  Love  would  infringe  an  oath. 

What  will  Biront  fay  when  that  he  (hall  hear 

A  faith  infringed,  which  fuch  zeal  did  fwear  ? 
How  will  he  fcorn  ?  how  will  he  fpend  his  wit  ? 

How  will  he  triumph,  leap,  and- laugh  at  it  ? 

For  all  the  wealth'  that  ever  I  did  fee, 
I  would  not  have  him  know  fo  much  by  me; 

Bir.  Nowftep  I  forth  to  whip  hypocrifie. 

Ah  good  my  Liege,  I  pray  thee  pardon  me. 
Good  heart,  What  grace  haft  thou  thus  to  reprove 
Thefe  worm;  for  loving,  that  are  rooftin  love  ? 

Your  eyes  do  make  no  couches  in  your  tears* 
There  is  no  certain  Princefs  that  appears. 

You'll  not  be  perjur'd,  'tis  a  hateful  thing : 
Tufh,none  bur  Minftrds  like  of  Sonnetting. 

But  are  you  not  afham'd  ?  nay,  are  you  not 
All  three  of  you,  to  be  thusmuch  o're  fhot  ? 
You  found  his  Moth,  the  King  your  Moth  did  fee  :  ■ 
But  I  a  Beam  do  find  in  each  of  three. 
O  what  a  Scene  of  foofry  have  I  feen, 
Of  fighs,  of  groans,  of  for  row,  and  of  teen  ? 
0  me, -with  what  ftrift  patience  have  I  fat, 
To  fee  a  King  transformed  to  a  Gnat  ? 
To  fee  great  Hercules  whipping  a  Gigge, 
And  profound  Solomon  tuning  a  Jygge  ? 
And  Neflor  play  at  pulh-pin  with  the  boyes, 
And  Critick.  Tymon  laugh  at  idle  toyes. 
Where  lies  thy  grief  ?  O  tell  me  good  Dumain\ 
And  gentle  Longavile,  where  lies  thy  pain  ? 
And  where  my  Lieges  ?  all  about  trie  breaft. 
A  Candle  ho3  /  , 

Kin.  Too  bitter  is  thy  jeft, 
Are  we  betrayed  thus  to  thy  over -view  ? 

Bir.  Not  you  by  me,  but  1  betrayed  to  you. 
1  that  am  honeft,  I  that  hold  it  fin 
To  break  the  vow  I  ana  ingaged  in. 

I  am  betray'd  by  keeping  company 
With  men,  like  men  of  ftrange  inconftancy. 
When  fhall  you  fee  me  write  a  thing  in  rime  ? 
Or  groan  for  Joan  ?  or  fpend  a  minutes  time 
In  pruning  me?  when  fhill  you  hear  that  I  will  praife  a 
hand,  a  foot,  a  face,  an  eye  :  a  gate,aftate,  a  brow,  a 
breaft,  a  waft,  a  leg,  a  limb  ? 

Kin.  Soft,  whither  away  fo  faft  ? 
Atrueman,  or  a  thief,  that  gallops  fo. 

Bir.  1  pod  from  Love,  good  Lover  let  me  go. 
Enter  Jaque nett a,  and  Clown. 

Jaque.  God  blefs  the  king. 
Kin.  What  Prefent  haft  thou  there  ? 
Clo..  Some  certain  treafon. 
Kin.  What  makes  treafon  here  ? 

Clo.  Nay  it  makes  nothing  fir. 
Kin.  If  it  mar  nothing  neither, 

The  treafon  and  you  go  in  Peace  together. 

Jaque.  I  befeech  your  Grace  let  this  Letter  be  read, 
Our  perfon  mifdoubts  it  :  it  was  treafon  he  /aid. 

Kin.  Bir  one,  read  it  over.  He  reads  the  Litter. 
Where  hadft  thou  it  ? 

Jaque.  Of  Qofiard. 
Kin.  Where  hadft  tbou  it  ? 

Cofl.  Oi  Dun  tsfdramadio,  Dun  Jdramadio. 
Km.  How  now,  what  mean  you  ?  why  deft  thou  tear 

A  toy  my  Liege,  a  toy  t  your  grace  needs  not 

it 

Bir. 

fear  it. 

Long.  It  did  move  him  to  pafllon,  and  therefore  Ict\ hear  it. 

Dttm.  It  is  Birones  writing,  and  here  is  his  name. 
Bir.  Ah  you  whorefon  loggerhead,  you  were  born  to domefhame. 

Bir.  Guilty  my  Lord,  guilty  :  I  confefs,  I  confefs. 
King.  What  ? 
Bir.  That  you  three  fools,  Lckt  me  fool,  to  make  up 

the  mefe. 
He,  he,  and  you :  and  you  my  Liege,  and  I, 
Are  pick -purfes  in  Love,  and  we  deferve  to  dye. 
Qdifmifs  this  audience,  and  I  fhall  tell  you  more. 

Bum.  Now  the  number  is  even. 

Bir.  True,  true,  we  are  four :  will  thefe  Turtles  be 

gone? 

Kin.  Hence  firs,  away,  Exit. 
Clo.  Walk  afide  the  true  folk,  and  let  the  traytors  ftay 
Bir.  Sweet  Lords,  fweet  Lovers,  O  let  us  imbrace  : 

As  true  we  are  as  flefii  and  blood  can  be. 
The  Sea  will  ebb  and  flow,  heaven  will  fhew  his  face : 
Young  blood  doth  not  obey  an  old  decree 
We  cannot  crofs  the  caufe  why  we  were  born  : 
Therefore  of  all  hands  muft  we  be  forfwern. 

King.  What  did  thefe  rent  lines  fhew  fome  love  of 
thine  ?  (Rofaline, 

Bir.  Did  they,  quoth  you?  Who  fees  the  heavenly 
That  (like  a  rude  and  favage  man  of  Inde) 
At  the  firft  openi-g  of  the  gorgeous  Eaft, 
Bows  not  hisvaffal  head,  and  ftrucken  blind, 
£ifTes  the  bafe  ground  with  obedient  breaft  > 
What  peremptory  Eaglt-fighted  eye 
Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow. 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  Majefty  ? 

Km.  What  zeal,  what  fury  hath  infpir'd  thee  now  ? 
My  Love  (her  Miftris)  is  a  gracious  Moon, 
She  (  an  attending  Star  )  fcarce  ieen  a  light. 

Bir.  My  eyes  are  then  no  eyes,  nor  1  Birone, 
O  but  for  my  Love,  day  would  turn  to  night, 

Of  all  complexions  the  cull'd  foveraignty, 
Do  meet  as  at  a  Fair  in  her  Fair  cheek, 
Where  feveral  Worthies  make  one  dignity, 
Where  nothing  wants,  that  want  it  felfdoth  feek. 
Lend  me  the  flourifh  of  ail  gentle  tongues, 
Fie  painted  Rhetorick,  O  fbe  needs  it  not, 
To  thingiof  fale, a  fellers  praife  belongs : 
She  pafTes  praife,  then  praife  too  fhort  doth  blot 
A  withered  Hermite,  five  fcore  winters  worn, 
Might  fhake  off  fifty,  looking  in  her  eye : 
Beauty  doth  varnifh  Age,  as  if  new  born, 
And  gives  the  Crutch  the  Cradles  infancy. 

O'tis  the  Sun  that  maketh  all  things  fhine: 
Kin.  By  heaven,  thy  Love  is  black  as  Ebony: 
Bir.  Is  Ebony  like  her  ?  O  word  divine  ? 

A  Wife  of  fuch  Wood  were  felicity. 
O  who  can  give  an  oath  ?  where  is  a  book  ? 
That  I  may  fwear  beauty  doth  beauty  lack, 
If  that  fhe  learn  not  of  her  eye  to  look: 
No  face  is  fair  that  is  not  full  fo  black. 

Kin.  O  paradox,  black  as  the  badge  of  hell, 
The  hue  of  Dungeons,  and  the  fchool  of  Night; 
And  beauties  creft  becomes  the  heavens  well. 

Bir.  Devils  fooneft  tempt  rcfembling  tpirits  of  Light 
O,  if  in  black  my  Ladies  brow  be  deckt, 
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It  mouin*.  that  painting  and  ulurping  hair 

Shou'd  ra\i(h  doters  with  a  fali'e  alpect  : 
And  therefore  is  fhe  born  to  make  black  fair. 
Her  favour  turns  the  fafhion  of  the  dayes, 
For  native  Blood  is  counted  painting  now: 
And  theielore  red  that  would  avoid  difpraife, 
(faints  its  fdf  black,  to  imtate  her  brow. 

Bum.  To  look  like  her  are  Chimney-Sweepers  black. 
L  on.  And  fince  her  time,  are  Colliers  counted  bright. 
King.  And  Ethiops  of  their  fweet  complexion  crack. 
Bum.  Dirk  needs  no  Candles  now,  for  Dark  is  light. 
Bir.  Your  Miftrcff  s  dare  never  come  in  rain, 

For  fear  their  Colours  fhould  be  wafhtaway. 

Kin  'TVere  good  yours  did  :  for  fir  to  tell  you  plain, 
Pie  find  a  fairer  iace  not  wafhtto  day. 

Bir.  I'le  prove  her  fair,  or  talk  till  Dooms  day  here. 
Kin.  No  Devil  will  fright  thee  then  fo  much  as  (he. 
Bum.  \  never  knew  man  hold  vile  fluff  fo  dear. 

Lon.  Look,  here's  thy  love,  my  foot  and  her  face  fee. 
Bir.  O  if  the  Greets  were  paved  with  thineEyes, 

Her  feet  were  much  too  dainty  for  fuch  tread. 
Bum.  O  vile,  then  as  fhe  goes,  what  upward  lyes  ? 

The  ftreet  fhould  fee  as  (he  walk*dover  Head. 
Kin.  But  what  or  this,  are  we  not  all  in  Love  ? 

Bir.  Nothing  fo  fure,  and  thereby  all  forfworn. 
Kin.  Then  leave  this  chat,  and  good  Birone  now  prove 

Our  loving  lawful,  and  our  faith  not  torn. 
Bum.  1  marry  there,  fome  flattery  for  this  evil. 
Lon?.  O  fome  authority  how  to  proceed , 

Some  tricks,  fome  quillets,  how  to  cheat  the  devil. 
Bum.  Some  falve  for  Perjury. 
Bir.  O 'tis  more  than  need- 

Have  at  you  then  affections,  men  at  arms, 
ConliJer  what  you  rirft  did  fwear  unto  : 
To  faft,  to  ftudy,  and  to  fee  no  Woman  : 

Flat  Treafon  'gainft  the  Kingly  ftate  of  youth. 
Say,  Can  you  fart  ?  your  ftomacks  are  too  young.* 
And  abftinence  ingenders  maladies. 

And  where  that  you  have  vow'd  to  ftudy  (  Lords) 
tn  thattachof  you  have  forfworn  his  Book. 
Can  you  ftill  dream  and  pore,  and  thereon  look  ? 
For  when  would  you,  my  Lord  or  you, 
Have  found  the  ground  of  ftudies  Excellence, 

VViihou-  tfi„-  Beauty  of  a  Womansface  \ 
From  Woruens  eyes  this  Docttine  I  derive, 
They  are  the  Ground,  the  Books,  the  Academs, 
From  whence  doth  fpring  the  true  Promethean  fire. 
Why,  universal  plodding,  poyfonsup 
The  nimble  Spirits  in  the  arteries* 
As  motion  and  long  action  tires 
The  fi.no wy  vigour  of  the  Traveller. 
Now  for  tiot  looking  on  a  Womans  face, 
You  have  in  that  forfworn  the  ufeof  Eyes  : 
And  ftidy  too,  the  caufer  of  your  vow. 
For  where  is  any  Author  in  the  World, 
Teaches  fuch  Beauty  as  a  Womans  Eye  : 
Learning  is  but  an  adjunct  toourfelf, 
And  where  we  are,  our  Learning  likewife  is. 
Th.n  when  our  felves  we  fee  in  Ladies  Eyes, 
Da  we  not  likewife  fee  our  Learning  there  ? 
O,  we  have  made  a  Vow  to  ftudy,  Lords, 
And  in  that  vow  we  have  forfworn  our  Books : 

For  when  would  you  (my  Liege)  or  you,  or  you, 
In  Leaden  contemplation  have  found  out 
Such  fiery  Numbers  as  the  piompting  Eyes 

Of  Beauties  tutors  have  enrich'd  you  with  ? 
Other  flow  Arts  entirely  keep  the  brain  \ 
a.nd  therefore  finding  barren  practifers, 
Scarce  fhew  a  harveftof  their  heavy  toyle. 
But  Love  firft  le  rred  in  a  Ladies  Eyes, 
Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain  : 
Buc  with  the  motion  of  all  Elements, 
Courfes  as  fwiftas  thought  in  every  power, 
And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power, 

Above  their  functions  and  their  Offices. 

It  adds  a  precious  feeing  to  thr  Eye  .• 
A  Lovers  eyes  will  gaze  an  Eagle  blind. 
A  Lovers  ear  will  hear  the  loweft  found. 
When  the  fufpitious  headof  Theft  is  ftopr, 
Loves  feeling  is  more  foft  and  fenfible, 
Than  are  the  tender  Horns  of  Cockled  Snayles. 
Loves  Tongue  proves  dainty  Bacchus,  grois  in  tafte  - 
For  Valour,  is  not  Love  a  Hercules  ? 

Still  climing  trees  in  the  Hefpertdes.  >  • 
Subtil  as  a  Sphinx,  as  fweet  and  mufical,  ■ 
As  bright  Appollo\  Lute,  ftrung  wiih  his  Hair. 
And  when  Love  fpeaks,  the  voice  of  all  the  gods, 
Make  Heaven  drowfie  with  the  Harmony. 
Never  durft  Poet  touch  a  Pen  to  write, 
Until  his  Ink  were  tempred  with  Loves  fighs  a 
O  then  his  Lines  would  ravifh  lavage  Ears  • 
And  plant  in  Tyrants  mild  humility. 
From  Womens  Eyes  this  Dodrine  I  derive  i 
They  Iparkleftill  the  right  Promethean  fire, 
They  are  the  Br.oks,  the  Arts,  the  Academes, 
That  fhew,  contain,  and  nourifh  all  the  World  : 
Elfe  none  at  all  in  ought  proves  excellent  .• 
Then  Fools  you  were  thefe  Women  to  forfwear. 
Or  keeping  what  is  fworn,  you  will  prove  fools. 
For  wifdoms  fake,  (a  word  that  all  men  love) 
Or  for  Loves  fake ,  a  word  that  loves  all  men  : 
Or  for  Mens  fake,  the  Author  of  thefe  Women, 
Or  Womans  fake ,  by  whom  we  men  are  men, 
Let  us  once  lofe  our  oaths,  to  find  our  felves  ; 
Or  elfe  we  lofe  our  felves ,  to  keep  our  Oaths. 
It  is  Religion  to  be  thus  forfworn, 
For  Charity  it  (elf  fulfills  the  Law  ; 
And  who  can  fever  Love  from  Charity? 

Kin.  Saint  Cupid  then,  and  Soldiers  to  the  Field, 
Bir.  Advance  your  ftandards,  and  upon  them  Lords : 

Pell,  mell,  down  with  them  :  but  be  firft  advis'd, 
In  conflict  that  you  get  the  Sun  of  them. 

Lon.  Now  to  plain  dealing,  lay  thefe  glrzesby, 
Shall  we  refolve  to  wooe  thefe  Girls  of  France, 

Kin.  And  win  them  too therefore  let  us  devife, 
Some  entertainment  for  them  at  the  r  fonts. 

Bir.  Firft  from  the  Park  let  us  conduct  them  thither, 
Then  homeward  every  man  attach  the  hand 
Of  his  fair  Miftrels :  in  the  Afternoon 
We  will  with  fome  ftrange  paftime  folace  them  : 
Such  a§  the  fhortnefs  of  the  time  can  fhape, 
For  Revells,  Dances,  Masks,  and  merry  hours5, 
Forerun  fair  Love,  ftrewing  her  way  with  Flowers. 

Kin.  Away,  away,  no  time  fhalJ  be  omitted, 
That  will  be  time,  and  may  bv  us  be  fitted. 

Bir.  Alone,  alone  fowed  CockelJ,  reap'd  no  Corn, 
And  J  jftice  always  whirls  in  equal  meaiure  : 
Light  Wenches  may  prove  plagues  to  men  forfworn, 
If  fo,  our  Copper  buys  no  better  Treafure. 

Exeunt. 

Aftus  Quartus. 

Enter  the  Pedant,  Curate,  and  pull.' 
Bed.  Satis  quid fttfficit. 

Cur.  IpraileGod  for  you  fir,  your  teafons  at  Dinner 
have  been  fharp  and  fententious :  pleafant  without  fcur- 
rilhty,  witty  without  affectation,  audacious  without  im- 
pudency,  learned  without  opinion,  and  ftrange  without 
Herefie  :  I  did  converfe  this  quondam  day  with  a  compani. 
on  of  the  King?,  who  is  intituled  ,  nominated  or  called, Bon  Ad'ianodt  Armatho. 

Ped.  Novihominem  tanquam  te.  His  humour  is  lofty, 
his  difcourle  peremptory  ;  his  Tongue  filed,  his  Eye  am- 

bitious j  his  Gate  Majeftical,  and  his  general  behaviour 
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vain  ridiculous,  and  thrafonical.  He  is  too  picked,  too  fpruce,  too 
affe&ed.too  odd,  as  it  were,  too  peregrinate,  as  I  may  call  it. 

Curat.  A  molt  lingular  and  choice  Epithet,  ,  , 
Dram's  out  hisTable-bool{. 

Ped.  He  draweth  out  the  thred  of  his  verboiity,  finer  than  the 

ftaple  of  his  argument.  I  abhor  fuch  phanatical  phantafms,  iuch  m- 
fociable  and  point  devife  companions,  fuch  rackers  of  ortagraphy, 

as  to  fpeak  dout  fine,  when  helhould  fay  doubt ;  det,when  he  mould 

pronounce  debt;  debt,  not  det:  he  clepeth  a  Calf ,  Cauf:  half, 

hauf :  neighbour  vacatur  nebour  ;  neigh  abreviated  ne  :  this  is  ab- 
hominable,  which  we  would  call  abominable  :  it  infinuateth  me  ot 

infamy:  ne  intclligis  domine,  to  makefrantick,  lunatick. 
Cur  a.  Laus  deo,  bene  intelligo. 

Peda.  Borne  boon  for  boon  prefiian,  a  little  fearch, 'twill  ferve. 
Enter  Braggart,  Boy. 

Curat.  Vtdes-ne  quis  venit  ?        Peda.  Video,  &  gaudco. 

Brag.  Chirra.  Peda.  QuareCbXm,  not  Sirra  I 
Brag. Met)  of  peace  wellincountred. 
Peda.  Moft  military  fir,  falutation. 

Boy  They  have  been  at  a  great  fcaft  of  Languages,8cftole  the  fcraps. 
Clo.  O  they  have  lived  long  on  the  alms-basket  of  words- 1  marvel 

thy  Mailer  hath  not  eaten  thee  for  a  word,for  thou  art  not  lb  long  by 
the  head  as  honorificabilitudinitatibus :  Thou  art  eafier  fwallowed 

than  a  flap-dragon.  Page.  Peace,  the  peal  begins. 
Bra%.  Monfieur,  are  you  not  lettered  ? 

Page.  Yes,  yes,  he  teaches  boys  the  Horn-book : 
What  is  Ab  fpeld  backward  with  the  horn  on  his  head  ? 

Peda.  Ba,  pueritia  with  a  horn  added. 
Pag.  Ba  moft  filly  Sheep,  with  a  horn  :  you  hear  his  learning. 
Peda  Q/tis  quis,  thou  Confonant  ? 
fage  The  laft  of  the  five  vowels,  if  you  repeat  them,or  the  fifth  if  I. Peda  I  will  repeat  them  :  a  e  I. 
Page  The  Sheep,  the  other  two  concludes  it  o  u. 
Brag.  Now  by  the  fait  wave  of  themediteraneum,a  fweettutch,a 

quick  venew  of  wit,  fnip  fnap,  quick  and  home,  it  rejoiceth  my  intel- lect, true  wit.  , 

Page  Offered  by  a  child  to  an  old  man :  which  is  wit-old. 
Peda  What  is  the  figure  ?  What  is  the  figure  ?         Page.  Horns. 
Peda  Thou  difputeft  like  an  Infant :  go,  whip  thy  Gigg. 
Page  Lend  me  your  horn  to  make  one,  and  I  will  whip  about 

your  infamy  unum  cita  a  gigg  of  a  Cuckolds  horn. 
,    Clown  And  I  had  but  one  penny  in  the  world,  thou  Ihouldfthave 

it  to  buy  Ginger-bread :  Hold,  there  is  the  very  Remuneration  I  had  | 

of  thy  Matter,  thou  half-penny  purfe  of  wit,  thou  Pidgeon-egg  of  ! 
difcretion.  O,  and  the  heavens  were  fo  pleafed,  that  thou  wert  but  I 
my  Baftard  ;  What  a  joyful  father  wouldft  thou  make  me?  Go  to,; 
thou  halt  it  ad  dunghil,  at  the  fingers  ends,  as  they  fay. 

Peda  Oh,  I  fmell  falfe  Latin,  dunghel  for  unguem. 
Brag.  Artf-man  preambulat,we  will  be  fingled  from  the  barbarous. 

Do  you  not  educate  youth  at  the  Charge-houfe  on  the  top  of  the 
Mountain  ?         Peda  Or  Mons  on  the  hill. 

Brag.  At  your  fweet  pleafure,  for  the  Mountain. 
Peda  I  do  fans  queftion. 
Bras;.  Sir,  it  is  the  Kings  moft  fweet  pleafure  and  affe&ion,  to 

congratulate  the  Princefs  at  her  Pavil'ion,  in  the  pofleriors  of  this 
day,  which  the  rude  multitude  call  the  after-noon. 

Peda  The  poflerior  of  the  day,  moft  generous  fir,  is  liable,  con- 
gruent, and  meafurable  for  the  after-noon  :  the  word  is  wellculd, 

choice,  fweet,  and  apt,  I  do  allure  you  fir,  I  do  allure. 
Brag.  Sir,  the  King  is  a  noble  Gentleman,  and  my  familiar,  I  do 

allure  ye  very  good  friend  :  for  what  is  inward  between  us,  let  it 
pafs  I  do  befeech  thee,  remember  thy  curtefie.  I  befeech  thee  ap- 

parel thy  head  :  and  among  other  importunate  and  moft  ferious  de- 
figns,  and  of  great  import  indeed  too:  but  let  that  pafs,  for  I  muft 
tell  thee  it  will  pleafe  his  Grace  (by  the  world)  fometime  to  lean 
upon  my  poor  Ihoulder,  and  with  his  royal  finger  thus  dally  with  my 
excrement,  with  my  muftachio  ;  but,  fweet  heart,  let  that  pafs.  By 
the  world  I  recount  no  fable,  fome  certain  fpecial  honours  it  pleaf- 
eth  his  Creatnefs  to  impart  to  Armado  a  Souldier,  a  man  of  travel, 
that  hath  feen  the  world :  but  let  that  pafs ;  the  very  all  of  all  is :  but 
fweet  heart,  I  do  implore  fecrecy,  that  the  King  would  have  me 
prefentthe  Princefs  (Tweet  chuckj  with  fome  delightful  orientation, 
or  Ihow,  or  pageant,  or  antick,  or  fire-work  .-  Now  understanding 
that  the  Curate  and  your  fweet  felf  are  good  Jt  fuch  eruptions,  and 
fudain  breaking  out  of  mirth  (as  it  were)  I  have  acquainted  you 
withal,  to  the  end  to  crave  your  afiiftance. 

Ped.  Sir,  you  lhall  prefent  before  her  the  Nine  Worthies.  Sir  Ho- 
loferncs,  as  concerning  fome  entertainment  of  time,  fome  fhow  in 
the  pofterior  of  this  day,  to  be  rendred  by  our  aififtants  at  the  Kings 
command  .  and  this  molt  gallant,  iliuftrate  and  learned  Gentleman, 
before  the  Princefs :  I  fay  none  fo  fit  to  prefentthe  Nine  Worthies. 

Curate  Where  will  )ou  find  men  worthy  enough  to  prefent  them  ? 
Ped.  fofia,  your  felf:  my  felf,  and  this  gallant  gentleman  Judas 

Machabeus,  this  Swain  (  becaufe  of  his  great  limm  or  joint )  lhall 
pafs  Pompey  the  great,  the  Page  Hercules. 

Brag.   Pardonr  fir,  error :  he  is  not  quantity  enough  for  that 
Worthies  thumb,  he  is  not  fo  b:g  as  the  end  of  his  Club. 

Ped.  Shall  I  have  audience?  he  lhall  prefent  Hercules  in  minority  : 
his  enter  and  exit  (hall  be  ftrangling  a  Snake  ;  and  I  will  have  an 

J  Apology  for  that  purpofe. 
J     Pag.  An  excellent  device :  fo  if  any  of  the  audience  hifs,  you  may 

cry,  Well  done  Hercules,  now  thou  cruiheft  the  Snake  ;  that  is  the 
way  to  make  an  offence  gracious,  tho  few  have  the  grace  to  doit. 

Brag.  For  the  reft  of  the  Worthies  ? 
Ved.  I  will  play  three  my  felf.  Pag.  Thrice  worthy  Gentieman. 
Brag.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  thing  ?  Ped.  We  attend.  ' 
B^.We  will  have,if  this  fadge  not,an  Antique.l  beleech  you  follow. 
Ved.  Via  good-man  Dull,  thou  halt  fpokenno  word  all  this  while. Dull  Nor  underftood  none  neither  t:r. 
Ped.  Alone,  we  will  empioy  thee.     •  • 
Dull.  He  make  one  in  a  dance,  or  fo:  or  will  play  en  the taber to  the  Worthies,  and  let  them  dance  the  hey. 
Ped.  Moft  Dull,  honelt  DulL  to  our  fpoi  t  away.  Exit 

Enter  Vnr.ccjs,  and  Ladies. 
Vrin.  Sweet  hearts,  we  (bill  be  rich  ere  we  depart, 

If  fairings  come  thus  plentifully  in. 

A  Lady  wall'd  about  with  Diamonds ;  look  you,  what  I  have  from 
the  King.         Qpfa.  Madam,  came  nothing  el(e  along  with  that  ? Prin.  Nothing  but  this:  yes,  as  much  love  in  Rime, 
As  would  be  cram'd  up  in  a  fheet  of  paper Writ  on  both  fides  the  leaf,  margeiK  and  aU, 
That  he  was  fain  to  fea!  on  Cupids  name. 

Rof  u  That  was  the  way  to  make  his  god-head  wax, 
For  he  hath  been  five  thoufand  years  a  boy. 

Katb.  I,  and  a  fhrewd  unhappy  gallows  too. 
Rofa.  You'll  ne're  be  friends  with  him,  a  kild  your  lifter. 
Katb  He  made  her  mtlancholly,  fad  and  heavy, 

And  fo  (he  died;  had  foe  been  light  like  you, 
Of  fuch  a  merry  nimble  itirring  fpirit, 
She  might  have  been  a  Grandam  ere  lhedied. 
And  fo  may  you;  For  a  light  heart  lives  long. 

Hpfa.  What's  your  dark  meaning  moufe  of  this  light  wo  d? Kath-  A  light  condition  in  a  beauty  dark. 
Ifofa.  We  need  more  light  to  find  your  meaning  out. 
Kath.  You'l  mar  the  light  by  taking  it  in  fnuff : Therefore  l  ie  darkly  end  the  argument. 

Rgf  Look  what  you  do,  you  do  it  ltill  i'th  dark. Katb.  So  do  not  you,  for  you  are  a  light  Wench. 
Hpf.  Indeed  I  weigh  not  you,  and  therefore  light. 
Kat.  You  weigh  me  not,  O  that's  you  cai  e  not  for  me. 
J^/T  Gre.',t  reafon;  for  paftcaie,  is  ltill  paftcure. 
Prin.  Well  handled  both  ;  a  let  of  wit  we'd  played. 

But  Bgfaline  you  have  a  favour  tco  ?   Who  fent  it  ?and  what  is  it  ? 
J^o/.'  I  would  you  knew. 

And  if  my  face  were  but  as  fair  as  yours, 
My  favour  were  as  great,  be  witnefs  this. 
Nay  I  have  Verfes  too,  I  thank  Birone, 
The  numbers  true,  and  were  the  numbring  too, 
I  were  the  faireft  goddefson  the  ground. 

I  am  compar'd  to  twenty  thoufand  fairies. 
0  he  hath  flrawn  my  picture  in  his  letter. 

Pri- Any  thing  like  ?  i^/?Much  in  the  letters,nothing  in  the  praife. 
Prin.  Beauteous  Ink  j  a  good  conclufion. 
Kat.  Fair  as  a  text  B  in  a  Copy-book. 
I^of.  Ware  penlils.  How  ?  let  me  not  die  your  debtor, 

My  red  Dominical,  my  golden  letter. 
0  that  your  face  were  full  of  Oes. 

Prin.  A  pox  of  that  jeft,  and  I  befhrew  all  Ihrows  : 
But  Kf.ihannc  what  was  fent  to  you 
From  fair  Dumain  ?  Katb.  Madam,  this  Glove. 

Prin.  Did  he  not  fend  you  twain  ? 
Kath.  Yes  Madam  ;  and  moreover, 

Somethouland  Verfes  of  a  faithful  Lover. 
A  huge  tranliation  of  hypocrifie, 

Vildly  compil'd,  profound  fimplicity- 
Mar.  This,  andthefe  Pearls,  to  me  fent  Longavile.  [  '  ' The  letter  is  too  ioug  by  half  a  mile. 
Prin.  I  think  no  lefs ;  Dolt  thou  not  wilh  in  heart 

The  Chain  were  longer,  and  the  letter  fhort? 
Mar.  I,  or  I  would  thefe  hands  might  never  part. 
Prin.  We  are  wife  girls,  to  mock  our  lovers  fo. 
Unf.  They  are  worfe  fools  to  purchafe  mocking  fc. 

That  fame  Birone  lie  torture  ere  I  j*o. 
O  that  I  knew  he  were  but  in  by  th  week, 
How  I  would  make  him  fawn,  and  beg,  and  leek, 
And  wait  the  feafon,  and  obferve  the  times, 
And  fpend  his  prodigal  wits  in  bootlefs  rimes, 
And  lhape  his  fervice  all  to  my  behefts, 
And  make  him  proud  to  make  me  proud  with  jells. 

So  pert  aunt  like  would  I  o'refway  his  ftatc,. That  he  mould  be  my  fool,  and  I  his  fate. 

Prin.  None  are  fo  furely  caught,  when  they  are  catch'dy 
As  wit  turn'd  fool ;  folly  in  wifdom  hatch'd, 
Hath  wifdoms  warrant,  and  the  help  of  School, 
And  wits  own  grace  to  grace  a  learned  Fool. 

I{of  The  hlood  of  youth  burns  not  in  fuch  excels, 
As  gravities  revolt  to  wantonr.efs 

Mar.  Folly  in  fools  bears  not  fo  ftrange  a  note, 
!  As  fooi'ry  in  the  Wife,  when  wit  doth  dote: Since  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply, 
To  prove  by  Wit,  worth  in  fimplicity, 

L  Enter 
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Enter  Boyet. 
Prin.  Here  conies  Boyet,  and  mirth  in  his  face. 

Boy.  O,  I  am  itab'd  with  laughter,  Where's  her  Grace  ? 
Prin.  Thy  news  Boyet  ?  .  Boy.  Prepare  Madam,  prepare 

Arm  Wenches  arm,  incounrers  mounted  are 

Againit  your  peace,  Love  doth  approach,  difguis'd  : 
Aimed  in  arguments,  you'll  be  furpris'd. 
Mufter  your  Wits,  Hand  in  your  own  defence, 
O,  hide  your  heads  like  Cowards,  andtiye  hence. 

Prni.  Saint  Dennis,  to  Saint  Cupid;  What  are  they 
That  chargeth  their  breath  againft  us?  Say  fcout,  fay. 

B  y.  Under  the  cool  made  of  a  Sycamore, 
I  thought  to  dofe  mine  eyes  fome  half  an  hour  ? 
When  lo  to  interrupt  my  purpos'd  reft, Toward  that  (hade  I  might  behold  addreft 
The  King  and  his  companions  ;  warily 
I  Hole  into  a  neighbour  thicket  by, 
And  over-heard,  what  you  (hall  over-hear: 
That  by  and  by  difguis'd  they  will  be  here. Their  Herald  is  a  pretty  knavifh  Page, 

Tint  well  by  heart  hath  con'd  his  embaflage, 
Action  and  accent  did  they  teach  him  there. 
Thus  mult  thou  fpeak,  and  thus  thy  body  bear. 
And  ever  and  anon  they  made  a  doubt, 
Prefence  majeftical  would  put  him  out : 
For,  quoth  the  King,  an  Angel  fhalt  thou  fee? 
Yet  fear  not  thou,  but  fpeak  audacioufiy. 

The  Boy  rep/p'd,  an  Angel  is  not  evil ; I  fhould  have  feard  her,  had  fhe  been  a  Devil. 

With  that  all  laugh'd,  and  clap'd  him  on  the  fhoulder, 
M  iking  the  bold  wag  by  their  praifes  bolder 
Oiie  rub'd  his  elbow  thus,  and  fleer'd,  and  fwore, 
A  better  fpeech  was  never  fpoke  before. 
Another  with  his  finger,  and  his  thumb, 

Cry'd  via,  we  will  do't ,  come  what  will  come. 
The  third  he  capeid  and  cryed,  All  goes  well. 

Thejfourth  turn'd  on  the  toe,  and  down  he  fell  ; 
With  that  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  ground, 
With  filch  a  zealous  laughter,  fo  profound, 
That  in  this  fpleen  ridiculous,  appears, 
To  check  their  folly  paiiioHs,  folemn  tears. 

Prin  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  vifit  us  ? 

By-  They  do,  they  do  ;  and  are  apparel'd  thus, Like  Mtfiovites,  or  [{iifjians,  and  I  guefs, 
Their  pnrpofe  is  to  parlee,  court,  and  dance, 
And  every  one  his  Love-feat  will  advance 
Unto  his  feveral  Miftrefs :  Which  they'll  know 
By  favours  fev'ral,  which  they  did  beftow. 

Prin.  And  will  they  fo?  the  Gallants  fhall  be  tasktj 
For  Ladies ,  we  will  every  one  bemaskt: 
And  not  a  man  of  them  fhall  have  the  grace 
Defpight  of  fine,  to  fee  a  Ladies  face. 
Hold  Rof aline,  this  Favour  thou  Shalt  wear, 
And  then  the  King  will  court  thee  for  his  Dear  : 
Hold,  take  thou  this  my  fweet,  and  give  me  thine, 
So  fhall  Btron  take  me  for  Rpfkline. 
And  change  your  Favours  too,  fo  fhall  your  Loves 

Woo  contrary,  deceiv'd  by  thefe  removes. 
I{vf  Come  on  then,  wear  the  favours  mod  in  fight. 
Kjttb.  But  in  this  changing,  What  is  your  intent  ? 
Prtn  The  erfecft  of  my  intent  is  tocrofs  theirs; 

They  do  it  but  in  mocking  merriment, 
And  mock  for  mock  is  onely  my  intent. 
Their  feveral  Counfels  they  uubofom  fhall 
To  Loves  miftook,  and  fo  be  mockt  withal: 
Upon  the  next  occafion  that  we  meet 
With  Vifages  difpfayed  to  talk  and  greet. 

I$of  Butlhall  we  dance,  if  they  defire  us  ro't? 
Pnn.  No,  to  the  death  we  will  not  move  a  foot, 

Nor  to  their  pen'd  fpeech  render  we  no  grace 
But  while  'tis  fpoke,  each  turn  away  her  face. 

Boy.  Why  that  contempt  will  kill  the  keepers  heart, 
And  quite  divorce  his  memory  from  his  parr. 

Prin.  Therefore  I  do  ir,  and  I  make  110  doubt, 
The  reft  will  rieYe  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 

There's  no  fuch  (port,  as  fport  by  (port  orethrown  ; To  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  our  own  \ 
So  (hall  we  ftay  mocking  intended  game, 
And  they  well  mockt,  depart  away  with  lhame.  Sound. 

By.  The  Trumpet  Ibu.ids, be  maskt,  the  maskers  come. 
Enter  Blachrnoors  with  mujick^,  the  Boy  with  a  jp.'ecb,  and  the 

reft  of  the  Lords  difguifed. 
Pag  All  hail,  the  richeft  Beauties  on  the  earth. 
B.r-  Beauties  no  richer  than  rich  Taffeta. 

Pag.  A  holy  parcel  of  the  fairefl  dames  that  ever  turn'd  their  back* to  mortal  views.  The  Ladies  turn  their  back  to  him. 
Bir.  Their  eyes  villain,  their  eyes. 

Pag.  That  ever  turn'd  their  eyes  to  mortal  views.  Out. Bit.  True,  out  indeed. 
Pag.  Out  of  your  favours  heavenly  fpirit,  vouebfafe  not  to  behold- 

Btr.  Once  to  behold,  rogue. 
Pag.  Once  to  behold  with  your  fun  beamed-eyes, 

With  your  Jun-beamtd  eyes. 
Bir,  They  will  not  anfwer  to  that  Epithete, 

You  were  beft  call  it  Daughter-beamed  eyes. 
Pag.  They  do  not  mark  me,  and  that  brings  me  out. 
Bir   Is  this  your  perfednefs  ?  be  gone  you  rogue. 

.  fyf.  What  would  thefe  ftrangers  ? 
Know  their  minds  Boyet. 

If  they  do  fpeak  our  language,  'tis  our  will That  fome  plain  man  recount  their  purpofes. 
Know  what  they  would? 

Boy.  What  would  you  with  the  Princefs  ? 
Bir.  Nothing  but  peace,  and  gentle  vifitation. 
Rof.  What  would  they,  fay  they  ? 
Boy.  Nothing  but  peace,  and  genrle  vifitation. 
Bgf.  Why  that  they  have,  and  bid  them  fo  be  gone. 
Boy.  She  fays  you  have  it,  a^nd  you  may  be  gone. 
Kin.  Say  to  her  we  have  meafured  many  miles, 

To  tread  a  meafai  e  with  you  on  the  grafs. 
Boy.  They  fay  that  they  have  meafured  many  a  mile, 

To  tread  a  meafure  with  you  on  this  grafs. 
E^J.  It  is  not  fo.  Ask  them  how  many  inches 

Is  in  one  mile?  If  they  have  meafured  many, 
The  meafure  then  of  one  is  ealily  told. 

Boy.  If  to  come  hither,  you  have  meafur'd  miles, And  many  miles :  the  Princefs  bids  you  tell, 
How  many  inches  doth  fill  up  one  mile? 

Bir.  Tell  her  we  meafure  them  by  weary  fteps. 
Boy  She  hears  her  felf.        j^/T  How  many  weary  fteps 

Of  many  weary  miles  you  have  ore-gone 
Are  numbred  in  the  travel  of  one  mile  ?  ' Bir.  We  number  nothing  that  we  fpend  for  you, 
Our  duty  is  fo  rich,  fo  infinite, 
That  we  may  do  it  ftill  without  accompt. 
Vouchfafe  to  fhew  the  funfhine  of  your  face, 
That  we  (like  ravages j  may  worlhip  it. 

Rof  My  face  is  but  a  moon, and  clouded  too. 
Kin.  Bleffed  are  clouds,  to  do  as  fuch  clouds  da 

Vouchfafe  bright  Moon  on  thefe  thy  itars  to  fhine, 
(  Thofe  clouds  removed )  upon  our  watery  eyne, 

%pf  O  vain  petitioner,  beg  a  greater  matter, 
Thou  now  requefts  but  Moon-fhine  in  the  water. 

Kin.  Then  in  our  meafure,  vouchfafe  but  one  change; 
Thou  bidft  me  beg,  this  begging  is  not  ftrange. 

Rof.  Play  mufickthen  ;  nay  you  muft  do  it  foon. 
Not  yet  no  dance;  thus  change  I  like  the  moon. 

Kin.  Will  you  not  dance ;  How  come  you  thus  eftranged  ? 

Hpf.  You  took  the  Moon  at  full,  but  now  (he's  changed. Kin.  Yet  ftill  fhe  is  the  Moon,  and  I  the  Man. 
Rof.  The  mulick  plays,  vouchfafe  fome  motion  to  it ; 

Our  ears  vouchfafe  ir.        Kjn.  But  your  legs  fhould  do  it. 
Hpf.  Since  you  are  ftrangers,  and  come  here  by  chance, 

We'll  not  be  nice,  take  hands,  we  will  not  dance. 
Kjn  Why  take  you  hands  then? 
i\of  Onely  to  parr  friends. 

Curt'iie  fweet  hearts,  and  fo  the  Meafure  ends. 
Kjn-  More  meafure  of  this  meafure;  be  not  nice. 
I{of  We  can  afford  no  more  at  fuch  a  price. 
Kjn.  prize  your  felves  then  ;  what  buys  your  company  ? 
Rof.  Yourabfence  onely.  Kj».  That  can  never  be. 
Rof.  Then  cannot  we  be  bought ;  and  fo  adieu, 

Twice  to  )our  Vifor,  and  half  once  to  you. 

Kin.  If  you  deny  to  dance,  let's  hold  more  char. 
Tfgfl  In  private  then.  Kjn.  I  am  belt  pleas' d  with  that. Btr.  White-handed  Miftrifs,  one  fweet  word  with  thee. 
Prin.  Hony,  and  Milk,  and  Sugar;  there  is  three. 
Bir.  Nay  then  two  treys,  and  if  you  grow  fo  nice; 

Methegline,  Wort,  and  Malm  fey  ;  weli  run  dice  : 
There's  half  a  dozen  fweers. 

Prin.  Seventh  fweet  adieu,  fince  you  can  cog. 
I  le  play  no  more  with  you.        Bir.  One  word  in  fecret. 

Pi  in  Let  it  not  be  fweet.        B/r.  Thou  griev'ft  my  gall. Prtn.  Gall,  bitter.  Bir.  Therefore  meet. 
Du.  Will  you  vouchfafe  with  me  to  change  a  word  ? 
Mar.  Name  it.  Dum.  Fair  Lady  .- 
Mar.  Say  you  fo  ?  Fair  Lord  ;    Take  you  that  for  your  fair  Lady. 
Dum.  Pleafe  it  yon,         As  much  in  private,  and  He  bid  adieu. 
Mar.  What,  was  your  vizard  made  without  a  tongue  ? 
Long.  I  know  the  reafon  Lady  why  you  ask. 
Mar.  O  for  your  reafon,  quickly  fir,  I  long. 
Long.  You  have  a  double  tongue  within  your  mask. 

And  would  afford  my  fpeechlefs  vizard  half. 
Mar.  Veal  quoth  the  Dutch-man  ;  is  not  Veal  a  Calf? 
Long   A  Calf  fair  Lady.  Mar.  No,  a  fair  Lord  Calf. 
Long.  Let's  part  the  word.         Mar.  No,  He  not  be  your  half; Tat;e  all  and  wean  it,  it  may  prove  an  Ox. 
Long.  Look  how  you  But  to  your  felf  in  thefe  fharp  mocks. 

Will  you  give  horns  chaft  Lady  ?  Do  not  fo. 
Mar.  Then  die  a  Calf  before  your  horns  do  grow. 
Long.  One  word  in  private  with  you  ere  I  die. Mar.  Blear 
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Mar.  Bleat  ibfcly  then,  the  Butcher  hears  you  cry. 
Boy.  The  tongues  of  mocking  Wenches  ate  as  keen 

As  is  theRszors  Edge  invifible: 
Cutting  a  fmaller  hair  than  may  be  feen, 
Above  the  fence  of  fence  fo  fenfible: 

Seems  th  their  conference,  their  conceits  have  wings, 
Fleeter  than  Arrows, Bullets, Wind,  thought,  fwifter  things. 

Rof.  Not  one  word  more  ray  Maids,  break  off,  break 
off. 

Bir.  By  Heaven  all  dry  beaten  with  pure  feoff. 
70».  Fatewel  mad  Wenches,  you  have  fimple  Wits. 

Exeunt. 

Trin.  Twenty  Adkus  my  frozen  Mofcovites. 
Are  thefe  the  breed  of  VVitsfb  wondred  at  ? 

Bey,  Tapers  they  are,  with  your  Lveet  breaths  puft 
out. 

Rof.  Well-liking  Wits  they  have,  grofs,grofs,  fat,  fat. 
Trin.  O  Poverty  in  Wit,  Kingly  poor  flout. 

Will  they  not  ( think  ycu  )  hang  theratelvcs  to  Night  t 
Or  ever  but  in  Vizards  flisw  their  faces. 

This  pert  Birone  was  out  of  count'nance  quite: 
Rof.  O  .'  They  were  all  in  lamentable  cafes.1 

The  King  was  weeping  ripe  for  a  good  word. 

trin,  Birone  did  i'wear  himfelf  out  of  all  fuit. 
Mar.  Dumrine  was  at  my  Sjrvice,  ard  his  Sword  : 

No  point  (  quoth  I  :  )  my  Servant  ftraight  was  mute. 
•  Kat,  Lord  Longavile  faid  J  came  o 're  his  Heart  ; 
And  trow  you  what  he  calTd  me  ? 

?rin.  Qualm  perhaps. 
Kat.  Yes  in  good  faith- 
Triii.  Go  Sicknefs  as  thou  art. 

Rof.  Wdl,  better  wits  have  worn  plain  ftatute  caps, 
ou  hear  ,  the  Kingis  my  Lovefworn. 

;  And  quick  Birone  hath  plighted  faith  to  me. 
Kat.  And  L  ngavile  was  for  my  S  rvice  born. 
Mar.  Dum.in  is  mine  as  lure  as  bark  on  Tree. 
Boy.  Madam,  and  pretty  Mittre  lies  give  ear, 

Immediately  toey  wi!!  again  be  here 
In  their  own  fhapes    for  it  can  never  be, 
They  will  digtft  this  harfh  Indignity: 

Trin.  Wdl -they  return  ? 
By.  They  will,  they  will,  God  knows, 

And  leap  for  joy,  though  they  are  lame  with  Blows : 
Therefore  change  Favours,  and  when  they  repair, bw  like  f.veet  Rofb,  in  this  Summer  Air. 

Erin.  How  blow?   how  blow?  {peak  to  be  under- ftood. 

Boy.  Fair  Ladies  mask  t,  are  Rofes  in  their  bud  : 
Difmaskt ,  their  damask  fweet  comixture  (hown, 
Are  Angels  vailing  Clouds,  or  Roles  blown. 

Trin,  A  vaunt  perplexity  .  What  fha  11  we  do, 
If  tVey  return  in  their  own  fhapes  to  woo  ? 

"Rj>f.  Good  Madam,  if  by  me  you'I  be  advis'd, 
Let's  mock  them  Rill  as  well  known  as  difguis'd  : L^t  usc6raplain  to  them  what  fools  were  here, 
Difguis'd  like  Mufcovites  in  fhapelefs  Gear  : And  wonder  what  they  were,  and  to  what  end  . 
Their  (hallow  (hows,  and  Prologue  vildily  pen'd, 
And  their  rough  carriage  fo  ridiculous, 
Should  be  prelentedat  our  Tent  to  us. 

Boy.  Ladies,  withdraw,  the  Gallants  are  at  hand, 
Trin.  Whip  to  our  Tents,  as  Rots  run  o're  the  Land. 

Exeunt 
Enter  the  King  and  the  refi. 
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King.  Fair  fir,  God  fave  you.  Where's  the  Princefs  ? 
Boy  Gone  to  her  Tent- 

leafe  it  your  Majafty  command  me  any  Service  to  her  ? 
King.  That  fhe  vouchfafe  me  audience  for  one  word. 
Boy.  I  will,  and  10  will  fhe,  I  know  ray  Lord.  Exit. 
Bir.  This  fellow  picks  up  wit  as  Pigeons  Peas, 

And  utters  it  again,  when  'jov  doth  pleafe. He  is  Wits  Pcdler,  and  retails  his  Wares 
At  Wakes,  andWaflcIs,  Meetings,  Markets,  Fairs  : 

And  we  that  fell  by  grofs,  theLorddoth  know, Have  not  the  grace  to  grace  it  with  fuchfliow. 
ih  j  Gallant  pins  the  Wenches  on  his  Sleeve  : Had  he  been  Adam,  he  had  tempted  Eve 

1  nat  Kiftaway  his  hand  incourtefk 

That  when  he  plays  at  Tables,  chides  the  Dice in  honourable  Terms  :  nay  he  can  fing 
A  mean  mofl  meanly,  and  inUfhering^ Mendhm  who  can    the  Ladies  c.llL  fweet: The  ftairs  as  he  treads  on  them  kifs  his  Feet 
This  Is  the  flower  that  Indies  oneve ry  0 To  (hew  his  Teeth  as  white  as  Whaled  Bone. And  Conlciences  that  will  dye  in  Debt 

Thft  In-  5 '  7nn  *iWeet  Ton§uc  Wllh  Heart, 
1  nat  pufc  Armadoes  Page  out  of  his  part. 

Enter  Ladies. 

Tilf  his  ™/m    ̂ T'z  Behaviour  what  thon, kI  ai t m,arnfhew  d  thee  ?  And  what  "t  thounovi  ? Km.  All  hail  fweet  Madam ,  and  fair  time  of  clay. Prm.  Fair  ,n  all  Hail  is  is  foul,  as  I  conceive. 
Aw.  Conftrue  my  (peeches  better  if  you  may 
Trtn  Then  wifh  me  better,  I  wdl  Kive  you  leave, 

To  lead  you  to  out  Court,  vouchfaf  e  it  the,. 

Norr;/  ̂ Mffld!lho,d  me»  ?ndf«  hold  your  tow: Nor  God  nor  I,  delights  in  per jur\l  raei,.  y Aw.  Kebuke  me  not  for  that  w  hich  von.  orovoke. 
The  vertueof  ycur  eye  muft  break  my'oath. I  r.  You  nickname  vertue :  Vice  you  thould  have  fpoke 
For  vertues  office  never  breaks  mens  troth.  P Now  by  my  Maiden  honour,  yet  as  pure As  the  unfullied  Lilly,  I  proteft 
A  World  of  torments  though  1  fhould  endure, 
I  would  net  be  your  bouils  gucff  .  1 So  much  I  hate  a  breakingcaule  to  be, 
Oi  Heavenly  oaths,  vow'cl  with  intsgntv 

Km.  O  youhaveliv'd  iridefoiation  here", Unietn  unvifited,  much  to  our  (hame. 

*™i  No5  §  *l  Lord,  it  is  nor  fo  I  fwear, 

A  Mcf hZeti?M^$  here'  and  P-'eaf^ntgame, 
A  Mefs  of  Ruffians  left  us  but  of  lace. Km.  HowMddam?  Ruffians/ Trin.  I  in  truth,  my  Lord 

Trim  gallants,  full  of  Gourtffiip  and  of  Starei  ' Rof.  Madam fpeak true.  It  isnotfomy  Lord  t My  Lady  (to  themannerof  thedavs  ) Jn  courteiitf  gives  undeferving  praife 
We  four  indeed  confronted  were  with  four, 

;nn?tihabU:  Here  ̂ ey  ftaydanhour And  talk  d  apace  :  and  in  that  hour  (my  Lord) They  did  not  blefs  us  with  one  happy  WL 

I  dare  not  call  them  fools,  butl  think,  ' 

bTtV-^a7'  foo,s would  ̂  ;"  have  drink;  - 
Bit.  This  jeft  is  dry  to  me.  Fair,  gentle,  fweet Your  wit  makes  wife  things  foolifh,  when  w  g  ee£ 

With  eyes  beft  feeing,  Heavens  fiery  Eye,  S By  light  we  lofe  light ,  your  capacity 
Is  of  thatnature,  as  to  your  huge  ftore 
Wde  things  (eem/oolifh,  and  rich  things  but  poor. 

Aj>/.   I  his  proves  you  wife  and  rich:  for  ia  my  Eye- Bir.  I  am  a  Fool,  and  full  or  Poverty 
Rof.  But  that  you  take  what  dot  h  to  you  belong. 

It  were  a  fault  to  match  words  from  my  Tongue 
Bir  O,  I  am  yours,  and  all  that  IpofTds. 
Rof,  All  the  Fool  mine. 
Bir.  1  cannot  give  you  Itfs. 
Rof.  Which  of  the  Vizirds  was  it  that  you  wore  * Bir.  Where?  when?  What  Vizard? 

Why  demand  you  this? 
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Theie,  then,  that  v  z>rd.jthat  fuperfluoOs  cafe, 

Th<r  hid  the  worfe,  and  fluw'd  the  better  face. 
Km.  We  are  deferred, 

They'l  m  ick  us  now  down  right, 
Dj$k.  Lei  us  coi.fef*  and  tuinit  to  a  jefi 

J  rin.  Amaz'd  my  Lord  ?  Why  looks  your  Highnefs (ad  ? 

to/".  Help  hold  his  brows,  he'l  fwound  :  why  look  you 
pale  ? 

Sea-itch  I  think,  coming  from  Mufcovy. 
Thus  pour  the  ftarsdown  plagues  for  perjury. 

Can  any  face  of  brafs  hold  longer  out  { 
Here  Sand  1,  Lady,  dart  thy  skill  at  me  , 

BruilV  me  with  {corn,  confound  me  with  a  flout , 

Thruft  chy  (harp  wit  quite  through  my  ignorance, 

Cue  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  conceit ; 
*nd  i  will  wifh  thee  never  more  to  dance, 

Nor  nevermore  in  Ruffian  habit  wait. 

0  !  never  will  1  truft  to  fpeeches  pen'd, 
Nor  to  the  motion  of  a  bchool-bcys  tongue, 
Nor  never  come  in  vizards  to  my  friend  , 
Nor  wooe  in  rime  like  a  blind-harpers  fong, 
Taffata  phrater,  filken  terms  precife  , 

Three-pil'd  Hyperboles,  fpruce  affection  j 
Figure  pedantical,  theie  furamer  flyes , 
Hive  blown  me  full  of  maggot  ofiVntation  , 
1  co  iortwe  r  them,  and  1  here  proteft  , 

By  this  white  Glove  (  how  white  the  hand  God  knows J 
He^ci  orth  my  woning  mind  fhJi  be  expreft 

In  ru.Tet  yea?,  and  honeft  kerfie  noes. 
And  to  Legin  Wenih,  lb  God  help  me  law, 
MV  love  to  thee  is  found,  fans  crack  or  flaw« 

Rof.  Sans,  Sans,  I  pray  you. 
Bir.  Yet  I  have  a  truck 

Of  the  old  rage :  bear  with  me,  I  am  fick. 
Pie  leave  it  by  degrees  :  both  let  us  fee, 
Write  Lord  kai  e  mercy  on  us,  and  thofe  three, 

They  arc  inftcte.:,  in  their  hearts  it  lies, 
Thev  luve  the  plague,  and  caught  it  of  your  eyes  : 
Thefe  L-rds  are  vifited,  you  are  not  free: 

the  L  ?.rds  tokens  on  you  both  I  fee. 
Prin.  No,  they  are  free  that  gave  thefe  tokens  to  us. 
Bir.  Oar  ftates  are  forfeit,  feek  not  to  undo  us. 
Rof  1 1  is  rot  fo  i   foi  how  can  this  be  true, 

ih-t  ycu  Hand  forfeit,  being  thofe  that  fue. 
Bir.  Price,  for  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 
Rof.  Nor  (hall  not,  if  I  do  as  I  intend. 
Bir.  Speak  for  your  felves,  my  wit  is  at  an  end. 
K.mg.  Teach  us  fweet  Madam,  for  our  tude  tranfgrcf- 

fio  ,  lome  fair  ex„ufe. 
Prin.  The  faiuft  is  confefiion. 

Weje  you  not  here  but  even  now  difguis'd  ? 
Kin.  Madam,  I  was. 

P  in.  And  were,  you  well  advis'd  ,? 
K<  >.  \  was,  fair  Madam. 
Prin  When  you  then  were  here, 

Whav  did  you  wh  fper  in  your  Ladies  ear  ? 
Km.  Th-,tmou  than  all  the  world  I  did  refpecther. 
Pris.  When  (he  fhal!  challenge  this,  you  will  reject 

her. 
Kin.  Upon  my  honour  no. 
Frin  Peace,  pe./Ce,  forbear  : 

Your  ra  h  once  broke,  you  force  not  toforfwear. 
Kin  Dclpife  mc  when  (  break  this  each  of  mine. 
Prin  I  will,  and  therefore  keepit,  Rofaline, 

Wb^r  did  tiie  "Rjtffian  whilper  in  yi  ur  ear  ? 
ho/.  Madam,  he  (wore  that  he  did  hold  me  dear 

A*  p.  r«  cious  eye-fight,  and  did  value  me 
Vhove  this  World:  adding  there  moreover, 
Thar  he  would  vved  me,  or  elfedie  my  Lover. 

Prir.  God  give  thee  jov  of  him-,  the  Noble  Lord 
Moft  honourably  doth  uphold  his  word: 

Kin  What  mean  you  Madam? 
By  my  life,  my  troth, 

I  never  (Wore  this  Lady  fuch  an  oath. 

Rof.  By  heaven  you  did  ,  and  to  confirm  it  plain, 
You  gave  me  this,  but  take  it  fir  again. 

Km.  My  faith  and  this,  to  th'  Princefs  I  did  give, 
I  knew  her  by  this  jewel  on  her  flceve. 

Prin.  Pardon  me  fir,  this  Jewel  did  fhe  wear, 
And  Lord  hirone  (  1  thank  himj  is  my  dear. 
Wsat  ?  Will  you  have  me,  or  your  Pearl  again  ? 

Bir.  Nuiherof  either,  1  remit  both  twain. 

I  fee  the  t:  ick  on't ;  Here  was  a  confent, 
Knowing  aforehand  of  our  merriment, 
To  dafh  it  like  a  Chriflmati.  Comedy. 
Some  carry-tdle,  fome  pkafe-man,  fome  flight  Zany, 
Some  mumble-new*,  lome  trencher-knight,  fome  Dick 
That  fmiUs  his  check  in  years  and  knows  the  trick 

To  make  my  Lady  laugh,  when  (he's  difpos'd, 
Told  our  intents  before.:  which  once  diiclos'd, 

j  The  Ladies  did  change  Favour*,  and  then  we 
Following  the  figns,  woo'd  but  the  fign  cf  (he. 
Now  to  our  per}'iry,  to  add  more  terror, 
We  are  again  forfwrrn  in  will  and  error. 
Much  upon  this  it  is :  and  might  not  you 
Foreftal  our  fport,  to  make  us  thus  untrue  ? 

Do  not  you  know  my  Ladies  foot  byth'  iquare  ? 
And  laugh  upon  the  apple  of  her  eye  ? 
And  ftand  between  her  back  fir,  and  the  fire, 
Holding  a  trencher,  jefting  merrily  f 

You  put  our  Page  out :  go,  you  are  allow'd 
Die  when  ycu  will,  a  fmock  (hall  be  your  ihrow'd' 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  you  ?  There's  an  eye Wound*  like  a  Leaden  (word. 

B  y.  Full  merrily  hath  this  brave  manager  *  this  car- 
reer been  run. 

Bir.  Lo,  he  is  tilting  flraighr.  Peace,  I  have  done; 

Sntcr  Clown. 

Welcome  pure  wit,  thou  prat'ft  a  fair  fray. 
Cb.  O  Lord  fir,  they  would  know 

Whether  the  tnrte  Worthies  (hall  come  in,  orno: 
Bir.  What,  are  there  but  three? 
CltK  No  fir,  but  it  is  vara  fine, 

For  every  one  purfenti  three. 
Bir.  And  three  times  thrice  is  nine. 

Clo.  Not  fo  fir,  under  correction  fir,  I  hope  it  is  not  fo. 
You  cannot  Leg  us  fir,  1  can  &(Ture  you  fir,we  know  what 
we  know :  I  hope  three  times  thrice  fir. 

Bir.  h  not  nine. 

Clo.  Under  correction  fir,  we  know  where-until  it doth  amount. 

Bir.  By  Jove,  I  dwayes  took  three  threes  for  nine. 
Clo.  O  Lord  fir ,  it  were  pity  you  fhould  get  your  li- 

ving by  reckoning  fir. Bir.  How  much  is  it  / 

Clo.  O  Lord  fir,  the  parties  themfelves,  the  actors  fir, 
will  (hew  whtre-until  it  doth  amount  :  for  mine  own 

part,  I  am  fas  they  lay,but  to  perfect  one  man  in  one  poor 
man  )  Pompion  the  great  fir. 

Bir.  Art  rhou  one  of  the  Worthies  ? 

Cla.  It  pleafed  them  to  think  me  worthy  of  Tontpey  the 
great :  for  mine  own  part,  I  know  not  the  degree  of  the 
Worthv,  but  I  am  to  ftand  for  him. 

B>r.  Go,  bid  them  prepare.  Exit. 
Clo.  We  will  turn  it  finely  off  fir ,  we  will  take  fome 

care. 
Kir>g.  Birone,  they  will  (hame  us  \ 

Let  them  not  approach. 

Bir.  We- are  fhame-proof,  my  Lord  :  and  'tis  fome 
policy,  to  have  one  (hew  worfe  than  the  King  and  his 
company. 

Kin.  I  fay  they  (hall  not  come. 

Prin.  Nay  my  good  Lord,  let  me  o're  rule  you  now  j 
That  fport  beft  plcafes,  that  doth  lead  know  how. 
Where  Zeal  ftrives  to  content,  and  the  contents 

Dies,, 
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Dies,  in  the  Zeal  of  that  which  it  prefents  : 

rhar  form  confounded,  makes,  moft  form  in  Mirth, 

When  great  things  labouring  perifli  itl  their  Birth. 

Bir.  A  nght  dtfcripticn  of  our  fport  my  Lord. 

Enter  Braggart. 

Brag.  Anointed,  I  irnp'ore  fo  much  expence  of  thy 

Royal  fweet  breath,  as  will  utter  a  brace  of  words. 

Prin.  Doth  this  man  ferve  God  f" 
Bir.  Whv  ask  you  ? 

Prin.  He '{peaks  not  like  a  man  of  God's  making. 
Brag,  That's  all  one,  my  lair  fweet  honey  Monarch: 

For  1  proteft,  the  Schcolmafter  is  exceeding  fantaftical 

Too  too  vain,  too  too  vain.  But  we  will  put  it  (as  they 

fay)  to  Fottunx  delaguar.  1  wifh  you  the  peace  of  mind  molt 

Royal  Cupplcment. 

King:  Here  is  like  to  be  a  good  prefencc  of  Worthies*, 
He  prefents  Hector  ot  Troy,  the  Swain  Pvmpey  the  great, 

the  Parifh-Curate,  Alexander,  Armadoes  Page  Hercules, 

the  Pedant  Judas  Machabem:  And  if  thefefour  Worthies  in 

their  firft  fhew  thrive,  thefe  Four  will  change  Habits ,  and 

prelent  the  other  Five. 
Bir.  There  is  five  in  the  firft  fhew. 

Kin.  You  are  deceived,  'tis  not  fo. 

Bir.  The  Pedant,  the  Braggart,  the  Hedge-Prieft,  the 

Fool,  and  the  Boy.  * A  bare  throw  at  Novum,  and  the  whole  World  again, 

Cannot  prick  out  five  fuch,  take  each  one  in's  vain. 
Kin.  The  Ship  is  under  Sail,  and  here  (he  comes  amain. 

£nter  Pompey. 

Clo.  I  Pompey  am. 
Boy.  You  lye,  you  are  not  he. 

Clo.  I  'Pompey  am. 
Boy.  With  Libbards  head  on  Knee. 
Bir.  Well  faid  old  mocker, 

I  muft  needs  be  friends  with  thee. 

/  Pompey  am,  Pompey  furnam'd  the  big. Du.  The  Great. 

Clo.  It  is  great  fir  :  Pompey  furnam'd  the  great. 
That  oft  in  Field,  with  Targe  and  Shield. 

did  make  my  Foe  to  jvteat  : 
And  travelling  along  this  coafi,  J  here  am  come  by  chance. 
And  lay  my  Arms  before  the  Legs  of  this  fweet  Lafs  of 

France. 

If  your  Ladyfhip  would  fay  thanks  Pompey,  I  had  done. 
Prin.  Great  thanks  great  Pompey. 
Clo.  'Tis  not  fo  much  worth :  but  I  hope  I  was  perfect 

I  made  a  little  fault  in  great. 

Bir.  My  hat  to  a  Half-penny,  Pompey  proves  the  beft 
Worthy. 

Enter  Curate,  for  Alexander. 

Curat .  When  in  the  World  I  liv'd,  J  was  the  World's  Com- mande. 

By  Eafl,  V/eft,  North,  and  South,  I  fpread  my  conquering 
Might. 

My  S  cutcheon  plain  declares  that  I  am  Alifander. 
Boy .  Your  nole  laies  no,  you  are  not  : 

For  it  (lands  too  right. 
Bir.  Your  Nofe  fmells  no,  in  this  moft  tender  fraeliing 

Knight. 

Prin.  The  Conqueror  is  difroaid  .* 
Proceed  good  Alexander. 

£ur.  When  m  the  World  1  lived,  1  teas  the  Worlds  Com- 
mander. 

Boy.  Moft  true, 'tis  right   you  were  fo  Alifander. 
Bir.  Pompey  the  great. 
Clo.  Your  Servant  and  Coflard. 
Bir.  Take  away  the  Conqueror,  take  away  Alifander. 
Clo.  OSir,  you  have  overthrown  Alifander  the  Con- 
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queror  :  you  will  be  fcrap'd  out  of  the  painted  cloth  for 
this :  your  Lion  that  holds  thePollax  fitting  on  a  Clofe- 
ftool,  will  be  given  to  Ajax.  He  will  be  the  ninth  Worthy. 
A  Conqueror,  and  afraid  to  fpeak  f  Run  away  for  fhame 
tsflifander.  There  an'c  fhall  pleafe  you :  a  foolifh  mild 
man,  an  honefl  man,  look  you,  andfoon  dafh'd.  He  is 
a  marvellous  good  Neighbour  infooth.  and  a  very  good 
Bowler:  but  for  Alifander,  alas  you  fee,  how 'tis  a  little 
ore-parted.  But  there  are  Worthies  a  coming,  will  fpeak their  mind  in  forae  other  fort. 

Clo.  Stand  afide  good  Pomp  y.  Exit  Clo. 

Enter  Pedant  for  Judas,  and  the  Boy  for  Hercules. 

Fed.  Great  Hercules  is  prefented  by  this  Impt 
Whole  Club  kiU'd  Ccrberm  that  three-Headed  Camu, And  when  he  was  a  Babe,  a  Child,  a  fhrirop, 
Thus  did  he  ftrangie  Serpents  in  hWMamu  : 
Quoniam,  hefeecneth  in  minority, 
Ergo,  I  come  wi;h  this  Apology. 
Keep  fome  ftatein  thy  Exit,  and  varfifh.  Exit  Boy. 

Ped  Judas  /  am. 
Dam  A  Judas  ? 

Ped.  N  t  Jfcariot  Sir. 

Judas  I  am,yclipped  Machabem. 
Dum.  Judas,  Machabem  dipt,  is  plain  Judas  ? 
Bir.  A  luffing  Traitor.   How  art  thou  prov'd  Judas  ? Ped.  Judas  I  am. 
Hum.  The  more  fhameibr  you  Judas. 
Ped.  What  mean  you  fir  ?  » 

Boy.  To  make  Judas  hang  hiirsfelf.  r Ped.  Begin  fir,  you  are  my  Eider; 

Bir.  Well  followed,  Judas  was  hang'd  on  an  Elder. 
Ped.  I  will  not  be  put  out  of  countenance. 
Bir.  Bccaule  thtsu  haft  no  Face. 
Ted.  What  is  this. 

Boy.  A  Cittern  Head. 
Dum.  The  head  of  a  Bodkin.  ■ 
Bir.  A  Deaths  face  in  a  Ring. 

Lon.  The  face  of  an  old  Roman  co^  n,  fcarce  fe'efl. 
Boy.  The  Pummel  of  Cafars  Faulchbn. 
Dum.  Thecarv'd  bone  faceonaFiask. 
Bir.  St.  Georges  half  Cheek  in  a  brooch. 
Dum.  I  and  in  a  brooch  of  Lead. 

Bir.  I,  and  worn  in  the  Cap  of  a  Tooth  drawer, 
And  now  forward,  for  we  have  put  thee  in  countenance. 

Ped.  You  have  put  me  out  of  countenance. 

"Bir.  Falle,  we  have  given  thee  faces. 
Ped.  But  you  have  outiae'd  them  all. 
Bir.  And  thou  wert  a  Lion  we  would  do  fo. 

Boy.  Therefore  as  he  is  an  Afs,  let  him  go : 
And  fo  adieu  fweet  Jude.  Nay ;  why  dolt  thou  ftay  ? 

Dum.  For  the  latter  end  of  his  Name. 

Bir.  For  the  Afs  to  the  Jude  :  give  it  him.  J  ad. as  a- way. 

Ted.  This  is  not  generous  not  pentk,  not  humble. 
Boy.  A  light  for  Monfieur  Judas,  it  grows  da»k  he 

may  itumble. Prin.  Alas  poor  Machabem ,  how  hath  he  been 
baited. 

Enter  Braggart. 

Bir.  Hide  thy  Head  Achilles  t  here  comes  HeUer  in 

Arms. Dum.  Tho  my  mocks  come  home  by  me,  I  will 
now  be  merry. 

King.  HcBor  was  but  a  Trojan  in  reipect  of  this. 

Boy  But  this  is  Hector  ? 
Kin.  I  think  Hetlor  was  not  fo  clean  titnbei'd, 
Lon.  His  Leg  is  too  big  for  H.tt>r- 
Dum.  More  Calf  certain. 
Boy.  No  ;  he  is  beft  indued  with  the  finall- 

Bir.  This  can't  be  Hector. 
L  3  Dftw. 



128 Loves  Labour  s  ioft> 

Dum.  He's  a  god  or  a  Painter,  for  he  makes  fac.s. 
Brag.  The  Armipotent  Mars,  of  Launces  the  almighty, 

gave  Hetlor  a  gift- 
Dum.  A  giU  Nutmeg. 
B*r.  A  Lemon. 
Lon.  Stuck  w:th  Cloves. 
Dum.  No  cloven. 

Brag.  The  Armipotent  Mars,  of  Launces  the  almighty, 
gave  Hetlor  a  gift,  the  Heir  of  Illion; 
A  mm  fo  breathed,  that  certain  he  would  figbt :  yea 
From  Mom  till  Night,  out  of  his  Pavillion. 
lam  that  Flower. 

Dum.  That  Mint- 
Long.  That  Cuilambine. 
Brag.  Sweet  Lord  Longavile  rein  thy  Tongue. 
Lon.  I  muft  rather  give  it  the-Rein  :  for  it  runs  againft 

Bettor. 

Dam.  I,  and  Heftor's  a  Grey- hound. 
Brag.  Thefweet  War-man  is  dead  and  rotten, 

Sweet  chucks,  beat  not  the  bones  of  the  buried  : 
But  1  will  forward  with  my  device  5 
Sweet  Royalty  beftow  on  me  the  fence  of  Hearing. 

Birene  fleps  forth. 
Prin.  Speak  brave  Heft  or,  we  are  much  delighted. 
Brag.  I  do  adore  thy  fweet  Graces  flipper., 
Boy-  Loves  here  by  the  foot. 
Dam.  H,may  not  by  the  Yard. 

Brag-  This  Hetlor  far  \ttr mounted  Hanniball- 

*» 

The  party  is  gone. 

Clo.  Fallow  Hetlor,  (he  b  gone*,  fhe  is  two  Months  on 
her  way. 

Brag.  What  raeaneft  thou  ? 
Clow-  F*  th  unlets  you  play  the  honeft  Trojan  ,  the  poor 

Wench  i»  caft  away  :  fhc'i  quick,  the  Child  brags  in  her 
belly  already  :  'tisyoUrs- 

Brag.  Doft  thou  infamonize  me  among  Potentates  ? 
Thou  (halt  die. 

Clo.  Then  (hall  Heel  or  be  whipt  for  Jaquenetta  that  is 

quick  by  him-,  arid  hang'd  for  Pompey  t  that  is  dead  by him. 

Dum.  Moftrare  Pompey. 
Boy.  Renowned  Pompey. 
Bir.  Greater  than  great,  great,  great,  great  Pompey  : 

Fompey  the  Huge. 
Dum.  Hetlor  trembles. 

Bir.  Pompey  is  moved,  more  Atees,  more  Atees  ftir 
them  or  ftir  them  or. 

Dum.  Hetlor  will  Challenge  him. 

Bir.  I,  if  a  have  no  more  mans  blood  in's  belly,  than  will 
fup  a  Fka. 

Brag.  B?  the  Nrth-pole  I  do  Challenge  thee. 
Clo.  I  will  not  fight  with  a  Pole  like  a  Northern  man  ; 

fie  fiafb,  rie  do  it  by  the  Sword :  I  pray  you  let  me  bor- 
row my  Arms  again. 

-  Dum.  Room  for  the  incenfed  Worthies. 

Clo.  l'le  do  it  in  my  Shirt. 
Dum.  Moft  refoljte  Pompey. 

Pag.  Mafter,  let  me  take  you  a  button-hole  lower. 
Do  you  not  fee  Tompey  is  uncafing  for  the  Combat :  what 
mean  you  ?  you  will  lole  your  Reputation. 

Er  g.  Gentlemen  and  Soldiers  pardon  me,  I  will  not 
Combate  in  my  Shirt. 

Du.  You  may  not  deny  h,  Pompey hath  made  the  chal- 
lenge. 

B'<«7.  Sweet  bloods,  I  both  may,  and  will. 

Bir.  What  reafon  have  you  for't? 
Bra.  The  naked  truth  of  it  is,  I  have  no  Shirt, 

I  go  wool  ward  for  Panance. 
Boy.  True,  and  it  was  enjoyned  him  in  T{ome  for  want 

of  Linnen  :  fince  when,  Vk  be  lworn  he  wore  none,  but 
a  Diliclout  of  JaqtienettaeS)  and  that  he  wears  next  his 
Heart  for  a  favour. 

Enter  a  Meffenger,  Monfieur  M arcade. 

Mar.  God  faveyou  Madam. 
Prin.  Welcome  Marcade,  but  that  thou  interrupteft 

our  merriment. 

Marc.  I  am  forry  Madam,  for  the  news  I  bring  is  heavy 
in  in  my  Tongue.  The  King  your  Father. 

Prin.  Dead  for  my  life. 
Mar.  Even  fo:  My  tale  is  told. 
Bir.  Worthies  away,  the  Scene  begins  to  Cloud, 
Bra.  For  mine  own  part,  I  breathe  free  Breath:  I  have 

feen  the  day  of  wrong,  through  the  little  hole  of  Difcre- 
tton,  and  I  will  right  my  felf  like  a  Soldier. 

Exeunt  Worthies. 

Kin.  How  fare's  your  Majefty  ? 
Prin.  Boyet  prepare,  I  will  away  to  night. 
Kin.  Madam  not  fo,  I  do  befeech  you  ftay. 
Prin.  Prepare  I  fay.  I  thank  you  gracious  Lords 

For  all  your  fair  endeavours  and  entreats : 
Out  of  a  new  fad  foul,  that  you  vouchfafe, 
In  your  rich  Wifdora  to  excufe  or  hide, 
The  liberal  oppofitionof  ourfpirits, 
If  over-boldly  we  have  born  our  felves, 
In  theconverfeof  breath  (your  gentlenefs 
Was  guilty  of  it.)  Farewel  worthy  Lord  : 
An  heavy  heart  bears  not  an  humble  Tongue. 
Excufe  me  fo,  coming  fo  fhort  of  thanks, 

For  my  great  fuit  fo  eafily  obtain'd. 
Kin.  The  extr»am  parts  of  time,  extrearaly  forms 

All  caufes  to  the  purpofe  of  his  fpeed 
And  often  at  his  very  loofe  decides 
That,  which  long  procefs  of  time  could  not  arbitrate- 
And  though  the  mourning  brow  of  progeny 
Forbid  the  fmiling courtefie of  Love; 
The  holy  fuit  which  fain  it  would  convince, 

Yet  fince  Love's  Argument  was  firft  on  foot, 
Let  not  the  cloud  of  Sorrow  j.iftlc  it 
From  what  it  purpofed  :  fince  to  wail  friends  loft, 
Is  not  by  much  fo  wholefome  profitable, 
As  torejoice  at  friends  but  newly  found. 

Prin.  1  underftand  you  not,  my  griefs  are  double. 

Bir.  Honeft  plain  words-,  beft  pierce  the  cares  of  grief, 
And  by  thefe  badges  underftand  the  King, 
For  your  fair  fakes  have  we  neglected  time, 

Play'd  foul  play  with  our  oaths:  your  beauty  Ladies 
Hath  much  deformed  us,  fafhioning  our  humours 
Even  to  theoppofed  end  of  our  intents. 

And  what  in  us  hath  feera'd  ridiculous , 
As  Love  is  full  of  unbefitting  ftrains, 
All  wanton  as  a  child,  skipping  and  vain. 

Form'd  by  the  Eye,  and  therefore  like  the  Eye, 
Full  of  ftraying  fhapes,  of  habits,  and  of  forms, 
Varying  in  Subjects  as  the  Eye  doth  row!, 

To  every  varied  object  in  his  glance  • 
Which  party-coated,  prefence  of  loofe  Love 
Put  on  by  us,  if  in  your  heavenly  eyes, 
Have  misbecom'd  our  oaths  and  gravities , 
Thofe  heavenly  eyes  that  look  into  thefe  faults, 
Suggefted  us  to  make  :  therefore  Ladies 
Our  Love  being  yours,  the  Errour  that  Love  makes 
Is  likewife  yours.    We  to  our  felves  prove  falfe. 
By  being  once  falfe,  for  ever  to  be  true 
To  thofe  that  make  us  both,  fair  Ladies  you, 
And  even  that  falfhood  in  it  felf  a  Sin, 

Thus  purifies  it  felf,  and  turns  to  grace. 

Prin.  We  have  receiv'd  your  Letters,  full  of  Love: 
Your  favours,  the  Embafiadors  of  Love. 
And  in  our  Maiden  Council  rated  them 

Atcourtfhip,  pleafant  jeft,  and  courtefie, 
As  bumbaft,  and  as  lining  to  the  time  : 
But  more  devout  than  thefe  are  our  rcfpecTs 
Have  wc  not  been,  and  therefore  met  your  Loves 
In  their  ownfafhion,  like  a  Merrimentf 
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Dtt.  Oar  Letters  Madam,  fhew'd  much  more  than  jeft 

hong.  So  did  our  look*. 
Rofa.  Wcdidnot  coat  them  fo. 

King.  Now  at  the  latcft  Minute  of  the  Hour, 
Grant  us  your  loves. 

Trin.  A  timemethinks  toofrort, 

To  make  a  World- with-out  end  bargain  in 

No,  no,  my  Lord,  your  Grace  is  perjur'd  much, 
Full  of  dearguiltinefs,  and  therefore  this: 

If  for  my  Love  (  s  there  is  no  luch  caufej 

You  will  do  ought,  this  (hall  you  do  for  me  , 
Your  Oath  I  will  not  truft  :  but  go  with  fpeed 
To  force  forlorn  and  naked  Hermmge, 

Remote  from  all  the  pieafuresof  the  World  f 

There  flay,  until  the  Twelve  Celeftial  Signs 

Have  brought  about  their  annual  reckoning, 

j  If  this  aufteFe  infociable  life, 

j  Change  not  your  offer  made  in  heat  of  Blood  : 
J  If  Frofls,  and  Fafts,  hard  Lodging,  and  thin  Weeds 

Nip  not  the  gaudy  blofloms  of  your  Love, 
But  that  it  bear  this  trial,  and  laft  love  ; 

Then  at  the  expiration  of  the  year, 
Come  challenge  me,  challenge  by  thefe  Deferts, 

And  by  this  Virgin  palm,  now  killing  thine, 
1  will  be  thine  •  and  till  that  inftant  shut 

My  wofulfelf  up  in  a  mourning  houle, 
Raining  the  Teers  of  Lamentation, 
For  the  remembrance  of  my  Fathers  death. 
If  this  thou  do  deny,  let  cur  hands  part, 
Neither  intituled  in  the  others  heart. 

King.  If  this,  or  more  than  this,  I  would  deny, 
To  flatter  up  thefe  powers  of  mine  with  reft, 
The  fudden  hand  of  death  clofe  up  mine  eye  : 

Hence  ever  then  ,  my  Heart  is  in  thy  Breaft. 
Bir.  And  what  to  my  Love?  and  what  to  me? 

'Kjf.  You  muft  be  purged  too,  your  Sins  are  rack'd, You  are  attaint  with  fault  and  perjury : 
Therefore  if  you  my  favour  mean  to  get, 
A  Twelve  month  (hall  you  fpend,  and  never  reft, 
But  feck  the  weary  beds  of  people  fick. 

Dum.  But  what  to  me  my  Love  ?  but  what  to  me  ? 
Km.  A  Wife,  a  Beard,  fair  Health  and  Honefty  \ 

Wi.h  three-fold  love,  1  wifh  you  all  thefe  three. 
Dum.  O  (hell  I  fay,  I  thank  you  gentle  Wife  ? 

Kat.  Not  fomy  Lord,  a  Twelve-month  and  a  day, 
I'le  mark  no  words  that  fmooth-foe'd  Wooers  fay. 
Come  when  the  King  doth  to  my  Lady  come  : 

Then  if  I  have  much  love,  I'le  give  you  fe  me. 
Dum  1'lefervethee  true  and  faithfully  til]  therr. 
Kath.  Yet  fwear  not-  l  aft  ye  be  forlworn  agen. 
Long.  What  fays  Maria  ? 
Mart.  At  the  Twelve-months  end, 

He  change  my  black  Gown,  for  a  faithful  Friend; 
Son.  Tie  ftay  with  pafience  :  but  the  time  is  long: 
Mart.  The  liker  you,  few  taller  ar  fo  young. 
Bir.  Studies  my  Lady  ?  Miftrels,  look  on  me, 

Behold  the  Window  of  my  Heart,  mine  Eye  : 
What  humble  Suit  attends  thy  anfwer  there, 
Impofe  fome  fervice  on  me  for  my  Love. 

Rofa.  Oft  have  1  heard  of  vou  my  Lord  Birone, 
Btfore  I  faw  you  :  and  the  Worlds  large  tongue 
Proclaims  you  for  a  man  repleat  with  mocks, 
Full  of  comparifons,  and  wounding  flouts, 
Which  you  on  all  Eftates  will  execute, 
That  lye  within  ths  mercy  of  your  Wit, 
To  weed  this  Wormwood  from  your  Iruitful  brain, 
And  therewithal  to  win  me,  if  you  pleafe, 
Without  the  wh:ch  I  am  not  to  be  won  , 

You  (hall  this  T  w  Ive-raonth  term  from  day  to  day, 
Vifit  rhe  fpeechlefs  Sick,  and  ftill  converfe 
With  groaning  wretches:  and  your  tasti  (hall  be3 
With  all  the  fierce  endeavour  of  your  Wit, 
To  enforce  this  pained  impotent  to  fm.le. 

Bir.  To  move  wild  laughter  in  the  throat  of  Death? 

It  cannot  be,  it  is  impoffibie: 
Mirth  cannot  move  a  Srul  in  Agony. 

Rofa.  Why  that's  the  way  to  choak  a  gibing  fpiritj 
Whole  influence  is  b<eor  of  that  loofe  grace, 
Which  (hallow  laughing  hearers  give  to  Fools  i 
A  jeftsprolperity,  lies  in  the  Ear 
Ot  him  that  hears  \t,  never  in  the  Tongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it :  then,  if  fickly  ears, 
Deaftwith  the  clamour?  of  their  own  dear  groans, 
Will  hear  your  idle  icorns    continue  then, 
And  J  will  have  you.  and  that  fault  withal 
But  if  they  will  nor,  throw  away  that  Spirit, 
And  I  (haH  find  you  empty  of  that  fault, 

R  ght  joyful  of  your  Reformation. 
Bir.  A  Twelve  rocnth  ?  Well,  befall  what  will  befall, 

Tie  jeft  a  Twelve-month  in  an  Hofpital. 
Erin.  I,  fweet  my  Lord,  and  fo  1  take  my  leave. 
King.  No  Madam>  we  will  bring  you  on  your  way, 
Bir.  Our  wooing  doth  not  end  like  an  old  Play  * 

Jack  hath  not  Jill  .•  thefe  Ladies  courtefic 
Might  well  have  made  our  fport  a  Comedy. 

King  Come  fir,  i%  wants  a  Twelve-month  and  a  day, 

And  then  'twill  end. 
Bir-  That's  too  long  for  a  Play. 

Enter  Braggart, 

Brag.  Sweet  Majefty  vouchfafe  me, 
Trin.  Was  not  that  Hettor  ? 

Dum.  The  worthy  Knight  of  Troy* 

"Brag.  1  will  kifs  thy  Royal  Fingei,  and  take  leave. 
I  am  a  Votary,  I  have  vow'd  to  Jaquenetta  to  hold  the 
Plough  for  her  f^eet  love  three  years.  But  nioft  cfteemed 
greatnels,  will  you  hear  the  Dialogue  that  the  two  Learn- 

ed men  have  complied ,  in  praife  of  the  Owl  and  the 
Cuckow  ?  It  ihoulu  have  followed  in  the  end  of  our 

Shew. 
Kin.  Call  them  forth  quickly,  we  will  do  fo» 
Brag-  Halla,  Approach; 

Enter  all. 

This  fide  is  Efiems,  Winter. 
This,  Ver,  the  Spring:  the  one  maintained  by  the  Owl, 
The  other  by  the  Cuckow. 

Ver.  begin. 
The  Song. 

When  Dafies  pied,  and  Violtts  blew, 
AndCuckpw-vuds  of  yellow  hue  : 
And  Lady  Smocks  all  Silver  white, 
Do  paint  the  Mtdows  with  delight, 
The  Cuckow  then  on  every  Tree 
Mocks  Married  men  ;  for  thai  Sings  he, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow t  Cuckow  >•  O  word  of  fear, 

Vnpleaftngto  a  Married  Ear. 

When  Shepherds  Pipe  on  Oaten  Straws, 
And  merry  Larks  are  Tloughmens  Clocks  . 
When  Turtles  tread,  and  Rooks  and  Daws, 
And  maidens  bleach  their  Summer  Smocks  : 

The  Cuckow  then  on  every  Tree 
Mocks  married  men  ;  for  thus  Sings  be, 

Cuckow- 
Cuckow,  Cuckow:  0  word  of  fear, 

Vnpleafing  to  a  Married  Ear. 

Winter. 

WhenJfckles  hang  by  the  Wall, 
And  Dick.tbeShepheard  blows  his  Nail } 
sind  Tom  bears  Logs  into  the  Hall, 

^And  Mtlkjcomcs  frozen  home  in  Tail : 
,  When 
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A  Midfummers  Nights  Dream. 

When  blood  is  nipt,  and  xvayes  be  foul, 

Then  rightly  (ings  the  flaring  Owle 

Tn-xvhit,to-tvho. 
±A  merry  note* 

While  greafie  jone  doth  keel  the  pot. 

IVhm  all  aloud  the  Wind  doth  blow. 

And  cojfing  drovtris  theparfons  Saw  : 

And  Birth  fit  brooding  in  the  Snow, 

And  Marrians  Nofe  looks  red  andrm  : 

When  rofied  Crabs  hifs  in  the  bowl, 
Then  nightly  fings  the  flaring  Otvle, 

Tu-whit,  to- who 
tsf  merry  note^ 

While  greafie  Jone  doth  keel  the  pot. 

Brag.  The  words  of  Mercury 
Are  harfh  after  the  Songs  of  Apollo  : 
You  that  way  }we  this  way. Exeunt  omttes. 

A  Midfummers  nights  Dream. 

AEius  Primus. 

Enter  The feus ,  Hippolita,  with  others. 

Thefeut. 
Ow  fair  Hippolita,  our  nuptial  hour 
Draws  on  apace  :  four  happy  dayes 
bring  in  how  flow 

Another  Moon :  but  oh,  me  thinks, 
This  old  Moon  wanes?  She  lingers  my 
de  fires 

Like  to  a  ftep-dame  or  a  Dowager  , 

Long  withering  out  a  young  mans  re- 

venue- 

Hip.  Four  dayes  will  quickly  fteep  themfelves  in  nights, 

^Four'nigftts  will  quickly  dream  away  the  time: And  then  the  Moon,  like  to  a  filver  bow, 
Now  ber.t  in  heaven,  fliall  behold  the  night 
Of  our  foleraniries. 

The.  Go  Phtloflrate, 
S-:ir  up  the  ̂ Athenian  youth  to  merriments, 
Awake  the  pert  and  nimble  fpirit  of  mirth, 
Turn  melancholiy  forth  to  Funerals: 
The  pale  companion  is  not  for  our  pomp. 

Hippolita, I  woo'd  thee  with  my  fword, 
And  won  thy  love,  doing  thee  injuries  : 
Sut  !  will  wed  thee  in  another  key, 
With  pomp,  with  triumph,  and  with  revelling. 

Enter  Sgeus  and  his  daughter  Hermia}  Lyfandcr, 
and  Demetrius. 

Ege,  FLppy  be  Thefeus,  our  renowned  Duke. 

The,  Thanks  good  Egeus :  what's  the  news  with  thee  ? 
Ege.  Full  of  vexation,  come  I,  with  complaint 

Agamft  my  child,  my  daughter  Hermia. 

Stand  forth  Demetrius. 

My  Noble  Lord, 

This  man  hath  roy  confent  to  marry  her. 

St  nd  forth  Lyfander. 
And  my  gracious  Duke, 

This  hath  bewirch'd  the  bofome  of  my  child  : 
Thou,  thcu  Lyfander,  thou  haft  given  her  rimes, 

Aid  inter   ar.g'd  love-token  with  ray  child  ; 

Thou  haft  by  Moon-light  at  her  window  fung-, 
With  faining  voice,  verfes  of  faining  love, 
And  ftoln  the  impreffion  of  her  fan ta fie, 
With  bracelets  of  thy  hair,  ring?,  gawds  conce  its, 
Knacks,  trifles,  Nofegayes,fweet-raeats(  meffengers 
Offtrongprevailraentin  unhardned  youth  ) 
With  cunning  haft  thou  filch'd  my  daughters  heart, 
Turn'd  her  obedience  (  which  is  due  to  me  ) 
To  ftubboin  harfhnefs.  And  my  gracious  Duke, 
Be  it  fo  (be  will  not  here  before  your  Grace, 
Confent  to  marr^i  with  Demetrius, 
1  beg  the  ancient  priviledgeof  Athens, 
As  fhe  is  mine,  I  may  d  fpole  of  her  , 
Which  fliall  be  cither  to  this  Gentleman, 
Or  to  her  death,  according  to  our  Law, 
Imroediarley  provided  in  that  cafe. 

'[he.  Wnatfayyou  Hermia}  be  advis'd  fairMiid. 
To  you  your  Father  fhould  be  as  a  God 

One  that  compos'd  your  beauties ;  yea,  and  one 
To  whom  you  arc  but  as  a  form  in  wax 
By  him  imprinted  :  and  within  his  power, 
To  leave  the  figure,  or  disrgurc  it  : 
Demetrius  is  a  worthy  Gentleman. 

Her.  So  is  Lyfander. 
The.  In  himiclf  he  is. 

But  in  this  kind,  wanting  your  Fathers  voice 
The  other  muft  be  held  the  worthier. 

Her .  I  would  my  Father  iook'd  but  with  my  eyes. 
The.  Rather  your  eyes  muft  with  his  judgement  look. 
Her.  1  do  in  treat  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 

I  know  not  by  what  power  1  am  made  bold. 
Nor  how  it  may  concern  my  roodefty 
In  fuch  a  prefence  here  to  plead  my  thoughts  ; 
But  I  beltechyour  Grace,  that  I  may  know 
The  word  that  may  befall  me  in  this  cafe, 

If  I  reful'e  to  wed  Demetrius. 
The.  Either  to  die  the  death,  or  to  abjure 

For  ever  the  fociety  of  men. 
Therefore  fair  Hermia  queftion  your  de  fires, 
Know  of  your  youth,  examine  well  vour  b!o<  d» 
Whether  (if you  yield  not  to  your  Fathers  choice  ) 
You  can  endure  the  livery  of  a  Nun, 

For  aye  to  be  in  fhady  Cloifter  mew'd, 
To  live  a  barren  filter  all  your  life, 

Chanting  faint  hymns  to  the  cold  fruitlefs  Moon, 

Thrice 
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Thrice  blefifd  they  that  mailer  fo  their  blood, 

To  undergo  fuch  Maiden  Pilgrimage, 

hut  earthlier  happy  is  the  M*  diftifl'dj 
Than  that  which  withering  on  the  virgin  thorn, 

Grows,  Lwes,  and  Dies,  in  tingle  Wefiednefe 
Her.  So  will  I  grow,  to  live,  fo  die,  my  Lord, 

Ei  e  I  will  yield  my  virgin  Patent  up 

Unto  his  Lordfhip,  to  whole  unwilhd  yoak.  • 

My  feUl  confents  not  to  givefoveraignty. 

The.  Take  time  to  paufe,  p.nd  by  the  next  New  Moo", 

Thefea'iog  day  betwixt  my  Love  and  me, 

For  everbfting  bond  of  feUowfhip. 

Upon  that  day  either.prepare  to  die, 

For  dilbbedience  to  yo,ui  Fathers  will, 
Or  the  to  wed  Dtnmrius  as  he  would, 

Or  cn  Dianaes  Altar  to  proteft 

For  aye,  aufterity  and  fingle  life. 
Dim.  Relent  fwect  Hernia,  and  Lyfander,  yield 

Thy  crazed  title  to  my  certain  right. 

Lyf.  You  have  her  Fathers  Love,  Demetrius  ! 
Let  me  have  Her  mixes  :  do  you  marry  him. 

Sgcus.  Scornful  lyfander  :  true,  he  hath  my  Love; 
And  what  is  mine,  my  Love  fnall  render  him. 

And  fhe  is  mine,  and  all  my  right  of  her 

I  do  eftateunto  Dsmetrins. 

Lyf.  1  am  my  Lord,  as  well  deriv'd  as  he, As  well  pcfTeft :  my  Love  is  more  than  his  j 

My  fortunes  every  way  as  fairly  rank'd 
Clf  not  with  vantage  )  as  Demetrius  : 
And  (  which  is  more  than  all  thefe  boafts  can  be  ) 

1  am  belov'd  of  b-auteous  Hermia. 

Why  fho'ild  not  I  then  profecute  ray  right  \ 
Demetrius.  I'le  avouch  it  to  his  head, 
Made  Love  to  Ncdars  Daughter,  Helena, 

And  won  her  foul :  and  fhe  (  tweet  Lady  j  dotes, 

1D~voutW  dotes,  dotes  in  Idolatry, 

Upon  nif  fpotted  and  inconftarit  man. 
The.  1  muft  cenfefs,  that  I  have  heard  fo  much, 

Ana  with  Demetrius  thought  to  have  fpoke  thereof : 

But  being  over-full  of  Iclf-arrairs, 

My  mind  did  lofe  it.    But  Vmjtrlns  come, 
And  come  Eg cus,  you  thai!  go  with  me, 
I  have  f  >meprivate  fchooling  for  you  both. 

For  you  fair  Hermia,  look  you  arm  your  felf, 

To  fit  your  fancies  to  your  Fathers  will  •, Or  elfethe  Law  of  Athens  yields  you  up 

(  Which  by  no  means  we  may  extenuate  ) 

To  death,  or  to  a  vow  of  fingle  life. 

Come  my  Hippoltta,  what  cheer  my  Love  ? 

Demetrius  and  Eg.  us  go  a!c,n  g  :  >1 

1  muft  eropby  you  in  feme  biifinefs  i  » 

Againft  our  nuptials,  and  cooler  with  yon 

Of  fometaing  nearly  that  concerns  your  ft  Ives. 

Ege.  With  duty  and  deftre we  foiluw  you.  Exeunt. 
Mattet  Lyfander  and  Hermia. 

Ly.  How  now  ray  Love  ?  Why  is  your  cheek  fo  pale  ? 
How  chance  the  Rotes  there  do  fade  fo  faft  ? 

Her.  Belike  for  want  of  Rain,  which  I  could  well 
Bstecmthem  from  the  tempeft  of  mine  eyes. 

Lyf.  Hermit,  for  ought  that  ever  I  could  Read, 

Could  ever  hear  by  Ta'.e  or  Hiitory , 
The  courfe  of  true  love  never  did  run  fmooth, 

But  eithe.  it  was  different  in  blood. 

Her.  Ocrofs  !  too  high  to  beenthralPd  to  love. 

Lyf.  Or  elfc  mifgraffed,  in  refpeft  of  years. 

Her.  O  iptght .'  too  old  to  be  engjg'd  too  young. 
Lyf.  Or  eiie  it  flood  upon  the  choice  of  Merit. 
Her.  O  hell !  to  choofe  love  by  anothers  eye. 
Lyf.  Or  if  there  were  a  fyraparhy  in  choice, 

War,  death,  or  fickiiefs,  did  lay  fiege  to  it  } 
Making  it  momentary,  as  a  found  : 
Swift  as  a  fnadow,  fhort  as  any  dream, 
Brief  as  the  lightning  in  the  collicd  night, 

ThatC  in  a  fp'.een)  unfolds  both  heaven  and  earth 

)  Z   

And  ere  a  man  hath  power  to  fay,  behold, 
The  jaws  of  darknefsto  devour  it  up, 

So  quick  bright  things  come  to  confufion. 
Her.  If  then  true  Lovers  have  been  ever  croff5 

It  ftands  as  an  Edict  in  deftiny ! 
Then  let  us  teach  our  trial  patience, 
Becaufe  it  is  a  cuftomary  crofs, 

As  due  to  Love,  as  thoughts ,  and  dre„  m?,  and  fighs, 
Wifhes  and  Tears,  poor  Fancies  followers. 

Lyf.  A  good  peifwafion  *,  therefore  hear  me  Hermia, I  have  a  Widow  Aunt,  a  Dowager, 

Of  grear  revenue,  and  fhe  hath  no  Grid  : 
From  Athens  is  her  houle  remov'd  (even  leagues, 
And  (lie  r-Jpeels  me  as  her  oi  ly  Son  : 
There  gentle  Hermia.  may  I  marry  thee, 
And  to  that  place,  the  (harp  Athenian  Law 

Cannot  purfue  us.    If  thou  lov'ft  me,  then 
Steal  forth  thy  Fathers  houfeto  morrow  night : 
Ard  in  the  VVood,  a  L.ague  without  the  Town, 
\  Where  I  did  meet  thee  once  with  Helena, 
To  do  obfei  vance  for  a  morn  of  May) 
There  will  I  flay  for  rhee. 

Her.  My  good  Lyfandery 

I  fwear  to  thee,  by  Cupid's  ftrongeft  bow, 
By  his  beft  arrow  with  the  gol  ien  head, 
By  the  fimplicityof  Penus  Doves, 
By  that  which  knitteih  fouls,  and  profpers  love, 

And  by  that  fire  which  burn'd  the  Carthage  Queen, 
When  the  falfe  Trojan  under  iaii  was  letn, 
By  all  the  vows  that  ever  men  have  broke, 
C  In  number  more  than  ever  women  fpoke  ) 
In  that  fame  place  thou  haft  ̂ ppou.tcd  me, 
Tomorrow  truly  will  i  v:.cn  with  thee. 

Lyf.  Keep  promife  Love  :  look  her*  comes  Helena. 

Enter  Helena. 

Her.  God  fpeed  fair  Helena,  whither  away  / 
Hel.  Call  you  me  fair  ?    that  fair  again  unfay, 

Demctrins  loves  you  fair  :  O  happy  fair  i 

Your  eyes  are  load-ftars,  and  your  tongues fweet  ayr 
More  tuneable  then  Lark  to  Shepherds  ear, 
W  eo  Wheat  is  green,  whenHaw  thorn  Euds  appear. 
Sk  kncls  is  catching :  O  were  favour  fo, 
Your  words Tde  catch,  fair  Hermia.  ere  Igo, 
My  ear  fhould  catch  your  voice,  my  eye,  your  eye, 
My  tor.gue  fhould  catch  your  tongues  fweet  melody. 
VVere  the  World  mine,  Demetrius  being  bated, 
The  reft  Tie  give  to  be  to  you  tranfLted. 
O  teach  me  how  you  look,  and  with  what  art 
You  fway  the  motion  of  Demetrius  heart. 

Her.  I  frown  upon  him,  vet  he  loves  me  {till. 

Hel.  O  that  your  frowns  would  teach  my  frai'es  fuch 
Her.  I  give  him  curfes,  yet  hegsvo-  me  love.  (skill. 
Hel.  O  that  ray  prayers  could  luch  affe&ion  move. 
Her.  The  more  I  hate,  the  more  he  follows  me. 
Hel.  The  more  I  love,  the  more  he  hateth  me. 

H.r.  His  folly  Helena  is  none  of  mine.       *  (mine. 
Hel.  None  but  your  beauty,  would  that  fault  were 
Her.  Take  comfort :  he  no  more  fnall  fee  my  face, 

Lyfander  and  my  felf  will  fly  this  place. 
Before  the  time  I  did  Lyfander  fee, 

Seem'd  Athens  like  a  paradit'e  to  me. 
O  then,  what  graces  in  my  Love  do  dweU, 

That  he  hath  turned  a  Heaven  into  Hell.? 

Lyf  Helen,  to  you  our  minds  we  will  unfold-. 
To  morrow  night  when  Pkcebe  doth  behold 
Her  filver  vifage  in  the  watry  glafi, 

Decking  with  liquid  pearl,  thebladed  grafs 
(  A  time  that  Lovers  flights  doth  ftill  con«eal  ) 

Through  Athens  gate,  have  we  devh'd  to  fteal. 
Her.  And  in  the  wood,  where  often  you  and  I, 

Upon  faint  Primrofe  beds  were  wont  to  lye, 

Emptying  our  bofomes  of  their  counfel  fwell'd  j *  There 
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There  my  Lyfindef,  and  my  fcif  (hall  meet, 
And  thence  from  ̂ Athens  rurn  away  our  eyes, 

1*0  feek  new  friends  andflrange  companions, 
Farewel  fwcet.  play-fellow,  pray  thou  far  us, 
And  good  luck  grant  thee  thy  Demetrius. 
Keep  word  Lyftnder,  we  mud  ftarve  our  fight, 
Fiomlo've:s  food,  till  morrow  deep  midnight. Exit  Hermit* 

Lyf.  I  will  my  Htrmiu.  Helena  adieu, 
As  you  on  hi»,  Demetrius  dotes  on  you. 

Lyfander. Hell.  How  h;;ppy  Tome,  o're  otherfomc  can  be  ? 
Through  y^ktfj  1  am  thought  as  fair  as  flic. 
Bit  what  of  that?  D.metriits  thinks  not  fo : 
He  will  not  know,  what  all,  but  he  doth  know, 
And  as  he  errs,  doting  on  Hermiaes  eyes;. 

So  I,  admiring  of  his  qualities.- 
Things  bale  and  vile,  holding  no  quantity, 
Love  can  trarfpole  to  form  and  dignity, 
Love  looks  not  with  the  eyes,  but  with  the  minde, 

And  therefore  is  wicig'd  Cupid  p-.inted  blind. 
Nor  hath  loves  rr.ind  of  any  judgment  tafte  : 

Wing-  and  no  eye?,  figure,  unheevk'  haft. 
And  therefore  is  Love  iaid  to  be  a  Child  , 

ikcaulcin  choice  he  often  is  beguil'd, 
As  waggifh  Boys  themlelves  in  game  forfwea:  j 

So  the  Boy  Love  is  pet  jur'd  every  where. 
For  ere  'Demetrius  lookt  on  Hermiaes  eyr?, 
H;  haii'd  down  oth*  that  he  was  only  mine. 
And  whcnthU  Ha.l  iome  heat  from  Hernia  felt, 
So  he  di!Ti>l- V:,  and  fhowres  of  oaths  did  melt. 
I  will  go  ttll  him  of  fair  Hermiaes  flight : 
Then  to  the  Wood  will  he  to  morrow  night 

Purfue  her ;  and  for  his  intelligence,  ■ 
If  1  have  thanks,  it  is  a  dear  expence : 
But  herein  mean  1  to  enrich  my  pain, 
To  have  his  fight  thither,  and  back  again.  Exit. 

I  Enter  Quince  the  Carpenter ,  Snug  the  foyner,  Bottom  the 
Weaver ,  plate  the  Bellows-mender,  Snovet  the  Tinker, 

and  Starveling  the  Taylor. 

Qu.  Ic  a  1  our  company  here  ? 
Bot.  You  were  iheft  to  call  them  generally,  man  by 

man,  according  to  the  (crip.  • 

Q«.  H  :re  is  the  I'crowl  of  every  roans  name,  which  is 
thought  fit  through  ail  Athens,  to  play  in  our  (interlude 
before  the  Duke  a:;d  the  Dutchefs,  on  his  wedding  day 
at  night. 

Bot.  Firft,  good  Peter  Quince,  fay  what  the  Play 
treats  on  >  then  Read  the  Names  of  the  Actors  and  fo 

grow  on  to  appoint. 
Marry  our  Play  is  the  moft  lamentable  Comedy, 

and  rooft  cruel  death  of  Pyramus  and  Tloisby. 
Bot.  A  very  good  piece  of  work  I  allure  you,  and  a 

merry.  Now  good  Peter  Quince,  call  forth  your  Aftors 
by  the  icro*l.    Matters  fpread  your  felves. 

Quince,  Anfwer  as  I  call  you.  Nick,  Bottom  the 
Weave. 

'Bott.m,  Ready,  name  what  part  lam  for,  and  pro- 
ceed. 

Quince.  You  Nic'^  mttam  are  fet  down  for  Pyra- ViUS. 

net.  What  is  Fyrawus,  a.  Lover.,  or  a  Tyrant  ? 
Quince.  A  Lover  that  kills  himfelf  molt  gallantly  for 

Love. 

Bot.  That  will  ask  fome  tears  in  the  true  perform- 
ing of  it;  if  I  do  it,  let  the  audience  look  to  their  eyes 

1  will  move  ftorms  *,  1  will  condole  in  fome  meafure. 
To  the  reft  yet,  my  chief  humour  is  for  a  Tyrant;!  could 
p!  iy  Erclet  iarely ,  or  a  part  to  tear  a  Cat  in,  to  make  all 
fplit  to  /aging  Recks,  and  fhivering  Shocks  (hall  break 
the  Locks  of  Prifon  Gates,  and  Thibbut  carre  fhall  fhine 
from  far ,  and  make  and  mar  the  ioolifh  Fates.  This 

was  lofty.  Now  name  the  reft  of  the  Players.  This 
is  Eretes  vein,  a  Tyrants  vein  :  a  Lover  is  mor«  condo- 

ling. 

K*i*.  Francis  Flute  the  Bellovys-iiiender. 
Flu-  Here  Peter  Quince. 
Qu.  You  muft  take  Tbisbie  on  you. 
Flu.  What  is  Thisbie,  a  wandring  Knight  ? 

It  is  the  Lady  that  Tyramus  mult  Love. 
Flu.  Nay.  faith,  let  not  me  play  a  woman,  I  have  a Beard  coming. 

Qu.  That's  all  one,  ycu  fhall  play  it  in  a  Mask,  and 
you  may  Ipeak  as  f'maW  as  you  will. Bet.  And  I  may  hide  my  fcce,  let  me  play  Thisbie 
too  •,  Tie  fpedK  in  a  monftrous  little  voice,  Tbifae,  Tbif- ne,  ah  Pyramus  my  lover  dear,  thy  Thisbie  dear,  and Lady  dear. 

No  no,  you  nr.uft  play  Pyramus :  and  Flute  you Thisbie. 

Bet.  Well,  proceed. 
Qu.  Robin  Starveling,  the  Taylor, 
Star.  Here  Peter  Quince. 
Quince.  Rubin  Starveling,  you  muft  play  Ihisbits 

Moiner  ?  **7? 7om  Snowt,  the  Tinker. 
Snowt.  Her;  Peter  Quince. 

Qu.  You  Pyramus  father  my  felf,  Tbisbies  father-, 
Snug,  the  Jovner  you  the  Lyons  part;  and  I  hope  there is  a  ':  1  iv  fitted. 

Snug  H  vr  you  the  Lyons  part  written  ?  pray  you  if 
it  be,  give  i.  /r  e,  for  I  am  flow  of  ftudy. 

Qu.  You  may  do  it  Extempore,  for  it  is  nothing  but 

roaring. 

Bot.  Let  me  p'ay  the  Lyon  too,  I  will  roar,  that  I 
will  do  any  mans  heart  good  to  hear  me.  I  will  ioar, 
that  I  wiH.inake  the  Du*e  fay,  Let  him  roar  again,  let him  roar  again- 

Qu.  If  you  fhorld  do  it  too  terribly,  you  would 
hight  the  Dutchefi  and  the  Ladies,  that  they  would 
fhrike,  and  that  were  enough  to  hang  us  all. 

All.  That  would  hang  us  every  mothers  fon. 
Bottome.  I  grant  you  ft  iend ,  if  that  tu  fhould 

fright  the  Ladies  out  of  their  Wits ,  tttey  would 
have  no  more  dilcretion  but  to  hang  us :  but  1  will  ag- 

gravate my  voice  fo  ,  that  I  will  roar  you  as  gently 
as  any  fucking  Dove  I  will  rear  and  'twere  any 
Nightingal. 

Quince.  You  can  play  no  part  but  Pyramus,  for  Tyra- 

mus is  a  lweet-fac'd  man,  a  proper  man  as  one  fhall  fee 
in  a  fummers  day;  a  moft  lovely  Gentleman-like-man, 
therefore  you  muft  needs  play  Pyramus. 

Bot.  Well,  I  will  undertake  it.  What  Beard  were  I 

beft  to  play  it  in  ? 
Quirt  Why,  what  you  will. 
Bot.  I  will  difcharge  it ,  in  either  your  ftraw-colcur 

beard,f  your  orange-tawny  beard,  your  purple  in  grain 
beard,  or  your  French-crown  coloui'd  beaid,  your  per- 

fect vellow. 
Q«/w.  Some  of  your  French-Crowns  have  no  hair 

at  all;  and  then  you  will  play  bare-fae'd;  But  mafters  here 
are  your  parts,  and  I  am  to  entreat  you,  requeft  you,  and 
defire  you,  to  con  them  by  to  morrow  night :  and  meet 
me  in  the  palace  wood,  a  mile  without  the  Town,  by 
Moon-light,  there  we  will  rehearfe :  for  if  we  meet  in  the 

City,  we  fhall  be  dog'd  with  company,  and  our  devices 
known.  In  the  mean  time,  1  will  draw  a  Bill  of  proper- 

ties, fuch'as  our  Play  wants.  I  pray  you  fail  me  nor. 
Bot.  We  will  meet,  and  there  we  may  rehearfe  more 

obfanely  and  courageoufly.  Take  pain,  be  perfect,  adieu. 
Quin.  At  the  Dukes  oak  we  meet. 

B.t.  Enough,  hold  or  cut  bow-ftrings.  Exeunt. 

*  Aftus 
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Attus  Secuncfus. 

Enter  a  fairie  at  one  door ,  and  Robin  Good- 
fellow  At  another. 

Rob.  How  now  fpirit,  whither  wander  you  ? 
Fat.  Over  hill,  over  dale,  through  bufh,  through  briar, 

Over  park,  over  pale,  through  flood,  through  fire, 

I  do  wandtr  every  where,  fwifter  than  the  Moons  fphere  \ 

And  I  fervc  the  Fairy  Queen,  to  dew  her  orbs  upon  the 

The  Cowflps  tall,  her  penfioners  be,  (  green. 
In  their  gold  coats,  fpots  you  fee, 
Thofe  be  Rubie?,  Fairy  favours, 
In  thofe  freckle-,  live  their  favors: 
I  raufi  go  feek  fome  dew  drops  here, 
And  har.g  a  pearl  in  every  cowllps  ear. 

Farewel  thou  Lob  of  fpirits,  i'le  be  gon, 
Our  Queen  and  all  her  Elves  come  here  anon. 

Rob.  The  King  doth  keep  his  Revels  here  to  nighr, 
Take  heed  the  Queen  come  not  within  his  fight, 
For  Oberon  is  puffing  fell  and  wrath, 
Became  that  fhe,  as  her  attendant,  ruth 
A  lovely  boy  ftoln  from  an  Indian  King, 
She  n,  ver  had  fo  fweet  a  changeling, 
And  jealous  Oberon  would  have  the  child 
Knight  of  this  train,  to  trace  the  Forrefts  wild. 
But  fhe  (  per-force  )  with-holds  the  loved  boy, 
Crowns  him  with  flowers,  and  makes  him  all  her  joy 
And  now  they  never  meet  in  grove,  or  green, 
By  fountain  clear,  or  ipangled  ftar-ligbt  (heen, 
But  they  do  fquare,  rhat  all  their  Elves  for  fear 
Creep  into  Acorn  cups  and  hide  them  there. 

Fai.  Either  I  miftake  your  fnape  and  making  quite, 

Or  elfe  you  are  that  fhrew'd  and  knav.fti fpirit 
Cal'd  Robin  Good-feUw.  Ar?  you  m  t  he, 
That  fright  the  maidens  of  the  Vihgree 
Sisim  milk,  and  fometimes  labour  in  the  Quern, 
And  bootlef,  make  the  breachlcfs  hufwife  chern, 
And  (brat time  make  the  drink  to  bear  no  barme, 
Msfl  ad  night-wandererf ,  laugh  ng  at  their  harm, 

Thofe  that  Hobgoblin  call  you-,  and  fweet  Puckj, 
You  do  their  work,  and  they  (hall  have  good  luck. 
Are  not  you  he  ? 

Rob.  Thou  fpeak'ft  aright 
I  am  that  merry  wanderer  of  the  night  i 
I  jeft  to  Orberon,  and  make  him  fmile, 
When  I  a  fat  and  bean- fed  Horfe  beguile, 

N-ighing  in  hkenels  like  a  fii'Jv  foal, And  fometimes  link  I  in  a  Goffips  bowl, 
In  very  likenefs  of  a  roafted  crab  : 

And  when  fhedrinkc,  againft  her  lips  I  bob, 
And  on  her  withered  dewlap  pour  the  Ale. 
The  wife  ft  Aunt  telling  the  laddeft  tale, 
Sometim.-  for  three-foot  ftocl,  miitaketh  me, 
Then  (hp  I  from  her  bum,  down  topoles  fhe, 
And  tailour  cries,  and  falls  into  a  coffe. 
And  then  the  whole  quire  hold  their  hips,  and  loffe, 
And  waxen  in  their  mirth,  and  neeze,  and  fwear, 
A  merrier  hour  was  never  wafted  there. 

But  room  Fairy,  here  comes  Oberon* 
Fai.  And  here  my  Miftrefs  ; 

Would  that  we  were  gone. 

Enter  King  of  Fairi-s  at  one  door  with  his  train,  and 
the  Queen  at  another  with  hers. 

Oh.  Ill  met  by  Moon-light, 
Proud  Titauia. 

Qh.  What,  jealous  Oberon}  Fairy  skip  hence, 
I  have  foif  «vorn  his  bed  and  company. 

Ob.  Tarry  rafh  Wanton ,  am  not  I  thy  Lord  ? 
§ht.  Then  Imuft  be  thy  Lady  :  but  I  know 

When  thou  waft  ftoln  away  from  fairy  Land, 
And  in  the  fhape  of  Conn,  lat  all  day, 
Playing  on  pipes  of  Corn,  and  ver  Mug  love 
To  amorous  Philiida.    Why  art  thou  here 
Come  from  the  farthtft  fteep  of  Indta} 
But  that  forfooth  the  bouncing  Amaz.cn 

Your  buskin'd  Miftrefs,  and  your  Warriour  love, 
To  Thefeus  muft  be  Wedded,  and  you  come, 
To  give  their  bed  joy  and  profperity. 

Ob.  How  canftthou  thus  for  fh  irae,  Titania, 

Glance  at  my  credit,  with  Htppolita} 
Knowing  1  know  thy  love  to  Thejem  > 
Didft  thou  not  lead  him  through  the  glimmering  night 
From  Peregenia,  whom  he  r  ivithed  ? 
And  ra^ke  him  with  fair  Eigles  break  his  faith 
With  Ariadne,  and  Antiopa  ? 

Qh.  Thefearethe  forgeries  of  jealoufie, 
And  never  fince  the  middle  Summers  fpnng,  , 
Met  we  on  hill,  in  dale,  forreft,  or  mead, 
By  pa?ed  fountain,  or  by  rufhy  brook, 
Or  in  the  beached  margent  of  the  fea, 
To  dance  our  ringkta  to  the  whittling  wind, 

But  with  thy  brawls  thou  haft  difturb'd  our  fport. 
Therefore  the  winds  piping  to  us  in  vain, 

As  in  revenge  hive  luck*d  up  from  the  lea, 
Con  agious  foggs  :  Which  falling  in  the  land, 
Hath  every  petty  River  made  fo  proud, 
That  they  have  over-born  their  Continents. 

The  Oxe>  hath  therefore  ftretch'd  his  yoak  in  vain, 
The  Ploughman  loft  his  fweat,  and  the  green  Corn 

Hath  rotted,  ere  his  youth  attain'd  a  beard  : 
The  fold  ftands  empty  rathe  drowned  field, 
And  Crows  are  fatted  with  the  murrion  flock, 

,  The  Nine-mens-fflorris  is  fill'd  up  with  mud, 
\  And  theqneintM^zesin  the  wanton  green, 

For  lack  of  tread  are  undiftinguifhable. 
The  humane  mortals  want  their  winter  here, 
No  night  is  now  with  hymn, or  carol  bleft  ; 
Therefore  the  Moon  (  thegnvernefs  of  flouds) 
Pale  in  her  anger,  wafhes  all  the  air  \ 
That  Rheuraatick  difeafes  do  abound. 

And  through  this  diftc  mptrature,  we  fee, 
The  feafons  alter    hoary  hea-Jed  frofts 
Fall  in  the  frefh  lap  of  the  crimfon  Rofe, 
And  on  old  Hyems  chin  and  Icy  crown, 
An  odorous  Chaplet  of  fweet  Summer  buds 
Is  as  in  mockery  fet.    The  Spring,  the  Summer, 
Thechiding  Autumn,  angry  Winter  change 
Their  wonted  Liveries,  and  the  amaz?d  world, 
By  their  increafe,  now  knows  not  which  ii  which  : 
And  this  fame  progeny  of  evill  comes 
From  our  debate,  from  our  diflention, 
We  are  their  parent;  and  original. 

Ob.  Do  you  amend  it  then,  it  lies  in  you, 
Why  fhould  Titania  crofs  her  Orberon  $ 
I  do  but  beg  a  little  changeling  boy, 

To  be  my  Henchman. 
Qu.  Set  your  heart  at  reft, 

The  Fairy-land  buys  not  the  child  of  me. 
His  mother  was  a  Votrefs  of  my  Order, 
And  in  the  fpiced  Indian  air  by  night 
Full  often  fhe  hath  goffipt  by  my  fide, 
And  fat  with  me  on  Neptunes  yellow  lands, 

Marking  th'embarked  traders  of  the  flood, 
When  we  laught  to  fee  the  fails  conceive, 
And  grow  big  bellied  wiih  the  wanton  wind  ; 
Which  fhe  with  pretty  and  with  fwimming  gate. 

Following  ("her  womb  then  rich  with  ray  young  fquire  ) 
Would  imitate,  and  fail  upon  the  Land, 

I  To  fetch  me  trifles  and  return  again, 

1  As  from  a  voyage  rich  with  merchandize. 
I  But  fhe  being  mortal  of  that  boy  did  dye, 

And 
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And  for  her  fake  I  fri  rear  up  her  boy, 
And  Tor  her  lake  1  will  not  part  with  him. 

Ob.  How  long  within  ( hi^  Wood  intend  you  flay  ? 
Oh   perchance  till  alter  Thefeus  Wedding-day. 

'f  yon  wili  patiently  darce  incur  Round, 
And  fee  vm  Moon-light  Revels,  go  with  us  \ 
If  not,  fhun  me  and  1  will  fpare  your  haunts. 

Ob-  Give  me  that  boy,  and  1  will  go  with  thee. 

Not  tor  thy  Fairy  Kingdom  Furies  away  : 

We  I?  aM  chide  down  right,  It  I  longer  ftay.  Exeunt. 

Ob  Well,  go  thy  way  :  thou  fhalt  not  from  this  grove, 
Till  I  torment  thee  for  this  Injury. 

My  gentle  Puck  come  hither  ;  thou  remembreft 
Since  1  fat  upon  a  promontory, 
Andheaid  aMear-ma-d  on  a  Dolphins  back, 

Uttering  fuch  Dulcet  and  Harmonious  breach, 
That  the  rude  Sea  grew  civil  at  her  Song, 
And  certain  Stars  (hot  madly  from  their  Sphears, 
To  hear  the  Sva-maids  MuGck. 

Tit.  I  remember. 

Ob.  That  very  time  I  fay  (  but  thou  could'ft  not  ) 
Frying  between   the  cold  Moon  and  the  Earth, 

Cupid  all  arra'd  ;  a  certain  aim  he  took 
At  a  fair  Veftal,  Throned  by  the  Wjl, 

And  loos'd  his  Love-fhaft  fraartly  from  his  Bow, 
As  it  would  pierce  a  hundred  thoufand  hearts, 
But  I  might  lee  young  Cupids  fiery  (haft 
Quench  in  the  chaft  beams  of  the  watry  Moon ; 
And  the  Imperial  Votrtfi  patted  on, 
In  Maiden  meditation,  fancy-free. 

Yet  mark'd  I  where  the  bolt  of  £upidk\l. 
It  fell  upon  a  little  Weftern  Flower : 
Before,  Milk-white:  now  purple  with  loves  wound, 
And  maidens  call  it,  Love  in  Idlenefi. 

Fetch  me  that  Flower  }  the  Herb  1  fhew'd  thee  once, 
The  juiceof  it<  on  fheping Eye-lids  laid, 
Will  make  a  Man  or  Woman  madly  doje 
Upon  the  next  live  Creature  that  it  fees. 
Fetch  me  this  herry  and  be  thou  here  again, 
Ere  the  Leviathan  can  fwim  a  league. 

Pu.  I'le  put  a  Girdle  about  the  Earth  in  forty  Minutes. Exit. 

Ob.  Havirg  once  this  juice, 

I'le  watch  Tttania,  when  iTic  isafieep, 
And  drop  the  liquor  of  it  in  her  eyes  : 
The  next  thing  when  fhe  waking  look*  upon, 
(BeitonLyon,  Bear,  or  Wolf,  or  B  ill, 
On  rrndiing  Monkey,  or  on  bufy  Ape ) 
She  fhall  purfue  ir,  with  the  Soul  ot  Love. 
And  ere  1  take  this  Charm  off  from  her  fight, 
(  As  I  can  take  it  with  another  herb) 
Pie  make  her  render  up  her  Page  to  me. 
But  who  comes  here  ?  l  am  invifible, 
And  1  will  over-hear  their  conference. 

Enter  Demetrius,  Helena  following  him. 

Dem.  I  love  thee  not,  therefore  purfue  me  not* 
Where  is  Lyfander,  and  fair  Hermia  ? 

The  one  I'e  ftay,  the  other  ftayeth  me. 
Thou  told'ft  me  they  were  ftoln  into  this  wood 
And  here  ami,  and  wood  within  this  wood, 
B.caufe  I  cannot  meet  my  Hermia. 
Hence  get  thee  gone,  and  (ollow  mt  no  more. 

Hel.  Ycu  draw  me  you  hard-hearted  Adamant, 
But  yet  ycu  draw  not  Iron ;  for  my  heart 
Is  true  as  Steel.   Leave  your  power  to  draw, 
And  I  fhall  have  no  power  to  follow  you. 

Dem.  Do  1  entice  you  ?  £0  1  fpeak  you  fair  ? 
Or  rather  do  I  not  in  plaineft  truth, 
Tell  you  I  do  not,  nor  I  cannot  love  you? 

Hel.  And  even  for  that  do  I  love  thee  the  more  '7 
I  am  your  Spaniel ,  and  Demetrius, 
The  more  you  beat  me,  1  will  fawn  on  you. # 

U!e  me  but  as  yourSpauul ,  fpurn  me,  ftrike  nK,. 
Neglect  me,  lofe  me  \  only  give  me  leave 

("Unworthy ?.i  Ian.)  to  follow  you. 
What  worfer  place  can  I  b,  g  in  your  Love, 
(And  yet  a  place  of  high  rrfpeft  with  me,) 
Than  to  beufed  as  you  do  your  Dog  ? 

D:m.  Tempt  not  too  much  the  hatred  cf  my  Spirit, 
For  I  am  fick  when  !  do  look  on  thee. 

Hel.  And  lam  lick  when  I  look  not  on  y:u. 
Dem.  You  do  impeach  your  modefly  too  much, 

To  leave  the  City,  and  commit  your  felf 
Into  the  handsof  one  that  loves  you  not, 
To  truft  the  opportunity  of  Night, 
And  the  il!  counftlof  a  defer t  place, 
With  the  rich  worth  of  your  virginity. 

Hel.  Your  virtue  is  my  priviledge:  for  that 
It  is  not  night  when  1  do  fee  your  face. 
Therefore  I  think  I  am  not  in  the  Night, 
Nor  doth  this  wood  lack  worlds  of  company, 
For  you  in  my  relpect  are  all  the  World. 
Then  how  can  it  be  laid  I  am  alone  , 
When  all  the  World  is  here  to  look  on  me  ? 

Dem.  Tie  run  from  thee  and  hide  me  in  the  brakes, 
And  leave  thee  to  the  mercy  of  wild  Bcafts. 

Hel.  The  wildeft  hath  not  fuch  a  heart  as  you  •, 

Run  when  you  will ,  the  ftory  fhall  bechang'd  : 
sAppofo  flies,  and  Daphne  holds  the  Chace- 
The  Dove  purfuesthe  Griffin,  the  mild  Kind 
Makes  fpeed  to  catch  the  Tyger.  Boctlefs  fpeed, 
When  Cowardife  purfues,  and  Valour  ffes. 

Dem.  I  will  not  ftay  thy  queftions,  let  me  go  ; 
Or  if  you  follow  me,  do  not  believe, 
But  I  fhall  do  thee  milchief  in  the  VVood . 

H  I.  I,  in  the  Temple,  in  the  Town,  and  Field. 
You  do  roc  roifchief.  Fye  Demetrius, 
Your  wrongs  do  fet  a  fcandal  on  my  Sex : 
We  cannot  fight  for  Love,  as  men  may  do  \ 

We  fhould  be  woo'd,  and  were  not  made  to  wooe. 
I  follow  thee,  and  make  a  Heaven  of  Hell, 
To  dye  upon  the  hand  I  love  fo  well  Exit. 

Ob.  Fare  thee  well  Nymph,  ere  he  do  leave  this  Grove. 
Thou  fhalt  fly  him,  and  he  fhall  leek  thy  love. 
Haft  thou  the  flower  there  ?  Welcome  wanderer. 

Enter  Puck. 

Pu.  I,  there  it  is. 

Ob.  I  pray  thee  give  it  me. 
I  know  a  bank  where  the  wild  Time  Mows. 
Where  the  Oxflipsand  the  nodding  Violet  grows, 
Quite  over  Cannoned  with  iulciou  Woodbine, 
Withfweet  musk  Rofes,  and  wi  h  Eglantine, 
There  fleeps  Ttt;ma,  fometime  of  the  Night, 

Lull'd  in  thefe  flowers,  with  dances  and  delight: 
And  there  the  Snake  throws  herenamrael'd  Skin, 
Weed  wide  enough  to  wrap  a  Fairy  in- 
And  with  the  juice  of  this  Fie  ftreak  her  Eyes, 
And  make  her  full  of  hateful  Fantafies. 

Take  thou  fome  of  it,  and  feek  through  this  Grove  ; 
A  lweet  Athenian  Lady  is  in  Love 
With  a  difdainfol  youth  :  annoint  his  Eyes, 
But  do  it  when  the  next  thing  he  efpics, 
May  be  the  Lady.    Thou  fhalt  know  the  man, 
By  the  Athenian  Garments  he  hath  on. 
Effeft  it  with  fomecare,  that  he  may  prove 
More  fond  on  her,  than  fhe  upon  her  love  ; 
And  look  thou  meet  me,  ere  the  firft  Cock  crow* 

Pu.  Fear  not  my  Lord,  your  fervant  fhall  do  fo.  Exit. 
Enter  Queen  of  Fairies,  with  her  Train. 

Qu.  Come,  now  a  Roundel,  and  a  Fairy  Song: 
Then  for  the  third  part  of  a  Minute  hence, 
Some  to  kill  Rankers  in  the  Musk  Rofe  buds, 
Some  war  with  Reremife,  for  their  leathern  wings, 
To  make  my  fmalJ  Elves  Coats,  and  keep  fome  back 

'  The 
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At  our  qaeint  fpirits  :  Sing  me  now  a  fleep, 

Then  to  your  offices,  and  let  roe  reft. 

Fairies  Sing 

Tuft  fpotttd  Snakfs  with  double  tongue9 

lhorny.Hedgehoggs  be  not  feen, 
Newts  and  blind  worms  do  no  wrong, 

Come  not  near  our  Fairy  Queen. 
Pbilomele  with  melodie. 

.  Sin%  in  your  fweet  Lullaby, 
Lulla,  lulla,  lullaby,  lull*  lulla,lullaby  t 
Never  harm,  nor  J  fell,  nor  Charm. 

Come  our  lovely  Lady  nye% 

So  good  night  with  Lullaby. 
2.  Fairy.  ! 

Weaving  Spiders  come  not  here  -, 

Hence  you  long  leg'd  Sf  inner  s,  hence  ? 
Beetles  black^aff  roach  not  near  : 
Worm  nor  Snayl  do  no  offence^ 
FhiUmele  with  melody,  &c. 

I.  fairy. 

Hence  away  \  now  all  is  well  i 

One  aloof,  ftand  Centinel. 

Enter  Ober on. 

Ob.  What  thou  feeft  when  thoudoft  wake. 

Do  it  for  thy  true  Love  take : 

Love  and  Languifh  for  his  fake 
Be  it  Ounce,  or  C<tf,or  Bear, 
Pard,  or  Boar,  with  briftled  Hair, 
In  thy  eye  that  fhall  appear, 

When  thou  wak'ft,  it  is  thy  dear. 
Wake  when  fome  vile  thing  is  near. 

Enter  Lyfander  and  Hermia.  . 
Lyf.  Fair  love,  you  faint  with  wandring  in  the  Woods  j 

And  to  fpeak  troth,  1  have  forgot  our  way  ; 

We'l  reft  us  Hermia,  if  you  think  it  good, 
And  tarry  for  the  comfort  of  the  day. 

Her.  Be  it  fo  Lyfander  \  find  you  out  a  Bed, 
For  I  upon  this  Bank  will  reft  my  Head. 

Lyf.  One  Turf  fhall  ferve  as  Pillow  for  us  bothj, 
One  Heart,  one  B:d,two  Boforns,  and  one  Troth. 

Her.  N-jy  good  Lyfander,  for  my  fake  my  dear, 
Lie  further  off  yet,  do  not  lie  fo  near. 

Lyf.  O  take  the  fence  fweet,  of  my  innocence, 
Love  takes  the  meaning,  in  Loves  conference, 
I  mean  that  my  Heart  unto  yours  is  knit, 
So  that  but  one  heart  can  you  make  of  it. 
Two  Bofoms  interchanged  with  an  oath, 
So  then  two  Bofotns,  and  a  fingle  Troth. 

Then  by  your  fide,  no  Bed-room  me  deny 
For  lying  fo,  Hermia ,  I  do  not  lye. 

Her .  Lyfander  riddles  very  prettily  *, 
Now  much  befhrew  my  manners,  and  my  pride, 

If  Hermia  meant  to  fay,  Lyfander  li'd. 
But  gentle  friend,  for  Love  and  Curtefy 
Lye  further  off  in  human  Modefty, 
Such  reparation,  as  may  well  be  faid 
Becomes  a  Vertuous  Batchelor,  and  a  Maid, 
So  far  bediftant,and  good  night  fweet  Friend  : 

Thy  Love  ne're  alter  till  thy  fweet  Life  end. 
Lyf.  Amen  ,  amen  i  to  that  fair  Prayer  fay  I, 

And  then  end  Life,  when  lend  Loyalty : 
Here  is  mv  Bed,  fleep  give  thee  all  his  Reft. 

Her.  With  half  that  wifh,  thewifhers  eyes  bepreft. 

Enter  Tuck  T"hey  fleep. Pu.  Through  the  Forreft  have  I  gone, 
But  Athenian  find  1  none, 

On  whofe  eyes  I  might  approve 
This  Flowers  force  in  fhrring  Love: 
N  ght  and  filence  :  who  is  here  ? 
Weeds  of  Athens  he  doth  wear  ; 
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This  is  he  (  my  Mafter  faid  J 
Defpifed  the  Athenian  Maid  • 
And  here  the  Maiden  fleeping  found, 
On  the  darik  and  durty  ground 
Pretty  foul,  fhedurft  not  lye 
Near  this  lack-love,  this  kill  curtefy. 
Churl  upon  the  eyes  I  throw  tf 
All  the  power  this  Charm  doth  owe  j 
When  thou  wak'ft,  let  Love  forbid 
Sleep  his  feat  on  thy  eye-lid. 
So  awake  when  I  am  gon  \ 
For  I  muft  now  to  Ober  an.  £xit 

Snter  Demetrius  and  Helena  running. 

Hel.  Say,  tho  thou  kill  me,  fweet  Dimftrius. 
De.  1  charge  thee  hence,  and  do  not  haunt  me  thus. 
Hel.  O  wilt  thou  Darling  leave  me  ?  donotfo. 
Be.  Stay  on  thy  peril,  I  alone  will  go. Exit  Demetrius. 

Hel.  O  I  am  out  of  breath,  in  this  fond  chace, 
The  more  my  Prayer,  the  leffer  is  my  Grace. 
Happy  is  Hermia,  wherefore  (he  lies : 
For  fhe  hath  bUffedand  attractive  eyes. 
How  came  her  eyes  fo  bright  ?  Not  with  fait  tears. 
If  fo,  my  eyes  are  oftner  wafht  then  hers. 
No,  no,  I  am  as  ugiy  as  a  Bear. 
For  Beafts  that  meet  me,  run  away  for  fear. 
Therefore  no  marvel,  tho  Demetrius 
Doasamonfter,  fly  my  prefence  thus. 
What  wicked  and  diffembling  glals  of  mine, 
Made  me  compare  with  Hermits  fphery  eyn  ? 
But  who  is  here.?  Lyfander  on  the  Ground  : 
Dead  or  a  fleep  ?  I  lee  no  Blood/  no  Wound. 

Lyfander,  if  you  live,  good  Sir  awake. 
Lyf.  And  run  through  hre  I  will  for  thy  fweet  fake. 

Transparent  Helena,  nature  here  fhews  art, 
That  through  thy  Bofom  makes  me  fee  thy  Heart, 
Where  Demitrt us?  Oh  how  fit  a  word 

Is  that  vile  name,  to  perifh  on  my  Sword  ? 
Hel.  Do  not  fay  lo,  Lyfander,{vj  not  fb ; 

What  tho  he  love  your  Hermia  *  L  rd, what  tho? 
Yet  Hermia  ftill  Loves  you,  then  be  content 

Lyf.  Content  with  Hermia}  No  1  do  repent 
The  tedious  minutes  1  with  her  have  fpent. 
Not  Hermia,  but  Helena  now  I  love  : 
Who  will  not  change  a  Raven  for  a  Dove  ? 

The  will  of  man  is  by  his  realon  fway'd : 
And  realon  lays  you  are  the  worthier  Maidi 

Thing-  growing  are  not  ripe  until  their  Seafon .' 
So  I  being  young,  till  now  ripe  not  to  Reafon, 
And  touching  now  the.pointof  humanskill, 
R  afon  becomes  the  Marfhal  to  ray  will, 
And  leads  me  to  your  eyes,  where  I  orelook 
Loves  ftories,  written  in  Loves  richeft  Book. 

Hel.  wherefore  was  I  to  this  keen  mockery  born? 
When  at  your  hands  did  1  deferve  this  fcorn  ? 
Is't  not  enough,  is't  not  enough,youngman, 
That  I  did  ne ver,  no  nor  ntver  can 
Deferve  a  fvcet  look  from  Demetrius  eye, 
But  you  muft  flout  my  inefficiency  ? 
Good  troth  you  dome  wrong (  good  foothyou  do ) 
In  fuch  difdainful  manner,  me  to  wooe. 
But  fare  you  well :  perforce  1  muft  confefs, 
I  thought  you  Lord  of  more  true  gentlenefs. 

Oh,  that  a  Lady  of  one  man  re/us'd, 
Should  of  another  therefore  be  abus'd.  £xit 

Lyf.  She  fees  not  Hermia,  fleep  thou  there, 
And  never  maift  thou  come  Lyfander  near : 
For  as  a  furfeit  of  the  fweeteft  things 
The  deepeft  loathing  to  aftomacb  brings. 
Or  as  the  herefies  that  men  do  leave, 
Are  hated  raoft  of  thofe  that  did  deceive : 

So  thou,  my  furfeit,  and  my  herefy, 
M  Of 
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Of  all  b.  hated  :  but  the  moft  of  me, 

And  all  my  powers  addrefs  your  love  and  n.ight, 
To  honour  Helen,  and  to  be  her  Knight.  Exit. 

Her.  Help  me  Lyfander,  help  me,  do  thy  beft. 
To  piucfc  this  crawling  Serpent  from  my  breft 

Aye  roe,  for  pity,  what  a  dream  was  here  ? 

Lyfander  look,  how  I  do  quake  with  fear  , 
Me-  thought  a  Serpent  eat  my  Heart  away, 
And  yet  late  failing  at  his  cruel  prey. 

Lyfander,  what  remov'd?  Lyfander ,Lord, 
What  out  of  hearing,  gone  ?  No  found,  no  word  ? 
AUck  where  are  you  i  fpeak  and  if  you  hear  : 
Speak  of  all  Loves ;  I  fwound  almoft  with  fear. 
No,  then  I  well  perceive  you  are  not  nigh, 

Either  death  or  you  l'Je  find  immediately.  Exit. 

Affius  Tertius. 

Enter  the  Clowns. 

Bet.  Are  we  all  met  ? 

Quin.  Par,  pat,  and  here's  a  marvailous  convenient 
p'ace  for  our  rehearfal.    This  green  plat  fhall  be  our 
ftage;  this  hauthorn  brake  our  tyring  Houfe,  and  we  will 
do  it  in  aftion,  as  we  will  do  it  before  the  Duke. 

Bot.  Peter  Quince} 
Peter.  What  laift  thou  bully  Bottome  ? 
Bet.  There  are  things  in  this  Comedy  of  Piramut  and 

Thlsby,  that  will  never  pleafe.    Firft,  Piramus  muft  draw 
a  Sword  to  kill  himfelfi  which  the  Ladies  cannot  abide. 

How  anfwsr  you  that  ? 
Sneut.  Berlaken,  a  parlous  fear. 
Star.  I  believe  we  rauft  leave  the  killing  out,  when  all  is 

done.  J 
Bet.  Not  a  whit,  I  have  a  device  to  make  all  well. 

Write  me  a  Prologue,  and  let  the  Prologue  feem  to  fay, 
We  will  do  no  harm  with  our  Swords,  and  that  Pyramus 

is  not  kill'd  indeed  ;  and  for  the  more  better  afTurance, 
tell  them,  that  I  Pyramus  am  not  Tyramus,  but  Bottome 
the  Weaver  ;  this  will  put  them  out  of  fear. 

Qtin.  Well,  we  will  havefuch  a  Prologue,  and  it  fhall 
be  written  in  eight  and  fix. 

Bot.  No,  make  it  two  more,  let  it  be  written  in  eight 
and  eight. 

Snout.  Will  not  the  Ladies  be  afear'd  of  the  Lion  ? 
Star.  I  fear  it,  I  promife  you. 
Bot.  Maifters,  you  ought  to  confider  with  yourftlves, 

to  bring  in  ( God  fhieldus)  a  Lion  among  Ladies,  is  a 
moft  dreadful  thing.  For  there  is  not  a  more  fearful  wild 

fowl  than  your  Lion  living ■  and  we  ought  to  look  to it. 

Snout.  Therefore  another  Prologue  muft  tell  he  is  not 
a  Lion. 

"Bet.  Nay,  you  muft  name  his  name,  and  half  his  face 
muft  be  feen  through  the  Lions  neck,  and  he  himfelf  muft 
fpeak  through,  faying  thus,  or  to  the  fame  defect  ;  Ladies, 
or  Fair  Ladies,  I  would  with  you,  or  I  would  reqi:eft  you, 
or  I  would  intreatyou,  not  to  fear,  not  to  tremble;  my 
Life  for  yours.  If  you  think  I  come  hither  as.  a  Lion, 
it  were  pity  of  my  Life.  No,  lam  no  fuch  thing,  I  am 
a  man  as  other  men  are  ;  and  there  indeed  let 
hina  name  his  name,  and  tell  him  plainly  he  is  Snug  the 
Joiner. 

Quince.  Well,  it  fhall  be  fo  •,  but  there  is  two  hard 
things,  that  is,  to  bring  the  Moon-Light  into  a  Cham- 

ber •,  for  you  know,  Pyramus  and  'Ihisby  meet  by  Moon- light. 
Smg.  Doth  the  Moonfhine  that  Night  we  play  our 

Play  ? 

Bee.  A  Calender,  a  Calender,  look  in  the  Almanack, 
find  out  Moon-fhine,  find  out  Moon-fhine. 

Enter  Fuck. 

Quin.  Yes,  it  doth  fliine  that  night. 
Bot.  Why  then  may  you  leave  a  Caferaent  of  the  great 

Chamber  window  (  where  we  play  )  open,  and  the  Moon 
may  fhine  in  at  the  Cafemenr. 

Qu.  I,br  elfe  one  muft  come  in  with  a  bufh  of  thorns 
and  a  lanthorn,  and  fay  he  coaies  to  disfigure,  or  to  pre- 
fent  the  perfon  of  Moon-fhine.  Then  there  is  another 
thing,  we  muft  have  await  in  the  great  Chamber;  for 
Piramits  and  This  by  (  fays  the  ftory)  did  talk  through  the chink  of  a  wali. 

Snug.  You  can  never  bring  in  a  wall.    What  fay  you Bottome  ? 

Hot  Some  man  or  other  muft  piefent  wall,  and  let 

him  have  fume  Plafter,  or  fome  Lome,  or  fome  rough-caft 

about  him,  to  fignt'y  wall*,  or  let  him  hold  his  fingers 
thus :  and  through  that  cranny  fhal!  Pyramus  and  Thtsby whifper, 

Quin.  If  that  may  be,  then  all  is  well.  Come,  fit  down 
every  mothers  (on,  and  rehear fe  your  parts.  Pyramus 
you  begin;  when  you  have  fpoken  your  fpeech,  enter  into 
that  Brake,  and  fo  every  one  according  to  his  cm> 

Enter  Robin. 

Rob.  What  hempen  home-ipuns  have  we  fwaggering 

here So  near  the  Cradle  of  the  Fairy  Queen  ? 
What,  a  Play  toward  ?    Tie  be  an  auditor; 
An  actor  too  perhaps,  if  I  feecaule. 

Speak  Pyramus  :  Thtsby  ftand  forth. 
Fir.  Thisbyi  the  floivers  of  odious  favours  fweet, 

Quirt.  Odours,  odours. 
Fir.  Odours  favors  fweet, 

So  hath  thy  breath,  my  deareft  Thtsby  dear. 
But  hark,  a  voice ;  flay  thou  but  here  a  while, 
And  by  and  by  I  will  to  thee  appear.  Exit.  Fir. 

Puc\.  A  ftranger  Pyramus,  then  ere  plaid  here. 
Thisb.  Muft  1  fpeak  now  ? 

'Pet.  I  marry  muft  you.  For  you  muft  underftand  he 
goes  but  to  fee  a  noife  that  he  heard,  and  is  to  come  a- 

gain. 

This.  Moft  radiant  Pyrapsus,  moft  Lilly  white  of  hue, 
Of  colour  like  the  redRofc  on  triumphant  Bryer, 
Moftbrisky  Juvenal,  and  eke  moft  lovely  Jew, 
As  true  as  trueft  horfe,  that  yet  would  never  tire. 
He  meet  thee  Piramus,  at  Ninnies  Tomb. 

Pet.  Ninus  Tomb, man  :  why,  you  muft  not  fpeak  that 
yet ;  that  you  anfwer  to  Piramus ;  you  fpeak  all  your 
part  at  once,  cues  and  all.  Piramus  enter,  your  cue  is  paft : 
it  is  never  tire. 

Thisb.  O,  as  true  as  trueft  Horfe,  that  yet  would  never 

tire : 
Pir.  If  I  were  fair,  Thisby  I  were  only  thine. 
Pet-  O  monftrous.   O  ftrange.    We  are  hanted  ;  pray 

matters,  fly  matters,  help. The  Clowns  Exeunt. 

Tuck.  He  follow  you,  He  lead  you  about  a  Round, 
Through  bog,  through  bufh,  through  brake,  through 
Sometimes  a  Horfe  He  be,fometimes  a  Hound;  (bryer, 
A  Hog,  a  Headlels  Bear,  fometimes  a  fire, 
And  neigh,  and  bark,  and  grunt,  and  rore  and  burn, 
Like  Horfe,  Hound,  Hog,  Bear,  fire,  at  every  turn.  Exit. 

Enter  Piramus  with  the  Afs  Head. 
Bot.  why  do  they  run  away  ?  This  is  a  knavery  of  them 

to  make  me  afeard.  Enter  Snout. 

Sn.  O  Bottome,  thou  art  chang'd  ;  What  do  I  fee  on 
thee  ? 

Bot.  What  do  you  fee  ?  You  fee  an  Afs-headof  your 
own,  do  you  ? 

Enter  Peter  Quince. 

Pet.  Blefs  thee  Bottome,  blefs  thee ;  thou  art  tranf- 
latedt  Exit. 

Bot., 
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37 Bot-  I  fee  rh.ir knavery  ,  this  is  to  mike  an  afs  of  rae,\ 

to  fright  me  it  they  could  i  but  I  will  not  ftir  from  this 

place,  do  what  they  can.  i  will  walk  up  and  down  here, 

and  will  ling  that  they  (hall  hear  I  am  not  afraid. 
The  Woofel  cock,fo  black  of  hue. 
Wuh  O.enge-tawny  bill. 
The  Throftle  will  his  note  fotrue, 
The  Wren  and  little  qui  I. 

Tit j.  What  Angel  wakes  me  from  my  flowry  bed  t 
Bot.  T  he  Finch,  the  Sparrow*  and  the  Lark, 

The  plainfong  Cuckow  gray  » 
Whole  note  full  many  a  man  doth  mark, 
And  dares  not  anfwer,  nay; 
For  indeed,  who  would  let  his  wit  to  fo  foolifh  a  bird  ? 

Who  would  give  3  bird  the  lye,  tho  he  cry  Cuckow,  ne- ver fo  ? 

Tit  a.  1  pray  thee  gentle  mortal,  fing  again, 

Mine  ear  is  much  enamoured  of  thy  note  -, 
On  the  firft  view  to  fay,  to  fwear  I  love  thee- 
So  is  mine  eye  enthralled  to  thy  fhape. 
And  thy  fair  vertues  force  (  perforce  )  doth  move  me. 

Bot.  Methinks  maiftrefs,  you  mould  have  little  reafon 
for  that :  and  yer  to  fay  the  truth,  reafon  and  love  keep 
little  company  together,  now-a-days.  The  more  the  pity, 
that  fome  honed  neighbours  will  not  make  them  fritnds. 
Nay,  I  can  gleek  upon  occafion. 

Tit a-  Thou  art  as  wife  as  thou  art  beautiful. 
Bot.  Not  fo  neither :  but  if  I  had  wit  enough  to  get 

out  of  this  wood,  I  have  enough  to  ferve  mine  own 
turn. 

Tita.  Out  of  this  wood,  do  not  defire  to  go, 
Thou  (halt  remain  here,  whether  thou  wilt  or  no. 
I  am  a  fpirit  of  no  common  rate  : 
The  Summer  ftill  doth  tend  upon  my  ftate, 
And  I  do  love  thee  ;  therefore  go  with  me, 

I'ie  give  thee  Fairies  to  attend  on  thee  •, 
And  they  (hall  fetch  thee  Jewels  from  the  deep, 
And  fing,  while  thou  on  puffed  flowers  doth  fleep : 
And  I  will  purge  thy  mortal  grofsnefs  fo, 
That  thou  (hilt  like  an  airy  fpirit  go. 

Enter  peafc-bloffom,  Cobweb,  Moth,  Mufiard- 
feid,  and  four  Fairies. 

Fair.  Ready  j  and  i,  and  I,  and  1,  Where  fhall  we  go  ? 
Jtta.  Be  kind  and  courteous  to  this  Gentleman. 

Hop  in  his  walks, and  gambole  in  his  eye, 
F  ed  him  with  Apricocks  and  Dewberies, 
With  purple  Grapes,  green  Figs,  and  Mulberries, 
Thehony-bags  fteal  from  the  Humble  Bees, 
And  far  njght-tapers  crop  their  waxen  thighs. 
And  light  them  at  the  fiery  Glow-worms  eyes, 
To  have  my  love  to  bed,  and  to  arifc : 
And  pluck  the  wings  from  painted  Butterflies, 
Tofanthe  Moon  beams  from  his  fleeping  eyes. 
Nod  to  him  Elves,  and  do  himcourtefies. 

I.  Fat.  Hail  mortal,  hai', 
2  F  ai.  Hail. 
}.  Fat.  Hail. 
Bot.  I  cry  your  worfhips  mercy  heartily,  I  befeech  your 

worfhips  name. 
Cob.  Cobve.b. 

Bot.  I  (hA\  defire  you  of  more  acquaintance  ,  good 
Matter  Cobweb:  if  I  cut  my  finger,!  fhall  make  bold  with 

you. 
Your  name  honeft  GentLman  ? 

Teaf.  Pe-.fe-Bloffom. 
Bot.  I  pray  you  commend  me  to  Miftrcfs  Stjuafh  your 

Mother,  and  to  Mafter  Peefcod  your  Father.  Good 
Mafier  Peafe-blojfow,  I  fhall  dtfire  of  you  more  acquain- 

tance too.  Your  name  Ib.feech  you  fir  ? 
Muf.  Muftardfeed. 
Bot.  Good  Mafter  Mafiard  feed ;  I  know  your  pati- 

ence well  :  thit  fame  cowardly  gyant-like  Oxe-beef  hath 

devoured  many  a  Gentleman  of  your  houfe  I  promife 
you,  your  kindred  hath  made  my  eyes  water  ere  now.  1 
defire  your  more  acquaintance ,  good  Mafter  Muflard- 

feed. Tita.  Come  wait  upon  him,  lead  him  to  ray  bower, 
The  Moon  methinks,  looks  with  a  watryeye, 
And  when  fhe  weeps,  weep  every  little  flower, 
Lamenting  fome  cnfoiced  chaff  ity. 

Tye  up  my  Lovers  tongue,  bring  him  filently.  Exit. 

Enter  King  of  Fairies,  foltts. 

Ob.  I  wonder  if  Titanta  be  awak't : 
Then  what  it  was  that  next  came  in  her  e  ye, 
Which  fhe  mufl  dote  on  in  extremity. 

Enter  Pm\. 

Here  comes  my  meflenger  :  how  now, mad  fpirit, 
What  night-rule  now  about  this  haunted  Grove  ? 

Puck.  My  Miftrcfs  with  a  raonfter  is  in  love, 
Near  to  her  clofe  and  confecrated  bower, 
While  fhe  was  in  her  dull  and  fleeping  hour, 
A  crew  of  patches,  rude  Mechanicals, 
That  work  tor  bread  upon  ̂ Athenian  ftall?, 

Were  met  togcthet  to  rehearfl-  a  Play, 
Intended  for  great  Ihcfeus  nuptial  day. 
The  fhalloweft  thick-skin  of  that  barren  fort, 
Who  Py  ramus  prefented,  in  their  fport, 
Forlbok  his  Scene,  and  entred  in  a  brake, 
When  I  did  him  at  this  advantage  take, 
An  AfTes  nole  I  fixed  on  his  head  i 
Anon  his  Thisbie  muft  be  anfwered, 
And  forth  my  Mimick  comes :  when  they  him  fpie5 
As  wild-Geefe,  that  the  creeping  Fowler  eye, 
Or  ruffet-pated  choughs,  many  in  fort, 
(  Rifing  and  cawing  at  the  Guns  report  ) 
Sever  themfelves,  and  madly  fweepthe  sky : 
So  at  his  fight,  away  his  fellows  flie, 

And  at  our  ftamp,  here  o're  and  o're  one  falls : 
He  murder  cries,  and  help  from  Athens  calls. 
Their  fenfe  thus  weak,  loft  with  their  fears  thus  ftrong, 
Made  fenfelefs  things  begin  to  do  them  wrong. 
For  briars  and  thorns  at  their  apparel  fnatch, 
Some  fleeve?,  fome  hats,  from  yieldersall  things  catcj?3 
I  led  them  on  in  this  diftrafted  fear, 
And  leftfweet  iy/vjw/J tranflated  there : 
When  in  that  moment  ^  fo  it  came  to  pafs  ) 

litania  wak'r,  and  ftraightway  lov'd  an  Afs. 
Ob.  This  falls  out  better  than  I  could  devife; 

But  haft  thou  yetlatch'c  the  Athenianey&j 
With  the  love  juice  as  I  did  bid  fhee  do  ? 

Rob.  I  took  him  fleeping  (  that  isfiaifht  too) 
And  the  Athenian  Woman  by  his  fide,  , 

That  when  he  wak't;  of  force  fhe  muft  be  ey'd. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Hermla. 

Ob   Stand  clofe,  this  is  the  fame  Athenian. 
Hj>b.  This  is  the  woman,  but  not  this  the  man. 
Dem.  O  why  rebuke  you  him  that  loves  you  fo  ? 

Lay  breath  fo  bitter  on  your  bitter  fo. 
Her.  Now  I  but  chide,  but  I  fhould  ufe  thee  worfe. 

For  thou  1  tear  haft  given  mecaufe  tocurfe, 
If  thou  haft  flain  Lyfander  inhisfkep. 
Being  ore  fhooes  in  blood,  plunge  in  the  deep,  and  kill  me 

too 

The  Sun  was  not  fo  true  unto  the  day, 
As  he  to  me.  Would  he  have  ftollen  away, 

Frcm  fleeping  Hernia  ?  VI:  believe  as  foon 
This  whole  earth  may  be  bord,  and  that  the  Moon 
May  through  the  Center  creep,  and  fodifpleafe 

I  Her  brothers  noon-tide,  with  th'  Antipodes, 
\lt  cannot  be  but  thou  haft  murdred  him, 

M  2  So 
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Exit, 

So  Oiould  ainuithtrcr  look,  fo  dead,  fo  grim. 

Bern.  So  Ihould  the  murtherer  look,  and  io  fhould  I, 

Pitt  ft  through  the  heart  with  your  fhrn  cruelty  i 

Yet  \ou  the  murderer  looks  as  bright  as  clear, 

As  yonder  Venus  in  her  glifntnering  fphear. 

Her.  What's  this  to  my  Lyfander  ?  Where  is  he  ? 

Ah  good  Demetrius,  wilt  thou  give  him  me  ? 

D<~m.  I'de  rather  give  hiscarkafs  to  my  hounds. 

Her.  Out  dog,  out  cur,  thou  driv'ft  me  pad  the  bounds
 

Of  Maidens  patience.  Haft  thou  (lain  him  then  ? 
Henceforth  be  never  numbred  among  men. 

Oh,  onceteil  true,  and  even  for  my  fake, 

Dm  ft  thou  a  looktupon  him,  being  awake  ? 

And  haft  thou  kilPd  him  fkeping  ?  O  brave  tutch.- 
Could  n  >t  a  worm,  an  Adder  do  fo  much  ? 

An  adder  did  it,  for  with  doubler  tongue 

Than  thine,  ( thou  ferpentj  never  adder  flung. 

Bern.  You  fpend  your  paffion  on  a  mifpriz'd  mood, 

I  am  not  guilty  of  Ly  fader's  blood  : 
Nor  is  he  dead  for  ought  that  I  can  tell. 

Her.  Ipray  thee  tell  me  then  that  he  is  well. 

Bern.  And  if  I  could,  what  fhould  I  get  therefore  ? 
Her  .  A  priviledg  never  to  fee  me  more  ; 

And  from  thy  hated  prefence  part  I :  fee  me  no  more 
Whether  he  be  dead  or  no. 

Btm.  There  is  no  following  her  in  this  fierce  vein, 
Here  therefore  for  a  while  1  will  remain. 

So  forrows  heavinefs  doth  heavier  grow  : 
For  debt  that  bankrout  flip  doth  forrow  owe, 
Which  now  in  fome  flight  meafureit  will  pay, 

If  for  his  tender  here  1  make  fome  ftay.  Lie  down. 

Ob.  What  haft  thou  done  ?  Thou  haft  miftaken  quite, 

And  laid  thy  love  Juice  on  fome  true-loves  fight : 
Of  thy  milprifion  muft  perforce  enfuc 

Some  true  love  turn'd,  and  not  a  falfetum'd  true. 
Rob.  Then  fate  o're  rules,  that  one  man  holding  troth, 

A  million  fail,  confounding  oath  on  oath* 
Ob.  About  the  wood,  gofwifter  than  the  wind, 

And  Helena  of  Athens  lo^k  thou  find. 

All  fancy- fick  file  is,  and  pale  of  cheer, 
With  fighs  of  love,  that  cofts  the  frefh  blood  dear. 
By  fome  illufion  fee  thou  bring  her  here. 

I'ie  charm  his  eyes  againft  (he  doth  appear, 
Rob.  I  go,  I  go,  look  how  I  go, 

Swifter  than  arro  w  from  the  Tartars  bow.  Exit. 
Ob.  Flower  of  this  purple  die, 

Hit  with  Cupids  archery, 
S  nk  in  apple  of  his  eye, 
When  his  love  he  doth  efpy, 
Let  her  fhineasglorioufly 
As  the  Venus  of  the  sky. 

When  thou  wak'ft  if  fhe  be  by 
Beg  of  her  for  remedy. Enter  Fuc\. 

Tuck-  Captain  of  our  Fairy  band, 
Helena  is  here  at  hand, 
And  the  youth  miftook  by  me, 
Pleading  for  a  lovers  fee. 
Shall  we  their  fond  Pageant  fee  ? 

Lord,  what  fools  thefe  mortals  be  .' 
Ob.  Stand  afide:  the  noife  they  make, 

Will  caufe  Demetrius  to  awake. 

Pttc\.  Then  will  two  at  once  wooe  one, 
That  muft  needs  be  fport  alone  : 
And  thofe  things  do  beft  pleafe  mc, 
That  befa!  prepofteroufly. 

Enter  Lyfander  and  Helena. 

Lyf.  Why  fhould  you  think  that  I  fhould  wooe  in  fcorn ; 
Scorn  and  derifion  never  comes  in  tears. 
Look  when  I  vow,  I  weep,  and  vows  fo  born, 
In  their  nativity  all  truth  appears. 
How  can  thefe  things  in  me  feem  fcoin  to  you  ? 

Bearing  the  badg  of  faith  to  prove  them  true. 
Hel.  You  c'o  advance  your  cunning  more  and  more, 

When  truth  kills  truth,  O  devillifh  holy  fray  / 

Thefe  vows  are  Hermits.    Will  you  give  her  o're  ? 
Weigh  oath  with  oath,  and  you  will  nothing  weigh. 
Your  vows  to  her  and  me,  (  put  in  two  fcales ) 
Will  even  weigh,  and  both  as  light  as  tales. 

Lyf.  I  had  no  judgment  when  to  her  1  fwore. 
Hel.  Nor  none  in  my  mind,  now  you  give  her  ore. 
Lyf.  Btmetrius  loves  her,  and  he  loves  not  you.  Awa. 
Bern.  O  Helen,  goddefs,  nymph, perfca,divine, 

To  what  ?  my  love,  (hall  1  compare  thine  e\ne, 
Chryftal  is  muddy,  O  how  ripe  in  fhow , 
Thy  lips,  thofe  killing  cherries,  tempting  grow  ! 
That  pure  congealed  white,  high  Taurus  fnow, 
Fann'd  with  the  Eaftern  wind,  turns  to  a  Crow, 
When  thou  hold'ft  up  thy  hand.    O  let  me  kifs 
This  Princefs  of  pure  white,  this  leal  of  blifs. 

Hel.  O  fpight,  O  hell,  I  fee  you  sre  all  bent 
To  fet  againft  me>  for  your  merriment : 
If  you  were  civil,  and  knew  courtefie, 
You  would  not  do  me  thus  much  injury. 
Can  you  not  hate  me  as  I  know  you  do, 
But  you  muft  join  in  fouls  to  mock  me  too  > 

If  you  are  men,  as  men  you  are  in  fhow, 
You  would  not  ufe  a  gentle  Lady  fo  ? 
To  vow,  and  fwear,  and  fuperpraife  my  parts, 
When  I  am  fure  you  hate  me  with  your  hearts. 
You  both  are  Rivals,  and  love  Hermia, 
And  now  both  Rivals  to  mock  Helena. 
A  trim  exploit,  a  manly  enterprize, 
To  conjure  tears  up  in  a  poor  maids  eyes, 
With  your  derifion  *,  none  of  noble  fort, 
Would  fo  offend  a  Virgin,  and  extort 
A  poor  fouls  patience,  all  to  make  you  fport. 

Lyf.  You  are  unkind  Bemetrius  ;  be  not  fo, 
For  you  love  Hermia  $  this  you  know  I  know  j 
And  here  with  all  good  will,  with  all  my  heart, 
In  Hermia's  love  I  yield  you  up  my  part ; 
And  yours  of  Helena,  to  me  bequeath, 
Whom  I  do  love,  and  will  do  to  my  death. 

Hel.  Never  did  mockers  wafte  more  idle  breath. 

Bern.  Lyfander,  keep  thy  Hermia,  I  will  none: 
If  e're  I  lov'd  her,  all  that  love  is  gone. 
My  heart  to  her,  but  asgueft-wife  lbjourn'd, 
And  now  to  Helen  it  is  home  return'd, 
Thereto  remain. 

Lyf.  It  is  not  fo. Dem.  Difparage  not  the  faith  thou  doft  not  know, 
Left  to  thy  peril  thou  abide  it  dear. 
Look  where  thy  Love  comes,  yonder  is  thy  dear. 

Enter  Hermia. 

Her.  Dark  night,  that  from  the  eye  his  function  takes 
The  ear  more  quick  of  apprehenfion  makes. 
Wherein  it  doth  impair  the  feeing  fenfe, 
It  pays  the  hearing  double  recoropence. 
Thou  art  not  by  mine  eye,  Lyfander  found, 
Mine  ear,  (  1  thank  it )  brought  me  to  that  found. 
But  why  unkindly  didft  thou  leave  me  fo  i  ( to  go? 

Lyfand.  Why  fhould  he  ftay  whom  love  doth  prefs 
Her.  What  love  could  prefs  Lyfander  from  my  fide  ? 
Lyf  Lyfanders  love,  ( that  would  not  let  him  bide  ) 

Fair  Helena,  who  more  engilds  the  night, 

Than  all  yon  fiery  o's  and  eyes  of  light. 
Why  feek'ft  thou  me  ?  Could  not  this  make  thee  know, 
The  hate  I  bear  thee,  made  me  leave  theefo  ? 

Her.  You  fpeak  not  as  you  think :  it  cannot  be. 
Hel.  Lo,  fhe  is  one  of  this  confederacy, 

Now  I  perceive  they  have  conjoin'd  all  three, 
To  fafhion  this  falfe  fport  in  fpight  of  rac. 
Injurious  Hermia,  raoft  ungrateful  maid, 

Have  you  confpired,  have  you  with  thefe  contriv'd 
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To  baituv,  wiih  this  foul  derifion  ? 

Is  all  the  Countel  that  we  two  have  fhar'd, 
ThcSiftirs  vows,  the  hours  that  we  have  (pent, 
When  we  have  chid  the  hafty  footed  time, 

For  par  ting  us ;  O,  and  is  all  forgot  ? 

All  School-day?  tViendfhip,  child-hoods  Innocence? 

We,  Hermia,  like  two  Artificial  gods, 
Hive  with  our  Needles,  Created  both  one  flower, 

Both  on  one  Sampler,  liccing  ononeCufhion  •, 
Both  warbling  of  one  Song,  both  in  one  Key  ; 
A<  if  our  hands,  our  fides,  voices,  and  minds 

Had  been  incorporate.  So  we  grew  together  , 

Like  to- a  double  cherry,  feeming  parted, 
But  an  Union  in  partition, 

Two  lovely  Berries  molded  on  one  Stem, 

So  with  two  feeming  bodies,  but  one  heart, 
Two  of  the  firft  life,  coats  in  Heraldry, 

Due  but  to  one,  and  crowned  with  one  Creft. 

And  will  you  rent  our  ancient  love  afunder, 

To  join  with  men  in  fcorning  your  poor  Friend  ? 

It  is  not  friendly,  'tis  not  maidenly. 
Our  lex  as  well  as  I  may  chide  ̂   cu  for  it, 
Though  I  alone  do  feel  1  he  Injury. 

Her.  I  am  amazed  at  your  paflionate  words, 

I  fcorn  you  not ;  it  teems  that  you  Horn  me. 
Hel.  Have  you  not  fet  Lyfander,  as  infeosn 

To  follow  me>and  praile  my  Eyes  nd  face  ? 

And  made  ̂ our  other  love,  Demetrius 

(Who  even  but  now  did  fpurn  me  with  his  foot) 

To  call  me  Goddels,  Nymph,  Div'ne,  and  rare, 
Precious,  Celcftial  ?  Wherefore  freaks  h:  this 
To  her  he  bates  ?  And  wherefore  doth  Lyfander 

Deny  your  love  (loiicb  within  his  So\i\) 
And  tender  me  (  forfooth  )  aff.&.on, 

But  by  your  letting  on,  by  your  confent? 
Wh  at  triough  I  be  not  lb  in  grace  as  you, 
So  hirig  upf'n  with  Love,  lb  fortunate  ? 

But  referable  moft,  to  love  uniov'd) 
This  you  fhould  pity  rather  than  defpile. 

Her.  I  underftand  not  what  you  mean  by  this. 
Hel.  I  do,  perfever,  counterfeit  fad  looks. 

Make  moutns  upon  me  when  I  turn  my  back, 
Wink  each  at  other,  hold  the  iweet  jeftup  : 
This  fport  well  carried,  fhall  be  Chronicled. 
If  you  have  any  pity,  grace,  or  manners, 

You  would  not  ma'ie  me  lucii  an  Argument  : 
But  fare  ye  well,  'tis  partly  mine  own  fault, 
Which  death  or  abfence  loon  fhall  remedy. 

Lyf.  Stay  gentle  Helena,  hear  my  excufe. 
My  Love,  my  Soul,  fair  Hdena. 

Hel.  O  excellent/ 

Her.  Sweet,  do  not  fcorn  her  fo. 
Dem  If  fhe  cannot  entreat,  1  can  compel. 

Lyf,  Thou  canft  compel  no  more  than  fhe  entreat. 
Thy  threats  have  no  more  ftrength  than  her  weak  praife. 

Helen.  1  love  thee>  by  my  Liie  I  do  \ 
I  fwear  by  that  which  I  will  lofe  for  thee, 
To  prove  him  falfe  that  fays  I  love  thee  not. 

Dem.  I  fay,  I  love  thee  more  than  he  can  do. 
Lyf.  If  thou  fay  fo,  withdraw  and  prove  it  too: 
Dem.  Quirk,  come. 
Her.  Lyfander,  whereto  tends  all  this  ? 
Lyf.  Away  yow Ethiope. 

Dem.  No,  no,  Sir,  feem  to  break  loofe  ~, 
Take  on  as  you  would  follow, 

Bu:  yet  come  not  *,  you  are  a  tame  man,  go. 
Lyf.  Hang  off  thou  Cat,  thou  but  ;  vile  thing  let  loofe, 

Or  1  will  (hake  thee  from  me  like  a  Serpent. 
Her.  Why  are  vou  grown  fo  rude  ? 

What  change  is  this,  lweet  Love  ? 
Lyf.  Thy  love  ?  out  tawny  Tartar,  out 

Out  loathed  Medicine  •,  O  hated  poyfon  hence. 
Her.  Do  you  not  jell  ? 
Hel.  Yes  footh,  and  lb  do  you. 

Lyf.  Demttrim,  I  will  keep  my  word  with  thee. 
Dem.  I  would  I  had  your  bond  :  for  I  pe.ceive 

A  weak  bond  holds  you  ;  1'le  not  truftyour  word. 
Lyf.  What,  fhould  I  hurt  her,  ftnkcher,  kill  her  dead? 

Although  I  hate  her,  i'J  not  harm  her  fo* 
Her.  What,  can  you  do  me  greater  harm  than  harm  ? 

Hate  me.  wherefore  ?  O  me,  what  news  my  Lov^  ? 
Am  not  I  Herm-a  ?  are  not  you  Lyfander  ? 
I  am  as  fair  now,  as  I  was  ere  while. 

Since  Nigflt^ou  lov'dmc  ;  yet  fir.ee  night  you  left  me; 

Why  then  you  left  me  (  O  the  Godsfo'ibidJ In  earneft,  fhall  1  fay  I 

Lyf.  I,  by  my  Life  ? And  never  did  defire  to  fee  thee  more, 
therefore  be  out  of  hope,  of  quetlion,  of  doubt, 
Be  certain,  nothing  truer:  'tis  nojcfk, 
That  i  cio  •  ate  thee,  and  love  Helena. 

Her.  O  me,  you  jugier,  you  canker-bloflbm, 
Y«;u  thief  of  Love    what  have  you  come  by  night, 
And  fi\>fn  my  Loves  heart  from  him? 
Hel  Fine  ifaith  : 

Have  you  no  modefty,  no  maiden  fhame, 
No  touc  i  of  balhfumefs  ?  what  will  you  tear 
(  Impatient  anfwers  from  my  gentle  tongue) 
Fie,  he,  you  counterfeit^  you  puppet,  you. 

Her.  Puppet  ?  why  fo  ?  I,  that  way  goes  the  game. 
Now  I  perceive  that  fhe  hath  made  com  pare 
Between  our  ftatures ;  fhe  hath  urg'c  her  height, 
And  with  her  perforage,  her  talf  perfenagf, 

Her  height  (foifooth)  fhe  hath  prevaii'd  with  him. 
And  areyou  grown  fo  high  in  his  tfkem, 
Becaufe  lam  fo  dwarhfh  ,  and  fo  low  ? 
How  low  am  I,  thou  panned  Maypole?  Speak, 
How  low  am  I?  1  am  not  yet  fo  low  , 

But  t  at  my  naih  can  reach  unto  thine  eyes. 
Hel.  I  pray  you  though  you  mock  me,  Gentlemen, 

Let  her  not  hurt  me,  I  was  never  curft : 

I  have  no  gift  at  all  in  fhrewifhnefs; 

I  am  a  right  Maid  for  my  Coward :ze ; 
Let  her  not  ftrike  me  :  you  perhaps  may  think, 
Becaufe  flic's  fomething  lower  than  my  lelf, That  I  can  match  her. 

Her.  Lower  /  hark  again.  . 
Hel.  Good  Hermia,  do  not  be  fo  bitter  with  mef 

1  evermore  did  love  you  Hermia , 

Did  ever  keep  your  Couni'cls,  never  wronged  you, Save  that  in  Love  unto  Demetrius, 

I  told  him  of  your  Health  into  this  Wood. 
He  followed  you,  (or  love  I  followed  him, 
But  he  hath  chid  me  hence,  and  t^eatned  me 
Toftri  .e  me,  fpurnme,  nay  to  kill  me  too ; 
And  now,  fo  you  will  let  me  quiet  go, 
To  Athens  will  I  bear  my  folly  back, 

And  follow  you  no  further.  Let  me  go. 

You  fee  how  fimp'e,  and  how  fond  I  am. 
Her  Why  get  you  gone  5  who  is't  that  hinders  you  ? Hel.  A  foolifh  heart,  that  I  leave  here  behind. 
Her.  What  with  Lyfander  ? 
Hel.  With  Dcmttrim. 

Lyf.  Be  not  afraid,  fhe  will  not  harm  thee  Heltni. 
Dem.  No  fir,  (ht  fhall  not,  though  you  take  her  part. 

Hel  O,  when  fhe's  angry,  fhe  is  keen  and  fhrewd, 
She  wis  a  vixen  when  fhe  went  to  Schoo!  j 
And  though  fhe  be  but  little  fhe  is  fierce. 

Her.  Little  again  ?  nothing  but  low  and  little  ? 
Why  will  you  fuffer  her  co  flout  me  thus  ? 
Let  me  come  to  her. 

Lyf.  Get  you  gone  you  Dwarf, 
You  Minimus,  of  hindring  knot-Grafs  made, 

You  Bead,  you  Acorn. 
Dem.  You  are  too  officious, 

In  her  behalf  that  icorns  your  ferviccs. 
Let  her  alone,  fpeak  not  of  Helena, 
Take  not  her  pjrt.   For  if  thou  doft  intend 

M  3  Never 
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Never  lb  little  fhewof  Loveto  her, 
Thou  (halt  abide  it. 

Lyf.  Now  fhe  holds  me  not, 

Now  follow  w  thoudar'ft,  to  try  whofe  right, 
Of  thine  or  mine  is  moft  in  Helena. 

D  m.  Follow?  Nay,  l'le go  with  thee  Cheek  by  Jowl. 
Exit  Lyfander  and  Demetrius. 

Her.  You  Miftrefs,  all  this  coylis  long  of  you, 

Nay,  go  not  back. 
Hel.  X  will  not  truftyou  I, 

N jj  longer  ftay  in  your  curft  Company. 

Yotr  hands  ?h'an  mine  are  quicker  for  a  fray, 
My  Legs  ate  longer  though  to  run  away.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Oberon  and  Puck. 

Ob.  This  is  thy  negligence,  (Ml  thou  miftak'ft, 
Or  elfe  committ'ft  thy  knaveries  willing'y. 

Tuck-  Believe  me,  King  of  fhadows,  I  miftook, 
Did  not  you  tell  me,  I  fhould  know  the  Man, 
By  the  Athenian  Garments  heha.h  on  ? 
AnJ  ib  far  blaraelcfs  proves  my  enterprife, 

That  I  havenointed  an  Athenian's  Eyes, 
And  fo  far  am  I  glad,  it  fo  did  fort, 
As  this  their  jingling  I  efteera  a  (port. 

Ob.  Thou  l  eft  thefe  Lovers  feek  a  place  to  fight, 
Hie  therefore  Robin,  overcaft  the  Night, 
The  ftarry  Welkin  cover  thou  anon, 
With  drooping  Fogg  as  black  as  Acheron, 
And  lead  thefe  tefty  Rivals  lb  affray, 
As  one  come  not  within  anothers  way. 
Like  to  Lyfander,  fometimc  frame  thy  Tongue, 

Then  ftir  Demetrius  up  with  bitter  wrong', 
And  fometicne  rsii  thou  like  Demetrius', 
And  from  each  other  look  thou  lead  them  thus, 

Till  o're  their  brows,  death-counterfeiting  fleep 
With  leaden  Legs,  and  Battie-  wings  doth  creep  j 
Then  crufh  this  Herb  into  Lyfanders  eye, 
Whofe  Liquor  hath  this  virtuous  property, 
To  t*ke  from  thence  all  errour,  with  his  might, 
And  make  his  Eye-balls  rowl  with  wonted  fi^ht. 
When  theynext  wake,  all  this  derifion 
Shall  feem  a  Dream,  and  fruitiefs  vifion, 
And  back  io  Athens  fhall  the  Lovers  wend 

With  League,  whofe  date  till  death  fhall  never  end. 
Whiles  1  in  this  affair  do  thee  imploy, 

l'le  to  my  Queen,  and  beg  her  Indian  Boy  , 
And  then  I  will  her  charmed  Eye  releale 
From  Monfters  view,  and  all  things  fhall  be  Peace. 

Tuck..  My  Fairy  Lord,  this  muff  be  done  with  hafte, 
For  Nights-fwift  Dragons  cut  the  Clouds  full  faft, 

And  yonder  fhines  Aurora's  harbinger  } 
At  whofe  approach  Ghofts  wandring  here  and  there, 
Troop  home  to  Church-yards  j  damned  Spirits  all, 
That  in  crofs  ways  and  floods  have  burial, 
Already  to  their  Wormy  beds  are  gone, 
For  fear  left  day  fhouldi  look  their  fhamcs  upon, 
They  wilfully  exile  themfelves  from  light, 

And  muft  for  aye  confort  with  black-brow'd  Night. 
Ob.  Bat  we  are  Ipirits  of  another  fort: 

I  with  the  morning  Love  have  oft  madefport, 
And  like  a  Forrefter,  the  groves  may  tread, 
Even  till  the  Eaftem  Gate  all  fies y  red, 
Opening  on  Neptune,  with  fair  bit  fled  beams, 
Turns  into  yellow  Gold,  his  fait  green  ftreams. 
Bjt  notwithftanding  hafte,  make  no  delay : 
We  may  effect  this  bufineG  yet  ere  day. 

Tuck:  Up  tend  down,  up  and  down,  I  will  lead  them 

up  and  down  :  I  am  feat'd  in  Field  and  Town>  Goblin,  lead 
them  up  and  down  :  here  comes  one. 

Enter  Lyfander. 
Lyf  Where  art  thou,  proud  Demtritu  ? 

Speak  thou  now. 

Rob.  Here  villain,  drawn  and  ready.  Where  art  thou  ? 

Lyf.  1  wiil  be  with  thee  ftiaight. 
"Rjb.  Follow  me  then  to  plainer  Ground. Enter  Demetrius. 
Dem.  Lyfander,  fp;ak  again  J 

Tnou  runaway,  thou  Coward,  art  thou  fled  ? 
Speak  in  lomc  bufh  :  Where  dofl  thou  hide  thy  Head  ? 

Rob.  Thou  Coward  art  thou  Egging  to  the  Stars 
Telling  the  Bufhes  that  then  leok'ft  for  Wars, 
And  wilt  not  come?  coiiie  Recreant,  come  thou  Child, 
l'le  whip  thee  with  a  Rod,  he  is  dehTd That  draws  a  Sword  cn  thee. 

Dem.  Yea,  art  thou  there  ? 

Ro.  Follow  my  voice,  wee'l  try  no  man-hood  here.  Exit 
hf'  He  g°«  before  me,  and  full  dares  me  on, 

When  I  come  where  he  calk  roe,  then  Ik  's  t;one. 
The  Villain  is  mi.ch  lighter  hee!'d  than  1  : 
I  followed  faft,  bur  fafter  he  did  flye  ;  firifiing places. That  fain  am  I  in  dark  uneven  way, 
And  here  will  reft  me.  Come  thou  gentle  day  :   lye  down. For  if  but  O!  ce  thou  lh-rwme  thy  grav  light, 
l'le  rind  Demetnm  „nd  revenge  this  fpight. £nte,  R  jbin  and  Demetr  u>. 

Rob.  Ho,  ho,  bo,  coward  why  con.'ft  rhou  not  ? 
Dem.  Abide  me,  if  thou  c  a: 'it.  For  well  I  wot 

Thou  runn'ft  before  me,  fruiting  every  place,  * And  dar'ft  not  ftand,  nor  look  me  in  the  face. Where  art  thou  ? 
Rob.  Come  hither,  I  am  here. 
Dem  Nay  then  thou  mock'ft  me  ;  thou  (halt  btv  this 

IF  ever  I  thy  face  by  day-light  fee.  (dear 
Now  go  thy  way  :  faintnels  conftraineth  me, Tomeafureoutmy  length  on  this  cold  bed, 
By  days  approach  look  to  be  vifited. Enter  Helena. 

Hel,  O  weary  night,  O  long  and  tedious  night, 
Abate  thy  hours,  fhine  comforts  from  the  Eafi, 
That  1  may  back  to  Athens  by  day-light, 
From  thefe  that  ray  poor  company  deteft, 
And  fleep  that  fometimes  fhuts  up  forrows  eye, 

Steal  me  a  while  from  mine  own  company.    '  Sleep Rob.  Yet  but  three  ?  come  one  more, 
Two  of  both  kinds  makes  up  four. 
Here  fhe  comes,  curft  and  fad, 
Cupid  is  a  knavifh  Lad, 
Thus  to  make  poor  Females  mad. Enter  Hermia. 

H-  r.  Never  fo  weary,  never  lo  in  woej 
B. dabbled  with  the  dew,  and  torn  with  briars, 
I  can  no  further  crawl,  no  further  go- 

My  Legs  can  keep  no  pace  with  my  de'fires. Here  will  I  reft  me  till  the  break  of  day, 
Heavens  fhield  Lyfander,  if  they  mean  a  fray. 

Rob.  On  the  ground  fleep  found, 

Tie  apply  your  eye,  gentle  lover,  Remedy. 

When  thou  wak'ft,  thou  tak'ft True  delight  in  the  fight  of  thy  former  Ladies  eye, 
And  the  Country  Proverb  known, 
That  every  man  fhould  take  his  own, 

In  your  waking  fhall  befhown. 
Jack. fhall  have  Jill,  naught  fhall  go  ill. 
The  man  fhall  have  his  Mare  again,  and  allfliall  be  well. 

Thy  pep  all  the  Aft. 

Attus  Quaitus. 

Enter  Queen  of  Fairies,  and  Clown,  and  Fairies,  and  the 
King  behind  them. 

'lita.  Come,  fit  thee  down  upon  this  flowry  bed, While  I  thy  amiable  cheeis  do  coy, 

And 
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And  ktfi  thy  fair  large  ear*  my  gentle  joy. 

Clo.  W hire's  Peafe  Bl  ffome  ! 
Peaf.  Ready. 

Clo.  Scratch  ray  head,  Peafs-V>h ffome.  Where's  Moun- fieur Cobweb  ? 
Cob.  Ready. 

Clo.  Mounfieur  Cobzeb,  good  Mounfieur  get  your  wea- 

pons in  your  hand,  and  kill  me  a  red  nipt  humble-Bee  on 
the  top  of  a  thiftle  and  good  Mounfieur  bring  roe  the 

hony  bag.  Do  not  fret  your  fe!f  too  much  in  the  action, 
Mounfieur }  and  good  Mounfieur  have  a  care  the  honey  bag 
break  not.  I  would  be  loth  to  have  you  overflown  with 

a  honey-bag  fignior.  Where's  Mounfieur  Mujla.rd.feed  ? 
Mitf.  Ready. 
Clo.  Give  me  your  news,  Mounfieur  Muftardy 

Pray  you  Uave  your  curttfi.'  good  Mounfieur. 
Mh[.-  What's  your  will  ? 

Qo.  Nothing  good  Mounfieur,  but  to  he'p  Cavalero Cobneb  to  fcratch.  Imuftto  the  Barbers,  Mounfieur,  for 
roethinks  I  am  marvellous  hairy  about  the  face.  And  i 
am  fuch  a  tender  aft,  if  my  hair  do  but  tickle  me,  1  muft 
fcratch. 

Tita.  What,  wilt  thou  hear  feme  mufick,  my  fweet 
love  ? 

Clo.  I  have  a  reafonable  good  ear  in  mufick.  Ltt  us 
have  the  tongs  and  the  bones. 

Mufick  Tongs,  Rural  Mufick. 

Tita.  Or  fay  fweet  Love,  what  thou  defireft  to  eat. 
Clo.  Truly  a  peck  of  Provender  I  would  munch 

your  good  dry  Oats.  Methinks  i  have  a  great  defire  to  a 
bottle  of  hay  :  good  hay,  fweet  hay  hath  no  fellow. 

Tsta.  1  have  a  venturous  Fairy, 
That  fhall  feek  the  Squirrels  hoard, 
And  fetch  thee  new  nuts. 

Clo.  1  had  rather  have  a  handful  or  two  of  dried  peafe. 
But  1  pray  you  let  none  of  your  people  ltir  me,  I  have  an 
expofition  of  fleep  come  upon  me. 

lita.  Sleep  thou,  and  i  will  wind  thee  in'my  arms, Fairies  be  gone,  and  be  always  away. 
So  doth  the  wcocbine,  the  fweet  Honifbckle, 
Gently  entwift    the  female  Ivy  fo 
Enringsthe  barky  fingers  of  the  Elm, 
Ohow  Hove  thee  .'  how  I  dote  on  thee? 

Enter  Robin  Ooodfellow,  and  Oberort. 
Ob.  Welcome  good  Robin  : 

Seeft  thon  this  fweet  fight  ? 

Her  dotage  now  1  do  btlgin  to  pity. 
For  meeting  her  of  late  behind  the  wood, 
Seeking  fweet  favors  for  this  hateful  fool, 
I  did  upbraid  her,  and  fall  out  with  her. 
For  fhe  his  hairy  temples  then  had  rounded , 
With  coronet  of  frelh  and  fragrant  flowers 
And  fiat  famedew  which  foraetime  on  the  bud?, 
Was  wont  to  fwell  like  round  and  orient  pearls ; 
Stood  now  within  the  pretty  Pouriets  eyes, 
Like  tears  that  did  their  own  difgrace  bewail. 
When  I  had  at  rayplealure  taunted  her, 

And  fhe  in  mild  terms  begg'd  my  patienc?c 
Itiendid  ask  of  her,  her  chang-ling  child, 
Which  ftraight  fhe  gave  me,  and  her  Fairy  fent 
To  bear  him  to  my  B  jwerin  Fairy  Land. 
And  now  I  have  the  Boy,  I  will  undo 
Tuis  hatelul  iroperfeftion  of  lureyes, 
And  gentle  Puck,  take  this  transform*:  d  fcafp 
From  off  the  head  of  this  Athenian  fwain : 
That  he  awaking  when  the  other  do, 
May  ail  to  Athens  back  again  repair, 
And  think  no  more  of  this  nights  accidents, 
But  as  the  fierce  vexation  of  a  dream. 

But  firft  I  will  relafe  the  Fairy  Queen. I  * 

Ee  thou  as  thou  wail  wont  to  be  j 
See  as  thou  waft  wont  to  fee.  * Dians  hud,  or  Cupids  flwer. 

Hath  fuch force  and  bleflcd porter. 

Now  my  UtanU  wake  you  my  fweet  Queen. 
Tita.  MyUberon,  what  vifi  ,ns  have  1  lcen  ! Methought  I  was  enamoured  of  an  afc. Ob,  There  lies  your  love. 
Tita.  How  came  rhefe  thiogs  to  paf,  ? 

Oh  how  mine  eyes  do  loath  this  vifage  now  ! Ob.  Silence  a  while.  Robin  take  cfT  hi,  head. 
Tttania,  mufick  call,  and  (hike  more  dead 
Than  common  fleep:  of  all  thefe  find  the  fenfe. 

Tita*  Mufick,  ho  mufick,  fuch  as  char  net  fleep. 

Mufeb  fill. R^b.  When  thou  awak'il ,  with  thine  own  fools  eyes peep-  (  me, Ob.  Sound  mufkk;come  my  Queen,  take  hand  with 
And  rock  the  ground  whereon  thefe  ilecpers  be. No  w  th  iu  and  I  are  new  in  amity, 
na  will  io  morrow  midnight  fblemn'y 

D*nce  m  Duke  Thefeus  houl'e  triumphantly, And  bids  it  ro  all  fair  poilerity. 
There  fhail  thde  pairs  of  faiihfal  Lovers  be 
Wedded  with  Thefeus  M  in  jollity. 

Rob.  Fair  Kingaacnd,  and  mark, 
I  do  hear  the  morning  Lark. 

Ob.  Th  n  m\  Qjcenin  fuencefad, 
Trip  we  after  the  iiigr.ts  fhade  ; 
We  the  Globe  can  eompafs  foon, 
Swifter  than  the  wandnng  Moon. 

Tita.  Come  my  Lord,  and  in  our  flight, 
Tell  me  how  itdme  this  night, 
That  1  fleeprng  here  was  found, Sleepers  lie  [Mil, 

With  thefe  mortals  on  the  ground.  Exeunt. Wind  Horns. 

Enter  Thefeus ;  Eg&usy  Hippolitaand  all  his  train. 
The/.  Go  one  of  you,  find  out  the  Forrefter, 

For  now  our  obfervation  is  performed  . 
And  fince  we  have  the  vaward  of  the  day, 
My  Love  fhall  hear  the  mufuk  of  my  hounds. 
Uncouple  in  the  Wcftern  valley,  let  them  go  ; 
Difpatch  I  lay,  ar.d  find  the  Forrefter. 
VVe  will  fair  Queen,  up  to  the  Mountains  top, 
And  m;rk  the  mufiwal  confufion 
Ot  hound  ,  and  eccho  in  conjunction. 

Hip.  1  was  with  Hrcules  and  Cadmus  once, 
VVhcnina  wood  of  £mf  ihey  bayed  the  Bear 
VVith  hounds  of  Spartz,  never  did  I  hear 
Such  gallant  chiding.    For  befides  the  groves, 
The  Sides,  the  Fountains.every  Regon  nes  « 
seem'd  all  one  mutual  cry.    I  never  heard 
So  muficd  a  difcord, fuch  fweet  thunder. 

Thef  My  hound, are  bred  out  of  the  Spartankin), 
So  flew'J,iofanded,  and  their  heads  are  hung 
VVith  ears  thatlweep  away  the  morning  de  a', 
Crook-kneed,  and  dew-lapt,  like  Thejf^bnian  Bulls, 
Slow  in  purfuir,butmarch'd  in  mouth  like  bells, 
Each  under  each.    A  cry  more  tuneable 

VVas  never  hallowed  to,  nor  cheer'd  with  horn, 
In  Creet,  in  Sp.ma,  nor  in  Theffaly  : 
Judge  when  you  hear.    But  loft,  what  nymphs  are  thefe  ? 

Eg.  My  Lord,  this  is  my  daughter  here  afleep, 
And  this  Lyfander,  this  Demetrius  is, 
This  Helena,  old  Nedars  Helena, 
I  wonder  of  this  being  here  together. 

Thef.  No  doubt  they  role  up  early,  to  obferve 
The  right  of  May  ,  and  hearing  our  intent, 

Came  here  in  grace  of  our  l'olemnity. 
Butfpeak  Egaus,  is  not  this  the  day 
That  Hcrmia  (hould  give  anfwer  of  her  choice  ? 

Egs 
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Ec<e.  It  is  mv  Lord. 

IV/.  Go  b;d  the  Kur.tfmen  wake  them  with  t
heir 

Horns.  * 

Horns.,  a>:dthey  wske. 
Sbcutnithini  they  aBftjirt  up. 

Thef,  Good  marrow  friends :  Saint  Vderifiti*  is  paft. 

Begm  thtfc  wood  birds  but  to  couple  now  ? 

Lyf.  Pardon  my  Lord. 

Thef.  1  pray  you  all  ftifidup. 
|    vow  \  ou  two  are  Rival  enemies. 

How  comes  thus  gentle  concord  in  the  world, 

1  bat  hatred  is  fo  lar  from  jialoufie, 

To  fl  cp  by  hate,  and  fear  no  enmity  ? 

Lyf.  My  Lord, I  fhall  reply  amazdly, 
Hall  deep,  half  waking.  But  as  yet  I  Lvear, 

I  cannot  truly  fay  how  I  came  here. 
But  as  I  think  (for  truly  would  Ifpeakj, 

And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  fo  it  is  •, 
1  came  with  Hermia  hither  :  Our  intent 

Was  to  be  gone  from  sAthens,  where  we  m'ght  be Without  the  peril  of  the  Athenian  Law. 

Eg*.  Enough,  enough,my  Lord    you  have  enough  : 

I  beg  the  Law,  the  Law,  upon  his  head 

They  would  haveftol'h  away,  they  would  Demetrius, 
Thereby  to  have  defeated  you  and  me  : 

You  of  your  wife,  andmeof  myconfent: 
Of  mv  confent,  thatfhe  fhould  be  your  wife. 

Dem  My  Lord,  fair  HJewtold  me  of  their  ftealth, 
Of  this  their  purpofe  hither  ,  to  this  wood, 

And  I  in  fury  hither  followed  them  : 

Fair  Helena,  in  fancy  followed  me. 

But  my  good  Lord,  I  wot  not  by  what  power 

f  But  by  fome  power  it  is)  ray  love 
To  Htrmia  (melted  as  the  fnow) 
Seems  to  me  now  as  the  remembrance  of  an  idle  gaude, 

Which  in  my  childhood  I  did  doat  upon  r 
\ndall  the  faith,  the  vertueof  my  heart, 

The  ohj  cl:  and  the  plealure  of  mine  eye,- 
Is  only  Helena.  To  her,  my  Lord, 

Was  I  befroth'd  ere  1  fee  Hermia  } 
Bjt  like  a  Gckntfs  did  1  loath  this  food  r 

But  a?  in  health,  come  to  my  mtural  tafte, 

Now  do  I  with  it,  love  it,  long  for  it, 
And  will  fortv;rmore  be  true  to  it. 

Thef.  Fair  Lovers,  ̂   ou  are  fortunately  met  j 

Of  this  difcourfe  we  fhall  hear  more  anon. 

E^us,  1  will  over-bear  your  will ; 
for  in  :he  Temp'e,  by  and  by  with  us, 

Thefe  couples  fhall  eternally  beknir. 
And  for  the  morning  now  is  fomething  worn, 

Our  purpos'd  hunting  fhall  be  fet  afide. 
Away,  with  us  to  Athens  \  three  tnd  three, 
Wc'l  hold  a  Feaft  in  great  folemnity. 

Come  Hippolita.  Ea  it  Duke  and  Lords. 
Dem.  Thcle  things  feemfmall  and  undtftinguifhable, 

Like  far-off  mountains  turned  into  clouds. 
Her.  Mtthinks  I  fee  thefe  things  with  parted  eye, 

Whm  every  thing  feems  double. 
Hel.  So  methinks: 

And  I  have  found  Demetritu,  like  a  Jewel, 

Mine  own,and  not  mine  own. 
Dem.  it  teems  tome, 

That  we  fleep,  we  dream.  Do  not  you  think 
The  Di  ke  was  here,  and  bid  usfoliowhim  ? 

Her.  Yea,  and  my  Father. 
Hel.  And  Hippolita. 

Lyf.  And  he  bid  us  follow  to  the  Temple. 

Dem  Why  then  we  are  awake ,  let's  follow  him,  and  by 
f  he  way  let  us  recount  our  dreams. 

Bottome  wakes.  Exit  Lovers. 

Clo.  When  my  Cue  comes,  call  me,  and  I  will  anfwer. 

'  is,  Kofi  fair  Tiramm  ,  Hey  ho,  Peter  Quince  ? 

Flute  the  Bcilovts-mt'Tuti  ?  Snout  tiie  linker  ?  StarvUngl 
God's  my  Life  !  Stol'n  hence,  and  left  me  aflap.  1  have 
had  a  moft  rare  Vifion.  I  had  a  dream  paft  the  wit  of 
man  to  lay  what  dream  it  was-  Man  is  but  an  Afs,  if  he 
go  about  to  expound  this  dreaiu.  Methought  1  was, 
there  is  r.o  man  can  tell  what.  Methought  1  was,  and 

methought  1  had.  But  man  is  but  a  pavch'd  fool,  if  he 
will  offer  tOfay  whst  methought  I  had-  The  eye  of  rran 
hath  not  heard,  the  ear  of  man  hath  not  fetn  ;  man's  hand 
is  not  able  to  ta(te,  his  tongue  to  conceive,  ncr  his  heart 
to  report  what  my  dream  W<;s.  I  will  get  Peter  Quince 
to  write  a  Ballad  of  this  dream  ;  it  fhall  be  called  bottomed 

Dream,  becaufe  it  hath  no  bottom  *,  ar.d  J  will  fing  it  in 
the  latter  end  of  a  play,  before  the  Duke.  Peiadven- 
rure,  to  iDcke  it  the  more  graciou?,  I  fhall  fiog  it  at  her 
death.  Exit 

Enter  Quince,  Flute,  Thisby,  Snout,  and  Starvling. 

Qui.  Have  you  fent  to  Bottomed  houfe  ?  Is  he  come  home 

yet  ? 

Star.  He  cannot  be  heard  of.    Out  of  doubt  he  is  tranf- 

porttd. Ihif.  If  he  come  not,  then  the  play  is  marr'd.  It  goes  for- 
ward,  doth  it  ? 

Q*i.  It  is  not  pcflible  :  you  have  not  a  man  in  all  Athens 
able  to  difcharge  Yiramus  but  he. 

Thi.  No,  he  hath  fimply  the  bsfl  wit  of  any  handycraft 
man  in  Athens. 

Qui.  Y.a,  and  the  beft  perfon  too ;  and  he  is  a  very  Pa- 
ramour fir  a  fweet  voice. 

Thi.  You  rauft  fay,  Paragon,  A  Paramour  is  (Godbltfs 
u>)  a  thing  of  naught. 

Enter  Snugfta  Joiner. 

Snug.  Mailers,  the  Duke  is  coming  from  the  Temple, 
and  there  is.  two  or  ihtee  Lords  and  Ladies  more  marri- 

ed. If  our  fport  had  gone  forward,  we  had  all  been  made 
men. 

Thif.  O  fwect  Eully  Bottome  :  thus  hath  he  loft  fix 
pence  a  day,  during  his  life  ̂   he  could  not  have  leaped 
fix  pence  a  day.  And  the  Duke  had  not  given  him  fix 

pence  a  day  for  playing  Piramus ,  He  be  hang'd.  He 
would  have  deferved  it.  Six  pence  a  day  in  Ptramhs>  or nothing. 

Enter  Bottome. 

Bot.  Where  are  thefe  lads  ?  Where  are  thefe  hearts  ? 
Jgui.  Bottome,  O  moft  ccuiagious  day  !  O  moft  happy 

hour  ! 

Bot.  Mafters,  I  am  to  difcourfe  wonders ;  but  ask  me  not 
what  j  for  if  I  tell  you,  lam  no  true  Athenian.  I  will  tell 
you  every  thing  as  it  fell  out.  4 

Qui.  Let  us  hear,  fweet  Bottome. 
Bit.  Not  a  word  of  me  :  All  that  I  will  tell  you,  is 

that  the  Duke  hath  dined.  Get  your  Apparel  toge- 
ther, good  Strings  to  your  Beards,  new  Ribbands  to 

your  Pumps,  meetprefently  at  the  Palace,  every  man  look 
o're  his  Port :  for  the  fhort  and  the  long  is ,  our  Play 
is  preferred :  In  any  cale  let  Lhisby  have  clean  Iinnen  : 
and  let  not  him  that  plays  the  Lion,  pare  his  Nails  s 

for  they  fhall  harg  out  for  the  Lion**  Claws.  And  moft 
dear  Actors,  eat  no  Onions,  nor  Garlick  *,  for  we  are  to 
utter  Iweet  breath ;  and  1  do  not  doubt  to  hear  them  fay, 
it  is  a  fwect  Comedy.  No  more  words:  away,  goa- 
way.  Exeunt.  , 

Aftus 
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Attus  Quintus. 

Enter  Thefeus,  Hippolita,  Egaeus  andhis  Lords. 

Hip.  'Tis  ftrange,  my  The  feus,  that  thefe  Lovers  fpeak  of. 

Tbef.  More  ftrange  than  true.  1  never  may  believe 
Thefe  antick  fables,  nor  thefe  Fairy  toys, 
Lovers  and  mad  men  have  fuch  feething  brains, 

Such  fhaping  phantafies,  that  apprehend  more 
Than  cool  reafonever  comprehends. 

The  Lunatick,  the  Lover,  and  the  Poet, 

Are  of  imagination  all  compact. 
One  fees  more  devils  than  vaft  hell  can  hold ; 

That  is  the  mad  man.  The  Lover,  all  as  frantick, 

Sees  Helen's  beauty  in  a  brow  of  Egypt. 
The  Poet's  eye  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling, 

Doth  glance  from  heaven  to  earth,  from  earth  to  heaven. 

And  as  imagination  bodies  forth  the  forms  of  things 

Unknown    the  Poet's  pen  turns  them  to  fhapes, 

And  gives  to  air  nothing,  a  local  habitation, 
And  a  name.  Such  tricks  hath  ftrong  imagination, 
That  if  it  would  but  apprehend  fome  joy, 
It  comprehends  fomebringer  of  that  joy. 
Or  in  the  night,  imagining  forae  fear, 

How  eafie  is  a  bufh  fuppos'd  a  Bear  ? 
Hip.  But  all  the  ft ory  of  the  night  told  over, 

And  all  their  minds  transfigur'd  fo  together, 
More  witnefTeth  than  fancies  images, 

And  grows  to  fomething  of  great  conftancy } 
But  howfoever,  ftrange,  and  admirable. 

Enter  Lovers,  Lyfander,  Demetrius,  Hermia,  and 
Helena. 

Thef.  Here  come  the  Lovers,  full  of  joy  and  mirth. 
Joy,  gentle  friends,  joy,  and  frefh  days  of  Love 
Accompany  your  hearts. 

Lyf.  More  than  to  Us, 
Wait  in  your  royal  walks,  your  board,  your  bed. 

Thef.  Come  now,  what  masks,  what  dances  fhall  wfi 
have, 

To  wear  away  this  long  age  of  three  hours, 
Between  our  after-fupper,  and  bed-time  ? 
Where  is  our  ufual  manager  of  mirth  ? 
What  Revels  are  in  hand  ?  Is  there  no  play, 

To  eafe  the  anguifh  of  a  torturing  hour  .? 
Call  Eg&us. 

EgAus.  Here,  mighty  Thefeus. 

Thef.  Say,  what  abridgement  have  you  for  this  even- ing? 

Whatmask?  What  mufick  ?  How  fhall  we  beguile 
The  lazy  time,  if  not  with  fome  delight  ? 

Eg.  There  is  a  brief  how  many  fports  are  rife  t 
Make  choice  of  which  your  Highnels  will  fee  firft. 

Lyf.  The  battel  with  the  Centaur  to  befung 
By  an  Athenian  Eunuch,  to  the  Harp. 

Thef.  We'l  none  of  that.  That  have  I  told  my  love 
In  glory  of  my  kinfman  Hercules. 

Lyf.  The  riot  of  the  tipfie  Backinalt, 
Tearing  the  Thrafian  finger  in  their  rage. 

Thef.  That  is  an  old  device,  and  it  was  plaid 
When  1  from  Thebes  came  laft  a  Conqueror. 

Lyf.  The  thrice  three  Mufes,  mourning  for  the  death  of 
Learning,  late  deceaft  in  beggary. 

Thef.  That  is  forae  Satyr  keen  and  critical, 
Not  lorting  with  a  nuptial  ceremony. 

Lyf.  A  tedious  brief  Scene  of  young  Piramns, 
And  his  love  Thisby  v  very  tragical  mirth. 

Thef.  Merry  and  tragical  ?  Tedious  and  brief?  That  is 
hot  ice,  and  wondrous  Itrange  fnow.  How  fhall  we  find  the 
concord  of  thisdifcord? 

Eg.  A  Play  there  is,  my  Lord,  fome  ten  words  long, 

Which  is  as  brief  as  1  have  known  ap!ay  ; 
But  by  ten  words,  ray  Lord,  it  is  too  lorg, 
Which  makes  it  tedious  :  for  in  all  the  Play 
There  is  not  one  word  apt,  one  Player  fitted, 
And  tragical,  my  noble  Lord,  it  is : 
For  Tiramu*  therein  doth  kill  himfdf. 
Which  when  1  faw  rehearft,  I  mult  eonfefs, 
Made  mine  eyes  water :  but  more  merry  te^rs 
Thepaffionof  loud  laughter  nevt.rfb.ed. 

Thef  What  are  they  'that  do  play  it? 
Eg  Hard  handed  men,  that  work  in  Athens  here, 

Which  never  labout'd  in  their  minds  till  now  *, And  now  have  toiled  their  unbreathed  memories 
With  this  fame  Play,  againfiyour  Nuptiats. 

Thef.  And  we  will  hear  it. 

Phil.  No,  my  noble  Lot  d,  it  is  not  for  you.  I  have  heard 
It  over,  and  it  is  nothing,  nothing  in  the  world, 
Unlefs  you  can  find  fport  in  their  intents, 
Extreamly  ftreicht,  and  cond  with  cruel  pain, 
To  do  you  fervice. 

Thef.  I  will  hear  that  Play :  For  never  any  thing 
Can  be  amifs,  when  fimplenefs  and  duty  tender  it. 
Go  bring  them  in,  and  take  your  places,  Lidies. 

Hip,  I  love  not  to  fee  wretchednds  o're  charged, 
And  duty  in  his  fervfee  per.ffv.ng. 

Tbef.  Why  gentle  fweet,  you  fhal!  fee  no  fuch  thing. 
Hip.  He  fays  they  can  do  nothing  in  this  kind. 
Thef.  The  kinder  we,  to  give  them  thanks  far  nothing. 

Our  fport  fhall  be,  to  ake  what  they  mifhke  ̂  
And  what  poor  duty  cannot  do.  noble  rtipeft 
Takes  it  in  might,  not  merit. 
Where  I  have  come,  great  Clerk;  have  purpofed 
To  greet  me  with  premeditated  welcomes ; 
Where  I  have  leen  them  fhivcr,  ani  look  pale, 
Make  periods  in  the  midftof  fentsences, 

Throttle  their  praftiz'd  accent  in  their  fears, 
And  in  conclufion,  dumbly  have  broke  off, 
Not  paying  me  a  welcome.  Tfuft  me  fwtet, 
Out  of  this  filence  yet,  I  pickt  a  welcome  : 
And  inthemodefty  of  fearful  duty, 
I  read  as  much  as  from  the  ratling  tongue 
Of  fawcyand  audecous  eloquence. 
Love  therefore,  and  tongue-tide  (implicity, 
In  leaft,  fpeak  moft,  to  my  capacity. 

So  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  Prologue  isaddreft. 
?>t*.  Let  him  approach.  Fkr.  Trum 

Enter  Prologue, 
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mnce. 

Pro.  If  we  offend,  it  is  with  our  good  will. 
That  you  fhould  think  we  come  not  to  offend, 
But  with  good  will.  Toihew  our  fimple  skill, 
That  is  the  true  beginning  of  our  end. 
Confiderthen,  we  come  butin  defpight. 
We  do  not  come  as  minding  to  content  you, 
Our  true  intent  is.  All  for  your  delight, 
We  ;  re  not  here.  Thar  you  fhould  here  repent  you, 
The  Actors  are  at  hand  ̂   and  by  their  fhow, 
You  fhall  know  all,  that  you  arc  like  to  know. 

Thef.  This  fellow  doth  not  ftand  upon  points. 

Lyft  He  hath  rid  his  Prologue,  like  a  rough  Celt :  he 
knows  not  the  flop.  A  good  moral,  my  Lord.  It  is  not  e- 
nough  to  fpeak,  but  to  fpeak  true. 

Hip.  Indeed  he  hath  plaid  on  his  Prologue,  like  a  child 
©n  the  Recorder,  a  found,  but  not  in  governraen'. 

Tbef.  His  fpeech  was  like  a  tangled  chain  ̂   nothing  im- 
paired, but  all  disordered.  Who  is  the  next  ? 

Tawyer  with  a  Trumpet  before  them* 

Enter  Pyramus,  and  Thisby,  Wall,  Moon-fhine, 
and  Lion. 

Pro.  Gentles,  perchanre  you  wonder  at  this  fhow* 
Bat  wonder  on,  till  truth  mane  all  things  plain. 

This  man  is  Piramus,  if  you  would  know  -, *  This 

\ 
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This  beauteous  Lady,  Tbitby  is  certain. 

This  man  with  lime  and  rough-caft,  doth  prefent 

Wall,  the  vile  wall,  which  did  theft  lovers  fonder : 

And  though  wall's  chink  (poor  fouls)  they  are  content 

To  whifper.  At  the  which,  let  no  man  wonder. 

This  man  with  Lanthorn,  dog,  and  bufhof  thorn, 

Prd'eiuethMoon-fhine  :  For  if  you  will  know, 

By  Moon-fhine  did  thcfc  Lovers  think  no  fcorn 

Tomat  at  Ninut  tomb,  there,  there  to  wooe : 

This  grizly  beaft  (which  Lion  hight  by  name) 

The  trufty  Thisby,  coming  firft  by  night, 

Ddfcareawsy,  orrafherdid  affright: 

A»-d  as  fhe  fled,  her  Mantle  fhe  did  tall 

W  hich  Lion  vile  with  bloody  mouth  did  {tain. 

Anon  comes  Firamm,  fweet  youth  and  tall, 

Ard  finds  his  gentle  Thiibies  Mantle  flain  •, 
Whereat,  with  blade,  with  bloody  bhmeful  blade, 

He  bravely  broach'd  his  boiling  bloody  breaft, 

A.r.d  Thuby,  tarrying  in  the  Mulberry  fhade, 

His  dagger  drew,  and  died.  For  all  the  reft, 

Let  Lien,  Moon-fhine,  Wal,  and  Lovers  twain, 

At  large  difcourfe,  while  here  they  do  remain. 

Exit  all  but  Wall. 

Tbef.  I  wonder  if  the  Lion  be  to  fpeak. 

Bern.  No  wonder,  my  Lord  one  Lion  may,  when  many 
AfTes  do. 

Exit  Lion,  Thisby,  and  Moon  fhine. 

Wall.  In  this  fame  interlude,  it  doth  befall, 

That  I,  one.  Snowt  (by  name)  prefent  a  wall : 
And  fuch  a  wall,  as  1  would  have  you  think, 

That  had  in  it  a  crannied  hole  or  chink 

Through  which  the  Lovers,  Piramus  and  ThUby, 
Did  whifper  often  very  fecretly. 

This  loam,  this  rough-caft,  and  this  ftone  doth  fhew, 
That  I  am  that  fame  Wall    the  truth  is  fo. 

And  this  the  cranny  is,  right  and  finifter, 

Through  which  the  fearful  Lovers  are  to  whifper. 

The/.  Would  you  defire  Lime  and  Hair  to  fpeak  bet- ter? 

Bern.  It  is  the  wittieft  partition  that  ever  I  heard  dif- 
courfed,  my  Lord, 

The/.  Firamus  draws  near  the  wall :  filence. 

Snter  Pyramus. 

Pyr  O  grim  look'd  night !  O  night  with  hue  fo  black ! 
O  night,  which  ever  art,  when  day  is  not ! 
0  night,  O  night,  alack,  alack,  alack, 
1  fear  my  Ihisbus  promife  is  forgot. 
And  thou,  O  wall,  thou  fweet  and  lovely  wall, 

That  ftands  between  her  father's  ground  and  mine, 
Thou  waH,  O  wall,  O  fweet  and  lovely  wall, 
Shew  me  thy  chink,  to  blink  through  with  mine  eyn. 
Thanks  courteous  wall   Jove  fhield  thee  well  for  thi?. 
But  what  fee  I  ?  No  Thisby  do  I  fee. 
O  wicked  wall,  through  whom  I  fee  noblifs, 
Curft  be  thy  ftones  for  thus  deceiving  me. 

Ihef.  The  wall  methinks,  being  fenGble,  fhould  curfea- 

gain. Pyr,  No  in  truth  fir,  he  fhould  not.    Btceiving  met 
Is  Ihisbies  cue  ;  fhe  is  to  enter,  and  I  am  to  fpy 
Her  through  the  wall.  You  fhall  fee  it  will  fall. 

Enter  Thisby. 

Pit  as  I  told  you    yonder  fhe  comes. 
ThiJ.  O  wall,  full  often  haft  thou  heard  my  moans, 

For  parting  my  fair  Pyramm  and  me. 
My  cherry  lips  hath  often  kift  thy  ftones  \ 
Thy  ftones  with  Lime  and  Hair  knit  up  in  thee. # 

Tyr.  I  hear  a  voice  ;  iiowwi'.l  I  to  the  chink,  . 
To  fpy  and  I  can  fee  my  Thisbiti  hcc.  Thuby  f 

Ihif.  My  love  thoU  art,  my  love  I  think. 
Pyr.  Think  whst  thou  wilt,  I  am  thy  lovers  grace, 

And  like  Limandtr  am  I  trtlfty  ftill. 
Thif.  And  like  Helen,  till  the  Fates  me  kill. 
Pyr.  Not  Shafalus  to  Proems  was  fo  true. 
Thif  As  Shafalus  to  Proems,  I  to  you. 
Pyr.  O  kits  me  through  the  hole  of  this  vile  wall. 

Thif.  Ikifs  the  wall's  hole,  not  your  lips  at  all. 
Pyr.  Wilt  thou  at  Ninnies  tomb  meet  me  ftraigh:- wav? 

Thif.  Tide  life,  tide  death,  I  come  without  delay. 
Wall.  Thus  have  I  VVaII,  my  part  d.fcharged  fo : 

And  being  done,  thus  Wall  away  doth  go.      Exit  Clow. 
Buk.  Now  is  the  moral  down  between  the  two  Neigh- 

bours. 
Dem.  No  remedy,  my  Lord,  when  walk  are  fo  wilful,  to 

hear  without  warning. 

But.  This  is  the  fillieft  ftuff  that  e're  I  heard. 
Bnk<  The  beft  in  this  kind  are  but  fhadows,  and  the 

worftareno  worfe,  if  imagination  amend  them. 
But.  Itmuftbeyour  imagination  then,  and  not  theirs. 

Buk,  If  we  imagine  no  worfe  of  them  than  they  of  them- 
felves,  they  may  pafs  for  excellent  men.  Here  comes  two 
noble  beafts,  in  a  Man  and  a  Lion. 

Enter  Lion,  WMoon-fhine 

Lien.  You  Ladies,  you  (whofe  gentle  hearts  do  fear 
The  foaalleft  monftrous  Moufe  that  creeps  on  floor) 
May  now  perchance  both  quake  and  tremble  here, 
When  Lion  rough  in  wildeft  rage  doth  roar. 
Then  know  that  I,  one  Snug  the  Joiner  am 

A  Lion  fell,  nor  elfe  no  Lion's  dam  : 
For  if  I  fhould  as  Lion  come  in  ftrife 

Into  this  place,  'twere  pity  of  roy  life. 
Buk^  Avery  gentle  beaft,  and  of  a  good  confeience. 
Bern.  The  very  beft  at  abeaff,my  Lord,  that  t're  I  faw. 
Lif.  This  Lion  is  a  very  Fox  for  his  valour. 
Buk.  True,  and  a  Goofe  for  his  diicretion. 
Bern.  Notfo,  my  Lord:  for  his  valour  cannot  carry  his 

difcretion,  and  the  Fox  carries  the  Goofe. 

Buk.  His  difcretion  I  am  fore1  cannot  carry  his  valour  : 
for  the  Goofe  carries  not  the  Fox.  It  is  well :  leave  it  to  his 
difcretion,  and  let  us  hearken  to  the  Moon. 

Moon.  This  Lanthorn  doth  the  horned  Moon  pre- fent. 

Bern.  He  fhould  have  worn  the  horns  on  his  head. 
Buk,  He  is  no  crefcent,  and  his  horns  are  invifible,  within 

the  circumference. 
Moon.  This  Lanthorn  doth  the  horned  Moon  prefent  : 

My  felf,the  man  i'thMoon  doth  fetm  to  be. 
Buk.  This  is  the  greateft  error  of  all  the  reft  :  the  man 

fhould  be  put  into  the  Lanthorn  :  How  is  it  elfe  the  man 
i*  th'  Moon  ? 

Bern.  He  dares  not  come  there  for  the  candle  ; 

For  you  fee  it  is  already  in  fnuff. 
But.  I  am  weary  of  this  Moon  ;  would  he  would 

change. 
Buk.  It  appears  by  his  fmall  light  of  difcretion,  that  he 

is  in  the  wane  :  but  yet  in  courtefie,  in  all  reafon,  we  muft 

ftay  the  time. 

Lyf  Proceed  Moon, Moon.  All  that  I  have  to  fay,  is  to  tell  you,  that  the 
Lanthorn  is  the  Moon  ;  I,  the  man  in  the  Moon ;  this 
thorn  bufh,  roy  thorn  bufh  ;  and  this  dog,  my  dog. 

Bern.  Why  all  thefe  fhould  be  in  the  Lanthorn  :  for  they 
are  in  the  Moon.  But  filence ;  here  comes  Tt.isby. 

Enter  Thisby. 

Thif.  This  is  old  Ninnies  tomb :  where  is  roy  love  ? Lion.  Oh. 

The 
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The  Lion  roars,  This  by  runs  off. 

Dem.  Well  roar'd  Lion. 
Duk±  Well  run  Thisby. 
Dut.  Well  (hone  Mocn. 

Truly  the  Moon  fhines  with  a  good  grace. 

Duk,.  Well  moLZ'd  Lion. 
Dem.  And  thencame  Piramus. 

Lyf.  And  To  the  Lion  vanifht. 

Enter  Piramus. 

Fir.  Sweet  Moon,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  funny  beams  ; 

I  thank  thee  Moon,  for  fhining  now  fo  bright : 

For  by  thy  gracious,  golden,  glittering  ftreams, 
I  truft  to  tafte  of  trueft  Thisbies  fight. 

But  ftay  :  O  fpight !  but  mark,  poor  Knight, 
What  dreadful  dole  is  here  ? 

Eyes  do  you  fee  !  How  can  it  be  ! 

O  dainty  Duck  :  O  Deer  / 

Thy  Mantle  good  •,  what  ftain'd  with  blood  ! 
Approach  you  Furies  fell : 

O  Fates  '.'come,  come  :  Cut  thred  and  thrum, 
Quail,  crufh,  conclude,  and  quell. 

Duk,  This  psffion,  and  the  death  of  a  dear  friend, 

Would  go  near  to  make  a  man  look.l'ad. Dut.  Befhrew  my  heart  but  1  pity  the  roan. 
Fir.  O  wherefore  Nature  didft  thou  Lions  frame? 

Since  Lion  vild  hath  here  de  flour'd  my  Deer : 
Which  is :  no,  no,  which  was  the  faireft  Dame 

That  liv'd,  that  lov'd,  that  lik'd,  that  look'd  with  cheer. 
Come  tears,  confound  :  Out  Iword,  and  wound 

The  pap  of  Piramus : 

I,  that  left  pap,  where  heart  doth  hop  : 
Thus  die  I,  thus,  thus,  thus. 
Now  am  1  dead, now  am  I  fled,  my  foul  is  in  the  sky ; 

Tongue  lofe  thy  light,  Moon  take  thy  flight, 
Now  die,  die,  die,  die,  die. 

Dem.  No  die,  but  an  ace  for  him  ;  for  he  is  but  one. 

Lyf  Lefs  than  an  ace  man  *,  For  he  is  dead  ;  he  is  no- thing. 
Vuk:  With  the  help  of  a  Surgeon  he  might  yet  recover, 

and  prove  an  Afs. 
Dut.  How  chance  che  Moon-fhine  is  gone  before  ? 

Thisby  corv.es  back,  and  finds  her  Lover. 

Enttr  Thuby. 

Du\.  She  will  find  him  by  ftar-lig'-t. 
Here  fhe  comes  *,  and  her  paffion  ends  the  p!ay. 

Dut.  Methinks  fhefhould  notufe  a  long  one  for  fuch  a 
Piramus  :  1  hope  fhe  will  be  brief. 

Dem.  A  moth  will  turn  the  ballance,  which  Piramus, 

which  Thisby  is  the  better. 

Lyf.  She  hath  fpied  him  already  with  thofe  fweet  eyes. 
Dem.  And  thus  fhe  means,  videlicet. 

Tloif.  Afkep,my  Love  ?  What,  dead,  my  Dove  ? 
O  Piramus  arife 

Speak,  fpeak.  Quite  dumb  ?  Dead,  dead  ?  A  tomb 
Muft  cover  my  fweet  eyes. 
Thefe  lilly  lips,  this  cherry  nofe, 

Thefe  yellow  cow  flip  cheeks 

Are  gone,  are  gone :  Lovers  make  moan. 

His  eyes  were  green  as  Leeks. 
O  filters  three,  come,  come  to  me, 
With  hards  as  pale  as  milk  j 

Lay  them  in  gore,  fince  you  have  fhore 

Withfhcers,  this  thread  of  filk. 

Tongue  not  a  word  •  Come  trufty  fword  • 
Come  blade,  my  bread  imbrue  : 
And  farewel  friends,  thus  Thisby  ends  ; 
Adieu,  adieu,  adieu. 

Du\.  Mooa-fbine  and  Lion  are  left  to  bury  the  dead. 
Dem.  I,  and  FT*// too. 
Bot.  No,  I  affure  you,  the  Wall  is  down  that  parted 

their  Fathers.  Will  it  pleale  you  to  fee  the  Epilogue,  or 
to  hear  a  Bergomask  dance,  between  two  of  our  Compa- ny ? 

Duk.  No  Epilogue,  I  pray  you  •,  for  your  play  needs  no 
excufe.  Never  excufe  ;  for  when  the  Players  are  all  dead, 
there  need  none  to  be  Warned.    Marry,  if  he  that  writ  it 
had  plaid  Piramus,  and  hung  hirafelf  in  Thisbies  garter,  it 
would  have  been  a  fine  Tragedy  :  and  fo  it  is  truly,  and  ve- 

ry notably  difcharg'd.  But  come,  your  Burgomask ;  let  your 
Epilogue  alone.  r 
The  iron  tongue  of  midnight  hath  told  twelve, 
Lovers,  to  bed,  'tis  almoft  Fairy  time. I  fear  Wt  (hall  out-fieep  the  coming  morn, 
As  much  as  we  this  night  have  over-watchr, 
This  palpable  grofs  play  hath  well  beguiPd 
The  heavy  gate  of  night.    Sweet  friends  to  bed. 
A  fortnight  hold  we  this  folemnity, 

In  nightly  Revels,  and  new  jollity.  Exeunt. 
Enter  Puck, 

Phc\  Now  the  hungry  Lions  roars. 
And  the  Wolf  beholds  the  Moon  : 
Whileft  the  heavy  Ploughman  fnoars. 
All  with  weary  task  fore-done. 
Now  the  wailed  brands  do  glow, 
Whil'ft  che  fcritch-owl,  fcritching  fouds 
Puts  the  wretch  that  lies  in  woe, 

In  remembrance  of  a  fhrowd.' 
Now  it  is  the  time  of  night, 
That  the  graves,  all  gaping  wide, 
Every  on<  lets  forth  his  fprighr, 
In  the  Church-way  paths  to  glide  ? 
And  we  Fairies,  that  do  run, 
By  the  triple  Hecatts  team, 
From  the  prefence  of  the  Sun, 
following  darknefs  like  a  dream, 
Now  are  frolick;  not  a  Moufe 
Shall  difturb  this  hallowed  houfe. 
I  am  fent  with  broom  before, 
Tofweep  the  duft  behind  thedoor. 

Enter  King  and  Queen  of  Fairies  with  their  tram, 

Ob.  Through  the  houfe  give  glimmering  light, 
By  the  dead  and  drowfie  fire, 
Every  Elf  and  Fairy  fpright, 

Hop  as  light  as  bird  from  brier, 
And  this  Ditty  after  me,  fing  and  dance  trippingly. 

Tit  a.  Firft  rchearie  this  long  by  roar. 
To  each  word  a  warbling  note. 
Hand  in  hand,  with  Fairy  grace, 

Will  we  fing  and  blefs  this  place. The  Song, 

New  until  the  break,  of  day, 

Through  this  houfe  each  Fairy  firayt 

To  the  befi  Bride-bed  will  Wt, 
Which  by  us  fliail  blejfcdbe :, 
And  the  iffue  there  create, 
Ever  fhall  be  fortunate : 
So  (liall  all  tbt  couples  thret% 
Ever  true  in  loving  be  : 
tsfndthe  blots  in  Natures  hand, 
Shall  not  in  their  iffue  (land  j 

Never  mole,  harelip,  nor  fear, 

Nor  mark  prodigious,  fuch  as  are 

Defpifedin  Nativity, 
Shall  upon  their  children  be. 
With  this  field  dew  confecrate, 

Every  Fairy  take  his  eatc, 
And  each  fever al  chamber  blefs, 
Through  this  Palace  with  fiveet  peace, 

Ever 



The  Merchant  of  Venice, 

Ever  foall  in  fafety  reft. 
And  the  owner  of  it  bleft. 
Trip  away,  make  no  flay\ 
Meet  me  all  by  breaks  of  day, 

Robin.  If  we  fhadows  have  offended, 

Think  but  (this,  and  all  is  mended ) 

That  you  have  but  flurobred  here, 
While  thefe  vifions did  appear. 
And  this  weak  and  idle  thearo, 

No  more  yielding  but  a  dream, 

Gentles,  do  not  reprehend  ; 

If  you  pardon,  we  will  mend. 
And  as  I  am  honeft  Tuck, 
If  we  have  unearned  luck, 

Now  to  fcape  the  Serpent's  tongue, 
We  will  make  amends  e're  long  : 
Elfe  the  Tuc\  a  liar  call. 
So  good  night  unto  you  all. 
Give  me  your  hands,  if  we  be  friends, 
And  Robin  (hall  rcitore  amends. 

THE 

Merchant  of  Venice. 

Aftus  Primut. 

Enter  Anthonio,  Solarino,  «»4Salanio. 

N  footh  I  know  not  why  Tarn  fo  fad, 

It  wearies  me  ••  you  fay  it  wearies  you } 
But  how  I  caught  it,  found  it,  or  came 

("by  if, 

What  (tuff  'tis  made  of,  whereof  it  is 
(born, 

l  am  to  learn :  and  fuch  a  Want-wit  fad 
(nefs  makes  of  me, 

That  I  have  much  a  do  to  knew  my  felf. 
Sal  Your  mind  is  tolling  on  the  Ocean, 

There  where  your  Argofies  with  portly  fail, 
Like  Signiorsand  rich  Burgers  on  the  flood, 
Or  as  it  were  the  Pageans  of  the  fea, 
Do  over-peer  the  petty  Traffickers 
That  curtfie  to  them,  do  them  reverence, 
As  they  fly  by  them  with  their  woven  wings. 

Sola.  Believe  me,  fir,  had  I  fuch  venture  forth, 
The  better  part  of  my  affeftions  would 
Be  with  my  hopes  abroad.  I  (hould  be  ftill 
Plucking  the  grsfs,  to  know  where  fits  the  wind, 
Peering  in  Maps  for  ports,  and  peers,  and  roads : 
And  every  objeftthat  might  make  me  fear 
Misfortune  to  my  ventures,  out  of  doubt, 
Would  make  me  fad. 

Sal.  My  wind  cooling  my  broth, 
Would  blow  me  to  an  Ague,  when  I  thought 
What  harm  a  wind  too  great  might  do  at  fea. 
I  fhouldnot  feethefandy  hour-glafs  run, 
But  I  fhould  think  of  (hallows,  and  of  flats, 
And  fee  my  wealthy  Andrew  docks  in  fand, 
Vailing  her  high  top  lower  than  her  ribs, 
To  kifs  her  burial :  Should  I  go  to  Church, 
And  fee  the  holy  Edifice  of  ftone, 
And  not  bethink  me  ftraightof  dangerous  rocks, 

Which  touching  but  my  gentle  Veflel's  fide, 
Would  fcatter  all  her  fpiceson  theftream, 
Enrobe  the  roaring  waters  with  myfilks, 
And  in  a  word,  but  even  now  worth  this, 

And  now  worth  nothing.  Shall  I  have  the  thought 
To  think  on  this,  and  (hall  I  lack  the  thought, 

That  fuch  a  thing  bechane'd  would  make  me  fad  ? 
But  tell  not  me,  1  know  Anthonio 
Is  fad  to  think  upon  his  Merchandize. 

Anth.  Believe  me,  no,  I  thank  my  fortune  for  ir, 
My  ventures  arc  not  in  one  bottom  trufted, 
Nor  to  one  place  \  nor  is  my  whole  eftate 
Upon  the  fortune  of  thisprefent  year: 
Therefore  my  Merchandize  makes  me  nor  fad. 

Sola.  Why  then  you  are  in  love. 
Anth.  Fie,  fie. 

Sola.  Not  in  love  neither  !  then  let  us  fay  you  are  fad 

Becaufe  you  are  not  merry  ;  and  'twere  as  eafie 
For  you  to  laugh  and  leap,  and  fay  you  are  merry, 

Becaufe  you  are  not  fad,  Now  by  my  two-hesded  Janusy 

Nature  hath  fram'd  Arrange  fellows  in  her  time  \ 
Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  eyes9 
And  laugh  like  Parrots  at  a  bag-piper  \ 
And  other  of  fuch  vinegar  afpeft, 

Thatthey'l  not  (hew  their  teeth  in  way  of  fmile, 
Though  Nettarfm&i  the  )eft  be  laughable. 

Enter  Baffanio,  Lorenfo,  and  Gratiano. 

Sola.  Here  comes  Bajfanio, 
Your  mod  noble  Kinfman, 
Gratiano,  and  Lorenfo.  Fare  ye  well ; 
We  leave  you  now  with  better  company. 

Sola.  1  would  have  ftaid  till  1  had  made  you  merry, 
If  worthier  friends  had  not  prevented  me. 

Anth.  Your  worth  is  very  dear  in  my  regard. 
I  take  it  your  own  bufinefs  calls  on  you, 

And  you  embrace  th'  occafion  to  depart. 
Sal.  Good  morrow,  my  good  Lords. 

Bajf.  Good  Signiors  both,  when  (hall  we  laugh  ?  fay 
when? 

You  grow  exceeding  ftrange  ;  muft  it  be  fo  ? 

Sal.  We'i  make  our  leilures  to  attend  on  yoursi 
Exeunt  Solarino,  andSohnlo. 

Lord.  My  Lord  B>J[anio,  fince  you  have  found  Anthonio, 

We 
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We  two  will  leave  you,  but  at  dinner-ti
me 

I  pray  you  have  in  raind  where  we  muff  meet
. 

Bajf.  I  will  not  fail  you.  . 

Crat.  You  look  not  well,  fignior  Anthofito *, 
You  have  too  much  refpeft  upon  the  world  : 

They  lofe  it  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care. 

Believe  me,  you  are  marvelloufly  chang'd. 
Anth.  1  hold  the  world  but  as  the  world,  Gratiano, 

A  ftage,  where  every  man  muft  play  a  part, 
And  mine  a  fad  one. 

Crat.  Let  me  play  the  fool, 

With  mirth  and  laughter :  let  old  wrincles  come, 

And  let  my  Liver  rather  heat  with  Wine, 

Than  my  heart  cool  with  mortifying  groans. 

Why  fhould  a  man,  whofe  blood  is  warm  within, 
Sit  like  his  Grandfire  cut  in  Alablafier  i 

Sleep  when  he  wakes,  and  creep  into  the  Jaundies, 

\  By  being  peevifh  ?  I  tell  thee  what,  Anthonio, 
1 1  love  thee,  and  it  is  my  love  that  fpeaks : 

j  There  are  a  fort  of  men,  whofe  vifages 
Do  cream  and  mantle  like  a  ftanding  pond, 
And  do  a  wilful  ftilnefs  entertain, 

With  purpofe  to  be  dreft  in  an  opinion 

Of  wifdom,  gravity,  profound  conceit, 
As  who  fhould  fay,  I  am,  fir,  an  Oracle, 
And  when  I  ope  my  lips,  let  no  dog  bark. 

0  my  tAnthmo,  I  do  know  of  thele , 
That  therefore  only  are  reputed  wife, 

For  faying  nothing  *,  when  lam  very  fure, 
If  they  fhould  fpeak,  would  almoft  damn  thofe  ears, 

Which  hearing  them,  would  call  their  brothers  fools. 
fie  tell  thee  more  of  this  another  time. 
But  fifh  not  with  thismdancholly  bait, 
For  this  fool  Gudgion,  this  opinion  : 

Come  good  Lorenzo,  fare  ye  well  a  while, 

He  end  ray  exhortation  after  dinner. 

Lor.  Well,  we  will  leave  you  then  till  dinner-time. 

1  muft  be  one  of  thefe  fame  dumb  wife  men  •, 
For  Gratiano  never  le  ts  me  fpeak. 

gra.  Well,  keep  me  company  but  two  years  moe, 
Thou  (halt  not  know  the  found  of  thine  own  tongue. 

Antb.  Fare  you  well  i  Tie  grow  a  talker  for  this  gear. 

Gra.  Thanks  i'  faith  j  for  filence  is  only  commendable 

In  aNeats  Tongue  dri'd,  and  a  maid  not  vendible.  Exit. 
Anth.  It  is  that  any  thing  now. 

'Bajf.  Gratiano  f>eaks  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing,  more 

than  any  man  in  all  Venice',  his  reafons  are  two  grains  of 

wheat  hid  in  two  buftiels  of  chaff :  you  (hall  feck  all  day  e're 

you  find  them*,  and  when  you  have  them,  they  are  not 
worth  thefearch. 

Anth.  Well :  tell  me  now  what  Lady  is  the  fame 
To  whom  you  fvore  a  fecret  pilgrimage, 

That  vou  to  day  prorais'd  to  tell  me  of? 
Bajf.  Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  Anthonio, 

How  much  I  have  difabled  mine  eftate, 

By  fomething  fhewing  a  more  fwclling  port 

Than  my  faint  means  would  grant  coutinuance  : 

Nor  do  1  now  make  moan  to  be  abridg'd 
From  fuch  a  noble  rate*,  but  my  chief  care 
Is  to  come  fairly  off  from  the  great  debts 
Wherein  my  time,  fomething  too  prodigal, 

Hath  left  me  gag'd :  to  you,  Anthomo, 
I  owe  the  molt  in  money,  and  in  love, 

And  from  your  love  I  have  a  warranty 
To  unburthen  all  my  plots  and  purpofes, 

How  to  get  clear  of  all  the  debts  I  owe. 

Anth.  I  pray  you  good  Bajfanio,  let  roe  know  itj 

And  if  itftandsasyou  your  felf  ftilldo, 

Within  the  eye  of  honour,  be  afTur'd 
My  purfe,  my  perfon,  my  extreameft  means 

Lie  all  unlock'd  to  your  occafions. 
Bajf.  In  my  fchooldays,  when  I  had  loft  one  fhaft, 

I  (hot  his  fellow  of  the  felf-fame  flight 
Thefelf  fame  way,  with  moreadvifed  watch, 

14? 

To  find  the  other  forth  ;  and  by  adventuring  both, 
loft  found  both.  Iurgethischild-hood  proof, 
Becaufe  what  follows  is  pure  innocence. 
I  owe  you  much,  and  like  a  wilful  youth, 
That  which  I  owe  is  loft:  but  if  you  pleafe 
To  fhoot  another  arrow  that  felf  way 
Which  you  did  fhoot  the  firft,  I  do  not  doubt. 
As  I  will  watch  the  aim :  Or  tofind  both, 
Or  bring  your  latter  hazard  back  again, 
And  thankfully  reft  debtor  for  the  firft.  • 

Anth.  You  know  me  well,  and  herein  fpend  but  time 
To  wind  about  my  love  with  circumftance  -T 
And  out  of  doubt  you  do  to  me  more  wrong, 
!n  making  queftion  of  my  uttermoft, 
Than  if  you  had  madewafteof  all  lhave: 
Then  do  but  fay  to  me,  whit  fhould  I  do, 
That  in  your  knowledg  may  by  me  be  done, 
And  I  am  preft  unto  it :  therefore  fpeak. 

Bajf.  In  Belmont  is  a  Lady  richly  left, 
And  fhe  is  fair,  and  fairer  than  that  word\ 
Of  wondrous  vertues :  fometimes  from  her  eye?3 
I  did  receive  fair  fpecchlefs  mefTages : 
Her  name  is  Portia,  nothing  undervaluM 

To  Cato'i  daughter,  Brutus  Portia  : 
Nor  is  the  wide  world  ignorant  of  her  worth  j 
For  the  Four  winds  blow  in  from  every  coaft 
Renowned  lutors  *,  and  her  funny  locks 
Hang  on  her  temples  like  a  golden  fleece, 
Which  makes  her  feat  of  Belmont  Cholches  ftrond3 

And  many  Jafom  come  in  queft  of  her. 
0  my  xAnthonio,  had  I  but  the  means  \ 
To  hold  a  rival  pbee  with  one  of  them, 
1  have  a  mind  prefages  me  fuch  thrift, 
That  1  fhould  quefhonfefs  be  fortunate. 

Anth.  Thou  know 'ft  that  all  my  fortunes  are  at  fea; 
Neither  have  I  money,  nor  commodity 

To  raife  a  prefent  fum  *,  therefore  go  forth, 
Try  what  my  credit  can  in  Vcnict do, 

That  fhall  be  rack'd  even  to  the  uttermoft, 
To  furnifh  thee  to  Belmont  to  fair  Portia, 

Go  prefently  enquire,  and  lb  will  I, 
Where  money  is,  and  I  no  queftion  make 
To  have  ic  of  roytruft,  or  tor  my  fake.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Portia  with  her  waiting-woman  Nerifla. 

Por.By  my  troth,Ncrijfaymy  little  body  is  weary  of  this 
great  worldi 

Net.  You  would  be,  fweet  Madam,  if  your  miferies  were 
in  the  fame  abundance  as  your  good  fortunes  are  :  and  yet 
for  ought  1  fee,  they  are  as  fick  that  furfeit  with  too  much, 

as  they  that  ftarve  with  nothing  *,  therefore  it  isnofmall 
happinefs  to  be  fcated  in  the  mean*,  fuperfluity  comes  fooner 
by  white  hairs,  but  competency  lives  longer. 

Por.  Good  fentences,  and  well  pronoune'd. 
Ner.  They  would  be  better  if  well  followed. 
Por.  If  to  do  were  as  eafie  as  to  know  what  were  good  to 

do,  Chappels  had  been  Churches,  and  poor  mens  Cottages 
Princes  Palaces:  It  is  a  good  Divine  that  follows  his  own 
inftruftions :  I  can  eafkr  teach  twenty  what  were  good  to 
be  done,  than  be  one  of  the  twenty  to  follow  mine  own 
teaching ;  The  brain  may  devife  laws  for  the  blo^d,  but  a 
hot  temper  leaps  ove  a  cold  decree  ;  fuch  a  hare  is  Mad- 
nefs,  the  Youth,  to  skip  o're  the  mefhes  of  good  counfel, 
the  Cripple  :  But  this  reaibn  is  not  in  fafhion  to  chufe  me  a 
husband  ;  O  me,  the  word  chufe  !  I  may  neither  chufe 
whom  I  would,  nor  refufe  whom  I  diflike,  fo  is  the  will 

of  a livingdcughrer  curb'd  by  the  will  of  adead  father:  is 
it  not  hard,  Nerijfa,  that  I  cannot  chufe  one,  nor  refufe 
none  ? 

Ner.  Your  Father  was  ever  vertuous  ,  and  holy  men 

at  their  death  have  good  inlpirations  ;  therefore  the  lot- 
tery that  he  hath  deviled  in  thele  three  chefts  of  Gold, 

Silver  ,  and  Lead  *,  whereof  who  chufes  his  meanirg, N  chulei 
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chufesvou,  wM  no  doubt  never  be  chokn  by  any
  right- 

ly but' one  who  you  fhail  rightly  love:  bntwhat  war
mtn 

is  there  m  your  arT^ion  towards  any  of  thefe  
Princely 

futcrs  that  are  already  come? 

Per  1  pay  thee  over-name  them,  and  as  thou
  nameft 

thtm,i  willddcribe  them,  and  according  to  my 
 defcrt- 

pti  on,  level  at  ray  ifTettion. 

Nr.  Firft  there  is  the  Neopolitan  Prince. 

Por  I  that's^  colt  indeed,  for  he  doth  nothing  but 

talk  of  his  hoifc,  and  he  makes  it  a  great  appropnacion 

to  his  own  good  parts  that  he  can  fhew  hirafelf  :
  1 

am  much  afraid  my  Lady  his  mother  plaid  falfe  with 
 a 

Smith.  >  ,  . 

23er.  Then  is  there  the  County  Palenttne. 

P,r.  He  doth  nothing  but  frown  (  as  who  fhould  fay 

and  you  will  not  have  me,  chufe:  he  hearts  merry  tales 

and  I'mrles  not,  I  fear  he  will  prove  the  weeping  Fhilo 

'fjphcr  when  he  grows  old,  being  lb  full  of  unmannerly 

I  fadntfs  in  his  youth.  )  I  had  rather  to  be  married  to  a 

'  deaths  head  with  a  bone  in  his  mouth,  than  to  either  of 

diefe :  God  defend  me  from  thefe  two. 

Ner.  How  fay  you  by  the  French  Lord,  MounQeur 
h  t  Bom  /  . 

Par.  God  made  him,  and  therefoee  let  him  pafs  for 

a  man;  in  truth  I  know  it  is  fin  to  be  a  mocker,  but  he! 

why  he  hath  a  horfc  better  than  the  Neapolitans,  abet- 
ter bad  habit  cf  frowning  than  the  Count  Palentint,  he 

is  every  [flan  in  no  man,  a  if  a  Taffel  fing,  he  falls  ftraight 

a  opring,  he  will  fence  with  his  own  fhadow.  Jf  I  fhould 

ssarry  him,  I  fhould  marry  twenty  husbands:  if  he  would 

defpile  me,  I  would  forgive  him,  for  if  he  love  me  to  mad- 

oefs,  1  fhould  never  requite  him- 

Ner.  What  fay  you  then  to  F^onhridge,  the  young 
Baron  of  England} 

Por.  You  know  I  fay  nothing  to  him,  for  he  under- 

stands not  me,  nor  I  him  :  he  hath  neither  Latine,  Freneh, 

nor  Italian,  and  you  will  come  into  the  Court  and  fivear 

that  I  have  a  poor  penny-worth  in  the  EngUfi  :  he  is  a 

proper  mans  piaure,  but  alas  who  can  converfe  with  a
 

dumb  (how?  how  odly  he  is  fuited,  I  think  he  bought 

his  doublet  in  Italy,  his  round  hofe  in  France,  his  bonnet  in 

Germany,  and  his  behaviour  every  where. 

Ner.  What  think  you  of  the  other  Lord  his  neigh- 
bour ?  «•.••<■ 

Por.  That  he  hath  a  neighbourly  chanty  in  him,  for 

he  borrowed  a  box  of  the  ear  cf  the  Engltjh-man,  and 

fwore  he  would  pay  him  again  when  he  was  able.  I 

think  the  Frenchman  became  his  furety,  and.  fealed  under 
for  another. 

Ner.  How  like  you  the  young  Germain  the  Duke  of 
Saxonies  Nephew  ? 

Tor.  Very  vildely  in  the  morning  when  he  is  feber, 

and  moft  vildely  in  the  afternoon  when  he  is  drunk  i 

when  he  is  beft,  he  is  a  little  worfe  then  a  man,  and  when 

he  is  worhSheis  little  better  then  a  beaft  :  andtheworft 

All  that  ever  fill,  I  hope  I  fhall  make  fliift  to  go  without him. 

Ntr.  If  he  fhould  offer  to  chufe,  and  chufe  the  right 

Casket,  you  fhould  refufe  to  perform  your  Fathers  will, 

il  you  fhould  refufe  to  accept  him. 
Por.  Therefore  for  fear  of  the  worft,  I  pray  thee  fet 

a  deep  Glafs  of  Rennijhwint  on  the  contrary  Casks', 
for  if  the  Devil  be  within,  and  the  temptation  without, 

I  know  he  will  chufe  it.  I  will  do  any  thing  Neriffa  ere 

i  will  be  married  to  a  fpunge- 

Ner.  You  need  not  fear  Lady  the  having  any  of  theie 

Lcrds,  they  have  acquainted  me  with  their  determinati
- 

ons, which  is  indeed  to  return  to  their  home,  and  to  Dou- 

ble you  with  no  more  fuit,  unlefs  you  may  be  won  by  iome 

other  fort  than  your  Fathers  impofition,  depending  on  the 

"  For.  If  I  live  to  be  as  old  as  Sibilla,  I  will  die  as  chaft 
as  Diant  :  unlefs  I  be  obtained  by  the  manner  of  my  Fa- 

thers will    I  am  glad  this  parcel  of  wooers  are  fo  rea- 

sonable, ,or  theie  is  not  one  among  them  but  I 

doatonhis  very  abfence  •  and  wfh  thum  a  fair  d* par 

ture. 
Ner.  Do  you  not  remember,  Lady,  in  your  Fathers 

time  ,  a  Vtftttian  ,  a  Scholar  arcl  a  foulcMer  that 
came  hither  in  company  of  the  Maiquefs  of  Monnftr- 

rat  > 

Por.  Yes,  yes,  it  was  laffariio  ,  as  I  think,  fo  was 

h«  csil'd. 
Ntr.  True  Madam,  he  of  all  the  men  that  ever  my 

foolifh  tyes  look'd  upon,  was  the  bift  defeivirig  a  fair Lady. 

Tor.  I  remember  him  will,  and  I  remember  h'm  wor- 
thy of  thy  praife. 

Enter  a  Serving-man. 

Ser.  The  four  Grangers  feek  you  Madam  to  take  their 
leave  :  and  there  is  a  Icre-runner  come  from  a  fift, 
The  Prince  cf  Moruco  who  brings  word  the  Prince  his 
Mafter  will  be  hire  to  night. 

Por.  II  I  could  bid  the  fift  welcome  with  fo  good  heart 
as  1  can  bid  the  other  ftur  farewel,  1  fhould  be  glad  of 
his  approach  :  ii  he  have  the  ccr.ditionof  a  Sainr,  and 
the  complexion  of  a  Devil,  1  had  rather  he  fhould  fhrive 
me  n.an  wive  me.  Ccme  Rtriffa,  fma  go  before ;  whiles 
we  fhut  the  gate  upon  one  wooer  ,  another  knocks  at  th* 
door.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Baffania  mth  Sh^  lock  the  J<.w. 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  Ducats,  well. 

Faff.  I  fir,  for  three  months. 
Shy.  For  three  montr s,  well. 
Bajf.  For  the  which  ,  as  Irdd  you, 

Anthonio  fhall  be  bound. 

Shy.  Authonio  fh  ,11  become  bound,  well. 

Baff.  May  you  fted  roe  ?  Wilrycu  pleafure  me? 
Shall  1  know  your  anfwer ? 

Shy.  Three  thcufard  Ducats  for  three  months, 
And  Anthonio  bound. 

Baff.  Your  anfwer  to  that. 
Shy.  Anthonio  is  a  good  man. 
Baff.  Have  you  heard  any  imputation  to  the  cen- 

tral y. 

Shy.  No,  no,  no,  no  ;  my  meaning  in  faying  he  is  a 
good  m;n,  is  to  have  }cu  unceiftarc  me  that  he  is  (iffi. 

cient,  yet  his  means  are  in  luppofition  :  bs  hath  an  Argc- 
fy  bcur.d  fo  Tripoli*,  ?roiher  to  the  Indies.  1  under- 

ftar.d  moreover  upon  the  Royalto,  he  h.th  a  third  at  Me- 

xico, a  fourth  for  England,  and  other  ventures  he  hath 

fquandred  abroad,  but  Ships  are  tut  hoords.  Sailers  but 
men,  there  be  Lard  Rats,  ar.d  Water  Rats,  Water  theives 
and  Land  Theive?,  1  mean  Pyrats  ;  and  then  there  is  the 

peril  of  Waters,  Wirdf,  and  Rock1 :  the  roan  isnotwith- 
ftandirg  fifikienti  thieethoutend  Ducats,  Ithink  1  may 
take  his  bor.d. 

Baff.  Be  aflured  you  may. 
Jtvc.  I  will  be  allured  I  may  :  and  that  I  may  besf- 

fured  ,  1  will  bethink  mt ,  may  1  fpeak  with  Antho- 
nio. 

Baff.  If  it  pleafe  you  tc  dire  with  us. 

Jtvp.  Yes,  to  fmellpork,  to  cat  of  the  Habitation 

which  your  Prophet  the  Nazariteccnjured  the  Devil  in- 
to: 1  will  buy  with  you,  fell  with  you,  talk  with  ycu, 

walk  with  you,  and  fo  lollowing  :  but  1  will  not  eat  with 

you,  drink  with  you,  nor  pray  with  ycu. 
What  news  on  the  Byalto,  who  is  he  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Anthonio. 

Baff  This  is  Signior  Anthonio. 
Jew.  How  like  a  fawning  publican  he  looks. 
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l  hare  him,  for  he  is  a  Chriftian  : 
But  more  for  that  in  low  fimplicity 

He  lends  out  money  gratis,and  brings  down 
The  rate  of  ufancehere  with  us  in  Venice. 
If  I  can  catch  him  once  upon  the  hip, 

I  will  feed  fat  the  antient  grudg  I  bear  him. 
He  hates  our  facred  Nation,  and  he  rails 

Even  there  where  Merchants  rooft  do  Congregate 

On  me,  my  bargains,  and  my  well-worn  thrift, 
Which  he  calls  intereft  i  Curfed  be  my  Tribe 
If  I  forgive  him. 

Ba(f.  Shylock.,  do  you  hear? 
Shy.  I  am  debating  of  my  prefent  flare, 

And  by  the  near  guel's  of  my  menory 
1  cannot  inftantly  rail'e  up  the  grofs 
Of  full  three  thou fand Ducats :  what  of  that.* 

Tubal',  a  wealthy  Hebrew  of  my  Tribe 
Will  turnifh  me :  but  foft, how  many  Months 

Do  you  defire  ?   Reft  > ou .fair-good"  Stgfmr, Your  worfhip  was  thetaft  man  in  our  mouths. 

sAnth.  Shylocki  albeit  I  neither  lend  nor  borrow 
By  taking,  nor  by  giving  of  Excefs, 
Yettofupply  the  ripe  wants  of  my  friend, 
Pie  break  acuftom  :  is  he  yet  poffift 
How  much  he  would  ? 

Shy.  1, 1,  three  thoufand  Ducats. 
Anth.  And  for  three  months. 

Shy.  1  had  forgot,  three  months  you  told  me  fo. 

Weil  then,  your  bond  :  but  let  me  fee,  but  hear  you* 

Me  thoughts  you  laid,you  neither  lend  nor  borrow 
Upon  advantage. 

Anth.  I  do  never  ufe  it 

Shy.  When  Jacob  graz'd  his  Uncle  Laban'iftxtp, This  Jacob  from  our  holy  Abraham  was 
r  As  his  wife  Mother  wrought  in  his  behalf ) 
The  third  pofftfTer,  I,  he  was  the  third. 

tAnth.  And  what  of  him,  did  he  take  1  r,t  ereft? 
Shy.  N 0,  not  take  intereft,  not  as  you  would  fay 

Dire&Iy  intereft,  mark  what  Jacob  did, 

When  Laban  and  himfclf  were  coroprimiz'd 
That  all  the  euelings  which  were  ftreav'd  and  pied 
Should  fall  as  Jacobs  hire,  the  Ewes  being  rank, 
In  end  of  Autumn  turned  to  the  Rams, 
And  when  the  work  of  generation  was, 
Between  thefe  woolly  breeders  in  the  mcT: 

The  skilful  fhepheard  pil'd  me  certain  wands, 
And  in  the  doing  of  the  deed  of  kind, 

!  He  (tuck  them  up  before  the  fulfome  Ewes, 
!  Who  then  conceiving,  did  in  yeaning  time 

Fall  party-colour'd  Lamb?,  and  thofewere  Jacobs. 
This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  bleft  : 
And  thrift  is  bleffing  if,  men  fteal  it  not. 

Anth.  This  was  a  venture  fir,  that  Jacob  ferv'd  for, 
A  thing  not  in  his  power  to  bring  to  pafs, 

Butfway'd  and  fafhion'd  by  the  hand  of  heaven  j 
Was  this  inferted  to  make  intereft  good  ? 
Or  is  your  gold  and  filver  Ewes  and  Rams  ? 

Shy.  I  cannot  tell,  make  it  breed  as  faft, 
But  note  my  Signior. 

aAnth.  Mark  you  this  Baffanio, 
The  Devil  can  cite  Scripture  for  hispurpofe. 
An  evil  foul  producing  holy  witnefs, 
Is  like  a  villain  with  a  fmiling  cheek, 
A  goodly  apple  rotten  at  the  heart. 
O  what  a  goodly  outfide  fallchood  hath. 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  Ducats,  'tis  a  good  round  fum. 
Three  months  from  twelve,  then  let  me  fee  the  rate. 

Anth.  Well  Shylock.,  fhall  we  be  beholding  to  you  ? 
Shy.  Signior  Anthonio ,roany  a  time  and  oft 

In  the  Rialto  you  have  rated  me 
About  my  moneys  and  my  ufances : 
Still  have  I  born  it  with  a  patient  fhrug 
(  For  fufferance  is  the  badg  of  all  our  Tribe) 

I You  call  me  misbeliever,  cut-throat  dog, 
.   

And  fpit  upon  my  Jewifh  gaberdine, 
And  all  for  ufe  of  that  which  is  mine  own. 

Well  then,  it  now  appears  you  need  mv  help  : 
Go  to  then,  you  come  to  me,  and  you  fay, 
Shylock^  we  would  have  moneys,  you  Uy  Co  : 
You  that  did  void  your  rheumeup<n  ray  beard, 
And  foot  me  as  youfpurn  a  ftranger  cur 
Over  your  threfhold,  moneys  is  your  fine. 
What  fhould  I  fay  to  you  ?    Should  I  not  fay, 
Hath  a  dog  money  ?  isitpoffible 
A  cir  fhould  lend  three  thoufand  Ducats?  or 
Shall  I  bend  low,  and  in  a  Ifoondmanskey 
With  bated  breath,  and  whifpring  humbfenefs, 
Say  this :  Fair  fir,  you  fpet  on  me  on  Wednefday  laft  j 
You  fpurri'd  mefuch  a  day  ;  another  rime 
Youcall'd  me  dog  -.  and  for  thefe  curafks 
1'ie  lend  you  thus  much  moneys. 

-Anth.  I  am  as  like  to  call  thee  fo  again, 

To  fpet  n  thee  again,  tofpurn  thee  too. 
If  thou  wilt  lend  this  money,  lend  it  not 
\i  to    >  i.iend,for  when  did  friendfbip  take 
\  breed  of  barren  metal  of  his  friend  ? 

;   r  iend  it  rather  to  thine  enemy, 
vVhoii  he  break,  thou  maift  with  better  face 
Exaft  the  penalties. 

Shy.  Why  look  you  how  you  ftorm, 
I  would  be  friends  with  yen,  and  have  your  love, 

Forget  the  fhames  that  you  have  ftain'd  me  with, 
S  Jf  ply  your  prefent  wants,  gndt^ke  no  doit 
Of  ufance  fo;  my  m.  jneys,  and  you'J  not  hear  me  } This  is  kind  I  offer. 

Bajf.  This  were  k'rdneft. 

Shy.  This  kindneis  will  I  {how  * 
Go  with  mc  to  a  Notar  y,  fea!  m?  th  TC 
Your  fingle  bond,  and  in  a  raerrv  fport 
If  you  repay  me  not  on  fuch  a  .4 ay, 
In  fuch  a  place,  fuch  fum  or  iurns  as  are 
Expreftinthe  condition,  let  the  forieit 
Be  nominated  for  an  equal  pound 
Of  your  fair  fielli,  to  be  cut  off  and  taken 
In  what  part  of  yourbodyit  p  eaieth  me. 

Anth.  Content  in  faith,  i'le  f:al  to  inch  a  bond. 
And  fay  there  is  much  kindneis  in  the  Jew. 

Baf.  Ycu  fhall  not  feal  to  fuch  a  bund  for  me, 

I'le  rather  dwell  in  my  necefficy. 
Anth.  Why  fear  not  roan,l  will  not  forfeit  itj 

Within  thefe  two  months,  that's  a  month  before 
This  bond  expire^,  I  do  expect  return 
Of  thrice  three  times  the  value  of  this  bond. 

Shy.  O  Father  (Abraham,  what  thefe  Chriftians  are, 
Whole  own  hard  dealing  teaches  thtm  lufpeft 

The  thoughts  of  others .-  Pray  you  tell  roe  this, 
If  he  fhould  break  his  day,  what  fhould  1  gain 
By  the  ex  sftion  of  the  forfeiture  ? 
A  pound  of  mans  flefh  taken  from  a  man, 
Is  not  fo  eftimable,profitable  neither, 
As  flefh  of  Muttons,  Beefs ,  or  Goats.    1  fay, 

To  buy  his  favour,  I  extend  this  friendftiip*, 
If  he  will  take  it,  fo  :  if  not  adieu, 
And  for  ray  love  I  pray  you  wrong  me  not. 

tAnth.  Yes  Shylock^  I  will  feal  unto  this  bond, 
Shy.  Then  meet  me  forthwkh  at  the  Notaries, 

Give  him  direction  for  this  merry  bond, 

And  I  will  go  and  punfe  the  Ducats  ftraight : 
See  to  my  houfe,leftin  the  fearful  guard 
Of  an  unthrifty  knave:  and  prefently 
Tie  be  with  you.  Exit. 

Anth.  Hye  thee  gentle  Jew.    This  Hebrew  will  turn 
Chriftian,  he  grows  kind. 

Bajf.  1  like  not  fair  terms,  and  a  villains  mind. 
nAnth.  Come  on,  in  this  there  can  be  no  difraay, 

My  Ship's  come  home  a  month  before  the  day. 

Exeunt. N  2  Alius 
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Alius  Secundus. 

eJMorochius  a  i Array  Moor  all  white,  and  three  or 

four  followers  accordingly,  with  Portia, 
Nerrijfa  and  her  train. 

Flo.  Cornets. 

Mm  Miilik«  me  not  for  my  completion, 

Thefhadowed  livery  of  theburnifh'd  Sun, 
To  whom  I  am  a  neighbour,  and  near  bred. 
Bring  ffle  the  faireft  creature  Northward  Born, 
Where  Phabut  fire  fcarce  thaws  the  yficles, 
And  let  us  make  incifion  for  your  Love, 

To  prove  whole  Bloodisreddeft,hisor  mine; 
f  uH  the  Lady  this  afpeft  of  mine 
Hath  feard  the  valiant,  (  by  my  love  I  fwear) 

The  beft  regarded  Virgins  of  our  Clime 
Have  lov'd  it  too  :  I  would  not  change  this  huet 
Except  to  deal  your  thoughts  my  gentle  Queen, 

Pot.  In  terras  of  choice  I  am  not  foelly  led 
By  nice  dire&ion  of  a  maidens  eyes  : 
Befides,  the  lottery  of  mydertiny 
Bars  me  the  right  of  voluntary  chuGng  : 
But  if  my  father  had  not  Granted  me, 

And  hedg*d  «ae  by  his  wit  to  yield  my  felf 
His  wife,  who  wisss  me  by  that  means  I  told  y©U| 
four  fejf  {  renowned  Prince  )  then  flood  as  lair 

As  any  comer  I  have  iook'd  on  yet 
For  my  affe&ioo, 

Mar.  Even  for  that  I  thank  you, 
Therefore  I  pray  you  lead  me  to  the  Caskets 

To  try  ray  fortune    By  this  Symitar 
That  flew  the  Sophy,  and  a  Perfian  Prince, 
That  won  three  fields  of  Sultan  Solyman, 

I  would  o're-ftarethe  flerneftcyes  that  look: 
Out-feravethe  heart  moft  daring  on  the  earth  s 
Pluck  the  young  fucking  Cubs  from  the  fhe  Bear,, 
Yea,  mock  the  Lion  when  he  roars  for  prey, 
To  win  the  Lady.  But  alas  the  while, 
If  Hsrwles  and  Lye  has  play  at  Dice 
Which  is  the  better  roan,  the  greater  throw 

May  turn  bf  fortune  from  the  weaker  haads 
So  is  Jkidtss  beatenfcy  his  rage, 

And  focnay  i,  blind  fortune  leading  me,  * Mifs  that  which  one  unworffaier  may  attain, 

&nd  dye  with  grieving. 
Bar.  ¥ou  rauft  take  your  chancce 

And  either  not  attempt  toehoofe  at  aU, 
Or  Iwear  before  you  choofeeif  you  dioofe  wrong, 
Never  to  fpeate  to  Lidy  afterward 

la  way  of  Marriage^  therefore  be  advised Mor.  Nor  will  not  ̂   come  bring  me  unto  my  chance; 
T-ar.  fit&  forward  to  the  temple,  after  dinner 

Yourha^ird  fha-il  fee  made. 
Mor.  Good  fortune  thee,  Cornets 

Tomak£  me  blcjl  or  csirfed'ft  among  men.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Clwn  alowl 

Cie.  Certainly,  my  confidence  will  fetve  me  to  run 
from  this  |ew  my  Mafter :  the  fiend  is  at  mine  elbow, 
and  attempts  me,  faying  to  me  Job,  Launcelet  Job,  good 
L,aniiceie£ ,  or  good  Joht  or  good  Launcelet  Job  ,  ufe 
your  Legs*  take  theftart,  run  away  %  my  confeience  fays 
no  1  Uke  heed  honeft  Launcelu^  take  heed  honeft  Job, 
or  £6  aforc-faid  honeft  Launcelet  Job  ,  do  not  run  , 

fcor B  musing  with  thy  heels  well ,  the  moll  couragi- 
ousfiead  bids  roe  pack,  fi*  fays  the  fiend,  away  fays 
the  fetad,  for  the  heavens  rofe  up  a  brave  mind  lays 

I  the  fiend,  and  run  ;  well,  my  confeience  h  inging  about 
the  neck  of  my  heart,  lays  very  wiiely  to  me,  My  ho-> 
ncft  friend  Launcelet,  bang  an  honeft  mans  fon,  or  ra- 

ther an  honeft  womans  Ion  ,  for  indeed  ray  Father  did 
foraethingfmack,  lbmeching  grow  too  *,  he  had  akindof 
tafte;  well, my  confeience  fays  Launcelet  budg  not,  btdg 
fays  the  fiend-  budg  not  fays  rcy  conlcienc:;  conicunce 
lay  1  you  <oinfel  wd),  fiend  lay  I  you  counftl  '.veil, 
to  berul'd  by  my  con'cierce  I  fnould  Hay  with  \ht  J.w 
my  Mailer,  who  (  Gad  bltfs  the  mark  )  is  a  kicd  of 
Devil  and  to  runaway  from  the  Jew  1  fhould  bertled 
by  the  fiend,  who  faying  your  reverence  is  the  Devil  him- 
felf:  certainly  the  jew  is  the  very  Devil  iocarnaMM, 
and  in  my  confeience,  cay  confeience  is  a  kind  of  bird 
conlcience,  to  offer  to  counfel  me  to  ftay  i*t£h  ibe 

the  fiend  gives  the  more  friendly  coun'.tl  ;  I  vv run 
fiend,  my  heels  are  at  your  conmacdemcnt  ,  i  will 

run. 
Enter  old  Cobbo  vtlth  a  Baikjt. 

Cob.  Ma  Iter  young-man,  you  I  pray  you,  whicb  tithe 
way  to  M after  jews  ? 

Laun.  O  heavens,  this  i  my  true  begotten  Father,  who 
being  more  then  iand-blind,  high  gtavd  blind,  Ibbmji  soe 
not,  I  will  try  confufiorss  with  him. 

Cob.  Mafter  young  Gentleman,  I  pray  you  which  Klhe 

way  to  Mafter  Jews. 
Laun.  Turn  upon  your  right  h:ind  at  the  next  turning, 

but  at  the  next  turning  of  all  on  your  left  marry  at  the 
very  next  turning,  turn  of  no  hand ,  but  turn  down  indi- 

rectly to  the  Jews  houfe 
Gcb.  By  Gods  fonties'twii!  be  a  hard  way  to  habeas 

you  tell  me  whether  one  Launc.l.t  thit  dwells  with  htm, 
dwell  with  him  or  no? 

Laun.  Talk  you  of  young  Mafter  Launcelet?  mark  me 
now,  now  will  raife  the  waters  j  talk  you  of  young  Ma- 

tter Lwcelet? 
Cob.  No  Mafter  fir,  but  a  poor  m-ms  fun,  his  Fa:her 

tho  1  fay'cis  an  honeft  exceeding  poor  nan,  and  Gi*i  be 
thanked  well  to  live. 

Laun.  Well,  let  his  Father  be  what  a  will,  we  taik  of 

young  Mafter  Launcelet. (job.  Your  woi  (hips  friend  in&L&nttlt*. 
Laun.  But  I  pray  you  £>£*,oId  man  Ergo  1  beleech  you, 

talk  you  of  young  Mafter  L.iuncelet? 
Gob.  Of  Launcelet,  an't  pieale  your  Mafterfhip. 
Laun.  Ergo  Mafter  Lwcelet,  talk  not  of  mafter  Laun- 

teiit  Father,for  the  young  gentleman  according  to  fates  and 
deftinies,  and  fuchodd  fayings,  the  filters  three,  and  fuch 
branches  of  Learning,  is  indeed  dtceafed,  or  ai  you  woold 

fay  in  plain  terms,  gone  to  heaven. 
Gob.  Marry  God  forbid  ,  the  boy  was  the  verey  ftaff  of 

my  age,  my  vety  prop. 
Laun.  Do  I  look  like  a  cudgel  or  a  hovel-poft,  a  fhff 

or  a  prop?  do  you  know  me  Father  ? 
Gcb.  Alack  theday,  1  know  you  not  young  Gentleman, 

but  J  pray  you  tell  rae  is  my  boy,  God  reft  his  fouf,  a- 
liveorde.d. 

Laun.  Do  you  not  know  me  Father? 
Gob.  Alack  fir  I  d>u  land  bUnd,  I  know  you  not. 
Laun.  Niy,  mcieed  if  you  had  your  eyes  you  might 

fail  of  the  knowing  me  :  it  is  a  wife  father  that  knows 
his  own  Child.  Well,  old  man,  1  will  tell  you  news  ot  your 

Son,  give  me  your  bleffhg,  truth  will  come  to  light, 
murder  cannot  be  hid  long,  a  mansion  may,  bucin  1  he  end 
truth  will  nor. 

Gob.  Pray  you  fir  ftand  up ,  I  am  fure  you  are  not L^ttncelet  my  boy. 

Laun.  Pray  you  let's  have  no  more  fooling  about  it,  but 
give  me  Your  bkffing  ,  I  am  Launcelet  your  boy  t^at  was 
your  Ion  that  is,  your  child  1  hat  fha!l  be. 
Gob  I  cannot  think  you  are  my  fon. 
Laun.  I  know  not  what  I  fhall  think  of  that :  but  I  am 

Launcelet 
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Launcelct  the  Jews  man,  and  1  am  lure  Margery  your  wife^ 

is  my  Mother.  .    •    ,.  r       .(  , 

Gi.  Her  name  is  Margery  indeed,  l'le  be  fworn 
 if  thou 

be  Lamcelet,  thou  art  mine  own  flefh  and  blood
  :  Lord 

worfhip  might  he  be,  what  a  beard  haft  thou  got;,
  thou 

haft  got  more  hair  on  thy  Chin,thaa  Dobbin  my  phil
horle, 

has  on  his  tail  .  .  , 

Lam .  It  fhould  feern  then  that  Dobbins  tail  grows  back- 

ward. 1  am  lure  he  had  more  hair  of  his  tail  than  I  have 

on  my  face  when  I  laft  faw  hin> 

Gob.  Lord  how  art  thou  chang'd  !  how  doft  thou  and 

thy  Matter  agree?  lhave  brought  himaPrefent;  howgree 
you  now  ?  r 

Lam.  Well,  well,  but  for  mine  own  part,  as  I  have  let 

up  my  reft  to  run  away,  fo  I  will  not  reft  till  1  hav
e  run 

fome  ground  my  Mailer's  a  very  Jew,  give  him  a  prelent, 

give  him  a  halter,  I  am  famifht  in  his  lervice.  You  may 

tell  every  finger  I  have  with  my  Ribs  :  Father,  I  am  glad 

you  are  come  give  roe  your  prefent  to  one  Matter  Baffamo, 

who  indeed  gives  rare  new  Liveries^  if  I  ferve  not  him,  1 

will  run  as  far  as  God  has  any  ground.O  rare  Fortune,here 

comes  the  man,  to  him  Fither,  for  I  am  a  Jew  if  I  ferve  the 

Jew  any  longer. 

Enter  BaiTanio  with  a  follower  or  two. 

Biff-  You  may  do  fo,  but  let  it  be  fo  hatted,  that  fup- 

per  be  ready  at  the  farthett  by  five  of  the  Clock  :  fee  tbefe 
Letters  delivered, put  the  Liveries  to  making,  and  defire 
Gratiano  to  come  anon  to  my  Lodging. 

Laun.  To  him  Father. 
Gob.  God  blefs  your  worfhip. 

Baff.  Gramercy,  would  thou  ought  with  me  ? 

Gob.  Here's  my  fon  Sir,  a  poor  boy. 
Laun.  Not  a  poor  boy  Mr  , but  the  Rich  Jews  man  that 

would  Sir,  as  my  Father  fhall  fpecify. 
Gob.  He  hath  a  great  infection  fir,  as  one  would  fay  to 

ferve. 
Lam  Indeed  the  fhort  and  the  long  is,  I  ferve  the  Jew, 

and  have  a  defire  as  my  Father  fhall  fpecify. 
Gob.  His  matter  and  he(faving  your  worfhips  reverence) 

arefcarcecatercofins. 
Laun.  To  be  brief,  the  very  truth  is,  that  the  Jew 

havingdone  me  wrong,  doth  caule  me  as  my,  Father  being 
I  hope  an  old  man  fhall  frutify  unto  you. 

Gob.  Ihavelvre  adifhof  Doves  that  I  would  beftow 

upon  your  worfhip,  and  my  fuit  is. 
Laun.  In  very  brief,  the  fuit  is  impertinent  to  my  felf, 

as  your  worfhip  fhall  know  by  this  honeft  old  man  : 
and  though  lfay  it,  though  old  man,  yet  poor  man  my 
Father. 

Baff.  One  fpeak  for  both,  what  would  you  ? 
Lam.  Serve  you  fir. 
G  b.  This  is  the  very  defeft  of  the  matter  fir. 

Baff.  I  know  thee  well,  thou  haft  obrain'd  thy  fuit, 
Shylockj  thy  Matter  fpoke  with  me  this  day, 

And  hath  prefer'd  thee,  if  it  be  peferment, 
To  leave  a  rich  Jews  lervice,  to  become 
The  follower  of  fo  poor  a  Gentleman. 

Clo.  The  old  proverb  is  very  well  parted  between  my 

Maftet  Shylock^and  you  fir,  you  have  the  grace  of  God  fir, 
and  he  hath  enough. 

Baff  Thou  Ipeak'ft  it  well    go  Father  with  thy  fon, 
Take  leave  of  thy  old  Matter,  and  enquire 
My  Lodging  our,  give  him  a  livery, 
More  garded  than  his  fellows :  fee  it  done. 

Clo.  Father  in,  I  cannot  get  a  lervice,  no,  I  have  ne're 
a  tongue  in  my  head  well,  if  any  man  in  Italy  have  a  fairer 
table  which  doth  offer  to  fwear  upon  a  book,  I  fhall  have 

good  fortune -,go  too,hcre's  a  fimple  line  of  life  here's  a  ftrtall 
trifle  of  wives,  alas  fifteeu  wives  is  nothing, 

fimple  fcapes  :  well  if  Fortune  be  a  woman,  fhe's  a  good 
wench  for  thisgere:  Father  come,  l'le  take  my  leave  of 
the  Jew  in  the  twinkling. 

Exit  Clown. 

Baff.  I  pray  thee  good  Leonardo^  think  on  this, 
Thefe  things  being  bought  and  orderly  beftowed, 
Return  in  hafte,  for  1  do  (eaft  to  night 

My  beft  efteem'd  acquaintance,  hie  thee,  gone. 
Leon.  My  beft  endeavours  fhall  be  done  herein. 

Exit.  Leonato. 

Snter  Gratiano, 

Cra.  Where's  your  Matter. 
Leon  Yonder  fir  he  wal^. 
Gra.  Signior  Baffamo. 

Baf.  Gratiano. 

Gra.  !  have  a  fuit  to  you.  * 
Baf.  You  have  obhin'd  it. 
Gra.  You  mutt  not  deny  me,  I  muft  go  with  you  to Belmont. 

Baf.  Why  then  you  muft  :  but  hear  thee  Gratianot 
Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  bold  o;  voice, 
Parts  that  become  thee  happily  enough, 
And  in  fuch  eyes  as  ours  appear  not  f.jlfs ; 
But  where  they  are  not  known,  why  there  they  fhow 
Something  too  liberal,  Fray  thee  take  p. in 

To  aiiay  with  fome  col  i  drops  of  mo-lefty 
Thy  skipping  fpirit,  left  through  thy  wild  behaviour 
I  be  milconfter'd  in  the  place  1  go  to, And  lofe  ray  hopes. 

Gra.  Signior  Bajjanio,  hear  me, 
If  I  do  not  put  on  a  lober  habit, 
Talk  with  relpeft,  and  (  wear  bur  now  and  then, 
Wear  prayer-books  in  my  pocket,  look  demurely, 
Nay,  more,  whil*:  Grace  is  faying,  hood  mine  eyes 
i  bus  with  my  hat,  and  fig  hand  fay,  Amtnj 
Uf:  all  the  observance  of  civility, 
Like  one  well  ftudied  in  a  lad  oftrnt 

To  pleafe  hisGrandam,  never  truftme  more. 
Baf.  Well,  we  fhall  lee  your  bearing 
Cra  Nay  but  I  bar  to  night,  you  fhall  not  g  ge  me 

By  what  we  do  to  night. 
B*f  No  that  were  pity. 

I.  would  entreat  you  rather  to  put  on 
Your  boldeftluit  of  mirth,  for  we  have  friends 
That  purpole  merriment :  but  fare  you  well, 
I  have  feme  bufinefs 

Gra   And  I  muft  to  Lorenz.0  and  the  reft: 

But  wcwill  vifit  you  at  fiigper-time. Exeunt. 

Snter  J.ffica  and  the  Clown. 

Jef.  I  am  forry  thou  wilt  leave  my  Father  fo, 
Our  noufe  is  hell,  and  thou  a  Devil 

Did'ft  rob  it  of  fometaft  of  tedioufnefs ; 
But  fare  thee  well,  there  is  a  Ducat  for  thee9 
And  Lancdet,  foon  at  (upper  [halt  thou  fee 
Lorenz.0,  who  is  th,  Mafters  gueft, 
Give  him  this  Letter,  do  it  fecrctly, 
And  fo  farewel  :  I  would  not  have  my  Father 
See  me  talk  with  thee. 

Clo.  Adieu,   tears  exhibit  my  tongue,  moft  b'auhful 
Pagan,  moft  Iweet  Jew,  if  aCh  ifti  in  did  not  play  tn 
knave  and  get  thee,  I  am  much  deceived  \  but  adieu, thef 
foolifh  drops  do  fomewhat  drown  my  manly  fpirit 
adieu. 

Jef.  Farewel  good  Lancelet. 
Alack,  what  hainous  tin  is  it  in  me, 

To  be  alham'd  to  be  my  Fathers  Child, 
But  tho  I  am  a  Daughter  to  hit  Blood, 
I  am  not  to  his  manners ,  O  Lorenz.0, 

Exit. 

,,  a  leaven  wid-  u 
dows  and  nine  maids  is  a  fimple  coming  in  for  one  man,  If  thou  keep  promife,  I  (hall  end  this  ftrife^ 
and  then  to  fespe  drowning  thrice,  and  to  be  in  peril  I  Become  a  Chriftian, and  thy  Loving  Wife, 
of  my  Life  with  the  edge  of  a  Feather-bed ,  here  are/ '  N  3 

Enter 
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Enter  Gratiano,  Lorenzo,  Sal.rino,  and  Solania.  I 

Lo.  Nay,  we  will  flink  away  in  topper-time, 
Difguifc  us  at  my  lodging,  and  return  all  in  an  hour. 

Gra.  We  have  not  made  good  preparation, 

Sal.  We  have  not  fpoke  as  yet  of  Torch-bearers. 
Sal.  'Tis  vileunlefs  it  may  be  quaintly  ordered, 

And  better  in  my  mind  not  undertook. 
Lor.  'Tis  now  but  four  a  clock,  w;  have  two  hours 

To  fui  nifhus  \  friend  Lance Ut  what's  the  news  ? 

Enter  Lancelet  with  a  Letter. 

Lan.  And  it  fhall  pleafe  *you  to  break  up  this,  it  fhall 
fr  em  tofignify. 

Lo.  I  know  the  hand,  in  faith  'tis  a  fair  hand, 
And  whiter  than  the  paper  it  writ  on, 
I  the  fair  hand  that  writ. 

Gra.  Love-news  in  faith. 
La.  By  your  leave  fir. 
Lor.  Whether  goeft  thou? 
La.  Many  to  bid  my  old  Mailer  the  Jew  to  fup  to 

night  with  my  new  Matter  the  Chriftian; 
Lor.  Hold  here,  take  this,  tell  gentle  Jeffica 

I  will  not  fail  her,  fpeak  it  privately  : 

Go  gentlemen,  will  you  prepare  you  for'  this  Mask  to 
night  ? 

1  am  provided  of  a  Torch-bearer.  Exit  Clown. 
Sal.  I  marry,  PL  be  gone  about  it  ftraighr. 

.   So(.  And  lb  will  I. 

Z^r.  Meet  me  and  Gratianozt  Gratiano's  lodging Some  hour  hence. 

Sal.  Tis  good  we  do  fo.  Exit. 
Gra.  Was  not  that  Letter  from  fair  Jeffica  ? 
Lo.  I  mutt  needs  tell  thee  all,  (he  hath  directed 

Howl  fhall  take  her  from  her  fathers  houfe, 
What  Gold  and  Jewels  fhe  is  furnifht  with. 
What  Pages  fuitfhe  hath  in  readinefs; 

If  e're  tht  Jew  her  Father  come  to  heaven, 
It  will  be  for  his  gentle  daughters  fake  \ 
And  never  dare  misfortune  crofs  her  foot, 
Unlefs  (he  do  it  under  this  excufe, 
T  hat  fhe  is  lflue  to  a  faithlefs  Jew : 
Come  go  with  me,  perufe  this  as  thou  goeft, 
Fair  Jeffica  fhall  be  my  Torch-bearer.  Exit, 

Enter  Jew,  and  his  man  that  was  the  Clown. 

Jew.  Well,  thou  (halt  fee,  thy  eyes  fhall  be  thy  judge. 
The  difference  of  old  Shyltckeand  Bajfanio  ; 
What  Jeffica,  thou  (halt  not  gurmandizc 
As  thou  haft  done  with  me  ;  what  Jeffica? 
And  deep,  and  fnore,rend  apparel  out. 

Why  Jeffica  I  fay. 
C  lo.  Why  Jeffica. 
Shy.  Who  bids  thee  call  ?  I  do  not  bid  thee  call. 
Clo.  Your  worfhip  was  wont  to  tell  me 

I  could  do  nothing  without  bidding. 

Enter  Jeffica. 

Jef.  Call  you  ?  what  is  your  will  ? 
Shy.  I  am  bid  forth  to  fupper  Jeffica, 

There  are  my  Keys :  but  wherefore  fhould  I  go  ? 
I  am  not  bid  for  love,  they  flatter  me, 
But  yet  Pie  go  in  hate,  to  feed  upon 
The  prodigal  Chriftian.    Jeffica  my  girl, 
Look  to  my  houfe,  I  am  right  loath  to  go, 
There  is  forae  ill  a  brewing  towards  my  reft, 
For  I  did  dream  of  money-bags  to  night. 

Ch.  1  befeech  you  fir  go,  my  young  matter 
Doth  expect  your  reproach. 

Shy.  So  do  I  his. 
Cla.  And  they  have  confpired  together,  1  will  not  fay 

you  fhall  fee  a  Mask,  but  if  you  do,  then  it  was  not  for 
nothing  that  my  Nofe  fell  a  bleeding  on  black  Munday 
lalt,  at  fix  a  clock  i'th' morning,  falling  out  that  year  on Afh-wednefday  was  four  year  in  the  afternoon. 

Shy.  What  are  their  Masks  ?    hear  you  mt  Jeffica, 
Lock  up  my  doors,  and  when  you  hear  the  Drum 
And  the  vile  fquealingof  the  wry-neckt  F  fe, 
Clamber  not  you  up  to  the  Cafements  then, 
Nor  thruft  your  head  into  the  publick  ftreet 
To  gaze  on  Chriftian  fools  with  vamiftit  faces  $ 
But  flop  my  houfes  ears,  I  mean  my  Cafementss, 
Let  not  the  found  of  (hallow  foppery  enter 
My  fober  houfe.   By  Jacobs  fbfFl  fvvear, 
1  haveno  mind  of  Feafling forth  to  night : 

But  I  will  go  ;  go  you  before  me  Sirrah. 
Say  I  will  come. 

Clow.  [  will  go  before  Sir. 
Miftrefs  look  out  at  window  for  all  this  j 
There  will  come  a  Chriftian  by, 

Will  be  worth  a  Jew's  eye. 
Shy.  What  fayes  that  fool  of  Hugars  ofT-fpring  ? 

ha. 

Jef.  His  words  were  fare  well  Miftrifs,  nothing  elfe. 
Shy.  The  patch  is  kind  enough,  but  a  huge  feeder : 

Snail-flow  in  profit,  but 'deeps  by  day 
More  than  the  wild  cat ,  drones  hive  not  with  me, 
Therefore  Iparf  with  him,  anu  part  with  him 
To  one  that  1  would  have  him  help  to  waft 
His  borrowed  purfe.    Well  Jeffi.a  go  in, 
Perhaps  I  will  return  immediately  ; 
Do  as  I  bid  you,  fhut  doors  after  you,  faft  bind,  faft 

find, 

A  proverb  never  ftale  in  thrifty  mind.  Exit. 
Jef.  Farewel,  and  if  my  fortune  be  not  croft, 

I  have  a  Father,  you  a  Daughter  loft.  Exit. 

Snterthe  Maskers,  Gratiano  and  SalinOi 

cj/v».  This  is  the  pent  houfe  under  which  Lorenzo 
Defired  us  to  make  a  ftand. 

Sal.  His  hour  is  almoft  paft, 
Gra  And  it  is  marvel  he  out-dwells  his  hour, 

For  lovers  ever  run  before  the  clock. 
Sal  O  ten  tiroes  fatter  Venus  Pigeons  fiye 

To  fteal  loves  bounds  new  made,  than  they  are  wont 
To  keep  obliged  faith  unforfeited. 

Gra.  That  ever  holds,  whoriteth  from  a  feaft 
With  that  keen  Appetite  that  he  fits  down  ? 
Where  is  the  Horle  that  doth  untread  again 

His  tedious  meai'ures  with  the  unbated  fire 
That  he  did  pace  them  firft  ?    all  things  that  are, 

Are  with  more  fpirit  chafed  than  enjoyn'd. 
How  like  a  younger  or  a  prodigal 
The  skarfed  bark  puts  from  her  native  bay, 

Hug'd  and  embraced  by  the  ftrumpetwind  ; 
How  like  a  prodigal  fhe  doth  return 
With  over-wither'd  Ribs  and  ragged  fails, 

Lean,  rent  and  begger'd  by  the  (trumpet  wind  ? 

E  iter  Lorenzo. 

Salino.  Here  comes  Lorenzo,  more  of  this  hereaf- 

ter. 
Loren.  Sweet  friends,  your  patience  for  my  long  a- 

bode, 

Not  I  but  my  affairs  have  made  you  wait ; 
When  you  fhall  pleafe  to  play  the  thieves  for  Wives 
Pie  watch  as  long  for  you  then  - approach  ; 

Here  dwells  my  Father  Jew.  Hoa,  who's  within  ? 

Jeffica  above. 
Jef.  Who  are  you  ?  tell  me  for  more  certainty, 

Albeit  Pie  fwear  that  1  do  know  your  tongue. *  Lor. 
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Lo.  Lortnz.o,  and  thy  Love. 

Jef.  Lortnz.o  certain  and  my  Love  indeed, 
For  who  Love  I  fb  much  ?  and  now  who  knows 

But  you  Lorenzo,  whether  I  am  yours  ? 

Lo.  Heaven  and  thy  thoughts  are  witnefsthat  thou  art. 

Jef.  Here,  catch  this  casket,  it  is  worth  the  pains, 

f  am  glad  'lis  night,  you  do  not  look  on  me, 
For  I  am  much  afham'd  of  my  exchange  \ 
Bat  Love  is  blind  ,  and  Lovers  cannot  fee 

The  pretty  follies  that  themfeives  commit* 
For  if  they  could,  Cupid  himfelf  would  blufh 
To  fee  me  thus  transformed  to  a  boy. 

Lor.  Defcend,  for  you  muft  be  my  Torch-bearer. 

Jef.  What,  muft  1  hold  a  Candle  to  ray  fharae  ? 

They  in  themfeives  goodfooth  are  too  too  light. 

Why,'tis  an  office  of  difcovery,  Love, 
And  I  fhould  beobfeur'd. 
Lor.  So  you  arefweet, 

Even  in  the  lovely  garnifh  of  a  boy  ;  but  come  at  once 

For  the  dofe  night  doth  play  the  run-away, 
And  we  are  ftaid  for  at  Bajfanio's  Feaft. 

Jef.  1  will  make  faft  the  doors,  and  guild  my  felf 
With  fomemore  Ducats,  and  be  with  you  ftraight. 

Gra.  Now  by  my  Hood,  a  Gentile,  and  no  Jew. 
Lor.  Befhrew  me  but  I  love  her  heartily. 

For  fhe  is  wife,  If  I  can  judge  of  her, 
And  fair  fhe  is,  If  that  mine  Eyes  be  true, 

And  true  fhe  is,  as  fhe  hath  prov'd  her  felf*, 
And  therefore  like  her  felf,  wife,  fair  and  true, 
Shall  fhe  be  placed  in  my  conftant  Soul. 

Enter  Jeffica. 

What,  art  thou  come  ?  on  gentlemen,  away, 
Our  masking  mates  by  this  time  for  us  ftay.  Exit. 

Enter  Anthonio. 

Ant.  Who's  there? 
Gra.  Signior  tsinthonio. 
Ant.  Fie,  fie,  Gratiano,  where  are  all  the  reft  ? 

'Tis  nine  a  clock, our  friends  all  ftay  for  you, 
No  mask  to  night,  the  wind  is  come  about, 
Baffanio  prefently  will  go  aboord, 
I  have  lent  twenty  out  tofeek  foryou. 

Gra.  I  am  glad  on't,  I  dkfire  no  more  delight 
Than  to  be  under  Sail,  and  gone  to  night.  Exeunt 

Enter  Portia  with  Morrocho,  and  both  their  Trains. 

Pro.  Go,  draw  afide  the  Curtain,  and  difcover 
The  fevcral  Caskets  to  this  noble  Prince  \ 
Now  make  your  choice. 

Mor.  The  firft  of  Gold,  who  this infeription  bears, 

Who  choofeth  me,  fhall  gain  what  men  dc fire. 
The  fecond  Silver,  which  this  promife  carries, 
Who  choofeth  me,  fhall  get  as  much  as  he  deferves. 
This  third,  dull  Lead,  with  warning  all  as  blunt, 
Who  choofeth  me,  muft  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
How  fhall  I  know  if  I  do  choofe  the  right  ? 

Tor.  The  one  of  them  contains  my  Pifture  Prince, 
If  you  choofe  that,  then  I  am  yours  withall. 

tSMar.  Some  God  direct  ray  judgment,  let  me  fee, 
I  will  furvey  the  inferiptions,  back  again  ; 
What  fays  this  Leaden  Casket  ? 
Who  choofeth  me,  muft  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
Muft  give  for  what  ?  for  Lead  ? 
This  Casket  threatens  men  thathazard  all, 
Do  it  in  hope  of  fair  advantages  : 
A  golden  mind  ftoops  not  to  fhows  of  Drofs, 
Pie  then  nor  give  nor  hazard  ought  for  Lead. 
What  fayes  the  Silver  with  her  virgin  hue  ? 

Who  choofeth  me,  (hall  get  as  much  as  he  deferves'. 
As  much  as  he  deferves,  paufe  there  Morrochot 

And  weigh  thy  value  with  an  even  hand, 
If  thou  beeft  rated  by  the  eftiraation, 
Thou  doft  delef ve  enough,  and  yet  enough 
May  not  extend  fo  f;r  as  to  the  Lady  ̂  
And  yet  to  be  afeardof  mydeferving, 
Were  but  a  weak  difablingof  my  felf. 

As  much  as  I  defeivc,  why  that's  the  Lady. 
I  do  in  birth  defcrve  her,  and  in  fortun  es 
In  graces,  and  in  qualities  of  Breeding : 
But  more  than  thele,  in  !ove  I  do  defcrve. 

What  if  I  ftray'd  no  farther,  but  choofe  here  ? 
Let's  fee  once  more  this  laying  Grav'd  in  Gold. 
Who  choofeth  me,  fhall  gain  what  many  men  defire  : 

Why  that's  the  Lady,  all  the  world  defires  her  : 
From  the  four  corners  of  the  Earth  they  come 
To  kifs  the  fhrine,  this  mortal  breathing  Saint. 
The  Hircanian  Delerts  and  the  vaft  Wildes 

Of  wide  Arabia  are  as  through  Fares  now 
For  Princes  to  come  view  fair  Portia. 

The  Watery  Kingdom,  whofe  ambitious  head 
Spets  in  the  face  of  heaven,  is  no  bar 
Toftop  theforrain  Spirits,  but  they  come 
As  o're  a  Brook  to  fte  fair  Portia. 
One  of  thefe  three  contains  h  r  heavenly  pi&ure, 

|  Is't  like  that  Lead  contains  her?  'twere  damnation 
I  To  think  fo  bale  a  thought^  it  were  too  grols 
To  rib  her  fea.  cioth  in  the  obfeure  Grave  ; 

Or  fhall  I  think  in  Silver  lhe's  immur'd 
Being  ten  times  undervalued  to  tri'd  Gold  \ 
Ofinlul  thought,  never  fo  rich  a  Jem  j 
Was  fet  in  worle  then  Gold  !  They  have  in  England 
A  Coin  that  bears  the  figure  of  an  Angel 

Stampt  in  Gold,  but  that's  infculpt  upon  ; 
But  here  an  Angel  in  a  Golden  Bed 
Lies  ail  within.    Deliver  me  the  Key 
Here  do  I  choofe,  and  thrive  I  a?  I  may. 

For.  There  take  it  Prince,  and  if  my  form  lie  there , 

Then  I  am  yours. 
Mor.  O  hell  !  what  have  we  here,  a  carrion  death, 

Within  whofe  empty  eye  there  is  a  written  fcrowl ; 

AH  that  gliflers  is  not  gold, 

Oftin  have  yon  heard  that  told  \ 
Many  a  man  his  life  hath  fold 

But  my  out  fide  to  behold  : 
Qnildedtimber  do  worms  infold  : 

Had  you  been  as  wife  as  bold, 
Young  in  limbs ,  in  judgment  old. 
Your  anfwer  had  not  been  infcroldt 

Fare  you  well,your  Juit  is  cold 

Mor.  Cold  indeed,  and  labour  loft, 
Then  farewel  heat,  and  welcome  froft  : 

Portia  adieu,  I  have  too  griev'd  a  heart 
To  take  a  tedious  leave :  thus  lofers  part.  Exit. 

For.  A  gentle  riddance  :  draw  the  Curtains,  go  ; 
Let  all  of  his  completion  choofe  me  fo.  txtmt. 

Enter  Salirino  and  Solanio, 

Flo.  Cornets. 

Sal.  Why  roan  I  faw  Baffanio  under  fail, 
With  him  m  Gr at iano  gone  along  ; 
And  in  their  (hip  I  am  fure  Lorenzo  is  not. 

Sol.  The  villain  Jew  with  outcries  rah'd  the  Duke, 
Who  went  with  him  to  iearch  Baffa*io\  fhip. 

Sal.  He  comes  too  late,  the  fhip  was  under  fail  ; 
But  there  the  Duke  was  given  to  underftand 
That  in  a  Gondilowere  feen  together 
V.orenz.o  and  his  amorous  J'ffica 

Befides,  Anthonio  certified  the  Duke 
They  were  not  with  Baffanio  in  his  fhip. 

Sol.  I  never  heard  i  paffi  n  fo  confus'd, 
So  ftrange,  outragious,  and  fo  variable , 

As 
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As  the  Dog  Jew  did  utter  in  the  ftrccts  •, 

My  Daughter,  O  my  Ducats,  O  my  Daughter, 

Fed  with  a  Chiiftian,  Omy  Chriftian  Ducats .» 

Juftice,  the  Law,  my  Ducats,  and  ray  Daughter  % 

A  (ealed  Bag,  two  lealed  Bags  of  Ducats  , 
Of  double  Ducats,  ftoln  from  me  by  my  Daughter, 

And  Jewels,!  wo  rich  and  precious  Stones, 

Stoln  b\  my  Daughter  ,  Jufticefind  the  Girl, 

She  hath  the  Stones  upon  her,  and  the  Ducats.  1 
Sal.  Why  all  the  Boys  in  Venice  follow  him, 

Crying  his  Stones,  his  Daughter,  and  his  Ducats. 

Sol.  Let  good  Anthonio  look  he  keep  his  day, 
Or  he  fhall  pay  for  this. 

Sal,  Marry  well  remembrcd, 
Ireafon'd  with  a  Frenchman  yefterday, 
Who  told  me,  in  the  narrow  feas  that  part, 

Tht Frerch  and  EngHjh,  there  mifcarried 
A  VifTel  of  our  Country  richly  fraught  : 

1  thought  upon  Anthonio  when  he  told  me, 
And  wifht  in  Silence  that  it  were  not  his; 

Sol.  You  were  beft  to  tell  ̂ nthonio  what  you  hear, 

Yet  do  not  fuddenty,  for  it  may  grieve  him. 
Sal.  A  kinder  Gentleman  treads  not  the  Earth  , 

I  law  Bajfanioand  Anthonio  part, 

Bajfanio  told  him  he  would  make  fome  fpeed 
Of  his  return  :  he  anfwered.do  not  fo, 

Slubber  not  bufinefs  for  my  fake  Baffwie, 

But  ftay  the  very  riping  of  the  time, 

And  for  the  Jew\  bond  which  he  hath  of  me, 

Let  it  not  enter  in  your  mind  of  Love  •, 
Be  merry,  and  employ  your  chiefeft  thoughts 

To  Courtfhip,  and  (uchfair  oftentsof  Love 

As  fhall  conveniently  become  you  there 
And  even  there  his  eye  being  big  with  tears, 

Turning  his  face,  he  put  his  hand  behind  him, 

And  with  afrec"tion  wondrous  fenfible 
He  wrung  Bafjanio\  hand,  and  fo  they  parted. 

Sal.  I  th  nk  he  only  loves  the  world  for  him, 

I  pray  thee  let  us  go  and  find  them  out, 

And  quicken  his  embraced  heavinefs 
With  fome  delight  or  other. 

Sal.  Dowefo. 
Exeunt. 

Enter  Ntriffa  and  a  Servitor- 

Ner.  Quick,  quick  I  pray  thee,  draw  the  curtain  ftraight, 
The  Frince  of  Arragon  hath  tanc  his  oath, 

And  comes  to  his  election  prefently. 

Enter  Arragon,  his  Train,  Portiaf 
flor.  Cornets. 

Tor.  Behold  there  ftand  the  carets  noble  Prince, 

If  you  choofe  that  wherein  I  am  contained 
Straight  fhall  our  nuptial  rights  be  folemniz'd: But  if  thou  fail,  without  more  (peech,  ray  Lord, 
Youmuft  be  gone  from  hence  immediately. 

Arr  I  am  enjoyn'd  by  oath  to  oblervc  three  things  j 
Firft  never  to  unfold  to  any  one 

Which  casket  'twas  I  chofe  \  next,  if  I  fail 
Of  the  right  casket,  never  in  my  Life 
To  wcoe  a  Maid  in  way  of  Marriage  : 
Laftly,  if  I  do  fail  in  fortune  of  my  choice, 
Immediately  to  leave  you,  and  be  gone. 

P,  r.  To  thefe  injunctions  every  one  doth  fwcar 
That  comes  to  hazard  for  my  worihlefs  felf. 

Ar.  And  fo  have  I  addreft  me,  fortune  now 
To  my  hearts  hope  :  Gold,Silver,  and  bafe  Lead, 
who  chufeth  me,  muft  give  and  hazard  all  he  hathi 
You  fhali  look  fairer  ere  I  give  or  hazard. 
What  fayes  the  Golden  Cheft,  ha,  let  me  fee: 
Who  chufeth  me,  fhall  gain  what  many  men  defire: 
What  many  men  defire,  that  many  may  be  meant 

By  the  fool  multitude  that  chufe  by  fhow, 
Not  learning  more  than  the  ford  eye  doth  teach, 
Which  pays  not  to  th'interior,  but  like  the  MaitUt 
Builds  in  the  weather  on  the  outward  wall, 
Even  in  the  force  and  rode  of  calu  Ity, 
I  will  not  chufe  what  many  men  dtfire, 
Becaufe  I  will  not  jump  with  common  fpirits, 
And  rank  me  with  the  barbaricus  multitudes. 
Why  then  to  true  thou  Silver  Treafure-houfe, 
Tell  me  once  more,  what  title  thou  doft  bear  ; 
Who  chufeth  me,  fhall  get  as  much  as  he  defcrves  : 
And  well  faid  too,  for  who  fhall  go  about 
To  Cozen  Fortune,  and  b;  honourable 
Without  the  fhmpof  merit, let nor.eprefume 
To  wear  anund-ferved  dignity: 
0  that  tftates,  degrees,  and  offices, 

Were  notdi  riv'd  corruptly,  and  that  clear  honour 
Were  purchaft  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer  ; 
How  many  then  fhould  cover  that  ftand  bare  ? 
How  many  be  commanded  that  command? 
How  much  low  plealantry  would  then  be  gleaned 
From  the  true  feed  of  honour  i  And  how  much  honour 
Pickt  from  the  chaff  and  ruin  of  the  times, 
To  b:  new  varnifht  ?  Well,  but  to  my  cboife 
Who  chufeth  me,  fhall  get  as  much  as  he  defcrves. 
1  will  afTume  defert  -y  give  me  a  key  for  this, 
And  inftantly  unlock  my  fortune?  hire. 

Per  Too  long  a  paufe  for  that  which  you  find  there. 
Ar.  What's  here  the  portrait  of  a  blinking  idiot, 

Prefenting  me  a  lchedulc  ?  I  will  read  it ; 
How  much  unlike  art  thou  to  Portia  ? 
How  much  unlike  my  hopes  and  my  dt ferving? 
Who  chufeth  me,  fhall  have  as  much  as  he  deferves* 
Did  I  deferve  no  more  than  a  fools  head  ? 

Is  that  my  prize  ?  are  my  deletes  no  better  ? 
Po.  To  offend  and  judge  are  diftinft  offices, 

And  of  oppofed  natures, 
Ar.  What  is  here  ? 

The  fire  [even  times  tried  this-, Seven  times  tried  that  judgment  is  , 
That  did  never  chufe  amifs. 
Some  there  be  that  Jhadows  kifs, 

Such  have  hut  a  pad  ws  bltfs  '. 
There  he  fools  alive  I  wis , 

Silver'd  o*re,  and  fo  tras  this : 
Take  what  wife  yon  will  to  bed* 
I  trill  ever  be  your  head : 
So  be  gone  fir,  y  oh  are  fped. *  *  la 

Ar,  Still  more  fool  I  fhall  appear 
By  the  time  I  linger  here. 
With  one  fools  head  I  came  to  wooe, 
But  I  go  away  with  two. 
Sweet  adieu,  Tie  keep  my  oath, 
Patiently  to  bear  my  wroath. 

For.  Thus  hath  the  candle  fing'd  the  moth  ; 
O  thefe  deliberate  fools  when  they  do  chufe, 
They  have  the  wifdom  by  their  wit  to  lofe, 

Ner.  The  ancient  faying  is  no  herefie, 
Hanging  and  wiving  goes  by  deftiny. 

Por.  Come  draw  the^cur  tain  2Vtrnij7<f. 

Enter  MeffenfeT 

Mtf.  Where  is  my  Lady  ? 
Por.  Here,  what  would  my  Lord  ? 
Mef.  Madam,  there  is  alighted  at  your  gate 

A  young  Venetianyox\t  that  comes  before 

To  fignily  th'approaching  of  his  Lord, 
From  whom  he  bringetb  fenfible  rcgreets : 
To  wit  (befides  commends  and  courteous  breath  J. 
Gifts  of  rich  value  ;  yetl  have  not  fecn 
So  likely  an  Ambaffador  of-love. 
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Li1! 

A  day  in  April  never  came  fo  fweet, 

To  fhowhow  coftly  Summer  was  at  hand, 

As  this  fore-fpurrer  comes  before  his  Lord.
 

Tor.  No  more  I  pray  thee ;  I  am  half  afeard 

Thou  wilt  fay  anon,  he  is  fome  kin  to  thee, 

Thou  fpend'ft  fuch  high  day  wit  in  praifing  him : 

Come,  come,  Nerrijfa,  for  I  long  to  fee 

Quick  CkH'*  Poft» that  comes  fo  mannerIy*
 

Ner  Bajfanio  Lord,  love,  if  thy  will  it  be. Exeunt. 

Aflzts  Tertias. 

Snter  Solanio  and  Solaiino. 

Sol.  Now,  what  news  on  the  Ryalto  ? 

Sa/.Why  yet  it  lives'there  uncheckt,that  Jnthomohatb 
 a 

fhip  of  rich  lading  wrackt  on  the  narrow  Seas^the  Goodwin
s, 

I  think,  they  call  the  place,  a  very  dangerous  flat,  and  fa- 

tal, where  the  carcafles  of  many  a  tall  fhip  He  buned:  as 

they  fay,  if  my  goffips  report  be  an  honeft  woman  of  h
er 

word.  * 

Sol.  I  would  fhe  were  as  lying  a  Goffip  in  that,  as  ever 

kflapt  Ginger,  or  made  her  neighbours  believe  fhe  wept  for 
the  death  of  a  third  husband  :  but  it  is  true,  withont  any 

flips  of  prolixity,  or  crofflng  the  plain  high-way  of  talk,  that 

the  good  Anthonio,  the  honeft  Antho.  O  that  1  had  a  title 

good  enough  to  keep  his  name  company  ! 
Sal.  Come,  the  full  flop. 

Sol.  Ha,  what  fayeft  thou  ?  Why  the  end  is,  he  hath  loft 
a  flvp. 

Sal.  I  would  it  might  prove  the  end  of  his  lofles. 

Sol.  Let  me  fay  Amen  bctime?,  left  the  Devii  crofs  my 

prayer  •,  for  here  he  comes  in  the  likenefs  of  a  Jew.  How 

now Shylocke,  what  news  among  the  Merchants? 

Enter  Shylocke. 

Shy.  You  knew,  none  fo  well,  none  fo  well  as  you,  of  my 
daughters  flighr. 

Sal.  That's  certain  I  for  my  part  knew  the  Tailor  that 
made  the  wings  fhe  flew  withal. 

Sol  And  Shylocke  for  his  own  part  knew  the  bird  was 

fledg'd,  and  then  it  is  the  complexion  of  them  all  to  Uave 
the  Dam. 

Shy.  She  is  damn'd  for  it. 
Sal.  That's  certain,  if  the  devil  may  be  her  Judg. 
Shy.  My  own  flefh  and  blood  to  rebel. 
Sol.  Out  upon  it,  old  carrion,  rebels  it  at  thefe  years. 

Shy.  I  fay,  my  daughter  is  ray  flefh  and  blood. 
Sal.  There  is  more  difference  between  thy  fldh  and  ben, 

than  between  Jet  and  Ivory,  more  between  your  bloods, 
than  there  is  between  red  wine  and  rhennifh  But  tell  us, 
do  you  hear  whether  Anthonio  have  had  any  lofs  at  feu,  or 
no  ? 

Shy.  There  I  have  another  bad  match,  a  bankrout,  a  pro- 
digal, who  darefcarce  fhew  his  head  on  the  Ryalta,  a  beg- 

gar that  was  us'd  to  come  fo  fmugupon  the  Mart  ••  let  him 
look  to  his  bond  ;  he  w^s  wont  to  call  me  Ufurer  ;  let  him 
look  to  his  bond  he  was  wont  to  lend  money  for  a  Chri- 

ftian  curtfie  *,  let  him  look  to  his  btfad. 
Sal.  Why  I  am  fure  if  he  forfeit,  thou  wilt  not  take  his 

flefh:  what's  that  good  for? 
Shy.  To  bait  fifh  withal,  if  it  will  feed  nothing  elfe,  it 

will  feed  my  revenge  i  he  hath  difgrae'd  me,  and  hundred me  half  a  million,  hught  at  my  loffes,  mockt  at  my  gains, 
fcorned  my  Nation,  thwarted  my  bargains ,  cooled  my 

friends,  heated  mine  enemies  }  and  what's  the  reaion  ?  Iam 
a  Jew :  Hath  not  a  Jew  eyes  ?  Hath  not  a  Jew  hands ,  or- 

gans, dimenfions,  fenfes,  affe&ions,  paffions  >  fed  with  the 
fame  food,  hurt  with  the  fame  weapons,  fubjeft  to  the  fame 
difeafes,  healed  by  the  fame  means,  warmed  and  cooled  by 

|  
* 

the  lame  Winter  and  Summer  as  a  Chriftian  is?  If  ypu  prick 
us,  do  we  not  bleed?  if  you  tickle  us,  do  we  not  laugh  ? 
if  you  poyfon  us,do  we  not  die?  and  if  you  wrong  us,  (h  i 
we  not  revenge?  if  we  are  like  you  in  the  reft,  wewiirc- 
ferableyou  in  that.  If  a  Jew  wrong  a  Chriftian,  what  is  his 
humility,  revenge?  If  a  Chriftian  wrong  a  Jew,  whit 
fhould  his  fuffsran.ee  be  by  a  Chriftian  example  ?  Wny.  re- 

venge. The  villany  you  teach  me  I  will  execute,  and  it  fhJl 
go  hard  but  I  will  better  the  inftru&ion. 

Enter amxn  front  Av.th.onio. 

Gentlemen, my  Mafter  Anthoniohat  hishoufcjanddefires 
to  fpeak  with  ycu  both. 

Sal.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feck  him. 

Enter  Tnball. 

Sol.  Here  comes  another  of  the  tribe  \  a  third  cannot  be 
matcht,  unlefs  the  devil  himlelf  turn  Jew.. 

Exeunt  Gentlemen. 

Shy.  How  now  Tub  all,  what  news  from  Geneva?  haft 
thou  found  my  daughter  }  • 

Tub.  I  often  came  where  I  did  hear  of  her,  bu?  cannot  find 
her. 

Shy.  Why  there,  there  there,  there,  a  Diamond  gone 
coft  me  two  thouiand  Ducats  m  Frank  ford  ;  the  curie  ne- 

ver tell  npon  our  Nation  nli  now,  I  never  felt  it  ti!l  now, 
two  thoufand  Ducats  in  that,  and  other  precious,  precious 
Jewels  :  I  would  my  daughter  were  dead  at  my  foot,  and 
the  Jewels  in  her  ear  :  would  fhe  were  hearft  at  my- foot, 
and  the  Ducats  in  her  Coffin:  no  news  of  them  ;  why 
fo?  and  I  know  not  how  much  is  fpent  in  the  fearch  : 
why  then  lofs  upon  lofs,  the  thief  gone  with  lb  much, 
and  fo  much  to  find  the  thief,  and  no  fatisfa&ion,  no  re- 

venge, nor  no  ill  luck  ftirriirg,  but  what  lights  a  my  fhou'- 
ders ,  no  fighs  but  a  my  breathing,  no  tears  but  a  my  fhed- 

ding. 
Tub.  Yf  a,  other  men  have  ill  luck  too,  Anthonio,  as  I  heard 

in  Genoua. 
Shy.  What,  what,  what,  ill  luck,  til  luck  ? 
Tub.  Hath  an  tsfrgofic  aft  away,  coming  from  Tripo- 

li*. Shy.  1  thank  God,  I  thank  God  ;  is  it  true  ?  is  it 

true  ? 
Tub.  I  (poke  with  fome  of  the  Saylors  that  efcaped  the 

wrack. Shy.  I  thank  thee  good  Tub  all  ;  good  news,  good  news  , 

ha,  ha,  here  in  Genoua. Tu.  Your  daughter  fpent  in  Genoua,  as  Iheard,one  night 

fourfcore  Ducats. 
Shy.  Thou  ftick'ft  a  Dagger  in  me  ;  I  Hull  never  fee  my 

gold  again,  fourfcore  Ducats  at  a  fitting,  fourfcore  Du- 
cats ! 

Tub.  There  came  divers  of  isfnthonio's  Creditors  in 
my  Company  to  Venice,  that  fwear  he  cannot  chufc  but 

break. 
Shy.  I  am  very  glad  of  it ;  Tie  plague  him,  1'le  torture 

him  ;  I  am  glad  of  it. Tub.  One  of  them  (hewed  me  a  Ring  that  he  had  of  your 

Daughter  for  a  Monky. 
Shy.  Out  upon  her.  thou  tortureft  me,  Tubal!,  it  was  my 

T urku,  1  had  it  of  Leah  when  I  was  a  Batchelor ;  1  would 
not  have  given  it  for  a  wildernefs  of  Monkies. 

lub.  But  Anthonio  is  certainly  undone. 

Shy.  Nay,  that's  true,  that's  very  true  }  go,  Tubal1,  fee 
mean  Officer,  be-fpeak  him  a  fortnight  before,  I  will  have 
the  heart  of  him,  if  he  forfeit  for  were  he  ought  of  Ve- 

nice, I  can  make  what  merchandize  I  will ;  go,  Tubdl,  and 
meet  me  at  our  Synagogue  j  go,  good  Tubali,  at  our  Syna- 

gogue, Tuball. 
Enttr 
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Enter  Baffanio,  Portia,  Gratianq,  and  all  their  train. 

For.  1  pray  you  tarry,  paufe  a  day  or  two 
Before  ycu  hazard,  for  in chufing  wrong 
1  loft  your  company  j  therefore  forbear  awhile, 

There's  Com. thing  telis  me  (but  it  is  not  love), 
I  would  not  lolc  you,  and  you  know  your  felf, 
Hate  counfels  not  in  fuch  a  quality  ; 
Lut  left  you  fhould  not  underftand  mewelJ, 
And  yet  a  maiden  hath  no  tongue  but  thought, 
I  would  detain  you  here  fome  month  or  two 
Tefcre  you  venture  for  me.  I  could  teach  you 
How  to  chufe  right ,  but  then  I  am  fori  worn  v 
So  wiH  I  n^ver  be,  lb  may  you  mifs  me  ; 

But  if  you  do,  you'i  make  me  wifh  a  fin, 
That  I  had  been  forfworn :  Befhrew  your  eyes, 

They  have  o're-Iook'd  me,  and  divided  me  j 
One  half  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  half 
Mine  own,  I  would  fay  :  butfirft  mine,  then  yours. 

And  fo  all  yours  ••  O  thefe  naughty  times 
Buts  bais  between  the  owners  and  their  rights. 
And  lo  tho  yours,  not  yours  f prove  it  fo ), 
Let  Fortune  go  to  hell  for  it,  not  L 

I  fpeafctoo  long,  but  'tis  to  peize  the  time, 
To  itch  it,  and  draw  it  out  in  length, 
To  ftay  you  from  election. 

Baff.  Le t  me  chufe  i 
For  as  I  am  I  live  upon  the  rack. 

for.  Upon  the  rack,  Hsffanio,  thenconfefs 
Whattreafon  there  is  mingled  with  your  love. 

Bajf.  None  but  that  ugly  treafon  of  miftruft, 
Which  makes  me  fear  the  enjoying  of  mylcve  : 
There  may  as  well  be  amity  and  life, 

'Tween  fnow  and  fire,  as  treafon  and  my  love. 
For.  I,  but  I  fear  you  fpeak  upon  the  rack, 

Where  men  enforced  do  fpeak  any  thing. 

Bajf.  Promife  me  life,  and  i'le  confefs  the  rruth. 
Tor.  Well  then,  confefs  and  live. 
Bajf.  Confefs  and  love 

Had  been  the  very  fumof  myconftffion  : 
0  happy  torment,  when  my  torturer 
Doth  teach  meanfwersfor  deliverance: 

But  let  me  to  my  Fortune  and  the  Caskets. 
For.  Away  then,  1  am  lockt  in  one  of  them, 

If  you  do  love  me,  you  will  find  me  out. 
Nerrijfty  and  the  reft,  fiand  all  aloof, 
Let  mufick  found  while  he  doth  make  his  choice  j 

Then  if  he  lofe,  he  makes  a  Swan-like  end, 
Facing  in  mufick.  That  the  comparifon 
May  ftand  more  proper,  my  eye  (hall  be  the  ftreara 
And  vvatry  death-bed  for  him :  he  may  win, 
And  what  is  mufick  then  ?  Then  mufitk  is 
Even  as  thefiourifh,  when  true  fubjeclsbow 
To  a  new  crowned  Monarch  :  Such  it  is, 
As  are  thofe  dulcet  founds  in  break  of  day, 

That  creep  into  the  dreaming  bridegroom's  ear, 
And  fummonhim  to  marriage.  Now  he  goes 
With  no  lefs  prefence,  but  with  much  more  love 
Than  young  Akides,  when  he  did  redeem 
The  Virgin-tribute,  paid  by  howling  Troy 
To  the  Sea-monrter  :  1  ftand  for  facrifice, 
The  reft  aloof  are  the  Dardanian  nwives  ; 
With  bleared  vifages  come  forth  to  view 

The  ifiue  of  th'  exploit :  Go  Hercules' fd* 
Live  thou,  1  live,  with  much  more-dilmay 

1  view  the  tight,  than  thou  thatmak'ft  the  fray. Here  Mttfick^ 

A  Seng  the  vthilft  BafTanio  commments  on  the  Caskets 
tohimfelf. 

tell  me  where  is  jam  y  bred. 
Or  in  the  heart,  or  in  the  head : 

How  begot,  how  nourified.  '  Rtply,  reply. It  is  engtndred  in  the  eyes, 

JVithga?.ing  fed,  and  farcy  dies 
In  the  cradle  where  it  lies  : 
Let  us  all  ring  Fancies  knell. I'le  begin  it. 

Dingtdcng,  Bell. 
AH.  Dine.  done.  Bell. 

Baff.  So  may  the  outward  fhows  be  leaft  themfclvcs. 
The  world  is  ftilldeceivd  with  ornament. 
In  Law  what  Plea  !o  tainted  and  corrupt, 
But  being  fr alon'd  with  a  gracious  voice, 
Obfcures  the  fhow  of  evil  ?  In  Religion, 
What  damned  error,  but  leme  lober  brow 

Wiliblel'sit,  and  approve  it  with  a  text, 
Hiding  the  grofsnefs  wifh' fair  ornament : There  is  no  vice  (o  fi  mple,  but  :ffjn:es 
Some  mark  of  virtue  on  his  outward  parts ; 
How  many  cowards,  whofe  hearts  are  all  as  falfe 
As  flairs  of  fand,  wear  yet  upon  their  chins 
The  beards  of  Hercules  and  frowning  Mars  ? 

Who  inward  fearcht,have  livers  wnire  as  mi'k, 
And  thefe  aflumfbut  Valour's  excrement, 
To  render  them  re-doubted.  Look  on  beauty, 
And  you  fhall  fee  'tis  purcbaft  by  the  weight,  ' 
Which  therein  works  a  miracle  in  nature, 
Make  them  lighteft  that  wear  moft  of  it : 
So  are  thofe  crifped  fnaky  golden  locks 
Which  makes  fuch  wantcn  gambols  with  the  wind 
Upon  fuppofed  fairnefs,  often  known 
To  be  the  dowry  of  a  lecond  head, 
The  fcull  that  bred  them  in  the  ,S»pu!c.hcr. 
Thus  ornament  is  but  the  guilded  fhore 
To  a  moft  dangerous  fea  the  beautiousfcarf 
Vailing  an  Indian  beauty  :  In  a  word, 
The  feeming  truth  which  cunning  times  put  on 
To  entrap  the  wiftft.  Therefore  thou  gaudy  gold, 
Hard  Food  for  Midas,  I  will  none  of  thee, 
Nor  none  of  thee,  thou  pale  and  common  drudg 
'Tween  man  and  man  •,  but  thou,  thou  meager  lead, 
Which  rather  threatneft  than  doftproroile  ought, 
Thy  palenefs  moves  me  more  than  eloquence, 
And  here  chufe  I,  joy  be  the  confiquence. 

For.  How  all  the  other  ptffions  fleet  to  air, 

As  doubtful  thoughts,  and  rafh  embrae'd  defpair  \ 
And  fhuddringfear,  and  grten-ey'd  jea'oufie. 
0  love  be  moderate,  allay  thy  extafie, 
In  mealbre  rain  thy  joy,  fcant  this  txcefs, 
1  feel  too  much  thy  bis  fling,  make  it  lefs, 
For  fear  1  furfeit. 

Baff.  What  find  I  here? 
Fair  'Portia's  counterfeit.  What  demy-god 
Hath  come  fo  near  creation,  move  thefe  eyes  ? 
Or  whether  riding  on  the  balls  of  mine 

Seem  they  in  motion  ?  Here  are  fever'd  lips 
Parted  with  fugar  breath,  fofweet  a  bar 
Should  lunder  luch  fweet  friends :  here  in  her  hairs 
The  Painter  plays  the  Spider,  and  hath  woven 

A  golden  mtfh  t'intrapthe  hearts  of  men 
Falter  than  Gnats  in  Cobwebs :  but  her  eyes, 
How  could  he  ite  to  do  them  ?  Having  made  one, 
Methinks  it  fhould  have  power  to  (teal  both  his, 
And  leave  it  ftlf  unfurniiht :  Yet  look  how  far 

The  fubftance  of  my  praife  doth  wrong  this  fhadow 
In  underprifing;  fofar  this  fhadow 

Doth  limp  behind  the  fubftance.  Here's  the  fcrow!s 
The  continent,  and  fummary  of  my  Fortune. 

Tou  that  chufe  net  by  the  view. 
Chance  as  fair,  aud  chufe  as  true. 
Since  this  fortune  falls  to  yen, 
Be  content,  and  feel^  no  new. 

If  youbewMpleaftd  with  this, 



7  he  Merchant  of  Venice. 

And  hold  you  fortum  for  yur  blifs, 
Turn  you  where  your  Lady  is, 
And  claim  her  with  a  loving  kjft* 

A  gentle  fcrowl  •,  Fair  Lady,  by  your  leave, 
I  come  by  note  to  give,  and  <o  receive, 
Like  one  of  two  contending  in  a  prize, 
That  thinks  he  hath  done  well  in  peoples  eyes* 

Hearing  applaufe  and  universal  fhout, 

Giddy  in  fpirit,  ft  II  gazing  in  a  doubt, 
Whether  thofe  peals  of  praife  be  his  or  no. 

So  thrice  fair  Lady  ftand  I  evenfo, 
As  doubtful  whether  what  I  fee  be  true, 

Until  conhrm'd,  fign'd,  ratified  by  you. 
for.  You  lee, ray  Lord  Bajfanio,  where  Iftand, 

Such  as  I  am  •,  tho  for  my  felt  alone, 
I  would  not  be  ambitious  in  my  wifh, 

To  wifh  my  felf  much  better  •,  yet  for  you, 
I  would  be  trebled  twenty  times  my  felf, 

Athoufand  times  more  fair,  ten  thoufand  times 

More  rich,  that  to  ftand  high  in  your  account, 

]  might  in  virtues,  beauties,  livings,  friends, 

Exceed  account  •,  but  the  full  fum  of  me 
Isfum  of  nothing   which  to  term  in  grofs, 

Is  an  unleffoned  Girl,  unfchool'd,  uopraftiz'd  : 
riappy  is  this,  fhe  is  not  yet  fo  old 

But  fhe  may  learn   happier  then  in  this, 
She  is  not  bred  fo  dull  but  fhe  can  learn  i 

Happieftof  all  is,  that  her  gentle  fpirifc 

Commits  it  felf  to  yours.to  be  directed, 
As  from  her  Lord,  her  Governour,  her  King. 

My  felf,  and  what  is  mine,  to  you  and  yours 
Is  now  converted.    But  now  I  was  the  Lord 

Of  this  fair  Manfion,  Mafttrof  my  Servants, 

Queen  o're  my  felf,  and  even  now  *,  but  now 
This  Houfe,  thefe  Servants,  and  this  fame  my  felf 

Are  yours,  my  Lord,  1  give  them  with  this  Ring, 
Which  when  you  part  from,  lofe,  or  give  away, 

Let  it  prcfage  the  ruin  of  yocr  love, 
And  be  my  vantage  to  exclaim  on  you. 

Bajf.  Madam,  you  have  bereft  me  of  all  words, 

Only  my  blood  fpeaks  to  you  in  my  veins, 
And  there  is  fuchconfufion  in  my  powers, 
As  after  fome  oration  fairly  fpoke 

By  a  beloved  Prince,  there  doth  appear 
Among  the  buzzing  pleated  multitude, 
Where  every  fomething  being  blent  rogether, 
Turns  to  a  wild  of  nothing,  lave  of  joy 
Expreft,andnotexpreft    but  when  this  Ring 
Parts  from  this  finger,  then  parts  life  from  hence  j 

0  then  be  bold  to  fay,  Bajfamo's  dead. 
Ner.  My  Lord  and  Lady,  it  is  now  our  time, 

That  have  ftood  by,  and  feen  our  wifhes  profper, 
To  cry  good  joy,  good  jo> ,  my  Lord  and  Lady. 

Qra.  My  Lord  Baffanio,  and  my  gentle  Lady, 

1  wifh  you  all  the  joy' that  you  can  wifh  : 
For  I  am  furc  you  can  wifh  none  from  me : 
And  when  your  honors  mean  to  folemnize 
The  bargain  of  your  Faith,  I  do  beftech  you 
Even  at  that  time  I  may  be  married  too. 

Bajf.  With  all  my  heart,  fo  thou  canftget  a  Wife. 
Cra.  I  thank  your  Lordfhip,  you  have  got  me  one. 

My  eyes,  my  Lord,  can  look  as  fwift  as  yours : 
Youfaw  the  Miflris,  I  beheld  the  Maid  .• 
Y(,u  lov'd,  Ilov'd  for  intermiffion. 
No  more  pertains  to  me,  my  Lord,  than  you  : 
YourForrune  ftood  upon  the  caskets  there, 
And  fo  did  mine  too,  as  the  matter  falls : 
For  wooing  heat,  until  I  fweat  again, 
And  fwearing  till  my  very  rough  was  dry 
With  Oaths  of  love,  at  laft,  it  promife  lafr, 
I  got  a  promife  of  this  fair  one  here, 
To  have  her  love  •  provided  that  your  Fortune 

,  Atchiv'd  her  Miftrifs. 
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Per.  [s  this  true,  Nerriffa  ? 

Ner  Madam,  it  is  fb,  lb  youfland  pleas'd  withal. 
Bajf.  And  do  you,  Gratiano,  mean  good  Faith  ? 
Gra  Yes  Faith  my  Lord. 

Bajf.  Our  Fcaft  fhall  be  much  honoured  in  ycur  Marri- 

age. 
Gra.  We'l  play  with  them,  the  firft boy  for  athoufand Ducats. 

Ner.  What,  and  ftake  down  ? 

Gra.  No,  we  fhall  ne're  win  at  that  fport,  and  ftake down. 

But  who  comes  here  ?  Lorenzo  and  his  Infidel  ? 

What,  and  my  old  Venetian  Friend,  Salerio  ? 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Jtffica,  and  Salerio. 

Baf.  Lorenz.0  and  Salerio ,  welcome  hither. 
If  that  the  youth  of  my  new  interefthere 
Have  power  to  bid  you  welcome :  by  your  leave 
I  bid  my  very  Friends  and  Country-men, 
Sweet  Portiay  welcome. 

for.  So  do  I,  my  Lord ;  they  are  intirely  welcome. 
Lor.  I  thank  your  honour :  For  my  part,  myLordj 

My  purpofe  Was  not  to  have  feen  you  here  j 
But  meeting  with  Salerioby  the  way, 
He  did  intreat  me  paft  all  faying  nay, 
To  come  with  him  along. 

Sal.  Idid>my  Lord, 

And  have  reafon  for  it,  fignior  Anthonio 
Commends  him  to  you. 

Baf.  E're  I  ope  this  Letter 
I  pray  you  tell  me  how  my  good  Friend  doth, 

Sal.  Not  fick,  ray  Lord,  unlefs  it  be  in  mind  3 
Nor  well,  unlefs  in  mind  :  his  Letter  there 
Will  fhew  you  hiseftate. 

Opens  the  Letter. 

Gra.  Ntrrijfa,  cheer  yond  ftranger,  bid  her  welcome. 
Your  hand,  Salerio  •  what's  the  news  from  Venice  ? 
How  doth  that  royal  Merchant,  good  Anthonio? 
I  know  he  will  be  glad  of  our  iuccefs : 

are  the  Jafons,  we  have  won  the  fleece, 
Sal.  I  would  you  had  won  the  fleece  that  he  hath  loft. 
tor.  There  are  fome  fhrewd  contents  in  yond  fame  Pa- 

per, 
That  fleals  the  colour  from  Bajfanio'i  cheek  : 
Some  dear  Friend  dead  ,  elfe  nothing  in  the  world 
Could  turn  fo  much  the  conftitution 
Of  any  conftant  man.  What  worfe  and  worfe  ! 
With  leave,  Baffanio,  I  am  half  your  felf, 
And  muft  freely  have  the  half  of  any  thing 
That  this  fame  paper  brings  you. 

B>[  OfweetTortia  I 

Here  are  a  few  of  the  unpleafant'ft  words 
That  ever  blotted  paper.  Gentle  Lady, 
When  1  did  firft  impart  my  love  to  you, 
I  freely  told  you,  all  the  wealth  I  had 
Ran  in  my  veins .  I  was  a  Gentleman, 

And  then  I  told  you  true  •,  and  yet  dear  Lady, 
Rating  my  felf  at  nothing,  you  fhall  fee 
How  much  I  was  a  beggar,  when  I  told  you 
My  ftate  was  nothing,  I  fhould  then  have  told  you, 
That  I  was  worfe  than  nothing:  For  indeed 

I  haveengag'd  my  felf  to  a  dear  Friend 
Engag'd  my  Friend  to  his  meer  Enemy, 
To  feed  my  mean**  Here  is  a  Letter,  Lady  j 
The  paper  as  the  body  of  my  Friend, 
And  every  word  in  it  a  gaping  wound, 

Iffuing  life-blood.  But  is  it  true,  Salerio  ? 
Hath  all  his  ventures  fail'd  !  what,  not  one  hit  ! 
from  Tripolis,  from  Mexico,  and  England, 
From  Lisbon,  Barbary,  and  India, 
And  not  one  VefTd  fcape  the  dreadful  touch *  Ot 
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Of  Merchant-marring  Hoiks  ? 
Sal.  Not  one,  my  Lord. 

Betides,  it  fhould  appear,  that  if  he  had 
The  prtf:  nt  money  to  difcharge  the  Jew, 
He  would  not  take  it :  Never  did  1  know 
A  creature,  that  did  bear  the  fhape  of  man, 
So  keen  and  greedy  to  confound  a  man. 
He  piiesthe  Duke  at  morning  and  at  night, 
And  doth  impeach  the  Freedom  of  the  State, 
If  they  deny  him  Juftice.  Twenty  Merchants, 
The  Dukehimfelf}  and  the  Magnificoes 
Of  greateft  port  have  all  perfwaded  withhim, 
But  none  can  drive  him  from  the  envious  plea 
Of  Forfeiture  of  Juftice,  and  his  Bond. 

Jef.  When  I  was  with  him,  I  have  heard  him  fwear, 
To  Tuball  and  to  Chtts,  his  Countrymen, 

That  he  would  rather  have  Anthonio'sfltih 
Than  twenty  times  the  value  of  thefura 
That  he  did  owe  him  :  and  I  know,  my  Lord, 
If  law,  authority,  and  power  deny  not* 
It  will  go  hard  with  poor  Anthonio. 

Par.  Is  it  your  dear  Friend  that  is  thus  in  trouble  ? 
Baf  The  deareft  Friend  torn:;,  the  kindeft  man-. 

The  beflcondition'd,  and  unwearied  fpirit, 
In  doing  courtefies :  and  one  in  whom 
The  ancient  Roman  honour  more  appears 
Than  any  that  draws  breath  in  Italy. 

Tor.  What  fum  owes  he  the  Jew  ? 
Baf.  For  me  three  thoufand  Ducats. 
Tor.  What,  no  more  ? 

Pay  him  fix  thoufand,  and  deface  the  bond  : 
Double  fix  thoufand,  and  then  treble  that, 
Before  a  Friend  of  this  defcription 
Shall  lofe  a  hair  through  my  Bajfanifs  Fault. 
Firft  go  with  me  to  Church,  and  call  me  Wife, 
And  then  away  to  Venice  to  your  Friend  : 

For  never  (hall  you  lie  by  Portia's  fide 
With  an  unquiet  foul.  You  fhall  have  gold 
To  pay  the  petty  debt  twenty  times  over. 
When  it  is  paid,  bring  your  true  Friend  along  : 
My  Maid  NerriJJa,  and  my  felf  mean  time, 
Will  live  as  Mrids  and  Widows :  Come  away  ; 
For  you  fhall  hence  upon  your  Wedding-day : 
Bid  your  Friends  welcome  ;  fhow  a  merry  cheer : 
Since  you  are  dear  bought,  I  will  love  you  dear. 
But  let  me  hear  the  Letter  of  your  Friend. 

Sweet  BafTanio,  my  Ships  have  all  mifcarried,  my  Credi 

tors  grove  cruel-,  my  E 'flat e  U  very  low,  my  Bond  to  the  Jew  is 
forfeit  :  aid  fincetn  psyingit  it  is  impoffible  I  fhould  live,  all 
debts  are  cleared  between  you  and  I,  if  I  might  fee  you  at  my 
death:  Notwithflandingufe  your  pleafure :  if  your  love  do  not 
per [wade  you  to  come ,  let  not  my  Letter. 

Tor.  O  love  !  difpatch  all  bufinefs,  and  be  gone. 
Baf.  Since  I  have  your  good  leave  to  go  away, 

I  will  make  hafte  *,  but  till  I  come  again, 

No  bed  fhall  e're  be  guilty  of  my  ftay. 
Nor  reft  be  interpofer  'twist  us  twain.  Exeunt, 

Enter  the  Jew.  *»iSalanio,  and  Anthonio,  and  the 

Jaylor. 

Jew.  Jaylor,  look  to  him:  tell  not  me  of  mercy.* 
This  is  the  Fool  that  lends  out  money  gratis. 

Jaylor,  look  to  him. 
Ant.  Hear  me  yet  good  Shylecke. 

Jew.  lie  have  my  bond :  fpeak  not  againft  my  bond  .* 
I  havefworn  an  Oath  that  I  will  have  my  bond. 

Thou  cairft  me  dog  before  thou  had'ft  a  caufe  ̂  
But  fince  I  am  a  dog,  beware  my  phangs. 
The  Duke  fhall  grant  me  Juftice.  Ido  wonder, 
Thou  naughty  Jaylor,  that  thou  art  fo  fond 
To  come  abroad  with  him  at  his  requeft. * 

Jnt.  I  pray  thee  hear  me  fpeak. 
Jew.  lie  have  my  bond  :  I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak  : 

I'le  have  my  bond  ;  and  therefore  fpeak  no  more, 
l'le  not  be  made  a  foft  and  dull-ey'd  Pool, To  flnke  the  head,  relenr,  and  figh,  and  yield 
To  Chriftian  interctflors.  Follow  not: 
Tie  have  no  (peaking  ;  I  will  have  my  bond.        Exit  Jew 

Sol.  It  is  the  moft  impenetrable  cur 
That  ever  kept  with  men. 

Ant.  Let  him  alone  ; 

I'le  follow  him  no  more  with  bootlefs  prayers. 
He  feeks  my  life  •  his  reafon  well  I  know  ■ 
loft  deliver'd  from  his  Forfeitures 
Many  that  have  at  times  made  moan  to  tie  \ 
Therefore  he  hates  tae. 

Sal.  \  am  fure  the  Duke  will  never  grant  this  Forfeiture to  hold. 

Ant.  The  Duke  cannot  deny  the  courfe  of  law, 
For  the  commodity  that  ftrangers  have 
With  us  in  Venice,  if  it  be  denied, 
Will  much  impeach  the  Juftice  of  the  State, 
Since  that  the  trade  and  profit  of  the  City 
Confifteth  of  all  Nations.    Thereforr  go, 
Thefe  griefs  and  loflls  have  fo  bated  me, 
That  1  fhall  hardly  fpare  a  pound  of  fkfh 
To  morrow  to  my  bloody  Creditor. 
Well,  Jeylor,  on  ;  pray  God  Bafpiniocome 
To  fee  me  pay  his  debt,  and  then  I  care  not.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Portia,  NerrifTa,  Lorenzo,  Jcffica,  a  man  of 

Portia's. Lor.  Madam,  although  I  fpeak  it  in  your  prefence, 
You  have  a  noble  and  a  true  conceit 

Of  god-like  amity,  which  appears  moft  flrongly 
In  bearing  thus  the  abfence  of  your  Lord. 
But  if  you  knew  to  whom  you  fhew  this  honour, 
How  true  a  Gentleman  you  fend  relief, 
How  dear  a  lover  of  my  Lord,  your  husband, 
I  know  you  would  be  prouder  of  the  work 
Than  cuftomary  bounty  can  enforce  you. 

Por.  I  never  did  repent  for  doing  good, 
Nor  fhall  not  now  :  for  in  companions 
That  do  converfe  and  wafte  the  time  together, 
Whole  fouls  do  bear  an  equal  yoke  cf  love, 
There  muft  be  needs  a  likeproporti'  n 
Of  lineaments,  of  manners  and  of  fpirit, 
Which  makes  me  think  that  this  Anthonio, 
Being  the  bofom-lover  of  my  Lord, 
Muft  needs  be  like  my  Lord.  If  it  be  fo, 
How  little  is  the  coft  1  have  beftowed 

Inpurchafing  the  femblance  of  my  foul 
From  out  the  ftate  of  hellifh  cruelty. 
This  comes  too  near  the  praifing  of  my  felf  j 
Therefore  no  more  of  it  :  here  other  things, 
Lorenzo,  I  commit  into  your  hands 
The  husbandry  and  manage  of  my  houfe, 

Until  my  Lord's  return :  For  mine  own  part, 
I  have  toward  heaven  breath'd  afecret  vow, 
To  live  in  prayer  and  contemplation, 
Only  attended  by  Nerrijfa  here, 

Until  her  husband  and  my  Lord's  return. 
There  is  a  Monaftery  two  miles  off 
And  there  we  will  abide.  I  do  defire  you 
Not  to  deny  this  impofition, 

The  which  ray  love  and  lbracneceflity 
Now  lays  upon  you. 

Lor.  Madam,  with  all  my  heart, 

I  fhall  obey  you  in  all  fair  commands. 
Tor.  My  people  do  already  know  my  mind, 

And  will  acknowledg  you  and  Jeffica 
In  place  of  Lord  Bajfanio  and  my  felf. 
So  fare  you  well  till  we  fhall  meet  again. 

Lor.  Fair  thoughts  and  hippy  hours  attend  on  you' 
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Jef.  1  Wifh  vour  Ladyfhip  all  hearts  content. 

Par.  I  thank  youforyrur  wifh,  and  am  well  pleas'd 
To  wifh  it  back  on  you  :  Fare  you  well  Jeffica.  Exeunt. 

Now  Balthaz.aryai  1  have  ever  found  thee  honeft  true, 

So  let  me  find  thee  (till  :  take  this  fame  Letter, 

And  ufe  thou  all  the  endeavour  of  a  man  *, 
Infpeed  to  Mantua,  fee  thou  render  this 

Into  my  Coufin's  hand,  Dottor  Bellario, 
And  lock  what  notes  and  garments  he  doth  give  thee, 

Bring  thtrn  I  pray  thee  with  imagin'd  fpecd Unto  the  Tranetl.  to  the  common  Ferry 
Which  tiades  to  fenke  :  wafte  no  time  in  words, 

But  get  thee  gone  ;  I  fhall  be  there  before  thee. 
Bil.  Madam,  1  go  with  all  convenient  fpeed. 
Pur.  Come  on  Ni  rriffa,  I  have  work  in  hand 

\  That  you  yet  know  not  of :  we'l  fee  our  husbands •  Before they  think  of  us? 
i     Ner.  Shall  they  fee  us  ? 

Por.  They  fhall,  Nerriffa\  but  in  fuch  a  habit, 

That  they  fhall  think  we  are  accomplifhed 
With  that  we  lack.    We  hold  thee  any  wager 
When  we  are  both  accoutred  like  young  men, 

I'le  prove  the  prettier  Fellow  of  the  two, 
And  wear  my  Dagger  with  the  braver  grace, 
And  fpeak  between  the  change  of  man  and  boy, 
With  a  reed  voice    and  turn  two  mincing  fteps 
Into  a  manly  ftride,  and  fpeak  of  Frays, 
Like  a  fine  bragging  youth  ;  and  tell  quaint  lie*, 
How  honourable  Ladies  fought  my  Love, 
Which  I  denying,  they  fell  fick  and  died. 
I  could  not  do  withal  :  then  Tie  repent, 
And  wifh  for  all  that,  that  I  had  not  kilPd  them  : 
And  twenty  of  thefe  puny  lies  Fie  tell, 
That  men  fhall  fwear  1  have  discontinued  fchool 
Above  a  twelvemonth.    I  have  within  my  mind 
A  thoufandraw  tricks  of  thefe  bragging  Jacks, 
Which  I  will  practice. 

Ner.  Why,  fhall  we  turn  to  men  ? 

Tor.  Fie,  what  a  queftion's  that, 
If  thou  wert  near  a  leud  interpreter  ? 
But  come,  Tie  tell  thee  all  my  whole  device 
When  I  am  in  my  Coach,  which  flays  for  us 

At  the  Park  Gate   and  therefore  hade  a  way  •, 
For  we  muft  roeafure  twenty  miles  today. 

Enter  Clown  and  Jcffica. 

if 

Exeunt, 

Clown.  Yes  truly:  For  look  you,  the  fins  of  the  Father 
are  to  be  laid  upon  the  childien  i  therefore  1  promifeyou,  1 
fear  you.  I  was  always  plain  with  you  ;  and  to  now  I  fpeak 
my  agitation  of  the  matter:  therefore  be  of  good  cheer 

for  truly  I  think  you  aredamn'd  -.  there  is  but  one  hope  in 
it  that  can  do  you  any  good,  and  that  is  but  a  kind  of  ba- 
ftard-hope  neither- 

Jef.  And  what  hope  is  that  I  pray  thee  ? 
Clow.  Marry  you  may  partly  hope  that  your  Father  got 

you  not,  that  you  are  not  the  yew's  Daughter. 
Jef.  That  were  a  kind  of  baftard-hope  indeed  :  fo  the 

fins  of  my  Mother  fhould  be  vifited  upon  me. 
Clow.  Truly  then  I  fear  you  are  damned  both,  by  Fa- 

ther aud  Mother  :  thus  when  I  fhun  Sylla,  your  Father,  I 
fall  into  Charibdis,  your  Mother :  Well,  you  are  gone  both 
ways. 

Jef.  I  fhall  befavedby  my  husband  ;  he  hath  made  me 
a  Chriftian. 

Clow.  Truly  the  more  to  blame  he  ;  we  were  Chriftians 

enow  before,  e'ne  as  many  as  could  well  live  one  by  another: 
this  making  of  Chriftians  will  raifr  the  price  of  Hog?,  if  we 
grow  all  to  be  Pork-eaters,  we  {hall  not  fhortly  have  a  ralh- 
er  on  the  coals  for  money. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Jef.  I'le  tell  my  Husband,  Lancelet ,  what  you  fay : 

here  he  comes, 

Lor.  I  fhall  grow  jealous  of  you  fhortly,  Launcelet, 

you  thus  get  my  Wife  into  corners. 
Jef.  Nay,  you  need  not  fear  us,  Lorenzj>\  Lanctla  and 

I  are  out  i  he  tells  me  flatly,  there  is  no  mercy  for  me  in 

Heaven,  becaufc  1  am  a  Jew's  daughter  j  and  he  fays, 
you  are  no  good  member  of  the  Commonwealth  \  for  in 
converting  Jews  to  Chriftians,  you  raife  the  price  of Pork. 

Lor.  I  fhall  anfwer  that  better  to  the  CommonwraUh 

than  you  can  the  getting  up  of  the  Negro\  belly :  the  Moor 
is  with  child  by  you,  Lancelet. 

Clow.  It  is  much  that  the  Moor  fhould  be  more  than  rea- 
fon:  but  if  fhe  be  lefs  than  an  honeft  woman,  fhe  is  indeed 
more  than  I  took  her  for. 

Lor.  How  every  Fool  can  play  upon  the  word  !  I  think 
the  befr  grace  of  wit  will  fhortly  turn  into  filence,  and  dif- 
courfe  grow  commendable  in  none  only  but  frarrats.  Goin, 
firrah,  bid  them  prepare  for  dinner. 

Clovf'%  That  is  done,  fir  \  they  have  all  ftomacks. 

Lor.  Goodly  Lord,  what  a  wit- mapper  are  you .'  then  bid  , 
them  prepare  dinner. 

Chw-  That  is  done  too,  fir,  only  cover  is  the  word. 
Lor.  Will  you  cover  then  fir  ? 
Clow.  Nut  fo  fir,  neither  \  I  know  my  duty. 

Lor.  Yet  more  quarrelling  with  occafion  !  wilt  thou  fhew 
the  whole  wealth  of  thy  wit  in  an  inftant  ?  1  pray  thee  un- 

derstand a  plain  man  in  his  plain  meaning  :  go  to  thy  fellows  • 
bid  them  cover  the  table,  ferve  in  the  meat,  and  we  will 
come  in  to  dinner. 

Ciow.  For  the  table  fir,  it  fhall  be  ferved  in,  for  the  meat 
fir,  it  fhall  be  covered;  for  your  coming  in  to  dinner  fir, 
why  let  it  be  as  humors  and  conceits  fhail  govern. 

Exit  Clown. 

Lor.  O  dear  difcretion,  how  his  words  are  fuited  ! 
The  Fool  hath  planted  in  his  memory 

An  Army  of  good  words-,  and  I  do  know 
A  many  Fools  thatftand  in  better  place, 
Garnifht  like  him,  that  for  a  trickfie  word 

Defie  the  matter;  howcheer'ft  thou  Jeffica? 
And  now  good  fwett  fay  thy  opinion, 
Howdoft  thou  like  the  Lord  B-ijfamo\  wife  ? 

Jef.  Pafial!  espreffrig:  it  is  very  meet 
The  Lord  Bc.jfanio  live  an  upright  life 
For  having  ivch  a  bleffing  in  his  Lady  : 
He  finds  the  joys  of  heaven  here  on  earth  : 
And  if  on  earth  he  do  not  mean  it ,  it 
Is  reafon  h;:  fhould  never  come  to  heaven. 

Why,  if  two  gods  fhould  play  fome  heavenly  maich, 
And  on  the  wager  lay  two  earthly  women, 
And  Portia  one,  there  muft  be  fomething  elfe 

Pawn'd  with  the  other  j  for  the  poor  rude  world 
Hath  not  her  Fellow. 

L^r.  Even  fuch  a  husband 

Haft  thou  of  me,  as  fhe  is  for  a  wife. 

Jef.  Nay,  but  a^k  my  opinion  too  of  that. 
Lor.  I  will  anon:  firft  let  us  go  to  dinner. 
Jef.  Nay,  let  me  praife  you  while  I  have  a  ftomack. 
Lor.  No,  pray  thee,  let  it  ferve  for  table-talk  ; 

Then  howforoe're  thou  fpeak'ft  'rnongft  other  things, 
I  fhall  digeftit. 

Jef,  Well,  I'le  fet  you  forth. 

Exeunt. 

A&us  Quartus. 

Enter  the  Duke,  the  Magnificoes,  Anthonio,  Baflanio,  and 
Gratiano. 

Du\. .  What,  is  Anthonio  here  ? 
Ant.  Ready,  fo  pleale  your  Grace. 

O 
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i6o I  be  Merchant  of  Venice, 

Dak^  I  am  lorry  for  thee  :  thou  art  come  to  anfwer 

A  ftony  adverfary,  an  inhumane  wretch, 
Uncapableof  pity,  void  and  empty 
Fiocn  any  dram  of  mercy. 

*s4nt.  I  have  heard 

Y  i  r  Grace  hath  ta'ne  great  pains  to  qua'ifie 
His  rigorous  courfe:  but  fince  heftands  obdurate, 
And  that  no  lawful  means  can  carry  me 
Our  of  his  envies  reach,  Idooppofe 

My  Patience  to  his  Fury,  and  am  arm'd 
To  luffer  with  aquietnelsof  fpirit 
The  very  tyranny  and  rage  of  his. 

Dtt.  Go  one  and  call  the  Jew  into  the  Court. 
Sal.  He  is  ready  at  the  door  :  he  comes,  my  Lord. 

Enter  Shylocke. 

Duk-  Make  room,  and  let  him  ftand  before  our  Face. 
Shylocke,  the  World  thinks,  and  I  think  fo  too, 

That  thou  but  lead'ft  this  Fafhion  of  thy  Malice 
To  the  lafthour  of  aft,  and  then  'tis  thought  ̂  
Thou'lt  fhew  thy  Mercy  and  Remorfe  more  ftrange 

Than  is  thy'ftrange  apparent  cruelty, 
And  where  thou  now  exaft'ft  the  penalty, 
Which  is  a  pound  of  this  poor  Merchant's  flefh, 
Tftou  wilt  not  only  lofe  the  Forfeiture, 

Butrouch'd  with  humane  gentlenefs  and  love, 
Foigivea  moiety  of  the  principal, 
Glancing  an  eye  of  pity  on  his  lofles 
That  have  of  late  fo  hudled  on  his  back, 
Enow  to  prefs  a  royal  Merchant  down,  £ 
And  pluck  commileration  of  his  ftate 
From  braffi:  bofoms,  and  rough  hearts  of  flirtf, 

From  ftubborn  Turks,  and  Tartars  never  train'd 
To  offices  of  tender  courtefie. 

We  all  expeft  a  gentle  aniwer,  /  w. 
Jew.  I  have  pofHft  your  Grace  of  what  I  purpofe, 

And  by  our  holy  Sabbath  have  I  fworn 
To  have  the  Due  and  Forfeit- of  my  bond. 
If  you  deny  ir,  let  the  danger  light 
Upon  yout  Charter,  and  your  Cities  Freedom. 

You'!  ask  me  why  I  rather  chufe  to  have 
A  weight  of  carrion  fkfh,  than  to  receive 
Three  thoufand  Ducats  ?  Tie  not  aniwer  that. 

But  fay  it  is  my  humour,  is  it  anfwered  ? 
Wrist  if  ray  houfe  be  troubled  with  a  Rat, 
And  I  be  plea/d  to  give  ten  thoufand  Ducars 

To  have  it  bain'd  ?  What,  are  you  anlwer'd  yet  ? 
Some  men  there  are  love  not  a  gaping  pig : 
Some  that  are  mad,  if  they  behold  a  Cat  : 

And  othtss,  when  the  Big-pipe  lings  i'  th'  nofe, Canno.t  contain  their  Urine  for  afftftion. 
Matters  of  paffionfwaysit  to  the  mood 
Of  what  it  likes  or  loaths.  Now  for  your  anfwer. 
As  there  is  no  firm  reafen  to  be  rendred 

Why  he  cannot  abide  a  gapmgpig, 
Why  he  a  harmlefs  necefTary  cat, 
Why  he  a  wolien  bag-pipe,  but  of  force 
Mull  yield  to  fuch  inevitable  fhame,  t 
As  to  offend  himfelf,  being  offended  ; 
So  can  I  give  no  reafon,  nor  I  will  net, 

More  than  a  lodg'd  hate,  and  a  certain  loathing 
I  bear  Anthonio,  that  I  follow  thus 
A  lofing  fuit  againft  him.  Are  you  anfwered  ? 

Baf.  This  is  no  ant\ver,  thou  unfeeling  man, 
To  excule  the  current  of  thy  cruelty. 

J<w  Ia;n  not  bound  to  pleafe  thee  with  my  anfwer. 
Baf.  Do  all  men  kill  the  thmg  they  do  not  love  ? 
Jew.  Hates  any  man  the  thing  he  would  not  kill  ? 
Baf.  Every  offence  is  not  a  hate  at  firft. 
Jew.  What,  would'ft  thou  have  a  Serpent  fling  thee twice  ? 

Ant.  1  pray  you  think  you  queftion  with  a  Jew. 
You  may  as  well  go  ftand  upon  the  beach, 

And  bid  the  main  flood  be  at  his  ulual  height, 
Or  even  as  well  ufe  qudtion  with  the  Wolf, 
The  Ewe  bleat  for  the  Lamb :  When  you  behold, 
You  may  as  well  forbid  the  Mountain  Pines 
To  wag  their  high  tops,  and  to  make  no  noife 
When  they  are  fretted  with  the  gufts  of  heaven. 
You  may  as  well  do  any  thing  moft  hard, 
As  leek  to  foften  that,  tnan  which  what  harder, 
His  Jewifb  heart  ?  Therefore  I  do  beleech  you 
Make  no  more  offers,  ufe  no  farther  means, 
But  with  all  brief  and  pLin  conveniency 
Let  me  have  judgment,  and  the  Jew  his,  will. 

Baf.  For  thy  three  thoufand  Ducats  h<  re  is  fix. 
Jew.  If  every  Ducat  in  fix  thoufand  Ducats 

Were  in  fix  parts,  and  every  part  a  Ducat, 
I  would  not  draw  them,  I  would  have  ray  bond. 
.   Duk\  How  fhali  thou  hope  for  mercy,  rendring  none  ? 

Jew.  What  judgment  fhall  I  dread,  doing  no  wrong? 

You  have  among  you  many  a  purchas'd  Have, 
Which  like  your  Affes,  and  your  Dogs  and  Mules, 
You  ufe  in  abjeft  and  in  flavifh  parr, 
Becaufe  you  bought  them.  Shall  1  fay  to  ycu# 
Let  them  be  free,  rrfarry  them  to  your  heirs  ? 
Why  fweat  they  under  burthens  ?  Let  their  beds 
Be  made  as  foft  as  yours,  and  let  their  pallats 

Befeafon'd  with  fuch  Viands :  you  will  anfwer, 
The  flaves  are  ours.    So  do  I  anfwer  you. 
The  pound  of  flefh  which  I  demand  of  him, 

Is  dearly  bought,  'tis  mine,  and  I  will  have  it. 
If  yon  deny  me,  fie  upon  your  Law, 
There  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  of  Venice : 

I  ftand  for  judgment*  anfwer,  fhall  \  have  it  > 
Duk\.  Upon  my  power  I  may  difmifs  this  Court, 

Unlefs  Bellario,  a  learned  Doftor, 
Whom  1  have  lent  for  to  determine  this, 
Come  here  to  day. 

Sal.  My  Lord,  here  ffays  without 
A  Meffenger  with  Letters  from  the  Doftor, 
New  come  from  Padua. 

Du\.  Bring  us  the  Letters,  call  the  MtflTngers. 
Baf.  Good  cheer  Anthonio:  Whatman,  courage  yet  : 

The  Jew  fhall  have  my  flefh,  blood,  bones,  and  all, 
EVethou  (halt lofe  for  me  one  drop  of  blood. 

At.t.  I  am  a  tainted  Weather  of  the  flock, 
Meeteft  for  death:  the  weakeft  kind  of  Fruit 

Drops  earluft  to  the  ground,  fo  let  me. 

You  cannot  better  bcemploy'd,  Bxff.mio^ 
Than  to  live  ftill,  and  write  mine  Epitaph. 

Enter  NerilTi. 

Du.  Came  you  from  Padua,  from  Eellario  i 
Ner.  From  both. 

My  Lord  Bdlario  greets  your  Grace. 
Baf.  Why  doft  thou  whet  thy  knife  foearntftly  ? 
Jew.  To  cut  the  Forfeiture  from  thatbankrout  there. 
Gra.  Not  on  thy  foale,  but  on  thy  foul,  harfh  Jew, 

Thou  raak'ft  thy  knife  keen:  but  no  metal  can, 
No,  not  the  hangman's  Axe  bear  half  the  keennefs 
Of  thy  fharp  envy.    Can  no  prayers  pierce  thee  ? 

Jew.  No,  none  that  thou  haft  wit  enough  to  make, 

Gra.  O  be  thou  damn'd  inexorable  dog, 
And  for  thy  life  let  Juftice  be  accus'd. 
Thou  almoft  rmk'ft  me  waver  in  my  Faith, 
To  hold  opinion  with  Pythagoras, 
That  fouls  of  Animals  infule  themfelves 

Into  the  trunks  of  men.    Thy  currifh  fpirit 

Govern'd  a  Woolf,  who  hang'd  for  humane  flaughter, 
Even  from  the  Gallows  did  his  fell  foul  fleet, 

And  whil'ftthoulayeftin  thy  unhallowed  Dam, 
Infus'ditlelf  in  thee  •  For  thydefires 

Arewoolvifh,  bloody,  fterv'd, and  ravenous. 
Jew.  Till  thou  canft  rah"  the  leal  from  off  my  bond, 

Thou  but  offend  ft  thy  Lungs  to  fptak  lo  loud. 

 Repair 
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Repair  thy  wit,  good  youcri,  or  it  will
  tall 

To  endlefs  ruvne.    1  fhnd  htjre  for  Law. 

Du.  This  Letter  from  BeLirio  c'oth  commen
d 

A  young  and  Learned  Doftoc  in  our  Court-
 

Where  is  he  ? 

Ner.  He  atteadeth  here  harxi  by 

To  know  your  answer,  whether  you'l  admit  h
im  ? 

Du.  With  aU  my  heart.    Some  Three  or  Four  of  you 

Go  <uve  him  courteous  conduit  to  this  place, 

Meantime  the  Court ihall hear  BelUrio's  Letter. 

YOVR  Grace  {kail  under ̂ kM.  that  at
  the  receit  of  your 

Letter,  Jam  very  fic^\  but  in  the  infant  that  your  mef
- 

fenger  came,  in  loving  vifit\  ition,  was  with  me  a.  young 

DoElor  of  Rome,  his  Name  is  Balthaiar  :  I  acquainte
d  him 

with  the  Cafe  mcontrover fie,  between  the  and  Anthoni
o, 

the  Merchant :  We  turned  o're  many .  Books  together :  He  is  fur- 

nijhtd  with  my  Opinion,  which  betm  'ed  with  his  own 
 Learn- 

ing, the  greatnefs  whereof  I  cannoh  enough  commend,  comes
 

With  him  at  my  importunity,  to  fill  ita  your  Graces  Rtquift  in 

my  (lead.  I  befeech  you,  let  bis  la\:k°f  years  be  noimpid
i. 

ment  to  let  him  lack,  a  reverend  e\\imx  Hon :  For  I  mver  knew 

fo  yomo  a  body  with  fo  old  a  head.  .1  leave  him  to  your  gra- 

cious acceptance,  whoje  trial  fhall  beta  rr  publifi  his  commenda- tion. 

Enter  Portia  for  Ball  hafar. 

Du.  You  hear  the  Learn'd  Bellario  what  he  writes, 

And  here  (I  take  it)  is  the  Doctor  come. 

Give  me  your  hand.    Came  you  from  old  'Bellario  ? For.  I  did,  my  Lord. 
Du.  You  are  welcome  :  take  ycur  place. 

Are  you  acquainted  with  thedifference 
That  holds  this  prefent  queftion  in  the  Court  ? 

For. I  am  informed  throughly  of  the  Cafe. 
Which  is  the  Merchant  here,  and  which  the  Jew  ? 

Du.  Anthonio  and  old  Shylocke,  both  ftand  forth, 
For.  Is  your  name  Shylocke  } 
Jew.  Shylocke  is  my  name. 

'For.  Of  a  ftrange  Nature  is  the  fuit  you  follow1, 
Yet  in  fuch  rule,  that  the  Venetian  Law 

Cannot  impungne  you,  as  you  do  pretend. 
You  ftand  within  his  danger,  do  you  not  ? 

tAnt.  I,  fo  he  fays. 
For,  Do  you  confefs  the  bond  ? 
Ant.  I  do. 
For.  Then  muft  the  Jew  be  merciful. 
Jew.  On  what  compulfion  muft  1  ?  tell  me  that. 

For.  The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  ftrain'd, 
It  droppeth  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heaven 
Upon  the  placebeneath.    It  is  twice  bleft, 
ItbleiTeth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes. 

'Tismightieftinthemightieft,  it  b.comes 
The  throned  Monarch  better  than  his  Crown. 

His  Scepter  fhews  the  force  of  temporal  power, 
The  attribute  to  Awe  and  Majefty , 
Wherein  doth  fit  the  dread  and  fear  of  Kings. 
But  Mercy  is  above  thisfceptred  fway, 
It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  Kings, 
It  is  an  Attribute  to  God  himfelf  \ 

And  earthly  power  doth  then  fhew  likeft God's, 
When  Mercy  feafons  Juftice.    Therefore  Jew, 

Tho  Juftice  be  thy  plea,  confider  this, 
Thatinthecourfe  of  Juftice  none  of  us 
Should  fee  falvation.    We  do  pray  for  mercy, 

And  that  fame  prayer  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 

The  deeds  of  mercy.    I  have  fpoke  thus  much 

To  mitigate  the  juftice  of  thy  plea  ; 
Which  if  thou  follow,  this  ftrictcourfe  of  Venice 

Muft  needs  give  lentence  againft  the  Merchant  there. 

Shy.  My  deeds  upon  my  head,  I  crave  the  Law, 
The  Penalty  and  Forfeit  of  my  bond. 

Tor.  Is  he  not  able  to  difcharge  the  money  ? 

)   

Baf.  Yes,  here  I  tender  it  for  him  in  the  Court, 

Yea,  twice  the  fum,  if  that  will  not  (ufTiC!-, 
I  will  be  bound  to  pay  it  ten  times  o're, 
On  forfeitof  my  hand?,  my  head,  my  heart. 
If  this  will  not  fuffice,  it  muft  appear 
That  malice  bears  down  truth.    And  I  befeech  you 
Wreft  once  the  Law  to  your  Authority. 
To  do  a  great  right,  do  a  little  wrong, 
And  curb  this  cruel  devil  of  his  will. 

For.  It  muft  not  be,  there  is  no  power  in  Venice 
Can  alter  a  decree  eftabHfhcd. 

'Twill  be  recorded  for  a  Pnfidenr, 
And  many  an  error  by  the  lame  example 
Will  rufh  into  the  Stat*-;    It  cannot  b:.  ' 

Jew.  A  Daniel  come  to  judgment,  yea,  a  Daniel. 
O  wife  young  Judg,  how  do  1  honour  thee? 

For.  I  pray  you  look  upon  the  bond. 

Jew.  Here  'tis,  mo  ft  reverend  Doctor,  here  it  is. 
For.  Shylocke,  there's  thrice  thy  money  offered  thee, 
Shy.  Ancath,  an  oath,  I  have  an  oath  in  heaven, 

Shall  I  lay  perjury  upon  my  foul  ? 

No,  rot  for  Venice. 
For.  Why,  this  bond  is  forfeit, 

And  lawfully  by  this  the  Jew  may  cfaim 
A  pound  of  fkih,  to  be  by  him  cut  off 
Neat  eft  the  Merchant's  heart.  Be  merciful, 
Take  thrice  thy  money,  bid  me  tear  the  bend, 

J'W.  W  hen  it  is  paid  according  to  the  tenure. 
It  doth  appear  you  are  a  worthy  Judg : 
You  know  the  Law,  your  expofition 
Hath  been  moft  found.    I  charge  yon  by  thz  Lav/, 
Whereof  you  area  well-dcie* vmg  pillar, 
Proceed  to  judgment.    By  mv  foul  i  iwearj 
There  is  nopowtr  in  the  tongue  of  man 
To  alter  me.    I  flay  here  on  my  bond. 

*An.  Moft  heartily  I  do  befeech  the  Court 

To  give  the  judgment. 
For.  Why  then  thus  it  is: 

You  muft  prepare  your  boforn  for  his  knife. 
Jtw.  O  noble  Judg  !  O  excellent  young  man  ? 
For.  For  the  intent  and  purpofe  of  the  Law 

Hath  full  relation  to  the  penalty, 

Which  here  appearethdue  upon  the  bond. 

Jew.  'Tis  very  true.    O  w.fe  and  upright  Jtidgj 
How  muchmore  elder  art  thou  than  thy  looks  ? 

For.  Therefore  lay  bare  thy  bofom. 

Jew.  I,  hisbreft, 
So  lays  the  bond,  doth  it  not,  noble  Judg  ? 
Neareft  his  heart,  thole  are  the  very  words. 

For.  It  is  fo.  '  Arc  there  ballance  here  to  weigh  the flcfh? 

Jew.  I  have  them  ready. 
For.  Have  by  feme  Surgeon,  Shylcck,  on  your  charge, 

To  ftop  his  wounds,  left  he  fhoulci  bleed  to  death. 
Jew.  It  is  not  nominated  in  the  bond. 
Par.  It  is  not  lo  espreft,  but  what  of  that  ? 

'Twere  good  you  do  10  much  for  charity. 
Jew.  1  cannot  find  it,  'tis  not  in  the  bond. 
For.  Come  Merchant,  have  you  any  thing  to  fay  ? 

n/lnt.  But  little  :  I  amarm'd  and  well  prepaiM. 
Give  me  your  hand,  Baffanio :  Fare  you  well. 

Grieve  not  that  I  am  fall'n  to  this  for  you  : 
For  herein  Fortune  fhews  her  felf  mote  kind 
Than  is  his  cuftom.    It  is  ftill  her  ufe 

To  let  the  wretched  man  cur-live  his  wealth, 
To  view  with  hollow  eye,  and  wrinkled  brow 
An  age  of  poverty.  From  which  lingring  penance 
Of  fuch  a  mifery,  doth  fhe  cut  me  orf. 
Commend  me  to  your  honourable  Wife ; 

Tell  her  the  procefs  of  Antkonio's  end ; 
Say  how  1  lov'd  youj  fpeakme  fair  in  death  : 
And  when  the  tale  is  told,  bid  her  be  judg, 
Whether  Ba Jfauio  had  not  once  a  Love  : 

O  z  Repent 
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Repent  not  you  that  you  lhall  loi'eyour  Friend, And  he  repent,  not  that  he  pay*  your  debt  ; 
For  if  the  Jew  do  cut  but  deep  enough, 

Tie  pay  it  inftjntly  with  all  my  heart. 

Baf.  Ar.thonio,  I  am  manied  to  a  wife, 

Which  is  as  dear  to  me  as  life  it  lelf", 
B  Jt  life  it  lelf,  tnv  wife,  and  all  the  world, 

Arc  not  with  mc  efteem'd  above  thy  life. 

1  would  loi'c  all,  I  facrifice  them  all 
Here  to  this  devil,  to  deliver  you. 

For.  Your  wife  would  give  you  little  thanks  for  that, 

If  fhe  were  by  to  hear  you  make  the  offer. 
Gra.  I  have  a  wife  whom  I  proteftllove, 

I  would  fhe  were  in  heaven,  fo  (he  could 

Intreat  fome  power  to  change  this  currifh  Jew. 

Ner.  'Tis  well  you  offer  tt  behind  her  back, 
The  wifh  would  make  elfe  an  unquiet  houfe. 

Jew.  Thefe  be  the  Chriftian  husbands.  I  have  adaught 

Would  any  of  theftock  of  Harraba* 
Had  been  her  husband,  rather  than  a  Chriftian. 

We  trifle  time,  I  pray  thee  purfue  fentence. 

Par.  A  pound  of  that  fame  Merchant's  flefli  is  thine, 
The  Court  awards  it,  and  the  Law  doth  give  it. 

Jew.  Moft  rightful  Judg. 

For.  And  you  muftcut  thisflefh  from  off  his  breaft, 
The  Law  allows  it,  and  the  Court  awards  it. 

Jevr.  Moft  learned  Judg,  a  fentence,  come,  prepare. 

For.  Tarry  a  little,  there  is  fomething  elfe. 

This  bond  doth  give  thee  here  no  jot  of  blood, 

The  words  txprtfly  are  a  pound  of  flefh. 

Then  take  thy  bond,  take  thcu  thy  pound  of  flefli  *, 
But  in  the  cutting  it,  if  thcu  doft  fhed 

One  drop  of  Chriftian  blood,  thy  lands  and  goods 

Are  by  the  Laws  of  Venice  confiscate 
Unto  theStateof  Venice. 

Gra.  O  upright  Judg; 
Mark  Jew,  O  learned  Judg. 

Shy  Is  that  the  Law  ? 
For.  Thy  fell  fhalt  fee  the  Aft : 

For  as  thou  urgeft  Juftice,  beafTur'd 
Thou  fhalt  have  juftice  more  than  thoudeGreft. 

Gra.  O learned  Judg  .'  mark  Jew,  a  learned  Judg, 
Jew.  I  take  this  offer  then,  pay  the  bond  thrice, 

And  let  the  Chriftian  go. 
Baf.  Here  is  the  money. 
For.  Soft,  the  Jew  fhatl  have  all  juftice,  foft,  no  hafte, 

He  fhall  have  nothing  but  the  penalty. 
Gra.  O  Jew !  an  upright  Judg,  a  learned  Judg. 
Tor.  Therefore  prepare  thee  to  cut  off  the  fUfh, 

Shed  thou  no  blood,  nor  cut  thou  lefs  nor  more 

But  juft  a  pound  of  flefh  :  If  thou  tak'ft  more 
Or  lefs  than  a  juft  pound,  be  it  fo  much 

As  makes  it  light  or  heavy  in  the  fubftance, 
Or  the  divifionof  the  twentieth  part 

Of  one  poor  lcruple :  nay,  if  the  fcale  do  turn 
But  in  the  eftimation  of  a  hair, 

Thou  dieft ,  and  all  thy  goods  are  confifcate. 
Gra.  A  fecond  Daniel,  a  Daniel,  Jew. 

Now  Infidel, I  have  theeon  the  hip. 
For.  Why  doth  the  Jew  paufe  ?  Take  thy  Forfeiture. 

Shy.  Give  me  my  principal,  and  let  me  go. 

Baf.  1  have  it  ready  for  thee  •,  here  it  is. 
For;  He  hath  refus'd  it  in  the  open  Court: 

He  fhall  have  meerly  juftice  and  his  bond. 

Gra,  A  Daniel  ftill  fay  I,  a  fecond  Daniel. 

I  thank  the  Jew  for  teaching  me  that  word. 

Shy.  Shall  I  not  have  barely  my  principal  ? 
For.  Thou  fhalt  have  nothing  but  the  Forfeiture, 

To  be  taken  fo  at  thy  peril,  Jew. 

Shy.  why  then  the  Devil  give  him  good  of  it : 

l'le  ftay  no  longer  q  leftton. For.  Tarry  Jew, 
The  Law  hath  yet  another  hold  on  you  : 
Ic  is  erected  in  the  Laws  of  Venice, 

er, 

|  ll  it  be  proved  agair.ft  an  Alien, 
That  by  dirtcl,  or  indirect  attempts, 
Ht  feek  the  lite  of  any  Citizen, 

The  party  'giarmft  the  which  he  doth  conrriv?, 
Shall  feizeon  half  his  goods,  the  other  half 
Comes  to  the  privy  Coffer  of  the  State, 

And  the  Offender's  life  lies  in  the  mercy 
Of  the  Duke  only,  'gainftall  other  voice; 
In  which  predicament  I  fay  thou  ftand'ft  : 

For  it  appea'rs  by  maniftft  proceec'ing, That  indirectly,  and  dirccltiy  too, 

Thou  had  contriv'dagairft  the  very  life 
Of  the  defendant  :  and  thou  half  incurrd 

The  danger  formerly  by  mc  rehearff,. 
Down  therefore,  and  btg  mercy  of  the  Duke. 

Gra,  Beg  that  thou  maift  have  leave  to  hang  thy  felf : 
And  yet  thy  wealth  being  foi  kit  to  the  Stare, 
Thou  haft  not  left  the  value  of  a  cord, 

Therefore  thcu  muff  Be  hang'd  at  the  States  charge. 
Dm.  That  thou  fhall  fee  the  differ  t  nee  of  curfpirit, 

I  pardon  thee  thy  life  before  thou  ask  it : 

For  half  thy  wealth,  it  is  Anthonio's ; 
The  other  half  comss  tothegeneral  State, 
Which  humblenefs  c&ay  drive  unto  a  fine. 

For.  1,  for  the  State,  not  for  Anthonio 
Shy.  Nay,  take  my  life  and  all,  pardon  not  that: 

You  take  my  houle  when  ycu  do  take  the  prep 
That  doth  iuftain  my  hcule:  ycu  take  my  life 
When  you  do  take  the  means  whereby  I  live. 

For.  What  mercy  can  you  render  him,  Avthonio  ? 

Gra.  A  Haltet  gratis,  nothing  elfe  lor  God's  fake. 
Ant.  So  pleafe  my  Lord,  the  Duke,  and  all  the  Court, 

To  quit  the  fine  for  one  half  of  his  goods, 
I  am  content,  fo  he  will  let  me  have 
The  other  half  inufe,  to  render  it 
Upon  his  death,  unto  the  Gentleman 
That  lately  ftole  his  daughter. 
Two  things  provided  more,  that  for  this  Favour 
He  prefently  become  a  Chriftian  ; 
The  other,  that  he  do  record  a  gift 
Here  in  the  Court  of  all  he  diespofTcft 
Unto  his  Son  Lorenzo,  and  hi*  Daughter. 

Du.  He  fhall  do  this,  or  elfe  1  do  recant 
The  pardon  that  Hate  pronounced  here. 

'Tor.  Art  thcu  cemented,  Jtw  i  what  deft  thou  fay  ? 
Shy.  I  am  content. 
For.  Clark,  draw  a  deed  of  gift. 
Shy.  ]  pray  you  give  me  lesve  to  go  from  hence  5 

I  am  not  well  •,  fend  the  deed  after  me, 
And  I  will  fign  if. 

Du.  Get  thee  gone,  but  do  it. 
Gra.  In  Chriftning  thcu  (halt  have  two  Godfathers. 

Had  I  been  Judg,  thou  ftould'ft  have  tad  ten  more, 
To  bring  thee  to  the  Gallows,  not  to  the  Font.  Exit 

Du.  Sir,  Iintreatyou  with  me  heme  to  dinner. 
For.  I  humbly  do  defire  your  Grace  of  pardon j 

I  muft  away  this  night  toward  Padua, 
And  it  is  meet  I  prelently  let  forth. 

Vu.  I  am  forry  that  your  leifure  fcrves  you  not : 
Anthonio,  gratifie  this  Gentleman  ; 
For  in  my  mind  you  are  much  bound  to  him. 

Exit  Duke  and  hu  train. 
Baf.  Moft  worthy  Gentleman,  I  and  my  Friend, 

Have  by  your  wifdoro  been  this  day  acquitted 
Of  grievous  penalties,  iq  lieu  whereof 
Three  thoufand  Ducats  due  unto  the  Jew, 

We  freely  cope  your  courteous  pains  withal. 
Ant .  And  ftand  indebted  over  and  above 

In  love  and  fervice  to  you  evermore. 
Tor.  He  is  well  paid  that  is  well  fatisfied, 

And  I  delivering  you,  am  fatisfied, 
And  therein  do  account  ray  felf  well  paid. 
My  mind  was  never  yet  more  mercinary. 
I  pray  you  know  me  when  we  meet  again. 

I  wifh 
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l  wifh  you  we!!,  and  lb  I  take  my  leave. 

Ttf  Dear  fir,  of  force  I  rauit  attempt  you  further. 
Take  forac  remembrance  of  us  as  a  tribute, 

Not  as  a  Fee  :  grant  me  two  things    I  pray  you 
Not  to  deny  me,  and  to  pardon  me. 

Tor.  You  prefs  me  far,  and  therefore  I  will  yield. 

Give  me  your  gloves,  l'le  wear  them  for  your  fake, 
And  for  your  love  Tie  take  this  Ring  from  you, 

Do  not  draw.backyour  hand,  l'le  take  no  more, 
And  you  in  love  fhall  not  deny  rue  this. 

B*.f.  This  Ring,  good  fir,  alas  it  is  a  trifle ; 
I  will  not  fharae  my  ielf  to  give  you  this. 

For.  I  will  have  nothing  elfe  but  only  this, 
And  now  raethinks  I  have  a  mind  to  it. 

Baf.  There's  more  depends  on  this  than  on  the  value : 
The  deareftRing  in  Venice  will  1  give  you, 

And  find  it  out  by  Proclamation 

Only  for  this  I  pray  you  pardon  me. 
Tor.  I  lee  fir,  you  are  liberal  in  offers  ; 

You  taught  me  firft  to  b&g,  and  now  methinks 

You  teach  me  how  a  beggar  fhould  beanfwer'd. 

Baf.  Good  fie,  this  Ring  was  given  mc  by  my  wife  *, 
And  when  fhe  put  it  on,  fhe  made  me  vow 

Thar  I  fhould  neither  fell,  nor  give,  nor  lofe  it. 
Tor.  That  fcufe  ferves  many  men  to  fave  their  gifts  j 

And  if  your  wife  be  not  a  mad  woman, 

And  know  how  well  I  have  deferv'd  this  Ring, 
She  wou'd  not  hold  out  enemy  for  ever 

For  giving  it  to  me  :  Well,  peace  be  with  you. 
Exeunt 

Ant  My  Lord  Baff*nioy  let  hiaa  have  the  Ring. 

Let  his  defervings,  and  my  love  withal, 

Be  valued  againft  your  wives  commandment. 

Baf.  Go,  (jratimoy  run  and  overtake  him, 
Give  him  the  Ring,  and  bring  him  if  thou  canft 

Unto  Antbonio'%  houfe  :  away,  make  hafte.       Exit  Grati. 

Come.youandl  will  thither  prefently, 

And  in  the  morning  early  will  we  both 

Fly  toward  B.lmoniy  come  tAntbonio, •  Exeunt. 

Enter  Portia  and  Nerriffa. 

Tor.  Enquire  the  Jw's  home  out,  give  him  this  deed, 
And  let  him  fign  it  •,  we'l  away  to  nighr, 
And  be  a  day  before  our  Husbands  home  : 
This  deed  will  be  well  welcome  to  Lorenz.9. 

Enter  Gratiano. 

Gra.  Fair  fir,  you  are  well  o'retane : 
My  Lord  Btjfanioupon  more  advice, 
Hath  lent  you  here  this  Ring,  and  doth  intreat 
Your  company  at  dinner. 

Tor.  That  cannot  be  : 

His  Ring  I  do  accept  moft  thankfully, 
Andfo  1  pray  you  tell  him  :  Furthermore, 
I  pray  you  fhew  my  youth  eld  Shytoclfs  houfc. 

Gra.  That  will  1  do. 
Ner.  Sir,  I  would  fpeak  with  you : 

Tie  fee  if  1  can  get  my  husband's  Ring 
Which  I  did  make  him  fwear  to  keep  for  ever. 

Tor.  Thou  raaift  I  warrant.    We  fhali  have  old  fwearing, 
That  they  did  give  the  Rings  away  to  men 
But  we'l  out-face  them,  and  out-fwear  them  too  : 

Away,  make  hafte,  thou  know'ft  where  I  will  tarry. 
Ner.  Come  good  fir,  will  you  fhewmeto  this  houfe  ? 

Sxeunt. 

Aftus  Quintus. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  J-.ffica. 

Lor.  The  Moon  ftines  bright   In  fuc'i  a  night  as  thi?, 
When  the  fweet  win'!  did  gently  kifsthe  trees, 
And  they  did  make  no  nojic,  in  fuch  a  night, 
Troylus  methinks  mou,  r  J  the  T royan  wail, 

And  figh'd  his  foul  toward  the  qrciw  tents, 
SNhsrtCreffed  lay  that  ni  jht. 

Jef.  In  luch  a  nitric 
DidThiszy  fvarfully  o'rrtrip  thedew^ 
And  faw  the  Lion's  fliadow  t're  himfell, And  ran  difmayed  away. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  night 
Stood  Dido  with  a  Willow  in  her  hand 

Upon  the  wild  Sea-banks,  and  waft  her  Lovs 
To  come  again  to  Carthage, 

Jef.  In  fuch  a  night 
Medea  gathered  the  inchanted  herbs 
That  did  renew  old  Efon. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  night 

Did  Jeffica  ileal  from  the  wealthy  Jew, 
And  with  an  unthrift  Love  did  run  from  Veniee, 
As  far  as  Belmont. 

Jef.ln  fuch  a  night 

Did  young  Lorenzo  fwear  he  lov'd  her  well, 
S;eal:ng  her  foul  with  many  vows  of  Faith, 
And  ne're  a  true  one. 

Lor.  In  fuch  anight 

Did  pretty  Jeffica  f  like  a  little  fhrow  j 
Slander  her  Love,  and  he  fo/  gave  it  her. 

Jef.  I  would  out-night  you  did  no  body  come : 

But  hark,  I  hear  the  footingof  a  man.' 
Enter  Meffenger. 

Lor.  Who  comes  fo  fkft  in  filencc  of  the  night? 
Mef.  A  Friend. 
Lor.  A  Friend!  whatFsiend?  your  name  I  pray  you Friend  ? 

Mef.  Stcpbano  is  my  name,  and  I  bring  word 
My  Miftris  will  before  the  break  of  day 
Re  here  at  Belmont  :  fhe  doth  ftray  about 
By  holy  croffes,  where  fhe  kneels  and  prays 
For  happy  wedlock  hours. 

Lor.  Who  comes  with  her  ? 

Mef.  None  but  a  holy  Hermit  and  her  maid. 

I  pray  you  is  my  Mafter  yet  return'd  ? 
Lor.  He  is  not,  nor  we  have  not  heard  from  him  5 

But  go  we  in  I  pray  thee  Jeffica, 
And  ceremonioufly  let  us  prepare 
Some  welcome  for  the  Miftris  of  the  houfe. 

Enter  Clowns. 

Clow.  Sola,  fola  i  wo  ha,  ho,  fola,  fola. 
Lor.  Who  calls  ? 

Clow.  Sola,  did  you  fee  M.  Lorenzo,  and  Mrs.  Lorenza, fola,  fola. 

Lor.  Leave  hollowing,  man  :  here. 
Clow.  Sola,  where  ?  where  ? 
Lor.  Here. 

Clow.  Tell  him,  there's  a  Poft  come  from  my  Mafter,  with 
his  horn  full  of  good  news my  Mafter  will  be  here  t'ie 
morning,  fweet  love. 

Lor.  Let's  in,  and  there  expect  their  corning; 
And  yet  no  matter :  why  fhould  we  go  in  ? 
My  Friend  Stepbanoy  fignifie,  pray  you, 
Within  the  houfe,  your  Miftris  is  at  hand, 
And  bring  your  Mufick  forth  into  the  air. 

O  j  How 
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Huw  tweet  the  Moon-light  fleepsupon  this  bank  •, 
Here  will  we  fit,  and  let  the  founds  of  Mufick 

Creep  in  our  ears  •,  loft  ftilneis,  and  the  night 
Become  the  tutches  of  fweet  harmony  : 

Sit  Jejfica,  look  how  the  floor  of  heaven 
Is  thicx  inlayed  with  patterns  of  bright  gold  ; 

There's  not  the  fmalleft  Orb  which  thou  behold'ft, 
But  in  his  motion  like  an  Angel  Tings, 

Still  q  siring  to  the  young  ey'd  Cherubims  v 
Such  harmony  is  in  im  nortal  fouls 
Butwhilil  this  muddy  vefture  of  decay 

Doth  groflyclofe  in  it.  we  cannot  hear  it: 
Come  hoc,  and  wake  Diana  with  a  hymn, 
With  fweeteft  tutches  pierce  your  Miftris  ear, 
And  draw  her  home  with  Mufick. 

Jef.  lam  never  merry  when  I  hear  fweet  Mufick. 

Play  Mujick. 

Lor.  TheReafon  is,  yourfpirits  are  attentive: 
For  do  but  note  a  wild  and  wanton  herd, 
Or  race  of  youthful  and  unhandled  colts, 
Fetching  mad  bounds,  bellowing  and  neighing  loud, 
Which  is  the  hot  condition  of  their  blood  , 

If  they  but  hear  perchance  a  trumpet  found, 
Or  any  air  of  Mufick  touch  their  ears, 
You  fhall  perceive  them  make  a  mutual  (land  ; 

Thf  ir  favage  eyes  turn'd  to  a  tacdeft  g?ze 
By  the  fweet  power  of  mufick  :  therefore  the  Poet 
Did  fain  that  Orpheus  drew  teats,  ftones,  and  floods, 
S'.r.ce  naught  fo  ftock'fh,  hard,  and  full  of  rage, 
B'Jt  mufick  for  the  time  doth  change  his  Nature  : 
The  man  that  huh  no  mufick  in  hirofeif, 
Nor  is  not  moved  with  concord  of  fweet  founds, 
Is  fit  fortreafons,  ftratagetns,  andfpoils^ 
Tne  motions  of  his  fpirit  are  dull  as  night, 
And  his  affettions  dark  as  Er chits  : 
Let  no  fuchman  be  trufted  :  mark  the  Mufick. 

Enter  Portia  and  Nertifla. 

Tor.  That  light  we  fee  is  burning  in  my  hah* : How  far  that  little  candle  throw*  his  beams, 

So  fhines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world. 
Ner.  When  the  Moon  (hone,  we  did  not  fee  the  candle 
Tor.  So  doth  the  greater  glory  dim  the  lefs  j 

A  fubftitute  fhines  brightly  as  a  King 
Until  a  King  be  by,  and  then  his  ftate 
Empties  itfclfj  as  doth  an  inland  brook 
Into  the  main  of  waters:  Mufick,  hark.  Mufick. 

Ner.  It  is  your  mufick,  Madam,  of  r he  houfe. 
Tor.  Nothing  is  good  I  fee  without  refpect; 

Methinks  it  founds  much  fweeter  than  by  day- 
N«r.  Silence  beftows  that  vertue  on  it,  Madam. 
Tor.  The  Crow  doth  fingas  fweetlyas  the  Lark 

When  neither  is  attended  :  and  1  think 

The  Nightingale,  if  fhe  (hould  fing  by  day, 
Wh^n  every  Goofe  is  cackling,  would  be  thought 
No  better  a  Muficianthan  the  Wren. 

How  many  things  by  feafon  feafon'd  are 
To  their  right  praife  and  ttue  perfection/ 
Peace,  how  the  Moon  Qeeps  with  Endimton, 

And  would  not  be  awak'd  ! 

Mufick  ceafes. 

Lor.  That  is  the  voice, 

Or  I  am  much  deceiv'd,  of  Portia. 
Tor.  He  knows  me  as  the  blind  man  knows  the  Cuckow, 

by  the  bad  voice. 
Lor.  Dear  Lady,  welcome  home. 
Per.  We  have  been  praying  for  our  husbands  welfare, 

Whir  h  fpeed,  we  hope,  the  better  for  our  words 

Are  they  rt  turn'd  ? 

Lor.  Madam,  they  are  not  yet , 
But  there  is  come  a  ̂efTinger  be(cre, 
To  fignifie  their  coming. Tor.  Go  in  Nerrijfa, 

Give  order  to  my  lervants,  that  they  take 
No  note  at  all  of  our  being  abfent  hence, 
Nor  you  Lorenzo,  Jtjfica  nor  you. 

A  Tuch^t  fn*tds. 

Lor.  Your  husband  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  Trumpet : 
We  are  no  tell-tales,  Madam,  fear  you  not. 

Tor.  This  night  methinks  is  but  the  day-light  fick, 
It  looks  a  little  paler,  'tis  a  day, 
Such  as  the  day  is  when  the  Sun  is  hid. 

Enter  BaiTanio,  Anthonio.,  Gratiano,  and  their Followers. 

Baf.  We  fhould  hold  day  with  the  Jntipcdri, 
If  you  would  walk  inabienceof  the  Sun. 

Por.  Let  me  give  light,  but  let  me  not  be  light  *, 
For  a  light  Wife  doth  make  a  heavy  husband, 
And  never  be  Baffanio  fo  from  me  \ 
But  God  fort  all :  you  are  welcome  home,  my  Lord. 

Baf.  I  thank  you,  Madam,  give  welcome  to  my  Friend  \ 
This  is  the  roan,  this  is  Anthonio^ 
To  whom  I  am  fo  infinitely  bound. 

Por.  You  fhould  in  all  fenfe  be  much  bound  to  him  • 
For,  as  I  hear,  he  was  much  bound  lor  you. 

Ant.  No  more  than  lam  well  acquitted  of. 
Tor.  Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  houfe  \ 

It  muff  appear  in  other  ways  than  words ; 
Therefore  I  fcant  this  breathing  courtefie. 

Gra.  By  yonder  Moon  I  fwear  youdome  wrong  j 

In  Faith  I  gave  it  to  the  Judg's  Clerk  ; Would  he  were  gelt  that  had  it  for  ray  part, 
Since  you  do  take  it,  Love,  fo  much  at  heart. 

Por.  A  quarrel,  hoe,  already    what's  the  matter  ? 
Gra.  Aboutafloop  of  Gold,  a  paltry  Ring 

That  fhe  did  give  me,  whofe  Poefie  was 
For  all  the  world  like  Cutlers  Poetry 
Upon  a  Knife  \  Love  me,  and  leave  me  not. 

Ner.  What  talk  you  of  the  Poefie  or  the  value  ? 
You  ftvore  to  roe  when  I  did  give  it  jcu, 
That  you  would  wear  it  till  the  hour  of  death, 
And  that  it  fhould  lie  with  you  in  your  grave, 
Tho  not  (or  me,  yet  for  your  vehement  Oaths, 
You  fhould  have  been  refpeftive,  and  have  kept  it. 

Gave  it  a  Judg's  Clerk  !  but  well  I  know 
The  Cletk  will  ne're  wear  hair  on's  Face  that  had  it." 

Gra.  He  will,  and  if  he  live  to  be  a  man 
Ner.  If,  if  a  woman  live  to  be  a  man. 
Gra.  Now  by  this  hand  I  gave  it  to  a  youth, 

A  kind  of  boy,  a  little  fcrubbed  boy, 

No  higher  than  thy  felf,  the  Judg's  Clerk, 

A  prating  boy  thatbegg'd  it  as  a  Fee I  could  not  for  my  heart  deny  ithirn. 
Tor.  You  were  to  blame,  I  muff  be  plain  with  you, 

Topartfoflightly  with  your  Wives  firft  gifr, 
A  thing  ftuck  on  with  Oaths  upon  yonr  finger, 
And  fo  riveted  with  Faith  ur  to  your  flefh  ; 

I  gave  my  Love  a  Ring,  and  made  him  fwear 
Never  to  part  with  it,  and  here  he  ftands  : 
I  dare  be  fworn  to  him,  be  would  not  leave  it, 
Nor  pluck  it  from  h,s  finger  for  the  wealth 
That  the  world  matters.  Now  in  Faith,  Gratiano, 
You  give  your  Wife  too  unkind  acaofe  of  grief:  . 
And  'twere  to  me  1  fhould  be  mad  at  it. 

Baf.  Why  1  were  beft  to  cut  my  left  hand  off, 
And  fwear  I  loft  the  Ring  defending  it. 

Gra.  My  Lord  Baffanio  gave  his  Ring  away 

Unto  the  Judg  that  begg'd  it,  and  indeed 
Deferv'd  it  too/  and  then  the  boy,  his  Clerk, That 
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That  took  fome  pains  in  writing,  he  begg'd  mine, And  neither  Man  nor  Mafter  would  take  ought 
out  the  two  Rings. 

Pot.  What  Ring  gave  you,  my  Lord  ? 

Slot  that,  1  hope,  which  you  rcceivd  of  me. 

Baf.  If  1  could  add  a  Lie  unto  a  Fault, 
I  would  deny  it ;  but  you  fee  my  finger 
Hath  not  the  Ring  upon  it,  it  is  gone. 

Tor.  And  ev^n  io  void  is  your  ralfe  heart  of  truth. 

By  heaven,  I  will  nt'recomeio  your  bed 
Until  1  iee  the  Ring. 

Ner.  Nor  I  in  yours,  till  I  again  fee  mine. 
Baf.  S  veet  Pwli*\ 

If  you  did  know  to  whom  I  gave  the  Ring, 

If  you  did  know  for  whom  I  gave  the  Ring, 
And  would  conceive  for  what  I  gave  the  Ring, 

And  how  unwillingly  I  left  the  Ring, 
When  nought  would  be  accepted  but  tbe  Ring, 
You  would  abate  the  ftrer  gth  of  your  dilplealure. 

Por. II  you  had  known  the  vertue  oi  the  Ring, 
Or  half  her  worthinefs  that  gave  the  Ring, 

Or  your  own  honour  to  contain  the  Ring, 
You  would  not  then  have  parted  with  the  Ring. 
What  man  is  there  fo  much  unreatonable, 

1  If  you  had  pleas'd  to  have  defended  it 
With  any  terms  of  Zeal,  wanted  the  roodefty 
To  urge  the  thing  held  as  a  Ceremony  ? 
Nerriffa,  teaches  me  what  to  brieve, 

Pie  die  for'c,  but  fome  Woman  had  tbe  Ring. 
Baf.  No,  by  mine  honour,  Madam,  by  my  foul, 

No  woman  had  it,  but  a  civil  Doctor, 

Which  did  reful'e  three  thoufand  Ducats  of  me, 
And  begg'd  the  Ring  ;  the  which  1  did  deny  him, 
And  lufiei'd  him  to  godifpleas'd  away 
Even  he  that  had  held  up  the  very  life 
Of  my  dear  Friend.  What  fhould  I  lay,  fweet Lady  ? 
I  was  infore'd  to  fend  it  after  him  ; 
I  was  befet  with  fharae  and  courtcfie', 
My  honour  would  not  let  ingratitude 
So  much  be-fmear  it.  Pardon  me,  good  Lady, 
And  by  thefe  bUffcd  candles  of  the  night, 

Had  you  been  there,  1  think  you  would  have  begg'd 
The  Ring  of  me,  to  give  the  worthy  Doctor. 

For.  Let  not  that  Doctor  e're  come  n:ar  my  houfe, 
Since  he  hath  got  the  Jewel  that  I  loved, 
And  that  which  you  did  fwear  to  keep  for  me  : 
I  will  become  as  liberal  as  you, 

1'le  not  deny  him  any  thing  I  have, 

No,  not  my  body,  nor  my  husband's  bed  : Know  him  I  fhall,  I  am  well  fure  of  it. 
Lie  not  a  night  from  home  :  Watch  me  like  Argos  i 
If  you  do  not,  if  1  be  left  alone, 
Now  by  mine  honour,  which  is  yet  mine  own, 

I'le  have  the  Doctor  for  my  bedfellow. 
Ner.  And  I  his  Clerk :  therefore  be  well  advis'd 

How  you  do  leave  me  to  mine  own  protection, 
Gra.  Well,  do  you  fo:  let  not  me  take  him  then  j 

For  if  I  do,  l'le  mar  the  young  Clerk's  pen. 
Ant.  I  am  th*  unhappy  iubject  of  thefe  quarrels. 
Tor.  Sir,  grieve  not  you, 

You  are  welcome  notwithftanding. 
Baf.  Poitia,  forgive  me  this  entorced  wrong, 

And  in  the  hearing  of  thefe  many  Friends, 
I  fwear  to  thee,  even  by  thine  own  fair  eyes, 

Wherein  I  fee  my  felf  
Tor.  Mark  you  but  tb.^t ; 

In  both  mine  eyes  he  doubly  fees  himfelf: 

f  n  each  eye  one,  fwear  by  your  double  felf, 
And  there's  an  Oath  of  credit. 

Baf.  Nay,  but  hear  me  : 
Pardon  this  Fault,  and  by  my  foul  I  fwear 
I  nevermore  will  break  an  Oath  with  thee. 

Ant.  I  once  did  (end  my  body  for  thy  wealth, 

Which  but  for  him  that  had  your  hmbanci's  Ring 
Had  quite  mifcariied.  I  dare  be  bound  again, 
My  foul  upon  the  forftir,  that  your  Lo:d 
Will  never  more  break  Faith  advifedly. 

Por.  Then  you  fhall  be  his  furety  j  give  him  this, 
And  bid  him  keep  it  better  than  the  other. 

Ant.  Here  Lord  Bajf^nio,  fwear  to  keep  this  Ring. 
Baf.  By  heaven  it  is  the  fame  I  gave  the  Doctor. 
Por.  I  had  it  of  him  :  pardon  Baffanio  ; 

For  by  this  Ring  the  Do&or  lay  with  me. 

Ner.  And  pardon  me,"  my  gentle  Gratiano, 
For  that  fame  Icrubbed  boy,  the  Doctor's  Clerk, 
In  lieu  of  this,  lafl  night  did  lie  with  me. 

Gra.  Why,  this  is  like  the  mending  of  high  ways 
In  Summer,  where  the  ways  are  fair  enough : 

What,  are  we  Cuckolds  e're  we  have  deferv'd  it  ?  £ 
Por.  Speak  not  fo  grofly    you  are  all  amaz'd  ;  ( 

Here  is  a  Letter,  read  it  at  your  'eifure  :  i It  comes  from  Padua  from  BeVtrio : 
There  you  fhall  find  that  Portia  was  the  Doctor, 
Nerriffa  there  her  Clerk.  Lorenrjt  here 
Shall  witnels  1  let  for;h  as  foon  as  you, 

And  but  even  now  return'd  :  I  have  not  yet 
Entred  my  houfe.  Anthunioy  you  art  welcome. 
And  I  have  better  news  in  ftore  for  you 
Than  you  expect  \  unfeal  this  Letter  foon, 
There  you  fhall  find  three  of  your  Argnfies 
Are  richly  come  to  harbour  lucidenly. 
You  fhall  not  know  by  what  ftrange  accident 
I  chanced  on  this  Letter. 

Ant.  I  am  dumb. 

Baf.  Were  you  the  Doctor,  and  I  knew  you  not  ? 
Gra.  Were  you  the  Clerk  that  is  to  make  me  Cuckold  ? 
Ner.  I,  but  the  Clerk  that  never  means  to  do  it, 

Unlets  he  live  until  he  be  a  man. 

Baf  (sweet  Doctor,)  you  fhall  be  my  bedfellow, 
When  I  am  abfent,  then  lie  with  my  Wife. 

Ant  (Sweet  Lady)  you  have  given  melifeand  living', 
For  here  I  read  for  certain,  that  my  mips 

Are  fafely  come  to  Rhodes* 
Tvr.  How  now,  Lore»z.o? 

My  Clerk  hath  fom.-  good  comforts  too  for  you. 
Ner.  I,  and  Pie  give  them  him  without  a  Fee^ 

Thtre  do  I  give  to  you  and  Jeffica, 

From  the  rich  Jtw,  a  fpecial  deed  of  gift 

After  his  death,  of  all  he  dies  pofTefs'd  of. 
Lor.  Fair  Ladies,  you  drop  Manna  in  the  way 

Of  ftarved  pecjje. 
Por.  It  is  almcft  uiorning, 

And  yet  I  am  fure  you  are  not  fatisfied 
Of  thefe  events  at  full.  Let  usgoinj, 

And  charge  us  thereupon  inter-ogatories, 
And  we  will  anfwer  all  things  iaubfully. 

Gra.  Let  it  be  fo :  the  firft  interrogatory 
That  my  Ne rriffa  fhall  be  fworn  on,  is, 
Whether  till  the  next  night  fhe  had  rather  flay, 
Or  go  to  bed,  now  being  two  hours  to  day. 
But  were  the  day  come,  1  fhould  wifh  it  dark, 

Till  I  were  couching  with  the  Doctor's  Clerk. 
Well,  while  I  live,  He  fear  no  other  thing 

So  fore,  as  keeping  fafe  Nerrijfa's  Ring.  £ xennt . 

As 
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As  you  like  it 

Aftus  Primus.  Scena  Vrima. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 
Oi  Undo. 

S  I  remember  Adam>  it  was  upon  this 

fafhion  bequeathed  me  by  will ,  but  a 
poor  thoufand  Crowns,  and  as  thou 
laift,  charged  my  brother  on  his  blef- 
fing  to  breed  me  well  ;  and  there  be- 

gins roy  fadnefs :  My  brother  Jaques 
he  keeps  at  fchool,  and  report  ipeaks 
goldenly  of  his  profit :  for  my  part 
he  keeps  me  ruftically  at  home,  or  (to 

fpeak  more  properly  )  ftays  me  here  at  home  unkept:for 
c^ll  you  that  keeping  for  a  gentleman  of  ray  birth,  that 
differs  not  from  the  flailing  of  an  Oxe?  his  horfes  are 
bred  better,for  befides  ihat  they  are  fair  with  their  feeding, 

they  are  taught  their  mannage,  and  to  that  end  Riders  dear- 
ly hir'd  ;  but  I  (  his  brother  )  gain  nothing  under  him 

but  growth,  for  the  which  his  Animals  on  his  dunghills 
are  as  mucti  bound  to  him  as  I :  befides  this  nothing  that 

hefo  plentifully  gives  me,  the  fome  thing  that  nature  gave 
me,  his  countenance  feems  to  take  from  me  :  he  lets  me 
feed  with  his  hinds,  bars  me  the  place  of  a  brother,  and 

as  much  as  in  him  lies,  mines  ray  gentility  with  my  edu- 
cation. Thisisit  Adam  that  grieves  me,  and  the  fpirit 

of  my  Father,  which  I  think  is  within  me,  begins  to  mu- 
tiny againft  this  fervitude.  I  will  no  longer  endure  it, 

tho  yet  I  know  no  wife  remedy  how  to  avoid  it. 
Enter  Oliver. 

Adam.  Yonder  coanesmy  Matter, your  brother. 
Orlan.  Go  apart  Adamy  and  thou  (halt  hear  how  he 

will  fhake  me  up. 
Oli.  Now  Sir,  what  make  you  here  ? 
Orla.  Nothing  :  I  am  not  taught  to  make  ary  thing. 
OU.  What  rear  you  then  Sir  ? 
Orla.  Marry  Sir,  I  am  helping  you  to  mar  that  which 

God  made,  a  poor  unworthy  brother  of  yours  withidle- 
nefs. 

Oli.  Marry  Sir,  be  better  employed,  and  be  naught  a 
while. 

Orla.  Shall  I  keep  your  Hogs,  and  eat  Husks  with  them? 
what  prodigal  portion  hive  1  ipent,  that  I  fhould  come  to 
fuch  penury  ? 

Oli.  Know  you  where  you  are  fir  > 
Orla.  O  fir,  very  well :  here  in  your  Orchard. 
Oli  Know  you  before  whom  Sir  ? 
O  la.  I,  better  than  him  I  am  before,  knows  me:  I 

know  you  are  my  eldeft  brother,  and  in  the  gentle  con- 
dition of  Blood  you  fhould  fo  know  me  •  the  courtefy  of 

Nations  allows  you  my  better,  in  that  you  are  the  tirft 
born;  but  the  fame  tradition  takes  not  away  ray  Blood, 
were  there  twenty  brothers  betwixt  us  j  I  have  as  much 
of  my  Father  in  me,  as  you:  albeit  I  confefs  your  com- 

ing before  me  is  nearer  to  his  reverence. 
Oli.  What  Boy.  (  this. 
Orla.  Come,  come  elder  brother,  you  are  too  young  in 
Oli.  Wilt  thou  lay  hands  on  me  villain  ? 
Orla.  I  am  no  villain  :  1  am  the  youngeft  Son  of  Sir 

R<mland  de  Boyes  :  he  was  my  Father,  and  he  is  thrice  a 
villian  that  fays  fuch  a  Father  begot  villains:  wert  thou 
not  my  brother,  I  would  not  take  this  hand  from  thy 

throat,  till  this  other  had  puTd-out  thy  tongue  for  fay- 

ing fo;  thou  haft  rail'd  on  thy  fclf. 
esidam.  Sweet  Matter  be  patient,  for  your  Fathers  re- 

membrance, be  at  accord. 
Oli.  Let  me  go  I  fay- 

Orla.  1  will  not  till  I  pleafe  :  you  fhall  hear  me  my  fa- 

ther charg'd  you  in  his  will  to  give  me  good  education  : 
you  have  train'd  me  up  like  a  peafant,  obfeuring  and  hi- 

ding from  me  all  gentleman-like  qualities  \  the  fpirit  of  my 
father  grows  ftrong  in  me,  and  1  will  no  longer  endure 
it:  therefore  allow  me  fuch  exercifes  as  may  become  a 
gentleman,  or  give  me  the  poor  allottery  my  father  left  me 
by  teftament,  with  that  1  will  go  buy  roy  fonunes. 

Oli.  And  what  wilt  thou  do  i  beg  when  that  is  fpent  ? 
Well  Sir,  get  you  in.  I  will  not  long  be  troubled  with 
you:  you  fhall  have  fome  part  of  your  will,  I  pray  you leave  me. 

Orla.  I  will  no  further  offend  you,  than  becomes  me  for 

my  good. Oli.  Get  you  with  him,  you  oli  dog. 
Adam.  Isold  dog  my  reward  ?  moft  true  I  have  loft 

my  teeth  in  your  fervice :  God  be  with  my  old  matter,  he 
would  not  have  fpoke  fuch  a  word.  Exit  Oi  l.  Ad. 

Oli.  Is  it  even  fo,  begin  you  to  grow  upon  me?  1  will 
phyfick  your  ranknefs,  and  yet  give  no  thoufand  crowns 
neither;  holla  Dennis. 

Enter  Dennis- 
Den.  Calls  your  worfhip. 

Oli.  Was  not  Charles  the  Duke's  Wraftlerhere  to  fpeak with  me  ? 

Dt*.  So  pleafe  you,  he  is  here  at  c  he  door,  and  impor- 
tunes accefs  to  you. 

Oli.  Call  him  in  :  'twill  be  a  good  way  :  and  to  mor- 
row the  wraftling  is. 

Enter  Charles. 
Char.  Good  morrow  to  your  worfhip. 

Oli.  Good  Mounfieur  Qharles  •   what's  ihe  new  news at  the  new  Court  ? 

Char.  There's  no  news  at  the  Court  Sipfjbut  the  old 
news :  that  is,  the  old  Duke  is  canifhed  by  his  younger 
brother  the  new  Duke,  and  three  or  four  loving  Lords 
have  put  themfeives  into  a  voluntary  exile  with  him,  whole 
Lands  and  vevenues  enrich  the  new  Duke ,  therefore  he 
gives  them  good  leave  to  wander. 

Oli.  Can  you  tell  if  Rofalind  the  Dukes  daughter  be  bi- 
nifbed  with  her  Father  ? 

Cha.  O  no  *,  for  the  Dukes  Daughter  her  Coufin  fo  loves 
her,  being  ever  from  their  Cradles  bred  together,  that  (he 
would  have  followed  their  exile,  or  have  died  to  flay  behind 
her  i  fheisattbe  Court, and  no  lefs  beioved  of  herllnkle. 
than  his  ownDaughter,and  never  two  ladies  loved  a3  they  do. 

Oli.  Where  will  the  old  Duke  live? 

Cha.  They  fay  he  is  already  in  the  Forreft  of  Ardeny 
and  a  many  merry  men  with  him  ;  and  there  they  live 

Hike  the  old  Robin  Hood  of  England;  they  fay  many  young 
Gentlemen  flock  to  him  every  day,  and  fket  the  timecare- 
Itfly  as  they  did  in  the  golden  world. 

Oli.  What,you  wraftie  to  morrow  before  the  new  Duke? 
Chart.  Marry  do  I  fir  ̂   and  I  come  to  acquaint  you 

with  a  matter;  I  am  given, fir, fecretly  to  under itand, that 

your 
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your  younger  brother  Orlando  hath-  s  diipofition  
to  come 

in  difguis'd  againft  me  to  try  a  fall :  to  morrow,  fir,  I 

wraftle  for  my  credit,  and  he  that  efcapes  me  without 

force  broken  limb,  fhall  acquit  him  well ;  your  Brother  is 

but  young  and  tender,  and  for  your  love  I  would  be  lo
ath 

to  foile  him,  as  I  muft  for  mine  own  honour  if  he  come  in  , 

ier«fore  out  of  my  love  to  you,  1  came  hither  to  acquaint 

you  withal,  that  either  you  might  flay  him  from  his  in- 
tendment, or  brook  fuch  difgracc  well  as  he  fhall  run  into, 

in  that  it  is  a  thing  of  his  own  fearch,  and  altogether  a- 
gainltmy  will. 

Oli.  Charles,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  love  to  me,  which 

thou  (halt  find  I  will  rooft  kindly  requite:  I  had  my  (elf 

notice  of  my  Brothers  purp  le  herein,  and  have  by  under- 
land  means  laboured  to  diffwade  them  from  it  j  but  he  is 

refolute.  I  tell  thee  Charles,  It  is  the  ftubborneft  young 

fellow  of  France,  full  of  Ambition,  an  envious  Emulator  ot 

every  mans  good  parts,  a  fecret  and  villanous  Contrivtr 

againft  me  his  natural  Brother;  therefore  ufe  thy  Difcre- 
tion,  I  had  as  lief  thou  didft  break  his  neck  as  his  finger. 

And  thou  wert  beft  look  to't ,  for  if  thou  doft  him  any 

light  difgrace,  or  if  he  do  not  mightily  grace  hirafelf  on 
lee,  he  wilt  practice  againft  thee  by  poyfon,  to  entrap 

thee  by  fome  treacherous  device,  and  never  leave  thee  till 

le  hath  tane  thy  life  by  fome  indirect  means  or  other :  for 

I  allure  thee  (and  almoft  with  tears  I  fpeak  it)  there  is  not 

onefo  young,  and  lb  villanous  this  day  living.  I  fpeak  but 

jrotherly  of  him  •  but  fhould  I  anatomize  him  to  thee  , 
as  he  is,  I  muft  blufh  and  weep,  and  thou  muft  look  pale 
and  wonder. 

Cha.  I  am  heartily  glad  I  came  hitherto  you:  if  he 

come  to  morrow,  I'le  give  him  his  payment ;  if  ever  he  go 
alone  again,  Tie  never  wraftle  for  prize  more,  and  fo  God 

teep  your  Worfhi'p. Exit. 
Oli.  Farcwel  good  Charles.  Now  will  I  ftir  this  Game- 

l:er :  I  hope  I  fhall  fee  an  end  of  him,  for  my  foul  (yet  I 

know  not  why )  hates  nothing  more  than  he  yet  he's  gen- 
tle, never  fchool'd,  and  yet  learned,  full  of  noble  device, 

of  all  forts  enchantingly  beloved,  and  indeed  fo  much  in 
the  heart  of  the  World,  and  efcecially  of  ray  own  people, 
who  beft  know  him,  that  1  am  altogether  mifyrifed  j  but 
it  fhall  not  be  fo  long  ,  this  Wruftler  fhall  clear  all : 
no:hing  remains,  but  that  I  kindle  the  boy  thither,  which 
now  fie  go  about. 

Exit 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Rofaiind  and  Celia. 

Cel.  1  pray  thee  Rofaiind,  fweet  my  Coz,  be  merry. 

Rof.  Dear  Celiac  I  fhow  more  mirth  than  I  ?am  Mi- 
ftrefs  of,  and  would  you  yet  were  merrier:  unlefs  you 
could  teach  me  to  forget  a  banifhed  Father,  you  muft  not 
learn  me  how  to  remember  my  extraordinary  plca- 
fure. 

Cel.  Herein  I  fee  thou  lov'ft  me  not  with  the  full  weight 
that  1  love  thee-,  if  my  Uncle  thy  banifhed  Father  had 
banifhed  thy  Uncle  the  Duke  my  Father,  fo  thou  hadft 
been  ftill  with  me  ,  I  could  have  taught  my  love  to 

take  thy  Father  for  mine-,  fo  wouldftthou,  if  the  truth  of 
thy  love  to  me  were  fo  righteoufly  teroper'd,  as  mine  is  to thee. 

Kef.  Well,  I  will  forget  the  condition  of  my  eftate,  to 
rejoyce  in  yours. 

Cel.  You  know  my  Father  hath  no  Child  but  I,  nor  none 
is  like  to  have,  and  truly  when  he  dies,  thou  {halt  be  his 
heir?  for  what  he  hath  taken  away  from  thy  Father  per- 

force, I  Will  render  thee  ag^in  in  Affettion;  by  mine  ho- 
Inourlwill,  and  when  1  break  that  Oath,  let  me  turn  mon- 

fter:  thtrcfore  my  fweet  RoJe9  my  dear  Rofe  be  merry. 
Rof.  From  henceforth  I  will,  Ccz,  and  devife  fports:  let 

me  fee,  what  think  you  of  falling  in  love  ? 
Cel.  Marry  I  prethee  do,  to  make  fport  withal ;  but 

love  no  man  in  good  earneft,  nor  no  further  in  fport  neither, 
than  with  iafcty  of  a  pure  blufh,  thou'roaift  in  honour  come off  again. 

Rof.  What  fhall  be  our  fport  then? 
Cel.  Let  us  fit  and  mock  the  good  houfewife  Fortune 

from  her  wheel,  that  her  gilts  may  henceforth  be  bellowed 
equally. 

Rof.  I  would  we  could  do  fd  \  for  her  benefits  are  migh- tily roifplaced,  and  the  bountiful  blind  Woman  doth  mo  ft miftake  in  her  gifts  to  Women. 
Cel.  Tis  true,  for  thofe  that  fhe  makes  fair,  fhe  fcarc' 

makes  honeft  ;  and  thofe  that  fhe  makes  honeft,  fhe  make* 
very  ill-favouredly. 

Rof.  Nay  now  thougoeft  from  Fortunes  Office  to  Na- 
tures :  Fortune  reigns  m  gifts  of  the  World,  not  in  the 

lineaments  of  Nature. 

Enter  Clown.  ' y 
Cel.  No    when  Nature  hath  made  a  fair  creature,  msyS 

fhe  not  by  Fortune  fall  into  the  fire?  Tho  Nature  hath  gi- ven us  wit  to  flout  at  Fortune,  hath  not  Fortune  fent  in this  fool  to  cut  off  this  argument  ? 
Rof.  Indeed  Fortune  is  there  too  hard  for  Nature,  when Fortune  makes  Natures  natural,  the  cutter  off  of  Natures wir. 

Cel.  Peradventure  this  is  not  Fortunes,  work  neither, 
but  Natures,  who  perceiving  our  natural  wits  too  dul'l to  reafon  of  fuch  goddefles,  hath  fent  this  Natural  for 
our  wbetftone:  (or  always  the  dUnefsof  the  fool,  is  the 
whetftone  of  the  wits.  How  now  Wir,  whether  wander 

you  ? 

Cloxv.  Miftrefs,  you  muft  come  away  to  your  father. 
Cel.  Were  you  made  the  MelTengcr  ? 
Clow .  No  by  mine  honour,but  1  was  bid  to  come  for  you. 
Rof.  Where  learned  you  that  Oithfool  ? 
Clo.  Of  a  certain  Knight,  that  fwore  by  his  Honour 

they  were  good  Pancakes,  and  fwore  by  his  Honour  the 
Muftard  was  naught.-  Now  Tie  ftand  to  it,  the  Pancakes 
were  naugfr,  and  the  Muftard  was  good,  and  yet  was  not 
the  Knight  forfworn. 

Cel.  How  prove  you  that  in  the  great  heap  of  your 
knowledg  ? 

Rof.  I  marry,  now  unmuzzle  your  wifdom. 
Cb.  Stand  you  both  forth  now:  ftroke your  chins,  and 

fwear  by  your  beards  that  I  am  a  knave. 
Cel.  By  our  beards  f  if  we  had  them  )  thou  art. 
Clo,  By  my  knavery  (if  I  had  it)  then!  were;  but  if  you 

fwear  by  that  that  i:  not,  you  are  not  forfworn  •  no  more 
was  this  Knight  fweanng  by  his  Honour,  for  he  never  had 
any  ;  or  if  he  had,  he  had  fworn  it  away,  before  ever  he 
law  thofe  Pancakes,  or  that  Muftaid. 

Cel.  Prethee,  who  is  that  thou  means't  ? 
Clo.  One  that  old  Fredrick^  your  Father  loves. 
Rof.  My  Fathers  love  is  enough  to  honour  him  enough 

fpeak  no  more  of  him,  you'l  be  whipt  for  taxation,  one of  thefe  days. 

Clo.  The  more  pity  that  fools  may  not  fpeak  wifely  , 
what  wife  men  do  foolifhly. 

Cel.  By  my  troth  thou  faieft  true :  For,  fince  the  little 
wit  that  fools  have  was  filenced,  the  little  foolery  that 
wife  men  hive  makes  a  great  fhew;  Here  comes  Mounfuur 
Le  Bat. 

Enter  Le  Beu. 

Rof.  With  his  mouth  full  of  news. 
Cel.  Which  he  will  put  on  us,  as  Pigeons  feed  their 

young. 
Rof.  Then  fhall  we  be  news-cram'd. 

Cel. 
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Cel.  All  the  better  we  (hall  be  the  more  m*iktu\>\<  [ 
Boon-jou>-  Mounfieur  le  Biu,  what  newi? 

Le  Ecu.  Fair  Princefs, 

You  hav-1  loft  much  fport. 
Cel.  Sport;  of  what  colour  ? 
Le  Ben.  What  colour  Madam  ?  How  fhall  1  anfwcr 

you  ? 
'R^of.  As  wit  and  fortune  will. 
Qo.  Or  as  the  deftinies  decrees. 
Cel.  Well  laid,  that  was  hid  on  with  a  Trowel. 

0o.  Nay,  if  I  keep  not  my  rank. 
R  f.  Thou  lofeft  thy  ol  \  fmcll. 
Le  Ben.  You  araafe  me  Ladies :  I  would  have  told  you 

of  good  wraftling,  which  you  have  loft  the  fight  of. 
Rof.  Yet  tell  us  the  manner  of  the  wraftling. 
Le  Ben.  I  will  tell  you  the  beginning  »  and  if  it  pleafe 

your  Ladifhips,  you  may  fee  the  end,  for  the  befi  isyet  to 
do,  and  hers  wheri  you  are,  they  are  coming  to  perform 
it. 

Cel.  Well,  the,  beginning  that  is  dead  and  buried. 
LeBcu.  There  comes  an  old  Man,  and  his  three  Sons. 

Cel.  I  could  match  this  beginning  with  an  old  tale. 
Le  Bo*.  Three  proper  young  men,  of  excellent  growth 

and  pretence. 
Rof.  With  bills  on  their  necks :  Beit  known  unto  all 

men  by  thefe  prefents. 
Le  Ben.  The  eldeft  of  the  three,  wraftled  mth  Charles 

the  Dukes  Wraftler,  which  Charles  in  a  moment  threw 
him,  and  broke  three  oi  his  Ribs,  that  there  is  little  hope 

of  life  in  him :  So  he  ferv'd  the  fecond,  and  fo  the  third  : 
yonder  they  lie,  the  poor  old  man  their  Father,  making 
fuch  pitiful  dole  over  them,  that  all  the  beholders  take 
his  part  with  weeping. 

T{jf.  Alas. 
Clo.  But  what  is  the  fport  Mounfieur,  that  the  Ladies 

have  loft  ? 

Le  Btu.  Why  this  is  that  1  fpeak  of. 
Clo.  Thus  men  may  grow  wifer  every  day.  It  is  the  fiift 

time  that  ever  I  heard  of  breaking  of  Ribs  was  fport  for 
Ladies. 

Cel.  Or  I,  I  promife  thee. 
Rof.  But  is  there  any  elfe  longs  to  fee  this  broken  Mufick 

in  his  fides  ?  Is  there  yet  another  doats  upon  Rib-breaking? 
Shall  we  fee  this  wraftling  Cofin  ? 

Le  Ben.  You  muft  if  you  ftay  here ,  for  here  is  the 

place  appointed  for  wraftling,  and  they  are  ready  to  per- 
form it. 

Cel.  Yonder  fure  they  are  coming;  Let  us  now  ftay 
and  fee  it. 

Flourifh.    Enter  Duke,  Lords,  Orlando,  Charles 
and  Attendants. 

Duk.  Come  on,  fince  the  youth  will  not  be  entreated, 
His  own  peril  on  his  forwardnefs. 

Rof.  Is  yonder  the  man  ? 
Le.  Even  he,  Madam. 
Cel.  Alas,  he  is  too  young:  yet  he  looks  fuccefsfully 
Duk^  How  now  daughter  and  Cofin  : 

Are  you  crept  hither  to  fee  the  wraftling  ? 
Rof.  I  my  Liege,  fo  pleafe  you  give  us  leave. 
Dh.  You  will  take  little  delight  in  it,  lean  tell  you, 

there  is  fuch  odds  in  the  man  :  In  pity  of  the  challengers 
youth,  I  would  fain  difTwade  him,  but  he  will  not  be 
entreated.  Speek  to  him  Ladies,  fee  if  you  can  move 
him. 

Cel.  Call  him  hither  good  Mounfieur  L.  Ben. 
Dttkf.  Do  fo  ;  Tie  not  be  by. 
Le  Beu.  Mounfieur  the  Challenger,  the  princefs  calls  for 

you. Orla.  I  attend  them  with  all  refpect  and  duty. 

Rof.  Young  man,  have  you  challeng'd  Charles  the 
Wraftler  ̂  

Orl.  No  fair  princefs :  he  is  the  general  challenger,  I 

;  come  but  asothers  clo,  to  try  with  him  the  Strength  of 

I  my  youth. Cel.  Young  Genrlcroan,  your  fpirit?  2re  too  bold  for 
your  years  :  you  have  feen  cruel  proof  of  this  mans 
ftrength,  if  you  faw  your  fclf  with  your  eyes,  or  knew 
your  felf  with  your  judgment,  the  fear  of  your  adven- 

ture would  counfel  you  to  a  more  equal  enterprife:  We 
pray  you  for  your  ow  n  fake  to  embrace  your  own  fafeiy, 
and  give  over  this  atrsmpt. 

Rof.  Do  young  fir,  your  reputation  fhall  not  therefore 
be  mifprifed  :  we  will  make  it  our  futt  to  the  2>^,  that 
the  wraftling  might  not  go  forward. 

Orl.  Ibefeech  you,  punnifh  me  not  with  your  hard 
thoughts ,  wherein  I  confefs  me  much  guilty  to  deny  fo 
fair  and  excellent  Ladies  any  thing.  But  let  your  fair 
eyes,  and  gentle  wifhes  go  with  me  to  my  trial }  where- 

in if  I  be  foil'd,  there  is  but  one  fham'd  thst  was  never 

gracious  :  if  kil'd,  but  one  dead  that  is  willing  to  be  fo  :  I 
fhall  do  my  friends  no  wrong,  fori  have  none  to  lament 
me  y  the  world  no  injury,  for  in  it  I  have  nothing :  only 
in  the  world  I  fill  up  a  place,  which  may  be  better  iupplicd, 
when  I  have  made  it  empty. 

Rof.  The  little  ftiength  that  I  have,  I  weald  it  were 
with  you. 

Cel.  And  mine  to  eck-out  hers. 

Rof.  Fare  you  well :  pray  heaven  I  be  deceiv'd  in  you. 
Cel.  Your  hearts defires  be  with  you. 
Char,  Come,  where  is  this  young  gallant  ,    that  is  fo 

defirous  to  lye  with  his  mother  earth  ? 
Orlo.  Ready  fir,  but  his  will  hath  in  it  a  more  raodeft 

working. 

Duk.  You  fhall  try  but  one  fall. 
Char.  No,  I  warrant  your  Grace  you  fhall  not  entreat 

him  to  a  fecond,  that  have  fo  mightily  peif  w  aded  him  from 

afirft. 
Orla.  You  mean  to  mock  me  after  :  you  fhould  not 

have  mockt  before  .•  but  come  your  ways. 
Rof.  Now  Hercules  bethyfpeed  young  man, 
Cel.  I  would  I  were  invifible,  to  catch  the  ftrong  fellow 

by  the  leg.  They  17r* flit. 
Rof.  Oh  excellent  young  man. 
Cel.  If  I  had  a  thunderbolt  in  mine  eye,  lean  tell  who 

fhould  down.  Shout. 
Duk.  No  mo  re,  no  more. 

Orla.  Yes  I  befeech  your  grace,  I  am  not  yet  well  brea- 
thed. 

Du{.  How  do'ft  thou  Charles  ? 
Le  Beu.  He  cannot  fpeak  my  Lord . 
T>uk.  Bear  him  away  : 

What  is  thy  name  young  man  ? 

Or  .  Orlando  my  Liege,  the  youngeft  fon  of  Sir  Hjvt- land  de  Boyes. 

Dul{.  I  would  thou  had'ft  been  fon  to  fome  man  elfe. 
The  world  efteem'd  thy  father  honourable, 
But  I  did  find  him  ftill  mine  enemy  : 

Thou  fhould'ft  have  better  pleas'd  me  with  this  deed, 
Had'ft  thou  defcended  fromanother  houfe  j 
But  (are  thee  well,  thou  art  a  gallant  youth, 
I  would  thou  hadft  told  me  of  another  Father. 

Sxit  Duk. 
Cel.  Were  I  my  Father  (  Coze )  would  I  do  this  ? 
Orl.  Iam  more  proud  to  be  Sir  Rowlondsfan, 

His  youngeft  fon,  and  would  not  change  that  calling 
To  be  adopted  heir  to  Fredrick. 

Rof.  My  Father  lov'd  Sir  Rowland  ashis  foul,' 
And  all  the  world  was  of  my  Fathers  mind, 
Had  I  before  known  this  young  man  his  fon, 
1  fhould  have  given  him  tears  unto  entreaties, 
Ere  he  fhould  thus  have  ventur'd  . Cel.  Gentle  Cofin, 

Let  us  go  thank  him,  and  encourage  him  : 
My  Fathers  rough  and  envious  difpofition 

Sticks  me  at  heart  *,  Sir,  you  have  well  deferv'd> 
If  you  do  keep  your  pconiifes  in  love, 
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But  juftly  as  you  have  exceeded  all  in  pr
omiie, 

Your  Miftris  (hall  be  happy. 
Rof.  Gentleman,  .  . 

Wear  this  for  me :  one  out  of  (bits  with  fortune, 

That  could  give  more,  but  that  her  hand
  lacks  means. 

Shall  we  go  Ccz;  ? 

Cel  I :  fare  you  well  fair  Gentleman.  < 

Or'u.  Can  I  not  fry,  I  thank  you  ?  My  better  part
s 

Are  all  thrown  down,  and  that  which  hereftan
ds  up 

is  but  aquintine,  a  more  livelefs  block. 

Rof.  He  calls  ui  back  :  my  pride  fell  
with  my  fortunes. 

L'Jc  ask  him  what  he  would  :  Did  you  call  Sir  i 

Sir,  you  have  wraftled  well,  and  overthrow
n 

More  than  your  enemies. 
Cel.  Will  you  go  Coze  ? 

Rof.  Have  with  you :  fare  you  well.
  *xu 

Or.  What  paflion  hangs  thefe  weights  upon  my  to
ngue  . 

I  cannot  fpeak  to  her,  yec  (he  urg'd  conferen
ce. 

Enter  Lc  Beu. 

O  poor  Or  Undo  !  thou  art  overthrown 

Or  Charles ,  or  fomething  weaker  matters  thee. 

he  Ben.  Good  Sir,  I  do  infriendfhip  counfel  you 

To  leave  this  place  :  Albeit  you  have  deferv'd 
High  commendation,  true  applaufe,  and  love  ; 

Ytt  l'uch  is  now  the  Dakes  condition, 

That  hem'tfeonfters  all  that  you  have  done. 
The  Duke  is  humorous ;  what  he  is  indeed 

More  iuits  you  to  conceive,  than  1  to  fpeak  of. 

Orl.  1  thank  you  Sir    and  pray  you  tell  me  this, 

Which  of  the  two  was  Daughter  to  the  Duke, 

That  here  was  at  the  Wraftling  ? 

Le  Ben.  Neither  his  Daughter,  if  we  judg  by  manners, 

But  yet  indeed  the  taller  is  his  Daughter, 

The  other  is  Daughter  to  the  banifh'd  Duke, 
And  heredetain'd  by  her  ufur ping  Uncle 

To  keep  his  Daughter  company ,  whole  loves 
Are  dearer  than  the  natural  bond  of  Sifters : 

But  I  can  tell  you,  that  of  late  this  Duke 

Hath  tane  difpleafure  'gainft  bis  gentle  Nf  ice, 
Grounded  upon  no  other  argument, 

But  that  the  people  praife  her  for  her  vertues, 

And  pity  her  for  her  good  Fathers  fake  ̂  

And  on  my  Hie  his  malice  'gainft  the  Lady 
Will  fuddenly  break  forth:  Sir, fare  you  well, 
Hereafter  in  a  better  world  than  this, 

I  (hall  defire  more  love  and  knowledgof  you. 

Orl.  I  reft  much  bounden  to  you .-  fare  you  well  ! 
Thus  mufti  from  the  fau>ke  into  thefmother. 

From  tyrant  Duke,  unto  a  tytant  Brother, 
But  heavenly  %ofalme. 

Exit. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Celia,  and  Rofaline. 

Cel.  WhyCofin,  why  %j feline,  Cupid  have  mercy, 
Not  a  word  ? 

%of.  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  dog. 
Cel.  No,  my  words  are  too  precious  to  bs  caft  away 

upon  curs,  throw  fome  of  them  at  me*,  come,  lame  me with  realons. 

Rof.  Then  there  were  two  Cofinslaid  up,  when  the  one 

fhculd  be  lam'd  with  reafons,  and  the  other  mad  without 
any. 

Cel.  But  is  all  this  for  your  Father  ? 
Rof.  No,  fome  of  it  is  for  my  Childs  Father:  Oh  how 

full  of  briers  is  this  working  day-world. 
\ 

Cel.  They  are  but  Burs,  CoGn,  thrown  upon  thee  in 
holiday  foolery ;  if  we  walk  not  in  the  trodden  paths,  our 

very  petticoats  will  catch  them. 
\pf  I  could  (hake  them  off  my  coat,  thefe  Burs  are  in 

my  heart. Cel.  Hera  them  away. 

Rof.  I  would  try  if  I  could  cry  hem,  and  have  him. 
Cel.  Come,  come,  wraftie  with  thy  affrftions. 
Rof.  O  they  take  the  part  of  a  better  wraftler  than  my felf. 

Cel.  O,  a  good  wifh  upon  you  ̂   you  will  try  in  tine  in 
defpight  of  a  fall ;  but  turning  thefe  jiffs  out  of  fervice,  let 
us  talk  in  good  earnefti  Is  it  poffible  on  fuch  a  fudden 
you  fhould  fall  into  fo  ftrange  a  liking  with  old  Sir  Rowlands 

youngeft  fon  ? 
Rof  The  Duke  ray  Father  lov'd  his  Father  dearly. 
Cel.  Doth  it  therefore  enfue  that  you  fhould  love  his 

Son  dearly  ?  By  this  kind  of  chafe,  I  fhould  hate  him , 

for  my  Father  hated  his  Father  dearly  *,  yet  1  hate  not 
Orlando. 

Rof.  No  faith,  hate  him  not  for  my  f.ke. 
Cel.  Why  fhould  I  not  ?  doth  not  he  dtferve  well  ? 

Enter  Duke  with  Lofds. 

Rof.  Let  me  love  him  for  that,  and  do  you  love  him, 
Becaufe  I  do.  Look,  here  comes  the  Duke. 

Cel.  With  his  eyes  full  of  anger. 
Duk.  Miftris,  difpatch  you  with  your  fafeft  haft, 

And  get  you  from  our  Gsurt. 
R>f.  Mc  Uncle ! 
BhJ{.  You  Cofin  , 

Within  thefe  ten  days  if  that  thou  bcefl  found 
So  near  our  publick  Court  as  t  wenty  miles, 
Thou  dieft  for  ir. 

Rof.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace 
Let  me  the  knowledg  of  my  fault  bear  with  me 
If  with  my  felf  I  hold  intelligence  , 
Or  have  acquaintance  with  mine  own  defire?, 
If  that  I  do  not  dream,  or  be  not  frantick, 
( As  IdotruftI  am  not)  then  dear  Unkle, 
Never  fo  much  as  in  a  thought  unborn, 
Did  I  offend  your  Highnels. 

Dttk-  Thus  do  all  Traitors  , 
If  their  purgation  did  confift  in  words, 
They  are  as  innocent  as  grace  it  felf , 
Let  it  flffice  thee  that  1  truft  thee  not. 

Rof.  Yet  your  miftruft  cannot  make  me  a  Traytor ; 
Tellrae  w  hereon  the  liklihocd  depends  ? 

Dit'{.  Thou  art  thy  Fathers  daughter,  there's  enough 
Rof.  So  was  I  when  your  Highnels  took  his  Dukedom, 

So  was  I  when  your  Hsghnefs  banifh'd  him ; 
Treafon  is  not  inherited  my  Lord, 
Or  if  we  did  derive  it  from  our  friend?, 

What's  that  to  rce,  my  Father  was  no  Traytor ; 
Then  good  my  Leige,  raiftake  me  not  fo  much, 
To  think  my  poverty  is  treacherous. 

Cel  Dear  Soveraign  hear  me  fpeak. 
Dn\.  I  Celia,  we  ftaid  her  for  your  Ctke. 

Elfehad  fhe  with  her  Father  rang'd  along. 
Cel.  I  did  not  then  intreat  to  have  her  ftay. 

It  was  your  pleafure,  and  your  own  remorfe, 
I  was  too  young  that  time  to  value  her, 
But  now  I  know  her  •,  if  fhe  be  a  Traytor  , 
Why  fo  am  I  ;  we  ftillhave  fbpt  together, 

Rofe  at  an  inftant,  learrt'd,  plaid,  eat  together, 
And  wherefoere  we  went,  like  ̂ ««o's  Swans, 
Still  we  went  coupled  and  infeparable. 

Dk\.  She  is  too  fubtile  for  thee,  and  her  fmoothnefs 
Her  very  lilence  and  her  patience  , 
Speak  to  the  people,  and  they  pity  her: 
Thou  art  a  fool,  fhe  robs  thee  of  thy  name, 
And  thou  wilt  fhow  more  bright,  and  feera  more  vert uous 
When  fhe  is  gone  $  then  open  not  thy  lip?, 

Firm 
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As  you  lify  it. 

Firm,  and  irrevocable  is  ray  domb, 

Which  I  have  pad  upon  her,  (he  is  baniflvd. 
Cel.  Pronounce  thai  fentence  then  on  me  ,  ray  Liege, 

I  cannot  live  out  of  her  company. 

Ditk,  You  are  a  fool ;  you  Neice  provide  your  felf, 
If  you  out-ftany  the  time,  upon  mine  honour, 
And  in  the  greatnefs  of  my  word  you  die. Exit.  Duke  ckc 

Cel.  O  my  poor  Rofaline,  whither  wilt  tbou  go  ? 

Wilt  thou  change  father?  I  will  give  thee  mine  .• 

I  charge  thee  be  not  thou  more  griev'd  them  I  am. 

Rof.  I  have  more  caul'e. Cel.  Thou  haft  not  Coufin, 

Prethee  be  cheerful know'ft  thou  not  the  Duke 
Hath  banifh'd  me  his  Daughter  ? 

Rof.  That  he  hath  not. 
Cel.  No,  hath  not  ?  %oJaline lacks  then  the  love 

Which  teacheth  thee  that  thou  and  I  am  one, 

Stall  we  be  fundred  ?  ftiall  we  part  fweet  girl  ? 
No,  let  ray  Father  kek  another  heir  : 
Therefore  devife  with  me  how  we  may  fly, 

Whither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear*with  us, 
And  do  not  leek  to  take  your  charge  upon  you, 

To  bear  your  griefs  your  felf,  and  leave  me  out : 
For  by  this  heaven  ( now  as  our  forrows  pale  ,  ) 
Say  what  thou  canft,  Tie  go  along  with  thee. 

Rof.  Why,  whither fhall we  go? 
Cel.  To  fe*'  myllnkle  in  theForreftof  Arden. 
Rof.  Alas,  what  danger  will  it  be  to  us, 

(  Maids  as  we  are  )  to  travel  forth  fo  far  ? 

Beauty  provoketh  thieves  fooner  than  gold- 
Cel.  I'le  put  my  felf  in  poor  and  mean  attire* 

And  with  a  kind  of  umber  fmutch  my  face, 
The  like  do  you,  fo  fhall  we  pafs  along, 
And  never  ftir  alTailants. 

Rof.  Were  it  not  better, 
Becaufe  that  I  am  more  than  common  tall, 
That  I  did  fuit  all  points  like  a  man, 
A  gallant  curtelax  upon  my  thigh, 
A  bore-fpear  in  my  hand,  and  in  my  heart 
Lie  there  what  hidden  womans  fear  there  will, 

We'l  have  a  fwafhing  and  a  marfhal  outfidc, 
As  many  other  mannifh  cowards  have, 
That  do  outface  it  with  their  fctnblanccs. 

Cel.  What  fhall  I  call  thee  when  thou  art  a  man  ? 

Rof.  l  ie  have  no  worfe  a  name  then  Joves  own  Page, 
And  therefore  look  you  call  me  (jammed^ 

But  what  will  you  be  call'd  ? 
Cel.  Something  that  bath  a  reference  to  my  ftate  : 

No  longer  Celia,  but  Alitna. 
Rof  But  Cofin,  what  if  we  afTaid  to  fteal 

The  clownifhFool  out  of  your  Fathers  Court 
Would  he  not  be  a  comfort  to  our  travel  ? 

Cel.  He'll  go  along  o're  the  wide  world  with  me, 
Leave  me  alone  to  wooe  him  \  Let's  away 
And  get  our  Jewels  and  our  wealth  together  j 
Devile  the  fitted  time ,  and  fafeft  way 
To  hide  us  frorapurfuit  that  will  be  made 
After  my  flight :  now  go  we  in  cantent 
To  liberty  and  not  to  banifhment.  Exeunt. 

ARus  Secundus.    Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Duke  Senior,  Amyens>  and  two  or  three  horde 
like  forrejlers. 

Dakj  Sen.  Now  my  Coe-mates,  and  brother  in  exile 
Hath  not  oldcuftome  made  this  life  more  fweet 

Than  that  of  painted  pomp  ?  Are  not  thefe  woods 
More  free  from  peril  than  the  envious  Court  ? 

Here  feel  we  nor  the  penalty  of  Adam, 
The  feafors  difference,  as  the  kie  phange 
And  churlifh  thidingof  the  winters  wind, 
Which  when  it  baits  and  blows  upon  ray  body 
Even  till  I  fhrink  with  cold,  Ifinile,and  fay 
This  is  no  flattery  :  thefe  are  councilors 
That  feelingly  perlwade  me  what  I  am  : 
Sweet  are  the  ufes  of  adverfuy 
Which  like  the  toad,  ugly  and  venemous, 

Wears  yet  a  precious  Jewel  in  his  head : ' And  this  our  life  exempt  from  publick  haunt, 
Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks, 
Sermons  in  ftones,  and  good  in  every  thing. 

Amien.  1  would  not  change  it,  happy  is  your  Grace 
That  can  tranflate  the  ftubbornnefs  of  fortune 
Into  fo  quiet  and  fo  fweet  a  flile. 

cDh\.  Sen.  Come,  fhall  we  go  and  kill  us  venifon  ? 
And  yet  it  irks  me  the  poor  dapled  fools 
Being  native  Burghesof  this  defertCity, 
should  in  their  own  confines  with  forked  heads 
Have  their  round  haunches  goard. 

i.  Lord.  Indeed  ray  Lord 
The  melancholy  Jaquts  grieves  at  that, 
And  in  that  kind  fwears  you  do  more  ufurp 
Than  doth  your  brother  that  hath  banifh'd  you : 
To  day  my  Lord  of  Amiens,  and  my  felf, 
Did  fteal  behind  him  as  he  lay  along 
Under  an  oak,  whofe  antickroop  peeps  out 
Upon  the  brook  that  brawls  along  this  wood,  - 
To  the  which  place  a  poor  fequeftred  Stag 
That  from  the  hunters  aim  had  tane  a  hurt, 
Did  come  to  Languifh  ;  and  indeed  my  Lord 
The  wretched  animal  heav'd  forth  fuch  groans That  their  dilcharge  did  ftreatch  hislethern  coat 
Almoft  to  burfting,  and  the  big  round  tears 
Curs'd  one  another  down  hi>  innocent  nofe 
In  piteous  chafe :  and  thus  the  hairy  tool, 
Much  marked  of  the  melancholy  Jaquef, 
Stood  on  th'txtreameft  verge  of  the  iwilt  brook, 
Augmenting  in  the  tears. 

Duk.  Sen.  But  what  fay  Jaques} 

Did  he  not  moralize  this  fpet'tacle  ? 
1.  Lord.  O  yes,  into  a  thoufawd  fimilies. 

Firft,  for  his  weeping  into  the  neealefs  ftream  ; 

Poor  Deer,  quoth  he,  thou  roak'it  a  teftament 
As  woi  Idlings  do,  giving  thy  fura  of  more 
To  that  which  had  too  much:  then  being  alone, 
Left  and  abandoned  of  his  velvet  friend  *, 
'Tis  right,  quoth  he,  thus  mifery  doth  part 
The  Flux  of  compaey  :  anon  a  carelefsheid 
Full  of  the  pafture,  jumps  along  by  him 
And  never  ftays  to  greet  hira  ;  I,  quoth  Jaques, 
Sweep  on,  you  fat  and  grazy  Citizens, 

'Tis  juft  the  fafhion-,  wherefore  do  you  look 
Upon  that  poor  and  broken  bankrupt  there  ? 
Thus  moft  inveclively  he  pierceth  through 
The  Body  of  the  Country,  City,  Court, 
Yea,  and  this  our  life,  fwearing  that  we 
Are  raeer  ufurpers  tyrants,  and  whats  worfe, 
To  fright  the  Animals,  and  to  kill  them  up 
In  their  affign'd  and  native  dweling  place. 

Du.Sen.  And  did  you  leave  him  in  this  contemplation? 
2.  Lord.  We  did  my  Lord,  weeping  and  commenting 

Upon  the  fobbing  Deer. 
Du.  Sen.  Show  me  the  place, 

I  love  to  cope  him  in  thefe  fallen  fits, 

For  then  he's  full  of  matter 
2.  Lor.  Pie  bring  you  to  him  ftraight.  Exeunt. 

Sce?ia. 
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Scena  Secimda* 

Enter  Dukt  with  Lords. 

Ditk.  Can  it  be  poffible  that  no  man  faw  them? 
It  cannot  be,  fbme  Villains  of  my  Court 
Arc  of  content  and  fufferance  in  this. 

i.  Lord,  I  cannot  hear  of  any  that  did  fee  her, 
The  Ladies,  her  attendants  of  her  Chamber, 
Saw  her  abed,  and  in  the  morning  early 

They  found  the  Bed  untreal'ut'd  of  their  Miftris. l.  Lord,  My  Lord,  the  roynifh  Clown,  atwhomfooft 
Your  Grace  was  wont  to  laugh,  is  alfo milling: 

fJifperia,  the  Princefs  Gentlewoman , 
Confeffes  that  (he  iecretly  ore-heard 
Your  Daughter  and  her  Colin  much  commend 
The  parts  and  graces  of  the  Wrafiler 
That  did  but  lately  foil  the  finowy  Charles , 
And  (he  believes  where  ever  they  are  gone 
That  youth  is  furely  in  their  company. 

Duh  Send  to  his  Brother,  fetch  that  Gallant  hither, 
If  he  be  abfent,  bring  his  Brother  to  me. 

I'le  make  him  find  him  ;  do  this  fuddenly  ; 
And  let  not  fcarch  and  inquifition  quail 
To  bring  again  thefc  foolifh  runaways.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Entei  Orlando,  WAdam* 

Orl.  Who's  there  ? 
Ad.  What  my  young  mafter,  oh  my  gentle  mafter, 

Oh  my  fwee  t  mafter,  O  you  memory 
Of  old  Sir  Rowland}  Why,  what  make  you  here? 

Whv  are  you  vertuous  '(  Why  do  people  love  you  ? 
And  wherefore  are  you  gentle,  ftrong,  and  valiant  ? 
Why  would  you  be  fo  fond  to  ov«rcome 
The  bonny  pnfer  of  the  humorous  Duke  ? 
Your  praife  is  come  too  fwiftly  home  before  you. 
Know  you  not  Mafter,  to  fome  kind  of  men, 
Their  graces  letve  them  but  as  enemies, 

No  more  do  yours  *,  yourvertues  gentle  Mafter 
Are  fan&ified  and  holy  Traytors  to  you  .• 
Oh  what  a  world  is  thi?,  when  whit  is  comely 
Envenoms  him  that  bears  it? 

Orl.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Ad.  O unhappy  Youth, 

Come  not  within  thefe  doors;  within  this  roof, 
The  enemy  of  all  your  graces  lives. 
Your  Brother,  no,  no  Brother,  yet  the  Son 
(Yet  not  the  Son,  1  will  not  call  him  Son) 
Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  Father, 
Hath  heard  your  praifes,  and  this  night  he  means 
To  burn  the  lodging  where  you  ufe  to  lie, 
And  you  within  it;  if  he  fail  of  that 
He  will  have  ether  means  to  cut  you  off; 
I  overheard  him,  and  his  Praftices : 

Thisisno  place,  this  houfe  is  but  a  butchery, 
Abhor  it,  fear  if,  donotenter  it. 

OA.  Why,  whither  Adam  would  thou  have  me  go.? 
iAda.  No  matter  whither,  for  you  come  not  here. 

Orl.  What,  would 'ft  thou  have  me  go  and  beg  my  food, Or  with  ab^feand  boiftrous  Sword  enforce 

Athievifh  living  on  the  common  rode? 
This  I  muft  do,  or  know  not  wnat  to  clo: 
Yet  this  I  will  not  do,  do  how  I  can  : 

I  rather  will  fubj'-ft  me  to  the  malice 
Of  a  diverted  blood,  and  bloody  Brother. 

Adit.  But  do  not  fo }  1  have  five  hundred  Crowns, 

The  thrifty  hire  I  faved  under  you  Father  , 
Which  I  did  ftore  to  be  my  fofter  Nurfc, 
When  fervice  fhould  in  my  old  limbs  lie  lam?  \ 
And  unregarded  age  incomers  thrown, 
Take  that,  and  he  that  doth  the  Ravens  feed, 
Yea  providently  caters  for  the  Sparrow, 
Be  comfort  to  my  age  ;  here  is  the  gold, 
All  this  I  give  you,  let  me  be  your  fervant , 
Tho  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  ftrong  and  lufty  ; 
For  in  my  Youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hot  and  rebellious  liquors  in  my  blood, 
Nor  did  not  with  unbafhful  forhead  woo 
The  means  of  wcaknefs  and  debility, 
Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lufty  winter, 
Frofty  but  kindly  ;  let  me  go  with  you, 
I'le  do  the  fervice  of  a  younger  man 
In  all  your  bufinefs  and  neceffsties. 

Orl.  Oh  good  old  man,  how  well  in  thee  appear* 
The  conftanr  lervice  of  the  antick  world, 
When  fervice  fw  eat  for  duty,  not  for  need? 
T^ou  art  not  for  the  fafhion  of  thefe  time?, 
Where  none  will  fweat,  but  for  promotion, 
And  having  that  do  choak  their  lervice  up, 
Even  with  the  having  ,  it  is  not  fo  with  thee  j 
But  poor  old  man,  thou  prun  ft  a  rotten  tree, 
That  cannot  fo  much  as  a  bloffom  yield, 
In  lieu  of  all  thy  pains  and  husbandry 

But  come  thy  ways,  we'll  go  along  together, 
And  ere  we  have  thy  youthful  wages  fpenr, 

We'll  light  upon  foraefetled  low  content. 
tsi da.  Mafter  go  on,  and  I  will  follow  thee 

To  the  laft  gafp  with  truth  and  loyalty  . 
Fromfevenry  Years,  till  now  almoft  lourfcore 
Here  liv'd  I,  but  now  live  here  no  more. 
At  feventeen  YearSj  many  their  fortunes  feek, 
But  at  fourfcore,  it  is  too  late  a  werk. 
Yet  fortune  cannot  recompence  me  better 
Than  to  die  well,  and  not  my  Maftersjdsbier.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Rcfaline  for  Gammed  ,  Celia  for  Aliena, 
and  Clown,  alias  Touchftone. 

Rof.  O  Jupiter,  how  merry  are  my  fpiriis? 
Clo.  1  care  not  for  ray  Spirits ,  if  my  legs  were  not weary. 

Rof.  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  difgrace  my  mans 
apparel,  and  to  cry  like  a  Woman ;  but  I  muft  comfort 
the  weaker  veflel,  as  Doublet  and  Hofe  ought  to  fhow  it 
felf  couragious  to  a  Petticoat  j  therefore  courage,  good 
Aliena. 

Cel.  1  pray  you  bear  with  me,  I  can  go  no  further. 
Clo.  For  my  part,  I  had  rather  bear  with  you,  than  bear 

you-,  yet  I  fhould  bear  nocrofs  if  I  did  bear  you,  for  I 
think  y<  u  have  no  money  inyourpurfe. 

Rof.  Well,  this  is  the  Foreft  of  Arden. 
Clo.  I,  now  am  \  in  Arden%  the  more  fool  I,  when  I  was 

at  home  I  was  in  a  better  place ;  but  Travellers  muft  be  con- 
tent. 

Enter  Corin,  and  Silvilis. 

"Rof.  I,  be  fo  good  Touch/lone  i  look  you  "who  cooks here,  a  young  man  and  an  old,  in  folemn  talk. 
Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  make  her  (corn  you  ftiP. 

5/7.  O  Corin,  that  thou  knew'it  how  1  do  love  her. 
Cor.  I  partly  guefs  *,  for  I  have  lov'd  ere  now. 
Sil.  No  Corin,  being  old,  thou  can'ft  not  guefs, 

Tho  in  thy  Youth  thou  waft  as  True  a  Lover  , 

As  ever  Ggh'd  upon  a  midnight  piil'ow  ; 
P  But 
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Ax  you  hhg  it- 

luc  if  thy  love  were  ere  l;ke  to  mine, 

As  lure  1 1  ;in^  did  never  man  love  i'o; 
How  many  actions  raoft  ridicu'ou*, 

I  laft  t'.iou  been  drawn  to  b*  thy  fantafy  ? 
L  or.  I  ,to  a  thoufartd  that  I  have  forgotten. 
Sil.  Oh  thou  didft  then  never  love  fo  heartily  } 

if  ihou  reraembreft  not  the  flights  ft  to'ly, 
T.;.t  evci  love  did  makeihee  luninto, 

Thou  hr.(t  not  lov'd. 
Or  i  ihou  h.«ft  not  fate  as  I  do  now, 

Wi-ui\  ing  thy  hearer  in  thy  Miftris  praife, 
rhou  1'att  not  lov'd. 
Or  if  thou  haft  not  broke  from  company, 
Ab/upt!ya9  my  paffion  now  makes  me, 
Thou  haft  not  lov'd. 
0  Fhebe,  I'hcbi,Pbebe.  Exeunt. 

'Rj>f  Alas  poor  Shepherd  !  fearching  of  their  wound, 
1  have  by  hard  adventure  found  mine  own. 

Clo.  And  1  mine  1  remember  when  I  was  in  love,  I 

broke  my  fword  upon  a  ftor.e,  and  bid  him  take  that  for 
coming  a  nights  to  Jane  SmiU;  and  1  remember  the  kiffing 
°i  her  batlet,  and  the  Cows  dugs  that  her  pretty  chopt 

hands  had  rnilk'd  •,  and  I  remember  the  wooing  of  a  peaf- 
cod  irtftead  of  her,  from  whom  I  took  two  cods,  and  giv- 

ing her  them  again,  fa  id  with  weeping  tears,  wear  thefe  for 
r.\  lake  j  we  that  are  true,  Lovers  run  into  firange  capers  ; 
but  as  all  is  mortal  in  nature,  fo  is  all  nature  in  love,  mortal 
in  fol!y. 

Rof.  Thou  f^eak'ft  wifer  than  thou  art  ware  of. 
do.  Nay,  1  frnl!  ne're  be  ware  of  mine  cwn  wit,  till 

I  break  my  fhins  againft  it. 
R  f.  Jove,  Jove,  this  Shepherds  paffion 

Is  much  upon  my  fafliion. 
Clo.  And  mine,  but  it  grows  fomething  ftale  with 

me. 

Cel.  I  pray  you,  one  of  you  queftion  yon'd  roan, 
If  he  for  gold  will  give  us  any  food, 
1  faint  almoft  to  death. 

Clo.  Holla  \  you  Clown. 

Rof    Peace  fool,  he's  not  thy  kinftnan. C  or.  Who  calls  t 
Clo.  Your  betters  Sir. 

tor.  Elfe  are  they  very  wretched. 
Rof.  Peace  I  fay  ;  good  even  to  you  friend. 
Cot.  And  to  you  gentle  Sir,  and  to  you  all. 
R:f.  I  prethee,  Shepherd,  if  that  love  or  gold 

Can  in  this  Dtiert  place  buy  entertainment, 
Bring  us  where  wc  may  reft  our  ftlves,  and  feed; 

Hurt's  a  young  Maid  with  travel  much  opprtffed, 
And  faints  for  liiccour. 

C  r.  Fair  fir,  I  pity  her, 
And  wifhfor  her  fake  more  than  for  mine  own. 
My  fortunes  were  rnoreableto  relieve  her  j 
But  I  am  fhepherd  to  another  man, 

And  do  not  lheer  the  Fleeces  that  Igraze.- 
My  matter  is  of  churlifhdifpofition, 
And  little  wreaks  to  find  the  way  to  heaven 
By  doing  deeds  of  hofpitality. 
Befides  his  Coat,  his  flocks,  and  bounds  of  feed 

Are  now  on  I'ajU,  and  at  our  fheep-coat  now 
By  reafon  of  his  abfence  there  is  nothing 
That  ycu  will  feed  on  :  but  what  is,  come  fee, 
And  in  my  voice  moft  welcome  fhall  you  be. 

Rof.  What  is  he  that  fhall  buy  his  flock  and  pafture  ? 

Cor.  That  yojrg  Swain  that  you  faw  here  but  ere- whde, 

That  Utile  cares  for  buying  any  thing, 
TLof.  I  pray  thee,  if  it  ftand  with  honefly, 

f  uy  thcu  the  Cottage,  and  the  pafture,  and  the  flock, 
And  thou  (halt  have  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 
Cel.  And  wc  will  mend  thy  wages  j 

I  like  this  place,  and  willingly  could 
Wafte  my  time  in  it. 

C.r.  Affurediy  the  thing  is  to  be  fold ; 

Go  with  me,  if  you  like  upon  report, 
The  foil,  the  profit,  and  this  kind  of  life, 
I  will  your  very  faithful  Feeder  be, 
And  buy  it  with  your  gold  right  fuddenly. 

Exeunt. 

Scena  Quintet 

Enur  Amyenf,  Jaques,W  others. 
Song. 

Under  the  greenhood  tree, 
who  loves  to  lye  with  me, 

And  turn  his  merry  Notey 

unto  the  fweet  Birds  throat  \ 
Come  hither,  enme  hither ,  come  hither , 
Here  Jhall  he  fee  no  enemy , 

But  winter  and  rough  Weather. 

Jaq-  More, more,  Ipretheemore. 
Amy.  It  will  make  you  melancholy  Mounfieur  Jaques. 
Jaq.  I  thank  it    More,  I  prethee  more, 

I  can  luck  melancholJy  out  of  a  fong. 
As  a  Weazel  fucks  eggs More,  I  prethee  more. 
Amy  My  voice  is  ragged,  1  know  I  cannot  pleafeyou. 
J  a.  I  do  not  defire  you  to  pleafe  me, 

I  do  defire  you  to  ling* 

Come,  more,  another  ftanzo :  Call  you'em  ftanzo's  ? 
tA~my.  What  you  will  Mounfieur  Jaques. 
Jaq.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  their  names,  they  own  me 

nothing.  Will  you  fing. 
*Amy.  More  at  your  requeft,  than  to  pleafe  my  felf. 
Jaq.  Well  then,  if  ever  i  thank  any  man,  Pie  thank 

you  i  but  that  they  call  complement  is  like  th'encounter 
of  twodog-Apes.  And  when  a  man  thanks  me  heartily, 
methinks  I  have  given  him  a  penny,  and  he  renders  me  the 
beggerly  thanks.  Come  ling,  and  you  that  will  not,  hold 

your  tongues. Amy.  Well,  1'Je end  the  fong.  Sirs, cover  the  while- 
the  Duke  will  drink  under  this  tree  j  he  hath  been  all  this 

day  to  look  you. 
Jaq.  And  I  have  been  all  this  day  to  avoid  him  : 

Re  is  too  difputable  for  my  company  : 
I  think  of  as  many  matters  as  he,  but  I  give 
Heaven  thanks,  and  make  no  boaft  of  them. 

Come,  warble,  come. 
Song.  Altogether  here. 

Who  doth  ambition  Jhun, 

and  loves  to  lye  i'th  Sun, 
Seeding  the  food  he  eats, 
And  pleas' d  veith  what  he  gets  ; 

Come  hither ,  come  hither  ,  come  hither, 
Here  foall  he  fee,  no  enemy. 

But  Winter  and  rough  Weather. 

Jaq.  Tie  give  you  a  verfe  to  this  note, 
That  I  made  yefterday  in  defpight  of  my  invention. 

tAmy.  And  I'le  fing  it- 
Jaq.  Thus  it  gees. //  it  do  come  to  faff, 

That  any  man  turn  Afs\ 
Leaving  his  wealth  and  eafe, 
A  Stubborn  wiB  to  pleaje, 
Due  dime,  due  dame ,  d ucdame  , 
Here  fhall  he  fee,  grofs  fools  as  he, 

And  if  he  will  come  to  me. 

tAmy.  What's  that  Ducdams  ? 
Jaq.  Tisa  Greek  invocarion,  to  call  fools  into  a  cir- 

cle.   I'le  go  flet  p  if  I  can :  if  I  cannot,  l'le  rail  againft  all the  fir/ft  born  of  Egypt. 

Amy.  And  Pie  go  leek  the  Duke, 

His  banket  is  prepar'd.  Exeuut. 
Scena 
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Scena  Sexta. 

Enter  Orlando,  and  Adam. 

Adam.  Dear  Matter  I  can  go  no  further  : 
0  1  die  for  food.    Here  lie  I  down, 

And  meafurc  out  my  grave.   Farewel  kind  matter.  f 

0,1.  Why  how  now  Adamt  No  greater  heart  in  thee! 

Live  a  little,  comfort  a  little,  cheer  thy  felf  a  little. 
If  this  uncouth  Forrt  ft  yield  any  thing  lavage, 

1  will  cither  be  food  for  it,  or  bring  it  for  food  to  thee: 

Thy  conceit  is  nearer  death,  than  thy  powers. 

For  ray  fake  be  comfortable,  hold  death  a  while 
At  the  arras  end  :  1  will  here  be  with  thee  prefently, 

And  if  I  bring  thee  not  fomething  to  eat, 

1  will  give  thee  leave  to  die  ;  but  if  thoudieft 
Before  1  come,  thou  art  a  mocker  of  my  labour. 

Well  faid,  thoulook'ft  cheerly, 
And  Tie  be  with  thee  quickly  ;  yet  thou  lieft 
In  the  bleak  air.    Come  1  will  bear  thee 
To  fome  fhelter,  and  thou  fhalt  not  die 
For  lack  of  a  dinner; 

If  there  live  any  thing  in  this  Defert. 

Cheerly  good  Adam.  Efu»t. 

Scena  Septima. 

Enter  Duke  Sen.  andhtvd,  like  out-larvs. 

Dtt.  Sen.  I  think  he  be  transform'd  into  ab.aft, 
For  I  can  no  where  find  him,  !ike  a  man. 

i.  Lord.  My  Lord,  he  is  but  even  now  gone  hence, 
Here  was  he  merry,  hearing  of  a  Song. 

Dtt.  Sen.  It  he  compact,  of  jarrs,  grow  Mufical, 

Wcfhallhave  fhortly  difcord  in  the  Spheres  : 

Go  fcek  him,  tell  him  I  would  fpeak  with  him. 

Enter  J-ques 

i.  Lord.  He  faves  my  labour  bv  his  own  approach. 

DutSen.  Why  how  now  Monfieur,  what  a  life  is  this 
That  your  poor  friends  mutt  woo  your  company, 
What,-you  look  merrily. 

Jaq  A  fool,  a  f  >ol ;  I  met  a  fol  i'ch  Forreft , 
A  motley  fool  (  a  mvferai.le  world  :  ) 
As  i  do  live  by  food,  I  met  a  fool, 

Who  laid  him  down,  and  bask'd  him  in  the  Sun, 
Andrail'don  Lady  Fortune  in  good  terms, 
In  good  fet  terms,  and  yet  a  motley  fool. 
Good  morrow  fool  (  quoth  I : )  no  Sir,  qioth  he, 
Call  me  not  fool,  till  heaven  hath  feat  me  fortune  , 
And  then  he  drew  a  Dial  from  his  poak, 

And  looking  on  it,  with  lack-lufire  eye, 
Says,  very  wifely,  it  is  ten  a  clock  : 
Thus  we  may  fee  (  quoth  he  )  how  the  world  wags : 

'Tis  but  but  an  hour  ago  fince  it  was  nine, 
And  af  ter  one  hour  more,  'twill  be  eleven, 
And  fo  from  hour  to  hour,  we  ripe,  and  ripe, 
And  then  from  hour  to  hour,  we  rot,  and  rot, 
And  thereby  hangs  a  tale.    When  1  did  hear 
The  motley  fool,  thus  moral  on  the  time, 

My  Lungs  began  to  crow  like  Chanticleer, 

That  foo's  fhouid  be  fo  deep  contemplative  : 
And  I  did  laugh,  fins  intermiffion 
An  hour  by  his  Dial.    Oh  noble  fool, 

A  worthy  fool.  Motley's  the  on'y  wear.  # Du.  Sen.  What  fool  is  this  ? 

•  Jaq.  O  worthy  fool  ;  one  that  hath  been  a  Courtier, 
And  lays,  if  Ladies  be  young,  and  fair, 
They  have  thepift  to  know  it :  and  in  his  brain, 
Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder  bisket 

After  a  voiage  :  He  hath  ftrange places  cram'd 
With  obfervation,  the  which  he  vents 
In  mangled  forms.    O  that  1  were  a  foo!5 
I  am  ambitious  for  a  motley  coit. 

Du.  Sen,  Thou  (halt  have  cnc. 
Jaq.  It  is  my  only  iuit, 

Provided  that  you  weed  your  better  judgments 
Of  all  opinion  that  grows  rank  in  them, 
That  I  am  wife.  I  mutt  have  liberty 
Withal,  as  large  a  charter  as  the  wind, 
To  blow  on  whom  I  pleafe,  for  fo  fools  have  \ 
And  they  that  are  mod  gauled  with  my  folly, 
They  moft  mutt  Laugh :  And  whv  fir  muft  they  fo  ? 
The  why  is  plain,  as  way  to  Parifh  Church  j 
He,  that  a  fool  doth  very  wifety  hit, 

Doth  very  foolifhly, altho hei'mart Seem  fenfelefs  of  the  bob.  If  not, 

The  wife-man's  folly  is  anatomiz'd 
Even  by  the  fquandri'g  glances  of  a  fool. 
Invert  me  in  the  motley  :  Give  me  leave 

To  fpe^k  my  mind,  and  I  will  through 
Cleanfe  the  foul  body  of  th'infeclcd  world, 
If  they  will  patiently  receive  my  medicine. 

Du.  Sen.  Fie  on  thee,  I  can  tell  what  thou  wouldrt  do. 
Jaq.  Wnat,  for  a  Counter,  would  I  do,  but  good  ? 
Du  Sen.'MoR.  mifchievous  foul  fin,  in  chiding  fins For  thou  thy  felf  haft  been  a  Libertine, 

A  a  fenfual  as  the  bruitifh  ring  it  felf, 

And  all  th'imboffed  lores,  and  headed  evils, 
That  thou  with  licenfc  of  free  foot  haft  caught, 
Would'tt  thou  difgorge  into  the  general  world, 
Jaq  Why  who  cries  out  on  pride, 

That  can  therein  tax  ary  private  party: 
Doth  it  rot  fiuwa*  hugely  as  the  Sea, 
Till  that  the  wearv  very  means  do  ebb. 
What  woman  in  the  City  do  I  name, 
When  thit  1  fay  the  City  woman  bears 
Thecoftot  Piinces  on  unworthy  fhoulders ? 
Who  can  come  in,  and  fay  that  I  mean  her, 
When  fuch  a  oraeasihe,  fuch  is  her  neighbour  ? 
Or  what  is  he  of  bafeft  function, 
That  fays  his  brave; y  is  not. on  my  coft, 
Thinking  that  I  mean  him,  but  therein  fuits 
His  folly  to  the  mettle  of  my  fpeech, 
There  then,  how  then,  what  then,  let  me  fee  wherein 

My  tongue  h2th  wrong'd  him  ;  if  it  do  him  right, 
Then  he  hath  wrong'd  himfdf  ;  if  he  be  free, 
Why  then  my  taxing  like  a  wild-Goofe  flies 

llnclaim'd  of  any  man.  But  who  comes  here  ? Enter  Orlando. 

Orl.  Forbear,  and  eat  no  more. 

Jaq.  VVhyl  have  eat  none  yet. 
Orl.  Nor  fhalt  not,  till  neceffity  be  ferv'd. 
Jaq.  Of  what  kind  fhouid  this  Cock  come  of? 
Du.  Sen.  Art  thou  thus  bolden'd  man  by  thy  diftrefs  ? Or  elfe  a  rude  defpifer  of  good  manners, 

That  in  civil  ty  thou  feem'ft  fo  empty? 
OH.  You  touch'd  my  vain  at  firft,  the  thorny  point Of  bare  diftrels,  that  hath  tanefrom  me  thefhew 

Of  fmooth  civility  •,  yet  am  I  in  land  bred, 
And  know  fome  nurture  ;  But  forbear,  I  fay, 
He  dies  that  touches  any  of  this  fruit, 
Till  li  and  my  affairs  are  anfwered. 

Jaq.  And  you  will  not  be  anfwcr'd  with  reafon, I  muft  die, 
Du.  Sen.  What  would  you  have  ? 

Your  gentlenefsfhall  force,  more  than  your  force 
Move  us  to  gentlenefs. 

Orl.  I  almoft  die  for  food,  and  let  me  have  ir. 
Du.Sen.  Sit  do  wn  and  feed,  and  welcome  to  our  table 
Orl-  Speak  you  fo  gently!*  Pardon  me,  1  pray  you, 

I  thought  that  all  things  had  been  favage  here, 
And  therefore  put  1  on  the  countenance 

Of  ftern  comraand'ment.  But  what  e're  you  are 
P  2  That 



That  in  this  defart  inacctfiible, 
Ur.der  thefhadeof  ra  hncholy  boughs, 
Lofe,  and  negleft  the  crejping  hours  of  tim:  » 

If  ever  you  have  look'd  on  better  days ; 
If  ever  been  where  Bill,  have  knoll'd  to  Church  ; 
If  ever  lace  at  any  good  mans  f.aff  ; 

If  ever  from  your  eye-lids  wip'd  a  tear, 
And  know  what  'tis  to  pity,  and  be  pitied, 
Let  g;ntlenefs  my  ftrcng  enforcement  be, 
in  t  c  which  hope  I  bufh  and  hide  my  Sword. 

T«.  Sen.  True  is  it  that  we  have  feen  better  day?, 
And  have  with  holy  bell  been  knowld  to  Church, 

And  fate  at  good  mens  feafts,  and  wip'd  our  eyes 
Of  drops,  that  facred  pity  hath  engendred : 
And  therefore  fit  you  down  in  gentlenefs, 
And  take  upon  command,  what  help  we  have 
That  to  your  wanting  may  beminiftred. 

Or  I.  1  hen  but  forbear  your  food  a  little  while, 
Whiles  like  a  Doe  )  I  go  to  find  my  Fawn, 
And  give  it  food.    There  is  an  old  poor  man, 
Who  after  me  hath  many  weary  ftep 
Limpt  in  pure  love;  tili  he  be  firftfufiVd, 
Oppreft  with  two  weak  evils,  age  and  hunger, 
I  will  not  touch  a  bit. 

T>u.  Sen.  Go  find  him  out, 
And  we  will  nothing  wafte  till  you  return. 

Orl.  I  thank  ye,  and  be  bled  for  your  good  comfort. 
Du  Sen.  Thou  feed  we  are  not  all  alone  unhappy: 

This  wide  and  univerf.1  Theater 

Parents  more  woful  Pageants  than  the  Scene 
Wherein  we  play  in. 

Jaq.  All  the  world's  a  ftage, 
A  d  all  the  men  and  women,  meerly  Players ; 
They  have  their  Exits  and  thtir  Entrances, 
And  one  man  in  his  tim?  plays  many  parts, 
Hi  Aft*  biing  feven  ages.    At  firft  the  Infant, 
Mewling,  and  puking  in  the  Nudes  arms. 
Then,  the  whining  School  boy  with  his  Satchel, 
And  fhining  morning  face,  creeping  like  Snail 
Unwillingly  to  School.    And  then  the  Lover, 
Sighing  like  Furnace,  with  a  woful  Ballad 
Made  to  his  Miftrels  eye-brow.    Then  a  Soldier, 
Full  of  R range  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  Pard, 
Jealous  in  honour,  fudden,  and  quick  in  quarrel, 
Seeking  the  bubble  Reputation, 
Even  in  the  Canons  mouth.    And  then  the  Juftice 

In  Lir  round  belly,  with  good  Capon  lin'd, 
With  eyes  fevere,  and  Beard  of  formal  cut, 
Full  of  wife  fiws,  and  modern  inftances, 
And  fo  he  plays  his  part.  The  fixt  age  fhifts 

Into  the  lean  and  flippcr'd  Pantaloon, 
With  fpe&ades  on  nofe,  and  pouch  on  fide  ; 

His  youthful  hofe  well  fav'd,  a  world  too  wide 
For  his  fhrunk  fhank,  and  his  big  minly  voice, 
Turning  again  toward  childifh  trebble  pipes 
And  whittles  in  his  found.    Laft  Scene  of  all, 
That  ends  this  ftrange  eventful  hiftory, 
Is  fecond  childifhnefs,  and  meer  oblivion, 
Sani  teeth,  fans  eyes,  fans  tafte,  fans  every  thing. 

Enter  Orlando  with  Adam. 

Dh.  Sea.  Welcome :  fet  down  your  venerable  burthen, 
and  let  him  feed. 

Orl.  I  thank  you  moft  for  him. 
tsid.  So  had  you  need, 

I  fcarce  can  fpeak  to  thank  you  for  my  fclf. 
Dtt.  Sen.  Welcome,  fall  too  :  I  will  not  trouble  you, 

As  yet  to  queftion  you  about  your  fortunes  : 
Give  us  fome  mufick,  and  good  Coufin,fing. 

Song. 

BLw,  blew,  thou  winter  winde, 
Then  art  not  fo  mkjnd}  as  mans  ingratitude  ; 

Thy  tooth  is  not  fo  k  en  becaufe  thou  art  not  f ten , 
Altho  thy  breath  be  rude. 

Heigh  ho,  firg  heigh  hd,  unto  tie  green  h>!!y, 
Mojt  fritnafktf  is  {air.irg  •  m  ft  Lovir.gtr.ter  folly  : Thehetghho,  the  holly, 

this  Life  is  moft  jo/V 

Frieze,  fritz*,  thou  bitter  slie,  that  dofi  net  bite  fo  n  gh as  bent  fits  forgot  : 

Tho  thou  the  waters  warp,  thy  jiing  is  not  f,  fh;rp, 
as  frtenu  rememjreu  r,otf 

Heigh  ho,  fwg  cjre. 

Du.  Sen.  If  that  you  were  the  geed  fir  Rowlands  fon 
As  you  have  whifuer'd  faith  uUy  yau  were, 
And  as  mine  eye  doth  his  t  fB^ica  witneis, 
Moft  truly  !iran'd,and  living  in  your  face, Be  truly  welcome  hither  s  I  am  the  Duke 
That  lov'dyour  father  :  the  Ref.due  of  y.Air  fortune, Go  to  my  Cave  and  tell  me.    Guod  old  roan, 
Thou  art  right  welec  me,  as  thy  Metier  is,' Support  him  by  the  arm;  give  me  vourhdnd, 
And  let  me  all  your  fortunes  undeiftand  Extunt 

Attus  Tertius.   Scena  Prima. 

Er.ter  Duke,  Lords,  and  Oliver. 

Du.  Not  fee  him  fince  ?  Sir,  fi,-,  that  cannot  be  : 
But  were  I  not  the  better  p,rt  mace  me.cy, 
I  fhouid  not  fee  an  abfent  argument 
Of  my  revenge,  thouprefent  :  burlook  to  it, 
Find  out  thy  brother  whcr.focre  he  is, 
Seek  him  wah  Candle:  bring  him  deader  living, 
Within  this  twelvemonth,  or  turn  thou  no  more* To  feek  a  living  in  our  Terr  itory. 
Thy  Lands  and  all  things  that  thou  doit  rail  thine, 
Worth  feizure,  do  we  lcize  into  our  hands, 
Till  thou  canft  quit  thee  by  thy  brothers  mouth, 
Of  what  we  think  againft  thee. 

01.  Oh  that  your  Hig^nefi  knew  my  heart  in  this: 
I  never  lav'd  my  brother  in  my  life. Duke.  More  villain  thou.  Well,  pufh  him  out  of  doors, 
And  let  my  Officers  of  fuch  a  nature 

Mrike  an  extent  upon  his  Houfe  and  Line's : 
Do  thii  expediently,  and  turn  him  going.  Exeunt. 

Sce?ia  Secunda. 
Enter  Orlando. 

Orl.  Hang  there  my  verfe,  in  witnefs  of  my  love, 
And  thou  thrice  Crowned  Queen  of  night  furvey 
With  thy  chift  tys,  from  thy  pale  fphere  above 
Thv  Huntrefs  name,  that  n  y  full  life  doth  fway. 
O  Rofalind,  thefe  Trees  fhall  be  mv  Books, 
And  in  their  barks  ray  thoughts  I'le  charaaer, 
That  every  eye,  which  in  thisFcrrefl  looks, 
Shall  fee  thy  virtue  witnefs  every  where. 
Run,  run  Odando,  carve  on  every  Tree, 
The  fair,  the  chafte,  and  unexpicffive  fhe,  Exit. 

Enter  Coren  and  Clown. 

Co.  And  how  like  you  this  Shepherds  life  M-T ouchftone} 
Clow.  Truly  fhepherd  ,  in  relpett  of  it  felf,  it  is  a 

good  life  -  butinrefpeft  that  it  is  a  Shepherds  life,  it  is 
naught.  In  refpeft  that  it  is  folitary,  1  like  it  very  well  : 
but  inrefpeft  thatit  is  private, ic  is  a  very  vild  life.  Now 
in  refpect  it  is  in  t^e  fields,  it  p!ealeth  me  well:  but  in 
refpeft  it  is  not  in  the  Court,  it  is  tedious.    As  it  is  a  ipare 

life 
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life  (look  you)  it  fits  my  humour  well  :  but  as  there  is  no 

mote  plenty  in  it,  it  goes  much  againft  my  ftomack.  Has't 
any  Philofophy  in  thee,  Shepherd  ? 

Cor.  No  more,  but  that  I  know  the  more  one  fickens, 

the  worfe  at  eafe  he  is  :  and  that  he  that  wants  money, 

means,  and  content,  is  without  three  good  friends.  That 

the  property  of  Rain  is  to  wet,  and  fire  to  burn  ;  That 

good  pafture  makes  fat  fheep:  and  that  a  great  caufeof 

the  night,  is  lack  of  the  Sun  :  That  he  that  hath  learned 

no  wit  by  Nature,  nor  Art,  may  complain  of  good  breed- 
ing, or  comes  of  a  very  dull  kindred. 

Clo.  Such  a  one  is  a  natural  Philofopher. 

Was'tever  in  Court  Shepherd  ? 
Cor.  No  truly. 

Clo.  Then  thou  art  damn'd. 
Cor.  Nay,  1  hope. 

Cto.  Truly  thou  art  damn'd,  like  an  ill  roafted  Egg,  all on  one  fide. 

Cor.  For  not  being  at  Court?  your  reafon. 

Clo.  Why,  if  thou  never  was't  at  Court,  thou  never 

law'ft  good  manners;  If  thou  never  faw'ft  good  manners, 
then  thy  manners  rauft  be  wicked  :  and  wickednefs  is  fin, 

and  fin  Is  damnation  :  Tnou  art  in  a  parlous  fiate,  Sh  p- 
herd. 

Ccr.  Not  a  whit  Touch/lone  :  thofe  that  luve  good 

manners  at  the  Court,  areas  ridiculous  in  the  Countrey, 
as  the  behaviour  of  the  Countrey  is  moft  mockaole  at  the 

Court.  You  told  me,  you  folate  not  at  the  Court,  but 

you  kif>  your  hands ;  thatcourtef/  would  be  uncleanly,  if 
Courtiers  were  Shepherds. 

Clo.  Inftance,  briefly  ;  come  inftance. 
Cor.  Why  we  are  fiill  handling  our  Ewes,  and  their 

Feb,  you  know,  are  greafy. 
Clo.  Why,  do  not  your  Courtiers  hands  fweat  ?  and 

is  not  the  greafe  of  Mutton  as  whelibme  as  the  fweat  of  a 
roan?  Shallow,  fhallow  ;  a  better  infhnce  I  fay :  Come. 

Cor.  Befides,  our  hands  are  hard. 
Clo.  Your  lips  will  feel  them  the  fooner.  Shallow  agen  : 

a  more  feuxler  inftance,  come. 

Cor.  And  they  are  ofun  tarr'd  overwith  the  furgery 
of  our  fheep  •  and  would  you  have  us  kifs  Tar  ?  The 

Court'urs hands  are  perfumed  with  Civet. 
(,lo.  Moll  fhaliow  man  !  Thou  worms  meat  in  re- 

fpeclof  a  good  pieccof  fl;(h  indeed,  leain  of  rhe  wife 
and  perpend;  Civet  is  of  a  baler  birth  than  Tar;  the 

very  uncleanly  flux  of  a  Car.  Mend  the  inftance,  Shep- 
herd. 

Cor.  You  hive  too  Courtly  a  wit  for  me  ;  Tie  reft. 

Clo.  Wilt  thou  reft  damn'd  ?  God  help  thee  fhallow 
man  ;  God  make  incifion  in  thee,  thou  art  raw. 

Cor.  Sir,  I  am  a  true  Labourer,  I  earn  that  I  eat  ;  get 

that  I  wear;  owe  §o  man  hate,  envy  no  mans  happmefs  ■ 
glad  of  other  mens  good,  content  with  my  harm;  and 

the  greateft  of  my  pride,  is  to  fee  my  Ewes  graz.'3and  my Lambs  fuck. 

Clo.  That  is  another  fimple  Gn  in  you  ,  to  bring  the 

Ewes  and  the  Rams  together,  and  to  i  ffcr  to  get  yourli- 
ving,  by  the  copulation  of  Cartel ,  to  be  a  Bawd  to  a 
Bell-wrathtr  ,  and  to  betray  a  fhe-Lamb  of  a  twelve- 

month to  a  crooked  pated  old  Cuckjldiy  Ram,  out  of  all 

reafonable  match.  If  thou  bs'ftnot  damned  (or  this, the 
Devil  himfelf  will  have  no  Shepherds  i  1  cannot  fee  how 

thou  fhoulc'ft  fcape. 
Cor.  Here  comes  Mr.  Canimed,  my  new  Miftrefles 

Brother. 

Enter  Rofalinde. 

Rof  From  the  Eafl  to  Weftern  Jude, 
no  jtwelis  like  Rofalinde, 

Her  worth  being  mounted  on  the  wind, 
through  all  the  World  beards  Rofalind. 

All  the  Pictures  f.iireft  Lind, 
Are  but  bUikjo  Rofalind  ; 

Let  no  face  be  kept  in  mind, 
but  the  mofi  fair  Rofalind. 

Clo.  Tie  rime  youTo,  eight  years  together;  dinners, 
and  luppers,  and  fleeping  hours  excepted  :  it  is  the  right 
Butter-womens  rank  to  Market. 

Rof.  Out  Fool. 
Clo.  For  a  tsfte. 

If  a  Hart  do  lacked  Hind, 

Let  him  feel^  out  Rof.  I  in  d  I 
If  the  Cat  will  after  kind, 

fobe  furewdl  Rofalind  : 
Winter  Garments  tnujl  be  lind, 

fo  mufl  flendtr  Roiaiind  ; 
They  that  reap  mv.jl  foe af  and  bind, 

thin  to  Cart  with  Rofalind. 

Stveetefi  meat  hath  fowrejl  rindt 

fuchanut  is  Rofalind. 
He  that  fwteteft  rofe  will  find, 

mufl  find  Loves  prick,  and  Rofalind. 

This  is  the  very  falfe  gallop  of  Verfes ;  why  do  you  infe£l 

your  felf  with  them  ? 
Rof.  Peace  you  dull  fool,  I  found  them  on  a  tree. 
Clo.  Truly  the  tree  yields  bad  fruit. 
Rof.  He  grsff  it  wi-.h  you,  and  then  I  fhall  grnff  it 

with  a  Medier  :  then  it  will  be  the  earlieft  fruit  i't  i' coun- 

trey :  for  you'l  be  rotten  e're  you  be  half  ripe,  and  that's 

the  right  virtue  ot  the  Medle-r. Clo.  You  havefoid  j  but  whether  wifely  or  no,  let  the 
Forreftjudg. 

Enter  Celia  with  a  Ifriti»gi 

Rof.  Peace,  here  comes  mv  filler  readi<*£,  ftand  afide. 

Cel.   Why  jhould  this  defert  be, 
for  it  is  unpeopled  ?    No  ; 

Tongs  Vie  hang  on  every  tree, 
that  jhall  civil  fayingspow. 

Some,  how  brief  the  life  of  man 
runi  his  erring  pilgrimage , 

lhat  the  fl 'retching  cf  a  fpan, 
buckle fs  in  his  [urn  of  age. 

Some  of  violated  vjws, 
''twixt  the  fouls  of  fiend  and  fiend, 

But  upon  the  f aire jl  bows, 
or  at  every  fentence  end  ; 

'Will  J  Rolklmda  write, 
teaching  all  that  read,  to  know 

This  quinte ffence  of  every  fprite, 
heave  n  would  in  little  fljow. 

Therefore  h  aven  Nature  changed, 
that  one  body  fhould  be  fill  d 

With  all  Graces  wide  enlarged, 
nature  prefently  difitWd 

Helen'*  cheekf,  hut  not  his  heare, Cleopatra'*  Maffly  ; 

Attalanta's  better  pare ; 
fad  Lucretia's  Mode  fly. Thus  Rofalind  of  many  parts, 

by  Heavenly  Sinodwas devir'd, 
Of  many  faces,  eyes  and  hearts, to  hjve  the  touches  dearefi  prized. 
Heaven  would  that  fhe  tbefegtf:s  fiiculdbavf, 

and  1  to  live  and  die  her  /lave. 

Rof.  O  moft  gentle  Jupiter,  what  tedious  homily  of 
Love  have  you  wearied  your  Parifhioners  withal,  and 

never  cri'd,  Have  patience  £©od  people? 
Cel.  How  new  !  backfriends;  Shepherd  go  off  a  little: 

go  with  him,  firrah. Ch  Come  Shepherd,  let  us  make  an  honourable  re- 
treat, tho  not  with  bng  and  baggage,  yet  with  fcrip  ibi 

P   i  fcripp-ge. 
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Exit. icrippnge. 
Cel.  Didftthou  hear  thefe  Verfes? 

Rof.  O  yes,  1  heard  them  all,  and  more  tno,  for  fome 
of  them  had  in  them  more  feet  than  the  Verfes  would 

bear. 

Cel.  That's  no  matter-,  the  feet  might  bear  the  Verfes. 

Rof.  1,  but  the  feet  were  lame,  and  could  not  bear  them- 
felves  without  the  vale,  and  therefore  flood  lamely  in  jhe 
ver  fc. 

Cd.  But  didft  thou  hear  without  wondring,  how  thy 

name  fhould  be  hang'd  and  carved  upon  thefe  trees  ? 

Rof.  I  was  ("even  of  the  nine  days  out  of  wonder,  before 
you  came:  for  look  here  what  1  found  on  a  Palm  tree  • 
1  was  never  fo  berim'd  fince  fythagerat  time  that  I  was  an 
Irifh  Rat,  which  I  can  hardly  remember. 

Cel.  Tro  you,  who  hath  done  this  ? 
Rof  Is  it  a  man  ? 
Cel.  And  a  chain  that  you  once  wore,  about  his  neck  : 

change  your  colour  ? 
Rof.  I  p.ethee  who  ? 
Cel.  O  Lord,  Lord,  it  is  a  hard  matter  for  friends  to 

meet •,  but  Mountains  may  bereraov'd  with  Earthquakes, and  fo  encounter. 

Rof.  Nay,  but  who  is  it  ? 
Cel.  Is  it  poffiblc  ? 

Rof.  Nay,  I  prethee  now,  with  moft  petitionary  vehe- 
mence, tel!  rae  who  it  is. 

Cel.  O  wonderful, wonderful,  and  moft  wonderful  won- 
derful, and  yet  again  wonderful,  and  after  that  out  of  all 

hoping. 

Rjf.  Good  my  complexion,  doft  thou  think  though  1 

am  Ciip.v  ifon'd  like  a  man,  I  have  a  doublet  and  a  hole 
in  try  dilpofition?  Oae  inch  of  delay  more,  is  a  fouth- 
fea  of  dilcovery.  I  prethee  t'-ll  me,  who  is  it  quickly,  and 
fpeak  apace  :  I  would  thou  couiiift  ftaromer,  that  thou 

roight'ft  pour  this  concealed  man  out  of  thy  mouth,  as 
Wir.e  comes  out  of  a  narrow  mouth'd  bottle  :  either  too 
much  at  once ,  or  none  at  all.  I  prethee  take  the  Cork 
out  of  thy  mouth,  that  1  may  drink  thy  tidings. 

C  I.  So  you  may  put  a  man  in  your  belly. 
Rof.  Is  he  of  Gods  making?  What  manner  of  man? 

Is  his  head  worth  a  hat  ?  or  his  chin  worth  a  beard  ? 

C'el  Nay,  he  hath  but  a  little  beard. 
Rof.  Why  God  will  fend  more,  if  the  man  will  be  thank- 
ful ;  let  me  flay  the  growth  of  his  beard,  if  thou  delay  me 

not  the  knowledge  of  his  chin . 
Cel.  It  is  young  Orlando,  that  tript  up  the  Wraftlers 

heels,  and  your  hearr,  both  in  an  inftant. 
Rof  Nay,  but  the  Devil  take  mocking:  fpeak  fad  brow, 

and  true  maid- 

Cel.  PYaithCCczJ'tishc. 
Rof.  Orlando} 
Cel.  Orlando. 
Rof.  Alas  the  day,  what  fhall  I  do  with  my  doublet 

and  hofe  ?  What  did  he  when  thoufaw'ft  him  ?  What 
faid  he  ?  How  look'd  he  ?  Wherein  went  he  ?  What  makes 
he  here  ?  Did  he  ask  for  me  ?  Where  remains  he  ?  How 

parted  he  wiih  thee  ?  And  then  fhalt  thou  lee  him  again  ? 
Anfwer  me  in  one  word. 

Cel.  You  muft  borrow  me  Gargantuas  mou  h  firft: 

'tis  a  Word  too  great  for  any  mouth  of  this  Ages  fiz? :  to 
fay  I  and  no,  to  thefe  particulars,  is  more  than  to  anfwer 

in  a  Catechil'm. 
Rof  But  doth  he  know  that  I  am  in  this  Forreft,  and 

in  mans  apparel?  Looks  he  as  frefhly  as  he  did  the  day 
he  Wraftled  ? 

Cel.  It  isaseafk  to  count  Atomes  as  torefolve  the  pro- 
pafitions  of  a  Lover :  but  take  a  tafte  of  my  findirg  him, 
and  relifh  it  with  good  obfervance.  I  found  him  under  a 

tree  like  a  dropp'd  Acorn. 
Rof.  It  may  well  be  call'd  Joves  tree,when  it  drops  forth fuch  fruit. 

Cel.  Give  me  audience,  good  Madam. 
Rof.  Proceed. 

Cd.  There  lay  he  ftretch'd  along  like  a  Wounded 
knight. 

Rf.  Tho  it  be  pity  to  fee  fuch  a  fight,  it  wdl  becomes 
the  ground. 

Cel.  Cryhalla,  to  the  tongue  ,  I  prethee:  it  curvets 
unfeafonably.  He  was  furnifh'd  like  a  hunter. 

Rof.  O  ominous,  he  comes  to  kill  my  Hare. 
Cel.  I  would  fing  ray  fong  without  a  burthen  ,  thou 

bring'ft  me  out  of  tune. 
Rof.  Do  you  not  know  I  am  a  woman,  when  I  think  I 

muft  fpeak  :  fweet,  lay  on. 

Enter  OrLndo  axdjiq'ics. 

Cel.  You  bring  me  our.    Soft,  comes  he  not  near  ? 
Rof.  Tis  he,  fling  by,  and  note  him. 
Jaq.  1  thank  you  lor  your  company  but  good  faith  I ! 

had  as  lief  have  been  my  fcif  alone. 
Orl.  And  fohadi:  but  yet  for  fafhion  fake 

I  thank  you  too,  for  your  lociety. 

Jaq.  God  buy  you,  let's  meet  as  little  as  we  can. 
Orl.  ldo  defirewe  may  be  better  ftrangers. 
Jaq.  I  pray  you  marre  no  more  trees  with  Writing Love-ibngs  in  their  barks. 

Orl.  I  pray  you  marre  no  more  of  my  verfes  with  read- 
ing them  ilfavouredly. 

Jaq.  Rofalinde  is  your  loves  name  ? Orl.  Yef,  Jult. 

Jaq.  I  do  not  like  her  name. 
Orl.  There  was  no  thought  of  pleafwg  yea  when  fhe 

waschriftenM. 

Jaq.  What  ffature  is  fhe  of? 
Orl.  Juft  as  high  as  my  hearr. 
Jaq.  You  are  full  of  pretty  anfwers ;  have  you  not  been 

acquainted  with  goldfmiths  wives,  ckcond  them  out  of  rings. 
Orl.  Not  fo  :  but  1  anfwer  you  right  painted  cloath, 

from  whence  you  have  ftudied  your  queftions. 

Jaq.  You  have  a  nimble  wit  *,  I  think  'twas  made  of 
ts4ttalanta\  heels.  W:ll  you  fit  down  with  me,  and  we 
two  will  rail againft  our  Miftrefs  the  world,  and  all  our 
mifery. 

Orl.  I  will  chide  no  brether  in  the  world  but  my  fcif 
againft  whom  I  know  no  faults. 

Jaq  The  worft  fault  you  have,  is  to  be  in  love. 

Oil.  'Tis  a  fault  1  will  not  change  for  your  beft  virtue  . I  am  weary  of  you. 

Jaq.  By  my  troth,  I  was  feeking  for  a  Fool,  when  I found  you. 

Orl.  He  is  drown'd  in  the  brook,  look  but  in,  and  you fhall  fe  him. 

J^q.  There  I  fhall  fee  mine  own  figure. 
Orl.  Which  I  take  to  be  either  a  Foci,  or  a  Cipher. 
Jaq.  Tie  tarry  no  longer  with  you,  farewe!  good  fioni- or  Love. 

Orl.  I  am  g'adof  your  departure  :  Adieu  good  Mon- fieur  Melancholy. 

Rof.  I  will  fpeak  to  him  like  a  fawcy  Laeky,  and  under 
that  habit  play  the  knave  with  him:  do  you  hear  Forrefter 

Orl.  Very  well,  what  would  you  ? 

Rof.  I  pray  you,  what  is't  a  clock  ? 
Orl.  You  fhould  ask  me  what  time  0'  day  :  there's  no 

clock  in  the  Forreft. 

Rof.  Then  there  is  no  true  Lover  in  the  Forreft,  elfe 
fighing  every  minute,  and  groaning  every  hour  would  de- 

left the  lazy  foot  of  time,  as  well  asactock. 
Orl.  And  why  not  the  fwift  foot  of  time  ?  Had  not 

that  been  as  proper  ? 

Rof.  By  no  means  fir  •  Time  travels  in  divers  places, 
with  divers  perfons-,  Tie  nllyou  who  Time  ambles  with- 

al, who  time  trots  withal,  who  time  gallops  withal,  and 
who  heftands  ftdl  withal. 

Orl.  I  prethee,  whom  doth  he  trot  withall  ? 

"Rj>f.  Marry  he  trots  hard  with  a  young  maid,  between 
the  contrail  of  her  marriage,  and  the  day  it  is  lolemniz'd : 

H 



As  you  like  it. 

the  interim  he  but  a  fennight,  Ticnes  pace  is  fo  hard 
that  it  feems  the  length  of  feven  years. 

Orl.  Who  arables  time  withal  ? 

rRj>f.  With  a  Prieft  that  lacks  Latine,and  a  rich  man 
that  hath  not  the  Gout :  for  the  one  fheps  eafily  becaufe 
le  cannot  ftudy,  and  the  other  lives  merrily,  becaufe  he 
feels  no  pain:  the  one  lacking  the  burthen  of  lean  and 

wafteful  Learning  •,  the  other  knowing  no  burthen  of  heavy 

tedious  penury.    Thel'e  time  ambles  withal. Orl.  Whoradoth  he  gallop  withal  ? 
%jf.  With  a  thief  to  the  gallows :  for  though  he  go 

as  foftly  as  foot  can  fall  ,  he  thinks  him  fell  too  foon 
there. 

Orl.  Whom  ftays  it  ftill  withal  ? 

Rof.  With  Lawyers  in  the  vacation  ;  for  they  fleep  be- 
tween Term  and  Term,  and  then  they  perceive  not  how 

time  moves. 

Orl.  Where  dwell  you,pretty youth  ? 
Rof.  With  this  fhepherdels  my  filter:  here  in  the 

skirts  of  the  Forrcft,  like  fringe  upon  a  petticoat. 
Orl.  Are  you  native  of  this  place  ? 
Rof.  As  the  Cony  that  you  fee  dwell  where  (he  is  kind- 

led. 

Orl  Your  accent  is  fomething  finer,  than  you  could 
purchafe  in  fo  removed  a  dwelling. 

Rof.  I  have  been  told  fo  of  many  ;  but  indeed,  an  old  re- 
ligious Unkle  of  mine  taught  me  to  fpeak,  who  was  in 

his  youth  an  inland  man,  one  that  knew  Courtfhip  too 
well  ;  for  there  he  fell  in  love,  I  have  heard  him  read  ma- 

ny Lectures  againft  ir,  I  thank  God,  I  am  not  a  Woman 

to  be  tcuch'd  with  fo  many  giddy  offences  as  he  hath 
generally  tax'd  their  whole  fes  withal. 

Orl.  Can  you  remember  any  of  the  principal  evils  that 
he  laid  to  the  charge  of  women  ? 

Rof.  There  were  none  principal,  they  were  all  like  one 
another,  as  half-pence  are,  every  ones  fault  teeming  mon- 
ftrous,  till  his  fellow  faul:  came  to  match  it. 

Orl.  1  pre- bee  recount  fome  of  them. 
Rof.  No  :  I  will  not  caft  away  my  phyfick,  but  on  thofe 

that  are  fick.  There  is  a  man  haunts  the  Forreft,  that  a- 
bufes  our  young  plants  with  carving  Rofalind  on  their 
bai  ks  hangs  Odes  upon  H  iwthorn*,  and  Elegies  on  bram- 

bles all  (  for  foot  h  )  deifying  the  r.ame  oi  Rofalind.  If 
I  could  meet  that  Fancy-monger,  I  would  give  him  fome 
good  counfd,  for  he  leems  to  have  the  Quotidian  ol  Love 
upon  him. 

Orl.  I  am  he  that  is  fo  Love-fhak'd  ;  I  pray  you  tell  me your  remedy. 

Rof.  There  is  none  of  my  Unkles  rr  aiks  upon  yoa  ■■> 
he  taught  me  how  to  know  a  man  in  love :  in  which  cage 
of  rufhes,  I  am  fbre  you  are  not  prifoner. 

Orl.  What  were  his  marks  ? 

Rof.  A  lean  cheek,  which  you  have  not ;  a  blew  eye 
and  lunken,  which  you  have  not;  an  urqutftionablefpirit 
which  you  have  not :  a  beard  negle&ed,  which  you  have 
not :  f  but  I  pardon  you  for  that,  for  fimply  ycur  having  no 
beard,  is  a  younger  brothers  revenue}  then  your  hofe 
fhould  be  ungarter'd,  your  bonnet  unhanded,  your  fheve 
unbutton'd,  your  fhoo  unti'd,and  every  thing  about  you 
demonftrating  acarelefs  defolation-,  but  you  are  no  fuch 
man,  you  are  rather  a  point  device  in  your  accoutrements, 
as  loving  your  felf  ,  thanfeeming  the  Lover  of  any  other. 

Orl.  Fair  youth,  I  would  I  cculd  make  thee  believe 
1  Love. 

Rof.  Me  believe  it?You  may  as  foon  make  her  that  you 
Love  believe  ir,  which  1  warrant  fhe  is  aprer  to  do,  than 
to  confefs  file  do's :  that  is  one  of  the  points,  in  rhe  which 
women  ftill  give  the  lye  to  their  confeiences.  But  in  good 
{both,  are  you  he  that  hangs  the  verfes  on  the  trees,  where- 

in R  falind  is  fo  admired  ? 
Orl.  Ifwear  to  thee  youth,  by  the  white  hand  of  Ro- 

falindl  am  he,  that  unfortunate  he. 

Rof.  But  are  you  fo  much  in  love  as  your  rimes  fpeak .? 
Orl.  Neither  rime  nor  reafon  can  exprefs  how  much. 
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as  well  a  dark  houfe,  and  a  whip,  as  raad  men  do:  and he  reafon  why  they  are  not  fo  punifh'd  and  cured,  is  thu L*y  «fo  ordinary,  that  the  whippers  are  in  love too  :  yet  I  profeis  curing  it  by  counfel. Orl.  Did  you  ever  cure  any  fo  ? 
Rof.  Yes  one,  and  in  this  manner.    He  was  to  inline 

me  his  Love  his  Mifh-ef<i  •  arrl  I      h;  imagine 
v       wj.icieis .  ana  I  let  him  everyday  to  woo 

me.    At  whtch  time  would  I,  being  but  a  moonifh  youth, 

Sim- -  for  P 21,*US^  ,nconft^»^of  tears,  faM  of 
miles,  for  every  paffion  fomething,  and  for  no  paffion 
truly  any  thing,  as  boys  and  wogen  are  for  the?  la part  cattle  of  tins  colour  :  would  now  like  him,  now Ch 
him  ;  then  entmam  him,  then  forfwear  him  ,  no  J  weep 

mid  r        fPVehimi  that  *  d«ve  this  fuS'for  hls 
mad  humour  of  love,  to  a  l.ving  humour  of  mXfi 
which  was  to  forfwear  the  full  ftream  of  the  wo™  1  nd to  live  ,n  a  nook  meerly  Monaftick  :  ard  thus  I  cu«  d'him andthuway  Willi  take  upon  me  to  wahyour^ 

P*£&*f^** 
 din  be  on" 

Orl.  Iwou'd  notbecur'd  vouth. 

liJj°^'nA  W0Uld  CUfe  Vu'  lf  you  W0l,Id but  «'*  die  Refa- W,  and  come  every  day  to  my  Coaf,and  woo  me.  1 

wherl'it  isW   Y  ̂  faUh  °f  ̂  ,0VC>  1  ***  ™  ™ Rof.  Go  with  me  to  it,  and  I'le  fhew  it  you  :  and  hw 

fetr?  tdl  rae  where  ,n  thcForrel1  you  ̂ 
Orl  With  all  my  heart,  good  youth. 

wilfyou  g?i  N'y'  y°U  mUft  Cal1  me  R^Und    Corae  ̂  

Exeunt- 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Clown, Audrey,**^  Jaques. 

rZ°:  5TeapaCe,g°°d  Mdrey>  1  wil1  fefch  up  your Goats,  Audrey  :  and  now  Audrey,  am  I  the  man  yet  > 
Doth  rav  Ample  feature  content  you  i  v  ' Md .Your  features,  Lord  warrant  us:  what  feature*? 

Clo.  1  adhere  with  thee,  and  thy  Goat?,  as  themoft capricious  Poet  honcft  Ovid  was  among  the  G0thS 
f*q..  Oknowledg  ill  inhabited,  wode  than  Jove  in  a thatoYt  houie. 

Clo.  When  a  mans  verfes  cannot  be  underftood  nor  a mans  good  wit  bonded  with  the  forward  child,  under itanding  :  it  Unites  a  man  more  dead  than  a  great  reckon 
ing  >n  a  little  room  \  truly,  I  would  the  Gods  had  made 
tneeroetical.  

* 
And.  i  do  not  know  what  Poeticial  is  :  is  it  honeft  in deed  and  word  :  is  is  a  true  thing  ? 
Clo.  No  truly:  for  the  trueft  Poetry  is  the  mo  ft  fain- 

«ng,  and_Lovers  are  given  to  Poetry:  and  what  they faear  in  Poetry,  may  befaidas  Lovers,  they  doe  feign 

PoelSal  ?  W      tIiC"  G°ds  hd  miic  me Clo  I  do  truly  :  for  thou  fwear'ft  to  me  thou  art  ho- 
5?  thouwertaPoer,  I  sight  have  fome  hope 
thou  didft  feign.  r And.  Would  you  not  have  me  honeft  ? 

Clo  No  truly,  unlefs  thou  wert  hard-favom'd :  for 
honefty  coupled  to  beauty,  is  to  have  Honey  afawce  to 
Sugar. 

Jaq.  A  material  fool.  . 
And.  Well,  I  am  not  fair,  and  therefore  I  pray  the  Gods make  me  honeft. 

Clo.  Truly,  and  to  call  away  honefty  upon  a  foul  flut, 
were  to  put  good  meat  into  an  unclean  di!h. 

And.  I  am  not  a  flut,  though  I  thank  the  Gods  lam 

foul. Clo.  Well,  praifed  be  the  Gods  for  thy  foulnefs  ■ 
fluttifhnef> 
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fluttifhncfs  may  come  hereafter.  But  b:  ir,  as  it  may  £>?, 
I  will  marry  thee  :  and  to  th  tend,  1  havs  been  with  Sir 
Oliver  Martext ,  the  Vicar  of  the  nest  Village,  who  hath 

promii'd  to  meet  me  in  this  place  of  the  Fcrreft,  and  to 
couple  u.1. 

Jaq.  I  would  fain  fee  this  meeting. 
And.  Wei',  the  Gods  give  us  joy. 
Clo.  Amen.  A  man  may,  if  he  were  of  a  fearful  heart, 

ftagger  in  this  attempt;  for  here  we  have  no  Temple  but 
the  Wood  ;  noaflembly  but  Horn  beads.  But  what  tho  ? 
Courage.  As  horns  are  odious,  they  are  neceiTary.  It  is 

laid,  many  a  man  knows  no  end  of  his  goods  ;  right :  ma- 
ny a  roan  has  good  Horns,  and  knows  no  end  of  them. 

Well,  that  is  the  dowry  of  his  wife,  'tis  none  of  his  own 
getting  ;  horns,  even  lb  poor  men  alone  ;  No,  no,  the  no- 
bieft  De^rfhath  them  as  huge  as  the  Rafcal :  Is  the  fingle 
man  therefore  blefTcd  ?  No,  as  awall'd  Town  is  more  wor- 

thier than  a  village,  fo  is  the  fortheadof  a  married  man 
more  honourable  than  the  bare  brow  of  a  Batchellor : 

and  by  hew  much  defence  is  better  thanno  skill,  by  fomuch 
is  a  horn  more  precious  than  towanr. 

Enter  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text* 

Here  comes  Sir  Oliver  -.  Sir  Olsver  Mar-text,  you  are  well 
m  t.    W.ll  you  difpatch  us  here  under  this  tree,  or  fhall 
we  go  with  you  to  your  Chappel  ? 

01.  Is  there  none  here  to  give  the  woman  ? 
Clo.  I  will  not  take  her  on  gift  of  any  man. 
O/.Trulyfhe  mult  be  given ,or  the  marriage  is  not  lawful. 

Jaq.  Proceed,  proceed!  I'le  give  her. 
Clo.  Good  even,  good  M.  What  ye  call't:  how  do 

you  Sir,  you  are  very  well  met.-  godild  you  for  your  laft 
company,  i  am  vety  glad  to  fee  you,  even  a  toy  in  hand 
here  Sir  ;  Nay,  pray  be  covered. 

Jaq.  Will  you  be  married,  Motley? 
Clo.  As  the  Ox  hath  his  bow  fir,  the  horfe  his  curb; 

and  the  Fa'con  his  bells,  fo  man  hath  his  defire,  and  as 
Pifeons  bill,  fo  wedlock  wonld  benibling, 

Jaq.  And  will  you  (  being  a  man  of  your  breeding,)  be 
married  unda  a  bufh  like  a  beggar?  Get  you  to  Church, 
and  have  a  good  Prieft  that  can  teli  you  what  marriage  is ; 
this  fi  How  will  but  joyn  you  together  as  they  joyn  Wain 
(cot,  then  one  of  you  will  prove  a  fhrunk  pannel,  and  like 
green  timber,  warp,  warp. 

C/ff.  I  am  not  in  the  mind,  but  I  were  better  to  be  mar- 

ried of  him  hm  of  another;  for  he  is  not  like  to  marry 
me  well;  and  not  being  well  married,  it  will  be  a  good 
excufe  for  me  hereaftet  to  leave  my  wife. 

Jaq.  Go  thou  with  me, 
And  let  me  counfel  thee. 

Clo.  Come  fweet  Andre, 

We  tnuft  be  married,  or  wemuft  live  in  bawdry  f 

i-'arewd  good  M.  Oliver:  Not  O  fweet  Oliver,  O  brave 
Oliver,  leave  me  not  behind  thee :  But  wind  away,  be  gone 
I  fay,  1  will  not  to  wedding  with  thee. 

01.  Tis  no  matter  ;  ne're  a  fantaflical  knave  of  them 

all  (lull  flout  me  out  of  "my  calling.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quartet. 

Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia. 

Rof  Never  talk  to  me,  I  will  weep, 
feL  Do  5  prethee,  but  yet  have  the  Grace  to  confider 

>  tbt  tears  do  not  become  a  man. 

Rof.  But  have  I  not  caufe  to  weep? 
Cel.  As  good  caufe  as  one  would  defiie, 

Therefore  weep. 

Rof.  His  very  hair 
Is  cf  the  difiembling  colour. 

Cel.  Something  browner  than  Judash  : 
Marry*  his  khTes  are  Jndas$  own  children. 

Rof.  Tfaith  his  hair  is  of  a  good  colour. 
Cel.  An  excellent  colour : 

Your  Che'.nur,  was  ever  the  onely  colour. 
Rof.  And  his  killing  is  a5  full  of  Lr.-ftity, 

As  the  touch  oi  holy  bread. 
Cel.  He  h„th  bought  a  pair  of  ehaft  lips  of  Diana  \  a 

nun  of  winters  filter  hood  kifTes  not  mere  religioufiy,  the 
vtry  ice  of  chaftity  is  in  them. 

RoJ.  But  why  did  ic  (Wear  he  would  come  this  morning, and  comes  not  ? 

Cel.  Nay  certainly  there  is  no  truth  in  him. 
Rof.  Do  you  thir,k  fo  ? 
Cel.  Yes,  1  think  he  is  not  a  pic!  -put  fe,  nor  a  hcrfe-Ireal- 

er:  but  for  his  verity  in  love,  1  do  think  him  as  concave 
as  a  covered  goblet,  or  a  worm-eaten  liQt. 

Rof.  Not  true  in  love  ? 
Cel.  Yes,  when  he  is  in,  but  I  think  he  is  not  in. 
Rof.  You  have  heard  him  (wear  downright  he  was. 
Cel.  Was,  is  not  is :  b.fides,  the  oath  of  a  Lover  is  no 

ftronger  than  the  word  <  f  a  tapfter,  they  are  both  the  con- 
firmer  of  falfe  reckonings;  he  attends  here  in  the  forrifton 
the  Duke,  your  Father 

Rof.  1  met  the  Duke  yefterday,  and  had  much  queSi- 
on  with  him  :  he  askt  me  of  what  parentage  I  was  ;  1  told 

him  of  as  good  as  he;fo  he  laugh'd,  and  let  me  go.But  what 
talk  we  of  Fathers,  when  there  is  iuch  a  man  as  Orlando  ? 

Cel.  O  that's  a  brave  man,  he  writes  brave  verfes,  (peaks 
brave  words,  fwears  brave  oaths, and  breaks  them  bravely, 
quite  travers  athwart  the  heart  of  his  lover,  as  a  puiiny 
Tilter,  that  fpurs  his  horie  but  on  one  fide,  breaks  his 

ftaff  like  a  noble  goofe ;  but  all's  brave  that  you;h  mounts, 
and  folly  guides :  who  comes  here  ? Enter  Cor  in. 

Cor  in.  Miftrefs  and  Matter,  you  have  enquired 

After  the  Shepherd  that  coroplain'd  of  love, 
Whom  you  faw  fitting  by  me  on  the  Turf, 
Praifing  the  proud  dildainful  Shepherdeis 
That  was  his  Miftrels. 

Cel  WtH,aud  what  of  him? 
Cor,  If  you  will  fee  a  pageant  truly  plaid 

Between  the  pale  complexion  of  true  Love, 
And  the  red  glow  of  fcorn  and  proud  dildain,. 
Go  hence  a  little  and  1  fhall  conduft  you, 

If  you  will  mark  it. 
Rof  O  come  let  us  remove, 

The  fight  of  Lovers  feedeth  thofe  ir.  love  : 
Bring  as  to  this  fight, and  you  (hall  f»y 

I'ie  prove  a  bufy  aftor  in  their  play.  JE  xeunt. 

Scena  Quint  a. 

Enter  Silvius  and  Phebe. 

Sil.  Sweet  Thebe  do  not  fcorn  me,  do  not,  Pbebe, 
Say  that  you  love  me  nor,  but  fay  not  fo 
!n  bitternefs ;  the  common  executioner, 

Whofe  heart  th'accuftom*d  fight  of  death  makes  hard, 
Falls  not  the  axe  upon  the  humbled  neck, 
Sut  firftbegs  pardon?  will  ycu  (terrier  be 

Than  he  that  dies  and  lives  by  b'.oudy  drops  ? 
Enter  Rofalind,  Celia,  and  Corin. 

The,  1  would  not  be  thy  executioner, 
I  fl.e  thee,  for  I  would  not  injure  true  ; 

Thou  tell'it  me  there  is  murther  in  mine  eye, 
'  r  is  pretty  fure,  and  very  probable, 
That  eyes  that  are  the  frail'ft  and  fofteft  things, 
Who  (hut  their  coward  gates  on  atomies, 

Should  be  called  tyrants,  butchers,  ruurtherers. 
N)w  I  do  frown  on  thee  with  all  my  heart, 

And  if  mine  eyes  can  wound,  now  let  them  kill  thee 
Now  counterfeit  to  fivound,  why  now  fait  down, 

Or  if  thou  can'ft  not,  oh  for  fharne,  forfhame, 
Lye  not,  to  fay  mine  eyes  are  murtherers : 
Now  fhew  the  wound  mine  eye  hath  made  in  thee; 
Scratch  thee  but  with  a  pin,  and  there  remains 

Some 



Aryoti  lify  it. 

So  ne  tear  oi  ic :  Lean  t>  it  up  jo  aruih, 
The  Cicatrice  and  capable  imprcfTure 

Thy  Palmfome  moment  keep* :  but  now  mine  eyes 
Which  I  have  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  not, 
Nor  1  am  fure  there  is  no  force  in  eyes 
That  can  do  hurt. 

Sil.  O  dear  Thehe, 
If  ever  (  as  that  ever  may  be  near  ) 
You  met  in  fjtne  frefli  check  the  power  of  fancy, 
Thenfhall  you  know  the  wounds  inyifible 
That  loves  keen  arrows  make. 

Phe.  But  till  that  time 

Come  not  thou  near  me  $  and  when  that  time  comes, 
Afflftme  with  thy  mocks,  pity  me  nor, 
As  till  that  time  I  fhallnor  pity  thee. 

Rof.  And  why  I  pray  you  who  might  be  your  mother 
That  you  infult,  exulr,  and  all  at  once 
Over  the  wretched  ?  What  though  you  have  no  beauty 
As  by  my  faith,  I  fee  no  more  in  you 
Than  without  Candle  may  go  dark  to  bed 
Muft  you  be  therefore  proud  and  pitilefs  ? 
Why  what  means  this  ?  why  do  you  look  on  me  ? 
I  fee  no  more  in  you  than  in  the  ordinary 

Of  natures  fale-work  ?  'ods  my  little  life, 
I  think  fhe  means  to  tangle  mine  eyes  too: 
No  faith,  proud  Miftrefs,  hope  not  after  ir, 

'Tis  nor  your  inky  brows,  your  black  filk  hair, 
Your  bugle  eye-balls,  nor  your  check  of  cream 
That  canentame  my  fpirits  to  your  worfhip. 
You  fooiifh  Shepherd,  wherefore  do  you  follow  her 
Like  foggy  South,  puffing  with  wind  and  rain, 
You  are  a  thoufand  times  a  properer  man 
Than  fhe  a  woman.    Tis  fuch  fools  as  you 
That  makes  the  world  full  of  il! -favoured  children  : 

'Tis  not  her  gla  Is,  but  you  that  flatters  her, 
And  out  of  you  fhe  fees  her  felf  m^re  proper 
Than  any  of  her  lineaments  can  (how  her  : 
But  Miftrefs,  know  your  fell,  down  on  your  knees 
And  thank  Heaven,  faffing  for  a  good  mans  love  y 
For  I  muft  tell  you  friendly  in  your  ear, 
Sell  when  you  can,  you  are  not  for  all  markets : 

Cry  the  manmcrcv,  love  him*,  take  his  offer, 
Foul  israoft  foul,  being  foul  to  be  a  fc  iffer. 
So  take  her  to  thee,  Shepherd,  fare  you  well. 

Phe.  Sweet  youth,!  pray  you  chide  a  year  together, 
1  had  rather  hear  you  chide  than  this  man  wooe. 

Rof.  He's  falPn  in  love  with  your  foulnefs,  and  fhc'l 
Fa.l  in  love  with  my  anger.    It  it  be  fo,  as  faft 

As  fhe  anfwers  thee  with  frowning  looks,  I'fe  fauce 
Her  with  bitter  words :  Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  ? 

Phe.  For  no  ill  will  I  bear  you. 
Rof.  I  pray  you  do  not  Lll  in  love  with  me, 

For  1  am  falfer  than  vows  made  in  wine  : 

Befides,  I  like  you  not :  if  you  will  know  my  houfe, 

'Tis  at  the  tuft  of  Olives,  here  hard  by  : 
Will  you  go  Sifter  ?  Shepherd  ply  her  hard ; 
Come  fiftec  Shepherdels,  look  on  him  better 
And  be  not  proud,  thoali  the  world  could  lee, 
None  could  befo  abufed  in  fight  as  he. 
Come  to  our  flock.  Exit. 

Phe.  Deed  Shepherd,  now  I  find  thv  faw of  might, 

Whoever  lov'd,  that  lov'd  not  at  fir  ft  fi^ht? 
Sil.  SweetPh.be. 
The.  Hah  :  what  fay<  ft  thou  SUiitts  ? 
Sil.  S  weet  Phebe,  pie y  me. 
Phe.  Why  I  am  forry  for  thee,  gentle  Silvius. 
Sil.  Where  ever  forrow  is,  relief  would  be  : 

If  you  do  forrow  at  my  grier  in  love, 
By  giving  love,  your  forrow  and  my  grief 
Were  both  extermin'd. 

Phe.  Thou  haft  my  love,  is  not  that  neighbourly  ? 
Sil.  I  would  have  you. 
Phe.  Why  that  were  covetoufheG  : 

Silvius  \  the  time  was,  that  I  hated  thee  ; # 
)    
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And  yet  11  U  nut  uut  1  bear  thjte  love, 
But  fince  that  thou  canft  talk  of  love  fo  well, 

Thy  company,  which  er  ft  wasirkfome  torn?, 

I  will  endure    and  l'le  employ  ihee  too  : 
But  do  not  look  for  lurthcr  reccmpence. 
Than  thine  owngladncfs,  that  thou  art  imployed. 

Sil.  So  holy,  and  fo  per  ft.  ft  is  my  love, 
And  fuch  a  povtity  of  grsce, 
That  I  fhall  think  it  a  moft  plentious  crop 
To  glean  the  broken  cars  after  the  man 
That  the  main  harveftreap* :  lofrnow  and  then 
A  Scattered  fmile,  and  thai  V\c  live  upon.  (  wV.  (e  ? 

Phe.  Know'lt  ihou  the  ycuth  that  fpoke  to  mcere- 
Sil.  Not  very  well,  butlhavemet  him  ofr, 

And  he  hath  bought  the  Cottage  and  the  bounds, 
That  the  old  Carlot  or.ee  was  Mafter  of. 

Phe.  Think  not  1  love  him,  tho  I  ask  for  him  \  * 
'Tis  but  a  peevifh  boy,  yet  he  talks  well, 
Bur  what  c*re  I  for  words  ?  yet  words  do  well, 
When  he  that  fpeaks  them  pleafes  t!iofe  that  hear  : 
It  is  a  prettv  youth,  not  very  pretty, 

But  fur?  h^  'proud,  and  yet  his  pride  becomes  him  - 
H.'l  make  a  proper  man  :  the  beft  thingMn  him 
Is  his  complexion:  2nd  fafter  than  his  tongue 
Did  make  offence,  h.s  eye  did  heal  it  up  : 

He  is  not  very  tail,  yet  for  his  years  hs's  tail  V 
His  legisbut  fo  fo,  and  yet 'tis  well , 
There  was  a  pntty  rednefs  in  his  lip, 
A  little  riper,  and  more  lufiy  red 

Thar,  that  mis. 'din  his  check  :,  'twss  juft  the  difference 
Betwixt  the  conPant red, and  raing'cd  Damask. 

There  b;  feme  women,  Si!vinst  had  they  mat  k'J  hioi 
In  parcelsas  I  did, would  have  gone  near 
To  fall  in  love  with  hf<p  ;  but  for  my  part 
I  love  him  not,  nor  hare  him  not  i  ancS  y<.t 
I  have  more  cauie  to  hate  h:m  than  to  love  him, 
For  what  htd  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me  ? 

He  faid  mine  eyes  were  black,  and  my  ha^rbhek, 

And  now  I  am  remembred,  tccr.'d  at  me  :, 
I  marvel  why  1  ar  fwete-1  not  ag*in, 

But  that's  all  one  $  cmi'tance  is  no  quittance. 
VI:  write  to  him  a  very  t£U  i ting  Letter, 
And  thou  fhalt  bear  it  wilt  thou,  Silvius} 

Sil.  Phebe,  with  all  ray  heart. 
Fhe.  l'le  write  it  ftraight ; 

The  matters  in  my  head,  and  in  my  heart, 
I  will  be  bitter  with  him,  and  paffing  fhort ; 
Go  with  mc,  Silvias.  Ext nr. t. 

Attus  Quartus.    Scena  ?rhna. 

Enter  RofaUnde,andCclia)  and  Ja^uts. 

Jaq.  I  prithee,  pretty  youth,  let  me  be  better  acquaint- 
ed with  thee. 

7{of.  They  fay  you  are  a  raelancholJy  fellow. 
Jaq.  lamfo',  1  do  love  it  better  than  laughing. 
Raj.  Thofe  that  are  in  extremity  of  either,  are  abomi- 

nable fellows,  and  betray  thernfclves  to  every  modern  cen- 
fure,worfe  than  drunkards. 

Jaq.  Why,  'tis  good  to  be  fad,  and  fay  nothing. 
tiof.  Why  then  'tis  good  to  be  a  poft. 
Jaq.  I  have  neither  the  Scholars  raelancholjy  ,  which 

is  emulation*,  nor  the  Muficians,  which  is  fantatfical  j  nor 
the  Courtiers,  which  is  prcudj  nor  the  Soiilsiers,  which 
is  ambitious  j  nor  the  Lawyers,  which  is  politick  ;  nor 

the  Lilies,  which  i>  nice-,  nor  the  Lovers,  which  is 
allthefe;  but  it  is  a  melancholly  of  mine  own,  com?o  id- 
ed  of  many  fimphs,  txrmfted  from  manyobjeft9,  and  in- 

deed the  fundty  contemplations  of  travels  in  which  m\ 
often  rumination  wraps  me  in  a  moft  humorous  lad 

nefs. Rof.  A  Travcll  r by  my  faith  you  have  great  reafon 

ti 



ib2 As  yen  hfy  it. 

to  be  lad  :  I  fear  you  have  told  your  own  Lsnds,  to  feeo- 
ther  mens  ,  then  to  have  fecn  much,  and  to  have  nothing, 
is  to  have  rich  eyes  and  poor  hands. 

Jaq  Yes,  I  have  gain'd  my  experience. 

Enter  Orlando. 

%pf  And  your  experience  makes  you  fad  .*'  1  had  rather have  a  too!  to  make  me  merry,  than  experience  to  mske 

itk  fa  ',  and  to  travel  for  it  too. 
Orl.  Good  day,  and  happinefs,  dear  Rofalinde. 

J*q.  Nay  then  God  buy  you,  and  you  talk  in  blank 
verfe.  Exit. 

Rof.  FarcwelMounfieur  Traveller  ;  look  you  lifp,  and 
wear  (trange  luits ;  difable  all  the  benefits  of  ycur  own 
County :  be  out  of  love  with  your  nativity,  and  almoft 
chide  God  for  making  you  that  countenance  you  are,  or  I 

will  1'carce  think  you  have  fwatn  in  a  Gundello.  Why 
how  now  Orlando,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while?you 
a  lover  >  and  you  ferve  me  fuch  another  trick,  never  come 
in  my  fight  more. 

Orl.  My  fair  "Rjfalinde,  I  come  within  an  hour  of  my 
promife. 

Rof  Break  an  hours  promife  in  love  ?  he  that  will  di- 
vide a  minute  into  a  thoufand  parts,  and  break  but  a  part 

of  thethoufaud  part  of  a  minute  in  the  affairs  of  love,  it 

may  be  fa  id  of  him,  that  Cupid  hath  clapt  him  oth'  moul- 
der, but  I'le  warrant  him  hearr-whole. 

0,1.  Pardon  me  dear  Rufalinde. 

Rrf.  Nay,  and  you  be  fo  tardy,  come  no  *more  in  my 

figiit.,  I  hadaslief  be  Woo'dof  a  Snail. 0,1.  Of  a  Snail? 

Rof.  I,  of  a  Snail ;  forthohe  comes  (lowly,  he  carries' his  houfe  on  his  head  :  a  better  jointure  I  think  than  you 
make  a  woman  :  befides ,  he  biings  his  deftiny  with 
him 

Orl.  What's  that  > 

Rof.  Why  horns*,  which  fuch  as  you  are  fain  to  be  be- 
holding to  your  wives  for :  but  he  comes  armed  in  his  for- 

tune, and  prevents  the  (lander  of  his  wife. 
Orl.  Vertue  is  no  horn-maker  :  and  my  Rofalinde  is  ver- 

tuous. 

T^pf.  And  I  am  your  Rofalinde. 

fil.  It  pleafes  him  to  call  you  i'o  •  but  he  hath  a  Rofa- linde of  a  tetter  leer  than  you. 

Rof  Come,  woo  me,  woo  me :  for  now  I  am  in  a  ho- 
ly-day humour,  and  like  enough  toconfent  :  What  would 

you  fay  to  me  now,  and  1  were  ycur  very,  very  Rofa- linde ? 

Orl   I  would  kifs  before  I  (poke. 

Rof.  Nay  you  were  better  ("peak  firft,  and  when  you 
we're  graveU\j  for  >ack  of  mane:-,  you  might  take  occafion 
to  kifs .'  wry  good  Orators  when  they  are  out,  they  will 
fpi",  and  for  lovers,  lacking  (God  warn  us)  matter,  the 
cteanlieft  fhift  is  to  kifs. 

Orl.  How  if  th.  kifs  be  denied  ? 

Rof.  Then  (he  puts  you  to  entreaty,  and  there  begins 
new  matter. 

Orl.  Who  could  be  out,  being  before  his  Beloved  Mi- 
ftrei;  ? 

Rof  Marry  that  fhould  you  if  I  were  your  Miftrefs,  or 
1  flvaild  think  ray  honefty  ranker  than  my  wit. 

Orl.  What,  of  myfuit? 
Rof  Not  out  of  your  apparrel,  and  yet  out  of  your 

fuir. 

Am  not  I  your  Rofalinde  ? 
Orl.  1  t<ke  fome  py  to  fay  you  are,  becaufe  I  would  be 

talking  of  her. 
Rof  Well,  in  her  perfon,I  fay  I  will  not  have  you. 
Orl.  Then  in  mine  own  perfon,  I  dye. 
Rof.  No  faith,  die  by  Attorney  :  the  poor  world  is 

a'moft  fix  thouland  years  old,  and  in  all  this  time  there 
was  not  any  man  died  in  his  own  perfon  (  vidilcet  )  in 

a  love  caufe.-  Troths  had  his  brain  dafh'd  out  with  a 

Grecianclu\  yet  he  did  what -ht  could  to  die i>efbre,anti 
he  u  one  of  the  patterns  ci  love.  Zfr/zVr,'  he  would 
haveliv'd  many  a  fair  yen,tb.o  hero  l  ad  tuird  Nun,  if it  had  not  been  for  a  hot  Midlummer-nipht,  for  (  g,xd 
youth  J  he  went  but  forth  to  wfOi  in  the  ftetlefp6rrt,  and 
being  taken  with  the  cramp,  was  drown'd,  and  the  foolifh 
Chroniclers  of  that  age,  found  it  was  Hero  of  S<fhs. 
But  thele  are  all  lies,  mm  have  died  from  time  to  time  and 
worms  have  eaten  them,  but  not  (or  bve. 

Orl.  I  would  not  haye  my  light  Rofalir.de  of  this  mind, 
for  I  proteft  her  frown  might  kill  mc. 

Rof.  Ey  this  hand,  it  will  not  kilt  a  flie  ;  but  come,  now 
I  will  be  your  Rofaltnde  in  a  more  coroing-on  difpofition  : 
and  a;k  me  what  you  will,  1  will  grant  it. 

Orl.  Then  love  me,  Rofalinde. 

Rof  Yes  faith  will*  I,  Fridays  ai;d  Saturdays,  and 

all. 
Orl.  And  wilt  thou  have  me  ? 

Rof.  I,  and  twenty  iuch. 
Orl.  What  faift  thou  ? 

Rof.  Are^ounot  good? 
Orl.  1  hope  fo. 

%ofahnde.  Why  then,  can  one  deflre  too  much  of  a 
good  thing:  Come  fifter,  you  (hall  be  the  Frufr,  and  mar- 

ry us :  give  me  your  hand  Orlando:  What  do  you  fav 

fifter  ?  1 Orl.  Pray  thee  marry  us. 
Ctl  I  cannot  fay  the  words. 

Rof  You  muft  begin,  will  you  Orlando. 
Cel.  Goto",  will  you  Orlando  have  to  wife  this  Rofa- 

linde* ' Orl.  I  will. 

.  Rof.  But  when  ? 
Orl.  Why  now,  as  fad  as  fhe  can  marry  u*. 
Rof.  Then  you  muft  fay,  1  uke  thee  Rofalinde  for 

Wife. 
Orl,  I  take  thee  Rofalinde  for  wife. 
Rof.  1  might  ask  you  for  your  commiffion, 

BiJt  I  do  take  thte  Orlando  {or  my  husband  :  there's  a  girl 
goes  before  the  Prieft,  and  certainly  a  we  roans  thought runs  before  her  actions. 

Orl.  So  do  all  thoughts,  they  are  wing'd. 
Rof.  Now  ttllrae  how  long  you  woeiliJ  have  her,  after 

you  have  poffrft  her  ? 
Orl.  For  ever  and  a  d?.y. 

Rof.  Say  a  day,  without  the  ever  :  No,  no  Or  I  an  dolmen 
arc  i^prrf  whtn  they  woo,  December  wnen  they  wed: 
Maids  May  when  they  are  maids,  butthe  sky  chan- 

ges when  they  are  wives  -,  I  will  be  more  jealous  of  thee, 
than  a  Earba<y  cock-pigeon  over  his  fun  ,  more  c'amcrcm 
than  a  Parrat  againft  rain ;  more  new-fangled  chan 
an  ape;  more  giddy  in  my  defires  than  a  monkey;  I  will 
weep  for  nothing  like  Diana  in  the  Fountain,  and  I  will 

do  rhat  when  you  are  difpos'd  to  be  merry:  I  will 
i  laugh  like  a  Hyen»  and  that  when  thou  art  indin'd  to 

fleep. 

Orl.  But  Will  my  Rofalinde  do  fo  > 

Rof.  By  my  life  fhc  will  do  as  I  do. 
Orl.  O  but  fhe  is  wife. 
Rof.  Or  ellc  fhe  could  not  have  the  wit  to  do  this :  the 

wifer,the  way  warder  :  make  the  doers  upon  a  womanswit 

and  it  will  out  at  the  cafement:  (hut  thsr,  and  'twill  out 
at  the  kty-holc :  flop  that,  it  will  flye  with  the  fmoak  out  at thechimnty. 

Orl.  A  roan  that  had  a  wife  with  fuch  a  wit,  he  might 
fay,  wit  whither  wilt? 

Rof.  N^y,  you  might  keep  that  cheek  for  if,  till  you 
met  your  wives  wit  going  to  yoct  neighbours  bed. 

Orl.  And  what  wit  could  wit  have  toexcufe  that  ? 

Rof.  Marry  to  fay,  fhe  came  to  feek  ycu  there  :  you  (hall 
never  take  her  without  her  anlwer,  unlefs  yoo  take  her 
withour  her  tongue  :  O  that  woman  that  cannot  make  bur 
fault  her  husbands  occafion,  let  her  never  r.urlis  her  child 
her  felf,  for  fhe  will  breed  it  like  a  fool. 

Orl. 



At  you  ItJ^e  it. 

Od.  For  theft  two  hours,  Rofalinde.  I  will  leave  thee. 

Rof  AUs.  dear  love,  I  cannot  lack  thee  two  hour?. 
Or  I.  I  mufc  attend  the  Duke  at  dinner,  by  two  a  clock  1 

will  be  with  thee  again. 

Rof.  I,  go  your  ways,  go  your  ways :  I  knew  what  you 

would  prove,  ray  friends  told  roe  as  much,  and  I  thought 

no  [efs  ;  that  flattering  tongue  of  yours  won  me  s  'tis  but 

one  caft  away,  and  fo  come  death:  two  o'  clock  is  your hour. 

Od.  1  fweet  Rofalinde. 

Rof.  By  my  troth,  and  in  good  earncft,  and  fo  God 

mend  me,  and  by  all  pretty  oaths  that  are  not  dangerous, 

if  you  break  one  j  jt  of  youc  promile,  or  come  one  minute 

behind  your  hour,  I  will  think  you  the  mod  pathetical 

break-promife,  a  id  the  mod  hollow  lover,  and  the  rooft  un- 
worthy of  her  yon  call  Rofalinde.,  that  maybe  chofcn  out 

j  of  the  grofs  band  of  the  unf  aithful  ̂   therefore  beware  my 

J  cenfure,  and  keep  your  promife. 
Orl.  With  no  lefs  religion,  than  if  thou  wert  indeed 

ray  Rofalinde  ;  fo  adieu. 
Rof.  Well,  Time  is  the  old  Juftice  that  examines  all 

fuch  offenders,  and  let  time  try  :  adieu-  Exit. 

Cel.  You  have  (imply  mifus'd  our  fex  in  your  love-prate  : 
we  muft  have  your  doublet  and  hofe  pluckt  over  your  head, 
aod  (hew  the  world  what  the  bird  hath  done  to  her  own 
neft. 

Rof.  O  cozjccz,  ccz  •>  my  pretty  little  coz,  that  thou 
didft  know  how  many  fathom  deep  I  am  in  love  ;  but  it 

cannot  be  founded.-  my  affection  hath  an  unknown  bottom 
like  the  Bay  of  Portugal. 

Cel.  Or  rather  bottomlefs,  that  as  faft  as  you  pour  af- 
fection in,  it  runs  out. 

Rof  No,  that  fame  wicked  Baftard  of  Venus,  that  was 

begot  of  thought,  conceiv'd  of  fpleen,  and  born  of  tnad- 
nefs,  that  blind  rafcally  boy,  that  abufes  every  ones  eyes, 
becaufe  his  own  are  our,  let  him  be  judg,  how  deepl 

am  in  love  \  1'le  ttll  thee  *Alienay  I  cannot  be  out  of  the 
fight  of  Orlanda  :  I'le  go  find  a  fhadow,  and  figh  till  he 
come. 

Cel.  And  I'le  fleep.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Jaques  and  Lords,  Forrefters, 

Jaq.  Which  is  he  that  killed  the  Deer  ? 
Lord.  Sir,  it  was  I. 

Jaq.  Let's  prefent  him  to  the  Duke  like  a  Roman  Con- 
queror, and  it  would  do  well  to  fet  the  Deers  horns  upon 

his  head,  for  a  branch  of  Victory  ;  have  you  no  fong  For- 
refterfor  thispurpofe? 

Lord.  Yes  Sir. 

Jaque.  Sing  it :  'tis  no  matter  how  it  be  in  tune,  fo  it 
make  noifc  enough. 

Mufick,  Song. 

What  ftiull  he  have  that  killed  the  Deer  ? 
Hts  Leather  skin  and  horns  to  wear  } 
Then  fing  him  home,  the  reft  foall  bear  this  burthen  : 
Take  thou  no  fiorn  to  wear  the  horn, 
Jt  was  a  creft  ere  thou  waft  burn, 
Thy  fathers  father  Ware  it, 
And  thy  father  bore  it, 
The  horn, the  horn, the  tufty  horn, 

Js  not  a  thing  to  laugh  to  fcorn.  Exeunt. 

Scena 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Rofalinde  and  Celia. 

Rof.  How  fay  you  now,  is  it  not  paft  two  a  clock  ? And  here  much  Orlando. 

Cel.  I  warrant  you  with  pure  love  and  troubled  brain. 

Enter  Silv'ms. 

He  hath  ta'ne  his  bow  and  arrows,  and  is  gone  forth To  fie.  p  :  look  who  comes  here. 
Sil.  My  errand  is  to  you,  fair  youth, 

My  gentle  Phebe,  bid  roe  give  you  this : 
I  knew  not  the  contents,  but  as  I  guefs 
By  the  ftern  brow,  and  wafpifh  action  <► 
Which  fhe  did  ufe  as  fhe  was  writing  of  it, 
It  bears  an  angry  tenure  ;  pardon  me, 
I  am  but  as  a  guiltlefsmeffenger, 

Rof.  Patience  her  felf  would  ftartle  at  this  letter s 
And  play  the  fwaggerer,  bear  this,  bear  all : 
She  fays  I  am  not  fair,  that  I  lack  manners, 
She  calls  me  proud,  and  that  fhe  could  not  love  me 

Were  man  as  rare  as  Phenix:  'od's  my  will, 
Her  love  is  not  the  Hare  that  I  did  hunt, 
Why  writes  the  fo  to  me  ?  Well  Shepherd,  well, 
This  is  a  letter  of  your  own  device. 

Sil.  No,  I  protcft,  I  know  not  the  contents, 
Phebe  did  write  it. 

Rof  Come  come,  you  are  a  fool, 

And  turn'd  into  the  extremity  of  love. 
I  faw  her  hand,  fhe  has  a  leathern  hand, 
A  free-ftone  coloured  hand  :  I  verily  did  think 

That  her  old  gloves  were  on,  but  'twas  her  hands 
She  has  a  hufwives  hand,  but  that's  no  matter  j 
I  fay  fhe  never  did  invent  this  letter, 
This  is  a  mans  invention,  and  his  hand: 

Sit.  Sure  it  is  hers. 

Rof.  Whyj'tisa  boifterous  and  a  cruel  ftile, 
A  ftile  for  challengers  ;  why,  fhe  defies  me, 
Like  Turk  to  Chriftian  \  womens  gentle  brain 
Cauld  not  drop  forth  fuch  giant  rude  invention, 
Such  Ethiop  words,  blacker  in  their  Effect 
Than  in  their  countenance  \  will  you  hear  the  letter  ? 

Sil.  Sopleafe  you,  for  I  never  heard  it  yet ; 
Yet  heard  too  much  of  Phebe s  cruelty. 

Rof  She  Phebesme  ;  mark  how  the  ryrant  writes,' 
Read.  Art  thou  god,  to  fhepherd  turtfdt 

That  a  maidens  heart  hath  burn' 'd  ? 
Can  a  woman  rail  thus. 

Sil.  Call  you  this  railing  ? 
Rof.  Read.  Why,  thy  godhead  laid  apart, 

Waft  thou  with  awomans  heart  ? 
Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  railing? 
Whiles  the  eye  of  man  did  wooe  me, 
That  could  do  no  vengeance  to  me. 

Meaning  me  a  beaft. 
If  the  fcorn  of  your  bright  eyne 

Hive  power  to  raife  fuch  love  in  m'nt\ Jlackyi  n  me ,  what  ftrange  ejfett 
Would  they  work-in  mild  afpeil  ? 
Whiles  you  chid  me,  J  did  love. 
How  then  might  your  prayers  move  ? 
He  that  bri-gs  this  love  to  thee, 
Little  knows  this  love  in  me  : 
And  by  him  feal  up  thy  mind, 
Whether  that  thy  youth  and  kind 
Will  the  faithful  <ffer  take 

Of  me,  and  all  that  I  can  make, 
Or  elfe  by  him  my  love  deny, 
sAnd  then  Pie  ftudyhow  to  dye. 

Sil. 



184 
As  you  li^e  iu 

SH.  Call  you  (his  chiding  ? 
Cel.  Alas  poor  fhrpherd. 
Rof.  Do  \ou  pity  him  ?  No,  he  deferves  no  pity:  wilt 

thou  love  Inch  a  woman  ?  What  to  make  thee  ah  inftru- 
tner.t,  and  play  fallc  ftringsupon  thee  ?  not  to  be  endured. 
Wei),  go  your  way  ro  her,  ( for  I  lee  love  hath  made 
thee  atametnake  )  and  fay  this  to  her  ,  That  if  (he  love 

me,  1  chaige  her  to  love  thee  .•  if  fhe  will  not,  I  will  ne- 
ver have  her,  unlets  thou  entreat  for  her:  if  you  be  a 

true  lover,  hence,  and  not  a  word  \  for  here  comes  more 
company.  Exit.Sil, 

Enter  Oliver. know  ) 

Oliv.  Good  morrow,  fair  ones :  pray  you,  (  if  you 
Wherein  the  Purlewsof  this  Forreftftands. 

A  Iheep-coat,  fenced  about  with  Olive-trees. 
Cefr  Weft  of  this  place  down  in  the  neighbour  bottom 

The  tank  of  Ofiers,  by  the  murmuring  ftreara 

Left  on  your  right  hand,  bring  you  to  the  phce.* 

But  at  this  hour  the  houi'e  doth  keep  it  felf, 
There's  none  within. 

Oli  If  that  an  eye  may  profit  by  a  tongue, 
Then  fhould  1  know  you  by  description, 
Such  garments,  and  fuch  years :  the  boy  is  fair, 
Of  female  favour,  and  beftows  himfelf 
Like  a  ripe  Sifter  i  Buc  the  woman  low 
And  browner  than  fur  brother :  are  not  you 
The  owner  of  the  houCe  I  did  enquire  for  ? 

Cel.  It  is  no  boaft  being  ask'd,  to  fay  we  are. 
OH,  Orlando  doth  commend  him  to  you  both, 

And  to  thac  youth  he  calls  his  Rofalinde, 
He  fends  this  bloody  Napkin  ;  are  \ouhe? 

Kof.  1  am  \  whatmuft  weunderftand  by  this? 
Oli.  Some  of  ray  fhame,  if  you  will  know  of  me 

What  man  I  am,  and  how,  and  why,  and  where 
This  handkercher  was  ftiin'd. 

Cel.  I  pray  you  tell  it. 
Oli.  When  laft  the  young  Orlando  parted  from  you, 

He  left  a  promifc  to  return  again 
Within  an  hour,  and  pacing  through  the  Forreft, 
Chewing  the  food  of  fweet  and  bitter  fancy, 
Lo  what  befel  j  he  threw  his  eye  afide, 
And  mark  what  obj;£t  did  prefent  it  lelf 

Under  an  old  Oak,  whole  bows  were  mofs'd  with  age, 
And  high  top  bald  with  dry  antiquity ; 
A  wretched  ragged.man,  ore-grown  wtthhair 
Lay  fleeping  on  his  back  ;  about  his  neck 

A  green  and  guilded  fnake  had  wreath'd  it  felf, 
Who  with  her  head, nimble  in  threats  approach'd 
The  opening  of  his  mouth  i  but  fuddenly 

Seeing OrUndo,  it  unlink'd  it  felf, 
And  with  indented  glides d  d  flip  away 
Into  a  bufh,  under  whofe  bufhes  made 
A  Lioneff,  with  udders  all  drawn  dry, 
Lay  couching  head  on  ground,  with  catlike  watch 
When  that  the  Hoping  man  fhou'd  ftirj  for  'tis 
The  royal  difpofition  of  that  beaft 
To  prey  on  nothing  that  doth  feem  as  dead 
This  feen,  Orlando  did  approach  the  map, 
And  found,  it  was  his  brother,  his  elder  brother. 

Cel.  O  I  have  heard  him  fpeak  of  that  fame  brother, 
And  he  did  render  him  the  moft  unnatural 

That  liv'd  amongftmen 
Oli.  And  well  he  might  fo  do, 

For  well  I  know  he  was  unnatural. 

%of.  Eutto  Orhndo    did  he  leave  him  there 

Food  to  thefuck'd  and  hungry  Lioncfs : 
Oli.  Twice  did  he  turn  his  back,  and  purpos'd  fo  ; 

But  Kindnefs  nobler  ever  than  revenge, 
And  nature  ftronger  than  his  juft  occallon, 
Made  him  give  battel  to  the  Lionefs  , 
Who  quickly  fell  before  him,in  which  hurtling 
From  miferablc  flumber  I  awaked. 

Cel.  Are  you  -his  brother  ? 

Rof.  Wav't  you  he  relcu'd  ? 
Cel.  Was'c  you  that  did  fo  oft  contrive  to  kill  him  > 
Oli.  'Twas  { i  but  'tis  not  I  ;  I  do  not  fhame 

To  tell  you  what  I  wa«,  fince  my  e  nveifion 
So  fweetly  tafts,  being  the  thing  I  am. 

Rof.  But  for  the  bloody  napkin  ? 
Oli.  By  and  by. 

When  from  the  fir  ft  to  iafl  betwixt  us  two, 
Tears  our  recountrr,ent=  had  mofr  kindly  ba-vh'd^ 
As  how  I  came  into  that  defert  place. 
In  brief,  he  led  me  to  the  gentle  Duke, 
Who  gavemefrcfh  array, and  entertainment* 
Committing  me  unto  my  brothers  love, 
Who  led  me  inftantly  unto  hi-Cave, 
There  ftript  hiraiclf,  and  here  upon  his  arm 
The  Lionels  had  torn  fome  flefh  aw^y, 
Which  ail  this  while  hid  bled  ;  and  now  b*  fainted, 
Andcri'din  fainting  upon  lijfalinde. 
Brief,  I  recover'd  him,  bound  up  his  wound, 
And  after  fomelmall  ipace,  being  ftrong  at  heart, 
Hefent  me  hither,  ftr?nger  as  I  am 
To  tell  this,  that  you  mi  .htexcufc 
His  broken  promife,  and  to  give  this  napkin 
Died  in  his  blood,  unto  the  Shepherd  youth, 
That  he  in  fport  doth  call  hie  Rofalinde. 

Cel.  Why  how  now  Gammid,  tweet  Gaxived} 
Oli.  Many  will  fwoon  when  they  do  look  on  blood. 
Cel.  There  is  no  more  in  it    Cofin  Ganimed. 
Oli.  Look  he  recovers. 

Rof.  I  would  I  were  at  home. 

Cel.  We'l  lead  you  thither. 
I  pray  you  take  him  by  the  arm. 

Oli.  Be  of  good  cheer,  youth:  you  a  man  ? 
You  lack  a  mans  heart. 

Rof.  1  do  fo,  I  conf;fsit. 
Ah  firra,  a  body  would  think  this  was  well  counterfeited 
I  pray  you  tell  your  brother  how  well  I  counterfeited 

heigh-ho. 
Oli.  This  was  not  counterfeit,  there  is  too  great  refti 

roony  in  your  complexion  that  it  was  paflioa  of  ear 

neft. %of.  Counterfeit,  I  sfTsire  you. 
Oli.  Well  then,  take  a  good  heart,  and  counterfeit  to 

be  a  man. 
Rof.  So  I  do  :  buti'/aith,  1  fhould  have  been  a  woman 

by  righr. Cel.  Come,  you  look  paler  and  paler :  pray  you  draw 
homewards ;  good  Qr,  go  with  us. 

Oli.  That  will  1  ;  for  I  rauft  bearanfwer  back 

How  you  excufemy  brother,  Rofaltnie. 
Kof.  I  mall  devife  Something  :  bud  pray  you  commend 

my  counterfeiting  to  him  •,  will  you  go  ? Exeunt. 

Attus  Quintus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Clown  and  jiudrie. 
i 

Clo.  We  fhallfind  a  time  tdndrie,  patience  gentle  jiu- 
drie. 

<tsf*d.  Faith  the  Prieft  was  good  enough,  for  all  the  old gentlemans  faying. 

0°-  A  moft  wicked  Sir  Oliver,  Andr;%  a  moft  vi'e  Mar- 
text.  But  Audrie,  there  is  a  youth  here  in  the  Forreft 
Jays  claim  to  you. 

J$nd  1,  1  know  who  *  is  \  he  hath  no  intereft  in  me  in 
the  world  \  here  comes  the  man  you  mean . 

Enter  William. 

Clo.  It  is  meat  and  drink  tome  to  fee  a  Clown-,  by  my troth 



As  you  hl\e  tti 

>d  Wits  have  much  to  anfwer  for  : 

ing: 

troth,  we  that  have  goo 

we  (ball  be  flouting  :  we  cannot  hold. 

Will.  Good  t^n.Judriy. 

Aud.  God  ye  good  ev'n,  William. 
Will.  And  good  evn  to  you  fir. 

flo  Good  ev'n,  gentle  Friend.  Cover  thy  head,  c
over 

thy  head  j  Nay,  prethee  be  caver  d.  How  ol
d  arc  you, 

Friend  ? 

Will  Five  and  twenty,  fir. 

Clo.  A  ripe  age  :  is  thy  name  William  ( 
Will.  William,  fa. 

Clo.  A  fair  name.  Was't  born  ?  th  Forreft  here  i 
Will- 1  fir, I  thank  God. 

Clo.  Thank  God  :  a  good  anfwer : 
Art  rich  ? 

Will.  'Faith  fir,  fo,  fo. 

Clo.  So,  fo,  is  good,  very  good,  very  excellent  go
od :  and 

yet  it  is  not  j  it  is  but  fo,fo. 
Art  thou  wife  ? 

Will.  I  fir,  1  have  a  pretty  Wit.  r 

C7<>  Why,  thou  fayeft  well  :  1  do  now  remember  
a  lay- 

The  Foal  doth  think  he  is  wife,  but  the  wife  man 

knows  himfelf  to  be  a  Fool.    The  Heathen  Fhilof
opher, 

when  he  had  adcfne  to  eat  a  Grape,  would  open  his  hps
 

when  he  put  it  into  his  mouth,  meaning  thereby,  that
 

Grapes  were  made  to  eat,  and  Lips  to  open. 
You  do  love  this  maid  i 

Will.  I  do,  fir. 

Clo,  Give  me  your  hand  :  Art  thou  Learned  ? 
Will.  No,  fir.  . 

Clo  Then  learn  this  of  me,  To  have,  is  to  have.  For  it  is 

a  Figure  in  Rhetorick,  that  drink  being  poured  out  of  a  cup 

into  a  glafs,  by  filling  the  one,  doth  empty  the  other. 
 For 

all  your  Writers  do  confent,  that  irfs  U  he :  now  you  are  not 

if  ft ;  for  I  am  he. 
Wif/.  Which  he,  fir  ? 

Clo.  He  fir,  that  ouuft  marry  this  woman :  Therefore  you 

Clown,  abandon :  which  is  in  the  vulgar,  Lave  the  focie- 

ty  :  which  in  the  boorifb,  is  company,  of  this  Female  : 
which  in  the  common,  is  woman  :  which  together,  is,  a 

bandon  the  fociety  of  this  Female  ;  or,  Clown,  thou  pcrifh- 

cft:  or  to  thy  better  underftanding,  cieft  i  or  (to  wit)  1 

kill  thee  ;  make  thee  away,  tranflate  thy  life  into  death, 

thy  liberty  into  bondage :  1  will  deal  in  poyfon  with  thee, 

or  inbaftinadoi  orinfteel:  I  will  bandy  with  thee  in  facti- 

on, I  will  o're  run  thee  with  policy  *,  I  will  kill  thee  a  hun- 
dred and  fifty  ways;  therefore  tremble  and  depart. 

Aud.  Do,  gooo  William. 
VVill  God  reft  you  merry,  fir.  Exit. 

Enter  Cotin. 

Cor.  Our  Mafter  and  Miftris  feeks  you :  come  away,  a- 
way. 

Clo.  Trip  «s4udreyy  trip  Audrey,  I  attend, 
I  attend. 

Exeunt 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Orlando  ̂ Oliver. 

my  Father's  Houfc,  and  all  the  Revenue,  that  was  old  Sir 
Rowland's,  will  I  eftateupon  you»  and  here  live  and  die  a 

Shepherd. 

Enter  Rcfalind; 

Orl.  You  have  my  confent. 
Let  your  Wedding  be  to  morrow  :  thither  will  I 
Invite  the  Duke,  and  all's  contented  followers 
Go  you,  and  prepare  AUena ;  for  look  you, 
Here  comes  my  Rofalinde. 

Rof.  God  fave  you,  brother.' Orl.  And  you,  fair  filter. 
Rof  Oh  ray  dear  Orlando^  how  it  grieves  me  to  fee  thee 

wear  thy  heart  in  a  fcarf. 
Orl.  It  is  my  arm. 

Rof.  I  thought  my  heart  had  been  wounded  with  the  claws 
of  a  Lion. 

Orl.  Wounded  it  i?,  but  with  the  eyes  of  a  Lady, 

Rof.  Did  your  brother  tell  you  how  1  counterfeited  to 

fwound,  when  he  fhew'd  me  your  handkerchief? 
Orl.  I,  and  greater  wonders  than  that. 

Rof  O,  I  know  where  you  are:  Nay,  'tis  true:  there was  never  any  thing  fo  fudden,  but  the  fight  of  two  Rams, 

and  Cefar's  Thrafonical  brag,  of,  I  came,  law,  and  overcame : 
For  your  brother,  and, my  filter,  no  fooncr  met,  but  they 

look'd  nofooner  look'd,  but  they  lov'd  ;  no  fooner  lov'd, 

but  they  figiAl  j  no  looner  figh'd,  but  they  ask'd  one  ano- 
ther the  rtal'on ; nofooner  knew  thereafon,  but  they  fought 

the  remedy  s  and  in  thefe, degrees  have  they  made  a  pair  of 
flairs  to  marriage,  which  they  will  climb  incontinent,  or  elte 
be  incontinent  before  marriage  ,  they  are  in  the  very  wrath 
of  Love,  and  they  will  together.  Clubs  cannot  part 
them. 

Or.  They  fhall  be  married  to  morrow  :  and  I  will  bid  the 
Duke  to  the  Nuptial.  But  O,  how  bitter  a  thing  it  is  to  look 

into  happinefs  through  another  man's  eyes :  by  fo  much  the more  fhall  I  to  morrow  be  at  the  height  of  heart  heavinefs, 
by  how  much  I  fhall  think  my  brother  happy,  in  having  what 
he  wifhes  for. 

Rof.  Why  then  to  morrow  I  cannot  ferve  your  turn  for 

Rofalinde  ? Or.  1  can  live  no  longer  by  thinking. 

Rof.l  will  weary  you  then  no  longer  with  idle  talking. 
Know  of  me  then  (  for  now  J  fpeak  to  fome  purpofe  ) 
that  I  know  you  are  a  Gentleman  of  good  conceit.  I  fpeak 
not  this ,  that  you  fhould  bear  a  good  opinion  ot  my 
knowledg :  infomuch  ( I  fay  J  I  know  you  are  :  neither 

do  1  labour  for  'a  greater  efteem  than  may  in  forae  little 
meafure  draw  a  belief  from  you,  to  do  your  lelf  good, 
and  not  to  grace  me.  Believe  then,  if  you  pleafe*  that 
lean  do  flange  things :  I  have  fincel  was  three  years  old, 
converft  with  a  Magician,  rnoft  profound  in  his  heart,  and 
yet  not  damnable.  If  you  do  love  Rofalinde  fo  near  ihe 

heart,  as  your  gesture  cri^s  it  out,  when  your  brother 
marries  AUena,  you  fhall  marry  her.  I  know  into  what 
flreights  of  Fortune  fhe  is  driven  \  and  it  is  not  impoffible 
to  me,  if  it  appear  not  inconvenient  to  you,  to  fet  her  before 
your  eyes  tomorrow,  humane  as  fhe  b,  and  without  any 
danger. 

Or.  Speak'ft  thou  in  fobef  rneaniugs  ? 
Rof.  By  my  Life  I  do,  which  I  tender  dearly,  thol  fay  1 

am  a  Magician :  Therefore  put  you  in  your  beft  array,  bid 
your  Friends :  For  if  you  will  be  married  to  morrow,  you 

fhall,  and  to  Rofalinde^  if  you  will. 
Or.  Is't  poffibIe,that  on  fo  little  acquaintance  you  fhould 

like  her  ?  that,  but  feang,  you  fhould  love  her  ? 
And  loving  woo  ?  and  wooing,  fhe  fhould  grant  f  And  will 
you  perlivcre  to  enjoy  her  ? 

01.  Neither  call  the  giddinefs  of  it  inqueflioh,  the  po- 
verty of  her,  the  fmall  acquaintance,  my  fudden  wooing, 

nor  fudden  conferring    but  fay  with  me,  I  love  AUena  ■■ 
fay  with  her,  that  fhe  loves  me  ;  confent  with  both,  that  1  To  fcera  difpiteful  and  ungentle  to  you  : 
we  may  enjoy  each  other  :  it  fhall  fee  to  your  good  j  For  |  Q 

Enter  Silvius,  and  Phebe. 

Look,  here  comes  a  Lover  of  mine,  and  a  Lover  of  hers. 
The.  Youth,  you  have  done  me  much  ungentlenefs, 

To  fhew  the  Letter  that  I  writ  to  you. 

'Rjj.  I  care  not  if  I  have  :  it  is  my  ftudy 

You 



As  you  it. 

'  You  arc  these  followed  by  a  faithful  Shepherd  ; 
Lookipm  him,  love  hicn:  he  worfhips  you. 

Pke.  Good  Shepherd,  tell  this  y  outh  what  'tis  to  love- 
S.l.  U  is  to  be  made  all  of  fight,  and  tears  , 

And  to  am  I  tor  Thtbe- 
Pkt.  An  J  !  for  G Mtrne J. 
Or.  And  I  for  Rojahnd. 

Rof  And  1  for  no  woman. 

St  'l.  It  is  to  be  ail  made  of  faith  and  fervicc^ 
;\r»d  lo  a:n  I  for  I'hebe. 

Vh;.  And  I  for  Ganimid. 
Or.  And  1  for  Rojaitnd. 

Rof.  And  I  tor  v.o  woman. 
Sil.  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fantafie, 

A:lm.idcof  paflion,  and  all  made  ot  wifhes, 

AH  adoration,  duty  and  obfervance, 

Ali  humblcncfs,  a'l  patience,  and  impatience, 

At!  purity,  all  trial,  allobiervance  $ 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phtbe. 

Fbe.  And  fo  am  ]  lor  Ganimed. 

Or.  nnd  foam  1  for  Rofalind. 

Rof.  A.id  fo  am  I  for  no  woman. 

£P/«.  If  this  befo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you? 

Sil.  ff  chi*  be  lb,  why  blame  yoo  rae  to  Jove  you  ? 

Or  If  tffebs  to,  why  blarrre"  you  me  tdloveyou? 
Rof.  Why  d  j  y  >u  fpeak  too  ?  Why  blame  you  me  to  love 

you  ? 
O/:  To  her  that  is  not  here1,'  nor  doth  not  hear. 

R4  Fray  you  no  moreof  this-,  'tis  like  the  howling  of 
mjk  Wolves  agatnft  the  Moon  i  I  will  help  you  if  1  can  ;  I 
edd  love  v  u  if  I  could:To  morrow  meet  me  all  together^ 

I  w  iH  marry  y  u,  if  ever  I  marry  Woman,  and  *le  be  roarri- 

ed  io  morrow  i  I  will  fatisfie  you,  tf  everl  fatisfi'd  man,  and 

you  flul  be  anrrie'd  tomorrow.  I  will  content  you,  if  what 

pltaafes  you  contents  you,  and  you  fhall  bemarried  to  mor- 

row. As  you  love  Rofalind  meet,  as  you  love  Plitbe  meet,  and 

as  I  love  no  woman,  Tie  meet.  So  fare  you  well ,  1  have  left 
you  cemai  mds. 

Sil.  He  not  fail,  if  Hivei 
Pbo.  Nor  I. 

Or.  N-jr  i.  Exeunt. 

 1  : — i — ~  r~~~ 

Seeni  Tertia.  . 

Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

CI*.  To  morrow  fe  the  joyful  day  i  Audrey,  to  morrow 
will  we  be  married. 

j&ii  i  do  defire  it  with  all  my  heart :  and  I  hope  it  is  no 

dilhoaeft  defire,  to  defire  to  be  a  woman  of  the  world, 

rjbre  cvme  two  of  thebanifh'd  Duke's  Pages. 

Enter  mo  Pjges. 

i.  Pa.  Well  met  honeft  Gentleman. 

Cla  By  mv  «oth  well  met:  come,  fit,  fit,  and  a  fong. 

2  Pa.  We" are  tor  you,  fir  iW  middle. 
s.  Pa.  Shall  we  clap  inco"t  roundly,  without  hauking,  cr 

fpitsing,  or  faying  we  art  hoarle,  which  are  the  only  pro- 

logues to  a  bad  voice.  1 
i  Pa.  1'faith.r/aith,  and  both  in  tune,  like  two  Gypft.s  cn 

Song. 

It  vcas  4  Lover  and  his  Lafs, 

IVitb  a  hey  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino, 
lhat  *?rt  the  green  corn  field  did  pafs 

In  the  faring  time  j  the  only  pretty  rang  time, 
_     When  birds  do  fing,  key  ding  a  ding,  ding. 

'  Sweet  Lovers  love  the  fpring. 

And  therefore  teethe  prefect  time* 

Wish  a  hey,  ar,d  a  ho,  and  a  icy  nonius  \  • 
For  love  if  eroarnedxvtth  the pr.tae. 

In  fpring-time,  &c. 

Between  ths  acr  es  of  the  Rie, 
IVtth  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino  j 

Theft  pretty  Country-folks  tce'hld  lit, In  the  Jpring'Ume,  &CC 

The  Carrel  they  began  that  hou*, 
With  a  hey.  and  *  ho,  and-a  hey  nonino  • 
H  off  that  a  Life  xvm  but  a  Flower, 

In  the  fpring-time  ,&<:. 

Cis.  Truly  young  Gent'emen,  though  there  was  no  great 
matter  in  the  ditty,  yet  the  note  was  very  untunable. 

i.  Pa.  You  are  deceived, fir,  wc  keep  time,  we  loft  not  our time. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  yes:  Iccunt  it  but  time  loft  tohearfuch 
a  foolifh  fong.  God  buy  you,  and  God  mend  your  voice. 
Come  Audrey.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Duke  Senior,  Amyens,  J  ;ques,  Oilando,  Oliver, 

Celia. 

Du.  Sen.  Doft  thou  believe,  Orlando,  that  the  boy 
Can  do  all  this  that  he  hath  promiled  ? 

Or.  1  fbmetimes  do  believe,  and  fometimes  do  not  } 
As  thole  that  fear  they  hope,  and  know  they  fear. 

Enter  Rofalinde,Si!vius,  and  Phebe. 

Rof.  Patience  once  more,  whiles  our  compact  is  urg'd  : 
You  fay,  if  1  bring  in  your  RofAinde, 
You  will  beftow  her  on  Orlando  here? 

Du.  Sen.  That  would  I,  had  I  Kingdoms  to  give  with  her. 
Rof.  And  you  lay  you  will  have  her  when  1  bring  hir  ? 
Or.  That  would  1,  were  1  of  all  Kingdoms  King. 

R  f.  You  fay  you'l  marry  me,  if  1  be  willing. 
Phc.  That  will  I,  fhould  I  die  the  hour  alter. 
Rof.  But  if  you  do  refute  to  many  me, 

You'l  give  your  felf  to  this  moft  faithful  Shepherd. The.  So  is  the  bargain. 

Rof.  You  fay,  that  you'l  have  Phebe,  if  fhewill? 
Sil.  Tho  to  have  her  and  death  were  both  one  thing. 

Rof.  1  have  promis'd  to  make  all  this  matter  even  : 
Keep  you  your  word,  O  Duke,  to  give  your  Daughter  j 
You  yours,  Orlando,  to  receive  his  Daughter  : 

Keep  you  >our  word,  Phebe,  that  you'i  marry  me  j 
Or  elfe  refufing  me,  to  wed  this  flu  pherd  ; 

Keep  your  word,  Silvias,  that  you'i  marry  her, 
If  (he  refufe  roc ;  and  Irom  hercc  1  go 
1  o  make  thefe  doubts  ali  even. 

Exit  Rof  and  C;Iia. 

Du.  Sen.  I  do  remember,  in  this  fhephcrds  boy, 

Some  lively  touches  of  my  daughter's  favour. 
Or.  My  Lord,  the  firft  time  that  lever  law  him, 

Methought  he  was  a  brother  to  your  daughter  j 

But  my  good  Lord,  this  boy  is  Forreft  born, 
And  hath  been  tutor'd  in  the  Rudiments 
Of  many  defperate  ftudies  by  his  Unckle, 
Who  he  reports  to  be  a  great  Magician . 

Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

Obfcured  in  the  circle  of  this  Forreft. 

Jaq.  There  is  fure  another  flood  toward,  and  thefe  cou- 
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pies  are  coming  to  the  Ark.    Here  com?s  a  pair  of  very 

itrange  hearts,  which  in  all  tongues  are  cill'd  Fools. Clo.  Salutation  and  greeting  to  you  all. 

Jaq.  Good  my  Lord  bid  him  welcome.  This  is  the  Mot- 

ley-aiinded  Gentleman  that  I  have  fo  often  met  in  the  For- 
reft:  he  hath  been  a  Courtier  he  ftvears. 

C/ If  any  man  doubt  that.ltthim  put  me  to  my  purgation, 
1  have  trod  a  meafure,  I  have  flattrcd  a  Lady,  1  have  been 

policick  with  mv  friend,  lmoothwith  mine  enemy,  I  have 

undone  three  Tai.ors,  I  have  had  four  quarrels,  and  like  to 
have  fought  one. 

Jaq.  And  how  was  that  tane  up? 

CI .  Faith  we  met,  and  found  the  quarrel  was  upon  the  fe- 
venth caufe. 

faq.  How  the  feventh  caufe  ?  Good  my  Lord,  like  this fello.v. 
Vu.  Sen.  I  like  him  very  well. 

Clo.  God'ild  you  fir,  1  defire  you  of  the  like :  I  prefs  in 

here,  fir,  amongft  the  reft  of  the  Countrey  copulatives,  to 

(wear,  and  tofoifwear,  accordiug  as  Marriage  binds,  and 

blood  breaks  •■  a  poor  virgin,  fir,  an  tll-favoui'd  thing,  fir, 
but  mine  own,  a  poor  humour  of  mine,  fir,  to  take  that  that 

no  man  eli'e  will:  rich  honefty  dwells  like  a  mifer,  fir,  in  a 
poor  houfe,  as  your  Pearl  in  your  Oyfter. 

Du  Sen.  By  my  Faith  he  is  vety  fwift  and  fententious. 

Clo.  According  to  the  Fool's  bolt,  fir,  and  fuch  dulcet  dif- eafes. 

Jaq.  But  for  the  feventh  caufe  :  How  did  ycu  find  the 

quarrel  on  the  feventh  caufe  ? 
Clo.  Upon  a  Lie  leven  times  removed  (bear  your  body 

more  teeming  Audry):  as  thus,  fir :  I  did  diflike  the  cut  of  a 

certain  Courtier's  beard  :  he  f  nt  me  word,  If  1  faid  his 
beard  was  not  cut  well,  he  was  in  the  mind  it  was :  this  is 

call'd  the  retort  courteous.  If  I  fent  him  word  again,  it  was 
well  cut,  he  would  fend  me  word,  he  cut  it  to  deafe  him- 

felf :  this  is  call'd  the  quip  modeft.  If  again,  it  was  not  well 

cut,  hedifabled  my  judgment :  this  is  call'd  the  reply  chur- 
lifh.  If  again,  it  was  net  well  cut,  he  would  anfwer,  I  lpake 

not  true:  this  is  c»U'd  the  reproof  valiant.  If  again,  it  was 
not  well  cut,  he  would  fay.  Hie:  this  is  call'd  the  counter, 
check  quarrelfome ;  and  fo  to  the  Lie  circumftantial,  and  the 
Lie  direct. 

Juq.  And  how  oft  did  you  fay  his  beard  was  not  well 
cut  ? 

Clo  Idurft  go  no  further  than  the  Lie  circuratfantial :  nor 

he  durft  not  give  me  the  Lie  dirett  :  and  fo  we  meafut'd 
fword?,  and  parted. 

Jaq.  Can  you  nominate  in  order  now  the  degrees  of  the 
Lie. 

Clo.  O  fir,  we  quarrel  in  Print,  by  the  book :  as  you  have 
books  for  grod  manners :  1  will  name  you  the  degrees  The 
firft,  the  Retort  courteous :  the  fecond,  the  Quip  modeft: 
the  third,  the  Reply  churlifh  :  the  fourth,  the  Reproof  va- 

liant :  the  fifth,  the  Countercheck  quarrelfome:  the  fixth, 
the  Lie  with  circumlrance:  the  feventh,  the  Lie  direct.  All 

thefe  you  may  avoid,  but  the  Lie  direct :  and  you  may  a- 
void  that  too,  with  an  If.  I  knew  when  ieven  Juftices  could 
not  take  up  a  Quarrel,  but  when  the  parties  were  met 
themft  Ives,  one  of  them  thought  but  of  an  If  \  as,  If  you 
faid  fo,  then  I  laid  fo :  and  they  fhook  hands,  and  fwore 
brothers.  Your  It  is  the  only  peace-maker:  much  virtue  in 
If. 

Jaq.  Is  not  this  a  rare  fellow,  my  Lord  ?  He's  as  good  at 
any  thing,  and  yet  a  Fool. 

Du%  Sen.  He  ufes  his  Folly  like  a  ftalkir.g-horfe,  and  un- 

I  der  the  ̂ ref'entation  of  that  he  fhoot.,  his  Wit. 

Errf.r  Hymen,  Rofalind,  <j»^Cdia. 

Sfiti M'ufi&t 

Fymen:  Then  is  there  mirth  in  h  avent 
When  earthly  things  made  even 

attone  together .  - 

Good  Duke  receive  thy  daughter, 

Hymen  from  heaven  brought  hery 
Tea,  brought  her  hither, 

That  thou  rmghty ft  j>,yn  her  hand  with  Im9 Whofe  heart  within  hit  bofom  is. 

Rof.  To  you  I  give  my  felf ;  for  1  am  yours. 
Or.  To  you  I  give  ray  felf  -  for  1  am  yours. 
Du.Se.  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my  daughter. 
Or.  It  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my  Rofalind. 
The.  If  fight  and  fhape  be  true,  why  then  my  Love  adieu. 
Rof.  Tie  have  no  Father,  if  you  be  not  he  : 

I'le  have  no  Husband,  if  you  be  not  he : 
Nor  nt're  wed  woman,  if  you  be  not  fhe, 

Hy.  Peace  hoa:  Ibarconfufion  i 
'Tis  I  muft  make  con dufion 
Of  thefe  raoft  Orange  events : 
Here's  eight  that  rauft  take  hands, 
To  joyn  in  Hymens  bands, 
If  tiuth  holds  true  contents. 

You  and  you  no  crofs  fhall  part 
You  and  you  are  heart  in  heart  ; 
You  to  his  Love  muft  accord, 
Or  have  a  Woman  to  your  Lord. 
You  and  you  are  fure  together, 
As  the  Winter  to  foul  weather  : 
Whiles  a  Wedlock  Hymn  wc  fing, 

Feed  ycur  felves  with  quefhoning: 
That  reafori,  vender  may  diminifh 
How  thus  we  met,  and  thefe  things  firyfli. 

Song.  ? 

WedJing  is  great  Juno'j  crown, 
O  hlejfedbond  of  board  and  bed: 

'Tis  Hymen  peoples  every  toun, 
High  wedlock,  then  be  honoured : 

Honour ,  high  honour  and  rtnorvn 
To  Hymen,  God  of  every  Town. 

Dn  Se  u  O  rr  y  de^r  Neece,  welcome  thou  art  to  me, 

Even  daughter,  welcome,  in  no  lefs  degree. 
The.  I  will  not  eat  my  word,  now  thou  art  mine, 

Thy  Faith,  my  Fancy  to  thee  doth  combine. 

Enter  Second  Brother. 

2.  Bro  Let  roe  have  audience  for  a  word  or  two : 

I  am  the  fecond  Son  of  old  Sir  Rowland, 
That  bring  thefe  tidings  to  this  fair  Affembly. 

Duke  Frederick,  hearing  how  that  everyday- 
Men  of  great  worth  rtforted  to  this  Forreft, 
Addreft  a  mighty  power  which  were  on  foot 
In  his  own  conduct,  purpofely  to  take 
His  brother  here,  and  put  him  to  the  fword  : 
And  to  the  skirt*  of  this  wild  Wqod  he  came  j 
Where  meeting  with  an  old  religious  man, 
After  fomequ^ftion  with  him,  was  converted 
Both  from  his  entei  prize,  and  from  the  world  : 

His  Crown  bf  queathing  to  his  banifh'd  Brother, 
And  all  their  Lands  reftoi'd  to  him  again 
That  were  with  him  cxil'd.  This  to  be  true, 
I  do  engage  my  life. 

Du.  Sen.  Welcome, young  man  : 

Thouoffcr'ft  Lirly  to  thy  brother's  wedding  ; 
To  one  his  Linds  with-held,  and  to  the  other 
A  Land  it  felf  at  large,  a  potent  Dukedome, 
Firft,  in  this  Forreft,  let  us  do  thole  ends 
That  here  were  well  begun,  and  well  begot : 
And  after,  every  of  this  happy  number 
That  have  endur'd  fhrewd  days  and  nights  with  us, 
Shall  fhare  the  good  of  our  returned  Fortune, 

According  to  the  meafure  of  their  ftates. 

Mean  time,  forget  this  ncw-fal'n  dignity, 
0^2  And 
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And  fall  into  our  lluftick  Rtvelty- 

ehv  Muric!v,  and  you  brides  and  Bridegrooms  all
, 

With  meaiure  heap'd  in  joy,  to  th'Mealures
  tall. 

Juq.  Sir,  by  your  patience :  If  1  heard  you  rightly, 

The  Duke  hath  put  on  a  religious  Life, 

And  thtown  iiuo  negleft  the  pompous  Court. 

2.  Bro.  He  hath. 

Juq  To  him  will  I :  out  of  thefe  conv
erges 

There  is  much  matter  to  be  heard  and  
learn'd: 

You  to  your  former  Honour,  I  bequeath 

Your  patience,  and  your  vertue  well deferv
es,  it : 

Y  u  to  a  Love  that  your  true  Faith  doth  mer
it  •, 

You  to  your  Land,  and  Love,  and  great  Allie
s 

You  to  a  long  and  wtlUeferved  bed 

And  you  to  wrangling    for  thy  loving  Voyage 

I,  but  for  two  months  viauaUM  :  So  to  your  pleasures  •, 
I  am  for  other  than  lor  dancing  meafures. 

Dh.  Sen.  Stay,  Jaqttis,fay. 

J*q.  To  iee  no  paftime,  1 :  what  you  would  have, 

Fie  Ray  to  know  at  your  abandon'd  cave.  Exit. 
Dtt.  Sen.  Proceed,  proceed,  we  will  begin  thefe  rights, 

As  wedotruft,  they'l  end  in  true  delight?. 
Rof.  It  is  not  the  fafhion  to  Ice  the  Lady  the  Epilogue; 

but  it  is  no  more  unhandfomc  than  to  fte  the  Lord  the,  Pro- 
logue. If  it  be  true,  that£*W  Wine  needs  noBttfli,  'ns  true 

that  a  good  Play  needs  no  Epilogue.  Yet  to  good  Wine 
they  do  ufe  good  Bufhes ;  and  good  Plays  prove  the  better 
by  the  help  of  good  Epilogues.  What  a  cafe  am  1  in  then, 
that  am  neither  a  good  Epilogue,  nor  cannot  infinuate  with 

you  in  the  behalf  of  a  good  Piay  ?  1  am  not  furnifh'd  like  a 
Beggar*,  therefore  to  beg  will  not  become  me.  My  way 
is  to  conjure  you  and  Pit  begin  with  the  women.  I  charge 
you  (OwomenJ  for  the  love  you  bear  to  men,  to  like  as 
much  of  this  Play  as  pit  ales  you:  And  1  charge  ycu  (O 
men )  for  the  love  you  bear  to  women  (as  I  perceive  by  your 
fimpring,  none  of  you  hates  them),  that  between  you  and 
the  women,  the  Play  may  pleafe.  If  1  were  a  woman,  J 
would  kifsasroany  of  you  as  had  beards  that  pleas'd  me, 
complexious  that  lik'd  me,  and  breaths  that  I  defi'd  not. 
And  I  amfure,  as  many  as  have  good  beards,  or  good  faces, 
or  fweet  breaths,  will  for  my  kind  offer,  when  1  make  curt- 
fie,  bid  rae  farcwel.  Ext  urn, 
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A£lu6  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Beggar  and  Hoftefs,  Chriftophero  Sly. 

Beggar. 

j'Le  pheeze  you  in  Faith. 
Hoft.  A  pair  of  Stocks,  you  Rogue. 

Beg.  Y'area  baggage;  the  Sites  are 
no  Rogues.  Look  in  the  Chronicles, 
we  came  in  with  Richard  Conquerour  ; 
therefore  Pattern  pallabris  ,  let  the 
world  Hide:  Seffa. 

Heft. You  wi' I  not  pay  for  the  glalTes 
you  have  burft  } 

Beg.  No,  noc  a  deniere :  go  by  S.  Jeronimy,  go  to  thy  cold 
bed,  and  warm  thee. 

Haft  A  know  my  Remedy  \  I  muftgo  fetch  theHeadbo- 
grough. 

Beg-  Third,  or  fouith,or  fiftB. -rough,  I'teanfwer  him  by 
LiWj  Tie  not  budg  an  inch,  boy:  Let  him  come,  and 
kindly.  Falls  afteep. 

Wind  horns.  Enter  a  Lord  from  huntings  with  bis  train. 

Li/.  Huntfman,  I  charge  thee  tender  well  my  hounds, 

Bfach  Merr  'mari)  the  poor  Cur  is  imboft, 
And  couple  powder  with  the  deep-mouth'd  brach. 
Saw*ft  thou  not,  boy,  how  Silver  made  it  good 
At  the  hedg  corner,  in  thecoldeft  fault, 
1  would  not  lofc  the  dog  for  twenty  pound. 

Hun.  Why,  Belman  is  as  good  as  he,  my  Lord  j 
He  cried  upon  it  at  the  meereftlofs, 

And  twice  to  day  pick'doutthedulleftfent: 
Truft  me,  I  take  him  for  the  better  dog. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  Fool,  if  Eccho  were  as  fleet, 
I  would  efteem  him  worth  a  dozen  fuch. 

Butfup  them  well,  and  look  unto  them  all, 
To  morrow  1  intend  to  hunt  again. 

Hun.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

Lord.  What's  here  ?  one  dead,  or  drunk  ?  See,  doth  he 
breathe  ? 

2  Hun.  He  breathes,  my  Lord.  Were  he  not  warm'd  with 
Ale,  this  were  a  bed  but  cold  to  fleep  fo  foundly. 

Lord.  O  raonftrous  beaft !  how  like  a  Swine  he  lies ! 

Grim  death,  how  foul  and  loathibm  is  thine  image  ! 
Sirs,  I  will  pra&ife  on  this  drunken  man. 

What  think  you  if  he  were  convey'dto  bed, 
Wrap'd  in  fweet  cloaths :  Rings  put  upon  his  ringer  \ 
A  moft  delicious  banquet  by  his  bed, 
And  brave  attendants  near  him  when  he  wakes, 
Would  not  the  Beggar  then  forget  himlell  ? 

1.  Htm.  Believe  rae,  Lord,  I  think  he  cannot  chufe. 
2.  Hun.  It  would  feem  ftrange  unto  him  when  he  wak\J. 

Lord.  Even  as  a  fLtt'ring  dream,  or  worthlefs  fancy. 
Then  take  him  up,  and  manage  well  the  jeft: 
Carry  him  gently  to  my  faireft  Chamber, 
And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  pictures : 
Balm  his  foul  head  in  warm  diftilled  waters, 
And  burn  fweet  wood  to  make  the  Lodging  fweet : 
Procure  me  Mufick  ready  when  he  wakes, 

To 
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To  nuke  a  dulcet  and  a  Heavenly  found  ; 
And  if  he  chance  to  fpeak,  be  ready  ftraight 

C  And  with  a  low  (ubmutive  reverence  ) 

Say,  what  is  it  your  Honour  will  command  ; 
Let  one  attend  him  with  a  filver  Bafon 

Full  of  Rofc-watir,  and  beftf ew'd  with  Flowers, 
Another  bear  the  Ewer  :  the  third  a  Diaper, 

And  fay  ,  will  pleai'e  your  Lord  (hip  cool  your  hands  ? Some  one  be  ready  with  a  coftly  futt, 
And  ask  him  what  apparel  he  will  wear  : 
Another  tell  him  of  his  hounds  and  horfe, 
And  that  his  Lady  mourns  at  his  difeafe, 
perfwade  him  that  he  hath  been  Lunatick  , 

And  when  he  fays  he  is,  fay  that  he  dreams, 
For  he  is  nothing  but  a  mighty  Lord  : 
This  do,  and  do  it  kindly,  gentle  firs; 

!  It  will  be  paftime  patting  excellent, 

|  If  it  be  husbanded  withmcdefty. 
I  l.  Hun.  My  Lord,  I  warrantyou  wewillplay  ourpart, 

j  As  he  (hall  think  by  our  true  diligence 
He  is  no  lels  than  what  we  fay  he  is. 

Lord.  Take  him  up  gently,  and  to  bed  with  him, 
And  e  .ch  one  to  his  office  when  he  wakes. 

5  oud  Trumpets- 

Sirrah,  go  fee  what  Trumpet  'tis  that  founds  , 
Belike  Come  noble  Gentleman  that  means 

(  Travelling  fome  journey  j  torepofe  himfclfhere. 

^  Enter  Servingman. 

How  now?  (who is  it) 
Str.  An  tpleafe  your  hrnour,Playrs 

That  offer  fcrvice  to  your  Lordfhip. 

Enter  Players. 

Lord.  Bid  them  come  near: 

Now  fellows,  you  are  welcome. 
Fla.  We  thank  your  honour- 
Lor.  Do  you  intend  to  (lay  with  me  to  night  ? 
i.  TU-  So  pieafe  your  Lordfhip  to  accept  our  duty. 
Lord.  With  all  my  heart.    This  fellow  I  remember, 

Since  once  he  plaid  a  Farmer's  eldeft  fon> 
'Twas  where  you  woo'd  the  Gentlewoman  fo  well : 
I  have  forgot  your  name  :  but  fure  that  part 

Was  aptly  fitted,  and  naturally  perform'd 
Sim.  I  think  'twas  Solo  that  your  honour  means. 
Lord.  'Tis  very  true,  thou  didft  it  excellent  : 

Weil  you  are  come  to  me  in  happy  time, 
The  rather  for  1  have  fome  fport  in  hand, 

Wherein  your  cunning  can  affiftrae  much. 
There  is  a  Lord  will  htar  you  play  to  night : 
But  I  ana  doubtful  of  your  raoctefties, 
Left  over  eying  of  his  odd  behaviour, 
(For  yet  his  honour  never  heard  a  Play  ) 
You  break  into  fome  merry  paffion, 
And  fo  offend  him  :  for  I  tell  you  firs, 
If  you  fhouldfmile,  he  grows  impatient. 

Pla.  Fear  not  my  Lord,  we  can  contain  our  fdves, 
Were  he  the  vericft  antick  in  the  world. 

Lord.  Go  firra,  take  them  to  the  Buttery,  # 
And  give  them  friendly  welcome  every  one, 
Let  them  want  nothing  that  my  houfe  affords. 

Exit  one  with  the  Players. 

Sirra  go  you  to  Bartholmew  my  page, 
And  lee  him  dreft  in  all  fuits  like  a  Lady  : 
That  done,  conduct  him  to  the  Drunkards  chamber, 
And  call  him  Madam,  do  him  obsifance  : 
Tell  him  from  me  (as  he  will  win  my  love  ) 
He  bear  himfelf  with  honourable  action 

Such  as  he  hath  obferv'd  in  noble  Ladies 
Unto  their  Lords,  by  them  accomplished, 
Such  duty  to  the  Drunkard  let  him  do  : 
With  foft  low  tongue,  and  lowly  coui  tefy, 

And  iky:  What  is'cyour  Honour  will  command, 
Wherein  your  Lady,  and  your  humble  Wife, 
May  (hew  her  duty,  and  m;<kc  known  hf  love. 
And  then  with  kind  embracements,  tempting  kifTes, 
And  with  declining  head  into  his  boicme 
Bid  him  fhed  tears,  asbeing  overjoyed 

To  fee  her  noble  Lord  refloi'd  to  health, 
Who  for  this  feven  years  hath  eflef  med  him 

No  better  than  a  poor  and  loathfom  b-.-ggt:r  : 
And  if  the  boy  have  no:  a  worn  ns  gift 
To  rain  a  (howerof  commanded  tears, 
An  Onion  will  do  well  for  fuch  a  (hift, 

VVhich  in  a  Napkm  (beingclofeconvcy'J^ 
Shall  in  defpight  enforce  a  watry  eye  : 

See  thisdifpatch'd  with  all  the  haile  thou  canft, 
Anon  Tie  give  thee  more  inftructions. 

Exit  a  Servingman. 

I  know  the  boy  will  well  ufurp  the  grace, 
Voice,  gate,  and  action  of  a  Gentlewoman. 
I  long  to  hear  him  call  the  Drunkard,  husband; 
And  how  my  men  will  Ray  themfelvcs  from  laughter, 
When  they  do  homsge  to  this  firnple  peatanr, 
Pie  in  rocounfel  them:  haply  my  preknee 
May  well  abate  the  over  merry  fpleen, 
Which  otherwife  would  grow  into  extreams. 

Enter  aloft  the  Dturkj-rdvc'tth  attendants,  fome  with  apparel, 
Bajon  and  Ewer,  and  other  appn  ten  mas,  and  Lord. 

Beg.  For  Gods  fake  a  pot  of  fmall  A'e. 

1.  Ser.  Wil't  pleafc  your  Lordfhip  drink  a  cup  of  fack  ? 
2.  Ser.  Wil't  pieafe  your  Honour  tafte  of  thefe  Con- ferves  ? 

j.  Ser.  What  raiment  will  your  Honour  wear  today? 
Beg.  I  am  Chrifttphe-o  Site,  call  not  me  honour,  nor 

Lordfhip:  I  ne're  drank  fack  in  my  life:  and  if  you  give 
me  any  Conferves,  g  ve  me  Confer ves  of  Beef:  nt're  ask 
me  what  raiment  i'le  wear,  fori  have  no  more  Doub'ets 
than  Backs;  no  mcie  Stockings  than  Legg;:  nor  no 
more  Shooes  than  Feet,  nay  fometimes  more  Fe<  t  than 
Shooes,  or  fuch  Shooes  as  my  Toes  look  through  the  over- leather. 

Lor.  Heaven  ceafe  thisie'le  humour  in  your  Honour. 
Oh  that  a  mighty  man  of  fuch  defcent, 
Of  luchpoff  (lions,  and  fo  high  efteera, 
Should  beinfufed  with  fo  foul  alpirir. 

B  g.  What,  would  you  make  me  mad  ?  Am  not  \Chri- 
fiophero  Site, old  SU\  (on  of  Bu  ton  hath,  by  birth  aPed- 
ler,  by  education  a  Card-maker,  by  traniroutation  a  bear- 
herd,  and  now  by  preient  profcffion  a  Tinker.  Ask  Mar- 
rian  Hacket  the  fat  Ale-wife  of  Wincot,  if  (he  know  me 
not :  if  fhe  fay  1  am  not  xiv.d.  on  the  (core  for  fheer  Ale, 
fcoreme  up  for  the  lyingft  knave  in  Chriftendome.  What  I 

am  not  beftraught :  here's 1.  Man.  Oh  this  it  is  that  makes  your  Lady  mourn.  I 
2.  Man.  Oh  this  is  it  that  makes  your  fervants  droop. 
Lord.  Hence  comes  it  that  your  kindred  fhur.s  your 

As  beaten  hence  by  your  ftrange  Lunacy.  Choule, 

Oh  Noble  Lord,  bethink  thee  of  thy  bi-'th, 
Call  home  thy  ancient  thoughts  from  banifhmcat, 
And  banifh  hence  the  abject  lowly  dreams : 
Look  how  thy  fervams  do  attend  on  thee, 
Each  in  his  office  ready  at  thy  beck. 
Wilt  thou  have  Mufick  ?  Heark,  Apollo  plays,  Mufick. 
And  twenty  caged  Nightingales  do  fing. 

Or  wilt  thou  flcep  ?    We'l  have  thee  to  a  Couch, 
Softer  and  tweeter  than  the  luftful  bed 

On  purpofe  trimm'd  up  for  Stmiramis. 
Say  thou  wilt  walk  ,  we  will  beftrow  the  ground. 

Or  wilt  thou  ride  ?  thy  horfes  fhall  be  trapp'd, 
Their  harnefs  fludded  all  with  Gold  and  Pearl. 
Doft  thou  love  hawkiig  ?  thou  haft  Hawk*  will  foar 
Abovt  the  morning  Lark.    Or  wilt  thou  hunt, 

Q.3  ThY 



/  he  1  dming  of  a  Sbreiv. 

Thy  Hounds  (hall  make  the  Welkin  anfwer  them, 
And  letch  (hrill  ecchocs  from  the  hollow  earth. 

1 1  Man.  S-ty  thou  wilt  courfe,  thy  Grayhounds  are  as 
As  breathed  Stags  :  1,  fleeter  than  the  Roe.  fwift 
2.4/Doft  thou  love  pictures  ?  we  will  fetch  thee  ftraight 

Adot-is  painted  by  a  running  brook, 
And  Cither  to,  all  in  fedges  hid, 
Which  teem  to  move,  and  wanton  with  her  breath, 

Even  as  the  waving  fedges  play  with  wind. 
Lord.  Wc'lfhew  thee  Jo,  as  (he  was  a  maid, 

And  how  fhewas  beguiled  and  lurpriz'd, 
As  lively  painted,  as  the  deed  was  done. 

j.  Man. Or  Daphne  roming  through  a  thorny  wood, 
Scratching  her  Legs,  that  one  (hall  fwear  fhe  bleeds, 
And  at  that  fight  fhall  fad  Apollo  weep, 
So  workroanly  the  blood  and  tears  are  drawn. 

Lord,  Thou  art  a  Lord,  and  nothing  but  a  Lord  ; 
Thou  haft  a  Lady  far  more  beautiful, 
Than  any  woman  in  this  waining  age. 

x.  Mait.  And  till  the  tears  that  fhe  hath  fhed  for  thee, 

Like  envious  floods,  o'rerun  her  lovely  face, 
She  was  the  faireft  creature  in  the  world, 
And  yet  fhe  is  inferior  to  none; 

Beg.  Am  1  a  Lord,  and  have  I  fuch  a  Lady  ? 

Or  do  I  dream  ?  or  have  1  dream'd  till  now  ? 
do  not  flcep  :  I  fee,  I  hear,  I  fpeak  : 

I  fraell  fwcet  favours,  and  I  feel  foft  things : 
Upon  my  life  I  am  a  Lord  indeed, 
And  not  a  Tinker,  nor  Chriflophero  Slie. 
Well,  bring  our  Lady  hither  to  our  fight, 

And  once  again  a  pot  o'th'  fmalleft  Ale. 
2.  Man.  Wil't  pleafe  your  Mightinefs  to  wafh  your hands  ? 

Oh  how  we  joy  to  fee  your  wits  reftor'd, 
Oh  that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  you  are  : 
Thefe  fifteen  years  you  have  been  in  a  dream, 

Or  when  you  wak'd,  fo  wak'd  as  if  you  flept. 
Beg.  Thefe  fifteen  years,  by  ray  fay,  a  goodly  nap, 

But  did  I  never  fpeak  of  all  that  time  ? 
i.  Man.  Oh  yes,  my  Lord,  but  very  idle  words, 

For  iho  you  lay  here  in  this  goodly  chamber, 
Yet  would  you  fay,  ye  were  beaten  out  of  door, 
An*i  rail  upon  the  Hoftefs  of  the  houle, 

And  fay  you  would  prefent  her  at  the  Leet. 

Btcaufe  fhe  brought  Stone  Jugs,  and  no  feal'd  quarts : 
Sometimes  you  would  call  out  for  Cicely  Haekft. 

Beg.  I,  the  womans  maid  of  the  houle. 
Ma.  Why  fir,  you  know  no  houfc,  nor  no  fuch  maid, 

Nor  no  fuch  men  as  you  have  reckon'd  up, 
As  Stephen  Slie,  and  old  John  Naps  of  Greece, 
And  Peter  Tarpb,  and  Henry  Pimpernell, 
And  twenty  more  fuch  names  and  men  as  thefe, 
Which  never  were,  nor  no  man  ever  faw. 

Beg.  Now  Lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends. 
AlL  Amen. 

Enter  Lady  with  Attendants. 

'Beg.  I  thank  thee,  thou  fhaltnot  lofe  by  it. 
Laky.  How  fares  my  noble  Lord  ? 
Beg  Marry  I  fare  wel,  for  here  is  cheer  enough. 

Where  is  ray  Wife  ? 
La.  Here  noble  Lord,  what  is  thy  will  with  her  ? 
Beg.  Arc  you  toy  Wife,  and  will  not  call  me  Husband  ? 

Mysaen  ihouldcali  me  Lord,  I  am  your  good  man. 
La.  My  Husband  and  my  Lord,  my  Lord  and  Husband, 

I  am  your  Wife  in  all  obedience. 
Beg.  1  know  it  well,  w  futmuft  I  call  her  ? 
Iji/d;  Madam. 

•  Beg.  Ake  Madam,  or  J  one  Madam? 
Lord.  Madam,  and  nothing  elfe,  fo  Lords  call  Ladies: 

Beg.  Madam  wife,  they  fay  that  1  have  dream'd, 
And  flept  about  fome  fifteen  year  and  more. 

htdy,  I,  and  the  time  feems  thirty  unto  me, 

Being  all  this  ti.ae  j,bsndon\i  from  your  bed. 

Beg.  'Tis  much,  icrvants  ieaveroe  and  her  alone: 
Madam  undrds  you,  and  come  now  to  bed. 

La.  Thrice  noble  Lord,  let  me  entreat  of  you 
To  pardon  me  yet  for  anight  or  two  : 
Or  if  not.fo,  until  the  Sun  be  fet. 

For  your  phyficians  haveexprcfly  charg'd, 
In  peril  to  incur  your  former  malady, 
That  I  fhould  yet  abfent  me  from  your  bed 

I  hope  this  realon  ftana'9  for  my  excufe. 
Beg  I,  it  ftands  fo  that  I  may  hardly  tarry  fo  long  \ 

But  I  would  be  loth  to  fall  into  try  dreams  again:  1  will 
therefore  tarry  indefpight  of  the  fkfh  and  the  blood. 

Enter  a  Mefienger. 

Mef.  Your  honours  Players  hearing  your  amendment, 
Are  come  to  play  a  pleafant  Comedy, 
For  foyour  DocTors  hold  it  very  meet, 

Seeing  too  much  fadnefs  hath  congeal'd  your  blood, 
And  melancholly  is  the  Nurleof  frenzy, 
Therefore  they  thought  it  good  you  hear  a  Play, 
And  frame  your  mind  to  mirth  and  merrimenr, 
Which  bars  a  thoufand  harms,  and  lengthens  life. 

Beg.  Marry  1  will,  let  thtm  play,  is  it  not  a  Comon- 
ty,  aChriftrnas  garobold,  or  a  tumbling  trick? 

Lady.  No  my  good  Lord,  it  is  more pleaGng fluff. 
Beg.  What,  houfholdftuftV 
Lady.  It  is  a  kind  of  hiftory^ 

Beg.  Well,  we'I  fee't  .• 
Come  Madam  Wife,  fit  by  my  fide, 

And  let  the  world  flip,  we  fhall  ne're  be  younger. 

Elottrifh.  Enter  Lucentio,  and  his  man  Tranio. 

Luc.  Tranio,  fince  for  the  great  defire  I  had 
To  fee  fair  Padua,  nurfery  of  Arts, 

I  am  arriv'd  for  fruitful  Lumbardy, 
The  pleafant  garden  of  great  It^ly, 

And  by  my  fathers  love  and  leave  am  arm'd 
With  his  good  will, and  thy  good  company. 

My  trufly  fervant  well  approv'din  all, 
Here  let  us  breathe,  and  happly  inftitute 
A  courfe  of  Learning,  and  ingenious  ftudies. 
Fifa  renowned  for  grave  Citizens 
Gave  me  my  being,  and  mv  father  firft 
A  Merchant  of  great  Traffick  through  the  world: 
Vincentifs  come  of  the  Bentivdii, 

VwcentiJi  fon,  brought  up  in  Florence, 

It  fhall  become  to  ferve  all  hopes  conceiv'd To  deck  his  fortune  with  his  virtuous  deeds : 
And  therefore  Tranio,  for  the  time  I  ftudy, 
Virtue  and  that  part  of  Philofcphy 
Will  I  apply,  that  treats  of  happinefs, 

By  virtue  fpecially  to  beatchiev'd. Tell  me  thy  mind,  for  I  have  Pifa  left, 
And  am  to  Padua  come,  as  he  that  leaves 
A  fhallow  plafh,  to  plunge  him  in  the  deep, 
And  with  fatiety  feeks  to  quench  his  thirft. 

Tra.  Me  Pardonato,  gentle  mafterrainc, 
1  am  in  a'l  affecTed  as  your  felf, 
Glad  that  you  thus  continue  your  refolve, 
To  fuck  the  fweets  of  fweet  Philofophy. 

Only  (good  mafter  )  while  we  do  admire 
This  virtue,  and  this  moral  difcipline, 

Let's  be  no  Stoicks,  nor  no  flocks  I  pray  *, 
Or  fo  devote  to  tsfriflotles  checks, 

As  Ovid  be  an  outcaft  quite  abjur'd  : 
Balk  Logick  with  acquaintance  that  you  have, 
And  practice  Rhetorick  in  your  common  talk»  > 
Mufickand  Poefy  ufe  to  quicken  you, 
The  Matheraaticks,  and  the  Metaphyficks, 
Fall  to  them  as  your  ftomack  ferves  you : 
No  profit  grows,  where  is  no  pleafure  tane  : 



J  be  Ttaming  of  a  Sbretp. 

In  brief  fir,  ftudy  whar  you  raoft  arTeft. 

Luc  Grauercies  T ranio,  well  doft  thou  advife, 
If  Biondello  thou  wcrt  come  afhore, 
Wc could  at  one;  put  us  in  readinefs, 

And  take  a  lodging  fit  to  entertain 

Such  friends  fas  time)  in  Tadua  (hall  beget. 
But  ftay  a  while,  what  company  is  this  ? 

Tra.  Mafter  fome  fhew  to  welcome  us  to  Town. 

Enter  Baptifla  with  hit  two  daughters ,  Katherina  and 
Bianca,  Grtmio  a  Vantalown,  Hortenfio  a  Suitor 

to  Bianca,  Lnctn.  Tranio,  {land  by. 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  importune  me  no  farthe, 

For  how  I  firmly  am  refolv'd  you  know  : 
That  is,  not  to  beftow  my  youngeft  daughter, 
Before  1  have  a  husband  for  the  elder  i 
If  either  of  you  both  love  Katherina, 
Becaufe  I  know  you  well,  and  love  you  well, 
Leave  (hall  you  have  to  court  her  at  your  pleafure. 

Qre.  To  cart  her  rather.  She's  too  rough  for  nie, 
There,  there  Hortentio,  will  you  any  Wife  ? 

Kat.  1  pray  you  fir,  is  it  your  will 
To  make  a  ftale  of  me  araongft  thofe  mates? 

Hor.  Mates  maid,  how  mean  you  that  ? 
No  mates  for  you, 
Unlets  you  were  of  gent  ler  milder  mould 

Kat.  I'faith  fir,  you  fhall  never  need  to  fear, 
I  wis  it  is  not  half  way  to  her  heart : 
But  if  it  were,  doubt  not,  her  care  fhall  be, 

To  comb  your  noddle  with  a  three-legg'd  ftool , 
And  paint  your  face,  and  ufe  you  like  a  fool. 

Hor.  From  ail  fuch  Devils,  good  Lord,  deliver  us. 
Gre.  And  me  too,  good  Lord. 

Ira.  Hufh'd  mafter,  here's  fome  good  paftime  toward, 
That  wench  is  ftarkmad,  or  wonderful  froward. 

Lhc.  But  in  the  others  filence  do  1  fee. 
Maids  mild  behaviour  and  fobriety. 
Peace  Tranio. 

good, here  is  .none  will  hold  you  :  our  love  is  not  (o  great 
Hortentio  ,  but  we  may  blow  our  nails  together,  and  faft 

it  fairly  out.  Ourcake'sdow  on  both  fides.  Farewtl . 
yet  for  theiove  I  bear  my  fweet  Biatc*,  if  1  csn  by  any 
means  light  on  a  fit  man  to  teach  her  that  wherein  fhe  de- 

lights, I  will  wifh  him  to  her  father. 
Hor.  So  will  I  Signicr  Gremio :  but  a  word  I  prpy  :  the 

the  nature  of  our  quarrel  yet  never  brook'd  parlee,  know 
now  upon  advice,  k  toucheth  us  both  ;  that  we  may  yet 
again  have  sccefs  to  our  fair  Miftrefs,  and  be  happy 

rivals  in  Bianc£%  love,  io  labour  and  effect  one  thing  ipi- 
cially. 

Gre.  What's  that  I  pray  ? 
Hor.  Marry  fir,  to  get  a  husband  for  her  fifter. 
Gru.  A  husband  ;  a  Devil. 
Hor.  I  fay  a  husband. 

Gre.  I  fay  a  devil :  Think's  thou,  Horttntio,  though  her 
father  be  very  rich,any  man  is  fo  very  a  fool  to  be  rrjarrie  i to  hell  ? 

Hor.  Tufh  Grtmio  ;  tho  it  pafs  your  patience  and  mine 

to  endure  her  lewd  alarums,  why  man,  there  be  good  fel- 
lows in  the  world,  and  a  man  could  light  on  them,  vvou!  i 

take  her  with  all  her  faults,  S}nd  money  enough. 

Gre  I  cannot  tell  -?  but  I  had  as  lief  take  her  dowry 
with  this  condition  ,  to  be  whipt  at  the  high  crofs  every morning. 

Hor.  Faith  (  as  you  fay  )  there's  fmall  choice  in  rotten 
apples:  come,  fincethis  bar  in  law  makes  us  friends,  it 

(hall  be  fo  forth  friendly  roaintain'd,  t  il  by  helping  Bap- 
fi/rVj  eldeft  daughter  to  a  husband,  we  let  his  youngtft  free 
for  a  husband,  and  then  have  td't  afa«rfh :  Sweet  Bianca, 
happy  man  be  his  dole  ;  he  that  runs  fafteft  gets  the  Ring  ; 
How  fay  you  Signior  Grtmio? 

Grtm.  I  am  agreed,  and  would  I  had  given  him  the  bePt 
horfein  Padua  to  begin  his  wooing  that  would  throughly 
woo  her,  wed  her,  and1  bed  h.r,  and  rid  the  houfe  of  her. Corce  on. 

Exeunt  ambo.    Manet  Trani)  and  Lncsncio 

T>a.  I  prsy  fir  tell  me,  is  it  poflible 
That  love  fhould  on  a  ludden  take  luch  bold  ? 

Lhc.  Oh  Tranio,  till  1  fc  und  it  to  be  irue, 
I  never  thought  it  poffiblc  or  likely. 

But  fee,  wht'e  idly  I  ftood  looking  on, 
I  found  the  effett  of  Love  inidlencf, 
And  now  in  plainnefs  tocontels  to  thee 
That  art  to  me  as  ferret  and  as  dear 
As  Ann*  to  the  Queen  of  Carthage  was  : 

T rani1)  I  burn,  1  pine,  I  perifh  "Tranio, 
If  I  atchieve  not  this  young  modeft  girl : 
Counfel  roe  Tranio, ior  1  know  thoucanft  : 
Affiit  mtTranio,  for  1  know  thou  wilt. 

Tra.  Mafter,  it  is  no  time  to  chide  you  now.' 

AfTtftion  is  not  rated  from  the  heart*, 

if  love  touch'd  you,  nought  remains  but  fo, 
Rtdime  te  captum  quam  cfueas  minimo. 

Luc.  GramerciesLad  :  go  forward,  this  contents, 

The  reft  w  ill  comfort,  for  thy  counfel's  found . 
Tra.  Mafter,  you  look'd  fo  longly  on  the  Mad 

Perhaps  you  mar!  ed  not  what's  the  pith  of  all. 
Luc.  O  yes,  I  faw  fweet  beauty  in  her  fcce 

Such  as  the  daughter  of      genor  had, 
That  made  great  Jove  to  humble  him  to  her  hand, 
When  with  his  knees  he  kift  the  Cretan  ftrand. 

Tra.  Saw  you  no  more  ?  mark'd  you  not  how  her  fitter 
Began  to  fcold,  and  raife  up  fuch  a  ftorm  , 
Thatmortal  ears  might  hardly  endure  the  din  , 

Lhc.  Tranio,  I  taw  her  coral  lips  to  mover, 
And  with  her  breath  fhe  did  prefume  the  air, 
Sacred  and  fweet  was  all  I  law  in  her. 

'Ira  Nay,  then 'tis  time  to  ftirhim  from  his  trance  : 
I  pray  awake  fir  \  if  you  love  the  Maid  ; 
Bend  thoughts  and  wits  to  archievther.  Thus  it  ftands: 
Her  eldeft  lifter  is  fo  curft  and  fhrevTJ, 

Tra.  Well  faid  Mafter,  mum,  and  gaze  your  fill. 
Bap.  Gentlemen,  that  I  may  fooo  make  good 

What  I  have  faid,  Bianca  get  you  in, 
And  let  it  not  difpleafe  thee,  good  Bianca, 

For  I  will  love  thee  ne're  thekf  my  girl. 
Kat.  A  pretty  peat,  it  is  beft  put  fing:r  in  the  eye* 

and  fhe  knew  why. 
Bim.  Sifter  content  you  in  my  difcontent. 

Sir,  to  your  pkafure  humbly  I  fublcribe  : 
My  books  and  inftruments  fhall  be  ray  company, 
On  them  ro  look  and  practice  by  my  felf. 

Lhc.  Heark  Tranio,thou  mailt  hear  Minerva  fpeak. 
Hor.  Signior  Baptiiia,  will  you  befo  ftrange, 

Sorry  am  I  that  our  good  will  effects 
Bianco?*  grief. 

Gre.  Why  will  you  mew  her  up 

(  Signior  Baptifta  )  for  this  fiend  of  hell, 
And  make  her  bear  the  penance  of  her  tongue  ? 

Bap.  Gentlemen  content  ye  r  I  am  refolv'd  : Go  in  Bianca. 

And  for  I  know  fhe  taketh  moft  delight 
In  Mufick,  Inftruments,  and  Poetry, 
School-mafters  will  I  keep  within  my  houfe, 
Fit  to  inftrudt  her  youth.  If  you  Hortentio  f 
Or  fignior  Gremio  you  know  any  fuch, 
Prefer  them  hither  ,  for  to  cunning  men, 
I  will  be  very  kind  and  liberal, 
To  mine  own  children,  in  good  bringing  up, 
Andfo  farewel  :  Katherina  you  may  ftay, 
For  I  have  more  to  commune  with  Bianca.  Exit. 

Kat.  why,  and  I  truft  I  may  go  too,  may  I  not  ? 
What  (hall  I  be  appointed  hours  as  tho 
(Belike  J  I  knew  not  what  to  take, 
And  what  to  leave  ?  Ha .  Exit . 

Gre.  You  may  go  to  the  devils  dam  :  your  gii\s  are  fo 



I  be  1  uming  of  the  Shrew 

That  till  the  father  rid  Irs  hands  o\  her, 

j  M  -  !ir,  your  love  mutt  live  a  m  i id  at  heme, 
1  Ai  <J  therefore  has  hi  clufely  mew'd  li  r  up, 
Bocau  c  (he  will  i  or  be  annoy'd  with  loiters. 

Luc.  Ah  Tramo,  what  a  ciuel  Fathers  he  ? 

B.ic  ii  c  thou  not  advis'd,  he  took  I'ome  care 
To  get  her  cunning  School-matters  toinlhuft  her.' 

Tra  I  marry  am  1  fir,  and  now  'lis  plotted. I     L  ex.  \  have  ic  Tramo. 
Ira.  Maftir,  for  my  hand, 

Bo  h  i  ur  inventio-s  meet  and  jump  in  one. 
Lu-j.   Ttll  rue  ihine  firfr. 

1  i  a.  You  will  be  fchcol-mafter, 
Anu  undertake  the  teaching  of  the  maid  : 

Thai's  your  device. 
Luc.  It  is :  May  it  be  done  ? 

Tr*.  Not  pcffible.-  for  who  fhiil  bear  your  part, 
And  be  in  Padua  here  Vinceniio^  ibn, 
K>  ep  houfe,  and  ply  his  book,  welcome  his  friends, 
Viiit  his  Countreyman,  and  banquet  them  f, 

Luc.  Baftj,  content  thee  :  for  I  have  it  full. 
We  have  not  yet  been  feen  in  any  houfe, 

Nor  can  ws  bediftinguifh'd  by  our  faces, 
Fcr  man  or  raafter :  then  it  follows  thus  j 
Thou  (halt  be  matter,  Tranio  in  my  fted : 

K-ep  houfe,  and  port,  and  fervants,  as  I  (houl J, 
I  will  force  other  be,  feme  Florentine, 
Some  Neapolitans  meant  r  man  of  Pifa. 

'Tisbatth'J,  and  fhall  be  16    Trunio  at  once 
U  cafe  thee  :  take  my  colour'd  hat  and  cloak, 
When  Bondelo  comes,  he  waits  on  thee, 
3  jt  I  will  chat m  him  firfr  to  keep  his  tongue. 

Tra.  So  had  you  need : 
In  brief  Sir,  fith  it  your  pleafurc  is, 
Ar.d  1  am  tied  to  be  obedient, 

For  ib  your  father  charg'd  me  at  our  parting : 
Be  fervtceabletomy  fonf  quoth  he  ) 

Altho  1  think  'twas  in  another  fence, 
1  am  content  to  be  Lucentio, 
Ecc:iife  ib  well  1  love  Lucentio. 

Lu%  Tranio  be  fo,  becaufe  Lucentio  love?, 

And  let  me  be  a  fl  ;ve,  t'atchieve  that  maid, 
V.  hole  fuddtn  fight  hath  thral'd  my  wounded  eye. 

Enter  Bicndello. 

Here  comes  the  rogue.    Sirra,  where  have  you  been  ? 
Bion.  Where  have  1  been  ?  Nay,  how  now,  where  arc 

you/  Matter,  has  my  fellow Lianio  ftol'n  your  clothes  j 
or  you  fiufn  his  or  both  ?  Pray  what'a  the  ne  ws  ? 

Lhc.  Sirra,come  hither, 'tis  no  time  to  jeft. 
And  therefore  frame  your  manners  to  the  time. 
Your  feilow  Tranio  here  to  lavs  ray  life, 

Puts  my  apparel  and  my  count'nance  on, 
And  I  for  my  efcape  have  put  on  his : 
For  in  a  quarrel  fincel  came  afhorc, 
I  kill*d  a  ma*n#  and  fear  1  am  delcried  : 
W^it  you  on  him,  I  charge  you,  as  becomes : 

While  J  m.ike  way  t'rQOi  hence  to  fave  my  life  ; You  underftind  me  ? 

Lisa,  i  fir,  nfc're  a  whit. 
Luc.  Andr.ot  apt  of  Tranio  in  your  mouth, 

Trjtito  is  cbang'd  into  Lucentio. 
Ban.  The  better  for  him,  would  I  werefo  too. 

Tra.  So  would  I,  '/aith  boy,  to  have  the  next  wifh  af- 
ter, that  Lucentio  indeed  had  Baj/tijlas  yotingeft  daughter. 

Butfsrra,  doc  for  my  fake,  but  your  mailers,  1  ad  vile  you 
ufe  your  manners  difcreetly  in  all  kind  of  companies: 
When  I  2 re  atone,  why  then  I  am  Tranio  ;  but  in  all  places 
elfe,  your  Mattec  Luetntio. 

Lttc.  Tranio  Set's  go : 
O seeking  more  refts,  that  thy  feJf  execute, 

To roake one "mong  thefe  wooers.*  if  thou  ask  me  why, 
SufSathmy  rrafons  arc  both  good  and  weighty, 

Exeunt,  The  Pre/enters  ukove  fpeai^. 

I.  Man.  My  Lord  you  ncr5,  you  do  not  mind  the 

play. 

Beg.  Yes  by  Saint  Ann  do  I,  a  geed  matter  furtjy; 
Comes  there  any  more  of  it? 

Lad.  My  Lord  'th  but  b  gun. 

Beg.  'Lisa  very  excellent  piece  of  work,  Madam 
Lad  y  :  w*.  uld  \  were  done.  They  fit  W  mark* 

Enter  Petruchio,  and  his  wwaGrumio. 

Pet.  Verona  fox  a  while  1  take  my  leave, 
To  fee  my  frier,ds  in  Padua  ;  butoi  «11 
My  belt  beloved  and  approved  fnend 
Hortemo  ;  and  1  trow  this  is  the  houfe 
Here  firra  Gruvio,  knock  I  fay. 

Cru.  Knock  fir  ?  whom  fnould  1  knock  ?  Is  there  any 
man  has  rcbus'd  your  worfhip  ? 

Pet.  ViUian  Hay,  knock  me  herefoundly. 
Gru.  Knock  you  here  fir  ?  Why  fir,  what  am  I  fir, 

That  I  fhouldkncck  you  here  fir  ? 
Pet.  Villian  1  fay  knock  me  at  this  gate, 

And  rap  me  well, or  I'lc  knock  your  knaves  pate.' 
Gru  M/  Mailer  is  grown  quarrellome : 

Ifhould  knock  you  firit, 

And  then  1  know  after,  who  comes  by  the  wo,fl 
Pet.  Will  it  not  be  ? 

Faith  firra,  and  you'll  not  knock,  Tie  ring  it, 
1'le  try  how  you  can  Sol,  Fa,  and  fmg  ir. 

He  rinjs  him  by  the  Eats. 
-Gru.  Help  raiftris  help,  my  rr.p.fLr  is  mad. 

Pet^  Now  knock  when  Ib.d  you--  firra  villain. 

Emer  Hortentio. 

Hor.  How  now  what's  the  matter  ?  My  old  friend 
3rumio,  and  my  good  friend  Petruchio  ?  How  do  you  all at  Verona  ? 

Pet.  Signior  Hartentio ,  «ome  you  to  part  the  fray  ? 
Contuttile  core  bene  trovatto,  may  1  fay- 

Hor.  t/fllanojlra  cafabtn  vexutt  multo  kouorato  fignitr mio  Petruchio. 

Kile  Grumio,  we  will  compound  this  quarrel. 

Gru-  Nay  'tis  ro  matter  fir,  whatiieleges  in  Litine.  If 
this  be  not  a  lawful  caufe  for  me.Kfle'ave  his  fervice,  look 
you  fir  :  He  bid  me  kno.k  him,  snd  rap  him  loundly  fir. 
Well,  was  it  fit  for  a  fervant  to  ule  his  matter  fo,  being 
perhaps  (  for  ought  1  fee  J  two  ard  thirty,  a  peep  out  ? 
Whom  would  to  God  1  had  well  knock't  at  heft,  then  had 
not  Grum'io  come  by  ihe  worft. 

Pet.  AfenceUfs  villain  :  good  Hortentut, 
1  bad  the  ralcal  knock  upon  your  gate, 
And  could  not  get  him  for  my  heart  to  do  ir. 

Gru.  Knock  at  the  gste  ?  O  heavens:  lpeak you  not 
thefe  words  plain  ?  Sirra,  Knock  me  here:  rap  me  here  : 
knock  me  well,  and  knock  me  foundly  t  And  come  you 
now  with  knocking  at  the  gate  ? 

Pit.  Sirra,  be  gon,  or  talk  not  I  advife  you. 

Hor.  Petruchio  patience,  I  am  Grume's  pledg  : 
Why  this  a  heavy  chance  'c  wise  him  and  you, 
Your  ancient  trufty  pleafint  fcivant  Grumo  ; 

And  tJl  me  row  (fweet  friend  )  what  hdppyga'c 
Blows  you  to  Padua  here,  from  old  Verona  ? 

Yet  Such  wind  as  Icatters  young  men  through  the  world, 
To  feek  their  Fortunes  farther  than  at  home, 
Where  fmall  experience  grows  but  in  afew4 
Signior  Hortentio,  thus  it  Hands  with  me, 
tAntonio  my  father  is  deceaft, 
And  I  havethruft  my  fclf  into  this  maze, 
Happily  to  wive  and  thrive,  as  beft  1  may  : 
Crowns  in  my  purfe  I  have,  and  goods  at  home. 
And  lb  am  come  abroad  to  fee  the  world. 

Hor.  letrucbio,  fliall  I  then  come  roundly  to  thee, 

And 



The  taming  of  the  bhrew. 

Andwifh  theetoa  ihrew'd  ii.L'avour'd  w
ile? 

Thou'dft  thank  me  but  a  little  (or  my  counfcl  : 

And  ye:  Pk  promile  thee  (he  (hall  be  rich
, 

And  very  rich :  but  thVt  too  much  my  friend, 

And  Tie  not  wifh  thee  to  her. 

Pet  Signior  Hortentiof  'twixt  fuch  fuends  as  we, 

ftw  woidsfuffictJ  :  and  therefore,  if  thou  know 

One  rich  enough  to  be  Petruchio\  wife  : 

C  As  wealth  is  burthen  of  my  wooing  dance  ) 

Be  fhi  as  foul  as  was  Fiorcnuus  Love, 

As  old  as  S»Mas  curft  and  fhrew'd 
As  Socrates  Zantippe,  or  a  worfe  : 

She  moves  me  not,  or  not  removes  at  leaft 

Affections  edge  in  time.    Were  (he  as  rough 

As  are  the  fiveliicg  Adriatick  leas. 

[  come  to  wive  it  wealthily  in  Padua  : 

If  wealthily,  then  happily  in  Padua. 

Gru,  Nay  look  you  fir,  he  tells  you  flatly  what  h'.s 

mind  is :  why  give  him  Gold  enough,  and  marry  him  to  a 

Puppet  or  an  Aglet  baby,  or  an  old  trot  with  ne're  a 
 tooth 

in  her  head,  tho  (he  have  as  many  dileafes  as  t  wo  and  fifty 

hoiies.  Why  nothing  comes  amifr,fo  money  comes  with- 

aU  Hor.  Pttruchio,  fince  we  are  ftept  thus  far  in, 
I  will  continue  chat  I  broach'd  in  j:ft, 
I  can  Pttruchio  help  thee  to  a  wife 

With  wealth  enough,  and  youugand  beautiouf. 

Brought  up  as  beft  becomes  a  Gentlewoman. 

Her  only  fault,  and  that  is  fault  enough, 

Is,  that  (he  is  intolerable  curft, 

And  fhrew'd,  andfroward,  fo  beyond  aUmeafure, 

That  were  my  ftate  far  worfer  than  it  is, 

I  would  not  wed  her  for  amine  of  Gold. 

Pet.  Hortentio  peace :  thou  knowft  not  golds  effect, 

Tell  me  her  fathers  name,  and 'tis  enough  : 
For  1  will  boord  her,  tho  fhe  chide  as  lead 

As  thunder,  when  the  clouds  in  Autumn  crack. 
Hor.  Her  father  is  Baptifla  Minola, 

An  affable  and  courteous  Gentleman, 

Her  name  is  Katherina  Minola, 

Renown'd  in  Padua  for  her  fcolding  tongue. 
Pet.  I  know  her  Father,  tho  I  know  not  her, 

And  he  knew  my  deceafed  Father  well : 

I  will  Bbtfteep  HortenfioixW  I  fee  her, 
And  therefore  let  me  be  thus  bold  with  you, 

To  give  you  over  at  this  firft  encounter, 

UoUf>  you  will  accompany  me  thither. 
Cru.  I  pray  you  fir  let  him  go  while  the  humour  lafts. 

A  my  word  and  fhe  knew  him  as  well  as  I  do,  fhe  would 
think  fcolding  would  do  little  good  upon  him.  She  may 

perhaps  call  him  half  a  fcore  Knaves,  or  fo:  Why  that's 

nothing  and  he  begin  once,  he'l  rail  in  his  rope  tricks. 
He  tell  you  what  fir,  and  fhe  ftand  him  but  a  little,  he  will 
throw  a  figure  in  her  face,  and  fo  disfigure  her  with  ir, 
that  (he  fhall  have  no  more  eyes  to  fee  withal  than  a  Cat: 

you  know  him  not  fir.  * 
Hor.  Tarry  Petruchio,  Imuftgowith  thee, 

For  in  Bapti(ta\  keep  my  treafure  is  : 
He  hath  the  Jewel  of  my  life  in  hold, 

His  youngeft  daughter,  beautiful  Biancr, 
And  her  with-holds  he  from  me.  Other  more 
Sutors  to  her,  and  rivals  in  my  Love  : 

Suppofing  it  a  thing  impoffible, 
For  thole  defefts  I  have  before  rehearft, 

That  ever  Katherine  will  be  woo'd  : 
Therefore  this  order  hath  Baptifta  rime, 
That  none  fhall  have  accefs  unto  Bianca, 
Till  Katherine  the  Curft  hive  got  a  husband. 

Gru.  Katherine  the  turft, 
A  title  for  a  maid,  of  all  titles  the  word. 

Hor.  Now  fhall  my  fiend  Peiruehio  do  me  grace, 

And  offer  medifguis'd  in  fober  robes, 
To  old  Bapiijia  as  a  fchool-mafter. 
Well  feen  in  Mufick  to  i  nftrutt  Biar.ca, 

That  fo  I  may  by  this  device  ar  leaft 
Have  leave  and  Uifuj.c  to  make  love  to  her, 
And  unhjipefted  court  her  by  her  (elf. 

Enter  Gremio  and  LucQi>t\o  d.fguiftd. 

Gru.  Hen. *a  no  knavery.  See,  to  beguile  the  old  folks 
how  the  young  folks  lay  their  heads  together.  tVlafter, 
m^fter,  look  ab.  ut  you  :  Who  goes  there  ?  ha. 

Hor.  Peace  Grwr.io,  it  is  the  Rival  of  my  Love 
Pttruchio  ftand  by  a  while. 

Gru,  A  proper  (tripling,  and  an  amorous. 

Gre.  O  very  well,  I  hive  perus'd  the  note. 
Hark  you  fir,  Tie  have  them  very  fairly  boUrtd, 
Allbookscf  Love,  fee  that  at  any  hand, 
And  fee  you  red  no  other  Lectures  to  her  : 
You  underftand  me,  over. and  befide 
Signior  Baptiftiis  Liberality, 

Tie  mend  xi  with  a  Largel's.    Take  your  paper  too, 
And  let  me  have  them  very  well  pf  rflim'd, 
For  fhe  is  fweeter  than  perfume  itlelf 
To  whom  they  go  to  :  what  will  you  read  to  her  ? 

Luc.  What  ere  1  read  to  her,  I'le  plead  for  you, 
As  for  my  Patron,  ftand  y  ou  fa  affurtd  ; 

Asfirm'y  asyourldf  were  flill  in  place, 
Yea  and  perhaps  with  more,  fiiccefsful  words 
Tfun  you    unlels  you  were  a  fcholar,  fir. 

Gre.  Oh  this  learning,  what  a  thing  it  is. 
Gru.  Oh  this  Woodcock,  what  an  afs  it  is. 
Ttt,  Peace  Grra. 

Hor.  Gru.  mum:  Godfaveyou  fignior  Gremio. 
Gre.  And  you  arewell  met,  Signior  Hortentio. 

Trow  you  whither  I  am  going  /  To  'Baptijia  Alinolo, 
I  promis'd  to  enquire  carefully 
About  a  School-mafter  for  the  fair  Bianca, 
And  by  good  fortune  I  have  lighted  well 
On  this  yonng  man  :  For  learning  and  behaviour 
Fit  for  her  turn,  well  read  in  Poetry 
And  other  books,  good  one?,  I  warrant  ye. 

Hor.  'lis  well  ;  and  I  have  met  a  Gentleman 

Harh  promib'd  me  to  ht!p  one  to  another, 
A  fine  Mufitian  to  inftiuct  our  Miflrefs, 
So  fhall  1  no  whit  be  behind  in  duty 

To  fair  Bianca  fo  belov'd  of  me. 
Qre.  Bcloved-of  me,  and  that  my  deeds  (hall  prove* 
Gru.  And  that  his  bags  il-all  prove. 
Hor.  Gremio,  'us  now  no  ti  ne  to  vent  our  love. 

Liften  toine,  and  if  you  fpeak  me  fair, 

I'le  tell  you  news  indifferent  goed  for  either, 
Here  is  a  Gentleman  whom  by  chance  I  met 

Upon  agreement  from  us  to  his  liking, 
Will  undertake  to  woo  curft  Katharsne, 
Yea  and  to  marry  her,  if  her  dowry  pleafe. 

Gre.  So  faid,  fo  done  .,  is  well ; 
Hortentio,  have  you  told  him  all  her  faults  ? 

Pet.  1  know  fhe  is  an  irkfome  brawling  fcold 
If  that  be  all,  Matters,  I  hear  no  harm. 

gre.  No,  fayeft me  fo,  friend  ?  WhatCountreyrnan  ? 
Pet.  Born  in  Verona,  old  Butonio's  Ln  j 

My  Father  dead,  my  fortune  lives  for  me, 
And  I  do  hope,  good  days  and  long,  to  fee. 

Gre.  Oh  fir ,  fuch  a  life  with  fuch  a  wife  were  ftrangc  ; 
But  if  you  have  a  (torn ach,  tot  a  Gods  name, 
You  fhall  have  me  afiifting.you  in  all. 
But  will  you  wooe  thisWiid-cat  ? 

Pet.  Will  1  live  ? 
Gru.  Will  he  wooe  her  ?  I, or  fie  hang  her. 
Pet.  Why  camel  hither, but  to  that  intent  ? 

Think  you  a  little  din  can  daunt  mine  ears  ? 
Have  I  not  in  my  time  heard  Lions  roar  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  the  fea,  puft  up  with  winds, 

Rage  like  an  angry  Boar,  chafed  with  fweat  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  great  Ordnance  in  the  field  ? 
And  Heavens  Artillery  thunder  in  the  skies  ? 

Have 
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H  iV.  I  not  m  a  pitched  b-ttel  heard 
Loud  Larums,  neighing  {teed*,  and  trumpets  clangue  ? 
And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  womans  tongue  ? 
That  gives  not  half  tb  great  a  blow  to  hear, 

'  As  will  a  Chef-nut  in  a  Farmers  fire. 
Tuflh,  tufh,  fear  boys  with  bugs. 

Cru.  Far  he  tears  non?. 
Gre.  Hortcntiobiik: 

This  Guitlcraan  is  happily  ariiv'd, 
My  mind  p'i fumes  for  his  own  good,  and  yours. 

Hor.  I  promis'd  we  would  be  Contributors, 
Aud  bear  his  charge  of  wooing  whatfoever. 

Gre.   And  fo  we  will,  provided  that  he  win  her. 
Grit.  1  would  I  were  as  fure  of  a  good  dinner. 

£«r;r  Tranio  brave,  rfff^  Biondello. 

Tra.  Gentleme.i  God  fave  you.  If  lmay  be  bold, 
Tell  me  I  befeech  you,  which  is  the  readic ft  way 

Tothehou'e  of  Signior  Baptifta  Minola  ? 

Bio.  He  that  has  the  two  fair  daughters:  is't  he  you 
mean  ? 

Tra.  Even  he  BlondtlU. 

Gre.  Hark  you  fir,  you  mean  not  her  to  
Tra.  Perhaps  him  and  her  ,  what  have  you  to  do  ? 
Tet.  Not  her  that  chides  Ik,  at  any  hand  I  pray. 

T ra.  1  love  no  chi'Jers  fir :  Biondello,  let's  away. 
Luc.  Will  begun  Tranio: 
Hor.  Sir,  a  word  ere  you  go: 

Are  you  a  Suitor  to  the  Maid  you  talk  of,  yea  or  no  ? 
Ira.  And  if  I  be,  Sir,  is  it  any  offence  ? 
Gre.  No:  if  without  more  wordsyou  will  get  you  hence. 
Ira.  Why  fir,  I  pray, are  not  the  ftreets  asftee 

Fcr  me,  as  for  you  ? 
Gre.  But  fo  is  not  fhe. 
Tra.  For  what  reafon  I  befeech  you. 

Gre.  For  this  reafon  if  you'l  know, 
That  fhe's  i  he  choice  love  of  Signior  Gremio. 

Hor.  That  (he's  the  chofen  of  Signior  Hortentio. 
Tra.  Softly  my  Matters :  If  ycu  be  Gentlemen, 

Do  roe  this  right:  hear  me  with  patience. 
Baptifta  is  a  noble  Gentleman, 
To  whom  ray  Father  is  not  all  unknown, 
And  were  his  daughter  fairer  than  fhe  is, 
She  may  more  tutors  have,  and  me  for  one. 
Fair  Ledaes  daughter  had  a  thoufand  wooers, 
Then  well  may  one  more  h\r,Bianca  have, 
And  fo  fh  e  fhall.    Laccntio  fhall  make  one, 
Tho  Paris  came,  in  hope  to  fpeed  alone. 

Gre.  What,  this  Gentleman  will  out-talk  us  all. 
Lu.  Sir,  give  him  head,  I  know  heM  prove  a  Jade. 
Pet.  Hortentio,  to  what  end  are  all  thefe  words  ? 
Hor.  Sir,  ht  me  be  fo  bold,  as  to  ask  you, 

Did  you  yet  ever  fee  Baptifta  s  daughter  ? 
Tra.  No  fir,  but  hear  I  do  that  he  hath  two  : 

The  one  as  famous  for  a  fcolding  tongue, 
As  is  the  other  for  beauteous  raodefty- 

Pet.  Sir,  fir,  the  firft's  for  me,  let  her  go  by. 
Gre .  Yea,  leave  that  labour  to  great  Hercules, 

And  let  it  be  more  than  Alcides  twelve. 
Pet.  Sir,  underftand  you  this  of  n3c(infooth  ) 

The  youngeft  daughter,  whom  you  hearken  for, 
Her  farher  keeps  from  all  accefs  of  fuitors, 
And  will  not  promife  her  to  any  man, 
Until  th  e  elder  filler  fkft  bewed- 
The  younger  then  is  free,  and  not  before. 

Tra.  If  it  be  fo  fir,  that  you  are  the  man 
Mtft  fteed  us  all,  and  me  amongft  the  reft: 
And  if  you  break  the  ice,  and  do  this  feek, 
Atchieve  the  eldir  :  fet  the  younger  free, 
For  our  accefs,  whofe  hap  fhall  be  to  h  ave  her, 
Will  not  lb  gracelefs  be,  to  be  ingrate. 

Her.  Sir  you  tay  well,  and  well  you  do  conceive, 
And  fince  you  do  profefs  to  be  a  tutor, 
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You  mult  as  we  do,  gratifie  this  Gin  tleonn 
Fo  whom  we  all  reft  generally  beholding. 

Tra.  Sir,  I  fhall  not  be  flack,  in  fign  whereof, 
Pleafe  ye  we  may  conirive  this  afternoon, 
And  quaff  carowtes  to  our  Miftrefs  health, 
And  do  as  adverlaries  do  in  law, 
Strive  mightily,  but  eat  and  drink  as  friends. 

Gru.  Bion.  O  excellent  motion  :  fellows  let's  be  gene Hor.  The  motions  good  indeed,  and  beitfo 

Tetrnchio,  1  fhall  be  your  Ben  vtnuto.  '  Exeunt 
Enter  Katharina  aadBizr.ca. 

Bian.  Good  fitter  wrong  me  not,  nor  wrong  your  fclf 
To  make  a  bondmaid  and  a  Have  of  me  ; 
That  I  ditdain:  but  for  thefe  other  goods. 
Unbind  my  hands,  1'le  pulJ  them  off  my  fclf, 
Yea,  all  my  raiment,  to  my  petticoat, 
Or  what  you  will  command  me  will  1  do  ; 

So  weJl  I  know  my  duty  to  my  elders.  ' Kat.  Of  all  thy  fuiters  here  I  charge  thee  ttll 
Whom  thou  lov'ft  beft  :  fee  thoudiffmble  nor. 

Bian.  Believe  me  filter,  of  *ll  the  men  dive," I  never  yet  beheld  that  fpecial  fece, 
Which  1  could  fancy  more  than  any  other. 

Kat.  Minion  thou  lyeft,  is  it  not  Hortentio  ? 
.Bian.  If  youaffefthim  fitter,  herelfwear 

1'Je  plead  for  you  my  fclf,  but  you  fhall  have  him. Kat.  Oh  then  belike  you  fancy  riches  more, 
You  will  have  Gremio  to  keep  you  fair. 

Bian.  Is  it  for  him  you  envy  rue  fo  ? 

Nay  then  youjeft,  and  now  1  well  perceive 
You  have  but  jelled  with  me  all  this  while  , 
I  prethee  filter  Kate,u?tk  my  hands. 

Kat.  If  that  be  jtft,  then  all  the  reft  was  fo.  Strikesher. 
Enter  Baptifta. 

Bap,  Why  how  now  Dam*,  whence  grows  this  info- lence? 
Biancahand  afide,  poor  gitlfhe  weeps: 

Go  ply  thy  Needle,  meddle  not  with  her. 
For  fhame  thou  Hilding  of  a  devilifh  Ipirit, 
Why  doeft  thou  wrong  her,  that  did  neVe  wrong  rh  ee. When  did  fhe  crofs  thee  with  a  bitter  word  i 

Kat.  Her  filence  flouts  me,  and  l'ic  be  rev*  ng'd. Flies  after  Pianca. 

Bap.  What  in  my  fight  ?  /?/<w.*gettheein.  Exit. 
Kat.  What  will  you  not  fbffer  me:  Nay  1  fee 

She  is  your  treafure,  fhe  muft  have  a  husband, 
1  muft  dance  bare-foot  on  her  wedding  day, 
And  for  your  love  to  her  lead  apes  in  hell; 
Tal  k  not  to  me ,  I  will  go  fit  and  weep, 
Till  lean  find  occafion  of  revenge. 

Bap.  Was  ever  Gentleman  thusgriev'd  as  I  > 
But  who  comes  her0 

Enter  Gremio,  Lucentio,  in  the  habit  of  a  mean  man,  Pe- 
truchio  with  Tranio,  with  his  boy  bearing  a  Lme  and 

Bookj. 

Gre.   Gcodmrrow  neighbour  Baptifta. 
Bap.  Good  morrow  neighbour  Gremio :  God  fave  you Gentlemen. 

Pet.  And  you  good  fir :  prsy  have  you  not  a  daughter, 
call'd  Katherina,  fair  arid  ycrtuous  ?  - 

Bxp.  I  have  a  daughter  fir,  calf  J  Kstherina. 
Gre.  You  are  too  blunt,  go  to  it  orderly. 
■  Per.  You  wrong  me  fignior  Gremio,  give  me  leave. 

I  am  a  Gentleman  of  Verona  fir, 
That  hearing  of  her  beauty  and  her  wit, 
Her  affabiliey  ;  nd  bafhful  modefty  , 
Her  wondrous  qualities,  and  mild  behaviour, 
Am  bold  to  fhew  my  felf  a  forward  gueft 

Within 
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W  ithin  your  heu!e,  to  m.ke  mine  eye  the  witnefs 

Of  tint' report,  which  lib  oft  have  heard, And  fur  an  entrance  to  my  entertainment, 

I  doprelent  you  with  a  roan  of  mine 

Cunning  in  Mufick,  and  the  Mathematicks, 
Toinftruft  her  fully  inthofe  fciences, 
Whereof  I  know  file  is  not  knorant : 

Accept  of  him,  or  ell'e  you  do  me  wrong, 
His  name  is  Licio,  born  in  Mantua. 

Bap.  Y'are  welcome  fir,  and  he  for  your  good  fake. 
But  for  my  daughter  Kathtrina,  this  1  know, 

She  is  not  for  your  turn,  the  more's  my  grief. 
Pet.  I  fee  you  do  not  mean  to  part  with  her. 

Or  tlfe  you  like  not  of  ray  company. 

Bap.  Miftake  me  not,  1  fpeak  but  what  I  find, 

Whence  are  you  fir  I    What  may  I  call  your  name. 
Ptt.  Petrmbio  is  my  name,  Anionics  Ion, 

A  man  well  known  throughout  all  Italy. 

Bap.  I  know  him  well  :  you  are  welcome  for  his  fake. 

Qre.  Saving  your  tale  Tttruchio,  I  pray  let  us  that  are 

poor  petitioners  fpeak  too  ?  Baccare,  you  are  marvailous 
forward. 

Pet.  Oh,  Pardon  me  fignior  Gremie,  I  would  fain  be  do- ing. 
Gre.  I  doubt  it  not  fir.    But  you  will  curfe 

Your  wooing  neighbours  .-  this  is  a  gift 
Very  grateful,  I  am  fure  of  it,  to  exprefi 
Thelike  kindntli  my  lelf,  that  have  been 
More  kindly  beholding  to  you  than  any  : 
Free  leave  give  unto  this  young  Scholar,  that  hath 
Been  long  ftudying  at  Rhemcs,  a;  cunning 
lr.  Creek,  Latine,  and  other  Languages, 
As  theoiherin  Mulickand  Mathematicks: 

His  nameis  O'ti^o  :  pray  accept  his  (enice. 

Bap.  A  thoufand  thanks  fignior  Gremio : 
Welcome  good  Catobio.    But  gentle  fir, 
Methinksyou  walk  like  a  ftranger, 
Mav  I  be fo  bold,  to  know  thecaufeof  your  coming  ? 

Trj.  Pardon  me,  fr,  the  bolanefs  is  mine  own, 
That  being  a  ftranger  in  this  City  here, 
Do  make  my  fell  a  luitor  ro  your  Daughter, 
Unto  Bianca,  fair  and  vertuous: 
Nor  is  your  firm  refolve  uaknov,  n,  to  roe, 
In  the  preferment  of  the  eldeft  filter. 
This  liberty  Is  all  that  I  rcqneft, 
That  upon  knowledg  of  my  parentage, 

I  may  have  welcome 'm org  ft  the  reft  that  WOO, 
And  free  accefs  and  favour  as  the  reft. 
A  d  toward. the  education  of  your  Daughters, 
I  here  beftow  a  firapie  inftru.xenr, 
And  this  fraall  packet  of  Greek  and  Latine  books, 
If  you  accept  them,  tlKn  their  worth  is  great: 

Bap.  Lucentio  is  your  nam?  :  of  whence  I  pray. 
Tra.  Of  Pi fa  fir,  Ion  to  Vincentio. 
Bap.  A  mighty  man  of  Pifa  by  report, 

I  know  bim  well :  you  are  very  welcome  fir  : 
Take  you  the  Lute,  and  you  the  fet  of  bocks, 
You  uiallgolee  your  pupils  prelently. 
Holla,  within. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Sirra,  lead  thefe  Gentlemen 
Tomy  two  Daughters,  and  then  tell  them  both 
Thefe  are  their  Tutors,  bid  them  ufe  them  well, 
We  will  go  walk  a  little  in  the  Orchard,  j 
And  then  to  dinner :  you  are  parting  welcome, 
And  fo  I  pray  you  all  to  think  your  felves. 

Pet.  Signior  Baptifla,  my  bufinefs  asketh  hafte, 
And  every  day  1  cannot  come  to  woo, 
You  know  my  Father  well,  an  !  in  him  me, 
Left  loly  heir  to  all  his  Lands  and  Goods, 
Which  \  have  bettered  rather  then  decreaft, 
Then  tell  me,  if  I  get  your  Daughrcrslove, 

What  dowry  fruli  I  have  with  her  to  wife. 
Bap.  After  my  death,  the  one  half  of  my  L2r.ds3 

<\nd  in  palLffion  twenty  thoufand  Crowns. 
Pet.  And  for  that  dowry,  Tie  allure  her  of 

Her  widow-hood, be  it  that  fhefurvive  me, 
In  all  my  Lands  and  Leafes  whatfoever, 
Letfpecialities  be  therefore  drawn  between  us, 
That  covenants  may  be  kept  on  either  hand. 

Bap.  I,  when  the  fpeciai  thing  is  well  obtain'd, 
That  is,  her  love  :  for  that  is  all  in  all. 

Pet.  Why  that  is  nothing  :  for  I  tell  you  Father, 
I  am  as  peremptory  as  fhe  proud  minded: 
And  where  two  raging  fires  meet  together 
They  do  confume  the  thing  that  feeds  their  fury- 
Tho  little  fire  grows  great  with  little  wind, 
Yet  cxtream  gufts  will  blow  out  fire  and  all : 
So  I  to  her,  and  fo  fhe  yields  to  me, 
For  1  am  rough,  and  woo  not  like  a  babe. 

Bap.  Well  maiftthou  woo,  and  happy  be  thy  {peed : 

But  be  thou  arm'd  for  fome  unhapy  .words. 
Pet.  I,  to  the  proof,  as  Mountains  are  for  winds, 

That  fhake  nor,tho  they  blow  perpetually. 

Enter  Hortentio  with  bis  bead  brohj. 

Bap.  How  now  my  friend,  why  doft  thou  look  fopale  ? 
Hor.  For  fear,  I  promife  you,  if  I  look  pale. 

Bap.  Wba',"**ui  my  Daughter  prove  a  good  Mufitian? 
Ho,.  1  think  fht'il  fooner  prove  afouldier, 

Iron  may  hold  with  her,  bur  never  Lutes. 
Bap.  Why  ihen  thou  caiVft  not  break  her  to  the  Lute  ? 
Hor.  Why  no, for  fhe  hath  broke  the  Lute  to  me : 

\  did  but  tell  her  fhe  miftook  her  frets, 

And  bow'd  her  hand  to  teach  her  fingering, 
When(  with  a  moift  impatient devililh  fpirit) 

Fretscail  you  thele  ?  ( quoth  fhe  )  l'ie  fume  with  them  : 
And  with  that  word  fhe  fo  uck  me  on  the  head, 

And  through  my  ir.ftiumentmy  pate  made  way, 
And  there  I  flood  amazed  for  a  wi.ile, 
As  on  a  Pillory,  looking  through  the  Lute, 

while  fhe  did  call  me  Ral'cal,  Fidler, 
And  twangling  J  ck,  with  twenty  foch  vild  terms, 
As  had  flic  ftudied  to  mifufe  me  fo. 

Pet.  Now  by  the  world,  it  is  a  lufty  Wench, 
I  love  her  ten  tirois  more  then  ere  I  did, 

Oh  how  I  long  'o  have  forae  chat  with  her. 
Bap  Well  go  with  me.  and  be  not  lb  difcomficed. 

Proceed  in  prdttife.  with  roy  younger  DdUghter, 

She's  apt  to  learn,  and  thankful  for  good  tuar.s  ; 
Signior  Petrucbio  ,  will  you  go  with  us, 
Or  fhall  I  fend  my  daughter  Kate  to  you. 

Exit.  Manet  Pettuchio. 

Pet.  I  pray  you  do.  I  attend  her  here. 
A  nd  woo  her  with  fome  fpirit  when  fhe  comes. 
Say  that  fhe  rail,  why  then  Tie  tell  her  plain 
She  fings  as  fweerly  as  a  Nightingal  h 
Say  that  (he  frown,  Tie  fay  fhe  looks  as  clear 

As  morning  Roles  newly  wafh'd  with  Dew  ̂  
Say  fhe  be  mute,  and  will  not  fpeak  a  word, 
Then  Tie  commend  her  volubility, 

And  fay  fhe  uttereth  piercing  eloquence  : 
If  fhe  do  bid  me  pack,  fie  give  her  thanks, 
As  tho  flie  bid  rrieftay  by  her  a  week  , 

If  fhe  deny  to  wed,  I'le  crave  the  day 
When  I  fiiall  ask  the  banes,  and  when  be  mimed. 
But  here  fhe  comes,  and  now  Pexrn:bio  fpeak. 

Enter  Katcrina. 

Good  morrow  Kate,  for  that's  your  name  I  hear: 
Kat.  Well  have  you  heard,  but  fomething  hard  of hearing. 

They  call  me  Kattrtne,  that  do  talk  of  me, *  Ptt 
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cPet.  You  lye  infaith,  for  you  are  call'd  plain  Kate, 
And  bonny  Kate,  and  (omeUtaesKate  the  curft: 
But  Kate,  the  prettieft  Kate  in  Chriftendom, 
Kate  o(  Kate-\\&W,  my  lupper  dainty  Kate, 
For  daintiesare  all  Kates,  and  therefore  Kate 

Take  this  of  me,  Kate  of  my  confolation, 

Hearing  thy  raildnefs  prais'd  in  every  Town, 
Thy  vcrrutsfpokc  of,  and  thy  beauty  founded, 
Yet  not  lb  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs, 

Mv  felt  am  mov'd  to  woo  thee  for  my  wife. 

Kat.  Mov'd  ,  in  good  time,  let  him  that  mov'd  you h  it  her. 

Remove  you  hence :  I  knew  you  at  the  firft 
You  were  a  movable. 

Vet.  Why,  what's  a  movable  ? 
Kat.  A  joyn'd  ftool. 
Pet.  Thou  haft  hit  it :  come  fit  on  me. 
Kat .  Affes  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you. 
Pet.  Women  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you. 

Kat.  No  fuch  Jade  fir  as  you,  if  me  you  mean. 

Pet.  Alas  good  Kate,  I  will  not  burthen  thee, 
For  knowing  thee  to  be  but  young  and  light. 

Kat.  Too  light  for  fuch  a  fwain  as  you  to  catch, 
And  yet  as  heavy  as  my  weight  fhall  be. 

Pet.  Should  be,  fhould :  buz. 
Kat.  Well  tane,  and  like  a  buzzard. 

Pet.  Oh  flow-wing'd  Turtle,  fhall  a  Buzzard  take  thee? 
Kat.  I,  for  a  Turtle,  as  he  takes  a  buzzard. 

Pet.  Come,  come  you  Wafp,  1'faith  you  are  too  an- 

gry. Kat.  If  I  be  wafpifh, 'beft  beware  my  fting. 
Pet.  My  remedy  is  then  to  pluck  it  out. 
Kat.  I,  If  the  fool  could  find  it  where  it  lies. 
Pet.  Who  knows  not  where  a  Wafp  does  wear  his  fting  ? 

in  his  tail. 

Kat.  In  his  tongue .? 
Pet.  Whofe  tongue  ? 
Kat.  Yours  if  you  talk  of  tale?,  and  fo  farewell. 
Pet.  What  with  my  tongue  in  your  tail. 

Nay,  come  again  ,  good  Kate,  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Kat.  That  l'le  try.  (he  firikeshlm. 
Pet.  I  fwear  l'le  cuff  you,  if  [you  ftrike  again. 
Kat.  So  may  you  lofe  your  arms. 

If  you  ftrike  me  you  are  no  gentleman, 
And  if  no  gentleman,  why  then  no  arms. 

Pet.  A  Herald  Kate}  Oh  put  me  in  thy  books. 
Kat.  What  is  your  Creft,  a  Coxcomb  ? 
Pet.  A  combleis  Cock,  fo  Kate  wdl  be  my  Hem 
Kat.  No  Cock  of  mine,  you  crow  too  like  a  craven. 

Pet.  Nay  come  Kite  *,  come ;  you  muft  not  look  fo tower. 

Kat.  It  is  my  fafhion  when  1  fee  a  Crab. 

Pet.  Why  here's  no  Crab,   and  therefore  look  not 
fbwer. 

Kat.  There  is,  there  is; 
Pet.  Then  fhew  it  me. 

Kat.  Had  I  a  glafs,  I  would. 
Yet.  What,  you  mean  my  face. 

Kat.  Well  aim'd  of  fuch  a  young  one: 
Pet.  Now  by  S.  George  I  am  too  young  for  you. 

Kat.  Yet  you  are  wither'd. 
Pit.  'Tis  with  cares. 
Kat:  I  care  not. 

Pet.  Nay  hear  you  Kate.  Infooth  you  fcape  not  fo. 
Kat.  I  chafe  you  if  1  tarry  \  Let  me  go. 
Pet.  No,  not  a  whit,  I  find  you  paffing  gentle  : 

'Twas  told  me  you  were  rough,  and  coy,  andfullen, 
And  now  I  find  report  a  very  liar, 
For  thou  art  pleafant,  gamefome,  palling  courteous, 
But  flow  in  fpeech,yet  fweet  asfpring-time  flowers. 

Thou  ean'ft  not  frown,  thoucan'ft  not  look  a  fcance, 
Nor  bite  the  lip,  as  angry  wenches  will, 
Nor  haft  thou  pleafure  to  be  crofs  in  talk : 

:  But  thou  with  mildnefs  entertain'ft  thy  wooers.' 

With  gentle  conference,  loft,  and  affable. 
Why  does  the  world  report  that  X^doth  lirxp? 
Oh  fland'rous  world  :  Kate  like  the  H.  zle  twig Is  ftraight,  and  /lender,  and  as  brown  in  hue 
AsHazle  Nuts,  andiweeter  than  the  Kernels: 
Oh  let  me  fee  thee  walk  :  thou  doft  not  halt. 

Kat,  Go  fool,  and  whom  thou  keep'ft  command. 
Pet.  Did  ever  Dian  fo  become  a  Grove, 

As  Kate  this  chamber  with  her  princely  gate  ; 
0  be  thou  Dian,  and  let  her  be  Kate, 
And  then  let  Kate  be  chaft,  and  Dian  fportfu!. 

Kate.  Where  did  you  ftudy  all  this  goodly  fpeech? 
Pet.  It  is  extempore,  from  my  mother  wit-  j 
Kate.  A  witty  mother,  wulefs  elfe  herfon- Pet.  Am  I  not  wife  ? 

Kate.  Yes,  keep  you  warm. 

Pet.  Marry  fo  I  mean  fweet  Katherine  in  thy  bed  : 
And  therefore  letting  all  this  chat  afide. 
Thus  in  plain  terms :  your  father  hath  confented 
That  you  fhall  be  my  wife-  your  dowry  'greed  on^ And  will  you,  nill  you,  I  will  marry  you. 
Now  Kate,  I  am  a  husband  for  your  tutn, 
For  by  this  light,  whereby  I  fee  thy  beauty, 
Thy  beauty  that  doth  make  roe  l.ke  thee  well, 
Thou  muft  be  married  to  no  man  but  me. 

Enter  Baptifta,  Gremio,  Trayno. 

For  I  am  he  am  born  to  tame  you  Kate, 
And  bring  you  from  a  wild  Kat  to  a  Kate 
Conformable  as  other  houfhold  Kates ; 
Here  comes  your  father,  never  make  denial, 
1  muft,  and  will  have  Katherine  to  my  wife.     ( daughter? 

Bap.  Now  Signior  Pctrnchio,  how  fpeed  ycu  with  my 
Pet.  How  but  well  fir?  how  but  well? 

It  were  impoffible  I  fhould  ipeed  a  mifs.  { dumps  ? 
Bap.  Why  how  now  Daughter  Katherine,  in  your 
Kat.  Call  you  roe  daughter  ?  now  Ipromiie  you 

You  havefhew'd  a  tender  fatherly  regard, 
To  wifh  me  wed  to  one  half  Lunatick, 
A  madcap  ruffian,  and  a  fwearing  Jack, 
That  thinks  with  oaths  to  face  the  matter  our; 

Pet.  Father,  'tis  thus,  your  felf  and  all  the  world 
That  talk'd  of  her,  have  'talk'd  amifs  of  her  ; If  fhe  be  curft,  it  is  for  policy, 

For  fhe's  not  froward,  but  modeft  as  the  Dove., 
She  is  not  hot,  but  temperaie  as  the  morn  \  . 
For  patience  fhe  will  prove  afecond  GriffeU 
And  Roman  Lucrece  for  her  chaftity  . 

And  to  conclude,  we  have  greed  lb  well  together, 
That  upon  Sunday  is  the  wedding  day. 

Kat.  l'le  fee  thee  hang'd  on  Sunday  firft.  (firft. 
Gre.  Hark :  Petruchio,  fhe  fays  fhe'l  fee  thee  hang'd 
Tra.h  this  your  fpeeding?  nay  then  good  night  our  part. 
Pet.  Be -patient  gentlemen,  I  choole  her  for  my  felf, 

If  fhe  and  I  be  pleas'd,  what's  that  to  you? 
'Tis  bargain'd  'twist  us  twain  being  alone, That  fhe  fhall  fii!I  be  curft  in  company. 

I  tell  you  'tis  incredible  to  believe 
How  much  fhe  loves  me  ;  oh  the  kindeft  Kan, 
She  hung  about  my  neck,  and  kits  and  kifs 

She  vi'd  fo  faft,  protefting  oath  on  oath, 
That  in  a  twink  fhe  won  me  to  her  love. 

Oh  you  are  novices,'tis  a  world  tc  fee 
How  tame  when  men  and  women  are  alone, 
A  meacock  wretch  can  make  the  curfteft  Shrew  \ 
Give  me  thy  hand  Kate,  I  will  unto  Venice 

To  buy  apparel  'gainft  the  wedding  day ; 
Provide  the  feaft  Father,  and  bid  theguefts. 
I  will  be  furetny  Katherine  fhall  be  fine. 

Bap.  I  know  not  what  to  fay»  but  give  me  your  hands, 
God  lend  you  joy,  Petruchio,  'tis  a  match. 

Gre.  Tra.  Amen  fay  we,  we  will  be  witneffes. 
Pet.  Father,  and  Wife,  and  Gentlemen  adieu> 

 _  \\ 
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I  will  to  Venice,  Sunday  comes  apace, 

|We  will  have  rings,  and  things,  and  line  array, 
And  kifs  me  Kate,  we  will  be  married  a  Sunday. 

Exit  Petruchio,  and  Katherine. 

Gre.  Was  ever  match  dapt  up  fo  fuddenly  ? 

Bap.  Faith  Gentleman,  now  I  play  a  Merchant's  part* And  venture  madly  on  a  defperate  Mart. 

Tra.  'Twas  a  commodity  lay  fretting  by  you  •, 

'Twill  bring  you  gain,  or  perifh  on  the  feas. 

B*p.  The  gain  iDek,  is  quiet  me  the  match. 
Cre,  No  doubt  but  he  hath  got  a  quiet  catch : 

ButnDw£*pft/fo,toyour  younger  daughter  i 

Now  is  the  day  we  long  have  looked  for 

1  am  your  neighbour,  and  was  fuitor  firft. 
Tra.  And  1  am  one  that  love  Bianca  more 

Than  words  can  witnefs,  or  your  thoughts  can  guefs. 

Gre.  Youngling,  thou  canft  not  love  lb  dear  as  I. 

Tra.  Grey-beard,  thy  love  doth  freeze. 
Gre.  But  thine  doth  fry  : 

Skipper,  ftand  back ;  'tis  age  thatnourifheth. 
Tra.  But  Youth  in  Ladies  eyes  that  flourifhuh. 

Bap.  Content  you  Gentlemen  I  will  compound  this 
»         ftrife  *, 
'Tis  deeds  muft  win  the  prize,  and  he  of  both 

That  canaffbre  my  daughter  greateft  dower, 
Shall  have  BiancaS  Love. 

Say  Signior  Gremio,  what  can  you  sfTure  her  ? 

Gre.  Firft,  as  you  know,  my  houfe  within  the  City 

Is  richly  furnifhed  with  plate  and  gold, 
Batons  and  Ewers  to  lave  her  dainty  hands : 

My  Hangings  all  of  Tiri m  Tapeftry  : 

In  ivory  Coffers  I  have  ftuft  rny  Crowns: 

InCyprefs  Cheftsray  Arras' Counterpoints: 
Coftly  Apparel,  Terns  and  Canopies, 
Fine  Linnen,  Turky  Cushions  boft  with  Pearl, 

ValUns  of  Venice  gold,  in  needlework  *, 
Pewter  and  Brafs,  and  ell  things  that  belongs 

To  houfe,  or  houfe  keeping:  then  at  my  Farm 
I  have  a  hundred  rai!ch-kine  to  the  Pail, 
Six  lcoref.it  Ox?n  Handing  in  my  Stalls ; 

And  all  things  anfwerable  to  this  portion. 

My  felf  amftruckinyears.Imuftconfefs  5 
And  if  1  die  to  morrow,  this  is  hers, 
if  whil?ft  I  live  (he  will  be  only  mine. 

Tra.  That  only  rame  weil  in:  Sir, lift  tome  5, 

lam  my  Fither's  Heir,  and  only  Son 
If  I  may  have  your  Daughter  to  my  Wife, 
I'le  leave  her  Houfes  three  or  four  as  good, 
Within  rich  Tifa  Walls,  as  any  one 
Old  Signior  Grtmio  has  in  Padua  ; 
Befides  twothcufand  Ducats  by  the  year 
Of  fruitful  Land}  all  which  fhail  be  herjeyntcr. 
What,  have  I  pincht  you,  figmor  Gremio  ? 

Cre.  Twothoufand  Ducats  by  the  year  of  Land  \ 
My  Land  amounts  not  to  fo  much  in  all  : 
That  fhefhall  have,  befides  an  Argofte 
That  now  is  lying  in  Marfella  Road. 
What,  have  1  choakt  you  with  sn  Aigofi?  ? 

Ira  Gremio,  'tis  known  my  Father  hath  no  lefs 
Than  three  great  Argofus,  befides  two  Galhaffes 
And  twelve  tite  Gallics',  theft  I  will  allure  her, 
And  twice  as  much,  what  e're  thou  cffer'ft  next. 

Gre  Na\,Ihaveoffei'd  all  ;  I  have  no  more  •, 
And  fhe  can  have  no  more  (han  all  I  have  \ 
If  you  like  me,  fhe  fhail  have  me  and  mine. 

Tra  Why  then  the  Maid  is  mine  (rem  all  the  World 

By  you^  firm  proroife  ;  Gremio  is  out-vied- 
Bap.  I  muff  confefs  your  Offer  is  the  beft 

And  ler  your  Father  make  h?r  the  afTjrar.ee, 
She  is  your  o  wn  ,  elfeyou  muft  pardon  me : 

if  youfhould  ciebifore  him,  where'shtr  dower  ? 
Tra.  That's  but  a  cavil   he  is  eld,  lyoung. 
Gre.  And  may  not  young  men  die  as  well  as  old? 
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Bap.  Well,  Gentlemen)  I  am  thus  refolv'd, 
On  Sunday  next,  you  know, 

My  daughter  Katherine  is  to  be  married : 
Now  on  the  Sunday  following  (hall  Bianca 

Be  Bride  to  you,  if  you  make  this  afTurance  •, 
If  not,  to  fignior  Gremio; 
And  fo  I  take  my  leave,  and  th?.nk  you  both.  Exit. 

Gre.  Adieu  good  neighbour :  row  I  fear  thee  net : 
Sirrah,  young  Gamefter,  your  Father  were  a  fool 
To  give  thee  all,  and  in  his  waining  age 
Set  foot  under  thy  table :  tut,  a  toy  ; 
An  old  Italian  Fox  is  not  fo  kind,  my  boy.  Exit, 

Tra  A  vengeance  on  your  crafty  withered  hide  ; 
Yet  1  have  fae'd  it  with  a  card  of  ten 
'Tis  in  my  head  to  do  my  mailer  good  : 
I  fee  no  reafon  but  fuppos'd  Lucentio 
Muft  get  a  Father,  caii'dfuppos'd  Vincentio; 
And  that's  a  wonder :  Fathers  commonly 
Do  get  their  children  ;  but  in  this  cafe  of  wooing, 
A  child  fhail  get  a  fire,  if  I  fail  not  of  my  cunning. «  Exit. 

Aftus  Tertius. 

Enter  Lucentio,  Hortentio,  WBianca. 

Luc.  Fidler,  forbear  ;  you  grow  too  forward  fir  i 
Have  you  fo  foon  forgot  the  entertainment 

Her  fifter  Katherine  welcom'd  you  withal  ? 
Hort.  But  wrangling  pedant,  this  is 

The  f  atronefs  of  heavenly  harmony  *, 
That  give  me  leave  to  have  prerogative  \ 
And  when  in  Mufick  we  have  fpent  an  hour, 
Your  Lecture  fhail  have  leifure  for  as  much, 

Luc.  Pnpofterous  Afs  that  never  read  lo  far, 

To  know  the  caufe  why  Mufick  was  orda'm'd  : Was  it  not  to  refrtfh  the  mind  of  man 
After  h  s  ftudies,  or  his  ufual  pain  ? 
Then  give  me  leave  to  read  Philofophy  ; 
And  while  Tpaufe,  ferve  in  your  harmony. 

Hort.  Sirrah,  I  will  notbear  thefebtaves  of  thin?. 

Bian.  Why,  Gentlemen,  you  do  me  double  wrong, 
To  ftrive  for  that  which  refteth  in  my  choice : 
I  am  no  breeching  fcholar  in  the  fchools  ; 

I'le  not  be  tied  to  hour,  nor  pointed  times, 
But  learn  my  LefTonsas  1  pleale  ray  felf  ̂  
And  to  cut  off  all  ftrife,  here  fit  we  down, 
Take  you  your  inftrument,  play  you  the  while?, 

Hia  Lecture  will  be  done  e're  you  have  tun'd. 
Hort.  You'l leave  his  Lecture  when  I  am  in  tune? 
Luc.  That  will  be  never:  tune  your  inftrument. 
Bian.  Where  left  we  laft  ? 
Luc.  Here,  Madam  :  Hie  ibat  Simoist  hie  eft  Sigeia  tsllm, 

hie  fleterat  Triami  regia  celj'a  fenis- Bian.  Conftrue  them. 

Luc  Hie  ibat,  as  I  told  you  before,  Simois,  lam  Lucentio, 
hie  eft,  fon  unto  Vincemio  of  Pifa,  Sigeia  tclliu,  difguifed 
thus  to  get  your  Love,  hie  fleterat,  and  that  Luetntio  that 
comes  a  wooing,  Priami,  is  my  Man  Tranio,  regia,  bear- 

ing my  Port,  eel  fa  [tnis,  that  we  might  beguile  the  old  Pan- 
taloon. 

Hort.  Madam,  my  inftrument's  in  tune. 
Bian.  Let's  hear.  O  fie,  the  trtblc  j  ars. 
Luc-  Spit  in  the  hole,  man,  and  tune  again. 
Bian.  Now  let  me  fee  if  1  can  confti  ue  it :  Hie  that  fimo- 

is,  I  know  younotjfc/'c  eft  ftgeia  tellns,  1  truft  you  not,  hie 
fleterat  priami,  take  heed  he  hear  us  not,  regia,  prdu;aenor, 

celfa        defpair  not. 
Hort.  Madam,  'tis  now  in  tune. 
Luc.  Ml  but  the  Bafe. 

R  Hoj  r. 
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Hat.  The  bale  is  right  'tis  the  bale  knave  that  jars. 
Luc.  How  fiery  and  fro  ward  our  Pedant  is ! 

Now  for  my  Life  that  knave  doth  court  my  Love  : 

Pedafcule,  i'le  watch  you  better  yet: 
In  time  I  may  believe,  yet  I  miftruft- 

J?»j«.  Miftruft  it  not  *,  for  fure  lALacides 

wes  tsljax  cali'd  fo  from  his  Grandfather, 
Hurt ,  1  muff,  believe  my  Mafter ;  elfe  I  promifc  you, 

I  fftouid  be  arguing  (till  upon  that  doubt : 
But  let  it  r^fl: :  now  Lit  to  to  you: 
Good  mafter,  take  it  not  unkindly,  pray, 
f  hat  I  have  been  thus  pleafant  with  you  both. 

Bian  You  may  go  walk,  and  give  me  leave  a  while ', 
My  Leflbns  make  not  Mufick  in  three  parts. 

I  nc.  Are  you  fo  formal,  fir  ?  well,  1  muft  wait 

And  watch  withal:  for  but  I  be  deceiv'd, 
Our  fine  Mufician  groweth  amorous. 

Hor.  Madam,  before  you  touch  the  inftrument, 
To  learn  the  order  of  my  fingering* 
I  muft  begin  wich  Rudiments  of  Art, 
To  teach  you  Gamoth  in  a  briefer  fort, 
More  pleafant,  pithy,  and  effectual, 
Than  hath  been  taught  by  any  of  my  trade  i 
And  there  it  is  in  writing  fairly  drawn. 

Bian.  Why,  I  am  paf:  my  Gamoth  long  ago. 
Hor.  Yet  read  the  Gamoth  of  Horttnfio. 
Bian.  Gamoth  1  am,  the  ground  of  all  accord  : 

Are,  to  pleafe  Hrtenfrfs  pafiion  : 
Beeme)  Bianca  take  him  for  thy  Lord, 
Cfaut,  that  loves  me  with  all  affection  : 
T>  folre,  one  Cliff,  two  Notes  have  I, 
Elams>  fhow  pity,  or  I  die. 
Call  you  this  Gamoth?  tut,  1  like  it  not  i 

Old  fafhions  pleafe  me  beft  •,  I  am  not  fo  nice 
To  change  true  rules  for  old  inventions. 

EnteraMeffengtr. 

N  ek.  Miftris,  your  Father  prays  you  leave  your  books 
And  help  to  drefs  your  filters  chamber  up  ; 
You  know  to  morrow  is  the  Wedding-day. 

Bian.  Farewel  fweet  Mafters  both  ;  I  muft  be  gone. 
Luc.  Faith  Miftris  then  I  have  no  caule  to  ftay. 
Hor.  But  I  have  caufe  to  pry  into  this  pedant  ; 

Methinks  he  looks  as  tho  he  were  in  Love  ' 
Yet  if  thoughts,  Bianca,  befo  humble 
To  caft  thy  wandring  eyes  on  every  ftale ; 
Sejize  the*;  that  Lift ;  if  once  I  find  thee  ranging, 
Hortcnfn  will  be  quit  with  thee  by  changing.  Exit 

Enter  Baptifta,  Gremio,  Tranio,  Katherine,  Bianca,  and 
others,  attendants. 

£<«/?. Signior  Lucentiot  this  the  pointed  day 
That  Katherine  and  Petruchio  Ihould  be  married  j 
And  yet  we  hear  not  of  our  fon  in  Law. 
What  will  be  faid  ?  what  mockery  will  it  be, 
To  want  the  Bridegroom  when  the  Prieft  attends 
To  fpeak  the  ceremonial  Rites  of  Marriage  ? 
What  fays  Lucentio  to  this  fhame  of  ours  ? 

Kate.  No  fhame  but  mine  :,  1  muft  forfooth  be  forc't 
To  give  my  hand  oppos'd  againft  my  heart, 
Unto  a  mad-brain  Rudesby,  full  of  fpleen, 
Who  woo'd  in  hafte,  and  means  to  wed  at  leifure. 
f  told  you  I,  he  was  a  frantick  Fool, 
Biding  his  bitter  jefts  in  blunt  behaviour  i 
Arid  to  be  noted  for  a  merry  man  : 
Hci  woo  a  thoufand,  point  the  day  of  Marriage, 
Make  Friends,  invite    yes  and  proclaim  the  Banes  j 

Yf  r  never  means  to  wed  where  he  hath  woo'd. 
ow  mu!l  the  World  point  at  poor  Katherine, 

And  fay,  !o  there  is  mad  Petruchio  s  Wife, 
If  it  would  pleafe  him  come  and  marry  her: 

Tra.  Patience  good  Katherine  and  Bsptijla  too  \ 

Upon  my  Life  Petruchio  means  but  well, 
Whatever  Fortune  ftays  him  from  his  word, 
Tho  he  be  blunt,  I  know  him  palling  wife  ;  * 
Tho  he  be  merry,  yet  withal  he's  honeft. 

Kate.  Would  Katherine  hid  never  feen  him  tho. 

Hap.  (jo  Oirl :  I  cannot  blame  thee  now  to  weep ; 
Forfuch  an  injury  would  vex  a  faint, 
Much  more  aftirew  of  thy  impatient  humour. 

Enter  BiondeUo. 

Bion.  Mafter,  Mafter  j  news,  andfuch  news  as  you  never heard  of. 

Bap.  Is  it  new  and  old  too  ?  how  may  that  be  ? 
Bio.  Why,  is  it  not  news  to  hear  of  Petruchio*  com- 

ing? 

Bap.  Is  he  come  ? 
Bio.  Why  no  fir. 

Bap.  What  then  ? Bio.  He  is  coming. 

Bap.  When  will  he  be  here  ? 
Bio.  When  he  ftands  where  I  am,  and  fees  you  there. 
Tra.  But  fay,  what  to  thy  old  news  ?  i 
Bio.  Why  Petruchio  is  coming  in  a  new  hat  and  an  old 

jerkin*,  a  pair  of  old  breeches  thrice  turn'd  a  pair  of boots  that  have  been  candle-cafes,  one  h'ckled,  another 
lae'd  ;  an  old  rufty  fword  tane  out  of  the  Town- Armory, with  a  broken  hilt,  andchaplefsi  with  two  broken  point: 
his  horfe  hip'd  with  an  old  mothy  faddle,  the  ftirrops  of  no kindred  :  befide  pollcft  with  ike  Glanders,  and  like  to  mofe 
in  the  chine ;  troubled  with  the  Lampaffe,  infefted  with  the 
Fashions,  full  of  WindgaUs,  fped  with  Spavins,  raied  with 
the  Yellows,  paft  cure  of  the  Fives,  ftark  fpoil'd  with  the 
Staggers,  begnawn  with  the  Bots,  Waid  in  the  back,  and 
flioulder-fhotten,  neer  leg'd  before,  and  witha  half  cbeckt 
Bit,  and  a  headftall  of  fheep's  Leather-  which  being  re- 
ftrain'd  to  keep  him  from  ftumbling,  hath  been  often  burft, 
and  now  repaired  with  knots  ;  one  Girth  fix  times  piee'd, 
anda  Woraans  Crupper  of  Velure,  which  hath  two  Letters 
for  her  name,  (airly  fet  downinftuds,  and  here  and  there 

piee'd  with  packthred. 
Bap.  Who  comes  with  him  ? 
Bio.  Oh  fir,  his  Lackey,  for  all  the  World  eoropari- 

fon'd  like  the  Horfe  \  with  a  Linnen  ftock  on  one  Leg, 
andakerfey  boot-hole  on  the  other,  gamed  with  a  red 
and  blew  Lift ;  an  old  hat,  and  the  humor  of  forty  fancies 

prickt  up  in't  for  a  feather:  a  Monfter,  a  very  Monfter  in 
apparel,  and  not  like  a  Chriftian  Foot-  boy,  or  Gentleman's Lackey. 

Tra.  'Tisfomeodd  humor  pricks  him  to  this  fafhionj 
Yet  oftentimes  he  goes  but  mean  apparell'd. 

Bap  1  am  glad  he's  come,  howfoercr  he  comes. 
Bio.  Why  fir,  he  comes  not. 
Bap.  Didft  thou  not  fay  he  comes  ? 
Bio.  Who?  that  that  Pi  truchio  cam  ? 

that  Petruchio  came. 

Bio.  No  fir ;  1  fay  his  horfe  comes  with  him  on  his  back. 

Bap.  VVhy  that's  all  oner Bio.  Nay  by  S.  Jamy  I  hold  you  a  penny,  a  horfe  and  a 
man  is  more  than  one  j  and  yet  not  many. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Grumio. 

Pet.  Come,  where  be  thefc  Gallants  2  who's  at  home  ? 
Bap.  You  are  welcome  fir. 
Pet.  And  yet  I  come  not  well. 

Bap.  And  yet  you  halt  nor. 

Tra.  Not  lb  wellappareli'dasl  wifh  you  were. 
Pet.  Were  it  better  I  mould  rufh  in  thus. 

But  where  is  Kate  ?  where  is  my  lovely  Bride  ? 
How  does  my  father  ?  Gentles,  methinks  you  frown. 
And  wherefore  gaze  this  goodly  company, 
As  if  they  faw  fome  wondrous  Monument, 

feme 
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Sorae  Comer,  or  (bene  unufual  prodigy? 

Bap.  Why  fir,  you  knowihisis  your  Wedding-day: Firft  were  we  fad,  fearing  you  would  not  come  \ 
Now  fadder  that  you  come  unprovided. 
Fie,  doff  this  habit  ;  fharae  to  your  Eftate, 
An  eye-fore  to  our  folemn  feftival. 

Tra.  And  tell  us  what  occafion  of  import 

Hath  allfo  long  detaL'd  you  from  your  wife, 
And  fent  you  hither  fq  unlike  your  felf  ? 

Pet.  Tedious  it  were  to  tell,  and  harfh  to  hear  ; 
Sufficeth  I  am  come  to  keep  my  word, 
Tho  in  fome  part  enforctd  to  digrefs , 
Which  at  moreleifure  1  will  lb  excufe, 

As  you  fhall  well  be  fatisfied  withal. 
But  where  is  Kate  ?  I  ftay  too  long  from  her. 

The  morning  wears  ;  *cis  time  we  were  at  Church. 
Tra.  See  not  your  Bride  in  thefe  unreveretit  Robes  j 

Go  to  my  chamber,  put  on  cloaths  of  mine. 
Pet.  Not  I ;  believe  me,  thus  Tie  vifit  her. 

Bap.  But  thus  I  truft  you  will  not  marry  her. 
Pet.  Good  footh  even  thus Therefore  ha'  done  with 

words  'j 
To  me  (he's  married,  not  unto  my  clothes : 
Could  I  repair  what  fhe  will  wear  in  me, 
As  1  could  change  thefe  poor  accoutrements, 

'Twerc  well  for  Kate,  and  better  for  my  felf. 

But  what  a  fool  aml'tochar  with  you, 
Whenlfhould  bid  good  morrow  to  my  Bride  , 
And  leal  the  title  with  a  lovely  kifs  ?  Exit 
T ra.  He  hath  fome  meaning  in  his  mad  attire  : 

We  will  perfwade  him,  be  it  pcffible, 

To  put  on  better  e're  he  go  to  Church. 
Bip.  Tie  after  him,  and  fee  the  event  of  this.       Exit  t 
Tra,  But  fir,  Love  concerneth  us  to  add 

Her  father's  liking  \  which  to  bring  to  pals 
As  before  I  imparted  to  your  Worfhip  ; 

I  am  to  get  a  roan  ;  what  e're  he  be 
It  skills  not  much ;  we'l  fit  him  to  our  turn  ; 
And  he  (hall  be  Vtncentio  of  Pi  fa, 
And  makeaffurance  herein  Padua 

Of  greater  fums  than  i  have  promifed  : 
So  fhall  you  quietly  inpy  your  hope, 
And  marry  fweet£^»f^  with  content. 

Luc.  Were  it  not  that  my  fellow  fchoolmafter 
Doth  watch  Eianca\  flepsfo  narrowly, 

'Twere  good  niethinks  to  (teal  our  Marriage 
VVhich  once  pertorm'd,  let  all  the  world  fay  no, 
I'le  keep  mine  own  defpight  of  ail'  he  world. 

Ira.  That  by  degrees  we  mean  to  look  into 
And  watch  our  vantage  in  this  bufinefs  : 

We'l  over-reach  the  gray-beard  Gremio, 
The  narrow  prying  father  Minola, 

The  quaint  Mufician  amorous  Litio  -y 
All  for  my  Matter's  fake  Lucentio. 

Enter  Gremio. 

Signior  Gremio.,  came  you  from  the  Church  ? 

Gre.  As  willingly  as  e're  I  came  from  fchool. 
Tra.  And  is  the  Bride  and  Bridegroom  coming  home  ? 

Gre.  A  Bridegroom  fay  you  ?  'tis  a  groom  indeed, 
A  grumbling  groom  ;  and  that  the  girl  fhall  find. 

Tra.  Curlier  than  fhe  ?  Why  'tis  irapoflible. 
Gre.  Why  he's  a  devil,  a  devil,  a  very  fiend. 
Tra.  Why  toe's  a  devil,  a  devil,  the  devil's  dam. 
Gre.  Tut,  (he's  a  Lamb,  a  Dove,  a  Fool  to  him: 

He  tell  you  fir  Lucentio  ,  when  the  Prieft 
Should  ask  if  Katherine  fhould  be  his  wife  ? 

I  by  gogs  woons  quoth  he';  and  (Wore  fo  loud, 
That  all  armz'd  the  Prieft  let  fall  t/ne  book  j 
And  as  he  ftoop'J  again  to  take  it  up, 
Thismad-braii'd  bridegroom  took  him  fuch  a  cuff, 
That  down  fell  Prieft  and  bosk,  and  book  and  Prieft. 

Ns.v  take  them  up  ( q  ioth  he )  if  any  lift. 
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Tra.  What  faid  the  Wench  when  he  rofeup  again  ? 
Gre.  Trembled  and  fliook  :  for  why,  he  ftamp'd  and 

fwore, 

As  if  the  Vicar  meant  to  coz^n  him. 
But  after  many  Ceremonies  done, 
He  calls  for  Wine  :  a  health  quoth  he  ;  as  if 
He  had  been  aboard  carowzmg  to  his  Mates 
Afteraftorm:  quaft  off  the  Mufcadel, 

And  threw  the  Sops  all  in  the  Sexton's  face  : 
Having  no  other  re  Ton, but  that  his  beard 

Grew  thin  and  hungerly,  and  Item'dtoask 
His  fops  as  he  was  drinking.  This  done,  he  took 
The  Bride  about  the  neck,  and  kift  her  lips 
With  luch  a  clamorous  Iraack,  that  at  the  parting 
All  the  Church  did  eccho  :  and  I  feeing  this, 
Came  thence  for  very  fhame  ;  and  after  me 

I  know  the  Rout  is  coming:  S'Jch  a  mad  Marriage 
Never  was  before.  Hat  k,  hark,  1  hear  the  Minftrels  play^ 

Mufick  plays. Enter  Petruchios  Kate,  Bianca,  Hortenfio,  Baptifta. 

T'eu  Gentlemen  and  Friends,  I  thank  you  for  your 

pairs  : 
I  know  you  think  to  dine  with  me  to  day, 

And  have  pre par'd  great  (tore  of  Wedding-cheer But  fo  it  is,  my  hafte  doth  call  me  hence  ; 

And  th.-tvfcre  here  I  mean  to  take  my  leave. 
Bap,  is't  poffible  you  will  away  to  night  ? 
Pet.  I  rruft  6  w^y  today  before  night  come: 

Make  it  no  wonder :  if  you  knew  my  bufinefs, 
You  would  intreat  roe  rather  go  than  ftay. 
And  honeft company,  I  thank  you  all, 
That  ha*'e  beheld  roe. give  away  my  f:lf 
To  this  moft  patient  lvveetar.d  vcrtuous  Wife  : 
Dine  with  my  father,  drink  a  health  to  me  , 
For  I  tnuft  hence,  and  farewel  to  you  all. 

Tra.  Let  us  intreat  you  ftay  till  after  dinner. 
*Pet.  It  may  not  be. 
Gre.  Let  me  intreat  you. 
Pet.  It  cannot  be. 

Kat.  Let  me  intreat  you< 
Pet.  Iam  content. 
Rat.  Are  you  content  to  ftay  ? 
Tet.  1  am  content  you  (hall  intreat  me  ftay  j 

But  yet  not  ftay,  intreat  roe  bow  you  can. 
Kat.  Now  it  youiovetneftay. 
Pet.  Grumio,  my  hurle. 
Gru.  1  fir,  they  be  ready  ;  the  Oats  have  eaten  the 

horfes. 

Kat.  Nay  then 
Do  what  thou  canft,  I  will  not  go  to  day  •, 
No,  nor  to  morrow,  nor  till  I  pleafemy  felf : 
The  door  is  open  fir,  there  lies  your  way, 
You  may  be  jogging  whiles  your  boots  are  green : 

For  me,  l'le  not  be  gone  till  I  pleafe  my  felf: 
Tis  like  you'l  prove  a  jolly  lurly  groom, 
That  takeitonyouat  the  firft  fo  roundly. 

Pet.  O  Kate  content  thee    prethee  be  not  angry. 
Kat  I  will  be  angry  :  What  haft  thou  to  do  ? 

Father,  be  quiet;  he  fhall  ftiy  my  leilure. 
Gre.  I  marry  fir,  now  it  begins  to  work. 
Kat.  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  Briuai-dinner. 

j  fee  a  woman  may  be  aiide  a  fool, 
If  fhe  had  not  a  fpiritto  rcfjft. 

Pet.  They  (hall  go  forward  Kate,  at  thy  command* 
Obey  the  Bridr,  you  that  attend  on  her : 

Go  to  the  feaft,  revel  and  domineer  *, 
I  Garowfe  full  not afure  to  her  Maideh-Bead  ; 
Be  mad  and  merry,  or  go  hang  your  felves : 

But  for  my  bonny  Kate,  fhe  muft  with  me. 
Nay, look  not  big,  nor  (lamp,  nor  ftare,  nor  fret, 

I  will  be  M after  of  what  is  mine  own  *, 
She  is  my  goods,  my  chattels,  fh>:  is  my  houfe, 
My  houfhold-ftuff,  my  field,  my  barn, *  R  2  My, 
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My  hoiic,  my  ox.,  my  afs,  my  any  thing  ; 

And  here  (he  ftands,  touch  her  who  ever  dare*, 
l'U  bt  ing  mine  action  on  the  proudeft  he 
That  ftop5  my  way  in  Padua:  Grumto 
Draw  foi  th  thy  Weapon ;  wc  are  belet  with  thieves  ; 
Rdcue  thy  Miftris  if  thou  be  a  man  : 

Fear  not  fwcet  Wench  ;  they  fhaU  not  touch  thee  Kate  '■, 
Yk  buckler  thee  againft  a  Million.  Exeunt  P.  Ka. 

Bjf.  Nay,  let  them  go  ,  acouple  of  quiet  ones. 
Cre.  Went  they  not  quickly  ,1  fhould  die  with  laughing. 
7V#.  Of  all  mad  matches  never  was  the  like. 

Luc.  Miftris,  what's  your  opinion  of  your  filler? 
Bian  That  being  mad  her  felf,  flu's  madly  mated. 
G»f  I  warrant  him  Tetruchio  is  Katcd. 
Bap.  Neighbours  and  Friends,  tho  Bride  and  Bridegroom 

wants 

For  to  iupply  the  places  at  the  table, 
You  know  there  wants  no  junkets  at  the  feaft  :  Lucentio, 

You  fhall  iupply  the  Bridegroom's  place, 
And  let  Bianca  take  her  lifters  room. 

Tra.  Shall  fweet  Bianca  practice  how  to  bride  it  ? 

Bap.  She  fliall  Lucentio  :  Come  gentlemen,  let's  go. 
Exeunt. Enter  Grurnio. 

Cru.  Fie,  fie  on  all  tired  Jades,  on  all  mad  Matters,  and 
all  foul  ways :  Was  ever  man  fo  beaten  ?  Was  ever  man  fo 
raide  ?  Was  ever  man  fo  weary  ?  I  am  fent  before  to  make 
a  fire,  and  they  are  coming  after  to  warm  them :  now  were 
I  not  a  little  pot,  and  foon  hot,  ray  very  lips  might  freeze 
to  my  tec  th,  my  tongue  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth,  my  heart 

in  my  belly,  e're  I  (hould  come  by  a  fire  to  thaw  me  ;  but  I 
with  blowing  the  fire  (hall  warm  my  felf :  for  confidering  the 
weather,  a  taller  man  than  I  will  take  cold :  Holla,  hoa  Cur- tis. 

Enter  Curtis. 

Curt.  Who  is  it  that  calls  fo  coldly  ? 
Cru.  A  piece  of  ice  :  if  thou  doubt  it,  thou  mailt  flide 

from  my  fhouldcr  to  my  heel,  with  no  greater  a  run  but  my 
head  and  my  neck.  A  fire  good  Curtis. 

Cur.  Is  my  Mafter  and  his  Wife  coming,  Grurnio} 
Grit.  Oh  I,  Curtis,  1 and  therefore  fire,  fire,  caft  on  no 

water. 

Cur.  I>flie  fo  hot  a  fhrew  as  (he's  reported  ? 
Cru.  She  was,  good  C«rf*f,  before  thisFroft;  but  thou 

know'ft  Winter  tames  Man,  Woman  and  Beaft:  for  it  hath 
tam'd  my  old  Mafter,  and  my  new  Miftris,  and  my  felf;  fel- low Curtis. 

Cur-  Away  you  three-inch  fool  \  I  am  no  beaft. 
Cru.  Am  I  but  three  inches  ?  why  thy  horn  is  a  foot, 

and  fo  long  am  I  at  the  leaft.  But  wilt  thou  make  a  fire,  or 
fliall  I  complain  on  thee  to  our  Miftris,  whofe  hand  (file  be- 

ing now  at  hand)  thou  (halt  foon  feel  to  thy  cold  comfort, 
for  being  flow  in  thy  hot  office. 

Cur.  I  prethee,  good  Grurnio*  tell  me,  how  goes  the 
World? 

Cru.  A  cold  world,  Curtis,  in  every  office  but  thine  ;  and 

therefore  fire :  do  thy  duty,  and  have  thy  duty,  for  my  Ma- 
fter and  Miftris  are  alrooft  frozen  to  death. 

Cur.  There*  fire  ready  and  therefore  good  Grurnio  the 
news. 

Gru.  Why  Jack  boy,  ho  boy,  and  as  much  news  as  thou 
wilt. 

Cur.  Come,  you  arefo  full  of  conicatching, 

Gru- Why  therefore  fire  ■■>  for  I  have  caught  extream  cold. 
VVhere's  the  Cook  ?  is  fupper  ready,  the  houfe  trimm'd, 
ruffles  fi  re  w'd,  cobwebs  fwept,  theferving-raen  in  their  new 
Fuft  an,  their  white  ftockings,  and  every  officer  his  wedding 
gas  mem  on?  Be  thej.cks  fair  within,  the  Jills  fair  without, 
Carpets  laid,  and  everything  in  order  ? 

Cut.  A!!  ready  :  and  therefore  I  pray  thee  what 
news  ? 

of  the  bhrew. 

Cru.  Firft,  know  my  horfe  is  tired,  my  MalUr  and  Miftris fal'n  our. 

Cur.  How  ? 

Gru.  Out  of  their  faddles  into  the  dirt  •,  and  thereby  hangs 

a  tale.  
s 

Cur.  Let's  ha't  good  Gnm.o. 
Gru.  Lend  thine  ear. 

Cur.  Here. 
Gru.  There. 

Cur.  This  'tis  to  feel  a  tale,  not  to  hear  a  tale. 
Gru.  And  therefore 'tis  call'd  afenfible  tale :  and  this  Cuff 

was  but  to  knock  at  your  ear,  and  befeechliftoing  :  now  I 
begin  :  Imprimis ,we  carae  down  a  foul  hill,  my  nutter  tiding 
behind  my  Maftris. 

Cur.  Both  of  one  horfe  ? 
Gru.  What's  that  to  thee  ? 
Cur.  Why  a  horfe. 

Gru.  Tell  thou  the  tale.-  but  had'ft  thou  not  croft  me, 
thou  fhould'ft  have  heard  how  her  horfe  fell,  and  fhe  under 
her  horfe:  thou  fhould'ft  have  heard  in  how  miery  a  place, 
how  fhe  was  bemoil'd,  how  he  left  her  with  the  horfe  upon 
her,  how  he  beat  me  becaufe  her  horfe  ftumbied,  how  Fhe 
waded  through  the  dirt  to  pluck  him  off  me;  how  he  fwpre, 

how  fhe  pray'd  that  never  pray'd  before,hovv  i  cri'd.ho vv 
the  horfes  ran  away,  how  her  bridle  vvcsburfi,  how  1  loft 
my  crupper,  with  many  things  of  worthy  memory,  which 
now  fliall  die  in  oblivion,  and  thou  return  unexperiene'd  to 

thy  grave. Cur.  By  this  reckoning  he  is  mere  fhrew  than  fhe. 
Gru.  I,  and  that  thou  and  the  proudeft  of  you  ail  fliall 

find  when  he  comes  home.  But  what  talk  I  of  this?  Call 
forth  Nathaniel ,  Jafeph,  Nicholas.  Philip,  Walter,  Sugerfop, 

and  the  reft:  let  their  heads  be  flickly  comb'd,  their  blew 
coats  brufh'd,  and  their  garters  of  an  indifferent  knit ;  let 
them  curtfie  with  their  left  legs,  and  not  prefume  to  touch 

a  hair  of  my  matter's  horfe  tail,  till  th^y  kifs  their  hand?. 
Are  they'all  ready  ? 

Cur.  They  are. 
Gru.  Call  them  foreh. 

Cur.  Do  you  hear  ho?  You  mutt  meet  my  mafter  to 
countenance  my  miftris. 

Gru.  Why  fhe  hath  a  face  of  htrovvr. 
Cur.  VVho  knows  not  that  ? 

*?r#.Thou  it  feems,  that  calls  for  company  to  countenance 

her. 
Cur.  I  call  them  forth  to  credit  her. 

Enter  four  or  five  Serving  men. 

Gru.  Why  fhe  comes  to  borrow  nothing  of  thera. 
Nat.  Welcome  home  Grumto. 
Phil  How  now  Grumto  i 

Jof.  What  Grumio. 
Nick.  Fellow  Grtimi). 
Nath.  How  now  old  lad- 
Gru.  Welcome  you  .  how  now  you  :  what  you  :  fel- 

low you:  and  thus  much  for  greeting.  Now  my  fpruce 
companions,  is  all  ready,  and  all  things  neat  ? 

Nat.  All  things  are  ready,  how  near  is  cur  matter  ? 

Gru.  E'ne  at  hand,  alighted  byithis  :  and  therefore  be 
not  ;  Cocks  paffion,  filence,  I  hear  my  Ma- 
fter. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Kate. 

Pet.  Where  be  thefe  knaves  ?  What  no  man  at  door  to 

hold  my  ftirrop,  nor  to  take  my  horfe  ?  Where  is  Natha- 
niel, (jregory,  Philip} 

All%er.  Here,  here  fir,  here  fir. 
Pet.  Here  fir,  here  fir,  here  fir,  here  fir, 

You  loggerheaded  and  unpolifht  grooms: 
What  ?  no  attendance  ?  no  regard  ?  no  duty  ? 
Where  is  the  foolifh  knave  I  fent  before  ? Gru.  : 
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201 Gru  Here  fir,  as  foolifh  as  1  was  before. 

Pec.  You  pefanr,  fwain.you  whorefon  raaU-horfe  drudg, 
£>id  I  not  bid  thee  meet  me  in  the  Park, 

And  bring  along  the  rafcal  knaves  with  thee  ? 

Gru.  Nathaniel's  coat  fir,  was  not  fully  made  I 

And  Gabriels  pomps  were  all  unpink't  l'th'  heel  : There  was  no  Link  to  colour  Peters  hat, 

And  Walters  dagger  was  not  come  from  .fheathing  : 
There  were  none  fine, but  Adam,  Rafe,  and  Gregory 

The  reft  were  ragged,  old,  and  beggarly, 
Yet  as  they  are,  they  come  to  meet  you. 

Pet.  Go  rafcals,go  and  fetch  my  fupper  in.      Ex,  Ser. 
Where  is  the  life  that  late  Med  ? 
Where  are  thofe  ?  Sit  down  Kate. 

And  welcome.  Soud,  foud,foud,  foud. 

Enter  Servants  with  fttfper. 

Why  when  I  lay  ?  Nay  good  fweet  Kate  be  merry. - 
Off  with  my  boots,  you  rogues:  youvillians,  when  ? 

It  was  the  Friar  of  Orders  gray, 
As  he  forth  walked  on  his  way. 

Out  you  rogue,  you  pluck  my  foot  awry, 
Take  that,  and  mend  the  plucking  of  the  other. 

Be  merry  Kate :  Some  water  here .  whathoa. 

Enter  one  with  water. 

Where's  my  Spaniel  Lroilus  ?  Sirrah,  get  you  hence, 
And  bid  my  Coufin Ferdinand  come  hither: 
One  Kate  that  you  muft  kifs,  and  be  acquainted  with. 
Where  are  my  flippers  ?  fhall  I  have  fome  water  ? 
Come  Kate  and  wafh,and  welcome  heartily  : 
You  whorefon  villain  will  you  let  it  fall  i 

Kat.  Patience  lprayyou,  'twas  a  fault  unwilling- 
Pet.  A  whorefon  beetle-headed  fiap-ear'd  knave: 

Come  Kate  fit  down,  I  know  you  have  a  ftnmack, 
Will  you  give  thanks,  fweet  Kate,  or  elfe  fhall  1  ? 

What's  this,  Mutton  ? 
i.  Ser.  I. 

Pet.  Who  brought  it  ? 
Ser.  I 

Pet.  'Tis  burnt,  and  fo  is  all  the  meat : 
What  dogs  are  thefe  ?  where  is  the  rafcal  Cook  ? 
How  durft  you  villains  bring  it  from  the  duffer, 
And  ferve  it  thus  to  me  that  love  it  not  ? 

There,  take  it  to  you,  trenchers,  cups  and  all: 

You  heedlefs  jolt-heads,  and  unraanner'd  flaves. 
What,  do  you  grumble  ?  Pie  be  with  you  ftraight. 

Kat.  1  pray  you  husband  be  not  fodifquiet, 
The  meat  was  well,  if  you  were  lb  contented. 

Pet.  1  tell  thee  Kate,  'twas  burnt  and  dried  away, 
And  Iexprtfly  am  forbid  to  touch  it: 
For  it  engenders  choilcr,  planteth  anger, 

And  better 'twere  that  both  of  us  did  faft, 
Since  of  our  felves,  our  felves  arecholierick, 
Than  feed  it  with  fuch  over  rotted  flefh  : 

Be  patient,  to  morrow't  fhaU  be  mended, 

And  for  this  night  wt'l  faft  for  company. 
Come  I  will  bring  thee  to  thy  Bridal  Chamber-  Exeunt. 

Enter  Servants  fevera'ly. 

Nath.  Paer,  didft  ever  fee  the  like  ? 
Peter  He  ki)U  her  in  her  own  humour. 
Gru.  Where  is  he  ? 

Enter  Curtis,  a  Servant. 

Cur.  In  her  Chamber,  making  a  fermon  of  continsncy 
ro  her,  and  rails,  and  fwears,  and  rates,  that  fhe  (  poor 
foul)  knows  not  which  way  to  ftand,  to  look,  to  fpeak, 

and  fits  as  one  new  rifen  from  a  dream.  Away,  away  for 
he  is  coming  hither. 

Enter  Petruchio. 

Pet.  Thus  have  I  politickly  begun  my  reign, 

And  'tis  my  hope  to  end  luccefsfully  : 
My  faulcon  now  isfharp,  and  paffing  empty, 

And  till  fhe  (loop, fhe  muft  not  be  full  gorg'd, 
For  then  fhe  never  looks  upon  her  lure. 
Another  way  I  have  to  roan  my  haggard, 
To  make  her  cone,  and  know  her  Keepers  call  : 
That  is,  to  watch  her,  as  we  watch  thefe  Kites, 
That  bait  and  bear,  and  will  not  be  obedient  : 
She  eat  no  meat  to  day,  nor  none  fhall  eat. 
Laft  night  fhe  flept  not,  nor  to  night  fhall  not  : 
As  with  the  meat,  fome  undeferved  fault 

I'le  find  about  the  making  oi  the  bed. 
And  here  I'Je  fling  the  pillow,  there  the  bolfter, 
This  way  the  Coverlet,  another  way  the  Sheets  • 
I.  and  amid  this  hurly  I  intend, 
That  all  is  done  in  reverend  care  of  her, 
And  in conclufion,  fhe  fhall  watch  all  night, 
And  if  fhe  chance  to  nod,  Tie  rail  and  brawl, 
And  with  the  clamour  keep  her  ftill  awske  , 
This  is  a  way  to  kiii  a  Wife  with  kindnels, 
And  thus  i'le  curb  her  mad  and  head-ftrcng  humour. 
He  that  knows  better  how  to  tame  a  fhrcw, 

Now  let  him  fpeak,  'tis  charity  to  fhew. 

,  Enter  Trar.io  ar.d  Hortenfi<>. 

Tra.  Is'tpoffible  friend  Lifi4>&zt  Miftrefs  Bianca 
Doth  fancy  any  other  but  Lucintio  ? 
I  tell  vou  fir,  fhe  bears  me  fair  in  hand. 

Hor.  Sir,  to  fatisfie  you  in  what  Ihavefaid, 
Sund  by,  and  mark  the  manner  of  his  teaching; 

Enter  Bianca. 

Luc.  Now  Miftrefs,  profit  you  in  what  you  read!  ? 
Bim-  What  Matter  read  you  firft,  refolve  me  that  ? 
Luc.  I  read  that  I  profefs  the  art  to  love. 
Bian.  And  may  you  prove  fir,  mafW  of  your  art  ? 
Luc.  While  you  fweet  dear  prove  miftrefs  of  ray heart. 

Hor.  Qjick  prcceeders  marry,  now  tell  me  I  pray,  you 

that  durft  iwear  that  your  mifti'ds  Bianca  lbv'd  me  in  the World  fo  well  as  Lucentio. 
Tra.  Oh  defpigntfulLove,  unconftant  woman  kind  ;  I 

tell  thee  Lifio  this  is  wonderful. Hor.  Miftake  no  more,  I  am  not  Ufa, 
Nor  a  Mufician   as  I  feem  to  be, 
But  one  that  fcorn  to  live  in  this  difguife, 
For  fuch  a  one  as  leaves  a  Gentleman, 
And  makes  a  God  of  luch  aCuIhors; 
Know  fir,  that  I  am  calhd  Uoi  tentfio. 

Tra.  Signior  Hortenfio,  l  have  often  heard 
Of  your  entire  affeftion  to  Bianca, 
And  fince  mine  eyes  are  witnefs  of  her  lightnefs, 
I  will  with  you  if  you  be  lb  contented, 
Forfwear  Biancaand  lur  love  forever. 

Hor.  See  how  they  kifs  and  court   Signior  Lucentio, 
Here  is  my  hand,  and  here  I  firmly  vow 
Never  to  woo  her  more,  but  do  forfwear  her, 
As  one  unworthy  all  the  former  favours 

That  I  have  fondly  flattei'd  her  withal. 

Tra.  And  here  I  take  the  like  unfainedoatb,' Never  to  marry  with  her,  tho  fhe  would  intreat. 
Fie  on  her,  fee  how  beaftly  fhe  doth  court  him. 

Hor.  Would  all  the  world  but  he  had  quite  forfworn 
For  me,  that  I  may  furcly  keep  mine  oath: 
I  will  be  married  to  a  wealthy  Widow, 

E're  three  days  pafs,  which  has  as  long  lov'd  me, 
R  3  A 
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As  I  have  lov'd  tins  proud  diidainful  Haggard  : 
And  io  t jriwel  Signior  Lueentio  : 
K'.ndndsin  Women,  not  their  beauteous  looks 
Shalt  win  my  Love:  and  lb  I  take  ray  leave, 
In  reibiurion  a*  1  iwore  before. 

'Ira.  Miftois  Bianca,  blefsyou  with  fuch  grace 
As  longrth  to  a  Lover's  blefled  cafe: 
Nay,  1  have  tane  you  napping,  gentle  Love, 
And  have  forfworn  you  with  Hortenfio* 

Bian.  Tranio  you  jeft :  but  have  you  both  forfworn  me? 
TVvr.  Miftris,  we  have. 

Inc.  Then  we  are  rid  of  Lifio. 

'Ira.  T  i  iith  he'l  have  a  lufty  Widow  now, 
That  fhall  be  woo'd  and  wedded  in  a  day. 

Bun.  God  give  him  joy. 

Tra.  I,  and  he'l  tame  her: 
Bian.  He  (ays  fo  Tranio. 

Tra.  Faith  he  is  gone  unto  the  taming  fchool. 
Bian.  The  taming  fchool :  what  is  there  fuch  a  place  ? 
Tra.  I  Miflris,  and  Petruchio  is  the  Mailer 

That  teacheth  tricks  eleven  and  twenty  long, 
To  tame  a  fhrew,  and  charm  her  chattering  tongue. 

Enter  Bionddlo. 

r'ton.  Oh  Miller,  Matter,  Ihavewatcht  fo  long 
That  I  am  dog-weary  ;  but  at  !all  I  fpied 
An  ancient  Angel  coming  down  the  hill 
WiU  ferve  the  turn. 

Tra.  What  is  he,  Bionddo  ? 
Bio.  Mailer,  a  Marcantant,  or  a  pedant  \ 

I  know  not  what  '-,  but  formal  in  apparel ; 
In  gate  and  countenance  furly,  like  a  father. 

Luc.  And  what  cf  him,  Tranio  f 
Tra  If  he  be  credulous, and  truftmy  tale, 

l'!e  nuke  him  ghd  tofeem  Fincentio, 
And  give  affurance  to  Baptifla  Minolat 
As  if  he  were  the  right  Vtncentio  : 
Take  me  your  Love,  ar;d  then  let  me  alone. 

Enter  a  Pedant.  • 

Tea".  God  fave  you  fir. 
Tra.  And  you  fir :  you  are  welcome : 

Travel  you  far  on,  or  are  you  at  the  farthell  ? 

Ted.  Sir,  at  the  farthtft  for  a  Week  or  two  *, 
But  then  up  farther,  and  as  (at  as  Borne  \ 

Afcd  fo  toTripoly,  if  God  lend  me  life.- 
Tra-  Whit  Countreyman  I  pray  ? 
Ted.  Of  Aiuntua. 
Tra.  Of  Mantua  fir  ;  marry  God  forbid  ; 

And  come  to  Tadua%  carelefs  of  your  life  ? 
Ted.  My  life  fir  !  how  I  pray  ?  for  that  goes  hard. 

Tra,  'Tis  death  for  any  one  in  Mantua 
To  come  to  TaJua  ,  know  you  not  the  caufc  ? 
Your  Ships  are  ftaid  at  Venice,  and  the  Duke 

For  private  quarrel 'twixt  your  Duke  and  him, 
tfathpublifh'd  and  proclaim'd  it  openly: 
'Tis  marvel,  but  that  you  are  but  newly  come, 
You  might  have  heard  it  elfe  proclaim'd  about. 

Ted.  Alas  fir,  it  is  wcrfe  for  me  than  fo  j 
For  i  have  bills  for  money  by  exchange 
Frrro  Florence^  and  mufthere  deliver  them. 

Tra.  Well  fir,  to  do  you  curtefie, 
This  will  1  do,  and  this  1  will  advife  you  : 
Fiift  tell  me,  have  you  ever  been  stTifa? 

Ted.  J  fir,  in  Tifa  have  1  often  been-, 
Tt/a  renowned  for  grave  Citizens. 

Ira.  Among  them  know  you  onzPincentio} 

Ted.  i  know  hiiu  not,  but  1  have  heard  of  him  *, 
A  Merchant  of  incomparable  Wealth. 

Tra.  He  is  my  father,  fir ',  and  footh  to  fay, 
in  ccunt'nancc  fomewhat  dcrh  referable  you. 

Eton.  As  much  as  an  apple  doth  an  oyfter,  and  all  one. 

Tra.  To  fave  your  life  in  this  extremity, 
This  favour  will  1  do  you  for  his  fake 
And  think  if  not  the  worft  of  all  your  Fortunes  • 
That  you  are  like  to  {\x  Vtncentio: 
His  name  and  credit  fhall  you  undertake, 
And  in  my  houfe  you  fhall  be  friendly  lodg'd  : 
Look  that  you  take  upon  you  as  you  fhould  : 
You  underftand  me  fir :  fo  fhall  you  flay 
TiU  you  have  done  your  bufinels  in  the  City : 
If  this  be  court'fie  fir,  accept  of  it. 

Ted.  Oh  fir  I  do,  and  will  repute  you  ever 
The  patron  of  my  Life  and  Liberty. 

Tra.  Then  go  with  me  to  make  the  matter  good  : 
This  by  the  way  I  let  you  underftand, 
My  father  is  here  look'd  for  every  day, 
To  pafs  affurance  of  a  dowre  in  marriage 
'Twixt  me  and  one  Baptiflah  daughter  here : 
In  allthefecircumftancesrieinftrua  you  : 
Go  with  me  fir  to  cloath  you  as  becomes  you. Exeunt. 

ARmQuartus.    Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Katherina  and  Grumio. 

Gru.  No,  no  forfooth,  I  dare  not  for  my  life. 
Kat.  The  more  ray  wrong ;  the  more  hi?  fpite  appears 

What  did  he  marry  me  to  famifh  me  ? 

Beggars  that  come  unto  my  father's  door, 
Upon  intreaty  have  a  prefent  alms  *, 
If  not,  elfewhere  they  meet  with  charity  : 
But  I,  who  never  knew  how  to  intreat, 
Nor  never  needed  that  I  fhould  intreat, 

Am  ftarv'd  for  meat,  giddy  for  lack  of  deep  ; 
With  Oaths  kept  waking,  and  with  brawling  fed  ; 
And  that  which  fpights  me  more  than  all  thele  Wants, 
He  does  it  under  name  of  perfect  Love  : 
As  who  would  fay,  if  I  fhould  fkep  or  eat 
Twere  deadly  ficknefs,  or  elfe  prefent  death: 
I  prethee  go  and  get  me  fome  repaft  ; 
I  care  not  what,  lb  it  be  wholfcmc  food. 

Gru  What  fay  you  to  aNeats-foot? 

Kat.  'Tispafling  good^  I  prethee  let  me  have  it. 
Gru.  I  fear  it  is  too  phlegmatick  a  meat : 

How  lay  you  to  a  fat  Tripe  finely  broil'd  ? 
Kat.  I  like  it  well ;  good  Grumio  fetch  it  me. 

Gru.  I  cannot  tellj  1  fear 'tis  chollerick  : 
What  fay  you  to  a  piece  of  Beef  and  Muftard  ? 

Kat.  A  difh  that  I  do  love  to  feed  upon. 
Gru.  I,  but  the  Muftr  rd  is  too  hot  a  little; 
Kat.  Why  then  the  Beef,  and  let  the  Muftard  reft. 
Grn.  Nay  then  I  will  not ;  you  fhall  have  the  Muftard, 

Or  elfe  you  get  no  Beef  of  Grumis. 
Kat.  Then  both,  or  one,  or  any  thing  thou  wilt. 
Gru.  Why  then  the  Muftard  without  the  Beef. 
Kat.  Go  get  thee  gone,  thoufalfe  deluding  Have, 

Beats  him. 
That  feed 'ft  me  with  the  very  name  of  meat : 
Sorrow  on  thee,  and  all  the  pack  of  you 
That  triumph  thus  upon  my  raifcry : 
Go  get  thee  gone,I  fay. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Hortcnfio  with  meat. 

Tet.  How  fares  ray  Kate  ?  What,  fweeting,  all  amort? 
Hor.  Miflris,  what  cheer  ? 
Kat.  Faith  as  cold  as  can  be. 

Tet.  Pluck  up  thy  fpirits  -  look  cheerfully  up»n  me : 

Here  Love,  thou  l'eeft  how  diligent  I  am, 
To  drefs  thy  meat  my  felf,  and  bring  it  thee  : 
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I  am  lure,  iweet  Kate,  this  kindnel's  merits  thanks. 

What,  not  a  word  ?  Nay  then,  thou  lov'ft  it  not  : 
And  all  my  pains  is  fortcd  to  no  proof. 
Here  take  away  the  difh. 

Kat.  I  pray  you  let  it  ftand. 
Pet.  The  pooreft  fervice  is  repaid  with  thanks, 

And  lb  (hall  mine  before  you  touch  the  meat. 

Kat.  I  thank  you  fir. 
Hor.  Signior  Petruchio>  fie  you  are  too  blame  : 

Come  Miftris  Kite-,  Tie  bear  you  company. 
Pet.  Eat  it  up  all  Hortentio,  if  thou  loveft  me: 

Much  good  do  it  unto  thy  grncle  heart  ; 
Kate  at  apace  •,  and  now  my  honey  love, 
Will  we  return  unto  thy  Fathers  houfe, 
And  revel  it  as  bravely  as  the  belt, 
With  filken  coats  and  caps,  and  golden  Rings, 
With  Ruff>  and  Cuffs,  and  Fardingals,  and  things: 

With  Scarff;,  and  Fanns,  and  double  change  of  brav'ry, 
With  Amber  Bracelets,  Beads  and  all  this  knav'ry. 
With  haft  thou  din'd  ?  The  Tailor  ftays  thy  leafure, 
To  deck  thy  body  with  his  rufRing  treafure. 

Enter  Tailor. 

Come  Tailor,  let  us  fee  thefe  ornaments; 

S  titer  Hab'rdaflier. 

Lay  forth  the  gown.  What  nsws  with  you  fir  ? 
Tel.  Here  is  the  cap  your  worfhipdid  befpeak. 
Pet.  Why  this  was  moulded  on  a  porre nger, 

A  Velvet  difh:  Fie,  fie,  'tis  lewd  and  filthy, 
Why  'tis  a  cockle  or  a  walnut-fhell, 
A  knack,  a  toy,  a  trick,  a  babies  cap  : 
Away  with  it,  come  let  me  have  a  bigger. 

Kat.  Tie  have  no  bigger,  this  doth  fit  the  time, 
And  gentlewomen  wear  fuch  caps  as  thefe- 

Pet.  When  you  are  gentle,  you  (hall  have  one  too, 
And  not  till  then. 

Hor.  That  will  not  be  in  haft. 

Kat.  Why  fir,  1  truft  I  may  have  leave  to  fpeak, 
And  fpeak  I  will.    I  am  ho  child,  no  babe, 

Your  betters  haveendur'd  me,  fay  my  mind. 
And  if  you  cannot,  bed  you  flop  your  ears. 
My  tongue  will  tell  the  anger  of  my  heart, 
Or  elfe  my  heart  concealing  it  will  break, 
And  rather  than  it  fhail,  I  will  be  free, 
Even  to  the  uttermoft  as  I  pleafe  in  words. 

Pet.  Why  thou  fay'iitrue,  it  is  a  paltry  cap, 
A  cuftard  coffen,  a  bauble,  filken  pie, 

I  love  thee  well  in  that  thoulik*ftit  not. 
Kat.  Love  me,  or  love  me  nor,  i  like  the  cap, 

And  it  I  will  have,  or  I  will  have  none. 

'Pet.  Thy  gown,  why  I :  come  Tailor  let  us  fee't, 
0  mercy  God,  what  masking  ftuffis  here  ? 
What?  this  afleeve?  'tis  like  a  demi-cannon, 
What,  up  and  down  carv'd  like  an  apple,  tart  ? 
Here  fnip,  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  flifh  and  (lift), 
Like  toaCenfor  in  a  barbers  fhop: 

Why  what  a  Devi's  name  Trilor  calf  ft  thou  this? 

Hor.  I  fee  (he's  like  to  have  neither  cap  nor  gown. 
Tai.  You  bid  me  make  it  orderly  and  well, 

According  to  the  fafhion,  and  the  time. 
Pet.  Marry  and  did:  but  if  you  be  remerabred, 

1  did  nor  bid  you  mar  it  to  the  time. 
Go  hop  me  over  every  kennel  home, 
For  you  ftull  hop  without  my  cuftome  fir : 
Tie  none  of  it :  hence,  make  your  beft  of  it. 

K  t.  1  never  faw  a  better  faihton'd  gown, 
More  queint,  more  pleafing,  nor  more  commendable  : 
Belike  you  mean  to  make  a  puppet  of  me. 

Pet.  Why  true,  he  means  to  m  ike  a  puppet  of  thee. 
Tai.  Shelbys  yourWorfhip  means  to  make  a  puppet 

of  her. 

Pet.  Oh  moft  monftrous  arrogance  : 
Thou  lyeft,  thouthred,  thou  thimble, 
Thou  yard,  three  quarters,  half  yard,quarter,  nail  , 
Thou  Flea,  thou  Nir,  thou  winter-cricket  thou  : 

Brav'd  in  mine  own  houfe  with  a  skein  of  thred  : 
Away  thou  Rag,  thou  quantity,  thou  remnant, 
Or  I  (hall  fo  be  meet  thee  with  thy  yard, 

As  thou  (halt  think  on  prating  whil'ft  thou  liv'fv : 
I  tell  thee  I,  that  thou  haft  mar'd  her  gown. 

Tail.  Your  worfhip  is  decciv'd,  the  gown  is  made 
Juft  as  my  Mafter  had  direction : 
Grttmio  gave  order  how  it  fhould  be  done. 

Gru.  I  gave  him  no  order,  Igave  him  the  fluff. 
Tail.  But  how  did  you  defire  it  fhould  be  made  ? 
Gru.  Marry  fir  with  needle  and  thred. 
Tail.  But  did  you  not  requeft  to  have  it  Cut  ? 
Gru.  Thou  haft  fae'd  many  things. 
Tail.  I  have. 

Gru.  Face  not  me  :  thou  haft  brav'd  many  men,  brave 
not  me  :  I  will  neither  be  fae'd  nor  brav'd.  I  fay  unto  thee, I  bid  thy  mafter  cut  out  the  gown,  but  I  did  not  bid  him 
cut  it  to  pieces.  Ergo  thou  licit. 

Tail.  Why  here  is  the  note  of  the  fafhion  to  teftify; Pet.  Read  it. 

gru-  The  note  lies  in's  throat  if  he  fay  Ifaid  fo. 
Tail.  Imprimis,  a  !oofe  bodied  gown. 
Gru-  Mafter, if  ever  ifaid  loofe-bodied  gown,  fow  me 

in  the  skirts  of  ir,  and  beat  me  to  death  wi;h  a  bottome 
of  bvown  thred  :  1  laid  a  gown. 

Pet.  Proceed. 
Tail.  With  a  fmallcompaft  cape. 
Gru.  I  confefs  the  cape. 
Tail.  With  a  trunk  fleeve. 
Gru.  I  confefs  two  fleeves. 
Tail,  The  fleeves  curioufly  cut. 

Ptt.  I  there's  the  villany. 
Gru.  Error  i'th  bill  fir,  error  i'th  bill :  I  commanded 

the  fleeves  fhould  be  cut  out,  and  fow'd  up  again,  and  that 
Tie  prove  upon  thee,  tho  thy  little  finger  be  armed  in  a 
thimble. 

Tail.  This  is  true  that  I  fay,  and  I  had  thee  in  place 
where,  thcu  fhouldft  know  it: 

Gru.  I  am  for  thee  ftraight :  take  thcu  the  bill,  give  me 

thy  meet-yard, and  fpare  not  me. 
Hor.  God-i-mercy  Grumio ,  then  he  fhail  have  no 

odd's. 

Ptt.  Well  fir  in  brief  the  gown  is  not  for  me. 

(jru.  You  are  i'th  right  fir,  'tis  for  my  miftris. 
Pet.  Go  take  it  up  unto  thy  mafters  ufe. 
Gru-  Villain,  not  for  thy  life  :  Take  up  ray  Miftrels 

gown  for  thy  maftersufe. 
Pet.  why  fir,  what's  your  conceit  in  that  ? 
Gru.  Oh  fir,  the  conceit  is  deeper  than  you  think  for  ; 

Take  up  my  Miftris  gown  unto  his  mailers  ufe. 
Oh  fie,  fie,  fie. 

Vet.  Hortentio^  fay  thou  wilt  fee  the  Tailor  paid : 
Go  take  it  hence,  be  gone,  and  fay  no  more. 

Hor.  Tailor,  fie  pay  thee  for  thy  gown  to  morrow, 
Take  no  unkindnels  of  hishafty  words: 

Away  I  f«y,  commend  me  to  ihy  Mafter.         Exit.  Tail' 
Pet.  Well,  come  my  Kate,  we  will  unto  your  fathers  $ 

Even  in  thefe  honeft  mean  habiliments : 

Our  purfes  fhail  be  proud,  our  garments  poor : 

For  'tis  the  mind  thatmaks  the  body  rich. 
And  as  the  Sun  breaks  through  the  darkeft clouds. 
So  honor  pecrcth  in  the  meancft  habit. 
What  is  the  Jay  more  precious  than  the  Lark, 
Bccaufe  his  feathers  art  more  beatriful  > 
Or  is  the  Adder  better  than  the  Eel, 
Becaufe  his  painted  skin  contents  the  eye  ? 

Oh  no,  good  Kate  -.  neither  art  thou  the  worfe 
For  this  poor  furniture,  and  mean  array. 

If  thou  accounted 'ft  it  fhame,  lay  it  on  me, 
And  therefore frolick,  we  will  hence  forthwith: 

To 
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To  feaft  and  fport  us  at  thy  fathers  houfe, 
Go  cdl  my  men,  and  let  usftraight  to  him, 
And  bring  our  horfes  unto  Long-lane  end, 
There  will  wc  mount,  and  thither  walk  on  foot. 

Let's  fee,  I  think  'tis  now  (brae  feven  a  clock, 
And  well  we  may  come  there  by  dinner  time. 

Kat.  I  dareaiTure  you  fir>'tis  almofttwo. 
And  'twill  oe  fupper  time  ere  you  come  there. 

Vet.  It  (hall  be  feven  ere  I  go  to  horfe: 
Look  what  I  (peak,  or  do,  or  think  to  do, 
You  are  (till  eroding  it  ;  firs  left  alone, 
i  will  not  go  today,  and  ere  1  do, 
It  (ball  be  what  a  clock  I  fay  it  is. 

Hor.  Why  fo  :  this  gallant  will  command  the  fun. 

Enter  Tranio,  and  the  Pedant  drefl  like  Vinentio. 

Tra.  Sirs,  this  is  the  houfe,  pleafe  it  you  that  I  call. 
Fed-  I  what  elfe,  and  but  I  be  deceived, 

Signior  Baptifia  may  remember  me 
Near  twenty  years  ago  in  Genoa. 

Tra.  Where  we  were  Lodgers,  at  the  Tegafus : 

'Tis  well,  and  hold  your  own  in  any  cafe 
-.Vith  fuch  aufterity  as  longeth  to  a  Father. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Ted.  I  warrant  you :  but  fir,  here  comes  your  biy. 

Twere  good  he  were  fchool'd. 
'Tra.  Fear  you  not  him  :  firrah  Biondello, 

Now  do  your  duty  throughly  1  advife  you  : 

Imagine  'twere  the  right  Vincentio. 
Bion.  Tur,  fear  not  me. 

Tra.  But  haft  thou  done  thy  errand  to  Baptifia'? Bion.  1  told  him  that  your  Father  was  in  Venice, 

And  that  you  look't  for  him  in  Padua. 
tra.  That's  a  tall  fellow,  hold  thee  that  to  driDk, 

Mere  comes  Bcptijla :  fet  your  countenance,  fir. 

Enter  Baptifta      Lucentio   and  Pedant  booted 
and  bare-headed. 

T ra.  Signior  Baptifia  you  are  happily  met : 
Sir,  this  is  the  gentleman  I  told  you  of, 
Ipray  you  ftand  good  Father  to  me  now, 
Give  me  Bianca  for  my  patrimony. 

fed.  Soft  Ion  :  fir  by  your  leave, having  come  to  Padua 
l  o  gather  infome  debts,  my  fon  Lttcentio 
tvlaoe  me  acquainted  with  a  weighty  caufe 
Of  love  between  your  daughter  and  himfelf  : 
And  for  the  good  report  1  hear  of  you, 
And  for  the  love  he  beareth  to  your  daughter, 
Ar,C  fhe  to  him  \  today  him  not  too  long, 
I  am  content  in  a  good  fathers  care 
To  have  him  roatcht,  and  if  you  pleafe  to  like 
No  worfe  than  I  fir  upon  forae  agreement, 
Me  fhall  you  find  moft  ready  and  moft  willing 
With  one  confent  to  have  her  fo  beftowed  : 

For  curious  I  cannot  be  with  you, 
jigntor  Baptifia,  of  whom  I  hear  fo  well- 

Bap.  Sir,  pardon  me  in  what  I  have  to  fay, 
Your  piainnefs  and  your  fhortnefs  pleafe  me  well  : 
Right  true  it  is,  your  fon  Lucentio  here 
Doth  love  my  daughter,  and  fheloveth  him, 
Or  both  diffemble  deeply  their  affections  ; 
And  therefore  if  you  fay  no  more  than  this, 
That  like  a  Father  you  will  deal  with  him, 
And  pais  ray  daughter  a  (uffkient  dowre, 
The  match  is  made  and  all  is  done, 

Ycnr  fon  fha'l  have  my  daughter  with  confent 
Tra.  1  think  you  fir,  where  then  do  you  know  beft 

We  be  s  fried,  and  fuch  affurance  tane, 
As  (hail  with  either  parts  agreement  ftand. 

Bap.  Not  in  my  houfe  Lucentio, for  ycu  know 

Pitchers  have  ears,  and  I  have  many  fervants, 
Befides  old  Gremioh  harkning  (till, 
And  haply  we  might  be  interrupted. 

Tra.  Then  at  my  lodging,  and  it  like  you  fir  ; 
There  doth  my  father  lie    and  there  this  night 
We'I  pats  the  bufinefs  privately  snd  well : Send  for  your  daughter  by  your  fcrvanthere, 
My  Boy  fhall  fetch  the  Scrivener  prefently. 
The  worft  is  this,  that  atfo  (lender  warning, 
You  are  like  to  have  a  thin  and  (lender  pittance. 

Bap.  It  likes  me  well :  „ 
Cambio  hie  you  home,  and  bid  Bianca  make  her ftraight  : 

And  if  you  will  tell  what  hath  hapned, 
Lucentio^  Father  is  arriv'd  in  Padua, 
And  how  (he's  like  to  be  Lucentio^  wife. 

Bion.  Ipray  the  gods  fhe  may  with  all  my  heart. 
En  it. 

Tra.  Dally  not  with  the  gods,  but  get  tbee  gone. 
Enter  Peter. 

Signior  Baptifia,  (hall  I  lead  the  way, 
VVecome,  one  mcfi  is  like  to  be  your  cheer 
Gome  fir,  we  will  better  it  in  Pifi. 

Bap.  I  follow  you. 
Extant 

Enter  Lucentio,  and  Biondello.' 

Bion-  Cambio. 

Luc  What  faift  thou  Biondella  i 
Biond  You  faw  my  Mafter  wink  and  laugh  upon  you. 
Luc.  Biondello,  what  of  that  ? 
Biond.  Faith  nothing  j  but  has  left  me  here  behind 

to  expound  the  meaning,  or  moral  of  his  figns  and  to- 
kens. 

Luc-  1  pray  the  moralize  them. 
Biond.  Then  thus.  Baptifi*  is  fafe  talking  with  the  de- 

ceiving Father  of  a  deceitful  Son, 
Luc.  And  what  or  him  ? 

Bion-  His  daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  the  fup- 

per: 

Luc.  And  then  ? 

Bion.Tht  old  Prieft  at  St.  Luk'i  Church  is  at  ycur  com- mand at  all  hours. 

Luc-  And  what  of  all  this  ? 
Bion.  I  cannot  tell  ,  except  they  are  bufied  about  a 

countefeit  aiTura^ce    take  you  affurance  of  her,  Cumpri- 

vilegio  ad  lmprmendnm  folum  ,  to  th'  Church  take  the 
Prieft,  Clark,  and  fome  lufficient  honeft  witntffes  : 
If  this  be  not  that  you  look  for,  1  have  no  more  to  fay, 
But  bid  Bianca  farewel  for  ever  and  a  day 

Luc;  Hear'ft  thou  Biondello. 
Bion.  I  cannot  tarry  ;  I  knew  a  wench  married  in  an  af- 

ternoon as  fhe  went  to  the  Garden  for  Parfeley  to  ftuffa 
Rabit,  and  fo  may  you  fir  s  and  fo  adieu  fir,  my  Mafter 

hath  appointed  me  to  go  to  Saint  Luke's  to  bid  the 
Prieft  be  ready  to  come  againft  you  come  with  your  appen- 

dix. Exit. 
Luc.  I  may  and  will,  if  fhe  be  fo  contented  : 

She  will  be  pleas'd,  then  wherefore  fhculd  I  doubt  ? 
Hap  what  hap  may,  Tie  roundly  go  about  her : 
It  fhall  go  hard  if  I  Cambio  go  without  her.  Exit. 

E»f«-Petruchio,  Kate,  Hortenfio. 

Vet.  Come  on  a  Gods  name,  once  more  towards  our Fathers. 

Good  Lord  how  bright  and  goodly  fhines  the  Moon  : 
Kate.  The  Moon  ,  the  Sun  ;  it  is  not  Moon-lightl 

now. Pet.  I  fay  it  is  the  Moon  that  fhines  fo  bright. 
Kat.  1  know  it  is  the  Sun  that  fhinsfo  bright. 

Pet 
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Pet.  Niw  by  my  Mothers  Son,  and  that's  ray  felf, It  (hall  be  raooR,  or  ftar,  or  w  hat  I  lift, 

Or  ere  I  journey  to  your  fathers  houfe  : 
Go  on,  and  fetch  our  horfes  back  again, 

Ever  more  croft  and  croft,  nothing  but  croft, 

Hor.  Say  as  he  lays, or  we  fhall  never  go, 

Kat.  Forward  I  pray,  fince  we  have  coraefo  far, 

And  be  it  moon,  or  fun,  or  what  you  pleafe  : 

And  if  ycu  pleafe  to  call  it  a  rufh  Candle, 
Hence  forth  I  vow  it  fhall  be  fo  forme. 

Pet.  I  fay  at  is  the  moon. 
Kat.  I  know  it  is  the  moon. 

Pet.  Niy  then  you  lie :  it  is  the  blefTed  Sun. 
Kat.  Then  God  be  bleft,  it  is  the  bleiTed  Sun, 

But  Sun  it  is  not,  when  you  fay  it  is  not. 
And  the  Moon  changes  even  as  your  mind  : 

What  you  will  have  it  natn'd,  even  that  it  is, 
And  fo  it  fhall  be  fo  for  Ka  therine. 

Hor.  Petruchio,  go  thy  ways,  the  field  is  won. 

Pet.  Well,  forward,  for  ward,  thus  the  bowl  fhoild  run* 
And  not  unluckily  againft  the  Bias: 
But  foft,  Company  is  comming  here. 

Enter  Vincentio. 

Good  morrow  gentle  Miftris,  where  away  ? 
Tell  me  fwect  Kate9  and  tell  me  truly  too, 
Haft  thou  beheld  a  frefher  Gentlewoman : 
Such  war  of  White  and  red  within  her  cheeks : 

What  Stars  do  fpangle  Heaven  with  fuch  beauty, 
Asthofe  two  eyes  become  that  heavenly  face? 
Fair  lovely  Maid*  once  more  good  day  to  thee: 
Sweet  Kate  embrace  her  for  her  beauties  fake. 

Hor.  A  will  make  the  man  mad  to  make  a  woman  of 
him. 

Kat.  Young  budding  Virgin,  fair,  and  frefh,  and  fweet, 
Whither  away,  or  where  is  thy  aboad  ? 

Happy  the  Parents  of  fo  fair  a  child  •, 
Happier  the  man  whom  favourable  Stars 
Allots  thee  for  his  lovely  bedfellow. 

Pet.  Why  how  now  Kate,  I  hope  thou  art  not  mad, 
This  is  a  man,  oki,  wrinkled,  faded,  withered, 

And  not  a  Maiden,  as  thou  fai'ft  he  is. 
Kat.  Pardon  old  father  my  miftaking  eyes, 

That  have  been  fobedazled  wi;h  the  l'un, 
That  every  thing  I  look  onfeemeth  green  : 
Now  I  perceive  thou  art  a  reverend  Father  : 
Pardon  I  pray  thee  for  my  mad  miftaking. 

Pet.  Do  good  old  grandfir,  and  withall  make  known 
Which  way  thou  travelled,  if  along  with  us, 
We  fhall  be  joyful  of  thy  company. 

Vin.  Fair  Sir,  and  you  my  merry  Miftris, 

That  with  your  ftrange  encounter  muchamaz'd  me  : 
My  name  is  call'd  Vincentio,  my  dwelling  Pifa, 
And  bound  I  am  to  Padua,  thereto  vifit  • 
A  fon  of  mine,  which  long  1  have  not  feen. 

Pet.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Vtn.  Lucentio,  gentle  fir. 

Pet.  Happily  met,  the  happier  for  thy  fon  : 
And  now  by  Law,  as  well  as  reverent  age, 
1  may  intitle  thee  my  loving  father 
The  lifter  to  my  wife,  this  gentlewoman, 
Thy  Son  by  this  hath  married  :  wonder  not, 
Nor  be  not  grieved,  fhe  is  of  good  efteero, 
Her  dowry  wealthy,  and  of  worthy  birth  ; 
Befide,  fo  qualified,  as  may  befeem 
The  Spoufe  of  any  noble  gentleman  : 
Let  me  embrace  with  old  Vincentio, 
And  wander  we  to  fee  thy  honeft  fon, 
Who  witl  of  thy  arrival  be  full  joyous, 

Vin.  But  is  this  true,  or  is  it  elfe  your  pleafore, 
Like  prefent  travellers  to  break  a  jeft 
Upon  the  company  you  overtake  ? 

Hor.  I  do  affure  thee  father  fo  it  is. 
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Pet.  Come  go  along  and  fee  the  truth  hereof. 
For  our  firft  merriment  hath  made  th.e  jalou?.  Exeunt. 

Hor.  Well  Petruchio,  this  has  put  m:  in  heart. 
Have  to  my  Widow,  if  fhe  befroward, 
Then  haft  thou  taught  Hortentio  to  be  untoward.  Exit. 

Enter  Biondello,  Lucentio  andBhnca,  Greraio 
is  Cut  before. 

Bion.  Softly  and  fwiftly  fir,  for  the  Prieft  is  ready. 
Luc.  I  fly  Biondello,  bat  they  may  chance  to  need  thee 

at  home,  therefore  leave  us.  E  tit. 

Bion.  Nay  faith,  l'le  fee  the  Church  a  your  bsck,  and 
then  come  back  to  my  miftris  as  loon  as  I  can. 

Gre.  I  marvael  Cambto  comes  not  all  this  while. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Kate,  Vincentio,  Grumio 
with  Attendants. 

Vet.  Sir  heres  the  door,  this  i$Lucentio\  houfe, 

My  Fathers  bears  more  toward  rhe  Maiket-place, 
Thither  muft  I,  and  here  I  leave  you  fir. 

Vin.  You  fhall  not  choofebut  drink  before  you  go, 
I  think  I  fhall  command  your  welcome  here  ; 
And  by  all  likelihood  forne  cluer  is  toward.  Knock. 

(jre.  They're bufy  within, you  were  befl  knock  louder 

Pedant  looks  out  of  the  window. 

Ped.  What's  he  that  knocks  as  he  would  beat  down  the 

gate  ? 

Vm.  Is  Signior  Lucentio  within  fit? 

Ped.  He's  within  fir,  but  not  to  be  I'poken  withal. 
Vw.  What  if  a  man  bring  him  a  hundred  pound  or 

two  to  make  merry  withal. 

Ped-.  Keep  your  hundred  pounds  to  your  felf,  he  ftall 
need  none  as  long  as  I  live. 

Pet.  Nay,  I  told  you  your  fon  was  well  beloved  in  Padua  *, 
do  you  hear  fir ,  to  leave  frivolous  circumftances  , 
I  pr?y  you  tell  fignior  Lucentio  that  his  Father  is 
come  from  Pifa,  and  is  here  at  the  door  to  fpeak  with 

him. Ped.  Thou  Left ,  his  father  is  come  from  Padua,  and 
here  looking  out  at  the  window. 

Vin.  Art  thou  his  father  f 
Ped.  I  fir,  fo  his  mother  fays,  if  I  may  believe  her, 
Pet.  Why  how  now  Gentleman  :  why  this  is  flat  kna- 

very to  take  upon  you  another  mans  name. 
Ped.  Lay  hands  on  the  vi!Iain}  I  believe  he  means  to 

cozen  fome  body  in  this  City  under  my  countenance. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Bion.  1  have  feen  them  in  the  Church  together,  God 

fend  'em  good  (hipping  :  but  who  is  here  ?    mine  old  Ma- 
tter Vincentio  -.  now  we  are  undone  and  brought  to  no thing. 

Vin.  Come  hither  Crackhemp. 

Bion.  I  hope  I  may  choofe  Sir. 
Vtn.  Come  hither  you  rogue,what  have  you  forgotme? 

Bion.  Forgot  you,  no  fir  :  1  cou'd  not  forget  you,  lor  I 
never  law  you  before  in  all  my  life. 

Vin.  What,  you  notorious  villain,  did'ft  thou  never  fee 
thy  Mafters  Father  Vincentio  ? 

Bion.  Wh't  my  old  worfhipful  old  mafier  ?  yes  mar- 
ry fir,  fee  where  he  looks  out  of  the  window. 
Vin.  Is't  fo  indeed  ?  He  beats  Biondello. 

Bion.  Help,  help,  help,  here's  a  mad  man  will  munher me. 

Peda.  Help, fon,  help  Signior  Baptijia. 

Pet.  Prettae  Kate  let's  ftand  afide  and  fee  the  end  of 
thiscontroverfy. 

Enter  Pedant  with  fervnnts,  Bap  ifta,  Tranio. 

 *   Ira. 
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lrt.  Sir,  what  are  you  that  offer  10  beat  ray  fer 
vart  ? 

I  'm.  What  am  1  fir  ;  nay  what  arc  you  fir  ?  oh  iramor 
u\  Go^\  :  oh  fine  Villain,  a  filken  doublet,  a  velvet  hofe 

ai'carkt  cloak,  and  aropatainhat  :  oh  lam  undone,  lam 
undone:  while  I  play  the  good  hur  band  at  home, my  fon 
and  my  krvant  Ipend  all  at  the  Univerfity. 

Tra.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
hap.  what  is  the  man  Iunatitk  ? 

T>a  Sir,  you  feem  a  l'ober  ancient  Gentleman  by  your 
habit  ;  but  your  words  fhew  you  a  mad  man  \  why  fir, 
what  concerns  it  you,  if  I  wear  Pearl  and  Gold;  I  thank 
my  good  Faiher,  I  am  able  to  maintain  it- 

Vtn.  Thy  father  S  oh  villain,  he  is  a  Sail-maker  in  Ber 

gamo. Bap.  You  roifiake  fir,  you  miftake  fir>pray  what  do  .you 
think  is  his  name  ? 

Fin.  His  name, as  ifl  knew  not  his  name :  I  have  brought 
him  up  ever  fince  he  was  three  years  old,  and  his  name  is 
Tranio. 

Ped.  Away,  away  mad  afs,  his  name  is  Luccntio ,  and  he 
is  mine  only  fon  and  heir  to  the  Lands  of  me  Signior 

fftmentio. Fin,  Lucentio  \  oh  he  hath  murthered  his  Mafter;  lay 

Bold  on  him  I  charge  you  in  the  Dukes  name-,  oh  my  fori, 
my  fan  >  tell  me  thou  villain,  where  is  my  fon  Lucen- 

tio ? 

Call  forth  an  officer  j  Carry  this  mad  knave  to  the 
fath.r  Baptifia,  I  charge  you  fee  that  he  be  forth 

Carry  me  to  the  Goal  ? 
Stay  officer,  he  fhall  not  go  to  prifon. 
Talk  not  Signior  Grcmio  ̂   I  fay  he  fhall  go  to 

Tra 
Goal 
coming 

Vm. 
Gre Bap, 

prifon. Grt.  Take  heed  fignior  Baptifia ,  left  you  be  coni- 

catch'd  in  this  bufmefs    I  dare  fwear  this  is  the  right  Fin. 
ectitio. 

Ped.  S^  ear  if  thoudar'ft. 
Gre.  Nay,  Idarc  not  fwear  it. 
Tra.  Then  thcu  wert  beft  fay  that  I  am  not  Lucen- 
tio* 
Gre* 
Bap. Yes,  I  know  thee  to  be  Signior  Lucentio. 

Away  with  the  dotard  ,  to  the  Goal  with  him. 

Enter  Biondello,  Lucentio,  and  Bianca* 

Bap.Zm  do  you  hear  fir,  have  you  married  my  daughter without  asking  my  good  will  ?  . 
Ftn.  Fear  not  Baptifla,  we  will  content  you,  goto  • 

but  I  will  in,  to  be  revenged  on  this  villain.  Exit. 
Bap.  And  I  to  found  the  depth  of  this,  knavery.  Exit. 
Lhc.  Look  not  pale,  Bianca,thy  father  will  not  frown 

Exeunt. 
(jre.  My  cake  is  dough,  but  Tie  in  among  the  reft, 

Out  of  hope  of  all,  but  my  fhare  of  the  reaft. 
Kat.  Husband  let's  follow,  to  fee  the  end  of  this  ado. let.  Firft  kifsme  Kate,  and  we  will. 
Kat.  What  in  the  midft  of  the  ftreet  ? 
Pet.  What  art  thou  afham'd  of  me  ? 
Kat.  No  fir,  God  fordid,  but  afham'd  to  kifs. 

Why  then  let's  home  again:  Come  firra  let 

s  a- 

Pet, 

way. 

Kat.  Nay,  I  will  give  thee  akifs,  now  pray  thee  Love 

ftay. 

Pet.  Is  not  this  well?  come  my  fweet  Kate. 
Better  once  then  never,  for  never  too  late.  Extunt. 

Scena  Quart  a. 

Enter  Baptifia,  Fineentio,  Gremio,  the  Pedant,  Lucentio  t  and 
BUnca,  Tranio,  Biondello,  Grumio,  and  Widdow  : 

The  Serving- men  with  Tranio  bringing 
in  a  banquet. 

Fin.  Thus  Grangers  may  be  hal'd  and  abus'd  }  oh  mon- ftrous  villain. 

Bion,  Oh  w  e  are  fpoil'd,  and  yonder  he  is,  deny  him,  for- 
fwear  him,  or  tlfe  we  are  all  undone. 
Exit  Biondello,  Tranio,  and  Pedant  asfafi  as  may  be* 

Luc.  Pardon  fweet  father. 

Fin*  Lives  ray  fweet  fon  ? 
Bion*  I-  ardon  dear  Father. 
Bap.  How  haft  thou  offended,  where  is  Lucentio} 

Luc.  Here's  Lucentio,  right  fon  to  the  right  Fwcen- 
tio* 
That  have  by  marriage  made  thy  daughter  mine. 

While  counterfeit  fuppofes  bleer'd  thine  ein» 
Gre.  Here's  packing  with  a  witnefsto  deceive  us  all. 
Fin.  Where  is  that  damned  villain  Iranio, 

That  fae'd  a-d  brav'd  me  in  this  matter  fo  ? 

Bap.  Why,  tell  me  if  not  this  my  Camb':o? 
Bion.  Cambio  is  chang'd  into  Lucentio. 
Luc.  Love  wrought  thefe  miracles.  Bianca'i  love 

Made  me  exchange  my  ftate  with  Tranio, 
While  he  did  bear  my  countenance  in  the  town, 

And  happily  I  have  arriv'd  at  laft Unto  the  wifhtd  haven  of  my  blifs ; 

,  What  T ranio  did,  my  felf  enfore'd  him  to 
1  Then  pardon  him  fweet  Father  for  ray  lake. 
I     Fin.  fie  flit  the  villains  nofe  t  hat  woul< would  have  fent  me 

to  the  Goal 

Luc.  At  laft  tho  long,  our  jarring  notes  agree, 
And  time  it  is  when  raging  war  is  come, 
To  fmile  at  fcapes  and  perils  over  blown  : 
vly  fair  Bianca  bid  ray  father  welcome, 
While  I  with  felf-fatne  kindnefs  welcome  thine : 
Brother  Petruchio,  filler  Katherina, 
And  thou  Hortentio  with  thy  loving  Widdow  : 
Feaft  with  the  beft,  and  welcome  to  my  houle, 
My  Banquet  is  to  dole  our  ftomachs  up 
After  our  great  good  cheer  :  pray  you  fit  down, 
For  now  we  Gt  to  chat  as  well  as  eat. 

Pet.  Nothing  but  fit  and  fit,  and  eat  and  eat. 
Bap.  Padua  affords  this  kindnefs,  fon  Pttruchio. 
Pet.  Padua  affords  nothing  but  what  is  kind. 
Hor.  For  both  our  fakes  I  would  that  word  were  true: 
Pet.  Now  for  my  life  Hortentio  fears  his  widdow. 
Hor.  Then  never  truft  me  if  Ibeafeard. 

Pet.  You  are  very  fenfible,  and  yet  you  mifs  my 
fence  : 

I  mean  Hortentio  is  afeard  of  you. 
Wid.  He  that  is  giddy  thinks  the  world  turns  round. 
Pet.  Roundly  replied. 

Kat.  Miftris,  how  mean  you  that  ? 
Wid.  Thus  I  conceive  by  him. 
Pet.  Conceives  by  me,  how  likes  Hortentio  that  ? 
Hor.  My  Widdow  fays,  thus  fhe conceives  her  tale. 
Pet.  Very  well  mended  ,  kifs  him  for  that ,  good 

Widdow. 
Kat.  He  that  is  giddy  thinks  the  world  turns  round. 

I  pray  you  tell  me  what  you  meant  by  that. 
Wid.  Your  Husband  being  troubled  with  a  fhrew, 

Mcafurs  my  husbands  forrow  by  his  wo  \ 
And  now  you  know  my  meaning. 

Kat.  A  very  mean  meaning. 
Wid.  Right,  I  mean  you. 
Kat.  And  1  am  mean  indeed,  reflecting  you. 
Pet.  To  her  Kate. 
Hor.  To  her  Widdew. 
Pet.  A  hundred  marks,  my  Kate  do  put  her  down. 
Hor.  That's  my  office. 
Pet.  Spoke  like  an  officer  ;  ha  to  thee  lad. 

Drinks  to  Hortentio. 
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1  be  1  aming  of  the  Shre  w. 

Btp.  H  »W  Ikc,  Gremh  th-ic  qiick  witted  folks? 

Qre.  Believe  me  fir,  they  But  together  well: 
Bun.  Head,  and  but  an  hafty  witty  body, 

Would  fay  your  Head  and  But  were  head  and  horn. 
Vtn.  I  Miftrefs  Bride,  hath  that  awakened  you  ? 

Bun.  I,  but  not  frighted  tne,  therefore  Tie  deep  a- 

gain. Pet.  Nay  that  you  fhall  not  fince  you  have  begun: 

Have  at  you  fot  a  better  jeft  or  two. 

Bun.  Am  1  your  Bird,  I  mean  to  fhifc  my  bufh, 

A.nd  then  purfue  me  as  you  draw  your  Bow. 
You  are  welcome  all.  Exit  Bianca. 

Pet.  She  hath  prevented  me,  here  fignior  Tranio, 

This  bird  you  aim'd  at,  tho  you  hit  her  not, 
Therefore  a  health  to  all  thar  fhot  and  roift. 

Tra.  Oh  C\r,Lucentio  dipt  me  like  his  Gray-hound, 
Which  runs  himfelf,  and  catches  for  his  Matter. 

Pet.  A  good  fwift  limile,  but  fomething  currifb. 
Tra:  Tis  well  fir,  that  you  hunted  for  your  felf : 

Tis  thought  your  Deer  does  hold  you  at  a  bay. 

Bap.  Oh,  oh  Petruchio,  Tranio  hits  you  now. 
Luc.  1  thank  thee  for  that  gird  good  Tranio. 

Hor.  Confefs,  confeff,  hath  he  not  hit  you  here  ? 

Pet.  A  has  a  little  gall'd  me  I  confefs: 

And  as  the  Jeft  did  glance  away  from*  me, 
Tis  ten  to  one  it  maim'd  you  too  outright. 

Bap.  Now  in  good  fadnefs  fon  Pctrruchio, 
I  think  thou  haft  the  verieft  fhrew  of  all. 

Pet.  Well,  I  fay  no  ;  and  therefore  for  aflurance, 
Let's  each  one  fend  unto  his  wife, 
And  he  whofe  wife  is  rnoft  obedient, 

To  come  at  firft  when  he  doth  fend  for  her,' 
Shall  win  the  wager  which  we  will  propofe. 

Hot.  Content,  what'ithe  wager? 
Luc.  Twenty  Crowns. 
Pet.  Twenty  Crowns. 

1'levenrure  forauch  of  my  Hawk  or  Hound, 
But  twenty  times  fo  much  upon  ray  Wife* 

Luc.  A  hundred  then. 
Hor.  Content. 

Pet.  A  match,  'tis  done. 
Hor.  Who  fhall  begin  ? 
Luc.  That  will  I. 

Go  Biondello,  bid  your  Miftrefs  come  to  mc : 
Bton.  I  go.  Exit, 

Bap.  Son,I'le  beyonrhalf,  Bianca  comes. 
Luc,  Ne  have  no  halves :  I'le  bear  it  all  ray  felf. 

Enter  Biondello, 

Hownow,  what  news  ? 
Bion.  Sir,  my  Miftrefs  fends  you  word 

That  the  is  bufie,  and  cannot  come. 

Pa.  How?  fhe's  bufie,  and  cannot  come:  is  that  an  an- fwer  ? 

Gre.  I,  and  a  kind  one  too  s 
Pray  God  Sir  your  wife  fend  you  not  a  worfe. 

Pet.  I  hope  better. 
Hor.  Sirra  Biondello^  go  and  intreat  my  wife  to  come  to 

me  forthwith.  Exit  Biondello. 

Pet.  Oh  ho,  intreat  her  ,  nay  then  fhe  muft  needs 
come. 

Hor.  I  am  afraid  Sir,  do  what  you  can, 

Enter  Biondello. 

Yours  will  not  be  entreated  :  Now,  where's  my  wife  t 
Bion.  She  fays  you  have  fome  goodly  Jeft  in  hand, 

She  wiil  notcome  :  fhc  bids  you  come  to  her. 

'Pet.  Worfe  and  worfe,  fhe  will  not  come: 

Oh  vild, intolerable,  not  to  be  indut'd  : 
Sirra  Qm-nio,  go  to  your  Miftrefs, 
Say  I  com  nandher  to  come  tome.  Exit. 
Hor.  1  know  her  anfwer. 
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Pet.  What  ? 
Hor.  She  will  not. 

Pet.  The  fouler  fortune  mine,  and  there  an  end. 

,E»;fr  Katherina, 

Bap.  Now  by  my  hollidam  here  comes  Katherina. 
Kat.  What  is  your  will  Sir  that  you  fend  lor  me  ? 

Pet .  Where  is  your  Sifter,  and  Hortentio's  wife  ? 
Kat.  They  fit  con  ferring  by  the  Parlor  fire. 
Pet.  Go  fetch  them  hither,  if  they  deny  to  come, 

Swinge  me  them  foundly  forth  unto  their  husbands : 
Away  I  fay,  and  bring  them  hicHer  ftraight. 

Luc.  Here  is  a  wonder }  if  you  talk  of  a  wonder. 
Hor.  And  fo  it  is :  I  wonder  what  it  boads. 

Pet.  Marry  peace  it  boads,  and  love,  and  quiet  life, 
An  awful  rule  and  right  fupremacy  : 

And  to  befhort,what  nor,  that's  fweet  and  happy, 
"Bap.  Now  fair  btf«il  the  good  Petruchio', 

The  wager  thou  haft  won, and  I  will  add 
Unto  their  loffes  twenty  thcuiand  Crowns, 
Another  dowry  to  another  daughter, 

For  fhe  is  chang'd  as  fhe  had  never  been. 
Pet .  Nay,  I  will  win  my  wager  better  yet , 

And  fhow  more  fign  of  herob<dietice? 
Her  new  built  vertue  and  obedience. 

Enter  Kate,  Bianca,  WWiddow. 

See  where  fhe  comes,  and  brings  your  froward  Wives 
Asprifoners  to  her  womanly  palwafion  : 
Katloerine,  that  cap  of  yours  becomes  you  not, 
Off  with  that  bable,  and  throw  it  underfoot. 

Wid.  Lord  let  me  never  have  acaufe  to  figh, 
Till  I  be  brought  to  fuch  a  filly  pais. 

Bian.  Fie  what  afoolifh  duty  cail  you  this? 
Luc.  I  would  your  duty  were  as  foolifh  too  : 

The  wifdomof  your  duty,  hit  Bianca, 
Hath  coft  me  five  hundred  Crowns  fincefupper  time. 

Bian.  The  more  foo!  you  for  laying  on  my  duty. 

Pet.  Katherine,  I  charge  thee  tell  thefe  headftrong  wo- 
men, what  duty  they  owe  to  tiieir  Lords  and  husbands. 

Wid.  Come,  come,  you're  mocking :  we  will  have  no 
telling. 

Pet.  Come  on  I  fay,  and  firft  begin  with  her. 
Wid.  She  fhall  not. 
Pet.  I  fay  fhe  fhall,  and  firft  begin  with  her. 
Katty  Fie,  fie,  unknit  that  threatning  unkind  brow, 

And  dart  not  ilcornful  glances  from  thofc  eyes, 
To  wound  thy  Lord,  thy  King,  thy  Governour. 
It  blots  thy  beauty  as  froftsbite  the  meads, 
Confounds  thy  fame,  whirlwinds  fhake  fair  buis, 
And  in  no  fence  is  meet  or  amiab  le. 

A  woman  mov'd  is  like  a  fountain  troubled, 
Muddy,  ill  leeming,  thick,  bereft  of  beauty, 
And  while  it  is  fo,  none  fo  dry  or  thirfty 
WiUdain  tofip,  or  touch  one  drop  of  it. 
Thy  Husband  is  thy  Lord,  thy  Life,  thy  keeper, 

Thy  Head,  thy  Soveraign  :  One  that  cares  for  thee, 
And  for  thy  maintenance.  Commits  his  body 
To  painful  labour,  both  by  lea  and  land  : 
To  watch  the  night  in  ftorms,  the  day  in  cold, 

Whil'ft  thou  h'ft  warm  at  home,  fecurc  and  fafe, 
And  craves  no  o  ther  tribute  at  thy  hands, 
But  love,  fair  looks,  and  rrue  obedience 
Too  little  payment  for  fo  great  a  debt. 
Such  duty  as  the  Subjeft  owes  the  Prince, 
Even  fuch  a  woman  oweth  to  her  husband; 
And  when  fhe  is  froward,  peevifh  fullen,  lower, 
And  not  obedient  to  hishoneftwilJ, 
VVhat  is  fhe  butafoul  contending  Rebel, 
And  gracelefs  traitor  to  her  loving  Lord  ? 

I  am  afham'd  that  women  are  fo  fimple, 
1  To  offer  war  where  they  fhould  kneel  for  peace : 

1  Or, 
1 1  ■hum  .    —  I 



All's  well  that  ends  well. 

Or  leek  for  ru'e,  fupremacy,and  fway, 
When  they  are  bound  to  feive,  love,  and  obey: 
Why  are  our  bodies  foft,  and  wck,  and  fmcoth , 
Unapt  to  toil  and  trouble  in  the  world, 
But  that  our  foft  conditions,  and  our  hearts, 
Should  well  agree  with  our  external  parts  ? 
Corns,  c(  me,  you  fr*  ward  unable  worms, 
My  mind  hath  been  as  big  as  one  of  yours, 
M  y  heart  is  great,  my  realon  haply  more, 
To  bandy  word  for  word,  and  f/own  for  frown  » 
But  now  I  fee  our  Launces  are  but  ftraWs  : 

Our  ftrength  as  weak,  our  wcaknefs  paft  compare, 
That  feeming  to  be  moft,  which  we  indeed  leaft  are, 
Then  vale  your  ftoroacks,  for  it  is  no  boot, 
And  place  your  hands  below  your  husbands  foot : 

In  token  of  which  duty,  if  hepleafe, 
My  hand  is  ready,  may  it  do  him  eafe. 

Pet.  Why  there's  a  wench:  Come  on,  and  kifs  me 
Kate. 

Luc.  Well  go  thy  ways  old  Lad,  for  thou  fhalt  ha'r. 

Vm.  Tis  a  good  hearing  when  children  are  toward.  * Luc.  But  a  harfh  hearing,  when  women  are  froward. 
Pet.  Come  Kate,  wt'l  to  bed, 

We  three  are  married,  but  you  two  are  fped. 
'Twas  I  won  the  wager  tho  you  hit  the  white, And  being  a  winner,  God  give  you  good  n  ghr. 

tt     '  r  vt  .  Exit  ?(truchio. Hortenf.  Now  go  thy  ways,  thou  haft  tam'd  acuift Shrow. 

Luc.  'Tis  a  wonder,  by  your  leave,  fhe  will  be  tam'd  fo. 

All  s  well  that  ends  well. 

ARus  Primus.  Scena  Trivia. 

—  I 

JLnuryour.g  Bertram  Court  of  Roffilion,  his  Motherland  He- 
lena, Lord  Laftvp,  all  in  blacky 

Mother. 

|  N  delivering  my  fori  from  me,  I  bury  a 
*  fecond  hu.band. 

Rof.  And  in  going,  Madam,  weep 

o're  my  Father's  death  anew  ,  but  I 
muft  attend  his  Majefties  command,  to 
whom  lam  now  in  Ward,  evermore 

in  fubjecticn. 
Laf.  You  fhall  find  of  the  King  a 

husband  ,  Madam,  you  fir  a  father. 
He  that  fo  generally  is  at  all  times  good,  muff  of  neceffity 
hold  his  virtue  to  you,  whofe  worthintfs  would  ftir  it  up 
were  it  wanted,  rather  than  lack  it  where  there  is  fuch 
abundance. 

Mo.  Whpt  hope  is  there  of  his  Mjjefties  amendment? 

Laf.  He  hath  abandon'd  his  Phyfitians,  Madam,  under 
whole  practices  he  hath  perfecuted  time  with  hope,  and 
finds  no  other  advantage  in  the  procefs,  but  only  th:  lofing 
of  hope  by  time. 

Mo.  This  young  Gentlewoman  had  a  Father,  O  that  had! 

how  fad  a  paffage  'tis,  whofe  skill  wasalmoft  as  great  as 
his  hcnefty,had  it  ftretch'd  fofkr,  would  have  made  nature 
immortal,  and  death  fhould  have  play  for  lack  of  work. 
Would,  for  the  Kings  fake  he  were  living,  I  think  it  would 
be  the  death  of  the  Kings  difeafe. 

Laf.  Howcall'd  you  the  rmn  you  fpeak  of  Madam  ? 
Ah.  He  was  famous  fir,  in  his  profeffion,  and  it  was  his 

great  right  to  be  fo    Gerard  de  Narbon. 
Laf.  He  was  excellent  indeed,  Madam,  the  King  very 

lately  fpoke  of  him  admiringly  and  mourningly:  he  was 

skilful  enough  to  have  liv'd  ftill,  if  knowledg  could  be  fet 
upagainft  mortality. 

Rof.  What  is  it  (  ray  good  Lord )  the  King  languifhes 
of? 

Laf.  AFiftuIa  my  Lord. 

Rof.  I  heard  not  of  it  before. 
Laf.  I  would  it  were  not  notorious.  Was  this  Gen- 

tlewoman the  Daugh'er  of  Gerard  de  Nurbon  ? 
Mo.  His  fole  child  my  Lord,  and  brqueathed  to  my  c- 

ver-looking.  I  have  thofe  hopes  of  her  good,  that  her  edu- 
cation promifes  her  difpofitions  fhe  inherit?,  which  makes 

fair  gifts  fairer  \  for  where  an  unclean  mind  carries  vertuous 
qualities,  there  commendations  go  with  pity,  they  are 
vertuesand  traitors  too  :  in  her  they  are  the  better  for 
their  firaplenefs ;  fhe  derives  her  honefty,and  atchicves  her 

goodnefs. Lafew.  Your  commendations,  Madam,  get  from  her 
tears. 

Mo.  'Tis  the  beft  brine  a  Maiden  can  feafon  her  praife in.  The  remembrance  of  her  Father  never  approaches 
her  heart,  but  the  tyranny  of  herforrows  takes  all  liveli- 

hood from  her  cheek.  No  more  of  this  Hekns,  go  to,  no 
more,  left  it  be  rather  thought  you  afFe&a  forrow,  than  to 

have  
Hel.  I  do  affeft  a  forrow  indeed,  but  I  have  it  too. 
Laf.  Moderate  lamentations  is  the  right  of  the  dead, 

exceffive  grief  the  enemy  to  the  living. 
Mo.  II  the  living  be  enemy  to  the  grief,  the  excefs 

makes  it  foon  mortal. 

Rof.  Madam,  1  defire  your  holy  wifhes. 
Laf.  How  underftand  we  that  ? 
Ma.  Be  thou  bleft  Bertram  and  fucceed  thy  Father 

In  manners  as  in  fliape  :  thy  blood  and  virtue 
Contend  for  Empire  in  thee,  and  thy  goodnels 

Share  with  thy  birth-right :  Love  all,  truft  a  few, 
Do  wrong  to  none  :  be  able  for  thine  enemy 
Rather  in  power  than  ufe  :  and  keep  thv  friend 
Under  thy  own  fifes  key  :  Be  checkt  for  filence, 

But  never  tax'd  forfpecch  :  What  heaven  more  will, That  thee  may  furnifti,  and  my  prayers  pluck  down, 
Fall  on  thy  hand  :  Farewel  my  Lord, 
'Tis  an  unfeafon'd  Courtier,  good  my  Lord 

Advifehim.- 

Laf. 



All's  well  that  ends  well 
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His  arched  arrows,  hU  ruwkingeye,  his  curls 

In  our  hearts  table  :  heart  too  capable 

Of  every  line  and  trick  of  his  fweetfavour. 
But  now  he  is  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  fancy 

Muft  lanftify  his  Relick.    Who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Parolles. 

One  that  goes  with  him  :  I  love  him  for  hisfdke, 

And  yet  I  know  him  a  notorious  Liar, 

Think  him  a  great  way  fool,  l'olely  a  coward, Yet  thefe  tixt  evils  fie  lb  fit  in  him, 

That  they  take  place,  when  Virtues  fteely  bones 

Looks  bleak  i'ch  cold  wind    withal,  full  oft  we  fee 
Cold  u-ifdoro  waiting  on  fupcrfluous  folly. 

Pur.  Save  you  fair  Queen. 
Hel.  And  you  Monarch. 
Par.  No- 
Hel.  And  no. 

Par.  Are  you  meditating  on  Virginity  > 
Hel.  1  :  you  have  fome  ftain  of  fouldier  in  you  :  Let 

me  ask  you  a  qusftion.    Man  is  enemy  to  virginity,  how 

may  we  barrocado  it  againft  him/ 
Par.  Keep  him  out. 
Hel.  But  he  afTails,  and  our  virginity  though  valiant, 

in  the  defence  yet  ii  weak:  unfold  us  fome  warlike  refift- ance. 

Par.  There  is  none  :  Man  fetting  down  before  you  will 

undermine  you,  and  blow  you  up. 
Hel.  Blefs  our  poor  Virginity  from  underminers,  and 

blowers  up.  Is  there  no  Military  policy  how  Virgins  might 
blow  up  men  ? 

Par.  Virginity  being  blown  down,  Man  will  quicklier 

be  blown  up  :  marry  blowiug  him  down  again,  with 

the  breach  your  felves  made,  you  lole  your  City.  It  is  not 

politick,  in  the  common  wealth  of  nature,  to  prefervc 

virginity.  Loft  of  Virginity,  is  rational  encreafe,  and 
there  was  never  virgin  got,  till  virginity  was  fitft  loft. 

That  you  were  made  of,  is  metal  to  make  Virgins.  Vir- 
ginity, by  being  once  loft,  may  be  ten  times  found  :  by 

being  ever  kep:,  it  is  ever  loft  ;  'tis  too  cold  a  companion  : 

away  with'r. 
Hel.  1  will  ftand  for't  a  little,  though  therefore  I  die  a 

Virgin. 

Par.  There's  little  can  be  faid  in't  •, 'tis  againft  the  rule 
of  Nature.  To  lpeakon  the  part  of  virginity,  is  to  ac- 
cufe  your  Mothers »  which  is  raoft  infallible  difobedience. 
H:  that  hangs  himfdf  is  a  Virgin  :  Virginity  murthers 
it  lelf ,  and  fhould  be  buried  in  high-ways  out  of  all 
lknctificd  limit,  as  a  defperate  OfFendrcfs  againft  Na- 

ture. Virginity  breeds  mites,  much  like  a  Cheefe,  con- 
fumes  it  felf  to  the  very  pairing,  and  fo  dies  with  feed- 

ing his  own  ftomack.  Belides,  Virginity  is  peevifh,  proud, 
idle,made  offelf-love,which  is  the  raoft  inhabited  fin  in  the 

Canon.  Keep  it  not,  you  cannnot  choofe  but  lofe  by't. 
Out  with'c--  within  ten  years  it  will,  make  it  felf  two, 
which  is  a  goodly  increafe,and  the  principal  it  felf  not  much 

the  worfe.  Away  with'r. 
Hel.  How  might  one  do  fir,to  lofe  it  to  her  own  liking.? 

Par.  Let  me  fee.  Marry  ill,  to  like  him  that  ne're 
it  likes.  Tis  a  commodity  will  lofe  the  glofs  with 

lying.  The  longer  kept ,  the  lefs  worth  :  Off  with't 
while  'tis  vendible.  Anfwer  the  time  of  requeft.  Vir_ 
ginity  like  an  old  Courtier,  wears  her  cap  out  of  fa- 
(hion,  richly  futed,  but  unfutable,  juft  like  the  brooch 
and  the  toothpick,  which  were  not  now  :  your  Date  is 
better  in  your  Pye  and  your  Porredg,then  in  your  cheek: 
and  your  virginity,  your  old  virginity,  is  like  one  of  our 

French  wither'd  Pears  ;  it  looks  ill,  it  eats  drily,  marry 
'tis  a  wither'd  Pear  :  it  was  formerly  better,  marry 
yet  'tis  a  wither'd  Pear.  Will  you  any  thing  with it? 

Hel.  Not  my  virginity  yet. 
There  (hall  your  Mafter  have  a  thoufand  loves, 

A  mother,  and  a  miftrefs,  and  a  friend, 
A  Phcenix,  Captain,  and  an  enemy, 
A  guide,  a  goddefs,  and  a  foveraign, 
A  Counfellor,  aTraitrefs,  and  a  Dear  : 
His  humbleft  ambition,  proud  humility  ; 
His  jarring  concord  :  and  hisdilcord  dulcet  ! 
His  faith,  his  fweet  difafter :  with  a  world 
Of  pretty  fond  adoptiouschriftendoms 
That  blinking  Cupid  goffips.  Now  (hall  he  : 
I  know  not  what  he  (hall,  God  fend  him  well. 
The  Courts  a  learning  place,  and  he  is  one. 

Par.  What  one  i'faith  ? 
Hel.  That  1  wilh  well, 'tis  pity. 
Par.  What's  pity  ? 

Hel.  That  wifhing  well  had  not  a  body  in't, 
Which  might  be  felt,  that  we  poorer  born, 
Whofe  bafer  ftars  do  fhut  them  up  in  wifh.es, 
Might  with  effects  of  them  follow  our  friends, 
And  fhew  what  we  alone  nauft  think,  which  never 
Returns  us  thanks. 

Enter  Page. 

Page.  Monfieur  Parolles, 
My  Lord  calls  for  you. 

Par.  Little  Htllcn  fare  we!,  if  I  can  remember  thee, 
I  will  think  of  thee  at  Court. 

Hel.  Monfieur  Parollest  you  were  born  under  a  chari- 
table ftar. 

Par.  Under  Mars  X. 

Hel.  I  specially  think  under  Mars. 
Par.  Why  under  Mars  ? 
Hel.  The  waters  hath  fo  kept  you  under,  that  you  muft 

needs  be  born  under  Mars. 
Par.  When  he  was  predominant. 
Hel.  When  he  was  retrograde  I  think  rather. 
Par.  Why  think  you  fo  ? 
Hel.  You  go  fo  much  backward  when  you  fights 
Par.  That's  for  advantage. Hel.  So  is  running  away, 

When  fear  propofes  l'afety  : But  the  compofition  that  your  valour  and  kzr  makes  in 
you,  is  a  virtue  of  a  good  wing ,  and  1  like  the  wear 

well . Taroll.  I  am  fo  full  of  bufinefs,  I  cannot  anfwer  thee 
acutely  :  I  will  return  perfect  Courtier,  in  the  which 
my  inftruftion  lhall  ferve  to  naturalife  thee,  fo  thou  wilt 
be  capable  of  the  Courtiers  counfel,  and  underftand  what 
advice  (hall  thruft  upon  thee,elfe  thou  dieft  in  thine  un- 
thankfulnefs,  and  thine  ignorance  makes  thee  away  jfare- 
wel  :  When  thou  haft  leifure,  fay  thy  prayers :  when  thou 
haft  none,  remember  thy  Friends :  get  thee  a  good  huf- 
band,  and  uie  him  as  he  ufes  thee :  So  farewel. 

Exit. Hel.  Our  remedies  oft  in  our  felvesdolie, 
Which  we  afcrible  to  heaven  :  the  fated  sky 
Gives  us  free  fcope,  only  doth  backward  pull 
Our  flow  defigns,  when  we  our  felves  are  dull. 
What  power  is  it,  which  mounts  my  love  fo  high, 
Tiiat  makes  me  fee,  and  cannot  feed  mine  eye  ? 
The  mightieft  fpacein  fortune,  Nature  brings 
To  joyn  like  likes ;  and  kifslike  native  things* 
Impofiible  be  ftrange  attempts  tothofe 
That  weigh  their  pains  in  fence,  and  do  fuppofe 
What  hath  been,  cannot  br.  Who  ever  ftrove 
To  fhew  her  merit,  that  did  mils  her  love  } 

fThe  Kings  diftafe  )  my  proj<&  may  deceive  me, 
But  my  intents  are  fist,  and  will  not  leave  me.  Exit. 

Fluiirijli  Cornets. 

Enter  the  King  of  France  rrith  letters^  and 
divers  Attendants. 

S  Xl»<7 
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King.  The  Florentines  and  Setioys  are  by  th'  ears, 
Havj  fought  wi»h  *qual  fortune,  and  continue 
A  bravtrg  war. 

1.  L<\  G.  So  'tis  reported  fir. 
Kn  Nay      moft  credible,  we  here  receive  it, 

Acei  uiaiy  vouch'd  from  our  Coufin  Auftria, 
With  Caution,  that  the  Florentine  will  move  us 

For  ipefdy  aid  :  wherein  our  deareft  friend 
Pr  .  jicaicsthe  bufinefs,  and  would  feem 
Fo  UjVc  us  make  denial. 

1.  L.  G.  His  love  and  wifdom 

Apprcv'd  i"o  to  your  Majefty  may  plead 
For  ampleft  credence. 

Km.  Hehatharro'douranCver, 
And  Florence  isdeni'd  before  becomes : 
Yet  for  our  Gentlemen  that  mean  to  fee 

The  TufcanicxK ice,  freely  have  they  leave 
To  (land  on  either  part. 

2.  Lo.  8.  It  may  well  ferve 
A  nurfery  to  our  Gentry,  who  are  fick 
For  breathing  and  exploit. 

Kin.  What's  he  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Bertram 1  Lafew  WParolles. 

i.  Lo,  G.  It  is  the  Count  Rojfitliott,  my  good  Lord, 

Young  Bertram. 

Kin.  Youth,  thoubear'ft  thy  fathers  face, 
Frank  Nature  rather  curious  than  in  haft, 

Hath  wcllcompos'd  thee :  Thy  Fathers  moral  parts 
Mailt  thou  inherit  too:  welcome  to  Paris. 

Ber.  My  thanks  and  duty  are  your  Majefties. 
Kin,  I  would  I  had  thatcorparal  foundnefs  now 

As  when  thy  father  and  my  felf  in  friendship 
Firft  tn'd  our  fouldierfhip  :  he  did  look  far 
ij-.xo  the  fervicc  of  the  time,  and  was 
Difcipled  of  the  braveft.  He  lafted  long, 
But  or  us  both  did  haggifh  Age  fte-al  on, 
And  wore  us  out  of  aft  \  it  much  repairs  me 

Totilkof  your  good  Father in  his  youth 
He  had  the  wit,  which  I  can  well  obferve 
Today  in  our  young  Lord> ;  but  they  may  jeft 
Till  their  own  fcorn  return  to  them  unnoted, 

Ere  they  can  hide  their  levity  in  honour  :  1 
So  like  a  Courtier,  contempt  nor  bifternefs 
Were  in  his  pride,  or  fharpnefs,  if  they  were; 

His  equal  had  awak'd  them,  and  his  honour 
Clock  to  it  felf,  knew  the  true  minute  when 
Exception  bid  him  fpeak,  and  at  this  time 

H  s  tongue  obey'd  hishand.  Who  were  below  him> 
He  us'd  as  creatures  of  another  place, 
And  bo  w'd  his  eminent  top  to  their  low  ranks. 
Making  them  proud  of  his  hurt  ility, 
In  their  poor  praife  he  humbled  :  fuch  a  man 
Mi^ht  be  a  copy  to  thefe younger  times 
Which  followed  well,  would  demonftrate  them  now 

But  goers  backward. 
Ber.  His  good  remembrance,  Sir, 

Lies  richer  in  your  thoughts  than  on  his  tomb: 
So  in  spproof  lives  not  h.s  Epitaph, 
As  in  your  royal  fpeech. 

King.  Would  I  were  with  him  r  he  would  always  fay, 
(  Methinks  I  hear  him  now  )  hisphufive  words 

He  fcatter'd  not  in  ears,  but  grafted  them 
To  grow  there  and  to  bear  ;  let  me  not  live, 
Thi«  his  good  rnelar  cholly  oft  began 
On  the  Cataftrophe  and  heel  of  paltime 
When  it  was  out:  let  me  not  live,  (quoth  he) 
Arter  rav  flame  lacksoyl,  to  be  thefnuff 
Ot  younger  fpirits,  whofe  appf ehenfive  fenfes 
All  but  new  things  difdain    whofe  judgments  arc 
Meer  Others  of  their  garments ;  whofe  conftancies 

Empire  before  their  fafhions  :  this  he  wifh'd. 
I  after  him,  do  after  hiro  wifh  too : 

C  Since  I,  nor  wa  x ,  nor  honey  can  bring  home,  ) 
I  quickly' were  diffolv-d  from  my  hive, To  give foroe  Labourers  room. 

2.  L.  E.  You're  loved  Sir, 

They  that  leaft  lend  it  you,  fhall  lack  you  firft. 
Kin.  I  fill  a  place  I  know't  >  how  tang  is't,  Count, 

Since  the  Phyfician  at  your  fathers  died  , 

He  was  much  fam'd. 
Ber.  Some  fix  months  fince,  my  Lord. 
Kin.  If  he  were  living,  I  would  try  hirn  yet. 

Lend  me  an  arm  ;  the  reft  have  worn  me  out 
With  feveral  applications ;  Nature  and  ficknefs 
Debate  it  at  their  leifure.  Welcome  Count, 
My  fonsno  dearer. 

Ber.  Thank  your  Majefty, 
Exit. 

Flourijh. 

Enter  Countefs,  Steward,  and  Clown. 

Conn.  I  will  now  hear,  what  fay  you  of  this  Gentlewo- 
man ? 

St.  Madam,  the  care  I  have  had  to  even  your  content 
I  wifh  might  be  found  in  the  Kalender  of  my  pad  endea- 

vours, for  then  we  wound  our  modeity,  and  make  foul  the 
clearnefsof  cur  defervings,  when  of  our  felves  we  publifh 

them. 
Cou.  What  do's  this  knave  here  ?  Get  you  gone  firrahj 

the  complaints  I  have  heard  of  you,  I  do  net  all  believe  * 

'tis  my  flownefs  that  I  do  not  i  for  I  know  you  lack  not 
folly  to  commit  them,  and  have  ability  enough  to  make 
fuch  knaveries  yours. 

Go.  'Tis  not  unknown  to  you  Madam,  I  am  a  poor  fel. low.  3 

Com.  Well  fir. 
Ch.  No  Madam, 

'Tis  not  fo  well  that  I  am  poor  ,  though  many  of  the 
rich  are  damn'd ;  but  if  I  have  your  Ladifhips  good  will 
to  go  the  world,  lsbel  the  woman  and  I  will  do  as  we 
may. 

Conn,  Wilt  thou  needs  be  a  beggar  ? 

Ch.  I  do  beg  your  good  will  in  this  cafe. 
Cou.  What  cafe? 

Go.  In  libels  cafe  and  mine  own  \  ferviceis  no  heri- 
tage, and  I  think  I  fhall  never  have  the  bleffing  of  God, 

till  I  have  iflue  a  my  body,  for  they  fay. Barns  are  blef fings. 

Cou-  Tell  me  thy  reafon  why  thou  wilt  marry  ? 
Go.  My  poor  body  Madam  requires  it,  I  am  driven  on 

by  the  fkfh ,  and  he  muft  needs  go  that  the  devil 
drives. 

Cou-  Is  this  all  your  worfhips  reafon  ? 
Go.  Faith  Madam  1  have  other  holy  reafons  fuch  as 

they  are. 
Con.  May  the  world  know  them  ? 
Go.  I  have  been  (  Madam  )  a  wicked  creature,  as  you 

and  all  flefh  and  blood  are,  and  indeed  I  do  marry  that  I 

may  repent. 
Con  Thy  marriage  fooner  than  thy  wickednefs. 
Go.  I  am  out  of  friends.  Madam,  and  1  hope  to  have 

fr  ends  for  my  wives  fake. 
Cou,  Such  friends  are  thine  enemies,  knave. 

Go.  Y'are  (hallow  Madam,  in  great  friends,  for  the 
knaves  come  to  do  that  for  me  which  I  am  a  weary  of*, 
he  that  ears  my  Land,  Ipares  my  team,  and  gives  me 

leave  to  in  the  crop ;  if  I  be  his  Cuckold ,  he's  my 
drudg  he  that  comforts  my  wife,  [is  the  cherifher  of  my 
flefh  and  blood ;  he  that  cherifheth  my  fkfh  and  blood, 
loves  my  flefh  and  blood  ;  he  that  loves  my  flefh  and 
blood  is  my  friend  :  Ergo,  he  that  kiffes  my  wile  is  my 
friend  :  if  men  could  be  contented  to  be  what  they  are, 
there  were  no  fear  in  marriage  \  for  young  Gtarbon  the i'uritan 
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Puritan,  and  old  Voyfavs  the  Pjp  ft,howfoirure  rheir  hearts 

arefever'd  in  Religon,  their  heads  are  both  one,  they  may 

joul  horns  together  hke  any  Dear  i'th  Herd. 
Cou.  Thou  vv.lt  ever  b.  a  foul  mouth'dand  calumnious 

knave. 
Clo.  A  prophet,  I  M  idaro,  and  I  fpeak  the  truth  the  next 

way,  for  I  the  Ballad  will  repeat,  which  men  full  true  fhall 
find,  your  marriage  comes  by  dtftiny,  your  Cuckow  fings 
by  kind. 

Con.  Get  you  gone  fir,l'ie  talk  with  you  more  anon. 
StiW-  May  it  pleafe  you,  Madam,  that  he  bid  HtlUn 

corre  to  you,  of  her  I  am  to  fpeak. 
Cou.  Sirrah  tell  my  Gentlewoman  1  would  fpeak  with 

her,  Hellen  \  mean. 
Clo   Was  this  fair  face  the  caufe,  quoth  fhe, 

Why  theGrtcians  fackc  I  T'oy  ? 
I  r  ond  done,  done  ioad,  was  this  King  Priam\  joy  ? 

j  With  that  fh?  fighed.as  fne  flood,  bis 
1  And  gave  this  lenience  thcr,  a  iu»ng  nine   bad  if  one  be 

good,  a  nongnine  bad  if  o.  e  be  good,  there's  yet  one 
good  in  ten. 

Cou.  What,  one  good  in  ten?  you  corrupt  thefong 
firrah. 

Clo.  One  good  \vorrun  in  ten, Madam,  which  is  the  pu- 

rifying a"th  long :  would  God  would  ferve  the  world  fo  all 
the  year,  we'd  find  no  fault  with  the  tithe  woman  if  I  were 
the  Parfoni  one  in  ten  quoth  a?  anJ  we  might  have  a  good 
woman  born  but  ore  every  blazing  Star,  or  at  an  earth- 

quake,'twould  m<.nd  the  Lottery  well,  a  man  may  draw 
his  heart  out  ere  a  pluck  one. 

Coh  You'l  be  gone  fir  knave,and  do  as  I  command  you  ? 
Clo.  That  man  that  Ihould  be  at  a  womans  command, 

and  get  no  hurt  done,  tho  honefty  be  no  Puritan,yet  it  will 
do  no  hurt  •,  it  will  wear  the  Surplis  of  humility  over  the 
black  Gown  of  a  big  heart :  I  am  going  forfootn,the  bufi- 
nefsis  for  Hellen  to  come  hither. 

Exit. 
Coh.  Well  now. 

Stew.  I  know  (Madam)  you  love  your  Gentlewoman  in- 
tirely. 

Cou.  Faith  I  do  :  her  Father  bequeath'd  her  to  me,  and 
fhe  her  felt  without  other  advantage,  may  lawfully  make 
title  to  as  much  love  as  fhe  finds}  there  is  more  owing  her 

than  is  paid,  and  more  fhall  be  paid  her  than fhe'il de- mand. 

Stew.  Madam,!  was  very  late  more  near  her  than  I  think 

fhe  with'd  me  ,  alone  fhe  w^s,  and  did  communicate  to  her 
felf  her  own  words  to  her  own  ears',  fhe  thought,  I 
dare  vow  for  her,  they  touch'd  not  any  ftranger  lence 
her  matter  was,  fhe  loved  your  Son  ̂   Fortune  the  faid 
Was  no  goddefs,  that  bad  put  fuch  difference  betwixt 
their  two  cftates  Love  no  God,  that  would  not  extend 

his  might,  only  where  qualities  were  level  :  Queen  of 

Virgins,  that  would  fuffcr  her  poor  Knight  furpris'd  with- 
out refcue  in  the  firft  affault  or  ranlbme  afterward ; 

This  fhe  deliver'd  in  the  moft  bitter  touch  of  forrow 

that  e're  1  heard  Virgin  exclaim  in,  which  1  held  my  duty 
fpeedily  to  acquaint  you  withal  i  fithence  in  the  lofs 
that  may  happen,  it  concerns  you  fomething  to  know 
it. 

Court.  You  have  diftharg'd  this  honefty,  keep  it  to  your 
felf;  many  likelihoods  infon.s'd  me  of  this  before,  which 
hung  fo  tottering  in  the  ballance,  that  I  could  never  bdieve 
nor  mifdoubt :  pray  you  leave  me,  flail  this  in  your  bofom, 
and  I  thank  you  for  your  honeftcare;  1  will  fpeak  with 
you  further  anon. 

Exit  Steward. 

Enter  Hellen. 

Old  Cou.  Even  fo  it  was  with  me  when  I  was  young  ̂  
If  ever  we  are  natures,  thefe  are  ours,  this  thorn 
Doth  to  our  Rofe  of  youth  rightly  belong  , 
Our  blood  to  us,  this  to  our  blood  is  born, 

It  is  the  fhow  and  fealof  natures  truth, 
Where  loves  fti  ong  paffion  is  impreft  in  youth, 
By  our  remembrances  of  days  forgone, 
Such  were  our  fault?,  or  then  we  thought  them  none  j 
Her  eye  is  fick  on't,  I  obferve  her  now. 

Mel.  what  is  your  pleafure,  Madam  ? 
01.  Cou.  You  know,  Htllen,  I  am  a  mother  to  you. 
Hel.  Mine  honourable  Miftris. 

Ol.  Cou.  Nay  a  Mother,  why  not  a  Mother?  when  I fed  Mother, 

Methought  you  law  a  ferpent;  what's  in  Mother, 
That  you  ftart  at  it  ?  I  fay,  I  am  your  mother, 
And  put  you  in  the  Catalogue  of  thofe 
Th.u  were  enwombed  mine  •,  'tis  often  feen 
Adoption  ftrives  with  nature,  and  choice  breeds 
A  native  flip  to  us  from  forrain  feeds  : 

You  ne're  oppreft  me  with  a  mothers  groan, 
Yet  1  exprels  to  you  a  mothers  care  : 
( Gods  mercy  Maiden )  cos  ir  curd  thy  blood 

To  fay  I  am  thy  mother  ?  what's  the  matter, 
That  thisdiftc  mpered  mefT  nger  of  wet, 

The  many  colour'd /rw  rounds  thine  eye/* 
 Why,  that  you  are  my  daughter  ? 

Hel.  Thr<t  I  am  not. 
Ol.  Cou.  1  fay  I  am  your  Mother. 
Hel.  Pardon  Madam. 

The  Cou  t  Roflillion  cannot  be  my  brother  * 

I  am  from  humble,  he  from  honoured  name  "9 
No  note  upon  my  Parents,  his  all  noble, 
My  Matter,  my  dear  Lord  he  is,  and  I 
Hisfervant  live,  and  will  his  vaflaldie  : 
He  muff  not  be  my  brother. 

Ol.  Cou.  Nor  I  your  Mother. 
Hel.  You  are  my  Mother  Madam,  would  you  were 

So  that  my  Lord  your  Son  were  not  ray  brother, 
Indeed  my  Mother*  or  were  you  both  ourmotherss 
I  care  no  more  for,  than  I  do  for  heaven, 
So  I  were  not  his  fifter,  cant  no  other, 
But  I  Your  Daughter,  he  muft  be  my  Brother. 

Ol.  Cou.  Yes  Hellent  you  might  be  my  Daughter  in  law, 
God  fhield  you  mean  it  not,  Daughter  and  Mother 
So  ftrive  upon  your  pulfe  \  what  pale  agen  ? 

My  fear  hath  catch'd  your  fondnefs  j  now  I  fee 
The  Miftry  of  your  lovelinefs,  and  find 

Your  fait  tears  head*  now  to  all  fence  'tis  grofs  : 
You  love  my  Son,  invention  is  afham'd 
A  gainft  the  proclamation  of  thy  paffion 
To  fay  thou  doft  not :  therefore  tell  me  true, 

But  tell  me  then  'tis  fo,  for  look,  thy  checks 
Confefsit  'tone  to  th'other,  and  thine  eyes 
See  it  is  fo  grokly  fhown  in  thy  behaviour, 
That  in  trieir  kind  they  fpeak  it,  only  fin 
And  hellifh  obftinancy  lie  thy  tongue 

That  truth  fhouid  be  fufpt&ed}  fpeak,  is't  fo  ? 
If  it  be  fo,  you  have  wound  a  goodly  clew  : 

If  it  benor,forfwear'( :  how  ere  I  charge  thee, As  heaven  fhill  work  in  ra;  for  mine  avail 
To  tell  me  truly. 

Hel.  Good  Madam  pardon  me. 
Cou.  Do  you  love  my  Son  ? 

Hel.  Your  pardon  noble  Miftris.- 
Cou.  Love  you  my  Son  ? 
Hel.  Do  not  you  love  him  Madam  ? 

Cou.  Go  not  about-,  my  love  hath  in't  a  bond 
Whereof  the  world  takes  note:  Come, come,  dilclofe 
The  ftate  of  your  affecTion,  for  your  paffions 

Have  to  the  full  appeach'd.  v 
Hel.  Then  fconfefs 

Here  on  my  knee,  before  high  heavens  and  vou, 
That  before  you,and  nexcunto  high  heaven,I  love  yourSom 

My  friends  were  poor  but  honeft,  fa's  my  love  j 
Be  not  offended,  for  it  hurts  not  him 
That  he  is  lovd  of  me  :  1  follow  him  not 

By  any  token  of  prefumptuousfuir, 
S  2  -^^7 
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Nor  would  1  have  him,  till  I  dodeferve  hitn, 
Yet  never  know  how  thatdefert  fliould  be: 
1  know  1  love  in  vain,  firive  againfthope 
Yet  in  this  captious,  and  intenible  Sive 
1  ftill  pour  in  the  waters  of  toy  love, 
And  lack  not  to  lofe  ftill thus  Indian  like 

Religious  in  mine  error,  1  adore 
The  Sun  that  looks  upon  his  worfhipper, 
But  knows  of  him  no  more.  My  dearft  Madam, 
Let  not  your  hate  incounter  with  my  love 
For  loving  where  you  do  ;  but  if  your  felf, 
Whofe  aged  honour  cites  a  vertuous  youth, 
Did  evtr  in  fo  true  a  flameof  loving* 
VVifh  chaftly,  and  love  dearly,  that  your  Diatt 
Was  both  her  felf  and  love.  O  then  give  pity 
To  her  whofeftateisfuch,  that  cannot  chcofe 
But  lend  and  give  where  fhe  is  fure  to  lofe^ 
That  leeks  not  to  find  that,  fearch  implies, 
But  riddle  like,  livts  fweetly  where  fhe  dies. 

Con.  Had  you  not  lately  an  intent,  fpeak  truly, 
To  go  to  Paris  ? 

Hel.  Madam  I  had. 
C< «.  Wherefore  ?  tell  true. 
Hel.  1  will  tell  true,  by  grace  it  felf  I  fwear; 

You  know  my  Father  left  me  fome  prefcrip  lions 

Of  rare  and  prov'd  effects,  fuchas  his  reading 
Andmanifeft  experience  had  collected 

For  general  foveraignty  ;  and  that  he  will'd  me 
In  heedfull'ft  refcrvation  to  beftow  them, 
As  notes,  whofe  faculties  inclufive  were, 
More  than  they  were  in  note :  Amongfl  the  reft, 

Thtreis  a  lemedy,  approv'd,  fet  down  , 
To  cure  the  defperate  langufhings  whereof 

The  King  is  render'd  loft. Con.  This  was  your  motive  for  Paris,  was  it,  fpeak? 

Hel.  My  Lord,  your  fon,  made  me  to  think  of  this-, 
Elfe  Paris ,  and  the  medicine,  and  the  King, 
Had  from  the  converfation  of  my  thoughts, 

Happily  been  ablcnt  then. 
Con.  But  think  you  Helen, 

If  you  ffeould  tender  your  fuppofed  aid, 
He  would  receive  it  ?  He  and  his  phyficians 
Are  of  one  mind,  He,  that  they  cannot  help  him  : 

They,  that  they  cannot  help:  how  fhall  they  credit 
A  poor  unlearned  Virgin,  when  the  Schools 

Embowel'd  of  their  doctrine,  have  left  off 
The  danger  to  it  felf. 

Hel.  There's  fomethingin't 
More  than  my  Fathers  skill ,  which  was  the  great'ft 
Of  his  prof  ffion,  that  his  good  receipt, 
Shall  for  ray  legacy  be  fanftified 

By  th'luckieft  Stars  in  heaven,  and  would  your  honour 
But  give  me  leave,  tofuccefs  1'de  venture 
The  well  loft  life  of  mine,  on  his  Graces  cure, 

By  fuch  a  day  and  hour. 
Con.  Do'ft  thou  believ't  ? 
Hel.  I  Madam  knowingly. 
Con.  Why,  Hellen,  thou  (halt  have  my  leave  and  love, 

Means  and  attendants,  and  my  loving  greetings 

To  thole  of  mine  in  Court,  I'le  ftay  at  home 
And  pray  Gods  ble  fling  unto  thy  attempt : 
Be  gone  to  morrow,  and  be  fure  of  this  , 
V  Vhat  1  can  help  thee  to,  thou  fhalt  not  mifs. 

Exeunt- 

ARus,  Secundus, 

Enter  the  King  with  divers  young  Lords,taking  Itave  for  the Florentine  war  :  Count  Rofs,  and  Parolles: 
Flour ijh  Cornets. 

Kin.  Farewel  young  Lords,  thefe  warlike  principles 
Do  not  throw  from  you    and  you  my  Lords  farewel 
Share  the  advice  betwixt  you,  if  both  gain,  all 
The  gilt  doth  ftretch  it  felf  as 'tis  receiv'd. 
And  is  enough  for  both. 

Lord.  G.  '  ris  our  hope  fir, 
After  well  entered  Souldiers,  to  return  v 
And  find  your  grace  in  health. 

King.  No;  no,  it  cannot  be^  and  yet  ray  heart 
Will  not  confefs  he  owes  the  malady 
That  doth  my  life  befiege;  farewel  young  Lords, 
Whether  I  live  or  die,  be  you  the  fons 
Of  worthy  French  men  ;  let  higher  Italy 
(Thofe  bated  that  inherit  but  the  fall 
Of  the  laft  Monarchy  )  fee  that  you  come 
Not  to  woo  honour,  but  to  wed  it,  when 
The  braveft  queftion  fhrinks    find  what  you  feek, 
That  fame  may  cry  you  loud  :  1  fay  farewel. 

£,.  Q.  Hea  1th  at  your  bidding  ferve  your  Ma jefty. 
King.  Thofe  girls  of  Italy,  take  heed  of  them, 

They  fay  our  French  lack  language  to  deny 
If  they  demand  :  beware  of  being  Captives 
Before  you  ferve, 

Bo.  Our  hearts  receive  your  warning?. 
King.  Farewel,  come  hither  to  me.  (  us. 
i.  Lo.  G.  Oh  my  fweet  Lord  that  you  will  ftay  behinc 
far.  'Tis  not  his  fault,  the  fpark. 
1.  Lo.  E.  Oh  'tis  brave  wars. 
Par.  Moft  admirable,  I  have  feen  thofe  wars. 
Rojfill.  I  am  commanded  here,  and  kept  a  coil  with, 

Too  young,  and  thenextyear,  and  'tis  tooeaily. Par.  And  thy  mind  ftand  to  it  boy, 
Steal  away  bravely. 

Rojjil.  I  fhall  ftay  here  the  forehorfc  to  a  fraock, 
Creeking  my  fhooes  on  the  plain  Mafonry, 
Till  honour  be  bought  up,  and  no  fword  worn 
But  one  to  dance  with  :  by  heaven,  Tie  fteal  away. 

1.  Lo.  G.  There's  honour  in  the  theft. 
Par.  Commit  it  Count. 

2.  Lo  E.  I  am  your  acceffary,  and  fo  farewel. 

Rof.  I  grow  to  you,  and  our  parting  is  a  tortur'd  body. 
1.  Lo.  Cj.  Farewel  Captain. 
2.  Lo.  E.  Sweet  Monfieur  Parolles. 
Par.  Noble  Heroes  \  my  fword  and  yours  are  kin, 

good  fparks  and  luftrous,  a  word  good  metals.  You 
fhall  find  in  the  Regiment  of  Spinii,  one  Captain  Spuria 
his  Cicatrice,  with  an  emblem  of  war  here  on  his  finifter 

cheek ;  it  was  this  very  fword  entrench'd  itj  fay  to  him 
I  live,  and  obferve  his  reports  of  me. 

L.  G.  We  fhall  noble  Captain. 
Par.  Mars  doat  on  you  for  his  novices,  what  will  ye  dc? 

Rof.  Stay:  the  King. 
Par.  Ufe  a  more  fpacious  ceremony  to  the  noble  Lords, 

you  have  reftrain'd  your  felf  within  the  Lift  of  too  cold 
an  adieu :  be  more  expreflive  to  them  for  they  were 
themfelves  in  the  cap  of  the  time,  there  do  mufter  true  gate; 
cat,  fpeak,  and  more  under  the  influence  of  the  moft 

receiv'd  ftar,  and  tho  the  devil  lead  the  roeafure,  fuch  are 
to  be  followed :  after  them,  and  take  a  more  dilated  fare- 

wel. Rof  And  I  will  do  fo. 
Par.  Worthy  fellows,  and  like  to  prove  moft  finewie 
fword-men.  Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Laferv. 

L.  Laf;  Pardon  ray  Lord  fcr  me  and  for  my  tiding?,, 

Ktn%.  l'le  lee  thee  to  ftand  up,  (pardon, 
L-Laf.  Then  here's  a  man  (lands  that  bath  brought  his 

I  would  you  had  knetl'd,  ray  Lord,  to  ask  me  mercy, 
And  that  at  my  bidding  you  could  fo  ftand  up. 

King.  I  would  I  had,  fo  I  had  broke  thy  pate 

And  ask'r  thee  mercy  tot'f. 

L<tf.  Goodfaith  a  crofs,  but  my  good  Lord  'tis  thus, 
Will  you  be  cur'd  of  your  infirmity  i 

King.  No. 
Laf.  O  will  you  eat  no  grapes  my  royal  Fox  ? 

Yes  but  you  will,  my  noble  Grapes,  and  if 

My  royal  Fox  could  reach  them:  1  have  leen  a  Medicine 

That's  able  to  break  life  into  a  ftone, 
Quickea  a  Rock,  and  make  you  dance  Canary 
With  fprightly  fire  and  motion,  whole  fimple  touch 
Is  powerful  toaraife  King  P^rw,  nay 

To  give  great  Charlemain  a  pen  in's  hand, 
And  write  to  her  a  love-linc. 

Kin.  What  her  is  this  f 

Laf.  Why  doctor  fhe :  my  Lord,  there's  one  arriv'd, 
If  you  will  fee  her  :  now  by  my  faith  and  honour, 
If  ferioufly  I  may  convoy  ray  thoughts 
In  this  my  light  deliverance,  I  have  fpoke 
With  one,  that  in  her  lex,  her  years  profeffion, 

Wifdom  and  Conftancy,  hath  amaz'd  me  more 
Than  I  dare  blame  my  weaknefs.-  will  you  fee  her  ? 
For  that  is  her  demand,  and  know  her  bufintf,? 
That  done,  laugh  well  at  me. 

Kin.  Now  good  Laftvt. 
Bring  in  the  admiration,  that  we  with  thee 
May  fpend  our  wonder  too,  or  takeoff  thine 

By  wondring  how  thou  took'ft  it. 
Laf.  Nay,  Tie  fit  you, 

And  not  be  all  day  neither. 
Kin.  Thus  he  is  fpecial  nothing  ever  prologues* 
Laf.  Nay,  come  your  ways. 

Enter  Httten. 

Kin.  This  haft  hath  wings  indeed. 
Laf.  Nay,  come  your  ways, 

This  is  his  Majefty,  fay  your  mind  to  him, 
A  traitor  you  do  look  like,  bat  fuch  traitors 
His  Majefty  feldora  fears,  I  am  Cr effects  Uncle, 
That  dare  leave  two  together,  fare  you  well.  Exit. 

Kin.  Now  fair  one,  do's  your  bufinsls  follow  us? 
Hel.  i  my  good  Lord. 

Gerardde  Narbon  was  my  father, 
In  what  he  did  profefs,well  found. 

King.  I  knew  him. 
Hel.  The  rather  will  I  fpare  my  praifes  towards  him, 

Knowing  him  is  enough :  on's  bed  of  death, 
Many  receits  he  gave  me,  namely  one, 
Whichas  the  deareft  iffue  of  his  practife, 

And  of  his  old  experience,  th'  only  darling, 
He  bad  me  (tore  up,  as  a  triple  eye, 
Safter  then  mine  own  two :  more  dear  I  have  fo, 

And  hearing  your  high  Majefty  is  touch'd 
With  that  malignant  caufe,  wherein  the  honour 

Of  my  dear  fathers  gift,  ftand$ chief  in  power', 
1  come  to  tender  it,  and  my  appliance, 
With  all  bound  humblenefY 

King.  We  thank  you  Maiden, 
But  may  not  be  fo  credulous  of  cure, 
When  our  moft  learned  Doctors  leave  u?,  and 
The  Congregated  Colledg  have  concluded, 
That  labouring  art  can  never  ranfome  nature 
From  her  unaydible  eftate  :  I  fay  me  muft  not 
So  ftain  our  judgment,  or  corrupt  our  hope, 
To  proftitute  ourpaft  cure  malady 
To  empericks,  or  to  difTever  fo 

Our  great  felf  and  our  credit,  to  etfeena 
A  fencelcfs  help,  when  help  paftfenfe  we  deem. 

Hel.  My  duty  then  fhall  pay  me  for  my  pains  j 
I  will  no  more  enforce  my  office  on  you, 
Humbly  intreating  from  your  royal  thoughts, 
A  rnodeft  one  to  bear  me  back  again. 

Kin.  I  cannot  give  thee  Ids  to  be  call'd  grateful  ; 
Thou  thought*ft  to  help  me,  and  fuch  thanks  1  give, 
As  one  near  death  to  thofe  that  wifh  him  live  j 

But  what  at  full  I  know,  thou  know'ft  no  parr, 
I  knowing  all  my  peril,  thou  no  art- 

Hdl.  What  I  can  do,  can  do  no  hurt  to  try> 

S  nee  you  let  up  your  reft  'g.inft  remedy  j 
He  that  of  greateft  works  is  rinifher, 
Oft  does  them  by  the  weakeft  Minifter; 
So  holy  Writ,  in  babes,  hath  judgment  fhown, 
When  Judges  have  been  babes,  great  floods  have  flown 
From  fimpie  fources  \  2nd  great  Seas  have  dried, 

When  Miracles  have  by  the  great'ft  been  denied. 
Oft  expectation  fails,  and  more  oft  there 
Whfre  moft  it  proniiie  :  and  oft  it  hits, 
Where  hope  is  coldtft,  and  defpair,  moft  fhift«, 

Kin.  1  muft  not  hear  thee,  fare  thee  well  kind  Maidj 

Thy  pains  riot  us-'d,  muft  by  thy  felf  be  paid, 
Proffers  not  took,  reap  thanks  for  their  reward. 

Hell.  Infpired  Merit  lb  by  breath  is  bard  : 
It  is  not  fo  with  him  that  ell  things  knows 

As  'tis  with  us,  that  fquare  our  guefs  by  fhowsi 
But  moft  it  is  prefumpiion  in  us,  when 
The  help  of  heaven  we  count  the  act  of  men. 
Dear  fir,  to  my  endeavours  give  confent, 
Of  Heaven,  not  me,  make  an  experiment. 
I  am  not  an  Impoftor,  that  proclaim 

My  felf  againft  the  level  of  mine  aim, 
But  know,  I  think,  and  think  1  know  moft  fure^ 
My  art  is  not  paft  power,  nor  you  paft  cure. 

King.  Art  thou  fo  confident  ?  within  what  fpacc 

Hop'ft  thou  rcy  cure  ? 
Hel.  The  greateft  grace  lending  grace, 

Ere  twice  the  horils  of  the  fun  fhall  bring 
Their  fiery  torcher  his  diurnal  ring. 
Ere  twice  in  murk  and  occidental  damp, 

Moift  Hefpertts  hath  quench'd  her  fleepy  Lamp  5 
Or  four  and  twenty  times  the  Pilots  glafs 
Hath  told  the  thievifh  minutes,  how  they  pafs, 
What  is  infirm,  from  your  found  parts  fhall  fly, 
Health  fhall  live  free,  and  fickntfs  freely  die. 

King.  Upon  thy  certainty  andconfiderc?, 
What  dar'ft  thcu  venture  ? 

Hel.  Tax  of  impudence, 

A  ftrumpets  boldneis,  a  divulged  fhame 

Traduc'd  by  odicus  ballads :  my  Maidens  name 
Seard  otherwife,  no  vvorfe  of  worft  extended 
With  vileft  torture,  let  my  life  be  ended. 

Ktn.  Me  thinks  in  thee  fume  bleiTed  f pirit  doth  fpeak 
His  powerful  found,  wherein  an  Organ  weak  5 
And  what  impofTiblity  would  Hay 
In  common  fence,  fence  faves  another  way  : 

Thy  life  is  dear,  for  all  that  life  can  rare 
Worth  name  of  life,  in  thee  hath  eftimate: 
Youth,  Beauty,  Wifdom, Courage,  all 
That  happinefs  and  prime,  can  happy  call  i  « 
Thou  this  to  hazird,  needs  muff,  intimate 
Skill  infinite,  cr  raonftrous  defperate  ̂  
Sweet  praftifcr,  thy  Phyfick  I  will  try, 
That  minifters  thine  own  death  if  1  die.  j 

Hel.  If  I  break  time , 01 flinch  in  property 
Of  what  1  fpoke^unpitiedietme  die, 

And  well  defer v'd  :  not  help.ng,  death's  my  feej 
But  if  ̂jhelp,  what  do  you  promuc  me  ? 

Kin  Make  thy  demand. 

Hel.  But  will  you  make  it  even  ? 
Kin.  I  by  my  Scepter,  and  my  hopes  of  help. 

S  i  H. 
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Hel.  Then  fhalt  thou  give  me  with  thy  kingly  hand, 
What  husband  in  thy  power  I  will  command  : 
Exempted  be  from  me  the  arrogance 
To  choofe  from  forth  the  royal  blood  of  France, 
My  low  and  humble  name  to  propagate 
With  any  branch  or  image  of  thy  ftate : 
But  luch  a  one  thy  vafLI,  whom  I  know 
Is  free  fur  me  to  ask,  thee  to  beftow. 

Kin.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  premifes  obferv'd, 
Thy  will  by  my  performance  fhall  beferv'd : 
So  make  the  choice  of  thine  own  time,  for  I 

Thy  reiclv'd  Patient,  on  thee  ftill  rely  , 
More  fhould  I  queftion  thee,  and  more  I  muft, 
Though  more  to  know,  could  not  be  more  to  truft : 

From  whence  thou  cam'it,  how  tended  on,  but  reft 
Unquefiion'd  welcome,  and  undoubted  bleft. 
Give  me  foiue  help  here  hoa,  if  thou  proceed. 
As  high  as  word,  my  deed  fhall  match  thy  deed. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Countefs,  and  Clown. 

Lady.  Come  on,  fir,  I  fhall  now  put  you  to  the  height 
of  your  breeding. 

Clown.  I  will  fhew  my  felf  highly  fed, and  lowly  taught-, 
I  know  my  bufinefs  is  but  to  the  Court . 

Lady.  To  the  Court,  why  what  place  make  you  fpeci- 
al,  when  you  put  off  that  with  fuch  contempt,  but  to  the 
Court? 

Cl\  Truly,  Madam,  if  God  have  lent  a  man  any  manners 
he  may  eafily  put  it  off  a,t  Court:  he  that  cannot  make  a 
[leg,  put  offs  cap.,  kits  hishand,and  fay  nothing,has  neither 
leg,  hands,  lip,  nor  cap  \  and  indeed  fuch  a  fellow,  to  fay 
precifely,  were  not  for  the  Court,  but  for  me,  I  have  an 
anfwer  witlferve  all  men. 

jW^.Marry  that's  a  bountiful  anfwerthat  fits  all  questi- ons. 

Clo.  It  is  like  a  Barbers  Chair,  that  fits  all  buttocks,  the 

pin  buttock,  the  qi'atch-buttock,  the  brawn- buttock,  or 
any  buttock. 

Lady.  Wi  11  your  anfwer  ferve  fit  to  all  queftions? 
Clo.  As  fit  as  ten  groats  is  for  the  hand  of  an  Atturney, 

as  your  French  Crown  for  your  Taffaty  Punk,  as  Tibs 

Ruth  for  Tom\  fore-finger,  as  a  Pancake  for  Shrove tuefd ay, 
a  Morris  for  May-d^y,  asthenaii  to  his  hole,  the  Cuck- 

old  to  his  Horr,^s  a  fco'ding  Quean  to  aw  rangling  Knave, 
as  the  Nuns  lip  to  the  Friar's  mouth,  nay,  as  the  Pudding to  his  s kin. 

Lady.  Ha?e  you,  I  fay,  an  anfwer  of  fuch  fitnefs  for  all 
queftions  ? 

Clo.  From  below  ̂ our  Duke  ,  to  beneath  your  Con- 

iVo'e,  it  will  fit  any  qjeftion. 
Lady,  It  muft  be  an  anfwer  of  moft  monftrous  fize,that 

muft  fit  all  demands. 

Clo.  But  a  trifle  neither  in  good  faith,  if  the  learned 
fhould  fpeaji  truth  of  it :  here  it  is,  and  all  that  belongs 

to't.  Ask  me  if  I  am  a  Courtier,  it  fhall  do  you  no  harm  to 
Uarn- 

Lady.  To  be  young  again  if  we  could  :  1  will  be  a 
fool  in  queftion,  hopir.g  to  be  the  wifer  by  your  an- 
wer. 

Lady  I  pray  you  fir,  are  you  a  Courtier? 

Clo  O  Lord  fir  there's  a  fimple  putting  off:  more,more, a  hundred  of  them- 
La.  Sir  I  am  a  poor  friend  of  yours,  that  loves  you. 
Clo.  O  Lord  fir,  thick,  thick,  lpare  not  me. 
La.  I  think  fir,  you  can  eat  none  of  this  homely 

mear. 

Clo.  O  Lord  fir  *,  nay  put  me  to't,  I  warrant  you. 
La.  You  were  lately  whipr,  fir,  as  I  think. 
Clo.  O  Lord,  fir,  fpare  not  me. 
l  a.  Do  you  cry,  O  Lord  fir,  at  your  whipping,  and 

fpare  r.ot  me  ?  Indeed  your,  O  Lord  fir,  is  very  fcquent  to 
your  whipping  :  you  would  anfwer  very  well  to  awhip- 

ping  if  you  were  but  bound  to't. 
Clo.  I  ne're  had  worfe  luck  in  my  life,  in  my,  O  Lord 

fir  :  I  fee  things  may  ferve  lopg,  but  not  ferve  ever  ; 
La.  \  play  the  noble  hufwife  with  the  time,  to  enter- 

tain it  fo  merrily  with  a  fool. 

Clo.  O  Lord  fir,  why  thert'c  ferves  well  agen. 
La.  And  end  ;  fir  to  your  bufintfs  :  give  Helen  this, 

And  urge  her  to  a  prefent  anfwer  back. 
Commend  me  to  my  kinfmen,  and  my  fbn, 
This  is  not  much. 

Clo.  Not  much  commendation  to  them. 
La.  Not  much  imployment  for  you,  you  underftand 

me. Clo.  Moft  fruitfully,  I  am  there,  before  my  legs. 
La.  Hafte  you  agen.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Count,  Laferv,  and  Paroller. 
01.  Laf.  They  fay  miracles  are  part,  and  we  have  our 

Philofophical  perfon  ,  to  make  rooderen  and  familiar 
thi  ngs  fupernatural  and  caufelefs.  Hence  is  it,  that  we 
make  trifles  of  terrors  ,  enfeonfing  our  fclves  into  feem- 
ing  knowledge  ,  when  we  fhould  fubmit  our  felves  to  an 
unknown  fear. 

Par.  Why  'tis  the  rareft  argument  of  wonder,  that 
hath  fhot  out  in  our  latter  times. 

Rof.  And  fo  'tis. Ol.  Laf.  to  be  relinqoiuVd  of  the  Artifts. 
Par.  So  I  fay  both  of  (jalen  and  Paractlfus. 
Ol.  Laf.  Of  all  the  learned  and  authentick  fellows. 
Par.  Right,  fo  I  fay. 

Ol.  Laf.  That  gave  him  out  incurable. 

Par.  Why  there  'tis,  fo  lay  I  too. 

Ol.  Laf.  Not  to  be  help'd. 
Par.  Right ,  as  'twere  a  man  aflur'd  of  a  . 
Ol.  Laf.  Uncertain  life,  and  fure  death. 
far.  Juft  you  fay  well  :  fo  would  I  have  faid; 
Ol.  Laf.  I  may  truly  fay ,  it  is  a  novelty  to  the  world. 
Par.  It  is  indeed  if  you  will  have  it  in  thefhewttg, 

you  fhall  read  it  in  what  do  you  call  there. 
Ol.  Laf.  Afhewingofa  heavenly  effect  in  an  earthly Actor. 

Par.  That's  it,  I  would  have  faid  the  very  fame. 
Ol.  Laf.  Why  your  Dolphin  is  not  luftier :  for  me  I 

fpeak  in  nfpect  
Par.  Nay  "lis  ftrange,  'tis  very  ftrange,  that  is  the 

brief  and  the  tedious  of  it,  and  he's  of  a  moft  facinerious 
fpirit,that  will  net  acknowledge  it  to  be  the  

Ol.  Laf.  Very  hand  of  heaven. 
Par.  I,  fo  I  fay. 

Ol  Laf.  In  a  moft  weak  
Par.  And  debile  Minifter,  great  power,  great  tran- 

fcendence  ,  which  fhould  indeed  give  us  afurther  ufe  to 

be  made,  than  only  the  recov'ry  of  the  King,  as  to  be  
Ol-Laf.  Generally  thankful. 

Enter  King,  Helen,  and  Attendants. 
Par.  I  would  have  faid  it ,  you  faid  well  •  here  comes the  King. 

Ol.  Laf  Luftick,  as  the  Dutchman  fays  :  Pie  like 
a  Maid  the  better  while  I  have  a  tooth  in  my  head  :  why 
he's  able  to  lead  her  to  a  Carranto. 

Par.  Mor  du  vinager,  is  not  this  Helen  f 
Ol.  Laf.  Fore  God  I  think  fo. 
King.  Go  call  before  me  all  the  Lords  in  Court, 

Sit,  my  preie rver,  by  thy  patients  fide, 
And  with  this  healthful  hand  whofe  banifh'd  fence 
Thou  haft  repeald,  a  fecond  time  receive 

The  confirmation  of  my  promis'd  gift, 
Which  but  attends  thy  naming. 

Enter  three  or  four  Lords. 
Fair  Maid,  fend  forth  thine  eye,  this  youthful  parcel 
Of  Noble  Batchellors,  ftand  at  my  beftowing, 
Ore  whom  both  Soveraign  power,  and  fathers  voice 
have  to  ufe  i  thy  fiank  election  make, 

Thou 
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Thou  haft  power  tocbuie,  and  they  none  toforfake. 

Hel.  To  each  of  you,  one  fair  and  vertuous  Miftrefs 
Fall  when  love  pleafe  f  marry  to  each,  but  one. 

Old.  Laf.  l'de  give  bay  curtal,  and  his  furniture, 

My  mouth  no  more  were  broken  than  thel'c  boys, And  writ  as  little  beard. 

King.  Perufe  them  well : 
Not  one  of  thofe,  but  had  a  noble  father. 

She  addrejfet  her  to  a  Lord* 

Hel  Gentlemen,  heaven  hath  through  me,  reftor'd  the King  to  health. 
AU.  We  ur.derftand  it,  and  thank  heaven  for  you. 

Hel.  Iamafimple  Maid,  and  therein  wealthier!, 
Thatlproteft    I  fi^iply  am  a  Maid  : 
Pleafe  it  your  Majefty,  i  have  done  already: 
The  blufhes  in  my  cheeks  thus  whifper  me. 

Km.  Weblufh  that  thou  fhouldftchufe  but  be  refufed  j 

Let  not  white  death  fit  on  thy  cheeks  for  ever, 

Wc'l  ne'recome  there  again. 
M-ake  choice  and  fee, 

Who  fhuns  thy  love,  fhuns  all  his  love  in  me. 

1    Hel.  Now  Dian  from  thy  Altar  do  I  fly , 
And  to  impartial  Jove,  that  God  moft  high 

Do  my  fighs  ftreatn  :  Sir,  will  you  hear  my  fuit  ? 
i.  Lo.  And  grant  it. 
Hel.  Thanks  fir,  all  the  reft  is  mute. 
01.  Laf.  I  had  rather  be  in  this  choice,  than  throw 

A  deaul-ace  for  my  life. 
Hel.  The  honour  fir,  that  flames  in  your  fair  eyes, 

Before  I  fpeak  too  threatningly  replies  : 
Love  make  your  fortunes  twenty  times  above 
Her  that  fo  wifhes,  and  her  humble  love. 

2.  Lo.  No  better  if  you  pleafe. 
Hel.  My  wifh  receive, 

Which  great  Jove  grant,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

01.  Laf.  Do  all  they  deny  her  ?  And  they  were  fons 

of  mine,  l'de  have  them  whip'd,  or  1  would  fend  them 
to'th  Turk  to  make  Eunuchs  of. 

Hel.  Be  not  afraid  that  1  y  our  hand  fhould  take, 

I'le  never  do  you  wrong  for  your  own  fake  : 
Bleffing  upon  your  vows,  and  in  your  bed 
Find  fairer  fortune,  if  you  ere  wed. 

01.  Laf.  Thefe  boys  are  boys  of  Ice,  they'le  none  have 
her  :  fure  they  are  baftards  to  the  )Lnglifl)y  the  French  ne're 
got  'em.  I 

Hel.  You  are  too  young,  too  happy,  and  too  good 
To  make  your  fon  out  of  my  blood. 

4.  Lo.  Fair  one,  I  think  not  fo. 

01.  Lor.  There's  one  grape  yet,  I  am  fure  my  father 
drunk  wine.  But  if  thou  be'ft  not  an  afs,  I  am  a  youth  of 
fourteen :  I  have  known  thee  already. 

Hel.  I  dare  not  lay  I  take,  but  I  give 

Me  and  my  fervice,ever  whil?ft  I  live 
Into  your  guiding  power  :  This  is  the  man. 

King.  Why  then  young  Bertram  take  her,  {he's  thy wife. 

Ber.  My  wife  my  Liege  ?  1  fhall  befeech  your  highnefs, 
In  fuch  a  bufinefi,  give  me  leave  to  ule 
The  help  of  mine  own  eyes. 

Km.  Know'ft  thou  not,  Bertram,  what  fhe  hath  done for  me  ? 

Ber.  Yes  ray  good  Lord,  but  never  hope  to  know  why 
I  fhould  marry  her. 

Kin.  Thou  know'ft  fhe  has  rais'd  me  from  my  fickly bed. 

Ber.  But  follows  it  my  Lord  to  bring  me  down 
Muft  anfwer  for  your  railing  ?  I  know  her  well  : 
She  had  her  breeding  at  my  Fathers  charge : 
A  poor  Phyficians  daughcer  my  wife  ?  Difdain 
Rather  corrupt  roe  ever. 

Kin.  'Tis  only  Title  thou  difdainft  in  her,  the  which 
I  can  build  up  :  ftrange  is  it  that  our  bloods 

Of  colour,  weight,  and  heat,  pour'd  all  together, 
Would  quite  confound  diftinftion  :  yetftands  off 

In  differences  of  mighty.  If  (he  be 

All  that  is  virtuous  (favewhat  thou  diflik'ft  ) 

A  poor  Phyficians  daughter, thou  diflik'ft Of  Vertue  for  the  name  :  but  do  notfo : 
Fromloweft  place,  whence  vertuous  things  proceed5 

The  place  is  dignified  by  th'  doers  deed. 
Where  great  addition  fwells,  and  vet  tue  none, 
It  is  a  dropfied  h  nour,  Good  alone, 
Is  good  without  a  name.  Vilenefs  is  fo : 
The  property  by  what  it  is, fhould  go, 
Not  by  the  title.  She  is  young,  wife,  fair, 

In  thefe,  to  nature  fhe's  immediate  heir : 
And  thefe  breed  honour  :  that  is  honours  fedrn, 
Which  challenges  it  lelf  as  honours  born, 
And  is  not  like  the  fire  :  Honours  beft  thrive, 
When  rather  from  our  aft s  we  thttn  derive 

Than  our  fore-goers :  the  meer  word's  a  flave 
Debofh'd  on  every  tomb,  cn  every  grave  : 
A  lying  Tr  ophee,  and  as  oft  is  dumb, 
Where  cult,  and  daran'd  oblivion  is  the  Tomb- 
Of  honoui'd  bones  indeed,  what  fhould  be  faid  ? 
If  thou  canft  like  this  ctcature  as  a  Maid, 
I  can  create  the  reft  :  Vertue  and  fhe 
Is  her  own  dower  :  Honour  and  wealth  from  me. 

Ber.  1  cannot  love  her,  nor  will  ftrive  to  do't. 

Kin.  Thou  wrong'ft  thy  felf,  if  thoufhouldft  ftrive  to 
chu  e. 

I  '  hat  yea  are  well  reftor'd  my  Lord,  Pme  glad  : Let  u.k  reft  go. 

Kin.  My  Honor 's  at  the  ftake,  which  to  defeat 
I  muft  produce  my  power.  Here,  take  her  hand, 
Proud  fcornful  boy,  unworthy  this  good  gifr, 
Thatdoft  in  vile  mifprilion  fhacklc  up 
My  love,  and  her  delert  :  that  canft  not  dream, 
Wepo.Zingush  her  defective  fcale, 
Shall  weigh  thee  to  the  beam  :  That  wilt  not  know, 
It  is  in  Us  to  plant  thine  Honour,  where 
We  pleafe  to  have  it  grow.  Check  thy  contempt  ; 
Obey  our  will,  which  travels  in  thy  good  : 
Believe  not  thy  difdain,  but  prefently 
Do  thine  own  fortunes  that  obedient  right 
Which  both  thy  duty  owes  and  our  power  claims. 
Or  I  will  throw  thee  from  my  cares  for  ever 
Into  the  ftaggers  and  carelefs  lapfe 
Of  youth  and  ignorance:  both  ray  revenge  and  hate 
Looting  upon  thee  in  the  name  of  juftice, 
Without  all  terms  of  pity-  Speak  thine  anfwer. 

Ber.  Pardon  my  gracious  Lord:  for  I  fubmit 

My  fancy  t  o  your  eyes,  when  1  confider 
what  great  creation,  and  what  dole  of  honour 
Flies  where  you  bid  it :  I  find  that  fhe  which  late 
Was  in  my  nobler  thoughts  moftbafe:  is  now 
The  praifed  of  the  King,  who  fo  enobled, 

Is  as  'twere  born  fo. 
Kin%,  Take  her  by  the  hand. 

And  tell  her  fhe  is  thine  :  to  whom  I  promife 
A  counterpoize  :  if  not  in  thy  eftate, 
A  ballance  more  rspleat. 

Ber.  I  take  her  hand. 
Kin.  Good  fortune,  and  the  favour  of  the  King 

Smile  upon  the  contract :  whofe  Ceremony 
Shall  feem  expedient  on  the  now  born  brief, 

And  be  perform'd  to  night  \  the  folemn  Feaft 
Shall  more  attend  upon  the  coming  lpace, 

Expecting  abfent  friends.  As  thou lov'ft  her, 
Thy  love's  tome  religious  -}  elfe  do's  err.  Exeunt, 

Parplles  and  Lafew  flay  behind,  comment- 

ing of  this  wedding- 

Laf.  Do  you  hear  Mounfieur  ?  a  word  with  you. 

Far.  Your  pleafure  fir. 
Laf.  Your  Lord  and  Mafter  did  well  to  make  his  Re- 

cantaion- 

Par 



2l6 All's  well  that  aids  well 

Par.  Recantation  ?  ray  Lord  ?  ray  Mafter  ? 
Laf.  I,  is  it  not  aLanguage  I  fpesk  ? 
Par.  A  moft  harfh  one,  and  not  to  be  underftood  with- 

ont  bloody  fucceeding.  My  Mafter  ? 
Laf.  Are  you  companion  to  the  Count  Roffdlion  ? 

Par.  To  any  Count,  to  all  Counts',  to  what  is  man. 
Laf.  To  what  is  Counts  man  •,  Counts  mafter  is  of  ano- 

ther Itile. 
Tar.  You  are  too  old  fir  :  Let  it  fatisfy  you,  you  are  too 

old 

Laf.  I  muft  tell  thee  firrah,  I  write  Man ;  to  which 
title  age  cannot  bring  thee. 

Tar.  What  I  dare  too  well  do, I  dare  not  do. 
Laf.  I  did  think  thee  for  two  ordinaries  to  be  a  pretty 

wife  fellow.  If  thoudidft  make  tollerable  vent  of  thy  tra- 
vel, it  might  pafs  ;  yet  the  icarfs  and  the  banners  about 

thee,  did  manifoldly  diflwade  me  from  believing  thee 
a  vtflelof  too  great  a  burthen-  1  have  now  found  thee, 
when  I  lofe  thee  again,  I  care  not  ;  yet  art  thou  good 

for  nothing  but  taking  up,  and  that  thou'rt  fcarce 
worth. 

Par.  Hadft  thou  not  the  priviledg  of  Antiquity  upon 
ther. 

Laf.  Do  not  plunge  thyfelftoo  far  in  anger  ,  left  thou 
haften  thy  trial  }  which  is,  Lord  have  mercy  on  thee  for 
a  hen  ;  fo  my  good  window  of  Lattice,  fare  thee  well, thy 
caferaent  I  need  not  open,  I  look  through  thee.  Give  me 
thy  hand. 

Par.  My  Lord,  you  give  raoft  egregious  indignity. 
Laf.  I,  withal  my  heart,  and  thou  art  worthy  of  it. 

Par.  I  have  not  my  Lord  deferv'd  it. 
Laf.  Yes,  good  faith,  ev'ry  dram  of  it,  and  I  will  not 

bate  thee  a  fcruple. 
Par.  Well,  I  fhall  be  wifer; 

Laf.  Ev'n  asfoon  as  thoucan'ft,  for  thou  haft  to  pull  at 
a  fmack  a'th  contrary.  If  ever  thou  beeft  bound  in  thy 
skarf  and  beaten,  thou  (halt  find  what  it  is  to  be  proud  of 
thy  Bondage.  I  have  a  defire  to  hold  my  acquaintance  with 
thee,  or  rather  my  knowledg,thatImayfay  in  the  default, 
he  is  a  man  I  know. 

Par.  My  Lord  you  do  me  moft  infuppor table  vexati- on. 

Laf.  I  wouldit  were  hell  pains  for  thy  fake,and  my  poor 
doing  eternal  :  for  doing  1  am  paft,  as  1  will  by  thee,  in 
what  motion  age  will  give  me  leave.  Exit. 

Par.  Well, thou  haft  a  Ion  Hull  take  this  difgrace  off  me-, 
(curvy,  old,  filthy,  fciirvy  Lord :  Well,  1  mull  be  patient, 
there  is  no  fetteringof  authority  Tie  beat  him  (  by  my 
life) if  I  can  meet  hiaj  with  any  convenience,  and  he  were 

doutle  and  doub'e  a  Lord,  'i'ie  have  no  more  pity  of  his 
sge  than  I  would  have  of  l'le  beat  him,  and  if  I  could 
t-ut  meet  him  agen. 

Enter  La  few. 

Laf.  Sirrah, your  Lord  and  M;fter's  married,  there's 
news  for  you:  you  havea  new  Miftrjs. 

Par.  I  moft  unfainedly  befeech  your  Lordfhip  to  make 
f  me  refervationof  your  wrong*.  He  is  my  good  Lord, 
whoml  ferve  above  is  my  Mafter. 

Laf.  Who  ?  God  ? 
V»r.  I  fir. 

Laf.  The  Devil  it  is,  that's  my  Mafter.  Why  doeft  thou 
gar  ter  up  thy  arms  a  this  fafhion  ?  Doft  make  hofe  of  thy 
flecves?  Doth  other  fervants  fo  ?  Thou  wert  beft  fet  thy 
lower  part  where  thy  nofeftands.  By  mine  Honour,  if  1 

were  but  two  hours  younger,  l'de  beat  thee  :  methink'ft 
thou  art  a  general  offence. and  every  man  fhould  beat  thee. 
I  think  thou  waft  created  for  men  to  breath  themfelves  up- 

on thee. 

Tar.  This  is  hard  and  undeferved  meafure,  my  Lord. 
Laf.  Go  to  fir,  you  were  beaten  in  Italy  for  picking  a 

kernel  out  of  a  Pomgranat,  you  are  a  vagabond  ,  and  no 
true  traveller  :  you  are  more  fawcy  with  Lords  and  ho- 

norable perlonagev,  than  the  coramiffion  of  your  birth  and 
vertue  gives  you  Heraldry.  You  are  not  worth  another 
word,  ellc  l'de  call  you  knave.    I  leave  you.  Ex  t 

Enter  Count  "Roffdlion. 
Tar.  Good,  very  good, it  is  fothen  ;  good,  very  good, 

let  it  be  conceal'd  a  while. 
RoJ.  Undone,  and  forfeited  to  cares  for  ever. 
Tar.  What  is  the  matter  fweet  heart  ? 
Bof.  Although  before  the  folemn  Prieft  I  hare  fworn, 

I  will  not  bed  her. 
Par.  What  ?  what  fweet  heart  ? 

Rof.  O  my  Parrolles,  they  have  married  me  : 
Pie  to  the  Tufcan  wars,  and  never  bed  her. 

Par.  Franceh  a  dog-hole,  and  it  no  more  merits, 
The  tread  of  a  mans  foot :  to'th  wars. 

Rof.  There's  letters  from  my  mother  :  What  th'import 
is,  1  know  not  yet. 

Par.  I  that  would  be  known  :  to'th  warsmyboy,to'th wars : 

He  wears  his  honour  in  a  box  unfeen, 
That  hugs  his  kickfy  wickfy  here  at  home, 
Spending  his  manly  marrow  in  her  arms 
Which  fhould  fuftain  the  bound  and  high  curvat 
Of  Mori's  fiery  fteed  :  toother  Regions, 
France  is  a  ftable,  we  that  dwell  in't  Jades, 
Therefore  to  th'war. 

Rof.  It  fhall  be  fo,  l'le  fend  her  to  my  houfe, 
Acquaint  my  mother  with  my  hate  to  her, 
And  wherefore  1  am  fled  :  write  to  the  King 
That  which  1  durft  not  fpeak.  His  prefent  gift 
Shall  furnifh  me  to  thofe  Italian  fields 
Where  noble  fellows  ftrike ;  war  is  no  ftrifc 
To  the  dark  houfe,  and  the  detected  wife. 

Par.  Will  this  Caprichio  hold  in  thee,  art  fure  ? 
Rof.  Go  with  me  to  my  chamber,  and  advife  me. 

l'le  fend  her  ftraight  away  :  To  morrow 
l'le  to  the  wars,  fhe  to  her  fingle  forrow. 

Par. Why  thefe  balls  bound,there's  noife  in  if.  'Tis  hard 

A  young  man  married,  is  a  man  that's  raar'd : 
Therefore  away,  and  leave  her  bravely  •  go, 

The  King  ha's  done  you  wrong  :  but  hufh  'tis  fo.  Exit. 

Enter  Helena  and  Cloven- 

Hel  My  Mother  greets  me  kindly/is  fhe  well  ? 

Clo.  She  is  not  well,but  yet  (he  ha's  her  health,fhe's  very 
merry,  but  yet  fhe  is  not  well :  but  thanks  be  given  fiVs 

very  well,  and  want's  nothing  i'th  world  :  but  yet  fhe  is not  well. 

Hel.  It'  fhe  be  very  well,  what  do*s  fhe  ayl,  that  flu's 
not  very  well  ? 

Clo.  Truly  file's  very  well,  indeed,  but  for  two  things. Hel-  What  two  things  ? 
Clo.  One  that  fhe  is  not  in  heaven,  whither  God  fend 

her  quickly  :  the  other  that  fhe's  in  earth,  from  whence God  fend  her  quickly. 

Snter  Paroles. 

Tar.  Elefs  you  my  fortunate  Lidy, 

Hel.  I  hope  fir  I  have  your  good  will  to  have  mine  own 

good  fortune. 
Tar.  You  had  my  prayers  to  lead  them  on,  and  to  keep 

them  on,  have  them  ftill.  O  my  knave,  how  do's  my  old Lady? 

Clu.  So  that  you  had  her  wrinkles  and  I  her  money, 
I  would  fhe  did  as  you  fay. 

Tar.  Why  I  fay  nothing. 

Clo.  Marry  you  are  the  wifer  man:  for  many  a  mins 
tongue fhakes  out  his  matters  undoing:  to  fay  nothing, 
to  donothing,  to  know  nothing,  and  to  have  nothing,  is 
to  be  a  great  part  of  your  title,  which  is  within  a  very  little of  nothing. Far. 



All's  well  that  ends  well. 

Par.  Away,  th'art  a  knave. 
Clo.  You  fnouldhjve  laid  fir  before  a  knave,  ih'art  a 

knave,  thai';,  before  th'art  a  knave  :  this  had  been  truth 
fir. 

'Par.  Go  to,  thou  art  a  witty  fool,  I  have  found 
thee. 

Clo.  Did  you  find  me  in  your  felf  fir  ?  or  were  you 
taught  to  find  me  ? 

QU.  The  fearch  fir  was  profitable,  and  much  Fool  may 
you  find  in  you,  e?en  to  the  worlds  pleafure,,  and  theen- 
creafeof  laughter. 

Par .  A  good  knave  i'iaith,  and  well  fed, 
Madam,  my  Lord  will  go  away  tonight, 
A  very  lerious  bufinei9  calls  on  him  : 
The  great  prerogative  and  rite  of  love, 

Which  as  your  due  time  claims,  he  do's  acknowledg, 
But  puts  it  off  byacompelJ'd  rtftraint  : 
Whole  want,  and  whofe  delay,  is  ftrew'd  with  fweets 
VVhich  they  diftil  now  in  the  curbed  time, 

To  make  the  coming  hour  o'reflow  with  joy, 
And  pleafure  drown  the  brim. 

Hel.  What's  his  will  elle? 

Par,  That  you  will  take  your  inftant  leave  a'th  King 
And  make  this  haft  as  your  own  good  proceeding 
Strengthned  with  what  Apology  you  think 
May  make  it  probable  need. 

Hel.  What  more  commands  he  ? 

Par.  Th  at  having  thisobtain'd,  you  prefetwly 
Attend  his  further  pleafure. 

Hel.  In  every  thing  I  wait  upon  his  will. 
Tar.  I  (hall  report  it  fo.  Exit  .  Par. 
Hel.  I  pray  you  come,  firrah.  Exit. 

EnterLzkw  and  Bertram. 

Laf.  But  I  hope  your  Lordfhip  thinks  not  him  a  foul- 
dier. 

Ber.  Yes  my  Lord,  and  of  very  valiant  approof. 
Laf.  You  have  it  from  his  own  deliverance. 
Ber.  And  by  other  warranted  teftimony. 
Laf.  Then  my  Dial  goes  not  true,  I  took  this  Lark  for 

a  bunting. 

Ber.  I  do  afftire  you  my  Lord,  he  is  very  great  in  know- 
ledg,  and  accordingly  vahanr. 

Laf.  LJiave  then  finned  againft  his  experience,  and  tranf- 
greft  againft  his  valour,  and  my  ftate  that  way  is  dangerous 
fince  1  cannot  find  in  my  heart  to  repent:  Here  he 
comes,  I  pray  you  make  us  friends,  1  will  purfue  the  ami- 
ty- 

Enter  Parolles. 

Tar.  Tfiefe  things  fhall  be  done  fir. 

Laf.  Pray  you  fir  who's  his  Tailor  ? Par.  Sir? 

Laf.  OI  know  him  well,  I  fir,  he  fit's  a  good  workman 
a  very  good  Tailor. 

Ber.  Is  fhe  gone  to  the  King? 
•  Par.  She  is. 

Ber.  Will  fhe  away  to  night  ? 

Par.  As  you'l  have  her. 
Ber.  I  have  writ  my  letters,  casketedmy  treafure, 

Given  order  for  our  horfe,  and  to  night, 
When  I  fhould  take  poffeffion  of  the  Bride, 
And  ere  I  do  begin. 

Laf.  A  good  traveller  is  fomething  at  the  latter  end  of  a 
dinner,  but  on  that  lies  three  thirds,  and  ufes  a  known 
truth  to  pafs  a  thoufand  nothings  with,  fhould  be  once 
heard,  and  thrice  beaten.    God  fa ve you  Captain. 

Ber.  Is  there  any  unkindnefs  between  my  Lord  and  you Mounfieur  ? 

Par.  I  know  not  how  I  have  deferved  to  run  into  my 
Lords  difplcafure. 

Laf  You  have  made  fhift  toruninto't,  boots  and  fpurs 
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and  all:  like  him  that  leaps  into  the  cultard,  and  out  of 

it,  you'l  run*agam,rather  than  fuffer  queftion  for  your  re- fidence. 

Ber.  It  may  be  you  have  mifiaken  him  my  Lord. 

Laf.  And  fhall  do  fo  ever,  tho  I  took  him  at's  prayers 
Fare  you  well  my  Lord,  and  believe  this  of  me,  there  can 
be  no  kernel  in  this  light  Nut :  the  lbul  of  this  man  is  his 
cloaths:  Truft  him  not  in  matter  of  heavy  confequanc. : 
I  have  kept  of  them  taoic,  and  know  their  natures-  Farc- 
wel  Mounfieur,  1  have  fpoken  better  of  ycu,  than  you 
have  or  will  deferve  at  my  hands,  but  v/t  muft  do  good  a- 

gainft  evil. Par.  An  idle  Lord,  I  fwcar. 
Ber.  I  think  lo. 

Tar.  Why  do  you  not  know  him  ? 
Ber.  Yes,  1  do  know  him  well,  and  common  fpeech 

Givcshirn  a  worthy  pats-     Here  comes  my  clog. 

Enter  Hellena. 

Het.  I  have,  fir,  asl  wascommanded  from  you 
Spoke  with  the  King,  and  hive  procured  his  leave 
For  prefent  parting,  only  he  defires 
Some  private  fpeech  with  yoo. 

Ber.  1  fhall  obey  his  will. 
You  muft  not  marvel  Helen  at  my  courfe, 
Which  holds  not  colour  with  the  time,  nor  docs 
The  roiniftration,  and  required  office 
On  my  particular.  Prepaid  Iwas  not 
For  fucha  bufinefs  ;  therefore  am  1  found 

So  much  unfetled  :  This  drives  me  to  entreat  you, 
That  prefently  you  take  your  way  for  home, 
And  rather  route  than  ask  why  I  entreat  you, 
For  my  refpefts  are  better  than  they  feem, 
And  my  appointments  have  in  them  a  need 
Greater  thanfhewsit  felf  at  the  fit  ft  view, 
To  you  that  know  them  not.  This  to  my  mother, 
Twill  be  two  days,  ere  I  fhall  fee  you,  to 
I  leave  you  to  your  wifdora. 

Hel.  Sir,  I  can  nothing  fay, 

But  that  I  am  your  moft  obedient  fervant. 
Ber.  Come,  come,  no  more  of  that. 
Hel.  And  ever  fhall 

With  true  obfervance  feek  to  eke  out  that 

Wherein  toward  me  my  homely  ftars  have  fail'd 
To  equal  my  great  fortune. 

Ber.  Let  that  go :  my  haft  is  very  great.  Farewel :  Hie 

home. 
Hel  Pray  fir  your  pardon. 
Bur.  Well,  what  would  you  fay  ? 

Hel.  I  am  not  worthy  of  fhe  wealth  I  owe, 

Nor  dare  I  fay  'tis  mine:  and  yet  it  is, 
Bat  like  atimercus  thief,  moft  fain  would  fteal 

What  law  do's  vouch  mine  own. 
Ber:  What  would  you  have  ? 
Hel.  Something,  and  fcarce  lo  much :  nothing  indeed, 

1  would  not  tell  you  what  I  would  my  Lord  :  Faith  yes, 

Strangers  and  foes  do'  funder,  and  not  kifs. 
Ber.  I  pray  you  ftay  not,  butinhafte  to  horfe. 
Hel.  I  fhall  not  break  your  bidding,  good  my  Lord; 

Where  are  my  other  men?  Mounfieur,  farewel.  Exit, 
Ber.  Go  thou  toward  home,  where  I  will  never  come, 

Whil'ftlcan  fhake  my  1  word,  or  hear  the  drum  ; 
Away,  and  for  our  fight. 

Par.  Bravely,  Coragio. 

Aclus 



3l8 All's  well  that  ends  well. 

Aflus  Tertius. 

FhHrijh .      Enter  the  Dakf  of  Florence,  the  two  Frenchmen, 
with  a  troop  of  Souldiers. 

Dh.  So  that  from  point  to  pointi  now  have  you  heard, 
The  fundamental  reafons  of  this  war, 

Whofe  great  dccifion  hath  much  blood  let  forth, 
And  more  thirfts  after. 

i.  Lord  Holy  teems  the  quarrel 

Upcn  your  Graces  part :  black  and  fearful 
On  the  oppofer. 

Dukjs  Therefore  we  marvel  much  our  Coufin  France 

Would  in  l'o  juft  a  bufinefs  fhut  his  bofora 
Againft  our  borrowing  prayers. 
French  E.  Good  my  Lord, 

The  realons  ot  our  ftate  I  cannot  yield, 
But  lise  a  common  and  an  outward  man, 

That  the  great  figure  of  a  Council  frames, 
By  felf-  unable  motion,  therefore  dare  not 
Say  what  I  think  of  ir,  fincel  have  found 
My  tclf  in  my  incertain  grounds  to  fail 
As  often  as  I  gueft. 

Dh.  Be  ir  his  pleafure; 
Fre.  G.  But  L  am  fure  the  younger  of  our  nature, 

That  forfeit  on  their  eafe,  will  day  by  day 
Come  here  for  Phyfick. 

Dh.  Welcome  fhall  they  be  : 
And  all  the  honours  that  can  fiye  fiora  us, 
Shall  on  them  fettle  :  you  know  your  places  well, 
When  better  fall,  for  your  avails  they  fell* 

To  morrow  to  the'fitld. 

Enter  Countefs  and  Clown. 

Count.  It  hath  happen' J  as  I  would  have  had  it,  fave  that 
he  comes  not  along  with  her. 

Clo.  By  my  troth  1  uke  my  young  Lord  to  be  a  very 
meLncholly  man. 

Cou.  By  what  observance  I  pray  you  f 
Clo.  VVhv  he  will  look  upon  his  boot,  and  fing  r  mend 

the  ruff  and  fing  ask  qieftions,  and  fing  ;  pick  his  teeth 

and  fmg  :  I  know  a  man  that  had  this  trick  of  mflancbol- 
1/  fold  a  goodly  Mannor  for  a  long. 

Lad.  Let  me  fee  what  he  writes,  and  wfu-n  he  means  to 
come. 

Clo.  I  have  no  mind  to  lsbelhnce  I  was  at  Court.  Out 

old  Ling,  and  our  Isbels  a'tb  Countrey,  are  nothing  like 

your  old  L  ng,  and  your  Isbels  a'th  Court  :  the  brains  o 
my  Cupid's  knock'd  our,  and  I  begin  to  love,  as  an  old  man 
loves  money,  with  noftomack. 

Lad.  What  have  we  here  ? 

Llo.  In  that  you  have  there.  Exit. 

A  Letter. 

1  have  fent yon  a  daughter  in- Law  :  flie  hath  recovered 
the  King,  and  undone  me  :  J  have  wedded  her,  Not  bedded 
hert  and  [worn  to  make  the  Not  eternal.  Toufoall  hear  1  am 
run  away  :  kpove  it  before  the  report  come,  if  there  hi  breadth 
enough  in  the  world'  I  Will  hold  a  long  difiance.  My  duty  to 

you. Tour  unfortunate  Son, 

Bertram. 

This  is  not  well  (  rafh  and  unbridled  boy, ) 
To  five  the  favours  of  fo  good  a  King, 
To  pluck  his  indignation  on  thy  head, 

By  thcmifprifingof  a  Maid  too  virtuous 

f  or  the  content  ot  Empire. 

Enier  Clown. 

Clo.  O  Madam,  yonder  is  heavy  news  within  between 
two  fouldiers,  and  my  young  Lady. 

La.  What  is  the  matter  ?  \, 

Clo.  Nay  there  is  fome comfort  in  the  news,  fome  com- 
fort, your  fon  will  not  be  kilPd  fo  foon  as  1  thought  he would. 

La.  Why  fhould  hebekill'd  ? 
Clo.  So  fay  I,  Madam,  if  he  run  away  i  as  I  hear  he 

does  j  the  danger  is  in  Handing  to'c  •,  that's  the  lois  of 
men,  tho  it  be  the  getting  of  children.  Here  they  come 
will  tell  you  more.  For  my  part,  I  only  hear  your  fon  was 
run  away. 

Enter  H  elen  and  two  (gentlemen. 

French  E.  Save  you,  good  Madam. 

Hel.  Madam,  my  Lord  is  gone,  for  ever  gone. 
French  G.  Do  not  fay  fo. 

La.  Think  upon  patience:  pray  you  Gentlemen, 
I  have  felt  fo  many  quirks  of  Joy  and  grief, 
That  the  firft  face  of  neither  on  theftart 

Can  woman  roe  unto't.    Where  is  my  fon,  I  pray  you  ? 

French  G.  Madam,  he's  gone  to  fcrve  the  Duke  of  Flo- 
rence. 

Weraet  him  thitherward,  for  thence  we  came: 
And  after  fome  dtfpatch  in  hand  at  Courf, 
Thither  we  bend  again. 

Hel.  Look  on  his  Letter,  Madam,  here's  my  Paf- 

porr. 
When  thou  canfi  get  the  Ring  upon  my  finger,  which  never 

{hall come  off,  and  fbew  me  a  child  begotten  of  thy  body, 
that  J  am  father  to,  then  call  me  husband  :  but  in  fuch  a 
£  Then  ]  I  write  a  £  Never.  3 

This  is  a  dreadful  fentence. 

La.  Brought  you  this  Letter,  Gentlemen? 
i.  Gen.  I,  Madam,  and  for  the  Contents  fake  are  forry 

for  our  pains 
Old.  La.  Iprethee  Lady,  hve  abetter  cheer, 

If  thou  engroffeft  all  the  griefs  are  thine, 

Thou  robb'd  me  of  a  moity  :  He  was  my  for, 
Butldowafh  his  nameout  of  my  blood, 

And  thou  art  all  my  child.    Towards  Florence  is  he  ? 
Fren.  G.  I,  Madam. 
La.  And  to  be  a  foldier  ! 

Fren  G.  Such  is  his  noble  purpofe,  and  believ't 
The  Duke  will  lay  upon  him  all  the  honour 

That  good  convenience  claims- 
La  Return  you  thither  ? 
Frenc.  E.  I, Madam,  with  the  fwifteft  wing  of  fpeed- 
Hel.  Till  I  have  no  wife,  /  have  nothing  in  France, 

Tis  better. 

La.  Find  you  that  there? 

Hel.  I,  Madam. 
French.  8.  'Tis  but  the  boldnefs  of  his  hand  happily, 

which  his  heart  was  not  confenring  to. 

La.  Nothing  in  France  until 'he  have  no  wife  : 
There's  nothing  here  that  is  too  good  for  him 
But  only  fhc,  and  fhe  deferves  a  Lord 
That  twenty  fuchrude  boys  might  tend  upon, 
And  call  her  hourly  Miftrefs:    Who  was  with  him? 

Fren.  E.  A  fervant  only,  and  a  Gentleman:  which  I 
have  fometimes  known. 

La.  Tarolles,  was  it  not? 
French  E.  I,  my  good  Lady,  he. 
La.  A  very  tainted  fellow,  and  full  of  vvlckcdnefs, 

My  fon  corrupts  a  well  derived  nature, 
With  his  inducement. 

Fren.  E.  Indeed  good  Lady,  the  fellow  has  a  deal  of 

that# 



AlTs  we  11  that  ends  well. 

thar,  to  •  m  jch,  which  holds  him  much  to  have. 

La-  Y'^ft  wclccm.?,  Gentlemen,  I  will  entreat  you 

when  you  fee  ray  fon,  to  tell  him  that  his  fword  can  never 
win  the  honour  that  he  lofts:  more  He  entreat  you  writ- 

ten to  bear  along. 

Fren.  G.  We  fcrve  you  Madam,  in  that,  and  all  your 
worthieft  affair?. 

Li.  Notfo,  but  as  we  change  our  courtefics, 

Will  you  draw  near  ?  Exit. 

Hel.  T ill  1  have  no  wife,  I  have  nothing  in  France. 
Nothing  in  France  until  he  has  no  wife : 
Thou  (halt  have  none  R  ffillion,  none  in  Franco 

Then  haft  thou  all  again :  poor  Lord,  is't  I 
That  chafe  thee  from  thy  Countrey,  and  expofe 
Thof:  tender  limbs  of  thine,  to  the  event 
Of  the  none  fparing  war  ?  And  is  it  I, 

j  That  drive  thee  from  the  fportive  Court,  where  thou 
'  Wai't  (hot  at  with  fair  eyes,  to  be  the  mark 
Of  fmoaky  Muskets?  O  you  leaden  meffengers, 
That  ride  upon  the  violent  fpeed  of  fire, 
Fly  with  falle  aim,  move  the  ft  ill  piercing  air 
That  ftings  with  piercing,  do  not  touch  my  Lord  : 
Who  ever  fhoots  at  him,  I  fet  him  there. 
Who  ever  charges  on  his  forward  brtft, 
I  am  the  Caitiff  that  do  hold  him  to  it, 
And  tho  1  kill  him  not,  I  am  the  caufe 

His  death  was  fo  affected.  Better  'twere 

I  met  the  raving  Lyon  when  he  roar'd 
With  fharp  conftraint  of  hunger :  better  'twere, 
That  all  the  miseries  which  nature  owes 

Were  mine  at  once.  No,  come  thou  home  RoJJilliort, 
Whence  honour  but  cf  danger  wins  a  fear, 
As  oft  it  Iofes  all.  I  will  begone  : 

My  being  here  it  is,  that  holds  thee  hence, 

Shall  1  ftay  here  to  do't  ?  No,  no,  altho 
The  air  of  Paradife  did  fan  the  houfe, 

And  Angels  offie'd  all',  I  will  be  gone, 
That  pitiful  rumour  may  report  ray  flight 
To  confolate  thine  ear-  Come  night,  and  day> 

For  with  the  dark  (  poor  thief  )I'lc  fteal  away.  Exit, 

Flourifh.  Enter  the  Duke  of  Florence,  Roffillion, 
Drum  and  Trumpets,  Soldiers,  Parolles. 

Duke.  The  General  of  our  horfe  thou  art,  and  we 
Great  in  our  hope,  by  our  beft  love  and  credence 
Upon  thy  proraifing  foriune. 

Roff.  Sir,  it  is 
A  charge  too  heavy  for  my  ftrength,  but 

We'lftrive  to  bear  it  for  your  worthy  fake, 
To  th'extream  edg  of  hazard. 

Du.  Then  go  thou  forth, 
And  fortune  play  upon  thy  profperous  helm 
As  thy  aufpicious  Miftrefs. 

Roff.  This  very  day, 
Great  Mars,  I  put  my  felf  into  thy  file, 
Make  me  but  like  my  thoughts,  and  I  fhall  prove 
A  lover  of  thy  Drum  *  hater  of  love.         Exeunt  tmnes. 

Enter  Countefs  and  Steward. 

La.  Alas  !  and  would  you  take  ?he  letter  of  her? 

!  Might  you  not  know  fhe  would  do,  asfhe  has  done, 
I  By  lending  me  a  Letter.    Read  it  agen- 

Letter. 

law  St.  Jaques  Pilgrim, thither  gon  ; 
Ambitious  lav:  hathfo  in  me  offended, 
Thdt  bare- foot  plod  J ths  cold  ground  upon 
With  faint  td  vow  my  faults  to  have  amended. 
Write,  write,  thit  from  the  courfe  of  war, 

Mi)  dsarefl  Maflcr,  your  dear  fon,  miy  hie, 
Blefs  him  at  home  in  pease,  whiCji  I  from  fur, 
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His  name  with  z.ealons  fervour  fantlify  j 
His  takin  labours  bid  him  me  forgive  * 

/  his  defpightful  Juno  fent  him  forth 
From  Courtly  friendsi  with  camping  foes  to  live, 
Where  death  and  danger  dogs  the  heels  of  Wjrth. 
He  is  too  good  and  fair  for  death,  and  me, 
Whom  I  my  felf  embrace,  to  fet  him  free. 

Ah  what  fharp  ftings  are  in  her  mildeft  words  ? 
Rynaldo,  you  did  never  lack  advice  fo  much, 
As  letting  her  pafs  fo  \  had  I  fpoke  with  her, 
1  could  have  well  diverted  her  intent?; 
Which  thus  fhe  hath  prevented. 

Ste.  Pardon  me,  Madam, 

If  I  had  given  you  this  at  over  night, 

She  might  have  been  o'retane :  and  yet  fhe  writes Purfuit  wouid  be  but  vain. 

La.  What  Angel  fhall 
Blefs  this  unworthy  husband?  he  cannot  thrive, 
Unlefsher  prayers,  whom  heaven  delights  to  hear, 
And  loves  to  grant,  reprieve  him  frora  the  wrath 
Of  greatcft  Juftice.  Write,  write,  Rynaldo, 
To  this  unworthy  husband  of  his  wife, 
Let  every  word  weigh  heavy  of  her  worth, 
That  he  does  weigh  too  light :  my  greateft  grief, 
Tho  little  he  do  feel  it,  fet  down  fharply. 

!  Difpatch  the  mod  convenient  mefTenger, 
When  haply  he  fhall  hear  that  fhe  is  gone, 
He  will  return,  ard  hope  I  may  that  fhe 
Hearing  fo  much  will  fpeed  her  foot  again, 
Led  hither  by  pure  love  :  which  of  them  both 
Is  deareft  to  u.e,  I  have  no  skill  in  fence 
To  makediftir,£lion  ;  provide  this  McfTenger  ; 
My  heart  is  heavy,  and  mine  age  is  weak, 
Grief  would  have  tears,  and  forrow  bids  me  fpeak. 

Exeunt. A  Tucket  afar  off. 

Enter  an  old  Widow  of  Florence,  her  Daughter,  Vklenta  and 
Mariana,  with  other 

Citizens. 

Widow,  Nay  come, 

For  if  they  do  approach  the  City, 
We  fhall  lofeail  the  fight. 
,  Dia.  They  fay,  the  French  Count  has  done 
Muft  honourable  fervice. 

Wid.  It  is  reported, 

That  he  has  taken  their  great'ft  Commander, And  that  with  his  own  hand  he  flew 

The  Dukes  brother  *,  we  have  loft  our  labour,  i 
They  are  gone  a  contrary  way :  hark, 
You  may  know  by  their  Trumpets- 

Maria.  Come  let's  return  again, 
And  fufficeourfelves  with  report  of  it. 
Well  Diana,  take  heed  of  this  French  Earl, 
The  honour  of  a  Maid  is  in  her  name, 

And  no  legacy  is  fo  rich 
As  honefty. 

Wid.  I  have  told  my  neighbour 
How  you  have  been  folilicited  by  a  Gentleman 

His  companion. 
Mar.  I  know  that  knave,  hang  him,  one  farolles  a  fil- 

thy Officer  he  is  in  thofe  Suggeftions  for  the  young  Earl  •, 
beware  of  them  Diana ;  their  Promifes  ,  Enticement*, 
Oath',  and  Tokens,  andali  the  Engines  of  Luft,  are  not 
the  things  they  go  under  \  many  a  Maid  hath  been  feduced 
•by  them,  and  the  Mifery  is  Example,  that  fo  terrible 
fhews  in  the  wrack  of  Maidenhood,  cannot  for  all  that 

difTWade  fucce{Tion>  but  that  they  are  limed  with  the  t  wigs 
ihit  threatens  them.  I  hope  I  need  not  to  advife  you 
further,  but  I  hope  your  own  grace  will  keep  you  where 
you  are,  tho  there  were  no  further  danger  knowi),  but  the 

modefty  which  is  fo  loft. 

Via. 



All's  well  tbut  ends  well. 

DU.  You  (hall  not  need  to  fear  me. 

Enter  Hellen. 

Wid.  I  hopefo*  look  here  comes  a  Pilgrim  i  I  know 

fhe  will  lie  at  my  htufe  ;  thither  they  fend  one  another ; 

Hcqutftionher,  God  fave  you  Pilgrim,  whither  are  you bou.id  ? 

He  I.  To  S.  Jaques  le  grand. 
Where  do  the  Palmers  lodg,  I  do  befeech  you  ? 

Wtd.  At  the     Frances  here  befide  the  Port.-, 
He  I,  Is  this  the  way  ?  A  march  a  far. 

U  id.  1  marry  is'f.    Haik  you,  they  come  this  way: 
If  you  will  tarry,  holy  Pilgrim, 
But  till  the  troops  come  by, 

I  will  conduct  you  where  you  fhall  be  lodg'd% 
The  rather  for  I  think  1  know  your  hoftefs 
As  ample  as  my  felf. 

Hel.  Is  it  your  felf  ? 
Wid.  If  you  fhall  pleafefo  Pilgrim. 
Hel.  I  thank  you,  and  will  ftay  upon  your  leifure- 
Wid.  You  came  I  think  from  France  ? 
He!.  I  did  fo. 

Wtd.  Here  you  fhall  fee  a  Countreyman  of  yours.| 
That  has  done  worthy  fervice. 

Hel,  His  name  I  pray  you .? 
Dia.  The  Count  Roflillion  :  know  you  fuch  a  one  ? 
Hel.  But  by  the  ear  that  hears  mod  nobly  of  him. 

His  face  1  know  not. 
Dia.  Whatfomere  he  is, 

Ht's  bravely  taken  here.  He  flole  from  France 
As  'tis  reported  :  for  the  King  had  married  him 
Againft  his  liking.  Think  you  it  is  fo  ? 

Hel.  Ifurely,  nieer  the  truth,  I  know  his  Lady. 
Via.  There  is  a  Gentleman  that  ferves  the  Count, 

Reports  but  courfely  of  her. 
Hel.  What's  his  name  ? 
'Dia.  Monfieur  Parolles. 
Hd.  Oh,  1  believe  with  him, 

Tn  argument  of  praife,orto  the  worth 
Of  i  he  great  Count  himfelf,  (he  is  too  mean 

To  have  her  name  repeated  •,  all  herdeferving 
Is  a  referved honefty,  and  that 

I  have  not  heard  examin'd. 
Dia  Alas  poor  Lady. 

'  Fis  a  hard  bondage  to  become  the  wife 
Of  a  deteftingLord. 

Wid.  I  right  good  creature>  wherefoe're  fhe  is, 
Her  hem  weighs  fadly ;  this  young  Maid  might  do  her 

A  fhrcwd  turn  if  fhe  pleas'd. 
Hel,  How  do  you  mean  ? 

May  be,  the  araorons  Count follicites  her 
In  the  unlawful  purpofe. 

Wid.  He  does  indeed, 
And  brokes  with  all  that  can  in  fuch  a  fuit, 
Corrupt  the  tender  honour  of  a  Maid  : 

But  fhe  is  ai(B*d  for  him,  and  keeps  her  guard 
En  honifiefl  defence. 

Drum  and  Colours. 

Enter  Count  Roflillion,  Parolles,  and  the  whole  sArmy. 

Ma.  The  Gods  forbid  elfe. 

Wid.  So,  now  they  come  : 
Thzt  is  irfntonio  the  Dukes  eldeft  fon, 
That  Efcalus. 

Hel.  Which  is  the  Frenchman? 
Dia.  He, 

That  with  the  plume,  'tis  a  mod  gallant  fellow, 
I  would  he  lov'd  his  wife  :  if  he  were  honefter 
H^  were  much  goodlier.  Is*t  not  a  handfome  Gentleman  ? Hel.  I  like  him  well. 

Dia.  'lis  pity  he  is  not  honed:  yends  that  fame  knave 

That  leads  htm  to  theie  places  ,  were  I  his  Lacy, 
I  would  poyfon  that  vile Rafcal. Hel.  Which  is  ht  ? 

Dia.  That Jack-an-apes  with  fcarfs.  Why  is  he  melan- 

cholly  ? 

Hel.  Prechance  he's  hurt  i'th  battel, 
Tar.  Lofe  our  drum  ?  Well. 

Mar  Ht's  fhrewdly  vest  at  fomething.Lcck  he  has  fpi- 
ed  us. 

Wid.  Marry  hang  you. 

Mar.  And  your  curtefy  ,  for  a  ring-carrier. 

Exit- 

Wid.  The  troop  istpaft:  Come  Pilgrim?  I  will  bring 

You,  where  you  fhall  hoft  :  Of  injoy'd  penitents 
There's  four  or  five,  to  greatS.  Jaques  bound, 

Already  at  my  houl'c. Hel.  I  humbly  thank  you : 

Pleafe  it  this  Matron,  and  this  Gentle  Maid 
To  eat  with  us  to  night,  the  charge  and  thanking 
Shall  be  for  me-,  and  to  requite  you  further, 
I  will  bellow  fome  precepts  on  this  Virgin, 
Worthy  the  note. 

Both)  We'I  take  your  offer  kindly.  Exeunt. 

Snter  Count  Roffillion  and  the  Frenchmen, as  at  fir  ft. 

Cap.  E.  Nay  good  my  Lord  put  him  to't :  let  him  have 
his  way. 

Cap.  G.  If  your  Lordfhip  find  him  not  a  Hilding,  hold 
me  no  more  in  your  refpe£l. 

Cap.  E.  On  my  life,  my  Lord,  a  bubble. 
Ber.  Do  you  think  I  am  fo  far 

Deceived  in  him  f 
Cap.  E.  Believe  it*  roy  Lord,  in  mine  own  dirett 

knowledg,  without  any  malice,  but  to  tpeak  of  him  as 

my  Kinfman,  he's,  a  mod  notable  Coward,  and  infinite 
and  endlefs  Liar,  an  hourly  promife-breaker,  the  own- 

er of  no  one  good  quality,  worthy  your  Lordfhips  enter- 
tainment. 

Cap.  G.  It  were  fit  you  knew  him,  left  repofing  too  far 
in  his  virtue  which  he  hath  not,  he  might  at  fome  great 
and  truftybufinefs,ina  main  danger,  fail  you. 

Ber.  I  would  I  knew  in  what  particular  attion  to  try 
him. 

Cap.  G.  None  better  than  to  let  him  fetch  off  his 
Drum,  which  you  hear  him  fo  confidently  undertake  to do. 

Cap.  E.  I  with  a  troop  of  Florentines  will  fuddenly  fur- 
prife  him ;  fuch  I  will  have  whom  I  am  fure  he  knows  not 
from  the  enemy  :  we  will  bind  and  hood-wink  him  lb, 
that  he  fhall  fuppofe  no  other  but  that  he  is  carried  into 
the  Leaguer  of  the  adversaries,  when  we  bring  him  to  our 
own  tents ;  be  but  your  Lordfhip  prefent  at  his  exami- 

nation, if  he  do  not  for  the  promifeof  his  life,  and  in  the 
higheft  compulfion  of  bafe  fear,  offer  to  betray  you,  and 
deliver  all  the  intelligence  in  his  power  sgainft  you,  and 
that  with  the  divine  forfeit  upon  his  foul  upon  oathj  never 
truft  my  judgment  in  any  thing. 

Cap.  G.  O,  for  the  love  of  laughter,  let  him  fetch  his 

drum ;  he  fays  he  has  a  ftratagem  for't ;  when  your  Lord 
fhip  fees  the  bottom  of  this  fuccefs  in't,  and  to  what  metal 
this  counterfeit  lump  of  ours  will*  be  melted,  if  you  give 
him  not  John  Drum's  entertainment,  your  inclining  cannot be  removed.  Herehecomes. 

Enter  Parolles. 

Cap.  E.  O,  for  the  love  of  laughter,  hinder  not  the  ho- 
nour of  his  defign,  let  him  fetch  off  his  drum  in  any 

hand. 
Ber.  How  now  Mounfieur  ?  This  drum  flicks  forely  in 

your  difpofition. 

Cap.  G.  A  pox  on't,  let  it  go,  'tis  but  a  drum. Par. 

i 



Aits  well  thai  ends  well 
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Par.  Bit  a  drum  !  ts't  but  a  drum  ?  A  dru.n  fo 
loft.  T.iers  was  excellent  command  ,  to  charge  hira  with 

bur  horfe  upon  cur  own  wings,  and  to  rend  our  own 
loutdiers. 

Cap.  G-  That  was  not  to  be  bhm'd  in  the  command 
of  the  fervtce,  it  was  a  dii'after  of  war,  that  C£farh\m- 
lelf  could  not  have  prevented,  if  he  had  been  there  to 
command. 

Her  Well,  we  cannot  greatly  condemn  our  fuccefs : 
tome  dilhonour  we  had  in  the  lofs  of  that  drum,  but 
it  is  not  to  be  recovered. 

Par.  Ic  might  have  been  recovered. 
her.  It  mighr,  but  it  is  not  now. 

Par-  It  is  to  be  recovered,  but  that  the  merit  of  fer- 
vice  is  feldoroe  attributed  to  the  true  exaft  per  for. 

cner,  I  would  have  that  drum  or  another  ,  or  hie  ja- 
cet . 

Ber.  Why,  if  you  have  ftomack  to't,  Monfieur  .•  if 
you  think  your  myftery  in  ftratagera  can  bring  this  in- 
ftrument  of  honour  again  into  his  native  quarter,  be  mag- 

nanimous in  the  enterprize  and  go  on,  I  will  grace  the 
attempt  for  a  worthy  exploit :  if  you  fpeed  well  in  it*  the 
Duke  (ball  bnh  (peak  of  it,  and  extend  to  you  what  fur- 

ther becomes  his  greatnel's,  even  to  the  uttnoft  fyllable  of 
your  worthinefs. 

Par.  By  the  hand  ofafouldier,  I  will  undertake  it. 
Ber.  But  you  muft  not  now  dumber  in  it. 
Par.  Pie  about  it  this  evening  ,  and  I  will  prcfently 

pen  down  ray  dilemmaes,  encourage  my  felf  in  my  cer- 
tainty ,  put  my  felf  into  my  mortal  preparation  :  and  by 

midnight  look  to  hear  further  from  me. 
Ber.  May  I  be  bold  to  acquaint  his  grace  you  are  gone 

about  it* 

Tar.  I  know  not  what  the  fuccefs  will  be,  my  Lord-, 
but  the  atterapc  I  vow. 

Ber.  I  know  th'art  valiant, 
And  to  the  poffibility  of  thy  fouldierfhip, 
Will  fubferibe  for  thee  :  Farwell.  Exit. 

Par. I  love  not  many  words. 
Cap.E.  No  more  than  a  fifh  loves  water.  Is  not  this 

a  ftrange  fellow,  my  Lord,  that  fo  confidently  i'eems  to undertake  this  bufineis,  which  he  knows  is  not  to  be 

done,  damns  himfelf  to  do'f,  and  dares  better  bedaron'd 
than  to  do't. 

Cap  G.  You  do  not  know  him,  ray  Lord,  as  we  do; 
certain  it  is,  that  he  will  fteal  himfelf  into  a  mans  fa- 

vour, and  for  a  week  efcape  a  great  deal  of  difcove- 
ries,  but  when  you  find  him  out,  you  have  him  ever  af- 
ter. 

Ber.  Why  do  you  think  he  will  make  no  deed  at 

all  of  this,  that  fo  lerioufly  he  do's  addrefs  himfelf  un- to ? 

Cap.  E.  None  in  the  world,  but  return  with  an  in- 
vention, and  clap  upon  you  two  or  three  probable  lies  : 

but  we  have  alraoft  imboft  him,  you  fhall  fee  his  fall  to 

night  i  for  indeed  he  is  not  for  your  Lordfhips  re- 
fpeft. 

Cap.  G.  We'l  make  you  fome  fport  with  the  Fox 
ere  we  cafe  him.  He  was  firft  fmoak'd  by  the  old  Lord 
Lafew  ;  when  his  difguife  and  he  is  parted,  tell  me  what 
a  iprat  you  Gull  find  him,  which  you  fhall  fee  this  very 
night. 

Cap.  E.  I  muft  go  look  my  twigs, 
He  (hall  be  caught. 

Ber.  Your  brother  he  fhall  go  along  with  me. 

Cap.  G.  As't  pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  I'le  leave  you. 
Ber.  Now  will  I  lead  you  to  the  houfe,  and  fhew  you 

the  Lais  I  fpoke  of. 

Cap.  E  Bur  you  fay  (he's  honeft. 
Btr.  T  lac's  all.  the  fault  :  I  fpoke  with  her  but  once, 

And  fouiJ  her  wondrous  cold  ;  but  I  lent  to  her 

By  this  line  G)x:oti'o  that  we  have  i'th'  wind 
Token-,  anl  L;tteri,  which  (he  did  rcfend, 
\\A  :ui  is  all  I  hi/e   done:  She's  a  fair  creature, 

Exeunt 

Will  ycu  go  fee  her  ? 

Cap.  E  With  all  my  heart,  my  Lord. 

Enter  Hclkn,  and  Widow. 

Hel:  If  you  mifdoubt  me  that  I  am  not  fhe  4 
I  know  not  how  I  fhall  affure  you  further, 
Bur  I  fhall  lofe  the  grounds  I  work  upon. 

Wid.  Tho  ray  eftate  be  fallen,  1  was  well  born, 

Nothing  acquainted  with  thefe  hufinefJVs, 
And  would  not  put  my  reputation  now 
In  any  ftaining  a£t. 

Hel  Nor  would  I  wifh  you. 

Firft  give  me  truft,  the  Count  he  is  myhusbiad, 
And  What  to  your  iworn  counfel  I  have  fpoken, 
Is  fo  from  word  to  word  :  and  then  you  cannot 
By  the  good  aid  that  I  of  you  fhould  borrow  , 
Err  in  bellowing  it. 

Wid.  I  fhould  believe  you, 

For  you  have  fhew'd  me  that  which  well  approves 
Y'are  great  in  fortune. 

Hel.  Take  this  purfeof  Gold, 
And  let  me  buy  your  friendly  help  thus  far, 
Which  I  will  over-pay,  and  pay  again 
When  1  have  found  it the  Count  he  wooes  your 

daughter, 

Lays  down  his  wanton  fkge  before  her  beauty 
Refolves  to  carry  her  :  let  her  in  fine  confent 

As  we'l  direct  her  how  'tis  beft  to  bear  it : 
Now  this  important  blood  will  naught  deny, 

That  fhe'l  demand :  a  ring  the  Count  wears 
That  downward  hath  fucceeded  in  his  houfe 

From  fon  to  fon,  fome  four  or  five'  dtfeents, 
Since  the  firft  father  wore  it.  This  Ring  he  holds 
In  moft:  rich  choice  :  yet  in  his  idle  fire , 
To  buy  his  will,  it  would  not  feera  too  dear, 

How  t're  repented  after. 
Wid.  Now  I  fee  the  bottom  of  yotr  purpofe. 
Hel  You  fee  it  lawful  then,  it  is  no  more, 

But  that  your  daughter  ere  fhe  feerosas  won, 

Dsfires  this  Ring  \  appoints  him  an  encounter  • 
in  fine,  delivers  me  to  fill  the  time  , 
Her  felt  moft  chaftly  abfent :  after  this 

To  marry  her  ,  l'le  add  three  thoufand  Crowns 
To  what  is  paft  already. 

Wid.  I  have  yielded  : 
Inftruft  my  daughter  how  fhe  fliall  preferve , 
That  time  and  place  with  this  deceit  fo  lawful 

May  prove  coherent,  livery  night  he  comes 
With  Mufick  of  all  forts,  aud  longs  compo'd 
To  her  unworthinefs:  It  nothing  ftcads  us 
To  chide  him  from  our  eeves,  for  he  perfifts 

As  if  his  life  lay  on't. Hel.  Why  then  to  night 
Let  us  affay  our  plot,  which  if  it  fpecd, 
Is  wicked  meaning  in  a  lawful  deed  \ 
And  lawful  meaning  in  a  lawful  aft, 
Where  both  not  fin,  and  yet  a  finful  facl. 

But  let's  about  it. 

ARus  Qudrtus, 

Enter  one  of  the  Frenchmen^  with  five  or  fix  other 
fouldiers  in  am  hup. 

1.  Lord  E.  He  can  come  no  other  way  but  by  this 

hedge  corner  :  when  you  tally  up  ;n  him,  fpeak  what  ter- 
rible Language  yon  will,  though  you  underftand  it  not 

your  felves  no  matter  :  for  we  muft  not  fecm  to  Under, 
ftand  him,  unlefs  fome  one  among  us,  whom  we  muft *  pro. 
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produce  fur  an  Interpreter. 

P  Sol.  Good  Captain  let  me  be  th'  Interpreter. 
Lor  t.  Ait  not  acquainted  with  him  ?  knows  he  not 

thy  voiit? 
i   Sol.  N  >, fir,  I  watrant  you. 
Lo.  £■  But  what  linfie-wooliie  haft  thou  to  fpeak  to 

US  a  atn  ? 

I.  Sol  E'n  tiich  as  you  fpeak  to  me, 

Lo.  £  He  muft  think  us  fome  band  of  ftrangers,  i'th •dv  rfaiies  tntertainmint-  Now  he  hath  a  fmack  of  all 

■:eighrjoi.rtng  Languages  :  therefore  we  muft  every  one 
a  man  of  his  own  fancy  ,  not  to  know  what  we  fpeak 

one  to  another:  fo  we  fctm  to  know, is  to  know  ftraight 

our  purpofe  .•  Chough's  language,  gabble  enough,  and 
good  enough.  As  tor  you  Interpreter,  you  muftleemve^ 
ry  politick.  But  couch  hoa,  here  he  comes,  to  beguile 
two  hours  in  a  deep,  and  then  to  return  and  fwear  the 
les  he  forges. 

Lmcr  Parolles, 

Tar.  Ten  a  clock :  Within  thtfe  three  hours  'twil 
be  time  enough  to  go  home.  What  (hall  I  fay  I  have 
done  ?  It  muft  be  a  very  plaufive  invention  that  carries 

it.  They  begin  to  fmoak  me,  and  difgraces  have  of  late 

kneck'd  too  often  at  my  door :  I  find  my  tongue  is  too 
fool-hardy,  but  my  heart  hath  the  fear  of  Mart  before 
it,  and  of  his  creatures ,  not  daring  the  reports  of  my 
tongue. 

Lo.  E.  This  is  the  firft  that  e're  thine  own  tongue  was 
guilty  cf 

Pur.  What  the  devil  fhould  move  me  to  undertake 
the  recovery  of  this  drum,  being  not  ignorant  of  the 
impoffibility ,  and  knowing  I  had  no  fuch  purpofe  ?  1 

mu!t  give  my  felf  fome  hurts,  and  fay  I  got  them  in  cx- 
jploic :  yet  flight  ones  will  not  carry  it.  They  will  fay  , 
cacieyou  off  withfo  little?  And  great  ones  I  dare  not 

gtve  i  wherefore  what's  the  inftance  ?  Tongue,  I  mufl  put 
Vcu,into  a  Butrer-womans  mouth ,  and  buy  my  felf  ano- 

ther of  Bajazetbs  Mules,  if  you  prattle  me  into  thefe  pe- 
rils. 

Lo.  E.  Is  it  poffible  he  fhould  know  what  he  is,  and 
be  that  he  is  ? 

Pur.  I  would  the  cutting  of  my  garments  would  ferve 
the  turn,  or  the  breaking  of  my  Spanifh  fword. 

Ls.  E.  We  cannot  afford  you  fo. 

Par.  Or  the  paring  of  my  beard,  and  to  fay  it  was  in 
ftratagftr. 

Lo.  S.  Twould  not  do. 

Par.  Or  to  drown  ray  cloathes,  and  fay  1  was  ftripr. 
Lo.  E.  Hardly  ferve. 
Par.  Though  I  fwore  I  leap  from  the  window  of  the 

Cittadel 
£.*.  £.  How  deep  ? 
Tar.  Thirty  fadome. 
Lo.  E.  Three  great  oaths  would  fcarce  make  that  be 

believed. 
Pa.  I  would  I  had  any  drum  of  the  enemies,  I  would 

fw^ar  I  recover'd  it. 
Lo  E  You  (hall  hear  one  anon. 
Tar.  A  drum  now  of  the  enemies. 

Alarum  within. 

Lo  E.  Throco  movoufut,  cargo,  cargo,  oargo. 
Cargo,  cargo,  villiando  par  cvrbo,  cargo. 

Tar  O  ranfome,  ranforae, 
Do  not  hide  mine  eyes. 

Inter.  Bassos  thromuldo  beskos. 
Par.  I  know  you  are  the  Mm\ioi  Regiment , 

And  I  (hall  lofc  ray  life  for  want  of  language, 
ff  there  be  here  German  or  Dane,  low  Dutch, 
Italian,  or  French,  let  him  fpeak  to  me  , 
I  i.  difcover  that  which  fha'.lundo  the  Florentine. 

Inter.  Baskos  v.utvado,  I  underftand  thee,  and  canfpe&k 
thy  tongue  Ktrelybonto  fir,  bttake  thee  to  thy  faith,  foi 
ftventeen  ponyards  are  at  thy  bclbme. Par.  Oh. 

Int.  Oh  pray,  pray,  pray, 
Mancha  revancha  dttlcloe, 

Lo.  £♦  Ofceorbidulchos  volivorco 
Int.  The  General  is  content  to  fpare  thee  yet, 

And  hood-winkt  as  thou  art,  will  lead  thee  on 
To  gather  from  thee.  Haply  thou  ro.«yc ft  inform 
Something  to  fave  thy  life. 

Par.  O  let  me  live, 

And  all  the  fecrets  of  our  camp  He  fhew 
Their  force,  their  purpoies  :  Nay,  Tie  fpeak  that, 
Which  you  will  wonder  at. 

Int.  But  wilt  thou  faithfully  > 
Tar.  if  I  do  not,  damn  me. 
Int.  sAcordolinta. 

Come  on,  thou  art  granted  fpace.  Exit. 

A  jhert  Alarum  within. 

Lo.  E.Go  tell  the  Count  Rojfillion  and  ray  brother, 
We  have  caught  the  Woodcock,  and  will  keep  him  rauf- 
Till  we  do  hear  from  them  (f  eld 

Sol.  Captain  I  will. 

L.  E.  A  will  betray  us  all  unto  our  ftlvas, 
Inform  on  that. 

Sol*  So  I  will  fir. 

L.  £.  Till  then  l'lc  keep  him  dark  and  fafely  lockr. 
Exit. 

Enter  Bertram,  and  the  Maid  called 
Diana. 

Ber.  T  ey  old  me  that  your  name  was  Fontibell. 
Dia.  No  my  good  Lord,  Diana. 
Ber.  Titled  Goddels , 

And  worth  it  with  addition:  but  fair  foul, 
In  your  fine  frame  hath  love  no  quality? 
If  the  quick  fire  of  youth  light  not  your  mind, 
You  are  no  Maiden  but  a  monument : 

When  you  are  dead  you  fhall  be  fuch  a  one 
As  you  are  now,  for  you  are  cold  and  ftern  : 
And  now  you  fhould  be  as  your  Mother  was 
When  your  fweet  felf  was  got. 

Dia.  She  then  was  honcft. 
Ber.  So  fhould  you  be. 

Dia.  No. 
My  Mother  did  but  duty,  fuch  (  my  LordJ 

As  you  owe  to  your  wife. 

Ber.  No  more  a'that : 
I  prethee  donotftrive  againft  my  vows : 

I  was  compel'd  to  her  ,  but  I  love  thee 
By  loves  own  fweet  conftraint,  and  will  for  ever 
Do  thee  all  rights  of  fervice. 

Dia.  1  fo  you  ferve  us 
Till  we  ferve  you :  But  when  you  have  our  Rofes, 
You  barely  leave  our  Thorns  to  prick  our  felves. 
And  mock  us  with  our  barennefs. 

Ber.  How  have  I  fworn  ? 

Dia.  ' Tis  not  the  rainy  oaths  that  make  the  truth, 

But  the  plain  fingle  vow,  that  is  vow'd  true : 
What  is  not  holy,  that  we  fwear  not  by, 
But  take  the  High  ft  to  witnefs:  then  pray  you  tell  me, 
If  1  fhould  fwear  byjoves  great  Attribute, 

I  lov'd  you  dearly,  would  you  believe  roy  oaths, 
When  I  did  love  you  ill  ?  This  has  no  holding  i 
To  fwear  by  him  whom  I  proteft  to  love, 
That  I  will  work  againft  him.  Therefore  your  oaths 

Are  words  and  poor  conditions,  but  unfeal'd At  leafi  in  my  opinion. 
Ber.  Change  it,  change  it  : 

Be  not  fo  holy  cruel:  Love  is  holy, 

Aw! 



Jll9f  well  that  ends  well 

And  my  integrity  ne're  knew  the  crafts 
That  you  do  charge  men  with:  Stand  no  more  off, 

But  give  thy  felf  unto  my  fick  defires  , 
Who  then  recovers.  Say  thou  art  mine,  and  ever 

My  love,  as  it  begins,  fhall  fo  per  fever. 
Dia.  I  fee  that  men  make  ropes  in  fuch  a  fear, 

That  we'll  forfake  our  felvcs.  Give  me  that  Ring. 
Btr.  Pie  lend  it  thee  my  dear,  but  have  no  power 

To  give  it  from  me. 
Dia.  Will  you  not,  my  Lord  ? 
Ber.  It  is  an  honour  longing  to  our  houfe  $ 

Bequeathed  down  from  many  Anceftors , 

Which  were  the  greateft  obloquy  i'th  worId> In  me  to  lofe. 

Dia.  Mine  Honour's  fuch  a  Ring, 

My  Chaftitie's  the  Jewel  of  our  houi'e, 
]  Bequeathed  down  from  many  Anceftors, 

|  Which  were  the  greateft  obloquy  i'th  world, !  In  me  to  lofe  Thus  your  own  proper  wifdorri 
Brings  in  the  Champion  honour  on  my  part, 
Againft  your  vain  affault. 

Ber.  Here,  take  my  Ring, 
Hy  houfe,  my  honour,  yea  my  life  be  thine , 
And  Tie  be  bid  by  thee. 

Dia.  When  midnight  comes,  knock  at  my  chamber 
window  ; 

Tie  order  take,  my  mother  fhall  not  hear. 
Now  will  I  charge  you  in  the  band  of  truth, 

When  you  have  conqucr'd  my  yet  maiden-bed, Remain  there  but  an  hour,  nor  fpeak  to  me  : 
My  reafons  are  moft  itrong,  and  you  fhall  know  them, 

When  back  again  this  Ring  fhall  be  deliver'd  : 
And  on  your  ringer  in  the  night,  ll'e  put 
Another  Ring,  that  which  in  time  proceeds, 
May  token  to  the  future,  our  paft  deeds. 
Adieu  till  then,  then  fail  not :  you  have  won 
A  wife  of  me,  though  there  my  hope  be  done. 

Be.  A  heav'n  on  earth  I've  won  by  wooing  thee.  Exit. 
Dia  For  which,  live  long  to  thank  both  heav'n  and  me. 

You  may  fo  in  the  end. 
My  mother  told  me  juft  how  he  would  woo, 

As  if  (he  fat  in's  heart.  She  fays,  all  men 
Have  the  like  oaths  :  He  had  fworn  to  marry  me 
When  his  wife 's  dead  :  therefore  l'le  lie  with  him 
When  I  am  buried.  Since  French-rmn  are  fo  braid, 
Marry  that  will,  Tie  live  and  die  a  Maid  j 

Only  in  this  difguife,  I  think't  no  fin, 
To  cozen  him  that  would  unjuftly  win.  Exit. 

Enter  the  two  French  Captains^  and  fome  two  or  three 
Souldicrs. 

Cap  G.  You  have  not  given  him  his  mothers  letter. 

Cap-  £.  I  have  deliver'd  it  an  hour  fince,  there,  is 

fomethingjin't  that  ftiBgs  his  nature  :  for  on  the  reading 
it,  he  chang'd  almoft  into  another  roan. 

Cap.  G.  He  has  much  worthy  blame  laid  upon  him, 
for  fhaking  off  fo  good  a  wife,  and  fofweet  a  Lady. 

Cap.  E.  Efpecially,  he  hath  incurred  the  cverlafting 

difpleafure  of  the  King,  who  had  even  turn'd  his  bounty 
tO'fing  happinefs  to  him.  I  will  tell  you  a  thing,  but  you 
fhall  let  it  dwell  darkly  with  you. 

Cap.  G.  When  you  have  lpoken  it,  'tis  dead,  and  I 
am  the  grave  of  it. 

Cap.  E.  He  hath  perverted  a  young  Gentlewoman 
here  in  Florence,  of  a  moft  chaft  renown,  and  this  night 
he  fiefhes  his  will  in  the  fpoil  of  her  honour  :  he  hath 
given  her  his  monumental  Ring,  and  thinks  hirafelf 
made  in  the  unchaft  compofition. 

C  zp  G.  Now  God  delay  our  rebellion  5  as  we  are  our 
felves,  what  things  are  we. 

Cap.  E.  Meerly  our  own  traitors.  And  as  in  he 
oennon  courfeof  all  treafons,  we  ftiil  fee  them  reveal 
themWves,  till  they  attain  to  tbair  abhon'd  end5:fo  he 

that  in  this  action  contrives  againft  his  own  Nobility  in 

his  proper  ftream,  o're-flows  himfelf. 
Cap.  G.  Is  it  not  meant  damnable  in  us,  to  be  Trum- 

peters of  our  unlawful  intents?  We  fhall  not  then  have 
his  company  tonight  ? 

Gap.E.  Not  till  after  midnight:  for  he  is  dieted  to  his hour. 

Cap,  G  That  approaches  apace  :  I  would  gladly  have 

him  fee  his  company  ahathomiz'd,  that  he  might  take 

a  raeafure  of  his  own  judgments,  wherein  fo  i'crioufly he  hadTet  his  counterfeit. 

Cap.  £.  We  will  not  meddle  with  hira  till  he  come  ; 
For  his  prefence  muft  be  the  whip  of  the  other. 

Cap.  G.  In  the  mean  time  ,  what  hear  you  of  thofe Wars? 

Cap.  E.  I  hear  there  is  an  overture  of  peace. 
Cap.  G.  Nay  I  afTure  you  a  peace  concluded. 
Cap.  E.  What  will  Count  Refillion  do  then  ?  Wi  II  he 

travel  higher,or  return  again  into  France  ? 

Cap.  G.  I  perceive  by  this  demand  ,  you  are  not  alto- 
gether of  his  counfel. 

Cap.  E.  Let  it  be  forbid,  fir,fo  fhould  I  be  a  great  deal of  this  act. 

Cap.  G.  Sir  ,  his  wife  feme  two  months  fince  fled 
from  his  houfe ,  her  pretence  is  a  pilgrimage  to  Saint  fa- 
ques  le grand;  which  holy  undertaking,  with  moft  au- 

Itcer  fanctimony  fhe  accomplifh'd :  and  there  refiding, 
the  tendernefsof  her  Nature,  became  as  a  prey  to  her  grife : 
in  fine,  made  a  groan  of  her  laft  breath ,  and  now  fhe 
fingsin  heaven. 

Cap.  E.  How  is  this  juftifled  ?  , 
Cap.  G.  The  ftronger  part  of  it  by  her  own  Letters, 

which  makes  her  ftory  true  ,  even  to  the  point  of  her 
death :  her  death  it  felf,  which  could  not  be  her  office 

to  fay  ,  is  come ,  was  faithfully  confirm'd  by  the  Rector of  the  place. 

Cap.  E.  Hath  the  Count  all  this  intelligence  ? 
Cap.  (j.  I,  and  the  particular  confirmations  ,  point 

from  point,  to  the  full  arming  of  the  verity. 

Cap.  E.  I  am  heartily  forry  that  he'l  be  glad  of  this. 
Cap.  G-  How  mightily  fometimes ,  we  make  us  com- 

forts  of  our  loffej. 

Cap.  E.  And  how  mightily  fome  other  times  ,,  we 
drown  our  gain  in  tears,  the  great  dignity  that  this  valour 

hath  here  rcquir'd  for  him  ,  fhall  at  home  be  er.countred 
with  a  fhame  as  ample. 

Cap.  G.  The  web  of  our  life,  is  of  a  mingled  yarn, 
good  and  ill  together  :  our  vertues  would  be  proud,  if  our 
faults  whipt  them  not,  and  our  crimes  would  defpair  if 

they  were  notcherifh'd  by  our  vertues. 

Enter  a  Meffcnger. 

How  now?  Where's  your  mafter  ? 
Ser.  He  met  the  Duke  in  the  ftreet,  fir,  of  whom  he 

hath  taken  a  folemn  leave:  his  Loidfhip  will  next  morn- 

'ing  for  France.  The  Duke  hath  offered  him  Letters  of 
commendations  to  the  King. 

Cap.  E.  They  fhall  be  no  more  than  needful  there  ,  if 
they  were  more  than  they  can  commend. 

Enter  Count  Rojfillion. 

Cap.  G.  They  cannot  be  too  fweet  for  the1  Kings  tart- 
nefs ,  here's  his  Lordfhipnow.  How  now  my  Lord,  is't 
not  after  midnight  ? 

Btr.  I  have  to  night  difpatch'd  fixteen  buGneffes,  a 
months  length  a  piece ,  by  an  abftract  of  fuccefs :  I  have 
congied  with  the  Duke,  done  my  adieu  with  hisneareft  i 

buried  a  wife  ;  mourn'd  for  her  ;  writ  to  rny  Lady  mother, 
I  am  returning  •  entertain'd  ray  Convoy  ,  and  between 
thefe  main  parcels  of  difpatch,  effected  many  nicer 
needs :  the  kft  was  the  greateft,  but  that  I  have  not  ecd- 

cd  yet. T  2  Cap. 
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Alts  well  that  ends  mil. 

Cap.  E.  If  the  bufinets  be  of  any  difficulty ,  and  thb 

morning  your  departure  hence,  it  requires  hafte  of  your 
Lord  (hi  p. 

Ber.  I  mean  the  bufinefs  is  not  ended,  as  fearing  to 

hear  of  it  hereafter ;  but  {hall  we  have  this  Dialogue  be- 
tween the  Fool  and  the  Soldier?  Come,  bring  forth  this 

counterfeit  module  ;  'has  deceived  me,  like  adoublemean- 
mg  Piophefier. 

Cap.  E.  Bring  him  forth,  h'as  fate  i'th  Stocks  all  night, 
poor  gallant  Knave. 

Ber.  No  matter,  his  heels  have  deferv'd  it,  in  ufurping 
his  Spurs  fo  long.   How  does  he  carry  himfelf  ? 

Cap.  G.  I  have  told  your  Lordfhip  already :  The  Stocks 
car r  y  him.  But  to  anlwer  you  as  you  would  be  underftood, 
he  weeps  like  a  Wench  that  had  fhed  her  Milk ,  he  hath 

confeft"  himfelf  to  Morgan ,  whom  he  fuppofes  to  be  a Friar,  from  the  time  of  his  very  remembrance  to  this  very 

inftant  Difafter  of  his  fetting  i'th  Stocks  j  and  what 
think  you  he  hath  confeft  ?  , 

Ber.  Nothing  of  me,  has  a  ? 
Cap,  E.  His  confeffion  is  taken,  and  it  (hall  be  read  to 

his  Face*  if  your  Lordfhip  be  in't,  as  I  believe  you  are,  you 
muft  have  the  patience  to  hear  it. 

Enter  Parolles,  with  his  Interpreter. 

Ber.  A  plague  upon  him,  muffeld ;  he  can  fay  nothing 
of  mej  hufh. 

Cap.  G.  Hoodman  comes :  Portotartaroffa. 
Int.  He  calls  for  the  Tortures,  what  will  you  fay  with- 

out 'cm? 
Par.  I  will  confefs  what  I  know  without  conftraint  j 

If  ye  pinch  me  like  a  Pafty,  I  can  fay  no  more. 
Int.  Bofko  Chimurcho; 
Cap.  Biblibindo  Chicurmurco. 
Int.  You  are  a  merciful  General:  Our  Generel  bids  you 

anfwer  to  what  I  fhall  ask  you  out  of  a  Note. 
far.  And  truly,  as  I  hope  to  live. 
In:.  Firft  demand  of  him,  how  many  Horfe  the  Duke  is 

ftrong.    What  fay  you  to  that  ? 
Tar.  Five  or  fix  thoufand,  but  very  weak  and  unfervice- 

able ;  the  Troops  arc  all  fcattered,  and  the  Commanders 
very  poor  Rogues,  upon  my  Reputation  and  Credit,  and 
as  I  hope  to  live. 

Int.  Shall  I  fet  down  your  anfwer  fo? 

Par.  Do,  I'le  take  the  Sacrament  on't,  how  and  which 

way  you  will  t  all's  one  to  him.  , 
Ber.  What  apaft-faving  flaveis  this? 

Cap.  G.  Y'aredeceiv'd,  my  Lord,  this  Monfieur  Parol- 
les, the  gallant  Militarist,  that  was  his  own  phrafe,  that 

had  the  whole  Theorick  of  War  in  the  knot  of  his  Scarf, 
and  the  practice  in  the  Chap  of  his  Dagger. 

Cap.  £.  I  will  never  truft  a  man  again,  for  keeping  his 
Sword  clean,  nor  believe  he  can  have  every  thing  in  him 
by  wearing  his  Apparel  neatly. 

Int.  Well,  that's  fet  down. 
Par.  Five  or  fix  thoufand  horfe  I  fed,  I  will  fay  true,  or 

thereabouts  ftt  down,  for  l'lc  fpeak  truth. 

Cap.  G.  He's  very  near  the  truth  in  this. 
Ber.  But  I  con  him  no  thanks  for't  in  the  nature  he  de- 

livers it. 

Par.  Foor  Rogues,  I  pray  you  fay. 

Int.  Well  that's  fet  down. 
Par.  I  humbly  thank  you,  fir,  a  truth's  a  truth,  the 

Rogues  are  marvellous  poor. 
Int.  Demand  of  him  of  what  ftrength  they  are  a  foot. 

What  fay  you  to  that  ? 
Par.  By  my  troth,  fir,  if  I  were  to  live  this  prefent 

hour,  I  will  tell  true.  Let  me  lee,  Spurio  a  hundred  and 
fifty,  Sebafiian  fo  many,  Corambus  fo  many,  Jaques  fo 
many:  Guiltian,  Cofmo,  Lodowick,  and  Gratify  two  hun- 

dred each :  Mine  own  Company  ,  Chitophcr,  Vanmond, 
Bentii,  two  hundred  fifty  each  \  fo  that  the  Mufter-file, 
rotten  and  found  ,  upon  my  life  amounts  not  to  fifteen 

thoufand  pole  ,  hah  of  the  which  dare  no:  fhake  the 
Snow  from  off  their  Caffocks,  left  they  (hike,  themfelves 

to  pieces. Ber.  What  fhall  be  done  to  him  ? 

Cap.  G.  Nothing,  but  let  him  have  thanks.  Demand 
of  him  my  conditions-  and  what  Credit  1  have  with  the 
Duke. 

Int.  Well  that's  fer  down:  you  fhall  demand  of  him, 
whether  one  Captain  Dumain  be  i'th  Camp,  a  Frenchman  > 
what  his  Reputation  is  with  the  Dukf  ,  what  his  Valour, 
Honefty,  and  Expertnefs  in  War  ,  or  whether  he  thinks 
it  were  not  poffiblewith  well  weighing  fums  of  Gold  to 
corrupt  him  to  re  voir.  What  fay  you  to  this?  What  do 

you  know  of  it  ? 
Par.  I  befeech  you  let  me  anfwer  to  the  particular  of 

the  interrogatories.  Demand  them  fingly. 
Int.  Do  you  know  Captain  Dumain  ? 
Par.  I  know  him,  a  was  a  Botchers  Prentice  in  Paris,  I 

from  whence  he  was  whipt  for  getting  the  Shrieves  fool 
with  Child  ,  dumb  innocent  that  could  not  fay  him 

nay. 

Ber.  Nay,  by  your  leave  hold  your  hands,  tho  I  know  f 
his  Brains  are  forfeit  to  the  next  tile  that  falls. 

Inter.  Well,  is  this  Captain  in  the  Duke  of  Florences  j 
Camp? 

Par.  Upon  my  knowledg  he  is,  and  /owfie. 
Cap.  G.  Nay  look  not  fo  upon  me  >  we  fhall  hear  of 

your  Lord  anon. Int.  What  is  his  Reputation  with  the  Duke  ? 
Par.  The  Duke  knows  him  for  no  other,  but  a  poor 

Officer  of  mine,  and  writ  to  me  the  other  day,  to  turn 

him  outa'th  Band.    1  think  I  have  his  Letter  in  my  Poc- 
ket. 

Int.  Marry  we'll  fearch. Par.  In  good  fadnefsldo  not  know,  either  it  is  there, 
or  it  is  upon  a  file  with  the  Dukes  other  Letters,  in  my 
Tent. 

Int.  Hcre'tis,  here's  a  Paper,  fhall  I  read  it  to  you? 
Par.  I  do  not  know  if  it  be  it  or  no. 

Ber.  Our  Interpreter  do's  it  well. 
Cap.G.  Excellently. 
Int.  Dian,  the  Count'*  a  fool,  and  full  of  gold. 
P*r  .That  is  not  the  Dukes  letter  fir  ;  that  is  an  Advertife- 

ment  to  a  proper  Maid  in  Florence,  one  Diana,  to  t-kr 
heed  of  the  Allurement  of  one  Count  Rojjliton,  a  foohfh 
idle  Boy but  for  all  that  very  ruttilh.  I  pray  you  fir, 

put  it  up  again. 
Int.  Nay,  Fie  read  it  firft  by  your  favour. 

Par.  My  meaning  in't,  I  proceft  was  very  honeft  in  the 
behalf  of  the  Maid :  for  I  knew  the  young  Count  to  be  a 
dangerous  and  lafcivious  Boy,  who  is  a  Whale  to  Virgini- 

ty, and  devours  up  all  the  fry  it  finds. 
Ber.  Damnable .'  both-fides  Rogue. 

Int.  Let.  Wbenhe  fwears  Onths,  bid  him  drop  (fold,  and 

take  it : After  he  fcores,  he  never  pays  the  [core  : 
Half  won  is  match  well  made,  match  and  well  make  it. 

He  ne're  pays  after-debts,  takf  it  before, 
sAnd  fay  a  Soldier  (Dian)  told  thee  this: 
Men  are  tomell  with,  Boys  are  not  to  kjfs. 
For  count  of  this,  the  Count  V  a  Fool  I  knew  it, 

Who  pays  before,  km  not  when  he  does  owe  it. 
Thine  as  he  vovv'd  to  thee  in  thine  ear  , 

Parolles. 

Ber.  He  fhall  be  whipt  through  the  Army  with  this 
rime  in's  forehead. 

Cap.  E.  This  is  your  devoted  friend,  fir,  the  manifold 

Linguift,  and  the  Army-potent  Soldier. 
Ber.  I  could  endure  any  thing  before,  but  a  Cat,  and 

he's  a  Cat  to  roe. 

Int.  I  perceive,  fir,  by  the  Generals  looks,  we  fhall  be fain  to  hang  you. 

Par. 
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Par.  My  life,  fir,*in  any  cafe  :  Not  that  I  am  afraid  to 

_ie,  but  that  ray  offences  being  many  ,  I  would  repent 

out  the  remainder  of  Nature.  Let  me  live,  fir,  in  a  dunge- 

on, i'th  flocks  any  where,  fo  1  may  live. 

Int.  we'll  fee  what  may  be  done  ,  fo  you  confefs  free- 

ly :  therefore  once  more  to  this  Captain  Dumain :  you 

lave  anfwer'd  to  his  reputation  with  the  Duke,  and  to 
lis  valour.  What  is  his  honefty  ? 

Par.  He  will  fteal,  fir,  an  Egge  out  of  a  Cloifter  :  for 

rapes  and  ravuhments  he  parallels  Nejfus.  He  proftfies 

not  keeping  of  oath?  ,  breaking  them  he  is  ftronger  than 

Hercules.  He  will  lye,  fir,  with  fuch  volubility ,  that  you 
would  think  truth  were  a  fool  :  drunkennels  is  his  beft 

vertue,  for  he  will  be  fwinc-drunk,  and  in  his  flcep  he 

does  little  harm,  fave  to  his  bed-cloathes  about  him :  but 

hey  know  his  conditions,  and  lay  him  in  ftraw.^  I  have 

but  little  more  to  fay  ,  fir,  of  his  honefty ,  he  ha's  every 
thing  that  an  honcft  man  fhould  not  have  :  what  an  ho- 
neftman  fhould  have,  he  has  nothing. 

Cap.  G.  I  begin  to  love  him  for  this. 
Ber.  For  this  defcription  of  thine  honefty  ?  A  pox  up- 
on him  for  me,  he's  more  and  more  a  Cat. 
Int.  What  lay  you  to  his  expertnefs  in  war  ? 
Par.  Faith  fir,  has  led  the  drum  before  the  Englifh 

Tragedians :  to  belie  him  I  will  not,  and  more  of  hisfoul- 
dicrfhip  I  know  not,  except  in  that  Countrey,  he  had  the 
lonour  to  be  the  Officer  at  a  place  there  called  Mile.end, 
to  inftrutt  for  the  doubling  of  files.  1  would  do  the  man 
what  honour  I  can,  but  of  this  I  am  not  certain. 

Cap.  G-  He  hath out-villir/d  villany  fo  far,  that  the 
rarity  redeems  him. 

Ber.  A  pox  on  hitn,  he's  a  Cat  ftil. 
Int.  His  qualities  being  at  this  poor  price ,  I  need  not 

to  ask  you,  if  Gold  will  corrupt  htm  to  revolt. 
Par.  Sir,  For  a  Cardecue  he  will  fell  the  fee  fimple  of 

his  falvation,  the  inhtritance  of  it,  and  cut  th'intail  from 
II  remainder,  and  perpetual  fucceflion  for  it  perpe- 

tually. 

Int.  What's  hi^  Bro.her ,  the  other  captain  Dumain  > 
Cap  F.  why  c'o's  he  ask  him  of  me  ? 
Int  What's  he? 

Par.  E'n  a  Crew  a'th  fame  neft :  not  altogether  fo 
great  as  the  fu  ft  in  goodnef?,  but  greater  a  great  deal  in 
evill.  He  excels  his  Brother  for  a  Coward,  yet  his  Brother 
is  reputed  one  of  the  beft  that  is-  In  a  retreat  he  out- 

runs any  lackey ;  marry  in  coming  on,  he  ha's  the 
Cramp. 

Im.  If  your  life  be  faved,  will  you  undertake  to  betray 
the  Florentine  ? 

Par.  1  and  jhe  Captain  of  his  horfe  Count  T^offillion, 
Int.  Tie  whifper  with  the  General,  and  know  his 

plea  fur  e. 

Par.  I'le  no  more  drumming  ,  a  plague  of  all  drums, 
onelyto  fecm  to  deferve  well,  and  to  beguile  the  luppo 
fition  of  that  lafcivious  young  boy  the  Count,  have  1  run 
into  this  danger :  yet  who  would  have  fofpecled  an  am- 
bufh  where  I  was  taken  ? 

Int.  There  is  no  remedy,  fir ,  but  you  muft  die:  the 
general  fays,  you  that  have  fo  traitcroufly  difcovcred 
thefecrets  of  your  army,  and  made  fuch  peftiferous  re- 

ports of  men  very  nobly  held,  canferve  the  world  for  no 
honeft  ufe  :  therefore  you  muft  die.  Come  heads  man 
off  with  his  head. 

Par.  O  Lord,  fir,  let  me  live,  or  let  me  fee  my  death. 
int.  That  fliaU  ycu  ,  and  take  your  leave  of  all  your 

friends : 

So  look  about  you,  know  you  any  here  ? 
Conn.  Good  morrow  noble  Captain. 
La.  £.  God  biffs  you  Captin  Paroller. 
Cap.  G.  God  fave  you  noble  Captain. 
Lo.  E.  Captain,  what  greeting  will  you  to  my  Lord 

LaftwH  am  for  France. 

Cap.  G.  Good  Captain  will  you  give  me  a  Copy  of 
the  fame  fonnet  you  writ  to  Diani  in  behsilf  of  the  Count 

Roftliton,  and  I  were  not  a  very  Coward,  I'de  compel  it of  you;  but  fare  you  well  Exeunt, 
lnt,  Yuu  are  undone  Captain  all  but  your  fcarf,  that 

has  aknoton't  yet. 
Tar.  Who  cannot  be  crufh'd  with  a  plot  ? 
Int.  If  you  could  find  out  a  Country  where  but  wo- 

men were  that  had  received  fo  much  fhame,  you  might 
begin  an  impudent  Nation.  Fare  ye  well  fir,  I  am  for 
France  too,  we  fhall  fpeak  of  you  there. 

Ext 
Par.  Yet  am  I  thankful  s  if  my  heart  were  great 

'T would  burft  at  this :  Captain  Tie  be  no  more, But  I  will  eat  and  drink,  and  flcep  as  loft 
As  Captain  fhall.  Simply  the  thing  I  am 
Shall  make  me  live  :  who  knows  himfelf  a  braggart 
Let  him  fear  this ;  for  it  will  come  to  pafs, 
That  every  braggart  fhall  be  found  an  Afs. 
Ruft  fword,  cool  blufhes,  and  Parolles  live 

Safeft  in  fhame  ;  being  fool'd,  by  fool'ry  thrive  j 
There's  place  and  means  for  every  man  alive,, Fie  after  them. 

Enter  Helltn,  Widow,  and  Diana. 

Htl.  That  you  may  well  perceive  I  have  not wrong'd  you, 

One  of  thegreateftin  the  Chriftian  world 

Shall  be  my  furety    'fore  whofe  throne  'tis  needful 
Ere  lean  perfect  mine  intents,  to  kneel. 
Time  was  I  did  him  a  defired  office, 
Dear  alraoft  as  his  life,  which  gratitude 
Through  flinty  Tartars  bofome  would  peep  forth, 
And  anfwer  thanks.  I  duly  am  inform'd, 
His  grace  is  ztMarfelis  to  which  plac- 
We  have  convenient  cor;"oy  •  you  muft  ki^w/ 
I  am  foppofed  dead,  tr-  -vr^y  breaking, 
My  husband  hies  him  home,    here  htavfn  aiding, 
And  by  the  leave  of  my  good  Lord  the  King, 
We'l  be  before  our  welcome. 

Wid.  Gentle  Madam, 
You  never  had  a  fervant  to  whofe  truft 
Your  buffnefs  was  more  welcome* 

Hel.  Noryc/u  miftris 

Ever  a  friend,  V/hoi'e  thoughts  more  truly  labour To  recorapence  your  love :  Doubt  not  but  heaven 
Hath  brought  me  up  to  be  your  daughters  dowre, 
As  it  hath  fated  her  to  be  my  motive 
And  helper  to  a  husband.  But  O  ftrange  men, 
That  can  fuch  fweet  ufe  make  of  what  they  hate, 

When  fawcy  trufting  of  the  cozen'd  thoughts 
Defiles  the  pitchy  night,  fo  luft  doth  play 
With  what  it  loaths,  iorthat  which  is  away- 
Eut  more  of  this  hereafter :  you  Diana, 
Under  my  poor  inftruftions  yet  muft  fuffer 
Something  in  my  behalf. 

"Dia.  Let  death  and  honefty 
Go  with  your  impofitions,  I  am  yours 
Upon  your  will  to  luffer. Hel.  Yet  I  pray  you  : 

But  with  the  word  the  time  will  bring  on  fummer, 
When  Briars  fhall  have  leaves  as  well  as  thotns, 
And  be  as  fwect  as  fbarp  :  we  muft  away, 

Our  Wagon  is  prepar'd,  and  times  revives  us, 
All's  well  that  ends  well,  ftill,  that  finds  the  Crown  \ 
What  ere  the  courfe,the  end  is  the  renown.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Clown,  old  Lady,  and  Laftw. 

Laf.  No,  no,  no,  your  fon  was  milled  with  a  fnipt 
taffata  fellow  there ,  whofe  villanous  faffron  would  have 
made  all  theunbak'd  and  dow  youth  of  a  nation  in  his 
colour  ,  your  daughter-in-law  had  been  alive  at  this  hou 
and  your  ion  here  at  home,  more  advane'd  by  the  King 
than  by  that  red-rail'd  hunible-Eee  I  fpeak  of. 

T  3  *  Lad. 



Lid  1  would  I  had  not  known  hira,  it  was  the  death  of  i 

the  rood  vertuous  Gentlewoman,  that  ever  Nature  had  I 

riraifc  tor  creating,  if  fhc  had  partaken  of  my  flefh  •,  and 
coft  me  the  deareft  groans  of  a  mother,  I  could  not  have  ! 
owed  hrt  a  more  rooted  love.  I 

Laj.  'Twas  a  good  Lady,  'twas  a  good  Lady.  Wc  may  ; 
pick  a  thouland  tallets  ere  we  light   on  fuch  another 

Ch  Indeed,  fir,  fitc  was  the  fweet  Margerom  of  the 

faller,  or  rather  the  herb  of  grace. 

L>f.  They  are  not  herbs,  you  knave ,  they  are  nefc- hef  bs. 

Clo.  I  am  no  great  NebHcbadnezxjtr^ht^  have  not  much 

skill  in  grace- 
La.  Whether  doeft  thou  profefs  thy  felf,  a  knave  or  a 

fool?  r    ■         m  , 
'  Clo.  A  fool,  fir,  at  a  woraans  ierviee,  and  a  knave  at  a 
man?. 

La.  Your  diftinftion? 

Clo.  1  would  cozen  the  man  of  his  wife,  and  do  his  fer- 
vice. 

La.  So  you  were  a  knave  at  his  fervice  indeed. 

Clo.  And  1  would  give  his  wife  ray  bauble,  fir,  to  do 
her  fervice. 

La.  I  will  fubferibe  for  thee,  thou  art  both  knave  and 

fool. 
Clo-  At  your  fervice. 
La.  No,no,  no. 

Clo.  Why,  fir,  if  I  cannot  ferve  you,  1  can  ferve  as  great 
a  Prince  as  you  arc. 

La-  Who's  that,  a  Frenchman  ? 
Clo.  Faith,  fir,  a  has  an  Englifh  mean,  but  his  fifnony  is 

more  hotter  in  France  than  here. 
La.  What  Prince  is  that  ? 
Clo.  The  black  prince,  fir,  alias  the  prince  of  darkneft, 

alas  the  devil. 

La.  Hold  thee,  there's  my  purfe,  I  give  thee  not  this  to 

fuggeft  thee  from  thy  Mafter  thou  talk'ft  of,  ferve  him !  fti!». 

Qo.  lam  a  woodland  fellow,  fir,  that  always  loved 
a  great  fire,  and  the  raafterlfpeak  of  ever  keeps  a  good 

(ire,  but  fare  he  is  the  Prince  of  the  world,  let  his  No- 

bility remain  in's  Court.  I  am  for  the  houfe  with  the 
narrow  gate,  which  I  take  to  be  too  little  for  pomp  to 
enter:  fomethat  humble  themfelves  may,  but  the  ma- 

ny will  be  too  chill  and  tender,  and  they'l  be  for  the 
flowry  way  that  leads  to  the  broad  gate,  and  the  great 

fire. 
La.  Go  thy  ways,  1  begin  to  be  aweary  of  thee,  and 

I  tell  thee  fo  before,  becaule  I  would  not  fall  out  with  thee. 

Go  thy  ways,  let  my  horfes  bewell  look't  to,  without  a- 
ny  tricks. 

Clo.  If  1  put  any  tricks  upon  'em,  fir,  they  fhaH  be  Jades 
tricks,  which  are  their  own  right  by  the  law  of  Nature 

Exit. 
Laf.  A  fhrewd  knave,  and  an  unhappy. 

Lad.  So  a  is.  My  Lord  that's  gone,  made  himfelfmuch 
fportontof  hira,  by  his  authority  he  remains  here,  which 
he  thinks  is  a  patent  for  his  faucinefs,and  indeed  he  has  no 

pace,  but  he  runs  where  he  will. 

Laf,  I  like  him  well,  'tis  not  amifs:  and  I  was  about  to 
tell  you,  fince  I  heard  of  the  good  Ladies  death,  and  that 
ray  Lord  your  Con,  was  upon  his  return  home  j  I  moved 
the  Kirg  my  mafter  to  fpeak  in  the  behalf  of  my  daugh- 

ter ,  which  in  the  minority  of  them  both ,  his  Ma- 

jefty,  out  of  a  felf  gracious  remembrance  did  firft  pro- 

pofe  his  Highnefs  hath  promis'd  me  to  do  it,  and  to  flop 
up  the  difpleafure  he  hath  conceived  againft  your  fon, 

there  is  no  fitter  matter.  How  do"s  your  Ladifhip  like 
it? 

La.  With  very  much  content,  my  Lord,  and  I  wifh  it 

happily  cffleled. 
Laf.  His  Highnefs  eomes  port  from  Marfrfles,  of  as  able 

\  a  b  jdy  *s  when  henurobrcd  thirty,  3  will  be  here  to  mor- 

row, or  I  am  deceiv'd  by  hira  that  in  fuch  intelligence 

hath  feldom  fail'd. La.  It  rejoices  me  that  1  hope  I  dial]  fee  bim  ere  I  die. 
I  have  letters  that  ray  fon  will  be  here  to  night :  I  fhall  bc- 
feech  your  Lordfiiip  to  remain  with  me  till  they  meet  to- 

gether. 
Laf.  Madam',  I  was  thinking  with  what  Manners  I 

might  fafely  be  admitted. 
Lad,  You  need  but  plead  your  honourable  privi- ledg. 

Laf.  Lady,  of  that  I  have  made  a  bold  charter  ;  but  I 
thank  my  God  it  holds  yet. 

Enter  CloWtt. 

Clo.  O  Madam,  yonders  my  Lord  your  fon  with  a  patch 

of  velvet  on's  face  j  whether  there  be  a  fear  under't  or  no., 
the  Velvet  knows,  but  'tis  agoodly  patch  of  Velvet,  his 
left  cheek  is  a  cheek  of  two  pile  and  a  half,  but  his  right 
cheek  is  worn  bare. 

La.  A  fear  nobly  got : 

Or  a  noble  fear,  is  a  good  livery  of  honour. 
So  belike  is  that. 

Clo.  But  it  is  your  car binado'd  face. 
Laf.  Let  us  go  fee 

Your  fon  I  pray  you,  1  long  to  talk 
With  the  young  noble  foldier. 

Clo.  Faith  there's  a  dozen  of  *<m,  with  delicate  fine 
hats,  and  moft  courteous  Feathers,  which  bow  the  head, 
and  nod  at  every  man. 

Exeunt, 

Aftus  Quintus. 

Enter  Helen,  TVidow,  and  Diana,  with 
two  Attendants. 

Hel.  But  this  exceeding  polling  day  and  night , 
Muft  wear  your  fpiritslow,  we  cannot  help  it. 
But  fince  you  have  made  the  days  and  nights  as  one, 
To  wear  your  gentle  limbs  in  my  affairs, 
Behold  you  do  fo  grow  in  my  requital. 
As  nothing  can  unroot  you.    In  happy  time. 

Enter  a  Contleman  a  fir  anger. 

This  man  may  help  me  to  his  Majeftiesear, 
If  he  would  fpend  his  power.    God  fave  you  fir  : 

Cent.  And  you. 

Hel  Sir,  I  have  feen  you  in  the  Court  of  France. 
Gent.  1  have  been  fometimes  there. 

Hel.  I  do  pre  fume,  fir,  that  you  are  not  fallen 
From  the  report  that  goes  upou  your  goodnefs, 
And  therefore  goaded  with  moft  (harp  occafions, 
Which  lay  nice  manners  by,  I  put  you  to 
The  ufeof  your  own  vertues,  for  the  which 
1  fhall  continue  thankful. 

Gen.  What's  your  will  ? 
Hel.  That  it  will  pleafe  you 

To  give  this  poor  petition  to  the  King, 
And  aid  roe  with  that  ftore  of  power  you  have 
To  come  into  his  prefence. 

Gent.  The  Kings  not  here. 
Hel.  Not  here  fir? 
Gent.  Not  indeed , 

He  hence  remov'd  laft  night,  and  with  more  haft Than  is  his  ufe. 

Wid.  Lord,  how  we  lofe  cur  pains. 
Hel.  All's  well  that  ends  well  yet, 

Tho  time  ieem  fo  adverfe,  and  means  unfit : 
I  do  beleech  you,  whither  is  he  gone  ? 

Gent. 



Alls  well  that  ends  well 
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Gent.  Marry  as  I  take  it  to  Rojjillion, 
Whu her  I  am  going. 

Hel.  I  do  betecchyou  fir, 

Since  you  are  like  to  lee  the  King  before  me, 
Commend  the  Paper  to  his  gracious  hand  , 

Which  I  pre  fume  (hall  render  you  no  blame. 

But  rather  make  you  thank  your  pains  for  it. 

1  will  come  after  you  with  what  good  fpeed 
Our  means  will  make  us  means. 

gent.  This  Tie  do  for  you. 

Hel.  And  you  (hall  find  your  felf  to  be  well  thankt 
what  e're  fails  more*  We  muft  to  horle  again.  Go,  go, 

provide. 

Enter  Clown  and  Parolles. 

Far.  Good  M.  Levatch,  give  my  Lord  Lafew  this  Let- 

ter; Ihaveerenow,  fir,  been  better  known  to  you,  when 
have  held  familiarity  with  frefher  Cloaths     but  I  am 

now.,  fir,  muddied  in  fortunes  mood,  andfmell  fonewhat 

:rong  of  her  ftrong  difpleafure. 

Clo.  Truly,  Fortunes  difpleafure  is  but  flutt  (fr,  B  it 

fmell  fo  ftrongly  as  thou  fpeak'ft  of :  1  will  henceforth  eat 
no  Fifh  of  Fortunes  butt'ring.  Prethee ,  allow  the  W 

Far.  Nay*  you  need  not  toftop  your  Note,  fir :  I  fpeak 
juta  Metaphor. 

Clo.  Indeed,  fir,  if  your  Metaphor  ftink,  I  will  ftopray 

Nofe,  or  againlt  any  mans  Metaphor.  Prethee  g -i  thee  fur- ther. 

Par.  Pray  you,  fir,  deliver  me  this  Paper. 

Clo.  Foh,  prethee  ftand  away  j  a  Paper  from  Fourtunes 

Clofe-ftool»  to  give  to  a  Nobleman.    Look  here  he  comes 
limfelf. 

Enter  Lafew. 

Clo.  Here  is  a  pur  of  Fortunes,  fir,  or  of  Fortunes  Cat, 

iut  not  a  Mufcat  *,  that  hath  fain  into  the  unclean  Fifh- 

pond  of  her  difpleafure,  and  as  he  fays  muddied  withall. 

Pray  you,  fir,  ute  the  Carp  as  you  mav,  for  he  looks  like 

a  poor  decayed,  Ingenious,  Foolifh,  Rafcally  Knave.  1 

do  pity  hisdiftrefsinmy  Smiles  of  comfort,  and  leave  him 
to  your  Lordfhip. 

Far.  My  Lord,  I  am  a  man  whom  Fortune  hath  cruelly 

fcr&tch'd. 
Laf.  And  what  would  you  have  me  to  do?  Tis  too 

late  to  pare  her  Nails  now.  Wherein  have  you  plaied  the 
Knave  with  Fortune,  that  (he  fhould  Scratch  you,  who  of 

her  felf  is  a  good  Lady  .and  would  not  have  Knaves  thrive 

long  under  her  ?  There's  a  Cardecue  for  you  :  Let  the  }u- 

ftices  make  you  and  Fortune  friends  •,  I  am  for  other  bufi- nefs. 

Far.  I  befeech  your  honour,  to  hear  me  one  fingle 
word. 

Laf.  You  beg  a  fingle  penny  more :  Come  you  (hall 

ha't,  fave  your  word. 
Far.  My  name, my  good  Lord, is  Farolles. 
Laf.  You  beg  more  than  one  word  then.  Cox  my  paf- 

fion,  give  me  your  hand  :  How  does  your  Drum? 
Far.  O  my  good  Lord,  you  were  the  firft  that  found 

me. 
Laf.  Was  1  infooth?  And  I  was  the  firft  that  loft  thee. 
Far.  It  lies  in  you,  ray  Lord,to  bring  me  in  forne  grace, 

for  you  did  bring  me  out. 
Laf.  Out  upon  the  Knave,  doeft  thou  put  upon  me  at 

once,  both  the  Office  of  God  and  Devil:  one  brings  thee 

in  grace,  and  the  other  brings  thee  out.  The  King's  com- 
ing I  know  by  his  Trumpets.    Sirrah,  enquire  further  af- 

I  ter  rne5  I  bad  talk  of  you  laft  Night,  thoyou  are  a  Fool 
J  and  a  Knave,  you  (hall  eat,  go  to,  follow. 

Tar.  I  praif:  God  for  you. 

FlmrifaEnter  King,  old  Lady,  Lafew,  the  two  French 
Lords,  with  Attendants. * 

Kin.  We  loft  a  Jewel,  and  our  efleem 
Was  made  much  poorer  by  it  !  but  your  Son, 

As  mad  in  folly,  lack'd  the  fenle  to  know Her  eftimation  home. 

Old  La.  'Tis  paft,  my  Liege, 
And  I  befeech  your  Majefty  to  make  it 

Natural  Rebellion,  done  i'th  blade  of  Youth, 
When  Oyl  and  Fire,  too  flrong  for  reafons  force , 
Ore  bears  it  and  burns  on. 

Kin.  My  honour'd  Lady  , 
I  have  forgiven  and  forgotten  all , 
Tho  ray  revenges  were  high  bent  upon  him, 
And  watch'd  the  time  to  fhoot. 

Laf.  This  I  muft  fay, 

But  firft  I  beg  my  pardon  \  the  young  Lord 
Did  to  his  Majefty,  his  Mother,  and  his  Lady? 

Offence  of  mighty  note  •,  but  to  himfelf 
The  greateft  wrong  of  all.    He  loft  a  Wife, 
Whofe  beauty  did  aftonifh  the  furvey 
Of  lichefi  eyes  :  whofe  words  all  ears  took  captive 

Whofe  deep  perfection,  hearts  that  fcorn'd  to  ferve, 
Humbly  call'd  Miftris. 

Kin.  Praifing  what  is  loft  , 
Makes  the  remembrance  dear.    Well,  call  him  hither, 

We  are  reconcil'd,  and  the  firft  view  fhall  kill 
All  repetition :  Let  him  not  ask  our  pardon , 
The  nature  of  his  great  offence  is  dead, 
And  deeper  than  Oblivion,  we  do  bury 

Th'incenfing  relicksof  it.    Let  him  approach 
A  ftranger,  no  Offender ;  and  inform  him 
So  'tis  our  wi!l  he  fhould. 

(gent,  I  fhall  my  Liege. 
Kin.  What  fays  he  to  your  Daughter, 

Have  you  fpoke  ? 

Laf.  All  that  he  is,  hath  reference  to  your  Highnefs. 
Kin.  Then  fhall  we  have  a  match.    I  have  Letters  fent 

me,  that  fets  him  high  in  fame. 

Enter  Count  Bertram. 

Laf.  He  looks  well  on'r. Kin.  1  am  not  a  day  of  feafon, 
For  thou  maift  fee  a  Sun-fhine,  and  a  Hail 
In  me  at  once  ;  But  to  the  brighteft  Beams 
Diffracted  Clouds  give  w,ay,  fo  fhnd  thou  forth, 
Th^  time  is  fair  again. 

Ber.  M  y  high  repented  blames  > 
Dear  Soveraign,  pardon  me. 

Kin.  All  is  whole, 

Not  one  word  more  of  the  confumed  time;, 

Let's  takefthe  inffant  by  the  forward  top: 
For  we  are  old,  and  our  quick'ft  decrees 
Th' inaudible,  and  noifelefs  foot  of  time 
Steals,  ere  we  can  effect  them.    You  remember 
The  Daughter  of  this  Lord  ? 

Her.  Admiringly,  my  Liege,  at  firft 
I  ftuck  my  choice  upon  her,  ere  my  heart 
Durft  make  too  bold  a  herald  of  my  Tongue : 
Where  the  Irnpreffion  of  mine  Eye  enfixing, 
Contempt  his  fcornful  Perfpeftive  did  lend  me, 
Which  wrapt  the  line  of  every  other  favour, 

Scorn'd  a  fair  colour,  or  expreftit  ftoln, 
Extended  or  contracted  all  proportions 
To  a  mo  ft  hideous  Object.    Then  it  came, 

That  (he  whom  all  men  prais'd,  and  whom  my  felf, 
Since  I  have  loft,  have  lov'd  ;  was  in  mine  Eye 
The  duft  that  did  offend  it. 

Kin.  Well  excus'd  : 
That  thou didft  love  her,  ftrikes  force  fcores  away 

From  the  great  compt ;  but  love  that  comes  too  late, 
Like  a  rcmorfdul  pardon  flowly  carried  . 

To  the  great  fender,  turns  a  fowre  offence, 

Crying,  that's  good  that's  gone:  our  rafh  faults 
Make  trial  price  of  ferious  things  we  have, 

Not 
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Not  knowing  them,  until  we  know  their  grave. 
OU  ourdifpleafurestoour  fclves  unjuft, 
Dtftroy  our  friends,and  after  weep  their  duft: 

Our  own  love  waking,  cries  to  fee  what's  done, 
While  fhapeful  hate  fleepsout  the  afternoon. 
Be  this  fweet  Hellens  knell,  and  now  forget  her. 
S?nd  forth  ̂ our  amorous  token  for  fair  Maudlin, 

The  main  contents  are  had,  and  here  we'll  ftay 
To  lee  our  widowers  fecond  marriage  day ; 
which  better  than  thefirft,  O  dear  heaven  blefs, 

Or,  ere  they  meet  in  tne,0  Nature  ceafe. 
Laf.  Come  on  my  fon,  in  whom  my  houfes  name 

Muft  be  digefted :  give  a  favour  from  you 
To  fparkle  in  the  fpirits  of  my  daughter, 
That  fhe  may  quickly  come.   By  my  old  beard, 

And  ev'ry  hair  that's  on*r,  HtUtn  that's  dead 
i  Was  a  fweet  creature  :  fuch  a  Ring  as  this, 

'  The  laft  that  ere  I  took  her  leave  at  Court, 
I  faw  upon  her  finger. 

Br.  Here  it  was  not. 

Kin.  Now  pray  you  let  me  fee  it.  For  mine  eye, 

While  1  was  fpeaking,  oft  was  faflen'd  to't  : 
This,  Ring  was  mine,  and  when  I  gave  it  HeUen, 
1  bad  her,  if  her  fortunes  ever  flood 
N.ceffited  to  help,  that  by  this  token 
I  would  relieve  her.  Had  you  that  craft  to  reave  her 
Of  what  mould  ftead  her  moft  ?  • 

Ber.  My  gracious  Soveraign, 
How  ere  it  pleafes  you  to  take  it  fo, 
The  Ripg  was  never  hers. 

Old  La.  Son,  on  my  life 

I  have  feen  her  wear  it,  and  fhe  reckoned  it 
At  her  lives  rate. 

Ltf.  1  am  fure  I  faw  her  wear  it* 

Bar.  You  are  deceiv'd  my  Lord,  fhe  ntver  faw  it  > 
In  Florence  was  it  from  a  cafement  thrown  me, 

Wrap'd  in  a  paper,  which  eontain'd  the  name 
Of  her  that  threw  it:  Noble  fhe  was,  and  thought 

I  flood  ingag'd,butwhenl  had  fubferib'd 
To  mine  own  fortune,  and  inform'd  her  fully, I  coul  J  net  anfwer  in  that  courfe  of  honour 
As  fhe  had  made  the  overture,  fhe  ceaft 
In  heavy  fatisfacTion,  and  would  never 
Receive  the  Ring  again. 

Kin.  Flatus  himtelf, 
That  knows  the  tin£t  and  multiplying  medicine, 
Hath  not  in  natures  myftery  more  fcience, 

Than  I  have  in  this  Ring.  'Twas  mine,  'twas  Hellens, 
Who  ever  gave  it  you  :  then  if  you  know 
That  you  are  well  acquainted  with  your  felf, 

Coofefs  'twashers,  and  by  what  rough  enforcement 
You  got  it  from  her.  ShecaU'd  theSaints  tefurety, 
That  fhe  would  never  put  it  from  her  finger, 
Unl-:  Is  fhe  gave  it  to  your  felf  in  bed, 

Wh  re  you'have  never  come :  or  fent  it  us 
Upon  her  great  difafter. 

Ber.  She  never  faw  it- 

Kin.  Thou  fpeak'fl  it  falfly  :  as  I  love  mine  honour,. 
And  mak'fl  conjectural  fears  to  come  into  me, 
Which  I  would  fain  fhut  cut ;  if  it  fhould  prove 

That  tbou  art  to  inhuman,  'twill  not  prove  fo. 
And  yet  I  know  not,  thou  did  ft  hate  her  deadly, 
And  fhe  is  dead,  which  nothing  but  to  clofe 
Her  eyes  ray  felf,  could  win  me  to  believe, 
More  than  to  fee  this  Ring.  Take  him  away, 
My  fore-pad  proofs,  how  ere  the  matter  fall 
Shall  tax  my  fears  of  little  vanity, 

Having  vainly  fear*d  too  little.    Away  with  htm, 
We'll  fift  this  matter  further. 

Fir.  If  you  lhall  prove 
This  Ring  was  ever  hers,  you  fhal!  as  eafy 
Prove  that  I  husbanded  her  bed  in  Florence9 
Where  yet  file  never  was. 

Enter  a  Qetttleman.' 
Kin.  I  am  wrap'd  in  difmal  thinkings. 
Cent.  Gracious  Soveraign. 

Whether  I  have  been  too  blame  or  no,  I  know  not* 
Here's  a  petition  from  a  Florentine, 
Who  have  for  four  or  five  removes  come  fhort, 
To  tender  it  her  felf.  I  undertook  it, 
VanquiftYd  thereto  by  the  fair  grace  and  fpeech 
Of  the  poor  fuppliant,  who  by  this  I  know 
Is  here  attending  i  her  bufinefs  looks  in  her 
With  an  importing  vifage,  and  fhe  told  me 
In  a  fweet  verbal  brief,  it  did  concern 

Ycur  Highnefs  with  her  felf. 

A  Letter. 

Vpon  bis  many  proteftations  to  marry  me,  when  his  wife  was 
dead, I  blujhtto  fay  it,  he  won  me.  Now  is  the  Count 
Roffillion  Widower,  his  vows  are  forfeited  to  me,  and  my 
honours  paid  to  him.  He  ftole  from  Florence,  taking  no 
leave,  and  1  follow  him  to  this  Country  for  Jufiice  :  Grant 
it  me,  O  King,  in  you  it  heft  lies,  otherwise  a  feducer  flow 
rijhestand  a  poor  Maid  is  undone. Diana  Capilet. 

Laf.  I  will  buy  me  a  fon  in  Law  in  a  fear,  and  toule  him 
for  this.  Tie  none  of  him. 

Kin.  The  heavens  have  thought  well  on  thee,  Lafew, 

To  bring  forth  this  difcov'ry.  feek  the  futors  t 
Go  fpeedily,  and  bring  again  the  Count. 

Enter  Bertram- 

1  am  afcard  the  life  of  Hellen  (Lady) 

Was  foully  fnatch'd. Old  L<*.Nuw  jufiice  on  the  doers. 
Kin.  I  wonder  fir,  wives  arc  fo  monflrous  to  you, 

And  that  you  fly  them  as  you  fwear  them  Lordfhip, 

Yet  you  defire  to  marry.  What  woman's  that  i 

JEwffr  Widow,  Diana, <*WParoIIes. 

Dt4  I  am,  my  Lord,  a  wretched  Florentine, 
Derived  from  the  ancient  Capiier, 

My  fuit,  as  I  understand  you  know 
And  therefore  know  how  far  I  may  be  pitied. 

Wid.  I  am  her  Mother,  fir,  whofe  age  and  honour 
Both  fuffer  under  this  complaint  we  bring, 
And  both  fhall  ceafe,,  without  your  remedy. 

Kin.  Come  hither,Count,doyou  know  thefe  Women? 
Ber.  MyLord,  I  neither  can  nor  will  deny, 

But  that  1  know  them,  do  they  charge  me  further  ? 
Dia.  Why  do  you  look  foftrange  upon  ycur  wife? 

Ber.  She's  none  of  mine,  my  Lord; 
Dia.  If  you  fhall  marry 

You  give  away  this  hand,  and  that  is  mine  : 
You  give  away  heavens  vows,  and  thofe  are  mine ; 
You  give  away  my  felf, which  is  known  mine: 
For  I  by  vow  am  fo  embodied  yours, 
That  fhe  which  marries  you,  muft  marry  me, 
Either  both  or  none. 

Laf.  Your  reputation  comes  too  fhort  for  my  daughter, 
you  are  no  husband  for  her. 

Ber.  My  Lord,  this  is  a  fond  and  defperate  creature, 

Whom  fometirne  I  have  Laugh'd  with:  Let  your  Highnefs 
Lay  a  more  noble  thought  upon  mine  honour, 
Than  for  to  think  that  I  would  fink  it  here. 

Kin.  Sir,  for  my  thoughts,  you  have  them  ill  to  friend, 
Till  your  deeds  gain  them  fairer :  prove  your  honour, 
Then  in  my  thought  it  lies. 

Dian.  Good  my  Lord, 

Ask  him  upon  his  oath,  if  he  do's  think 
He  had  not  my  virginity. 

King 



A$s  well  that  aids  well 

Kin.  What  faift  thou  to  her  ? 

Btr.  She's  impudent,  ray  Lord, 
And  was  a  common  gamefter  to  the  Camp. 

'Dia.  He  do's  me  wrong,  ray  Lord  :  If  1  were  fo, 

He  might  have  bought  me  at  a  common  price. 
Do  not  believe  him.  O  behold  this  Ring, 

Whofe-high  refpeft  and  rich  validity 

Did  lack  a  parallel :  yet'for  all  that 

He  gave  it  to  a  Commoner  a'th  Camp If  1  be  one.  < 

Old  La.  He  blufhes,  and 'tis  hit: 
Of  fix  preceding  Anceftors,  that  Jem 

Confer'd  by  teftament  to  th'  fequent  ifTue 
Hath  it  been  owed  and  worn.    This  is  his  wife, 

That  Ring's  a  thoufand  proofs.  - 
King.  Me  thought  you  faid 

You  faw  one  here  in  Court  could  witnefs  it. 

Din.  I  did,  my  Lord,  but  loath  am  to  produce 

So  bad  an  inftrument  j  his  name's  Tarolles. 
Lif  1  faw  the  man  to  day,  if  man  he  be. 

Kin.  Find  him,  and  bring  him  hither.' 
Rof.  What  of  him  ? 

He's  quoted  for  a  moft  perfidious  flave 

With  all  thefpots  a'th  world ,  taxt  and  deboifh'd, Whofe  nature  fickens  :  but  to  fpeak  a  truth, 

Am  I,  or  that  or  this,  for  what  he'll  utter, That  will  fpeak  any  thing  ? 
Kin.  She  hath  that  Ring  of  yours . 

R>f.  1  think  (he  has ;  certain  it  is  I  lik'd  her, 
And  boorded  her  i'th  wanton  way  of  youth  : 

She  knew  her  diftance,  and  did  ang'e  of  me, 

Madding  my  eagernefs  with  her  reftraint, 

As  all  impediments  in  fancies  courfe 
Are  motives  of  more  fancy,  and  in  fine, 

Her  infuit  coming  with  her  modern  grace, 

Subdu'dmeto  her  rate    (he  got  the  Ring, 
And  I  had  that  which  any  inferior  might 
At  Market  price  have  bought. 

Dim.  I  muft  be  pa  ient : 

You  that  have  turn'd  off  a  firft  fo  noble  wife, 
May  juftlydietm?.  I  pray  you  yet, 

(Since  you  lack  virtue,  I  will  lofe  a  husband^ 
Send  for  your  Ring,I  will  return  it  home, 
And  give  me  mine  again. 

Bof.  I  have  it  not. 
King.  What  Ring  was  yours,  I  pray  you? 
Dian.  Sir,  much  like  the  fame  upon  your  finger: 
Kin.  Know  you  this  Ring,  this  Ring  was  his  of  late. 
Dia.  And  this  was  it  I  gave  him,beingabed. 
King.  The  ftory  then  goes  falfe,  you  threw  it  him 

Out  of  a  Cafcment. 
Dia*  1  have  fpoke  the  truth.  Enter  Parolles. 
Rof.  My  Lord,  I  do  conftfs  the  Ring  was  hers. 
Kin.  You  boggle  fhrewdly,  every  feather  ftarts  you  : 

Is  this  the  man  you  fpeak  of? 
Dia.  I,  my  Lord. 
Kin.  Tell  me,  firrah,  but  tell  me  true  I  charge  you, 

Not  fearing  the  difpleafure  of  your  Mafter  : 
CWhich  on  your  juft  proceeding,  Tie  keep  off ) 
By  him,  and  by  this  woman  here,  what  know  you  ? 

Par.  So  pleafeyour  Majefty,  my  Mafter  hath  been  an 
honourable  Gentleman.  Tricks  he  hath  had  in  him, 
which  Gentlemen  have. 

Kin,  Come,  come,  to  th'  purpofe  ;  Did  he  love  this woman  ? 

Far.  Fiith  fir,  he  did  love  her,  but  how  ! 
Kin.  How  I  pray  you? 
Par.  He  did  love  her,  fir,  as  a  Gent,  loves  a  Woman. 
Kin.  How  is  that  ? 

Par.  He  lov'd  her,  fir,  and  lov'd  her  not. 
Kin.  As  thou  art  a  Knave  aud  no  Knave,  what  an 

equivocal  Companion  is  this  ? 
Par.  Iam  a  poor  man,  and  at  your  Majefties  com 

mand. 
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Laf.  He't  a  good  drum,  my  Lord,  but  a  naughty  Ora- tour. 

Dia.  Do  you  knew  he  promi'd  me  marriage  > 
Par.  Faith,  1  know  more  than  I'ie  fpeak. 
Kin.  But  wilt  t  hou  not  fpeak  all  thou  know'ft  ? 
Tar.  Yes,  fo  pleafe  your  Majefty  :  I  did  go  between 

them,  as  I  faid }  but  more  than  that,  he  loved  her  :  for 
indeed  he  was  mad  for  her,  and  talkt  of  Sathan,  and 
of  Limbo  :  and  of  Furies,  and  I  know  not  what :  yet 
1  was  in  that  credit  with  them  at  that  time,  that  I  knew 
of  their  going  to  bed,  and  of  other  motions,  as  p  (  - 
mifing  her  marriage,  and  things  that  would  derive  me  ill 
well  to  fpeak  of ;  therefore  I  will  not  fpeak  what  I 
know. 

Kin.  Thou  haft  fpoken  all  already  ,  unlefs  thou  canft 
fay  they  are  married  5  but  thou  art  too  fine  in  thy  evi- 

dence •  Therefore  ftand  a  fide.  This  Ring  you  fay  was 

yours. 

Dia.  I ,  my  good  Lord. 

Kin.  Where  did  you  buy  it?  or  who  gave  it  you  ? 
Dia.  It  was  not  given  me,  nor  did  not  buy  it. 
Km,  Who  lent  it  you  ? 
Dia.  it  was  not  lent  me  neither. 

Kin.  Where  did  you  find  it  then  ? 
Dia.  I  found  it  not. 

Kin.  If  it  were  yours  by  none  of  all  thefe  ways, 
How  could  you  give  it  him  ? 

Dia.  I  never  gave  it  him. 

Laf.  This  woman's  an  eafy  glove,  my  Lord,  (he  goes  off and  on  at  pleafure. 

Kin.  J  his  Ring  was  mine,  I  gave  it  his  fkft  wife. 
Dia  It  might  be  yours,  or  hers,  for  ought  1  know.. 
Kin.  Take  her  away,  I  do  not  like  her  now, 

To  prifen  with  her  :  and  away  with  him, 

Unlefs  thou  tell'ft  me  where  thou  hadft  this  Ring, Thou  dieft  within  this  hour. 
Dia-  Yk  never  tell  you< 
Kin.  Take  her  away. 
Dia.  l  ie  put  in  bail  my  Liege. 

Kin.  I  think  thee  now  l'ome  common  Cuftomer. 
Dia.  By  Jove  if  ever  I  kriew  man,  'twas  you. 
Kin.  Wherefore  haft  thou  accus'd  him  all  this  while? 

Dia.  Becaufe  he's  guilty,  and  he  is  not  guilty 
He  knows  I  am  no  Maid,  and  he'll  fwear  to't ; 
I'le  fwear  I  am  a  Maid,  and  he  knows  not. 
Great  King»I  am  no  ftrumpet,  by  my  life, 
I  am  either  Maid,  or  eife  this  oid  mans  wife. 

Kin.  She  do's  abufe  our  ears,  to  prifon  with  her. 
Dia.  Good  mother  fetch  my  bay'.  Stay,  Royal  fir3 

The  Jeweller  that  owes  the  Ring  is  lent  for, 
And  he  fhall  furety  me.  But  for  this  Lord, 
Who  hath  abus'd  me  as  he  knows  himlelf, 
Thoyethe  never  heard  me,  here  I  quu  him. 

He  knows  himfelf  my  bed  he  hath  defil'd, 
And  at  that  time  he  got  his  wife  with  child  • 
Dead  tho  ftie  be,  fhe  feels  her  young  one  kick  s 

So  there's  my  riddle,  one  that's  dead  is  quickj, 
And  now  behold  the  meaning. 

Enter  Hellen  and  Widow* 

Kn  .  Is  there  no  exorcift 
Beguilrs  the  true  Officer  of  mine  eyes  ? 
h't  real  that  lfee  ? 

Hel.  No,  my  good  Lord, 

'Tis  but  the  fhadowof  a  Wife  you  fee* 
The  name,  and  not  the  thing. 

Rof.  Both,  both,  O  pardon. 

Hel.  ohj  my  good  Lord,  when  I  Was  like  this  Maid, 
I  found  you  wondrous  kind,  there  is  your  R  ing 

And  look  you,  here's  your  Letter  •  this  it  fays, 
When  from  my  ringer  you  can  pet  this  Ring, 
And  is  by  me  with  child,  &c.  This  is  done, 
Will  you  be  mine,  now  you  are  doubly  won  ? 

 X,f 
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Twelf-night,  Or  what  you  will, 

Rf.li  fhe,  my  Liege,  can  make  roe  know  this  clearly, 

I'le  love  her  dearly,  ever ,  ever  dearly. 
Hel.  If  it  appear  not  plain,  and  prove  untrue, 

Deadly  divorce  ftep  between  me  and  you. 
C>,my  dear  mother,  do  I  fee  you  living? 

Laf.  Mine  eyes  fmell  Onions,I  fhafl  weep  anon: 
Good  Tom  Drum,  lend  me  a  handkercher. 

So  I  thank  thee,  wait  on  me  home,  I'le  make  fport  with 
thee  :  Let  thy  curtfies  alone,  they  are  fcurvy  ones. 

King.  Let  us  from  point  to  point  thisftory  know, 
To  make  the  even  truth  in  pleafure  flow  : 

If  thou  beeft  yet  a  frefli  uncropped  flower, 
Choofe  thou  thy  husband,  and  He  pay  thy  dower. 
For  I  can  guefs,  that  by  thy  honeft  aid, 

Thou  keepeft  a  Wife  her  felf,  thy  felf  a  Maid. 
Of  that  and  all  the  progrefs  more  and  lefs, 
Rcfolvedly  morelcifure  fballexprefs : 
All  yet  feems  well, and  if  it  end  fo  meer, 
The  bitter  pad,  more  welcome  is  the  fweet. 

Flourijb. 

THe  King's  a  Beggar,  now  the  Play  is  done. All  is  mil  ended,  if  his  fuit  be  won  , 

That  you  exprefs  content  \  which  we  will  pay, 
With  jltifc  to  pleafe  you,  day  exceeding  day  j 
Ours  be  your  patience  then,  and  yours  our  parts. 
Tour  gentle  hands  lend  usv  and  t*\e  our  hearts. 

Ex;  Om. 

Twelf-Night,  Or  what  you  will 

ARus  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Orfino  Duke  of  IUyria,  Curio,  and 
tther  Lords. 

Dukf. 

F  Mufick  be  the  food  of  Love,  play 

on, 

Give  me  excefs  of  it  •■>  that  forfeiting, 
The  appetite  may  ficken,  and  fo  die. 
That  ftrain  agen,it  had  a  dying  fall : 

0,it  comeo're  my  ear,  like  the  fweet 
found 

That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  Violets , 
Stealing,  and  giving  Odour.  Enough, 

no  more, 

Tis  not  fo  fyvect  now,  as  it  was  before. 
O  fpirit  of  Love,  how  quick  and  frefh  art  thou, 
That  notwithftanding  thy  capacity, 
Receiveth  as  the  Sea.  Nought  enters  there, 

Of  what  validity,  and  pitch  foe're, 
But  falls  into  abatement,  and  low  price, 
Even  in  a  minute   fo  full  of  fhapes  is  fancy, 
That  it  alone  is  high  fantastical. 

Cur.  Will  you  go  hunt,  my  Lord  ? 
Du.  What  Curia? 
Cur.  The  Hart. 

Du.  why  fo  I  do,  thenobleft  that  I  have  : 
O  when  mine  eyes  did  fee  Olivia  firft, 

Me  thought  fhe  purg'd  the  air  of  peftilcnce  ; 
That  inftant  was  I  turn'd  into  a  Hart, 
And  my  defires,like  fell  and  cruel  hounds, 
Ere  fince  purfue  me.    How  now,  what  news  from  her  ? 

|  And  water  once  a  day  her  Chambers  round 
With  eye-offending  brine  :  all  this  to  feafon 
A  brothers  dead  love,  which  fhe  would  keep  frefli 
And  lafting  in  her  fad  remembrance. 

Dh.  O  fhe  that  hath  a  heart  of  this  fine  frame, 
To  pay  this  debt  of  love  but  to  a  brother, 
How  will  fhe  love,  when  the  rich  Golden  fhafc 

Hath  kill'dthe  flock  of  all  affedtions  elfe 
That  live  in  her.    When  Liver,  Brain,  and  Heart, 

Thefe  foveraign  thrones  are  all  fuppli*dand  fili'd 
Her  fweet  prefeftions  with  one  felf-fame  king : 
Away  before  me,  to  fweet  beds  of  Flowers, 

Love  thoughts  lies  rich,  when  canopy'd  with  bowers. 

Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Viola  a  Captain,  andSiylors. 

Enter  Valentine. 

Vol.  So  pkafe  my  Lord,  I  might  not  be  admitted, 
Jut  .Vom  her  hand-maid  do  return  this  anfwer  : 
i  ̂If  rnent  it  felf,  till  feven  years  heat, 

Shall  not  behold  her  face  at  ample  view  : 
But  Lkea  Cloyftrefs  fhe  will  vailed  walk, 

Vio.  Whatcountrey(Fricnds)is  this? 
Cap.  This  is  Jllyria,  Lady. 

Vio.  And  whatfhould  I  do  in  Jllryia? 
My  Brother  he  is  in  Elizium, 

Perchance  he  is  not  drown'd  •   What  think  you,  Sailors  ? 
Cap,  It  is  perchance  that  you  your  felf  were  faved. 
Vio.  O  my  poor  brother,  and  fo  perchance  may  he  be. 
Cap.  Tsue  Madam,  and  to  comfort  you  with  chance, 

Allure  your  felf  after  our  fhip  did  fplit, 
When  you,  and  thofe  poor  number  faved  with  you, 
Hung  on  our  droving  boat :  I  faw  your  brother 
Moff  provident  in  peril,  bind  hirofelf, 
(Courage  and  hope  both  teaching  him  the  praftife) 

To  a  ftrong  Maft,  thatliv'd  upon  the  Sea  *, 
Where  like  Or/00  on  the  Dolphins  back, 

I  faw  h>m  hold  scquaintance  with  the  Waves; 

So 
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So  long  as  1  could  fee. 

Vto.  tor  faying  fo,  there's G:>'d  : M.ne  own  efcape  tmfoldethto  my  hope, 

Whereto  v  y  tbeechferves  for  authoiity 

The  like  of  him.    KnowM:  thou  this  Countrey  .? 

Cap.  I,  MUdasn,  well  :  for  I  was  bred  and  born 
Not  three  hours  travel  from  ihisvery  place 

Vto-  Who  governs  here  ? 
Cap.  A  Noble  Duke  in  nature,  as  in  name. 
Vio.  What  is  his  narae? 

Cap.  Orfino. 
Vie.  Orfino  !  I  have  heard  my  Fithcr  name  him- 

He  was  a  Batchellor  then. 

Cap.  And  fo  is  now,  or  was  fo  very  late : 
For  but  a  month  ago  1  went  from  henee, 

And  then 'twas  frefh  in  murmur  (as  you  know 
Whatgreatonesdo,  the  lefs  will  prattle  of^ 
That  he  did  feek  the  love  of  fair  Olivia. 

Vio.  What's  fhe  ? 
Cap.  A  virtuous  Maid,  the  daughter  of  a  Count, 

That  di'd  fome  twelvemonth  fince,then  leaving  her 
In  the  protection  of  hisfon,  her  brother, 

Who  fhortly  alfo  di'd  :  for  whofe  dear  love 
(They  fay)  (he  had  abjur'd  the  fight 
And  company  of  men. 

Vio.  O  that  I  ferv'd  that  Lady, 
And  might  not  be  delivered  to  the  world 
Till  I  had  made  mine  own  occafion  mellow 
What  my  eftate  is. 

Cap.  That  were  hard  to  compafs, 
Secaufe  fhe  will  admit  no  kind  of  fiiit, 
No  not  the  Dukes. 

Vio.  There  is  a  fair  behaviour  in  thee, Captain  % 
And  tho  that  nature,  with  a  beauteous  wall 
Doth  oft  clofe  in  pollution    yet  of  thee, 
I  will  believe,  thou  haft  a  mind  that  fuits 
With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  Character. 
I  prethee  (  and  He  pay  thee  bounteoufly  ) 
Conceal  me  what  I  am,  and  be  ray  aid. 
For  fuch  difguife  as  haply  fhall  become 

The  form  of  ray  intent.  I'le  ferve  this  Duke, 
Thou  fhalt  prelent  me  as  an  Eunuch  to  him, 
It  miy  be  worth  thy  pains :  lor  1  can  fing, 
And  fpeakto  him  in  many  forts  of  Mufick, 
That  will  allow  roe  very  worth  his  fervice; 
What  elle  may  hap,  to  time  I  will  commit, 
Only  (hape  thou  thv  filence  to  my  wit. 

Cap.  Be  you  his  Eunuch,  and  your  Mute  I'le  be, 
When  my  tongue  blahs,  then  let  mine  eyes  not  fee. 

Vto.  I  thank  thee:  Lead  me  on  Exeunt. 

) 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  SjrToby><z»iMaria. 

Sir  To.  What  a  plague  means  my  Neece  to  take  the 

death  of  her  brother  thus  ?  I  am  fure  care's  an  enemy  to life. 

Mar.  By  my  troth,  fir  Toby,  you  muft  come  in  earlier 
anights:  yourCoufin,  my  Lady,  takes  great  exceptions 
to  your  ill  hours. 

T i,t  VVny  Itt  her  except,  before  excepted. 

'Mar.  1,  but  you  muft  confine  your  felf  within  the  mo- deft  limits  of  order. 

To.  Confine?  I'le  confine  my  felf  no  finer  than  1  am: 
thefe  clothes  are  good  enough  to  drink  in,  and  fo  be  thefe 
boots  too  ;  and  they  be  not,  let  them  hang  themfelves  in 
their  own  ftraps. 

M>r.  That  quaffing  and  drinkiug  wiil  undo  you  *  I 
heard  my  Lady  talk  of  it  yefter-day ,  and  of  ■  foolifh 

knightthat  you  brought  in  one  night  hereto  be  her  wooer? 
To.  VVho,Sir  Andrew  tAgue-chet^ 
Ma.  I  he. 

To.  He's  as  tall  a  man  as  any's  in  Byria. 
Ma.  What's  that  to  th'  purpofe  ? 
To.  Why  he  has  three  thousand  D.icats  a  year. 

Ma.  I,  but  he'll  have  but  a  year  in  all  thefe  Ducats : 
He's  a  very  fool,  and  a  prodigal. 

To.  Fie,  that  you'll  lay  fo :  he  plays  o'ch  Viol-dt-gara- 
boys,  and  fpeaks  three  or  four  Languages  word  for  word 
without  book,  and  hath  all  the  good  gifts  of  nature. 

Mar.  He  hath  indeed,  a'moft  natural:  for  besides  that 

he'5  a  fool,  he's  a  great  quarreller:  and  but  that  he  hath 
the  gift  of  a  Coward,  to  allay  theguft  he  hath  in  quarrel- 

ing,'iis  thought  among  the  prudent,  he  would  quickly  have 
the  gift  of  a  grave. 

lob.  By  this  hand  they  are  fcouncHels  and  fubftr actors 
that  fay  fo  of  him»  Who  are  they  ? 

Mar.  They  that  add  moreover,  he's  drunk  nightly  in 
your  company. 

To.  VVith  drinking  healths  to  my  Neece:  lie  diink  to 
heras  long  as  there  is  a  pafTage  in  rr.y  throat,  snd  drinkin 

lllyria:  he's  a  Coward  and  a  Coyftril  that  will  not  drink 
to  my  Neece,  till  his  brains  turn  o'th'  to,  like  a  parifh  top. 
What  wench  ?  Cajlilianovulgo  -  for  here  comes  Sir  Andrew 

tsigueface. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 

And.  S\t  Toby  Belch.  How  now  Sir  Toby  Belch! 
To.  Sweet  Sit  Andrew. 

And.  Bleisy^u  tair  Shrew. 
Mar   And  you  too  fir. 

Tub  AccqpL  Sir  esfndrew accoft* 
And.  What's  that  ? 
To.  My  Nccces Chamber  maid. 
An.  Good  Miftris  accoft,  I  defire  better  acquaintance. 
Ma.  My  name  is  Mary  fir. 
And.  Good  Miftrefs  Mary,  accoft. 
To.  You  miftake  Knight :  Accoft  is,  front  her,  boord 

her,  wooe  her,  affail  her. 

And.  By  my  troth*  I  would  not  undertake  her  in  this 
company.  Is  that  the  meaning  of  Accoft? 

Mar.  Fare  you  well  Gentlemen. 
To.  And  thou  let  her  part  fo,  Sir  Andrew ^  would  thou 

raighft  never  draw  fword  agen. 
tAnd.  And  you  part  fo  Miftrefs,I  would  I  might  never 

draw  fword  agen.  Fair  Lady,  do  you  think  you  have  fools 

in  hand  ? 
Ma.  Sir,  I  have  not  you  by  th' hand. 
And.  Marry  but  you  fhall  have,  and  here's  ray  hand. 
Mar.  Now  fir,  thought  is  free  :  1  pray  you  bring  your 

hand  to  th'  Buttery  bar,  and  let  it  drink. 
An.  Wherefore  (Tweet  heart  ?  )  what's  your  Meta- 

phor ? 
Mar.  It's  dry  fir. 
An.  Why  1  think  fo  :  I  am  not  fuch  an  afs,  but  I  can 

keep  my  hand  dry.  But  what's  your  jeft  ? 
Ma.  A  dry  jeft,  fir. 
And.  Are  you  full  of  them? 

Ma.  IS  r,  I  have  them  at  my  finger  ends :  marry  now 
I  let  go  your  hand,  I  am  barren. 

Exit  Maria. 
Ttb.  O  knight,  thou  lack'ft  a  cup  of  Canary  :  when  did 

1  fee  thee  fo  put  down  ? 

And.  Never  in  your  life,  I  think,  unlefs  you  fee  Cana- 
ry put  down:  me  thinks  foraetiraes  I  have  no  raoaj  wit 

than  a  Chnftian,  or  an  ordinary  man  has  but  I  am  a 

great  eater  of  Beef,  and  I  believe  that  do's  harm  to  my wit. 

To.  No  queftion. 

ytf«.And  1  thought  that,  Tde  forfwear  it.  I'le  ride  home 
to  morrow,  fir  Toby. 

To'  Pur-quoy,  my  dear  knight  .* 

An. 
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An.  What  is  pur  quoy  ?  Do,  or  not  do  t  1  would  1 

had  bt flowed  that  time  in  the  tongues,  that  I  havt:  in  fen- 

cing,  dancing,  and  bear-baiting  :  O  had  I  but  followed thw  Arts. 

To.  Then  hadft  thou  had  an  excellent  head  of  hair. 

An.  Why,  would  that  have  mended  my  hair  ? 

To.  Pad  queftion,  lor  thou  feeft  it  will  not  cool  rny 
An.  But  it  become  me  well  enough.doft  not  ?  ( nature. 

To.  Excellent,  it  hangs  like  flax  on  a  diftaff :  and  1 

hope  to  fee  a  houfwife  take  thee  between  her  legs,  and 

[pin  it  oft. 
An.  Faith  Pie  home  tomorrow,  fir  Toby,  your  Neece 

a  ill  not  be  fern,  or  if  fhe  be,  it's  four  to  one,  fhe<U  none 
of  me  :  the  Count  himfelf  here  hard  by,  wooes  her. 

To.  S  he'll  none  o'th  Count,  fhe'll  not  match  above  her 

degree,  neither  in  efhte,  years,  nor  wit  '■,  I  have  heard 
herfwear.  Tut, there's  life  in't  man. 

An.  l'le  ftay  a  month  longer.l  am  a  fellow  o'th  ftrangeft 
jnind  1'the  world  :  1  delight  in  Masks  and  Revels  fbme- 
times  altogether. 

To.  Art  thou  good  at  thefe  kick-fhaws,  Knight  ? 
And,  As  any  man  in  lllyriay  whatfoever  he  be,  under 

the  degree  of  my  better?,  and  yet  I  will  not  compare  with 
an  old  man. 

To.  What  is  thy  excellence  in  a  galliard9  knight? 
tAnd.  Faith,  1  can  cut  a  caper. 

To.  And  I  can  cut  the  Mutton  to't. 
And.  And  I  think  I  have  the  back-trick,  fimply  as 

iirongasa&y  nun  in  lllyria. 
To.  Wherefore  are  thefe  things  hid  ?  wherefore  have 

thefe  gifts  a  Curtain  before  'em?  are  they  like  to  t.ke duR.l.fce  Miftris  Mais  pi&ure  ?  why  doft  thou  notgo  to 
Church  in  a  GalJiard,  and  come  home  in  a  Carranto  ?  My 
very  wall;  fhould  be  a  Jig  !  I  would  not  fo  much  as  make 
water  but  in  a  Sink-a-pace  }  What  doft  thou  mean  ?  Is 
it  a  world  to  hide  virtues  in  ?  I  did  think  by  the  excellent 

conftnution  of  thy  leg,  it  was  form'd  under  the  ftar  of  a Galiiard. 

A?:l\t'iis  flrong,  and  it  does  indifferent  well  in  a  dam'd 
col  tj:'d  ftocken.  Shall  we  fit  about fome  Revels  ? 

lo.  Whatfhallwe  do  elfe:  were  we  not  born  under 
Tan  us  ? 

And.  T aurns  ?  That's  fides  and  heart. 
To.  No  fir,  it  is  legs  and  thighs :  let  me  fee  thee  caper- 

Ha, higher:  ha,  ha>  excellent.    '  Exeunt. 

7  welfjught ,  Or  what  yvi 
Will 

Scena  Quart  a. 

Enter  Valentine,  and  Viola,  in  mans  attire. 

Fa!.  If  the  Duke  continue  thefe  favours  towards  you 

CefariOfijou  are  like  to  be  much  advant'd,  foe  hath  known 
you  but  three  days,  and  already  you  are  no  ftranger. 

Vio.  You  either  fear  his  humour,  or  my  negligence,  that 

you  cab*  in  queftion  the  continuance  of  his  love.  Is  he  in 
conftant  fir,  in  his  favours  ? 

Val.  No  believe  me. 

Enter  Duke,  Curio,  and  attendants. 

Fio.  I  thank  you:  herecomes  the  Count. 
Dukt.  WH o  faw  ftfario,  hoa? 
Via.  On  your  attendants,  ray  Lord,  here. 
Du.  Sta-id  you  a  while  aloof.  Cefario, 

Thou  knowft  no  lefs,  but  all :  I  have  unclafp'd 
To  thee  the  Biok  even  of  my  fecret  foul. 
Therefore  good  youth,  addrtfs  thy  gate  unto  her, 

Be  notdeni'd  acctf,  ftand  at  her  doorsi 
&.id  teil  them,  there  thy  fixed  foot  (hall  grow 
Till  thou  have  audience. 

Via.  Sure,  my  Noble  Lord, 

If  fhe  be  fo  aba  don'd  to  her  forrcw 
As  it  is  fpoke,  fhe  never  will  admit  roe. 
Du.  Be  clamorous,  and  leap  all  civil  bounds, 

Rather  than  make  unprofited  return. 
Vio.  Say  I  do  Fpeai  with  her  (  rny  Lord  )  what   hen  ; 
T)ul{.  Othen,  unfold  thep.  ffion  cf  ray  love, 

Surprize  her  withdtlcourle  of  my  dear  faith  ■> 
It  fhall  become  thee  well  ro  set  my  woes  ; 
She  will  attend  it  better  in  thy  youth, 

Than  in  a  Nuncio's  of  more  grave  afpecT. 
Vio.  I  think  not  fo,  my  Lord. 
Du\.  Dear  Lad,  believe  it  j 

For  they  fhall  yet  be-;y  thy  happy  years, 
That  lay  thou  art  a  man:  Dianaes  lip 
Is  not  more  fmooth,  and  rubious  ;  thy  fmall  pipe 
Is  as  the  Maidens  Organ,  fhrill,  and  found, 
And  all  isfemblative  a  womans  parr. 
I  know  thy  conftellation  is  right  apt 
For  this  affair :  fome  four  or  five  attend  him, 

All  if  you  will  •  for  I  my  felf  am  beft 
When  leaft  in  company  •,  profper  well  in  this, 
And  thou  fhalt  live  as  freely  as  thy  Lord, 
To  call  his  fortunes  thine. 

Vio.  l'le  do  my  beft 

To  woo  your  Lady  •,  yet  a  barlul  ftrife, 
Who  e're  I  woo, my  felf  would  be  his  wife.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quint  a. 

Enter  Maria,  and  Clown. 

Mar.  Nay,  either  tell  me  where  thou  haft  been,  or  I 
will  not  open  ray  lips  fo  wide  as  a  brifsle  may  enter  in  way 
of  thyexcufe    my  Lady  will  hang  thee  for  thy  abience. 

Ch.  Let  her  hang  me  }  he  that  is  well  hang'd  in  this 
world,  needs  fear  no  colours. 

Ma.  Make  that  good. 
Clo.  He  fhall  lee  none  to  fear. 

Mar.  A  good  Lenton  anfwer  ;  I  can  tell  thee  where 
that  faying  was  born,  of  I  fear  nocolouis. 

Clo.  Where  good  Miftrefs  Mary  ? 
M.ir.  In  the  wars,  and  f  hat  may  you  be  bold  to  fay  in 

your  foolery. 
Clo.  Well, God  give  them  wifdom  that  have  it  ;  and 

thole  that  are  fools,  let  them  ufe  their  talents. 

Mar.  Yet  you  will  be  hang'd  for  being  fo  long  abfent, 
or  be  turn'd  away,  is  not  that  as  good  as  a  hanging  to 

you  ? 

Clo.  Many  a  good  hanging,  prevents  a  bad  marriage  ; 
and  for  turning  away,  let  lummer  bear  it  out. 

Mar>  You  are  refolLte  then  ? 

Clo.  Not  fo  neither,  but  1  am  refolv'd  on  two  point*. 
Mar,  That  if  one  break,  the  other  will  hold  ;  or  if  both 

break,  your  gaskings  fall. Clo.  Apt  in  good  faith,  very  apt :  well,  go  thy  way,  if 
Sir  Teby  would  leave  drinking,  thou  wert  as  witty  apiece 
of  Eves  flefh,asany  in  lllyria. 

Mar.  Peace  you  rogue,  no  more  o'that:  here  comes  my 
Lady  :  make  your  excufe  wifely,  you  were  beft. 

Enter  Lady  Oliva,  with  Malvolio. 

Clo.  Wit,  and't  be  thy  will,  put  me  into  good  fooling  -t 
thofe  wits  that  think  they  have  thee,  do  verv  oft  prove 
fools  :  and  I  that  am  fure  I  lack  thee, may  pais  for  a  wile 
man.  For  what  fays  Quinapalus,  Belter  a  witty  fool,  than 
a  foolilh  wit.  God  blels  thee,  Lady. 

01.  Take  the  fool  away. 

Clo.  Do  you  not  hear  fellows,  take  away  the  Lady. *  01 



..  cfw s If. Night,  Or  what  you  will. 

01.  Go  to,  y'are  a  dry  fool :  I'ie  no  more  of  you,  bs- 
ficies  yon  grow  difh  ineft. 

C/o.  Two  faulty  Madotia,  that  drink  and  good  counfel 
will  amend:  forgive  the  dry  fool  drink,  theu  is  the  fool 

not  dry  :  bid  the  difhoneft  man  mend  himfelf,  if'heraend, 
he  is  no  longer  difhoneft  *,  if  he  cannot,  let  the  Botcher 

mend  him:  any  thing  that's  mended,  is  but  patch'd  .•  vir- 
tue that  tranfgreffes,  is  but  patcht  with  fin,  and  fin  that 

amends,  is  but  patcht  with  virtue.  If  that  this  fimple 
Sillogiime  will  ferve,  foj  if  it  will  nor,  what  remedy? 

As  there  is  no  true  Cuckold  but  calamity,  fo  beauty's  a 
flower  ;  The  Lady  bad  take  away  the  fool,  therefore  I  fay 
again,  take  her  away. 

01.  Sir,  1  bad  them  take  away  you. 

Clo.  Mi'.prifion  in  the  higheft  degree.  Lady,  CuchI- 

Ins  am  facit  mmicbtm  :  that's  as  much  to  fay  ,  as  I 
were  not  motley  in  my  brain  :  good  Madona,  give  me 

■  leave  to  prove  you  a  fcol. 
I     01.  Can  you  do  it  ? 

Clo.  Dexteroufly,  good  Madona. 
01.  Make  your  proof. 
Clo.  I  mult  catechize  you  for  it,  Madona,  Good  my 

Moufe  of  virtu?  anfwer. 

01.  Well  fir ,  for  want  of  other  idlenefs,  1'Ic  bid 
your  proof. 

Clo,  Good  Madona,  why  mourn'ft  thou ? 
01  Good  fool,  for  my  brothers  death. 
Clo.  I  think  hislbul  is  in  hell,  <JMadona. 
01.  I  know  his  foul  is  in  heaven,  fool. 

Clo,  The  more  fool  you  (  Mad-ma  )  to  mourn  for  your 

Brothers  foul,  being  in  heaven;  Take  away  the  fool,  Gen- 
tlemen. 

01.  What  think  you  of  this  fool,  Malvolio,  doth  he 
not  mend  ? 

MaI.  Yes,  and  fhall  do,  till  the  pangs  of  death  (hake 
him  .  Infirmity  that  decays  the  wife,  doth  ever  make  the 
better  fool. 

Clo.  God  fend  you,  fir,  a  fpeedy  Infirmity,  for  the 

better  increafing  your  folly  :  Sir  loby  vn'xW  be  iworn  that I  am  no  Fox,  but  he  will  not  pifs  his  word  for  two  pence 
that  you  are  no  iool. 

01.  How  fay  you  to  that  Mdvelio  ? 
Mai.  I  marvel  your  Ladiinip  takes  delight  in  fuch  a 

barren  rafcal  \  l  law  him  put  down  the  other  day  ,  with 
an  ordinary  fool,  that  has  bo  more  brains  than  a  ftone. 

Look  you  now,  he's  out  of  his  guard  already  ••  unlefs  you 
laugh  and  minifter  occafion  to  him,  he  is  gag'd.  Iproteft 
I  take  thefe  Wife  men,  that  crow  lb  at  thefe  fet  kind  of 
fools,  no  better  than  the  fools  Zanies. 

01.  O  you  are  fick  of  feif-love,  Malvolio,  and  tafte 

with  a  diftcmper'd  appetite.  To  be  generous,  guiltlefs  , 
and  of  free  dilpofition,  is  to  take  thole"  things  for  Bird- 
bolts,  that  vou  deem  Cannon  bullets :  There  is  no  flandcr 

in  an  allow'd  fool,  though  he  do  nothing  but  rail  i  nor 
no  railing  in  a  known  difcreet  nun,  though  he  do  no 
thing  but  reprove. 

Clo.  Now  Mercury  indue  thee  with  leafing,  for  thou 
fpeak'ft  well  of  fools. 

Enter  Merita. 

Mar.  Madam,  there  is  at  the  gate  a  young  Gentle- 
man,much  defires  tofpeak  withyou./ 

01.  From  the  Count  Orfino^  is  it  ? 

Ma.  I  know  not  CMadam )  'tis  a  fair  young,  man,  and well  attended. 

01.  Who  of  my  people  hold  him  in  delay  ? 
Ma.  S:r  Toby,  Madam,  your  kinfman. 
01.  Fetch  him  off  1  pray  you,  he  fpeaks  nothing  but 

madman  :  Fie  on  him.  Go  you,  Malvolio  j if  it  be  a  fuit 
from  the  Count,  I  am  fick,  or  not  at  home.  What  you 
Will,  to  difmils  it. 

Exit  Malvo. 
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Now  vou  fee,  fir,  how  your  fooling  grows  old,  and  peo- 

ple diflike  it. 
Clo.  Thou  haft  fpoke  for  us  (  Madona)  as  if  thy  elrJeft 

fon  fhould  be  a  fool :  whole  fcull,  Jove  cram  with 
brains,  for  here  he  comes.  Enter  Sir  Toby. 
One  of  thy  kin  has  a  moft  weak  Pia  mater. 

01.  By  mine  honour  half  drunk.  What  is  he  at  the 

gate,  Coufin  ? To.  A  Gentleman. 
01.  A  Gentleman  ?  What  Gentleman  ? 

To.  'Tis  a  Gentleman  here*  A  plague  o'tfrefe  pickle 
Herring:  How  now  Sot? 

Clo.  Good  Sir  Toby. 

01.  Coufin,  Coufin,  how  have  you  come  fo  early  by 
this  Lethargy  >  ■ — 

Tob.  Letchery,  I  defie  Letchery  ;  there's  one  at  the 

gate. 

01,    I  marry,  what  is  he  ? 
To.  Let  him  be  the  devil  and  he  will,  I  care  not :  give 

me  faith,  fay  I,  Well,  it's  all  one.  Exit. 
01.  What's  a  drunken  roan  like,  fool  ? 
Clo.  Like  a  drown'd  man,  a  fool,  and  a  mad  man  : 

One  draught  above  heat  makes  him  a  fool,  the  fecond 
mads  him,  and  a  third  drowns  him. 

01.  Go  thou  and  feek  the  Crowner,  and  let  him  fit  o' 

my  Coz  :  for  he's  in  the  third  degree  of  drink  :  he's 
drown'd  :  go  look  after  him. 

Clo.  He  is  but  mad  yet,  Madona,  and  the  fool  fhall 
look  to  the  mad  man. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Madam  ,  yond  young  fellow  fwears  he  will 
fpeak  with  you.  I  told  him  you  were  fick,  he  takes  on  him 
to  underftand  forauch,  and  therefore  comes  tofpeak  with 
you.  I  told  him  you  were  afleep,  he  feems  to  have  a  fore- 
knowledge  of  that  too,  and  therefore  comes  tofpeak  with 

you.  What  is  to  be  laid  to  him  ?  Lady,  he's  fortified  a- 
gainft  any  denial. 

01.  Tell  him,  he  fhall  not  fpeak  with  me. 

Mai,  Ha's  been  told  fo  :  and  he  fays  he'l  ftand  at 
your  door  like  a  Sheriffs  poft,"  and  be  the  fupporter  to  a 
bench,  but  he'l  fpeak  with  you. 

01.  What  kind  o'man  is  he  ? 

Mai.  Why,  of  man-kind. 
01.  What  manner  of  man? 

Mai,  Of  very  ill  manners :  he'l  fpeak  with  you,  will 
you  or  no. 

01.  Of  what  perfonage  and  years  is  he  ? 
Mai.  Not  yet  old  enough  for  a  man,  nor  young  enough 

for  a  boy  :  as  a  fquafh  is  before  'tis  a  pei'cod,  or  a  Codling 
when  'tis  almoft  an  Apple :  'Tis  with  him  in  Handing 

water,  between  boy  and  man.  He  is  very  well-favour'd and  he  fpeaks  very  fhrewifhly:  One  would  think  his 
mothers  milk  were  fcarce  out  of  him. 

Old.  Let  him  approach  :  Call  in  my  Gentlewoman. 
Mai.  Gentlewoman,  my  Lady  calls.  Exit. 

Enter  Maria- 

01.  Give  me  my  vail :  come  throw  it  o're  my  fa£e3 
Wt'l  once  more  hear  Orftnoh  Embaffie; 

Enter  Viola. 

Vio.  The  honourable  Lady  of  the  houfe,  which  is  fhe  ? 

01.  Speak  to  me,  I  fhall  anfwer  for  her  :  your  wills' 
Vii.  Moft  radient,  Exquifite,  and  unmatchable  beau- 

ty, I  pray  you  tell  me  if  this  be  the  Lady  of  the  houfe, 
for  1  never  faw  her.  I  would  be  loath  to  call  away  my 

fpeech  :  for  befides  that  it  is  excellently  well  penn'd,I  have 
taken  great  pains  to  con  it.  Good  Beauties,  letmefuftain 
nolcornj  I  am  very  comptible,  even  to  the  leaft  finifter 

ufage. 
U  Of 
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I'welf-Is  igbt,  Or  what  you  mil 
01.  Whence  came  you,  fir? 

I'to.  I  can  fay  little  more  than  I  have  ftudied,  and  that 
c-ucft  ion's  out  of  my  part.  Good  gentle  one,  give  rae  mo- 
Ceft  a&ifrance,  if  you  be  i  he  Lady  of  the  houfe,  that  I  may 
proceed  in  fpecch. 

Ol.  A.e  you  a  Comec'ian  ? 
Vo.  No  my  profound  heart  ;  and  yet  (by  the  very 

phangs  of  maUe,  i  fwear)  I  am  not  that  J  play.  Are  you 
the  Laty  of  the  hcufc  ? 

0.  .  Il  l  t'o  notuiurpmy  felf,  lam. 
F.o.  Moft  certain,  if  yoli  are  fhe,  you  do  ulurp  your 

if  It  j  h;r  what  is  yours  to  b<ftow,  is  not  yours  to  refervf. 
but  this  is  from  my  Commiffion  I  will  on  with  my 

Speech,  in  your  praife',  and  then  fhew  you  the  heart  of  my IV:  ii li  d  gc . 

01.  Ccme  ta  what  is  important  in't:  I  forgive  you  the 

praiic 
Vtf.  Alas,  I  took  great  pains  to  ftudy  it,  and 'tisPoeti- 

cal. 
Ol.  It  is  the  more  like  to  be  feigned.  I  pray  you  keep 

it  in.  1  heard  you  were  iawcy  at  my  gates,and  allow'dyour 
approach  rather  to  wonder  at  you,  than  to  hear  you.  If 
Yoiibs  not  mad,  be  gone  ;  if  you  have  reafon,  be  brief: 

'tis  rot  that  time  of  Moon  With  me,  to  ntake  one  info 
sKtppiriga  Dialogue. 
Ma  Wi\\  you  hoift  Sail,  fir,  here  lies  y.our  way. 
Vio.  No  good  Svvabber,  -1  am  to  hull  here  a  little  longer. 

Some  mollification  for  your  Giant,  Iweet  Lady:  tell  me 
your  mind,  I  am  amtlkng^r, 

Ol  Sure  y  ou  have  fome  hideous  matter  to  deliver,  when 
the  curttfie  of  it  is  fo  fearful.    Speak  your  office. 

Fio.  ii  alone  concerns  your  ear  :  1  bring  no  overture 

of  War,  no  "Taxations  of  Homage-,  I  hold  the  Oliff  in  my 
hand  :  my  words  are  as  full  of  peace  as  matter. 

Ol.  Yet  you  b.gan  rudely,    what  are  you? 
Whit  would  you  ? 

Vio.  The  rudenefs  that  hath  appearM  in  me,  have  I 

leart.'d  from  my  entertainment.  What  I  am,  and  what  I 
wotfd,  are- »s  lecret  as  a  Maiden-head  :  to  your  ears,  Di- 

vinity i  to  any  others,  prophanation. 
Ol.  Give  Us  the  place  alone. 

We  will  hear  this  Divinity.   Now  fir, .  what  is  your  Text  ? 
Vi>-  Moft  fwect  Lady. 
Ol.  A  comfortable  DocTrine,  and  much  maybe  Laid  of 

it.    w  lure-  lies-year  Text  ~i ' Vio.  In  Orfino\  bofome. 
Ol.  In  his  bi/fbme  ?  In  what  Chapter  of  his  Bofome  ? 
Vio.  To  aniWer  by  the  method,  in  the  firft  of  his  Heart. 
Ol.  O)  I  have  lead  it  5  it  is  Herefie.  Have  you  no  more 

to  fay  ? 

Vio.  Good  Midam,  let  me  fee  your  face. 
Oh  Have  you  any  Commiffion  from  your  Lord,  to  ne- 

gotiate with  my  Face  :  you  are  now  out  of  your  Text: 
but  we  will  draw  the  Curtain,  and  fhew  you  the  Picture. 

Look  you,  fir,  fuchaonelwas  this  prefent :  K't  not  well done  ? 

Vio.  Excellently  done,  if  God  did  all. 

Ol.  'Tts  in  grain,  fir,  'twill  endure  Wind  and  Wea- 
ther. 

Vio.  'Tis  beauty-truly  blent,  whofe  red  and  white, 
Natures  own  fw:et,  and  cunning  hand  laid  on : 

Lsdv,  you  ̂ re  the  ciucll'ft  fhe  alive, 
If  you  will  leitl  thelc:  Graces  to  the  Grave  , 
And  le«ve  the  World  no  Copy. 

Ol.  O  h>,  1  will  not  be  fo  hard-hearted  :  I  will  give  out 

c'iversfcedules  of  my  beauty.  It  {hall  be  Inventoried,  and 
every  particle  and  utenfil  labell'd  to  my  will:  As,  Item, 
two  Lips  indifferent  red.  Item,  two  gray  Eyes,  with  lids 

to  them  -.  Item,  one  Neck,  one  Chin,  and  fo  forth.  Were 
yru  lent  hither  to  praife  me? 

Vic.  I  fee  you  what  you  are,  you  are  too  proud : 
Bur  if  you  were  the  Devil,  you  are  fair: 

V'y  Lord  and  Mafter loves  you:  O  fb<h  love 
Could  be  but  recompene'd,  tho  you  were  crown*d 

The  non-paril  of  beauty. 
Ol.  How  does  he  love  mi  ? 
Vio.  With  Adorations  ,  ferril  Tests  , 

With  Groans  that  thunder  Love,  with  Sighs  of  Fire. 
Ol.  Your  Lord  do's  know  my  m'nd,  I  canntt  love  hire 

Yet  I  luppofe  him  vertuous,  know  him  noble, 
Of  great  Eftate,  of  Frefll  and  ftairitefs  Youth  ; 

In  voices  well  divulg'd.  Free,  Leair;\:  ;ir,d  Valisrt, 
And  in  dimenfion,  and  fhape  of  natty,  , 

A  gracious  perfen.  But  yet  I  cannot  love"him  •  . 
He  might  have  took  his  arifwet  long  ago. 

Vio.  If  1  did  love  you  in  my  Matters  flame,  • 
With  fuch  afuffiing,  inch  a  deadly  life: 
In  your  denial,  I  would  find  no  fence, 
I  would  not  underftand  it. 

Ol.  Why,  what  would  you  do  ? 
Vio.  Make  me  a  willow  Cabin  at  your  gate, 

And  call  upon  my  Soul  within  the  hjofe, 
Write  loyal  Cantons  of  contemned  love  , 
And  ftng  them  loud  even  in  the  dread  of  night  i- 
Hollow  your  name  to  reverberate  Hills, 
And  make  the  babling  Goffip  of  the  Air, 

Cry  out,  Olivit :  O  you  (houid  not  reft 
Between  the  Elements  of  Air  and  Earth, 
But  you  fhould  pity  me. 

Ol.  You  might  do  much : 

What  is  your  Parentage?  » 
Vio.  Above  my  fortunes,  yet  ray  ftate  is  well  t 

lam  a  Gentleman. 

Ol.  Get  you  to  your  Lord : 
I  cannot  love  him :  let  him  fend  no  more, 

Unlets  (perchance)  you  come  to  me  agains 
To  tell  me  how  he  takes  it Fare  you  well  : 
I  thank  you  for  you  pains :  fpend  this  for  me. 

Vio.  Iam  nofeed-poft,  Lady*,  keep  you  purfe, 
My  Matter,  not  my  felf,  lacks  recompence. 
Love  make  his  heart  of  flint,  that  you  (hall  love. 
And  letyour  fervcur  like  my  Matters  be, 

Plac'd  in  contempt  :  Farwel  faircru.lty.  Exit. Ol.  What  is  your  Parentage? 

Above  my  fortunes,  yet  my  ftate  is  well : 
I  am  a  Gentleman.    I'le  be  fworn  thou  art, 
Thy  Tongue,  thy  Face,  thy  Limb,  Actions,  and  Spirit, 
Do  give  thee  five-fold  blazon  \  not  too  fait:  loft,  foft, 
Unlefs  the  Matter  were  the  man.    How  now? 
Even  fo  quickly  may  one  catch  the  Plague? 
Methinks  I  feel  this  Youth's  perfccTions, 
With  an  invifible  and  fubtil  ftealth 
To  creep  in  at  mine  Eyes.   Well,  let  it  be. 
What  hoa,  rJMalvolio. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Here  Madam,  at  your  fervice. 
Ol.  Run  after  that  fame  peevifh  MefTenger, 

The  Counts  man ,  he  left  this  Ring  behind  him* 

Would  I,  or  not :  tell  him,  I'le  none  of  it. 
Defire  him  not  to  flatter  with  his  Lord, 

Nor  hold  him  up  with  hopes,  I  am  not  for  him : 
If  that  the  Youth  will  come  this  way  tomorrow* 

I'le  give  him  reafon  for't  by  thee,  Malvolio 
Mai.  Madam  ,  I  will.  Exit. 
Ol.  I  do,  I  know  not  what,  and  fear  to  find 

Mine  eye  too  great  a  flatterer  for  my  mind : 
Fate,  fhew  thy  force, our  felves  we  do  not  owe  j 

What  is  decreed,  muft  be  j  and  be  this  fo.- 

Tinih  dRut  primi. 
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Alius  Secundus.    Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Sebaftian. 

An.  Will  you  ftay  no  longer  ?  nor  will  you  not  that  I 

go  with  you  ? 

Seb.  By  your  patience,  no:  my  Stars  fhine  darkly  over 

roe;  the  malignancy  of  my  fate,  might  perhaps  diftemper 

yours"-,  therefore  I  (hail  crave  of  you  your  leave,  that  I 

may  bear  my  evils  alone.  It  were  a  bad  recoropence  for 

your  love,  to  lay  any  of  them  on  you. 
An.  Let  me  yet  know  of  you,  whither  you  are  bound. 

Seb.  No  footh,  fir  ,  ray  determinate  Voyage  is  meer 

extravagancy.  But  I  perceive  in  you  fo  excellent  a  touch 

ofmodefty,  that  you  will  not  extort  from  me,  what  I  am 

willing  to  keep  in  ;  therefore  it  charges  me  in  manners, 

the  rather  to  expreft  my  felf:  you  muft  know  of  me  then, 

tsfntonio,  my  name  is  Sebaftian  (which  I  call'd  Rodorigo) 
my  Father  was  that  Sebaftian  of  Meffaline^  whom  I  know 

you  have  heard  of.  He  left  behind  him,  my  felf,  and  a 

Sifter,  both  born  in  one  hour }  if  the  Heavens  had  been 

pleas'd,  would  we  had  fo  ended.  But  you  fir  ,  alter'd 
that,  for  fotne  hours  before  you  took  me  from  the  breach 

of  the  Sea,  was  my  Sifter  drown'd. An.  Alas  the  day  ! 

Seb.  A  Lady  fir,  tho  it  was  faid  fhe  much  refembled 

me,  was  yet  of  many  accounted  beautiful-,  but  tho  I  could 
not  with  fuch  eftimablc  wonder  over-far  believe  that,  yet 

thus  far  I  will  boldly  publifh  her,  fhe  bore  a  mind  that 

envy  could  not  but  call  fiir :  She  is  drown'd  already,  fir, 
with  fait  water,  tho  I  feem  to  drown  her  remembrance  a- 
gain  with  more. 

An.  Pardon  me,  fir,  your  bad  entertainment. 
Seb.  O  good  Antonio,  forgive  me  your  trouble. 
An.  If  you  will  not  murthtr  me  for  my  love,  let  me  be 

your  Servant. 
Seb.  l£  you  will  not  undo  what  you  have  done,  that  is, 

kill  him,  whom  you  have  recover'd,  defire  it  not.  Fare 
ye  well  at  once,  my  Boforo  is  full  cf  kindnefs,  and  I  am 
yet  fo  near  the  manners  of  my  Mother,  that  upon  the  leaft 
occafion  more,  mine  Eyes  will  tell  tales  of  me :  lam  bound 

to  the  Count  Orfino's  Court ,  farwel.  Exit. 
*An.  The  gentlenefs  of  the  gods  go  with  thee: 

I  h  .ve  made  Enemies  in  Orft  to\  Court, 
Elfe  would  I  very  fhortiy  ke  thee  there  : 
But  come  what  may,  Ido  adore  thee  fo, 
That  danger  fhall  feem  fpoit ,  and  I  will  go.  Exit. 

ing  for  ,  there  it  lies  in  your  Eye ;  if  not,  be  it  his  that 
finds  it.  Exit. 

Vto.  I  left  no  Ring  with  her^  what  means  this  Lsdy  ? 

Fortune  forbid  my  out-fide  have  not  charm'd  her: 
She  made  good  view  of  me,  indeed  fo  much, 
That  fure  me  thought  her  Eyes  had  loft  her  Tongue, 
For  fhe  did  fpeak  in  ftarts  diftracTedly: 
She  loves  me  fure,  the  cunning  of  her  paffion 
Invites  me  in  this  chmrlifh  meffenger  i 
None  of  my  Lords  Ring?  Why,  hefent  her  none? 
I  am  the  man,  if  it  be  lb  as  'tis, 
Poor  Lady,  fhe  were  better  love  a  dream  : 
Difguife,  I  fee  thou  art  a  wickednefs, 
Wherein  the  pregnant  Enemy  does  much. 
Ho  iv  cafie  is  it,  for  the  proper  falfe 
In  Womens  waxen  hearts  to  fet  their  forms : 
Ala?,  our  frailty  is  the  caule,  not  we, 
For  fuch  as  we  are  made,  if  fuch  we  be  : 
How  will  this  fadg  ?  My  Mafter  loves  her  dearly, 
And  I  (poor  monfter)  fond  as  much  on  him : 
And  fhe  (miftaken )  kerns  to  dote  on  roe  : 
What  will  become  of  this  ?  As  I  am  a  man, 
My  Mate  is  defperate  for  my  mafters  love  ; 
As  I  am  Woman  (  now  alas  the  day ) 
What  thriftlefs  fighs  fhall  poor  Olivia  breathe  ? 

O  time,  thou  muft  in  tangle  this,  not  I, ( 
It  is  too  hard  a  knot  formet'unty. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Viola,  and  Malvolio ,  at  fiveral  Doors. 

Mai  Were  not  youev'n  now,with  the  Counted  Olivia^ 
Vio.  Even  now  fir,  on  a  moderate  pice ,  I  have  fince 

arriv'd  but  hither. 
Mai.  She  returns  this  Ring  to  you  (  fir)  you  might 

have  faved  me  my  pains ,  to  have  taken  it  away  your 
felf.  She  adds  moreover,  that  you  fhould  put  your  Lord 
in  a  delbcrati  affurance,  fhe  will  none  of  him.  And  one 
thing  more,  that  you  be  never  fo  hardy  to  come  again  in 
his  affairs,  unlds  it  be  to  report  your  Lords  taking  of 
this :  receive  it  fo. 

Vi*.  She  took  the  Ring  of  me,  l'lenone  of  it. 
Mai.  ,Come,  fir,  you  peeviihly  threw  it  to  her,  and 

her  will  is,  it  fhouidbc  foreturn'd  -,If  it  be  worth  ftoop 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  and  Sir  Andrew. 

To.  Approach  Sir  Andrew :  not  to  be  a  bed  after 
midnight,  is  to  be  up  betimes,  and  Dilkulo  furgtre,  thou 

know'ft. ^And.  Nay  by  my  troth  I  know  not :  but  I  know,  to 
be  up  late,  is  to  be  up  late. 

To.  A  falte  conclufion :  I  hate  it  as  an  unfill'd  Can  ;  to 
be  up  after  midnight,  and  to  go  to  bed  then,  is  early  :  fo 
that  to  go  to  bed  after  midnight,  is  to  go  to  bed  betimes. 
Does  not  our  lives  confift  of  the  four  Elements  ? 

An.  Faith  fo  they  fay,  but  I  think  it  rather  confifts  of 
eating  and  drinking. 

To.  Th'art  a  Icholar,  let  us  therefore  eat  and  drink, 
Marian  I  fay,  a  ftoop  of  wine. 

Enter  Clown. 

An .  Here  comes  the  fool,  i'faith. 
Clo.  How  now  my  hearts:  did  ycu  never  fee  the  Pi- 

cture of  We  three  ? 

To.  W eleome  afs,  now  let's  have  a  catch; 
tAnd.  By  my  troth  the  fool  has  an  excellent  breaft I 

had  rather  than  forty  (hillings  I  had  fuch  a  leg,  and  fo 
fwcet  a  Breath  to  Sing,  as  the  Fool  has.  Jnfooth  thou  waft 

in  very  gracious  fooling  laft  Night,  when  thou  fpok'ft  of 
Tigrogrotnitus ,  of  the  Vapians  paffing  the  Equinoctial  of 

^uetibusy  'twas  very  good  i'faith:  I  fentth.ee  fix  pence  for 
thy  Lemon,  hadft  it  ? 

Clo  1  did  impeticos  thy  gratillity  ;  for  MalvolioU  Nofe 
is  no  Whip-ftock.  My  Lady  has  a  white  hand,  and  the 
Mermidons  are  no  Bottle -Ale-houfes. 

An.  Excellent :  Why  this  is  the  bsft  fooling,  when  all 
is  done.   Now  a  Song. 

To.  Come  on,  there  is  fix  pence  for  you.  Let's  have  a 
Song. 

An.  There's  a  teftril  of  me  too  *,  if  one  Knight  give  a — 
Clo.  Would  you  have  a  Love-fong,  or  a  Song  of  good 

Life? 
To.  A  Love-fong,  a  Love-fong. 

*  U  2  An. 
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tAn.  I,  I.  I  care  not  for  good  iife. 

Clown  figs. 

O  Mijlrit  mine,  where  are  you  roming  ? 
O  ftay  and  hear,  your  true  Loves  coming, 
That  can  fing  both  high  and  low. 
Tip  mo  further  pretty  [meting. 
J  our  my  s  end  in  Lovers  meeting. 
Every  wife  mans  [on  doth  know. 

An.  Excellent  good,  i'faith. 
To.  Good,  good. 

Clo.  What  is  love^tis  not  hereafter , 
Vrefent  mirth,  hath  pre fent  laughter: 

What's  to  come,  is  (iiU  unfure , 
In  delay  there  lyes  no  plenty, 
Then  come  ktfs  me  fweet  and  twenty  : 

Touth's  a  fluff  will  not  endure. 

An.  A  mellifluous  voice,  as  I  am  true  Knight 
Jo.  A  contagious  breath. 

An.  Very  fweet  and  contagious,  i'faith. 
To.  To  hear  by  the  Nofe,  it  is  dulcet  in  contagion. 

But  (hall  we  make  the  Welkin  dance  indeed  ?  fhall  we 

roufe  the  night-Owl  in  a  Catch,  that  will  draw  three  fouls 
out  of  one  Weaver?  Shall  we  do  that? 

An.  And  you  love  me.  let's  do't :  I  am  a  dog  at  a  Catch. 
Clo.  Byrlady  fir,  and  forae  dogs  will  catch  well. 
f^An.  Moftcertain  :  Let  our  Catch  be,  Thou  Knave. 

,Clo.  Hold  thy  peace,  thou  Knave  knight.  I  fliJl  becon- 
ftraid'd  ii.'r,  to  call  thee  Knave,  Knight. 

An.  Tis  not  the  firft  time  I  have  conftrained  one  to  call 

me  knave.  Begin  fool':  it  begins,  Holdthypeace. 
Clo.  Shall  I  never  begin  if  I  hold  my  peace. 
<An.  Goodffaith:  Come  begin.  Catch  fing. 

Enter  Maria. 

Mat.  What  a  catterwalling  do  you  keep  here  ?  If  my 

Lady  have  not  call'd  up  her  Steward,  Malvolio,  and  bid 
him  turn  you  out  of  doors,  never  truft  me. 

To.  My  Lady's  a  Catayan,  we  are  politicians,  Malvo 
lio's  a  Peg-i-ramfy,  and  Three  merry  men  be  we.  Am  not  I 
confanguinious?  Am  not  I  of  her  blood  :  cilly  vally.Lady.' 
There  dwelt  a  man  in  Babylon,  Lady, Lady. 

Clo.  Befhrew  me,  the  knight's  in  admirable  fooling. 
An.  I,  he  do's  well  enough  if  he  bedifpos'd,  and  fo  do 

I  too  :  he  does  it  with  a  better  grace,  but  I  do  it  more 
natural. 

To.  O  twelf  day  of  December. 

Mar.  For  the  love  o'God  peace. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  My  Mafters  are  you  mad  ?  Or  what  arc  you  ? 
Have  you  no  wit,  manners,  norhonefty,  but  to  gabble  like 
Tinkers  at  this  time  of  night  ?  Do  ye  make  an  Alehoufe 
(of  my  Ladies  houfe,  that  yc  fqueak  out  your  Coziers 
Catches  without  any  mitigation  or  remorfe  of  voice  ?  Is 
there  no  refpeft  of  place,  perlons,  nor  time  in  you  ? 

To.  We  did  keep  time  fir  in  our  Catches.  Sneck  up. 
Mai.  Sir  Toby,  I  muft  be  round  with  you.  My  Lady 

bad  me  tell  yoj,  that  fhe  harbours  you  as  her  kinfman, 

fhe's  nothing  ally'd  to  your  diforders.  If  you  can  feparate 
your  felf  and  your  mifdemeanours,you  are  welcome  to  the 
houfe  :  if  not,  and  it  would  pleafe  you  to  take  leave  of  her, 
fhe  is  very  willing  to  bid  you  farewel. 

To.  Farewel  dear  heart,  fincc  Imuft  needs  begone. 
CMar.  Nay,  good  Sit  Toby. 
Clo.  His  eyes  do  (hew  his  days  are  ahnoft  done, 
Mai.  Is'tevenfo? 
To.  ButI  will  never  dye. 
Clo.  Sir  Toby,  there  you  lye. 
Mai.  This  is  much  credit  to  you* 

To.  Shall  i  bid.  hi™ go} 
Clo.  IVhat  and  if  you  do} 
To.  Shall  1  bid  hs  ̂ gn^nd  (pxre  not  f» 
Clo.  O  no,  no,  no,  you  dare  not. 
To.  Out  o':ufKfir,  ye  lie  :  Art  anymore  than  a  Stew- ard ?  DotI  thou  chink  became  thou  art  vertuous,  there fh«l!  be  no  more  Cakes  and  Ale  ? 

Clo.  Yes  by  S.  Ann,  ana  Ginger  fh all  be  hot  i'ih  mouth 
too. 

To.  Th' art  ̂ th  right.  Go  fir,  rub  your  chain  with crums.  A  (lope  of  Wine  M*na 
Mai.  Miftru  Mary,  if  you  pnz'd  my  Ladies  favour  at 

any  thing  more  than  contempt,  you  would  not  give  means 
for  this  uncivil  rule ;  fhe  fhall  know  of  it  by  this  hand. 

,   ̂    «  j  Exit. Mai.  uofnake  your  ears. 
An.  Twereasgood  a  deed  as  to  drink  when  a  mans 

a  hungry,  to  challenge  him  the  field,  and  then  to  break 
promife  with  him,  and  make  a  fcol  of  him. 

To.  Do't  knight,  Tie  write  thee  a  Challenge  :  or  V  c deliver  thy  indignation  to  him  by  word  of  raourh. 
Mar.  Sweet  Sir  Toby,  be  patient  for  to  night }  Since 

the  youth  of  the  Counts  was  to  day  with  my  Lady,  fhe  is 
much  out  of  quiet.  For  Movnfaut  MalvoUo,  let  me  alone 
with  him  :  If  1  do  not  gull  him  into  an  ay  word,  and  make 
him  acommon  recreation,  do  not,  think  I  have  wit  e- 
nough  to  lye  ftraight  in  my  bed  :  I  know  I  can  do  ir. 

Jo.  poffefs  us,  poffefs  us,  teil  us  fomething  of  him. 
Mar.  Marry  fir,  fomerirae*  he  is  a  k;nd  of  a  Puritan, 
An.  O,  if  I  thought  that,  I'de  beat  him  Ii  ke  a  dog. To.  What  for  being  a  Puritan  g  thy  exquifue  reafon, dear  knight. 

An.  I  have  no  exquifite  reafon  for*,  but  I  have  reafon 
good  enough. 

Mar.  The  Dev'l  a  Puritan  that  he  is,  or  any  thing  con- 
ftantly  but  a  time-pkafer,  an  affeftion'd  Afs,  that  Cons State  without  book,  and  utters  it  by  great  fwarths.  The 
beft  perfwaded  of  himfelf:  fo  cram'd  fas  he  thinks  J  with excellencies,  that  it  is  his  ground  of  faith,  that  all  that 
look  on  him,  love  him ;  and  on  that  vice  in  him  wiil  my 
revenge  find  notable  caufe  to  work. 

To.  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Mar.  I  will  drop  in  his  way  forae  obfeure  Epiftles  ol 
love,  wherein  by  the  colour  of  his  beard,  the  fhapeof  his 
leg,  the  manner  of  his  gate,  the  txpreffure  of  his  eye, forehead,  and  complexion,  he  fhall  find  himielf  moft  feeli 
ingiy  perfonated.  1  can  write  very  like  my  Lady  youi 
Neece,  on  a  forgotten  matter  we  can  hardly  make  dtllm* 
ftion  of  our  hands. 

To.  Excellent  I  fmell  a  device. 

zAn.  1  hav*t  in  my  nofe  too. 
To.  He  fhall  think  by  the  Letters  that  thoa  wilt  drop, 

that  they  come  from  my  Neece,  and  chat  fhe  is  in  love' 
with  him. 
Mar.  My  purpofe  is  indeed  ahorfeof  that  colour. 
An.  And  your  horfe  now  would  make  him  an  Afs. 
Mar.  Afs,  I  doubt  not. 
An.  O 'twill  be  admirable. 
Mar.  Sport  royal  I  warrant  you :  I  know  my  Fhyfick 

will  work  with  him.  I  will  plant  you  two,  and  let  the 
Fool  make  a  third,  where  he  fh  II  find  the  Letter :  oblerve 
thisconftruclionof  it :  For  this  night  to  bed,  and  dream 
on  the  event-  Farewel.  £XI(. 

To.  Good  night  Penthifilea. 

An.  Before  me  fhe's  a  good  wench. 
To.  She's  a  beagle,  true  bred,  and  one  that  adcrcs  me  $ what  o'that? 
An.  I  was  ador'd  once  too. 
To.  Let's  to  bed  knight :  Thou  hadft  need  fend  for  more 

money. 

An.  Kl  cannot  recover  your  Neece,I  am  a  foul  way  out. 
To.  Send  for  money  knight,  if  thou  haft  her  not  i'th end,  call  me  Cut. 

An.  If  I  do  not,  never  truft  me,  take  it  how  you  will. 

To 
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To.  Come,  come,  He  go  bum  tome  Sack,  'tis  too  late 
go  to  bed  no  n  :  Come  knight,  come  knight. Exeunt. 

Scena  Quartet. 

Enter  tDu^et  Viola,  Curio,  and  ethers. 

Da.  Give  me  fome  muGck-,  Now  good  morrow  fr iendr, 

Now  good  Cefario  but  that  piece  of  Song, 

That  old  and  Antick  Song  we  heard  laft  night  >, 

Me  thought  it  did  relieve  my  paffionmuch, 

More  then  light  airs,  and  recollected  terms 

Of  thefe  mod  brisk  and  giddy-pac.d  times. 
Come,  but  one  verfe. 

£tt.  He  is  not  here  (fo  pleafe  your  Lordfhip)that  fhould 
fing  it. 
Da.  Who  was  it  ? 

Cur.  Fefte  the  Jefter  my  Lord,  a  fool  that  the  Lady 

Olivia's  Father  took  much  delight  in.  He  is  about  the 
houfe. 

"Da.  Seek  him  out,  and  play  the  tune  the  while. Maftck^  play 

Come  hither  Boy,  if  ever  thou  (halt  love 
In  the  fweet  pangs  of  it,  remember  me  ; 
For  fuch  as  1  am,  all  true  lovers  arc, 
Unftaid  and  skittifh  in  all  motions  elfe, 
Save  in  the  conftant  image  of  the  creature 
Thatisbelov'd.    How  doft  thou  like  this  tune? 

Vto.  It  gives  a  very  eccho  to  the  feat 
Where  love  is  thron'd. 
Da.  Thou  doft  fpeak  raafterly, 

My  life  upon't,  young  tho  thou  art,  thine  eye 
Hath  ftaid  upon  fome  favour  that  it  loves : 
Hath  it  not  boy  ? 

Vto.  A  little  by  your  favour* 

Da.  What  kind  of  woman  is't  ? 
Vio.  Of  your  complexion. 

Da.  She  is  not  worth  thee  then.   What  years  •ifaith  ? 
Vto.  About  your  years  my  Lord. 
Da.  Too  old  by  heaven  :  Let  ftill  the  woman  take 

An  elder  than  her  felf,  fo  wears  fhe  to  him : 
So  fwaysfhe  level  in  her  husbands  heart: 
For  boy,  however  we  do  praife  our  felves, 
Our  fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfirra, 
More  longing,  wavering,  fooner  loft  and  worn, 
Than  woroens  are. 

Vio.  1  think  it  well  my  Lord. 
Da.  Then  let  thy  love  be  younger  than  thy  felf, 

Or  thy  affe&ion  cannot  hold  the  bent : 
For  women  are  as  Rofes,  whofe  fair  flower 
Being  once  dilplaid,  doth  fall  the  very  hour. 

Vto.  And  lb  they  are :  alas,  that  they  are  fo: 
To  dye,  even  when  they  to  perfection  grow: 

Enter  Curio,  and  Clown. 

Da.  O  fellow  come,  the  fong  we  had  laft  night : 
vlark  It  Cefario,  it  is  old  and  plain 
The  Spinfters  and  the  Knitters  in  the  Sun, 
And  the  free  maids  that  weave  their  thred  with  bones, 
Do  ufe  to  chant  it :  it  is  filly  (both, 
And  dallies  with  the  innocence  of  love, 
Like  the  old  age. 

Clo.  Are  you  ready  Sir  ? 
Va.  I  prethec  fing.  Mafic 

The  Song. 

Come  away,  come  away  death, 
And  m  fad  cypreft  let  me  be  laid, 
Fie  away,  fie  may  breath, 

J  am  flainby  a  fair  cruel  maid.  (pare  it. 
Myfhrowdef  white ,  flack.  a^  with  Sw,  O  pre- 
My  part  of  death  no  one  fo  true  did  {hare  it. 

Not  a  flower  ,  not  a  flower  fweet 

On  my  black^coffin,  let  there  be  flrewn: 
Not  a  friend,  not  a  friend  greet 

My  poor  corps,  where  my  bones  fhall  be  thrown  : 
A  thoufand  thoufand  fighs  to  fave,  lay  me  O  where 
Sad  true  lover  never  find  my  grave,  to  weep  there. 

Da.  There's  for  thy  pains. 
Clo.  No  pains  fir,  I  take  pleafurcin  finging  fir. 
Da.  Vie  pay  thy  pleasure  then. 

Clo,  Truly,  fir,  and  pleafure  will  be  paid  one  time,  or 
another. 

Da.  Give  me  now  leave,  to  leave  thee. 
Clo.  Nowthernelancholly  God  protect  thee,  and  the 

Tailor  make  thy  doublet  of  changeable  Taffata,  for  thy 
mind  is  a  very  Opal.  I  would  have  men  of  fuch  conftan 
cyputtoSea,  that  their  bufinefs  might  be  every  thing, 

and  their  intent  every  where,  for  that's  it  that  always 
makes  a  good  voyage  of  nothing.  Farewel.  Exit. 

Da.  Let  all  the  reft  give  place  :  once  more  Cefario, 
Get  thee  yond  fame  ibveraign  cruelty  : 
Tell  her  my  love  (  more  noble  than  the  world,) 
Prifesnot  quantity  of  dirty  lands, 

The  parts  that  fortune  hath  beftow'd  upon  her, 
Tell  her  I  told  as  giddily  as  fortune  : 

But*tis  that  miracle,  and  Queen  of  Jems 
That  nature  pranks  her  in,  attracts  my  foul. 

Vio.  But  if  fhe  cannot  love  you  fir- 

Da.  It  cannot  be  fo  anfwer'd. 
Vio.  Sooth  but  you  muft. 

Say  that  fome  Lady,  as  perhaps  there  is, 
Hath  for  your  love  as  great  a  pang  of  heart 
As  you  have  for  Olivia  :  you  cannot  love  her  i 
You  tell  her  fo  :  Muft  fhe  not  then  be  anfwer'd  ? 

Da.  There  is  no  womans  fides 

Can  abide  the  beating  of  fo  ftrong  a  paffion, 
As  love  doth  give  my  heart :  no  womans  heart 
So  big  to  hold  fo  much,  they  lack  retention. 

Alas,  their  love  may  be  u'll'd  appetice  j 
tfo  morion  of  the  Liver,  but  the  Pallat, 
Thatfufferfurfet,  doyment,  and  revolt  ; 
But  mine  is  all  as  hungry  as  the  Sea, 
And  can  digeft  as  much,  make  no  compare 
Between  that  love  a  woman  can  bear  me, 

And  that  I  owe  Olivia. 
Vto.  I  but  I  know. 
Da.  What  doft  thou  know  ? 
Vto.  Too  well  what  love  women  to  men  owe  ; 

In  faith  they  are  as  true  of  heart,  as  we. 
My  Father  had  a  Daughter  lovM  a  man 
As  it  might  be  perhaps,  were  I  a  woman 
I  fhould  your  Lordfhip. 

Da.  And  what's  her  hiftory  ? 
Vio.  A  blank,  my  Lord  :  fhe  never  told  her  love, 

But  let  concealment  like  a  worm  i'th  bud 
Feed  on  her  damask  cheek:  fhcpin'din  thought, 
And  with  agrefn  and  yellow  mclancholly, 
She  fate  like  Patience  on  a  Monument, 
Smiling  at  grief.  Was  not  this  love  indeed  ? 
We  men  may  fay  more.fwear  more,  but  indeed 
Ourfhews  are  more  than  will:  for  ftill  wc  prove 
Much  in  our  vows,  but  little  in  our  love. 

Da.  But  dy'd  thy  filler  of  her  love,  my  boy  ? 
Vto.  I  am  all  the  daughters  of  my  Fathers  houfe, 

And  all  the  brothers  too,  and  yet  I  know  not- 
Sir,  fhall  I  Jo  this  Lady  ? 

Da.  I  that's  the  Theam  : 
To  her  in  hafte  \  give  her  this  Jewel :  fay, 
My  love  can  give  no  place,  bid  no  denay.  Exeunt, 

U  2 
Scena 
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Scena  Quint  a. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and 
Fabian. 

To.  Come  thy  ways,  Signior  Fabian. 

F^b.  Nay  l'k  come  if  1  lofe  a fcruple  of  this  fport,let 
me  be  boyl'd  to  death  with  Melancholly. 

Tot  Would'ft  thou  not  be  glad  to  have  the  niggardly 
Rafcally  fheep-biter,  come  by  fome  notable  fhame  ? 

Fa.  I  would  exult  man  j  you  know  he  brought  me  out 
of  favour  with  ray  Lady,  about  a  Bear-baiting  here. 

T o.  To  anger  him  we'll  have  the  Bear  again,  and  we  will 
fool  him  black  and  blew,  fh  ill  we  not,  Sir  Andrew  ? 

An.  And  we  do  not,  it  is  pity  of  our  lives. 

Enter  Maria. 

To.  Here  comes  the  little  villain  :  how  now  my  Nettle 
of  India? 

Mar.  Get  ye  all  three  into  the  box-tree  :  Malvolio\ 

coming  down  this  walk,  he  ha's  been  yonder  i'th  Sun  pra- 
ctifing  behaviourtohisownfhadow  this  half  hour.obfcrye 
him  for  the  love  of  Mockery  :  for  I  know  this  Letter  will 
make  a  contemplative  ldeot  of  him.  Clofeinthe  name  of 

jeftirg,  lye  t!  ou  there  :  for  here  comes  the  Trowt  that 
muft  be  caught  with  tickling. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Tis  but  fortune,  all  is  fortuneMaria  once  told  me 
fhe  did  affeft  me,  and  I  have  heard  her  felf  come  thus  near,, 
that  fhould  fhe  fancy,  it  fhould  be  one  of  my  complexion. 
Be  fides  (he  ufes  me  with  a  more  exalted  refpeft , 
than  any  one  eife  that  followsher.  What  fhould  I  think 
on't  f 

To.  Here's  an  over-wcening  rogue. 
Fa.  Oh  peace  :  Contemplation  makts  a  rare  Turkey- 

Cock  of  him,  how  he  Jets  under  his  advan'd  plumes. 
And.  'Slight,  I  could  io  beat  the  Rogue.  ( 
1o.  Peace  I  fay. 
Mai.  To  be  Count  Malvolio. 
Tc.  Ah  Rogue. 
t^in.  Piftol  him,  piftol  him* 
To.  Peace,  peace. 

Mai  There  is  example  fot't :  The  Lady  of  the  Strachy, 
married  the  yeoman  of  the  Wardrobe. 

<tAn.  Fye  on  h.\vajez.abel. 

Fa.  O peace, now  ht'» deeply  in:  look  how  imagina- 
tion blows  him. 

Mai.  Having  been  three  months  married  to  her,  fitting 
in  my  ftate. 

To.  O  for  a  ftone-bow  to  hit  him  in  the  eye. 

MA.  Calling  ray  officers  about  me,  in  my  branch'd  Vel- 
vet gown :  havingcome  from  a  day-bed,  where  1  have  left 

Olivia  fleeping. 
To.  Fire  and  Brimftone* 
Fa.  O  peace,  peace. 
Mai.  And  then  to  have  the  humour  of  ftete  :  and  after 

a  demure  travel  of  regard  :  telling  them  1  know  my 
place,  as  I  would  they  fhould  do  theirs :  to  ask  for  ray 
k'nfman  Toby. 
T 9.  Bolts  and  fhackfes. 

Fa.  Oh  peace,  peace,  peace,  now,  now. 
Mai.  Seven  of  my  people  with  an  obedient  ftart,  make 

out  for  him:  1  frown  the  while,  and  perchance  wind  up 

my  watch,  or  play  with  fome  rich  Jewel :  Toby  approaches*, curtfies  there  to  me. 
T 9.  Shall  this  fellow  live  ? 

Fa.  Tho  our  filence  be  drawn  from  us  with  cares,  yet 

peace. 

Mai.  I  extend  my  hind  to  him  thur  :  quenching  my 
familiar  fmile  with  an  aujtcre  regard  of  controul. 

To.  And  do's  not  Tdy  uke  )i.u  a  blew  o'ihe  lip- 
then  ? 

Mai.  Saying,  Coufin  Toby,  my  fortunes  hiving  call  mi 
on  yourKeece,  give  me  this  prerogative  of  fpetch  i 

To.  What,  what  f 
Mai.  You  muft  amend  your  drurkennefs. 
To.  Outfcab. 

Fab.  Nay  patience,  or  we  break  the  finews  of  our 

plot  ? 

Mai.  Befides  you  waft  the  treafureof  your  time,  with 
a  foolifh  Knight. 

And.  Thai's  roe  i  warrant  you: 
Mai.  One  Sir  Andrew. 

And.  I  knew 'twas  I, for  many  do  call  me  fooh 
Mai.  What  employment  have  we  here  ? 
Fa.  Now  is  the  woodcock  near  the  gin. 

To.  Oh  peace,  and  thefpirit  of  humours  intimate  read- 

ing aloud  to  him. 
Mai.  By  my  life  this  is  my  Ladies  hand  :  thefe  be  her 

very  C's,  her  Z/s,and  her  2's.aod  thus  mal  es  fhe  her  great 
P's.  it  is  in  contempt  to  queftion  her  hand. 

And.  Her  C's,  her  1/s,  and  her  T's ;  why  that  ? 
Mai.  To  the  unknown  bdovd,  this,  and  my  good  xvifhes  *, 

Her  very  Phrafes  :  by  your  leave  wax.  Soft,  and  the  im- 

prefTure  her  Lucrece,  with  which  fhe  ufes  to  leal :  'tis  my 
Lady  :  To  whom  fhould  this  be  ? 

Fab.  This  wins  him,  Liver  and  all. 
Mai.  Jove  kjJows  I  love,  but  who,  Lips  do  not  move,  ne 

man  miifi  know.  No  man  muft  know.  What  follows  ?  The 

numbers  alter'd  :  No  man  muftknow, 
If  this  fhould  be  thee ,  Malvolio  i 

To.  Marry  hang  thee  brock. 
Mai.  I  may  command  where  I  adore,  but  filence  likje  a Lucre fs  wife, 

With  bolinefs  firokf  my  heart  dothgore,  M.O.  A-  L  doth  [way 

my  life. 
Fa.  A  Fuftian  riddle. 
To.  Excellent  Wench,  fay  I. 

Mai.  M.O.  A.  J.  doth  fway  my  life.  Nay  but  fir  flier 
me  fee,  let  me  fee. 

Fab.  What  difh  of  poifon  hasfhedrtft  him? 
To.  Andwuh  what  wing  the  ftallion  clucks  at  it  ? 
Mai.  I  may  command,  where  I  adore.  Why  fhe  may 

command  me :  I  lerve  her,  fhe  is  my  Lady.  Why  this  is 

evident  to  any  formal  capacity.  There  is  no  obftruc"tion 
in  this,  and  the  end  \  what  fhould  that  Alphabetical  po- 
fition  portend,  If  I  could  make  that  referable  fomething  in 
me  ?  Softly  ;  M.  O.  ̂ 4. 1. 

To.  O,  I,  m3  ke  up  that,  he  is  now  ?.t  a  cold  fent. 

Fab  Scwter  will  cry  upon't  for  all  this,sho  it  be  as  rank 
as  a  Fox. 

Mai.  M.  Malvolio,  M-  Why  i  hat  begins  my  name. 

Fab.  Did  not  1  lay  he  would  work  it  our,  the  Cur  is  ex- 
cellent at  faults. 

Mai.  M.  but  then  there  is  noconfonancy  in  the  fequel 
that  fuffers  under  probation  :  A.  fhould  follow,  but  O. 

does. Fab   And  O.  fhall  end,  I  hope. 

To.  I,  or  1'ie  cudgel  him,  and  make  him  cry  O. 
Mai.  And  then/,  comes  behind. 
Fab.  I,  and  you  had  tny  eye  behind  you,  you  might 

fee  more  detraction  at  you:  heels,  than  Fortunes  before 

you. 

Mai.  M.O.  A- J.  This  firruiatien  is  not  as  the  former: 

and  yet  to  crufh  this  a  little,  it  wculd  bow  me,  for  ever^ 
one  of  thefe  Letters  are  in  my  name.  Soft,  here  follows 

profe  :  If  this  fall  into  thy  hand*  revolve,  in  my  Stars  I 

am  above  thee,  but  be  not  afraid  ofgreatnefs ;  fome  are  become 

great,  fome  atchieve  greatnefs,  and  fometand  fome  have 

greattnefs  fut  upon  them.  Ihy  fates  upon  their  hands,  let 
thy  blood  and  fpirit  embrace  them,  and  to  inure  thy  felf 
to  what  thott  art  like  to  be  j  cafi  thy  humble  flough,  and 

appear\ 



/  TP  elf -Night,  Or  what  you  toill 

259 

appear  frelh.  Be  oppofite  with  a  ktnfman,  furly  with  fer- 
vants :  Let  thy  tongue  tang  arguments  of  State  ;  put  thy 

felfinto  the  trick  of  (insularity.  She  thus  advifes  thee, 

that  fighs  for  thee.  Remember  who  commended  thy 

yellow  flocking! ,  and  wifi'd  to  fee  thee  ever  crofs  gar- 

ter''d :  J  fay  remember  ,  go  to  ,  thou  art  made,  if  thou 
defir'fl  to  be  fo  :  If  not ,  let  me  fee  thee  a  fteward  fiill 
the  fellow  of  fervants,  and  not  worthy  to  touch  For. 

tunes  fingers :  Farewell.  She  that  would  alter  fervices 

with  thee  ,  the  fortunate  unhappy  daylight  and  cham- 
pion difcovers  not  more  :  This  is  open  ,  I  will  be  proud, 

I  will  read  politick  Authors ,  I  will  baffle  Sir  Toby , 

I  will  w*fll  off  grofs  acquaintance,  I  will  be  point  de- 

vife,  the  very  man.  1  do  now  fool  my  felf,  to  let 

imagination  Jade  me for  every  rcafon  excites  to  this , 

that  my  Lady  loves  me.  She  did  commend  my  yellow 

ftockings  of  late;  (he  did  praife  my  leg  being  crofle- 
garter'd  ,  and  in  this  Ihe  manifefts  her  ielf  to  my  love, 
and  with  a  kind  of  conjunction  drives  me  to  thele  habits 

of  her  liking-  I  thank  ray  ftars ,  I  am  happy :  I  will 

be  ftrange,  ftout,  in  yellow  ftockings  and  crofs  garter'd even  with  the  fwiftnefs  of  putting  on.  Jove,  an  d  my 

ftars  be  praifed.  Here  is  yet  a  poftfeript.  Thou  canfl 

not  choofe  to  {now  who  I  am;  if  thou  enter  tainefi  my  love, 

let  it  appear  in  thy  fmiling ,  thy  fmiks  become  thee  well. 

Therefore  in  my  prefence  fiill  fmiley  dear  my  fypect,  1  pre- 
ihee,  Jove  I  thankthee,  I  will  fmile,  1  will  do  every  thing 
that  thou  wilt  have  roe.  Exit. 

Fab.  I  will  not  give  my  patt  of  this  fport  for  a  penfion 

of  thoufands  to  be  paid  from  the  Sophy . 

To.  I  could  marry  this  wench  for  this  device. 

An.  So  could  I  too. 

To.  And  ask  no  other  dowry  with  her,  but  fuch  ano- 
ther jeft. 

Enter  Maria. 

An.  Nor  1  neither. 
Fab.  Here  comes  my  noble  gull-catcher. 

To.  Wilt  thou  fet  thy  foot  o*my  neck  ? 

An.  Oro'mine  either? 

To.  (hall  I  play  my  freedom  at  a  tray-trip  ,  arid  be- 

corrie  thy  bond-flave  ? 

An.  l'faith,  or  either  ? 

lob.  vVhy,  thou  haft  put  him  in  fuch  a  dream,  that 

when  the  image  of  it  leaves  him,  he  muft  run  mad. 

Ma.H&y  but  fay  true,  do's  it  work  upon  him? 
To.  Like  Aqua-vita  with  a  Midwife. 

Mar-  If  you  will  then  fee  the  fruits  of  the  fport*  mark 

hisfuft  approach  before  my  Lady  :  he  will  come  to  her 

in  yellow  ftockings ,  and  'tis  a  colour  fhe  abhors ;  and 

crofs  garter'd,  a  fafhion  fhe  detefts :  and  he  will  fmile 

upon  her  ,  which  will  now  be  {o  unfuitable  to  her  difpo- 

fition,  being  addifted  to  melancholly,  as  fhe  is,  that  it 

cannot  but  turn  him  into  a  notable  contempt :  if  you  wdl 

fee  it,  follow  me.  

To.  To  the  gates  Tartar,  thou  moft  excellent  devil of  wit. 

And.  Tie  make  one  too.  Exeunt. 

Finis  Atttis  Secundii 

Aftus  Tertius.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Viola,  and  Clown. 

Vio.  Save  thee  Friend  and  thy  Mufiek  :  doft  thou  live 
by  the  Tabor  ? 

C/o.No  fir,  I  live  by  the  Church. 
Vio.  Art  thou  a  Churchman  f 

Clo.  No  fuch  matter,  fir,  i  do  live  by  the  Church  :  for, 
I  do  live  at  myhoufe,  and  my  houfe  doth  ftand  by  the Church. 

Vio.  So  thou  maieft  fay  the  King  lyes  by  a  beggar,  if  a 
beggar  dwell  near  him  :  or  the  Church  ftands  by  thy  Ta- 

bor, if  thy  Tabor  ftand  by  the  Church. 
Clo.  You  have  faid,  fir  :  To  fee  this  age  !  A  fentence  is 

but  a  chev'rill  glove  to  a  good  wit ;  how  quickly  t  he  wrong 
fide  may  be  turn'd  outward. 

Vio.  Nay  that's  certain.*  they  that  dally  nicely  with 
words,  may  quickly  make  them  wanton. 

Clo.  I  would  therefore  my  filter  had  no  name,  Sir. 
Vio.  Why  man  ? 

Clo.  Why,  fir,  her  namt'i  a  word  ,  and  to  dally  with 
that  word,  might  make  my  filter  wanton  :  But  indeed, 

words  are  very  Rafcals,  fince  bonds  difgrae'd  them. 
Vio.  Thy  reafon  man  ? 

Clo.  Troth,  fir,  I  can  yield  you  none  without  words, 
and  words  are  grown  fo  falfe,  I  am  loath  to  prove  reafon with  them. 

Vio,  I  warrant  thou  art  a  merry  fellow,  and  car'ft  for 
nothing. 

Clo.  Not  fo,  fir,  I  do  care  for  fomething  :  but  in  my 
confeience,  fir,  I  do  not  care  for  you  :  if  that  be  to  care 
for  nothing,  fir,  I  would  it  would  make  you  invifible* 

Vio.  Art  not  thou  the  Lady  Olivia's  fool  ? 
Clo.  No  indeed,  fir,  the  Lady  Olivia  has  no  folly,  fhe 

will  keep  no  fool,  fir,  till  fhe  be  married,  and  fools  are 

as  like  husbands,  as  Pi!chers  are  to  Herrings,  the  husband's 
the  bigger :  I  am  indeed  not  her  fool,  bur  her  corrupter  of 
words. 

Vio.  I  faw  thee  late  at  the  Count  Orftno's. 
Clo.  Foolery ,  fir,  he  does  walk  about  the  Orb  like  the 

Sun,itfhines  every  where.  I  would  be  forry,  fir, but  the 
Fool  fhould  be  as  oft  with  your  Mafter,  as  with  my  Mi- 
ftrefs :  I  think  1  faw  your  wifdora  there- 

Vio.  Nay,  and  thou  pafs  upon  me,  I'Je  no  more  with 
thee.  Hold  there's  expences  lor  thee. 

Clo.  Now  Jove  in  his  next  commodity  of  hair,  fend 
fhee  a  beard. 

Vio.  By  my  troth,  1'le  tell  thee,  I  am  almoft  fick  for 
one,  though  I  would  not  have  it  grow  on  my  chin.  Is  thy 

Lady  within  ? 
Clo.  Would  not  a  pairofthefe  have  bred,  fir? 
Vio.  Yes,  being  kept  together,  and  put  to  ufe. 
Clo.  I  would  play  Lord  Pandarus  of  Phrygia,  fir,  to 

bring  a  Creffida  to  this  Troylus. 

Vio.  I  understand  you>  fir, 'tis  well  begg'd. 
Qo.  The  matter  I  hope  is  not  great,  fir  begging,  but  a 

beggar  :  Creffida  was  a  beggar.  My  Lady  is  within,  fir.  I 
will  confter  to  them  whence  you  come  ,  who  you  are,  and 

what  you  would  is  out  of  my  Welkin,!  might  fay,  Ele- 
ment, but  the  word  is  over-worn.  Exit. 

Vio.  This  feilow  is  wife  enough  to  play  the  fool, 
And  to  do  that  well  craves  a  kind  of  wit: 
He  muft  obferve  their  mood  on  whom  he  jefts, 

The  quality  of  perfons,  and  the  time  : 
And  like  the  Haggard,  check  at  every  Feather 
That  comes  before  his  eye.  This  is  a  practice  , 
As  full  of  labour  as  a  Wife-mans  Art : 
For  folly  that  he  wifely  fhews,  is  fit : 
But  wife  mens  folly  fain,  quite  taint  their  wit° 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Andrew. 

To.  Save  you  Gentleman. 
Vio.  And  you  fir. 
And.  Dieu  von  guard  Mounfieur. 

Vio  Et  vouz.  aufie  vofire  fervtture. 
And.  1  hope,  fir,  you  arc,  and  ljam  yours. 
To.  Will  you  encounter  the  houfe,  my  Neece  is  defi- 

rous  you  fhould  enter,  if  your  trade  be  to  her. 
Vio.  I  am  bound  to  your  Neece,  fir,  I  mean  fhe  is  the 

lift  of  my  voyage. *  To. 
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To.  Tafte  your  legs,  fir,  put  them  to  motion. 

Vw.  My  iegs  do  better  underftand  me,  fir,  than  I  un- 
derftand  what  you  mean  by  bidding  mc  tafte  my  legs. 

To.  I  mean  to  go,  fir,  to  enter. 
Vto.  I  will  anfwer  you  with  gate  and  entrance,  but  we 

are  prevented. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Gentlewoman. 

Moft  excellent  accomplifh'd  Lady,  the  Heavens  rain  O 
dcurson  you. 

And.  That  youth's  a  rare  Courtier,  rain  Odours,  well. 
Vto.  My  matter  hath  no  voice,  Lady,  but  to  your  own 

molt  pregnant  and  vouchfafed  ear. 

And,  Odours,  pregnant  and  vouchfafed:  Tie  get  'em 
all  three  ready. 

01.  Let  the  garden  door  be  (hut,  and  leave  me  to  my 
hearing.    Give  me  your  hand,  fir. 

Vio.  My  duty, Madam,  and  mod  humble  fervice. 
01.  What  is  your  name  ? 

Vio.  Cefar'$o  \%  your  fervants  name,  fair  Princefs. 
01  My  fervant,  fir  ?  Twas  never  merry  world  , 

Since  lowly  feigning  was  call'd  complement  : 
Y'are  fervaut  to  the  Count  Orfino  (  youth.  ) 

Via  And  he  is  yours,  and  his  muft  needs  be  yours : 
Your  fervants  fervant  is  your  fervant,  Madam. 

Olivia.  For  him  1  think  not  on  him;  for  his  thoughts, 

Would  they  were  blanks  rather  than  fill'd  with  me. 
Vio.  Madam,  I  cometo  whet  your  gentle  thoughts 

On  his  behalf. 

01.  O  by  your  leave  I  pray  you. 
I  bad  you  never  fpeak  again  of  him  } 
But  would  you  undertake  another  fuit  ? 
1  had  rather  hear  you  to  follicit  that, 
Than  Mufick  from  the  fphears. 

Vio.  Dear  Lady. 
01.  Give  me  leave,  I  befeech  you :  I  did  fend, 

A/ter  the  laft  enchantment  you  did  hear, 
A  Ring  in  chafe  of  you.  Sodidlabufe 
My  felf ,  my  f.rvant,  and  I  fear  me,  you  : 
Under  your  hard  conftruftion  muft  I  fir, 
To  force  that  on  you  in  a  fliaraeful  cunning 
Which  you  knew  none  of  yours.  What  might  you  think? 
Have  you  not  let  mine  honour  at  the  ttake, 

And  baited  it  with  all  th'unmuzled  thoughts 
That  tyrannous  heart  can  think  ?  to  one  of  your  receiving 
Enough  is  fhewn,  a  Ciprefs,  not  a  bofom,  > 
Hides  n.y  poor  heart :  fo  let  me  hear  you  fpeak. 

Vio.  Ipity  you. 

01.  That's  a  degree  to  love. 
Vio.  No  not  a  grice :  for  'tis  a  vulgar  proof 

Th&t  very  oft  we  pity  enemies. 

01.  Why  then  methinks 'tis  time  to  ftnile  agen  j 
O  world,  how  apt  the  poor  are  to  be  proud  ? 
If  one  fhouldbe  a  prey,  how  much  better 
To  fall  before  the  Lion,  than  the  Wolf; 

Qock^  ftrikrs. 

The  clock  upbraids  me  with  the  wafteof  time. 
Be  not  afraid  good  youth,  i  will  not  have  you  j 
And  yet  when  wit  and  youth  is  come  to  harveft  : 
Your  wife  is  like  to  reap  a  proper  man  : 
There  lies  your  way,  due  Weft. 

Vio.  Then  Weftward hoe: 
Grace  and  good  difpofition  attend  your  Ladifhip; 

You'l  nothing,  Madam,  to  my  Lord,  b-  me  : 
01.  Stay  :  I  prithee  tell  me  what  thou  think'ft  of  me  ? 
Vio.  That  you  do  think  you  are  not  what  you  are. 
01.  If  I  think  fo.  I  think  the  fame  of  you. 
Vio.  Then  think  you  right:  I  am  not  what  I  am. 
01.  I  would  you  were,  as  I  would  have  you  be. 
Vio.  Would  it  be  better ,  Madam,  than  I  am  ? 
I  wifhit  might,  for  now  I  am  your  fool. 

01.  O  what  a  deal  of  fcorn,  looks  beautiful  ? 
In  the  contempt  and  anger  of  his  lip  ! 

A  murderous  guilt  (hews  not  it  felf  more  foon,  ' Than  love  that  would  feem  hid  :  Loves  night  is  noon. 
Cefario,  by  the  Rofes  of  the  Spring, 
By  maid  hood,  honour,  truth,  and  every  thing, 
I  love  thee  fo,  that  maugre  all  thy  pride, 
Nor  wit,  nor  reafon,  can  my  paffion  hide  : 
Do  not  extort  thy  reafons  from  this  claufe, 
For  that  I  woo,  thou  therefore  haft  bo  caufe : 
But  rather  reafon  thus,  with  reafon  fetter  , 
Love  fought,  is  good  •  but  given  unfought,  is  better. Vio.  By  innocence  I  fwear,  and  by  my  youtb, 
I  have  one  heart,  one  bofome,  and  one  truth, 
And  that  no  woman  has,  nor  never  none 
Shall  miftris  be  of  it,fave  I  alone. 
And  fo  adieu,  good  Madam,  never  more, 
Will  1  my  Matters  tears  to  you  deplore. 

01.  Yet  come  again :  for  thou  perhaps  may 'ft  move 
That  heart,  which  now  abhors  to  like  his  love. 

Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Fabian. 

•And.  No  faith,  1'lenot  ftay  a  jot  longer. 
Tob.  Thy  reafon  dear  venome,  give  thy  reafon. 
Fab.  You   muft  needs  yield  your  realcn ,  Sir  An- drew. 

And.  Marry  I  fawyour  Neeccdoraorc  favours  to  the 

C  unts  Seiving-roan,  than  ever  fhe  bcttow'd  upon  me.  1 iaw't  i'th  Orchard. 

To.  Did  fhe  fee  thee  the  while,  old  boy,  tell  me  that  ? 
An.  As  plain  as  I  fee  you  now. 

Fabi.  This  was  a  great  argument  of  love  in  her  toward 

you. 

And.  'Slight  ;  will  you  make  an  Afs  o'  me  ? 
Fabi.  I  prove  it  legitimate,  fir,  upon  the  oaths  of  judg- 

ment, and  reafon. 

To.  And  they  have  been  grand  Jury-men>  fince  before Noah  was  a  Sailor. 

Fabi.  She  did  fhew  favour  to  the  youth  in  your  fight, 
only  to  cxafperate  you,to  awake  your  dormoufe  valour,  to 
put  fire  in  your  Heart,  and  brimftone  in  your  Liver  :  you 
fhould  then  have  accofted  her,  and  with  fome  excellent 

jefts  ( fire-new  from  the  mint)  you  fhould  have  bang'd  the 
youth  into  duobnefs  :  this  was  look'd  for  at  your  hand, 
and  this  was  baulkt :  the  double  gilt  of  this  opportuni- 

ty you  let  time  wafh  off,  and  you  are  now  fail'd  into 
the  North  of  my  Ladies  opinion,  where  you  will  hang 
like  an  Ifickleon  a  Dutchmans  beard,  unlefs  you  do  re- 

deem it  by  fome  laudable  attempt,  either  of  valour  or 

policy. 
An.  And't  be  any  way,  it  muft  be  with  Valour,  for 

Policy  lhate:  I  had  as  lief  be  a  Brownift,  as  a  Politi- 

cian. To.  Why  then  build  me  thy  fortunes  upon  the  bafisof 
valour.  Challenge  me  the  Counts  youth  to  fight  wiih  him, 
hurt  him  in  eleven  places,  my  Netce  fhall  take  note  of  it, 
and  affiire  thy  felf,  ttere  is  no  love-broker  in  the  world 
can  more  prevail  in  mens  commendation  with  women,  than 

report  of  valour. 
Fab.  There  is  no  way  but  this,  Sir  Andrew. 
An.  Will  either  of  you  bear  me  a  challenge  to  him  i 
To.  Go  write  it  in  a  martial  hand,  be  curit  and  brief  : 

it  is  no  matter  how  witty,  fo  it  be  eloquent,  and  full  of 
invention :  taunt  him  with  the  licenfe  of  Ink  :  if  thou 

thou'ft  him  fome  thrice,  it  fhall  not  be  amifs,  and  as  ma-  ( 
ny  Lies,  as  will  lie  in  thy  fheetof  paper,  although  the 
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TiPe^KlgIjt}  Or  x&h  n  yoit  w  ill, 

241 

fheet  were  b:g  enough  for  the  bed  of  Ware  in  England, 

fct  'ettd  own,  go  about  it-  Let  there  be  gall  enough  in  thy 

ink,  tho  thou  write  with  a  Gooie-pen,  no  matter -.about 
it. 

And.  Where  fhall  I  find  you? 

To.  We'll  call  thee  at  the  Cubiculo  :  Go. 
Exit  Sir  Andrew. 

Fab.  This  is  a  dear  Manakin  to  you,  Sir  Toby. 
Tob.  I  have  been  dear  to  him  lad,  forae  two  thoufand 

ftrong,  or  to. 

Fa.  We  (hall  have  a  rare  Letter  from  him  5  but  you'll 
not  deliver'r. 

Tob-  Never  truft  me  then  :  and  by  all  means  ftir  on  the 

youth  to  an  anlwer.  I  think  Oxen  and  wain-ropes  cannot 

hale  them  together.  For  Andrew,  if  he  were  open'd,  and 
you  find  fo  much  blood  in  his  Liver,  as  will  clog  the  foot 

of  a  flea,  Tie  eat  the  reft  of  th' anatomy. 
Fab  And  his  oppofite  the  youth  bears  in  his  vilage  no 

great  prcl'age  of  cruelty. 

Enter  Maria. 

T ob.  Look  where  the  youngeft  Wren  of  mine  comes. 
Mar.  If  you  defire  the  fpleen,  and  Will  laugh  your 

felves  into  flitches,  follow  nie  \  yond  gull  Malvolio  is  turn- 
ed Heathen,  a  very  Renegatho  :  for  there  is  noChrifttan 

that  means  to  be  laved  by  believing  rightly,  can  ever  be- 

lieve fuch  impoflible  paffages  of  grofntfs.  He's  in  yellow 
ftockings. 

T ib.  And  crofs  garter'd  ? 
Mar.  Moft  vi'lanoufly :  like  a  Pedant  that  keeps  a 

School  i'th  Church  ;  I  have  dog'd  him  like  his  murtherer. 
He  does  obey  every  point  of  the  Letter  that  I  dropt,  to 
betray  him  ;  He  does  fmile  his  face  into  mors  lines  , 
than  is  in  the  new  Map,  with  the  augmentation  of  the 

Indies  \  you  have  not  feen  fuch  a  thing  as  'tis :  1  can  hard- 
ly forbear  hurling  thing?  at  him.  I  know  my  Lady  will 

ftrikehim:  if  fhe  do,  he'll  fmile,  and  tak't  for  a  great  fa- 
vour. 

To.  Come  bring  us,  bring  us  where  he  is. 
Exeunt  omnes. 

Scena  Tertid. 

Enter  Sebaftian,  and  Anthonio. 

Seb.  I  would  not  by  my  will  have  troubled  you, 
But  fince  you  make  your  pleafure  of  your  pains, 
I  will  no  further  chide  you. 

sAmb.  I  could  notftay  behind  you  s  my  deftre 

("More  (harp  than  filed  fteel )  did  fpur  me  forth, 
And  not  all  love  to  fee  you  (tho  fo  much 
As  might  have  drawn  one  to  a  longer  voyage ) 
But  jealoufy,  what  might  befal  your  travel, 
Being  skillefs  in  thefe  parts  :  which  to  a  ftranger, 
Unguided,  and  unfriended,  often  prove 
Rough,  and  unhofpitable.  My  willing  love, 
The  rather  by  thefe  arguments  of  ftar 
Set  forth  in  your  purfuit. 

Seb.  Mv  kind  Anthonio, 
lean  no  other  anfwermake,  but  thanks  : 
But  were  ray  worth,  as  is  my  conference  firm, 

You  fhould  find  better  dealing:  what's  to  do? 
Shall  we  go  fee  the  reiicks  of  this  Town  ? 

Ant.  To  morrow,  fir,  beft  firftgo  fee  your  Lodging. 
Seb.  I  am  not  weary,  and'tis  longto night, 

I  pray  youht  usfatisty  our  eyes 
With  the  memorials, and  the  things  of  fame 
That  do  renown  this  City. 

Ant.  Would  you'ld  pardon  me  : 
I  do  not  without  danger  walk  thefe  ftreets. 

Once  in  a  Sea-Fight  'gainft  the  Count  his  gJlies, 
1  did  fomc  fervice,  of  fuch  note  indeed, 

That  were  I  tane  here,  it  would  fcarce  be  anfwei'd. 
Seb.  Belike  you  flew  great  number  of  his  people. 
Ant.  Th?  offence  is  not  of  fuch  a  bloody  nature, 

Albeit  the  quality  of  time,  and  quarrel 
M  ght  well  have  given  us  bloody  argument , 

It  might  have  fince  been  anfwer'd  in  repaying 
What  we  took  from  them,  which  for  TrafBck's  fake 
Moft  of  our  City  did.    Only  ray  felf  ftood  out 
For  which  if  I  be  lapfed  in  this  place 
I  fhall  pay  dear. 

Seb.  Do  not  then  walk  too  open. 
nAnt,  It  doth  not  fit  me  :  hold  fir,  here's  my  purfe. 

In  the  South  Suburbs  at  the  Elephant 
Is  beft  to  lodg  :  I  will  befpeak  our  diet, 
Whiles  you  beguile  the  time,  and  feed  yourknowledg 
With  viewing  of  the  Town,  there  fhall  you  have  me. 

Seb.  Why  1  your  purfe  .? 
Ant .  Haply  your  eye  fhall  light  upon  fome  toy 

You  have  defire  to  purchafe:  and  yourftore 
I  think  is  not  for  idle  Markets,  fir. 

Seb.  Tie  be  your  purfe-bearer,  and  leave  you 
For  an  hour. 

is4nt.  To  th*  Elephant. Seb.  I  do  remember.  Exeunt 

Scena  Quarta. 

£»ffr01ivia,  and  Maria. 

01.  I  have  fent  after  him,  he  fays  he'l  come  : 
How  fhall  I  feaft  him  ?  What  beftow  of  him  ? 

For  youth  is  bought  more  ofr,  than  beg'd,  or  borrow  vi 
I  fpeak  too  loud  :  Where's  Malvolio,  he  k  lad,  and  civil. Andfuits  well  for  a  fervant  with  my  fortunes. 
Where  is  Malvolio  ? 

Mar.  He's  coming,  Madam : 
But  in  very  ftrange  manner.    He  is  furepofftft,  Madam. ! 

01.  Why,  what's  the  matter, does  he  raves' 
Mar.  No,  Madam,  he  does  nothing  but  fmile  :  vou~ 

Ladifhip  were  bed  to  have  fome  guard  about  you,  if  he 
come,  for  lure  the  man  is  tainted  in's  wits. 

01.  Go  call  him  hither. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

lamas  mad  as  he, 
If  lad  and  merry  madnefs  equal  be. 
How  now  Malvolio  ? 

Mai.  Sweet  Lady,  ha,  ha. 

01.  Smil'ft  thou  ?  I  fent  for  thee  upon  a  fad  occafion. 
Mai,  Sad  Lady,  I  could  be  fad  : 

This  does  make  lomeobftru&ion  in  the  blood  ; 
This  crofi  girtering,  but  what  of  that  ? 
If  it  pleifc  the  eye  of  one,  it  is  with  me  as  the  very  true 
Sonnet  Is :  Heafe  one,  and  pleafe  all; 

01.  Why?  How  do'il:  thou  man  ? 
What  is  the  matter  with  thee  ? 

Mil.  Not  black  in  my  mind,  though  yelow  in  my 
legs:  It  did  come  to  his  hands,  and  Commands  flul!  1 
be  executed.    I  think  we  do  know  the  lweet  Rjman  \ 
hand. 

01.  Wilt  thou  go  to  bed,  Mahclio  ? 
Mai.  To  bed  .?  1  fweet  heart  :  and  Tie  come  to  thee. 
01.  God  comfort  thee  :  why  doft  thou  fmile  fo,  and  kif 

thy  hand  fo  oft  ? 
Max.  How  do  you,  MaIvsU6> 

mA 
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Mai.  At  your  rtqueft: 

Y>s,  Nightingales  anfwcr  Daws. 
Mar.  Why  appeir  you  with  this  ridiculous  boldnefs  be- 

fore my  Lady  ? 

Mai.  Be  not  afraid  of  greatnefs :  'twas  well  writ. 
01  What  meant  ft  thou  by  that  Malvolio } 
Mai.  Some  arc  born  great. 
Ol.  Ha? 

Mat.  Some  atchirve  greatnefs. 

Ol  Whatfay'fi  thou? 
Mai.  And  fome  have  Greatnefs  thruft  upon  them. 
OL  Heaven  reftore  thee. 

Mai.  Remember  who  commended  thy  yellow  Stock- 

ing* 
Ol.  Thy  yellow  Stockings  ? 

Mai.  wifli'd  to  fee  thee  crofs-gartet'd- 
Ol  Crofs-garter'd  ? 
Mai.  Go  to,  thou  art  made,  if  thou  defn'ft  to  be  fo. Ol.  Am  1  made  ? 
Mai.  If  not,  let  me  fee  thee  a  Servant  ftill. 
Ol.  Why  this  is  very  Midfummer  madnefs. 

Enter  Servant. 

Sir.  Madam,  the  young  Gentleman  of  the  Count  Orfi. 

«o's  is  return'd,  I  could  hirdly  entreat  him  back*,  he  at- 
tends ycur  Lad  fhips  pleafure. 

Ol.  J'le  come  to  him.  ,, 

Good  Maria,  let  this  fellow  be  look'cl  to.   Where's  my 
Coufin  Toby,  let  fome  of  my  people  have  a  fpecial  care  of 
hiro,l  would  not  have  him  mifcarry  for  the  half  of  my  Dow- 

ry. Exit. 
Mai.  Oh,  ho,  do  you  come  near  me  now  ?  no  worfe 

man  than  Sit  Toby  to  look  to  me.  This  concurs  directly 
with  the  Letter,  fhe  fends  him  on  purpofe,  that  I  may  ap- 

pear Itubborn  to  him  -,  for  (he  incites  me  to  that  in  the 
Letter.    Caft  thy  humble  flough ,  fays  fhe  \  be  oppofite 

I  with  a  Kinfman,  furly  with  Servants,  let  thy  Tongue 
tang  with  Arguments  of  State,  put  thy  felf  into  the  trick 
of  fingularity  :  and  canlequently  fets  down  the  manner 
how :  as  a  fad  face,  a  reverend  Carriage,  a  flow  Tongue,  in 
the  habit  of  fome  Sir  of  note,  and  to  forth.  I  have  limd 
her,  but  it  is  Jcvts  doing,  and  Jove  make  me  thankful. 

And  when  flic  went  away  now,  let  this  Fellow  be  look'd 
to:  Fellow  f  not  Malvolio,  nor  after  my  degree,  but  Fel- 

low. Why  every  thing  adheres  together,  that  no  dram 
of.a  fcrupl:  no  terupleof  afcruple;  no  obftaele  ;  no  in- 

credulous or  unlafe  circumftance:  What  can  be  faid  ?  No- 

j  thing  thit  can  be,  can  come  between  me,  and  the  full  pro- 
fpecTt  of  my  hopes.  Well  Jove,  not  I,  is  the  dotr  of  this, 
and  h.  is  to  be  thanked. 

Enter  Toby,  Fabian,  andMmh. 

To.  Which  way  is  he  in  the  name  of  fanclity  ?  If  aH  the 
Devils  ot  Hell  be  drawn  in  little,  and  Legion  hirafelfpof- 
icft  him,  yet  fie  fpeak  to  him. 

Fab.  Here  he  is,  here  he  is:  how  is't  with  you  fir  / 
How  is't  with  \ou  man? 

M«/.  Go  off,  I  difcaidyou:  let  rte enjoy  my  private: 

go  off. Mar.  Lo,  how  hollow  the  fiend  fpeaks  within  him  \ 
did  not  I  teii  you?  Sir  Toby,  my  Lady  prays  you  to  have 
a  care  of  him. 

Mai  Ah  ha,  does  (he  (o  ? 

To.  Goto,  goto:  peace,  peace:  we  muft  deal  gently 
with  him  :  Let  me  alone.  How  do  you  do,  Malvolio?  How 

is't  with  you?  Whatman,  defic  the Divil :  confider,  he's an  enemy  to  mankind. 
Mai.  Do  you  know  what  you  fay  ? 
Mar.  La  you,  and  you  fpeak  ill  of  the  Devil,  how  he 

tak  ̂   it  at  heart.    Pray  God  he  be  not  bewitch'd. 

Fab.  Carry  his  water  to  th'  wife  Woman. 
Mar.  Marry  and  it  fhall  be  don  e  to  morrow  morning 

if  I  live.  My  Lady  would  not  lefe  him  for  mcie  than 

l'le  fay. 

Mai.  How  now  Miftris  ? 
Mar.  Oh  Lord. 

To.  Prclheehold  thy  pe3ce,  that  is  not  the  way  :  Do 
you  not  fee  you  move  him  ? 

Fa.  No  my  genrlentl'-,  gently,  gently:  the  Fiend  is 
rough,  and  will  not  be  roughly  us'd. 

To.  Why  how  now  my  havock  >  how  doftthcu  chuck  ? Mai.  Sir. 

To  I  biddy,  come  with  me.  What  man,  'tis  not  for 
gravity  to  play  at  cherry  pit  with  Satan.  Hang  him  foul Collier. 

Mar.  Get  him  to  fay  his  prayers,  good  Sir  Toby,  get 
j  him  to  pray. 

Mai.  My  prayers  Minx, 
Mar.  No  I  warrant  you,  he  will  not  hear  of  godl> nefs. 

Mai.  Go  hang  your  {elves  all :  you  are  idle  lhallow 
things,  I  am  not  of  your  Element,  you  (hall  know  more 
hereafter.  Exit. 

To.  h'tpoffible? 

Fab.  If  this  were  plaid  open  a  ftage  ne  w,  I  could  con- 
demn it  as  an  unprofitable  fiction. 

To.  His  very  genius  hath  taken  the  infetlion  of  the  de- 
vice man. 

Mar.  Nay  purfue  him  now,  left  the  device  rake  air,  and 
taint. 

Fa.  Why  we  fhall  make  him  mad  indeed. 

'  Mar-  The  houfe  will  be  the  quieter. 
To.  Come,  we'll  have  h;ra  in  a  dark  Room  and  bound. 

My  Neece  is  already  in  the  belUf  that  he's  mad :  we  may- 
carry  it  thus  for  our  pleafure,  and  his  penance,  till  our  ve<- 
ry  paftime  tired  out  of  breath,  prompt  us  to  have  mercy 
on  him  :  at  which  time,wewili  bring  the  device  to  the  bar, 
and  crown  thee  for  a  finder  of  Madmen:  but  fee,,  but 
fee. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 

Fa.  More  matter  for  a  May  morning. 

And.  Here's  the  Challenge,  read  it :  I  warrant  there's 
Vinegar  and  Pepper  in't. Fab.  Is't  fo  fawcy  ? 

And.  I,  is't?  I  warrant  him :  do  but  read. To.  Give  me. 

Touth,  whatfoever  thou  art,  thou  art  but  a  fcurvy  fellow. 
Fa.  Good  and  valiant. 

To-  Wonder  net,  nor  admire  in  tl.y  mind  rthy  I  do  call 
thee  fo,  for  1  veiM  fiiew  thee  no  reafon  fort.  (Law. 

Fa.  A  good  note,  that  keeps  you  from  the  blow  of  the 
To.  Thou  cotrSft  to  the  Lady  Olivia,  and  in  my  fight  fhe 

fifes  thee  kindly  ;  but  then  heft  in  thy  throat,  that  is  net  the 
matter  J  challenge  thee  for. 

Fa.  Very  brief,  and  to  exceeding  good  fenfe-leff. 
To.  I  will  way-lay  thee  going  home,  where  if  it  be  thy 

chance  to  kill  me. 
Fa.  Good. 

To.  Thou  kWft  nte  like  a  rogue  and  a  villain. 

fa.  Still  you  keep  o'thwjndy  fide  of  the  Law  :  good. 
To.  Fare  the  well,  and  (jod  have  mersy  upon  our  Souls. 

He  may  have  mercy  upon  mine,  bnt  my  hope  is  better,  and  fo 
look,  to  thy  felf.  Thy  fnend  as  thou  ufefi  him,  aud  thy  fworn 
enemy,  Andrew  Ague-cheek. 

To.  If  this  Letter  move  him  not,  his  Legs  cannot : 
l'le  give't  him. 

Mar.  You  may  have  very  fit  occafion  for't:  he  is  now 
in  foa.e  commerce  with  my  Lady,  and  will  by  and  by  de 

parr. 

T 9.  Go  Sr  Andrew ;  fcout  me  for  him  at  the  corner 
of  the  Orchard  like  a  bum-Baily:  fo  foon  as  ever  thou 

feeft  him,  draw;  and  as  thou  draw'ft,fwear  horribly  ;  for 
it  comes  to  pafs  oft,  that  a  terrible  Oath,  with  a  fwagger- 

ing  accent  fharp'y  twang'd  off,   gives  manhood  moie 

approbation. 



I  welf-tsigbt,  Or  what  you  will, 

approbation,  thao  ever  proof  it  ftlf  would  have  earn'd him.  Away.  .  . 

And.  Nay  let  me  alone  for  (Wearing.  Exit. 

To.  Now  will  not  I  deliver  this  Letter:  for  the  behavi- 

our of  the  young  Gentleman,  giv  es  him  out  to  be  of  good 

capacity,  and  breeding  :  his  imployment  between  his 

Lord  and  my  Neece,  confirms  no  lei's.  Therefore,  this 
Letter  being  fo  excellently  ignorant,  will  breed  no  ter- 

rourin  the  youth  ••  he  will  rind  that  it  comes  from  a 
Clodde-pole.  But  fir ,  I  will  deliver  his  challenge  by 

word  of  mouth  •,  let  upon  Jguc-ckee^  a  notable  repor  t  of 
valour, and  drive  the  Gentleman  (as  I  know  his  youth  will 

aptly  receive  it  )  into  a  moft  hideous  opinion  of  his  r?ge  , 

skill,  fury,  and  impetuofity.  This  witlfo  fright  them  both, 

that  they  will  kill  one  another  by  the  look,  like  Ccckairi- 
cc. 

Ener  Olivia,  and  Viola. 

F.  Here  he  comes  with  your  Neece,  give  them  away 
till  he  take  leave,  and  prefently  after  him. 

To.  1  will  meditate  the  while  upon  focac  horrid  mef- 

fage  for  a  Challenge.  Exeunt. 
01.  1  have  laid  too  much  unto  a  heart  of  ftone, 

And  laid  mine  honour  too  unchary  on't : 

There's  fomething  in  me  that  reproves  my  fault  •• 
But  fucha  head-ftrong  potent  fault  it  is, 

That  it  but  mocks  reproof. 
Vio.  With  the  lame  haviour  that  your  pillion  bears, 

Goes  on  my  Matter's  griefs. 
01.  Here,  wear  this  Jewel  for  me,  'as  my  picture  ; 

Refufe  it  not,  it  hath  no  tongue  to  vex  you  : 

And  I  beleech  you  come  again  to  morrow. 
W.iat  fhall  you  ask  of  me  that  Tie  deny  , 

That  f  honour  fav'd  )may  upon  asking  give  ? 
Vio.  Nothing  but  this,  your  true  love  for  my  Mifter. 
01.  How  with  mine  honour  may  I  give  him  that, 

Which  1  have  given  to  you  ? 
Ve.  I  will  acquit  you. 

01.  Well,  come  again  to  morrow  :  farr-thee-well 
A  Fiend  like  thee  might  bear  my  foul  to  hell.  Exit. 

Eater  Toby  and  Fabian , 

To.  Gentleman,  God  fave  thee- 
Vic.  And  you, fir. 

To.  That  defence  thou  haft,  betake  thee  to't :  of  what 
nature  the  wrongs  are  thou  haft  done  him  ,  I  know  not  : 
but  thy  intercepter  full  ofdefpighr,  bloody  as  the  Hunter, 
attends  thee  at  the  O  chardend:  dilmcunt  thy  Tuck, 

beyare  in  thy  preparation,  for  thy  affailant  is  quick,  skil- 
ful, and  deadly. 

V  o  You  miftake,  fir,  I  sme  fure,  no  man  hath  any 

quarrel  to  me :  my  remembrance  is  very  free  and  clear 
from  any  image  of  offence  done  to  any  man. 

To.  You'l  find  it  otherwife.  I  allure  you .  therefore,  if  you 
hold  your  life  at  any  price,  betake  you  to  your  guard :  for 
your  oppofite  hath  in  him,  what  youth,  ftrength,  skill 
and  wraeh  can  furnifh  a  man  withall. 

Vio.  I  pray  you,  fir,  what  is  he  ? 

To.  He  is  knight  dubb'd  with  unhatch'd  Rapier,  and 
on  carpet  confideration,  but  he  is  a  devil  in  private  brawl ; 
fouls  and  bodies  hath  he  divore'd  three  and  his  inctnle- 
met:t  st  this  moment  is  fo  implacable ,  that  tatisfaction 
can  be  none,  but  by  pangs  of  death  and  fepulcher :  Hob, 

nob ,  is  his  word :  giv't  or  tak't. 
Vio.  I  will  return  again  into  the  houfe,  and  defire  fome 

conduftof  the  Lady,  lam  no  fighter,  1  have  heard  of 
fome  kind  of  men,  that  put  quarrels  purpofely  on  others 
to  tafte  their  valour  ;  belike  this  is  a  man  of  that  quirk. 

To.  Sir,  no:  his  indignation  drives  it  felf  out  of  a 
very  competent  injury  ,  therefore  get  you  on,  and  give 
his  defire.  Back  you  fhall  not  to  the  houfe,  unlefs  you 
undertake  that  with  me,  which  with  as  much  fafety  you 
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might  anfwer  him:  therefore  on,  or  finp  your  lword 

ftark  nsked  :  for  meddle  you  ra&ft,  that's  certam,  or  for- 
Iwear  to  wear  iron  about  you» 

Vio.  This  is  as  uncivil  as  ftrarge.  L  befecch  you  do 
me  this  courteous  office,  as  to  know  of  the  Knight  what 
my  offence  to  him  is  :  it  is  fomething  of  my  negligence, 
nothing  of  ray  purpofe. 

To.  I  will  do  lo.  Signior  Fabian,  flay  you  by  this  Gen- 
tleman till  ray  return.  ExttToby. 

Vio.  Pray  you  fir,  do  you  know  of  this  matter  ? 
Fab.  I  know  the  Knight  is  incensed  againft  ycu,  even 

to  a  mortal  arbitrement,  but  nothing  of  the  circumfance 

more. 
Vio.  I  befcech  you,  what  manner  of  man  is  he? 
Fab.  Nothing  of  that  wonderful  promile  to  read  him 

by  his-  form,  as  ycu  are  like  to  find  him  in  1  he  proof  of 
his  valour.  He  is  indeed, fir,  the  moft  skilful,  bloody,  and 
fatal  oppofite  that  you  could  poffibly  have  found  irany 
part  of  Illirya  :  will  you  walk  towards  him  ?  I  wiil  make 
your  peace  with  him,  if  I  c*n. 

Vio.  1  fhall  be  much  bound  to  ycu  foi't  :  I  am  one 
that  had  rather  go  with  fir  Prieft,  han  fir  Knight  :I  care 
not  who  knows  fo  much  ofm',  n  ettle.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Toby  and  Andrew. 

Tob.  Why  man,  he's  a  very  devil,  I  hnve  rot  feen  fuch 
a  firago:  I  had  a  pais  with  him,  r«pier,  fcabbard,and  all : 
and  he  gives  me  the  ftuck  in  with  tuch  a  mortal  motion, 
that  it  is  invitable  :  and  on  the  anlwer ,  he  pays  you  as  J 
furely,  as  your  feet  hits  the  ground  truy  ftc p  on.  They  fay, 

he  has  been  Fencer  to  the  Sophy.  1 
And.  Pox  cn't,  Tie  not  meddle  with  him.  1 
To.  I,  but  he  Will  not  now  be  pacified, 

Fabian  can  fcarfe  hold  him  yonder. 

An.  Plague  cn't  and  I  thought  he  had  been  valiant, 
and  lb  cunning  in  Fence,  1'de  have  feen  him  damn'd  ere 
I'de  have  challeng'd  him.  Let  him  let  the  matter  flip,  and 
i'le  give  him  my  horfe,  gray  Capiler. 

lob.  Tie  make  the  motion  :  ftand  here,  make  a  Good 

fhew  on't  this  /hall  end  without  the  perdition  of  loulsj 
marry  Tie  ride  your  horfe,  as  well  as  1  ride  you. 

Enter  Fabian,  and  Viola. 

I  have  his  hotfe  to  take  up  the  quarrel,  I  have  perfwaded 

him  the  youth's  a  devil. 
Fab.  He  is  as  horribly  conceited  of  him  :  and  pants, 

and  looks  pale,  as  if  a  Bear  were  at  his  heels. 

To.  There's  no  remedy,  fir,  he  will  fight  with  you  for's 
oath  fake  :  marry  he  hath  better  bethought  him  of  his 
quarrel,  and  he  finds  ihatnow  fcarce  to  be  worth  talking 

oi-,  therefore  draw  for  the  fuppoitance  of  his  vow ,  he  pro- 
tefts  h  e  will  not  hurt  you. 

Vio-  Pray  God  defend  mej  a  little  thing  would  make 
me  tell  them  how  much  I  lack  of  a  man. 

Pab.  Give  ground  if  you  fee  him  furious. 

To.  Come,  Sir  tAndr'ew,  there's  no  remedy  •,  the  Gen- tleman will  for  his  honours  fake  have  one  bou  t  with  you : 
he  cannot  by  the  Duello  avoid  it :  but  he  has  promifed 
me,  as  he  is  2  Gentleman  and  a  Souldier,  he  will  not  hurt 

you.  Come  on,  to'r. tsind.  Pray  God  he  keep  his  oath. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Vio.  I  do  allure  you  'tis  agair.ft  my  will. 
Ant.  Put  up  your  lword  •,  if  this  young  Gentleman 

Hdve  done  offence,  1  take  the  fault  on  me  : 
If  you  offend  him,  I  for  him  defie  you. 

Tob,  You  fir  ?  Why,  what  are  you  ? 
zAnt.  One  fir,  that  for  his  love  dares  yet  do  more 

Than  you  have  heard  him  bvag  to  you  he  will. 
Tob.  Nay,  if  you  be  an  undertaker,  I  am  for  you. 
'  •  Enter 
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Enter  Officer. 

Fab.  O  good  Sir.  Toty,  hold:  here  come  the  Officers. 
Tcb.  Tie  be  with  you  anon. 
Via.  Pray  fir,  put  your  word  up  if  you  pleafe. 

And.  Marry  will  I  fir  ;  and  for  that  I  promis'd  you  Tie 
be  as  good  as  uiy  word.  He  will  bear  you  cafily,  and  rains 
well, 

1.  Off.  This  is  the  man,  do  thy  Office. 

2.  Off.  Antbonio,  I  arreft  thee  at  the  fuit  of  Count  Or- 
aA'nt.  You  do  miftake  rae,  fir.  (fino, 
1.  Off.  No  fir,  no  jot :  I  know  your  favour  well  : 

Thonow  you  have  nofea-caponyour  head: 
Ti  kt  him  away,  he  knows  I  know  him  well. 

Ant.  I  muftobey.  This  comes  with  feeking  you: 

But  there's  no  rcmidy,  1  fhall  anfwer  it : 
What  will  you  do  ?  now  my  neceffity 
Makes  me  to  ask  you  for  my  purfe.  It  grieves  me 
Much  more*,  for  what  I  cannot  do  for  you, 

Than  what  befals  my  fell":  you  ftand  amaz'd, Be  of  comfort. 

2.  Off.  Come  fir,  away. 
Ant.  I  mud  intreat  of  you  forae  of  that  money. 
Fio.  What  money,  fir? 

For  the  fair  kindnefs  you  have  fhew'd  me  here, 
And  part  being  prompted  by  your  prefent  trouble, 
Out  of  my  lean  and  low  ability 
Tie  lend  yeuforaething :  ray  having  is  not  much, 

I'!e  makedivifion  of  my  prefent  with  you  : 
Hold,  there's  half  my  Coffer. 

Ant.  Will  you  deny  me  now  ? 

Is't  poffible,  that  my  deferts  to  you 
Can  lack  perfwafioh  ?  Do  not  tempt  mymifery, 
Left  that  it  make  me  fo  unfound  a  man. 
As  to  upbraid  you  with  thofe  kindneffes 
That  1  have  done  for  you. 

Vio.  I  know  of  none. 

Nor  know  I  you  by  voice,  or  any  feature, 
I  hate  ingratitude  more  in  a  man, 
Than  lying,  vainmis,  babling  drunkennefs, 

Or  any  taint  of  vice,  whofe  ftrong  corruprion' 
inhabits  our  frail  blood. 

Ant.  Oh  heavens  themfclves ! 

2.  Off.  Come,  fir,  I  pray  you  go. 
Am.  Let  me  fpeak  a  little.This  youth  that  you  fee  here, 

1  fnatch'd  one  half  out  of  the  jaws  of  death* 
Reliev'd  him  with  fuch  far.&ity  of  love  *, 
And  to  his  image,  which  me  thought  did  promife 
Moft  venerate  worth,  did  1  devotion. 

i.  Off.  What's  that  to  us,  the  time  goes  by :  away. 
Am.  But  oh,  how  vild  an  idol  proves  this  God  ! 

Thou  haft  Sebapan  done  good  feature  fhame, 
In  nature  there's  no  blemifh  but  the  mind : 
None  can  be  calfd  deform'd  but  the  unkind. 
Virtue  is  beauty,  but  the  beauteous  evil 

Are  empty  trunks,  o'te.flourifh'd  by  the  Devil. 
i  Off.  The  man  grows  mad,  away  with  him : 

Come,  come,  fir, 
Ant.  Lead  me  on.  Exit. 
Vio.  Methinks  his  words  do  from  fuch  pafiron  fly, 

That  hi  believes  himftlf,  fo  do  not  I. 
Prove  true  imagina:ion,  oh  prove  true, 
That  I  dear  brother,  be  now  tane  for  you. 

To.  Come  hither,  Knight,  come  hither,  Fabian :  Well 

whifper  o're  a  couplet  or  t  .vo  of  moft  fa'ge  faws. 
Vto.  He  nam'd  Sebajlian  :  I  my  brother  know 

Yet  living  in  my  glafs :  even  fuch,  and  fo 
In  favour  was  my  Brother,  and  he  went 
Still  in  this  fafhion,  colour,  ornament, 
Fo(  him  I  imitate  :  Oh  if  it  prove, 
Tempelisare  kind,  and  fait  waves  frefh  in  love. Exit. 

Tab.  A  very  difhoncft  paltry  boy,  and  more  a  coward 

Or  what  you  will, 

than  a  Hare:  his  difhoneRy  appears,  in  leaving  his  fri^d 

here  in  necefTity,  ard denying  him :  and  for  his  cowar'd- fhip  ask  Fabian. 
Fab.  A  Coward,  a  moft  dtvout  Coward,  religious  in 

And.  'Slid,  Pie  after  him  again,  and  beat  him. 
To.  Do,  cuff  him  foundly,  but  never  thy  fsvord. And.  And  Ido  not. 

Fab.  Come  let's  ice  the  event. 
To.  I  daie  lay  any  money,  'twill  be  nothing  yet. 

Exit. 

ARus  Quartus.  Scena  Prima, 

Enter  Sebaftian^H^  CIowni 

Clo.  Will  you  make  me  believe  that  I  am  not  ferit  for 

you? 

Seb-  Go  to,  go  to,  thou  art  a  foolifh  fellow, Let  me  be  clear  of  thee. 

Clo:  Well  held  out  i'faith  :  No,I  do  not  krow  you,nor 
I  am  not  fent  to  you  by  my  Lady,  to  bid  you  come  fpeak with  her :  nor  your  name  is  not  Mafter  Cefario,  nor  this 
is  not  my  no  fe  neither:  nothing  that  is  fo,  is  fo. 

Seb.  I  prethce  vent  thy  folly  foraewhere  elfe,  thou know'ft  not  me. 

Clow.  Vent  my  folly  :  He  has  heard  that  word  of  fome 
great  man,  and  now  applies  it  to  a  fool .  Vent  my  folly  !  1 
am  afraid  this  great  lubber  the  world  will  prove  a  Cock- 

ney :  I  prethee  now  ungird  thy  ftrangenefs,  and  tell  me  what 
1  fhall  vent  to  my  Lady  •  fhall  I  vent  to  her  that  thou  art 
coming  ? 

Seb.  1  prethee  foolifh  Cree\  depart  from  me,  there's 
money  for  thee.  If  you  tarry  longer,  I  fhall  give  worfe 

payment. Clo.  By  my  troth  thou  haft  an  open  hand:  thefe  Wife- 
men  that  give  fools  mony,  get  themfelves  a  good  report, 
after  fourteen  years  purchafe. 

Enter  Andrew  ,Toby,  and  Fabian. 

I    And.  Now  fir,  have  I  met  you  again  ?  there's  for  you. 
Seb.  Why  there's  for  thee,  and  there,  and  there  :  Are all  the  people  mad  ? 

To.  Hold  fir,  or  Pie  throw  your  dagger  o're  the  houfe. 
Clo.  This  will  [  tell  my  Lady  ftraight :  1  would  not  be 

in  fome  of  your  coats  for  two-pence. 
To.  Come  on  fir,  hold. 

And.  Nay  let  him  alone,  I'le  go  another  way  to  work 
with  him:  Vie  have  an  action  of  Battery  againft  him,  if 
there  be  any  law  in  Illyria  :  tho  I  fttuck  him  firft, 
Ytt  it's  no  matter  for  that. 

Seb.  Let  go  thy  hand. 
Tob.  Come  fir,  1  will  not  let  you  go.  Come  my  young 

fouldier,  put  up  your  iron:  you  are  well  flefh'd :  Come 

on. Seb.  I  will  be  free  from  thee.  What  would'ft  thou  now? 
If  thou  dar'ft  tempt  me  further,  draw  thy  fword. 

To.  What,  what  ?  Nay  then  I  muft  have  an  ounce  or 
two  of  this  malapert  blood  from  you. 

Enter  Olivia. 

01.  Hold  Toby,  on  thy  life  I  charge  thee  hold, 
To.  Madam. 

Ol.  Will  it  be  ever  thus?  Ungracious  wretch, 
Fit  for  the  Mountains,  and  the  barbarous  Caves, 

Where  manners  ne're  were  preach'd  :  out  of  my  fight. 
Be  not  offended,  dear  Cefario. 

Rudesby  begone,  I  prethee  gentle  friend, Let 
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Let  thy  fair  wifdora?,  not  thy  paffion  f  way 

In  this  uncivil,  and  unjuft  extent 

Againll  thy  peace.  Go  with  me  to  my  houfe, 
And  here  thou  there,  how  many  fruitlefs  pranks 

This  Ruffian  hath  botch'd  up,  that  thou  thereby 
Maift  fcni!e  at  this :  Thou  (halt  not  chufe  but  go  : 

Do  not  deny,  befhrew  his  foul  for  me 

He  darted  one  poor  heart  of  mine  in  thee. 
Seb.  What  relifh  is  in  this  ?  How  runs  the  dream  ? 

Or  I  am  road,  or  die  this  is  a  dreame  : 

Let  fancy  dill  ray  fenfc  in  Lethe  deep  , 
If  it  be  thus  to  dream,  dill  let  me  deep. 

01.  Nay  come  I  prethee,  would  rhoud'ft  be  rul'd  by  me. 
Seb-  Madam,  I  will. 

01.  O  fay  fo,  and  fo  be. Sxiknt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Mjria,  and  Clown. 

Mar.  Nay,  I  prethee  put  on  this  Gown,  and  this 
beard  $  make  him  believe  thou  art  Sir  Tpas  the  Curat 

do  it  quikly.  Tie  call  Sir  Toby  che  whil'ft. Clo.  Well,  Pie  put  it  on,  and  I  will  deffemble  my  felf 

in't  ,and  I  would  I  were  the  firft  that  ever  difTcrcbled  in 
fuch  a  Gown.  I  am  not  tall  enough  to  become  the  fun- 

ction well,  nor  leane  enough  to  be  thought  a  good  Stu- 
dent: but  to  be  faid  an  hontd  man,  and  a  good  Houfekee- 

per  goes  as  fairely ,  as  to  fay  ,  a  careful  man,  and  a  great 
Schollar.  The  Competitors  enter. 

Enter  Toby. 

To.  Jove  blefs  thee  M.  Parfon. 
Clo.  Bonos  dies  fit  Toby  :  for  as  the  old  Hermit  o(Praugey 

that  never  fawPen  and  Ink,  very  wittily  faid  to  a  Neece 
of  King  Gorbodacke,  that  is,  is :  fo  I  being  M.  Parfon  , 
am  M.  Par  .on  ifor  what  is  that,  but  that  t  and  is,  but  is? 

To.  To  him  fir  Topaz. 
Clo.  What  hoa,  1  fay,  Peace  in  this  pi  fon. 
To.  The  Knave  counterfeits  well :  a  good  Knave. 

Malvolio  within. 

MA.  Who  calls  there  ? 

Clo.  Sir  Topas  the  Curat,  who  comes  to  vifite  Malvo- 
lio the  Lunatkkc. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  fir  Topas,  good  fir  Topas  go  to  my 
Lady. 

Clo.  Out  hyperbolicall  fiend,  how  vexed  thou  this 
rmn  ?  Talked  thou  nothing  but  of  Ladies  ? 

Tob.  Well  faidM.  Parfon. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  never  was  man  thus  wronged,  good 
fir  Topas  do  not  think  I  am  mad  ;  they  have  laide  me 
here  in  hideous  darknefs. 

CIj.  Fye,  thou  difhoned  Sathan  :  I  call  thee  by  the  mod 
moded  termes,  fori  am  oneofthofe  gentle  ones  ,  that 
will  ufe  the  Divel  bimfelf  with  curtefie:  fayft  thou  thai 
houfe  is  darkc  ? 

Mai.  As  hell  fir  Top\s. 
Clo.  Why  it  hath  bay  Windows  tranfparant  as  Bari- 

cadoes,  and  the  clear  dones  toward  the  South  North,  are 

as  ludrous  as  Ebony  .•  and  yet  complained  thou  of  obftru- 
ftion  ? 

Mai.  I  am  not  mad  fir  Topas,  I  fay  to  you  this  houfe  is 
datke. 

Ch.  Mad  man  thou  erred  :  I  fay  there  is  no  darknefs 

but  ignorance ,  in  which  thou  art  more  puzell'd  than  the 
Egyptians  in  their  fogge. 

Mai  I  fay  this  houfe  is  as  dark  as  ignorance,  though 
Ignorance  were  as  dark  as  hell  •  an  1  fay  there  was  ne- 
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ver  man  thus  abiu'd,  I  am  no  more  mad  than  you  are 
make  the  trial  of  it  in  any  conftant  cjueftion. 

Clo.  What  is  the  opinion  of  fythjgoras  ,  concerning 
Wilde-fouie  ? 

Mai.  That  the  foul  of  our  Gr.mdam  ,  might  happily 
inhabit  a  Bird. 

Clo.  What  think'ft  thou  of  his  opinion  ? 
Mai.  I  think  nobly  of  the  foul  ,  and  no  way  approve 

his  opinion. 
Clo.  Fare  thee  well :  remain  thou  fHU  in  darknefs, 

thou  (halt  hold  th'  opinion  of  Vytbagoras,  ere  I  will  alio  w 
of  thy  wits,  and  feare  to  kill  a  Woodcock,  led  thou  dj  • 
poflefs  the  hcufe  of  thv  Grandam  .    Fare  thee  well. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  fir  Topas. 
To.  My  mod  exquifite  fir  T^pas. 
Clo.  Nay,  I  am  for  all  waters. 
Mar.  Thou  mightft  have  done  this  without  thy  beard 

and  gown,  he  fees  thee  not. Tob.  To  him  in  thine  own  voyce,and  bring  me  word, 
how  thou  findd  nun :  I  would  wc  were  all  rid  of  this 
knavery.  Ifhemeybe  conveniently  dcluverV,  I  would 
he  were,  for  I  am  now  fo  far  in  offtuce  with  my  Neece, 
that  I  cannot  purfue  with  any  flffety  this  fport  the  up- 
fhot .  Come  by  and  by  to  rr.y  Chamber.  Exit. 

Clo.  riey  Robin,  jolly  Kobin,  tell  me  how  thy  Lidy does. 

Mai.  Fool. 

Clo.  My  Lady  is  unkind, ptrdie. 
Mai-  Foo'„ 

Clo.  Alafs  why  is  (he  fo. 
Mai  Fool,  I  fay. 
Clo.  She  lov.s  another.  Who  cjU«,  ha  ? 

Mai  Good  Fool,  as  ever  the'ti  wilt  deferve  well  at 
my  hand,  help  me  to  a  Candle  and  Pen,  Inn,  and  Paper: 
as  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I  will  live  to  be  thankful  to  thee 

for't. 
Clo.  M.  Malvolio  '7 
Mai.  I  go<  d  Fool. 
Clo.  Alafs  fir,  how  fell  ycu  befiiesyour  five  wits? 

Mai.  Fool  there  was  never  roan  fo  notorioufly  a- 
bus'd  :  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits  (fool )  as  thou  art. 
Qo  £ut  as  well  :then  you  are  mad  indeed,  if  you  be 

no  better  in  your  wits  than  a  fool. 

Mai.  I  hey  have  here  propertied  rre  .•  keep  me  in 
darknefs,  fend  Miniders  to  me,  AfTe*,  and  do  all  they 
can  to  face  me  out  of  ray  wits. 

Clo.  Adivfe  v  u  what  you  fay  :  the  Minider  is  here. 
Malvolio,  Malvolio,  thy  wits  the  heavens  redore  :  ende- 
vour  thy  fell  to  fl^p,  and  leave  thy  vsine  bibble  bab- 

bie 
Mai.  Sir  Topas. 

Clo.  Maintain  no  words  with  him  good  fellow 
Who  1  fir,  not  I  fir.  Cod  buy  you  good  fir  Topas:  Mar- 

ry Amen.  I  will  fir,  I  will  fir. 
Mai.  Fool,  fool,  fool  I  fay, 
Clo.  Alas  fir  be  patient.  Wiiat  fay  you  fir,  I  am  fhentfor 

fpeakmg  to  you. 
Mai-  Good  fool  help  me  to  fome  light  ,  and  fome 

Paper,  I  tell  thee  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits,  as  any  man  in lliyria, 

Clo.  Well-a-day  that  you  were  fir. 

Mai.  By  this  hand  I  am  .-good  fool,  fome  Ink,  Pa- 
per, and  Light :  a-nd  convey  what  I  will  fet  down  to  my 

Lady  :  it  fhall  advantage  thee  more,  than  ever  the  bearing 
of  Letter  ciid. 

Clo.  I  will  help  you  too'c  But- tell  me  true,  are  you  not 
mad  indeed,  or  do  you  but  counterfeit  ? 

Mai.  Believe  me,  I  am  not,  I  tell  thee  true. 

Clo.  Nay,  H*«  nt're  believe  a  madman  till  I  fee  his 
I  will  fetch  you  light,  and  paper,  and  Ink.  f  brains, 

Mai.  FooljH'e  requite  it  in  tbe  highed  degree  j 
I  prethee  be  gone. 

Clo.  I  am  gone  fir,  and  anon  fir, 
Il'e  be  with  youigi  .i 

X  In 
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Tmlf-Night,  Or  what  you  mil. 

In  a  trice,  like  to  the  old  vice  , 
your  need  to  fuftain- 

Who  with  Dagger  of  lath,  in  his  rage  and  his  wrath, 
cries  ah  ah,  to  the  Devil  . 

Like  a  mad  L.d,  pair  thy  nailes  Dad, 
adieu  "ood  roan  Devil.  Exit, 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Sebajlian. 

Seb.  This  the  ayre,  that  is  the  glorious  Sun  , 

D.is  Ftarl  file  gave  me,  I  do  feel't,  and  fee't. 
And  though 'ti>  wond  r  that  enwraps  me  thu  , 
Y-t  'tis  not  midncfs.  Where's  Anthonio  thenr" 
1  could  not  find  him  at  the  Elephant, 
Yet  there  he  was,  and  there  1  found  this  credit, 
That  he  did  range  the  Town  to  leek  me  out, 
His  counfeil  now  might  do  me  golden  fcrvice, 
For  though  ray  foul  diiputes  well  with  my  fenfe, 
That  this  may  be  fome  error,  but  no  roadntfs, 
Yet  doth  this  accident  and  floud  of  Fortune, 
So  far  ixceed  all  inftance,  all  difecurfe, 
That  I  am  ready  to  diftruft  mine  eyes, 

And  wrang'e  with  my  reafbn  that  perlwades  me 
To  any  otner  truft,  but  that  1  am  ma  i> 

Or  eliv-  j he  Ladies  mad  ■,  yet  if  'twere  fo  , 
She  could  not  fw..y  her  houfe,  command  her  followers, 
Take,  and  give  back  affairs,  and  their  difpatch, 

With  kch  a  fmooth,  dil'creer,  and  (table-bearing 
A>  I  perceive  file  do's  :  there's  fome  thing  in't 
That  isdu'ceivable.  But  here  the  Lady  comes. 

Enter  Olivia^  and  Priefi. 

Ol,  B'ame  not  this  hafte  of  mine:  if  you  mean  well, 
Now  go  with  me,  and  with  this  holy  man 
Into  the  Chantry  by  :  there  before  him, 
And  underneath  that  confVcrated  roof, 
Plight  me  the  full  aftbranccof  your  faith, 
That  my  mod  jealous,  and  coo  doubtful  foul 
May  live  at  Peace.  He  fball  conceal  it. 
Whiles  you  are  willing  it  (hall  come  to  note, 
What  time  we  will  our  celebration  keep 

According  to  my  birth,  what  do  you  fay? 

Seb  l'le  follow  this  good  man,  and  go  with  you, 
And  having  fworn  truth  ,  ever  will  be  true. 

01.  Then  lead  the  way  good  father,  &  heaven  fo  fhine, 
That  they  may  fairly  note  this  act  of  mine.  Exeunt. 

Fiuis  AUus  Quarti. 

Atlus  Quint  us.  Scena  Trim  a. 

Enter  Clown  and  Eabian. 

Fab.  Now  as  thou  lov'ft  me,  let  me  fee  this  Letter. 
Clo.  Good  M.  Fabian  grant  me  another  requeft. 
Fab.  Anything. 
Clo.  Do  not  defire  to  fee  this  Letter. 

Fab.  This  is  to  give  a  Dog  ,  and  in  recompence  defire 

my  dog  again. 

Enter  Duke,  Viola,  Curio,  and  Lords. 

Dh.  Belong  you  to  the  L3dy  Olivia,  friends  ? 

Clo.  1  fir,  we  are  fome  ot  her  trappings. 

FelSwt' 1  kn°W  thCC  mU '  h°W  d°'ft  th°Q  my  g0cd Clo,  Truly  fir ,  the  bettee  for  my  foes,  and  the  wo-fe for  my  friends. 

Da.  Juft  the  contrary  ;  the  better  for  thy  friends. Clow.  No  fir;  the  worfe. 
Dh.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Clo.  Mary  fir,  theypraife  me,  and  make  an  Afsof  me  • 
now  my  foes  tell  me  plainly,  I  am  an  Aft  :  io  that  by  mv 
toes  fir,  1  profit  in  the  knowledge  of  my  felt ,  and  bv  my friends  I  am  abukd  :  fo  that  conclufions  to  be  as  kiffes  if 
your  four  negatives  make  your  two  affirmatives  ,  why 
then  the  worle  of  my  friends,  and  the  better  for  my  /oes Dh.  Why  this  is  excellent. 

Clo.  By  my  troth  fir,  no:  though  it  pleafeyou  to  be one  or  my  friends. 

Dh.  Thou  (halt  not  be  the  worfe  for  me,  there's  gold. Clo.  But  that  it  would  be  double  dealing  fir,  1  would 
you  cou  Id  make  it  another. 

C«.  O  you  give  me  ill  counfel. 
Qo.  Put  your  Grace  in  your  pocket  fir,  for  this  once 

and  let  your  fleffi  and  blood  obey  it. 
Dh.  Well,  I  will  be  fo  much  a  finner  to  be  a  double 

dealer :  there's  another. 
Clo.  Primo,  fecundo,  itrtio  ,  is  a  good  play,  and  the 

old  faying  is,  the  third  pays  for  all  :  the  triplex  fir  is  a 
good  tr.pping  meafure,  or  the  bells  of  S.  Bennet  firs  may 
put  you  in  mind,  one,  two,  three. 

Dh.  You  can  fool  no  more  raoney'out  of  me  at  this throw  :  if  you  will  let  your  Lady  know  1  am  here  to 
fpeak  with  her,  and  bring  her  along  with  you, it  may 
awake  my  bounty  further. 

Clo.  Marry  fir,  lullaby  to  your  bounty  till  I  come  agen. 
1  go  fir,  but  1  would  net  have  you  to  think,  that  my  de- 

fire of  having  is  the  fin  of  covetoufnefs :  but  as  you  fay  fir, 

let  your  bounty  take  a  nap,  I  will  awake  it  anon.  ' Exit . 

Enter  Anthonio  and  Officers, 

Vio.  Here  comes  the  roan  fir,  that  did  refcue  me. 
Dh.   That  face  of  his  I  do  remember  well  ; 

Ytt  when  I  faW  it  laft,  it  was  befmear'd 
As  black  as  Vulcan,  in  thefmoak  of  War  : 
A  bawbling  VefTd  was  the  Captain  of, 
Forfhallow  draught  and  Bulk  unprizible, 
With  which  fuch  fcathful  grapple  did  he  make, 
With  the  moft  noble  bottom  of  our  Fleet , 

That  very  envy,  and  the  tongue  of  lofs 
Cri'd  fame  and  honour  on  him  :  What's  the  matter  ? 

l.  Offi.  Orfino,  this  is  that  Anthonio That  took  the  Thsnix,  and  her  fraught  from  Candy, 
And  this  is  he  that  did  the  Tiger  boord, 

When  your  young  Nephew  Titus  loft  his  leg : 
Here  in  the  ftreets,  defperate  of  fharae  and  ftate, 

In  private  brabble  did  we  apprehend  him. 
Vio.  He  did  me  kindnefs  *  fir,  drew  on  my  fide, 

But  in  conclufion  put  ftrange  fpeech  upon  me, 

I  know  not  what 'twas,  but  diftracrion. 
Dh.  Notable  Pyrat,  thou  filt-water  Thief, 

What  foolifh  boldnefs  brought  thee  to  their  mercies, 
Whom  thou  in  terms  fo  bloody,  and  fo  dear 
Haft  made  thine  enemies  ? 

Ant.  Orftno  :  Noble  fir, 

Be  pleas'd  that  I  fhake  of  thefe  names  you  give  me: 
Anthonio  never  yet  was  Thief,  or  Pyrate, 
Though  I  conftfs,  on  bafe  and  ground  enough 

Orfmo's  enemy.  A  witchcraft  drew  me  hither  •• 
That  moft  ungrateful  Boy  there  by  your  fide, 

From  the  rude  feai  inrag'd  and  fomy  mouth 
Did  I  redeem  :  a  wrack  paft  hope  he  was : 

Hs  Life  I  gave  him,  and  did  there  to  add 
My  love  without  retention,  or  reftrainr, 

AH 
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Alt  this  is  dedication.    For  his  fake, 

Did  1 expoie  my  felf  (pure  of  his  love) 

Into  the  danger  of  this  adverfe  Town , 
Drew  to  defend  him,  when  he  was  befet: 

Where  being  apprehended,  his  falfe  cunning 

(Not  meaning  to  partake  with  me  in  danger) 

Taught  him  to  face  me  out  of  his  acquaintance, 

And  grew  a  twenty  years  removed  thing, 

While  one  would  wink :  deni'd  be  mine  own  purfe, 
Which  1  had  recommended  to  his  ufc, 
Not  half  an  hour  before. 

Vio.  How  can  this  be  ? 
Vh.  When  came  he  to  this  Town  ? 

Ant.  To  day  my  Lord  :  and  for  three  months  before, 
No  interim,  not  a  minutes  vacancy, 

Joth  day  and  night  did  we  keep  company. 

Enur  Olivia,  and  Attendants* 

Du.  Here  comes  the  Countefsi  now  heaven  walks  on 
earth : 

But  for  thee,  fellow  -  fellow,  thy  words  are  madnefs, 
hree  months  this  Youth  hath  tended  upon  me, 

But  more  of  that  anon.    Take  him  afide. 
01.  What  would  my  Lord,  but  that  he  may  not  have. 

Wherein  Olivia  may  l'eem  Serviceable  ? 
Cefario,  you  do  not  keep  promife  with  me. 

Vio.  Madam. 
Du.  Gracious  Olivia. 

01.  What  do  you  fay  Cefario}  Good  my  Lord. 

Vto.  My  Lord  would  fpeak,  my  duty  hufhes  me: 
01.  If  it  be  ought  to  the  old  tune  my  Lord, 

[t  is  as  fat  and  fulfome  to  mine  ear 
As  howling  after  Mufick. 

Dh.  Still  fo  cruel? 
01.  Still  fo  conftant  my  Lord. 
Dh.  Whit  to  perverfnels  ?  you  uncivil  Lady 

Towhofe  ingrate,  and  unaufpicious  Altars 

My  Soul  the  faithfuU'ft  Offerings  have  brcath'd  out 
That  ere  Devotion  tendcr'd.    What  fhall  I  do  ? 

01.  Even  what  it  pleafe  my  Lord,  that  fhall  become  him 
Dh.  Why  fhould  I  not,  (  had  I  the  heart  to  do  it) 

Like  to  to  the  Egyptian  Tnief,  at  point  of  Death 

Kill  what  1  love!"  (a  favage  jealoufie  , 
That  fometime  favours  nobly,,)  but  hear  me  this: 
Since  you  to  none  regardance  caft  my  faith, 
And  that  I  partly  know  the  inftrument 
That  fcrews  me  from  my  true  place  in  your  favour  : 
Live  you  the  Marble-breafted  Tyrant  (till. 
But  this  your  Minion,  whom  I  know  you  love, 
And  whom,  by  Heaven  I  fwear,  I  tender  dearly, 
Him  will  I  tear  out  of  that  cruel  Eye, 
Where  he  fits  crowned  in  his  Matter  fpight. 
Come  Boy  with  me,  my  thoughts  are  ripe  in  mifchief : 
l'ie  Sacrifice  the  Lamb  that  I  do  love, 
To  fpight  a  Ravens  heart  within  a  Dove. 

Vio.  And  I  moft.  jocond,  apt,  and  willingly, 
To  do  you  reft  a  thoufand  deaths  would  die. 

01.  Where  goes  Cefario  ? 
Vio.  After  him  I  love, 

More  than  I  love  thefe  eyes,  more  than  my  life, 
More  by  all  mores,  than  ere  I  fhall  love  wife. 
If  I  do  feign,  you  witnefTes  above 
Punifh  ray  life,  for  tainting  of  my  Love. 

01.  Ay  me  detefted,  how  am  I  beguil'd  ? 
Vio.  Who  do's  beguile  you  ?  who  do's  do  you  wrong 
01.  Haft  thou  forgot  thy  felf  ?  Is  it  fo  long  ? 

Call  forth  the  holy  Father. 
Du.  Come,  away. 

01.  Whither  my  Lord  ?  Cefario ,  Husband,  ftay. 
Dh.  Husband? 

01.  1  Husband.    Can  he  that  deny  ? 
Dh.  Her  husband  firrah  ? 
Vto.  No  my  Lord,  not  I. 

01.  Alas,  it  is  the  bafenefs  of  thy  fear, 
That  makes  tbee  ftrangle  thy  propriety : 
Fear  not  Cefario,  take  thy  fortunes  up, 

Be  that  thou  know'ft  thou  art,  and  then  thou  ar£ 

As  great  as  thou  fearrft 
Enter  PritfL 

0  welcome  Father : 

Father  I  charge  thee  by  thy  reverence 
Here  to  unfold,  tho  lately  we  intended 
To  keep  in  darknefs ,  what  occafion  now 

Reveals  before  'tis  ripe  :  what  thou  do'ft  know 
Hath  newly  paft  between  this  Youth,  and  me. 

Triefi.  A  contract  of  eternal  bond  of  Love, 
Confirm'd  by  mutual  joynder  of  your  hands, 
Attefted  by  the  holy  clofe  of  lips, 
Strengthned  by  enterchangement  of  your  Rings, 
And  all  the  Ceremony  of  this  compact 

Seal'd  in  ray  Function,  by  my  Teftimony : 
Since  when,  my  Watch  hath  told  rae,  toward  ray  Grave 

1  have  travcll'd  but  two  hours. 
Du.  O  thou  difftrabling  Cub:  what  wilt  thou  be 

When  time  hath  fow'd  a  grizzel  on  thy  cafe  ? 
Or  will  not  elfe  thy  craft  lb  quickly  grow, 
That  thine  own  trip  fhall  be  thine  overthrow  ? 
Farewel,  and  take  her,  but  direft  thy  feet, 
Where  thou,  and  ( I  henceforth )  may  never  meet* 

Vio.  My  Lord,  I  do  proteft. 
01.  O  do  not  fwear, 

How  little  Faith,  tho  thou  haft  too  much  fear. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 

And.  For  the  Love  of  God  a  Surgeon,  and  one  pre- 

fently  to  Sir  Toby : 
01.  What's  the  matter? 
And.  H'as  broke  my  head  a-crofs,  and  given  Sir  1 oby  a 

bloody  Coxcomb  too :  for  the  love  of  God  your  help,  I 
had  rather  than  forty  pound  I  were  at  home. 

01.  Who  has  done  this  Sir  Andrew  ? 
iAnd.  The  Counts  Gentleman,  one  Cefario:  we  took 

him  for  a  Coward,  but  he's  the  very  Devil  incardinate. 
Dh.  My  Gentleman  £efario? 
And.  Odd's  lifelings  here  he  is :  you  broke  my  head  for 

nothing,  and  that  that  I  did,  I  was  let  on  to  do't  by  Sir Toby. 

Vio.  Why  do  you  fpeak  to  me,  I  never  hurt  you : 
You  drew  your  Sword  upon  me  Without  caufe, 

But  1  befpake  you  fair,  and  hurt  you  not. 

Enter  Toby  and  Ctown. 

tsfnd.  If  a  bloody  Coxcomb  be  a  hurt,  you  have  hurt 
me:  I  think  you  fet  nothing  by  a  bloody  Coxcomb.  Here 
comes  fir  Toby  halting,  you  fhall  hear  more  ;  but  if  he  had 

not  been  in  drink,  he  would  have  tickl'd  you  other  gates 
than  he  did. 

Du.  How  now  Gentleman?  how  is't  with  you  ? 
To.  That's  all  one,  has  hurt  me,  and  there's  an  end  onV, 

Sot,  did'ft  thou  lee  Dick  Surgeon,  fot  ? 
Clo.  O  ht*s  drunk  fir,  above  an  hour  agonc:  his  eyes 

were  at  eight  i'th  morning. 
To.  Then  he's  a  Rogue  after  a  paffy  meafures  Pavin :  I 

hate  a  drunken  Rogue. 
01.  Away  with  him  ?  Who  hath  made  this  havock 

with  them? 

And.  I'le  help  you  Sir  Toby,  becaufe  we'll  be  dreft  toge- 

ther. To.  Will  you  help  an  Afs-head,  and  a  Coxcomb,  and  a 

Knave  ,  a  thin  fae'd  Knave,  a  Gull  ? 
01.  Get  him  to  Bed,  and  let  his  hurt  be  look'd  to. 

X  2 

Enter 
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1  ■  : 

Enter  Sebaftian. 

Seb.  I  am  forry  Madam  I  have  hurt  your  kinfman  : 
But  had  it  been  the  brother  of  my  blood, 
1  mu ft  have  done  no  hfs  with  wit  and  fafety. 

You  throw  a  Grange  regard  upon  rrrc,  and  by  that 
i  do  perceive  it  hath  offended  you  : 

Pardon  me  (t'wect  one)  even  for  the  vows 
vVe  nude  each  other,  b.\t  folate  ago. 
Dm  One  face,  one  voice,  one  habit,  and  two  perfons, 

\  natural  Perfpeftive,  that  is,  and  is  not. 
Sib.  Ar>tht>»to,  O  my  dear  Antbonio  \ 

How  have  the  hours  rack'd,  and  tortur'd  me, 
Since  1  have  loft  thee  ? 

Ant.  Sebafitan  are  you  f 

Seb.  Feat'ft  thou  that  Amhonio  ? 
tAnt.  How  have  you  made  divifion  of  your  felf, 

An  ample  cleft  in  two,  is  not  more  twin 
Thtn  thefe  two  creatures.  Which  is  Sebafitan  ? 

01.  Moft  wonderful. 
Seb.  Do  i  ftand  there  ?  I  never  had  a  brother  : 

Nor  can  there  be  a  Deity  in  my  nature 
Of  here  and  every  where.  I  had  a  filter, 

Whom  the  blind  waves  and  furges  have  devour'd  : 
Of  charity,  what  kin  are  you  to  roe  ? 
WhatCountteyman/»  what  nam:?  what.  Parentage  ? 
Vio.  Of  Mejfaline  :  Sebafiian  was  my  Father, 

Such  a  Sebaliian  was  my  brother  too  : 
So  went  he  fuited  to  his  watery  tomb : 
If  (pirits  can  afTume  both  form  andfuir, 
You  come  to  fi  ight  us. 

Seb.  Afpirit  I  am  indeed, 
But  am  in  that  dimenfion  grofly  clad, 
Which  from  the  womb  I  did  participate. 
Were  you  a  woman,  as  the  reft  go  even, 
I  fhouhl  my  tears  let  fall  upon  your  cheek, 
And  fay,  thrice  Welcome  drowned  Viola. 

ffio.  \  y  Father  had  a  Moal  upon  his  brow. 
Seb.  And  fo  had  mine. 

Vio.  And  di'd  that  day  when  Viola  from  her  birth 
Had  numbred  thirteen  years. 

Seb.  O  that  record  is  lively  in  my  foul, 
He  fiuifhed  indeed  his  mortal  aft 

That  day  that  made  my  fitter  thirteen  year?. 
Vio.  If  nothing  lets  to  make  us  happy  both, 

But  this  my  mafculine  ufurp'd  attire: 
Do  not  embrace  me,  till  each  circumftance, 
Of  place,  time,  fortune,  do  cohere  and  jump 
That  1  am  V tola,  which  to  confirm, 

I'lelring  you  to  a  Captain  m  this  Town, 
Where  lye  my  Maiden  weeds:  by  whofc  gentle  help, 

I  was  preierv'd  toferve  this  noble  Count: 
All  the  occurrence  of  my  fortune  fince 
Hath  been  between  this  Lady,  and  hi*  Lord. 

Seb.  So  comes  it  Lady,  you  have  been  toiftook  : 
Bur  nature  to  her  bias  drew  in  that« 
You  would  have  been  contracted  to  a  Maid, 

Nor  are  you  therein  (by  my  life)deceiv'd, 
You  are  betroth'd  b  oth  to  a  Maid  and  man. 

Du.  Be  not  amaz'd,  right  noble  is  his  blood  : 
If  this  be  fo,as  yettheglafsfeems  true, 
!  fhatl  have  fhare  in  this  moft  happy  wrack, 
iioy,  thou  haft  faid  to  me  a  thoufand  times, 
Thou  never  fhould'ft  love  woman  like  to  me: 

Vio.  And  all  thofe  fayings,  will  I  over-iwear 
•  And  all  thofc  fwearings  keep  as  true  in  foul, 

As  dath  that  orbed  continent,  the  fire, 
That  fevers  day  from  night. 

Du.  Give  me  thy  hand, 
And  let  me  fee  thee  in  thy  womans  weeds. 

Vto.  The  Captain  that  did  bring  me  firft  on  fhore; 
Hath  my  Maids  garments :  he  upon  fome  Action 

s  now  in  durance,  at  Malvolio's  fair, 

Or  what  you  will. 

A  Gentleman  and  follower  of  my  Lsdies. 
01.  Hi  (ha1!  enlarge  him  :  fetch  Kjtfalvolio  hither, 

And  yet  alas  nnw  I  remember  me, 

They  fay,  poor  Gentleman,  he's  much  ciftraft. 

Enter  the  Clown  with  a  Letter,  and  Fabian. 

A  moft  exaft'ng  frerzie  of  mine  own, 
From  my  remembrance  ,  clearly  tanifh  his. How  does  he  firrah? 

Clo.  Truly  Madam,  he  holds  Belvbub  at  thefhvesend 
as  well  as  a  man  in  his  cafe  may  do  :  has  here  writ  a  letter 
to  you,  I  mould  have  giver,4:  you  to  day  morning.  But  as 
a  mad  mans  Epiftles  are  no  Gofpels,  (o  it  iktll,  not  much 
when  they  aredeliver  d. 

01.  Open'r  and  read  it. 

Qo-  Look  then  to  be  well  ed  fied,  when  the  fool  deli- 
vers the  Madaro.  By  the  Lord  Madam. 

01.  How  now,  art  thou  mad  ? 

Clo.  No  Madam,  I  do  but  read  madnefs:  and  your 
Ladifhip  will  have  it  as  it  ought  to  be,  you  muft  allow 
Vox. 

01.  Prethee  read  it  i'thy  right  wits. 
Clo.  So  I  do  Madon.i :  bur  to  read  his  right  wits,  k 

to  read  thus:  therefore,  perpend  my  Prinicls,  and  give 
ear. 

01.  Read  it  you,  firrah. 
Fab.  Reads.  By  the  Lord  Madam,  you  wrong  me,  and 

the  world  frnll  know  it:  Though  you  have  put  me  into 
darknefs,  and  given  your  drunken  Ci  z  n  rule  over  me,yet 
have  I  benefit  of  my  fenfes  as  wtll  as  your  Ladifhip.  1 
have  your  own  Letter  ;  that  induced  me  to  the  iemblance  I 
puron^  with  the  which  I  doubt  not,  but  to  do  my  fell 
much  right,or  you  much  flume:  Think  of  me  as  you  pleafcj 
I  leave  my  duty  a  little  unthought  of,  and  fpeak  out  of  my 

injury.  The  madly  m'd  Malvolio. 01.  Did  he  write  this  ? 
Clo.  I  Madam. 
Dh.  This  favours  not  much  of  diffraction. 

01.  See  himdeliver'c  Fabian,  bring  him  hither  : 
My  Lord,  fo  ptcale  you,  thefe  things  further  thought  on 
To  think  me  as  wel  aflfter,  as  a  wife, 

One  day  fhall  crown  th'alliancc  on't,fo  pleafe  you  \ 
Htre  at  my  houfe,  and  at  try  proper  coft. 

Du.  Madam,  1  am  moft  apt  t'tmbrace  your  offer  : 
Your  Mafttr  quits  ycu  :  and  for  your  fervice  done  him  , 
So  much  againit  the  metal  of  your  IVx, 
So  far  beneath  your  (oft  and  tender  breeding, 

A  nd  fince  you  call'd  me  mafter,  for  fo  long  : 
Here  is  my  hand,  you  fhall  from  this  time  be 
Your  Mafters,  Miftris. 

01.  A  fifter,you  are  fh.\ 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Du.  Is  this  the  mad  man? 

01.  I  my  Lord  this  fame  :  how  now  Malvolio  ? 
MaL  Madam,  you  have  done  me  wrong, 

Notorious  wrong. 
01.  Have  I  Malvolio  ?  No. 

Mai.  Lady  you  have,  pray  you  perufe  that  letter. 
You  muft  not  now  deny  it  is  your  hand, 
Write  from  it  if  you  can,  in  hand  or  phrafe, 

Or  fay  'tis  not  your  leal,  nor  your  invention : 
You  can  fay  none  of  this.    Well,  grant  it  then, 
And  tell  me  in  the  modefty  of  honour, 

Why  you  have  given  me  fuch  clear  lights  of  favour, 

Bad  me  come  fmiling  and  crofs  garter'd  to  you, 
To  put  on  yellow  ftockings,  and  to  frown 
Upon  Sir  Toby,  and  the  lighter  people  : 
And  acting  this  in  an  obedient  hope  ? 

Why  have  you  fufFer'd  me  to  be  imprifon'd, 
Kept  in  a  dark  houfe,  vifited  by  the  Prie'r, 
And  made  the  moft  notorious  geek  or  gall 

That 1  in   .   ...    t   -  -         —  ■  — r». 
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That  ere  invention  plaid  on  ?  Tell  me  why  ? 
OL  Alas  Malvolio,  this  is  not  my  writing, 

Tho  I  confefs,  much  like  the  Character  : 

But  out  of  queftion,  'tis  Maria's  hand. And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  it  was  fhe 

Firft  told  me  thou  waft  road  ■>  then  cam'ft  in  (roiling, 
And  in  fuch  forms,  which  here  were  prefuppos'd 
Upon  thee  in  the  Letter:  prethee  be  content, 
This  praftiie  hath  moft  fhrewdly  paft  upon  thee  : 
But  when  we  know  the  Grounds  and  Authors  of  ir, 
Thou  (halt  be  both  the  Plaintiff  and  the  Judg 
Of  thine  own  caufe. 

Fab.  Good  Madam,  hear  roe  fpeak, 
And  1st  no  quarrel,  nor  no  brawl  to  come, 
Taint  the  condition  cf  this  prefent  hour, 
Which  I  have  wondred  at.    In  hope  it  (hall  not, 
Moft  freely  I  confefs  my  felf,  and  loby 
Set  this  device  againft  Malvolio  here, 
Upon  fome  ftubborn  and  uncourteous  parts 

We  had  conceiv'd  againft  him.    Maria  writ 
The  Letter,  at  Sir  Toby's  great  importance, 
In  recompence  whereof,  he  hath  married  her : 

How  with  a  fportful  malice  it  was  follow'd, 
May  rathsr  pluck  on  Laughter  than  Revenge , 

If  that  the  injuries  be  juftly  weigh'd, 
That  have  on  both  fides  paft. 

01.  Alas  poor  Fool,  how  have  they  baffl'd  thee  ? 
Clo.  Why  fome  are  born  great,  fome  atchieve  great- 

nefs,  and  fome  have  greatnefs  thrown  upon  them.  I  was 

one  fir,  in  this  Enterlude,  one  Sir  Tcpaj  fir,  but  that's 
all  one :  By  the  Lord  Foot,  I  am  not  mad ;  but  do  you  re. 
member,  Madam,  why  laugh  you  at  fuch  a  barren  rafcal  ? 

and  you  fmile  not  he's  gag'd  ;  and  thus  the  whirl-gigg  of 
time  ,  brings  in  his  revenges. 

Mai.  Pie  be  reveng'd  on  the  whole  pack  of  you. 
01.  He  hath  been  moft  notorioufly  abus'd. 
Da.  Furfue  him,  and  entreat  him  to  a  peace: 

He  hath  not  told  us  of  the  Captain  yet  *, 
When  that  is  known,  and  golden  time  convents, 
A  fckmn  Combinitionfhail  be  made 
Of  our  dear  Souls.    Mean  time  fweet  Sifter, 
We  will  not  part  from  hence .   Cefario  come 
( For  fo  you  fhall  be,  while  you  are  a  man : ) 
But  when  in  other  habits  you  are  feen. 
Orfinoh  Miftris,  and  his  fancies  Queen. 

Sxeunt 
Clown  fings. 

When  that  I  was  and  a  little  tine  Bey, 

with  hey,  he,  the  Wind  and  the  Rain  : 

t/t  foolijh  thing  was  but  a  toy, 
for  the  rain  it  ratntth  every  day. 

But  when  1  came  to  mans  efiate 
with  hey,  ho,  &c 

'Gainft  Knaves  and  Thieves  men  font  their  gate, 
for  the  Kjiin,  &c. 

But  when  1  cam?  at  lafk  to  Wive, 
with  hey,  h<,  &c. 

By  /watering  could  I  never  thrive  , 
for  the  Kain,  &c. 

But  when  I  come  unto  my  Beds, 
With  hey,  ho,  &C. 

With  To/pots  fliU  had  drunken  beads  , 
for  the  "Rjtin,  &c. 

tsf  great  while  a  go  the  World  be  gone, With  hey,  ho,  &C. 

But  that's  all  one,  our  Tlay  is  dene, 
and  we'll  firive  to  pleafe  yon  every  day. 

X  3  DC  H 
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Aftus  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

£»t#r  Catnillo,  and  Archidaraus- 

Arch. 

F  you  (hall  chance(CW/*)  tovifit  Bo- he  mia,  on  the  like  occafion  whereon 

my  iervices  are  now  on  foot,  you 

(hall  fee  (as  I  have  (aid  )  great  dif- 
ference betwixt  our  Bohtmia^xxl  your 

Siciiia. 

Cam.  I  think,  this  common  Sum- 

mer, the  King  of  Siciiia  means  to 

pay  Bohemia  the  vifitation,  which  he 
juftlv  oweshim« 

Arch,  Wherein  our  entertainment  Hull  (name  us :  we 

will  be  jufttfied  in  our  Loves:  for  indeed  
Cam.  'Befeech  you  

A<ch.  Verily  I  Ipeak  it  in  the  freedom  of  my  knowledg : 

we  cannot  with  iuch  magnificence  in  forare— 
-  

I  know  not  what  to  fay  We  will  give  you  fkepy 

Drinks,  that  your  fences  (  un-intelligent  of  our  lniLffici
- 

ence  ;  may,  tho  they  cannot  praife  us,  as  little  ac
cufe 

us 

Cam.  You  pay  a  great  deal  too  dear,  for  what's  gi
ven 

freely  a. 

Arch.  Believe  me,Iipe«k  as  my  undemanding  inftruas 

me,  and  as  mine  horefty  puts  it  to  utterance,. 

Cam  StcUia  cannot  ihew  himfelf  over- kind  to  'Bohemia
, 

They  were  train'd  together  in  their  Child  hoods and 

ihere  rooted  bawixt  them  then  fuch  an  affeftion,  which 

.  ,nnot  choofc  but  branch  now.  Since  theirmore  mature 

D  gnuies,  and  Royal  Niceffities,,  madefeparation  of  their
 

^ccicty,  thdr  encounters  (  tho  not  perfonal  J  have  been 

royally  attornied  with  enterchange  of  gifts,  Lcttcrslov
- 

ing  tmbarTies,that  they  have  leem'd  to  be  together,  tho
 

abient:  (hook  hands,  as  over  a  Valt  Sea,  and lembrae'd 
 as 

it  were  from  the  ends  of  oppofed  Winds.   The  Heavens  ) 
couinuetheir  L  vec.  . 

Ard.  1  think  there  is  not  in  the  world,  either  Malice 

or  Matter  to  alter  ir.  You  have  an  unfpeakable  comfort  of 

lyour  young  Prince  Mamillius it  is  a  Gentleman  of  the 

j  great*  ft  prornif'e  that  ever  came  into  my  Note. 
\     Cum.  Iv.ry  well  agree  with  you  in  the  hopes  of  him: 

\  n  n  a  gallant  Child,one  that  r»ndeed)  Phyficks  the  Sub- 
I  j-.ft,  makes  old  hearts  frefh  :  they  that  went  on  Crutches 

I  ere  be  was  born,  defire  yet  their  life,  to  fee  him  a  man. 

j    Arch.  Would  they  die  be  content  to  dief 

f    c  am.  Yes ,  if  there  were  no  other  excufe,  why  they 
J  ftouid  defire  10  live. 

j     smb.  it  the  King  had  no  Son,  they  would  defire  to 

live  on  Crutches  till  hs  had  one.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Leontes,  Hermione,  Mamillius,  Polixenes,  Camillo. 

Vol.  Nine  changes  of  the  watry  Star  hath  been 

The  Shepherds  Note,  fince  we  have  left  our  Throne 
Without  a  Burthen  ,  Time  as  long  again 

Would  be  fill'd  up  (my  Brother )  with  our  ThaDks, 
And  yet  we  fhould,  for  perpetuity, 
Go  hence  in  debt :  and  therefore,  like  a  Cipher 

(Yet  ftanding  in  rich  place)  1  multiply 

With  one  we  thank  you,  many  thoulands  moer 

That  go  before  in 
Leo.  Stay  your  thanks  a  while, 

And  pay  them  when  you  par  t. 

Tel.  Sir,  that's  tomorrow  : 

lam  queftion'd  by  my  fears  of  what  may  chance, 
Or  breed  upon  our  abfence,  that  may  blow 

No  fneaping  Winds  at  home,  to  make  us  fay, 

This  is  put  forth  too  ttuly  :  befides,  1  have  ftay'd To  tire  your  Royalty. 
Leo.  We  are  tougher  (Br ether ) 

Than  you  can  put  us  to'r. Pol.  No  longer  ftay. 

Leo.  One  fev'night  longer. 

Pol.  Very  footh,  to  morrow. 

Leo.  We'll  part  the  time  between'*  then :  and  iu  that 
Tie  no  gain-laying. 

Pol.  Prefs  me  not  fbefeech  you)  fo  •, 
There  is  no  tongue  that  moves  j  none,  none  iW  world 

So  foon  as  yours,  could  win  me  :  fo  it  fhould  now, 

Were  there  nect  ftity  in  your  requeft,  altho 

-■Twere  needful  I  deni'd  it.  My  affairs 
-Do  even  drag  me  homeward  ;  which  to  hinder, 

Were  finyour  Love)  a  whip  to  me  •,  my  ftay, 

To  you  a  charge,  and  trouble  :  to  l'ave  both, Farewel  feur  brother.) 

Leo.  Tongue-ti'ei  our  Queen  ?  fpeakyou. 

Her.  I.had  thought  (Sir)  to  have  held  my  peace  ,  until 
You  had  drawn  Oaths  from  him,  not  to  ftay:  you  (SirJ 

Charge  him  too  coldly.  Tell  him,  you  are  lure 
All  in  Bohemias  well  thisfatisfiftion, 

The  by-gone-day  proclaim'dfay  this  to  him, He's  beat  from  his  beft  ward. 

Leo.  V^ell  h\d,Hcrmi<me. 

Her.  To  tell,  belongs  to  fee  his  Son,  were  ffrong-, 
But  let  him  fay  fo  then,  and  let  him  go  ; 
But  let  him  fwear  fo,  and  he  fhall  nor  ftay,  # 

VVe'l  thwack  him  hence  whith  Diftaff  . 

Yet 
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Yet  of  your  Royal  prefence,  He  adventure 
The  borrow  of  a  week.  When  at  Bohemia 

You  take  ray  Lord,  Tie  give  him  my  Commiffion, 
To  let  him  there  a  Month,  behind  theGueft 

Prefix'd  for's  parting :  yet  (good  heed,)  Lwtcs, 
1  love  thee  not  a  jar  o'th  Clock,  behind 

What  Lady  fhe  her  Lord.  You'l  ftay  ? Vol.  No  Madam. 

Her.  Nay,  but  you  will  ? 
Vol.  I  may  not  verily. 
Her.  Verily? 

You  put  me  off  with  limber  vows :  but  I, 

Tho  you  would  feek  t'unfphere  the  Stars  with  Oaths, 
Should  yet  fay,  Sir,  no  going  ;  verily 
Youfhall  not  go;  a  Ladies  verily  is 
As  potent  as  a  Lords,  Will  you  go  yet  ? 
Force  me  to  keep  you  as  a  prifoner, 
Not  like  a  Gueft :  lb  you  (hall  pay  your  Fees 
When  you  depart,  and  fave  your  thanks.  How  fay  you  ? 
My  prifoner  ?  or  ray  Gueft  ?  by  your  dread  verily, 
One  of  them  you  fhall  be. 

Vol.  Your  Gueft  then  Madam  :  . 

To  be  your  Prifoner,  fhould  import  offending  ; 
Which  is  for  me  lefs  eafy  to  commit, 

Than  you  to  punifh. 
Her.  Not  your  Goaler  then, 

But  your  kind  hoftefs,  come,  He  queftion  you 
Of  my  Lords  tricks  and  yours,  when  you  were  boys  : 
You  were  pretty  Lordings  then  ? 

Vol.  We  were  (fair  Queen) 
Two  Lads,  that  thought  there  was  no  more  behind, 
But  fuch  a  day  to  morrow,  as  to  day, 
And  to  be  boy  eternal. 

Her.  Was  not  my  Lord 

The  verier  wag  c'  th'  two  ? 
Vol.  We  Vere  as  t win'd  Lambs,  that  did  frisk  iWSun, 

And  bleat  the  one  at  th'  other:  what  we  chang'd, 
VVa*  innocence,  for  innocence :  we  knew  not 

The  Doclrine  of  il '-doing,  no  nor  dream'd 
That  any  did  :  had  we  purlu'd  that  life, 
And  our  weak  fpiritsne're  been  higher  rcai'd 
With  ftronger  blood,  we  fhould  have  anfwer'd  Heaven 
Boldly,  not  guilty    the  impofition  clear'd, 
Hereditary  ours. 

Her.  By  this  we  gather 
You  have  tripi  fince. 

Vol.  O  ray  moft  facred  Lady, 

Temptations  have  fince  then  been  born  to's  j  for 
In  thofe  unfledg'd  daie«,was  my  wife  a  Girl ; 
Your  precious  lelf  had  then  not  crofs'd  the  eyes 
Of  my  young  Play-fellow. 

Her.  Grace  to  boot : 
Of  this  make  nocondufion,  left  you  fay 
Your  Queen  and  I  are  Devils  :  yet  go  on, 

Th'  offences  we  have  made  you  do,  we'l  anfwer, 
If  you  fir  ft  finn'd  with  us  :  and  that  with  us 
You  did  continue  fault :  and  that  you  flipt  not 
With  any,  but  with  us. 

Leo.  Is  he  won  yet  ? 

Her.  He'll  ftay,  f  my  Lord) 
Leo.  At  my  requeft,  he  wt  uU  not : 

Hermione  my  dearcft)  thou  never  fpok'ft 
To  better  purpofe. 

Her.  Never  ? 

Leo.  Never,  but  once. 

Her.  What?  have  I  twice  faid  well?  when  was't  before? 

I  prethee  tell  me  :  cram's  with  praife,  and  make's 
As  fat  as  t  me  things  :  One  good  deed,  dying  tonguelels, 
Slaughters  a  thoufand,  waiting  upon  thar. 

Our  prailes  are  our  wages.  You  may  ride's 
With  one  loft  kifs  a  thoufand  Furlong*,  ere 
With  ipur  we  heat  an  Acre.  But  to  th'Goal." 
My  laft  good  deed  was  to  intreat  his  ftay. 
VVhat  was  my  fir  ft  ?  it  has  an  elder  Sifter, 

Or  Imiftake  you  f  O,  would  her  nanr.e  were  Grace, 

But  once  before  I  fpake  to  th'purpoie  ?  when  / 
Nay,  let  roe  have't ;  I  long. 

Leo.  Why,  that  was  when 

Three  crabbed  Months  had  fowr'd  themfelves  to  death, 
Ere  I  could  make  thee  open  thy  white  hand  : 

And  clap  thy  felf,  my  Love  ;  thtndidft  thou  utter, 
I  am  yours  for  ever. 

Her.  'Tis  Grace  indeed. 

Why  lo-you  now  ;  1  have  fpoke  to  th'purpofe  twice  > 
The  one  for  ever  earn'd  a  Royal  Husband  j 
Th'  other,  for  fome  while  a  Friend. 

Leo.  Too  hot,  too  hot : 

To  mingle  friendfhip  far,  is  mingling  bloods. 
1  have  Tremor  Cordis  on  me  :  my  heart  dances, 
But  not  for  joy  ;  not  joy.  This  entertainment 
May  a  free  face  put  on  ,  derivts  a  Liberty 
Ftom  heartinefs,  from  bounty,  artile  bolom, 
And  we'l  become  the  Agent ;  't  may,  I  grant ; 
But  to  bepadling  palms,  and  pinching  fingers. 

As  now  they  are,  and  making  praclis'd  fmiles 
As  in  a  Looking-Glafs :  and  then  to  Ggh,  as  'twere 
The  Mort  o'th'  Deer  j  oh,  that  is  entertainment 
My  bofome  likes  not,  nor  my  Brows.  MamiUius^ Art  thou  my  boy  ? 

Mam.  I  my  good  Lord. 
Leo.  I  fecks : 

Why  that's  my  Bawcock  j  what  ?  has't  fmutch'd  thy  nofe? 
They  fay  it  is  a  Copy  out  of  mine.  Come  Captain, 
We  muft  be  neat  ;  not  neat,  cleanly  Captain  5 
And  yet  the  Steer,  the  Heifer,  and  the  Calf, 

Are  all  call'd  Neat.  Still  Virgin,  l  ing 
Upon  his  palm  ?  How  now  ( you  wanton  Calf) 
Art  thou  my  Calf)  ? 

Mam.  Yes  if  you  will  fmy  Lord) 

Lw.Thou  want'ft  a  rough  palh,ck  the  fhoots  that  I  have 
To  be  full,  like  me  *  yet  they  fay  we  are 
Alraoft  as  like  as  Eggs  \  Women  fay  fo, 
(That  will  fay  any  thing)  but  were  they  falfe 

As  o're  di'd  blacks,  as  wind,  as  waters ;  falfe 
As  dice  zic  to  b»  wiih'd,  by  one  that  fixes 
No  botn  'twixt  his  and  mine    yet  were  it  true, 
To  fay  this  boy  were  like  me.  Come  (  fir  Page ) 
Look  on  me  with  your  welkin  eye  i  fweet  villain. 

Moft  deai'ft,  mycollop:  Can  they  dam,  may't  be 
Affection/'  thy  intention  flabs  the  Center. 
Thou  do'ft  make  poffible  things  not  be  fo  held, 
Com;Dunicat'ft  with  dreams  (  how  can  this  be  ?) 
With  w  hat's  unreal,  thou  coaftive  art, 

And  fellow'ft  nothing.  Then  'tis  very  credent, 
Thou  maiftco-joyn  with  foraething,  and  thou  doft,  « 
(And  that  beyond  commifllon)  andlfindit, 
(  And  that  to  the  infection  of  my  Brains. 
And  hardning  of  my  Brows. ) 

Val.  What  means  Sicilia  ? 

Her.  He  fomethingfeemsunfetled. 
Vol.  How?  my  Lord  ? 

Leo.  What  cheer  ?  how  is't  with  you,  beft  Brother  ? 
Her.You  look  as  if  you  held  a  brow  ol  much  diffraction, 

Are  you  mo'-'d  (my  Lord  ?  ) 
Leo.  No,  in  good  earneft. 

How  fometimes  Nature  will  betray  its  folly  ? 

It's  tendernefs  ?  and  make  it  lelf  a  paftime 
To  harder  bolbms  ?  Looking  on  the  Lir  e; 

Of  rr.y  Boys  face,  meihoughts  I  did  recoil 

Twenty  three  years,  and  law  my  felf  unbreach'd, 
In  my  green  Velvet  Coat  ;  my  Dagger  muzzcl'd. 
Left  it  mould  bite  it's  Matter,  and  10  prove 
(As  Ornaments  oft  does !  too  dangerous  i 
How  like(me  thought;  I  then  was  to  this  Kernel) 
This  Squafh,  this  Gentleman.    Mine  honeft  friend, 
Will  you  take  Eggs  for  Money  ? 
Mam  No  (my  Lord )  Tie  fight. 

Leo.  You  will;  why  happy  man be's dole.  My  Brother *  Are 
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Are  you  lb  fond  of  your  young  Prince,  as  we 
Do  teem  to  be  of  ours? 

Tol.  If  at  home  (Sir J 

Here's  all  my  Exercife,  my  Mirth,  my  Matter  *, 
Now  my  fworn  Friend,  and  then  mine  Enemy  \ 

My  Parafite,  my  Soldier  ,  States-man  ;  all 

He  makes  a  July's  day,  fhort  as  December  , 
And  with  his  varying  Childneis,  cures  in  me 
The  ghts,  that  fhould  think  my  Blood. 

Lev.  So  ftands  this  Squire 
OftVd  with  me :  We  two  will  walk  (  my  Lord) 

And  leave  you  to  your  graver  fteps.  Hermione. 
How  thou  lov'ft  us,  fhew  in  our  Brothers  vvelcom  \ 
Let  what  is  deer  in  Sicily  be  cheap : 

Next  to  thy  felf,  and  ray  young  Rover,  he's 
Apparent  to  my  heart. 

Her.  If  you  would  leek  us, 

We  are  yours  i'th'Garden  :  (hall's  attend  you  there  ? 
Leo.  To  your  own  bents  difpofe  you  :  you'd  be  found, 

Be  you  beneath  the  Sky :  1  am  angling  now, 
(Tho  you  perceive  me  not  how  1  give  Line) 
Go  to,  goto. 
How  fhe  holds  up  the  Neb  ?  the  Bill  to  him  ? 
And  arms  her  with  the  boldnefs  of  a  Wife 

To  her  allowing  Husband.    Gone  already, 

Inch  thick,  Knee  deep ;  ore  head  and  ears  a  fork'd  one. 
Go  play  (Boy)  play :  thy  Mother  plays,  and  I 

Play  too-,  but  fo  difgrae'd  a  part,  whofe  iffue 
Willhifs  me  to  ray  Grave  :  Contempt  and  Clamor 
Will  be  my  Knell.   Go  play  (Boy)  play,  there  have  been 

C Or  1  am  much  deceiv'd}  Cuckolds  ere  now , 
And  many  a  mm  there  is  (even  at  thisprtfent, 

Now,  while  I  fpeak  this;  holds  his  Wife  by  th'  Arm. 
That  little  think:  fhe  has  been  fluie'd  in's  abfenee, 
And  his  Pond  nfh'd  by  his  next  Neighbour  (by 
Sir  Smil>  his  Neighbour  -.)  nay,  there's  comfort  in't, 
Whites  other  men  have  Gates,  and  thofe  Gates  open'd 
( As  mine)  againft  their  will.    Should  all  defpair 
That  hjve  revolted  Wives,  the  tenth  of  Mankind 

Would  hang  the mlelves.    Phyfick  foi't,  there's  noner 
It  is  a  bawdy  Planet  that  will  ftrike 

Where  'tis  predominant  -y  and  'tis  powerful :  think  it : 
From  Eaft,  Weft,  North  and  South,  be  it  concluded, 

No  Barricado  (or  a  Btlly  .Know't, 
It  will  let  in  and  out  the  Enemy, 

With  bag  and  baggage:  many  a  thoufand  one's 
Have  the  difeafe,  and  feel't  not.    How  now  Boy  ? 

Mam.  1  am  like  you  they  fay. 

Leo.  Why,  that's  fome  comfort. 
t  What?  Camilla  there? 

Cam.  I,  my  good  Lord. 

I  eo.  Go  play  (Mamillius)  thou'rt  an  hone  ft  man  -. 
£imiilo,  this  great  Sir  will  yet  ftay  longer. 

Cam.  You  had  much  ado  to  make  his  Anchor  hold, 
When  you  caft  out,  it  ftill  came  home. 

Leo.  Didft  note  it  ? 

Cam.  He  would  not  ftay  at  your  petitions,  mad'e- His  bufinefs  more  material. 

Leo.  Didft  perceive  it? 

They're  here  with  me  already  ;  whifp'ring,  rounding: 
Sicilia  is  a  fo-forth :  'tis  far  gone, 
When  I  fhal]  guft  it  laft.    How  caro't  (Camillo) 
That  he  did  ftay  ? 

Cam.  At  the  good  Queens  entreaty. 

Leo.  At  the  Queens  be't :  Good  fhould  be  pertinent, 
Bat  fo  it  is,  it  is  not.    Was  this  taken 
By  any  underftanding  pate  but  thine  ? 
For  the  conceit  is  foaking,  will  draw  in 

More  than  the  common  Blocks,  not  noted,  is't, 
But  of  the  finer  Natures  ?  by  fome  Scverals 
Of  head-piece  extraordinary  ?  Lower  Meffes 
Perchance  are  to  this  bufinefs  purblind  ?  Say. 

Ctm.  Bufmels,  my  Lord  ?  I  think  moft  under ftand 
Bohemia  ftays  here  longer. 

Leo.  Ha? 

Cam.  Stays  here  longer. Leo.  I,  but  why? 

Cam.  To  latisfie  your  Highnefs,  and  the  Entreaties 
Of  our  moft  gracious  Miftrels. Leo.  Sat  is  fie  ? 

Th'entreaties  of  your  Miftrefs  ?  Satisf/e  ? 
Let  that  fuffice.    I  have  trufted  thee  (Camilh  ) 
With  ail  the  nearft  things  to  my  heart,  a*  well 
My  Chamber-Councels ,  wherein  (Prieft-like)  thou 
Haftcleans'd  ray  Bofom  :  I,  from  thee  departed 
Thy  penitent  rcforra'd  :  but  we  have  been 
Deceiv'd  in  thy  integrity,  deceiv'd In  that  which  feems  fo. 

Cam.  Be  it  forbid  (my  Lord. ) 

Leo.  To  bide  upon't :  thou  art  not  honeft :  or 
If  thou  inclin'ft  that  way,  thou  art  a  Coward, 
Which  boxes  honefty  behind,  reftrainiog 
From  courfe  required  :  or  elfe  thou  rauft  be  counted 
A  Servant,  grafted  in  my  ferrous  Truft, 
And  therein  negligent :  or  elfe  a  Fool, 
That  feeft  a  Game  plaid  home,  the  rich  ftake  drawn. 
And  tak'ft  it  all  for  jeft.  ^ 

Cam.  My  gracious  Lord, 

I  may  be  negligent,  foohfh  and  fearful, 
In  every  one  of  thele  j  no  man  is  free, 
But  that  his  negligence,  his  folly,  fear, 
Araongft  the  infinite  doing  of  the  World, 
Sometimes  puts  forth  in  your  affairs  (my  Lord.) 
If  ever  I  were  wilful-negligent, 
It  was  my  folly,  if  induftrioufly 
1  play'd  the  fool,  it  was  my  negligence, 
Not  weighing  well  the  end  :  if  ever  fearful 
To  do  a  thing,  where  I  the  iffue  doubted, 
Whereof  ̂ the  Execution  did  cry  out 

Againft  the  non-performance  5  'twas  a  fear  * 
Which  oft  infefts  the  wifeft:  thefe  (ray  LordJ> 

Are  luch  al'ow'd  infirmities  that  honefty 
Is  never  free  of.    But  befeech  your  Grace 
Be  plainer  wirh  me,  let  me  know  my  trefpafs 

By  it's  own  vifage  i  if  I  then  deny  it , '  Tis  none  of  mine. 

Leo.  Ha'not  yoo  feen  CamiHo  f 
(But  that's  part  doubt :  you  have,  or  your  eye-glafs Is  thicker  than  a  Cockolds  Horn)  or  heard  ? 
(For  to  a  Vifion  lo  apparent,  Rumour 
Cannot  be  mute)  or  thought?  (for  Cogitation 

Refides  not  in  that  man,  that  do's  not  think) 
My  Wife  is  flippery  ?  if  thou  wilt  confels, 
Or  elfe  be  impudently  negative, 

To  have  nor  Eye*,  nor  Ears, .nor  Thought,  then  fay 
My  Wife's  a  Holy-Horfe,  deferws  a  Name 
As  rank  as  any  Flax-wench,  that  puts  to 

Before  her  troth-plight :  fay't  and  juftint 
Cam.  I  would  not  be  a  ftander-by,  to  hear 

My  Soveraign  Miftrefs  clouded  fo,  without 

My  prefent  vengeance  taken', 'fhrew  my  heart, 
You  never  fpoke  what  did  become  you  lets 
Than  this ;  which  to  reiterate,  were  fin 
As  deep  as  that,  tho  true. 

Leo.  Is  whifpering  nothing? 

Is  leaning  Cheek  to  Cheek/  is  meeting  Nofes  > 
Kiffing  with  infidc  Lip?  (topping  theCarier 
OfLiughter,  with  a  Sigh?  (a  note  infallible 
Of  breaking  honefty)  horfing  foot  on  foot  ? 
Skulking  in  corners.'?  wifhing  Clocks  morefwift? 
Hours,  Minutes  ?  the  Noon,  Midnight  ?  and  all  Eyes 
Blind  with  the  piu  and  web,  but  theirs ;  theirs  only, 
That  would  unfeen  be  wicked  ?  k  this  nothing  ? 

Why  then  the  World,  and  all  that's  in't  is  nothing, 
The  covering  Sky  is  nothing.    Bohemia  nothing, 
My  wife  is  nothing,  nor  nothing  have  thefe  nothings, 
If  this  be  nothing: 

Cam.  Good  my  Lord  be  cur'd 

Of 
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Of  this  diteas'd  opinion,  and  betimes 
For  'tis  moft  dangerous. 

Leo.  Say  it  be, 'tis  true. 
Cam.  No, no,  my  Lord, 
Leo.  It  is :  you  lye,  you  lye  : 

I  fay  thoulieft  Camillo,  and  I  hate  thee, 
Pronounce  thee  a  grols  Lowt,  a  mindiefs  Slave, 
Orelfe  a  hovering  Temporizer,  that 
Canft  with  thine  eyes  at  once  fee  good  and  evil, 

Inclining  to  them  both  :  were  my  wives  Liver 
Intcfted  (  as  her  lifejfhe  would  not  live 
The  running  ot  one  Glafs. 

Cam.  Who  do's  infeti  her  ? 
Leo.  Why  he  that  wears  her  like  her  Medul,  hanging 

About  his  neck(  Bohemia)  who,  if  I 
Had  fervants  true  about  me,  that  bear  eyes 
To  fee  alike  mine  honour,  as  their  profits, 

(Their  own  particular  Thrifts  )  they  would  do  that 
Which  fhould  undo  more  doing:  I,  and  thou 

His  cup- bearer,  whom  I  from  meaner  form 

Havebench'd,  and  rear'd  to  worfhip,  who  raay'ft  fee 
Plainly,  as  heaven  fees  earth,  and  earth  fees  Heaven, 

low  I  anigall'd,  thou  mightft  be-fpice  a  Cup, 
To  give  mine  enemy  a  lafting  wink  : 
Which  draught  to  me,  were  cordial. 

Cam.  Sir  (  my  Lord  ) 
I  could  do  this,  and  that  with  no  rafh  Potion, 

But  with  a  lingring  Dram,  that  fhould  not  work 

Malicioufly,  like  a  poifon  •,  but  I  cannot 
Believe  this  Crack  to  be  in  my  dread  Miftrefs 
(So  fovcraignly  being  honourable  ) 

I  have  lov'd  thee. 
Leo.  Make  that  thy  qucftion,  and  go  rot  : 

Do'ftthink  I  amfo  muddy,  founl'etled, 
To  appoint,my  felf  in  this  vexation  ? 

Sully  the  purity  and  witnefs  of  my  fheets 

(  Which  to  preferve,is  fleep  '.  which  being  (potted, 
Is  Goads,  Thorns,  Nettles,  Tails  of  Wafps ) 

Givefcandaltothe  blood  o'th'  Prince,  my  Son, 
(Who  I  do  think  is  mine,  and  love  as  mine; 

Without  ripe  m  ving  to'c  ?  would  1  do  this  ? Could  man  fo  blench  ? 
Cam.  1  muft  believe  you  (Sir) 

I  do,  and  will  fetch  off  Bohemia  for't 
Provided,  that  when  he's  remov'd,  your  highnefs 
Will  take  again  your  Queen,  as  yours  at  firft, 
Even  for  your  Sons  fake,  and  thereby  for  fealing 
The  injury  of  Tongues,  in  Courts  an  J  Kingdoms 

Known  and  ally'd  to  yours. Leo.  Thou  doft  advifc  me. 
Even  foas  I  mine  own  courfe  have  fet  down  : 

I'le  give  no  bleraifh  to  her  hononr,  none. 
Cjm.  My  Lord, 

Go  then;  and  with  a  countenance  as  clear 
As  friendfhip  wears  at  Feafts,  keep  with  Bohemia 
And  with  your  Queen  :  1  2m  his  Cup- bearer, 
If  from  me  he  have  wholfome  Beveridg, 
Account  me  not  your  fervant. 

Leo.  This  is  all  : 

Do't,  and  thou  haft  the  one  half  of  my  heart ; 
Do't  not,  thou  Ipliit'ft  th.ne  own. 

Cam.  I'le  do'r,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  I  will  keen  Iriendly,  as  thou  haft  advis'd  me.  Exit 
Cam.  O  miferablc  Lady.  But  for  me 

What  cafe  (land  I  in  ?  I  muft  be  the  poyfoner 

Of  good  Tolixenesy&nd  my  ground  to  do'f, 
Is  the  obedience  to  a  Mafter  ,  one, 
Who  in  Rebellion  with  himfelf,  will  have 
All  that  are  his,  (o  too.  To  do  this  deed, 
Promotion  follows :  If  I  could  find  example 
Of  thoufands  that  had  ftruck  anointed  Kings, 

And  flourifh'd  after,  rid  not  do't :  But  fince 
Nor  Brafs,  nor  Stone,  nor  Parchment  bears  not  one, 

Let  vilUany  it  (elf  forfwear't.  I  muft 

Foifake  the  Court :  to  do't,  or  no,  is  certain 
To  me  a  break-neck.  Happy  Star  reign  now, 
Here  comes  Bohemia.  Enter  Polixene:. 

Pol.  This  isftrange  :  methinks 
My  favour  here  begins  to  warp,  Not  fpeakf 
Good  day  Camillo. 

Cam.  Hail  moft  royal  fir. 

Pol.  What  is  the  news  i'th'  Court  ? 
C*™.  None  rare  (my  Lord. ) 
Pol.  The  King  hath  on  him  fuch  a  countenance. 

As  had  he  loft  fome  Province,  and  a  Region 

Lov'd,  as  he  loves  himfelf:  even  now  I  met  him 
With  cuftomary  complement,  when  he 

Wafting  his  eyes  to  th'contrary,and  falling 
A  Lip  of  much  contempt,  fpeeds  from  me,  and 
So  leaves  me  to  confider  what  is  breeding, 
That  changes  thus  his  Manners. 

Cam.  I  darenot  know  (  rnyLordJ 

Pol.  How,  dare  not?  do  not?  do  you  know,  and  dare  not  ? 

Be  intelligent  tome,  *tis  thereabouts  : 
For  to  your  felf,  what  do.  you  know,  you  muft, 
And  cannot  fay,  you  dare  not.   Good  Camillo, 

Your  chang'd  complexions  are  to  me  a  Mirror, 
Which  fhews  me  mine  chang'd  too    for  I  muft  be 
A  party  in  this  alteration,  finding 

My  lelr  thus  alter'd  with'r. Cm*.  There  is  a  ficknefs 

Which  puts  fome  of  us  in  difteroper^  but 
I  cannot  name  the  Difeafe,  and  it  is  caught 
Of  you  that  yet  are  well. 

Pol.  How  caught  of  me  ? 

Make  me  not  fighted  like  the  B.ifilifque. 

I  have  look'd  on  thoufands,  wnonavefpe^  the  better 

By  ray  regard,  but  kill'd  none  fo  :  Camillo, 
As  you  are  cerrainly  a  Gentleman ,  thereto 

Clerk-like expediene'd,  which  no  lei's  adotns 
Our  Gentry,  than  our  Parents  Noble  Name?, 
In  whofe  fuccefs  we  are  gentle  :  I  befeech  you, 

If  you  know  ought  which  do'j  behove  my  knowledge 
Thereof  to  be  inform'd,  imprifon't  not 
In  ignorant  concealment. 

Cam.  I  may  not  anfwer. 
Pol.  A  Sicknefs  caught  of  mc,  and  yet  I  well  f 

I  muft  be  anfwer'd.    Daft  thou  hear  Camillo, 
I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  parts  of  man, 

Which  honour  do's  acknowledg,  whereof  the  leaft 
Is  not  this  Suit  of  mine,  that  thou  declare 
What  incidency  thoudoftguefsof  harm 
Is  creeping  tow  ard  me    how  far  off,  how  near, 
Which  way  to  be  prevented,  if  to  be  : 
If  not,  how  beft  to  bear  it. 

Cam.  Sir,  I  will  tell  you, 

Since  I  am  charg'd  in  Honour,  and  by  him 
That  I  think  Honourable ;  therefore  mark  my  counfe!, 
Whichmuft  be  ev'n  as  fwifily  followed,  as 
1  mean  to  utter  it ;  or  both  your  felf,  and  me, 
Cry  loft,  and  fo  good  night. 

Pol.  On,  good  Camillo. 
Cam.  I  appointed  him  to  murder  you. 
Pol.  By  whom, Camilla. 
Cam.  By  the  King. 
Pol.  For  what  ? 
C<m.  He  think?,  nay  with  all  confidence  he  (wears 

As  he  had  feen'c,  or  been  an  Inftrument 
To  vice  you  to'r,  that  you  have  touchthis  Queen 
Forbiddenly.  •  9 

Pol.  Oh  then,  my  beft  blood  turn 
To  an  infected  Gelly,  and  my  Name 

Be  yoak'd  with  his,  that  did  betray  the  beft  : 
Turn  then  my  frefheft  Reputatian  to 
A  favour,  that  may  ftrike  the  dulleft  Noftril 

Where  I  arrive,  and  my  approch  be  fhun'd, 
Nay  hated  too,  worfe  than  the  great'ft  infection, 
That  etc  was  heard,  or  read, 
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Cam.  Swear  his  thought  over 
By  each  particular  Star  in  Heaven,  and 
By  all  their  influences  j  you  may  as  well 
forbid  the  Sea  for  to  obey  the  Moon , 
Asf  or  by  Oath)  remove,  or  (  Counfel )  fhake 
The  Fabrick  of  his  Folly,  whofe  foundation 

Ispyl'd  upon  his  Faith,  and  will  continue 
The  (landing  of  his  Body. 

Pel  How  fhould  this  grow  ? 

Cam.  I  know  not :  but  I  amfure  'tis  fafer  to 

Avoid  what's  grown,  than  queftion  how 'tis  born. 
If  therefore  you  dare  truft  my  honefty, 
That  lies  inclofed  in  this  Trunk,  which  you 
Shall  bear  along  impawnd,  away  to  Night, 
Your  Followers  1  will  whifper  to  the  bufinefs, 
And  will  by  twoes,  and  threes,  at  feveral  Pofternst 

Clear  them  o'th'  City.  For  my  felf,  Tie  put 
My  fortunes  to  your  fervice  (  which  are  here 
By  this  difcovery  loft.  )  Be  not  uncertain, 
For  by  the  honour  of  my  Parent?,  I 
Have  uttred  Truth  j  which  if  you  feek  to  prove, 
1  dare  not  ftand  by ,  nor  fhall  you  be  fafer, 
Than  one  condemned  by  the  Kings  own  mouth : 
Thereon  his  Execution  fworn. 

Pol.  I  do  believe  thee : 

I  faw  his  hear  t  in's  face.  Give  me  thy  hand. 
Be  Pilot  to  me,  and  thy  places  {hall 
Still  neighbour  mine.  My  Ships  are  ready,  and 
My  people  did  expeel  my  hence  departure 
Two  days  ago.    This  Jealoufie 

Is  for  a  precious  Creature  :  as  (he's  rare, 
Mtft  it  be  great  '■,  and,  as  his  Perion's  mighty, 
Muftit  be  violent:  and,  as  he  do's  conceive, 
He  isdifhonour'd  by  a  roan,  which  ever 
Profels'd  to  him  -.Why  his  Revenges  muft 
In  that  be  made  more  bitter.  Fear  ore-fhades  me 
Good  expedition  be  my  friend,  and  comfort 
The  gracious  Queen,  part  of  his  Theam  \  but  nothing 
Of  hisil!-tane  lulpition.    Come  Camillo, 
I  will  refpecT  thee  as  a  Father, if 

Thou  beat'ft  my  life  off,  hence.  Let  us  avoid. 
Cam.  It  is  in  mine  authority  to  command 

The  Keys  of  all  the  Pofterns :  Pleafe  your  Highnefs 
To  take  the  urgent  hour.  Come  Sir  away. Exeunt. 

Actus  Secundus.    Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Hermionc,  Mamillius^  Ladies  :  Ltontes, 

AntigQtiHSy  Lord. 

Her.  Take  the  boy  to  you  :  he  fo  troubles  me , 

'  Tis  paft  enduring. 
Lady.  Come  (  my  gracious  Lord  ) 

Shall  I  be  your  play-fellow  ? 
Miw.  No,  Tie  none  of  you. 
Laly.  Why  f my  fweet  Lord  ?) 
Mam.  You'l  kifs  me  hard,  and  fpeak  to  me,  as  if 

I  were  a  Baby  ftill.    I  love  you  better. 

2  Lady  And  why  fo  (my  Lord^1 ) 
Mam.  Not  for  becaufe 

Your  Brows  are  blacker  (  yet  black-brows  they  fay 
Become  fomc  Women  beft,  fo  that  there  be  not 
Too  much  hair  there,  but  in  a  Semicircle, 

Or  a  half-Moon  made  with  a  Pen.) 
2  Lady-  Who  taught  this  ? 

Mam.  1  learn'dit  outofWomens  faces :  pray  now, 

What  colour  be  your  eye-brows  ? 
Lady.  Blew  (  my  Lord.  ) 

Mam.  Nay,  that's  a  mock:  I  have  feen  a  Ladies  Nofe 
That  ha's  been  blew,  but  not  her  eye-brows. Lady.  Heark  ye, 

The  Queen  (  your  Mother  )  rounds  apace  :  we  mail Frefent  our  fcrvices  to  a  fine  new  Prince 

One  of  thefe  daies,  and  then  you'l  wanton  with  us, If  we  would  have  you. 

2  Lady.  She  is  fpread  of  late 
Into  a  goodly  Bulk  (good  time  encounter  her.  ) 

Her.  What  wifdom  ftirs  amongft  you?  Come  Sir,  now 
I  am  for  you  again  :  Pray  you  fit  by  us, 
And  tell's  a  Tale. 

Mam.  Merry ,  or  fad,  flial't  be  ? 
Her.  As  merry  as  you  will. 
Mam.  A  fad  Tale's  beft  for  Winter : 

I  have  one  of  Sprights,  and  Goblins. 
i&^Xei's  have  that  (  good  Sir.  ) 

Come-on, fit  down.  Come-on,  and  do  your  beft, 
To  fright  me  with  your  fprights :  youV  powerful  at  it. Mam.  There  was  a  man. 

Her.  Nay,  come  fit  down  :  then  on. 
Mam.  Dwelt  by  a  Church-yard  :  I  will  tell  it  foftly, 

Yond  Crickits  fhall  not  hear  it- 

Her.  Come  on  then,  and  giv't  me  in  mine  ear. Enter  L. 

Leon.  Was  he  met  there  ?  his  Train  ?  CamilU  with 
him  ? 

Lord.  Behind  the  tuft  of  Pines  I  met  them,  never 
Saw  1  men  fcowr  fo  on  their  way  :  1  eyed  them 
Even  to  their  Ship?. 

Leo.  How  bleft  am  I 

In  my  juft  Cenfure  ?  In  my  true  Opinion  ? 

Alack,  for  lefler  knowledge,  how  accurs'd, 
In  being  fo  bleft  ?  There  may  be  in  the  Cup 

A  Spider  fteep'd,and  one  may  drink  depart, 
And  yet  partake  no  venom  ;  (  for  his  knowledge 
Is  not  infefted  )  but  if  one  prefent 
Th*  abhor'd  ingredient  to  his  eye,  make  known 
How  he  hath  drunk,  he  cracks  his  Gorge,  his  fides 
With  violent  Hefts .  I  have  drunk,  and  feen  the  Spider. 
Camillo  was  his  help  in  this ,  his  Pander : 

I  There  is  a  Plot  againft  my  Life,  my  Crown ; 
I  All's  true  that  is  miftrufted  ,that  falle  Villain, 
Whom  I  employ 'd,  was  pree  employ 'd  by  him ; 
He  ha's  difcovered  my  D.  fign,  and  I 
Remain  a  pinch'd  Thing  -  yea,  a  very  Trick 
For  them  to  play  at  will :  how  came  the  Pofterns So  eafily  open  ? 

Lord.  By  his  great  authority, 

Which  often  have  no  lels  prevail'd,  than  fo 
On  your  command. 

Leo.  I  know't  too  well. 
Give  me  the  Boy,  I  am  glad  you  did  not  nurfe  him : 
Though  he  do's  bear  fome  figns  of  me,  yet  you  J Have  too  much  blood  in  him. 

Her.  What  is  this  ?  fport  ? 
Leo.  Bear  the  Boy  hence,  he  fhall  not  come  about  her, 

Away  with  him, and  let  her  fport  her  felf 

With  that  fhe's  big  with,  for  'tis  Tolixenes 
Ha's  made  thee  fwell  thus. 

Her.  But  Pld  fay  he  had  not ; 

And  I'le  be  fworn  you  would  believe  my  faying, 
How  e're  you  lean  to  th'  Nayward. 

L«o.  You  (my  Lords  ) 
Look  on  her,  mark  her  well:  be  but  about 
To  fay  fhe  is  a  goodly  Lady  ,  and 
The  Juftice  of  your  hearts  will  thereto  add 

Tis  pity  fhe's  not  honeft  :  Honourable  ; 
Praife  her  but  for  this  her  without-dorc-Form, 
(  Which  on  my  faith  deferves  high  fpeech  )and  ftraight 
The  Shrug,  the  Hum,  or  Ha,  ( thefe  Petty-brands 
That  Calumny  doth  ufe  \  Oh  I  am  out, 

That 
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That  mercy  do's,  for  Calumny  will  iear 

Vertuc  it  felf)  thefe  Shrugs.thefe  Hum's,  and  Ha'
s, 

When  you  have  faid  (he's  goodly,  come  between 

Ere  you  can  lay  fhe's  honeft  :  but  be't  kno
wn 

(From  him  that  ha'smoft  caufe  to  grieve  it  fliould  be  J 
Sht's  an  Adultrefs. 

Her.  Should  a  Villain  fay  To, 

(The  mod  replenifh'd  villain  in  the  world.) 
He  were  as  much  more  villain  :  you  (my  Lord  ) 
Do  but  miftake. 

Leo.  You  have  miftook  (my  Lady) 
Volixenes  for  Ltontes  :  O  thou  thing, 

(Which  Tie  not  call  a  creature  of  thy  place, 
Leaft  Barbarifm  ( making  me  the  precedent; 

Should  a  like  Language  ufe  to  all  degrees, 

And  rrannerly  diftinguifhmcnt  leave  out, 
Betwixt  the  Prince  and  B  ggar  :  I  have  laid 

She's  an  A  '  ultrefs,  I  have  faid  with  whom  : 

More  \  She's  a  Tray  tor,  and  Camillois 
A  Federary  with  her,  and  one  that  knows 
What  fhe  mould  flume  to  know  her  felf, 

But  with  her  moft  vild  Principal    that  (he's 
A  bed  fwarver,  even  as  bad  as  thofe 

That  vul  gar  give  bolo'ft  Titles  •,  I,  and  privy To  this  their  late  efespe. 
Her.  No  (by  my  life; 

Privy  to  none  of  this  :  how  will  this  grieve  you, 

When  you  flullcome  to  clearer  knowledg,  that 

You  thus  have publifh'd  roe  ?  Gentle  my  Lord, 
You  fcarce  can  right  me  throughly,  then  to  fry 
You  did  miftake.. 

Leo.  No,  if  I  miftake 
In  thofe  foundations  which  I  build  upon, 
The  center  is  not  big  enough  to  bear 
A  School-boys  Top.  Away  with  her,  to  prifon  : 
He  whofhall  fpeak  for  her,  is  afar  off  guilty, 
But  that  he  fpeak?. 

Her.  There's  fome  ill  Planet  reigns  : 
I  muft  be  patient,  till  the  heavens  look 
With  an  alpeft  more  favourable.  Good  my  Lords, 
I  am  not  prone  to  weeping  fas  our  fex 
Commonly  are)  the  want  of  which  vain  dew 
Perchance  (hall  dry  your  pities :  but  I  have 

That  honourable  Grief  lodg'd  tare,  which  burns 
Worfe  than  tears  drown  :  'bsfeech  you  all  (  my  Lords  ) 
With  thoughts  fo  qualified  as  your  Charities 
Shall  beft  infti  net  you,  meafure  me:  and  fo 

The  Kinf sWill  be  pcrform'd. Leo.  Shall  I  be  heard  ? 

Her.SNho  is* r  that  goes  with  me?befeech  yourhighnefs 
My  women  may  be  with  me,  for  you  fee 
My  plight  requires  it.  Do  not  weep  (good  Fools) 
There  is  no  caufe  :  when  you  fhall  know  your  Miftris 

Hasdeferv'd  Prifon,  then  abound  in  tears, 
As  I  come  out    this  action  I  now  go  on, 
Is  for  my  better  grace.  Adieu  (my  Lord  ) 

I  never  wifh'd  to  fee  you  forry,  now 
I  truft  I  fhall :  my  women  come,  you  hive  leave. 

Leo.  Go  do  our  bidding    hence.  ~ 
Lord.  Befeechyour  highnefs  call  the  Queen  again. 
Ant.  B:  certain  what  you  do  (Sir)left  your  Juftice 

Prove  violence,  in  the  which  three  great  ones  fuffer, 
Your  felf,  your  Queen,  your  Son. 

Lord.  For  her  (my  Lord) 

I  dare  my  life  lay  down,  and  will  do't  fSir) 
Pleafe  you  t'  accept  it,  that  the  Queen  is  ipotlefs 
1'th'  eyes  of  heaven,  and  to  you  ( I  mean. 
In  this,  which  you  accufe  her  J 

esfntig.  If  it  prove 

She's  otherwile,  1'lc  keep  my  Stable  where 
I  lodg  my  wife,I'Ic  go  in  couples  with  her  : 
Then  when  I  feel,  and  fee  her,  no  further  truft  her  *. 
For  every  inch  of  Woman  in  the  world , 
I  every  dram  of  woroans  flefhis  falfe, 

If  fhe  be. 

Leo.  Hold  your  peaces. 
Lord.  Good  my  Lord. 
tsintig.  It  is  for  you  we  fp;ak,not  for  our  fclvcs : 

You  are  abus'd,  by  fome  putter  on, 
That  will  be  daran'd  for't would  I  knew  the  villain, I  would  Land  damn  him  :  be  fhe  honour-fUw'd 
1  have  three  daughters :  the  eldeft  is  eleven :  ' The  fecond,  and  the  third,  nine :  and  ions  five  • 
If  this  prove  true,they'|  pay  lor't.  By  mine  honour 
lie  gel'd  'em  all  :  fourteen  they  fhall  not  fee 
To  bnng  falfe  generations:  they  are  co-heirs, 
And  I  had  rather  glib  my  (df,  tr-ai  they Should  not  produce  fair  iffue. 

Leo-  Ccale,  no  more- 
You  fmell  this  bufinefs  with  a  fence  as  cold 
As  is  a  dead-mans  npfe:  but  I  dofee't.and  feel't, As  you  fed  doing  thus :  and  fee  withal The  inftruments  that  feel. 

*sint.  If  it  be  fo, 
We  need  no  grave  to  bury  honeftv, 
There's  not  a  grain  of  u,  the  face  to  fweeten Of  the  whole  dungy-earth. Leo.  what  ?  lack  1  credit  ? 

Lord  I  had  rather  you  did  lack  then  I  (my  Lord  ) Upon  this  ground  ;  and  more  it  would  content  me lo  have  her  hononr  tru*,lhaa  your  iufpition be  blam  a  tor  t  how  you  might. 
Leo.  Why  what  need  w.; 

Commune  wish  you  for  thi,  ?  but  rather  follow 
Our  foice/ul  inft(gat.on  f  (  ur  prerogative 
Calls  not  your  couniel^but  our  natural  goodnefs Imparts  this .  which,  ir  ycu,or  ftupified; 
Or  leemmg  fo,in  'kill,  cannot,  or  will  not. 
Kelim  a  truth,  like  us :  inform  your  felves 
Wc  need  no  more  of  your  adv:*c  i  the  matter, 
The  lofs,  the  gain,  the  ord'ring  on't, Is  all  properly  ours. Ant.  And  I  with  (my  Liege,) 

Y:>u  had  oniy  in  your  filent  judgment  try'd  it, Without  more  overture. 
Leo.  How  could  that  be  ? 

Either  thou  art  moft  ignorant  by  age  ; 
Or rhou  wer't  born  a  fool  :  CamMA Added  to  their  familiarity 

Q^f^^r'  §rofs»  as  cver  tou^'d  conjecture, 1  hat  lack  d  fight  only,  nought  for  approbation But  only  iceing  all  other  circumftances 
Made  up  to  th' deed) doth  pufh on  this  proceeding-, ret  u  r  a  greater  confirmation 
(For  in  an  aft  0f  this  importance,  'twere 
Moft  p^ous  to  be  wild  J  I  have  difpatch'd  in  poft, To  iacred  Delphos,  lo  Apollo\  Temple, Cleomtnes^d  Leon,  whom  you  know 
Ot  ftuff'd  fufficiency  :  Now,  from  the  Oracle 
They  will  bring  aH,  whofe  fpiritu.!  counfel  had, Shall  flop,  or  ipurme.  Have  I  done  well  ? Lord.  Well  done  (my  Lord. ) 

Leo.  Tho  I  am  fati.fi'd ,  and  need  no  more 
Than  what  I  know;  yet  fhall  the  Oracle 
Give  reft  to  th'minds  of  others-  fuch  as  he Whole  ignorant  credulity  will  not 
Come  up  to  th' truth,  ̂ o  we  have  thought  it  good From  our  free  p^ribn,  fhe  fhould  be  confin'd, 
Left  that  the  treachery  of  the  two,  fled  mence, 
Be  lett  her.  to  perform.  Come  follow  us,  * We  are  to  fpeak  inpublick  :  for  this  bufinefs Will  raife  us  all. 

<A ntig.  To  laughter,  as  I  take  it, 
If  the  good  truth,  were  known.  Exeunt. 

Seen, 

flight 
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Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Paulina,  a  Gentleman,  Goaler,  Emilia. 

Paul.  The  keeper  of  the  prifon,  call  to  him  : 
Let  hi  u  have  knowiedg  whom  I  am.  Good  Lady, 
No  Com  t  in  Europe  is  too  good  for  thee, 
What  doft  thou  then  in  prifnn  ?  Now  good  Sir, 
You  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 

Goa.  For  a  worthy  Lady, 
And  one,  whom  much  I  honour. 

Pau.  Pray  you  then, 
Conduct  me  to  the  Queen. 

Goa.  1  may  not  (Madam) 
To  the  contrary  I  have  exprefs  commandment. 

Pau  Here's  a-do  to  lock  up  honefty  and  honour  from 
TV  accefs  of  gentle  vifitors.  Is't  lawful  pray  you 
To  Tec  her  women  ?  any  of  them  ?  Emilia  ? 

Cjoa.  So  plcafe  you  (Madam) 
To  put  apart  thete  your  attendants,  I 
Shall  bring  Emilia  forth. 

Pau.  I  pray  younow  call  her  : 
Withdraw  your  felves. 

Goa.  And  Madam, 
I  out  be  prefent  at  vour conference. 

T.wl:  Well  :  be't  16  :  prethee.  Enter. 
Here's  fuch  a-do,  to  mafce  no  ftain,  a  ftain,  Smilia. 
As  pafl^s  colouring.  Dear  Gentlewoman, 
Hov\  fares  our  gracious  Lady  ? 

Emil.  As  w.ll  as  one  fo  great,  and  fo  .forlorn 
M  y  hold  together  ;  On  her  frights,  and  griefs 
C Which  never  tender  Lady  hath  born  greater) 

She  is  foTiething  before  her  time,  delircr'd. 
%au.  A  boy  ? 

Evil.  A  daughter'  and  a  goodly  babe, 
Lufty,  and  like  to  live :  the  Queen  receives 

Much  comfort  in't :  Says,  my  poor  prifoner,  , 
I  am  innccenfasyou. 

Pan.  I  d-rc  befworn  : 

Theft  dar£e  ous,u  ifcfe  Lurses  i'th'  King,  befhrew  them, 
3e  muftbetoid  or.'t, and  he  fhall :  theofficc 
Becoms  a  woman  beft.  l'le  take  it  upon  me, 
If  I  prove  Honey-mouth'd,  let  my  tongue  blifter. 
And  never  to  my  red-look'd  anger  be 
The  Trumpet  any  more  :  pray  you  (  Emilia) 
Commend  my  belt  obedience  to  the  Queen, 
If  fhe  dares  truft  roe  with  her  little  babe, 

s'kfhew't  the  King,  and  undertake  to  be 
Her  advocate  to'th  loud'it.  We  do  not  know 

How  he  may  foften  at  the  fight  o'th'  Child  : 
The  fiance  often  of  pure  innocence 
Ptrfwsds,  when  fpeaking  fails. 

E^il.  Moft  worthy  Madam, 
Your  honour  and  your  goodnefs  is  fo  evident, 
Th*t  your  free  undertaking  cannot  mifs 
A  thriving  ifTue  :  there  is  no  Lady  living 

So  meet  for  this  great  errand  -n  pleafe  your  Ladyfhip 
To  vifit  the  next  room.  Tie  presently 

Acquaint  the  Queen  of  your  moft  noble  offer, 
Who,  but  to  day  hammered  of  this  defign, 
But  durft  not  tempt  aMinifterof  honour 

Leaf*  fhe  fhould  bedeni'd. Paul.  TclH  W^Emilia) 

l'le  ufe  that  tongue  I  have :  If  wit  flow  from't 
As  boLdnefsfrom  ray  bofora,  let't  not  be  doubted 
I  fha'Sl  do  good. 

Emil.  Now  be  youbleftfor  it. 

l'le  to  the  Qiieen  :  pleafe  you  come  fomething  nearer. 
Goa.  Madam  if't  pleafe  the  Queen  to  fend  the  babe, 

1  know  not  whac  I  fhall  incur,  to  pafs  it, 
Having  no  warrant. 

Pan.  You  need  not  fear  it  (firj 
This  Child  was  prifoner  to  the  womb,  and  is 
By  Law  and  procefs  of  great  Nature,  thence 
Fret'd,  and  entranchis'd,  not  a  party  to 
The  anger  of  the  King,  nor  guilty  of 
f  If  any  be)  the  trefpafs  of  the  Queen. Goa.  I  do  believe  it. 

Pau.  Do  not  you  fear:  upon  mine  honour,  I 
Will  ftand  betwixt  you,  anddrnger. 

Exeunt- 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Leontes,  Servants,  Paulina,  Antigonus,  ' and  Lords. 

Leo.  Nor  night,  nor  day,  no  reft  :  it  is  but  weaknefc 
To  bear  the  matter  thus :  mear  weaknefc,  if 

The  caufe  were  not  in  being  :  part  o'th  caufe, 
She,  th'  Adultrefs ;  for  the  harlot-king 
Is  quite  beyond  mine  arm:  out  of  the  blank 
And  level  of  my  brain  ;  plot-proof  :  but  fhe, 
I  can  hook  to  me  :  fay  that  fhe  were  gone, 
Given  to  the  fire,  a  moity  cf  my  reft 

Might  come  to  me  again.    Who's  there  / 
Ser.  My  Lord.  Enter. 
Leo.  How  do's  the  boy  ? 

Ser.  He  took  good  reft  to  night  :  'tis  hop'd 
His  ficknefsisdifcharg'd. Leo.  To  fee  his  noblenefs. 
Conceiving  the  difhonour  of  his  Mother, 

He  ftraight  dedin'd,  droop'd,  took  it  deeply, 
Faften'd,  and  fix'd  the  fhame  on't  in  himfelf : 
Threw  off  his  Spirit,  his  Appetite,  his  Sleep, 

And  down  right  languifh'd .  Leave  me  folely  :  go, 
See  how  he  fare< :  Fie,  fie,  no  thought  of  him, 
The  very  thought  of  my  revenges  that  way 
Recoylupon  me  :  in  himfelf  too  mighty. 
Until  a  time  may  ferve,  for  prcfent  vengeance 
Take  it  on  her  :  Camtllo,  and  Tolixenes 
Laugh  at  me ,  make  their  paftime  at  ray  forrow  i 
They  fhould  not  laugh,  if  I  could  reach  them,  nor 
Shall  fhe,  within  my  power. 

Enter  Paulina. 

Lord.  You  muft  not  enter. 
Paul.  Nay  rather  (good  my  Lords^be  fecond  to  me  : 

Fear  you  his  tyrannous  paffion  more  (alas) 
Then  the  Queens  life  ?  A  gracious  innocent  Soul, 
More  free,  than  he  is  jealous. 

Antig.  That's  enough. Ser.  Madam  he  hath  not  flept  to  nigh%cotnmanded 
None  fhould  come  at  him. 

Tau.  Not  fo  hot  (good  Sir ) 

I  come  to  bring  him  fleep.  'Tis  fuch  as  you 
That  creep  like  fhadows  by  him,  and  do  figh 
At  each  his  needlefs  heavings:  <fuch  as  you 
Nourifh  the  caufe  of  his  awaking.  I 
Do  come  w  ith  words,  as  medicinal,  as  true  ; 
(Honeft,  aseither     to  purge  him  of  that  humour, 
That  preffes  him  from  fleep. 

Leo.  What  noife  there,  hoe  ? 
Pau.  No  noife  (my  Lord)  but  needful  conference, 

About  fome  GofEps  for  your  Highnefs. 
Leo.  How? 

Away  with  that  audacious  Lady.  Antigontts. 

I  charg'd  thee  that  fhe  fhould  not  come  about  me, 
I  knew  fhe  would. *  Ant. 



The  Winters  Tale. 

Ant.  I  told  her  fof  my.  Lord; 

On  your  dii'pleafores  peril  and  on  mine
, 

Sheftiouldnotvifityou. 

L<o.  What?  canft  not  rule  her? 

Vau  From  all  difhonefty  he  can  :  in  this 

(Unlcfs  he  take  the  courfe  that  you  have  d
one) 

Commit  me,  for  committing  honor,  truft  it,
 

He  (hall  not  rule  me  : 

Ant.  La  you  now,  you  hear, 

When  fhe  will  take  the  rain,  I  let  her  run, 

3uc  fhc'l  notftnmble. 
Pad-  Good  my  Liege  1  come  : 

And  I  btfeech  you  hear  roe  ;  who  profcfles 

My  fclf  your  loyal  fervant,  your  Phyfitian, 

Your  moft  obedient  Counfelior  :  yet  that  dares 

Let's  appear  fo,in  comforting  your  mis, 
Thenfuch  as  moft  feera  yours.   I  fay,  i  come 

From  your  good  Queen. 
Leo.  Good  Queen? 

Paul.  Good  Queen  (my  Lord) good  Qyeen, 

I  fay  good  Queen, 

And  would  by  combate,  make  ner  good  io,  werei 

A  roan,  the  word  about  you. 
Leo.  Force  her  hence. 

Pah.  Let  htm  that  makes  but  trifles  of  his  eyes 

Firft  hand  me  :  on  mine  own  accord,  l'le  off, 

But  firft  j  Pie  do  my  errand.    The  good  Queen 

(Y  or  fhe  is  good )  hath  brought  you  forth  a  daughter, 
rlere  'tis :  commends  it  to  your  bkfling. 

Leo.  Out  : 

A  mankind  Witch  ?  Hence  with  her,  out  o  dore  : 

A  moft  inte'ligencing  bawd. 
Pant.  Not  lb, 

Im  am  as  ignorant  in  that,  as  you, 

In  fo  entit'Jing  me  :  and  no  lefs  honeft 

Then  you  are  mad :  which  is  enough,  l'le  warrant 
(As  this  world  goes,}  to  pafs  for  honeft. 

Leo.  Traitors; 

Wil!  you  not  pufh  her  out  ?  Give  her  the  Baftard, 

Thou  dotard,  thou  art  woman-tit 'd  :  unroofted 
By  rhy  dame  Vartlet  here.    Take  up  the  baftard, 

Tak't  up,  I  fay    give't  to  the  Croan, Paul.  Forever 

Unvenerableby  the  hands,  if  thou 

Taic'ft  upthe  Princefs,  by  thatforc.d  bafenefs 

Which  he  has  put  upon'i, Leo.  He  dreads  his  Wife. 

Paul.  So  I  would  you  did  :  then  'twere  paft  all  doubt 

Youl'd  call  your  Children,  yours. Leo.  A  neft  of  Traitors. 

Ant.  I  am  none,  by  this  good  light. 
Paul.  Nor  I  i  nor  any 

But  one  that's  here :  and  that's  hinafelf  »  for  he, 
The  facred  honor  of  hirofelf,his  Queens, 
His  hopeful  Sons,  his  babes  betrays  to  flander, 
Whofe  fting  is  fharper  than  the  Swords,  and  will  not 
(For  as  the  cafe  now  ftands,it  is  a  curfe 

He  cannot  be  compeli'd  too't)once  remove 
The  root  of  his  opinion,  which  is  rotten, 
As  ever  0<=k,  or  ftcne  was  found. 

Leo.  A  Callat 

Of  bouncilefs  tongue,  who  !ate  hath  beat  her  husband, 
And  now  baits  me  •  t  his  brat  is  none  of  mine. 
It  is  the  IfTueof  Pplixems. 

Hence  with  it,  and  together  with  the  Dam, 
Commit  ihfcn  to  the  fire. 

Paul.  It  is  yours  • 
And  might  we  lay  th'  old  Proverb  to  your  charge, 
So  like  you,  'tis  the  woife.  Behold  (ray  Lords,) 
Altho  the  print  be  little,  the  whole  Matter 

And  copy  of  the  Father  ,  f  Eye,  Nofe,L;p, 
The  trick  ofs  Frown,  his  forehead,  nay,  the  Valley, 
The  pretty  dimples  of  his  Chin,  and  Cheek  \  his  Smiles 
The  very  Mold,  and  frame  of  hand,  nayl,  Finger. ) 

And  tkou  good  Goddeis  N^wr.;  which  haft  made  it 
So  like  to^him  that  got  it,  if  thou  haft 
The  ordering  of  the  Mind  too.Vuongft  all  Colours 

No  Yellow  i n't,  left  fhtf'ufpta,as  he  do's, Her  Children,  nor  her  Hu: bands. 

Leo.  A  grot's  hag : 
And  Lozel,thou  art  worthy  to  be  hang'd, 
That  wilt  not  (by  her  tongue. 

Antig.  Hang  all  the  husbands 

That  cannot  do  that  Feat,  ycu'l  leave  your  felf 
Hardly  oreiubjecl. 

Leo.  Once  more  take  her  hence. 

Paul.  A  moft  unworthy,  and  unnatural  Lord 
Can  do  no  more* 

Leo.  l'le  ha'  thee  burnt. 
Paul.  I  care  not } 

"t  is  an  Heretick  that  makes  the  fire, 

jNot  fhe  which  burns  in'c.  l'le  not  call  you  Tyrant  s 
Put  this  moft  cruel  ufage  of  your  Queen 

(Not  able  to  produce  n.ore  riccu.'actvn 
Then  your  own  weak-hing'd  lancy  ̂ fomething  favours 
Of  tyranny,  and  will  ignoble  mnkc  you, 
Yea,  fcandalous  to  the  world. 

Leo.  On  your  allegiance, 
Out  of  the  chamber  with  her.  Were  I  a  tyrant, 
Where  were  her  life  ?  fhedofi  not  callm.  fo, 

If  fhe  did  know  me  one.  Away  with  h«-r. 

Paul.  I  pray  you  do  not  pufh  me,  l'le  be  gone. 
Look  to  your  Babe(ray  Lord/'tis  yours:  Jove  fend  her 
A  better  guiding  fpirit.  What  need  theie  hands  ? 

You  that  are  thus  fo  tender  o're  his  Follies, 
Will  never  do  him  good,  not  one  of  you. 
So,fo  :  farcwel,  we  are  gone. 

Exit. 
Leo;  Thou  (Tray  tor  )  haft  fet  on  thy  wife  to  this, 

My  Child  ?  away  with't  ?  even  thou,  that  haft 
A  heart  fo  tender  o're  it,  take  it  hence, 

And  fee  it  inftantly  confum'd  with  fire. 
Even  thou,  and  none  but  thou.  Take  it  up  ftraight  : 

Within  this  hour  bring meword  'tisdone. 
( And  by  good  teftimony )  or  1'lefeize  thy  life, 
With  what  thou  elfc  call 'ft  thine  :  if  thou  refufe, 
And  wilt  encounter  with  my  wrath,  fay  fo; 

The  Bafhrd-brains  with  thefe  my  proper  hands 
Shall  I  dafh  out  :  go  take  it  to  the  fire, 

For  ihou  fett'ft  on  thy  wife. 
<tAntig.  I  did  not,  fir : 

Thefe  Lords, my  noble  fellows,  if  they  pleafe, 

Can  clear  me  in'c Lords.  We  can    my  Royal  Liege, 

He  is  not  guilty  of  her  coming  hither. 
Leo.  You're  liars  all. 
Lord.  Befeech  your  highnefs  give  us  better  credit : 

We  have  always  truly  ferv'd  you,  and  befeech 
So  to  efteem  of  us :  and  on  our  Knees  we  beg, 
C  As  recompence  of  our  dear  fervices 
Paft,  and  to  come  )  that  you  do  change  this  purpofe; 
Which  being  fo  horrhle  ,fo  bloody,  muft 
Lead  on  to  fome  foul  lflue.  We  all  kneel. 

Leo.  I  am  a  Father  for  each  wind  that  blows :  ] 
Shall  1  live  on,  to  fee  this  baftard  kneel, 
And  call  me  Feather  ?  better  burn  it  now, 
Then  curfe  it  then.    But  be  it:  let  it  live. 
It  fhall  not  neither.  You  fir,  come  vou  hither : 
You  that  have  been  fo  tenderly  officious 

With  Lady  Margery,  your  Mid-wife  there, 
To  lave  this  baftards  life  •,  for  'tis  a  baftard, 
So  fure  as  this  beard's  gray.  What  will  you  adventure, To  fave  this  brats  life  ? 

Antig.  Any  thing(my  Lord) 
That  my  ability  may  undergo, 

:    And  noblenels  impofc  :  at  laft  thus  much  : 

l'le  pawn  the  little  blood  which  I  have  left, 
Y  T 
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To  lave  the  innocent :  any  thing  poffible. 
Lea.  It  fhall  be  poffible    Swear  by  this  fword 

Thou  wilt  perform  my  bidding. 
Antig.  1  will  (  ray  Lord. ) 
Leo.  Maik  and  perform  it    feed  thou?  for  the  fail 

Of  any  point  in't>  fhall  not  only  be 
Death  to  thy  ielf,  but  to  thy  lewd-tongu'd  Wife, 
(  Whom  for  this  time  we  pardon  )  We  enjoin  thee 
As  thou  art  Liege-man  to  us,  that  thou  carry 
This  female  Baftard  hence,  and  that  thou  bear  it 
To  feme  remote  ar.d  defart  place,  quite  out 
Of  cur  Dominions  ,  and  that  there  thou  leave  it 

(  Without  much  mercy  )  to  its  own  protection, 

And  favour  of  the  Climate  -,  as  by  ftrangc  fortune 
It  came  to  us,  1  do  in  Juftice  charge  thee, 
On  thy  fouls  peril,  and  ihy  bodies  torture, 
That  thou  commend  it  ftrangely  to  forae  place, 
Where  change  may  nurle  or  end  it :  take  it  up. 

An  ig.  1  twear  to  do  this :  tho  a  prefent  death 
Had  been  more  merciful.    Come  on  (  poor  Babe  ) 
Some  powerful  Spirit  inftruct  the  Kites  and  Ravens 
To  be  thy  Nurfes.    \V0lve9and  Bears,  they  fay, 
(  Ciifting  their  favagenefs  afide  )  have  done 
Like  offices  of  pity.  Sir, be  profperous 

In  more  than  this  deed  do's  require:  and  bUffing 
Againft  this  Cruelty,  fight  on  thy  fide 

(  Poor  thing  condemn'dto  lofsj  Exit. 
Leo.  No  :  l'le  not  rear 

Anothers  LTue.  Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs,  Pofts 

From  thole  you  fent  to  th'  Oracle,  are  come 
An  hour  firce  :  Cleomines  and  Dion, 

Being  well  arriv'd  from  Delphos,  are  both  landed, 
Hafting  to  th'  Court. 

Lord.  So  pleafe  you  (  Sir  )  their  fpeed 
Hath  been  beyond  account. 

Leo.  Twenty  three  days 

They  have  becnabfent  .■  'tis  good  fpeed  foretels 
The  ̂ reat  Apollo  fuddenly  will  have 
The  truth  of  this  appear  :  Prepare  you  Loi  ds, 
Summon  a  Seffion,  that  we  may  arraign 
Our  moft  d'floyaf  Lady  :  for  as  (he  hath 

Been  publickly  accus'd,  fo  fhall  fhe  have 
A  juft  and  open  Trial.  While  fhe  lives, 
My  heart  will  be  a  burden  to  me.    Leave  me, 
And  think  upon  my  bidding.  Exeunt. 

Aflus  Tertius.    Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Cleomines  and  Dion. 

C'o.  The  Climate's  delicate,  the  Air  moft  fweet, 
Fertile  the  Ifle,  the  Temple  much  furpaffiug 
The  common  praife  it  bears. 

Dion.  Lfhali  report, 
For  moft  it  caught  me,  the  Celeftial  Habits, 
(  Methinks  I  fo  fhould  term  them  )  and  the  reverence 
Of  the  Grave  Wearers.    O,  the  Sacrifice. 

How  ceremonious,  foIemn,3nd  un-earthly 

It  was  i'ih' Offering  ? 
Cleo.  But  of  all  the  bilift 

And  the  ear-deafning  Voice  o'  th' Oracle, 
Kin  to  Joves  Thunder,  fo  lurpriz'd  my  Sence 
That  I  was  nothing. 

Dio.  If  th'  event o'rh'  Journey 
Prove  as  iuccefsful  to  the  Q^een  (  O  be't  fo  ) 
As  it  hath  been  to  us,  rare,  pleafant,  fpeedy, 

The  time  is  worth  the  ufe  on'r. 
CUo.  Great  A f olio 

Turn  all  toth'beft:  thefe  Proclamations, 

Tbe  Winters  1  ale. 

So  forcing  faults  upon  Hermionc, 
I  little  like. 

Dio.  The  violent  carriage  of  it 
Will  clear,  or  end  the  Bufinefsj  when  the  Oracle 

(  Thus  by  Apollo's  great  Divine  feal'd  up  ) Shall  the  Contents  difcover :  lomething  rare 
Even  then  will  rufh  to  knowledg.    Go :  frefh  Horfes, 
And  gracious  be  the  iffue.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Leonte?,  Lords,  Officers :  Hermione  (  as  to  her Trial  )  Ladies  ,  Cleomines,  Dion. 

Leo.  ThisSelfions  (to  our  great  grief  we  pronounce) 
Even  pufhes  'gainft  our  heart.    The  p  ,rty  try'd, The  Daughter  of  a  King  our  VVif-  and  one 
Of  us  too  much  belov'd.  Let  us  be  deat'd 
Of  being  tyrannous,  fince  we  fo  openly 
Proceed  in  Juftice,  which  fhall  have  due  courfe, 
Even  to  the  Guilt,  or  the  Purgation  : 
Produce  the  Prifoner. 

Offi.  It  is  his  Highnefs  pleafure,  that  tbe  Queen 
Appear  in  perfon,  here  in  Court.         Silence.  Enter 

Leo.  R?ad  the  Indictment. 

Officer.  Hermione,  Queen  to  the  worthy  Leontes,  Kin?  of 
Sicilij,  $hou  art  here  Accused  and  arraigned  of  High  Treafon 
in  committing  Adultery  with  Polixenes  King  of  Eohemia, 
andconfpiring  with  Camillo  to  take  away  the  Life  of  our 
Soveraign  Lord  the  King,  thy  royal  Husband:  the  pretence 
whereof  being  by  circumflance  partly  laid  open,  thou  (  Her- 

mione )  cor.tr ary  to  the  Faith  and  Allegiance  rf  a  true 
Subject,  didjl  counfet  and  aid  them,  for  their  better  fafety,  to 
flee  away  by  Night. 

Her.  Since  what  I  am  to  fay,  muft  be  but  that 
Which  contradicts  my  Accufation,  and 
The  teftimony  on  my  parr,  no  other 
But  what  comes  from  my  felf,  it  fhall  fcarce  boot  me 
Tofay,  Notguity  :  mine  integrity 
Being  counted  Falfhood,  fhall  (  as  I  exprefe  it  ) 
Be  fo  receiv'd.    But  thus,  if  Powers  divine 
Behold  our  humane  Actions  (  as  they  do  ) 
I  doubt  not  then,  but  innocence  fhall  make 
Falfe  Accufations  blufh,  and  Tyranny 
Tremble  at  Patience.    You  (  my  Lord  )  beft  know 
(  Whom  leaft  will  fcem  to  do  fo  )  my  paft  life 
Hath  been  as  continent,  as  chaft,  as  true, 
As  1  am  now  unhappy  }  which  is  more 

Than  HifWry  can  pattern,  tho  devib'd, 
And  play'd  to  take  Spectators.    For  behold  me, 
A  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Bed,  which  owe 
A  Moiry  of  the  Throne  :  a  great  Kings  Daughter, 
The  Mother  to  a  hopeful  Prince,  here  fhnding 
To  prate  and  talk  for  Life,  and  Honour,  fore 
Who  pleafe  to  come  and  hear.  For  Life/1  priz;  it 
As  I  weigh  grief  (  which  I  would  fpare  :  J  For  Honour, 
'  Tis  a  derivative  from  enc  to  mine, 
And  only  that  I  fland  for.    !  cppeal 
To  your  own  Confcience  (  Sir  j  before  Tolixenes 
Came  to  your  Court,  how  I  was  in  your  giace, 
How  merited  to  be  io  ;  Since  hecar.ic, 
With  what  encounter  fo  uncurranr,  J 

Have  ftrain'd  t'  appear  thus  ,  if  one  jot  beyond 
The  bound  of  honour,  ot  in  act,  or  will, 
That  way  endining,  hardntd  be  the  hearts 

Of  all  that  hear  me,  and  my  neat'ft  of  Kin 
Cry  fie  upon  my  Grave. 

Leo.  I  ne'r  heard  yet 
That  any  of  thofe  bolder  Vices  wanted 
L°fs  impudeuce  to  gain-fay  what  they  did, 

Than 



I  be  Winters  T die. 

Than  to  perform  it  fir  ft. 

Her.  That  is  true  enough, 

Tho  'tis  a  faying  (Sir)  not  due  to  me.. 

Leo  You  will  not  own  it. 

Her.  More  than  Miftrefs  of, 

Which  comes  to  me  in  name  of  fault,  I  rauft  not 

At  all  acknowledg.  For  Tolixenes 

("With  whom  lam accus'd )  I  do  confefs 

1  lov'd  him,  as  in  honour  he  rtquii'd  : 
With  luch  a  kind  of  love,  as  might  become 

A  Lady  like  me  :  with  a  love,  even  fuch, 

So  and  no  other,  as  your  felf  commanded  : 

Which  not  to  have  done,  1  think  had  been  in  me 

Bothdifobedience,  and  in  gratitude 

To  you,  and  towards  your  friends,  whofe  love  had  fpoke, 
Even  fir.ee  it  could  fpeak,  from  an  infant,  freely, 

That  it  was  yours.  Now  for  confpiracy, 

1  know  not  how  it  tafts,  tho  it  be  difh'd 
For  me  to  try  how  ,  all  1  know  of  it, 

Is,  that  Ci/ai//*  was  an  honeft  man 

And  why  he  left  your  court,  the  Gods  themfelves 

C Wotting  no  more  than  I  )  are  ignorant. 
Leo.  You  knew  of  his  departure,  as  you  know 

What  you  have  underta'ne  to  do  in's  abfence. Her.  Sir, 

You  fpeak  a  Language  that  I  underftand  not ; 

My  Life  funds  in  the  level  of  your  Dreams, 
Which  Tie  lay  down. 

Leo.  You:  aftions  are  my  Dreams, 

You  had  a  baftard  by  Polixenej, 

And  1  but  dream'd  it :  As  you  werepaft  all  fhame, 

(Thofcof  your  faft  are  fo  )  fo  paft  all  truth  ; 

Which  to  deny,  concerns  more  iftan  avails :  for  as 

Thy  brat  hath  been  caft  out,  like  to  it  felf, 

No  Father  owning  it  (  which  is  indeed 
More  criminal  in  thee,  than  it  ;  fo  thou 

Shalt  feel  our  juftice  •  in  whofe  eafieft  paffage, 
Look  for  no  lets  than  death. 

Her.  Sir,  fpare  your  threats ; 
The  bug  which  you  would  fright  me  with,  I  feck : 
To  me  can  life  be  no  commodity, 
The  Crown  and  comfort  of  my  Life  (  your  Favour  ) 

I  do  give  loft,  for  1  do  feel  it  gone, 
But  know  not  how  it  went.  My  fecond  Joy, 
And  firft  fruitsof  my  body,  from  hisprefence 
I  am  bar'd  like  one  infectious.  My  third  comfort 
fStar'd  moft  unluckily  J  is  from  my  breft 
(  The  innocent  milk  in  it  moft  innocent  mouth) 
HaPd  out  to  murder.    My  felf  on  every  Poft 

Proclaim'd  a  Strumpet :  Wtthimmodeft  hatred 

The  Child-bed  priviledg  deny'd  which  'longs 
To  women  of  all  fafhion;  Laftly,  hurried 

Here,  to  this  place  ,i'th'  open  air  before 
I  have  got  ftrength  of  limbs.  Now  (my  Liege) 
Tell  me  wat  bUffings  I  have  here  alive, 
That  I  fhould  fear  to  die  ?  Therefore  proceed  : 
But  yet  hear  this    raiftake  me  not;  no  life, 
(  I  prife  it  not  a  ftraw  )  but  for  mine  honour, 
Which  I  would  free  :  if  I  fhall  be  eond-mn'd 
Upon  furm'Zcs  (  all  proofs  flceping  elle, 
But  what  your  Jcaloufics  awake  )  1  tell  you 

'Tis  Rigour,  and  not  Law.  Your  honours  all, 
I  do  refer  me  to  the  Oracle : 

Apollo  be  my  Judg. 
Lord.  This  your  requeft. 

Enter  Dion  and  Cleomines. 

Is  altogether  juft;  therefore  bring  forth 

(  And  in  Apollo's  Name)  his  oracle. 
Her.  The  Emperour  of  Ruffu  wa9  my  Father, 

Oh  that  he  were  alive,  and  here  beholding 
His  Daughters  tryal  :  that  he  did  but  fee 
The  flatnefs  of  my  mifery  \  yet  with  eyes 
Of  picy>  not  revenge. 
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Officer.  You  here  fhall  fwear  upon  the  Sword  of  Juftice, 
That  you  (  Cleominet  and  Dion)  have 
Been  both  at  Delphos,  and  from  thence  have  brought 
Thisfeal'd-up  Oracle,  by  the  hand  deliver'd 
Of  great  Apollo* Prieft  ;  and  that  fincethen, 
You  have  not  dar'd  to  break  the  holy  Seal, 
Nor  read  the  Secrets  in't. 

Cleo.  Dio.  All  this  we  fwcar. 

Leo.  Break  up  the  Seals  and  read. 
Officer.  Hermione  iscbaft,  Polixer.es  blame  left,  Camillo 

a  trueSubjeEl,  Leontes  a  \ealous  Tyrant,  hit  innocent  t  abe 
trtdy  begotten,  and  the  Ktng  Jhali  live  without  an  Heir,  if  that 
nkicbis  loft,  be  not  found. 

Lords.  Now  bleffcd  be  the  great  Apollo. Her.  Praifed. 

Leo.  Haft  thou  read  the  truth  ? 

Offic.  I  (  my  Lord  )  even  lb  as  it  is  here  fet  down. 
Leo.  There  is  no  truth  at  all  i'th"  oracle  : 

The  Seffions  fhall  proceed  :  this  is  meer  falfhood, 
Ser.  My  Lord  the  King  :  the  King  ? 
Leo.  What  is  the  bufinefs  ? 

Ser.  O  Sir,  I  fhall  be  hated  to  report  it. 
The  Prince  your  Son,  with  meer  conceit  and  fear 

Of  the  Queen's  fpeed,  is  gone. 
Leo.  How  >  Gone  ? 
Ser.  h  dead . 

Leo.  Jpollo's  angry,  and  the  Heavens  themfelves 
Do  ftrike  at  my  injuftice.  How  now  there  ? 

Taul.  This  news  is  mortal  to  the  Queen :  Look  down 
A;  d  ice  what  death  is  doing 

Leo.  Toke  her  hence  ; 

Her  heart  is  but  o'rc-chai  g'd  5  fhewill  recover, 
I  have  too  much  believ'd  mine  own  fulpition  \ 
'Befcich  you  tenderly  apply  to  her 
Some  rem 'C  it -for  life.  Apollo  pardon 

My  great  prophanefi  'gainft  thine  oracle, 
i'lereconc  k  roe  to  Pelixenet, 
New  woo  my  O^een,  recall  the  goor?  Camillo 
(  Whom  I  proclaim  a  man  of  truth,  of  mercy  j  ) 
For  being  uanfported  by  my  Jeaioufies 
To  bloody  thoughts  and  to  revenge,  I  chofe 

Camillo  for  the  Minifter,  to  poy  ;  i'ri 
My  friend  folixener  s  which  had  been  done, 
But  that  the  good  mind  of  Camillo  tardied 
My  fwift  coma; and  ;  tho  1  with  death,  and  with 
Reward  did  threaten  and  encourage  him, 
Not  doing  it,  and  being  done  ;  he,  (moft  human, 

And  fili'd  with  honour  )  to  my  Kingly  gueft 

Unclafp'd  my  practife,  quit  his  fottunes  here 
Which  you  knew  great  )  and  to  the  certain  hszard 
Of  all  uncertainties,  himfelf  commended, 
No  richer  than  his  honour  :  How  he  glifters 
Through  my  dark  Ruft  ?  and  how  his  Piety 
Do's  my  deeds  make  the  blacker  ? 

Paul.  Wo  the  While  : 
O  cut  ray  lace,  left  my  heart  (cracking  it ) 

Break  too. Lord.  What  fit  is  this  ?  Good  Lady? 
Paul.  What  ftudied  torments  fjyrantj  haft  forme  .? 

What  wheels  ?  racksP  fires?  what  flaying  ?  boyling  ?  burn- 
In  Leads,  or  Oyls  ?  what  old,  or  new  torture         f  ing, 
Muft  I  receive  ?  whole  very  word  deferves 
To  taft  of  thy  moft  worft.  Thy  tyranny 
(Together  working  with  ihy  jealoufies, 
Fances  too  weak  for  boys,  too  green  and  idle 
For  Girls  of  nine )  O  think  what  they  have  done, 
And  then  run  mad  indeed  :  ftark  mad  :  for  all 

Thy  by-gone  fooleries  were  but  ipiccs  for  it. 
That  thou  bctrayed'ft  Polixenes,  'twas  nothing, 
(That  did  but  fhew  thee, of  a  Fool,  inconftant, 
And  damnable  ingrateful  :  )  Nor  wa^tmuch. 
Thou  would'lt  have  poylon'd  good  CamtUo\  Honour, 
To  have  him  kdl  a  King  :  poor  trelpaffes, 

Y  2  More 
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More  roonftrous  ftanding  by :  wherefore  I  reckon 
The  cafting  forth  of  Crows,  the  Baby  daughter, 
To  be  or  none,  or  little  5  tho  a  Devil 

Would  have  fhed  water  out  of  fire,  ere  don't : 
Nor  is't  dirtftly  laid  to  thee,  the  death 
Of  the  young  Prince,  whole  honourable  thoughts 
(/Thoughts  high  for  one  fo  tender  )  cleft  the  heart 
That  could  conceive  agrofsand  foolifhSire 
BlemifiVd  his  gracious  Dam :  this  is  not,  no, 
Laid  to  thy  anfwer :  but  the  laft  :  O  Lords, 
When  1  have  laid,  cry  wo, .  the  Queen,  theQueen, 

Thelweet'ft  deai'ft  creature's  dead:  and  vengeance  for't 
Not  drop'd  down  yet. 

L*>d.  The  higher  powers  forbid. 

Pan.  1  fay  (he's  dead  :  l'lefweat'r.  If  word,  nor  oath 
Prevail  not,  go  and  fee  :  if  you  can  bring 
Tincture,  or  luflre  in  her  lip,  her  eye  ; 
Keat  outwardly,  or  breath  within,  Tic  ferve  you 
As  I  would  do  the  Gods.  But,  O  thou  Tyrant, 
Doft  not  repent  thefe  things,  for  they  are  heavier 
Than  all  thy  woes  can  ftir :  therefore  betake  thee 
To  nothing  but  delpair.  A  thoufand  knees, 
Ten  thoufand  years  together,  naked,  falling, 
Upon  a  barren  Mountain,  and  ftill  winter 
In  ftorm  perpetua!,could  not  move  the  Gods 

To  look  that  way  thouwer't. 
Leo.  Go  on,  go  on  : 

Thou  canft  not  lpeak  too  much,  I  have  deferv'd 
All  tongues  to  talk  their  bittereft. 

Lord.  Say  no  more, 
How  ere  the  bufioefs  goes,  you  have  made  fault 

I'th  boldnefs  of  youripeech. 
Pau.  I  am  forry  fot't,  ^ 

All  faults  I  make,  when  I  fhall  come  to  know  them, 

I  do  repent :  alas,  I  have  fhew'd  too  much The  rafhnds  of  a  woman  :  he  is  toucht 

To  th'  noble  heart.  What 's  gone,  and  what's  paft,  help 
Should  be  paft  grief:  Do  not  receive  affli&ion 
At  my  petition,  I  befeech  you,  rather 

Let  roe  be  punifh'd,  that  have  minded  you 
Of  whatyoy  fhould  forget.  Now  (good  my  Liege  ) 
Sir,  Royal  Sir,  forgive  a  foolifh  woman  : 
The  love  I  bort  your  Qgeen  (Lo,  fool  again  ) 

I'le  fpeak  of  hffs$ more,  nor  of  your  Children  : 
Tie  not  remember  you  of  my  own  Lord, 
(Who  is  loft  too :.)  take  your  patience  to  you, 

And  I'le  &y  nothing. 
Leo.  Thou'didfifpeak  but  well, 

When  moft  the  truth :  which  I  receive  much  better, 
Than  tQbe  pitied  of  thee.  Prethee  bring  me 
To  the  dead  bodies  of  my  Queen  and  Son, 

One  grave  fhall  be  for  both.  Upon  them  fhall 
The  caufesof  their  death  appear  ( unto 

Our  fhame  perpetual  )once  a  day,  I'le  Vifit 
The  Chappel  where  they  lie,  and  rears  fhed  there 
Shall  be  my  recreation.  So  long  as  Nature 
Wii!  bear  up  with  this  exercife,  fo  long 
I  daily  vow  to  ufeit.  Come  and  lead  me 
To  thefe  forrows.  Ev 

<    Scena  Tertia. 

'od 

!.'  J 

Enter  Antigens,  Mariner,  Babt  and  Shepherd, 
a :     and  Clown* 

Ant.  Thou  art  perfect  ther,our  Ship  hath  toucht  upon 
TheDefarts  of  Bohemia. 

<JMar.  I  (My  Lord  )  and  fear  • 
We  have  Landed  in  ill  time  :  the  skie*  look  grimly, 
And  threaten  prefent  blufters.  In  my  confeience 

The  heavens  with  that  we  have  in  hand,  are  angry, 

And  frown  upon's. Am.  Their  facred  wills  be  done  i  get  aboard, 

Look  to  thy  bark,  I'le  not  be  long  before 
I  call  upon  thee. 

Mar.  Make  your  btft  haft,  and  go  not 

Too  far  i'th  Land  :  'tis  like  to  be  loud  weather, 
Befidesthis  place  is  famous  for  the  Creatures 

Of  prey,  that  keep  upor.'r. Antig.  Gothouaway, 
I'le  follow  inftantly. 

Mar.  I  am  glad  at  heart 

To  be  fo  rid  o'th  bufinefs.  Exit 
Ant.  Come,  poor  Babe  • 

I  have  heard  (but  not  believ'd )  the  fpirits  o'th'  dead 
May  walk  again  :  if  fuch  thing  be,  thy  Mother 

Appear'd  to  me  laft  night :  for  ne're  was  dream 
So  like  a  waking.  To  me  comes  a  creature, 
Sometimes  her  head  is  on  one  fide,  forae  another, 
I  never  faw  a  vefTel  of  like  forrow 

So  fiU'd,  and  fo  becoming  :  in  pure  white  Robes 
Like  very  Sanctity  (he  did  approach 

My  Cabbin  where  I  lay  :  thrice  bow'd  before  me, 
Andfgafpingto-  begin  fomefpeecb )  her  eyes 
Became  two  fpcuts,  the  fury  ipent,ancn 
Did  this  break  from  her.    Gocd  Anti^or.as, 
Since  fate  (againftthy  better  difpofition  ) 
Hath  made  thy  peribn  for  the  thrower-out 
Of  my  poor  babe,  according  ro  thine  oath, 
Places  remote  enough  are  in  Bohemia, 
There  weep,  and  kave  it  crying;  and  for  the  babe 
Is  counted  loft  for  ever,  Perdita 

I  prethee  call't :  For  this  ungentle  bufinefs 
Put  on  thee,  by  my  Lord,  thou  ne're  fhalt  fee 
Thy  Wife  Paulina  more  ?  and  fo,  with  fhrikes 
She  melted  into  ayr.  Affrighted  much, 
I  did  in  time  collect  my  fclf,  and  thought 
This  was  fo,  and  no  (lumber  :  Dreams,  are  toys, 
Yet  for  this  once,  yea  fuperftitioufly, 

I  wll  be  fquar'd  by  this.  I  do  believe 
Hermione  h;ith  fufivt'd  death,  and  that 
Apollo  would  (  this  being  indeed  the  iflue 
Ol  King  Polixenes)  it  fhould  here  be  laid 
(Either  for  life,  or  death  )  upon  the  Earth 

Of  it's  right  Father.  BlofTom,lpeed  thee  well, 
There  lie,  and  there  thy  character :  there  thefe, 
Which  may  if  fortune  plcafe,  both  breed  t!  ee  (Pretty, 
And  ftill  reft  thine.  The  ftorm  begins  poor  wretch, 

That  for  thy  mothers  fault,  art  thus  expos'd 
To  lofs,  and  what  may  follow.  Weep  I  cannot, 
But  my  heart  bleeds  :  and  moft  ?ccurft  am  1 

To  be  by  oath  enjoyn'd  to  thi?.  Farewel. 
The  day  frowns  more  and  more  :  thcu  art  like  to  have 
A  lullaby  too  rough  :  I  never  faw 
The  heavens  fo  dim,  by  day.  A  favage  clamour  ! 
Well  may  1  get  a-board  :  This  is  the  Chace,  {htrd. 
I  am  gone  for  ever.    Exit  pur  fried  by  a  Bear.  Enter  a  Shep- 

Shep.  1  would  there  were  no  age  between  ten  and  three 
and  twenty,  or  that  youth  would  ileep  out  the  rtft  :  for 
there  is  nothing  C  in  1  he  between  )  but  getting  wenches 
with  child,  wronging  the  ancientry,  ftealing,  fighting, 

hatk  you  now :  would  any  but  thefe  boyld  brains  of  nine- 
teen ,   and  two  and   tweenty,  hunt  this  weather  ? 

They  have  fcarr'd  away  two  of  my  beft  Sheep,  which  1 
fear  the  Wolf  will  fooner    find  than  the  Matter  j 

if  any  wherel  have  them,  'tis  by  the  fea-fide,  brcuzing  ot 
Ivy.    Good  luck  (and't  be  the  will  )  what  have  we  here  ? 
Mercy  on's,  a  barn  !  a  very  pretty  barn  ;  a  boy,  or  a  child 
I  wonder .?  (a  pretty  one,  a  very  pretty  one  )furc  loaii 
fcape:  tho  I  am  not  bookifh,  yet  I  can  u«d  Waifir>gi 
Gentlewoman  in  the  fcape  :  this  has  been  fome  ftair- 
work,  fome   Trunk-work,  fome   behind  door  work : 
they  were  warmer  that  got  this,  than  the  poor  thing 

is  here.     I'le  take  it  up  for  pity ,    yet  I'le  tarry 
till 
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till  my  ion  com: :  hehollow'd  but  even  now.  Whoa-ho- 
boa> 

Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  Hilloa,  loa. 

Sh'p.  What  ?  art  fo  near  ?  If  thou'ltfee  a  thing  to 
talk  on  when  thou  art  dead  and  rotten,  come  hither: 

what  ail'ft  thou,  man  ? 
Clo.  I  have  feen  two  fuch  fights,  by  Sea  and  by  Land  ■ 

but  I  am  not  to  fay  it  is  a  Sea,  for  it  is  now  the  sky,  be- 
twixt the  Firmament  and  it,  you  cannot  thruft  a  bodkins 

point. 
Shep.  Why  boy,  how  is  it? 
C/#.  I  would  you  did  but  fee  how  it  chafes,  how  it  ra- 

ges, how  it  takes  up  the  fhorei  but  that's  not  to  the  point  •, 
Oh  the  moft  piteous  cry  of  the  poor  fouls,  fometimes  to 

fee 'em,  and  not  to  fee  'em  :  Now  the  Ship  boaring  the 
Moon  with  her  main  Maft,  and  anon  fwallowed  with  yeft 

and  froth,  as  youl'dthruft  a  Cork  into  a  hogs-head.  And 
then  for  the  Land-fervice,  To  fee  how  the  Bear  tore  out 

his  fhoulder-bone,  how  he  cry'd  to  me  for  help,  and  faid 
his  name  was  Antigouut  a  Nobleman.  But  to  make  an 

end  of  the  Ship,  to  fee  how  the  S,a  flap-dragon'd  it. 
Butfirft,  how  the  poor  fouls  roar'd,  and  the  Sea  mock'd 
them.    And  how  the  poor  Gentleman  roared,  and  the 
Bear  mocked  him,  both  roaring  louder  than  the  Sea,  ot 
Weather. 

Shep.  Name  of  mercy,  when  was  this,  boy  ? 
Clo.  Now,  now,  I  have  not  winked  fince  I  faw  thefe 

fights,  the  men  are  not  yet  cold  under  water,  nor  the  Bear 
half-dined  on  the  Gentleman,  he's  at  it  now. 

Shep.  Would  I  had  been  by  to  have  help'd  the  old man. 

Clo.  I  would  you  had  been  by  the  (hip-fide,  to  have  help- 
ed her,  there  your  charity  would  have  lacked  footing. 
Shep.  Heavy  matters,  heavy  matters:  but  look  thee 

here  boy.  Now  blefs  thy  felf ;  thou  meet'ft  with  things 
dying,  I  with  things  new  born.  Here  is  a  fight  for  thee  *, 
Look  thee,  a  bearing-cloath  for  a  Squires  child  :  look 

thee  here,  take  up,  take  up,  (Boy  )  open't,  fo  let's  fee, 
it  was  told  me  I  fhould  be  rich  by  the  Fairies.  This  is 

fome  Changeling  open't,  what  is  within  boy  ? 
Qo.  You're  a  mad  old  man ;  If  the  fins  of  your 

youth  ate  forgiven  you,  you  are  well  to  live.  Gold,  all 
Gold. 

Shep.  This  is  Fairy  Gold,  boy,  and  'twill  prove  fo  :  op 
with't,  keep  it  clofe :  home,  home,  the  next  way.  We  are 
lucky  f  boy  )  and  to  be  fo  ftill  requires  nothing  but  fe- 
crefy.  Let  my  fheep  go :  Come  (  good  boy  )  the  next 
way  home. 

Clo.  Go  you  the  next  way  with  your  Findings,  I'le  go 
fee  if  the  Bear  be  gone  from  the  Gentleman  ,and  how 
much  he  hath  eaten:  they  are  never  curit,  but  when  they 

are  hungry :  if  there  be  any  of  him  left,  i'le  bury  it. 
Shep.  That's  a  good  deed  ,  if  thou  maift  difcern  by 

that  which  is  left  of  him-,  what  he  is,  fetch  me  to  th'  fight of  him. 

Lio.  Marry  win  i,  and  you  inaii  neip  to  put  mm  i  in 
ground. 

Shep.  'Tis  a  lucky  day,  boy,  and  we'l  do  good  deeds 
on't.  Exeunt. 

To  ufe  my  wings.  Impute  it  not  a  crime 
To  me,  or  my  fwifr  paffagc  that  I  fl.de, 

O'refixteen  year?,  and  leave  the  growth  untri'd Of  that  wide  gap,  fince  it  is  in  my  power 
To  ©rethrow  Law,  and  in  one  felf  born  hour 
To  plant,  and  ore- whelm  Cuftorc.  Lft^ne  pafs 
The  fame  lam,  ere  anciem'ft  Order awas,  ̂  
Or  what  is  now  receiv'd.    I  witnelc  (a 
The  times  that  brought  them  in,  lo  fhall  I  do 

To  th'  frefheft  thing*  now  reigning  an  J  make  ftale 
The  glittering  of  this  pre  lent,  as  ray  Tale 
Now  fecms  to  it :  your  patience  this  allowing, 
I  turn  my  glafs,  and  give  my  Scene  fuch  growing 
As  you  had  flcpt  betwien  :  Leontes  leaving 
Th'effttts  of  his  fond  jcaloufic  ,  fo  grieving 
That  he  fhuts  up  himlel.,  imagine  me 
(  Gentle  Spectators )  th  1 1  now  may  be 
In  fair  Bohemia,  and  remember  well, 

I  mention  here  a  ion  o'th'  Kings  which  Floriz.el 
I  no  w  hame  to  you,  and  with  Speed  fo  pace 
To  fpeak  of  Ptrdita,  now  grown  in  grace 
Equal  with  wondring.  What  of  her  eniues 
I  lift  not  prcphsfie  :  but  let  Times  news 

Bt  known  when  'tis  brought  forth.  A  Shepherds  dau£!uer 
And  what  to  her  adheres^  which  follows  after, 

Is  th'argument  of  Time:  of  this  allow, 
If  ever  you  ruve  fpent  time  worfe,  ere  now  : 
If  never  yet  that  time  hirofelf  doin  fay, 
He  wifhes  earneftly,  you  never  may.  Exit. 

■  .  ■ 

Scena  Secunda. 

Snter  Polixenes  and  Camilla 

Pel.  I  pray  thee  (  good  Camilla  )  be  no  more  importu- 

nate ,  'tis  a  ficknefs  denying  thee  any  thing  :  a  death  to 

grant  this. Cam.  It  is  fifteen  years  fince  1  faw  my  Country  ;  th.Q  1 
have  (  for  the  mofipart  )  being  aired  abroad,  Idefke  to 
lay  ray  bones  there.    Befides,  the  penitent  King  (  my  Ma- 
ftet  )  hath  fent  for  me,  to  whofe  feelirg  ibrrows  1  might 
be  fome  allay  (  or  I  oreween  to  think  fo  )  which  is  ano- 

ther fpur  to  my  departure. 

Pol.  As  thou  bv'ft:  me  (  Camillo  )  wipe  not  out  the  reA 
of  thy  fervices,  by  leaving  roe  now  y  the  need  1  have  ol 
thee,  thine  own  goodnefs  hath  made  :  better  not  to  have 
had  thee,than  thus  to  want  thee,thou  having  made  me  Bufi- 
nefs,  (which  none,  ( without  theej  can  fufficiently  manage) 
muft  either  ftay  to  execute  them  thy  felf,  or  take  away 
with  thee  the  very  fervices  thou  haft  done  ;  which  if  1 
have  not  enough  confidered  (  as  too  much  I  cannot  )  to 
be  more  thankful  to  thee,  fhall  be  my  ftudy,  and  my  pro- 

fit therein,  the  heaping  friendfhips.    Of  that  fatal  Coun- 
trey  Sicilia,  prethee  fpeak  no  more,  whofe  very  naming, 
punifhes  me  with  the  remembrance  of  that  penitent  (  as 

thou  call'ft  him)  and  reconciled  King  my  brother,  whole 
lofs  of  his  moft  precious  Queen  and  Children,  are  even 

now  to  be  a-frefh  lamented.   Say  to  me,  when  faw'ft 
thou  the  Prince  Florizel  my  fon?  Kings  are  no  lefs 
unhappy,  their  iffue  not  being  gracious,  than  thty  are 
in  lofing  them,  when  they  hive  approved  their  ver- 

mes. Cam.  Sir  it  is  three  days  fince  I  faw  the  Prince  •  what 
his  happier  affairs  may  be,  are  to  me  unknown  :  but  1  have 

(  miffingly  )  noted,  he  is  of  late  much  retired  from  Court, 
and  is  lefs  frequent  to  his  Princely  cxercifes  than  formerly 
he  hath  appeared. 

Pol.  I  have  confidered  fo  much  (  Cawillo  )  and  with 
fome  care  lo  far,  that  I  have  eyes  under  my  f.rvice , 
which  lock  upon  his  rcmovednefs ;  from  whom  I  fnve 

•                      Y  j  this 

Aftus  Quartus.  Scena  Prima, 

Enter  Timet  the  Chorus. 

Time.  I  that  pleafefome,  try  all,  both  joy  and  terror 
Of  good, and  bad,  that  makes  and  unfolds  error. 
Now  take  upon  me  ( in  thr  name  of  Time  ) 
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this  intelligence,  that  he  is  fcldom  from  the  houfe  of  a 
moft  homely  Shepherd  \  a  man  (they  fay)  that  from  very 
nothing,  and  beyond  the  imagination  of  his  neighbours,  is 
grown  into  an  unfpeakable  eftate. 

Cam.  1  have  heard  (Sir)  of  fuch  a  man,  who  hath  a 
Daughter  of  moft  rare  note ;  the  report  of  her  is  extended 
more,  than  can  be  thought  to  begin  from  fuch  a  cortage. 

Tol.  That's  likevvife  part  of  my  intelligence  j  but  (I 
fear  )  the  Angle  that  plucks  our  Son  thither.  Thou 
(halt  accompany  us  to  the  place,  where  we  will  Cnot  ap* 
pearing  what  we  are )  have  forae  cjucftion  with  the  Shep- 

herd j  from  whofe  fimplicity,  I  think  it  not  uneafieto  get 
the  caufe  of  my  Sons  refort  thither.  Prethee  be  my  pa- 

tent partner  in  this  bufinefs,  and  lay  afide  the  thoughts  of 
Sicilis. 

Cam.  I  willingly  obey  your  command. 
Pol.  My  beft  Camilb,  werauft  difguife  ourfelves.  Exit- 

Selena  Tertia. 

Enter  Autolicus  finging. 

When  Dajfadils  begin  to  peer , 
With  heigh  the  Doxy  over  the  dale. 

Why  then  comes  in  the  fweet  ai'th  year. 
For  the  red  blood  r signs  in  the  Winters  pale. 

The  white  fleet  bleaching  on  the  hedg, 
With  hey  the  fweet  Birds,  O  how  they  fmg  : 
Doth  ft  t  my  pugging  tosth  an  edg, 
For  a  quart  of  Ah  is  a  difii  for  a  King. 

The  Lark^  that  tirra  Lycrachaunts, 
With  height  with  heigh  the  Thrujh  and  the  Lay : 
esfre  Summers  fongs  for  me  and  my  Aunts , 
While  we  lie  tumbling  in  the  hay. 

Ihaveferv'd  Prince  Flcriz.el,  and  in  my  time  wore  three 
pile,  but  now  I  am  out  of  fervice. 

But  (hall  I  go  monrn  for  that  ( my  dear) 
the  pale  Moon  Jhines  by  night : 

And  when  I  wander  here  and  there, 
J  then  do  mojl  go  right. 

Jf  Takers  may  have  leave  to  live, 
and  bear  the  Show  sfyn  Bowget, 

T yen  my  account  1  well  may  give , 
and  in  the  Stock;  avouch  it. 

MyTraffick  isfheets*,  when  the  Kite  builds,  look  tolef- 

fer  Linnen.  My  Father  nam'd  me  Autolicus,  who  being 
(as  I  am)  Iittcr'd  under  Mercury,  was  likewifea  fnapper- 
up  ot  unconfidered  trifles :  With  Die  and  Drab,  I  pur- 

chas'd  Caparifony  and  my  Revenue  is  the  filly  Cheat, 
Gallows,  and  Knock  ,  are  too  powerful  on  the  High- 

way, Beating  and  Hanging  are  Terrors  to  me :  For  the 
life  to  come,  I  fleep  out  the  thought  of  it.  A  prize,  a 

prize. 
Enter  Clown. 

Cl.  Let  me  fee,  every  Leaven-weather  todds,  every  told 
yields  pound  and  odd  (hillings :  fifteen  hundred  fhorn, 
what  comes  the  Wool  to  ? 

Aut.  If  the  fprindg  hold,  the  Cock's  mine- 
Clo.  I  cannot  do  it  without  Compters.  Let  me  fee, 

what  am  I  to  buy  for  our  Sheep-fhearing-Feaft?  Three 

pound  of  Sugar ,  five  pound  of  Currencc,  Rice .-  What 
will  this  Sifter  of  mine  do  with  Rice  ?  but  my  Father  hath 
made  her  Miftrifs  of  the  Feaft,  and  fhe  lays  it  on.  She 

hath  made  me  four  and  twenty  Nofe-gays  for  the  Shearers, 
f  three-roan  fong-men,  alJ,  and  very  good  ones )  but  they 
are  moft  of  them  Means  and  Bales  *,  but-one  Puritan  a- 
mong  them,  and  he  fings  Pfalms  to  horn-Pipes.  I  miift 
have  Saffron  to  colour  the  Warden  Pies,  Mace:  Dates, 
none :  that's  out  of  my  note :  Nutmegs,  ftven  j  a  Race 
or  two  of  Ginger,  but  that  I  may  beg:  Four  pound  of 

Prewyns,  and  as  many  of  Rcafons  o'th'  Sun. Aut.  Oh,  that  ever  I  was  born. 
Clo.  I'th'  name  of  me. 
Aut .  Ob  help  me,  help  me:  pluck  but  off  thefe  ragt:  and 

then,  Death,  Death. 
Clo.  Alack  poor  Soul,  thou  haft  need  of  more  rags  to 

lay  on  thee,  rather  than  have  thefc  cff. 
Aut.  Oh  fir,  the  loathfomnefs  of  them  offends  me,  more 

than  the  ftripes  I  have  received,  which  are  mighty  or.es and  millions. 

Cl.  Alas  poor  man,  a  million  of  beating  may  come  to  a 
great  matter. 

Aut.  1  am  rob'd  fir,  and  beaten :  my  money  and  appar- 
rel  tane  from  me,  and  thefe  deteftable  things  put  upon 

me. Cb.  What,  by  a  Horfe-man,  or  a  Foot-man? 
Aut.  A  Foot-man  (Tweet  fir)  a  Foot-raan. 
Clo.  Indeed,  he  fhould  be  a  Footman,  by  the  Garments 

he  has  left  with  thee  ;  if  this  be  a  Horfmans  Coat,  it  hath 
feen  very  hot  fervice.  Lend  me  thy  hand,  Pie  help  thee. 
Come  lend  me  thy  hand. 

Aut.  Oh  good  fir,  tenderly,  oh. 
Cl.  Alas  poor  Soul. 
Aut.  Oh  good  fir,  foftly,  good  fir :  I  fear  (firj  my 

Shoulder-blade  is  out. 
Clo.  How  now  ?  canft  fiand  ? 
Aut.  Softly,  dear  fir  $  good  fir,  foftly  you  ha  done 

me  a  charitable  office. 
Cb.  Doft  lack  any  money ;  I  have  a  little  money  for thee. 

Aut.  No,  good  fweet  fir :  no,  I  befeeeh  you  fir  ,  I  have 
aKinfman  not  paft  three  quarters  of  a  Mile  hence,  unto 
whom  I  was  going;  I  fhall  there  have  money,  or  any  thing 
I  want :  Offer  me  no  money  I  pray  you,  that  kills  my 
heart. 

Clo.  What  manner  of  Fellow  was  he  that  rob'd 

you  ? 

Aut.  A  Fellow  (Sir;  that  I  have  known  to  go  obout 
with  Trol-my-dames :  I  knew  him  once  a  Servant 
of  the  Prince :  I  cannot  tell  good  fir,  for  which  of  his 
Vertues  it  was,  but  he  was  certahily  Whipt  out  of  the 

Court. 
Clo.  His  vices  you  would  ny  ;  there's  no  Vertue  whipt 

out  of  the  Court ;  they  cherifh  it  to  Cake  it  ftay  there  ?l 

and  yet  it  will  no  more  but  abide. 
Aut.  Vices  I  would  fay  (Sir;  1  know  this  man  well,  he 

hath  been  fincc  an  Ape-bearer,  then  a  Procefs-lervcr,  (a 
Bailiff )  then  he  coropaft  a  Motion  of  ifte  Prodigal  San, 
and  married  a  Tinkers  wife,  within  a  mile  where  my  Land 
and  Living  lies i  and  (having  flown  over  many  knavifh 
profeffions)  he  fetledonlyin  Rogue  \  lome  call  him  Au- 
tolicus. 

Cb.  Out  upon  him-,  Prig,  for  my  life  Prig  •  he  haunts 
Wakes,  Fairs,  and  Bear-baiting?. 

Aut.  Very  true  fir  ;  he  fir  he  that's  the  Rogue  that 

put  me  into  this  apparel. 
Clo.  Not  a  more  cowardly  Rogue  in  a!!  Bohemia  ;  If 

you  had  but  look'd  big ,  and  fpu  at  him,  he'ld  have run. 

tAut.  I  muft  confefs  to  you  ( fir )  I  am  no  fighter;  I  am 
falfe  of  heart  that  way,  and  that  he  knew  I  warrant  him. 

Clo.  How  do  you  do  now  ? 
Aut.  Sweet  fir,  much  better  than  I  was  ;  lean  ftand,  and 

walk ;  I  will  even  take  my  leave  of  you,  and  pace  foftly 

towards  my  Kinfmans. 
Cb.  Shall  1  bring  thee  on  thy  way  ? 

Aut.  No,  good  fae'd  fir,  no  fweet  fir. 

*  Cb 
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19 till  my  Ion  com: :  he  hollow'd  but  even  now.  Whoa-ho- 
hoa. 

Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  Hilloa,  loa. 

Sh<p.  What  ?  art  fo  near  ?  If  thon'ltfee  a  thing  to 
talk  on  when  thou  art  dead  and  rotten,  come  hither : 

what  ail'ft  thou,  man  ? 
Clo  I  have  feen  two  fuch  fights,  by  Sea  and  by  Land: 

but  I  am  not  to  fay  it  is  a  Sea,  for  it  is  now  the  sky,  be- 
twixt the  Firmament  and  it,  you  cannot  thruft  a  bodkins 

point. 
Sbep.  Why  boy,  how  is  it? 
Clo.  I  would  you  did  but  fee  how  it  chafes,  how  it  ra- 

ges, how  it  takes  up  the  fhorei  but  that's  not  to  the  point ; 
Oh  the  mod  piteous  cry  of  the  poor  fouls,  fometimes  to 

fee 'em,  and  not  to  fee  'em  :  Now  the  Ship  boaring  the 
Moon  with  her  main  Maft,  and  anon  iwallowed  with  yeft 

and  froth,  as  youl'd  thruft  a  Cork  into  a  hogs-head.  And 
then  for  the  Land. fir  vice,  To  fee  how  the  Bear  tore  out 

his  fhoulder-bone,  how  he  cry'd  to  me  for  help,  and  laid 
his  name  was  Antigomt  a  Nobleman.  But  to  make  an 

end  of  the  Ship,  to  fee  how  the  Sea  flap-dragon'd  it. 
Butfirft,  how  the  poor  fouls  roar'd,  and  the  Sea  mock'd 
them.  And  how  the  poor  Gentleman  roared,  and  the 
Bear  mocked  him,  both  roaring  louder  than  the  Sea,  or 
Weather. 

Shep.  Name  of  mercy,  when  was  this,  boy  ? 
Clo.  Now,  now,  I  have  not  winked  fince  I  faW  thefe 

fights,  the  men  are  not  yet  cold  under  water,  nor  the  Bear 
half-dined  on  the  Gentleman,  he's  at  it  now. 

Sbep.  Would  I  had  been  by  to  have  help'd  the  old man. 

Clo.  I  would  you  had  been  by  the  (hip-fide,  to  have  help- 
ed her,  there  your  charity  would  have  lacked  footing. 
Shep.  Heavy  matters,  heavy  matters :  but  look  thee 

here  boy.  Now  blefs  thy  felf  \  thou  meet'ft  with  things 
dying,  I  with  things  new  born.  Here  is  a  fight  for  thee  *, 
Look  thee,  a  bearip.g-cloath  for  a  Squires  child  :  look 

thee  hire,  take  up,  take  up,  (Boy  )  open't,  fo  let's  fee, 
it  was  toid  me  1  fhotijd  be  rich  by  the  Fairies.  This  is 

fome  Changeling  v  open't,  what  is  within  boy  ? 
Qo.  You're  a  mad  old  man ;  If  the  fins  of  your 

youth  are  forgiven  you,  you  are  well  to  live.  Gold,  all 
Gold. 

Shep.  This  is  Fairy  Gold,  boy,  and  *twill  prove  fo  :  up 
with't,  keep  it  dofe :  home,  home,  the  next  way.  We  are 
lucky  f  boy  )  and  to  be  fo  ftill  requires  nothing  but  fe- 
crefy.  Let  my  fhecp  go  :  Come  (  good  boy  )  the  next 
way  home. 

Clo.  Go  you  the  next  way  with  your  Findings,  We  go 
fee  if  the  Bear  be  gone  from  the  Gentleman  ,  and  how 
much  he  hath  eaten :  they  are  never  curft,  but  when  they 
are  hungry:  if  there  be  any  of  him  left,  lie  bury  it. 

Shep.  That's  a  good  deed  ,  if  thou  maift  difcern  by 
that  which  is  left  of  him)  what  he  is,  fetch  me  to  th'  fight of  him. 

Clo.  Marry  will  1,  and  you  fhall  help  to  put  him  i'ch' 
ground. 

Shep.  'Tis  a  lucky  day,  boy,  and  we'l  do  good  deeds 
on't.  Exeunt. 

Aftus  Quartus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Timtt  the  Chorus. 

Ttme.  I  that  pleafefome,  try  all,  both  joy  and  terror 
Of  good, and  bad,  that  makes  and  unfolds  error. 
Now  take  upon  me  ( in  thr  name  of  Time  ) 

To  ufe  my  wings.  Impute  it  not  a  crime 
To  me,  or  my  fwift  paflagc  that  I  Aide, 

O're  fixteen  years,  and  leave  the  growth  untri'd 
Of  that  wide  gap,  fince  it  is  in  my  power 
To  orethrow  Law,  and  in  one  (elf  born  hour 
To  plant,  and  ore-whelm  Cuftoro.  Let  me  pals 
The  fame  lam,  ere  ancient'ft  Order  was, 
Or  what  is  now  receiv'd.    I  witnefs  to 
The  times  that  brought  them  in,  fo  fhall  I  do 

To  th'  frefheft  things  now  reigning,  and  make  ftale 
The  gliftering  of  thispreienr,  as  my  Tale 
Now  feems  to  it :  your  patience  this  allowing, 
1  turn  my  glafs,  and  give  my  Scene  fuch  growing 
As  you  had  flept  between  :  Leontet  leaving 
Th'effeftsof  his  fond  jcaloufies,  fo  grieving 
That  he  fhuts  up  himfelf,  imagine  me 
(  Gentle  Spectators )  thitlnowmay  be 
In  fair  Bohemia^  and  remember  well, 

I  mention  here  a  fon  o'th'  Kings,  which  Floriz.el 
I  now  name  to  you,  and  with  spe^d  fo  pace 
Tofpeak  of  Perdita,  now  grown  in  grace 
Equal  with  wondring.  What  of  herenfues 
1  lift  not  prophefie  :  tut  let  Times  hews 

Be  known  when  'tis  brought  forth.  A  Shepherds  daughter 
And  what  to  her  adheres,  which  follows  after, 

Is  th'arguraent  of  Time:  of  this  allow, 
If  ever  you  have  fpent  time  worfe,  ere  now  ; 
If  never  yet  that  time  himfelf  doth  fay, 
He  wifhes  earneftiy,  you  never  may;  Exit. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Polixenes  and  Camillo. 

Pol.  I  pray  thee  (  good  Camillo  )  be  no  more  importu- 

nate,  'tis  a  ficknefs  denying  thee  any  thing  :  a  death  to 

grant  this. 
Cam.  It  is  fifteen  years  fince  I  faw  my  Country  ;  tho  1 

have  (  for  the  moft  part  )  being  aired  abroad,  Idefii  eto 
lay  ray  bones  there.  Befides,  ihe  penitent  King  (  my  Ma- 

tter )  hath  fent  for  me,  to  whofe  feeling  forrows  i  might 
be  fome  allay  (or  I  ore  ween  to  think  fo  )  which  is  ano- 

ther fpur  to  my  departure. 

Pol.  As  thou  lov'ft  me  (Camillo)  wipe  not  out  the  reft 
of  thy  fervices,  by  leaving  me  now  j  the  need  1  have  of 
thee,  thine  own  goodnefs  hath  made :  better  not  to  have 

had  thee,than  thus  to  want  thee,thou  having  made  me  Bufi- 

nefs,  (which  none,  ( without  thee )  can  l'ufficiently  manage )  j muft  either  ftay  to  execute  them  thy  felf,  or  take  away 
with  thee  the  very  fervices  thou  haft  done  ;  which  if  1 
have  not  enough  confidered  (  as  too  much  I  cannot  )  to 
be  more  thankful  to  thee,  fhall  be  my  ftudy,  and  my  pro- 

fit therein,  the  heaping  friendlhips.  Of  that  fatal  Coun- 
trey  Sicilia,  prethee  fpeak  no  more,  whofe  very  naming, 
punifhes  me  with  the  remembrance  of  that  penitent  (  as 

thou  call'ft  him  )  and  reconciled  King  my  brother,  whole 
lofs  of  his  moft  precious  Queen  and  Children,  are  even 

now  to  be  a-frefh  lamented.  Say  to  me,  when  faw'ft 
thou  the  Prince  Florizel  my  fon?  Kings  are  no  lefs 
unhappy,  their  iflue  not  being  gracious,  than  they  are 
in  lofing  them,  when  they  hive  approved  their  ver- 

mes. Cam.  Sir  it  is  three  days  fince  I  faw  the  Prince  j  what 
his  happier  affairs  may  be,  are  to  me  unknown  :  but  1  have 

(  miffingly  )  noted,  he  is  of  late  much  retired  from  Court, 
and  is  lefs  frequent  to  his  Princely  cxercifes  than  formerly 
he  hath  appeared. 

Pol,  I  have  confidered  fo  much  (  Camilla  )  and  with 
fome  care  fo  far,  that  I  have  eyes  under  my  fervice, 

which  loo''  upon  his  rcmovednefs  \  from  whom  I  have 
*  Y  i  this^ 
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this  intelligence,  that  be  is  feldom  from  the  houfe  of  a 
moft  homely  Shepherd  j  a  man  (they  fay)  that  from  very 
nothing,  and  beyond  the  imagination  of  his  neighbours,  is 

grown  into  an  uni'peakable  eftate. Cam.  1  have  heard  (Sir)  of  fuch  a  man,  who  hath  a 
Daughter  of  moft  rare  note ;  the  report  of  her  is  extended 
more,  than  can  be  thought  to  begin  from  fuch  acortage. 

Tol.  That's  likewife  part  of  my  intelligence j  but  (I 
fear  )  the  Angle  that  plucks  our  Son  thither.  Thou 
fbalt  accompany  us  to  the  place,  where  we  will  (not  ap- 

pearing what  we  are )  have  fome  queftion  with  the  Shep- 
herd from  whole  fimplicity,  I  think  it  not  uneafieto  get 

thecaufe  of  ray  Sons  refort  thither.  Prethee  be  my  pre- 
fent  partner  in  this  bufinefs,  and  lay  afide  the  thoughts  of 
Sicilia. 

Cam.  I  willingly  obey  your  command. 
Pol.  My  beft  Camilla,  wemuft  difguife  ourfelves.  Exit- 

Scaena  Tenia. 

Enter  Autolicus  fmging. 

1  When  Dajfadils  begin  to  peer  , 
With  heigh  the  Doxy  over  the  dale, 

Why  then  comes  in  the  jweet  o'th  year. 
For  the  red  blood  raigns  in  the  Winters  pale. 

The  white  Jheet  bleaching  op  the  hedg, 
With  hey  the  [met  Birds ,  Ohow  they  fmg  : 
Doth  ft?  nty  pugging  tooth  an  edg, 
For  a  qnart  of  Ate  is  a  difh  for  a  King. 

The  Lark,  that  tirra  Lycracbaunts, 
tftth  heigh,  with  heigh  the  Thrtijh  and  the  Lay ; 
tArc  Summers  fongs  for  me  and  my  Aunts y 
White  we  lie  tumbling  in  the  hay. 

I  have  ferv'd  Prince  Florizjel,  and  in  my  time  wore  three 
tile,  but  now  I  am  out  of  fervice. 

But  (hall  J  go  mourn  for  that  ( my  dear) 
the  pale  Moon  fliines  by  night : 

And  when  I  wander  here  and  there , 
I  then  do  mo\\  go  right. 

Jf  Ttr-kers  may  have  leave  to  live, 
and  bear  the  Show-skin  Bowget, 

T my  account  I  well  may  give , 
and  in  the  Stocks  avouch  it. 

MyTrtffick  isfheets*,  when  the  Kite  builds,  looktolef- 

fer  Linnen.  My  Father  nam'd  me  Autolicus,  who  being 
(as  I  am )  litter 'd  under  Mercury,  was  hkewife  a  fnapper- 
up  of  unconfidcredtrifles :  With  Die  and  Drab,  1  pur- 

chas'd  Caparifon,  and  my  Revenue  is  the  filly  Cheat, 
Gallows,  and  Knock ,  are  too  powerful  on  the  High- 

way, Beating  and  Hanging  are  Terrors  to  me :  For  the 
life  to  come,  I  fleep  out  the  thought  of  it.  A  prize,  a 

prize. 
Enter  Clown. 

CI.  Let  me  fee,  every  Leaven-weather  todds,  every  told 

yields  pound  and  odd  (hillings.-  fifteen  hundred  (horn, 
what  comes  the  Wool  to  ? 

Aut.  If  the  fprindg  hold,  the  Cock's  mine- 
Clo.  I  cannot  do  it  without  Compters.  Let  me  fee, 

what  am  I  to  buy  for  our  Sheep-fhearing-Feaft?  Three 
pound  of  Sugar ,  five  pound  of  Currencc,  Rice :  What 
will  this  Sifter  of  mine  do  with  Rice  ?  but  my  Father  hath 
made  her  Miftrifs  of  the  Feaft,  and  fhe  lays  it  on.  She 

i   ' 

hath  made  roe  four  and  twenty  Nofe-ga^s  for  theSheartrs 
(three-man  fong-roen,  all,  and  very  good  oncsj  but*  they 
are  moft  of  them  Means  and  Bales*,  but -one  Puritan  a- 
mong  them,  and  he  fings  Pfalms  to  horn-Pipes.  I  mcft 
have  Saffron  to  colour  the  Warden  Pies,  Mace :  Dates, 
none :  that's  out  of  my  note :  Nutmegs,  l'even  i  a  Race 
or  two  of  Ginger,  but  that  I  may  beg  •  Four  pound  ol 

Prewyns,  and  as  many  of  Real'ons  o'th'  Sun. Aut.  Oh,  that  ever  I  was  born. 
Clo.  IW  name  of  me. 
Aut .  Ob  help  me,  help  me:  pluck  but  off  thefe  rags:  and 

then,  Death,  Death. 
Clo.  Alack  poor  Soul,  thou  haft  need  of  more  ra^s  to 

lay  on  thee,  rather  than  have  thefe  off. 
Aut.  Oh  fir,  the  loathlbmnefs  of  them  offends  me,  more 

than  the  ftripes  I  have  received,  which  arc  mighty  ones 
and  millions. 

Cl.  Alas  poor  man,  a  million  of  beating  may  come  to  a 
great  matter. 

Aut.  Iamrob'd  fir,  and  beaten:  my  money  and  appar- 
rel  tane  from  me,  and  thefe  deteflable  things  put  upon 

me. Clo.  What,  by  aHorfe-man,  or  a  Foot-man? 
Aut.  A  Foot-man  (Tweet  fir)  a  Foot-man. 
Clo.  Indeed,  hefhould  be  a  Footman,  by  the  Garments 

he  has  left  with  thee ;  if  this  be  a  Horfmans  Coat,  it  hath 
feen  very  hot  fervice.  Lend  me  thy  hand,  Tie  he!p  thee. 
Come  lend  me  thy  hand. 

Aut.  Oh  good  fir,  tenderly,  oh. 
Cl.  Alas  poor  Soul. 
Aut.  Oh  good  fir,  foftly,  good  fir:  1  fear  (fit)  ny 

Shoulder-blade  is  out. 
Clo.  How  now  ?  canft  ftand  ? 
Aut.  Softly,  dear  fir  ;  good  fir,  foftly  ;  you  hi  done 

me  a  charitable  office. 
Clo.  Doft  lack  any  money  :  I  have  a  little  money  for thee. 

Aut.  No,  goodfweet  fir :  no,  I  befeeeh  you  fir  ;  I  have 
aKinfman  not  paft  three  quarters  of  a  Mile  hence,  unto 
whom  I  was  going  j  Ifhall  there  have  money,  or  any  thing 
1  want :  Offer  me  no  money  1  pray  you,  that  kills  my 
heart. 

Clo.  What  manner  «f  Fellow  was  he  that  rob'd 

you  ? 

Aut.  A  Fellow  (Sit)  that  I  have  known  to  go  obout 
with  Trol-my-dames :  1  knew  him  once  a  Servant 
of  the  Prince:  1  cannot  tell  good  fir,  for  which  of  his 
Vertues  it  was,  but  he  was  certainly  Whipt  out  of  the 
Court. 

Cl».  His  vices  you  would  fay  ;  there's  no  Vertue  whipt 
out  of  the  Court  ̂   they  cherifh  it  to  make  it  ftay  there, 

and  yet  it  will  no  more  but  abide. 
Aut.  Vices  I  would  fay  (Sir;  I  know  this  man  well,  he 

hath  heen  fince  an  Ape-bearer,  then  a  Procefs-ferver,  (a 
Bailiff )  then  he  compaft  a  Motion  of  the  Prodigal  Son, 
and  married  a  Tinkers  wife,  within  a  mile  where  ray  Land 

and  Living  lies  -7  and  (having  flown  over  many  knavifh 
profeffions)  he  fetled  only  in  Rogue  \  fome  call  him  Au- 
tolicus. 

Clo.  Out  upon  him  \  Prig,  for  my  life  Prig  -  he  haunts 

Wakes,  Fairs,  and  Bear-baiting?. 
Aut.  Very  true  fir  ;  he  fir  he  •,  that's  the  Rogue  that 

put  me  into  this  apparel. 
Clo.  Not  a  more  cowardly  Rogue  in  all  Bohemia  •  If 

you  had  but  look'd  big ,  and  (pit  at  him,  he'ld  have run. 

%Aut,  I  muftconfefs  to  you  (fa)  I  am  no  fighter  j  I  ana 
falle  of  heart  that  way,  and  that  he  knew  I  warrant  him. 

Clo.  How  do  you  do  now  ? 
Aut.  Sweet  fir,  much  better  than  I  was  ;  lean  ftand,  and 

walk  j  I  will  even  take  ray  leave  of  you,  and  pace  foftly 

towards  my  Kinlmans. 
Clo.  Shall  I  bring  thee  on  thy  way  ? 

Aut.  No,  good  fae'dfir,  nofweerfir. 

*  CU 
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Clo.  Then  farewel,  I  rauft  go  to  buy  Spices  for  our 

Sheep-fhearing.  „  . 

eJ*«J .  Prolper  you  fweet  fir.  Your  Purle  is  not  hot  e- 

nough  to  purchafe  your  Spice,  lie  be  with  you  at  your 

Sheep-fhearing  too:  If  1  make  not  this  cheat  bring  out 

another,and  the  Shearers  prove  Sheep, let  me  be  unrold,and 

my  name  put  in  the  book  of  Vertue. 

Song.    Jog-on,  Jog-on,  the  foot-path  way , 
z/ind  merrily  bent  the  Stile-a. 
A  Merry  heart  goes  all  the  day, 

Tour  fad  tires  in  a  Mile-*.* 
Exit. 

Sc<zna  Quartet. 

Florizel,  Perdica,  Shepherd,  Clown,  Polixenes, 

Camillo,  Mopfa,  Dorcas,  Servants,  Autolicus. 

Flo.  Thefe  your  unufual  weeds,  to  each  part  of  you 

Do's  give  a  life  :  no  Shcpherdefs  but  Flora 
Peering  in  a^pn/  front.    This  your  Sheep-fhearing, 
Is  as  a  merry  meeting  of  the  petty  gods, 

And  you  the  Queen  on'r. Fer.  Sir:  my  gracious  Lord, 
To  chide  at  your  extreams,  it  not  becomes  me : 

(Oh  pardon,  that  I  name  them  :)  your  high  fdf 

The  gracious  mark  o'th'  Land,  you  have  obfeur'd With  a  Swains  wearing:  and  me  fpoor  lowly  Maid ) 

Moft  goddei's-like  prank'd  up:  But  that  our  Feafts 
In  every  Mefs,  have  folly  j  and  the  Feeders 

Digeft  it  with  a  Cuftom,  Ifhould  biufh 

To  fee  you  fo  attir'd  :  fvvorn  I  think, 
To  fhew  ray  felf  a  glais. 

Flo.  I  blefs  the  time 

When  my  good  Falcon,  made  her  flight  a-crofs 

Thy  Fathers  ground. 
Per.  Now  Jove  afford  you  caufe  : 

Totnethe  difference  forges  dread  (your  Greatnefs 

Hath  not  beenus'd  to  fear  :)  even  now  1  tremble 
To  think  your  Father,  by  foroe  accident 
Should  pals  this  way,  as  you  did:  Oh  the  Fates, 
How  would  he  look  to  lee  his  work,  fo  noble, 

Vildly  bound  up?  What  would  he  fay?  Or  how 

Should  I  fin  thefe  my  borrowed  Flaunts)  behold- 
The  fternnefsof  his  prefence? 

Flo.  Apprehend 
Nothing  but  jollity  :  the  gods  themfelves 

(Humbling  their  Deities  to  love)  have  taken 
The  fhapes  of  Beafts  upon  them.  Jupiter 

Became  a  Bull,  and  bcllow'd  :  the  green  Neptune 
A  Ram,  and  bleated  :  and  the  Fire-roab'd-God 
Golden  Apollo,  a  poor  bumble  S^ain, 
As  I  feem  now.    Their  transformations, 
Were  never  for  a  piece  of  Beauty,  rarer, 
Nor  in  a  way  fo  chift :  fmce  my  defires 
Run  not  before  mine  Honour :  nor  my  Lulls 
Burn  hotter  than  my  Faith. 

Ter.  O  but  dear  fir, 

Your  refolution  cannot  hold,  when  'tis 

Oppos'd  ( as  it  muft  be)  by  th'  power  of  the  King. One.of  thefe  two  molt  be  neceffuies, 
Which  then  will  fpeak,  that  you  muft  change  this  purpofe 
Or  I  my  life. 

Flo.  Thou  deareft  Perdita  , 

With  thefe  fore'd  thoughts,  I  prethee  darken  not  . 
The  Mirth  o'th'  Feaft:  Or  Tie  be  thine  Cray  Fair) 
Or  not  my  Fathers.    For  I  cannot  be 
Mine  own,  nor  any  thing  to  any,  if 
I  be  not  thine.    To  this  I  am  moft  conflant, 

Tho  Deftiny  fay  no.   Be  merry  (Gentle) 

Strangle  fuch  thoughts  as  thefe,  with  any  thing 
That  you  behold  the  while.    Your  Guefts  are  coming : 
Lift  up  you  Countenance,  as  it  were  the  day 
Of  Celebration  of  that  Nuptial,  which 
We  two  have  (worn  fhall  come. 

Per.  O  Lady  Fortune, 

Stand  you  aufpicious.  Enter  all. 
Flo.  See,  your  Guefts  approach, 

Addrefs  your  fclf  to  entertain  them  fprightly 
And  let's  be  red  with  mirth. 

Shep.  Fie  ("Daughter)  when  my  old  Wife  liv'd:  upon This  day,  (he  was  both  Pantler,  Butler,  Cook, 

Both  Dame  and  Servant:  Wclcom'd  all  ,  ferv'd  all , 
Would  fing  her  Song,  and  dance  her  turn  •  now  here 

At  upper  end  o'th'  Table  ;  now  i'th  middle  : 
On  his  fhoulder,  and  his ;  her  face  o'fire 
With  labour,  and  the  things  fhe  took  to  quench  it  j 
She  would  to  each  one  fip.    You  are  retired, 
As  if  vou  were  a  feafted  one  j  and  not 
The  Hoftefsof  thee  meeting :  Pr^y  you  bid 

Thefe  unknow  friends  to's  welcome,  for  it  is 
A  way  to  make  us  better  Friends,  more  known. 
Come,  quench  your  Blufhes,  and  prefent  you  felf 

That  which  you  are,  Miftris  o'th'  Feaft.   Come  on, 
And  bid  us  welcome  to  your  Sheep-fhearing, 
As  your  good  Flock  (hall  profper. 

Per.  Sir,  welcome: 

It  is  my  Fathers  will,  I  fiiould  take  onmc 

The  Hofteisfhip  o'th'  day,  you're  welcome  fir, 
Give  me  thofe  Flowers  there  CDorcas.)  Reverend  Sirs, 

For  you,  there's  Roferaary,  and  Rue,  thefe  keep 
Seeming,  and  favour  all  the  Winter  long  : 
Grace,  and  Remembrance  be  to  you, both, 
And  welcome  to  our  Shearing. 

Pol.  Shepherded, 

(A  fair  one  are  you ;  well  you  fit  our  ages 
V\ith  Flowers  of  Winter. 

Per.  Sir,  the  year  growing  ancient, 
Not  yet  on  Summers  death,  nor  on  the  birth 

Of  trembling  Winter,  the  faireft  Flowers  o'th' Seafon 
Are  our  Carnations  ,  and  ftreak't  Gilly-vors, 
(Which  fome  call  Natures  Baftaids)  of  that  kind 

Our  rufHck  Garden's  barren,  and  I  care  not 
To  get  flipsof  them. 

Pol.  Wherefore  (gentle  Maiden) 
Do  you  neglecT  them? 
Per.  For  I  have  heard  it  faid, 

There  is  an  Art,  which  in  their  pideneL  fhares 
With  great  creating- Nature. 

'Pol.  Say  there  be  : 

Yet  Nature  is  made  better  by  no  mean  , 
But  Nature  makes  that  mean  ,  fo  over  that  Art 
(Which  you  fay  adds  to  Nature)  is  an  Art 
That  Nature  makes ;  you  fee  ( fweet  Maid )  we  Marry 
A  gentler  Sien,  to  the  wildeft  Stock, 
And  make  conceive  a  bark  of  baler  kind 

By  bud  of  Nobler  race.    This  is  an  Art 

Which  do's  mend  Nature:  change  it  rather,  but 
The  Art  it  lelf,  is  Nature. 

Ter.  So  it  is. 

Pol.  Then  make  your  Garden  rich  in  GillyWs, 
And  do  not  call  them  Baftards. 

Per.  lie  not  put 

The  Dible  in  earth,  to  fet  one  flip  of  them : 
No  more  than  were  I  painted,  I  would  v*ifli 

This  youth  fhould  fay'twere  well    and  only  therefore 
Defire  to  breed  by  me.    Here's  flowers  for  you : 
Hot  Lavender,  Mints,  Savory,  Marjoruro, 

The  Mary-gold,  that  goes  to  bed  with'  Sun, 
And  with  him  rites,  weeping:  T  hefe  are  Flowers 
Of  middle  Summer,  and  1  think  they  are  given 

To  men  of  middle  age.    Y'are  wtlcome. 
Cam.  I  fhould  leave  grazing,  were  1  of  your  Flock 

And  only  live  by  gazing. 

Per 
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Per.  Out  alas j 

You'ld  be  fo  lean  ,  that  blafts  of  January  (Friends 
Would  blow  you  through  and  through.    Now  (my  fair'ft 
I  would  I  had  fome  Flowers  o'th  Spring,  that  might 
Become  your  ticneof  day  :  and  yours,  and  yours, 
That  wear  upon  your  Virgin-branches  yet 
Your  Maiden-heads  growing :  O  Proferpina, 

For  the  Flowers  now,  that  (frighted j>  thou  let'ft  fall 
From  Diffes  Wjggon:  Deffadils, 
That  come  before  the  Swallow  dares,  and  take 
The  winds  of  March  with  beauty :  Violets  (dim 
But  fweeter  than  the  lids  cf  Juno  s  eyes , 

Or  Cytherea\  breathy)  pale  Prim-rofes, 
That  die  unmarried,  ere  they  can  behold 
Bright  Phoebus  in  his  ftrength  (  a  Malady 
Moft  incident  to  Maids :)  bold  Oxlips,  and 
The  Crown  imperial :  Lillies  of  all  kinds, 
(The  Flower-dc-Luce  being  one.;  O,  thefe  I  lack, 
To  make  you  Garlands  of)  and  my  fweet  Friend, 

To  ftrew  him  o're,  and  orre.- Flo.  What?  like  a  Coarfe? 
Per.  No,  like  a  bank,  for  love  to  lie  and  play  on: 

Not  like  a  Coarfe  •,  or  if:  not  to  be  buried, 
But  quick,  and  in  mine  arms.    Come  take  your  flowers, 
Methinks  I  play  as  I  have  fcen  them  do 
If  Whitlbn-paftcrals :  Sure  this  Robe  of  mine 

Do's  change  my  difpofition. 
Flo.  What  you  do, 

Still  better  what  is  done.   When  you  fpeak  (fweet,) 
Pie  have  ycu  do  it  ever  ;  when  you  fing  , 
We  have  you  buy,  and  fell  fo 16  give  Alms, 

Pray  fo;  and  for  theord'ring  your  Affairs, 
To  fing  ;hem  too.    When  you  do  dance,  I  wifh  you 

A  Wave  o'th  Sea,  that  you  might  ever  do 
Nothing  but  that ;  move  ftiil,  ftill  lb  i 
And  o  wn  no  other  Function.    Each  your  doing, 
(So  lingular  in  each  particular^ 
Crowns  what  you  are  doing,  in  the  prefent  deeds, 
That  ail  your  Afts,  are  Queens. 

Per.  ODoricles, 
Your  praifes  are  too  large  ;  but  that  your  Youth 

And  the  true  blood  which  peeps  fairly  through't, 

Do  plainly  give  you  out  an  unftain'd  Shepherd 
With  wildora,  I  might  fear  (my  Vorkles  ) 

You  woo'd  me  the  falfe  way. 
Flo.  1  think  you  have 

As  little  skill  to  fear,  as  I  have  purpofe 
To  put  you  tot.    But  coaae ,  our  dance  I  pray , 
Y  cr  hand  (my  Perdita:  )  lb  Turtles  pair 
That  never  mean  to  part. 

Per.  l*ie  fwear  for  'em. 
Pol.  This  is  the  prettieft  Low  born  Lafs,  that  ever 

Ran  on  the  green-ford :  Nothing  (he  do's,  or  feeras 
But  frmcks  of  fomething  greater  than  her  felf, 
Too  Noble  for  this  place. 

Cam.  He  tells  her  fomething 

That  makes  her  blood  look  on*t  i  Good  footh  fhe  is 
The  Queen  of  Curds  and  Cream. 

do.  Come  on;  ftrikeup. 

Dor.  Mopf'a  rouft  be  your  Miftrefs :  marry  Garlick  to mend  her  kitting  with. 
Mop.  Now  in  good  time. 
Clo.  Not  a  word,  a  word,  weftand  upon  our  manners, 

Come  ftrike  up. 

Here  a  Dwce  of  Shepherds  and 
Shepherdeffes. 

Pol  Pray  good  Shepherd,  what  fair  Swain  is  this 
Which  dances  with  your  Daughter? 

Ship.  They  call  him  Dovicles,  and  boafts  himlclr" To  have  a  worthy  Feeding  %  but  I  have  it: 

Upon  his  own  report,  and  i  believe  it : 
He  looks  like  footh ;  he  fays  he  loves  my  Daughter, 

I  think  fo  too  ;  for  never  gaz'd  the  Moon 
Upon  the  Water,  as  he'll  itand  and  read 
As  'twere  my  Dagbters  Eves :  and  to  be  plain, I  think  there  is  not  half  a  kifs  to  chufe 
Who  loves  another  beft. 

Pol  She  dances  featly. 

Shep.  So  fhe  do's  any  thing ,  tho  I  report  it 
That  Ihould  be  filent-  if  young  Doricles 
Do  light  upon  her,  fhe  fhall  bring  hira  that  . 
Which  he  not  dreams  of.  Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  O  Mailer,  if  ycu  did  but  hear  the  Pedler  at  the 
door,  you  would  liever  dance  again  after  a  Tahcr  and 
Pipe  :  no,  the  Bag-pipe  could  not  move  you  j  he  fings  le- 
veral  Tunes  fafter  than  you'l  tell  money  :  he  uttm  them 
as  he  had  eaten  Ballads,  and  all  mens  Ears  grew  to  his 
Tunes. 

CIj.  He  could  never  come  better :  he  fhall  come  in :  1 
love  a  Ballad  but  evin  too  well,  if  it  be  dclefu!  matter 
merrily  fet  down:  or  a  very  pleafant  thing  indeed,  and 
fung  lamentably. 

S<r.  He  hath  Songs  for  man,  or  worcan,  of  all  fizes; 
No  Milliner  can  fo  fit  his  cuftomers  with  Gloves  :  he  has 

th-  prettieft  Lov<-fong!.  for  Maids,  fo  without  bawdry 
(which  is  Grange)  with  fuch  d  licate  burthens  of  Dil- 

do's  and  Fadings:  Jump  her  and  thump-her  >  and  where 
fome  ftretch-mouth'd  Raical  <  would,  (as  it  were )  mean 
mifchief,  and  break  a  foulg.jp  irto  the  Matter,  he  makes 
the  Maid  to  anlwer  ,  Whoop,  do  me  no  ha.rm.gotd  man  : 

puc's  him  off,  flights  him,  with  IVboop,  )io  me  no  harm  g  "id 

man. Pol  This  is  a  brave  fellow. 

Clo.  Believe  me,  thou  talkeft  of  an  admirable  conceited 
fellow,  has  he  any  unbraided  Wares  ? 

Ser.  He  hath  Ribbons  of  all  the  colours  i'th' Rainbow, 
Points,  more  than  all  the  Lawyers  in  Bohemia  can  learn- 

edly handle,  tho  they  come  to  him  by  th'grofs:  Inkles," 
CaddifTes,  Cambricks,  Lawns »  why  he  fings  'em  over,  as 
they  were  Gods  or  GoddefTes ;  you  would  think  a  Smock 
were  a  fhe-Angel,  he  fo  chants  to.the  fkeve-hand  ,  and 

the  work  a' oat  the  J  q  iare  on't. 
Clo.  Prethee  bring  hira  in,  and  let  him  approach  fing ing. 

Per.  Forewarn  him  that  he  ufe  no  fcurrillous  words  ins 
Tunes. 

Clo.  Youhaveof  thtfe  Pedlerr,  that  have  more  in  thtro, 

than  you'ld  think  (Sifter ) 
Per.  I  good  brother,  or  go  about  to  think. 

Enter  Autolicus  flnging. 

Lawn  as  white  as  driven  Snow,  / 

Cypreft  blacky  as  ere  was  Crow,  * Cloves  as  fweet  as  Damask,  %ofes, 
tJHasks  for  Faces  ,  and  for  Nofes : 
Bugle- Bracelets,  Neck,  hce  timber, 
Perfume  for  a  Ladies  Chamber  : 
Golden  Quoifs,  and  Stomachers 

For  my  Lads  to  give  their  Dears  : 
Pins,  and  poakjng  flicks  of  fled. 

Whit  Maids  lack,  from  head  to  heel : 
Come  buy  of  me,  come  :  come  buy,  come  buy. 
Buy  Lads,  or  elje  your  Laffes  cry :  Come  buy. 

Clo.  If  I  were  not  in  love  with  Mopfa^  thou  fhouldft 

take  no  mortey  of  me,  but  being  enthrall'd  as  I  am,  it  will 
alfo  be  the  bondage  of  certain  Ribbons  and  Gloves. 

Mop.  I  was  promis'd  them  againft  the  Feaft,  but  they 
come  not  too  late  now. 

Dor.  He  hath  promis'd  you  more  than  that,  or  there  t»£ 

liars. Mop.  He  hath  paid  you  all  he  promis'd  you :  'May  be 
he  has  paid  you  more,  which  will  fhame  you  to  give  him 

again. 

Clo.  Is  there  no  manners  left  among  Maids?  will  they  j 

wear  j 
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Clo.  Then  farewel,  I  rauft  go  to  buy  Spices  for  our 

Sheep-fhearing.  .  Jp* 
cJ^«t.  Pcolper  you  fweet  fir.  Your  Purfe  is  not  hot  e- 

nough  to  purchafe  your  Spice.  I'le  be  with  you  at  your 
Sheep- (hearing  too:  If  1  make  not  this  cheat  bring  out 

another,and  the  Shearers  prove  Sheep,let  me  be  unrold,and 

my  name  put  in  the  book  of  Vertue. 

Song. fig-on,  Jog-on,  the  foot-path  way, 
^ylnd  merrdy  bent  the  Stile-a. 
A  Merry  heart  goes  all  the  day , 

Tour  fad  tires  in  a  Mile-*. Exit. 

Scdtna  Quarta. 

Enter  Florizel,  Perdira,  Shepherd,  Clown,  Polixenes, 

Camillo,  Mopfa,  Dorcas,  Slants,  Autolicus* 

Flo.  Thefe  your  unufual  weeds,  to  each  part  of  you 

Do's  give  a  life  :  no  Shepherdefs  but  Flora 
Peering  in  tApril  front.    This  your  Sheep-fhearing, 
Is  as  a  merry  meeting  of  the  petty  gods» 

And  you  the  Queen  on't. Per.  Sir:  my  gracious  Lord, 

To  chide  at  your  extrearas,  it  not  becomes  me : 

(Oh  pardon,  that  I  name  chem :)  your  high  fclf 

The  gracious  mark  o'th'Land,  you  have  obfeur'd With  a  Swains  wearing:  and  me  Cpoor  lowly  Maid,? 

Moft  goddefs-like  prank'd  up:  But  that  our  Feaftt 
In  every  Mefs,  have  folly  s  and  the  Feeders 

Digeftitwith  a  Cuftom,  Ifhould  blufh 

To  fee  you  fo  attir'd :  fworn  1  think, 
To  fhew  my  felf  a  glafs: 

Fh.  I  blefs  the  time 

When  my  good  Falcon,  made  her  flight  a-crofs 

Thy  Fathers  ground. 
Per.  Now  Jove  afford  ycu  caufe : 

To  me  the  difference  forges  dread  (your  Greatnefs 

Hath  not  beenus'd  to  fs^r  .)  even  now  I  tremble 
To  think  your  Father,  by  fome  accident 

Should  pal's  this  way,  as  you  did:  Oh  the  Fates, 
Hpw  would  he  look  to  lee  his  work,  fo  noble, 

Vildly  bound  up?  What  would  he  fay?  Or  how 
Should  I  (in  thefe  my  borrowed  Haunts)  behold 
The  fternnefsof  his  preflnce? 

Flo.  Apprehend 

Nothing  but  jollity  :  the  gods  themfelves 

(Humbling  their  Deities  to  love)  have  taken 
The  (hapes  of  Beafts  upon  them.  Jupiter 

Became  a  Bull,  and  bchow'd :  the  green  Neptune 
A  Ram,  and  bleated  :  and  the  Fire-roab'd-God 
Golden  Apollo,  a  poor  bumble  S«vain, 
As  I  feem  now.   Their  transformations, 
Were  never  for  a  piece  of  Beauty,  rarer, 
Nor  in  a  way  fo  chift :  fince  my  defires 
Run  not  before  mine  Honour  t  nor  ray  Lufts 
Burn  hotter  than  my  Faith. 

Ter.  O  but  dear  fir, 

Your  refolution  cannot  hold,  when  'tis 

Oppos'd  ( as  it  muff  be)  by  th*  power  of  the  King. One  of  thefe  two  moft  be  neceffities, 
Which  then  will  fpeak,  that  you  rauft  change  this  purpofe, 
Or  I  my  life. 

Flo.  Thou  deareft  Perdita  , 

With  thefe  fore'd  thoughts,  I  prethee  darken  not 
The  Mirth  o'ch'  Feaft :  Or  Tie  be  thine  Cray  Fair) 
Or  not  my  Fathers.    For  I  cannot  be 
Mine  own,  nor  any  thing  to  any,  if 
I  be  not  thine.    To  this  I  am  moft  conftant, 
Tho  Deftiny  fay  no.   Be  merry  (Gentle) 

Strangle  fuch  thoughts  as  thefe,  with  any  thing 
That  you  behold  the  while.   Your  Guefts  are  coming : 
Lift  up  you  Countenance,  as  it  were  the  day 
Of  Celebration  of  that  Nuptial,  which 
We  two  have  fworn  (hall  come. 

Per.  O  Lady  Fortune, 

Stand  you  aufpicious.  Enter  all. 
Flo.  Sec,  your  Guefts  approach, 

Addrefs  your  fclf  to  entertain  them  fprightly 
And  let's  be  red  with  mirth. 

Shep.  Fie  (Daughter)  when  ray  old  Wife  liv'd :  upon 
This  day,  flic  was  both  pander,  Butler,  Cook, 

Both  Dame  and  Servant:  Welcom'd  all ,  ferv'd  all , 
Would  fing  her  Song,  and  dance  her  turn ;  now  here 

At  upper  end  o'th'  Table ;  now  i'ih  middle  : 
On  his  fhoulder,  and  his ;  her  face  o'fire 
With  labour,  and  the  things  fhe  took  to  quench  it  £ 
She  would  to  each  one  fip.    You  are  retired, 
As  if  vouwerea  feafted  onej  and  not 
The  Hoftefs  of  thee  meeting :  Pray  you  bid 

Thefe  unknow  friends  to's  welcome,  for  it  is 
A  way  to  make  us  better  Friends,  more  known. 
Come,  quench  ycur  Blufhes,  and  prclent  you  felf 

That  which  you  are,  Miftris  o'th'  Feaft.   Come  on, 
And  bid  us  welcome  to  your  Sheep-fhearing, 
As  your  good  Flock  fhall  profper. 

Per.  Sir,  welcome: 

It  is  my  Fathers  will,  I  Should  take  on  me 

Th*  Hoftelsfhip  o'th' day,  you're  welcome  fir, 
Give  me  thofe  Flowers  there  (Dorcas.)  Reverend  Sirs, 

iFor  you,  there's  Roferuary,  and  Rue,  thefe  keep 
I  Seeming,  and  favour  all  the  Winter  long  ; 
Grace,  and  Remembrance  be  to  you  both, 
And  velcome  to  our  Shearing. 

Pol  Shepherdefs, 

(A  fail  one  are  you }  well  you  fit  our  ages 
U  i  h  Flowers  of  Winter. 

Per.  Sir,  the  year  growing  arcicnr, 
Not  yet  on  Summers  death,  nor  on  the  birth 

Of  trembling  Winter,  the  faireft  Flowers  o'th*  Seafon 
Are  our  Carnation?  ,  and  fireak't  Gilly-vors, 
(Which  fome  call  Natures  Caftards)  of  that  kind 

Ourruftick  Garden's  barren,  and  I  care  not 

To  get  flips  of  th  :m.  • Pol.  Wherefore  (gensle  Maiden) 
Do  you  neglect  them  ? 
Per.  For  I  hav  heard  it  faid, 

There  is  an  Art,  which  in  their  pidenefs  fhares 
With  great  creating- Nature. 

To/.  Say  there  be  : 
Yet  Nature  is  made  better  by  no  mean  , 
But  Nature  makes  that  mean  -  (oover  that  Art 
(Which  you  fay  adds  to  K^ure)  is  an  Art 
That  Nature  c^kes  j  you  fee  (fweet  Maid )  we  Marry 
A  gentler  Sien,  to  f  ̂   wildeft  Stock, 
And  make  conceive  a  bark  of  bafer  kind 

By  bud  of  Ncj'er  race.    This  is  an  Art 
Which  do's  mend  Nature  ;  change  it  rather,  but 
The  Art  it  lelf,  is  Nature. 

Per.  So  it  is. 

Pol.  Then  make  your  Garden  rich  in  Giil^'vors, And  do  not  call  them  Baftards. 
Per.  I'le  not  put 

The  Dible  in  earth,  to  fet  one  flip  of  them : 
No  more  than  were  I  painted,  I  would  uifh 

This  youth  fhould  fa y'ewere  well and  only  therefore 
Defire  to  breed  by  me.    Hei x\  flowers  lor  you : 
Hot  Lavender,  Mints,  Savory,  Marjorum, 

The  Mary-gold,  that  goes  to  bed  with'  Sun, 
And  with  him  rifes,  weeping:  Thefe  are  Flowers 
Of  middle  Summer,  and  I  think  they  are  given 

To  men  of  middle  age.   Y'are  welcome. Cam.  I  fhould  leave  grazing,  were  I  of  your  Flock, 
And  only  live  by  gazing. 

Per. 
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Per.  Out  alas  •,  _  .  , 

You'ld  be  fo  lean  ,  that  blafts  of  J^ttary         f  F
riends 

Would  blow  you  through  and  through.    Now  f  m
y  tan  ft 

I  would  I  had  tome  Flowers  o'th  Spring,  that  m
ight 

Become  your  time  of  day  :  and  yours,  and  you
rs, 

That  wear  upon  your  Virgin-branches  yet
 

Your  Maiden-heads  growing:  O  Proferpina, 

For  the  Flowers  now,  that  (-frighted;  thou  let
  ft  fait 

From  Dips  Waggon:  Deffadils, 

That  rome  before  the  Swallow  dares,  and  ta
ke 

The  winds  of  March  with  beauty :  Violets  (dim
 

But  tweeter  than  the  lids  cf  Juno  s  eyes , 

Or  Cythereah  breath;  pale  Prim-rofes, 
That  die  unmarried,  ere  they  can  behold 

Bright  Phoebus  in  his  ftrength  (a  Malady 

Moft  incident  to  Maids :)  bold  Oxlips,  and 

The  Crown  imperial :  Lillies  of  all  kinds, 

(The  Flower-dc-Luce  being  one.;  O,  thele  
I  lack, 

To  make  you  Garlands  of)  and  my  fw«t  
Friend, 

To  ftrew  him  o're,  and  o're.- 
Flo.  What?  like  a  Coarte? 

Per  No,  like  a  bank,  for  love  tolie  and  play 
 on: 

Not  like  a  Coarfe    or  if :  not  to  be  buried, 

But  quick,  and  in  mine  arms.   Come  take 
 your  flowers, 

Methinks  I  play  as  I  have  fcen  them  do 

If  Whitfon-paftorals :  Sure  this  Robe  of  mine 

Do's  change  my  cifpofition. 

Flo.  What  you  do,  '  , '     .      \  \ 
Still  better  what  is  done.   When  you  fpeak  (Twee

t; 

Fie  have  ycu  do  it  ever  •,  when  you  fmg  , 

i'le  have  you  buy,  and  fell  fo    to  give  Alms, 

Prav  fo-,  and  for  the ord'ring your  Affairs, 

To  fing  them  too.   When  you  do  dance,  I  wit
h  you 

A  Wave  o'th  Sea,  that  you  might  ever  do 

Nothing  but  that :  move  ftill,  ftdJ  Jo  •, 
And  own  no  other  Funftion.    Each  your  doing, 

rSofineular  in  each  particular; 

Crowns  what  you  are  doing,  in  the  prefent  deeds,
 

That  all  your  ACts,  are  Queens. 
Per.  O  Doriclcs , 

Your  praifcs  are  too  large  j  bur  that  your  
Youth 

And  the  true  blood  which  peeps  fairly  through't, 

Donhinly  °ive  you  out  an  unftain'd  Shepherd 

Wir'h  wiidotn,  1  might  fear  (myVoricles) 
You  woo'd  me  the  falfc  way. 

Flo.  1  think  you  have 

As  little  skill  to  fear,  as  I  have  purpofe 

To  put  you  toyt.    But  come ,  our  dance  1  pray , 

Y  ur  hand  (my  Perdita:)  fo  Turtles  pair 
That  never  mean  to  part. 

Ptr.  I'le  fwear  for  'em. 
Vol  This  is  the  prettieft  Low  born  Lais,  that  eve

r 

Pan  on  the  green-ford :  Nothing  the  do's,  o
rfeeras 

Butfmicksof  fomething  greater  than  her  felf, 
Too  Noble  for  this  place. 

Cam.  He  tells  her  fomething 

That  makes  her  blood  look  on't :  Good  footh  t
he  is 

The  Queen  of  Curds  and  Cream. 

Clo.  Come  en",  ftrikeup.  . 

Dor.  Mopfa  muft  be  your  Miftrefs :  marry  Garhck  to 
mend  her  killing  with. 

Mop.  Now  in  good  time. 

Cb  Not  a  word,  a  word,  weftand  upon  our  m
anners, 

Come  ftrike  up. 

Here  a  Dime  of  Shepherds  and 
Shepherdejfes. 

Vol.  pray  good  Shepherd,  what  fai
r  Swain  is  this 

Which  dances  with  your  Daughter? 

Shtp.  They  call  him  Verities,  and  boatt
s  himtclt 

To  have  a  worthy  Feeding  i  but  I  have  it : 

Upon  his  own  report,  and  I  believe  it
 : 

He  looks  like  footh ;  he  fays  he  loves  my  Daught
er, 

I  think  fo  too  ;  for  never  gaz'd  the  Moon 

Upon  the  Water,  as  he'li  ttand  and  read 
As  'twere  my  Dagbters  Eyes :  and  to  be  plain, 
1  think  there  is  not  half  a  kifs  to  chufe 

Who  loves  another  beft. 
Pol.  She  danas  featly. 

Shep.  So  fine  do's  any  thing ,  tho  I  report  it 
That  fhould  be  filent ;  if  young  'Doricles 
Do  light  upon  her,  fhe  ftull  bring  him  that 

Which  he  net  dreams  of.  Enter  Servant.  .{ 
Ser.  O  Matter  >.  if  you  did  but  hear  the  Pedler  at  the  : 

door,  you  would  never  dance  again  after  a  Tabor  and  j 

Pipe  :  no,  the  Bag-pipe  could  not  move  you  j  he  fings  ie- 

veral  Tunes  fatter  than  you'l  tell  money    he  utters  thera 
as  he  had  eaten  Ballads,  and  all  mens  Ears  grew  to  his 
Tunes. 

C/».  He  could  never  come  better :  he  fhall  come  in :  1 

love  a  Ballad  but  even  too  well,  if  it  be  doleful  matter 

merrily  fet  i  n  i:  or  a  very  pleafant  thing  indeed,  and fung  latDetitabty.  % 

Scr.  He  hath  Songs  for  man,  or  woman,  of  al  fizes.^ 

No  [  lliner  can  fo  fit  his  cuftomers  with  Gloves :  he  has 

the  prettieft  Lov  -fone  ior  Maids,  fo  wi:hcut  bawdry 

(which  is  ftrangc)  wish  fuch  delicate  burthens  ot  Dil-
 

do's  and  Fadings:  Jump  her  and  themp-her  ,  and  where 

fome  ftretch-mouth'd  Ralcal  ,  would,  (as  it  were)  mean 

mifeftief,  and  break  a  foulgap  into  the  Matter,  he  makes 

the  Maid  to  anfwer  ,  Whoop,  dome  no  harm  good  
man-. 

put's  him  off,  flights  him,  withJfW,  do  me  no  harm  gocd 

man. 
Pol  This  is  a  brave  fellow.  . 

Clo.  Believe  me,  thou  talkeft  of  an  admirable  conceited 

fellow,  has  he  any  unbraided  Wares  > 

Ser.  He  hath  Ribbons  of  all  the  colours  1  ttv  Rainbow; 

Points,  more  than  all  the  Lawyers  in  Bohemia  ca
n  learn- 

edly  handle,  tho  they  come  to  him  by  th'grofs:  
Inkle;, 

CaddifTes,  Cambricks,  Lawns  v  why  he  fings  'em  over,
  as 

they  were  Gods  or  Goddefles ;  you  would  think  a  Smock 

were  a  Ate- Angel,  he  fo  chants  to  the  flecve-hand  , 
 and 

the  work  about  the  i  q  iare  on't. 

Clo.  Prethee  bring  nim  in,  and  let  him  approach-  t
ing 

" %er.  Forewarn  him  that  he  ufe  no  fcurrillous  words  in's 
une?.  .  . 

Clo.  You  have  of  thtfe  Pedlers,  that  have  more  m  them,
 

than  you'ld  think  (Sifter  j 

Per.  I  good  brother,  or  go  about  to  think. 

Entir  Autolicus  ftnging. 

Lawn  as  white  as  driven  Snow, 

Cyprefs  blacky.,  as  ere  was  Crow, Gloves  as  fwtet  as  Damis\ 

eJMasks  for  Facts,  and  for  Nofes: 

Bugle-Bracelets,  Neck,  Ue  timber, 

Perfume  for  a  Ladies  Chamber  : 

Golden  Quoifs,  and  Stomachers 

For  my  Lads  eo  give  their  Dears  s 
Pins,  and  poaking  ftichs  of  fled. 

What  Maids  lack  from  hiad  to  heel: 

Come  buy  of  me,  come  :  come  buy,  come  buy, 

Buy  Lads,  or  elje  your  Laps  cry :  Come  
buy. 

Clo  If  I  were  not  in  love  with  Mopfa,  thou
  fhouldft, 

take  no  money  of  me,  but  being  enthulM  
as  l  am  it  will 

alfo  be  ihebondage  of  certain  Ribbons
  and  Gloves 

Mop.  I  was  promis'd  thera  agawft  the  Fea
ft,  but  they come  not  too  late  now.  , 

Dor.  He  hath  promise  you  more  than  t
hat,  ortuerebe 

Ua%p.  Hehathpaidyouallhepromis'dyou:  'May  be 

he  has  paid  you  more,  which  will  fharae 
 you  to  give  him 

a§C/*  Is  there  no  manners  left  among  Maids?  will  they 
■  wear 



T  be  Winters  Tale. 

26: were  their  plackets,  where  they  fhould  bear  their  faces  ? 

Is  there  not  milking-time  ?  when  you  are  going  to  bed  ? 
Or  kill-hole  ?  To  whiftle  of  thefe  fecrets,  but  you  muft 
be  tittle- tatling  before  all  our  Guefts  ?  Tis  well  they  are 
whilpring:  clamour  your  tongues,  and  not  a  word  more- 

Alop.  I  have  done  i  Come  you  pronuYd  me  a  tawdry- 
lace,  and  a  pair  of  fweet  Gloves. 

Clo.  Have  I  not  told  thee  how  I  was  cozen'd  by  the 
way  and  loft  all  my  money  ? 

Aut.  And  indeed  Sir,  there  are  Cozeners  abroad,  there- 
fore it  behooves  men  to  be  wa  ry. 

Clo.  Fear  not  thou  man,  thou  fhalt  lofe  nothing  here. 
Aut.  I  hope  fo  fir,  for  I  have  about  me  many  parcels 

of  charge. 
Clo.  What  haft  here?  Ballads? 

Mop.  Pray  now  buy  force ,  I  love  a  Ballad  in  print, a 
life,  for  then  we  are  fure  they  are  true. 

*Aut.  Here's  oneto  a  very  doltful  tune,  how  a  Ufu- 
rers  wife  was  brought  to  bed  with  twenty  money-bags  at 

a  burthen,  and  how  fh;  long'd  to  eat  Addars  heads,  and 
Toads  Carbcnado'd. 

Mop.  Is  it  true,  think  you  ? 
Am.  Very  true,  and  but  a  month  old. 

Dor-  B'efs  me  from  marking  a  Ufurer. 
cAut.  Here's  the  Midlives  name  to't :  one  MtftrifsTd/f- 

Porter.  and  five  or  fix  honeft  Wives,  that  were  prefent. 
Why  fhould  I  carry  lyes  abroad  > 

Mop.  'Pray  you  now  buy  ir. 
Clo.  Come  on,  Lay  it  by  :  and  let's  firft  fee  moe  Bal- 

lads: We'l  buy  the  other  th  ngs  anon. 
Aut.  Hert's  another  BiUad  of  a  fifh,  that  appeared 

upon  the  coaft,  011  Wednesday  the  fourfcore  of  April,  forty 
thoufand  fadom  above  water  ,  and  fung  this  Ballad  againft 
the  hard  hearts  of  Maids :  it  was  thought  fhc  was  a  Wo- 

man, and  was  turn'd  into  a  cold  fifh,  for  fhe  would  not 
exchange  fl.fh  with  one  that  Iov'd  her  :  The  Ballad  is  ve- 

ry pitiful,  and  as  true. 
Dor.  Is  it  true  too,  think  you. 
Am.  Five  Juilces  hands  at  it :  and  witnelTcs  more 

than  my  pack  will  hold. 

Clo.  Lay  it  by  too  •,  another. 
tAut.  This  is  a  merry  Ballad,  but  a  very  pretty  one. 
Mop.  Let's  have  fome  merry  ones.  ' 
tAnt.  Why  this  is  a  paffing  merry  one,  and  goes  to  the 

tune  of  two  Maids  wooing  a  man  :  theje's  fcarce  a  Maid 
Weftward  but  fhe  fingsit:  'tis  in  nqueft,  lean  tel  I  you. 

Mop.  We  can  both  fing  it :  if  thou'lt  bear  a  part,  thou 
fhalt  hear,  'tis  in  three  parts. 

Dor.  We  had  the  tune  on'j  a  month  a  go. 
eAut.  I  can  bear  my  parr,  you  muft  know  'tis  my  occu- pation :  Have  at  it  with  you  : 

Song* G et  yen  hence,  for  I  muft  g  0 
Aut.  Where  jits  not  you  to  kitow. 
Dor.  TVbithcr. 
Mop.  O  whither  ? 
Dor.  Whither  ? 

Mop.  It  becomes  thy  oath  full  veil, 
Thou  to  me  thy  fecrets  tell. 

Dor.  Me  too  Jet  me  go  thither  : 
Mop.  Or  thou  goeft  to  tb>  Grange,  or  Mill, Dor.  If  to  either  thotf  do  ft  ill, Aut.  Natker. 
Dat.  what  neither  ? 
Ant.  Neither. 

Dor.  Thou  haft  fworn  my  Lcve  t)be, 
Mop.  Thou  haft  fxvom  it  more  10  me. 

Then  whither  goeft  ?  Say  whither  ? 

Clo.  Wc'lhave  this  fong  out  anon  by  our  felves  Mv Father  and  the  Gent,  are  in  lad  talk,  and  we'l  not  trouble 
them  :  Come  bring  away  thy  pack  after  me,  Wenches 
U  e  buy  for  you  both  :  Pedler  let's  have  the  firft  choice  ; 
follow  me  girls.  Am.    And  you  (hall  pay  wtll  for  'cm 

Song. 

Will  you  buy  any  Tape,  or  Lace  for  your  Capo  i 

My  dainty  Duck,  my  <Deer-a  ? 
tAny  Silk,  ,  any  Thred,  any  Toyes  for  your  hcii 
Of  the  new1  ft,  and  fin' ft,  fin' ft  wcar-a. 
Come  to  the  Pedler,  Money's  a  medler, That  doth  utter  all  mens  ware  a. 

Sir.  Mafter,  there  is  three  Carters,  three  Shepherds , three  Neat-herds ,  three  Swine-herds  that  have  mace 
themfelves  all  men  of  hair,thay  call  themfelves  Saltier*, 
and  they  have  a  Dance,  which  the  wenches  fay  is  a  gai- 

ly, maufry  of  Gambols,  becaufe  they  are  not  in't :  but 
they  themfelves  are  o'th'mind  (  if  it  be  not  too  rough for  fome,  that  know  little  but  bowling  Jit  will  pleafe plentifully. 

Shep.  Away :  we'l  none  on'c  \  here  has  been  too much  homely  foolery  already.  IknowCSir  J  we  weary 

J'le  Yon  weary  thofe  that  'refrefh  us :  pray  !et'sfee thele  four-threes  of  Herdfroen. 

hath  dancd  before  the  K.ng  :  and  not  the  worft  of  the 
three,  but  jumps  twelve  foot  and  half  by  th 'fquire 

Shep  LeaTC  your  prating,  fince  thefe  good  men  are pleab  d,  let  them  come  in  ;  but  quickly  now. 
Ser.  why,  they  ft£y  at  door  Sir. 

~p  .   _      -  Here  a  D*»c*  of  twelve  Satires. Pol.  O  Father,  you'l  know  more  of  that  hereafter. Is  it  not  too  far  gone  ?  'tis  tine  to  part  them, 
He  s  fimplc,  and  tells  much.  How  now  (  fair  Ihepherd) 
Your  heart  «s  full  of  fomething,  that  do',  take^  ; 

VfuTi  a*  om  a   g  Soi*  when  1  was  young, 
And  handed  love,  as  you  do  j  I  was  wont 

The  Pedlers  filken  Treafury,  and  have  cour'dit 
To  h£r  acceptance:  you  have  let  him  go, 
And  nothing  marted  with  him.  If  your  Lafs Interpretation  fhculd  abufe,  and  ca{|  this 
Your  lack  of  love,  or  bountv.you  were  ftraited for  arerly  at  Icaft,  ifyou  make  a  care 
Of  happy  holding  her. Flo.  Old  Sir,  I  know 
She  przes  not  fuch  triffles  as  thefe  are  : 
The  gifts  Jhe  looks  from  me,  are  packtand  lock* Up  in  my  heart,  which  I  have  given  aire  ,dy 
But  not  delievet'd.  O  hear  me  breath  my  life Before  this  ancient  Sir,  who  (it  fhould  feem  ) 
Hath  fome  time  lov'd.  I  take  thy  hand,  this  hand As  loft  as  Doves  Down,  and  as  white  as  it 

Or  Ethiopians  tooth,  or  the  fan'd  mow  ' That's  bolted  by  th'Nothern  biaft,  twice  o're Pol.  what  follows  this  f 

How  prettily  th'young  Swain  feems  to  wafh The  hand,  was  fair  befoie  ?  I  have  put  you  out, 
But  to  your  prottftation  :  Let  me  hear 
What  you  proofs. 

Flo.  Do,  and  bewitnefs  to't. Pol.  And  this  my  neighbour  too  ? 
Flo.  And  he,  and  more 

Than  he,  and  men  :  the  earth,  and  heavens,  and  all  • That  were  I  crown'd  the  mcft  Impcria|  Monarcn Iheteof  moft  worthy  :  were  I  the  faireft  youth 
lnat  ever  made  eye  fwerve,  had  force  and  knowledg More  than  was  ever  mans,  I  would  not  prize  them VVithout  her  Love  •,  for  her  imP!oy  rhem-al], Commend  them,  and  condemn  them  to  her  iervice, 

Or  to  their  own  perdition.  ' Pol.  Fairly  offer'd, 
Cam.  Thisfhews  a  found  affeftion. 
She.  But  my  daughter, 

Say  you  the  Ike  to  him. 

|    Per.  1  cannot  fpeak 

So1
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So  well,  (  nothing  lo  well)  no,  nor  mea
n  better, 

By  the  'pattern  of  mine  own  thoughts,  I  cut  out The  purity  of  his 

Sbtv.  Take  hand*,  a  bargain-, 
And  ti -tends  unknown,  you  (hill  bear  witnelsto

  t: 

I  givt  my  daughter  to  him,  and  wil
l  make 

Her  rortion  equal  his. 
lie.  O.that  muft  be 

IW  vertue  of  your  daughter  -,one  being  dead, 
i  (hail  have  more  than  you  can  dream  of  yet, 

Enough  then  for  you  wonder  :  but  come-on
  : 

Cont/aft  us  'lore  thefe  witneffes. 
.  sh(p.  Come,  your  hand  : 

And  daughter,  yours. 
Tel.  Saft  Swain  a-while :  beleech  you, 

Have  you  a  Father  i 

Flo.  I  have  :  but  what  ol  him  ? 

Pol.  Knows  he  of  this  ? 

Flo.  He  neither  do's,  nor  fhall. 
Pol.  Me- thinks  a  Father, 

is  at  the  nuptial  of  his  fon,  a  Gutft 

That  belt  becomes  the  Table  i  pray  you  once  mo
re 

lw  not  your  Father  grown  incapable 

Of  reafonablc  affairs?  is  he  not  ftupid
 

With  Age,  and  altring  Rheurucs  ?  Can  he  fpeak  
I  hear  ? 

Know  man  from  man?  Difpute  his  own  ef
tate  ? 

Lies  he  not  bed-rid?  And  again,  do's  no
thing 

Butv;hathe  did,  being  childifh? 

Flo.  No  good  Sir-,  y*- ■ 

Hi  has  his  health,  and  ampler  Arength  
indeed 

Than  moft  have  of  his  age. 

Tol  By  my  white  Beard, 

You  offer  him  ( if  this  be  fo  )  a  wrong 

Something unfilial :  reafon  my  fon 

Should  choofe  himfelfa  wife,  but  as  good 
 reafon 

The  Father,  fall  whofe  joy  is  nothi
ng  elle 

But  fail  pofterity  )  fhould  hold  fo
mecounld 

In  ttuh  abufinefs. 

Flo.  I  yield  all  this ; 

But  for  fome  other  reafons  (  my  grave  Sir  J 

Which  'lis  not  fit  you  know,  I  not  acquain
t 

Mv  Father  of  this  buQnels. 

Pol.  Let  himknow'r. 
Flo.  He  fhall  not. 

Pol.  Prethee  let  him. 

Flo.  No:  he  muft  not. 

She}.  Let  him  fray  fon)  he  fhall  not 
 need  to  grieve 

At  knowing  of  thy  choice. 

Fh.  Come,  come,  he  muft  not
: 

Mark  our  Contrail. 

Pol  Mark  your  divorce  (youngbir
; 

Whom  fon  I  dare  not  call :  Thou  art
  too  bate 

To  be  acknowledge    Thou  a  Sc
epters  Heir, 

That  thus  afTcfts  a  fheep-hook  ?  Thou 
 old  Traitor, 

I  am  lorry  that  by  hanging  thee,  I
  can 

But  fhorun  thy  life  one  week.  And  thou
  frefh  Piece 

Of  excellent  Witchcraft  who  of  force 
 muft  know 

The  royal  Fool  thou  coap'ft  w
ith. 

Ship.  Oh  my  heart. 

Pol  He  have  thy  beauty  feratctvt  with  briers,
  and  made 

More  homdy  than  thy  ftate.  For  thee  (found 
 boy  ) 

if  T  mav  ever  know  thou  doft  but  fign, 

!  That  thou  no  more  (halt  never  fee  this  knack 
 )  as  never 

]  mEan  thou  fhalt  ;  we'l  bar  thee  from  fu
cceffwn, 

Not  hold  thee  of  our  blood,  no  not  our  Km
, 

Far  than  Vencalion  off :  (  mark  thou  ray  wo
rds ; 

Follow  us  to  the  Court.  Thou  Churl,  for  t
his  time 

(Though  full  of  our  difplealure  )  yet  we  
free  thee 

From  the  dead  blow  of  it :  And  your  en
chantment, 

Worthy  enough  a  Herdfman :  yea  him  too. 

That  mskes  himfelf  (but  for  our  Honour  th
erein  ) 

Urworthv  ther.  If  ever  henceforth,  
thou 

Thefe  rural  Latches  to  his  entrance  open
, 

Or  hope  his  body  more,  with  thy  imb
races, 

I  will  dtvil'e  a  death,  as  cruel  lor  thee 

As  thou  art  tender  to't.  Exit. 
Ptrd.  Even  here  undone  : 

I  was  not  much  afear'd  :  lor  once,  or  twice 
I  was  about  to  fpeak,  and  tell  him  plainly, 

The  felf-lime  Sun,  that  fhinesupon  his  Court, 

Hides  not  his  vifage  from  our  Cottage,  but 
Looks  on  alike.WiIt  pleale  you  (Sir  j  be  gone  ? 

I  told  you  what  would  come  of  this  :  Beleech  you 

Of  your  own  ftate  take  care  :  This  dream  of  mine 

Being  now  awake,  Tie  Queen  it  no  inch  farther, 

But  milk  my  Ewes,  and  weep. 
Cam.  Why  how  now  Father, 

Speak  ere  thou  dyeft. 

Shep.  I  canot  fpeak,  nor  think, 

Nor  dare  to  know,  that  which  I  know,-  O  Sir, 
You  have  undor  e  a  man  of  fourfcore  three, 

That  thought  to  fill  his  grave  in  quiet  ;  yea, 

To  die  upon  the  bed  my  father  dy'd, To  lie  dole  by  hi-  hoiuft  bones  ̂   but  now 

Some  Hangman  muft  put  on  my  fhroud,  and  lay  m 

Where  no  Prisft  fhovels-induft.  Oh  curled  wretch} 

That  knew'ft  this  was  ti  e  Prince,  and  wouldft  adventure 

To  roingk  faith  with  him.  Undone,  undone  $ 

If  I  sight  die  within  this  hour,  I  have  liv'd To  die  when  Idefire.  Exit. 

Flo.  Wr.ylock  you  fo  upon  roe? 

I  am  but  forry  ,  not  afear'd ;  de!a>*d, 
But  nothing  alter'd    What  I  was,  I  am  *, 
More  {training  on,  for  plucking  bacA   not  following My  leafh  unwittingly 

Ccm.  Gracious  my  Lord, 

You  know  your  Fathers  temper  :  at  this  time 

He  will  allow  no  fpeech  ,  (which  1  do  ghefs 

You  do  not  purpofe  to  him ; )  and  as  hardly 

Will  he  endure  your  fight,  as  yet  1  fear ; 

Then  till  the  fury  of  his  Highnefs  fettle, 

Come  not  before  him. 
Flo.  I  not  purpofe  it  \ 

I  think  famUlo. 
Cam  Even  he,  my  Lord* 

Ptr.  How  often  have  1  told  you  'twould  be  thus S 

How  often  laid,  my  dignity  would  laft 
But  till  'twere  known? 

Ph.  It  cannot  fail,  but  by 

The  violation  of  my  faith,  and  then 

Let  Nature  crufh  the  fides  o'th'  earth  together, 
And  mar  the  feeds  within.  Lift  up  thy  look,  i 

From  my  fucceffion  wipe  me{  Father  )  I 
Am  heir  to  my  aiTeclion. 

Cam.  Bcadvis'd. 
Flo.  1  am  ;  and  by  my  Fancy,  if  my  Reaton 

Will  iherctobe  obedient  j  Ihave  Reafon ; 

If  not  my  lenles  better  (  pleas 'd  with  midnefs) Do  bid  it  welcome. 

Cam.  This  is  defperate  (  fir.  ) 

Flo.  So  call  it    but  it  do's  fulfil  my  vow  i 

I  needs  muft  think  it  honefty  •,  Camtlio, 
Not  for  Bohemia,  nor  the  pomp  that  may 

tie  thereat  gleaned    for  alt  that  the  Sun  fees,  or 

The  dole  earth  wombs -  or  the  profound  leas  hide 

In  unknown  fadorces-,  will  1  break  my  Oath 

Tothis  my  fairbelov'di  Therefore  I  pray  y
ou, 

As  you  have  ever  been  my  Fathers  frien
d, 

When  he  fhall  mils  me,  as  (  in  faith  1  mean  
not 

To  fee  him  any  more  )  caft  your  goo
dcounlels 

Upon  his  paffion  j  Let  pay  if  If,  and  
Fortune 

Tug  for  the  time  to  come.  This  you  may  
know, 

And  lo  deliver,  lam  put  to  fca 

With  her,  whom  here  I  cannot  huldo  i  Iho
re  , 

And  moft  opportune  to  her  i*ed,Jhave 

A.  Veffd  rides  iaft  by,  but  not  prepaid 

For  this  defign.  Whatcourle  1  mean  to  hol
d 

Shall  nothing  benefit  your  knowledge,  nor 
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Concern  me  the  reporting. 
Cam.  Otny  Lord, 

I  would  your  fpirit  were  eafier  for  advice, 
Or  ftronger  for  your  need. 

Flo.  HtixkTtrdtta, 

I'le  hear  you  by  and  by* 
Cam.  He's  irremovable, 

Refolv'd  for  flight :  Now  were  I  happy,  if 
His  going,  I  could  frame  to  ferve  my  turn.  . 
Save  him  from  danger,  do  him  love  and  honour, 
Purchafe  the  fight  again  of  dear  Sicilia, 
And  that  unhappy  King,  my  Mafter  whom 
I  fo  much  thirft  to  lee. 

Flo.  Now  good  CarniKo, 
I  am  fo  fraught  with  curious  bufinefs,  that 
1  leave  out  Ceremony. 

Cam.  Sir,  I  think 

You  have  heard  of  ray  poor  fervices,i'th'  love 
That  I  have  born  your  Father  ? 

Flo.  Very  nobly 

Have  you  deferv'd  :  It  is  my  Fathers  Mufick 
Tofpcak  your  deeds :  not  little  of  his  care 

To  have  them  recompene'd,  as  thought  on. 
Cam.  Well  (my  Lord  ) 

If  you  may  pleafc  to  think  I  love  the  King, 

And  through  him,  what's  nearcft  to  him,  which  is 
Your  gracious  felt  ;  embrace  but  my  direction. 
If  your  more  ponderous  and  fetled  project 
May  fuffer  alteration  :  On  mine  honour, 
Tie  point  you  where  you  (hall  have  fuch  receiving 
As  (hall  become  your  highnefs,  where  you  may 

Enjoy  your  Miftrefs  •,  from  the  whom ,  I  fee 
There's  no  disjunction  to  be  made,  but  by 
(As  heavens  forfend  )  your  ruin  :  Marry  her, 
And  with  my  beft  endeavours,  inyourabfence, 
Your  difcontenting  Father,  ftrive  to  qualify 
And  bring  him  up  to  liking. 

Flo.  How  Camilla 

May  this  ( almoft  a  miracle )  be  done  ? 
That  I  may  call  thse  fomething  more  than  man, 
And  after  that  truft  to  thee? 

Cam.  Have  you  thought  on 

A  place  whereto  you'J  go  ? 
Flo.  Not  any  yet  : 

But  as  th'unthought-on  accident  is  guilty 
To  what  we  wildly  do,  fo  we  profefs 
Our  fclves  to  be  the  flaves  of  chance,  and  flies 
Cf  every  wind  that  blows. 

Cam.  Then  lift  to  me: 

This  follows,  if  you  will  not  change  your  purpofe 

But  undergo  this  flight-,  make  for  Sicilia, 
And  there  prefent  your  felf,  and  your  fair  Princefs, 

(  For  fo  1  lee  (he  rouft  be  )  *fore  Leontes  ; 
She  (hall  be  habited,  as  it  becomes 
The  partner  of  your  Bed.  Methinks  I  fee 
Leontes  opening  his  free  Arms,  and  weeping 
His  welcomes  forth:  asks  thee  the  Son  forgivenefs, 

As 'twere  i'th'  Fathers  perfon  :  kiffes  the  hands 
Of  your  frefh  Princefs  ̂   ore  and  ore  divides  him, 

'Twixt  his  unkindenfs.and  hi.  kindnefs :  th'one 
■  Hechids  to  Hell,  and  bidsthe  other  grow 
Fader  than  Thought,  or  Time. 

Flo.  Worthy  Camillo, 
What  colour  for  my  vifitation,fhall  I 
Hold  up  before  him  ? 

Cam.  Sent  by  the  King  your  Father 
To  greet  him,  and  to  give  him  comforts.  Sir, 
The  manner  of  your  bearing  towards  him,  with 
What  you  (as  from  your  Father  J  (hall  deliver, 

Things  known  betwixt  us  three,  I'le  write  you  down; 
The  which  fhall  point  you  forth  at  every  fitting 
What  you  muft  lay,  that  he  fhall  not  perceive, 
But  that  you  have  your  Fathers  Bofotn  there, 
And  fpeak  his  very  heart. 

Flo.  I  am  bound  to  you  : 
There  is  fome  fap  in  this, 

Cam.  A  Coutfemore  promifing, 
Than  a  wild  dedication  of  yourfelves 

To  unpath'd  waters,  undream'd  Shores  j  tnoft  certain. To  miferies  enough  :  no  hope  to  help  you. 
But  as  you  ftiake  off  one,  to  take  another  : 
Nothing  fo  certain,  as  your  Anchors,  who 
Do  their  beft  office, if  they  can  but  flay  you, 
Where  you'l  be  loath  to  be  :  befidesyou  know, 
Profperity's  the  very  bond  of  love, 
Whofe  frefh  complexion,  and  whofe  heart  togctherfl 
Affliction  alters. 

Fer.  One  of  thefe  is  true  : 
I  think  Affliction  may  fubdue  the  cheek, 
But  not  take  in  the  Mind. 

Cam.  Yea,  fay  ̂ou  fo  ? 
There  fhall  not  a  you  ar  Fathers  houfe,  thefe  feven  years 
Be  born  another  fiach. 

Flo.  My  good  Camilla, 
She's  as  forward  of  her  breeding,  as 
She  is  i'th'  tear  'our  birth. 

Cam.  I  cannot  fay, 'tis  pity 
She  lacks  inftiuftiors,  for  (he  feeras  a  Miftrefs 
Tomoft  that  teach. 

Tar.  Your  pardon  Sir,  for  this. 
I'le  blufh  you  thanks. 
'    Flo.  My  pretti(  ft  Yerdita. 
ButO,  the  Thorns  \nc  ftand  upon  ,  {Camilla) 
Pieferverof  my  Father,nowof  me. 
The  Medicine  ot  ourHoufe:  ho    fhall  we  do  ? 
We  are  not  furnifh'd  like  Bohemias  Son, 
Nor  fhall  appear  in  Sicily. 

Cam.  My  Lord, 

Fear  none  of  this :  I  think  you  know  ray  fortunes 
Do  all  lie  there :  ]t  fhall  be  fo  my  care  * 
To  have  you  royally  appointed,  as  if 
The  Scene  you  play,  were  mine.  For  inftance,  Sir, 
That  you  may  know  you  fhall  not  want  •,  one  word* 

Enter  Autolichus. 

tAut.  Ha,  ha,  what  a  fool  Honefty  is?  and  Truft  fhis 
fworn  brother  )  a  very  fimple  Gentleman.  I  have  lold  all 
my  trumpery  not  a  counterfeit  ftone,  not  a  ribbon  , 
glafs,  pomander,  browch,  table-book,  ballad,  knife,  tape, 
glove,  fhooe-tye,  bracelet,  horn-ring,  to  keep  my  pack 
fromfaftning  :  they  throng  who  fhotddbuv  firft,  as  if  my 
Trinkets  had  been  hallowed,  and  brought  a  benediction  to 
the  buyer  :  by  which  means,  1  law  whofe  pude  was  beft  in 
picture :  and  what  I  faw,  to  niy  good  uie,  I  remember 

My  Clown  ('who  wants  but  fomething  to  be  a  realoriable 
man)  grew  fo  in  love  with  the  Wenches  long,  that  he 
would  not  ftirhis  pettytoes  till  he  had  both  tune  and 
words,  which  fo  drew  the  reft  of  the  herd  to  me,  that 

all  their  other  fences  (tuck  in  ears-,  you  might  havepinch'd 
a  Placket,  it  was  fenceiefc,  'twas  nothing  to  geld  a  Cod- 

piece of  apurfe  •  I  would  have  fil'd  Keys  off  that  hung 
in  chains :  no  hearing,  no  feeling,  but  my  firs  fong,and  ad- 

miring the  ncthingof  it-  So  that  in  this  time  of  Lethar- 

gy, I  pick't  and  cut  moft  of  their  Feftival  purffs:  and 
had  not  the  old  man  come  in  with  a  Whoo-bub  againft 

his  Daughter,  and  the  Kings  Son,  and  lcar'd  my  chowghes 
from  the  chaff,  I  had  not  left  aputfe  alive  in  the  whole 

Army. 
Cam.  Nay,  but  ray  Letters  by  this  means  being  there 

So  foon  as  you  arrive,  fhall  clear  that  doubt. 

Flo.  And  thofe  that  you'l  procure  from  King  Leontes? 
Cam.  Shall  fatisfy  your  Father* 
Ferd.  Happy  be  you  : 

All  that  you  fpeak,  fhews  fair. 
Cam.  Who  have  we  here  ? 

We>l 
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We'l  make  an  inltrument  of  this :  omit 

Nothing  may  give  us  ayd. 

Aut.  If  they  have  over-heard  me  now :  why  hanging: 
Cam.  How now(Good  Fellow) 

Why  fhak'ft  thoufo  ?  fear  not  (man) 
Here's  no  harm  intended  to  thee. 

Aut.  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  Sir. 

Cam,  Why,  be  fo  (till •  here's  no  body  will  Ileal  that 
from  thee  :  yet  for  the  out-fide  of  thy  povctty,  we  mult 

nuke  an  exchange  :  therefore  dif-cafe  theeinftamly  ( thou 

tolift  thi.-k  there's  a  neceffity  in'c  )  and  change  garments 
with  this  Gentleman  :  tho  the  peny-worth  (  on  his  fide,) 

be  the  worft,  yet  hold  thee,  there's  fome  boot. 
tAnt.  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  Sir,  (  I  know  ye  well  e- ncugh.^ 

Cam.  Nay  prcthee  difpatch :  the  Gentleman  is  half  fled a?resdy. 

Aut.  Are  you  in  earneft,  Sir  ?  (1  fmell  the  trick  on  t. 
Flo.  Difpatch,  I  prethee. 

Ant.  Indeed  I  have  had  earneft,  but  I  cannot  with  con- fcience  take  it. 

Cam.  Unbuckle,  unbuckle. 
Fortunate  Miftf  ifs  (  l«t  my  prophecy 

Come  home  to  ye:  )yod  rauft  retire  yourfelf 
Into  fome  Covert*,  take  your  fweet-hearts  hat 
And  pluck  it  ore  your  brows,  muffle  your  face, 
Difraantle  you,  and  ( as  you  can  )  difliken 
The  truth  of  your  own  teeming,  that  you  may 
( For  I  do  fear  eyes  over  )  to  Ship-boaM 

Get  undefcry'd. 
Ter.  I  fee  the  Play  fo  lies, 

That  I  mud  bear  a  part.  I 
Cam.       remedy  : 

Have  you  done  there  ? 
Flo.  Should  I  now  meet  my  Father. 

He  would  not  call  me  Son. 

(an.  Nay,  you  (hall  have  no  hat  j 
Com-  Lady  come  ;  farewel  (my  friend.) 

Am.  Adieu,  Sit. 

Fl«.  ; )  Ptrdita'.  what  have  we  twain  forgot ; 
>  [     you  a  word. 
Cam  Wh  '  I  Jo  next,  fhall  be  to  tell  the  King 

)  t  his  ef<  pe,  and  whither  they  are  bound  :  x 
hen  0mv  hope  is,  I  fhall  fo  prevail, 

£o   >rce  him  alr^r :  in  whofe  company 
\  r  rev  ew  Sicitta  :  for  whofe  fight, 

i  T^vr  a  womans  Longing 
Flo.  Fortune  fpeed  us : 

bis  we  let  on  (Camifo  )  to  th'  Sea  Ode. 
Cam.  The  fwifter  fpeed,  the  better.  Sxit. 
/tut.  I  underftand  the  bufinefs,  I  hear  it :  to  have  an 

open  ear,  a  quick  eye,  and  a  nimble  hand,  is  neceflary  for  a 

ut -purler,  a  good nofe  is  requifite alfo,  to  fmell  out  work 

or  th'other  fences.  I  fee  this  is  the  time  that  the  unjuft  man 

M0rh  thrive.    What  an  exchange  had  this  been,  without 

^oot  f  What  a  boot  is  here,  with  this  exchange fure  the 

Gods  do  this  year  connive  at  us,  and  we  may  do  any  thing 

extempore.  The  Prince  himfelf  is  about  apiece  of  inrquity 

iealing  away  from  his  Father ,with  his  Clog  at  his  heels.) 

f  I  thought  it  were  a  piece  of  honcfty  to  acquaint  the  King 

withal,  I  would  not  doV  I  hold  it  the  more  knavery 

10  conceal  it  ;  and  therein  am  I  conftant  to  my  Proftffi- >n. 

Enter  Clown  and  Shepheard. 

Afidc,  afide,  here's  more  mattei  for  a  hot  brain  :  Every 

Lanes  end,  every  Shop,  Church,  Stffion,  Hanging  yields  a 
careful  man  work. 

Cloven  See,  fee :  what  a  man  you  are  now  .?  there  is  no 

other  wav,but  to  tell  the  Kingfhc's  a  Chaiigling,  and  none of  your  fl;fh  and  olood. 

Ship.  Nay  but  hear  me. 

Clow.  Nay, but  hear  me. 

Ship.  Go  to  then. 
Clow.  She  being  none  of  your  flefh  and  blood,  your  flefh 

and  blood  has  not  offended  the  Kmg.and  fo  your  flefh  and 

blood  is  not  to  be  punifli'd  by  him.  Shew  thofe  things  \ou 
found  about  her  ( thofe  fecret  things ,  all  but  what  fhe  has 

with  her  :  )  This  being  done,  let  the  Law  go  whiflle :  I 
warrant  you. 

Shep.  I  will  tell  the  King  all,  every  word,  yea, and  his 

Sons  pranks  too  :  who,  1  may  fay,  is  no  honeft  man  nei- 
ther to  his  father,  nor  to  me,  to  go  about  to  make  me  the 

Kings  brother  in  Law. 
Chw.  Indeed  Brother  in  Law  was  the  fartheft  off  you 

could  have  been  to  him,  and  then  your  blood  had  been 

the  dearer,  by  I  know  how  much  an  ounce. 
Ant.  Very  wifely  (  Puppies)  * 

Sbtp.  Well  :  let  us  to  the  Kmg:  there  is  that  mthis 
Farthel,  will  m*ke  him  fcratch  his  beard. 

tsitit.  1  know  not  what  impediment  this  complaint  may 
be  to  the  flight  of  my  mafter. 

Clo.  'Pray  heartily  he  be  at  Pallace. 
Aut.  Tho  I  -m  n«n  naturally  honeft,  I  amfo  foraetimes 

by  chance  :  Lft  i#e  ̂   jcket  up  my  pedlers  excrement.How 

now  (Ruftiques  )  wnither  are  you  bound  ? 

Shep.  To  th'  Pallace  (  and  it  like  your  Worfhip  ; 

Aut .  Your  affairs  there  ?  what  ?  with  whom  ?  the  con- 
dition of  that  Farthel  ?  the  place  of  your  dwelling  ?  your 

names?  your  ages?  of  what  having?  breeding,  and  any 

thing  that  is  fitting  to  be  known,  diicover  ? 
Clo.  We  are  but  plain  feilows,  Sir. 

tAut.  A  Lye  :  you  are  rough,  and  hairy  :  Let  rat 

have  no  lying  •,  it  becomes  none  but  Tradesmen,  and  they 

often  give  us  (Souldicrs )  the  lie,  but  we  pay  >h<m  tor  it 
withftampedCoine,  not  (tabbing  (teel,  therefore  they  do 
not  give  us  the  lye. 

Clo.  Your  Worfhip  had  like  to  have  given  us  one,  if  you 

had  not  taken  your  felf  with  the  manner. 

Shep.  Are  you  a  courtier,  and'  like  you  Sir  ? 
Ant.  Whether  it  like  me,  or  no,lara  a  Courtier.  Seeft 

thou notthe air  of  theCourt,in  thefe enl'o'.dings?  hath  r.ot 

ray  gate  in  it,  thefneafure  of  the  Court  ?  receives  not  t
hy 

Note  Court-Odour  from  me.'reftea  I  not  on  thv  bakneis, 

Court- con  tempt?  Think'ft  thou,  for  that  liifi  uae,  or 

toaze  from  thee  thy  bufinefs ,  I  am  therefore  no  Courtier  i 

I  am  courtier  Cap-a  pe    and  one  that  will  either  pufh-o
n, 

or  pluck- back,  thy  bufinels  there :  whereupon  I  comma
nd 

thee  to  open  thy  affair. 

Shep.  My  bufinefs,  Sir,  is  totheKing. 
Aut.  What  advocate  haft  thou  to  him  ? 

Shep.  1  know  not, (and't  like  you.) 
Clo.  Advocate's  the  Court-woid  for  aPheazant:  lay 

you  have  none. 
Shep.  None,  fir :  I  have  no  Pheafant  cock,  nor  hen. 
Ant.  How  blefTed  are  we,  that  are  not  Ample  men? 

Yet  nature  might  have  made  me  as  thefe  are, 
Therefore  I  will  not  difdain. 

Clo.  This  cannot  be  but  a  great  Courtier. 

Shep.  His  Garments  are  rich,  but  he  wears  them  not handfomly.  .  . 

Clo  He  fecms  to  be  the  more  noble  in  being  iantam- 

cal :  a  great  man,  l'le  warrant  j  I  know  by  the  picking on's  teeth.  ,.,.,».    .  ,  -» 

Jut.  The  Farthel  there?  What's  i'th'  Farthel
  ? 

wherefore  that  Box  ? 

Shep  Sir,  there  lies  fuch  fecrets  in  this  Farthel  and  Box
, 

which  none  muft  know  but  the  King,  and  which  he  fhall 

know  within  this  hour ,  if  I  may  come  to  th  fpeech  oi him. 

A.t-  Age,  thou  haft  loft  thy  labour. Shep.  Why  Sir  t  ... 

Ant.  The  King  is  not  at  the  Pallace,  he  is  gone  abo
ard 

anew  Ship,  to  purge  Malencholly,  and  air  himf
elf :  for  it 

thou  bee'ft  capable  of  things  ferious,  thou  rauft  kno
w  the King  isfull  of  grief.  .     a.  u 

Sbtp.  So   'tis  kid  (Sir  O  about  his  Son  that  ̂  
'  have 
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have  aurried  a  Shepherds  daughter- 

Am.  If  that  Shepherd  be  noi  in  hand-fair,  let  him  fly; 

the  Curfcs  hs  fhall  have,  the  Tortures  he  fhall  feel,  will 

break  the  back  of 'Man,  the  heart  of  Monfter. 
Clo.  Think  youfo,  Sir? 

Attt.  Not  he  alone  fhall  fuffer  what  Wit  can  make  hea- 

vy, and  vengeance  bitten  but  thole  that  are  Jermain  to 

him  (tho*  remov'd  fifty  times)  fhall  all  come  under  the 

H'.ngman  ;  which,  tho  it  be  great  pity,  yet  it  is  necefTary. 

An  old  Sheep-whittling  Rogue,  a  Ram-tender,  to  offer 
to  have  his  daughter  come  into  grace  ?  Some  fay  he  fhall 

be  fton'd  ;  but  that  Death  is  too  foft  for  him  (  fay  I :) 
Draw  our  Throne  into  a  Sheep-Goat  ?  all  Deaths  are  too 

few,  the  fharpeft  too  eafie: 

Clo.  Ha's  the  old  man  ere  a  Son,Sir  (do  you  hear)  and't 
like  you,  Sir. 

Aut.  He  h*'s  a  Son  ,  who  fhall  be  flay'd  alive  ,  then  ' 
'nointed  over  with  honey,  fet  on  the  Head  of  a  Wafps  I 
Neft,  then  ftand  till  he  be  three  quarters  and  a  dram  dead  j 

then  recover'd  again  with  Aqua-vita,  or  tome  other  hot 
Inflfbn-,then,raw  as  he  is  (and  in  thehotteft  day  Progno- 
ftication  proclaims)  fhall  he  be  fet  againft  a  Brick-wall 
(the  Sun  looking  with  a  Southward  Eye  upon  him  ;  where 
he  is  to  behold  him,  with  Flies  blown  to  Death  J  But 
what  talk  we  of  thefe  Traitorly-Rafcals,  whofe  miferies 

are  to  be  fmil'd  at,  their  offences  being  focapitrl  ?  Tell  me 
(for  you  feem  to  be  honcft  plain  men)  what  you  have  to 

the  King:  beiqg foroe'thing  gently  confider'd,  l'le  bring you  where  he  is  aboord,  tender  your  perfons  to  his  pre- 
tence, whifper  him  in  your  behalf;  and  if  it  be  in  man, 

befides  the  King,  toeffeft  your  Suit ,  here  is  a  man  fhall 
do  it.. 

Clo.  He  feems  to  be  of  great  Authority :  dofe  with 
him,  give  him  Gold  ;  and  though  authority  be  a  ftubborn 
Bear,  yet  he  is  oft  led  by  the  Nofe  with  Gold  :  fhew 
the  infide  of  your  Purfe  to  the  ontfide  of  his  hand  , 

and  no  more  ado.  Remember  fton'd  and  flay'd  a- 
live. 

Sbep.  And't  pleafe  you  (Sir)  to  undertake  the  bufi- 
nefs  for  us,  here  is  that  Gold  I  have:  l'le  make  it  as  much 
more,  and  leave  this  young  man  in  Pawn  till  1  bring  it 

you. Ant.  After  I  have  done  what  I  promifed  ? 
Shep.  I  Sir. 
Aut.  Well,  give  me  the  moity  ;  are  you  a  parting  in 

this  bufinefs. 

Clo.  In  forae  fort,  Sir :  but  tho  my  cafe  be  a  pitiful  one, 

1  hope  I  fhali  not  be  flay'd  out  of  it- 
Aut.  Oh  that's  the  cafe  of  the  Shepherds  Son  i  hang  him, 

hc'l  be  made  an  example. 
Clo.  Comfort,  good  comfort :  We  tnuft  to  the  King, 

and  frewour  ftraoge  fights:  he  muft  know 'tis  none  of  your 
iDiughter,  nor  my  Sifter  :  we  are  gone  elfe.  Sir,  I  will 

give  you  as  much  as  this  old  man  do's,  when  the  bufinefs  is 
performed,  and  remain  (as  he  fays)  your  Pawn  till  it  be 
brought  you. 

Ant.  I  will  truft  you,  walk  before  toward  the  Sea-fide, 
go  on  the  right  hand,  I  wih  but  look  upon  the  Hedg,  and 
follow  you. 

Clo.  We  are  blefs'd,  in  this  man:  as  I  may  fay,  even WeiVd. 

Shep.  Let's  before,  as  he  bids  us :  he  was  provided  to 
do  us  good. 

Exeunt. 
Aut.  If  I  had  a  mind  to  be  honed,  I  fee  Fortune  would 

not  fuffer  me:  fhe  drops  Booties  in  my  mouth.  I  am 
courted  now  with  a  double  occafion  :  CS°'d,  and  a  means 
to  do  the  Prince  my  Matter  good:  which,  who  Knows 
how  that  may  turn  back  to  my  advancement?)  I  will 
bring  thefe  two  Moab,  thefe  blind  ones,  aboard  him,  if 
he  think  it  fit  to  (hoar  them  again,  and  that  the  Com- 

plaint they  have  to  the  King  concerns  him  nothing,  let 
him  call  me  Rogue,  for  being  fo  far  officious,  for  I  am 
proof  againft  that  Title,  and  what  fhame  elfe  belongs 
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to'c-  To  him  will  I  prefent  them  ,  there  may  be  matter in  it. 

Exeunt . 

Aftus  Quintus.    Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Leontes,  Cleomines,  Dion,  Paulina,  Servant", Florizel,  Perdita. 

Cleo.  Sir,  you  have  done  enough,  and  have  perform'd 
A  Saint-like  Sorrow  :  No  fault  could  you  make, 

Which  you  have  not  redeem'd  ■■>  indeed  pay'd  down 
More  penitence,  than  done  trefpafs :  at  the  laft 
Do  as  the  Heavens  have  done ;  forget  your  evil, 
With  them,  forgiye  your  felf. 

Leo.  Whilft  I  remember 
Her  and  her  vertues:,  I  cannot  forget 
My  blemifhes  in  them,  andfoftill  think  of 
The  wrong  I  did  my  ftlf :  which  was  fo  much, 
That  Heir-lefs  it  hath  made  my  Kingdom,  and 

Deftroy'd  the  fwect'ft  companion  that  ere  man 
Bred  his  hopesout  of,  true. 

Paul.  Too  true  (my  Lord: 
If  one  by  one,  you  wedded  all  the  World, 
Or  from  the  All  that  aic,  took  fomeihing  good, 

To  make  a  per  fe ft  Woman  j  fhe  you  kill'dj  ' 
Would  be  unparalleled. 

Leo.  I  think  fo.    Kili'd  ? 
She  I  kill'd  ?  1  did  fo,  but  thou  firik'ft  me 
Sorely,  to  fay  I  did,  it  is  as  bitter 
Upon  thy  tongue,  as  in  my  thought.    Now,  good  now, 

Say  fo  but  feldom. Cleo.  Not  at  all,  good  Lady : 

You  might  have  fpoken  a  thoufand  things,  that  would 

Have  done  the  time  more  benefit,  and  grae'd Your  kindnefs  better. 
Vaul.  You  are  none  of  thofe, 

Would  have  him  wed  again. 
Dio.  If  y  ou  would  not  fo, 

You  pity  not  the  State,  nor  the  Remembrance 
Of  hismoft  Soveraign  N  me  :  Confider  little, 
What  dangers,  by  his  Highntfs  fail  of  lfluc, 
May  drop  upon  his  Kingdom,  and  devour 
Inccrtain  lookers  on.    What  were  more  holy, 
Than  to  rejoyce  the  former  Queen  is  well? 
What  holier,  than  for  Roya'ties  repair, 
For  prefent  comfort,  and  for  future  good, 
To  blefs  the  Bed  of  Majefty  again 

Withafweet  fellow  to't? 
Paul.  There  is  none  worthy, 

f  RelpecTing  her  that's  gone  \)  befiies  the  Gods Will  have  tulfilPd  their  ffcret  purpofes : 
For  has  not  the  Divine  Apollo  faid  , 
U'c  not  the  renor  of  his  Oracle, 
That  King  Leontes  fhall  not  have  an  Heir , 
Till  his  loft  Child  be  found  ?  Which,  that  it  fhaH, 
Is  all  as  morftrous  to  our  humane  reafon, 
As  my  Antigonus  to  b>eak  his  Grave, 
And  come  again  to  me  \  who  on  my  life, 
Did  perifh  with  the  Infant.    Tis  your  Councel , 
My  Loid  fhould  to  the  Heavens  be  contrary  , 
Oppofe  againft  their  wills.    Care  not  for  ifTue, 

The  Crown  will  rind  an  He'r.    Great  Alexander 
Left  his  to  th'Worthitft:  fo  his  Succeffor 
Was  like  to  be  the  be  ft. 

Leo.  Good  Paulina, 
:  Who  haft  the  memory  of  Hermione 
1  I  know  in  honour  :  O.  that  ever  I 

;  Had  iq  sai'd  me  to  thy  Councel :  then,  even  now 
Z  I  might 
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1  might  have  look'd  upon  my  Queens  full  eyes, 
Have  taken  Treafure  from  her  lips. 

Paul.  And  leJt  them 
More  rich,  for  what  they  yielded. 

Leo.  Thou  fpeak'ft  truth : 
No  more  fuch  wives,  therefore  no  wife ;  one  worfe, 

And  better  us'd,  would  make  her  Sainted  Spirit, 
Again  poffeis  her  Corps,  and  on  this  Stage, 
(Where  we  Offenders  now  appear)  Soul-vext, 
And  begirt,  why  to  me. 

Paul.  Had  (he  fuch  power, 
She  had  juft  caufe. 

Leo.  She  had,  and  would  incenfe  me 
To  murther  her  I  married . 

Paul.  I  fhould  fo  : 

Were  1  the  Ghoft  that  walk'd,  Pld  bid  you  maik 

Her  eye,  and  tell  me  for  what  dull  part  in't You  chofe  her :  then  Fid  fhriek,  that  even  your  Ears 

Should  rift  to  hear  me,  and  the  words  that  follow'd, 
Should  be,  Remember  mine. 

Leo.  Stars,  Stars, 
And  all  eyes  elfe,  dead  coals ;  fear  thou  no  Wife ; 
Vie  have  no  Wife,  Paulina. 

Paul.  Will  you  fwear 
Never  to  marry,  but  by  my  free  leave? 

Leo.  Never  (JPaulina)  fo  beblefs'd  my  Spirit. 
Pan!.  Then  good  my  Lords,  bear  witnefs  to  his  Oath. 
Cleo.  You  tempt  him  over-much. 
Paul.  Unlefs  another, 

As  like  Hermione,  as  is  her  pifture, 
Affront  his  eye. 

Cleo-  Good  Madam,  I  have  done. 
Pad.  Yet  if  my  Lord  will  marry  \  if  you  will,  Sirs ; 

No  remedy  but  you  will :  Give  me  the  office 
To  chufe  you  a  Queen  v  fhe  fhall  not  be  fo  young 
As  was  your  former,  but  fhe  fhall  be  fuch 

A'  ( walk'd  your  firft  Queens  Ghoft)  it  fhould  take  joy 
To  tee  her  in  your  arms. 

Leo.  My  true  Paulina, 
VVe  fhall  not  marry,  till  thou  bidft  us. 

Tad.  That 

Shall  be  when  your  firft  Queen's  again  in  breath : 
Never  till  then. 

Entir  a  Strvant. 

Ser.  One  that  gives  out  himfelf  Prince  Flerizjtl, 
Son  of  Polixer.es,  with  his  Priocefs  (fhe 
The  faireft  I  have  yet  beheld;  defires  accefs 

To  your  high  prcfence. 
Leo.  Whst  with  him?  he  comes  not 

L'ke  to  his  Fathers  greatnefs  •,  his  approach 
f  So  out  of  circumftance,  and  fudden )  tells  us, 

t'fis  not  a  Vifitation  frara'd  ,  but  fore'd 
By  need,  and  accident.   What  Train  ? 

Str.  But  few, 
And  thofe  but  mean. 

Leo.  His  Princefs  (fay  you)  with  him  > 
Ser,  I    the  moft  peerlefs  piece  of  Earth,  I  think, 

That  ere  the  Sun  fhone  bright  on. 
Paul.  Oh  Hermiontj 

As  ever  prefent  Time  doth  boaft  it  felf 
Above  a  better,  gone ;  fo  muft  thy  Grave 

Give  way  to  what's  feen  now.    Sir,  you  your  felf 
Have  faid,  and  writfo:  but  your  writing  now 
Is  colder  than  that  Theam   fhe  had  not  been, 

Nor  was  not  to  be  equali'd  *,  thus  your  Verfc 
Flow'd  with  her  Beauty  once,  'tis  fhrewdly  ebb'd, 
To  fay  you  have  feen  a  better. 

Ser.  Pardon,  Madam: 
The  one,  I  have  almoft  forgot  ( your  pardon :) 

The  other,  when  fhe  ha's  obtain'd  your  Eye, 
Will  have  your  Tongue  too.    This  is  a  Creature, 
Would  fhe  begin  a  Seel,  might  quench  the  zeal 

Of  all  ProfefTorselte  .-  make  profelites 
Of  who  fhe  but  bid  follow. 

Paul.  How  ?  not  Women  ? 
Ser.  Women  will  love  her,  that  fhe  is  a  Woman 

More  worth  than  any  Man  :  Men  that  fhe  is 
The  rareft  of  all  Women. 

Leo.  Go  Cleomints, 

You  felt  (ifTifted  with  your  honour'd  friends) 
Bring  them  to  our  cmxMccmenr.    Still  'tis  ftranpe, He  thus  fhould  fteal  upon  us. 

Exit. 
Paul.  Had  our  Prince, 

(Jewel  of  Children)  teen  this  licur,  hehadpaii'd Well  with  this  Lord ,  there  was  not  a  fulJ  month 
Between  their  Births. 

Leo.  'Pretheenomore  j  ceafe:  thouknowM 
He  dies  tome  again,  when  tak'd  of:  lure 
When  I  fhall  fee  this  Gentleman,  thy  Speeches 
Will  bring  me  toconfider  that,  which  may 
Unfurnifh  me  of  Realon.    They  are  come. 

Enter  Florizcl,  Perdita,  Cleomines,  and  others. 

Your  Mother  was  moft  true  to  Wedlock,  Prince, 
For  fhe  did  print  your  Royal  Father  off, 
Conceiving  you.   Were  I  but  twenty  one, 
Your  Fathers  Image  is  fb  hit  in  you, 

("His  very  air  J  that  1  fhould  call  you  Brother, Asl  did  him,  and  lj.  eak  of >■  ai  ding  wildly 
By  us  perform'd  before.    Melt  d<  arly  welcome , And  your  fair  Princels  f  Goddcis)  oh :  alas , 
I  loft  a  couple,  that  'twjxt  Heaven  and  Earth 
Might  thus  have  ftood,  begetting  wonder,  as 
You  (gracions  Couple  j  do:  and  then  I  loft 
(All  mine  own  Folly)  the  Society, 
Amity  too  of  your  brave  Father,  whom 
(Tho  bearing  Mifery )  I  defire  my  life 
Once  more  to  look  on  him. 

Flo.  By  his  com  mind 
Have  1  here  touch'd  Stcilia,  and  from  him 
Give  you  all  greetings,  that  a  King  fas  friend) 
Can  fend  his  Brother :  and  but  infirmity 

(Which  waits  upon  worn  tiroes,)  hath  lbmething  feii'd 
His  wifh'd  Ability,  he  had  himlclf 
The  Lands  and  Waters,  'twixt  your  Throne  and  his 
Meafur'd,  to  look  upon  you  j  whom  he  loves 
(He  bad  me  fay  fo)  more  than  aU  the  Scepters, 
And  thole  that  bear  them,  living. 

Leo.  Oh  my  Brother , 

(Good  Gentleman)  the  wrongs  I  have  done  tb;e,  ftir 
Afrefh  within  me;  and  thete  thy  offices 

(So  rarely  kind)  are  as  Interpreters 
Of  my  behind-hand  flacknefs.    Welcome  hither, 
As  is  the  Spring  to  th'  Earth.    And  hath  he  too 
Expos'd  this  Paragon  to  th' fearful  ulage 
(At  leaft  ungentle.)  of  the  dreadful  Neptune, 
To  greet  a  man,  not  worth  her  pains :  much  lefs, 
Th'  adventure  of  her  per  ion? 

Flo.  Good  my  Lord, 

She  came  from  Lybia. 
Leo.  Where  the  warlike  Smalui, 

That  Noble  honour'd  Lord,  is  fcar'd,  and  Iov'd  ? 
Flo.  Moft  Royal  Sir, 

From  thence:  from  him,  whofe  Daughter 

His  Tears  proclaim'd  hi  parting  with  her:  thence 
( A  profperous South- wind  friendly  we  have  crofs'd , 
To  execute  the  Charge  my  Father  gave  mc, 

Forvifiting)  your  Highnefi :  my  beft  Train 
I  have  from  your  Sicilian  fhores  difmiivd  . 
Who  for  Bohemia  bi  nd,  tofignifie 

Not  only  my  fuccel's  in  Lybia  (fir ) 
Butmy arrival,  and  my  Wifes,  in  fafety 
Here,  where  we  are. 
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Leo.  The  bleffed  Gods 

Purge  all  infeaion  from  our  Air,  whilft  you 

Do  Climate  here:  you  have  a  holy  Father, 

A  graceful  Gentleman,  againft  whofe  perfon 

(So  facred  as  it  is)  I  have  done  fin, 
For  which  the  Heavens  ( taking  angry  note)  . 

Have  left  me  Iflue-lels :  and  your  Father's  blcfs  d 
(  As  he  from  Heaven  merits  it  )  with  you, 

Worthy  his  goodnefs.  What  (flight  I  have  been, 

Might  I  a  Son  and  daughter  now  have  look'd  on, 
Such  goodly  things  as  you  ? 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  Moft  Noble  Sir, 

That  which  I  (hall  report  will  bear  no  credit, 

Were  not  the  proof  fo  nigh.    Pleafe  you(  great  Sir  ) 

Bohemia  greets  you  from  himfelf,  by  roe : 

Defiresyou  to  attach  his  Son,  who  ha's 
(His  Dignity,  and  Duty  both  caft  off) 
Fled  from  his  Father,  from  his  Hopes,  and  with 

A  Shepherds  Daughter. 
Leo.  Where's  Bohemia!  ipe»k. 
Lor.  Herein  your  City  :  I  now  came  from  him. 

I  fpeak  amazedly,  and  it  becomes, 

My  marvel,  and  my  Meffage,  to  your  Court 
Whiles  he  was  haftning  (  in  the  Chafe,  it  feems  , 

Of  this  fair  Couple  )  meets  he  on  the  way 
The  Father  of  this  feeming  Lady,  and 

Her  Brother,  having  both  their  Countrey  quitted, 
With  this  young  Prince. 

V'o.  Camilla ha's  betray 'd  me  % 
Whofe  honour,  and  whole  honefty  till  now, 

Endur'd  all  Weathers. 

Lord.  Lay't  fo  to  his  charge  : 
He's  with  the  King  your  Father. 

Leo.  Who  f  Camillo  ? 

Lord.  Camillo  ?  (  Sir :  )l fpake  with  him:  who  now 

Ha's  thefe  poor  men  in  qjeftion.  Never  faw  1 

Wretches  fo  quake  :  they  kneel,  they  kifs  the  earth', 
Forfwear  themfelves  as  often  as  they  fpeak  : 

Bohemia  ftopshisears,  and  threatens  them 
With  divers  deaths,  in  death. 

Per.  Oh  ray  poor  Father  ; 

The  Heaven  fets  l'pies  upon  us,  will  not  have 
Our  Contraft  celebrated. 

Leo.  You  are  married  ? 
Flo.  We  are  not  (  Sir  )  nor  are  we  like  to  be  i 

The  Stars  (  I  fee  )  will  kifs  the  Valleys  firft  i 

The  odds  for  high  and  low's  alike. 
Leo.  My  Lord , 

Is  this  the  Daughter  of  a  King  ? 
Flfi.  She  is, 

When  once  fhe  is  my  Wife. 
Leo.  That  once  (\  fee  )  by  your  good  Fathers  fpeed, 

Will  come-on  very  {lowly .    1  am  forry 
C  Moft  forry  )you  have  broken  from  his  liking, 

Where  you  were  ty'din  duty  :  and  as  forry, 
Your  choice  is  not  fo  rich  in  Worth,  as  beauty, 
That  you  might  well  enjoy  her. 

Flo.  Dear  look  up  : 

Though  Fortune,v'\hbU  an  enemy, Should  chafe  us,  with  my  Father  :  power  no  jot 
Hath  fhe  to  change  our  Loves.  Befeech  you  (S\r) 

Remember  fince  you  ow'd  no  more  toTime 
Than  I  do  now  :  with  thought  of  fuch  affections, 
Step  forth  mine  Advocate :  at  your  requeft, 
My  Father  will  grant  precious  things,  as  Trifles. 

Leo.  Would  he  do  fo,  1'ld  beg  your  precious  Miftris Which  he  counts  but  a  Trifle. 
PjhL  Sir  (  my  Liege  ) 

Your  eye  huh  too  much  youth  in't :  not  a  month 
'Fore  your  Queen  di'd,  fru  was  more  worth  fuch  gaz  s 
Than  what  you  look  cn  now. 

Leo.  I  thought  of  her, 
Even  in  thefe  looks  1  made-  But  your  Petition 
Is  yet  un-anfwer'd  :  I  will  to  your  Father  : 
Your  Honour  not  o're  thrown  by  your  defire*, 
1  am  friend  to  them,  and  you  :upon  which  Errand 
I  now  go  toward  him:  therefore  follow  me, 
And  mark  what  way  I  make  :  Come,  j»ood  try  Lord 

Exeunt. 

Seen  a  Secunrifa. 

Snter  Mtolkhui,  and  a  gentleman. 

Jut.  Befeech  you  (  Sir)  were  you  prefent  at  this  Rela- 
tion ? 

Gent.  1.  I  was  by  st  the  opening  of  the  Fardel,  heard 
the  old  Shepherd  deliver  the  manner  how  he  found  it  •, 
whereupon  (after  a  little  amazednefs  )  we  were  all  com- 

manded out  of  the  Chamber  :  only  this  (me  thought )  I 
heard  the  Shepherd  fay,  he  found  the  Child. 

Aut.  I  would  moft  gladly  know  thelffue  of  it. 
Gen.  1 .  I  make  a  broken  delivery  of  the  bufinefs  :  but 

the  changes  1  p?rceived  in  the  King  and  Camillo^  were  ve- 

ryNote*  of  admiration  \  they  feero'd  almoft,  with  flaring 
on  one  another,  to  tear  the  Cafes  of  their  Eyes.  There  ' 
was  (peech  in  their  dumbnefs,  Language  in  their  very  Ge- 

fture  :  1  hey  look'd  as  they  had  heard  of  a  World  ranfom'd, 
or  one  deftroyed  ;  a  notable  paffion  of  Wonder  appeared 
in  them  :  but  the  wifeft  beholder,  that  knew  no  more 
but  feeing,  could  not  fay,  if  th'  importance  were  Joy,  or 
Sorrow  }  but  in  the  extremity  of  the  one,  it  muft  needs  be. 

Enter  another  Gentleman. 

Here  comes  a  Gentleman,  that  happily  knows  more.- 
The  News,  Rngero. 

Gen.  ̂ .  Nothing  but  Bonfires :  the  Oracle  is  fulhTd  ; 
the  Kings  Daughter  is  found  \  fuch  a  deal  of  wonder  is 
broken  out  within  this  hour,  that  Balladraakers  cannot 

be  able  to  exprefsif. 

Enter  another  Gentleman. 

Here  comes  the  Lady  'Paulina's  Steward,  he  can  deliver 
you  more.  Bow  goes  it  now  (Sir  ?  )  This  News  ("which 
is  cali'J  true)  is  to  like  an  old  Tale,  that  the  verity  of  it  is 
in  ftrongfufpition  ;  Ha's  the  King  found  his  heir? 

Gen.  j  Moft  true,  if  ever  Truth  were  pregnant  by 

Circumfiance;  That  which  you  hear,you'l  fwear  you 
fee  ,  there  is  fuch  unity  in  the  Proofs.  The  Mantle 
of  Qj  en  Hermiones  \  her  Jewel  about  the  Neck  of  it; 
the  Letters  of  Antigonus  found  with  it,  which  they  know 
to  b;  his  Character  ;  the  Majefty  of  the  Creature,  in  re- 
fcmblance  of  the  Mother  \  the  Affection  of  Noblenefs, 

which  nature  fhews  above  her  breeding,  and  many  o- 
olher  Evidences,  proclaim  her  with  all  certainty  to  be, 
the  Kings  Daughter:  did  you  fee  the  meeting  of  the  two 

Kings  ? Gent.  2.  No. 

Gent.  3.  Then  have  you  loft  a  fight  which  was  to  be 
feen,  cannot  be  fpoken  of.  There  might  you  have  be- 

held one  Joy  crown  another,  fo  and  in  fuch  manner,  that 

it  feem'd  Sorrow  wept  to  take  leave  of  them  ;  for  their 
Joy  waded  in  t-arf.  There  was  cafting  up  of  Eye?,  hol- 

ding up  of  hands,  with  Countenance  of  fuch  diftract'.on, 
that  they  were  to  be  known  by  Garment,  not  by  Favour. 
Our  King  being  ready  to  leap  out  of  hirofelf,  for  joy  of 
his  found  Daughter  ̂   as  if  that  joy  were  now  become  a 
Lofs,  cries,  Oh,  thy  Mother,  thy  Mother     then  a>ks 

Z  1  Bohemia — " — — *  "  — - —  *  »-  ■  — —  ' 
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Bohemia  forgivenefs,  then  embraces  his  Son-in-law  :  then 
again  worryes  he  his  Daughter,  with  clipping  her.  Now 
he  thanks  the  old  Shepherd  (  which  ftands  by,  like  a  wea- 

ther-beaten Conduit  of  many  Kings  Reigns. )  1  never 
neard  of  luih  another  encounter  i  which  lames  Report  to 

lollow  it,  <;nd  undo's  description  to  do  it. 
Gent.  2.  VY  hat  pray  >ou,  became  of  lAntigonus,  that 

carried  hence  the  child]  ? 
Gent,  j.  Like  an  old  Tale  ftill,  which  will  have  matters 

co  reheat  le,  tho  Credit  be  afleep,  and  not  an  ear  open,  he 

was  torn  to  pieces  with  a  Bea:  :  This  avouches  the  Shep- 
herds fon,  who  has  not  oniy  his  innocence  (which  fcems 

much,)  to juftifie hitn, but  a  Handkerchief  and  Rings  of 

his  ;  that  Paulina knews. 
Gent.  l.  What  became  of  his  Bark,  and  his  Follow- 

ers? 

Cent.  j.  Wrackt  the  lame  inftant  of  their  Milters 
death,  and  in  the  view  of  the  Shepherd:  lb  that  all  the 
Uiftruments  which  aided  to  txpole  the  Child,  were  even 
ihcn  loft,  when  it  was  found.    But  oh  the  Noble  combat, 

that  'twixt  Jjy  and  Sorrow  was  fought  in  Paulina.  She 
\  had  one  eye  declined  for  the  lofsof  her  Husband,  another 

j  elevated  that  the  Oracle  was  fulfili'd.-  She  lifted  the Princefs  f>om  the  Earth,  and  fo  locks  her  in  embracing, 

j  as  if  fhe  would  pin  her  to  her  heart,  that  fhe  mighe  no 

j  more  be  in  danger  of  lofing. 
Gent.  i.  The  Dignity  oi  this  Aft  was  worth  the  an- 

dienee  of  Kings  and  Princes,  for  by  fiich  was  it  aft;d. 

Gent.  i.  One  of  the  prettkft  touches  of  all,  and  that 

which  angled  for  mine  Eyes  (  caught  the  water,  though 
not  theFilh)  was,  when  at  the  Relation  of  the  Queens 

j  death  (  with  themanncr  how  fhe  came  to't,  bravely  con- 

|  fefs'd,  and  lamented  by  the  King  )  how  attemivenefs 
j  wounded  his  Daughter,  till  ( from  one  fign  of  dolour  to 

another  )  fhe  did  (  with  an  Mas )  1  would  fain  fay,  bleed 

Tears*,  for  1  am  fure,  my  he.rt  wept  blood.    Who  was 
molt  marble  there,  changed  colour  :  fome  fwounded,  all 

(brrowed :  if  all  the  World  could  have  feen't,  the  Woe 
had  been  univerfal. 

Gent.  i.  Are  they  returned ro  the  Court? 

Gent.  j.  No  :  the  Princefs  hearing  of  her  Mothers 

Statue  (  which  is  in  the  keeping  of  Paulina  )  a  Piece  many 

years  in  doing,  and  now  newly  perforrn'd  by  that  rare 
Italian  Mafter,  Julio  Romano,  who  (  had  he  himfclf  eter- 

nity, and  could  but  breathe  into  his  Work)  would  be- 

guile  Nature  of  her  Cuftom,  lo  perfettly  he  is  her  Ape : 
Ht  lb  near  to  Hermtone,  hath  done  Hermione,  that  they 

(ay  one  would  fpeak  ro  her,  and  ftand  in  hope  ot  anlvver. 

Thither  (with  ail  greedinei's  of  affeaion)  are  they  gone; 
md  there  they  intend  tofup. 

GtKt.  z.  I  thought  fhe  had  fome  great  matter  therein 

hand,  for  fhe  hath  privately  twice  or  thrice  a  day,  ever 

lir.ee  the  death  of  Hermione,  vifited  that  removed  houfe. 

Shall  we  thither,  and  with  our  company  piece  the  rejoy- 
cing?  f  i  , 

Gent,  i .  Who  would  be  thence,  that  ha's  the  benefit 
of  accds?  every  wink  of  an  Eye,  fome  new  Grace  Will  be 
born :  our  ablVnce  makes  us  unthrifty  to  our  Knovvledg. 

(Let's  alorg. 
Exit. 

/.ut  Now  (had  I  not  the  dafli  of  my  former  life  in 

msj  would  Preferment  drop  on  my  head.  I  brought 
>,e  old  nun  and  his  Son  aboard  the  Prince;  told  him,  I 

heard  them  talk  of  a  Farthel,  and  I  know  not  what  j  but 

he  sr  that  time  over-fond  of  the  Shepherds  daughter  (  fo 

he  then  took  her  to  be  )  who  began  to  be  much  Sea-fick, 
and  hiraieli  little  better, extremity  of  weather  continuing, 

this  Mystery  remained  undifcover'd.  But  'tis  all  one  to 
roe:  for  had  I  been  the  finder-out  of  thisfecret,  it  would 

not  have  relsfh'd  among  my  other  difcredits. 

Enter  Shepherd  and  Clown. 

Here  come  thofe  I  have  dene  good  to  againft  my  will, 

and  already  appearing  in  the  blofTcms  of  their  For- 
tune. 

Shep.  Come  boy,  I  am  part  more  Children  :  but  thy 
Sons  and  danghtcrs  will  be  all  Gentlemen  born. 

Clo.  You  are  well  met  (  Sir ;  )  you  dmied  to  fight 
with  me  this  other  day,  becaufe  I  was  no  Gentleman  born. 
See  you  thefe  clothe*  ?  fav  you  lee  them  nor,  and  think  me 
flill  no  Gentleman  born  :  You  were  belt  fay  thefe  Robes 
arc  not  Gentlemen  born.  Give  me  the  Lye  :  do  ;  and 
try  whether  I  am  not  now  a  (aentleman  bom. 

Aut.  I  know  you  are  now  (Sir  ;  a  Gentleman  born. 
Clo.  l,and  have  been  fo  any  time  thefe  four  hours. 
Shep.  Andfo  have  I,  boy. 
Clo.  So  you  have  i  but  1  was  a  Gentleman  born  before 

my  Father:  for  the  Kings  Son  took  me  by  the  hand,  and 

call'd  me  brother  }  and  then  the  two  Kings  cali'd  my 
Father  brother  :  and  then  the  Prince  my  brother  and  the 

Princefs  my  Sifter  call'd  my  Father,  lather  ,  and  fo  we 
wept :  and  there  was  the  tuft  Gentleman-like  tears  that  e- 
ver  we  fhed. 

Shep.  Wc  may  live,  Son,  to  fhed  many  more. 

Clo.  I ,  or  elfe  'twere  hard  luck,  being  in  loprepofte- 
rous  eftate  as  we  are. 

Aut.  1  humbly  beleech  you,  fir,  to  pardon  me  all  the 
faults  I  have  committed  to  your  Worlhip,  and  to  give  me 
your  good  report  to  the  Prince  my  Matter. 

Shep.  'Prctheefondo:  for  we  muft  be  gentle,  now  we 
are  Gentlemen. 

Clo.  Thou  wilt  amend  thy  life 
Aut.  1,  and  it  like  your  good  Worlhip. 
Clo.  Give  me  thy  hand ;  I  will  lwear  to  the  Prince, 

thou  art  as  honeft  a  true  Fellow  as  any  is  in  Bohemia. 
Shep.  You  may  fay  ir,  but  not  lwear  it. 
Clow.  Nt  fwear  it,  i\<  w  I  am  a  Gentleman?  Let  Bores 

and  Franklins  fay  it,  Pie  fwear  it. 
Shep.  How  il  it  be  falfe  fon  ? 
Clo.  If  it  be  nerelo  falfe,  a  true  Gentleman  may  fwear 

it  in  the  behalf  of  his  friend  :  And  Tie  fwear  to  the 
Prince,  thoasrt  a  tall  fellow  of  thy  band?,  and  that  thou 
wilt  not  be  drunk  :  but  1  know  thou  art  no  tall  fellow 
of  thy  hands,  and  that  thou  wilt  be.  drunk  ,  but  Pie 
fwear  it,  and  I  would  thou  wouldft  be  a  tall  Fellow  of  thy 

hands. 
Jut.  I  will  prove  fo  fir,  to  my  power. 

Clo.  I,  by  any  means  prove  a  tall  Fellow  :  if  I  do  not 

Wonder  how  thou  dar'ft  venture  to  be  drunk,  nor  being 
a  tall  fellowjtiuft  me  not.  Hark,  the  Kings  and  thePiin. 
ces  (  our  Kindred  )  are  going  to  fee  the  Queens  Picture. 

Come,  follow  us :  Wc'I  be  thy  good  Mailer. 

Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Ltonteu  Pd'ixenes,  Floriz.el,  Perdita,  Camillo,  Fault 
nay  Hermione,  (  like  a  Statue  )  Lords,  &c. 

Leo.  O  grave  and  good  Paulina,  the  great  comfort 
That  I  have  had  of  thee  ? 

Paul.  What,  Sovereign  fir, 
I  did  not  well,  I  meant  well all  rr  y  fervices 
You  have  paid  home.  But  that  you  have  vouchfafed 

( With  your  Crown'd  Brother,  and  thefe  your  contracted 
Heirs  of  your  Kingdoms )  my  poor  Houfe  to  vifit, 
It  is  a  furplus  of  your  Grace,  which  never 

My  life  may  laft  to  anfwer. Leo-  O  Paulina, 

We  honour  you  with  trouble  i  but  we  came 
To  fee  the  Statue  of  our  Queen.  Your  Gallery 

Have 



'/  he  Winters  1  ale. 

Have  wepaf'd  through,  not  without  much  content 
In  many  Angularities  :  but  we  Gw  not 
That  which  my  Daughter  came  to  look  upon, 
TheStaruiof  her  Mother- 

TauI  As  (he  liv'd  Pcerlefs, 
So  hrr  dead  likenels  I  do  well  believe 

ExcelU  what  ever  yetyou  loo^'d  upon, 
Or  hand  of  Man  hith  done:  therefore  I  keep  it 

Lovely,  apart.    Buthcreitis:  prepare 

To  fee  the  life  as  lively  tuock'd,  as  ever 
Still  SI. ep  motk'd  death  :  behold,  and  fay  'tis  well, 
I  lixe  your  filertce,  it  the  more  fhewsoff 
Your  wonder    but  yet  fpeak,  fit  ft  you  (my  Liege) 
Comes  it  not  fomethtng  near  ? 

Leo.  Her  natural  Pofture. 

Chide  me  fdear  Stone  )  that  I  may  fay  indeed 
Thou  art  Hermione  \  or  rather,  thou  art  fhe, 

In  thy  not  chiding for  fhe  was  as  tender 
As  infancy, and  grace.  But  yet  (Paulina) 
Hermicne  was  not  fo  much  wrinkled,  nothing 
So  aged  as  this  feems. 

Pol.  Oh,  not  by  much. 
Paul.  So  much  the  more  our  Carvers  excellence. 

Which  lets  go  by  fome  fixteen  years,  and  makes  her 
As  fhe  liv'd  now. 

Leo.  A  s  now  fhe  might  h  ave  done, 
Sn  much  to  my  good  comfort,as  it  is 
Now  piercing  to  my  Soul.  Oh,  thus  fhe  ftood, 
Even  with  luch  Life  of  Majefty  Cwarm  Life, 

As  now  itcoldiy  Hands  )  when  fitft  1  wno'd  her. 
1  am  afhara'd    do's  not  theftone  rebuke  me, 
For  being  more  done  than  it  ?  Oh  Royal  Piece  \ 

There's  Magick  in  thy  Majefty,  which  has 
My  evils  cenjut'd  to  remembrance  ;  and 
From  thy  admiring  Daughter  took  the  Spirir, 
Standing  like  Stone  with  thee. 

Perd.  And  give  me  leave. 

And  do  not  fay  'tis  Sup erftition,  that 
I  kneel,  and  then  implore  htr  bleffing.  Lady, 

Deer  Queen,  that  ended  when  I  but  began ,  ' 
Give  me  that  hand  of  yours  to  kits. 

Paul  O,  patience: 

The  Statue  is  but  newly  fix'd  :  the  Colour's 
Not  dry. 

Cam.  My  Lord,  your  forrow  was  too  fore  lay'd-on, 
Which  fixteen  Winters  cannot  blow  away, 
Bo  many  Summers  dry,  fcarce  any  Joy 
Did  ever  fo  long  live  ̂   no  Sorrow, 

But  kil'dit  felfmuchfooner.  } 
Pol.  Dear  m\  Brother, 

Let  him  that  was  the  caufe  of  this,  have  power 
To  take  off  fo  much  grief  from  you,  as  he 
Will  piece  up  in  himfelf. 

Paul.  Indeed  my  Lord, 
Ifl  had  thought  the  fight  of  my  poor  Image 
Would  thus  have  wrought  you  ( for  the  ftone  is  mine  J 

I'ld  not  have  fhew'd  you  it. 
Lea.  Do  ncidraw  the  r^tfaip.   

Paul.  No  longer  fhall  you  gaze  on't ,  left  your  Fancy 
May  th  rckanon,  it  moves. 

Leo.  Let  be,  let  be, 
Would  1  were  dead,  but  that  methinks  already. 
(What  was  he  that  did  make  it  ?  jSeeCmy  Lord) 

Wou' ;  younotdtem  it  breath'd  ?  and  that  thofe  veins 
Did  •  verify  bear  blood? 

Vol.  Mafterlydone. 
The  very  life  fferas  w&rtn  upon  her  Lip. 

L(o,  The  fix:urt  o;  her  Eye. h.s  motion  in'r, 
As  we  are  mcck'd  with  Art. 

Paul.  I'le  draw  the  Curtain  ; 
I  My  Lord 's  almoft  fo  far  tranlported,  that 

He'l  think  anon  it  lives. 
I      Leo.  Ohfwcet  Paulina, 

\  Make  me  to  think  fo  twenty  years  together : 

27I No  ieiled  iences  of  the  World  can  match 

The  pleafure  of  .that  madnefs.  Let's  alone. 
Paul.  I  amforry  (Sir)I  have  thus  far  ftir'dybu}  but 

I  could  afflict  you  further. 
Leo.  Do  Paulina  ; 

For  this  affliction  ha's  a  tafte  as  fwcet 
As  any  cordial  comfort.  Still  methinks 
There  is  an  ayr  comes  from  her.  What  fine  Chizztl 
Could  ever  yet  cut  breath?  Let  no  man  mock  me, 
For  I  will  kifs  her. 

Haul.  Good  my  Lord  forbear  *, 
The  ruddinefs  upon  her  lip  is  wet  ■» 
You'l  marre  it,  if  you  kifs  it  ;  ftainyour  own 
With  Oyly  Painting  j  fhdl  1  draw  the  Curtain  ? 

Leo.  No,  not  thde  twenty  years. 
Perd.  So  long  could  i 

S;snd  by,  a  looker  on. 
*Paul.  Either  forbear, 

Quit  prtfently  theChappel,  or  refolve  you 
For  more  amaz  menf,   if  you  can  behold  it, 
l'le  make  the  Sratue  move  indeed  \  defcend, 
*nd  take  you  by  the  hand  ,  but  then  you'll  think 
(VVhichlproteftagainft  J  I  am  aflifted 

By  wicked  Powers 
Leo.  What  you  can  make  her  do, 

I  am  content  to  look  on  ;  what  to  fpeak, 

I  am  content  to  hear  ̂   for  'tis  as  eafy 
To  make  her  fpeak,  as  move. 

Paul.  It  is  requtr'd 
You  do  aw„ke  your  Faith  ,  then  all  ftand  ftill. 
On     thole  that  think  i;  is  unlawful  Bufbefs 

I  am  about,  lit  them  depart- Leo.  Proceed ; 

No  foot  fhall  ftir, 
Paul.  Mtifick   awake  her  :  Strike, 

'Tis  time-,  defcend  ;  be  Stone  no  more:  approach, 
Strike  all  that  look  upon  with  marvail.  Come , 
l'le  fill  your  Grave  up :  ftir,  nay  come  away : 
Bequeath  to  death  your  numbneU:(for  from  him 
Dear  life  redeems  you  ;  you  perceive  fheftirs, 
Start  not,  her  aftions  fhall  be  holy,  as 
You  hear  my  fpell  is  lawful,  do  not  fhun  her, 
Until  you  fee  her  dye  again  ,  for  then 
You  kill  her  double.  Nay,  prefent  your  hand  , 

When  fhe  was  young,  you  woo'd  her ,  now  in  age, Is  fhe  become  the  Suitor  ? 

Leo.  Oh  fht's  warm  , 
if  this  be  Magick,  let  it  be  an  art 
Lawful  as  Eating. 

Pel.  She  embraces  him. 

Cam.  She  hangs  about  his  neck, 
If  fhe  pertain  to  life,  let  her  fpeak  too. 

Pol.  I,  and  make  it  manifeft  where  fhe  has  lived, 
Or  how  ftoln  from  the  dead  > 

Paul.  That  fhe  is  living, 

Were  it  but  told  you,  fhouldbe  hooted  at 
Like  an  old  tale  j  but  it  appears  fhe  lives, 
Tho  yet  fhe  fpeak  not. .  Mark  a  little  while. 
Pleaie  you  to  enterpofe  (  fair  Madam  )  kneel, 
And  pray  your  Mothers  bltffing,  turn  good  Lady, 
Our  Perdita,  is  found. 

Her.  You  gods  look  down, 
And  (rem  your  facrcd  viols  pour  your  graces 
Upon  ray  Daughters  head ;  tell  me  fraineowa) 
Where  haft  thou  been  prefer  ved  ?  where  lived  .?  how  found 
Thy  Fathers  Court  ?  For  thou  fhalt  hear  that  I 
Knowing  by  Paulina,  that  the  Oracle 
Gave  hope  thou  waft  in  being,  have  preferved 

My  lclf,  to  fee  the  lfTue. 
Paul.  There  is  time  enough  for  that  ; 

Left  they  defire(  upon  this  pufh  )  to  trouble 
Your  joys  with  like  relation.  Go  together 
You  precious  winners  all ,  your  exultation 
Partake  to  every  one  }  I  ( an  old  Turtle  J 

Wil 
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wTl  wing  me  to  fomewithcr'd  bow,  and 
 there 

My  Mate  ("that's  never  to  be  found  again) 
Lament  till  I  am  loft. 

Leo.  O  peace  Taulina : 

Thou  fhouldft  a  husband  take  by  my  confent, 

As  1  by  thine  a  Wife.    This  is  a  Match, 

And  made  between's  by  Vows.    Thou  haft  found  mine
, 

But  hew,  is  to  be  queftion'd ;  for  1  faw  her 

(As  I  thought)  dead  :  and  have  (in  vain  J  faid  ma
ny 

A  parver  upon  her  Grave.    1'le  notfeek  
far 

("For  biro,  I  partly  know  his  mind;  to  find  thee 

An  honourable  Husband.    Come  CarniBo, 

And  tike  her  by  the  hand  ;  whofe  worth,  and  h
enetty 

the  Winters  Tale. 

Is  richly  noted  :  and  here  juflified 

By  Us,  apairoi  Kings.    Ur%  from  this  p'acc. Whht?  look  i  pon  my  Brother  :  both  your  p«idcn5, 
That  ere  1  put  between  yew  holy  looks 

My  illfufpilion  :  This  your  Son-in-law, 
And  Son  unto  the  King,  wrcrr.  heavens  directing 

Is  troth-plight  to  your  daughter.    Good  Paulina, 
Le;d  us  ficm  htr.ee,  where  we  may  leifurely 
Each  ore  demand,  and  anfwer  to  his  part 

Perfotm'd  in  this  wide  gjpof  Time,  fince  fit  ft 
Were  diffevei'd.   Hiftily  lead  away. 

Exeunt. 

THE 

warn 
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Names  of  the  A£tors. 

T  Eontes,  King  of  Sicilia. 

■-'Mamilius,  y  oung  Prince  of  Sicilia. 
CamiUo 

Antigonus  /  Four 

Cleomincs  f  Lords  of  Sicilia. 

Dion  J 

Hermionc,  Queen  to  Leontes, 

Perdita,  Daughter  to  Leontes  and  Her- 
mione. 

Paulina  Wife  to  Antigonus. 

Emilia,  a  Lady. 

Polixenes,  King  of  Bohemia. 

Florizel,  Prince  of  Bohemia. 

Old  Shepherd,  reputed  Father  of  Perdita. 
Clown  his  Son. 

Autolicus,  a  Rogue. 

Archidamus,  a  Lord  of  Bohemia. 

Other  Lords,  and  Ge?itlemen,  and  Servants. 

Shepherds,  and  Shephsrdeffes. 
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THE 

LIFE  and  DEATH 

O  F 

KING  JOHN 

Actus  Trimus,  Soma  Vrima. 

Enter  Kin"  John,  Queen  Elinor,  Pembroke,  Eflex,  and  Sa- 

lisbury,^'^ the  Chatty  lion  of  France. 

Kim  John. 
Ow  fay,  Chattylion,  what  would  France  with  us? 

Chat.  Thus  (after  greeting)  fpeaks  the  King 
of  France. 

In  my  behaviour  to  the  Majefty, 
The  borrowed  Majefty  of  England  here. 

EU.  A  ftrange  beginning  •  borrowed  Majefty  / 
K.  John.  Silence  (good  Mother)  hear  the  Embaffic. 

Chat.  Philip  of  France,  in  right  and  true  behalf 

Of  thy  deceafed  Brother  Geffrey's  Son, 
Arthur  Plantagenet,  lays  molt  lawful  Claim 

To  this  fair  I  fland,  and  the  Territories : 

To  Ireland,  PoyEliers,  Anjowe,  Lorame,  Maine, 

Defiring  thee  to  lay  afide  the  Sword 

Which  fways  ufurpingly  thefe  feveral  Titles, 

And  Put  the  fame  into  young  Arthur's  hand, 
Thy  Nephew,  and  right  Royal  Soveraign. 

K.  Joh.  What  follows,  if  we  difallow  of  this  ? 

Chat.  The  proud  control  of  fierce  and  bloody  War, 
To  inforce  thefe  Rights  fo  forcibly  withheld. 

K.John.Hzre  have  weWar  for  War,and  Blood  for  Blood, 
Controlment  for  Controlment:  fo  anfwer  France. 

Chat.  Then  take  my  Kings  defiance  from  my  mouth, 

The  fanheft  limit  of  my  Embaffie. 

K.  John.  Bear  mine  to  him,  and  fo  depart  in  peace, 

Be  thou  as  lightning  in  the  Eies  of  France ; 

For  e're  thou  canft  report,  1  will  be  there  •, 
The  Thunder  of  my  Cannon  fhall  be  heard. 
So  hence :  be  thou  the  Trumpet  of  our  wrath, 

And  fullen  prefage  of  your  own  decay : 
An  honourable  conduct  let  him  have, 

Pembroke  look  to't :  farewell  Chattylion. 
[Exit  Chat,  and  Pem. 

Eli.  What  now,  my  Son,  have  I  not  ever  faid 
How  that  ambitious  Confiance  would  not  ceafe 
Till  (he  had  kindled  France  and  all  the  World, 

Upon  the  Right  and  Party  of  her  Son  ? 

This  might  have  been  prevented,  and  made  whole 

With  very  eafie  Arguments  of  Love, 
Which  now  the  mannage  of  two  Kingdoms  muft 

With  fearful  bloody  rflue  arbitrate. 

K.John.  Our  ftrcng  PofTeffion,  and  our  Right  for  us. 

Eli.  Your  ftrong  Pofleffion  much  more  than  your  Right, 
Or  elfe  it  muft  go  wrong  with  you  and  me, 
So  much  my  Confcience  whifpers  in  your  Ear, 
Which  none  but  Heaven,  and  you  and  I  mall  hear. 

Enter  a  Sheriff. 

Effex.  My  Liege,  here  is  the  ftrangeft  controverfie 

Corne  from  the  Countrey  to  be  judg'd  by  you 
That  e're  I  heard,  lhall  1  produce  the  men 

K.John.  Let  them  approach : 
Our  Abbies  and  our  Priories  (hall  pay 

This  Expedition's  Charge.  What  men  are  you  ? 
Enter  Robert  Faulconbridge  and  Philip. 

'  Philip.  Your  faithful  Subject,  I  a  Gentleman, 
Born  in  Northamptonshire,  and  eldeft  Son, 

As  1  fuppofe,  to  Faulconbridge, 
A  Souldier,  by  the  Honour-giving-hand 
Of  Cordelion,  Knighted  in  the  field. 

K.  Jehn.  What  art  thou  ? 
Robert.  The  Son  and  Heir  to  that  fame  Faulconbridge, 
K.  John.  Is  that  the  Elder,  and  art  thou  the  Heir  ?  • 

You  came  not  of  one  Mother  then  it  feems  ? 
Philip.  Moft  certain  of  one  Mother,  mighty  King, 

That  is  well  known,  and,  as  I  think,  one  Father  : 
But  for  the  certain  knowledge  of  that  truth, 

I  put  you  o're  to  Heaven,  and  to  my  Mother  ; 
Of  that  I  doubt,  as  all  mens  Children  may. 

Eli.  Out  on  thee  rude  man,  thou  doft  fhame  thy  Mother, 
And  wound  her  Honour  with  this  diffidence. 

Phil.  I,  Madam  ?  No  ?  I  have  no  Reafon  for  it, 

That  is  my  Brother's  Plea,  and  none  of  mine, 
The  which  if  he  can  prove,  a  pops  me  out, 

At  Icaft  from  fair  five  hundred  pound  a  year  .• 
Heaven  guard  my  Mother's  Honour,  and  my  Land. 

K.  John.  A  good  blunt  Fellow:  why  being  younger  born 
Doth  he  lay  claim  to  thine  Inheritance  ? 

Phil.  1  know  not  why,  except  to  get  the  Land  ; 
But  once  he  flandered  me  with  Baftardy : 
But  whether  I  be  as  true  begot  or  no, 

That  ftill  I  lay  upon  my  Mother's  head, 
But  that  I  am  as  well  begot,  my  Liege, 
f  Fair  fall  the  bones  that  took  the  pains  for  me) 
Compare  our  faces,  and  be  judge  your  felf 
If  old  Sir  Robert  did  beget  us  both, 
Ard  were  our  Father,  and  this  Son  like  him : 
0  old  Sir  Robert  Father,  on  my  knee 
1  give  Heaven  thanks  I  was  not  like  to  thee. 

K.  John.  Why  what  a  mad-cap  hath  heaven  lent  us  here? 
Eli.  He  hath  a  trick  of  Cordelwn's  face, 

The  accent  of  his  tongue  arFecteth  him  ■ 
Do  you  not  read  fome  tokens  of  my  fon 
In  the  large  composition  of  this  man  ? 

K.John.  Mine  eye  hath  well  examined  his  parts, 
And  finds  them  pcrfeft  Richard:  firrah  fpeak, 

What  doth  move  you  to  claim  your  Brother's  Land  ? 
Phil.  Becaufe  he  hath  a  half-face,  like  my  Father, 

With  half  that  face  would  he  have  all  my  Land, 
B  B  A 
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A  fnlf-fac'd  groat,  five  hundred  pound  a  year  f 
Rob.  My  gracious  Liege,  when  that  my  Father  Hv'd, 

Your  Brother  did  imploy  my  Father  much. 
Phd.  Well,  Sir,  by  this  you  cannot  get  my  Lmd, 

Your  tale  mult  be  how  he  implo>'dmy  Mother. 
Rob.  And  once  difpatch'd  him  in  an  Embalfie 

To  Germany,  there  with  the  Emperour 
To  treat  of  high  Affairs  touching  that  time  : 

Th'advantageof  his  abfence  took  the  King, 
And  in  the  mean  time  fojourn'd  at  my  Fathers  ; 
Where,  how  he  did  prevail,  I  fhame  to  fpeak : 
But  truth  is  truth,  large  lengths  of  Seas  and  Shores 
Between  my  Father,  and  my  Mother  lay, 
As  I  have  heard  my  Father  fpeak  himfelf, 
When  this,  fame  lufty  Gentleman  was  got : 

Upon  his  death-bed  he  by  Will  bequeath'd 
His  Lands  to  me,  and  took  it  on  his  death 

That  this  my  Mother's  Son  was  none  of  his  j 
And  if  he  were,  he  came  into  the  world 
Full  fourteen  weeks  before  the  courfe  of  time : 

Then  good  my  Liege,  let  me  have  what  is  mine, 

My  Father's  Land,  as  was  my  Father's  Will. 
K.  John.  Sirrah,  your  Brother  is  Legitimate,  «. 

Your  Father's  Wife  did  after  Wedlock  bear  him : 
And  if  (he  did  play  falfe,  the  fault  was  hers, 
Which  fault  lies  on  the  hazzards  of  all  Husbands 

That  marry  Wives :  tell  me,  how  if  my  Brother, 
Who,  as  you  fay,  took  pains  to  get  this  Son, 

Had  of  your  Father  claim'd  this  Son  for  his, 
In  footh,  good  Friend,  your  Father  might  have  kept 
This  Calf,  bred  from  his  Cow,  from  all  the  world: 

In  fcoth  he  might :  then  if  he  were  my  Brother's, 
My  Brother  might  not  clam  him :  nor  your  Father, 
Being  none  of  his,  refine  him:  this  concludes, 

My  Mother's  Son  did  get  your  Father's  Heir, 
Your  Father's  Heir  mult  have  your  Father's  Land. 

Rob.  Shall  then  my  Father's  Will  be  of  no  force 
To  difpoffefs  that  Child  which  is  not  his  ? 

Phil.  Of  no  more  force  to  difpoflefs  me,  Sir, 
Than  was  his  will  to  get  me,  as  I  think. 

Eli.  Whether  hadft  thou  rather  be  aFaulconbridge, 
And,  like  thy  Brother,  to  enjoy  thy  Land  : 
Or  the  reputed:  Son  of  Cordclion, 
Lord  of  thy  Prefence,  and  no  Land  befide  ? 

Baft;  Madam,  and  if  my  Brother  had  my  fhape 

And  i  had  his,  Sir  Robert's  his  like  him, 
And  if  my  Legs  were  two  fuch  riding  Rods, 

My  Arms  fuch  Eel-skins  ftuft,  my  Face  fo  thin, 
Tnat  in  mine  Ear  I  durft  not  flick  a  Rofe, 
Left  men  fliould  fay,  look  where  three  farthings  goes, 
And  to  his  fhape  were  Heir  to  all  this  Land, 
Would  I  might  never  ftir  from  off  this  place, 

I  would  give  it  every  Foot  to  have  this  Face  ■" 
I  would  not  be  Sir  Nobbe  in  any  cafe. 

EH.  I  like  thee  well :  wilt  thou  forfake  thy  Fortune, 
Bequeath  thy  Land  to  him,  and  lollow  me  ? 
I  am  a  Souldier,  and  now  bound  to  France. 

Baft.  Brother,  take  you  my  Land,l'le  take  my  chance; 
Your  Face  hath  got  five  hundred  pound  a  year, 

Yet  fell  your  Face  for  five-pence,  and  'tis  dear. 
Madam,  Tie  follow  you  unto  the  death. 

Eh.  Nay,  I  would  have  you  go  before  me  thither. 
Baft.  Our  Country  manners  give  our  betters  way. 

K.  John.  What  is  thy  Name  .? 
Baft.  Philip,  my  Liege,  fo  is  my  name  begun, 

Philip,  good  old  Sir  Robert's  Wives  eldeft  Son. 
K.  John.  From  henceforth  bear  his  name 

Whole  form  thou  beareft  : 

Kneel  thcu  down  Philip,  but  rife  more  great, 
Arife  Sir  Richard  and  Plant  a^enet . 

Baft.  Brother  by  t h' Mother's  fide,  give  me  your  hand, 
My  Father  gave  me  Honour,  yours  gave  Land, 
Now  blelfed  be  the  hour,  by  night  or  day, 
When  I  was  got,  Sir  Robert  was  away. 

Elt.  The  very  Spirit  of  Plant  agenet  ; 
I  am  thy  Grandam,  Richard,  call  me  fo. 

Baft.  Madam,  by  chance,  but  not  by  truth,  what  tho  ; 

Something  about,  a  little  from  the  right,  " 
In  at  the  Window,  or  elfe  o're  the  Hatch  : 
Who  dares  not  ftir  by  day,muft  walk  by  night, 
And  have  is  have,  however  men  do  catch  : 
Near  or  far  off,  well  won  is  ftill  well  Ihot, 

And  I  am  I,  how  e're  I  was  begot. 
K.  John.  Go,  Faulconbride,  now  haft  thou  thy  defire 

A  Landlefs  Knight,  makes  thee  a  Landed  Squire  : 
Come  Madam,  and  come  Richard,  we  muft  fpeed 
For  France,  for  France,  for  it  is  more  than  need. 

Baft.  Brother,  adieu,  good  Fortune  come  to  thee, 

For  thou  waft  got  i'th'  way  of  honefty. f_ Exeunt  all  but  Baftard. 

Baft.  A  Foot  of  Honour  better  than  I  was, 
But  many  a  many  Foot  of  Land  the  worfe. 
Well,  now  can  I  make  any  Joane  a  Lady ; 
Good  denne,  Sir  Richard,  Godamercy  Fellow, 

And  if  his  Name  bcGeorge,  I'le  call  him  Peter  ̂  
For  new  made  Honour  doth  forget  mens  Names  •• 
'Tis  too  refpe&ive,  and  too  fociable 
For  your  converfion,  now  your  Traveller, 

He  and  his  Tooth-pick,  at  my  Worfhips  Mefs, 
And  when  my  Knightly  ftomach  is  fuffis'd, 
Why  then  I  fuck  my  teeth  and  Catechize 
My  picked  man  of  Countrys :  my  dear,  Sir, 
Thus  leaning  on  mine  elbow  I  begin, 
I  fhall  befeech  you  ;  that  is  Queftion  now, 
And  then  comes  Anfwer  like  an  Abfey-book  : 
O  Sir,  fays  Anfwer,  at  your  beft  Command, 
At  your  Employment,  at  your  Service,  Sir  : 
No  Sir,  fays  Queftion;  I  fweet,  Sir,  at  yours, 
And  fo  e're  Anfwer  knows  what  Queftion  would, 
Saving  in  Dialogue  of  Complement, 
And  talking  of  the  Alpes  and  Appemnes, 
The  Pyrennean  and  the  River  Poe9 
It  draws  towards  fupper  in  conclufion  fo. 
But  this  is  worfhipful  Society, 
And  fits  the  mounting  Spirit  like  my  felf ; 
For  he  is  but  a  Baftard  to  the  time 
That  doth  not  fmoak  of  Obfervation, 
And  fo  am  I  whether  I  fmack  or  no  j 
And  not  alone  in  habit  and  device, 
Exterior  Form,  outward  Accoutrement ; 
But  from  the  inward  Motion  to  deliver 

Sweet,  fweet,  fweet  poyfon  for  the  Ages  Tooth, 
W  hich  though  I  will  not  Practife  to  deceive, 
Yet,  to  avoid  deceit,  I  mean  to  learn  ; 

For  it  fhall  ftrew  the  footfteps  of  my  rifing  • 
But  who  comes  in  fuch  hafte  in  riding  Robes  ? 

What  Woman-poft  is  this  ?  hath  fhe  no  Husband 
That  will  take  pains  to  blow  a  horn  before  her  ? 
O  me,  'tis  my  Mother  :  how  now,  good  Lady, 
What  brings  you  here  to  Court  fo  haftily  ? 

Enter  Lady  Faulconbridge  and  James  Gurney. 
• 

Lady.  Where  is  that  Slave,  thy  Brother  ?  where  is  he? 
That  holds  in  chafe  mine  Honour  up  and  down. 

Baft.  My  Brother  Robert,  old  Sir  Robert's  Son  .• Colbrand  the  Gyaut,  that  fame  mighty  man, 

Is  it  Sir  Robert's  Son  that  you  feekfo  I 
Lady.  Sir  Robert's  Son,  I,  thou  unreverend  Boy, 

Sir  Serf's  Son,  why  fcorneft  thou  at  Sir  Robert  ? 
He  is  Sir  Robert's  Son,  and  fo  art  thou. 

Baft.  James  Gurney,  wilt  thou  give  us  leave  a  while  ? 
Gur.  Good  leave,  good  Philip. 
Baft.  Philip,  Sparrow,  James^ 

There's  toys  abroad,  anon  I'le  tell  thee  more. 

{Exit  James. 
Madam,  I  was  not  old  Sir  Robert's  Son, 
Sir  Robert  might  have  eat  his  part  in  me 
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Upon  good  Fryday,  and  ne're  broke  his  Fait : 
Sir  Robert  could  do  well,  marry,  to  confefs ! 

Could  get  me,  Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it ; 
We  know  his  handy-work,  therefore  good  Mother* 
To  whom  am  I  beholding  for  thefe  Limbs  t 
Sir  Robert  never  holp  to  make  this  Leg. 

Lady.  Haft  thou  confpired  with  thy  Brother  to  o 
That  for  thine  own  gain  Ihould'ft  defend  mine  Honour  ? 
What  means  this  fcorn,  thou  moft  untoward  Knave  ? 

Baft.  Knight,  Knight,  good  Mother,  Bafdifco-like. 
What,  I  am  dub'd,  I  have  it  on  my  moulder  s 
But  Mother,  1  am  not  Sir  Robertas  Son, 
1  have  difclaim'd  Sir  Robert  and  my  Land, 
Legitimation,  Name,  and  all  is  gone  ; 
Then,  good  my  Mother,  let  me  know  my  Father, 
Some  proper  man  I  hope,  who  was  it,  Mother  ? 

Lady.  Haft  thou  deny'd  thy  felf  a  F aukonbridge  ? 
Baft.  As  faithfully  as  I  deny  the  Devil. 
Lady.  King  Richard  Cordelwn  was  thy  Father, 

By  long  and  vehement  fuit  I  was  feduc'd To  make  room  for  him  in  my  Husbands  Bed : 
Heaven  lay  not  my  tranfgrelfion  to  my  charge, 
Thou  art  thelffue  of  my  dear  Offence 

Which  was  fo  ftroRgly  urg'd  pall  my  defence. 
Baft.  Now,  by  this  light,  were  I  to  get  again, 

Madam, I  would  not  wifh  a  better  Father : 
Some  fins  do  bear  their  privi ledge  on  Earth, 

And  fo  doth  yours  ••  your  fault  was  not  your  folly^ 
Needs  muft  you  lay  your  heart  at  his  difpofe, 
Subjected  tribute  to  commanding  love, 
Againft  whofe  fury  and  unmatched  force, 
The  awlefs  Lyon  could  not  wage  the  fight, 

Nor  keep  his  Princly  heart  from  Richard's  hands  i 
He  that  per  force  robs  Lyons  of  their  Hearts, 
May  eafily  win  a  Womans :  aye,  my  Mother, 
With  all  my  heart  I  thank  thee  for  my  Father: 
Who  lives  and  dares  but  fay,  thou  didft  not  well 
W  henl  was  got,  Pie  fend  his  Soul  to  Hell. 
Come,  Lady,  I  will  lhewthe  to  my  Kin, 
And  they  (hall  fay,  when  Richard  me  begot, 

If  thou  hadft  faid  him  nay,  it  had  been  fin  •, 
Who  fays  it  was,  he  lyes,  I  fay 'twas  not. Exeunt. 

Soma  Secunda. 

Enter  before  Angiers,  Philip  Kimr  of  France,  Lewis,  Daul 
phin-,  Auftria,  Con  fiance,  Arthur. 

Lewis.  Before  Angiers  well  met  brave  Auftria-, 

Arthur  that  great  "fore-runner  of  thy  Blood, 
Richard  that  rob'd  the  Lyon  of  his  heart, 
And  fought  the  Holy  Wars  in  Pakftine, 
By  this  brave  Duke  came  early  to  his  Grave 
And  for  amends  to  his  Pofterity, 
At  our  importance  hither  is  he  come, 
To  fpread  his  Colours  Boy,  in  thy  behalf, 
And  to  rebuke  the  Ufurpation 
Of  thy  unnatural  Uncle  EngUfh  John, 
Embrace  him,  love  him,  give  him  welcome  hither. 

Arth.  Godfhall  forgive  you  Cordehon>s  death 
The  rather  that  you  give  his  Off-fpring  life, 
Shadowing  their  Right  under  your  Wings  of  War : 
I  give  you  welcome  with  a  Powerlefs  Hand, 
But  with  a  Heart  full  of  unftained  Love, 
Welcome  before  the  Gates  of  Algiers,  Duke. 

Lewis.  A  Noble  Boy,  who  would  net  do  thee  right  ? 
An(t.  Upon  thy  cheek  lay  I  this  zealous  kifs, 

As  Seal  to  this  Indenture  of  my  love  : 
That  to  my  home  I  will  no  more  return 
Till  Angiers,  and  the  Right  thou  hall;  in  France,  „ 

Together  with  that  pale,  that  white-fae'd  fhore, 

Whofe  foot  fpurns  back  the  Oceans  roaring  Tides  ; 
And  coops  from  other  Lands  her  Iflanders* 
Even  till  that  England,  hedg'din  with  the  Main, 
That  water-walled  Bulwark,  ftill  fecure 
And  confident  from  Foreign  purpofes, 
Even  till  that  outmoft  Corner  of  the  West 
Salute  thee  for  her  King,  till  then  fair  Boy 
Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  Arms. 

Conft.  O  take  his  Mothers  thanks,  a  Widows  thanks, 
Till  your  ftrong  hand  lhall  help  to  give  him  ftrength, 
To  make  a  more  requital  to  your  love. 

Auft.  The  peace  of  Heaven  is  theirs  who  lift  their  Swords 
In  fuch  a  juft  and  charitable  War. 

King.  Well,  then  to  work,  our  Cannon  lhall  be  bent 
Againft  the  Brows  of  this  refilling  Town, 
Call  for  our  cbiefeft  men  of  Difcipline, 
To  cull  the  Plots  of  beft  Advantages : 

We'll  lay  before  this  Town  our  Royal  Bones, 
Wade  to  the  Market-place  in  French-mens  Bloody 
But  we  will  make  it  fubject  to  this  Boy. 

Conft.  Stay  for  an  anfwer  to  your  Embattle, 

..eft  unadvis'd  you  ftain  your  Swords  with  Blood : 
Vfy  Lord  Chattilion  may  from  England  bring 
That  Right  in  Peace  which  here  we  urge  in  War3 
And  then  we  fhall  repent  each  drop  of  Blood, 
That  hot  rafh  hafte  fo  indirectly  fned. 

Enter  Chattilion. 

King.  A  wonder,  Lady  ;  lo  upon  thy  wifh 

Our  Meffenger  Chattilion  is  arriv'd, 
What  England  fays,  fay  briefly  gentle  Lord, 

We  coldly  paufe  for  thee,  Chattillion  fpeak. 
Chat.  Then  turn  your  Forces  from  this  paultry  Siege, 

And  ftir  them  up  againft  a  mightier  Task. 
England,  impatient  of  your  juft  Demands, 
Hath  put  himfelf  in  Arms,  the  adverfe  winds, 
Whofe  leifure  Ihaveftaid,  have  given  hinuims 
To  Land  his  Legions  all  as  foon  as  I  : 
His  Marches  are  expedient  to  this  Town, 
His  Forces  ftrong,  his  Souldiers  confident : 
With  him  along  is  come  the  Mother-Queen, 
An  Ace  ftirring  him  to  bloud  and  ftrife, 

With  her  her  Neece,  the  Lady  Blanch  of  Sfafit* 
With  them  a  Baftard  of  the  King  deceas'ds 
And  all  the  unfettled  humors  of  the  Land, 

Rafh,  inconfiderate,  fiery  Volunteers, 
With  Ladies  Faces,  and  fierce  Dragons  Spleens, 
Have  fold  their  Fortunes  at  their  Native  Homes, 

Bearing  their  Birth-right  proudly  on  their  B^cks, 
To  make  a  hnzzard  of  new  Fortunes  here 
In  brief,  a  braver  Choice  of  dauntlefs  Spirits 

Than  now  the  Englifli  Bottoms  have  waft  o're, 
Did  never  float  upon  the  fwelling  Tide, 
To  do  offence  and  fcathe  in  Chriftendom : 

The  interruption  of  their  churlifh  Drums 
Cuts  off  more  Circumftance,  they  are  at  hand 

jtprymi  beat 
To  parly  or  to  fight,  therefore  prepare. 

King.  How  much  unlook'd  for,  is  this  Expedition! 
Auft.  By  how  much  unexpected,  by  fo  much 

We  muft  awake,  endeavour  for  defence, 
For  Courage  mounteth  with  occalion, 
Let  them  be  welcome  then,  we  are  preparM. 

Enter  King  of  England,  Baftard,  Queen,  Blanch-,  Pewbrook,-, 
and  others. 

K.  John.  Peace  be  to  France  j  if  France  in  peace  permit 
Our  juft  and  lineal  Entrance  to  our  own  £ 
If  not,  bleed  France,  and  peace  afcend  to  Heaven. 
Whiles  we  Gods  wrathful  Agent  do  correcl: 
Their  proud  contempt  that  beats  his  peace  to  Heaven. 

Fran.  Peace  be  to  England,  if  that  War  return 
From  France  to  England^  there  to  live  in  peace  : 
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 England  we  love,  and  for  that  England's  lake, 

With  burthen  of  our  'Armour  here  we  fweat : 
Tnis  toyl  of  ours  mould  be  a  work  of  thine, 
But  thou  from  loving  England  art  fo  far 
That  thou  haft  under-wrought  his  lawful  King, 
Cut  off  the  fequence  of  Pofterity, 

Out-faced  Infant  State,  and  done  a  Rape 
Upon  the  Maiden-Vertue  of  the  Crown: 
Look  here  upon  thy  Brother  Geffreys  Face, 
Thefe  eyes,  thefe  brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his ; 
This  little  Abftract  doih  contain  that  large, 
Which  died  in  Geffrey  :  and  the  hand  of  time 
Shall  draw  this  brief  into  as  huge  a  Volume : 
That  Geffrey  was  thy  Elder  Brother  born, 
And  this  his  Son,  England  was  Geffreys  Right, 
And  this  is  Geffreys,  in  the  Name  of  God, 

How  comes  it  then  that  thou  art  call'd  a  King, 
When  living  blood  doth  in  thefe  Temples  beat 
Which  owe  the  Crown  that  thou  o're-maftereft  ? 

K.John.  From  whom  haft  thou  this  great  Commiflion, 
To  draw  my  Anfwer  from  thy  Articles  ?  [_Franu, 

Era.  From  that  lupernal  Judge  thatftirs  good  thoughts 
:  In  any  Breaft  of  ftrong  Authority, 
To  look  into  the  Blots  and  Stains  of  Right, 
That  Judge  harh  made  me  Guardian  to  this  Boy, 
Under  whofe  Warrant  I  impeach  thy  Wrong, 
And  by  whofe  help  1  mean  to  chaftife  it. 

K.  John.  Alack  thou  doft  ururp  Authority. 
Fran.  Excufe  it  is  to  beat  Uiurping  down. 
Queen.  Who  is  it  thou  doft  call  U.urper,  France  ? 
Con(l  La  me  make  anfwer :  thy  Uiurping  Son. 
Queen.  Out  in.olent,  thy  Baftard  ftiall  be  King, 

That  thou  may'ft  be  a  Queen,  and  check  the  World. 
Conft.  My  Bed  was  ever  to  thy  Son  as  true, 

As  thine  was  to  thy  Husband,  and  this  Boy, 
Liker  in  feature  to  his  Fatner  Geffrey, 
Than  thou  and  John,  in  manners  being  as  likej 
As  Rain  to  W  ater,  or  Devil  to  his  Dam. 

My  Boy  a  Baftard  ?  by  my  Soul  I  think 
His  Father  never  was  fo  true  begot, 
It  cannot  be,  and  if  thou  wert  his  Mother. 

Qu.  There's  a  good  Mother, Boy,  that  blots  thy  Father. 
Conft.  There's  a  good  Grandam,  Boy, 

,  That  wo 'ild  blot  thee. 
Auft.  Peace. 
Baft.  Hear  the  Cryer. 
Auft.  What  the  Devil  art  thou  ? 
Baft.  One  that  will  play  the  Devil,  Sir,  with  you. 

And  a  may  catch  your  hide  and  you  alone  : 
You  are  the  Hare,  of  whom  the  Proverb  goes, 
Whofe  valour  plucks  dead  Lyons  by  the  beard 

Tie  fmoak  your  Skin-coat,  and  I  catch  you  right, 

Sirra,  look  to't,  i'faich  I  will,  i'faith. 
BUn.  O  well  did  he  become  that  Lyons  Robe, 

That  did  difrobe  the  Lyon  of  that  Robe. 

Baft.  It  lyes  as  lightly  on  the  back  of  him, 
As  great  Alcides  ftioos  upon  an  Afs: 
B  jt,  Afs,  Pie  take  that  burthen  from  your  back, 
Or  lay  on  that  (hall  make  your  moulders  crack. 

Auft.  What  cracker  is  this  fame  that  deafs  our  ears 
With  this  abundance  of  fuperfluous  breath  ? 
King  Lewis  determine  what  we  ftiall  do  ftreight. 

Lewis.  Women  and  Fools  break  oft  your  Conference. 
King  John,  this  is  the  very  fum  of  all : 
England,  and  Ireland,  Anglers,  Toraw,  Main, 
In  Right  of  Arthur  do  I  claim  of  thee: 
vVilt  thou  refign  them,  and  lav  down  thy  Arms  ? 

John.  My  lite  as  foon,  I  do^defie  thee,  France, 
Arthur  of  Bnttam,  yield  thee  to  my  hand  ; 
And  out  of  my  dear  love  Pie  give  thee  more, 

Than  e're  the  Coward-hand  of  France  can  win ; 
ubmk  thee,  Boy. 
Queen.  Come  to  thy  Grandam,  Child. 
Conft.  Do,.  Child,  go  to  it  Grandam,  Child, 

Give  Grandam  Kingdom,  and  it  Grandam  will 
Give  it  a  Plum,  a  Cherry,  and  a  Fig, 

There's  a  good  Grandam. 
Arthur.  Good  my  Mother  peace, 

I  would  that  1  were  low  laid  in  my  Grave, 

I  am  not  worth  this  coyl  that's  made  for  me. 
Qu.A1o.  His  Mother  ftiames  him  fo,  poor  Boy  he  weeps. 

Conft.  Now  (harne  upon  yon  whe're  ftie  does  or  no. 
His  Grandam's  wrong  ,  and  not  his  Mothers  ftiames, 
Draws  thofe  Heaven-moving  Pearls  from  his  poor  Eyes, 
Which  Heaven  ftiall  take  in  nature  of  a  Fee : 

I,  with  thefe  fad  Cryftal  Beads  Heaven  ftiall  be  brib'd 
To  do  him  Juitice,  and  Revenge  on  you. 

Qu.  Thou  monftrous  flanderer  of  Heaven  and  Earth. 
Conft.  Thou  monftrous  injurer  of  Heaven  and  Earth, 

Call  me  not  flanderer,  thou  and  thine  ufurp 
The  Domination,  Royalties  and  Rights 

Of  this  opprefTed  Boy ;  this  is  thy  Eldeft  Son's  Son, 
mfortunate  in  nothing  but  in  thee ; 
Thy  fins  are  vifited  in  this  poor  Child, 
The  Canon  of  the  Law  is  laid  on  him, 
Being  but  the  fecond  generation 
Removed  from  thy  fin-conceiving  Womb. 

John.  Bedlam  have  done. 
Conft.  I  have  but  this  to  fay, 

That  he  is  not  only  plagued  for  her  fin, 
But  God  hath  made  her  fin  and  her,  the  plague 
On  this  removed  iflue,  plagued  for  her, 

with  her  plague  her  fin  :  his  injury 
4er  injury  the  Beadle  to  her  fin, 

All  puailh'd  in  the  perfon  of  this  Child, 
And  all  for  h;r,  a  plague  upon  her. 

Qu.  Thou  unadvifed  fcold,  I  can  produce 
A  Will  that  bars  the  Title  of  thy  Son. 

Conft.  I,  who  doubts,  a  will :  a  wicked  will, 
A  womans  will,  a  cankered  Grandarns  will. 

Fran.  Peace  Ladv,  paufe,  or  be  more  temperate, 
It  ill  befeerasthis  pretence  to  cry  ay  me 
To  thefe  ill  tuned  repetitions : 
Some  Trumpet  fummon  hither  to  the  walls 
Thefe  men  of  Angters,  let  us  hear  them  fpeak, 

Whofe  Title  tney  admit,  Arthurs  or  Johm. 

Trumpet  founds. 
Enter  a  Citizen  upon  the  IVaBr. 

Chi.  Who  is  it  that  hath  warn'd  us  to  the  Walk  ? 
Fran.  'Tis  France,  for  England. 
John.  England  for  it  felf  : 

You  men  of  Angters,  and  my  loving  Subjects. 

Fran.  You  loving  men  of  Angters,  Arthur's  Subjects, 
Our  Trumpet  call'd  you  to  this  gentle  parle. 

John.  For  our  advantage,  therefore'hear  us  firft : Thefe  Flags  of  France  that  are  advanced  here 
Before  the  eye  and  profpect  of  your  Town, 

Have  hither  march'd  to  your  endamagement. 
The  Canons  have  their  bowels  full  of  wrath, 
And  ready  mounted  are  they  to  fpit  forth 

Their  Iron  indignation  'gainft  your  walls  -, 
All  preparation  for  a  bloody  Siege 

And  mercilefs  proceeding,  by  thefe  French. 
Comfort  your  Cities  eyes,  your  winking  gates : 
And  but  for  our  approach,  thofe  fleeping  ftones, 
That  as  a  waifte  doth  girdle  you  about, 

By  thecompulfionof  their  Ordinance 
By  this  time  from  their  fixed  beds  of  lime 
Had  been  difhabited,  and  wide  havock  made 
For  bloody  power  to  rufli  upon  your  peace, 
But  on  the  light  of  us  your  lawful  King, 
Who  painfully  with  much  expedient  march 

Have  brought  a  counter-check  -before  your  Gates, 
To  fave  unferatch'd  your  Cities  threatned  Cheeks : 
Behold  the  French  amaz'd  vouchfafe  a  paric, 
And  now  in  ftead  of  Bullets  wrapt  in  fire, 
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To  make  a  fluking  Feaver  in  your  Walls, 
They  moot  but  calm  words,  folded  up  in  fmoak, 
To  make  a  faithlefs  error  in  your  ears, 
Which  truft  accordingly  kind  Citizens, 

And  let  us  in.  Your  King,  whofe  labour'd  fpirits 
Fore-wearied  in  this  action  of  fwift  fpeed, 
Graves  harbourage  within  your  City  walls. 

Fran.  When  I  have  faid,  make  anfwcr  to  us  both. 

Loe  in  this  right  hand,  whofe  protection 

Is  molt  divinely  vow'd  upon  the  right 
Of  him  it  holds,  ftands  young  Flantagcnet, 
Son  to  the  elder.  Brother  of  this  man, 

And  King  o're  him,  and  all  that  he  enjoys  •• 
For  this  down-trodden  equity,  we  tread 

In  warlick  march,  th*efe  greens  before  your  Town, 
Being  no  further  Enemy  to  you 
Than  theconftraint  of  Hofpitable  zeal, 
In  the  relief  of  this  opprelled  Child, 
Religioufly  provokes.  Be  pleafed.  then 
To  pay  that  duty  which  you  truly  owe, 
To  him  that  owes  it,  namely,  this  young  Prince, 
And  then  our  Arms,  like  to  a  muzled,Bear, 
Save  in  afpeet,  hath  all  offence  feaPd  up  : 
Our  Canons  malice,  vainly  fhall  be  fpent 

Againft  th'  invulnerable  Clouds  of  Heaven, 
And  with  a  blefTed,  and  un-vext  retire, 

With  unhackM  fwords,  and  Helmets  all  unbruis'd, 
We  will  bear  home  that  lufty  blood  again, 
Which  here  we  came  to  fpout  againft  your  Town, 
And  leave  your  Children,  Wives,  and  you  in  peace. 

But  if  you  fondly  pafs  our  proffer'd  offer, 
'Tis  not  the  rounder  of  your  old  fac'd  Walls, 
Can  hide  you  from  our  MefTengers  of  War, 
Though  all  thefe  Englifh,  and  their  Difcipline, 
Were  harbour'd  in  their  rude  Circumference  : 
Then  tell  us,  fhall  your  City  call  us  Lord, 

In  that  behalf  which  we  have  challeng'd  it  ? 
Or  fhall  we  give  the  fignal  to  our  rage, 
And  ftalk  in  blood  to  our  pofTeffion  ? 

Citi.  In  brief,  we  are  the  King  of  England?*,  Subjects, 
For  him,  and  in  his  right,  we  hold  thi ;  Town. 

John.  Acknowledge  then  the  King,  and  let  me  in. 
Citi.  That  can  we  not,  but  he  that  proves  the  King 

To  him  will  we  prove  loyal,  till  that  time 

Have  we  ramm'd  up  our  Gates  againft  the  world. 
John.  Doth  not  the  Crown  of  England,  prove  the  King  ? 

And  if  not  that,  I  bring  you  Witnefles 

Twice  fifteen  thoufand  hearts  of  England's  breed. 
Baft.  Baftards,  and  elfe. 
John.  To  verifie  our  Title  with  their  Lives. 
Fran.  As  many,  and  as  well  born  Bloods  as  thofe. 
Baft.  Some  Baftards  too. 
Fran.  Stand  in  his  face  to  contradict  his  Claim. 

'    Citi.  Till'you  compound  whofe  right  is  worthieft, 
We  for  the  worthieft  hold  the  right  from  both. 

John.  Then  God  forgive  the  fin  of  all  thofe  fouls, 
That  to  their  everlafting  refidence, 
Before  the  dew  of  evening  fall,  fhall  fleet 
In  dreadful  trial  of  our  Kingdoms  King. 

Fran.  Amen,  Amen,  mount  Chevaliers  to  Arms. 

Baft.  Saint  George  that  fwindg'd  the  Dragon, 
And  e're  fince  fits  on's  horfeback  at  mine  Hoftefsdoor, 
Teach  us  fome  fence.  Sirrah,  were  I  at  home 
At  your  den,  Sirrah,  with  your  Lyonnefs, 

I  would  fet'an  Ox-head  to  your  Lyons  hide  : And  make  a  Monfter  of  you. 
An  ft.  Peace,  no  more. 

Baft.  O  tremble  ••  for  you  hear  the  Lyon  roar. 
John.  Up  higher  to  the  plain,  where  we'll  fet  forth, 

In  beft  appointment,  all  our  Regiments. 
Baft.  Speed  then  to  take  advantage  of  the  Field. 
Fran.  It  fhall  be  fo,  and  at  the  other  hill 

Command  the  reft  to  ftand.  God  and  our  right. 

{Exeunt. 

Here  after  excurfions,  enter  the  Herald  of  France 
with  Trumpets  to  the  Gates. 

F.  Her.  You  men  of  Anglers  open  wide  your  Gates, 

And  let  young  Arthur  Duke  of  Britain  in, 
Who  by  the  hand  of  France,  this  day  hath  made 
Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  Enohft,  Mother, 
Whofe  Sons  lye  fcattered  on  the  bleeding  ground  : 
Many  a  Widows  Husband  groveling  lyes, 
Coldly  embracing  the  difcoloured  Earth, 
And  Victory  with  little  lofs  doth  play 

Upon  the  dancing  Banners  of  the  French, 
Who  are  at  hand  triumphantly  difplayed 
To  enter  Conquerors,  and  to  proclaim 

Arthur  of  Britain,  England's  King,  and  yours. 

Enter  Engliftt  Herald  with  Trumpet. 

E.  Her.  RejoyCe  you  men  of  Anglers,  ring  your  Bells, 

King  John,  your  King  and  England's,  doth  approach, Commander  of  this  hot  malicious  day, 

Their  Armours  that  march. ,'d  hence  fo  filver  bright, 
Hither  return  all  gilt  with  Frenchmens  Blood  : 
There  ftuck  no  Plume  in  any  Enghft)  Creft, 

'  That  is  removed  by  a  Staff  of  France. Our  Colours  do  return  in  thofe  fame  hands 

That  did  difplaythem  when-  we  firft  marcht  forth., 
Apd  Like  a  jollyTroop  of  Huntfmen  come 
Our  lufty  Englijh,  all  with  purpled  hands, 

Dy'd  in  the  dying  flaughter  of  their  foes. 
Open  your  Gates,  and  give  the  Victors  way. 

Hub.  Heralds,  from  off  our  Towers  we  might  behold 
From  firft  to  laft,  the  on- fet  and  retire, 
Of  both  your  Armiqs,  whofe  equality 
By  our  beft  eyes  cannot  be  cenfured  : 
Blood  hath  bought  Blood, and  blows  have  anfwered  blows : 
Strength  matcht  with  ftrength,  and  power  confronted 
Both  arealike,  and  bothalike  we  like :         ,  [power. 
One  muft  prove  greateft.  While  they  weigh  fo  even, 
We  hold  our  Town  for  neither  j  yet  for  both. 

Enter  the  two  Kinas  with  their  Pavers 

at  feveral  doors. 

John:  France,  haft  thou  yet  more  Blood  to  call  away  ? 
Say  fhall  the  currant  of  our  Right  run  on, 
Whofe  paflage  vext  with  thy  impediment, 
Shall  leave  his  native  Channel,  and  o're-fwel  N 
With  courfe  difturb'd  even  thy  confining  fhores,  *d 
Unlefs  thou  let  his  fdver  Water  keep  M  ■ 
A  peaceful  progrefs  to  the  Ocean.  V 

Fran.  England  thou  haft  not  fav'd  one  drop  of  Elooo^^ 
In  this  hot  Tryal  more  than  we  of  France. 
Rather  loft  more.  And  by  this  hand  I  fwear 

That  fways  the  Earth  this  Climat  over-looks, 
Before  we  will  lay  down  o.ur  juft-born  Arms, 

We'll  put  thee  down,  'gainft  whom  thefe  Arms  we  bear, 
Or  add  a  Royal  Number  to  the  dead  •• 
Gracing  theScroul  that  tells  of  this  Wars  iofs, 
With  flaughter  coupled  to  the  name  of  Kings. 

Baft.  Ha  !  Majefty  :  how  high  thy  glery  towers,' 
When  the  rich  blood  of  Kings  is  fet  oil  fire  : 
Oh  now  doth  death  line  his  dead  chaps  with  fted, 
The  Swords  of  Souldiers  are  his  Teeth,  his  Phangsj 
And  now  he  feafts,  mouling  the  flefh  of  men 
In  undetermin'd  differences  of  Kings. 
Why  ftand  thefe  Royal  Fronts  amazed  thus  ? 
Cry  havock  Kings,  back  to  the  ftained  field 
You  equal  Potents,  fiery  kindled  Spirits, 
Then  let  confufion  of  one  part  confirm 
The  others  peace  :  till  then,  blows,  bleed,  and  death. 

John.  Whofe  Party  do  the  Townfmen  yet  admit? 
Fran.  Speak  Citizens,  for  EngLnd,  who's  your  Kmg? 
Hub.  The  King  of  England,  when  we  know  the  King  • 

B  3  Fran. 
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Fran.  Know  him  in  us,  that  here  hold  up  his  right. 
John.  In  us,  that  are  our  own  great  Deputy, 

And  bear  poll  jffion  of  our  Perfon  here, 
Lord  of  our  prefence,  Angitrs,  and  of  you. 

Fran.  A  greater  power  than  We  denies  all  this, 
And  till  it  be  undoubted,  we  do  lock 

Our  former  fcruple  in  our  ftrong  barr'd  Gates : 
Kings  of  our  fear,  until  our  fears  refolv'd 
Be  by  fome  certain  King  purg'd  and  depos'd. 

Baft.  By  Heaven,  thefe  Scroyles  of  Algiers  flout  you 
And  ftand  fecurely  on  their  Battlements,  (Kings 
As  in  a  Theater,  whence  they  gape  and  point 
At  your  induftrious  Scenes  and  acts  of  death. 

Your  Royal  Prefences  be  rul'd  by  me, 
Do  like  the  Mutines  of  Jerufalem, 
Be  friends  a  while,  and  both  conjointly  bend 
Your  lharpeft  deeds  of  malice  on  this  Town. 
By  Eaft  and  Weft  let  France  and  England  mount 
Their  battering  Canon  charged  to  the  mouths, 
Till  their  foul-fearing  clamours  have  brauPd  down 
The  flinty  ribs  of  this  contemptuous  City, 
I'de  play  inceilantly  upon  thefe  Jades, Even  till  unfenced  defolation 

Leave  them  as  naked  as  the  Vulgar  Air  : 
Thatdone,  diflever  your  united  Strengths, 
And  part  your  mingled  Colours  once  again, 
Turn  face  to  face,  and  bloody, point  to  point , 
Then  in  a  moment  Fortune  (hall  cull  forth, 
Out  of  one  fide,  her  happy  Minion. 
To  whom  in  favour  lhe  mall  give  the  day, 
And  kifs  him  with  a  glorious  Victory  : 
How  like  you  this  wild  Counfel  mighty  States, 
Smacks  it  not  fomething  of  the  policy  ? 

John.  Now  by  the  Sky  that  hangs  above  our  heads, 
I  like  it  well.  France,  lhall  we  knit  our  Powers^ 
And  lay  this  Angiers  even  with  the  ground, 
Then  after, fight  who  lhall  be  King  of  it  ? 

Baft.  And  if  thou  haft  the  mettle  of  a  King, 

Being  wrong'd  as  we  are  by  this  peevifh  Town  : 
Turn  thou  the  mouth  of  thy  Artillery, 
As  we  will  ours,  againfl;  thefe  fancy  Walls, 

And  when  that  we  have  dafh'd  them  to  the  ground, 
Why  then  defie  each  other,  and  pell-mell, 
Make  work  upon  our  felves  for  Heaven  or  Hell. 

Fran.  Let  it  be  fo  :  fay,  where  will  you  aflault.'' 
John.  We  from  the  Weft  will  fend  deftruttion 

Into  this  Cities  bofom. 

Aaft.  I  from  the  North, 
ran.  Our  Thunder  from  the  South, 

rain  th'eir  drift  of  Bullets  on  this  Town. 
\ft.  O  prudent  Difcipline  !  From  North  to  South  : 

fflria  and  France  flioot  in  each  others  mouth, 
Pie  ftir  them  to  it  •  come  away,  away. 

Hub.  Hear  us  great  Kings,  vouchfafe  a  while  to  ftay 

And  1  lhall  Ihew  you  peace,  and  fair-fae'd  League  : 
Win  you  this  City  without  ftroak,  or  wound, 
Refcue  thofe  Breathing  lives  to  dye  in  Beds, 
That  here  come  Sacrifices  for  the  Field. 

Perfevere  not,  but  hear  me  mighty  Kings. 
John.  Speak  on  with  favour,  we  are  bent  to  hear. 
Hub.  That  Daughter  there  of  Spain,  the  Lady  Blanch 

Is  neer  to  England,  look  upon  the  years 
Of        the  Dolphin,  and  that  lovely  Maid. 
If  lufty  love  fliould  go  in  quell  of  Beauty, 
Where  Ihould  he  find  it  fairer,  than  in  Blanch  \ 
If  zealous  Love  go  in  fearch  of  Vertue, 
Where  fliould  lie  find  it  purer  than  iu  Blanch  ? 
If  Love  ambitious,  fought  a  Match  of  Birth, 
Whofe  Veins  bound  richer  Blood  than  Lady  Blench  ? 
Scch  as  {he  is,  in  Beauty,  Vertue,  Birth, 
Is  the  young  Dolphin  every  way  compleat, 
If  not  compleat  of,  fay  he  is  not  lhe, 
And  lhe  again  wants  nothing,  to  name  want, 
If  want  it  be  nor,  that  (lie  is  not  he : 

He  is  the  half  part  of  a  blefled  man, 
Left  to  be  finifhed  by  fuch  as  fhe, 
And  lhe  a  fair  divided  Excellence, 
Whofe  fulnefs  of  perfection  lies  in  him. 
0  two  fnch  filver  Currents  when  they  joyn, 
Do  glorifie  the  Banks  that  bound  them  in  : 
And  two  fuch  Shores,  to  two  fuch  Streams  made  one, 
Two  fuchcontrollingjBounds  lhall  you  be,  Kings, 
To  thefe  two  Princes,  if  you  marry  them : 
This  Union  lhall  do  more  than  Battery  can, 
To  our  faft  elofed  Gates :  for  at  this  Match, 
With  fwifter  Spleen  than  Powder  can  enforce, 
The  mouth  of  palfage  lhall  we  fling  wide  ope, 
And  give  you  entrance  :  but  without  this  Match, 
The  Sea  enraged  is  not  half  fo  deaf, 
Lyons  more  confident,  Mountains  and  Rocks 
More  free  from  Motion,  no  not  death  himfelf 
In  mortal  fury  half  fo  peremptory  , 
As  we  to  keep  this  City.f 

Baft.  Here's  a  ftay, 
That  lhakes  the  rotten  Garkafs  of  old  death 

Out  of  his  rags.  Here's  a  large  mouth  indeed, 
That  fpits  forth  death  ̂   and  Mountains,  Rocks,  and  Seas, 
Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  Lyons, 

As  Maids  of  thirteen  do  of  Puppi-dogs. 
What  Cannoneer  begot  this  lufty  Blood, 

He  fpeaks  plain  Cannon  fire^  and  fmoak,  and  bounce, 
He  gives  the  Baftinado  with  his  Tongue  i 

Our  ears  are  cudgel'd,  not  a  Word  of  his 
But  buffets  better  than  a  Fill  of  France ; 
Zounds  I  was  never  fo  bethumpt  with  words, 

Since  I  firft  call'd  my  Brothers  Father  Dad. 
Old  Qh.  Son,  lift  to  this  conjunction,  make  this  Match, 

Give  with  our  Neece  a  Dowry  large  enough, 
For  by  this  Knot,  thou  lhalt  fo  Purely  tye, 

Thy  now  unfur'd  Aflurance  to  the  Crown, 
That  yon  green  Boy  lhall  have  no  Sun  to  ripe, 
The  bloom  that  promifeth  a  mighty  fruit, 

1  fee  a  yielding  in  the  looks  of  Frame : 
Mark  how  they  whifper,  urge  them  while  their  fouls 
Are  capable  of  this  ambition, 
Left  zeal  now  melted  by  the  windy  breath 
Of  foft  petitions,  pity  and  remorfe, 
Cool  and  congeal  again  to  what  it  was. 

Hub.  Why  anfwer  not  the  double  Majefties, 
This  friendly  Treaty  of  our  threatned  Town  ?. 

Era.  Speak  England  firft,  that  hath  been  forward  firft 
To  fpeak  unto  this  City  :  What  fay  you.' 

John.  If  that  the  Dolphin  there,  thy  Princely  Son, 
Can  in  this  Book  of  Beauty  read  I  love : 
Her  Dowry  lhall  weigh  equal  with  the  Queen, 
For  Angiers,  and  fair  Torain,  Main,  Toytlierst 
And  all  that  we  upon  this  fide  the  Sea, 

(Except  this  City  now  by  us  befieg'd) Find  liable  to  our  Crown  and  dignity, 
Shall  gild  her  Bridal  Bed,  and  make  her  rich 
In  Titles,  Honours,  and  Promotions, 
As  fhe  in  Beauty,  Education,  Blood, 
Holds  hands  with  any  Princefs  of  the  World. 

Fra.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Boy  ?  look  in  the  Ladies  face. 
Dot.  I  do,  my  Lord,  and  in  her  eye  I  find 

A  wonder,  or  a  wondrous  Miracle, 

The  lhadow  of  my  felf  forra'd  in  her  eye, 
Which  being  but  the  lhadow  of  your  Son, 
Becomes  a  Son,  and  makes  your  Son  a  lhadow : 

I  do  proteft  I  never  lov'd  my  felf 
Till  now,  infixed  I  beheld  my  felf, 

Drawn  in  the  flattering  Table  of  her  eye. 

\JVhifpers  with  Blanch. Baft.  Drawn  in  the  flattering  Table  of  her  eye, 

Hang'd  in  the  frowning  wrinkle  of  her  brow, 
And  qaarter'd  in  her  heart,  he  doth  efpie 
Himfelf  Loves  Traitor ;  this  is  pity  now, 

That  hang'd,  and  drawn,  and  quartei'd  there  Ihould  be, 

In 
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Infuch  a  Love,  fo  vile  a  Lout  as  he. 
Blan.  My  Uncles  Will  iri  this  refpect  is  mine. 

If  he  fee  ought  in  you  that  makes  him  like, 
That  any  thing  he  fees  which  moves  his  liking 
I  can  with  eafe  tranllate  it  to  my  will : 
Or  if  you  will,  to  fpeak  more  properly, 
I  will  enforce  it  eafily  to  my  love. 
Further  I  will  not  flatter  you  my  Lord, 
That  all  I  fee  in  you  is  worthy  Love, 
Than  this,  that  nothing  do  I  fee  in  you, 
Though  churlifh  thoughts  themfel  ves  fliould  be  your  Judge, 
That  1  can  find,  fliould  merit  any  hate. 

John.  What  fay  thefe  young-ones?  What  fay  you  myNeece? 
Blan.  That  fhe  is  bound  in  honour  ftill  to  do 

What  you  in  wifdom  ftill  vouchfafe  to  fay. 
yo/w.Speak  then,  Prince  Dolphin,  can  you  love  this  Lady  ? 
Dol.  Nay,  ask  me  if  I  can  refrain  from  love, 

For  I  do  love  her  moft  unfeignedly. 
John.  Then  dol  give  Folqueffcn,  Torain,  Miin, 

PoytJiers,  and  Anjou,  thefe  five  Provinces 
With  her  to  thee,  and  this  addition  more, 
Full  thirty  thoufand  Marks  of  Englilh  Coyn  ; 

Philip  of  France,  if  thou  be  pleas'd  withall, 
Command  thy  Son  and  Daughter  to  joyn  hands* 

Fran.  It  likes  us  well:  young  Princes,  clofe  your  Hands. 

Aufi.  And  your  Lips  too,  for  I  am  well  aflur'd, 
That  I  did  fo,  when  I  was  firft  aflur'd, 

Fran.  Now  Citizens  of  Angiers  ope  your  Gates, 
Let  in  that  amity  which  you  have  made, 

For  at  Saint  Mark"*!  Chappel  prefently, 
The  Rites  of  Marriage  mail  be  folemniz'd. 
Is  not  the  Lady  Con  fiance  in  this  Troop  ? 
I  know  (he  is  not,  for  this  Match  made  up, 
Her  pretence  would  have  interrupted  much, 
Where  is  Ihs  and  her  Son,  tell  me,  who  knows  ? 

Dol.  She  is  fad  and  paflionate  at  your  Highnefs  Tent. 
Fran.  And  by  my  faith,  this  League  that  we  have  made, 

Will  give  her  fadnefs  very  little  cure : 
Brother  of  England,  how  may  we  content 
This  Widow  Lady  ?  in  her  Right  we  came, 
Which  we,  God  knows,  have  turned  another  way, 
To  our  own  vantage. 

John.  We  will  heal  up  all, 
For  we'll  create  young  Arthur  Duke  of  Britain 
And  Earl  of  Richmond  and  this  rich  fair  Town 
We  make  him  Lord  of.  Call  the  Lady  Conftance^ 
Some  fpeedy  Meflcnger  bid  her  repair 
To  our  Solemnity  :  I  truft  we  (hall, 
(If  not  fill  up  the  meafure  of  her  will ) 
Yet  in  Some  meafure  fatisfie  her  fo, 
That  we  fliall  flop  her  Exclamation. 
Go  we  as  well  as  hafte  will  fufter  us, 

To  this  unlook'd  for  unprepared  pomp.  {Exeunt. 
Bafi.  Mad  world,  mad  Kings,  mad  Comp'ofition  j 

John,  to  ftop  Arthurs  Title  in  the  whole, 
Hath  willingly  departed  with  a  part, 
And  France,  whofe  Armour  Confcience  buckled  on^ 
Whom  Zeal  and  Ciarity  brought  to  the  Field, 
As  Gods  own  Souldier,  rounded  in  the  ear 
With  that  fame  Purpofe-changer,  that  flye  Devil 

That  Broker,'that  ftill  breaks  the  pate  of  Faith, 
That  daily  Break-Vow,  he  that  wins  of  all, 
Of  Kings,  of  Beggars,  old  men,  young  men,  maids, 
Who  having  no  external  thing  to  lofe, 
But  the  word  Maid,  cheats  the  poor  Maid  of  that. 
That  fmooth-fac'd  Gentleman,  tickling  Commodity, 
Commodity,  the  byas  of  the  World, 
The  World,  who  of  it  felf  is  poyfed  well, 
Made  to  run  even,  upon  even  ground  : 
Till  this  advantage,  this  vile  drawing  byas, 
This  fway  of  motion,  this  Commodity, 
Makes  it  take  head  from  all  indifferency, 
From  all  dire&ion,  purpofe,  courfe,  intent. 
And  this  fame  Byas,  this  Commodity, 

This  Bawd,  this  Broker,  that  all  changing-world, 
Clapt  on  the  outward  eye  of  fickle  France, 
Hath  drawn  him  from  his  own  determin'd  aid 
From  a  refolv'd  and  honourable  War, 
To  a  moft  bafe  and  vile  concluded  Peace. 
And  why  rail  I  on  this  Commodity  ? 
But  for  becaufe  he  hath  not  wooed  me  yet : 
Not  that  1  have  the  power  to  clutch  my  Hand, 
When  his  fair  Angels  would  falute  my  Palm, 
But  for  my  hand,  as  unattempted  yet, 
Like  a  poor  Beggar,  raileth  on  the  Rich. 
Well,  whiles  I  am  a  Beggar,  I  will  rail* 
And  fay  there  is  no  fin  but  to  be  rich, 
And  being  Rich  myVertuethen  fliall  be^ 
To  fay  there  is  no  Vice,  but  Beggary, 
Since  Kings  break  Faith  upon  Commodity, 
Gain  be  my  Lord,  for  I  will  worfliipthee. 

[Exit. 

ABtisSecwndiLs. 

Enter  Con  fiance,  Arthur,  and  Salisbury. 

Conft.  Gone  to  be  married  ?  gone  to  fwear  a  peace  ? 
:alfe  blood  to  falfe  blood  joyn'd.  Gone  to  be  Friends? 
Shall  Lewis  have  Blanch,  and  Blanch  thofe  Provinces  ? 
It  is  not  fo,  thou  haft  mifpoke,  milheard, 

3e  well  advis'd,  tell  o're  thy  tale  again, 
It  cannot  be,  thou  doft  but  fay  'tis  fo. 

truft  I  may  not  truft  thee,  for  thy  word 
Is  but  the  vain  breath  of  a  common  man  i 

Believe  me,  I  do  not  believe  thee  man, 
I  have  a  Kings  Oath  to  the  contrary. 

Thou  lhalt  be  punifli'd  for  thus  frighting  me, 
For  I  am  fick,  and  capable  of  fears. 
Oppreft  with  wrongs,  and  therefore  full  of  fears, 
A  Widow,  Husbandlefs,  fubjecl  to  fears, 
A  Woman  naturally  born  to  fears  $ 
And  though  thou  now  confefs  thou  didft  but  jell 
With  my  vext  Spirits, I  cannot  take  a  Truce, 
But  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  day. 
What  doft  thou  mean  by  (haking  of  thy  head  ? 
Why  doft  thou  look  fo  fadly  on  my  Son  ? 
What  means  that  hand  upon  that  breaft  of  thine  ? 
Why  holds  thine  eye  that  lamentable  rheume, 

Like  a  proud  river  peering  o're  his  bounds  I 
Be  thefe  fad  figns  confirmers  of  thy  words  ? 

Then  fpeak  again-,  not  all  thy  former  tale, 
But  this  one  word,  whether  thy  tale  be  true. 

Sal.  As  true,  as  I  believe  you  think  them  falfe, 
That  give  you  caufe  to  prove  my  faying  true. 

Conft.  Oh  if  thou  teach  me  to  believe  this  fofrow, 
Teach  thou  this  forrow  how  to  make  me  dye, 
And  let  belief,  and  life  encounter  fo, 
As  doth  the  fury  of  two  defperate  men, 
Which  in  the  very  meeting  fall  and  dye. 
Lewis  marfy  Blanch?  O  Boy,  then  where  art  thou? 
France  friend  with  England,  what  becomes  of  me  ? 
Fellow  be  gone  :  I  cannot  brook  thy  fight, 
This  news  hath  made  thee  a  moft  ugly  man. 

Sal.  What  other  harm  have  I,  good  Lady,  done, 

But  fpoke  the  harm,  that  is  by  others  done- 
Conft.  Which  harm  within  it  felf  fo  hainous  is, 

As  it  makes  harmful  all  that  fpeak  of  it. 
Arthur.  I  do  befeech  you,  Madam,  be  content. 
Conft.  If  thou  that  bidft  me  be  content,  wert  grim, 

Ugly,  and  flandrous  to  thy  Mothers  Womb, 
Full  of  unpleafing  blots,  and  fightlefs  ftains, 
Lame,  foolilh,  crooked,  fwart,  prodigious, 

Patch'd  with  foul  Moles,  and  eye-offending  marks* 
I  would  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content, 
For  then  1  fhould  not  love  thee :  no,  nor  thou 

Become  thy  great  Birth,  nor  deferve  a  Crown; 
But 
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But  thou  art  fair,  and  at  thy  birth  (dear  Boy  j 
Nature  and  Fortune  joyn'd  to  make  thee  great. 
Of  Natures  Gifts  thou  may'if.  with  Lillies  boaft, 
And  with  the  half  blown  Rofe.  But  Fortune,  oh, 
She  is  corrupted,  changM,  and  won  from  thee, 

Sh'  adulterates  hourly  with  thy  Uncle  John, 
And  with  her  golden  hand  hath  pluckt  on  France 
To  tread  down  fair  refpecl  of  Soveraignty, 
And  made  his  Majefty  the  Bawd  to  theirs. 
France  is  a  Bawd  to  Fortune,  and  King  John, 
That  ftrumpet  Fortune,  thatufurping  John  : 
Tell  me,  thou  fellow,  is  not  France  forfworn  ? 
Envenom  him  with  words,  or  get  thee  gone, 
And  leave  thefe  woes  alone,  which  1  alone 
Am  bound  to  under-bear. 

Sal.  Pardon  me,  Madam, 
I  may  not  go  without  you  to  the  Kings. 

Confi.  Thou  mayeft,  thou  (halt,  I  will  not  go  with  thee. 
I  will  inftruct  my  forrows  to  be  proud, 
For  grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  ftoop  ; 
To  me  and  to  the  ftate  of  my  great  grief, 

Let  Kings  aflemble :  for  my  grief's  fo  great,- 
That  no  Supporter  but  the  huge  firm  Earth 
Can  hold  it  up  :  here  I  and  forrows  fit, 
Here  is  my  Throne,  bid  Kings  come  bow  to  it. 

ABas  berths,  Soma  prima. 

Enter  King  John,  France,  Dolphin,  Blanch,  Elianor,  Philip, 
Aufiria,  Con/lance. 

Fran.  'Tis  true  (  fair  Daughter  )  and  this  bleffed  day 
Ever  in  France  fhall  be  kept  Feftival : 
To  folemnize  this  day  the  glorious  Sun 
Stays  in  his  courfe,  and  plays  the  Alchymift, 
Turning  with  fpkndour  of  his  precious  eye 
The  meager  cloddy  Earth  to  glittering  Gold  : 
The  yearly  courfe  that  brings  this  day  about, 
Shall  never  fee  it,  but  a  Holy-day.  . 

Confi.  A  wicked  day,  and  not  a  Holy-day. 

Whac  hath  this  day  deferv'd  ?  what  hath  it  done, 
That  it  in  golden  Letters  fhould  be  fet 
Among  the  high  Tides  in  the  Kalendar  ? 
Nay,  rather  turn  this  day  out  of  the  Week, 

This  day  of  Shame,  Opprefiion,' Perjury. 
Or  if  it  mult  ftand  ftill,  let  Wives  with  Child 
Pray  that  their  Burthens  may  not  fall  this  day, 
Left  that  their  hopes  prodigioufly  be  croft  : 

But  f  on  this  day )  let  Sea-men  fear  no  wrack, 
No  bargains  break  that  are  not  this  day  made ; 
This  day  all  things  begun,  come  to  ill  end, 
Yea,  faith  itfelf,  to  hollow  falfhood  change. 

Fran.  By  Heaven,  Lady  you  fhall  have  no  caufe 
To  curfe  the  fair  Proceedings  of  this  day  : 

Have  I  not  pawn'dto  you  my  Majefty? 
Confi.  You  have  beguil'd  me  with  a  Counterfeit 

Refembling  Majefty,  which  being  touch'd  and  try'd, 
Proves  valuelefs  :  you  are  forfworn,  forfworn, 
You  came  in  Arms  to  fpill  my  Enemies  Blood, 
But  now  in  Arms,  you  ftrengthen  it  with  yours. 
The  grapling  vigor,  and  rough  frown  of  War 
Is  cold  in  amity,  and  painted  peace, 
And  our  Opprefiion  hath  made  up  this  League : 
Arm,  arm,  you  Heavens,  againft  thefe  perjurM  Kin^s, 
A  Widow  cryes,  be  Husband  tome  (Heavens) 
Let  not  the  hours  of  this  ungodly  day 

Wear  out  the  days  in  peace :  bat  e're  Sun-fet, 
Set  armed  difcord  'twixt  thefe  perjurM  Kings, 
Hear  me,  Oh,  hear  me. 

Aufi.  Lady  Con  fiance,  peace. 
Confi.  War,  war,  no  peace,  Peace  is  to  me  a  War  : 

O  Lymoges,  O  Aufiria,  thou  doft  fhame 

Thatbloudy  fpoil :  thou  Slave,thou  Wretch,thou  Coward 
Thou  Little  Valiant,  Great  in  Villany : 
Thou  ever  ftrong  upon  the  ftronger  fide ; 
Thou  Fortunes  Champion,  that  doft  never  fight 
But  when  her  humorous  Ladyfhip  is  by 
To  teach  thee  fafety :  thou  art  perjur'd  too. 
And  footh'ft  up  greatnefs.  What  a  Fool  art  thou, 
A  ramping  Fool,  to  brag,  to  ftamp,  and  fwear, 
Upon  my  Party  :  thou  cold-blouded  Slave, 
Haft  thou  not fpoke  like  Thunder  on  my  fide? 
Been  fworn  my  Souldier,  bidding  me  depend 
Upon  thy  Stars,  thy  Fortune,  and  thy  Strength, 
And  doft  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  Foes  ? 
Thou  wears  a  Lyons  hide  ?  doff  it  for  fhame, 
And  hang  a  Calves-skin  on  thole  recreant  Limbs. 

Aufi.  O  that  a  man  fhould  fpeak  thofe  words  to  me. 
Phil.  And  hang  a  Calves-skin  on  thofe  recreant  Limbs. 
Aufi.  Thou  dar'ft  not  fay  fo,  Villain,  for  thy  life. 
Phil.  And  hang  a  Calves-skin  on  thofe  recreant  Limbs. 
John.  We  like  not  this,  thou  doft  forget  thy  felf. 

Enter  Pandulph. 

Fran.  Here  comes  the  holy  Legate  of  the  Pope. 
Pan.  Hail  you  anointed  Deputies  of  Heaven  ; 

To  thee  King  John  my  holy  errand  is 
I  Pandulph  of  fair  Millane  Cardinal, 
And  from  Pope  Innocent  the  Legate  here, 
Do  in  his  Name  religioufly  demand 
Why  thou  againft  the  Church,  our  holy  Mother, 
So  wilfully  doft  fpurn,  and  force  perforce 
Keep  Stephen  Langton,  chofen  Archbifhop 
Of  Canterbury,  from  that  holy  See: 
This  in  our  forefaid  holy  Fathers  Name, 
Pope  Innocent,  I  do  demand  of  thee. 

John.  What  earthy  name  to  Interrogarories 
Can  tafte  the  free-breath  of  a  facred  King  ? 
Thou  canft  not  (Cardinal)  devife  a  name 

So  flight,  unworthy,  and  ridiculous 
To  charge  me  to  an  anfwer,  as  the  Pope  : 
Tell  him  this  tale,  and  from  the  mouth  of  England? 
Add  thus  much  more,  that  no  Italian  Prieft 
Shall  tythe  or  toll  in  our  Dominions : 
But  as  we,  under  Heaven,  are  fupream  head, 
So  under  him  that  great  Supremacy 

Where  we  do  Reign,  we  will  alone  uphold 
Without  th'  affiftance  of  a  mortal  hand : 
So  tell  the  Pope,  all  Reverence  fet  apart 
To  him  and  his  ufurp'd  Authority. 

Fran.  Brother  of  England,  you  blafpheme  in  this- 
John.  Though  you,  and  all  the  Kings  of  Criftendom 

Are  led  fo  grofly  by  this  medling  Prieft, 
Dreading  the  Curfe  that  Money  may  buy  out, 
And,  by  the  merit  of  vile  Gold,  drofs,  duft, 
Purchafe  corrupted  Pardon  of  a  man, 
Who  in  that  fale  fells  Pardon  from  himfelf : 

Thoughjou,  and  all  the  reft  fo  grofly  led, 

This  jugling  witch-craft  with  Revenue  cherifh, 
Yet  I  alone,  alone,  do  me  oppofe 
Againft  the  Pope,  and  count  his  Friends  my  Foes. 

Pand.  Then  by  the  lawful  power  that  I  have, 
Thou  fhalt  ftand  curft,  and  excommunicate, 
And  blefTed  fhall  he  be  that  doth  revolt 
From  his  Allegiance  to  an  Heretique, 

And  meritorious  fhall  that  hand  be  call'd, 
Canonized  and  wofhipp'd  as  a  Saint, 
That  takes  away  by  any  fecret  courfe 
Thy  hateful  life. 

Confi.  O  lawful  let  it  be 
That  1  have  room  with  Rome  to  curfe  a  while, 
Good  Father  Cardinal,  cry  thou  Amen 
To  my  keen  Curfes  j  for  without  my  Wrong 
There  is  no  Tongue  hath  power  to  curfe  him  right. 

Pan.  There's  Law  and  Warrant  (Lady)  for  my  curfe. 

Confi. 
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Conft .  And  for  mine  too,  when  Law  can  do  no  right. 
Let  it  be  lawful,  that  Law  bar  no  wrong 

Law  cannot  give  my  Child  his '  Kingdom  here  , For  he  that  holds  his  Kingdom,  holds  the  Law 

Therefore  fince  Law  it  felf  is  perfect  wrong, 

How  can  the  Law  forbid  my  Tongue  to  curfe  ? 

Pond.  Philip  of  France,  on  peril  of  a  curfe, 

Let  go  the  hand  of  that  Arch-luretique, 
And  raife  the  Power  of  France  upon  his  head, 

Unlefs  he  do  fubmithimfelf  to  Rome. 

Elea.  Look'ft  thou  pale,  France  ?  do  not  let  go  thy  hand. 
Conft.  Look  to  that  Devil,  left  that  France  repent, 

And  by  disjoyning  hands  Hell  lofea  Soul. 

Juft.  King  Philip,  liften  to  the  Cardinal. 

Baft.  And  hang  a  Calves-skin  on  his  recreant  Limbs. 
Atft.  Well,  Ruffian,  I  muft  pocket  up  thefe  wrongs, 

Becaufe, 

Baft.  Your  Breeches  belt  may  carry  them. 

John.  Philip,  what  fay 'ft  thou  to  the  Cardinal  ? 
Corf.  What  mould  he  fay,  but  as  the  Cardinal  ? 
Dolph.  Bethink  you  Father,  for  the  difference 

Is  purchafe  of  a  heavie  Curfe  from  Rome,, 
Or  the  light  lofs  of  England  (ov  a  Friend  : 
Forgo  the  eafier. 

BU.  That  is  the  Curfe  of  Rome. 
Con.  O  Levoisy  ftand  faft,  the  Devil  tempts  thee  here 

In  likenefs  of  a  new  untrimmed  Bride. 

BU.  The  Lady  Conft  ance  fpeaks  not  from  her  Faith  : 
But  from  her  Need. 

Conft.  Oh,  if  thou  grant  my  Need, 
Which  onely  lives  but  by  the  death  of  Fa'th, 
That  Need,  muft  needs  infer  this  Principle, 
That  Faith  would  live  again  by  death  or  Need : 
O  then  tread  down  my  Need,  and  Faith  mounts  up  s 
Keep  my  Need  up,  and  Faith  is  trodden  down. 

John.  The  King  is  moved,  and  anfwers  not  to  this. 
Conft.  O  be  removM  from  him,  and  anfwer  well : 
Auft.  Do  fo,  King  Philip,  hang  no  rfiore  in  doubt. 
Baft.  Hang  nothing  but  a  Calves-skin,  molt  fweet  lout. 
Fr  an.  I  am  perplcxt,  and  know  not  what  to  fay. 
Pan.  What  canft  thou  fay,  but  will  perplex  thee  more  ? 

If  thou  ftand  excommunicate,  and  curft  ? 
Fran.  Good  reverend  Father,  make  my  perfon  yours, 

And  tell  me  how  you  would  beftow  your  felf  ̂  
This  Royal  hand,  and  mine  are  newly  knit, 
And  the  conjunction  of  our  inward  fouls 

Married  in  league,  coupled  and  link'd  together 
W  ith  all  Religious  ftrength  of  facred  Vows : 
The  lateft  breath,  that  gave  the  found  of  words, 
Was  deep  fworn  Faith,  Peace,  Amity,  true  Love 
Between  our  Kingdoms  and  our  Royal  fives, 
And  even  before  this  Truce,  but  new  before, 
No  longer  than  we  well  could  walh  our  hands, 
To  clap  chis  Royal  Bargain  up  in  Peace, 

Heaven  knows  they  were  befniear'd  and  over  ftain'd 
Wi.h  Slaughter's  Pencil  ;  where  Revenge  did  paint 
The  feartul  difference  of  incenfed  Kings : 
Andfh  ll  thefe  hands  fo  lately  purg'd  of  Blood  ? 
So  newly  joyn'd  in  love  ?  fo  ftrong  in  both, 
U  :yoke  this  feifure,  and  this  kind  regreet  ? 
Play  faft  and  loofe  with  Faith  ?  fo  jeft  with  Heaven, 
Wake  fuch  unconftant  Children  of  our  felvcs, 
As  now  again  to  fnatch  our  Palm  from  Palm  ? 
Un  fwear  Faith  fworn,  and  on  the  Marriage-bed 
Of  fmiiing  Peace  to  march  a  bloody  Hoaft, 
And  makeario  on  the  gentle  brow 
Of  true  fineerity  ?  O  holy  Sir, 
My  reverend  Father,  Jet  it  not  be  fo  ; 
Out  of  your  grace,  devife,  ordain,  impofe 
Some  gentle  Order,  and  then  we  fhall  be  bleft 
To  do  your  pleafure,  and  continue  Friends. 

Pand.  All  Form  is  formlefs,  Order  orderlefs, 
Save  what  is  oppofite  to  England's  love. 
Therefore  to  Arms^  be  Champion  of  our  Church, 

Or  let  the  Church  our  Mother  breathe  her  ci.rfe, 
A  Mothers  curfe,  on  her  revolting  Son. 

France,  thou  ma/'ft  hold  a  Serpent  by  the  Tongue, 
Acafed  Lyon  by  the  mortal  Paw, 
A  fafting  Tyger  fafer  by  the  Tooth, 
Than  k-.ep  in  peace  that  hand  which  thou  doft  held. 

Fran.  1  may  dis-joyn  my  Hand,  but  not  my  Fai 
Pand.  So  mak'lt  thou  Faith  an  Enemy  to  Faith, 

And  like  a  Civil  War  fet'ft  Oath  to  Oath, 
Thy  Tongue  againft  thy  Tongue.  O  Icl  thy  Vow 
Firft  made  to  Heaven,  firft  be  to  Heaven  perroi  m'd> 
That  is,  to  be  the  Champion  of  our  Church-, 

What  fince  thou  fwor'jt,  is  fworn  agaimfc  thy  felf, 
And  may  not  be  performed  by  thy  lelf, 
For  that  whieh  thou  halt  fworn  to  do  amifs, 
Is  not  amifs  when  it  is  truly  done  :  • 
And  bung  not  done,  where  doing  tends  to  ill, 
The  truth  is  then  molt  done,  not  doing  it : 
The  better  Ait  or  Purpofes  miftook, 
is  to  miftake  again,  though  indirect, 
Yet  indirection  thereby  grows  direct, 
And  falfehood,  falfehood  cures,  as  lire  cools  fire 

Within  the  Icon  hing  veins  of  one  new  bdrn*d. 
It  is  Religion  that  doth  make  Vows  kept, 
But  thou  halt  fworn  againft  Religion  : 

By  what  thou  fwear'ft,  againft  the  thing  thou  fwear'ft  : 
And  mak'ft  an  Oath  the  lurety  for  thy  Truth  : 
igainft  an  Oath  the  Truth,  thou  art  unfure 
To  fw.ar,  fwears,  only  not  to  be  forfworn, 
Life  what  a  mockery  mould  it  be  tofwear? 
But  thou  doft  fwear,  only  to  be  forfworn, 
A  d  molt  forfworn,  to  keep  what  thou  doft  fwear, 
Therefore  thy  latter  Vows,  againft  thy  firft, 
Is  in  thy  felf  Rebellion  to  thy  felf : 
And  better  Conqueft  never  canft  thoir  make^ 
Tan  arm  thy  conitant  and  thy  nobler  parts 
Againft  ihele  giddy  loofe  fuggeftions : 

Upon  which  better  part,  our  Pray'rs  come  in 
It  thou  vouchlafe  them.  But  if  not,  then  know 
The  peril  of  our  Curfes  light  on  thee 
So  iieav),  as  thou  fhalt  not  fhake  them  ofT, 
But  in  defpair,  dye  under  rheir  black  weights 

Auft.  Rebellion,  flat  Rebellion. 

Baft.  Will't  not  be  ? 
Will  not  a  Calves-skin  ftop  that  mouth  of  thine? 

Daul.  Father,  to  Arms. 
Blanch.  Upon  thy  Wedding-  day  ? 

Againft  the  blood  that  thou  haft  married  ? 
What  fhall  our  Fealt  be  kept  with  flaughtered  men  ? 
Shall  braying  Trumpets,  and  loud  chmiiih  Drums, 
Clamours  of  Hell,  be  meafures  to  our  Pomp  ? 
0  Husband,  hear  me  :  ay,  alack,  how  new 
;s  Husband  in  my  Mouth  ?  even  for  that  Name 

Which  till  this  time  my  Tongue  did  ne're  pronounce; 
Upon  my  knee  I  beg,  go  not  to  Arms 
Againft  mine  Uncle- 

Conft.  O,  upon  my  knee,  made  hard  with  kneeling, 
1  do  pray  to  thee,  thou  vertuous  Daidphin, 
Alter  not  the  Doom  fore-thought  by  Heaven, 

Blan.  Now  fhall  1  fee  thy  love,  what  motive  may 
Be  ftronger  with  thee  than  the  Name  of  Wife  ? 

Co  ft.  That  which  upholdeth  him,  that  thee  upholds, 

His  Honour.  Oh  thine*  Honour,  Lewis,  thine  Honour. 
Dolph.  1  mufe  your  Majefty  doth  feem  focold, 

When  fuch  profound  Refpects  do  pull  you  on  ? 
Pand.  1  will  denounce  a  Curfe  upon  his  head. 
Fran.  Thou  fhalt  not  need.  England,  I  will  fall  from  thee. 
Cvnft.  O  fair  return  of  banifh  d  Majefty. 
Elea.  O  foul  revolt  of  French  Iuconftancy. 
Eng.  France,  thou  fhalt  rue  i  his  hour  within  this  hour. 

Baft.  Old  Time  the  Clock-Setter,that  bald  Sexton,  Time, 
Is  it  as  he  will  ?  well  then,  France  fhall  rue. 

Blan.  The  Sun's  o'recaft  with  Blood :  fair  pay  adieu. 
Which  is  the  fide  that  I  muft  go  vvithall  ? 

I  am 
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I  am  with  both,  each  Army  hath  a  hand, 

;  in  their  rage,  I  having  hold  of  both, 
They  whurle  alfunder,  and  difmember  ific. 

i  Ius6and,  I  cannot  pray  that  thou  may'ft  win  :  . 
U  iele,I  needs  mult  pray  that  thou  may'ft  lofe  2 

her,  I  may  not  wifh  the  fortune  thine : 
C I  v  indam,  I  will  not  wifh  thy  wifhes  thrive  * 
Wl.o  t  vcr  wins,  on  that  fide  fhall  I  lofe  : 

Allured  lofsf  before  the  match  be  plaid. 
Loli-b.  Lady,  with  me,  with  me  thy  Fortune  lies. 

„  Bla.  There  where  my  Fortune  lives,  there  my  life  dies. 
John.  Co  fen,  go  draw  our  Puiflance  together} 

France,  I  am  burn'd  up  with  inflaming  wrath, 

A  i-age,'  whofe  heat  hath  this  condition  j That  nothing  can  allay,  nothing  but  Blood, 
Thff  Blood  and  deareft  valued  Blood  of  France. 

Fn.-.  Thy  rage  mail  burn  thee  up,  and  thou  (hall  turn 
To  allies,  e're  our  blood  fhall  quench  that  fire : 
Look  to  thy  felf,  thou  art  in  jeopardy. 

John.  No  more  than  he  that  threats.  To  Arms  let's  hie. 

\Exeunt. 

•  Scana  Sccunda. 

AUarms,  Excurfions  :  Enter  BafUrd  with  Auftrid' shead. 

Baft,  Now  by  my  life,  this  day  grows  wondrous  hot, 
Seme  ayery  Devil  hovers  in  theskie, 

And  pours  down  mifchief.  Auftna's  head  lye  fliere, 

Enter  John,  Arthur,  Hubert. 

While  Philip  breathes. 
John.  Hubert,  keep  this  Boy  :  Philip  make  up, 

My  Mother  is  aflailed  in  our  Tent, 
And  tanc^  I  fear. 

Baft.  My  Lord  I  refcued  her. 
Her  Highnefs  is  in  fafety,  fear  you  not : 
But  on,  my  Liege,  for  very  little  Pains 
Will  bring  this  labour  to  an  happy  end.  [Exit. 

Alarms,  Excurfions,  Retreat.  Enter  John  Eleanor,  Arthur, 
Baft  or  d,  Hubert,  Lords. 

John.  So  fhall  it  be  :  your  grace  fhall  ftay  behind 
So  ftrongly  guarded  :  Cofen,  look  not  fad, 
Thy  Grandam  loves  thee,  and  thy  Uncle  will 
As  dear  be  to  thee,  as  thy  Father  was. 

Anh.  O  this  will  make  my  Mother  die  with  grief. 
John.  Cofen,  away  for  England,  hafte  before, 

And  e're  our  coming  fee  thou  fhake  the  Bags 
Of  hoarding  Abbots,  imprifbned  Angels 
Set  at  liberty  :  The  fat  ribs  of  Peace 
Mnft  by  the  hungry  now  be  fed  upon: 
Hie  our  Commilfion  in  his  utmoft  force. 

Baft.  Bell,  Book,  and  Candle,  fhall  not  drive  me  back, 
When  Gold  and  Silver  becks  me  to  come  on. 
I  leave  your  Highnefs  :  Grandam,  I  will  pray 
(Tf  ever  I  remember  to  be  holy) 
For  your  fair  fafety ;  fo  I  kifs  your  hand. 

Elc.  Farewell,  gentle  Cofen,  * 
John.  Coz,  farewell. 
Ele.  Come  hither  little  Kinfman,  hark,  a  word. 
John.  Come  hither,  Hubert.  O  my  gentle  Hubert, 

We  owe  thee  much  :  within  this  wall  of  flefh 
There  is  a  Soul  counts  thee  her  Creditor, 
And  with  advantage  means  to  pay  thy  love  : 
And,  my  good  Friend,  thy  voluntary  Oath 
Lives  in  this  bofom,  dearly  cherifhed. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  I  had  a  thing  to  fay, 
But  I  will  fit  it  with  fome  better  tune. 

By  Heaven,  Hubert, lam  almoft  afham'd 

To  fay  what  good  refpeft  I  have  of  thee. 
Hub.  I  am  much  bounden  to  your  Majefty. 
John.  Good  Friend,  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fay  foyet, 

But  thou  fhalt  have  :  and  creep  time  ne're  fo  flow, 
Yet  it  fhall  come  for  me  to  do  thee  good. 
I  had  a  thing  to  fay,  but  let  it  go : 
The  Sun  is  in  the  Heaven,  and  the  proud  day, 
Attended  with  the  pleafure  of  the  world, 
Is  all  too  wanton,  and  too  full  of  gawds, 
To  give  me  audience,  if  the  midnight  Bell 
Did  with  his  Iron  Tongue,  and  Brazen  Mouth 
Sound  on  into  the  drowfie  race  of  night :  • 
If  this  fame  were  a  Church-yard  where  we  ftand, 
And  thou  poflefTed  with  a  thoufand  W rongs : 
Or  if  that  furly  Spirit,  Melancholly, 

Had  bak'd  thy  Blood,  and  made  it  heavy,  thick, 
Which  elfe  runs  tickling  up  and  down  the  Veins, 
Making  that  idiot  Laughter  keep  mens  Eies, 
And  ftrain  their  Cheeks  to  idle  Merriment, 
A  paffion  hateful  to  my  Purpofes : 
Or  if  that  thou  couldftfee  me  without  Eies, 
Hear  me  without  thine  Ears,  and  make  reply 
Without  a  Tongue,  ufing  conceit  alone, 
Without  Eies,  Ears,  and  harmful  found  of  Words : 
Then,  in  defpight  of  brooded  watchful  day, 
I  would  into  thy  bofom  pour  my  thoughts : 
But  ( ah)  I  will  not,  yet  I  love  thee  well, 

And  by  my  troth  I  think  thou  lov'ft  me  well. 
Hub.  So  well,  that  what  you  bid  me  undertake^ 

Though  that  my  death  were  adjunct  to  my  Ad, 

By  Heaven  I  would  do  it. 
John.  Do  not  I  know  thou  wouldft  ? 

Good  Hubert,  Hubert,  Hubert  throw  thine  eye 

On  yon  young  Boy  :  l'le  tell  thee  what,  my  Friend, 
He  is  a  very  Serpent  in  my  way, 

And  wherefoe're  this  Foot  of  mine  doth  tread, 
He  lyes  before  me  :  doft  thou  underftand  me  ? 
Thou  art  his  Keeper. 

Hub.  And  l'le  keep  him  fo, 
That  he  fhall  not  offend  your  Majefty. 

John.  Death. Hub.  My  Lord. 

John.  A  Grave. 
Hub.  He  fhall  not  live. 
John.  Enough. 

I  could  be  merry  now,  Hubert,  I  love  thee. 
Well,  l'le  not  fay  what  I  intend  for  thee  : 
Remember  :  Madam,  fare  you  well. 

Tie  fend  thofe  Powers  o're  to  your  Majefty. 
Ek.  My  bleffing  go  with  thee. 
John.  For  England  Cofen,  go. 

Hubert  fhall  be  your  man,  to  attend  on  you 

With  all  true  duty  :  on  toward  C alike,  hoa.  lExeunt. 

Scana  Tertia. 

Enter  France,  Dolphin,  Pandupho.  Attendants. 

Fran.  So  by  a  roaring  Tempeft  on  the  Floods 
A  whole  Armado  of  convicted  Sail 

Is  fcattered  and  disjoyned  from  fellowfhip. 
Pand.  Courage  and  comfort,  all  fhall  yet  go  well. 
Fran.  What  can  go  well,  when  we  have  run  fo  ill  ? 

Are  we  not  beaten  ?  Is  not  Anglers  loft  ? 
Arthur  tane  Prifoner  ?  divers  dear  Friends  flain  ? 

And  bloody  England  into  England  gone, 
O're-bearing  Interruption  fpight  of  France} 

E>ol.  What  he  hath  won, that  hath  he  fortified: 

So  hot  a  fpeed,  with  fuch  Advice  difpos'd, 
Such  temperate  Order  in  fo  fierce  a  Caufe, 
Doth  want  Example :  who  hath  read,  or  heard 
Of  any  kindred-action  like  to  this  ? 

Fran. 
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Fran.  Well  could  I  bear  that  England  had  this  Praife, 
So  we  could  find  forae  Pattern  of  our  Shame. 

Enter  Confiance. 

Look,  who  comes  here  ?  a  Grave  unto  a  Soul, 

Holding  th'eternal  Spirit  againft  her  Will, 
In  the  vile  Prifon  of  afflicted  Breath  : 

I  Prethee,  Lady,  go  away  with  me. 
Confi.  Lo,  now :  now  fee  the  ilTue  of  your  Peace. 
Fran.  Patience,  good  Lady,  comfort  gentle  Confiance. 
Confi.  No,  I  dene  all  Counfel,  all  Redrefs, 

But  that  which  ends  all  Counfel,  true  Redrefs, 
Death,  Death,  O  amiable,  lovely  Death, 
Thou  odoriferous  ftench  :  found  rottennefs, 
Arife  forth  from  the  Couch  of  lafting  Night, 
Thou  hate  and  terror  to  Profperity, 
And  I  will  kifs  thy  deteftable  Bones. 

And  put  my  eye-balls  in  thy  vaulty  Brows, 
And  ring  thefe  Fingers  with  thy  houfhold  Worms, 
And  Hop  this  gap  of  breath  with  fulfom  dull, 
And  be  a  Carrion  Monfter  like  thy  felf : 

Come,  grin  on  me,  and  1  will  think  thou  fmil'ft, 
And  bufs  thee  as  thy  Wife :  Miferies  Love, 
O  come  to  me. 

Fran.  G  fair  Affliction,  Peace. 
Confi.  No,  no,  1  will  not,  having  breath  to  cry : 

0  that  my  Tongue  were  in  the  Thunders  Mouth, 
Then  with  a  Paflion  I  would  make  the  World, 

And  rowze  from  deep  that  fell  Anatomy 
Which  cannot  hear  a  Ladys  feeble  Voice, 
Which  fcorns  a  modern  Invocation. 

Fand.  Lady,  you  utter  madnefs,  and  not  forrow. 
Confi.  Thdu  art  not  holy  to  belye  me  fo, 

1  am  not  mad  :  this  hair  I  tear  is  mine., 

My  name  is  Confiance,  I  was  Geffrey's  Wife, 
Young  Arthur  is  my  Son,  and  he  is  loft : 
I  am  not  mad.,  1  would  to  Heaven  I  were, 

For  then 'tis  like  I  mould  forget  my  felf: 

O,  if  I  could,  what  grief  fhould  I  forget ' 
Preach  fome  Philofophy  to  make  me  mad, 

And  thou  fhalt  be  Canoniz'd  (Cardinal) 
For,  being  not  mad,  but  fenfible  of  grief^ 
My  reafonable  part  produces  Reafon 

How  I  may  be  deliver'd  of  thefe  Woes, 
And  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hang  my  felf: 
If  I  were  mad,  I  mould  forget  my  Son, 
Or  madly  think  a  Babe  of  Clouts  were  he 
I  am  not  mad  :  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 
The  different  Plague  of  each  Calamity. 

Fran.  Bind  up  thofe  Treffes :  O  what  love  I  note 

In  the  fair  multitude  of  thofe  her  Hairs  •, 
Where  but  by  chance  a  filver  drop  hath  fain, 
Even  to  that  drop  ten  thoufand  wiery  Fiends 
Do  glew  themfelves  in  fociable  grief, 
Like  true,  infeparable,  faithful  Loves, 
Sticking  together  in  Calamity. 

Confi.  To  England,  if  you  will. 
Fran.  Bind  up  your  Hairs. 
Confi.  Yes,  that  I  will :  and  wherefore  will  I  do  it  ? 

I  tore  them  from  their  Bonds,  and  cry'd  aloud, 
O,  that  thefe  hands  could  fo  redeem  my  Son, 
As  they  have  given  thefe  Hairs  their  liberty  : 
But  now  I  envy  at  their  Liberty  : 
And  will  again  commit  them  to  their  Bonds, 
Becaufe  my  poor  Child  is  a  Prifoner. 
And  Father  Cardinal,  I  have  heard  you  fay 
That  we  fhall  fee  and  know  our  Friends  in  Heaven  t 

If  that  be  true,  I  fhall  fee  my  Boy  again  : 
For  fince  the  birth  of  Cain,  the  fir  ft  Male-child 
To  him  that  did  but  yefterday  fufpire, 
There  was  not  fuch  a  gracious  Creature  born : 

I  But  now  will  Canker-forrow  eat  my  Bud, 
And  chafe  the  native  Beauty  from  his  Cheek* 
And  he  will  look  as  hollow  as  a  Ghoft, 
As  dim  and  meager  as  an  Agues  fit, 

And  fo  he'l  dye:  and  rifing  foagain, 
When  I  fhall  meet  him  in  the  Court  of  Heaven 
I  fhall  not  know  him:  therefore  never,  never 

Muft  I  behold  my  Pretty  Arthur  more. 
Fand.  You  hold  too  hainous  a  refpet  of  grief. 

Confi.  He  talks  to  me  that  never  had  a  Son. 
Fran.  You  are  as  fond  of  Grief,  as  of  your  Child. 
Confi.  Grief  fills  the  room  up  of  my  abfent  Child  : 

Lies  in  his  Bed,  walks  up  and  down  with  me, 
Puts  on  his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words, 
Remembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  parts, 
Stuffs  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  Form, 
Then  have  I  reafon  to  be  fond  of  grief? 
Fare  you  well :  had  you  fuch  a  lofs  as  I, 
I  could  give  better  comfort  than  you  do. 
I  will  not  keep  this  Form  upon  my  head, 
When  there  is  fuch  diforderin  my  Wit: 

O  Lord,  my  Boy,  my  Arthur,  my  fair  Son, 

My  life,  my  joy,  my  food,  my  all  the  world.  < 
My  Widow-comfort,  and  my  Sorrows  cure.  [_Exit 

Fran.  I  fear  fome  outrage,  and  Pie  follow  her.  VExit 

Dol.  There's  nothing  in  this  world  can  make  me  joy. 
Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  tale, 
Vexing  the  dull  ear  of  a  drowfie  man^ 

And  bitter  fhame  hath  fpoil'd  the  fweet  words  tafte, 
Thar,  it  yields  nought  but  fhame  and  bitternefs. 

Pand.  Before  the  curing  of  a  ftrong  difeafe, 
Even  in  the  inftant  of  repair  and  health, 
The  fit  is  ftrongeft  :  evils  that  take  leave, 
On  their  departure,  moft  of  all  fhew  evil : 
What  have  you  loft  by  lofing  of  this  day  ?  i 

Dol.  All  days  of  glory,  joy,  and  happinefs. 
Fand.  If  you  had  won  it,  certainly  you  had. 

No,  no :  when  Fortune  means  to  men  moft  good, 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threatning  Eye  : 

'Tis  ftrange  to  think  how  much  King  John  hath  loft 
In  this  which  he  accounts  fo  clearly  won : 

Are  not  you  griev'd  that  Arthur  is  his  Prifoner  ? 
Dol.  As  heartily  as  he  is  glad  he  hath  him. 
Fand.  Your  Mind  is  all  as  youthful  as  your  Blood. 

Now  hear  me  fpeal|  with  a  Prophetick  Spirit : 
For  even  the  breath  of  what  I  mean  to  fpeak, 
Shall  blow  each  dull,  each  ftraw,  each  little  rub 
Out  of  the  Path  which  fhall  directly  lead 

Thy  foot  to  England's  Throne.  And  therefore  mark  : 
John  hath  feiz'd  Arthur,  and  it  cannot  be, 
That  whiles  warm  life  plays  in  that  Infants  veins, 

The  mifplac'd-Jo/w  fhould  entertain  an  hour, 
One  minute,  nay  one  quiet  breath  of  reft. 

A  Scepter  fnatch'd  with  an  unruly  hand, 
Muft  be  as  boyfteroufly  maintain'd  as  gain'd. 
And  he  that  ftands  upon  a  flipp'ry  place, 
Makes  nice  of  no  vile  hold  to  ftay  him  up : 

That  John  may  ftand,  then  Arthur  needs  muft  fall, 
So  be  it,  for  it  cannot  be  but  fo. 

Dol.  But  what  fhall  I  gain  by  young  Arthur'?,  fall  ? 
Fand.  You,  in  the  right  of  Lady  Blanch  your  Wife, 

May  then  make  all  the  Claim  that  Arthur  did- 
Dol.  And  lofe  it,  life  and  all^  as  Arthur  did. 
Fand.  How  green  you  are,  and  frefh  in  this  old  world? 

John  lays  you  Plots :  the  Times  confpire  with  you, 
For  he  thatfteeps  his  fafety  in  true  Blood, 
Shall  find  but  bloody  fafety  and  untrue- 
This  Act  fo  evilly  born  fhall  cool  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people,  and  freeze  up  their  zeal, 
That  none  fo  fmall  advantage  fhall  ftep  forth 
To-check  his  Reign,  but  they  will  cherifh  it. 
No  natural  exhalation  in  the  Skie, 

No  fcope  of  Nature  j  no  diftemper'd  Day, 
No  common  Wind,  no  cuftomed  Event, 

But  they  will  pluck  away  his  Natural  Gaufe, 
And  call  them  Meteors,  Prodigies,  2nd  Signs, 
Abortives,  Prefages.  2nd  Tongues  of  Heaven^ 
Plainly  denouncing  Vengeance  upon  Jtihv, 

Dol 
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Del.  May  be  he  will  not  touch  young  Arthur^  life, 
But  hold  himfelffafc  in  his  Prilbnment. 

r. !>:({.  O  Sir,  when  he  (hall  hear  of  your  approach, 
If  that  young  Arthur  be  .not  gone  already, 
Even  at  this  news  he  dies  ••  and  then  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  People  (hall  revolt  from  him, 
And  kifs  the  lips  of  unacquainted  Change, 
And  pick  ftrong  matter  of  Revolt,  and  Wrath 
Out  of  the  Bloody  Fingers  ends  of  John. 
Methinks  1  fee  this  Hurley  all  on  foot ; 
And  O,  what  better  matttr  breeds  for  you, 

Than  I  have  nam'd.  The  Ballard  Fmlconbrtdge 
Is  now  in  England  ranfacking  the  Church, 
Offending  Charity  :  If  but  a  dozen  French 
Were  there  in  Arms,  they  would  be  as  a  Call 
To  train  ten  thoufand  EngUflj  to  their  fide  j 
Or,  as  a  little  fnow,  tumbled  about, 
Anon  becomes  a  mountain.  O  noble  Dolphin, 

Go  with  me  to  the  King,  'tis  wonderful, 
What  may  be  wrought  out  of  their  Difcontent, 
Now  that  their  Souls  are  top  full  of  Offence, 
For  England  go  ;  I  will  whet  on  the  King. 

Dol.  Strong  Reafons  makes  ftrong  Actions :  let  us  go, 
If  you  fay  I,  the  King  will  not  fay  no.  [Exeunt 

Exec.  I  hope  your  Warrant  will  bear  out  the  Deed ! 

Hub.  Uncleanly  Scruples,  fear  not  you :  look  to't. 
Young  Lad  come  forth    I  have  to  fay  with  you. 

Enter  Arthur. 

Ar.  Good  morrow,  Hubert. 
Hub.  Good  morrow,  little  Prince. 
Ar.  As  little  Prince,  having  fo  great  a  Title 

To  be  more  Prince,  as  may  be  :  you  are  fad. 
Hub.  Indeed  I  have  been  merrier. 

Ar.  Mercy  on  me  : 
Methinks  no  body  fhould  be  fad  but  I  : 
Yet  I  remember  when  I  was  in  France 

Young  Gentlemen  would  be  as  fad  as  night 
Only  for  wantonnefs :  by  my  Chrifrendom, 
So  1  were  out  of  Prifon,  and  kept  Sheep, 
I  mould  be  as  merry  as  the  day  is  long  : 
And  fo  I  would  be  here,  but  that  I  doubt 
My  Uncle  practifes  more  harm  to  me  : 
He  is  afraid  of  me,  and  I  of  him  : 

Is  it  my  fault  that  I  was  Geffrey* %  Son  ? 
No  indeed  is't  not,  and  I  would  to  Heaven 
I  were  your  Son,  lb  you  would  love  me,  Hubert. 

Hub.  If  I  talk  to  him,  with  his  innocent  prate 
He  will  awake  my  Mercy,  which  lyes  dead  : 
Therefore  I  will  be  fudden,  and  difpatch. 

Ar.  Are  you  fick,  Hubert  ?  you  look  pale  to  day ; 
Infooth  I  would  you  were  a  little  fick, 
That  I  might  fit  all  night  and  watch  with  you. 
I  warrant  I  love  you  more  than  you  do  me. 

Hub.  His  words  do  take  pofleflion  of  my  Bofom. 
Read  here,  young  Arthur.  How  now  foolilh  rheume  ? 
Turning  difpitious  Torture  out  of  door  ? 
I  mull  be  brief,  left  Refolution  drop 
Out  at  mine  Eyes,  in  tender  Womanilh  Tears; 
Can  you  not  read  it  ?  Is  it  not  fair  writ  ? 

Ar.  Tco  fairly,  Hubert,  for  fo  foul  Effect, 
Muft  you  with  hot  Irons  burn  out  both  mine  Eyes  1 

Hub.  Young  Boy,  I  muft. 

Ar.  And  will  you  ? 
Hub.  And  1  will. 

Ar.  Have  you  the  heart?  When  your  head  did  but  ake, 

I  knit  my  Hand-kercher  about  your  Brows 

("The  belt  I  had,  a  Princefs  wrought  it  me) 
And  I  did  never  ask  it  you  again : 
And  with  my  Hand,  at  midnight  held  your  Head; 
And  like  the  watchful  Minutes,  to  the  Hour, 

Still  and  anon  chear'd  up  the  heavy  time  ; 
Saying,  what  lack  you  i  and  where  lies  your  grief  ? 
Or  what  good  love  may  I  perforin  for  you  ? 
Many  a  poor  mans  Son  would  have  lain  (till, 

And  ne're  have  fpoke  a  loving  word  to  you : 
But  you,  at  your  fick  fervice  had  a  Prince : 
Nay,  you  may  think  my  love  was  crafty  love, 
And  call  it  cunning.  Do,  and  if  you  will, 

If  Heaven  be  pleas'd,  that  you  muft  ufe  me  ill, 
Why  then  you  muft.  Will  you  put  out  mine  Eies  ? 
Thefe  Eies,  that  never  did,  nor  never  ihall 
So  much  as  frown  on  you. 

Hub.  I  have  fwom  to  do  it, 
And  with  hot  Irons  muft  I  burn  them  out. 

Ar.  Ah,  none  but  in  this  Iron  age,  would  do  it : 
The  Iron  of  it  felf,  though  heat  red  hot, 
Approaching  near  thefe  Eies,  would  drink  my  tears, 
And  quench  this  fiery  Indignation, 
Even  in  the  matter  of  mine  Innocence  : 

Nay,  after  that,  confume  away  in  Ruft, 
But  for  containing  Fire  to  harm  mine  Eye : 

Are  you  more  ftubborn  hard,  than  hamraer'd  Iron  ? 
And  if  an  Angel  fhould  have  come  to  me, 
And  told  me  Hubert  fliould  put  out  mine  Eyes, 

I  would  not  have  believ'd  him  :  no  Tongue  but  H uteri's. 
Hub.  Come  forth  :  Do  as  I  bid  you  do . 
Ar.  O  fave  me,  Hubert ,  fave  me :  my  Eies  are  out 

Even  with  the  fierce  looks  of  thefe  bloody  men. 
Hub.  Give  me  the  Iron,  I  fay,  and  bind  him  here. 
Ar.  Alas,  what  need  you  be  fo  boifterous  rough  ? 

I  will  not  ftruggle,  I  will  ftand  ftone  ft  ill : 
For  Heaven  lake,  Hubert,  let  me  not  be  bound : 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert,  drive  thefe  men  away, 
And  I  will  fit  as  quiet  as  a  Lamb. 
I  will  not  ftir,  nor  wince,  nor  fpeak  a  word, 
Nor  look  upon  the  Iron  angerly : 

Thruft  but  thefe  men  away,  and  1'le  forgive  you, 
What  ever  torment  you  do  put  me  to. 

Hub.  Go,  ftand  within :  let  me  alone  with  him. 

Exec.  I  am  beft  pleas'd  to  be  from  fuch  a  deed. 
Art.  Alas,  I  then  have  chid  away  my  Friend, 

He  hath  a  ftern  Look,  but  a  gentle  Heart : 
Let  him  come  back,  that  his  companion  may 
Give  life  to  yours. 

Hub.  Come  f  Boy j  prepare  your  felf. 
Ar.  Is  there  no  remedy  ? 
Hub.  None,  but  to  lofe  your  Eyes. 
Art.  O  Heaven  :  that  there  were  but  a  Moth  in  yours, 

A  Grain,  a  Dull,  a  Gnat,  a  wandring  Hair, 
Any  Annoyance  in  that  precious  fenfe  : 
Then  feeling  what  fmall  things  are  boifterous  there, 
Your  vile  intent  muft  needs  feem  horrible. 

Hub.  Is  this  your  Promife  ?  Go  too,  hold  your  Tongue. 
Ar.  Hubert,  the  utterance  of  a  brace  of  Tongues, 

Muft  needs  want  pleading  for  a  pair  of  Eyes: 
Let  me  not  hold  my  Tongue,  let  me  not,  Hubert, 
Or,  Hubert,  if  you  will,  cut  out  my  Tongue, 
So  I  may  keep  mine  Eies,  O  fpare  mine  Eies, 
Though  to  no  ufe,  but  frill  to  look  on  you. 
Lo,  by  my  troth,  the  inftrument  is  cold, 
And  would  not  harm  me. 

Hub.  I  can  heat  it,  Boy.  > 

Ar.  No,  in  geed  footh,  the  fire  is  dead  with  grief, 

Being  create  for  comfort,  to  be  us'd 
In  undeferved  Extreams :  fee  elfe  your  felf, 
There  is  no  malice  in  this  burning  coal, 

5  The 

Aftus  tQuinttis.   Soma  prima. 

Enter  Hubert  and  Executioners. 

Hub.  Heat  me  thefe  Irons  hot,  and  look  thou  ftand 
Within  the  Arras :  when  I  ftrike  my  foot 
Upon  the  bofcm  of  the  ground,  rufh  forth 
And  bind  the  Boy,  which  you  Ihall  find  with  me, 

Faft  to  the  Chair:  be  heedful  ••  hence,  and  watch. 
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The  breath  of  Heaven  hath  blown  his  Spirit  out, 

And  ftrew'd  repentant  afhes  on  his  head. 
Hub.  But  with  my  breath  I  can  revive  it,  Boy. 
Art.  And  if  you  do,  you  will  but  make  it  blufh, 

And  glow  with  fhame  of  your  proceedings,  Hubert : 

Nay,  it  perchance  will  fparkle  in  your  Eyes-* 
And,  like  a  Dog  that  is  compell'd  to  fight, 
Snatch  at  his  Mailer  that  doth  tarre  him  on. 

All  things  that  you  mould  ufe  to  do  me  wrong 

Deny  their  Office'  only  you  do  lack 
That  Mercy  which  fierce  Fire,  and  Iron  extends, 
Creatures  of  note  for  Mercy,  lacking  ufes. 

Hub.  Well,  fee  to  live :  I  will  not  touch  thine  Eye 
For  all  the  Treafure  that  thine  Uncle  owes, 
Yet  am  I  fworn,  and  I  did  purpofe,  Boy, 
With  this  fame  very  Iron,  to  burn  them  out. 

Art.  O  now  you  look  like  Hubert.  All  this  while 

You  were  difguis'd. 
Hub.  Peace  :  no  more.  Adieu^ 

Your  Uncle  mull  not  know  but  you  are  dead. 
Tie  fill  thefe  dogged  Spies  with  falfe  Reports : 
And,  pretty  Child,  fleep  doubtlefs,  and  fecure, 
That  Hubert,  for  the  Wealth  of  all  the  World, 
Will  not  offend  thee. 

Art.  O  heaven.'  I  thank  you,  Hubert. 
Hub.  Silence,  no  more:  go  clofely  in  with  me. 

Much  danger  do  I  undergo  for  thee.  [Exeunt. 

Scana  Suunda. 

Emer  John,  Pembroke,  Salisbury,  and  other  Lords. 

John.  Here  once  again  we  fit,  once  again  crownd, 

And  look'd  upon,  I  hope,  with  chearful  Eyes, 
Pem.  This  once  again  (but  that  your  Highnefs  pleas 'd) 

Was  once  fuperfluous:  you  were  Crown'd  before, 
And  that  high  Royalty  was  n'  ere  pluck'd  off  •• 
The  Faiths  of  men,  ne're  ftained  with  Revolt : 

"rem  Expectation  troubled  not  the  Land 
With  any  long'd-for  change,  or  better  State. 

Sal.  Therefore  to  be  poffefs'd  with  double  Pomp, 
To  guard  a  Title  that  was  rich  before  ̂  
To  gild  refined  Gold,  to  paint  the  Lilly, 
To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  Violet, 
To  fmooth  the  Ice,  or  add  another  hew 
Unto  the  Rainbow  j  or  with  Taper-light 
To  feek  the  beauteous  Eye  of  Heaven  to  garnifh, 

"s  wafteful  and  ridiculous  excefs. 
fem.  But  that  your  Royal  Pleafure  muft  be  done, 

This  Act.  is  as  an  ancient  Tale  new  told, 
And  in  the  laft  repeating  troublefom, 
Being  urged  at  a  time  unfeafonable. 

Sal.  In  this  the  Antick,  and  well  noted  face 
Of  plain  old  form,  is  much  disfigured, 
And  like  a  fhifted  Wind  unto  a  Sail, 
It  makes  the  courfe  of  thoughts  to  fetch  about, 
Startles  and  frights  Confideration  1 
Makes  found  Opinion  fick,  and  Truth  fufpected, 

For  putting  on  fo  new  a  fafhion'd  Robe. 
Pem.  When  Workmen  ftrive  to  do  better  than  Well, 

They  do  confound  their  Skill  in  Covetoufnefs, 
And  oftentimes  excufing  of  a  Fault, 
Doth  make  the  Fault  the  worfe  by  th'excufe  : 
As  Patches  fet  upon  a  little  Breach, 
Difcredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  Fault, 

Than  did  the  Fault  before  it  was  fo  patch'd. 
Sal.  To  this  Effect,  before  you  were  new  crown'd, 

We  breath'd  our  Counfel :  but  it  pleas'd  your  Highnefs 
To  over-bear  it,  and  we  are  all  well  pleas'd, 
Since  all,  and  every  part  of  what  we  would 
Doth  make  a  ftand,  at  what  your  Highnefs  will. 

John.  Some  Reafons  of  this  double  Coronation 

I  have  poileft  you  with,  and  think  them  ftrong. 
And  more,  more  ftrong,  then  lefs  is  my  fear 
I  fhall  endue  you  with :  Mean  time,  but  ask 

What  you  would  have  Reform'd,  that  is  not  well, 
And  well  /hall  you  perceive,  how  willingly 
I  will  both  hear  and  grant  you  your  requefls. 

Pem.  Then  I,  as  one  that  am  the  Tongue  of  thefe 
To  found  the  Purpofes  of  all  their  Hearts, 
Both  for  my  felf,  and  them :  but  chief  of  all 
Your  fafety:  for  the  which,  my  felf  and  them 
Bend  their  beft  ftudies,  heartily  requeft 
The  Infra  nchifement  of  Arthur,  whofe  reftraint 
Doth  move  the  murmuring  lips  of  Difcontent 
To  break  into  this  dangerous  Argument, 
If  what  in  Reft  you  have,  in  Right  you  hold, 
Why  then  your  Fears  (which  as  they  fayj  attend 
The  fteps  of  Wrong,  fhould  move  you  to  mew  up 
Your  tender  Kinfinan,  and  to  choke  his  days 
With  barbarous  ignorance,  and  deny  his  youth 
The  rich  advantage  of  good  Excercife, 
That  the  Times  Enemies  may  not  have  this 
To  grace  Occafions :  let  it  be  our  fuit, 
That  you  have  bid  us  ask  his  liberty, 
Which  for  our  goods  we  do  no  further  ask, 
Than,  whereupon  our  weal  on  you  depending, 
Counts  it  your  weal ;  he  have  his  Liberty. Enter  Hubert. 

John.  Let  it  be  fo :  I  do  commit  his  Youth 

To  your  direction:  Hubert^  what  News  with  you.? 
Pem.  This  is  the  man  fhould  do  the  Bloody  deed: 

He  fhew'd  his  Warrant  to  a  Friend  of  mine, 
The  Image  of  a  wicked  heynous  fault 
Lives  in  his  Eye :  that  clofe  afpect  of  his, 
Does  fhew  the  mood  of  a  much  troubled  Breaft, 

And  I  do  fearfully  believe  'tis  done, 
What  we  fo  fear'd  he  had  a  charge  to  do. 

Sal.  The  colour  of  the  King  doth  come  and  go^ 
Between  his  Purpofe  and  his  Confcience, 
Like  Heralds  'twixt  two  dreadful  Battels  fet : 
His  Paffion  is  fo  ripe,  it  needs  muft  break. 

Pem.  And  when  it  breaks,  I  fear  will  ifTue  thence 

The  foul  corruption  of  a  fweet  Child's  Death. 
John.  We  cannot  hold  Mortalities  ftrong  hand. 

Good  Lords,  although  my  will  to  give,  is  living, 
The  fuit  which  you  demand  is  gone,  and  dead. 

He  tells  us  Arthur  is  deceas'd  to  night. 
Sal.  Indeed  we  fear'd  his  ficknefs  was  paft  cure. 
Pem.  Indeed  we  heard  how  near  his  death  he  was, 

Before  the  Child  himfelf  felt  he  was  fick  } 

This  muft  be  anfwer'd  either  here  or  hence. 
John.  Why  do  you  bend  fuch  folemn  Brows  on  me  ? 

Think  you  I  bear  the  Shears  of  Deftiny  ? 
Have  I  Commandment  on  the  Pulfe  of  Life  ? 

Sal.  It  is  apparent  foul-play,  and  'tis  fhame 
That  greatnefs  fhould  fo  grofly  offer  it : 
So  thrive  it  in  your  Game,  and  fo  farewell. 

Pem.  Stay  yet  (Lord  Salisbury )  Pie  go  with  thee^ 
And  find  th'inheritance  of  this  poor  Child, 
His  little  Kingdom  of  a  forced  Grave. 

That  Blood  which  ow'd  the  breadth  of  all  this  Ifle, 
Three  foot  of  it  doth  hold  ,  bad  world  the  while : 
This  muft  not  be  thus  born,  this  will  break  out 

To  all  our  forrows,  and  e're  long  I  doubt.        [Exeunt . 
John.  They  burn  in  indignation :  I  repent :  [Enter  Mef. 

There  is  no  fure  Foundation  fet  on  Blood  : 

No  certain  Life  atchiev'd  by  others  Death  : 
A  fearful  Eye  thou  haft.  Where  is  that  Blood 
That  I  have  feen  inhabit  in  thofe  Cheeks  ? 

So  foul  a  Skie,  clears  not  without  a  Storm, 
Pour  down  thy  Weather    how  goes  all  in  France  ? 

Mef.  From  France  to  England,  never  fuch  a  Power^ 
For  any  Foreign  Preparation, 
Was  levied  in  the  Body  of  a  Land. 

The  Copy  of  your  fpeed  is  learn'd  by  them  i 
C  <  For 
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For  when  you  (hould  be  told  they  do  prepare, 

The  tydings  tome,  that  they  are  all  arriv'd. 
John.  Oil  where  hath  our  Intelligence  been  drunk  ? 

Where  hath  it  flept?  Where  is  my  Mother's  care? 
That  fich  an  Army  fhould  be  drawn  in  France, 

And  fhe  not  hear  of  'it? 
Mif.  My  Liege,  her  ear 

Is  ftopt  with  dull :  the  firft  of  April  dy'd 
Your  noble  Mother    and,  as  I  hear,  my  Lord, 

The  Lady  Conftance  in  a  frenzie  dy'd 
Three  days  before  :  but1  this  from  rumours  Tongue 
I  idely  heard  :  if  true,  or  falfe,  1  know  not. 

John.  With-hold  thy  fpeed,  dreadful  Occafion; 

0  make  a  League  with  me,  'till  1  have  pleas'd 
My  difcontented  Peers.  What?  Mother  dead  ? 
How  wildly  then  walks  my  Eftate  in  France 
Under  whofe  Conduct  came  thofe  Powers  of  France  ? 

That  thou  for  truth  giv'ft  out  are  landed  here  ? 
Me[.  Under  the  Dolphin. 

Enter  Baftard  and  Peter  c/Pomfret. 

John.  Thou  halt  made  me  giddy 
With  thefe  ill  tydings :  Now  ?  What  fays  the  World 
To  your  proceedings  ?  Do  not  feek  to  fluff 
My  head  with  more  ill  News :  for  it  is  full. 

Ball.  But  if  you  be  afraid  to  hear  the*  worft, 
Then  let  the  worft  unheard,  fall  on  your  head. 

John.  Bear  with  me,  Coufin  ,  for  I  was  amaz'd 
Under  the  tide  •,  but  now  I  breath  again 
Aloft  the  flood,  and  can  give  Audience 
To  any  Tongue,  fpeak  it  of  what  it  will. 

Baft.  How  I  have  fped  among  the  Clergy-men, 
The  Sums  I  have  collected  Ihall  exprefs : 

But  as  I  travel'd  hither  through  the  Land, 
1  find  the  People  ftrangely  fantafied, 
Pofleft  with  Rumours,  full  of  idle  Dreams, 
Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  but  full  of  fear. 

And  here's  a  Prophet  that  I  brought  with  me 
From  forth  the  Streets  of  Pomfrety  whom  I  found 
With  many  hundreds  treading  on  his  heels  : 
To  whom  he  fung  in  rude  harm  founding  Rimes, 

That  e're  the  next  Afcenfion  day  at  noon, 
Your  Highnefs  mould  deliver  up  your  Crown. 

John.  Thou  idle  Dreamer,  wherefore  didft  thou  fo? 
Pet.  Fore-knowing  that  the  truth  will  fall  out  fo. 

John.  Hubert,  away  with  him  .•  imprifon  him, 
And  on  that  day  at  noon,  whereon  he  fays 

I  (hall  yield  up  my  Crown,  let  him  be  hang'd. Deliver  him  to  fafety,  and  return, 
For  I  muft  ufe  thee.  O  my  gentle  Coufin, 

Hear'ft  thou  the  News  abroad,  who  are  arriv'd  ? 
Baft.  The  French  (my  Lord)  mens  mouths  are  full  of  it : 

Befides  I  met  Lord  Bigot y  and  Lord  Salisbury 
With  Eyes  as  red  as  new  enkindled  fire, 
And  others  more,  going  to  feek  the  Grave 

Of  Arthur,  whom  they  fay  is  kill'd  to  night,  on  your 
John.  Gentle  Kinfman-  go  (fuggeftion. 

And  thruft  thy  felf  into  their  Companies, 
I  have  a  way  to  win  their  loves  again  : 
Bring  them  before  me. 

Baft.  I  will  feek  them  out. 
John.  Nay,  but  make  hafte :  the  better  foot  before. 

O,  let  me  have  no  Subjedts  Enemies, 
When  adverfe  Foreigners  affright  my  Towns 
With  dreadful  Pomp  of  ftout  lnvafion. 
Be  Mercury,  fet  Feathers  to  thy  heels, 

And  flye  (like  thought )  from  them  to  me  again. 

Baft.  The  Spirit  ofthe  Time  fhall  teach  me  fpeed.  {Exit. 
John.  Spoke  like  a  fprightful  Noble  Gcntkman. 

Go  after  him:  for  he  perhaps  fhall  need 
Some  Meflenger  betwixt  me  and  the  Peers, 
And  be  thou  he. 

Mef.  With  all  my  heart,  my  Liege. 

John.  My  Mother  dead  ? ■   Enter  Hubert. 

Hub.  My  Lord,  they  fay  five  Moons  were  feen  to  night : 
Four  fixed,  and  the  fifth  did  whirle  about, 
The  other  four  in  wondrous  motion. 

John.  Five  Moons  ? 
Hub.  Old  men  and  Beldams,  in  the  Sreets 

Do  prophelie  upon  it  dangeroufly: 
Young  Arthur's  death  is  common  in  their  Mouths, 
And  when  they  talk  of  him,   they  fhake  their  Heads, 
And  whifper  one  another  in  the  Ear. 

And  he  that  fpeaks,  doth  gripe  the  hearer's  Wrift, 
Whilft  he  that  hears  makes  fearful  A&ion 
With  wrinkled  Brows,  with  Nods,  with  rolling  Eyes, 
I  faw  a  Smith  ftand  with  his  Hammer  (thus) 
The  whilft  his  Iron  did  on  the  Anvil  cool, 

With  open  mouth  fwallowing  a  Taylor's  News, 
Who  with  his  Sheers,  and  Meafure  in  his  hand, 
Standing  on  Slippers,  which  his  nimble  hafte 
Had  falily  thruft  upon  contrary  feet, 
Told  of  a  many  thoufand  warlike  French, 
That  were  embatteled,  and  rank'd  in  Kent. 
Another  lean,  unwafh'd  Artificer, 
Cuts  off  his  tale,  and  talks  of  Arthur's  death. 

John.  Why  feek'ft  thou  to  poffefs  me  with  thefe  Fears  ? 
Why  urgeft  thou  fb  oft  young  Arthur's  death  ? 
Thy  hand  hath  murdered  him :  I  had  a  mighty  Caufe 
To  wifh  him  dead,  but  thou  hadft  none  to  kill  him. 

H.  No  had  (my  Lord  ?)  why  did  you  not  provoke  me  ? 
John.  It  is  the  Curfe  of  Kings,  to  be  attended 

By  Slaves  that  take  their  Humours  for  a  Warrant, 
To  break  the  bloody  houfe  of  life, 
And  on  the  Winking  of  Authority 
To  underftand  a  Law ;  to  know  the  meaning 
Of  dangerous  Majefty,  when  perchance  it  frowns 

More  upon  Humour,  than  advis'd  Refpeit. 
Hub.  Here  is  your  Hand  and  Seal  for  what  I  did. 

John.  Oh,when  the  laft  account  'twixt  Heaven  and  Earth 
Is  to  be  made,  then  fhall  this  Hand  and  Seal 
Witnefs  againft  us  to  Damnation- 
How  oft  the  fight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds, 
Make  deeds  ill  done?  hadft  not  thou  been  by, 

A  Fellow  by  the  hand  of  Nature  mark'd, 
Quoted,  and  fignM  to  do  a  deed  of  fhame, 
This  Murther  had  not  come  into  my  mind. 

But  taking  note  of  thy  abhor'd  Afpecl:, 
Finding  thee  fit  for  Bloody  Villany  : 

Apt,  liable  to  be  employ'd  in  danger, 
I  faintly  broke  with  thee  of  Arthurs  death : 
And  thou  to  be  endeared  to  a  King, 
Made  it  no  confeience  to  deftroy  a  Prince. 

Hub.  My  Lord. 

John.  Had'ft  thou  but  fhook  thy  head,  or  made  a  paufe 
When  I  fpake  darkly,  what  I  purpoled  : 
Or  turn'd  an  Eye  of  doubt  upon  my  Face  \ 
As  bid  me  tell  my  tale  in  exprefs  words : 
Deep  fhame  had  ftruck  me  dumb,  made  mc  breake  off, 
And  thofe  thy  Fears,  might  have  wrought  Fears  in  me, 
But  thou  didft  underftand  me  by  my  Signs, 
And  didft  in  Signs  again  parley  with  lin, 
Yea,  .without  ftop  didft  let  thy  Heart  content. 
And  confequently  thy  rude  Hand  to  aft 
The  deed,  which  both  our  Tongues  held  vile  to  name. 
Out  of  my  fight,  and  never  fee  me  more  \ 

My  Nobles  leave  me,  and  my  State  is  brav'd, 
Even  at  my  Gates,  with  ranks  of  foreign  Powers : 
Nay,  in  the  Body  of  this  flefhly  Land, 
This  Kingdom,  this  Confine  of  Blood,  and  Breath, 
Hoftility  and  Civil  Tumult  reigns 
Between  my  Confeience,  and  my  Couflns  death. 

Hub.  Arm  you  againft  your  other  Enemies, 
Pie  make  a  peace  between  your  Soul,  and  you. 
Young  Arthur  is  alive:  this  hand  of  mine 
Is  yet  a  Maiden,  and  an  innocent  hand, Not 
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Not  painted  with  the  Crimfon  fpots  of  Blood  : 
Within  this  Bofom,  never  entved  yet 
The  dreadful  motion  of  a  murderous  thought, 

And  you  have  flander'd  Nature  in  my  Form, 
Which  howfoever  rude  exteriorly, 
Is  yet  the  cover  of  a  fairer  Mind, 
Than  to  be  Butcher  of  an  innocent  Child. 

John,  Doth  Arthur  live  ?  O  hafte  thee  to  the  Peers, 
Throw  this  Report  on  their  incenfed  rage, 
And  make  them  tame  to  their  Obedience. 

Forgive  the  Comment  that  my  Paffion  made 
Upon  thy  Feature,  for  my  Rage  was  blind, 
And  foul  imaginary  Eyes  of  Blood 
Prefented  thee  more  hideous  than  thou  art. 

Oh,  anfwer  not  •,  but  to  my  Cfofet  bring 
The  angry  Lords,  with  all  expedient  halte, 
I  conjure  thee  but  flowly :  run  more  faft.  [Exeunt. 

Scana  Tenia. 

Enter  Arthur  on  the  Walls. 

Art.  The  wall  is  high,  and  yet  will  I  leap  down: 
Good  ground  be  pitiful^  and  hurt  me  not : 

There's  few  or  none  do  know  me,  if  they  did, 
This  Ship-boys  femblance  hath  difguis'd  me  quite. 
I  am  afraid,  and  yet  I'le  veHture  it. 
If  1  get  down,  and  do  not  break  my  Limbs, 

I'le  find  a  thoufand  lhifts  to  get  away  5 
As  good  to  dye,  and  go ;  as  dye,  and  ftay. 
Oh  me,  my  Uncles  fpirit  is  in  thefe  ftones, 
Heaven  take  my  Soul,  and  England  keep  my  Bones.  [Dies. 

Enter  Pembroke,  and  Salisbury,  and  Bigot. 

Sal.  Lords,  I  will  meet  him  at  St.  Edmondsbury, 
It  is  our  fafety,  and  we  muft  embrace 
This  gentle  Offer  of  the  perillous  time. 

Pem.  Who  brought  that  Letter  from  the  Cardinal  ? 
Sal.  The  Count  Melloone,  a  Noble  Lord  of  France, 

Whofe  private  with  me  of  the  Dolphin's  love. 
Is  much  more  general  than  thefe  lines  import. 

Bigot.  To  morrow  morning  let  us  meet  him  then. 

Sal.  Qr  rather  then  fet  forward,  for 'twill  be 
Two  long  days  journey  (Lords)  or  e're  we  meet. 

Enter  Baftard. 

Baft.  Once  more  to  day  well  met,  diftemperM  Lords, 
The  King  by  me  requefts  your  Prefence  ftraight. 

S^l.  The  King  hath  difpofleft  himfelf  of  us, 
We  will  not  line  his  thin-beftained  clake 
With  our  pure  Honours :  nor  attend  the  Foot 

That  leaves  the  print  of  Blood  where  e're  it  walks. 
Return,  and  tell  him  fo :  we  know  the  worft.  (belt. 

Baft.  What  e're  you  think,  good  words  I  think  were 
Sal.  Our  Griefs,  and  not  our  Manners  reafon  now 
Baft.  But  there  is  little  Reafon  in  your  Grief. 

Therefore  'twere  Reafon  you  had  Manners  now. 
Pem.  Sir,  Sir,  impatience  hath  his  Priviledge. 

Baft.  'Tis  true,  to  hurt  his  Matter,  no  man  elfe. 
Sal.  This  is  the  Prifon:  what  is  he  lyes  here? 
P.  Oh  death  made  proud  with  pure  and  Princely  Beauty, 

The  Earth  had  not  a  hole  to  hide  this  deed. 

Sal.  Murther,  as  hating  what  himfelf  hath  done, 
Doth  lay  it  open  to  urge  on  Revenge. 

Big.  Or  when  he  doom'd  this  Beauty  to  a  Grave, 
Found  it  too  precious  Princely,  for  a  Grave. 

Sal.  Sir  Richard^  what  think  you  ?  have  you  beheld, 
Or  have  you  read,  or  heard,  or  could  you  think  ? 
Or  do  you  almoft  think,  although  you  fee, 
That  you  do  fee  ?  could  Thought,  without  this  Objed 
Form  fuch  another?  this  is  the  very  top, 
The  heighth,  the  Creft, :  or  Creft  unto  the  Creft 

Of  Muf  thers  Arms :  this  is  the  bfoodieft  fhame, 
The  wildeft  Savagery,  the  vileft  ftroke 
That  ever  wall-ey'd  Wratfy  or  flaring  Rage 
Prefented  to  the  Tears  of  loft  Remorfe. 

Pem.  A|]  Murthtrs  pail",  do  Hand  excus'd  in  this : 
And  this  fo  fole,  and  fo  unmatchable, 
Shall  give  a  holinefs,  a  purity, 
To  trie  yet  unbegotten  lin  of  times  ; 
And  prove  a  deadly  blood-fhed,  but  a  Jeaft, 
Exampled  by  this  heinous  Spectacle. 

Baft.  It  is  a  damned,  and  a  bloody  Work, 
The  gracelefs  adtion  of  a  heavy  hand, 
If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand. 

Sal.  If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand  ? 
We  had  a  kind  of  light,  what  would  enfue  : 

It  is  the  fhameful  work  of  Hubert's  hand, 
The  pradlife,  and  the  purpofe  of  the  King: 
From  whofe  Obedience  I  torbid  my  Soul, 
Kneeling  before  this  Ruine  of  fweet  Life, 
And  breathing  to  his  breathlefs  Excellence 
The  Incenfe  of  a  Vow,  a  holy  Vow : 
Never  to  tafte  the  Pleafures  of  the  World, 
Never  to  be  infecled  with  Delight, 
Nor  converfant  with  Eafe,  and  ldlenefs, 
Till  I  have  fet  a  glory  to  this  Hand, 

By  giving  it  the  Worfliip  of  Revenge, 
Pem.  Big.  Our  fouls  Reiigioufly  confirm  thy  words. Enter  Hubert. 

Hub.  Lords,  I  am  hot  with  hafte,  in  feeking  you, 
Arthur  doth  live,  the  King  hath  fent  for  you. 

Sal.  Oh  he  is  bold,  and  blufiies  not  at  death  j 
Avant  thou  hateful  Villain,  get  thee  gone. 

Hub.  I  am  no  Villain. 
Sal.  Muft  I  rob  the  Law  ? 
Baft.  Your  Sword  is  bright,  Sir,  put  it  up  agaiih 
Sal.  Not  till  I  fheath  it  in  a  Murtherer's  skin. 
Hub.  Stand  back,  Lord  Salisbury,  Hand  back,  I  fay, 

By  Heaven,  1  think  my  Sword's  as  lharp  as  yours. 
1  would  not  have  you  (Lord  )  forget  your  l'elf, 
Nor  tempt  the  Danger  of  my  true  Defence  , 
Left  I,  by  marking  of  your  rage,  forget 
Your  Worth,  your  Greatnefs,  and  Nobility. 

Big.  Out  Dunghill,  dar'ft  thou  brave  a  Nobleman? 
Hub.  N  ot  for  my  life :  but  yet  I  dare  defend 

My  innocent  life  againft  an  Emperor. 
Sal.  Thou  art  a  Murtherer. 

Hub.  Do  not  prove  m&  fo : 

Yet  I  am  none.  Whofe  tongue  fo  e're  fpeaks  falfe, 
Not  truly  fpeaks :  who  fpeaks  not  truly,  Lies. 

Pem.  Cut  him  to  pieces. 

Baft.  Keep  the  peace,  I  fay. 
Sal.  Stand  by,  or  I  ftiall  gaul  you  Fauiconbridge. 
Baft.  Thou  wert  better  gaul  the  Devil  Salisbury. 

If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  ftir  thy  foot, 
Or  teach  thy  hafty  Spleen  to  do  me  fhame, 
I'le  ftrike  thee  dead.  Put  up  thy  Sword  betime. 
Or  I'le  fo  maul  you,  and  your  tofting-Iron, 
That  you  (hall  think  the  Devil  is  come  from  Hell. 

Big.  What  wilt  thou  do,  renowned  Fauiconbridge  ? 
Second  a  V  illain,  and  a  Murtherer  ? 

Hub.  Lord  Bigot,  I  am  none. 

Big.  Who  kill'd  this  Prince  ? 
Hub.  'Tis  not  an  hour  fince  I  left  him  well : 

I  honour'd  him,  I  lov'd  him,  and  will  weep 
My  date  of  life  out,  for  his  fweet  lives  lots. 

Sal.  Truft  not  thofe  cunning  Waters  of  his  Eyes, 
For  Villany  is  not  without  fuch  Rheume, 
And  he  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  feera 
Like  Rivers  of  Remorfe  and  Innocency. 
Away  with  me,  all  you  whofe  fouls  abhor 

Th'uncleanly  favour  of  a  flaughter-houfe, 
For  I  am  ftifled  with  the  fmell  of  fin. 

Big.  Away  toward  Bury,  to  the  Dolphin  there. 
P.  There  tell  the  King  he  may  enquire  us  out.  [Ex.Lords 

C  i  Baft 
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Ba.  Here's  a  good  Worid :  knew  you  of  this  fair  Work  ? 
Beyond  the  infinite  and  boundlefs  reach  of  Mercy, 

(U  thou  did'lt  this  deed  of  death)  thou  art  dam  u'd, 
Hub.  Do  but  hear  me,  Sir. 
Baft.  Ha  ?  Pie  tell  thee  what. 

Thou'rt  daimi'd  as  black,  nay  nothing  is  fo  black, 
Thou  art  more  deep  damn'd  than  Prince  Lucifer. 
There  is  not  yet  fo  ugly  a  Fiend  of  Hell 
As  ihou  /halt  be,  if  thou  did'ft  kill  this  Child. 

hub.  Upon  my  Soul. 

B*ft.  It  thou  did'ft  but  confent 
To  this  moft  cruel  Ail ;  do  but  defpair, 
And  if  thou  want'it  a  Cord,  the  fmalkft  threed 
That  ever  Spider  twilled  from  her  Womb 
Will  ferve  to  Itrangle  thee  :  A  rulh  will  be  a  Beam 

To  hang  thee  on.  Or  would'ft  thou  drown  thy  felf, 
Pur.  but  a  little  Water  in  a  Spoon, 
And  it  fhall  be  as  all  the  Ocean, 
Enough  to  ft  i  tie  fuch  a  Villain  up. 
1  do  iufpectthee  very  grievoufly. 

Hub.  If  I  in  ad:,  confent,  or  fin  of  thought, 
Be  guilty  of  the  ftealing  that  fweet  Breath 
Which  was  embcunded  in  this  Beauteous  Clay, 
Let  Hell  want  pains  enough  to  torture  me : 
1  left  him  well. 

Baft.  Go,  bear  him  in  thine  Arms: 

I  am  amaz'd  rnethinks,  and  lofe  my  way 
Among  the  Thorns,  and  Dangers  of  this  World. 
How  eafie  doft  thou  take  all  England  up. 
From  forth  this  Morfel  of  dead  Royalty  ? 
The  Life,  the  Right,  and  Truth  of  all  this  Realm 
Is  fled  to  Heaven  :  and  England  now  is  left 

To  tug  and  fcamble,  and  to  part  by  th'Teeth 
The  unowed  intereft  of  proud  fwelling  State  : 
Now  for  the  bare-pickt  bone  of  Majefty, 
Doth  dogged  War  briftle  his  angry  Creft, 
And  fnarleth  in  the  gentle  Eyes  of  Peace  : 
Now  Powers  from  home,  and  Difcontents  at  home 

Meet  in  one  Line  :  and  vaft  Confufion  waits 

As  doth  a  Raven  on  a  lick-fallen  Beaft, 
The  imminent  decay  of  wrefted  Pomp.  . 

Now  happy  he,  whofe  Cloak  and  Center  can 
Hold  out  this  tempeft.  Bear  away  that  Child, 

And  follow  me  with  fpeed  ;  I'letothe  King : 
A  thoufand  bufinefles  are  brief  in  hand, 

And  Heaven  it  felf  doth  frown  upon  the  Land.  [Exit. 

Atlas  ̂ hartus,  Scctna  Frima. 

Enter  King  John  and  Pandulph,  Attendants. 

K.  John.  Thus  have  1  yielded  up  into  your  hand 
The  Circle  of  my  Glory. 

Pand.  Take  again 
From  this  my  hand,  as  holding  of  the  Pope, 
Your  Sovcraign  Greatnefs  and  Authority. 

John.  Now  keep  your  holy  word,  go  meet  the  French, 
And  from  his  Holinefs  ufeall  your  Power 

To  flop  their  Marches  'fore  we  are  enflam'd : 
Our  difcontentcd  Counties  do  revolt : 

Our  people  quarrel  with  Obedience, 
Swearing  Allegiance,  and  the  love  of  Soul 
To  ftranger-blood,  to  foreign  Royalty  j 
This  inundation  of  miftempered  humour, 

R.efts  by  yoa  only  to  be  qualified. 

Then  paufe  not  -y  for  the  prefent  time's  fo  fick, 

That  prefent  Med'cine  muft  be  miniftred, 
Or  overthrow  incurably  enfues. 

Pand.  It  was  my  breath  that  blew  this  Tempeft  up, 

Upon  your  ftubborn  ufage  of  the  Pope: 
But  fince  you  are  a  gentle  Convertite. 

My  Tongue  {hall  hulh  again  this  Storm  of  War, 

And  make  fair  Weather  in  your  bluftring  Land  : 
On  tnis  Afccnlion  day,  remember  well, 

Upon  your  Oath  of  lervice  to  the  Pope,  " 
Co  I  to  mJke  the  French  hy  down  their  Arms.  [Exit 

John.  Is  this  Afccnlion  day  ?  did  not  the  Prophet 
Say,  that  before  Afcenfion  day  at  noon, 
My  Crown  I  lhould  give  off  ?  even  fo  I  have  •' 

I  did  fuppofei't  lhould  be  on  constraint, Butfrieav'n  be  thank'd)it  is  but  Voluntary. 
Enter  Baftard. 

Baft.  All  Kent  hath  yielded,  nothing  there  holds  out 
But  Dover  Caftle  :  London  hath  receiv'd, 
Like  a  kind  Holt,  the  Dolphin  and  his  Powers, 
if  out  Nobles  will  not  hear  you,  but  are  gone fo  offer  fervice  to  your  Enemy  : 
A  nd  wild  Amazement  hurries  up  and  down 
The  little  number  of  doubtful  Friends. 
John.  Would  not  my  Lords  return  to  me  again 

Alter  they  heard  young  Arthur  was  alive  ?      "  1 
Baft.  They  found  him  dead,  and  caft  into  the  ftreets, 

An  empty  Casket,  where  the  Jewel  of  life 
By  fome  damn'd  hand  was  rob'd  and  taneaway. John.  That  Villain  Hubert  told  me  he  did  live. 

Baft.  So  on  my  Soul  he  did,  for  ought  he  knew : 
But  wherefore  do  you  droop  ?  why  look  you  fad  ? 

Be  great  in  Act,  as  you  have  been  in  Thought :  ' Let  not  the  world  lee  Fear  and  fadDiitruit 
Govern  the  motion  of  a  Kingly  Eye : 
Be  ftirring  as  the  time,  be  fire  with  fire, 
Threaten  the  threatner,  and  out-face  the  Brow 
Of  bragging  Horror :  So  fhall  inferior  Eyes 
That  borrow  their  Behaviours  from  the  Great, 
Grow  great  by  your  Example,  and  put  on 
The  dauntlefs  Spirit  of  Refolution. 
Away,  and  glifter  like  the  God  of  War 
When  he  intendeth  to  become  the  Field : 
Shew  boldnefs  and  afpiring  Confidence : 
What,  fhall  they  feek  the  Lyon  in  his  Den, 
And  fright  him  there?  and  make  him  tremble  there? 
Oh  let  it  not  be  faid :  forrage,  and  run 
To  meet  difpleafure  farther  from  the  doors, 
And  grapple  with  him  e're  he  come  fo  nigh. John.  The  Legatofthe  Pope  hath  been  with  me, 
And  I  have  made  a  happy  Peace  with  him, 
And  he  hath  promis'd  to  difmifs  the  Powers 
Led  by  the  Dolphin. 

Baft.  Oh  inglorious  League: 
Shall  we  upon  the  footing  of  our  Land, 
Send  fair-play-orders,  and  make  comprimife. 
infinuation,  parley,  and  bafe  truce 
To  Arms  lnvafive  ?  Shall  a  beardlefs  Boy, 
A  cockred-filken  Wanton  brave  our  Fidds, 
And  flefh  his  Spirit  in  a  War-like  Soil, 
Mocking  the  air  with  Colours  idely  fpread, 
And  find  no  check  ?  Let  us  my  Liege  to  Arms : 
Perchance  the  Cardinal  cannot  make  your  Peace  j 
Or  if  he  do,  let  it  at  leaft  be  faid 
They  faw  we  had  a  purpofe  of  defence. 

John.  Have  thou  the  ordering  of  this  prefent  time. 
Baft.  Away  then  with  good  Courage :  yet  I  know 

Our  Party  may  well  meet  a  prouder  Foe.  [Exeunt 

Sdtna  Secunda. 

Enter  (in  Arms)  Dolphin,  Salisbury,  Melloon,  Pembroke, 

Bigot,  Souldiers. 

Dol.  My  Lord  Melloon,  let  this  be  copied  out, 

And  keep  it  fafe  for  our  remembrance  : 
Return  the  Prefident  to  thefe  Lords  again, 
That  having  our  fair  Order  written  down, 

Both  they  and  we,  perilling  o're  thefe  Notes 

May 
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May  know  wherefore  we  took  the  Sacrament, 
And  keep  our  Faiths  firm  and  inviolable. 

Sal.  Upon  our  lides  it  never  (hall  be  broken. 
And,  noble  Dolphin,  albeit  we  fwear 

A  voluntary  Zeal,  and  an  un-urg'd  Faith 
To  your  Proceedings :  yet  believe  me,  Prince, 
1  am  not  glad  that  fuch  a  Sore  of  Time 

Should  feek  a  Plaifter  by  contemn'd  Revolt, 
And  heal  the  inveterate  Canker  of  one  wound, 
By  making  many  :  Oh  it  grieves  my  Soul, 
That  1  mult  draw  this  Mettle  from  my  fide 

To  be  a  Widow- maker  :  Oh,  and  thei*e 
Where  honourable  Refcue,  and  Defence 
Cries  out  upon  the  Name  of  Salisbury. 
But  fuch  is  the  Infection  of  the  time, 
That  for  the  Health  and  Phyfick  of  our  Right, 
We  cannot  deal  but  with  the  very  Hand 
Of  ftern  Injuftice,  and  confufed  Wrong  : 

And  is't  not  pity,  foh  my  grieved  Friends) 
That  we,  the  Sons  and  Children  of  this  I  fie. 
Were  born  to  fee  fo  fad  an  hour  as  this, 
Wherein  we  ftep  after  a  Stranger,  march 
Upon  her  gentle  Boforn,  and  fill  up 
Her  Enemies  Ranks  ?  I  mult  withdraw  and  weep 
Upon  the  fpot  of  this  enforced  Caufe, 
To  Grace  the  Gentry  of  a  Land  remote, 
And  follow  unacquainted  Colours  here  : 
What  here?  O  nation  that  thou  conldft  remove, 

That  Ncptnncs  Arms  who  clippeth  thee  about, 
Would  bear  the  from  thee  knowledge  of  thy  felf, 
And  cripple  thee  unto  a  Pagan  fhore, 
Where  thefe  two  Chriftian  Armies  might  combine 
The  blood  of  malice,  in  a  vein  of  league, 
And  not  to  fpend  it  fo  un-neighbourly. 

Dvl,  A  noble  Temper  doft  thou  lhew  in  this, 
And  great  Affections  wreftling  in  thy  Boforn 
Doth  make  an  Earthquake  of  Nobility 
Oh  what  a  Noble  combate  haft  thou  fought 
Between  compulfion,  and  a  brave  refpect : 
Let  me  wipe  off  this  Honourable  Dew, 
That  filverly  doth  progrefs  on  thy  cheeks : 
My  heart  hath  melted  at  a  Ladies  tears, 
Being  an  ordinary  inundation  : 
But  this  EfTufion  of  fuch  Manly  Drops, 
This  fhowr  blown  up  by  tempeft  of  the  Soul, 

Startles  mine  Eyes,  and  maks  me  more  amaz'd 
Than  had  I  feen  the  vaulty  top  of  Heaven 

Figur'd  quite  o're  with  burning  Meteors. 
Lilt  up  thy  brow  (renowned  Salisbury,) 
And  with  a  great  Heart  heave  away  this  ftorm : 

Commend  thefe  Wars  to  thofe  Baby-eyes 

That  never  faw  the  Gyant-world  enrag'd, 
Nor  met  with  Fortune,  other  than  at  Feafts, 
Full  warm  of  Blood,  of  Mirth,  of  Goffipping. 
Come,  come,  for  thou  fhall  thruft  thy  hand  as  deep 
Irto  the  Purfe  of  rich  Profperity 
As  Lewis  himfelf :  fo  (Nobles)  fhall  you  all, 
That  knit  your  Sinews  to  the  ftrength  of  mine. 

Enter  Pandulpho. 

And  even  there,  methinks  an  Angel  fpake, 
Look  where  the  Holy  Legate  comes  apace, 
To  give  us  Warrant  from  the  hand  of  Heaven, 
And  on  our  Actions  fet  the  Name  of  Right 
With  holy  Breath. 

Pan.  Hail,  Noble  Prince  of  France, 
The  next  is  this :  King  John  hath  reconciPd 
Himfelf  to  Rome,  his  Spirit  is  come  in, 
That  fo  flood  out  againft  the  Holy  Church, 
The  great  Metropolis  and  See  of  Rome : 
Therefore  thy  threatning  Colours  now  wind  up, 
And  tame  the  Savage  Spirit  of  Wild  War, 
That  like  a  Lyon  foftered  up  at  hand, 

It  may  lie  gently  at  the  foot  of  Peace, 
And  be  no  further  harmful  than  in  fhew. 

Dolph.  Your  Grace  Lhali  pardon  me,  I  will  not  back  : 

I  am  too  high-born  to  be  Propertied, 
To  be  a  fecondary  at  controll, 

Or  ufeful  Serving-man,  and  Inftrument 
To  any  Soveraign  State  throughout  the  World  : 
Your  breath  firft  kindled  the  dead  Coal    of  Wars, 

Between  this  chaftis'd  Kingdom  and  my  felf, 
And  brought  in  Matter  that  fhould  feed  this  Fire  0 
And  now  'tis  far  too  huge  to  be  blown  out 
With  that  fame  weak  wind  which  enkindled  it  s 

You  taught  me  how  to  know  the  face  of  Right, 
Acquainted  me  with  Intereft  to  this  Land, 
Yea  thruft  this  Enterprize  into  my  heart, 
And  come  ye  now  to  tell  me  John  hath  made 
His  Peace   with  Rome  ?  what  is  that  Peace  to  me  ? 

I  (by  the  Honour  of  my  Marriage-bed  J 
After  young  Arthur,  Claim  this  Land  for  mine, 

And  now  it  is  half  concjuer'd,  muft  I  back, 
Becaufe  that  John  hath  made  his  Peace  with  Rome  ? 
Am  I  Romes  Slave  ?  what  Penny  hath  Rome  born  ? 
What  Men  provided  ?  what  munition  fent 

To  under-prop  this  Action  ?  ls't  not  I 
That  under-go  this  Charge?  who  elfe  but  I, 
And  fuch  as  to  my  Claim  are  liable, 
Sweat  in    this  Bufinefs,  and  maintain  this  War  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  thefe  Jflanders  fhout  out 

Vive  le  Roy,  as  I  have  bank'd  their  Towns  ? 
Have  I  not  here  the  beft  Cards  for  the  Game 

To  win  this  eafie  Match,  play'd  for  a  Crown  ? 
And  fhall  I  now  give  o're  the  yielded  Set  ? 
No,  no,  on  my  Soul  it  fhall  never  be  faid. 

Pan.  You  look  but  on  the  out-fide  of  this  Work, 
Dolp.  Out-fide  or  in-fide,  I  will  not  return 

Till  my  Attempt  fo  much  be  glorified, 
As  to  my  ample  Hope  was  promifed, 
Before  I  drew  this  gallant  head  of  War, 
And  cull'd  thefe  fiery  Spirits  from  the  world 
To  out-look  Conqueft,  and  to  win  Renown 
Even  in  the  jaws  of  danger,  and  of  death  : 
What  lufty  Trumpet  thus  doth  fummon  us  ? 

Enter  Baftard, 

Baft.  According  to  the  fair-play  of  the  World, 
Let  me  have  Audience:  I  am  fent  to  fpeak  : 
My  holy  Lord  of  Milkne,  from  the  King 
I  come,  to  learn  how  you  have  dealt  for  him  : 
And  as  you  aniwer,  I  do  know  the  fcope 
And  warrant  limited  unto  my  tongue. 

Band.  The  Dolphin  is  too  wilful,  oppofite, 
And  will  not  temporize  with  my  Entreaties  j 

He  flatly  fays,  he'l  not  lay  down  his  Arms. 
Baft.  By  all  the  blood  that  ever  fury  breath'd, 

The  youth  fays  well.  Now  hear  our  Enghjh  King, 
For  thus  his  Royalty  doth  fpeak  in  me  : 

He  is  prepared,  and  Reafon  too  he  fhould, This  apifh  and  unmannerly  approach, 

This  harnefs'd  Mask,  and  unadvifed  Revel, 
This  unheard  fawcinefs  and  Boyifh  Trcop>, 

The  King  doth  fmile  at,  and  is  well  prcpsr'd 
To  whip  this  dvvarfifh  War,  this  Pigmy  Arms 
From  out  the  Circle  of  his  Territories. 

That  Hand  which  had  the  ftrength,  even  at  your  door, 
To  cudgel  you,  and  make  you  take  the  hatch, 
To  dive  like  Buckets  in  concealed  Wells, 
To  crouch  in  Litter  of  your  Scable  Planks, 

To  lye  like  Pawns,  lock'd  up  in  Chefts  and  Trunks, 
To  hug  with  Swine,  to  feek  fweet  fafety  out 
In  Vaults  and  Prifons,  and  to  thrill  and  fhake, 

Even  at  the  crying  of  your  Nation's  Crow, 
Thinking  this  Voice  an  armed  EngUflj  man. 
Shall  that  victorious  Hand  be  feebled  here, 

C  C  3  That 
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That  in  your  Chambers  gave  you  Chaftifement  ? 
No,  know  the  gallant  Monarch  is  in  Arms, 

And  like  an  Eagle,  o're  his  ayery  Tower, 
To  fotifc  Annoyance  that  comes  near  his  Neft  5 
And  you  degenerate,  you  ingratc  Revolts, 
You  bloody  Ner<Ps  ripping  up  the  Womb 
Of  your  dear  Mother-England  :  blufh  for  fhame : 

For  yourowa  Ladies,  and  Pale-vifag'd  Maids 
Like  Ain.-.z^ons^  come  tripping  after  Drums :  ' 
Their  Thimbles  into  armed  Gantlets  change, 
Their  Needles  to  Lances,  and  their  gentle  Hearts 
To  fierce  and  bloody  inclination. 

Dot.  There  end  thy  Brave,  and  turn  thy  Face  in  Peace, 
We  grant  thou  can  ft  out-fcold  us :  fare  thee  well, 
We  hold  our  time  too  precious  to  befpent 
With  fuch  a  Brd>ler. 

Pan.  Give  me  leave  to  fpeak. 
Baft.  No,  I  will  fpeak, 
Dol.  We  will  attend  to  neither: 

Strike  up  the  Drums,  and  let  the  Tongue  of  War 
Plead  for  our  Intereft,  and  our  being  here. 

Baft.  Indeed  your  Drums  being  beaten,  will  cry  out  ? 
And  lb  (hall  you,  being  beaten  :  do  but  ftart 
An  eccho  with  the  Clamour  of  thy  Drum, 
And  even  at  hand,  a  Drum  is  ready  brae'd, 
That  fhall  reverberate  all,  as  loud  as  thine. 
Sound  but  another,  and  another  fhall 

(As  loud  as  thine)  rattle  the  Welkin's  Ear, 
And  meek  the  deep-mouth'd  Thunder :  for  at  hand 
(Not  trufting  to  this  halting  Legat  here 

Whom  he  hath  us'd  rather  for  fport  than  need) Is  warlike  John :  and  in  his  forehead  fits 

A  bare-rib'd  death,  whofe  Office  is  this  day 
To  feaft  upon  whole  thoufands  of  the  French. 

Vol.  Strike  up  our  Drums,  to  find  this  danger  out. 
Baft.  And  thou  fhalt  find  it  (Dolphin)  do  not  doubt. 

[Exeunt. 

Scana  Tenia. 

Alarms.  Enter  John,  and  Hubert. 

John.  How  goes  the  day  with  us  ?  oh  tell  me,  Hubert. 
Hub.  Badly,  I  fear ;  how  fares  your  Majefty  ? 
John.  This  Feaver  that  hath  troubled  me  fo  long, 

Lyes  heavy  on  me :  oh,  my  heart  is  fick. 
Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mcjf.  My  Lord  :  your  Valiant  Kinfman  ,Fanlconbrid*e, 
Delires  your  Majefty  to  leave  the  Field, 
And  fend  him  word  by  me,  which  way  you  go. 

John.  Tell  him,  toward  Swmfted,  to  the  Abby  there. 
Mcjf.  Be  of  good  comfort :  for  the  great  Supply, 

That  was  expected  by  the  Dolphin  here, 
Are  wrack'd  three  nights  ago  on  Goodwin  Sands. 
This  News  was  brought  to  Rkhardbut  even  now, 
The  French  fight  coldly,  and  retire  themfelves. 

John:  Aye  me,  this  Tyrant  Feaver  burns  me  up, 
And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  good  News.  " 
Set  on  toward  Swinfted ;  to  my  Litter  ftreight, 
Weaknefs  poflefleth  me,  and  I  am  faint.  V Exeunt. 

Scana  £)uarta. 

Enter  Sailisbury,  Pembroke,  and  Bigot. 

Sal.  I  did  not  think  the  King  fo  ftor'd  with  Friends. 
Pem.  Up  once  again  :  put  Spirit  in  the  French^ 

If  they  17  Tcarry,  we  mifcarry  too. 
Sal.  That  misbegotten  Devil  Faulconbridgt, 

In  fpight  of  fpight,  alone  upholds  the  day. 

Pem.  They  fay  King  John,  fore  fick,  hath  left  the  Field. 
Enter  Meloon  wounded. 

Mel.  Lead  me  to  the  Revolts  of  England  here. 
Sal.  When  we  were  happy,  we  had  other  Names. 
Pem.  It  is  the  Count  Meloone. 
Sal.  Wounded  to  death. 

Mel.  Fly,  Noble  Enghfi>,  you  are  bought  and  fold, 
Unthreed  the  rude  Eye  of  Rebellion, 
And  welcom  home  again  difcarded  Faith, 
Seek  out  King  John,  and  fall  before  his  feet : 
For  if  the  French  be  Lords  of  this  loud  day, 
He  means  to  recompence  the  Pains  you  take, 
By  cutting  off  your  Heads :  thus  hath  he  fworn, 
And  I  with  him,  and  many  more  with  me, 
Upon  the  Altar  at  St.  Edmondsbury, 
Even  on  that  Altar,  where  we  fwore  to  you 
Dear  Amity,  and  everlafting  Love. 

Sal.  May  this  be  poffible  ?  May  this  be  true  ? 
Mel.  Have  I  not  hideous  death  within  my  view, 

Retaining  but  a  quantity  of  life, 
Which  bleeds  away,  even  as  a  Form  of  Wax 

Refolveth  from  his  Figure 'gainft  the  Fire? 
What  in  the  world  fhould  make  me  now  deceive, 
Since  I  muft  lofe  the  ufe  of  all  deceit  ? 

Why  fhould  I  then  be  falfe,  fince  it  is  true 
That  I  muft  die  here,  and  live  hence,  by  truth  ? 
I  fay  again,  if  Lewis  do  win  the  day, 

He  is  forfworn,  if  e're  thofe  Eyes  of  yours 
Behold  another  Day  break  in  the  Eaft  • 
But  even  this  Night,  whofe  black  contagious  breath 
Already  fmoaks  about  the  burning  Creft 
Of  the  old,  feeble,  and  day-wearied  Sun, 
Even  this  ill  night,  your  breathing  fhall  expire, 
Paying  the  Fine  of  rated  Treachery, 
Even  with  a  treacherous  Fine  of  all  your  lives : 

If  Lewis,  by  your  affiftance  win  the  day. 
Commend  me  to  one  Hubert,  with  your  King  -7 
The  love  of  him,  and  this  refpeft  befides 
(For  that  my  Grandfire  was  an  Englijljman) 
Awakes  my  Confcience  to  confefs  all  this. 
In  lieu  whereof,  I  pray  you  bear  me  hence 
From  forth  the  noife  and  rumour  of  the  Field ; 
Where  I  may  think  the  remnant  of  my  thoughts 
In  peace :  and  part  this  Body  and  my  Soul, 
With  Contemplation,  and  devout  Defires. 

Sal.  We  do  believe  thee,  and  befhrew  my  Soul, 
But  I  do  love  the  favour,  and  the  form 
Of  this  moft  fair  occafion,  by  the  which 
We  will  untread  theftepsof  damned  flight, 
And  like  a  bated  and  retired  flood, 
Leaving  our  ranknefs,  and  irregular  courfe, 

Stoop  low  within  thofe  Bounds  we  have  o're-look'd, 
And  calmly  run  on  in  Obedience, 
Even  to  our  Ocean,  to  our  great  King  John. 
My  Arm  fhall  give  thee  help  to  bear  thee  hence, 
For  I  do  fee  the  cruel  Pangs  of  death 
Right  in  thine  Eye.  Away,  my  Friends,  new  flight, 
And  happy  newnefs  that  intends  old  right.      f  Exeunt. 

Scana  £hinta. 

Enter  Dolphin  and  his  Train. 

Del.  The  Sun  of  Heavenfmethought)  was  loth  to  fet  5 
Butftaid,and  made  the  Weftern  Welkin  blufh, 

When  Engliftj  meafure  backward  their  own  ground 
In  faint  retire :  Oh  bravely  came  we  off, 
When  with  a  Volley  of  our  needlefs  fhot, 
After  fuch  bloody  toyle,  we  bid  good  night, 
And  woon'd  our  tott'ring  Colours  clearly  up, 
Laft  in  the  Field,  and  almoft  Lords  of  it. 
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Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Where  is  my  Prince,  the  Dolphin  ? 
Dol.  Here,  what  News  ? 

Mef.  The  Count  Melloone  is  (lain :  The  Englijl)  Lords 
By  his  perfwaiion  are  at  length  fain  off, 

And  your  Supply,  which  you  havewifh'd  folong, 
Are  calt  away,  and  funk  on  Goodwin  Sands. 

Dol.  Ah  foul  fhrew'd  News.  Belhrew  thy  very  heart  : 
I  did  not  think  to  be  fo  fad  to  Night 
As  this  hath  made  me.  Who  was  he  that  faid 

King  John  did  fly  an  hour  or  two  before 
The  ftumbling  Night  did  part  our  weary  Powers  ? 

Mef.  Who  ever  fpoke  it,  it  is  true,  my  Lord. 
Dol.  Well  a  keep  good  Quarter,  and  good  care  to  Night, 

The  Day  fhall  not  be  up  fo  foon  as  I, 
To  try  the  fair  Adventure  of  to  IVlorrow.  {Exeunt. 

Scsna  Sexta. 

Eater  Baftard  and  Hubert  fever  ally. 

Hub.  Who's  there  ?  Speak,  hoa,  fpeak  quickly,  or  I  {hoot. Baft.  A  Friend.  What  art  thou  ? 
Hub.  Of  the  part  of  England. 
Bafi.  Whither  doft  thou  go  ? 
Hub.  What's  that  to  thee  ? 

Why  may  not  I  demand  of  thine  Affairs, 
As  well  as  thou  of  mine  ,f 

Baft.  Hubert,  I  think. 
Hub.  Thou  halt  a  perfect  thought : 

I  will  upon  all  hazzards  well  believe 

Thou  art  my  Friend,  that  know'ft  my  Tongue  fo  well : Who  art  thou  ? 

Bafi.  W7ho  thou  wilt :  and  if  thou  pleafe 
Thou  mailt  be-friend  me  fo  much,  as  to  think 
I  come  one  way  of  the  Plantagenets. 

Hub.  Unkind  Remembrance :  thou,  and  endlefs  night, 
Have  done  me  fhame :  brave  Souldier,  pardon  me, 
That  any  accent  breaking  from  thy  Tongue, 
Should  fcape  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  ear. 

Baft.  Come,come :  fans  complement ,What  News  abroad  ? 
Hub.  Why  here  walk  I,  in  the  black  Brow  of  Night, 

To  find  you  out. 

Baft.  Brief  then  :  and  what's  the  News  ? 
Hub.  O  my  fweet  Sir,  news  fitting  to  the  Night, 

Black,  fearful,  comfortlels,  and  horrible. 
Baft.  Shew  me  the  very  wound  of  this  ill  News, 

I  am  no  Woman,  I'le  not  fwoon  at  it. 
Hub.  The  King  I  fear  is  poyfon'd  by  a  Monk, 

1  left  him  almoft  fpeechlefs,  and  broke  out 
To  acquaint  you  with  this  Evil,  that  you  might 
The  better  Arm  you  to  the  fudden  time, 
Than  if  you  had  at  leifure  known  of  this. 

Baft.  How  did  he  take  it  ?  Who  did  tafte  to  him  ? 
Hub.  A  Monk,  I  tell  you,  a  refolved  Villain, 

Whofe  Bowels  fudden ly  burlt  out :  The  King 
Yet  fpeaks,  and  peradventure  may  recover. 

Baft.  Who  didft  thou  leave  to  tend  his  Majefty  ? 
Hub.  Why,  know  you  not  ?  the  Lords  are  all  come  back, 

And  brought  Prince  Henry  in  their  company, 
At  whofe  requeft  the  King  hath  pardon'd  them, 
And  they  are  all  about  his  Majefty. 

Baft.  With-hold  thine  Indignation,  mighty  Heaven, 
And  tempt  us  not  to  bear  above  our  Power. 

I'le  tell  thee,  Hubert,  half  my  Power  this  Night Palling  thefe  Flats,  are  taken  by  the  Tide, 
Thefe  Ziwo/«-Wafhes  have  devoured  them, 
My  felf,  well  mounted,  have  efcap'd. 
Away  before :  Condud"  me  to  the  King, 
I  doubt  he  will  be  dead,  or  e're  I  come.  {Exeunt. 

Soma  Septima. 

Enter  Prince   Henry,  Salisbury,  and  Bigot 

Hen.  It  is  too  late,  the  life  of  all  his  Blood 

Is  touch'd  corruptibly:  and  his  pure  Brain 
f  Which  fome  fuppofe  the  Soul's  frail  dwelling  houfej 
Doth  by  the  idle  Comments  that  it  makes, 
Foretell  the  ending  of  Mortality. 

Enter  Pembroke. 

Bern.  His  Highnefs  yet  doth  fpeak,  and  holds  belief, 
That  being  brought  into  the  open  air, 
It  would  allay  the  burning  quality 
Of  that  fell  Poyfon  which  alfaileth  him. 

Hen.  Let  him  be  brought  into  the  Orchard  here  j 
Doth  he  ftill  rage  ? 

Pem.  He  is  more  patient 
Than  when  you  left  him ,  even  now  he  fling. 

Hen.  Oh  vanity  of  Sicknefs,  fierce  Extreams 
In  their  continuance  will  not  feel  themfelves. 

Death  having  prey'd  upon  the  outward  parts 
Leaves  them  invilible,  and  her  fiege  is  now 
Againft  the  Wind,  the  which  he  pricks  and  wounds 
With  many  Legions  of  ftrange  Fantafies, 
Which  in  their  throng  and  prefs  to  that  laft  hold, 

Confound  themfelves.  'Tis  ftrange  that  death  fhould  fing : 
I  am  the  Symet  to  this  pale  faint  Swan. 
Who  chaunts  a  doleful  Hymn  to  his  own  death, 
And  from  the  Organ-pipe  of  frailty  fings 
His  Soul  and  Body  their  lafling  reft. 

Sal.  Be  of  good  comfort  (Prince)  for  you  are  born 
To  Let  a  form  upon  that  indigeft 
Which  he  hath  left  fo  fhapelefs  and  fo  rude, 

John  brought  in. 
John.  I  marry  now  my  Soul  hath  elbow-room, 

It  would  not  out  at  windows,  nor  at  doors, 
There  is  fo  hot  a  Summer  in  my  Bofom, 
That  all  my  Bowels  crumble  up  to  Duft : 
I  am  a  fcribled  Form  drawn  with  a  Pen, 
Upon  a  Parchment,  and  againft  this  fire  do  I  fhrink  up. 

Hen.  How  fares  your  Majefty.'' 
John.  Poyfon'd,  ill  fair :  dead,  forfook,  caft  off, 

And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  Winter  come 
To  thruft  his  lcie  Fingers  in  my  Mawj 

Nor  let  my  Kingdoms  Rivers  take  their  courfe 

Through  my  burn'd  Bofom  •  nor  intreat  the  North 
To  make  his  bleak  winds  kifs  my  parched  lips, 
And  comfort  me  with  cold.  I  do  not  ask  you  much, 
I  beg  cold  comfort:  and  you  are  fo  ftraight 

And  fo  ungrateful,  you  deny  me  that. 
Hn.  Oh  that  there  were  fome  Virtue  in  my  Tears, 

That  might  relieve  you. 
John.  The  Salt  of  them  is  hot. 

Within  me  is  a  Hell,  and  there  the  Poyfon 
Is,  as  a  Fiend,  confind  toftyrannize, 
On  unrepreeveable  condemned  Blood. 

Enter  Bastard. 

Baft.  Oh,  I  am  fcalded  with  my  violent  Motion 
And  Spleen  of  Speed  to  fee  your  Majefty. 

John.  Oh  Coulin,  thou  are  tome  to  fet  mine  Eye  : 
The  Tackle  of  my  Heart  is  crackt  and  burnt, 
And  all  the  fhrowds  wherewith  my  life  fhould  fail, 
Are  turned  to  one  threed,  one  little  hair : 

My  Heart  hath  one  poor  firing  to  ftay  it  by, 
Which  holds  but  till  thy  News  be  uttered, 
And  then  all  this  thou  feeft,  is  but  a  Clod, 
And  module  of  confounded  Royalty. 

Ba^.  The  Dolphin  is  preparing  hither  ward, 
Where  Heaven  he  knows  how  we  fhall  anfwer  him. 
For  in  a  night  the  belt  part  of  my  Power, 
As  I  upon  advantage  did  remove, 

Were 
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Were  in  the  IVajhes  all,  unwarily, 
Devoured  by  the  unexpected  Flood- 

Sal.  You  breath  thefe  dead  News  in  as  dead  an  Ear  •, 
My  Liege,  my  Lord :  but  now  a  King,  now  thus. 

Hen.  Even  lb  mull  I  run  on,  and  even  fo  ftop. 
What  furety  of  the  World,  what  hope,  what  itay, 
When  this  was  now  a  King,  and  now  is  Clay  i 

Baft.  Art  thou  gone  fcT?  I  do  but  ftay  behind 
To  do  the  Office  for  thee,  of  Revenge, 
And  then  my  Soul  (hall  wait  on  thee  to  Heaven, 
As  it  on  Earth  hath  been  thy  Servant  ltill. 
Now,  now  you  Stars,  that  move  in  your  right  Spheres, 

WThere  be  your  Powers  ?  Shew  now  your  mended  Faiths, 
And  inflantly  return  with  me  again, 
To  pufh  Dellruclion,  and  perpetual  Shame 
Out  of  the  weak  door  of  our  fainting  Land  : 
Streight  let  us  feck,  or  ftreight  we  fhall  be  fought, 
The  Dolphin  rages  at  our  very  heels. 

Sal.  It  items  you  know  not  then  fo  much  as  we, 
The  Cardinal  Pandulph  is  within  at  reft, 
Who  half  an  hour  fince  came  from  the  Dolphin^ 
And  brings  from  him  fuch  Offers  of  our  P^ace, 
As  we  with  Honour  and  Refpedt  may  take, 
With  purpofe  prefently  to  leave  this  War. 

Baft.  He  will  the  rather  do  it,  when  he  fees 
Our  ielves  well  finew'd  to  our  Defence. 

Sal.  Nay,  'tis  in  a  manner  done  already, 
For  many  Carriages  he  hath  difpatch'd 
To  the  Sea-fide,  and  put  his  Caufe  and  Quarrel 

Enter  King  Richard,  John  of  Gaunt,  with  other  Nobles 
and  Attendants. 

King  Richard. 

OLd  John  of  Gaunt,  time-honoured
  Lancaflery 

Haft  thou  according  to  thy  Oath  and  Band, 

Brought  hither  Henry  Hereford  thy  bold  Son  : 
fJete  to  make  good  the  boifterous  late  Appeal, 

Which  then  our  leiiure  would  not  let  us  hear, 

Againft  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^  Thomas  Mowbray  ? 
Gaunt.  1  have,  my  Liege. 
King.  Tell  me  moreover,  haft  thou  founded  him, 

If  he  Appeal  the  Duke  on  ancient  Malice, 
Or  worthily,  as  good  Subject  ihould, 
On  fome  known  ground  of  Treachery  in  him  f 

Gaunt.  As  near  as  I  could  fift  him  on  that  Argument, 

To  the  difpofing  of  the  Cardinal, 

With  whom  your- felf,  my  felf,  and  other  Lords, 
If  you  think  meet,  this  Afternoon  will  poft 
j  To  confummate  this  bufinefs  happily. 

Baft.  Let  it  be  id,  and  you,  my  Noble  Prince, 

i  With  other  P  rinces  that  may  beft  be  ipar'd, 
Shall  wait  upon  your  Father's  Funeral. 

Hen.  At  IVorctfter  mult  his  Body  be  interr'd, 
For  fo  he  will'd  it. 

Baft.  Tnither  fhall  it  then, 
And  happily  may  your  fweet  felf  put  on 
The  lineal  ftate,  and  glory  ok  the  Land, 
To  whom  with  all  fubmitTion  on  my  Knee, 

I  do  bequeath  my  faithful  Services 
And  true  Subjection  everlaftingly. 

SJ.  And  the  like  tender  of  our  love  we  make 

To  reft  without  a  fpot  for  evermore. 
Hen.  1  have  a  kind  Soul  that  would  give  thanks, 

And  knows  not  how  to  do  it  but  with  Tears. 

B.ft.  Oh  let  us  pay  the  time :  but  needful  Wo, 
Since  it  hath  been  before  hand  with  our  griefs. 
This  England  never  did,  nor  never  (hall 
Lye  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  Conqueror, 
Bat  when  it  firft  did  help  to  wound  it  felf. 
Now,  thefe  her  Princes  are  come  home  again, 
Come  the  three  Corners  of  the  world  in  Arms, 
And  we  fhall  (hock  them :  Nought  fhall  make  us  rue, 
If  England  to  it  felf,  do  reft  but  true.  {Exemt. 

On  fome  apparent  Danger  feen  in  him, 
Aim'd  at  your  Highnefs,  no  inveterate  Malice. 

King.  Then  call  them  to  our  Prefence  face  to  face, 
And  frowning  brow  to  brow,  our  fclves  will  hear 
Th'Accufer,  and  the  Accufed  freely  fpeak  , 

High  ftomack'dare  tluy  bo.h,  and  full  of  ire. 
In  rage,  deaf  as  the  Sea ,  hafty  as  Fire. 

Enter  Bullingbrook  W  Mowbray. 

Bull.  Many  years  of  happy  daies  befall 
My  gracious  Soveraign,  my  molt  loving  Liege. 

Mow.  Each  day  ftill  better  others  happinefs, 
Until  the  Heavens  envying  Earths  good  hap, 
Add  an  immortal  Title  to  your  Crown. 

King.  We  thank  you  both,  yet  one  but  flatters  us, 
As  weli  appeareth  by  the  Caufe  you  come, 

Namely 
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Namely  to  Appeal  each  other  of  high  Treafon. 
Coudn  of  Hereford  what  doft  thou  object 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^  Thomas  Mowbray  ? 

Bull.  Firft  Heaven  be  the  record  to  my  fpeech, 
In  the  devotions  of  a  Subjects  love, 
Tendringthe  precious  fafetyof  my  Prince, 
And  free  from  other  mif-begotten  hate, 
Come  I  Appealant  to  this  Princely  Prefence. 
Now  Thomas  Mowbray  do  I  turn  to  thee, 
And  mark  my  greeting  well :  for  what  I  fpeak, 
My  Body  lhall  make  good  upon  this  Earth, 
Or  my  Divine  Soul  anfwer  it  in  Heaven. 
Thou  art  a  Traitor  and  a  Mifcreant  \ 
Too  good  to  be  fo,  and  too  bad  to  live  3 
Since  the  more  fair  and  Cryftal  is  the  Skie, 
The  uglier  feem  the  Clouds  that  in  it  flye : 
Once  more,  the  more  to  aggravate  the  note, 
With  a  foul  Traitors  Name  ftuftT  thy  throaty 

And  wilh  (To  pleafe  my  Soveraign  J  e're  I  move,  (prove. 
What  my  Tongue  fpeaks,  my  right  drawn  Sword  may 

Mow.  Let  not  my  cool  Words  here  accufe  my  Zeal: 

'Tis  not  the  Tryal  of  a  Woman's  War, 
The  bitter  Clamour  of  two  eager  Tongues, 
Can  arbitrate  this  Caufe  betwixt  us  twain  •• 
The  Blood  is  hot  that  mult  be  cool'd  for  this. 
Yet  can  I  not  of  fuch  tame  patience  boaft, 
As  to  be  hufht,  and  nought  at  all  to  fay. 
Firft  the  (air  reverence  of  your  Highnefs  curbs  me, 
From  giving  reins  and  fpurs  to  my  free  fpeech, 

Which  elfe  would  poft,until  it  had  returned 
Thefe  terms  of  Treafon,  doubly  down  his  throat, 
Setting  alide  his  high  Bloods  Royalty, 
And  let  him  be  no  Kinfman  to  my  Liege, 
I  do  defie  him,  and  I  fpit  at  him, 
Call  him  a  flanderous  Coward  and  a  Villain : 

Which  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds, 
And  meet  him,  were  1  tide  to  run  a  foot, 
Even  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  stipes^ 
Or  any  other  ground  inhabitable, 
Where  ever  Englishman  durft  fet  his  foot, 
Mean  time,  let  this  defend  my  Loyalty, 
By  all  my  hopes  moft  falfly  doth  he  lie* 

Bull.  Pale  trembling  Coward,  there  I  throw  my  Gage, 
Disclaiming  here  the  Kindred  of  a  King, 

And  lay  afide  my  high  Blood's  Royalty, 
Which  Fear,  not  Reverence  makes  thee  to  except, 
If  guilty  dread  hath  left  thee  fo  much  ftrength, 

As  to  take  up  mine  Honour's  Pawn,  then  ftoop. 
By  that,  and  all  the  Rights  of  Knighthood  elfe, 
Will  I  make  good  againft  thee  arm  to  arm, 
What  I  have  lpoken,  or  thou  canft  devife. 

Mow.  I  take  it  up,  and  by  that  Sword  I  fwear, 
Which  gently  laid  my  Knighthood  on  my  moulder, 
Fie  anfwer  thee  in  any  fair  degree, 
Or  Chivalrous  defign  of  Knightly  tryai : 
And  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light, 
If  I  be  Traitor,  or  unjuftly  fight. 

King.  What  doth  our  Coulin  lay  to  Mowbray's  Charge .? 
It  mult  be  great  that  can  inherit  us, 
So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  ill  in  him. 

Bull.  Look  what  I  faid,  my  life  lhall  Prove  it  true^ 

That  Mowbray  hath  receiv'd  eight  thoufand  Nobles, 
In  name  of  lendings  for  your  Highnefs  Souldiers, 

The  which  he  hath  detain'd  for  lewd  Imployments, 
Like  a  falfe  Traitor  and  injurious  Villain, 
Befides,  I  fay,  and  will  in  Battel  prove, 
Or  here,  or  elfewhere,  to  the  furtheft  Verge 

That  ever  was  furvey'd  by  Englifli  eye, 
That  all  the  Treafons  for  thefe  eighteen  years 
Complotted  and  contrived  in  this  Land, 

Fetcht  from  falfe  Mowbray  their  Firft  Head  and  Spring. 
Further  I  fay,  and  further  will  maintain 
Upon  his  bad  life,  to  make  all  this  good, 

That  he  did  plot  the  Duke  oiGlofler's  deathj 

Suggeft  his  foon  believing  Adverfaries, 
And  confequently  like  a  Traitor  Coward, 
Sluc'd  out  his  innocent  Soul  through  ftreams  of  Blood ; 
Which  Blood,  like  facrificing  AbePs  cries, 
(Even  from  the  tonguelefs  Caverns  of  the  Earth) 
To  me  for  Juftice,  and  rough  Chaftifement : 
And  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  defcent, 
This  arm  lhall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  fpent. 

King.  How  high  a  pitch  his  Refolution  foars : 
Thomas  of  Norfolk^,  what  fay 'ft  thou  to  this  ? 

Mow.  Oh  let  mySoveraign  turn  away  his  Face, 
And  bid  his  Ears  a  little  while  be  deaf, 
Till  I  have  told  this  llander  of  his  Blood, 
How  God  and  good  men  hate  fo  foul  a  Lyer. 

King.  Mowbray,  impartial  are  our  Eyes  and  Ears, 
Were  he  my  Brother,  nay,  our  Kingdom's  Heir, 
As  he  is  but  my  Father's  Brother's  Son  y 
Now  by  my  Scepters  awe,  I  make  a  Vow, 
Such  neighbour-nearnefs  to  our  facred  Blood, 
Should  nothing  priviledge  him^  nor  partialize 
The  unftooping  firmnefs  of  my  upright  Soul- 
He  is  our  Subject  {Mowbray )  fo  art  thou, 
Free  fpeech  and  ftarlefs,  I  to  thee  allow. 

Mow.  Then,  Bullmgbrovk  ,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart, 
Through  the  falfe  pallage  of  thy  throat ;  thou  lieft : 
Three  parts  of  that  Receipt  I  had  for  C  alike, 
Disburlt  I  to  his  Highnefs  Souldiers  j 

The  other  part  reftrv'd  I  by  conferjt, 
For  that  my  Soveraign  Liege  was  in  my  debt, 
Upon  remainder  of  a  dear  Account, 
Since  laft  I  went  to  France  to  fetch  his  Queen  : 
Now  fwallow  down  that  lye.  For  Glofter\  deathj 
I  flew  him  not  •,  but  (to  mine  own  difgrace) 
Neglected  my  fworn  Duty  in  that  cafe  i 
For  you, my  noble  Lord  of  Lancafier, 
The  Honourable  Father  to  my  Foe, 
Once  I  did  lay  an  ambufh  for  your  Life, 
A  trefpafs  that  doth  vex  my  grieved  Soul: 

But  e're  I  laft  receiv'd  the  Sacrament, 
I  did  confefs  it,  and  exactly  begg'd 
Your  Graces  Pardon,  and  I  hope  I  had  it. 

This  is  my  fault :  as  for  the  reft  appeal'd, 
It  iffucs  from  the  rancor  of  a  Villain, 
A  Recreant  and  moft  degenerate  Traitor, 
Which  in  my  felf  I  boldly  will  defend, 
And  interchangeably  hurle  down  my  Gage, 

Upon  this  overweening  Traitors  foot, 
To  prove  my  felf  a  Loyal  Gentleman, 
Even  in  the  belt  Blood  chamber 'd  in  his  bofom, 
In  hafte  whereof  moft  heartily  1  pray 

Your  Highnefs  to  aflign  our  Tryal-day. 
King.  Wrath-kindled  Gentlemen  be  rul'd  by  me: 

Let's  puree  this  Choller  without  letting  Blood : 
This  we  prefcribe,  though  no  Phyfitian, 
Deep  Malice  makes  too  deep  Incifion. 
Forget,  forgive,  conclude  and  be  agreed, 
Our  Doctors  fdy,  this  is  no  time  to  bleed. 
Good  Uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun, 

We'll  calm  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  yon  your  Son. 
Gamt,  To  be  a  Make-peace  mall  become  my  age, 

Throw  down  (my  Son  J  the  Duke  of  Norfol^s  Gage. 
King.  And  Ncrfoll^thvow  down  his. 
Gaunt,  When  Harry,  when  ?  Obedience  bids, 

Obedience  bids,  1  fhould  not  bid  agen. 

King.  Norfolk.,  throw  down,  we  bid ;  there  is  no  boot. 
Mow.  My  felt  I  throw  (dread  Soveraign)  at  thy  foot. 

My  Life  thou  (halt  command,  but  not  my  Shame, 
The  one  my  Duty  owes,  but  my  fair  Name, 

Defpight  of  death  that  lives  upon  my  Grave,- 
To  dark  diflionours  ufe,  thou  lhalt  not  have. 

I  am  difgrae'd,  impeach'd,  and  baffl'd  here, 
Pierc'd  to  the  Soul,  with  flanders  venom'd  Spear . 
The  which  no  Blame  can  cure,  but  his  heart  Blood 

Which  breath'd  this  Poyfon, Kina 
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King,  Rage  muft  be  withftood  \ 
Give  me  his  Gage: Lyons  make  Leopards  tame. 

Move.  Yea,  but  not  change  his  Spots :  take  but  my  lhame. 
And  I  refign  my  Gage.  My  dear,  dear  Lord, 
The  pureft  Treafure  mortal  times  afford, 
Is  fpotlefs  Reputation  :  that  away, 
Men  are  but  gilded  Loam,  or  painted  Clay. 

A  Jewel  in  a  ten-times  barr'd  up  Cheft, 
Is  a  bold  Spirit  in  a  Loyal  Breaft. 
Mine  Honour  is  my  life ;  both  grow  in  one : 
Take  Honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done. 
Then  fdear  my  Liege)  mine  Honour  let  me  try, 
In  that  I  live ;  and  for  that  will  I  dye. 

King.  Coulin,  throw  down  your  Gage,  Do  you  begin. 
Bui.  Oh  Heaven  defend  my  Soul  from  fuch  foul  fin. 

Shall  I  feem  Creft-faln  in  my  Father's  fight, 
Or  with  pale  beggar'd  Fear  impeach  my  hight 
Before  this  out-dar'd  Daftard  ?  E're  my  Tongue 
Shall  wound  my  Honour  with  fuch  feeble  Wrong  ; 
Or  found  fo  bale  a  parle :  my  Teeth  (hall  tear 
The  flavifh  Motive  of  recanting  Fear, 
And  fpit  it  bleeding  in  his  high  difgrace, 

Where  lhame  doth  harbour,  even  in  Mowbray's  Face. 
{Exit  Gaunt. 

King.  We  were  not  born  to  fue,  but  to  Command, 
Which  fince  we  cannot  do  to  make  you  Friends, 
Be  ready,  (as  your  lives  (hall  anfwer  it) 

At  Coventrey,  upon  Saint  Lambert's  day  : 
There  (hall  your  Swords  and  Lances  arbitrate 
The  fwelling  Difference  of  your  fetled  Hate: 
Since  we  cannot  attone  you,  you  fhall  fee 

Juftice  defign  the  Vigor's  Chivalry. 
Lord  Mar/hal  command  our  Officers  at  Arms, 
Be  ready  to  direct  thefe  home  Alarms.  {Exeunt. 

Scana  Secunda. 

Enter  Gaunt,  and  Dut  chefs  of  Q loiter. 

Gaunt.  Alas,  the  part  I  had  in  Glofter's  blood, 
Doth  more  foliciteme  than  your  Exclaims, 
To  ftir  againfb  the  Butchers  of  his  life. 
But  fince  Correction  lyeth  in  thofe  Hands 
Which  made  the  Fault  that  we  cannot  correct, 
Put  we  our  Quarrel  to  the  Will  of  Heaven, 
Who  when  they  fee  the  Hours  ripe  on  Earth, 
Will  rain  hot  Vengeance  on  Offenders  heads. 

Dut.  Finds  Brotherhood  in  thee  no  fharper  fpur  ? 
Hath  love  in  thy  old  Blood  no  living  fire  ? 
Edward? s  feven  Sons  f  whereof  thy  felf  art  one  ) 
Were  as  feven  Vials  of  his  facred  Blood. 

Or  feven  fair  Branches  fpringing  from  one  Root : 

Some  of  thofe  feven  are  dri'd  by  Natures  Courfe, 
Some  of  thofe  Branches  by  the  Deftinies  cut : 
But  Thomas,  my  dear  Lord,  my  life,  my  Gloftcr  ; 

One  Vial  full  of  Edward's  Sacred  Blood, 
One  flourifhing  Branch  of  his  molt  Royal  Root 

Is  crack'd,  and  all  the  precious  Liquor  fpilf, 
Is  hacktdown,  and  his  Summer  Leaves  all  faded 

By  Envie's  hand,  and  Murder's  Bloody  Axe. 
Ah  Gaunt  ?  His  Blood  was  thine,  that  Bed,  that  Womb, 

That  Mettle,  that  Self-mould  that  fafhion'd  thee, 
Made  him  a  Man  :  And  though  thou  liv'ft  and  breath'ft ; 
Yet  art  thou  flain  in  him :  thou  doft  confent 

In  fome  large  meafure  to  thy  Father's  death, 
In  that  thou  feeft  thy  wretched  Brother  die, 

Who  was  the  Model  of  thy  Father's  life, 
Call  it  not  Patience  (Gaunt )  it  is  Defpair, 

In  fuffering  thus  thy  Brother  to  be  flaughter'd, 
Thou  fhew'ft  the  naked  Pathway  to  thy  life, 
Teaching  ftern  Murther  how  to  butcher  thee : 

That  which  in  mean  men,  we  intitle  Patience 
Is  pale  cold  Cowardice  in  noble  Breafts : 
What  fhall  1  fay,  to  fafegard  thine  own  life,  . 

The  belt  way  is  to  venge  my  Glofter's  death. 
Gaunt.  Heavens  is  the  Quarrel :  for  Heaven's  Subftitute, 

His  Deputy  anointed  in  his  fight, 

Hath  caus'd  his  death,  the  which  if  wrongfully 
Let  Heaven  Revenge  :  for  I  may  never  lift 
An  angry  Arm  againft  his  Minifter. 

Dut.  Where  then  (alas;  may  I  complain  my  felf  ? 
Gaun.  To  Heaven,  the  Widows  Champion  to  defence. 
Dut.  Why  then  I  will :  farewel  old  Gaunt. 

Thou  go'ft  to  Coventrey,  there  to  behold 
Our  Coufill  Hereford,  and  fell  Mowbray  fight : 

0  fit  my  Husbands  Wrongs  on  Hereford's  Spear, 
That  it  may  enter  Butcher  Mowbray's  breaft  : 
Or  if  Misfortune  mifs  the  firft  Carreer, 

Be  Mowbray's  fins  fo  heavy  in  his  Bofom, 
That  they  may  break  his  foaming  Courfers  back, 
And  throw  the  Rider  headlong  in  the  Lifts, 
A  Caytiff  recreant  to  my  Coufin  Hereford. 
Farewel  old  Gaunt ,  thy  fomtimes  Brother's  Wife 
With  her  Companion  Grief  muft  end  her  life. 

Gaunt.  Sifter  farewel :  1  muft  to  Coventrey, 
As  much  good  ftay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me. 

Dut.  Yet  one  word  more,Grief  boundeth  where  it  falls. 
Not  with  the  empty  hollownefs  but  weight : 
I  take  my  leave,  before  I  have  begun, 
For  Sorrow  ends  not :  when  it  feemeth  done. 

Commend  me  to  my  Brother,  Edward  York^ 
Lo,  this  is  all :  nay  yet  depart  not  fo, 
Though  this  be  all,  do  not  lb  quickly  go, 
1  fhall  remember  more.  Bid  him,  Oh,  what  ? 
With  all  good  fpeed  at  Plaflrie  vifit  me. 
Alack,  and  what  fhall  good  old  Tork^  there  fee 

But  empty  Lodgings,  and  unfurnifh'd  Walls, 
Un-peopl'd  Offices,  untrodden  Stones  ? 
And  what  hear  there  for  Welcome,  but  my  Groans  ? 
Therefore  commend  me,  let  him  not  come  there 
To  feek  out  Sorrow  that  dwells  every  where  ; 
Defolate,  defolate  will  1  hence,  and  dye, 
The  laft  leave  of  thee,  takes  my  weeping  Eye.  {Exeunt, 

Scana  Tenia. 

Enter  Marjhal  and  Aumerle. 

Mar.  My  L.  Aumerle,  is  Harry  Hereford  arm'd  ? 
Aum.  Yea,  at  all  points,  and  longs  to  enter  in. 
Mar.  The  Duke  of  Norfolk^  fprightful  and  bold, 

Stays  but  the  Summons  of  the  Appealants  Trumpet. 

Au.  Why  then  the  Champions  are  prepar'd  and  ftay 
For  nothing  but  his  Majefties  approach.  {FlounJIi. 

Enter  King,  Gaunt,  Bufhy,  Bagot,  Green,  and  others ; 
Then  Mowbray  in  Armour,  and  Harrold. 

Rich.  Marfhal,  demand  of  yonder  Champion 
The  Caufe  of  his  arrival  here  in  Arms, 
Ask  him  his  Name,  and  orderly  proceed 
To  fwear  him  in  the  Juftice  of  his  Caufe. 

Mar.  In  Gods  Name,and  the  Kings,fay  who  thou  art  ? 

And  why  thou  com'ft,  thus  Knightly  clad  in  Arms  ? 
Againft  what  man  thou  com'ft,and  what's  thy  Quarrel, 
Speak  truly  on  thy  Kinghthood,  and  thine  Oath, 
Asfo  defend  thee  Keaven,  and  thy  Valour. 

Alow.  My  Name  is  Tho.  Mowbray,  Duke  of  Norfolk,, 
Who  hither  come  engaged  by  my  Oath, 
f  Which  Heaven  defend  a  Knight  fhould  violate) 
Both  to  defend  my  Loyalty  and  Truth, 

To  God,  my  King,  and  his  fucceedir.g  Iflue, 

Againft 
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Againft  the  Duke  of  Hereford,  that  Appeals  me  : 
And  by  the  Grace  of  God  and  this  mine  Arm, 
To  prove  him  fin  defendiug  of  my  felf) 

A  Traitor  to  my  God,  my  King,  and  me-, 
And  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  Heaven. 

Tucket.  Enter  Hereford,  and  Harold. 

Rich.  Marftial :  Ask  yonder  Knight  in  Arms, 
Both  who  he  is,  and  why  he  cometh  hither, 
Thus  placed  in  Habiliments  of  War  : 
And  formally  according  to  our  Law 

Depofe  him  in  the  Juftice  of  his  Caufe. 

^r.What  is  thyName,and  wherefore  com'ft  thou  hither 
Before  King  Richard,  in  his  Royal  Lifts  ? 

Againft  whom  comMt  thou  ?  and  what's  thy  Quarrel  ? 
Speak  like  a  true  Knight,  fo  defend  thee  Heaven. 

Bull,  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  Darby, 
Am  I,  who  ready  here  do  ftand  in  Arms, 

To  prove  by  Heaven's  grace,  my  Body's  Valour, 
n  Lifts,  on  Thomas  Mowbray  Duke  of  Norfolk^ 
That  he's  a  Traitor  foul  and  dangerous, 
To  God  of  Heaven,  King  Richard,  and  to  me, 

And  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  Heaven. 
Mar.  On  pain  of  Death,  no  perfon  be  fo  bold, 

Or  daring  hardy,  as  to  touch  the  Lifts, 

Except  the  Marftial,  and  fuch  Officers 

Appointed  to  dire<ft  thefe  fair  Defigrcs. 

Bull.  Lord  Marftial,  let  mekifsmy  Soveraign's  Hand, 
And  bow  my  Knee  before  his  Majefty  : 
For  Mowbray  and  my  felf  are  like  two  men, 
That  vow  a  long  and  weary  Pilgrimage, 
Then  let  us  take  a  ceremonious  Leave 
And  loving  Farewel  of  our  feveral  Friends. 

Mar.  The  Appealant  in  all  duty  greets  your  Highnefs, 
And  craves  to  kifs  your  hand,  and  take  his  leave- 
<  Rich.  We  will  defcend  and  fold  him  in  our  arms. 
Coufin  of  Hereford,  zs  thy  Caufe  is  juft, 
So  be  thy  Fortune  in  this  Royal  Fight : 
Farewel,  my  Blood,  which  if  to  day  thou  ftied, 
Lament  me  may,  but  not  Revenge  thee  dead. 

Bull.  Oh  let  no  noble  Eye  prophane  a  Tear 

For  me,  if  I  be  gor'd  with  Mowbray* s  Spear : 
As  confident,  as  is  the  Faulcon's  flight 
Againft  a  Bird,  do  I  with  Mowbray  fight. 
My  loving  Lord,  I  take  my  leave  of  you, 
Of  you  (my  noble  Coufin)  Lord  Aumerle ; 
Not  fick,  although  I  have  to  do  with  death, 
But  lufty,  young,  and  chearly  drawing  breath. 
Lo,  as  at  Englip  Feafts,  fo  I  regreet 
The  daintieft  laft,  to  make  the  end  moft  fweet. 
Oh  thou  the  Earthy  Author  of  my  Blood, 
Whofe  youthful  Spirit  in  me  regenerate, 

Doth  with  a  two-fold  vigour  lift  me  up 
To  reach  at  Victory  above  my  Head, 
Add  proof  unto  mine  Armour  with  thy  Prayers, 
And  with  thy  Blefllngs  fteel  my  Lances  Point, 

That  it  may  enter  Mowbray's  Waxen  Coat, 
And  furnifti  new  the  Name  of  John  a  Gaunt 

Even  in  the  lufty  'haviour  of  his  Son. 
Gaunt .  Heaven  in  thy  good  Caufe  make  thee  profp'rous 

Be  fwift  like  Lightning  in  the  Execution, 
And  let  thy  Blows  doubly  redoubled, 
Fall  like  amazing  thunder  on  the  Cask 

Of  thy  amaz'd  pernicious  Enemy. 
Rouze  up  thy  youthful  Blood,  be  Valiant,  and  live. 

Bull.  Mine  Innocence,  and  St.  George  to  thrive. 
Mow.  How  ever  Heaven  or  Fortune  caft  my  Lot, 

There  lives,  or  dies,  true  to  King  Richard's  Throne, 
A  Loyal,  Juft,  and  Upright  Gentleman  : 
Never  did  Captain  with  a  freer  heart 
Caft  off  his  Chains  of  Bondage,  and  embrace 

His  golden  uncontrotft'd  Enfranchifement, 
More  than  my  dancing  Soul  doth  celebrate 

This  feaft  of  Battle,  with  mine  Adverfary. 
Moft  mighty  Liege,  and  my  Companion  Peers, 
Take  from  my  mouth,  the  wifh  of  happy  years, 

As  gentle,  and  as  jocond,  as  to  jeaft, 

Go  I  to  fight :  Truth  hath  a  quiet  breaft. 
Rich.  Farewel,  my  Lord,  fecurely  I  efpy 

Vertue  with  Valour,  couched  in  thine  Eye: 
Order  the  Trial  Marftial,  and  begin. 

Mar.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lane  after  and  Darby, 
Receive  thy  Launce,  and  Heaven  defend  thy  Right. 

Bull.  Strong  as  a  Tower,  in  hope,  1  cry  Amen. 
Mar.  Go  bear  this  Launce  to  Thomas  Duke  of  Norfolk 
1 .  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter  and  Darby, 

Stands  here  for  God,  his  Soveraign,  and  Himfelf, 

On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant, 
To  prove  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^,  Thomas  Mowbray, 
A  Traitor  to  his  God,  his  King,  and  him, 
And  dares  him  to  fet  forward  to  the  fight. 

2.  Har.Ucve  ftandeth  Thomas  Mowbray  Duke  of  Norfolk, 

On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant, 
Both  to  defend  himfelf,  and  to  approve 
Henry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  Darby, 
To  God,  his  Soveraign,  and  to  him  dilloy  ; 

Couragioufly,  and  with  a  free  delire, 
Attending  but  the  Signal  to  begin.      f_  A  charge  fumded. 

Mar.  Sound  Trumpets,  and  fet  forward  Combatants : 

Stay,  the  King  hath  thrown  his  Warder  down. 
Rich.  Let  them  lay  by  their  Helmets,  and  their  Spears, 

And  both  return  back  to  their  Chairs  again  : 
Withdraw  with  us,  and  let  the  Trumpets  found, 
While  we  return  thefe  Dukes  what  we  decree. 

\_Along  Fhftrijk. 

Draw  riear,  and  lift 
What  with  our  Council  we  have  done. 
For  that  our  Kingdoms  Earth  ftiould  not  be  foild 
With  that  dear  Blood  which  it  hath  foftered, 
And  for  our  eyes  do  hate  the  dice  afpedl 

Of  Civil  Wounds  plough'd  up  with  Neighbours  Swords, 
Which  fo  rouz'd  up  with  boifterous  untun'd  Drums, 
With  harlh  refounding  Trumpets  dreadful  bray, 

And  grating  ftiock  of  wrathful  Iron  Arms, 
Might  from  our  quiet  Confines  fright  fair  Peace, 
And  make  us  wade  even  in  our  Kindreds  Blood : 

Therefore,  we  banilh  you  our  Territories. 
You  Coufin  Hereford,  upon  pain  of  death, 

Till  twice  five  Summers  have  enrich'd  our  Fields^ 
Shall  not  regreet  our  fair  Dominions, 
But  tread  the  ftranger  Paths  of  Banifhment. 

Bull.  Your  will  be  done  :  This  mult  my  Comfort  be 
That  Sun  that  warms  you  here,  (hall  mine  on  me : 
And  thofe  his  golden  Beams  to  you  here  lent, 
Shall  point  on  me,  and  gild  my  Banifliment. 

Rich.  Norfdkj.  for  thee  remains  a  heavier  Doom, 
Which  I  with  fome  unwillingnefs  pronounce, 
The  flye  flow  Hours  (hall  not  determinate 
The  datelefs  limit  of  thy  dear  Exile  : 
The  hopelefs  word,  of  never  to  return, 
Breathe  I  againft  thee,  upon  pain  of  life. 

Mow.  A  heavy  Sentence,  my  moft  Soveraign  Liege, 

And  all  unlook'd  for  from  your  Highnefs  mouth  : 
A  dearer  Merit,  not  fo  deep  a  Maim, 
As  to  be  caft  forth  in  the  common  air 
Have  I  deferved  at  your  Highnefs  hands. 

The  Language  I  have  learn'd  thefe  forty  years 
(My  native  EngUfli)  now  I  muft  forgo, 
And  now  my  Tongues  ufe  is  to  me  no  more, 
Than  an  unftringed  Viol,  or  a  Harp, 

Or  like  a  cunning  Inftrument  cas'd  up, 
Or  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 
That  knows  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmony. 

Within  my  Mouth  you  have  engoal'd  my  Tongue, 
Doubly  percnllis'd  with  my  Teeth  and  Lips, 
And  dull,  unfeeling,  barren  Ignorance, 
Is  made  my  Goaler  to  attend  on  me 
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I  am  too  old  to  fawn  upon  a  Nurle, 
Too  far  in  years  to  be  a  Pupil  now. 
What  is  thy  Sentence  then,  but  fpcechlefs  death, 
A  hich  robs  my  Tongue  from  breathing  native  breath  ? 

Rich.  It  boots  thee  not  to  be  compallioRate, 
After  our  Sentence,  plaining  comes  too  late. 

Mm.  Then  thus  I  turn  me  from  my  Country's  light, 
To  dwell  in  folemn  Shades  of  endlefs  night. 

Rich.  Return  again,  and  take  an  Oath  with  thee, 

Lav  on  your  Royal  Sword,  your  banifh'd  hands  ; 
Swear  by  the  Duty  tnat  you  owe  to  Heaven 
Our  part  therein  we  banifli  with  your  felvesj 
To  keep  the  Oath  that  we  adminifter  : 
You  never  fliall  (fo  help  you  Truth,  and  Heaven) 
Embrace  each  others  Love  in  Banifhment, 
Mor  ever  look  upon  each  others  Face, 
Nor  ever  write,  regreet,  or  reconcile 

This  lowring  Tempeft  of  your  home-bred  Hate, 
Nor  ever  by  advifed  purpofe  meet, 
To  plot,  contrive,  or  complot  any  ill, 

'Gainft  Us,  our  State,  our  Subjects,  or  our  Land. 
Bul.  1  fwear. 

Mow.  And  I,  to  keep  all  this. 
B:d  Norfolk,  fo  far,  as  to  mine. Enemy. 

Bv  this  time  f  had  the  King  permitted  us) 
One  of  our  Souls  had  wandred  in  the  air, 

Banifn'd  this  frail  Sepulchre  of  our  flefh, 
A  now  our  flelh  is  banifh'd  from  this  Land. 

Confefs  thy  Treafons,  e're  thou  fly  this  Realm, 
Since  thou  has  far  to  go,  btar  not  along 
The  clogging  burthen  of  a  guilty  Soul. 

Mow.  No  BulLngbrookj:  if  ever  I  were  Traitor, 
My  Name  be  blotted  from  the  book  of  Life, 

And  I  from  Heaven  banifh'd,  as  from  hence : 
B^it  what  thou  art,  Heaven,  thou  and  I  do  know, 
And  all  too  .  on  (I  fear)  the  King  fhall  rue. 

Farewell  (my  Liege)  now  «no  way  can  I  ftray, 
S.ve  back  to  Eng land,  all  the  world's  my  way. 

Rich.  Uncle,  even  in  the  Glaffes  of  thine  Eyes 
I  fee  thy  grieved  Heart:  thy  fad  Afpect, 

Hath  from  the  number  of  his  banifn'd  years 
Pluck'd  four  away  :  Six  frozen  Winters  fpent, 
Return  with  welcome  home  from  Banifhment. 

BhI.  How  long  a  time  lies  in  one  little  word  •• 
Four  lagging  Winters,  and  four  wanton  Springs 
End  in  a  word,  fuch  is  the  breath  of  Kings. 

Gaunt.  I  thank  my  Liege,  that  in  regard  of  me 
He  fhortens  four  years  of  my  Sons  Exile  : 
But  little  vantage  fhall  I  reap  thereby. 

For  e're  the  fix  years  that  he  hath  to  fpend, 
Can  change  the  Moons,  and  bring  their  times  about ; 

My  oyl-dry'd  Lamp,  and  time-bewafted  Light, 
Shall  be  extinct  with  Age,  and  endlefs  Night-- 
My  inch  of  Taper,  will  be  burnt,  and  done, 
And  blindfold  death,  not  let  me  fee  my  Son. 

Rub.  Why  Uncle .?  thou  haft  many  years  to  live. 

Gaunt.  But  not  a  minute  (King)  that  thou  canit  give  ■, 
Shorten  my  days  thou  canft  with  fudden  Sorrow, 

And  pluck  Nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  me  a  Morrow  • 
Thou  canft  help  time  to  furrow  me  with  Age, 
But  ftop  no  Wrinckle  in  his  Pilgrimage: 

Thy  word  is  currant  with  him, '  for  my  death, 
But  dead  thy  Kingdom  cannot  buy  my  breath. 

Rich.  Thy  Son  is  banifh'd  upon  good  advice, 
Whereto  thy  Tongue  a  party-verdict  gave, 
W  hy  at  our  Juftice  feeirflt  thou  then  to  lowre  ? 

Gaunt.  Things  fweet  to  tafte,  prove  in  digeftion  fowr  : 

You  urg'd  me  as  a  Judge,  but  I  had  rather 
You  would  have  bid  me  argue  like  a  Father. 

Alas,  I  look'd  when  fome  of  y&u  fhould  fay, 
I  was  too  ftrict  to  make  mine  own  away : 
But  you  gave  leave  to  my  unwilling  Tongue, 
AgaiBft  my  will,  to  do  my  felf  this  wrong. 

Rich.  Coufin  farewell :  and  Uncle  bid  him  fo: 

Six  years  we  banifli  him,  and  he  fliall  go.  ■  [Exit. 
FloHriJlj. 

■Ait.  Coufin,  farewel,  what  prefence  mull  not  know, 
From  where  you  do  remain,  let  Paper  fhow. 

Mar.  My  Lord,  no  leave  take  1,  for  I  will  ride 
As  far  as  Land  will  let  me,  by  your  fide. 

Gaunt.  Oh  to  what  purpofe  doft  thou  hoard  thy  words, 
That  thou  return'ft  no  greeting  to  thy  Friends  ? 

BhI.  1  have  too  few  to  take  my  leave  of  you, 

When  the  Tongue's  Office  fhould  be  prodigal, 
To  breathe  th'abundant  dolour  of  the  Heart. 

Gaunt.  Thy  Grief  is  but  thy  Abfence  for  a  time. 
Bid,  Joy  abfent,  Grief  is*  prefent  for  that  time. 
Gaunt.  What  is  fix  Winters,  they  are  quickly  gone  .< 
Bid.  To  men  in  Joy,  but  Grief  makes  one  hour  ten, 

Gaunt.  Call  it  a  travel  that  thou  tak'ft  for  pleafure. 
Bid.  My  heart  will  figh,  when  I  mifcall  it  fo, 

Whicji  finds  it  aninforced  Pilgrimage. 
Gaunt.  The  fullen  paflage  of  thy  weary  fteps 

Efteem  a  Soil,  wherein  thou  art  to  Jet 

The  precious  Jewel  of  thy  home  return. 
Bul.  Oh  who  can  hold  a  Fire  in  his  hand 

3y  thinking  on  the  Frofty  Caucafus  ? 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  Appetite, 

By  bare  imagination  of  a  Feaft  ? 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  Snow 

By  thinking  on  fantaftick  Summers  Heat  ? 
Oh  no,  the  apprehenfion  of  the  good 
Gives  but  the  greatep  feeling  to  the  worfe  : 

Fell  Sorrow's  Tooth,  doth  never  ranckle  more 
Than  when  it  bites,  but  lanceth  not  the  fore. 
Gaunt .  Come,  come  (my  Son )  Pie  bring  thee  on  thy  way 

Had  I  thy  Youth,  and  Caufe,  1  would  not  ftay. 

Bul.  Then  England's  ground  farewel :  fweet  foil  adieu, 
My  Mother  and  my  Nurfe,  which  bears  me  yet: 

Where-e're  I  wander,  boaft  of  this  I  can, 

Though  banifh'd,  yet  a  true-born  Engltjh-man. 
 _ _  i  ui —  1  

Scana  Qtiarta. 

Enter  King,  Aumerle,  Green,  Bagot. 

Rich.  We  did  obferve.  Coufin  Aumerle, 
How  far  brought  you  High  Hereford  on  his  way  ? 

Aum.  I  brought  High  Hertford  (if  you  call  himfo) 
But  to  the  next  high  way,  and  there  I  left  him. 

Rich.  And  fay,  what  ftore  of  parting  tears  were  flied  ? 
Aum.  Faith  none  by  me :  except  the  North-Eafi  wind 

Which  then  grew  bitterly  againft  our  face, 

Awak'd  the  fleepy  rheume,  and  fo  by  chance 
Did  grace  our  hollow  parting  with  a  tear. 

Ricb.  What  faid  our  Coufin  when  you  parted  with  him  ? 
Au.  Farewehand  for  my  heart  difdained  that  my  Tongue 

Should  fo  prophane  the  word,  that  taught  me  crafc 
To  counterfeit  oppreffion  of  fuch  Grief, 

That  word  feem'd  buried  in  my  Sorrows  Grave. 
Marry,  would  the  word  farewel,  had  lengthn'd  Hours, 
And  added  Years  to  his  fhort  Banifhment, 
He  fhould  have  had  a  Volume  of  Farevvels, 
But  fince  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  me. 

Ric  He  is  our  Coufin  fCoufin)  but  'tis  doubt, 
When  time  fhall  call  him  home  from  Banifhment, 
Whether  our  Kinfman  come  to  fee  his,  Friends, 

Our  Self,  and  Bujhy :  here  Bagot  and  Green 
Obferv'd  his  Courtfhip  to  the  Common  People  : 
How  he  did  feem  to  dive  into  their  Hearts, 
With  humble,  and  familiar  Courtefie, 
What  Reverence  he  did  throw  away  on  Slaves  \ 

Wooing  poor  Crafts-men  with  the  craft  of  Souls, 
And  patient  under-bearing  of  his  Fortune, 
As  'twere  to  banifli  their  Affects  with  him. 
Off  goes  his  Bonnet  to  an  Oyfter-wench, 

A 
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A  brace  of  Dray-men  bid  God  fpeed  him  well, 
And  had  the  Tribute  of  his  fupple  Knee, 
With  thanks,  my  Countrymen,  my  loving  Friends, 
As  were  our  England  in  Reverfion  his, 
And  he  our  Subjects  next  Degree  in  hope. 

Cr.  Well,  he  is  gone,  and  with  him  go  thefe  thoughts : 

Now  for  the  Rebels,  which'ftand  out  in  Ireland, 
Expedient  mannage  mull  be  made,  my  Liege 

E're  further  leifure,  yield  the  further  means 
For  their  advantage,  and  your  Highnefs  lofs. 

Rich.  We  will  our  Self  in  Perfon  to  this  V  Var, 
And  for  our  Colters,  with  too  great  a  Court, 
And  liberal  Largefs,  are  grown  fomewhat  light, 
We  are  inforcM  to  farm  our  Royal  Realm, 
The  Revenue  whereof  fhall  furniih  us 

For  our  Affairs  in  hand  :  if  they  come  fhort, 
Our  Subftitutesat  home  (hall  have  Blank  Charters : 

Whereto,  when  they  fhall  know  what  men  are  rich, 
They  fhall  Subfcribe  them  for  large  Sums  of  Gold, 
And  fend  them  after  to  fupply  our  Wants : 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  prefently. 

Enter  Bufhy. 

Bufliy,  what  News  ? 
Bu.  Old  John  of  Gaunt  is  very  fick,  my  Lord, 

Suddenly  taken,  and  hath  fent  poll  hafte 
To  intreat  your  Majefty  to  viiit  him. 

Ric.  Where  lies  he  ? 

Bu.  At  Ely-houfe. 
Ric.  Now  put  it  (Heaven)  in  his  Phyfitian's  mind, 

To  help  him  to  his  Grave  immediately  : 
The  lining  of  his  Coffers  fhall  make  Coats 
To  deck  our  Souldiers  for  thefe  /n^Wars. 

Come  Gentlemen,  let's  all  go  vifit  him  : 

Pray  Heaven  we  may  make  hafte,  and  come  too  late.f£^'f. 

ABas  Secundus.  Soma  Prima. 

Enter  fc^ Gaunt,  with  York. 
• 

Gau.  Will  the  King  come,  that  I  may  breathe  my  laft 
In  wholefom  counfel  to  his  unftaid  youth  ?• 

Tor.  Vex  not  your  felf,  nor  ftrive  not  with  your  breath, 
For  all  in  vain  comes  counfel  to  his  ear. 

6au.  Oh  but  (they  fay)  the  Tongues  of  dying  men 
Inforce  attention  like  deep  harmony  : 
Where  words  are  fcarce,  they  are  feldom  fpent  in  vain, 
For  they  breath  truth,  that  breath  their  words  in  pain. 

He  that  no  more  muft  fay,  is  liften'd  more, 
Than  they  whom  youth  and  eafe  have  taught  to  glofe, 
More  are  mens  ends  markt  than  their  lives  before, 
The  fetting  Sun,  and  Mufick  is  the  clofe, 
As  the  laft  tafte  of  fweets,  is  fweeteft  laft, 
Writ  in  remembrance,  more  than  things  long  paft  j 
Though  Richard  my  lifes  counfel  would  not  hear, 
My  deaths  fad  tale  may  yet  undeaf  his  Ear. 

Tor.  No,  it  is  ftopt  with  other  flatt'ring  Sounds, 
As  praifes  of  his  State  :  then  there  are  found 
Lafcivious  xMeeters,  to  whofe  venom  found 
The  open  Ears  of  youth  doth  always  liften. 
Report  of  Fafhions  in  proud  Italy, 
Whofe  Manners  ftill  our  tardie  apifti  Nation 
Limps  after  in  bafe  imitation. 
Where  doth  the  World  thruft  forth  a  Vanity, 
So  it  be  new,  there's  no  refpecl;  how  vile, 
That  is  not  quickly  buz'd  into  their  Ears  ? 
That  all  too  late  comes  counfel  to  be  heard, 
W'here  Will  doth  mutiny  with  Wits  regard : 
Direft  not  him,  whofe  way  himfelf  will  choofe,  ' 
Tis  breath  thou  lack'ft,and  that  breath  wilt  thou  Ioofe, 

Gaunt.  Methinks  I  am  a  Prophet  new  infpir'd, 
And  thus  expiring,  do  foretell  of  him, 
His  rafh  fierce  Blaze  of  Ryot  cannot  laft, 

For  violent  Fires  foon  burn  out  themfelves  \ 
Small  Showers  laft  long,  but  fudden  Storms  are  fhortv 
He  tires  betimes,  that  [purs  too  faft  betimes  ; 
With  eager  feeding,  food  doth  choke  the  feeder  :, 

Light  Vanity,  infarinte  Cormorant, 
Confummg  means,  foon  preys  upon  it  felf, 
This  Royal  Throne  of  Kings  this  Sceptered  Ifle, 
This  Earth  of  Majefty,  this  Seat  o&Mars^ 
This  other  Eden,  demy  Paradife, 
This  Fortrcfs  built  by  Nature  for  her  felf, 
Againft  infection,  and  the  hand  of  War : 
This  happy  Breed  of  men,  this  little  World, 
This  precious  Stone  fet  in  the  Silver  Sea, 
Which  flrves  it  in  the  Office  of  a  Wall, 
Or  as  a  Moat  defenlive  to  a  Houfe, 

Againft  the  envy  of  lefs  happier  Lane's, 
This  blcfled  Plot,  this  Earth,  this  Realm,  this  England, 
This  Nurfe,  this  teeming  womb  of  Royal  King?, 

Fear'd  by  their  Breed,  and  famous  for  their  birth, 
Renowned  for  their  Deeds,  as  far  frcm  home, 
For  Chriftian  Service,  and  true  Chivalrie, 
As  is  the  Sepulchre  in  ftubborn  Jury 

Of  the  W'orla's  Ranfom,  bleflld  Marfs  Son. 
This  Land  of  fuch  dear  Souls,  this  dear-dear  Land, 
De3r  for  her  Reputation  through  the  World, 

Is  now  Leas'd  out  (1  dye  pronouncing  it) 
Like  to  a  Tenement  or  pelting  Farm  \ 
England  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  Sea, 
Whofe  rocky. more  beats  back  the  envious  Siege 
Of  watry  Neptune,  is  now  bound  in  with  fhame, 
With  Inky  Blots,  and  rotten  Parchment  Bonds. 
That  EngLa.d  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others, 
Hath  made  a  fhamcful  Conqueft  of  it  felf. 
Ah  !  would  the  Scandal  vanifh  with  my  life, 

How  happy  then  were  my  enfuing  death  ! 

Enter  King,  Qit'eerr,  Aumerle,  Bufhy,  Green, 
Bagot,  Rofs,  and  Willoughby. 

Tor.  The  King  is  come,  deal  mildly  with  ins  youth, 
For  young  hot  Colts,  being  ragM,  do  rage  the  more. 

Qu.  How  fares  our  Noble  Uncle,  Lancafier  ? 
Ric.  What  comfort,  man  ?  How  is?c  with  aged  Gaunt  ? 
Ga.  Oh  how  that  Name  befits  my  Compohtion  : 

Old  Gaunt  indeed,  and  gaunt  in  being  old  : 
Within  me  Grief  hath  kept  a  tedious  Faft, 
And  who  abftains  from  Meat,  that  is  not  gaunt : 
For  fleeping  England  long  time  have  I  watcht, 
Whatching  breeds  leanuefs,  leannefs  is  all  gaunt ; 
The  Pleafure  that  fome  Fathers  feed  upon, 
Is  my  ftricT;  Faft,  I  mean  my  Childrens  looks, 
And  therein  Faffing  haft  thou  made  me  gaunt  ; 
Gaunt  am  I  for  the  Grave,  gaunt  as  a  Grave, 
Whofe  hollow  Womb  inherits  nought  but  Bones. 

Ric.  Can  fick  men  play  fo  nicely  with  their  Names  ? 
Gau.  No,  Mifcry  makes  fport  to  mock  it  felf : 

Since  thou  doft  feek  to  kill  my  Name  in  me, 
I  mock  my  Name  (great  King)  to  Hatter  .thee. 

Ric.  Should  dying  men  flatter  thole  that  live  ? 
Gau.  No,  no,  men  living  flatter  thofe  that  dye. 

Ric.  Thou  now  a  dying,  fay 'ft  thou  flatter 'ft  me. 
Gau.  Oh  no,  thou  dy'ft,  though  I  the  ficker  be. 
Ric.  I  am  in  health,  I  breathe,  I  fee  thee  ill. 
Gau.  Now  he  that  made  me,  knows  I  fee  thee  ill :  ] 

111  in  my  felf  to  fee,  and  in  thee  feeing  ill, 

Thy  Deai  h-bed  is  no  leffer  than  the  Land, 
Wherein  thou  lieftin  Reputation  fick, 

And  thou,  too  carelefs  Patient  as  thou  art, 

Committ'ft  thy  anointed  Body  to  the  cure 
Of  thofe  Phylitians  that  firft  wounded  thee  : 
A  thoufand  flatterers  fit  within  thy  Crown, 
Whofe  compafs  is  no  bigger  than  thy  hand, 
And  yet  ingaged  in  fo  fmall  a  Verge, 
The  wafte  is  no  whit  lefler  than  thy  Land. 

Dd  Oh 
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Seen  how  his  Son's  Son  fhould  deltroy  his  Son?, 
From  forth  thy  reach  he  would  have  laid  thy  fhame, 
Depoling  thee  before  thou  wcrt  poffeft, 
Which  art  pofleft  now  to  depofe  thy  felf, 
Why  C  Con  fin )  wert  thou  Regent  of  the  world, 
It  were  a  fhame  to  let  this  Land  by  leafe  : 
But  for  thy  world  enjoying  but  this  Land, 
Is  it  not  more  than  fhame,  to  (hame  it  fo  ? 

Landlord  of  England  art  thOByand  not  King-- 
Thy  Hate  of  Law,  is  bondflave  to  the  Law, 
And  

Rich.  And  thou,  a  lunatick  lean-witted  Fool, 
Prefuming  on  an  Agues  priviledge, 

Dar'ft  with  thy  frozen  Admonition 
Make  pale  our  cheek,  chafing  the  Royal  Blood 
With  fury,  from  his  Native  Residence  ; 
Now  by  my  Seats  right  Royal  Majefty, 

Wert  thou  not  Brother  to  great  Edward's  Son, 
This  Tongue  that  runs  fo  roundly  in  thy  head, 
Should  run  thy  head  from  thy  unreverent  fhoulders. 

G'au.  Oh  fpare  me  not,  my  Brother  Edward'sSon, 
For  that  I  was  bis  Father  Edward's  Son : 
That  Blood  already  Hike  the  Pelican) 

Thou  halt  tapt  out,  and  drimkenly  carows'd. 
My  Brother  Gloceficr,  plain  well  meaning  Soul 

(Whom  fair  befall  in  Heaven  'mongft  happy  Souls; 
May  be  a  Prefident  and  Witnefs  good, 

That  thou  refpedt'ft  not  fpiliing  Edward's  Blood  : 
Joyn  with  the  prefent  ficknefs  that  I  have, 
And  thy  unkindnefs  be  like  crooked  age, 

To  crop  at  one.  a  too  long  wither'd  Flower. 
Live  in  thy  fhame,  but  dye  not  fhame  with  thee, 
Thefe  words  hereafter  thy  tormentors  be. 

Convey  me  to  my  Bed,  then  to  my  Grave. 

Love  they  to  live,  that  Love  and  Honour  have.  {Exit. 
Rich.  And  let  them  dye,  that  Age  and  Sullens  have, 

For  both  haft  thou,  and  both  become  the  Grave. 

Tor.  1  do  befeccl;  your  Majefty  impute  his  words 
To  wayward  ficklinefs,  and  age  in  him  : 
He  loves  you  on  my  life,  and  holds  you  dear 
As  Harry  Duke  of  Hertford,  were  he  here. 

Rich.  Right,  you  fay  true  :  as  Hereford's  love,  fo  his ; 
As  theirs,  fo  mine  :  and  all  be  as  it  is. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

Nor.  My  Liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to  yourMajefty. 
Rich.  What  fay's  he  ? 
Nor.  Nay  nothing,  all  is  faid : 

His  Tongue  is  now  a  ftringlefs  Inftrument, 
Words,  life,  and  all,  old  Lancafier  hath  fpent. 

Tor.  Be  Tork.  the  next,  that  mull  be  Bankrupt  fo. 

Though  Death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  wo. 
Rich.  The  ripeft  Fruit  firft  falls,  and  fo  doth  he, 

His  time  is  fpent,  our  pilgrimage  muft  be  : 
So  much  for  that.  Now  for  our  Jnjh  Wars, 

We  muft  fupplant  thofe  rough  rug- headed  Kerns, 
Which  live  like  Venom,  where  no  Venom  elfe 

But  only  they,  have  priviledge  to  live. 
And  for  thefe  great  Affairs  do  ask  fome  charge, 
Towards  our  Aififtance,  we  do  feize  to  us 

The  Plate,  Coyn,  and  Revenues,  and  Moveables, 
Whereof  our  Uncle  Gaunt  did  ftand  polFeft. 

Tor.  How  long  mail  I  be  patient  ?  Oh  how  long 
Shall  tender  duty  make  me  fuffer  wrong  ? 

Not  Glofierh  death,,  nor  Hereford's  Banifhment. 
Nor  Gaunt's  Rebukes,  nor  England's  private  Wrongs, 
Nor  the  prevention  of  poor  Bnlhngbrook^ 
About  his  Marriage,  ncr  my  own  Difgrace, 
Have  ever  made  me  fower  my  patient  Cheek, 

Or  bend  one  wrinkle  on  my  Soveraign's  Face  : 
I  am  the  laft  of  noble  Edward's  Sons, 
Of  whom  thy  Fathar  Prince  of  Wales  was  firft  ; 

[n  Wars  was  never  Lyon  rag'd  more  fierce  : 
in  Peace,  was  never  gentle  Lamb  more  mild, 

Than  was  that  young  and  Princely  Gentleman  : 
His  Face  thou  haft,  for  even  fo  look'd  he,. 
Accomplifh'd  with  the  number  of  thy  Hours : 
But  when  he  frown'd,  it  was  againft  the  French, 
And  not  againft  his  Friends :  his  Noble  Hand 
Did  win  what  he  did  fpend :  and  fpent  riot  that 

Which  his  triumphant  Father's  Hand  had  won  : 
His  Hands  were  guilty  of  no  Kindreds  Blood, 
But  bloody  with  the  Enemies  of  his  Kin  : 
Oh  Richard,  Torkjs  too  far  gone  with  Grief, 
Or  elfe  he  never  would  compare  between. 

Rich.  Why  Uncle,  What's  the  matte  ? 
Tor  Oh,  myLiege,  pardon  me  if  you  pleafe,  if  not, 

I,  pleas'd  not  to  be  pardon'd,  am  content  with  all : 
Seek  you  to  feize,  and  gripe  into  your  hands 

The  Royalties  and  Rights  of  banifh'd  Hereford  ? 
Is  not  Gaunt  dead,  and  doth  not  Hereford  live  ? 
Was  not  Gaunt  juft,  and  is  not  Harry  true  ? 
Did  not  the  one  deferve  to  have  an  Heir  ? 

Is  not  his  Heir  a  well-deferving  Son  ? 
Take  Hereford's  Rights  away,  and  take  from  time 
His  Charters ;  and  his  cuftomary  Rights : 
L.et  not  to  morrow  then  enfue  to  day, 
Be  not  thy  felf.  For  how  art  thou  a  King 
But  by  fair  Sequence  and  Succeffion  ? 
Now  afore  God,  God  forbid  I  fay  true, 

If  you  do  wrongfully  feize  Hereford's  right, 
Call  in  his  Letters  Patents  that  he  hath 
By  his  Attorneys  General,  to  fue 

His  Livery,  and  deny  his  offer'd  Homage, 
You  pluck  a  thoufand  Dangers  on  your  head, 
You  lofc  a  thoufand  well  difpofed  Hearts, 
And  prick  my  tender  Patience  to  thofe  thoughts 
Which  Honour  and  Allegiance  cannot  think. 

Rich.  Think  what  you  will :  we  feize  into  our  hands, 
His  Plate,  his  Goods,  his  Money,  and  his  Lands. 

Tor.  I'le  not  be  by  the  while :  my  Leige,  farewell ; 
What  will  enfue  hereof,  there's  none  can  tell, 
But  by  bad  Courfes  may  be  underftood, 
That  their  Events  can  never  fall  out  good.  f£.v/>. 

Rich  Go  Bujlrie  to*  the  Earl  oiWtltjhire  ftreight, 
Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely-hwfe, 
To  fee  this  bufinefs :  to  morrow  next 

We  will  for  Ireland,  and  'tis  time  I  trow  : 
And  we  create  in  abfence  of  our  felf 

Our  Uncle  Tor^,  Lord  Governour  of  England  : 

For  he  is  juft,  and  always  Iov'd  us  well. 
Come  on  our  Queen,  to  morrow  muft  we  part, 

Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  ftay  is  fhort.  \Elonrifh. 
Manet  North,  Willoughby,  and  Rofs. 

North.  Well,  Lords,  the  Duke  of  Lancafier  is  dead. 
RoJJ.  And  living  too,  for  now  his  Son  is  Duke. 
Will.  Barely  in  Title,  not  in  Revenue. 
Nor.  Richly  in  both,  if  Juftice  had  her  Right. 

Roff.  My  Heart  is  great :  but  it  muft  break  with  filence, 
Er't  be  dkburthened  w  ith  a  liberal  Tongue. 

Nor.  Nay  fpeak  thy  mind :  and  let  him  ne'er  fpeak  more 
That  fpeaks  thy  words  again  to  do  thee  harm. 

Will.  Tends  that  thou'dft  fpeak  to  the  Duke  of  Hereford  ? 
If  it  be  fo,  out  with  it  boldly,  man : 

Quick  is  mine  Ear  to  hear  of  good  towards  him. 
Roff.  No  good  at  all  that  I  can  do  for  him, 

Unlets  you  call  it  good  to  pity  him, 

Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  Patrimony. 

Nor.  Now  afore  heaven,  it's  fhame  fuch  wrongs  are  born, 
In  him  a  Royal  Prince,  and  many  moe, 
Of  Noble  Blood  in  this  declining  Land  ; 

The  King  is  not  himfelf,  but  bafely  led 
By  Flatterers,  and  what  they  will  inform 
Meerly  in  hate  'gainft  any  of  us  all, 
That  will  the  King  feverely  profecute 

'Gainft  us,  our  Lives,  our  Children,  and  our  Heirs. 

Roff.  The  Commons  hath  he  pill'd  with  grievous  Taxes 

And  quite  loft  their  Hearts :  the  Nobles  hath  he  fin'd 



Ike  Life  and  Death  of  King  Richard  the  fecond. 

27 

For  ancient  Quarrels,  and  quite  loft  their  Hearts. 

Will.  And  daily  new  Exactions  are  devL'd 
As  Blanks,  Benevolences,  and  I  wot  not  what : 

But  what  o'Gods  name  doth  become  of  this  ? 

Nor.  Wars  hath  not  wafted  it,  for  war'd  he  hath  not, 
But  bafely  yielded  upon  Comprimile, 

That  which  his  Anceftors  atchiev'd  with  blows ; 
More  hath  he  fpent  in  Peace,  than  they  in  Wars. 

Rof.  The  Earl  of  IViltfiire  hath  the  Realm  in  Farm. 

Wil.  The  King's  grown  Bankrupt,  like  a  broken  man. 

JX'o>\  Reproach  and  DilTolution  hangeth  over  him. 
Rof.  He  hath  not  Money  for  thefe  Irifli  Wars : 

(His  burthenous  Taxations  notwithftandingj 

But  by^the  robbing  of  the  banifh'd  Duke. Nor.  His  Noble  Kinfman,  moll  degenerate  King  : 
But  Lords,  we  hear  this  fearful  Tempeft  fing. 
Yet  feek  no  fhelter  to  avoid  the  Storm  : 
We  fee  the  Wind  fit  fore  upon  cur  Sails, 
And  yet  we  ftrike  not,  but  iecurely  perifh. 

Rof'.  We  fee  the  very  Wrack  that  we  muft  fuffer, 
And  unavoided  is  the  Danger  now 
For  fuffering  fo  the  Caufes  of  our  Wrack. 

Nor.  Not  fo :  even  through  the  hollow  Eies  of  death, 

I  fpie  life  peering :  but  I  dare  not  fay 
How  near  the  Tidings  of  our  Comfort  is. 

Wit  Nay  let  us  fliare  thy  Thoughts,  as  thou  doft  ours. 

'   Rof.  Be  confident  to  fp.ak,  Northumberland, 
We  three,  are  but  thy  felf,  and  fpeaking  fo, 
Thy  Words  are  but  as  Thoughts,  therefore  be  bold. 

Nor.  Then  thus :  I  have  from  Port  le  Blan, 

A  Bay  in  Britain,  receiv'd  intelligence, 
That  Harry  Duke  of  Hereford,  Rninc.ld  Lord  Cobham,  , 
That  late  broke  from  the  Duke  of  Exeter, 

His  Brother  Archbilhop,  late  of  Canterbury, 
Sir  Thomas  Erpngham,  Sir  John  Ratnfion, 
Sir  John  Norbene,  Sir  Robert  Waterton,  and  Francis  Quaint, 

All  thefe  well  furnifh'd  by  the  Duke  of  B.  itain, 
With  eight  tall  Ships,  three  thoufand  men  of  War, 
Are  making  hither  with  all  due  Expedience, 
And  Ihortly  mean  to  touch  our  N  orthern  Shore  : 

Perhaps  they  had  e're  this,  but  that  they  ftay 
The  firft  departing  of  the  King  for  Ireland. 
If  then  we  (hall  lhake  off  our  flavifh  Yoke, 
Imp  out  our  drooping  Countries  broken  Wing, 

Redeem  from  breaking  Pawn  the  blemifh'd  Crown, 
Wipe  off  the  Dull  that  hides  our  Scepters  gilt, 
And  make  high  Majefty  look  like  it  felf, 
A  way  with  me  in  hafte  to  Ravenfpurg, 
But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  fo, 
Stay,  and  be  fecret,  and  my  felf  will  go. 

Rof, To  Horfe,  to  Horfe,  urge  Doubts  to  them  that  fear. 
Wd.Hold  out  my  Horfe,  and  I  will  firft  be  there.  {Exeunt. 

Scana  Secunda. 

Enter  Queen,  Bufhy,  and  Bagot. 

Buflu  Madam,  your  Majefty  is  too  much  fad, 

You  promis'd  when  you  parted  with  the  King, 
To  lay  afide  felf-harming  heavinefs, 
And  entertam  a  chearful  Difpofition. 

Qu.  To  pleafe  the  King ,  I  did  :  to  pleafe  my  felf 
I  cannot  do  it :  yet  I  know  no  Caufe 
Why  I  fhould  welcome  fuch  a  Gueft  as  Grief, 
Save  bidding  farewel  to  fo  fweet  a  Gueft 
As  my  fweet  Richard,yzt  again  methinks 

Some  unborn  Sorrow,  ripe  in  Fortune's  V  Vomb 
Is  coming  towards  me,  and  my  inward  Soul 
Which  nothing  trembles,  at  fomething  it  grieves, 
More  than  with  parting  from  my  Lord  the  King. 

Buflu  Each  Subftance  of  a  Grief  hath  twenty  Shadows 
Which  fhews  like  Grief  it  felf,  but  is  not  fo: 

For  Sorrows  eye,  glared  with  blinding  Tears, 
Divides  one  thing  intire,  to  many  Objects, 

Like  Pcrfpeclives,  which  rightly  gaz'd  upoii 
Shew  nothing  but  Confufion  ey'd  awry, 
Diftinguifh  Form :  fo  your  fweet  Majefty 

Looking  awry  upon  your  Lord's  departure, Find  ftiapes  of  Grief,  more  than  himfelf  to  wail, 

Which. look'd  on  as  it  is,  is  nought  but  Shadows 
Of  what  it  is  not :  then  thrice  gracious  Queen, 

More  than  your  Lords  departure  weep  not,  more's  not 
Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  fallc  Sorrow's  eye,  (Teen  \ 
Which  for  things  true,  weep  things  imaginary. 

Qu.  It  may  be  fo,  but  yet  my  inward  foul 

Perlwades  me  it  is  othcrwife  :  how-e're  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  fad  :  fo  heavy  fad, 

As  though  one  thinking  on  no  thought  I  think, 
Makes  me  with  heavy  nothing  faint  and  fhrink. 

Bufli.  'Tis  nothing  but  conceit  (my  gracious  Lady. j 
Qu.  'Tis  nothing  Ids :  conceit  is  ftill  deriv'd 

From  fome  fore-father  Grief,  mine  is  not  fo., 
For  Nothing  hath  begot  my  Something  Grief, 
Or  Something,  hath  the  nothing  that  I  grieve, 

'Tis  in  reverlion  that  I  do  poflefs, 
But  what  it  is,  that  is  not  yet  known,  what 

I  cannot  name,  'tis  namelefs  woe  I  wot. Ehiir  Greec . 

Gree.  Heaven  fave  your  Majefty,  and  well  met  Gen- 
I  hope  the  King  is  not  yet  fhipt  for  Ireland.      ( tlemen, 

Qu.  Why  hop'ft  thou  fo  ?  'Tis  better  hope  he  is : 
For  his  Defigns  crave  hafte,  good  hope, 
Then  wherefore  doft  thou  hope  he  is  not  fhipt  ? 

Gree.  That  he,  our  hope,  might  have  retired  his  Power, 
And  driven  into  defpair  an  Enemies  Hope, 
Who  ftrongly  hath  fet  footing  in  this  Land, 

The  banifh'd '  Bullingbrookjvpeate  himfelf, 
And  with  up-lifted  Arms  is  fafe  arriv'd At  Ravenfpurg. 

Qu.  Now  God  in  Heaven  forbid. 

Gree.  O,  Madam,  'tis  too  true  :  and  that  is  worfe, 
The  L.  Northumberland,  his  young  Son  Henry  Percy, 
The  Lords  of  Roffe,  Beaumond,  and  WUloughby, 
With  all  their  powerful  Friends  are  fled  to  him. 

Bufli.  Why  have  you  not  proclaim'd  Northumberland, 
And  the  reft  of  that  revolted  Faction,  Traitors  ? 

Gree.  We  have :  whereupon  the  Earl  of  Worcejier 

Hath  broke  his  Staff,  refign'd  his  Stewardfhip, 
And  all  the  Houfhold  Servants  fled  with  him  to  Bullingbrook^ 

Qu.  So  Gretn,  thou  art  the  Midwife  of  my  woe, 
And  Bultingbrookjcny  Sorrows  difmal  Heir  : 
Now  hath  my  Soul  brought  forth  her  Prodigie, 
And  I  a  gafping  new  delivered  Mother, 

Have  Woe  to  Woe,  Sorrow  to  Sorrow  joyn'd. 
Bufh.  Defpair  not,  Madam. 
Qu.  Who  fhall  hinder  me  ? 

I  will  defpair  and  be  at  enmity 
With  cozening  Hope  j  he  is  a  Flatterer, 
A  Parafite,  a  keeper  back  of  Death, 
Who  gently  would  diflblve  the  bands  of  Life, 
Which  falfe  Hopes  linger  in  Extremity. Enter  York. 

Gree.  Here  comes  the  Duke  of  Tor^. 
Qu.  With  Signs  of  War  about  his  aged  neck, 

Oh  full  of  careful  bufinefs  arc  his  looks  : 

Uncle,  for  Heaven  fake  fpeak  comfortable  words. 

Tork.  Comfort's  in  Heaven,  and  we  are  on  the  Earth, 
Where  nothing  lives  but  Croffes,  Care  and  Grief  •• 
Your  Husband  he  is  gone  to  fave  far  off, 
Whilft  others  come  to  make  his  lofe  at  home  : 
Here  am  I  left  to  underprop  his  Land, 
Who  weak  with  Age,  cannot  fupportmy  felf  : 
Now  comes  his  fick  hour  that  his  furfeit  made, 
Now  fhall  he  try  his  Friends  that  flattered  him. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  your  Son  was  gone  before  I  came. 
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Tor.  He  was  :  why  fo,  go  all  which  way  it  will : 
The  Nobles  they  are  tied,  the  Commons  they  are  cold, 

And  will  I  fear  revolt  on  Hereford's  fide. 
Sirrah,  get  thee  to  Plajhie,  to  my  Sifter  Glofier, 
Bid  her  fend  meprefently  aThoufand  Pound, 
Hold,  take  my  Ring. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  1  had  forgot 

To  tell  your  Lordfhip,  to  day  I  came  by,  and  call'd  there, 
But  1  fhall  grieve  you  to  report  the  reft. 

Tor.  What  is't,  Knave  ? 
Ser,  An  Hour  before  I  came,  the  Dutchefs  dy'd. 
Tor.  Heav'nforhis  mercy,  what  a  Tide  of  Woes 

Come  ruftiing  on  this  woful  Land  at  once  ? 
1  know  not  what  to  do :  I  would  to  Heaven 

(So  my  Untruth  had  not  provok'd  him  to  it) 
The  King  had  cut  off  my  head  with  my  Brother's. 
What,  are  there  Polls  difpatch'd  for  Ireland  ? 
How  (hall  we  do  for  Money  for  thefe  Wars  ? 
Come  Sifter,  (Coufin,  1  would  fay)  pray  pardon  me. 
Go  follow,  get  thee  home,  provide  fome  Carts, 
And  bring  away  the  Armour  that  is  there. 
Gentlemen,  will  you  Mufter  men  ? 
If  I  know  how,  or  which  way  to  order  thefe  Affairs 
Thus  diforderly  thruft  into  my  Hands, 
Never  believe  me.  Both  are  my  Kinfmen, 

Th'  one  is  my  Soveraign,  whom  both  my  Oath 
And  Duty  bids  defend  :  th'  other  again 
Is  my  Kinfman,  whom  the  King  hath  wrong'd, 
Whom  Confcience,  and  my  Kindred  bids  to  right 
Well,  fomcwhat  we  muft  do  :  Come,  Coufin, 
Tie  difpofe  of  you.  Gentlemen,  go  mufter  up  your  men, 
And  meet  me  prefently  at  Barkly  Caftle ; 
I  fhould  to  Plajhy  too  :  but  time  will  not  permit, 
All  is  uneven,  and  every  thing  is  left  at  fix  and  feven.  [Exit. 

Bufh.  The  wind  fits  fair  for  News  to  go  to  Irelandj 
But  none  returns  :  for  us  to  levy  Power 

Proportionable  to  th'  Enemy,  is  all  impoffible. 
Gree.  Befides  our  nearnefs  to  the  King  in  love, 

Is  near  the  hate  of  thofe  love  not  the  King. 

Bag.  And  that's  the  wavering  Commons,  for  their  love 
Lies  in  their  Purfes,  and  who  fo  empties  them, 
By  fo  much  fills  their  hearts  with  deadly  hate. 

Bufh.  Wherein  the  King  ftands  generally  condemn'd. 
Bag.  If  judgment  lie  in  them,  then  fo  do  we, 

Becaufe  we  have  been  ever  near  the  King. 
Gree.  Well :  I  will  for  refuge  ftreight  to  Briftol  Caftle, 

The  Earl  of  Wihfhire  is  already  there. 
BhJIj.  Thither  will  I  with  you,  for  little  Office 

Will  the  hateful  Commons  perform  for  us, 
Except  like  Curs,  to  tear  us  all  in  pieces  : 

Wil*  yop  go  along  with  us  ? 
Bag.  No,  I  will  to  Ireland  to  his  Majefty : 

Farewell,  if  Hearts  prefages  be  not  vain, 

We  three  here  part,  that  never  fhall  meet  again." Bu.  That's  as  Tbritthrives  to  beat  back  Bullinghrook^ 
Gree.  A!<is  poor  Duke,  the  Task  he  undertakes 

Is  numbriug  Sands,  and  drinking  Oceans  dry, 
Where  one  on  his  fide  fights,  thoufands  will  flye. 

Bufh.  Farewell  at  once,  for  once,  for  all,  and  ever. 
Weil,  we  ma;  meet  again. 

Bag.  I  fear  me  never.  [Ex. 

Scana  Tenia. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Hereford,  and  Northumberland. 

Bui.  How  far  is  it,  my  Lord,  to  Barkley  now  ? 
Nor.  Believe  me,  Noble  Lord, 

I  am  a  ftranger  here  in  Gloufterfhire, 
Thefe  high  wild  Kills,  and  rough  uneven  Ways, 

Draws  out  our  Miles,  and  makes  them  wearifome  *. 
And  yet  our  fair  difcourfe  hath  been  as  Sugar, 

Making  the  hard  Way  fweet  and  delegable  : 
But  I  bethink  me,  what  a  weary  way 
From  Ravenfpurg  to  Cottfliold  will  be  found, 
In  Roffe  and  WUloHghbyi  wanting  your  company, 
Which  I  proteft  hath  very  much  beguil'd 
The  tedioufhefs  and  procefs  of  my  travel: 
But  theirs  is  fweetned  with  the  hope  to  have 
The  prefent  benefit  that  I  poffefs : 
And  hope  to  joy,  is  little  lefs  in  joy, 

Than  hope  enjoy'd  :  By  this,  the  weary  Lords 
Shall  make  their  way  feem  fhort,  as  mine  hath  done, 
By  fight  of  what  I  have,  your  noble  Company. 

Bull.  Of  much  lefs  value  is  my  Company, 

Than  your  good  words  ••  but  who  comes  here  ? Enter  H.  Percy. 

North.  It  is  my  Son,  young  Harry  Percy, 
Sent  from  my  Brother  Worcefter :  whencefoever. 
Harry,  how  fares  your  Uncle  I  ; 

Percy.  \  had  thought,  my  Lord,  to  have  learn'd  his Health  of  you. 
North.  Why,  is  he  not  with  the  Queen  ? 
Percy.  No,  my  good  Lord,  he  hath  forfook  the  Court, 

Broken  his  Staff  of  Office,  and  difperft 
The  Houfhold  of  the  King. 

North.  What  was  his  Reafon  ? 

He  was  not  fo  refolv'd,  when  we  teft  fpake  together. 
Percy.  Becaufe  your  Lordfhip  was  proclaimed  Traitor. 

But  he,  my  Lord,  is  gone  to  Ravenfpurg, 
To  offer  fervice  to  the  Duke  of  Hereford, 
And  fent  me  over  by  Barkley,  to  difcover 
What  Power  the  Duke  of  Tcrkjad  levied  there, 
Then  with  direction  to  repair  to  Ravenfpurg. 

North.  Have  you  forgot  the  Duke  of  Hereford  (  Boy.) 
Percy.  No,  my  good  Lord  :  for  that  is  not  forgot 

Which  ne're  I  did  remember  :  to  my  knowledge, I  never  in  my  life  did  look  on  him. 
North.  Then  learn  to  know  him  now  :  this  is  the  Duke. 
Percy.  My  gracious  Lord,  I  tender  you  my  fervice, 

Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young, 
Which  elder  days  fhall  ripen,  and  confirm 
To  more  approved  fervice  and  defert. 

Bull.  I  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  and  be  fure 
I  count  my  felf  in  nothing  elfe  fo  happy, 

As  in  a  Soul  remembring  my  good  Friends  •• 
And  as  my  Fortune  ripens  with  thy  Love, 
It  fhall  be  ftill  thy  true  Love's  Recompence, 
My  Heart  this  Covenant  makes,  my  Hand  thus  feals  it. 

North.  How  far  is  it  to  Barkley  ?  and  what  ftir 
Keeps  good  old  Tor/^there  with  his  Men  of  War  ? 

Percy.  There  ftands  the  Caftle  by  yond  Tuft  of  Trees, 
Mann'd  with  three  hundred  men,  as  I  have  heard. 
And  in  it  are  the  Lords  of  Tork,  Barney,  and  Seymour, 
None  elfe  of  Name,  and  Noble  Eftimate. 

Enter  RofTe  and  Willoughby. 

North.  Here  comes  the  Lords  of  Rojfe  and  Willoughby, 
Bloody  with  fpurring,  fiery  red  with  hafte. 

Bull.  Welcome,  my  Lords,  I  wot  your  love  purfues 
A  banifht  Traitor  ;  all  my  Treafury 

Is  yet  but  unfelt  Thanks,  which  more  enrich'd, 
Shall  be  your 'love  and  labours  Recompence. 

Roffe.  Your  Prefence  makes  us  rich,  moft  Noble  Lord. 
WHlo.  And  far  furmounts  our  labour  to  attain  it. 

Bull.  Evermore  Thanks,  th'  Exchequer  of  the  poor, 
Which  till  my  infant-fortune  comes  to  years, 
Stand  for  my  Bounty  :  but  who  comes  here  ? Enter  Barkley. 

North.  It  is  my  Lord  of  Barkley,  as  I  guefs. 
Barl^.  My  Lord  of  Hereford,  my  Mefiageis  to  you. 
Bull.  My  Lord,  my  anfwer  is  to  Lancafier, 

And  I  am  come  to  feek  that  Name  in  England-, 
And  I  muft  find  that  Title  in  your  Town, 
Before  I  make  reply  to  ought  you  fay. 

Bark.  Miftake  me  not,  my  Lord,  'tis  not  my  meaning 
To  raze  one  Title  of  your  Honour  out. 

To 
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To  you,  my  Lord,  I  come  (what  Lord  you  will) 
From  the  molt  glorious  of  this  Land, 
The  Duke  of  Tor^  to  know  what  pricks  you  on 

. I  To  take  Advantage  of  the  abfent  time, 

I  And  fright  our  Native  Peace,  with  felf-born  Arms. Enter  York. 

Bull.  I  ftiall  not  ne«d  tranfport  my  words  by  you, 
Here  comes  his  Grace  in  Perfon.  My  Noble  Uncle. 

Tor.  Shew  me  thy  humble  Heart,  and  not  thy  Knee, 
Whofe  Duty  is  deceivable,  and  falie. 

Bull.  My  gracious  Uncle. 
Tor.  Tut,  tut,  Grace  me  no  Grace,  nor  Uncle  me, 

I  am  no  Traitors  Uncle  ;  and  that  word  Grace, 
In  an  ungracious  Mouth,  is  but  prophane. 

Why  have  thefe  banifh'd,  and  forbidden  Legs, 
Dar'd  once  to  touch  a  duft  of  England's  Ground  ? 
But  more  then,  why,  why  have  they  dar'd  to  march 
So  many  Miles  upon  her  peaceful  Bofom, 

Frighting  her  pale-fac'd  Villages  with  War, 
And  oftentation  of  defpifed  Arms  ? 

Com'ft  thou  becaufe  th""  anointed  King  is  hence  ? 
Why,  foolifh  Boy,  the  King  is  left  behind, 
And  in  my  loyal  Bofom  lies  his  Power. 
Were  I  but  now  the  Lord  of  fuch  hot  youth, 
As  when  brave  Gaunt,  thy  Father,  and  thy  felf 
Refcued  the  BlackJPrince,  that  young  Mars  of  men, 
From  forth  the  Ranks  of  many  thoufand  French  : 
Oh  then,  how  quickly  mould  this  arm  of  mine, 
Now  Prifoner  to  the  Palfie,  chaftife  thee, 
And  minifter  Correction  to  thy  Fault 

Bull.  My  gracious  Uncle,  let  me  know  my  Fault, 
On  what  condition  ftands  it,  and  wherein  ? 

Tor.  Even  in  condition  of  the  worft  degree, 
In  grofs  Rebellion,  and  detefted  Treafon  : 
Thou  art  a  banifh'd  man,  and  here  art  come 
Before  th'  expiration  of  thy  time, 
In  braving  Arms  againft  thy  Soveraign. 

Bull,  As  I  was  banifh'd,  I  was  banifh'd  Hereford, 
But  as  I  come,  1  come  for  Lancafter. 
And,  noble  Uncle,  I  befeech  your  Grace, 
Look  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  Eye  : 
You  are  my  Father,  for  methinks  in  you 
I I  fee  old  Gaunt  alive.  Oh  then,  my  Father, 

Will  you  permit  that  I  fhall  ftand  condemn'd 
A  wandring  Vagabond  •,  my  Rights  and  Royalties 
Pluckt  from  my  Arms  perforce,  and  given  away 
To  upftart  Unthrifts  i  wherefore  was  1  born  ? 
If  that  my  Coufin  King,  be  King  oi  England, 
It  mult  be  granted  I  am  Duke  of  Lancaster. 
You  have  a  Son,  Aumerk,  my  Noble  Kinfman, 

Had  you  firft  dy'd,  and  he  been  thus  trod  down, 
He  fhould  have  found  his  Uncle  Gaunt  a  Father, 
Torowze  his  Wrongs,  and  chafe  them  to  the  bay. 

I  am  deny'd  to  fue  my  Livery  here, 
And  yet  my  Letters  Patents  give  me  leave : 

My  Father's  Goods  are  all  diftrain'd  and  fold, 
And  thefe  and  all,  are  all  amifs  imploy'd. 
What  would  you  have  me  do.?  I  am  a  Subject, 

And  challenge  Law  :  Attorneys  are  deny'd  me, 
And  therefore  Perfonally  I  lay  my  Claim 
To  mine  Inheritance  of  free  Defcent. 

North.  The  Noble  Duke  hath  been  too  much  abus'd. 
Roff.  It  ftands  your  Grace  upon  to  do  him  right. 
Willo.  Bafe  men  by  his  Endowments  are  made  great. 

Tor.  My  Lords  of  England,  let  me  tell  you  this,  '• 
I  have  had  feeling  of  my  Coufins  Wrongs, 

And  labour'd  all  I  could  to  do  him  Right : 
But  in  this  kind,  to  come  in  braving  Arms, 
Be  his  own  Carver,  and  cut  out  his  Way, 
To  find  out  Right  with  Wrongs  it  may  not  be, 
And  you  that  do  abet  him  in  .  this  kind, 
ChenfhRebellion,  and  are  Rebels  .all. 

North.  The  Noble  Duke  hath  fworn  his  coming  is 
But  for  his  own  j  and  for  the  P.  ight  of  that, 

We  all  have  ftrongly  fworn  to  give  him  aid, 

And  let  him  ne'er  fee  joy  that  breaks  that  Oath. 
Tor.  Well,  well,  I  fee  the  ifliie  of  thefe  Arms, 
cannot  mend  it,  I  muft  needs  confefs, 

Becaufe  my  Power  is  weak,  and  all  ill  left : 
But  if  I  could,  by  him  that  gave  me  life, 
would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  ftoop 

Unto  the  Soveraign  Mercy  of  the  King. 
But  fince  I  cannot,  be  it  known  to  you, 
do  remain  as  Neuter.  So  fare  you  well, 

Unlefs  you  pleafe  to  enter  in  the  Caftle,  1 
And  there  repofe  you  for  this  Night. 

Bull.  An  offer,  Uncle,  that  we  will  accept : 
But  we  muft  win  your  Grace  to  go  with  us 

"?o  Bnftow.Caftle,  which  they  fay  is  held  •  • 
By  Bujhy,  Bagot,  and  their  Complices, 
The  Caterpillars  of  the  Common-Wealth, 
Wiiicii  1  have  fworn  to  weed,  and  pluck  away. 

lor.  It  may  be  I  will  go  with  you,  t>ut  yet  l'le  paufe, 
"or  I  am  loth  to  break  our  Country's  Laws : 
For  Friends,  nor  Foes,  to  me  welcome  you  are, 

hings  paft  redrefs,  are  now  with  me  paft  care.  [Exeunt. 

oT 

Scctna  Quarta. 

Enter  Salisbury,  and  a  Captain. 

Cap.  My  Lord  of  Salisbury ,  we  have  ftaid  ten  days,' 
And  hardly  kept  your  Countrey-men  together, 
And  yet  we  hear  no  tidings  from  the  King ; 
Therefore  we  will  difperfe  our  felves :  farewell. 

Sal.  Stay  yet  another  day,  thou  trufby  Welchman, 
The  King  repofeth  all  his  Confidence  in  thee. 

Cap.  'Tis  thought  the  King  is  dead,  we  will  not  ftay, 
The  Bay-tres  in  our  Country  are  all  withered, 
And  Meteors  fright  the  fixed  Stars  of  Heaven  ; 

The  pale-fac'd  Moon  looks  bloody  on  the  Earth, 
And  lean  look  Prophets  wifper  fearful  Change-, 
\ich  men  look  fad,  and  Ruffians  dance  and  leap, 
The  one  in  fear  to  lofe  what  they  enjoy, 

The  other  to  enjoy  by  Rage  and  War  : 
Thefe  figns  forerun  the  death  of  Kings. 

arewell,  our  Countrymen  are  gone"  and  fled, 
As  well  affur'd  Richard  their  King  is  dead.  [Exit. 

Sal.  Ah  Richard,  with  Eies  of  heavy  mind, 

fee  thy  Glory  like  a  fhooting  Star, 
Fall  to  the  bafe  Earth  from  the  Firmament : 

Thy  Sun  fets  weeping  in  the  lowly  Weft. 
Witneffing  Storms  to  come.  Woe,  and  Unreft : 
Thy  Friends  are  fled  to  wait  upon  thy  Foes, 

And  crofly  to  thy  good,  all  Fortune  goes.  {Exit. 

Attus  Tertins.  Scana  Prima. 

Enter  Bullinbrook,  York,  Northumberland,  Roffe,  Percy, 
Willoughby,  with  BufhyW  Green,  Pnfoners. 

Bull.  Bring  forth  thefe  men  : 
Bujly  and  Green,  I  will  not  vex  your  Souls, 
(Since  prefently  your  Souls  muft  part  your  Bodies) 
With  too  much  urging  your  pernicious  lives, 

For  'twere  no  Charity  :  yet  to  wafh  your  Blood 
From  off  my  Hands,  here  in  the  view  of  men, 
I  will  unfold  fome  Caufes  of  your  Deaths. 
You  have  mis-led  a  Prince,  a  Royal  King, 
A  happy  Gentleman  in  Blood  and  Lineaments, 

By  you  unhappied,  and  disfigur'd  clean  : You  have  in  manner  with  your  linful  Hours 
Made  a  divorce  betwixt  his  Queen  and  him, 

Broke  the  pofleflion  of  a  Roval  Bed, 
D  3  And 
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Ana  ftain'd  the  Beauty  of  a  fair  Queens  Cheeks 
With  Tears  drawn  from  her  Eies,  with  your  foul  Wrongs. 
My  felf  a  Prince,  by  Fortune  of  my  Birth, 
Near  to  the  King  in  Blood,  and  near  in  love, 

Till  you  did  make  him  mif-interpret  me, 
Have  ftoopt  my  neck  under  your  Injuries, 

And  figh'd  my  Enghfh  breath  in  foreign  Clouds, 
Eating  the  bitter  Bread  of  Banifhment  \ 
While  you  have  fed  upon  my  Seignories, 

Dif-park'd  my  Darks,  and  felPd  my  Forrelt  Woods 
From  mine  own  Windows  torn  my  Houfhold  Coat, 

Raz'd  out  my  Imprefs,  leaving  me  no  fign, 
Save  mens  Opinions,  and  my  living  Blood, 
To  fhew  the  world  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

This,  and  much  more,  much  more  than  twice  all  this, 
Condemns  you  to  the  death  :  fee  them  delivered  over 
To  Execution,  and  the  hand  of  Death. 

Bit  (hie.  More  welcome  is  the  ftroak  of  death  to  me, 
Than  BulUngbrookj.o>  England. 

Gree.  My  comfort  is°that  Heaven  will  take  our  Souls, ,  And  plague  Injuftice  with  the  Pains  of  Hell. 

Buli.  My  Lord  Northumberland,  fee  them  difpatch'd  : 
,  Uncle,  you  fay  the  Queen  is  at  your  Houfe, 

!  For  Heavens"  fake,  fairly  let  her  be  entreated, 
j  Tell  her  1  fend  to  her  my  kind  Commends 

1  Take  fpecial  care  my  Greetings  be  deliver'd. 
Tor.  A  Gentleman  of  mine  I  have  difpatch'd 

With  Letters  of  your  love  to  her  at  large. 
Bull.  Thanks,  gentle  Uncle  :  come  Lords  away, 

To  fight  with  Glendourey  and  his  Complices ; 
A  while  to  work,  and  after  Holliday.  {^Exeunt. 

Scana  Secunda. 

Drums  :  Flourish,  and  Colours. 

Enter  Richard,  Aumerle,  Carlile,  and  Souldkrs. 

Rich.  Barkloughly-Caftle  call  you  this  at  hand  ? 
Au.  Yea,  my  Lord,  How  brooks  your  Grace  the  air, 

After  your  late  tolling  on  the  breaking  Seas  ? 
Rich.  Needs  muffc  I  like  it  well :  I  weep  for  joy 

To  ftand  upon  my  Kingdom  once  again. 
Dear  Earth,  1  do  falute  thee  with  my  Hand, 

Though  Rebels  wound  thee  with  their  Horfes  Hoofs : 
As  a  long  Parted  Mother  with  her  Child, 
Plays  fondly  with  her  Tears,  and  fmiles  in  meeting ; 

So  weeping,  fmiling,  greet  I  thee  the  Earth, 
And  do  thee  favour  with  my  Royal  Hands. 
Feed  not  thy  Soveraigns  Foe,  my  gentle  Earth, 

Nor  with  thy  Sweets,  comfort  his  ravenous  Senfe  ■ 
But  let  thy  Spiders  that  fuck  up  thy  Venom, 
And  heavy- gated  Toads  lie  in  their  way, 
Doing  Annoyance  to  the  treacherous  feet, 
Which  with  ufurping  fteps  do  trample  thee. 
Yield  ftinging  Nettles  to  mine  Enemies  ̂  
And  when  they  from  thy  Bofom  pluck  a  Flower, 
Guard  it  I  prethee  with  a  lurking  Adder, 
Whofe  double  Tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 

Throw  death  upon  thy  Soveraign's  Enemies. 

Mock  not  my  fenfelefs  Conjuration :  Lords  •, 
This  Earth  fhall  have  a  feeling,  and  thefe  Stones 

Prove  armed  Souldiers  e're  her  Native  King 
Shall  falter  under  foul  Rebellious  Arms. 

Car.  Fear  not,  my  Lord,  thatPovver  that  made  you  King 

Hath  Power  to  keep  you  King,  in  fpight  of  all. 

Aum.  He  means,  my  Lord,  that  we  are  too  remifs 
Whilffc  BulUngbroekj  through  their  iecurity. 

Grows  itrong  and  great,  in  Subffance  and  in  Friends. 
Rich.  Difcomfortable  Coufin,  knoweft  thou  not, 

That  when  the  fearching  Eye  of  Heaven  is  hid 

[Behind  the  Globe  that  lights  the  lower  World, 

Then  Thieves  and  Robbers  range  abroad  unfeen, 
In  Murthers,  and  in  out-rage  bloody  here  :  . 
But  when  from  under  this  Terreftrial  Ball 

He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  Eaftern  Pines, 
And  darts  his  Lightning  through  ev'ry  guilty  hole, 
Then  Murthers,  Treafons,  and  detefted  fins 
(The  Cloak  of  Night  being  pluckt  from  off  their  backs) 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themfelves. 
So  when  this  Thief,  this  Traitor  Bitllingbrook, 
Who  all  this  while  hath  revell'd  in  the  Night, 
Shall  fee  us  riling  in  our  Throne,  the 
His  Treafons  will  fet  blufhing  in  his  Face, 
Not  able  to  endure  the  light  of  Day; 

But  felf-afFrighted,  tremble  at  his  fin. 
Not  all  the  Water  in  the  rough  rude  Sea 

Can  wafh  the  Balm  from  an  anointed  King  -, 
The  breath  of  worldly  men  cannot  depofe 
The  Deputy  ele&ed  by  the  Lord  : 
For  every  man  that  Bidlingbrook.  hath  preft, 
To  lift  fhrewd  Steel  againlt  our  Golden  Crown, 
Heaven  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heavenly  pay 
A  glorious  Angel :  then  if  Angels  fight, 
Weak  Men  mult  fall,  for  Heaven  ftill  guards  the  Right. Enter  Salisbury. 

Welcome,  my  Lord,  how  far  off  lies  your  Power  ? 
Salif.  Nor  near,  nor  farther  off,  my  gracious  Lord, 

Than  this  weak  arm  •,  Difcomfort  guides  my  Tongue, 
And  bids  me  fpeak  of  nothing  but  Defpair  : 
One  day  too  late,  I  fear  (my  Noble  Lord  J 
Hath  clouded  all  my  happy  daies  on  Earth : 
Oh  call  back  yefterday,  bid  time  return, 
And  thou  fhalt  have  twelve  thoufand  fighting  men : 
To  day,  to  day,  unhappy  day  too  late 

O'rethrows  thy  Joys,  Friends,  Fortune,  and  thy  State. 
For  all  the  Welchmen  hearing  thou  wert  dead, 
Are  gone  to  Bullmgbrookj,  difperft,  and  fled. 

y&ww.Comfort,  my  Liege,why  looks  your  Grace  fo  pale  ? 
Rich.  But  now  the  Blood  of  twenty  thoufand  men 

Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  they  are  fled, 
And  till  fo  much  Blood  thither  come  again, 
Have  I  not  reafon  to  look  pale,  and  dead  ? 
All  Souls  that  will  be  fafe,  fly  from  my  fide, 
For  Time  hath  fet  a  blot  upon  my  Pride. 

Aum.  Comfort,  my  Liege,  remember  who  you  are, 
Rich.  I  had  forgot  my  felf.  Ami  not  King  ? 

Awake  thou  fluggard  Majefty,  thou  fleepeft : 
Is  not  the  Kings  Name,  forty  thoufand  Names  ? 
Arm,  arm  my  Name :  a  puny  Subject  ftrikes 
At  thy  great  Glory.  Look  not  to  the  ground, 
Ye  Favorites  of  a  King  :  are  we  not  high  ? 

High  be  our  thoughts  :  I  know  my  Uncle  York. 
Hath  Power  enough  to  ferve  our  turn, 
But  who  comes  here  ?  {Enter  Scroop. 

Scroop.  More  health  and  happinefs  betide  my  Liege, 

Than  can  my  care-tun'd  Tongue  deliver  him. 
Rich.  Mine  Ear  is  open,  and  my  Heart  prepared : 

The  worft  is  worldly  lofs,  thou  canft  unfold  : 

Say,  Is  my  Kingdom  loft  ?  why  'twas  my  Care; And  what  lofs  is  it  to  be  rid  of  Care  ? 

Strives  Bullingbrookjlo  be  as  great  as  we  ? 
Greater  he  fhall  not  be  :  if  he  ferve  God, 

We'll  ferve  him  too,  and  be  his  Fellow  fo. 
Revolt  our  Subjects  ?  That  we  cannot  mend, 
They  break  their  Faith  to  God  as  well  as  us : 
Cry  Woe,  Deftruction,  Ruine,  Lofs,  Decay, 
The  worft  is  Death,  and  death  will  have  his  day. 

Scroop.  Glad  am  I,  that  your  Highnefs  is  fo  arm'd To  bear  the  Tidings  of  Calamity. 
Like  an  unfeafonable  ftormy  day, 

Which  make  the  Silver  Rivers  drown  their  Shores, 

As  if  the  world  were  all  diflblv'd  to  Tears : 
So  high  above  his  Limits,  fweHs  the  Rage 
Of  Bullingbroch^  covering  your  fearful  Land 

With  hard  bright  Steel,  and  hearts  harder  than  Steel : b  '  White 
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White  Bears  have  arm'd  their  thin  and  hairkfs  Scalps 

Againft  thy  Majefty,  and  Boys  with  Womens  voices, 

Strive  to  fpeak  big,  and  clap  their  female  joints 
In  ftiff  unwieldy  Arms :  againil  thy  Crown 

Thy  very  Beadf-men  learn  to  bend  their  Bows 

Of  double  fatal  Ewe  •■  againft  thy  State 
Yea  diftafF-women  manage  rulty  Bills : 
Againft  thy  Seat  both  young  and  old  rebel], 
And  all  goes  worfe  than  1  have  power  to  tell. 

Rub.  Too  well,  too  well  thou  tell'ft  a  tale  fo  ill. 
Where  is  the  Earl  p(Mfytjkire  ?  where  is  Bigot? 
What  is  become  of  Bujhy  ?  where  is  Green  ? 
That  they  have  let  the  dangerous  Enemy 
Meafure  our  Confines  with  fuch  peaceful  fteps  ? 
If  we  prevail,  their  Hands  fhall  pay  for  it. 
I  warrant  they  have  made  peace  with  Bullmgbrook. 
Scroop.  Peace  have  they  made  with  him  indeed  (myLord.) 

Rich.  Oh  Villains,  Vipers,  damn'd  without  redemption, 
Dogs,  eafily  won  ro  fawn  on  any  man, 

Snakes  in  my  heart-blood  warm'd,  that  fting  my  heart, 

Three  Judaffes,  each  one  thrice  worfe  than  Judas', Would  they  make  Peace  ?  terrible  Hell  make  War 
Upon  their  fpotted  Souls  for  this  Offence. 

Scroop.  Sweet  Love  (I  fee;  changing  hisProperty, 
Turns  to  the  fowreft,  and  moft  deadly  Hate  : 
Again  uncurfe  their  Souls ;  their  Peace  is  made 
With  Heads,  and  not  with  Hands :  thofe  whom  you  curfe 

Have  felt  the  worft  of  Death's  deftroying  Hand. 
And  lie  full  low,  grav'd  in  the  hollow  ground. 

slum.  Is  Bujliy,  Green,  and  the  Earl  of  Wdtfiire  dead  ? 
Scroop.  Yea,  all  of  them  at  Bnftow  loft  their  Heads. 
Aum.  Where  is  the  Duke,  my  Father,  with  his  Power  3 
Rich.  No  matter  where,  of  comfort  no  man  fpeak: 

Let's  talk  of  Graves,  of  Worms,  and  Epitaphs, 
Make  Duft  our  Paper,  and  with  Rainy  Eies 
Write  Sorrow  in  the  Bofom  of  the  Earth. 

Let's  chufe  Executors,  and  talk  of  Wills  •• 
And  yet  not  fo,  for  what  can  we  bequeath, 
Save  our  depofed  Bodies  to  the  Ground  ? 
Our  Lands,  our  Lives,  and  all  are  Btdiwg^rpo^ 
And  nothing  can  we  call  our  own,  bi  t  Death, 
And  that  fmall  Model  of  the  barren  Earth, 
Which  ferves  as  Pafte,  and  Cover  to  our  Bones : 
For  Heavens  fake  let  us  fit  upon  the  ground, 

And  tell  fad  Stories  of  the  death  of  Kings  ■• 
How  fome  have  been  depos'd,  fome  flain  in  War, 
Some  haunted  by  the  Ghofts  they  have  depos'd, 
Some  poyfon'd  by  their  Wives,  fome  fleeping  kill'd, 
All  murther'd.  For  within  the  hollow  Crown 
That  rounds  the  mortal  Temples  of  a  King, 
Keeps  Death  his  Court,  and  there  the  Antique  fits 
Scoffing  his  State,  and  grinning  at  his  Pomp, 
Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  fcene, 

To  Monarchize,  be  fear'd,  and  kill  with  looks, 
Infufing  him  with  felf  and  vain  Conceit, 
As  if  this  Flefh,  which  walls  about  our  Life, 

Were  Brafs  impregnable  :  and  humour'd  thus, 
Comes  at  the  laft,  and  with  a  little  Pin 
Boars  through  his  Caftle  Walls,  and  farewell  King. 
Cover  your  heads,  and  mock  not  flefh  and  blood 
With  folemn  Reverence :  throw  away  Refpe<ft, 
Tradition,  Form,  and  Ceremonious  Duty, 
For  you  have  but  miftook  me  all  this  while : 
I  live  with  Bread  like  you,  feel  Want, 
Tafte  Grief,  need  Friends :  fubjeded  thus, 
How  can  you  fay  to  me,  I  am  a  King  ? 

Carl.  My  Lord,wife  men  ne're  wail  their  prefent  Woes 
But  prefently  prevent  the  ways  to  wail : 
To  fear  the  Foe,  iince  fear  oppreffeth  Strength, 
Gives  in  your  weaknefs,  Strength  unto  your  Foe  ; 
Fear,  and  be  flain,  no  worfe  can  come  to  fight : 
And  fight  and  die,  is  death  deftroying  death. 
Where  fearing,  dying,  pays  death  fervile  breath. 

Aum.  My  Father  hath  a  Power,  enquire  of  him, 

And  learn  to  make  a  Body  of  a  Limb. 
Rich.  Thou  chid'ft  me  well  :  proud  Bullingbroc^l  come 

To  change  Blows  with  thee,  for  our  day  of  Doom : 

This  Ague-fit  of  Fear  is  over-blown, 
An  eafie  task  it  is  to  win  our  own. 

Say  Scroop  where  lies  our  Uncle  with  his  Power  ? 
Speak  fweetly  man,  although  thy  looks  be  lowte. 

Scroop.  Men  judge  by  the  Complexion  of  the  Skie 
The  ftate  and  inclination  of  the  day, 

So  may  you  by  my  dull  and  heavic  Eye : 
My  Tongue  hath  but  a  heavier  Tale  to  fay : 
I  play  the  Torturer,  by  fmall  and  fmall 
To  lengthen  out  the  worft,  that  rmift  be  fpoken. 

Your  Uncle  Tork  is  joyn'd  to  Bullmgbrool^, 
And  all  your  Northern  Caftles  yielded  up, 
And  all  your  Southern  Gentlemen  in  Anns 

Upon  his  Faction. 
Rich.  Thou  haft  faid  enough. 

Bcfhrew  thee,  Coulin,  which  didft  lead  me  forth 
Of  that  fweet  way  I  was  in  to  Defpair  : 
What  fay  you  now.?  what  Comfort  have  we  now  ? 

By  Heaven  I'le  hate  him  everlaftingly 
That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 
Go  to  FUnt-Cafile,  there  Tie  pine  away, 
A  King,  Woes  Slave,  fhall  Kingly  Wo  obey : 

That  Power  I  have,  difcharge,  and  let  'em  go 
To  ear  the  Land,  that  hath  feme  hope  to  groW| 
For  I  have  none.  Let  no  man  fpeak  again 
To  alter  this,  for  Counfel  is  but  vain. 

Aum.  My  Liege,  one  word. 
Rich.  He  does  me  double  wrong, 

That  wounds  me  with  the  flatteries  of  his  Tongue. 
Difcharge  my  Followers :  let  them  hence  away, 
From  Richard's  Night,  to  Bullingbrooi?*,  fair  day.f£#e«»f. 

,   Scana  Tertia. 

Ente  r  with  Drum  and  Colours,  Bullingbrook,  York, 
Northumberland,  Attendants. 

Bui.  So  that  by  this  Intelligence  we  learn 

The  Welchmen  are  difpers'd,  and  Salisbury 
Is  gone  to  meet  the  King,  who  lately  landed 
With  fome  few  private  Friends  upon  this  Coaft. 

North.  The  News  is  very  fair  and  good,  my  Lord. 
Richard  not  far  from  hence,  hath  hid  his  head. 

Tor.  It  would  befeem  the  Lord  Northumberland, 
To  fay  King  Richard i  alack  the  heavy  day, 
When  fuch  a  facred  King  fhould  hide  his  head. 

North.  Your  Grace  miftakes,  onely  to  be  brief, 
Left  I  his  Title  out. 

Tor.  The  time  hath  been, 

Would  you  have  been  fo  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  fo  brief  with  you,  to  fhortcn  you, 
For  taking  fo  the  head,  your  whole  heads  length. 

Bull.  Miftake  not  (Uncle)  farther  than  you  fhould. 
Tor.  Take  not  (good  Coulin)  farther  than  you  fhould, 

Left  you  miftake,  the  Heavens  are  o're  your  head. 
Bull.  I  know  it  f  Uncle)  and  oppofe  not  my  felf 

Againft  their  will.  But  who  comes  here  ? Enter  Percie. 

Welcom  Harry  :  what,  will  not  this  Caftle  yield  ? 
Per.  The  Caftle  royally  is  mann'd,  my  Lord, 

Againft  thy  entrance. 
Bull.  Royally  ?  Why,  it  contains  no  King? 
Per.  Yes  (my  good  Lord) 

It  doth  contain  a  King:  King  Richard  lies 
Within  the  Limits  of  yond  Lime  and  Stone, 
And  with  him,  the  Lord  Aumerle,  Lord  Sahsbmy, 
Sir  Stephen  Scroop,  befides  a  Clergy-man 
Of  holy  Reverence  ;  who,  I  cannot  iearn. 

North.  Oh,  belike  it  is  the  Bilhop  of  CarlUe 
Bui.  Noble  Lord, 

Go  to  the  rude  Ribs*  of  that  ancient  Caftle, 

Through 
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Through  brazen  Trumpet  fend  the  breath  of  Parle 

Into  his  ruin'd  ears,  and  thus  deliver  •• 
Henry  BnlL>ivbrook^  upon  his  Knees  doth  kite 

King  Richard's  Hand,  and  fends  Allegiance 
And  true  Faith  of  heart  to  his  Royal  Perfon :  hither  come 
Even  at  his  feet,  to  lay  my  Arms  and  Power, 

Provided,  that  my  Banifliment  repeal'd, 
And  Lands  reftor'd  again,  be  freely  granted  : 
If  not,  Pie  ufe  the  Advantage  of  my  Power, 

And  lay  the  Summer's  duft  with  fhowers  of  Blood, 
Rain'd  from  the  Wounds  of  flaughter'd  Engliflnncn  ; 
The  which,  how  far  off  from  the  mind  of  Bullingbrook^ 
It  is,  fuch  Crimfon  tempeft  mould  bedrench 

The  frefh  green  Lap  of  fair  King  Richard's  Land, 
My  ftooping  Duty  tenderly  fhall  fhew. 
Go  fignifie  as  much,  while  here  we  march 
Upon  the  Graffie  Carpet  of  this  Plain  : 

Let's  march  without  the  noife  of  threatning  Drum, 
That  from  this  Caftles  tatter'd  Battlements 
Our  fair  Appointments  may  be  well  perus'd. 
Methinks  King  Richard  and  my  felf  mould  meet 
With  no  lefs  terror  than  the  Elements 

Of  Fire  and  Water,  when  their  thundring  fmoak 
At  meeting  tears  the  cloudy  Cheeks  of  Heaven  : 
Be  he  the  Fire,  Pie  be  the  yielding  Water  : 
The  Rage  be  his,  while  on  the  Earth  I  rain 
My  Waters  on  the  Earth,  and  not  on  him. 
March  on  and  mark  King  Richard  how  he  looks. 

Parle  without,  and  an  fiver  within':  then  a  Flourijl).  Enter  on  the 
^//j,Richard,  Carlile,  Aumerle,  Scroop,  Salisbury. 

See,  fee,  King  Richard  doth  himfelf  appear 
As  doth  the  blufhing  difcontented  Sun, 
From  out  the  fiery  Portal  of  the  Eaft, 
When  he  perceives  the  envious  Clouds  are  bent 
To  dim  his  Glory,  and  to  ftain  the  tract 
Of  his  bright  pallage  to  the  Occident. 

Tor.  Yet  looks  he  like  a  King :  behold  his  Eye 
(As  bright  as  is  the  Eagles)  lightens  forth 
Controlling  Majelty :  alack,  alack,  for  woe, 
That  any  Harm  fhould  ftain  fo  fair  a  fhow. 

Rich.  We  are  amaz'd,  and  thus  long  have  we  ftood 
To  watch  the  fearful  bending  of  thy  Knee, 
Becaufe  we  thought  our  felf  thy  lawful  King: 
And  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  joynts  forget 
To  pay  the  awful  Duty  to  our  Prefence  ? 
T  we  be  not,  fhew  us  the  Hand  of  God, 

That  hath  dilmis'd  us  from  our  Stewardfhip, 
^or  well  we  know,  no  Hand  of  Blood  and  Bone 
Can  gripe  the  facred  Handle  of  our  Scepter, 
Unlels  he  do  prophane,  Ileal  or  ufurp. 
And  though  you  think,  that  all,  as  you  have  done, 
Have  torn  their  Souls,  by  turning  them  from  us, 
And  we  are  barren,  and  bereft  of  Friends : 
Yet  know,  my  Maikr,  God  Omnipotent, 
Is  muttering  in  his  Clouds  on  our  behalf, 
Armies  of  Pcftilence,  and  they  fhall  Ilrike, 
Your  Children  yet  unborn,  and  unbegot, 
That  life  your  Vaflal  Hands  againlt  my  Head, 
And  threat  the  Glory  of  my  precious  Crown. 
Tell  Bullwgbroukj  for  yond  methinks,  he  is, 
That  every  ftride  he  makes  upon  my  Land, 
Is  dangerous  Tieafon,  he  is  come  to  ope 
The  purple  Teftament  of  a  bleeding  War  ; 
But  e're  the  Crown  he  looks  for,  live  in  peace, 
Ten  thoufand  bloody  Crowns  of  Mothers  Sons 

Shall  ill  become  the  flower  of  England's  face, 
Change  the  Complexion  of  her  Maid-pale  Peace 
To  Scarlet  indignation,  and  bedew 
Her  Paftors  Grafs  with  faithful  Englifl)  Blood. 

North.  The  King  of  Heaven  forbid  our  Lord  the  King 
Should  fo  with  civii  and  uncivil  Arms 

Be  rufh'd  upq;i:  Thy  thrice-noble  Coufin, 

Harry  Bullwgbrocl^doth  hu:  Uy  kifs  thy  hard, 
And  by  the  honourable  Tcmb  he  fwears 
That  ftands  upon  your  Royal  Grandfiers  Bones, 
And  by  the  Royalties  of  both  your  Bloods, 
( Currents  that  fpring  from  one  molt  gr  acicus  Head) 
And  by  the  buried  hand  of  Warlike  Gaunt  y 
And  by  the  Worth  and  Honour  of  himfelf, 
Comprifmg  all  that  may  be  fworn,  or  faid, 
His  coming  hither  hath  no  further  fcope, 
Than  for  his  lineal  Royalties,  and  to  beg 
Infranchifement  immediate  on  his  Knees : 
Which  on  thy  Royal  party  granted  once, 
His  glittering  Arms  he  will  commend  to  Ruff;, 
His  barbed  Steeds  to  Stables,  and  his  Heart 
To  faithful  fervice  of  your  Majefty  : 
This  fwears  he,  as  he  is  a  Prince,  is  juft, 
And  as  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I  credit  him. 

Rich.  Northumberland,  fay  thus  :  The  King  returns, 
His  Noble  Coufin  is  right  welcome  hither, 
And  all  the  number  of  his  fair  Demands 

Shall  be  accomplifh'd  without  Contradiction: 
With  all  the  gracious  utterance  thou  haft, 

Speak  to  his  gentle  hearing-kind  commends. 
We  do  debafe  our  felf  (Coufin )  do  we  not, 
To  look  fo  poorly,  and  to  fpeak  fo  fair  ? 
Shall  we  call  back  Northumberland,  and  fend 
Defiance  to  the  Traitor,  and  fo  die  ? 

Aum.  No,  good  my  Lord,  let's  fight  with  gentle  words, 
Till  time  lend  Friends,  and  Friends  their  hopeful  Swords. 

Rich.  Oh  God,  oh  God  that  e're  this  tongue  of  mine 
That  laid  the  Sentence  of  dread  Banifhment 

On  yond  proud  man,  fhould  take  it  off  again 
With  words  of  footh  :  Oh  that  I  were  as  great 
As  is  my  Grief,  or  leffer  than  my  Name, 
Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  have  been, 
Or  not  remember  what  I  muft  be  now : 

SwelPft  thou  proud  Heart  ?  l'le  give  thee  fcope  to  beat, 
Since  foes  have  fcope  to  beat  both  thee  and  me. 

Aunt.  Northumberland  comes  back  from  Bulljnobrook. 
Rich.  What  muft  the  King  do  now?  mufthefubmit 

The  King  fhall  do  it :  Muft  he  be  depos'd  ? 
The  King  fhall  be  contented  :  Muft  he  lofe 

The  Name  of  King  ?  o'Gods  Name  let  it  go. 
l'le  give  my  Jewels  for  a  fe  t  of  Beads, 
My  gorgeous  Pallace,  for  a  Hermitage, 

My  gay  Apparrel,  for  an  Alms-mans  Gown, 
My  figur'd  Goblets,  for  a  difh  of  Wood, 
My  Scepter,  for  a  Palmers  walking  SafT, 
My  Subjects,  for  a  pair  of  Carved  Saints, 
And  my  large  Kingdom,  for  a  little  Grave, 
A  little  little  Grave,  an  obfeure  Grave. 
Or  Pie  be  buried  in  the  Kings  high-way, 
Some  way  of  common  Trade,  where  Subjects  Feet 

May  hourly  trample  on  their  Soveraign's  Head : 
For  on  my  Heart  they  tread  now,  whilft  I  live  j 
And  buried  once,  why  not  upon  my  Head  ? 
Aumerle,  thou  weeplt,  (my  tender  hearted  Coufin) 

We'l  make  foul  weather  with  defpifed  Tears  ■ 
Our  fighs,  and  they,  fhall  lodge  the  Summer  Corn, 
And  make  a  dearth  in  this  Revolting  Land. 
Or  fhall  we  play  the  Wantons  with  our  Woes, 
And  make  fome  pretty  Match  with  fhedding  Tears  ? 

As  thus :  to  drop  them  ltill  upon  one  place,  " 
Till  they  have  fretted  us  a  pair  of  Graves, 
Within  the  Earth :  and  therein  laid,  there  lies 

Two  Kinfmen  digg'd  their  Graves  with  weeping  Exes  ? 
Would  not  this  ill  do  well  ?  Well,  well,  I  fee 
I  talk  but  idely,  and  you  mock  at  me. 
Moft  mighty  Prince,  my  Lord  Northumberland, 
What  fays  King  Bullw-brookJ  Will  his  Majefty 
Give  Richard  leave  to  live,  till  Richard  die  ? 
You  make  a  Leg,  and  Butiwgbrcol^  fays  I. 

North.  My  Lord  in  the  bafe  Court  he  doth  attend 
To  fpeak  with  you,  may  it  pleafe  you  to  come  dou  a. Rich. 
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Rich.  Down,  down  I  come  like  glift'ring  Phaeton^ 
Wanting  the  manage  of  unruly  Jades. 
In  the  bafe  Court  ?  bafe  Court  where  Kings  grow  bafe, 
To  come  at  Traitors  Calls,  and  do  them  Grace. 
In  the  bafe  Court  come  down :  down  Court,down  King, 

For  night-Owls  fhreek,  where  mounting  Larks  mould  ling. 
Bull.  What  fays  his  Majefty  ? 
North.  Sorrow,  and  grief  of  heart 

Makes  him  fpeak  fondly  like  a  frantick  man  : 
Yet  he  is  come. 

Bull.  Stand  all  apart, 
And  fhew  fair  duty  to  his  Majefty. 
My  gracious  Lord. 

Rich.  Fair  Coufin, 
You  debafe  your  Princely  knee, 
To  ma£e  the  bafe  Earth  proud  with  killing  it. 
Me  rather  had,  my  Heart  might  feel  your  Love, 

Than  my  un-pleas'd  Eye  fee  your  Courtefie. 
Up  Coufin,  up,  your  heart  is  up,  I  know, 
Thus  high  at  leaft,  although  your  Knee  be  low. 

Bull.  My  gracious  Lord,  1  come  but  for  mine  own. 
Rich.  Your  own  is  yours,  and  I  am  yours,  and  all. 
Bull.  So  far  be  mine,  ( my  moil  redoubted  Lord,  J 

As  my  true  Service  (hall  deferve  your  love. 

Rich.  Well  you  deferv'd  : 
They  well  deferve  to  have, 

That  know  the  ftrong'ft  and  fureft  way  to  get. 
Uncle  give  me  your  hand  ••  nay,  dry  your  Eies, 
Tears  Ihew  their  love,  but  want  their  Remedies* 
Coufin,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  Father, 
Though  you  arc  old  enough  to  be  my  Heir. 
What  you  will  have,  Pie  give,  and  willing  too, 
For  do  we  mult,  what  Force  will  have  us  do. 
Set  on  towards  London : 
Couflri,  is  it  fo  ? 

Bull.  Yea,  my  good  Lord. 
Rich.  Then  1  muft  not  fay  no-         [Flourifi.  \Exeunt. 

Scana  Quint  a. 

Enter  Queen,  and  wo  Ladies. 

Qu.  WThat  fport  fhall  we  devife  here  in  this  Garden, 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  Care  ? 

La.  Madam,  we'll  play  at  Bowls. 
Qu.  'Twill  make  me  think  the  world  is  full  of  Rubs, 

And  that  my  Fortune  runs  againft  the  Byas. 

La.  Madam,  we'll  dance. 
Qu.  My  Legs  can  keep  no  Meafure  in  Delight, 

When  my  poor  Heart  no  Meafure  keeps  in  Grief. 
Therefore  no  dancing  (Girl)  fome  Other  fport. 

La.  Madam,  we'll  tell  Tales. 
Qu.  Of  Sorrow,  or  of  Grief? 
La.  Of  either,  Madam. 
Qu.  Of  neither.  Girl. 

For  if  of  Joy,  being  altogether  wanting, 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  Sorrow  : 
Or  if  of  Grief,  being  altogether  had, 
it  adds  more  Sorrow  to  my  want  of  Joy .: 
For  what  I  have,  I  need  not  to  repeat : 
And  what  I  want,  it  boots  not  to  complain. 

La.  Madam,  l'le  Sing. 
Qu.  'Tis  well  that  thou  hall  Caufe  : 

But  thou  ftiouldft'ft  pleafe  me  better,  would'ft  thou  weep. 
La.  I  could  Weep,  Madam,  would  it  do  you  good  ? 
Qu.  And  I  could  Sing,  would  weeping  do  me  good, 

And  never  borrow  any  tear  of  thee. 
Enter  a  Gardiner,  and  two  Servants. 

But  ftay  here  comes  the  Gardiners, 

Let's  ftep  into  the  fliadow  of  thefe  Trees. 
My  wretchednefs,  unto  a  row  of  Pines, 

They'l  talk  of  State ;  for  every  one  doth  fo, 

33: 
Againft  a  Change  ;  woe  is  fore-run  with  woe. 

Gard.  Go  bind  thou  up  yond  dangling  Apricocks, 
Which  like  unruly  Children,  make  their  Syre 
Stoop  with  opprefilon  of  their  prodigal  weight : 
Give  fome  fupportance  to  the  bending  twigs. 
Go  thou,  and  like  an  Executioner 
Cut  off  the  heads  of  too  fait  growing  fprays, 

That  look  too  lofty  in  our  Common-wealth : 
All  mull  be  even  in  our  Government. 

You  thus  imploy'd,  I  will  go  root  away 
The  noifom  Weeds  that  without  profit  fuck 
The  Soils  fertility  from  wholfom  flowers. 

Ser.  Why  Ihould  we  in  the  compafs  of  a  Pale, 
Keep  Law  and  Form,  and  due  Proportion, 
Shewing,  as  in  a  Model,  our  firm  ftate  ? 
When  our  Sea-walled  Garden,  (the  whole  Landj 
Is  full  of  Weeds,  her  faireft  Flowers  choakt  up, 

Her  Fruit  trees  all  upruin'd,  her  Hedges  ruin'd, 
Her  Knots  difordcr'd,  and  her  wholfom  Hearbs 
Swarming  with  Caterpillers. Gard.  Hold  thy  peace, 

-He  that  hath  fuffer'd  this  diforder'd  Spring, 
Hath  now  himfelf  met  with  the  fall  of  Leaf, 
The  Weeds  that  his  broad-fpreading  Leaves  did  Ihelter, 
That  feem'd  in  eating  him,  to  hold  him  up, 
Arepull'd  up,  root  and  all,  by  BulUngbroo^ 
I  mean  the  Earl  of  Wiltjhire,  Bu^y,  Green. 

Ser.  What,  are  they  dead  ? Gard.  They  are, 

And  Bullingbrookjmth  feiz'd  the  wafteful  King. 
What  pity  is  it,  that  he  had  not  trimm'd 
Aud  drelt  his  Land,  as  we  this  Garden  at  time  of  year 
And  wound  the  Bark,  the  skin  of  our  Fruit-trees, 
Left  being  over  proud  with  Sap  and  Blood, 
With  too  much  Riches  it  confound  it  felf  ? 
Had  he  done  fo,  to  great  and  growing  men, 

They  might  have  liv'd  to  bear,  and  he  to  tafte 
Their  Fruits  of  Duty.  All  fuperfluous  Branches 
We  lop  away,  that  bearing  Boughs  may  live 
Had  he  done  fo,  himfelf  had  born  the  Crown, 
Which  wafte  and  idle  hours  hath  quite  thrown  down. 

Ser.  What  think  you  the  King  (hall  be  depos'd  ? 
Gar.  Depreli  he  is  already,  and  depos'd 

'Tis  doubted  he  will  be.  Letters  came  laft  night 
To  a  dear  Friend  of  the  Duke  ofTorl^, 
That  tell  black  tidings. 

Qu.  Oh  I  am  preft  to  death  through  want  of  fpeaking  : 
Thou  old  Adatrf%  likenefs,  fet  to  drefsthis  Garden, 
How  dares  thy  harfh  tongue  found  this  unplealing  News  ? 
What  Eve  ?  what  Serpent  hath  fuggefted  thee, 
To  make  a  fecond  faii  of  curled  man  ? 

Why  doft  thou  fay,  King  Richard  is  depos'd  ? 
Dar'ft  thou  (thou  little  better  thing  than  Earth ) 
Divine  his  downfall  ?  fay,  where,  when,  and  how 

Cam'ftthou  by  this  ill  tydings?  fpeak  thou  Wretch. 
Gard.  Pardon  me,  Madam.  Little  joy  have  I 

To  breath  thefe  News  ;  yet  what  I  fay  is  true  j 
King  Richard,  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 

Of  Biillwabrookj,  their  Fortunes  both  are  weigh'd : 
In  your  Lords  Scale,  is  nothing  but  himfelf, 

And  fome  few  Vanities  that  make  him  light  •• 
But  in  the  Ballance  of  great  Bulhngbroo]^, 
Belides  himfelf,  are  all  the  EfigUjh  Peers* 
And  with  that  odds  he  weighs  King  Ruhard  down. 
Poft  you  to  London,  and  you'l  find  it  fo, 
I  fpeak  no  more,  than  every  one  doth  know. 

Qu.  Nimble  Mifciiance,  that  art  fo  light  of  Foot j 
Doth  not  thy  Embaflage  belong  to  me  ? 

And  am  I  laft  that  knows  it?  Oh  thou  think'ft 
To  ferve  me  laft,  that  I  may  longeft  keep 
Thy  Sorrow  in  my  breaft.  Come  Ladies,  go, 

To  meet  at  London  London's  King  in  woe. 
What  was  I  born  to  this !  that  my  fad  look, 

Should  grace  the  Tryuroph  of  great  Bullwd'rookJ. 



34.       The  Life  and  Death  of  King  Richard  the  fecond. 

Gard'ncr,  for  telling  mc  theft  News  of  woe, 
I  would  the  Plants  thou  graft'ft  may  never  grow.  \_Exit. 

Gar.  Poor  Queen,  fo  that  thy  State  might  bi  no  worfe, 
I  would  my  skill  wore  fubject  to  thy  Curio: 
Here  did  (he  drop  a  tear,  here  in  this  place 

I'le  let  a  bank  of  Rew,  (fowre  Herb  of  Grace :) 
Rew  ev'n  for  Ruth,  herefhortly  fhail  be  feen, 
In  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  Queen.  V_Exit. 

Actus  Quartws.  Scana  Vrima. 

Enter  as  to  the  Parliament,  Bullingbrook,  Aumerle,  Nor- 
thumberland, Percie,  Fitz-  Water,  Surrey,  Carlilc,  Abbot 

of  Weftminfter,  herald,  Officers,  and  Bagot. 

Bullingbrook.  Call  forth  Bagot. 
Now  Bagot,  freely  fpeak  thy  mind, 
What  thou  doft  know  of  Noble  Ghficrh  death  •, 
Who  wrought  it  with  the  King,  and  who  perform'd 
The  bloody  Office  of  his  timelefs  end. 

Bag.  Then  fet  before  my  face  the  Lord  Atmcrle. 
Bull.  Coulm,  Hand  forth,  and  look  upon  that  man. 
Bag.  My  Lord  Aumerle,  I  know  your  daring  Tongue 

Scorns  to  unfay,  what  it  hath  once  deliver'd. 
In  that  dead  time  when  Glofhrh  death  was  plotted, 
I  heard  you  fay,  Is  not  my  Arm  of  length, 
That  reacheth  from  the  reftful  Englifli  Court 

As  far  as  Call'is  to  my  Uncles  i  ead  ? 
Amongft  much  other  talk,  that  very  time, 
I  heard  you  fay  that  you  had  rather  refufe 
The  offer  of  an  hundred  thoufand  Crowns? 
Than  Bullingbrook^xciXixn  to  England;  adding  withall, 
How  bleft  this  Land  would  be  in  this  your  Coufins  death. 

Atm.  Princes,  and  Noble  Lords : 
What  anfwer  mall  I  make  to  this  bafc  man  ? 
Shall  I  ib  much  difhonour  my  fair  Stars, 
On  equal  terms  to  give  him  chaftifement  ? 

Either  I  mult,  or  have  mine  Plonour  fpoil'd 
With  the  Attainder  of  his  fland'rous  lips. 
There  is  my  Gage,  the  manual  Seal  of  death, 
That  marks  thee  out  for  Hell.  Thou  lieft, 
And  will  maintain  what  thou  haft  faid,  is  falfe, 
Jn  thy  heart  Blood,  though  being  all  too  bafe, 
To  ftain  the  temper  of  my  Knightly  Sword. 

Bull.  Bagot  forbear,  thou  fhak  not  take  it  up. 
Aim.  Excepting  one,  I  would  he  were  the  belt 

In  all  this  Prefence  that  hath  moved  me  lb. 

Fitz.1  If  that  thy  Valour  ftand  on  fympathies : 
There  is  my  Gage,  Aumerle,  in  Gage  to  thine  : 

By  that  fair  Sun,  that  fliews  me  where  thou  ftand'ft, 
1  heard  the  fay  (and  vauntingly  thou  fpak'ft  it) 
That  thou  wort  caufe  of  Noble  GlofierH  death. 

If  thou  deny'ft  it,  twenty  times  thou  lieft, 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falfhood  to  thy  Heart, 
Where  it  was  forged,  with  my  Rapiers  point. 

Aum.  Thou  dar^ft  not  (Coward)  live  to  fee  the  day. 
Fuz..  Now,  by  my  Soul,  I  would  it  were  this  Hour. 
Aum.  Fitz.water  thou  art  damn'd  to  Hell  for  this. 
Per.  Aumerle,  thou  lieft  :  his  Honour  is  as  true 

In  this  Appeal,  as  thou  art  all  unjuft  : 
And  that  thou  art  fo,  there  I  throw  my  Gage 

To  prove  it  on  thee,  to  th'extreameft  point 
Of  mortal  breathing.  Seize  it,  if  thou  daf 'it. 

Aim.  And  if  I  do  not  may  my  Hands  rot  off, 
And  never  brandilh  more  revengeful  Steel, 
Over  the  glittering  Helmet  of  my  Foe. 

Surrey.  My  Lord  Fitzjwatcr  : 
I  do  remember  well,  the  very  time 
Aumerle  and  you  did  talk. 

Fitz..  My  Lord, 

'Tis  very  true  :  You  were  in  Prefence  then  ; 
And  yon  can  witnefs  with  me,  this  is  true. 

Surrey.  As  falfe,  by  Heaven, 
As  Heaven  it  felf  is  true. 

Fitz..  Sumy,  thou  lyeft. 
Surrey.  Dilhonourable  B6y, 

That  lye,  (hall  lie  fo  heavie  on  my  Sword, 
That  it  lhall  render  Vengeance  and  Revenge, 
Till  thou  the  Lye-giver,  and  that  Lye,  do  lie 

In  earth  as  quiet,  as  thy  Father's  Scull. 
In  proof  whereof,  there  is  mine  h  onours  Pawn, 

Engage  it  to  the  Tryal,  if  thou  dar'it. 
Fhz.w.  r  ow  fondly  do'ft  thou  fpur  a  forward  Horfe  ? 

If  I  dare  eat,  or  drink,  or  breath,  or  live, 
I  dare  meet  Surrey  in  a  Wilderne  fs, 
And  fpit  upon  him,  whilft  I  fay  he  Lyes, 
And  Lyes,  and  Lyes:  there  is  my  Bond  of  Faith, 
To  tye  thee  to  my  ftrong  Correction. 
As  I  intended  to  thrive  in  this  new  world, 
Aumerle  is  guilty  of  my  true  Appeal. 
Befides,  1  heard  the  banifht  Norfolk,  fay, 
That  thou  Aumerle  didft  fend  two  of  thy  men, 
To  Execute  the  Noble  Duke  at  Cahce. 
Aum  Some  honeft  Chriftian  truft  me  with  a  Gage, 

That  Norfolk  lies  :  here  do  I  throw  down  this, 

If  he  may  be  repeal'd,  to  try  his  Honour. 
Bui.  Thefe  Differences  lhall  all  reft  under  Gage, 

Till  Norfolk.bc  repeal'd :  repeal'd  he  lhall  be  •, 
(And  though  mine  Enemy)  reftor'd  again 
To  all  his  Lands  and  Seigniories :  when  he's  return'd, 
Againft  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  Tryal. 

Carl,  That  honourable  day  fnall  ne'er  be  feen. 
Many  a  time  hath  banifht  Norfolk,  fought 
For  Jefus  Chrift,  in  glorious  Chriftian  Field 
Streaming  the  Enfign  of  the  Chriftian  Crofs 
Againft  black  Pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens: 

And  toyl'd  with  works  of  War,  retir'd  himfelf 
To  Italy,  and  there  at  V mice  gave 
His  Body  to  that  pkafant  Countries  Earth, 
And  his  pure  Soul  unto  his  Captain  Chrift, 
Under  whofe  Colours  he  had  fought  fo  long. 

Bull.  Why,  Bifhop,  is  Norfolk,  dead  ? 
Carl.  As  fure  as  1  live,  my  Lord. 

Bull.  Sweet  peace  conduit  his  fweet  Soul 
To  the  Bofom  of  good  old  Abraham. 
Lords  Appealants,your  Differences  fhall  all  reft  under  gage 
Till  we  allign  you  to  your  days  of  Tryal. Enter  York. 

"Fork.  Great  Duke  of  Lancafier,  I  come  to  thee 
From  plume- pluckt  Richard,  who  with  willing  Soul 
Adopts  thee  Heir,  and  his  high  Scepter  yields 
To  the  pofleflion  of  thy  Royal  hand. 
Afcend  his  Throne,  defcending  now  from  him, 
And  long  live  Henry,  of  that  Name  the  Fourth. 

Bull.  In  Gods  Name,  Pie  afcend  the  Regal  Throne. 
Carl.  Marry,  Heaven  forbid. 

Worft  in  this  Royal  Prefence  may  I  fpeak, 
Yet  beft  befeeming  me  to  fpeak  the  truth. 
Would  God,  that  any  in  this  Noble  Prefence 
Were  enough  Noble  to  be  upright  Judge 
Of  Noble  Richard-,  then  true  Noblenefs  would 
Learn  him  forbearance  from  fo  foul  a  Wrong. 
What  Subject  can  give  Sentence  on  his  King  ? 

And  who  lits  here  that  is  not  Richard's  Subject? 
Thieves  are  not  judg'd,  but  they  are  by  to  hear, 

Although  apparent  guilt  be  feen  in  them  •■ And  (hall  the  Figure  of  Gods  Majefty, 
His  Captain,  Steward,  Deputy  elect, 

Anointed,  Crown'd  and  planted  many  years, 

Be  judg'd  by  fubject  and  inferiour  breath, 
And  he  himfelf  not  prefent?  Oh,  forbid  it,  God, 

That  in  a  Chriftian  Climate,  Souls  refin'd 
Should  fliew  ib  heinous,  black,  obfeene  a  deed. 
I  fpeak  to  Subjects,  and  a  Subject  fpeaks, 

Stirr'd  up  by  Heaven,  thus  boldly  for  his  King. 
My  Lord  of  Hereford  here,  whom  you  call  King, 
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Is  a  foul  Traytor  to  proud  Hereford's  King. 
And  if  you  Crown  him,  let  me  prophefie, 

The  Blood  of  EngLjh  mail  manure  the  ground, 

And  future  Ages  groan  for  his  foul  Aft. 

Peace  mall  go  fleep  with  Turks  and  Infidels, 
And  in  this  Seat  of  Peace,  tumultuous  Wars 

Shall  Kin  with  Kin,  and  Kind  with  Kind  confound. 
Diforder,  Horrour,  Fear  and  Mutiny 

Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  Land  be  call'd 
The  field  of  Golgotha,  and  dead  mens  Sculls. 

Oh,  if  you  reafthis  Houfe,  againft  this  Houfe 
It  will  the  wofulleft  Divifion  prove, 
That  ever  fell  upon  this  cur  fed  Earth. 
Prevent  it,  refill  it,  let  it  not  be  fo, 
Left  Child,  Childs  Children  cry  againft  you,  wo. 

North.  Well  have  you  argu'd,  Sir:  and  for  your  pains, 
Of  Capital  Treafon  we  arreft  you  here. 
My  Lord  of  Weftminfter,  be  it  your  charge, 
To  keep  him  fafely,  till  his  day  of  Tryal. 
May  it  pleafe  you,  Lords,  to  grant  the  Commons  Suit  ? 

Bull.  Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  common  view 

He  may  furrender  :  So  we  fliaH  proceed 
Without  fufpition. 

Tor.  I  will  be  his  Conduct. 

Bull.  Lords,  you  that  are  here  under  our  Arreft, 
Procure  your  Sureties  for  your  Days  of  Anfwer : 
Little  are  we  beholding  to  your  Love, 

And  little  look'd  for  at  your  helping  Hands. 
Enter  Richard  and  York. 

Rich.  Alack,  why  am  I  fent  for  to  a  King, 
Before  I  have  Ihook  off  the  Regal  thoughts 

Wherewith  I  reign'd .?  I  hardly  yet  have  learn'd 
To  infinuate,  flattter,  bow,  and  bend  my  Knee. 
Give  Sorrow  leave  a  while,  to  return  me 
To  this  SubmuTion.    Yet  I  will  remember 

Tne  favours  of  thefe  men :  Were  they  not  mine  ? 
Did  they  not  fometime  cry,  All  hail  to  me  ? 
So  Judas  did  to  Chrift :  But  he  in  twelve, 
Found  truth  in  all,  but  one ,  I,  in  fVelve  thoufand,  none. 
God  fave  the  King  :  Will  no  man  fay,  Amen. 
Am  I  both  Prieft  and  Clark  ?  well  then,  Amen. 
God  fave  the  King,  although  I  be  not  he : 
And  yet  Amen,  if  Heaven  do  think  him  me. 

To  do  what  fervice,  am  I  fent  for  hither  ?      •  - 
Tor.  To  do  that  Office  of  thine  own  good  will, 

Which  tyred  Majefty  did  make  thee  offer : 
The  Refignation  of  thy  State  and  Crown 
To  Henry  Bidlingbrook. 

Rich.  Give  me  the  Crown.Here  Coufin,feize  the  Crown  : 

Here  Coufin,  on  this  fide  my  Hand,  on  that  fide  thine. 
Now  is  this  Golden  Crown  like  a  deep  Well, 
That  owes  two  Buckets,  filling  one  another, 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  Air, 
The  other  down,  unfeen,  and  full  of  Water ; 
That  Bucket  down,  and  full  of  Tears  am  I, 
Drinking  my  Griefs,  whilft  you  mount  up  on  high. 

BhII.  I  thought  you  had  been  willing  to  refign. 
Rich.  My  Crown  I  am,  but  ftill  my  Griefs  are  mine  : 

You  may  my  Glories,  and  my  State  depofe, 
But  not  my  Griefs ;  ftill  am  I  King  of  thofe. 

Bui.  Part  of  your  Cares  you  give  me  with  your  Crown. 
Rich.  Your  Cares  fet  up,  do  not  pluck  my  Cares  down, 

My  Care,  is  lofs  of  Care,  by  old  Care  done, 
Your  Care,  is  gain  of  Care,  by  new  Care  won. 
The  Cares  I  give,  I  have,  though  given  away, 
They  tend  the  Crown,  yet  ftill  with  me  they  ftay, 

Bull.  Are  you  contented  to  refign  the  Crown  t 
Rich.  I  no  •,  no  I,  for  I  muft  nothing  be : 

Therefore  no,  no,  for  I  refign  to  thee. 
Now,  mark  me  how  I  will  undo  my  felf ; 

I  give  this  heavy  Weight  from  off" my  Head, 
And  this  unwieldy  Scepter  from  my  Hand, 
The  pride  of  Kingly  fway  from  out  my  Heart, 
With  mine  own  Tears  I  warn  away  my  blame, 

With  mine  own  Hands  I  give  away  my  Crown, 
With  mine  own  Tongue  deny  my  Sacred  State, 
With  mine  own  Breath  releale  all  dutious  Oaths : 

All  Pomp  and  Majefty  I  do  forfwear  : 
My  Mannors,  Rents,  Revenues,  I  forgo  j 
My  Ads,  Decrees,  and  Statutes  I  deny  : 
God  pardon  all  Oaths  that  are  broke  to  me, 
God  keep  all  Vows  unbroke  are  made  to  thee. 

Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  griev'd, 
And  thou  with  all  pleas'd,  that  haft  all  atchiev*d, 
Long  maift  thou  live  in  Richard's  Seat  to  lit, 
And  foon  lie Richard'vsx  an  Earthy  pit. 
God  fave  King  Henry,  un-King'd  Richard  fays, 
And  fend  him  many  years  of  Sun-mine  days. What  more  remains  ? 

North.  No  more:  But  that  you  read 
Thefe  Accufations,  and  thefe  grievous  Crimes, 
Committed  by  your  Perfon,  and  your  Followers, 
Againft  the  State  and  Profit  of  this  Land  : 

That  by  confefiing  them,  the  Souls  of  men 
May  deem  that  you  are  worthily  depos'd. 

Rich.  Mufti  do  fo  ?  and  muft  I  ravel  out 

My  weav'd-up  Follies?  Gentle  Northumberland^ 
If  thy  O  ffences  were  upon  Record, 
Would  it  not  fhame  thee,  in  fo  fair  a  Troop, 
To  read  a  Lecture  of  them  ?  if  thou  would'ft, 
There  Ihould'ft  thou  find  one  hainous  Article, Containing  the  depofing  of  a  King, 
And  cracking  the  ftrong  Warrant  of  an  Oath, 

Mark'd  with  a  blot,  damn'd  in  the  Book  of  Heaven. 
Nay,  all  of  you,  that  ftand  and  look  upon  me, 
Whil'ft  that  my  wretchednefs  doth  bait  my  felf, 
Though  fome  of  you^  with  Pilate  walh  your  Hands,- 
Shewing  an  outward  Pity  :  Yet  you  ?  Hates 
Have  here  delivered  me  to  my  fower  Crofs, 
And  water  cannot  walh  away  your  fin. 

North.  My  Lord,  difpatch,  read  o're  thefe  Articles. 
Rich.  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  Tears,  I  cannot  fee  : 

And  yet  fait- water  blinds  them  not  fo  much, 
But  they  can  fee  a  fort  of  Traitors  here. 
Nay,  if  I  turn  mine  Eies  upon  my  felf, 
I  find  my  felf  a  Traytor  with  the  reft : 
For  I  have  given  here  my  Souls  confent, 
T'undeck  the  pompous  Body  of  a  King  j 
Made  Glory  bafe ;  a  Soveraign,  a  Slavey 
Proud  Majefty,  a  Subjeft:,  State,  aPeafant* North.  My  Lord. 

Rich.  No  Lord  of  thine,  thou  haught-infultingman  ^ 
No,  nor  no  mans  Lord :  I  have  no  Name,  no  Title  5 
No,  not  that  name  was  given  me  at  the  Font,' 
But  'tis  ufurpt :  alack  the  heavy  day, 
That  I  have  worn  fo  many  Winters  Out, 
And  know  not  now,  what  name  to  call  my  felf. 
Oh,  that  I  were  a  Mockerie,  King  of  Snow, 
Standing  before  the  Sun  of  Bullmgbroo}^ 
To  melt  my  felf  away  in  Water-Drbps. 
Good  King,  great  King,  and  yet  not  greatly  good, 
And  if  my  word  be  Sterling  yet  in  England 
Let  it  command  a  Mirror  hither  ftreight, 
That  it  may  (hew  me  what  a  Face  I  have, 
Since  it  is  Bankrupt  of  his  Majefty. 

Bull.  Go  fome  of  you,  and  fetch  a  Looking  Glafs. 
North.  Read  o're  this  Paper,  while  the  G  lafs  doth  come. 
Rich,  Fiend,  thou  torments  me,  e'rel  come  to  Hell, 
Ball.  Urge  it  no  more,  my  Lord  Northumberland. 
North.  The  Commons  will  not  then  be  fatisfy'd. 
Rich.  They  mall  be  fatisfy'd  :  l'le  read  enough, 

When  I  do  fee  the  very  Book  indeed, 

Where  all  my  Sins  are  writ,  and  that's  myfelf Enter  one  with  a  Glafs. 

Give  me  that  Glafs,  and  therein  will  I  read. 
No  deeper  wrinkles  yet  ?  hath  forrow  ftruck 
So  many  blows  upon  this  Face  of  mine^ 

And  made  no  deeper  Wounds  ?  Oh  flatt'ring  Glafs, 
Like 
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Like  to  my  Followers  in  Profperity, 
Thou  dolt  beguile  me.  Was  this  Face,  the  Face 
That  every  day  under  his  Houfhold-roof, 
Did  keep  ten  thoufand  men  ?  Was  this  the  Face, 
That  like  the  Sun  did  make  Beholders  wink  ? 

Is  this  the  Face,  which  fac'd  fo  many  Follies, 
That  was  at  laft  out-fac'd  by  BidlinobrookJ 
A  brittle  Glory  fhinethin  this  Face, 
As  brittle  as  the  Glory,  is  the  Face, 
For  there  it  is,  crackt  in  an  hundred  (hivers. 
Mark  filent  King,  the  Moral  of  this  fport, 

How  foon  my  Sorrow  hath  deftroy'd  my  Face. 
Bull.  The  fhadow  of  your  Sorrow  hath  deitroy'd 

The  fhadow  of  your  Face. 
Rich.  Say  that  again. 

The  fhadow  of  my  Sorrow  :  ha,  let's  fee, 
'Tis  very  tru*,  my  Grief  lies  all  within, 
And  thefe  external  Manners  of  Laments, 
Are  meerly  fhadows  to  the  unfeen  Grief, 
That  fwells  with  filence  in  the  tortur'd  Soul. 
There  lies  the  Subftance :  And  I  thank  thee,  King, 

For  thy  great  bounty,  that  not  only  giv'ffc 
Me  Caufe  to  wail,  but  teacheft  me  the  way 
How  to  lament  the  Caufe.    Pie  beg  one  boon, 
And  then  be  gone,  and  trouble  you  no  more. 
Shall  I  obtain  it  ? 

Bull.  Name  it,  fairCoufin. 
Rich.  Fair  Goufin  !  I  am  greater  than  a  King : 

For  when  1  was  a  King,  my  Flatterers 

Were  then  but  Subjects  -,  being  now  a  Subject, 
I  have  a  King  here  to  my  Flatterer  : 
Being  fo  great,  I  have  no  need  to  beg. 

Bull.  Yet  ask. 
Rich.  And  fhall  I  have? 
Bull.  You  fhall. 

Rich.  Then  give  me  leave  to  go. 
Ml.  Whither.' 
Rich.  Whither  you  will,  fo  I  were  from  your  fight. 
Bull.  Go  fome  of  you,  convey  him  to  the  Tower. 
Rich.  Oh  good :  convey  :  Conveyers  are  you  all, 

That  rife  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  Kings  fall. 
Bull.  On  Wednefday  next  we  folemnly  fee  down 

Our  Coronation  :  Lords,  prepare  your  felves.  [Exeunt. 
Abbot.  A  woful  Pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 

Carl.  The  woe's  to  come,  the  Children  yet  unborn, 
Shall  feel  this  day  as  fharp  to  them  as  thorn. 

Aum.  You  holy  Ciergy-men,  is  there  no  Plot  ? 
To  rid  the  Realm  of  this  pernicious  Blot  ? 

Abbot.  Before  I  freely  fpeakmymind  herein, 
You  fhall  not  only  take  the  Sacrament, 
To  bury  mine  intents,  butalfo  to  effect 
What  ever  I  fhall  happen  to  devife. 
I  fee  your  Brows  are  full  of  difcontent, 
Your  Hearts  of  Sorrow,  and  your  Eies  of  Tears, 
Come  home  with  me  to  Supper,  Pie  lay  a  Plot 
Shall  fhew  us  all  a  merry  day.  [Exeunt. 

AS  us  Quint  us.  Scma  Vrima. 

Enter  Queen,  and  Ladies. 

Qu.  This  way  the  King  will  come  ••  This  is  the  way 
To  Julius  Ctfar's  ill-erected  Tower, 
To  whofe  flint  Bofom,  my  condemned  Lord 

Is  doom'd  a  Prifoner,  by  proud  Bullingbrook^ 
Here  let  us  reft,  if  this  Rebellious  Earth 
Have  any  refting  for  her  true  Kings  Queen. 

Enter  Richard,  and  Guard. 
But  foft,  but  fee,  or  rather  do  not  fee, 

My  fair  Rofe  wither  :  Yet  look  up  •,  behold, 
That  you  in  pity  may  diflblve  to  dew, 
And  wafh  him  frefh  again  with  true-love  Tears. 

Ah  thou,  the  Model,  where  old  Troy  did  (land 
Thou  Map  of  Honour,  thou  King  Richards  Tomb, 

And  not  King  Richard :  thou  moft  beaureous'Inn, 
Why  fhould  hard-favoui'd  grief  be  lodgM  in  thec,  ' 
When  Triumph  k  become  an  Ale-houfe  Guclt.? 

Rich.  Joyn  not  with  Grief,  fair  Woman  do  not  fo, 
To  make  my  End  too  fudden  :  Learn,  good  Soul, 
To  think  our  former  State  a  happy  Dream, 

From  which  awak'd,  the  truth  of  what  we  are 
Shews  us  but  this .    I  am  fworn  Brother  (Sweet) 
To  grim  necefhty  ;  and  he  and  I 
Will  keep  a  League  till  death.  High  thee  to  France, 
And  Cloyfterthee  in  fome  Religious  Houfe  : 

Our  holy  lives  muft  win  a  new  World's  Crown, 
Which  our  Prophane  Hours  here  have  ftricken  down. 

Qu.  What,  is  my  Richard  both  in  fhape  and  mind 
Transform'd  and  weakenM  ?  Hath  Bullmgbrook^ 
Depos'd  thine  Intellect  ?  hath  he  bean  in  thy  Heart  ? 
The  Lyon  dying  thrufteth  forth  his  Paw, 
And  wounds  the  Earth,  if  nothing  elfe,  with  rage 
To  be  o're-powr'd  :  And  wilt  thou,  Pupil-like, 
Take  thy  Correction  mildly^  kifs  the  Rod, 
And  fawn  on  Rage  with  bafe  Humility, 
Which  art  a  Lyon  and  a  King  of  Beafts  ? 

Rich.  A  King  of  Beafts  indeed  :  If  ought  but  Beafts, 
I  had  been  ftill  a  happy  King  of  men. 
Good  ffometime)  Queen  prepare  thee  hence  for  France  : 

Think  I  am  dead,  and  that  even  here  thou  tak'ft, 
As  from  my  Death-bed,  my  laft-living  leave. 
In  Winters  tedious  Nights  lit  by  the  Fire 
With  good  old  folks,  and  let  them  tell  thee  Tales 
Of  woful  Ages,  long  ago  betide: 

And  e're  thou  bid  good-night,  to  quit  their  Grief, 
Tell  thou  the  lamentable  fall  of  me, 
And  fend  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  Beds : 
For  why  ?  the  fenfelefs  Brands  will  fympathize 
The  heavy  accent  of  my  moving  Tongue, 
And  in  compaffion  weep  the  Fire  out : 
And  fome  will  mourrftn  Afhes,  fome  coal-black, 
For  the  depofing  of  a  rightful  King. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

North.  My  Lord,  the  mind  of  Bullmgbrookjs  chang'xl. 
You  muft  to  Pomfret,  not  unto  the  Tower. 

And  Madam,  there  is  order  ta'ne  for  you  : 
With  all  fwift  fpeed,  you  muft  away  to  France. 

Rich.  Northumberland,  thou  Ladder  wherewithal 
The  mounting  ̂ //^rooj^afcends  my  Throne, 
The  time  fhall  not  be  many  hours  of  age, 
More  than  it  is,  e're  foul  lin,  gathering  head, 
Shall  break  into  Corruption :  thou  fhalt  think, 
Though  he  divide  the  Realm,  and  give  thee  half, 
It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all : 

He  fhall  think,  that  thou  which  know'fttheway 
To  plant  unrightful  Kings,  wilt  know  again, 
Being  ne're  fo  little  urg'd,  another  way, 
To  pliuk  him  headlong  from  thrufurped  Throne. 
The  Love  of  wicked  Friends  converts  to  Fear  •, 

That  Fear  to  Hate  ;  and  Hate  turn's  one,  or  both, To  worthy  Danger,  and  deferved  Death. 
North.  My  guilt  be  on  my  head,  and  there's  an  end  : 

Take  leave,  and  part,  for  you  muft  part  forthwith. 

Rich.  Doubly  divorcM  ?  ('bad  men)  ye  violate 
A  two-fold  Marriage  ?  'twixt  my  Crown  and  me  : 
And  then  betwixt  me,  and  my  married  Wife, 

Let  me  unkifs  the  Oath,  'twixt  thee  and  me: 
And  yet  not  fo,  for  with  a  kifs  'twas  made. 
Part  us  Northumberland :  I,  towards  the  North, 
Where  fhivering  Cold  and Sicknefs pines  the  Clime: 
My  Queen  to  France :  from  whence,  fet  forth  in  Pomp, 
She  came  adorned  hither  like  fweet  May, 

Sent  back  like  Hollowmas,  or  Jhort'ft  of  day. 
Qu.  And  muft  we  be  divided  ?  mult  we  part  ? 
R  ch.l,hznd  from  hand  (my  Love)  and  heart  from  heart. 
Qu.  Banifh  us  both,  and  fend  the  King  with  me. North. 
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37 North.  That  were  fame  Love,  but  little  Policy. 
Qu.  Then  whither  he  goes,  thither  let  me  go. 
Rich.  So  two  together  weeping,  make  one  woe, 

Weep  thou  for  me  in  France  ■,  I  for  thee  here  : 
Better  far  off  than  near,  be  ne're  the  near 
Go,  count  thy  way  with  fighs,  1  mine  with  groans. 

Q«,  So  longeft  way,  fhall  have  the  longeft  moans. 

Rich.  Twice  for  one  ftep  1'le  groan,  the  way  being  fhort, 
And  piece  the  way  ont  with  a  heavy  heart. 

Jome,  come  in  wooing  Sorrow  lei's  be  brief, 
Since  wedding  it,  there  is  fuch  length  in  Grief: 

One  Kifs  (hall  ftop  our  mouths,  and  dumbly  part  •, 
Thus  give  I  mine,  and  thus  take  I  thy  Heart. 

Qu.  Give  me  mine  own  again :  'twere  no  good  part, 
To  take  on  me  to  keep,  and  kill  thy  Heart. 
So,  now  I  have  mine  own  again,  be  gone, 
That  I  may  ftrive  to  kill  it  with  a  groan. 
Rich.  We  make  Wo  wanton  with  this  fond  dday : 

Once  more  adieu  ;  the  reft  let  Sorrow  fay.       [Exeunt . 

Scan  a  Secunda. 

Enter  York  <nnd  his  Dutchefs.  I 

But.  My  Lord,  you  told  me  you  would  tell  the  reft, 
When  weeping  made  you  break  the  Story  off, 
Of  our  two  Coufins  coming  into  London. 

Tor.  Where  did  I  leave? 

But.  At  that  fad  ftop,  my  Lord, 

Where  rude  mis-govern'd  hands,  from  Windows  tops, 

Threw  duft  and  rubbifli  on  King  Richard' 's  Head. 
Tor.  Then,  as  I  faid,  the  Duke  f  great  BulUnobroolQ 

Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  Steed, 

Which  his  afpiring  Rider  feem'd  to  know, 
With  flow,  but  ftately  pace,  kept  on  his  courfe : 

While  all  tongues  cry'd,  God  fave  thee,  Bullingbrook. 
You  would  have  thought  the  very  Windows  fpake, 
So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old, 
Through  Cafements  darted  their  deliring  Eies 
Upon  his  Vifage  :  and  that  all  the  Walls 
With  painted  Imagery  had  faid  at  once, 
Jefu  prefer ve  thee,  welcome,  Bullingbrook^ 
Whilft  he,  from  one  fide  to  the  other  turning, 
Bare-headed  lower  than  his  proud  Steeds  neck, 
Befpeak  them  thus :  i  thank  you  Country-men  : 
And  thus  ftill  doing,  thus  he  paft  along. 

Dutch.  Alas !  poor  Richard,  where  rides  he  the  whilft  ? 
Tor.  As  in  a  Theater,  the  Eies  of  men 

After  a  well-grac'd  Actor  leaves  the  Stage, 
Are  idely  bent  on  him  thaf  enters  next, 

Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious  .• 
Even  fo,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  mens  Eies, 

Did  fcowle  on  Richard :  no  man  cry'd  God  fave  him  : 
No  joyful  Tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home, 
But  duft  was  thrown  upon  his  Sacred  Head, 
Which  with  fuch  gentle  forrow  he  Ihook  off, 
His  Face  ftill  combating  with  Tears  and  Smiles 
(The  Badges  of  his  Grief  and  Patience ) 

That  had  not  God  (for  fome  ftrong  purpofe)  fteel'd 
The  hearts  of  men,  they  muft  perforce  have  melted, 
And  Barbarifm  it  felf  have  pittied  him, 
But  Heaven  hath  a  hand  in  thefe  Events, 
To  whofe  high  Will  we  bound  our  calm  Contents. 
To  Bullingbrook,  are  We  fworn  Subjects  now, 
Whofe  State,  and  Honour,  I  for  aye  allow. 

Enter  AumerleA 

But.  Here  comes  my  Son  Aumerle. 
Tor.  Anmerle  that  was, 

But  that  is  loft,  for  being  Richard? s  Friend. 
And  Madam,  you  muft  call  him  Rutland  now  : 
1  am  in  Parliament  pledge  for  his  truth, 
And  lafting  Fealtie  in  the  new-made  King. 

But.  Welcome  my  Son: who  are  the  Violets  now, 

That  ftrew  the  green  Lap  of  the  new-come  Spring  ? 
Aum.  Madam,  I  know  not,  nor  I  greatly  care  not, 

God  knows  I  had  as  lief  be  none,  as  one. 

Tor.  Well,  bear  you  well  in  this  new-fpring  of  time, 
Leaft  you  be  cropt  before  you  come  to  prime. 
What  News  from  Oxford  ?  Hold  thofe  Julls  and  Triumphs 

Aum.  For  ought  I  know,  my  Lord,  they  do. 
Tor.  You  will  be  there  I  know. 

Aum.  If  God  prevent  not,  I  purpofe  fo. 
Tor.  What  Seale  is  that  that  hangs  without  thy  Bofom  ? 

Yea,  look'ft  thou  pale  ?  let  me  fee  the  Writing. 
Aum.  My  Lord,  'tis  nothing. 
Tor  No  matter  then  who  fees  it, 

I  will  be  fatisfied,  let  me  fee  the  Writing. 
Aum.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 

It  is  a  matter  ot  fmall  Confequence, 
Which  for  fome  Reafons  I  would  not  have  feen. 

Tor.  Which  for  fome  Reafons,  Sir,  I  mean  to  fee  : 
I  fear,  I  fear. 

But.  What  fhould  you  fear  ? 

'Tis  nothing  but  feme  Bond,  that  he  is  enter'd  into 
For  gay  Apparel,  again!!  the  Triumph. 

Tor.  Bound  to  himfelf?  What  doth  he  with  a  Bond 
That  he  is  bound  to  ?  Wife,  thou  art  a  Fool. 

Boy,  let  me  fee  the  Writing. 
Aum.  I  do  befeech  you  pardon  me,  I  may  not  fhew  it. 
Tor.  I  will  be  fatisfied,  let  me  fee  it,I  fay  [Snatches  it. 

Treafon,  foul  Triafon,  Villain  Traitor,  Slave. 

But.  What's  the  matter,  my  ,Lord  ? 

Tor.  Hoa,  who's  within  there  ?  faddle  my  Horic 
eaven  for  his  mercy :  what  treachery  is  here  ? 

But.  Why,  what  is't  my,  Lord  ? 
Tor.  Give  me  my  Boots  I  fay:  faddle  my  Horfe. 

Now  by  my  Honour,  my  life,  my  Troth, 

will  appeach  the  Villain. But.  What  is  the  matter  ? 
Tor.  Peace  foolifh  Woman. 

But.  I  will  not  peace,  What  is  the  matter,  Son? 
Aum.  Good  Mother  be  content,  it  is  no  more 

hen  my  poor  life  muft  anfwer. 
But.  Thy  life  anfwer. 

Enter  Servant  with  Boots. 

Tor.  Bring  my  Boots,  I  will  unto  the  King. 
But.  Strike  him,  Aumerle.  Poor  Boy,  thou  art  amaz'd, 

Hence  Villain,  never  more  come  in  my  fight. 
Tor.  Give  me  my  Boots,  I  fay. 
But.  Why,  lork^  what  wilt  thou  do? 

Wilt  thou  not  hide  the  treipafs  of  thine  own  f 
Have  we  more  Sons  ?  or  are  we  like  to  have  ? 

Is  not  my  teeming  date  drunk  up  with  Time  ? 
And  wilt  thou  pluck  my  fair  Son,  from  mine  Age, 

And  rob  me  of  a  happy  Mother's  name  ? Is  he  not  like  thee  ?  is  he  not  thine  own  ? 
Tor.  Thou  fond  mad  Woman: 

Wilt  thou  conceal  this  dark  Confpiracy  ? 
A  dozen  of  them  here  have  taae  the  Sacrament, 
And  interchangeably  fet  their  hands 

To  kill  the  King  at  Oxford. 
But.  He  fhall  be  none: 

We'll  keep  him  here  :  then  what  is  that  to  him  ? 
Tor.  Away  fond  Woman :  where  he  twenty  times  my 

Son,  I  wipuld  appeach  him. 
But.  Hadft  thou  groan'd  for  him  as  1  have  done, 

Thou  wouldft  be  more  pittiful : 
But  now  I  know  thy  mind  j  thou  doft  fufpect 
That  I  have  been  difloyal  to  thy  Bed, 
And  that  he  is  a  Baftard,  not  thy  Son : 
Sweet  Tork^  fweet  Huiband,  be  not  of  that  mind  : 
He  is  as  like  thee,  as  a  man  may  be, 
Not  like  to  me,  nor  any  of  my  Kin, 

And  yet  I  love  him. 
Tor.  Make  way,  unruly  Woman.  {Exit. 
But.  After  Aumerle.  Mount  thee  upon  his  Horfe, 

E  e  Spur 
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 Spur  poll,  and  get  before  him  to  the  King, 

And  beg  thy  Pardon,  e're  he  do  accufe  thee, 
I'le  not  be  long  behind :  though  1  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  faft  as  Tork_: 
And  never  will  I  rife  up  from  the  ground, 

Till  Bullingbrockyme  pardon'd  thee:Away,begon.  {Exit. 

Scana  Tenia. 

Enter  Bullingbrook,  Percie,  and  other  Lords. 

Bull.  Can  no  man  tell  of  my  unthrifty  Son  ? 
Tis  fall  three  Months  fince  I  did  fee  him  laft. 

If  any  plague  hang  over  us,  'tis  he  : 
I  would  to  Heaven  ( my  Lords )  he  might  be  found, 

Enquire  at  London,  'mongft  the  Taverns  there : 
For  there  (they  fay )  he  daily  doth  frequent, 
With  unreftrained  loofe  Companions, 
Even  fuch  (they  fay)  as  ftand  in  narrow  Lanes, 

And  rob  our  Watch,  and  beat  our  Pafl'engers, Which  he  (young  wanton,  and  effeminate  BoyJ 
Takes  on  the  point  of  Honour,  to  fupport 
So  duTolutea  Crew. 

Per.  My  Lord,  fome  two  days  fince  I  faw  the  Prince, 
And  told  him  of  thefe  Triumphs  held  at  Oxford. 

Bull.  And  what  faid  the  Gallant  ? 

Per.  His  anfwer  was :  he  would  unto  the  Stews, 

And  from  the  common'ft  Creature  pluck  a  Glove 
And  wear  it  as  a  Favour,  and  with  that 
He  would  unhorfe  the  luftieft  Challenger. 

Bull.  As  diflblute  as  defp'rate,  yet  through  both, 
I  fee  fome  fparks  of  better  hope  :  which  elder  days 
May  happily  bring  forth.  But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Aumerle. 

Aum.  Where  is  the  King  ? 
Bull.  What  means  our  Coufin,  that  he  ftares 

And  looks  fo  wildly  ? 
Aum.  God  faveyour  Grace.  I  do  befeech  your  Majefly 

To  have  fome  conference  with  your  Grace  alone. 
Bull.  Withdraw  your  felves,  and  leave  us  here  alone : 

What  is  the  matter  with  our  Coufin  now  ? 
Aum.  For  ever  may  my  Knees  grow  to  the  Earth, 

My  Tongue  cleave  to  my  roof  within  my  mouth, 

Unlefs  a  Pardon,  e're  1  rife  or  fpeak. 
Bull.  Intended  or  committed  was  this  Fault? 

If  on  the  firft,  how  hainous  e're  it  be, 
To  win  thy  after-love  I  pardon  thee, 

Aum.  Then  give  me  leave  that  I  may  turn  the  Key, 
That  no  man  enter  till  the  Tale  be  done. 

Bull.  Have  thy  defire.  \TorVjoithin. 
Tor.  My  Liege  beware,  look  to  thy  felf, 

Thou  haft  a  Traitor  in  thy  Prefence  there. 
Bull.  Villain,  Pie  make  tbee  fafe. 

Aum.  Stay  thy  revengeful  hand,  thou  haft  nocaufe  to  fear. 

Tor.  Open  the  door,  fecure  fool-hardy  King  : 
Shall  I  for  love  fpeak  Treafon  to  thy  face  ? 

Open  the  door,  or  1  will  break  it  open. 
Enter  York. 

Bull.  What  is  the  matter  (Uncle)  fpeak,  recover  breath, 
Tell  us  how  near  is  danger, 
That  we  may  arm  us  to  encounter  it. 

Tor.  Perufe  this  Writing  here,  and  thou  (halt  know 
The  reafon  that  my  hafte  forbids  me  (how. 

Aum.  Remember  as  thou  read'ft,thy  promifepaft  : 
I  do  repent  me,  read  not  my  Name  there, 
My  Heart  is  not  confederate  with  my  Hand. 

Tor.  It  was  (Villain)  e're  thy  hand  did  fet  it  down. 

I  tore  it'from  the  Traitors  bofora.  King. 
Fear  and  not  Love,  begets  his  Penitence  ; 
Forget  to  pity  him,  left  thy  pity  prove 
A  Serpent,  that  will  fting  thee  to  the  heart. 

Bull.  Oh  heinous,  ftrong,  and  bold  Confpiracy, 

0  loyal  Father  of  a  treacherous  Son  : 
Thou  fheer,  immaculate,  and  filver  Fountain, 
From  whence  this  ftream,  thonrgh  muddy  pafiages 

Hath  had  his  current,  and  defil'd  himfelf. 
Thy  overflow  of  good,  converts  to  bad, 
And  thine  abundant  goodnefs  fhall  excufe 
This  deadly  blot,  in  thy  digrefllng  Son. 

Tor.  So  fhall  my  Vertue  be  his  Vices  Bawd, 
And  he  (hill  fpend  mine  Honour  with  his  fhame : 
As  thriftlefs  Sons  their  fcraping  Fathers  Gold. 
Mine  Honour  lives  when  his  Difhonour  dies, 

Or  my  fham'd  life  in  his  Difhunour  lies  : 
Tnou  kiU'ft  me  in  his  life,  giving  him  breath, 
The  Traitor  lives,  the  True  man's  put  to  death. 

\_Dutchefs  within. Dut.  What  hoa  f  my  Liege  for  Heavens  fake  let  me  in. 
Bull.  What  fhrill-voic'd  Suppliant  makes  this  eager  cry, 
Dut.  A  Woman, and  thine  Aunt  (great  Kingj'tisl. 

Speak  with  me,  pity  me,  open  the  door, 

A  Begger  begs,  that  never  begg'd  before. 
Bull.  Our  Scene  is  alter'd  from  a  ferious  thing, 

And  now  chang'd  to  the  Beggar,  and  the  King  : 
My  dangerous  Coufin,  let  yonr  Mother  in, 
1  know  fhe's  come  to  pray  for  your  foul  fin. 

Tor.  If  thou  do  pardon,  whofoever  pray, 
More  fins  for  this  forgivenefs,  profper  may. 

This  fefter'd  joynt  cut  eff  the  reft  refts  found, 
This  let  alone,  will  all  the  reft  confound. Enter  Dutchefs. 

Dut.  O  King,  believe  not  this  hard  hearted  man, 
Love,  loving  not  it  felf,  none  other  can. 

Tor.  Thou  frantick  Woman,  what  doft  thou  make  here, 
Shall  thy  old  Dugs  once  more  a  Traitor  rear  ? 

Dut.  Sweet  Tor^be  patient,  hear  me  gentle  Liege, 
i    Bull.  Rife  up,  good  Aunt. 

Dut.  Not  yet,  I  thee  befeech, 
For  ever  will  I  kneel  upon  my  Knees, 
And  never  fee  day  that  the  happy  fees, 
Till  thou  give  joy  :  until  thou  bid  me  joy, 

By  pardoning  Rutland,  my  tranfgrefling  Boy. 

Aum.  Unto  my  Mother's  Prayers,  I  bend  my  Knee. 
Torkz  Againft  them  both,  my  true  Joynts  bended  be 
Dut.  Pleads  he  in  earneft  ?  Look  upon  his  face, 

His  Eyes  do  drop  no  Tears :  his  Prayers  are  in  jeaft : 
His  words  come  from  his  Mouth,  ours  from  our  Breaft. 

e  prays  but  faintly,  and  would  be  deny'd, 
We  pray  with  heart  and  foul,  and  all  befide : 
His  weary  Joynts  would  gladly  rife,  I  know, 
Our  Knees  fhall  kneel,  till  to  the  ground  they  grow: 
His  prayers  are  full  of  falfe  Hyrocrifie, 
Ours  of  true  zeal,  and  deep  integrity : 

Our  Prayers  do  out-pray  his,  then  let  them  have 
That  Mercy,  which  true  Prayers  ought  to  have. 

Bull.  Good  Aunt  ftand  up. 
Dut.  Nay,  do  not  fay  ftand  up. 

But  pardon  firft,  and  afterwards  ltand  up. 
And  if  I  were  thy  Nurfe,  thy  Tongue  to  teach, 
Pardon  fhould  be  the  firft  word  of  thy  fpecch. 

I  never  long'd  to  hear  a  word  till  now  : 
Say  Pardon  (King)  let  pity  teach  thee  how. 
The  word  is  fhort,  but  not  fo  fhort  as  fwect, 
No  word  like  Pardon,  for  Kings  Mouths  fo  meet. 

Tor.  Speak  it  in  French  (King)  fay  PardotPne  may. 
Dut.  Doft  thou  teach  Pardon,  Pardon  to  deftroy  ? 

Ah  my  fowre  Husband,  my  hard-hearted  Lord, 
That  fet'ft  the  word  it  felf,  againft  the  word. 
Speak  Pardon  as  'tis  currant  in  our  Land, 
The  chopping  Frencj^we  do  not  undcrftand. 
Thine  Eye  begins  to  fpeak,  fet  thy  Tongue  there  ; 
Or  in  thy  piteous  Heart,  plant  thou  thine  Ear, 
That  hearing  how  our  Plaints  and  Prayers  do  pierce, 

Pity  may  move  thee,  pardon  to  rehcarfc. 
Bull.  Good  Aunt  ftand  up. 
Dut.  I  do  not  fuc  to  ftand, 

Pardon 
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Pardon  is  all  the  fuit  1  have  in  hand. 

Bull.  1  pardon  him,  as  Heaven  fhall  pardon  me. 

Dm.  O  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  Knee  : 
Yet  am  I  lick  for  fear  :  fpeak  it  again, 

Twice  faying  Pardon,  doth  not  pardon  twain, 
But  makes  one  Pardon  ftrong. 

Bull.  I  Pardon  him  with  all  my  heart. 

Put.  A  God  on  Earth  thou  art. 

Bull.  But  for  our  trufty  Brother-in-Law,  the  Abbot, 
With  all  the  reft  of  that  conforted  Crew, 

Deftruclion  ftreight  [hall  dog  them  at  the  heels : 

Good  Uncle  help  to  order  feveral  Powers 

To  Oxford,  or  where-e're  thefe  Traitors  are  : 
They  fhall  not  live  within  this  world,  I  fwear, 
But  I  will  have  them  once  know  where. 

Uncle  farewel,  and  Coufin  adieu  : 

Your  Mother  well  hath  pray'd,  and  prove  you  true. 
Dut.  Come  my  old  Son,  I  pray  Heaven  make  thee  new. 

[Exit. Enter  Exton  and  Servant. 

Ext.  Didft  thou  not  mark  the  King  what  words  he  fpake  ? 

Have  I  no  Friend  will  rid  me  of  this  living  fear  : 
Was  it  not  fo  ? 

Ser.  Thofe  were  his  very  words. 

Ex.  Have  I  no  Friend  ?  (quoth  he  :)  he  fpake  it  twice, 

And  urg'd  it  twice  together,  did  he  not  ? 
Ser.  He  did. 

Ex.  And  fpeaking  it,  he  wiftly  look'd  on  me, 
As  who  fhall  fay,  I  would  thou  wer't  the  man 
That  would  divorce  this  terror  from  my  heart ; 

Meaning  the  King  at  Pomfret :  Come,  let's  go, 
I  am  the  Kings  Friend,  and  will  rid  his  Foe.  [Exit. 

Scana  Quarta. 

Enter  Richard- 

Rich'.  I  have  Been  ftudying,  how  to  compare 
This  Prifon  where  I  live,  unto  the  World  : 
And  for  becaufe  the  World  is  populous, 
And  here  is  not  a  Creature  but  my  felf, 

I  cannot  do  it :  yet  Tie  hammer't  out. 
My  Brain,  Tie  prove  the  Female  to  my  Soul, 
My  Soul,  the  Father  :  and  thefe  two  beget 
A  Generation  of  ftill  breeding  Thoughts  j 

And  thefe  fame  Thoughts,  People  this  little  World 
In  humours,  like  the  People  of  this  World, 
For  no  Thought  is  contented.  The  better  fort, 
As  Thoughts  of  things  Divine,  are  intermixt 
With  Scruples,  and  do  fet  the  Faith  it  felf 
Againft  the  Faith:asthus:Come  little  ones:and  then  again, 
It  is  as  hard  to  come,  as  for  a  Camel 
To  threed  the  Poftern  of  a  Needles  eye. 
Thoughts  tending  to  Ambition  they  do  plot 
Unlikely  Wonders;  how  thefe  vain  weak  Nails 
May  tear  a  paffage  though  the  Flinty  ribs 
Of  this  hard  World,  my  ragged  Prifon  Walls : 
And  for  they  cannot,  dye  in  their  own  pride. 
Thoughts  tending  to  Content,  flatter  themfelves, 
That  they  are  not  the  firft  of  Fortunes  Slaves, 
Nor  fhall  not  be  the  laft.  Like  filly  Beggars, 
Who  fitting  in  the  Stocks,  refuge  their  fhame 

That  many  have,  and  others  rauft  fit  there  •, 
And  in  this  Thought,  they  find  a  kind  of  eafe, 
Bearing  their  own  Misfortune  on  the  back 
Of  fuch  as  have  before  endur'd  the  like. 

!  Thus  play  I  in  one  Prifon,  many  people, 
And  none  contented.  Sometimes  am  I  King  : 
Then  Treafon  makes  me  wifh  my  felf  a  Beggar, 
And  fo  I  am.  Then  crufhing  Penury, 
Perfwades  me,  I  was  better  when  a  King  : 

|  Then  am  I  King'd  again  :  and  by  and  by, 
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Think  that  I  am  un-king'd  by  BnUingbroo^ 
And,  ftreight  amnothiug.  But  what  e're  I  2.m,[MuJkk.. 
Nor  I,  nor  any  man,  that  but  man  is, 

With  nothing  fhall  be  pleas'd,  till  heb?  eas'd 
With  being  nothing.  Mufick  do  I  hear  ? 
Ha,  ha  ?  keep  time :  How  fowr  fweet  Mufick  is, 
When  time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kept? 
So  is  it  in  the  Mufick  of  mens  lives : 
And  here  have  1  the  daintinefs  of  ear  , 

To  hear  time  broke  in  a  diforder'd  ftring  : 
But  for  the  Concord  of  my  State  and  Time, 
Had  not  an  Ear  to  hear  my  true  Time  broke. 
I  wafted  Time,  and  now  doth  Time  wafte  me : 

For  now  hath  Time  made  me  his  numbring  Clock  •, 
My  Thoughts  are  Minutes ;  and  with  Sighs  they  jar, 
Their  Watches  to  mine  Eies,  the  outward  Watch, 
Whereto  my  Finger,  like  a  Dials  point, 
Is  pointing  ftill,  in  cleanfing  them  from  tears. 
Now,  Sir,  the  found  that  tells  what  Hour  it  is, 
Are  clamorous  Groans,  that  ftrike  upon  my  Heart, 
Which  is  the  Bell:  fo  Sighs,  and  Tears,  and  G  roans, 
Shew  Minutes,  Hours,  and  Times :  O  but  my  Time 

Runs  pofting  on,  in  BullmgbroofC'i  proud  joy, 

While  I  ftand  fooling  here,  his  Jack  o'th'Clock. This  Mufick  mads  me,  let  it  found  no  more, 
For  though  it  have  holp  mad  men  to  their  wits, 
In  me  it  feems,  it  will  make  wife  men  mad  : 
Yet  blelfing  on  his  heart,  that  gives  it  me  \ 

For  'iis  a  fign  of  love,  and  love  to  Richard, 
Is  a  ftrange  Brooch,  in  this  all-hating  world. 

Enter  Groom. 

Croo.  Hail,  Royal  Prince. 
Rich.  Thanks,  Noble  Peer. 

The  cheapeft  of  us,  is  ten  groats  too  dear. 
What  art  thou  ?  and  how  com'ft  thou  hither  ? 
Where  no  man  ever  comes,  but  that  fad  Dog 
That  brings  me  Food,  to  make  Misfortune  live  ? 

Oroo.  I  was  a  poor  Groom  of  thy  Stable  (King) 

When  thou  wer't  King,  who  travelling  towards  Tor^ 
With  much  ado,  at  length  have  gotten  leave, 

To  look  upon  my  (Tometimes  Royal )  Matter's  Face. 
O'how  ic  yearn'd  my  heart,  when  I  beheld 
In  London-Streets,  that  Coronation  day, 
When  Bullmgbrook.  rode  on  Roan  Barbary, 
That  Horfe,  that  thou  fo  often  haft  beftrid, 
That  Horfe,  that  1  fo  carefully  have  dreft. 

Rich.  Rode  he  on  Barbary  ?  tell  me,  gentle  Friend, 
How  went  he  under  him  ? 

Croo.  So  proudly,  as  if  he  had  difdain'd  the  ground. 
Rich.  So  proud,  that  Bullmgbrooh^  was  on  his  back  ; 

That  Jade  hath  eat  Bread  from  my  Royal  Hand. 
This  Hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clapping  him. 
Would  he  not  ftumble  ?  would  he  not  fall  down 

(Since  pride  muft  have  a  fall)  and  break  the  neck 
Of  that  proud  man,  that  did  ufurp  his  back  ? 
Forgivenefs,  Horfe :  why  do  I  rail  on  thee, 

Since  thou,  created  to  be  aw'd  by  man, 
Was't  born  to  bear  ?  I  v/as  not  made  a  Horfe, 
And  yet  I  bear  a  burthen  like  an  Afs,. 

Spur-gali'd,  and  tyr'd  by  jauncing  Bdlingbrooku Enter  Keeper  with  a  ai(li. 

Keep.  Fellow,  give  place,  here  is  no  longer  ftay. 

Rich.  If  thou  love  me,  'tis  time  thou  wer't  away. 
Croo.  What  my  Tongue  dares not,that  my  Heart  fhall  fay. 

[Exit. 

Keep.  My  Lord,  wil't  pleafe  you  to  fall  to  ? 
Rich.  Tafte  of  it  firft,  as  thou  wer't  wont  to  do. 

Keep.  My  Lord,  I  dare  not  ••  Sir  Pierce  of  Exton, 
Who  lately  came  from  th'King,commands  the  contrary. 

Rich.  The  Devil  take  Henry  of  Lancdfter,  and  thee ; 
Patience  is  ltale,  and  I  am  weary  of  it. 

Keep.  Help,  help,  help. 
Enter  Exton  and  Servants. 

Ri.  Flow  now  ?  what  means  death  in  this  rude  affault  j 
Ee  2  Villain, 
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Villain,  thine  own  hand  yields  thy  deaths  Inftrument, 
Go  thou  and  fill  another  Room  in  Hell. 

f_Exton  (Irikes  him  down. 
That  Hand  fhall  burn  in  never-quenching  Fire, 
That  ftaggers  thus  my  Perfon.  Exton,  thy  fierce  Hand, 

Hath  with  the  Kings  Blood,  flain'd  the  Kings  own  Land. 
Mount,  mount  my  Soul,  thy  Seat  is  up  on  high, 
Whilft  my  grofsflefh  finks  downward  here  to  dye. 

Exton.  As  full  of  Valour  as  of  Royal  Blood, 
Both  have  I  fpilt  :  Oh  would  the  deed  were  good, 
For  now  the  Devil  that  told  me  I  did  well, 
Says,  that  this  Deed  is  chronicled  in  Hell. 

This  dead  King  to  the  living  King  I'le  bear, 
Take  hence  the  reft ;  and  give  them  burial  here.  [_Exit. 

Scana  Quinta. 

FlouriJIi.  Enter  Bullingbrook,  York,  with  other 
Lords  and  Attendants. 

Bull.  Uncle  Tork^  the  lateft  News  we  hear, 
Is  that  the  Rebels  have  confum'd  with  Fire 
Our  Town  of  Ctceter  in  Glouceslerfhire, 
But  whether  they  be  tane  or  flain,  we  hear  not. 

Enter  Northumberland. 
Welcome,  my  Lord  :  what  is  the  News? 

Nor.  Firft  to  thy  Sacred  State  wifh  i  all  happinefs : 
The  next  News  is,  I  have  to  London  fent 
The  Heads  of  Salisbury,  Spencer,  Blunt,  and  Kent : 
The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appear 
At  large  difcourfed  in  this  Paper  here. 

Bull.  We  thank  thee  gentle  Percey  for  thy  pains, 
And  to  thy  Worth  will  add  right  worthy  Cains. 

Enter  Fitz-waters. 

Fitz,.  My  Lord,  I  have  from  Oxford  fent  to  London, 
The  Heads  of  Broccas,  and  Sir  Bennet  Seely, 
Two  of  the  dangerous  conforted  Tray  tors, 

That  fought  at  Oxford  thy  dire  overthrow. 
Bull.  Thy  pains,  Fit%,~waters<)  fhall  not  be  forgot, 

Right  Noble  is  thy  Merit,  well  I  wot. 
Enter  Percy  andQzxXAz. 

Per.  The  grand  Confpirator,  Abbot  of  Wefiminfltr. 
W  ith  clog  of  Confcience,  and  fower  MelanchoUy, 
Hath  yielded  up  his  Body  to  the  Grave : 
But  here  is  Carlile,  living  to  abide 

Thy  Kingly  doom,  and  fentence  of  his  pride. 
Bull.  CarlHe,  this  is  your  doom : 

Chufe  out  fome  fecret  place,  fome  reverend  Room 
More  than  thou  haft,  and  with  it  joy  thy  felf : 

So  as  thou  liv'ir.  i  n  peace,  dye  free  from  ftrife  : 
For  though  mine  Enemy  thou  haft  ever  been, 

High  fparks  of  Honour  in  thee  have  I  feen. 
Enter  Exton  with  a  Coffin. 

Exton.  Great  King,  within  this  Coffin  I  prefent 
Thy  buried  fear.    Herein  all  breathlefs  lies 
The  mightieft  of  thy  greatcft  Enemies, 
Richard  of  Bourdeaux  by  me  hither  brought. 

Bull.  Exton  1  thank  thee  not,  for  thou  haft  wrought 
A  Deed  of  Slaughter  with  thy  fatal  Hand, 

Upon  my  Head,  and  all  this  famous  Land. 
Ex.  From  your  own  Mouth  my  Lord,  did  I  this  Deed. 
Bull.  They  love  not  Poyfon,  that  doPoyfon  need, 

Nor  do  I  thee :  though  I  did  wifh  him  dead, 
I  hate  the  Murtherer,  love  him  murthered, 
The  Guilt  of  Confcience  take  thou  for  thy  labour, 
But  neither  my  Good  Word,  nor  Princely  Favour. 
Wiih  Cain  go  wander  through  the  fhade  of  night, 
And  never  fhew  thy  head  by  day,  nor  light. 
Lords,  I  proteft  my  Soul  is  full  of  Wo, 
That  Blood  fhould  fprinkle  me,  and  make  me  grow, 
Come  mourn  with  me,  for  that  I  do  lament, 
And  put  on  fullen  black  incontinent : 
Pie  make  a  Voyage  to  the  Holy-land, 
To  wafh  this  Blood  off  from  my  Guilty  Hand, 
March  fadly  after,  grace  my  Mourning  here, 
In  weeping  after  this  untimely  Beer.  {Exeunt. 

THE 



4i
 

€l)c  jfixtt  ̂ art  of 

HENRY  IV 

with  the  Life  and  Death  of 

HENRY 

Sirnamed  HOT-SPUR. 
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Enter  the  King,  Lor d  John  o/Lancafter,  Earl 
of  Weftmerland,  with  others. 

King. 

0  fhaken  as  we  are,  fo  wan  with  Care,  ' 
^    *  Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  Peace  to  pant, 

And  breathe  fhort  winded  accents  of  new  Broils 

.    ̂   To  be  commenced  in  Storms  afar  remote  : 
No  more  the  thirfty  Entrails  of  this  Soyl, 

Shall  damb  her  lips  with  her  own  Childrens  blood  : 
No  more  fhall  trenching  War  channel  her  Fields, 
Nor  bruife  her  Flowretswith  the  armed  Hoofs 
Of  Hoftile  Paces.    Thofe  oppofed  Eyes, 
Which  like  the  Meteors  of  a  troubled  Heaven, 
A 1  of  one  Nature,  of  one  Subftance  bred, 
Did  lately  meet  in  the  inteftine  fhock, 
And  furious  clofe  of  civil  Butchery, 

Shall  now  in  mutual  well-befeeming  Ranks 
March  all  one  way,  aud  be  no  more  oppos'd 
Againft  Acquaintance,  Kindred,  and  Allies, 
The  edge  of  War,  like  an  ill-fheathed  Knife, 
No  more  (hall  cut  his  Mailer.    Therefore,  Friends, 
As  far  as  to  the  Sepulchre  of  Chrift, 
Whofe  Souldier  now,  under  whofe  blefled  Crofs 

We  are  imprefled,  and  engag'd  to  fight, 
Forthwith  a  Power  of  Englift  (hall  we  levy, 

Whofe  Arms  were  moulded  in  their  Mother's  Womb, 
To  chafe  thefe  Pagans  in  thofe  holy  Fields, 
Over  whofe  Acres  walk'd  thofe  blefled  feet 

Which  fourteen  hundred  years  ago  were  nail'd 
For  our  advantage  on  the  bitter  Crofs. 
But  this  our  purpofe  is  a  Twelvemonth  old, 

And  bootlefs  'tis  to  tell  you  we  will  go  : 
Therefore  we  meet  not  now.    Then  let  me  hear 

Of  you  my  gentle  Coufin  Weftmerlandj 
W  hat  yefternight  our  Council  did  decree, 
In  forwarding  this  dear  Expedience. 

Weft.  My  Liege  :  This  hafte  was  hot  in  queftion, 
And  many  limits  of  the  Charge  fet  down 
But  yefternight :  When  all  athwart  there  came 
A  Poll  from  Wales,  loaden  with  heavy  News , 

Whofe  worft  was,  That  the  Noble  Mortimer, 
Leading  the  men  of  Herefordshire  to  fight 
Againft  the  irregular  and  wild  Gkndoweri 
Was  by  the  rude  hands  of  that  Welftman  taken, 
And  a  thoufand  of  his  People  butchered : 

Upon  whofe  dead  Corps  there  was  fuch  mifule, 
Such  beaftly,  lhamelefs  transformation, 
By  thofe  Welshwomen  done,  as  may  not  be 

(Without  much  Ihame)  re-told  or  fpoken  of. 
King.  It  feems  then,  that  the  tidings  of  this  Broil, 

Brake  off  our  bufinefs  for  the  Holy  Land. 
W eft.  This  matcht,  with  other  like  ;  my  gracious  Lord, 

Far  more  uneven  and  unwelcome  News 
Came  from  the  North,  and  thus  it  did  report : 

On  Holy-Rood  day,  the  gallant  Hotfpur  there, 
Young  Harry  Percy,  and  brave  Archibald, 
That  ever-valiant  and  appproved  Scot, 
At  Holmedon  met,  where  they  did  fpend 

A  fad  and  bloody  hour  : 
As  by  difcharge  of  their  Artillery 
Andmape  of  likelihood  the  News  was  told  J 
For  he  that  brought  them,  in  the  very  Heat 
And  pride  of  their  Contention,  did  take  Horfe, 
Uncertain  of  the  iflue  any  way. 

King.  Here  is  a  dear  and  true  induftrious  Friend* 
Sir  Waiter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  his  Horfe, 

Stain'd  with  the  variation  of  each  Soyl, 
Betwixt  the  Holmedon,  and  this  Seat  of  ours : 
And  he  hath  brought  us  fmooth  and  welcome  News- 
The  Earl  of  Doxvglas  isdifcomfited, 
Ten  thoufand  bold  Scots,  two  and  twenty  Knights 
Balk't  in  their  own  blood  did  Sir  Walter  fee 
On  HolmedorPs  Plains.    Of  Prifoners,  Hot four  took 
Mordake  Earl  of  Fife,  and  eldeft  Son 
To  beaten  Dowglas,  and  the  Earl  of  Athol, 

Of  Marry,  Angus,  and  Menteith. 
And  is  not  this  an  Honourable  Spoyl  ? 
A  gallant  Prize  ?  Ha,  Coufin,  is  it  not  ?  In  faith  it  is. 

Weft.  A  Conqueft  for  a  Prince  to  boaftof. 

Kmg.  Yea,  there  thou  mak'ft  me  fad,  and  mak'ft  me  fin. 
In  envy,  that  my  lord  Northumberland 
Should  be  the  Father  of  fo  bleft  a  Son  : 

|TVj                                  A  Son 



42
 

Jhe  fir  ft  Vart  of  King  Henry  the  Fourth, 

A  Son,  who  istheTheam  of  Honour's  Tongue  : 
Amongft  a  Grove,  the  very  ftreighteft  Plant, 

Who  is  fweet  Fortune's  Minion^  and  her  pride : 
WhiPft  I  by  looking  on  the  Praife  of  him, 
See  Ryot  and  Difhonour  (lain  the  Brow 

Of  my  young  Harry,  O  that  it  could  be  prov'd, 
That  lome  Night-tripping  Fayry  had  exchang'd, 
In  Cradle  cloaths,our  Children  where  they  lay, 

Avid  call'd  mine  Ptrcy,  his  Plantagcnet  : 
Then  would  I  have  his  Harry,  and  he  mine  : 
But  let  him  from  my  thoughts.    What  think  you  Coze 

Of  this  young  Percie^s  Pride  ?  The  Prifoners, 
Which  he  in  this  Adventure  hath  furpriz'd, 
To  his  own  ufe  he  keeps,  and  fends  me  word 
I  fhall  have  none  but  Mordake  Earl  of  Fife. 

Weft.  This  is  his  Uncles  teaching.  This  isWo-rcefter, 
Malevolent  to  you  in  all  Afpects  s 
Which  makes  him  prune  himfelf,  andbriftleup 
The  creft  of  Youth  againft  your  Dignity. 

King.  But  I  have  fent  for  him  to  anfwer  this  : 
And  for  this  caufe  a  while  we  muft  neglect 

Our  holy  purpofe  to  Jerufalem. 
Coufin,  on  Wednefday  next,  our  Council  we  will  hold 
At  Windfor,  fo  inform  the  Lords, 
But  come  your  felf  with  fpeed  to  us  again, 
For  more  is  to  be  faid,  and  to  be  done, 
Than  out  of  anger  can  be  uttered. 

Weft.  I  will,  my  Liege.  {Exeunt. 

Scsnd  Secunda. 

nterftmrf  Prince  o/Wales,S*V John  Fal- 
ftafF,rfwdPoins. 

Ed.  Mow  Hd,  what  time  of  day  is  it  Lad  ? 
Prime.  Thou  art  fo  fat-witted  with  drinking  of  old 

Sack  and  unbuttoning  thee  after  Supper,  and  fleepmg 
upon  Benches  in  the  afternoon,  that  thou  haft  forgotten  to 
demand  that  truly,  which  thou  wouldft  truly  know.  What 
a  devil  haft  thou  to  do  with  the  time  of  the  day  ?  unlefs 

Hour's  were  Cups  .of  Sack,  and  Minutes  Capons,  and 
Clocks  the  Tongues  of  Bawds,  and  Dials  the  Signs  of 
Leaping-houfes,  and  the  blefled  Sun  himfelf  a  fair  hot 
Wench  in  Flame-coloured  Taffata,I  fee  no  reafon  why  thou 
fhouldftbefofuperfluous,  to  demand  the  time  of  the  day. 

Ed.  Indeed  you  came  near  me  now,  Hd.  For  we  that 
take  Purfes,  go  by  the  Moon  and  feven  Stars,  and  not 
by  Phoebus,  he,  that  wandring  Knight  fo  fair.  And  I 
pray  thee  fweet  Wag,  when  thou  art  King,  as  God 
lave  thy  Grace,  Majefty  I  mould  fay,  for  Grace  thou 
wilt  have  none. 

Pr  'wce.  What  !  none  ? 
Ed.  No,  not  fo  much  as  will  ferve  to  be  Prologue  to  an 

Egg  and  Butter. 
Prime.  Well,  how  then  ?  Come  roundly,  roundly. 
Ed.  Marry  then,  fweet  Wag,  when  thou  art  King, 

let  not  us  that  are  Squires  of  the  Nights-body,  be  call'd 
Thieves  of  the  days  Beauty.  Let  us  be  Diands  Foreft- 
ers,  Gentlemen  of  the  Shade,  Minions  of  the  Moon  :and 
let  men  fay,  we  be  men  of  good  Government,  being  go- 

verned as  the  Sea  is,  by  our  noble  and  chaft  Miftrefs  the 
Moon,  under  whofe  countenance  we  Ileal. 

Prince.  Thou  fay 'ft  well,  and  it  holds  well  too  :  for  the 
Fortune  of  us  that  are  the  Moons  men,  doth  ebb  and  flow 

like  the  Sea,  being  governed  as  the  Sea  is,  by  the  Moon  • 
as  for  proof.  Now  a  Purfe  of  Gold  moft  refolutely  fnatch'd 
on  Monday  night,  and  moft  diflolutely  fpent  on  Tuefday 
morning  •,  got  with  fwearing,Laid  by :  And  fpent  with  cry- 
ing,Bring  in :  Now  in  as  low  an  ebb,  as  the  foot  of  the  Lad- 
derjand  by  and  by  in  as  high  a  flow  as  the  ride  of  the  Gallows. 

Ed.  Thou  fay'ft  true,  Lad  :  And  is  not  my  Hoftefs  of the  Tavern  a  moft  fweet  Wench  ? 

Prince.  As  is  the  Honey,  my  old  Lad  of  the  Caftle :  and 

is  not  a  Buff*  Jerkin  a  moft  fweet  Robe  of  durance  ? 
Ed.  How,  how  f  how  now  mad  Wag  ?  What  in  thy 

quips  and  thy  quiddities  ?  What  a  Plague  have  I  to  do 
with  a  Buff"  Jerkin  ? 

Prince.  Why,  what  a  Pox  have  I  to  do  with  my  Hoftefs of  the  Tavern  ? 

Ed.  W  ell,  thou  haft  callM  her  to  a  reckoning  many a  time  and  oft. 

Prince.  Did  I  ever  call  thee  for  to  pay  thy  part  ? 
Ed.  No,  Tie  give  thee  thy  due,  thou  haft  paid  all  there. 
Prince.  Yea  and  elfewhere,  fo  far  as  my  Coyn  would 

ftretch,,and  where  it  would  not,  I  haveus'd  my  Credit. 
Ed.  Yea,  and  fo  us'd  it,  that  were  it  here  apparent, 

that  thou  art  Heir  apparent.  But  I  prythee  fweet  Wag, 
ihall  there  be  Gallows  Handing  in  England  when  thou  art 
King  ?  and  Refolution  thus  fobb'd  as  it  is,  with  the  rufty curb  of  old  Father  Antick  the  Law  ?  Do  not  thou  when 
thou  art  a  King,  hang  a  Thief. 

Prince.  No,  thou  fhalt. 

Ed.  Shall  I  ?  O  rare  /  I'le  be  a  brave  Judge. 
Prince.  Thou  judgeft  falfe  already.  I  mean,  thou  fhalt 

have  the  hanging  of  the  Thieves,  and  fo  become  a  rare 
Hangman. 

Ed.  Well,  Hd,  well :  and  in  fome  fort  it  jumps  with 
my  humour,  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  Court,  I  can  tell  you. Pnnce.  For  obtaining  of  Suits  ? 

Ed.  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  Suits,  whereof  the  Hang- 
man hath  no  lean  Wardrobe.  I  am  as  Melancholly  as  a 

Gyb-Cat,  oralugg'd  Bear. 
Prin.  Or  an  old  Lion,  or  a  Lovers  Lute. 
Fd.  Yea,  or  the  Drone  of  a  Lmcolnfhire  Bagpipe. 
Prin.  What  fay'ft  thou  to  a  Hare,  or  the  Melancholly  of Moor-Ditch  ? 

Fd.  Thou  haft  the  moft  unfavoury  fimiles,and  art  indeed 
the  moft  comparative  rafcalleft  fweet  young  Prince.  But, 
Hal-,  I  prythee  trouble  me  no  more  with  vanity,  I  would 
thou  and  I  knew,  where  a  Commodity  of  good  Names  were 
to  be  bought :  an  old  Lord  of  the  Council  rated  me  the 

other  day  in  the  ftreet  about  you,  Sir  ;  but  I  mark'd  him 
not,  and  yet  he  talk'd  very  wifely,  but  I  regarded  him  not, 
and  yet  he  talkt  wifely,  and  in  the  ftreet  too. 

Prince.  Thou  didft  well :  for  no  man  regards  it. 
Eal.  O,  thou  haft  damnable  iteration,  and  art  indeed  a- 

ble  to  corrupt  a  Saint.  Thou  haft  done  much  harm  unto 
me,  Hal,  God  forgive  thee  for  it.  Before  I  knew  thee,  Hal, 
I  knew  nothing :  and  now  I  am  fif  a  man  fhould  fpeak  truly) 
little  better  than  one  of  the  wicked.  I  muft  give  over  this 
life,  and  I  will  give  it  over  :  and  1  do  not,  I  am  a  Villain. 
I'le  be  damned  for  never  a  Kings  Son  in  Chriftendom. 

Prin.  Where  Ihall  we  take  a  Purfe  to  morrow,  JackJ 

Eal.  Where  thou  wilt,  Lad,  I'le  make  one  :  and  I  do 
not,  call  me  Villain,  and  baffle  me. 

Prin.  I  fee  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee  :  From 

Praying,  to  Purfe- taking. 
Eal.  Why,  Hd,  'tis  my  Vocation,  Hal.  'Tis  no  fin  for a  man  to  labour  in  his  Vocation. 
Poin.  Now  Ihall  we  know  if  Gads-hill  have  fet  a 

Watch.  O,  if  men  were  to  befaved  by  merit,  what  hole 
in  Hell  were  hot  enough  for  him  ?  This  is  the  moft  om- 

nipotent Villain,  that  ever  cryed,  Stand,  to  a  true  man. 
Prin.  Good  morrow,  Ned. 
Poin.  Good  morrow,  fweet  Hal.  What  faysMonfieur 

Reraorfe  ?  What  fays  Sir  John  Sack  and  Sugar,  Jack  ? 
How  agrees  the  Devil  and  thee  about  thy  Soul,  that  thou 

foldeft  him  on  Good-Fryday  laft,  for  a  Cup  of  Madera-, 
and  a  cold  Capons  leg  ? 

Prin.  Sir  John  ftands  to  his  word,  the  Devil  Ihall  have 
his  Bargain,  for  he  was  never  yet  a  Breaker  of  Proverbs ; 

He  will  give  the  Devil  his  due. 
Poin.  Then  art  thou  damn'd  for  keeping  thy  word  with the  Devil. 

Prin.  Elfe  he  had  been  damn'd  for  cozening  the  Devil.  | 
Poin.  But,  my  Lads,  my  Lads,  to  morrow  morning,  by 

lour 
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four  a  Clock  early  atGads-hilljheve  are  Pilgrims  going  to 
Canterbury  with  rich  Offerings,  and  Traders  riding  to 
London  with  fat  Purfe.s.  I  have  Vizards  for  you  all  ;  you 

have  Horfes  for  your  fclves :  Gads-hill  lies  to  night  in  Ro- 
chester,  I  have  befpoke  Supper  to  morrow  in  Eaftcheap  \ 

we  may  do  it  as  fecure  as  ileep :  if  you  will  go,  I  will  fluff 
your  Pnrfes  full  of  Crowns :  if  you  will  not,  tarry  at  home 

and  be  hang'd.  , 
Fal.  Hear  ye  Yedward,  if  I  tarry  at  home,  and  go  not, 

Tie  hang  you  for  going. 
Poin.  You  will,  Chops. 
Fal.  Hal,  Wilt  thou  make  one  ?  . 
Prin.  Who,  I  rob. ?  I  a  Thief?  not  I.    ,       .  ; 
Fal.  There's  neither  honefty,manhood,nor  good  fellow- 

fhip  in  thee,  nor  thou  cam*Ifc  not  of  the  Blood  Royal,  if 
thou  dar'ft  not  ftand  for  ten  Shillings.  . 

Pnn.  Well  then,  once  in  my  days  I'le  be  a  mad-cap 
Fal.  Why,  that's  well  faid.  , 
Prin.  Well,  come  what  will,  I  'le  tarry  at  home. 
Fal.  I'le  be  a  Traitor,  then,  when  thou  art  King. 
Pnn.  I  care  not. 

Pom.  Sir  John,  I  prethee  leave  the  Prince  and  me  a 
lone,l  will  lay  him  down  fuch  Reafons  for  this  Adventure, 
that  he  fhall  go. 

Fal.  Well,may'ft  thou  have  the  fpirit  of  Perfwafion  •,  and 
he  the  Ears  of  profiting,  that  what  thou  fpeakeft,  may 
move  and  what  he  hears  may  be  believed,  that  the  true 
Prince  may  f  for  recreation  fake )  prove  a  falfe  Thief ;  for 
the  poor  abufes  of  the  time,  want  countenance.  Farewell, 

you  lhall  find  me  in  Eaft-cbeaf. 
Prin.  Farewel  the  latter  Spring.  Farewel  Allhollown 
Summer.  \_Exit  Fal 

Poin.  Now,  my  good  fweet  honey  Lord,  ride  with  us  to 
morrow.  I  have  a  jeaft  to  execute,that  I  cannot  manage  a- 
lone.  Falftajf,  Harvey,  Rojfil,  and  Gads-hill,  fhall  rob 
thofe  men  that  we  have  already  way-laid ;  your  felf  and  1 
will  not  be  there  :  and  when  they  have  the  Booty,  if 
you  and  I  do  not  rob  thcm,cut  this  Head  from  my  Shoulders 

Prin.  But  how  fhall  we  part  with  them  in  fetting  forth  ? 
Poin.  Why,  we  will  fet  forth  before  or  after  them,  and 

appoint  them  a  place  of  meeting,  wherein  it  is  at  our  plea 
fure  to  fail ;  and  then  will  they  venture  upon  the  Exploit 

themfelves,  which  they  have  no  fooner  atchieved,but  we'll 
fet  upon  them. 

Prin.  I  but  'tis  like  that  they  will  know  us  by  our  Horfes,by 
our  Habits,and  by  every  other  Appointment  to  be  our  felvs. 

Poy.  Tut,  our  Horfes  they  fhall  not  fee,  I'le  tyc  them 
in  the  wood  ;  our  Vizards  we  will  change  after  we  leave 
them  :  and  Sirrah,I  have  Cafes  of  Buckram  for  the  nonce, 
to  immask  our  noted  outward  Garments. 

Prin.  But  I  doubt  they  will  be  too  hard  for  us. 
Poin.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to  be  as  true 

bred  Cowards  as  ever  turnM  back:  and  for  the  third,  if 

he  fight  longer  than  he  fees  Reafon,  I'le  forfwear  Arms 
The  vertue  of  this  Jeafl  will  be,  the  incomprehenfible  lies 
that  this  fat  Rogue  will  tell  us,  when  we  meet  at  Supper ; 
how  thirty  at  leaft  he  fought  with,  what  wards,  what 

blows,  what  extremities  he  endured  •,  and  in  the  reproof 
of  this,  lies  the  Jeaft. 

Prin.  Well,  I'le  go  with  thee,  providejus  all  things  ne 
cefTary,  and  meet  me  to  morrow  night  in  Eaficheap,  there 

I'le  fup.  Farewel. 
Poin.  Farewel,  my  Lord.  \_Exit  Foins 
Prin.  I  know  you  all,  and  will  a  while  uphold 

The  unyoak'd  Humour  of  your  Idlenefs : 
Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  Sun, 
Who  doth  permit  the  bafe  contagious  Clouds 
To  fmother  up  his  Beauty  from  the  World  ; 
That  when  he  pleafe  again  to  be  himfelf, 
Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wondred  at, 
By  breaking  through  the  foul  and  ugly  Milts 
Of  Vapours,  that  did  feem  to  ftrangle  him. 

j  If  all  the  year  were  playing  Holidays, 
I  To  fport,  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work } 

But  when  they  feldom  come,  they  wifht-for  come, 
And  nothing  pleafeth  but  rare  Accidents, 
So  when  this  loofe  Behaviour  I  throw  off, 

And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promifed  •* By  how  much  better  than  my  Word  I  am, 
By  fo  much  fhall  I  falfifie  mens  Hopes, 
And  like  bright  Metal  on  a  fullen  groud. 

My  Reformation  glittering  o're  my  Fault  . 
Shall  fhew  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  Eyes, 
Than  than  which  hath  no  foyl  to  fet  it  off. 

I'le  fo  offend,  to  make  Offence  a  skill, 
Redeeming  time,  when  men  thifik  lealt  I  will. 

S carta  Tenia. 

Enter  the  King,  Northumberland,  Worcefter,  Hot- 
fpur,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  others. 

Kin&.  My  blood  hath  been  too  cold  and  temperate, 
Unapt  to  ftir  at  thefe  Indignities, 
And  you  have  found  me ;  for  accordingly, 
You  tread  upon  my  Patience :  But  be  fure, 
I  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  my  felf, 

Mighty,  and  to  be  fear'd,  then  my  condition,  ,  . Which  hath  been  fmpqth  as  Oyl,  foft  as  young  Downj 
And  therefore  loft  the  Title  of  RefpecT:, 

Which  the  proud  ne're  pays,  but  to  the  proud. 
Wor.  Our  Houfe  (my  Soveraign  Liege)  little  deCerve^ 

The  fcurge  of  Greatnefs  to  be  ufed  on  it, 
And  that  fame  Greatnefs  too,  which  our  own  hands 
Have  holp  to  make  fo  portly. 

Nor.  My  Lord. 
King.  Worcefter  get  thee  gone  :  for  I  do  fee 

Danger  and  Difobedicnce  in  thine  Eye. 
O  Sir,  your  Prefence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory. 
And  Majefty  might  never  yet  endure 
The  moody  Frontier  of  a  Servant  brow, 
You  have  good  leave  to  leave  us.  When  we  need 
Your  ufe  and  counfel,,  we  fhall  fend  for  you. 
You  were  about  to  fpeak. 

North.  Yea,  my  good  Lord.     , .  , 
Thofe  Prifqners  in  your  Highnefs  Name  demanded, 
Which  Harry  Percy  here  at  Holmedon  took, 
Were  (as  he  fays )  not  with  fuch  flrength  deny'd 
As  was  delivered  to  your  Majefty  : 
Who  either  through  envy,  or  mifprifion, 
Was  guilty  of  this  fault  :  and  not  my  Son. 

Hot.  My  Liege,  I  did  deny  no  Prifoners. 
But,  I  remember  when  the  fight  was  done, : 
When  I  was  dry  with  Rage,  and  extream  Toyl, 
Breathlefs,  and  faint,  leaning  upon  my  Sword,  . 
Came  there  a  certain  Lord,  neat  and  trimly  dreft  j 
Frefh  as  a  Bride-groom,  and  his  Chin  new  reapt, 
Shew'd  like  a  ftubble  Land  at  Harveft  home. 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  Milliner,    .  . 
And  *twixt  his  Finger  and  his  Thumb,  he  held 
A  Pouncct  Box :  which  ever  and  anon 

He  gave  his  Nofe,  and  took't  away  again  : 
Who  therewith  angry,  when  it.  next  came  there, 
Took  it  in  Snuff.  And  ftill  he  fmil'd  and  talk'd  s 
And  as  the  Souldiers  bare  dead  bodies  by, 
He  call'd  them  untaught  Knaves,  Unmannerly, 
To  bring  a  fiovenly  unhandfome  Coarfe 
Betwixt  the  wind,  and  his  Nobility. 
With  many  Holiday  and  Lady  terms 

He  queftion'd  me  :  Among  the  reft,  demanded 
My  Prifoners,  in  your  Majefties  behalf. 
I  then,  all-fmarting  with  my  wounds  being  eold, 
(To  be  fo  peftered  with  a  PopingayJ 
Out  of  my  grief,  and  my  impatience, 

Anfwer'd  (negledingly)  I  know  not  what, 
He  fhould  or  fhould  not :  For  he  made  me  mad, 
To  fee  him  fhine  fo  brisk,  and  fmell  fo  fwcet, And 
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And  talk  fo  like  a  Waiting- Gentlewoman, 
Of  Guns,  and  Drums,and  Wounds  :God  fave  the  mark  *, 
And  telling  me,  the  Soveraign'ft  thing  on  Earth 
Was  Parmacity,  for  an  inward  Bruife : 
And  that  it  was  great  pity,  fo  it  was, 

That  Villanous  Salt-peter  mould  be  digg'd 
Out  of  the  Bowels  of  the  harmlefs  Earth, 

Which  many  a  good  tall  Fellow  had  deftroy'd 
So  cowardly.  And  but  for  thefe  vile  Guns, 
He  would  himfelf  have  been  a  Souldier. 

This  bald,  unjointed  Chat  of  his  (my  Lord) 
Made  me  to  anfwer  indirectly  (as  I  faid.) 
And  I  befeech  you,  let  not  this  Report 
Come  currant  for  an  Accufation, 
Betwixt  my  Love  and  your  high  Majefty. 

Blunt.  The  Circumftance  confidered,  good  my  Lord, 
What  ever  Harry  Terete  then  had  faid, 
To  fuch  a  perfon,  and  in  fuch  a  place, 
Atfuch  a  time,  with  all  the  reft  retold, 
May  reafonably  die,  and  never  rife 
To  do  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach 
What  then  he  faid,  fo  he  unfay  it  now. 

King.  Why  yet  he  doth  deny  his  Prifoners, 
But  with  Provifo  and  Exception, 
That  we  at  our  oWn  Charge,  mall  ranfom  ftreight 
His  Brother-in-Law  the  foolifh  Mortimer, 
Who  (in  my  Soul)  hath  wilfully  betra'yd 
The  lives  of  thofe,  that  he  did  lead  to  Fight, 

Againft  the  great  Magician,  damn'd  Glendower, 
Whofe  Daughter  ( as  we  hear)  the  Earl  of  March 
Hath  lately  married.  Shall  our  Coffers  then 
Be  emptied,  to  redeem  a  Traitor  home  ? 

Shall  we  buy  Treafon .?  and  indent  with  Fears, 
When  they  have  loft  and  forfeited  themfelves  ? 
No :  on  the  barren  Mountains  let  him  ftarve: 

For  I  mail  never  hold  that  man  my  Friend, 
Whofe  Tongue  (hall  ask  me  for  one  penny  coft 
To  ranfom  home  revolted  Mortimer. 

Hot.  Revolted  Mortimer  ? 

He  never  did  fall  off,  my  Soveraign  Liege, 
But  by  the  Chance  of  War :  to  prove  that  true, 
Needs  no  more  but  one  Tongue.  For  all  thofe  Wounds, 
Thofe  mouthed  Wound?,  which  valiantly  he  took, 

When  on  the  gentle  Severn's  Sedgie  Bank, 
In  fingle  oppohtion  hand  to  hand 
He  did  confound  the  beft  part  of  an  hour 
In  changing  hardiment  with  great  Glendower  ; 

Three  times  they  breath'd,and  three  times  did  they  drink 
Upon  agreement  of  fwift  Severn's  Flood  ; 
Who  then  affrighted  with  their  Bloody  looks, 
Ran  fearfully  among  the  trembling  Reeds, 
And  hid  his  crifped-head  in  a  hollow  Bank, 
Blood-ftained  with  thefe  valiant  Combatants. 
Never  did  bafe,  and  rotten  policy 
Colour  her  working  with  fuch  deadly  wounds 
Nor  never  could  the  noble  Mortimer 

Receive  fo  many,  and  all  willingly  : 
Then  let  him  not  be  flander'd  with  Revolt. 

King.  Thou  do'ft  belye  him,P«'cy1thou  do'ft  belye  him  •, 
He  never  did  encounter  with  Glendower  : 

I  tell  thee,  he  durft  as  well  have  met  the  Devil  alone, 
As  Owen  Glendower  for  anTnemy. 

Art  thou  not  aiham'd  ?  But,  Sirrah,  henceforth 
Let  me  not  hear  you  fpeak  of  Mortimer. 
Send  me  your  Prifoners  with  the  fpeedieft  means, 
Or  you  fhall  hear  in  fuch  a  kind  from  me 
As  will  difpleafe  ye.  My  Lord  Northumberland 
We  lkenfe  your  departure  with  your  Son, 

Send  us  your  Prifoners,or  you'll  hear  of  it.     \_Exit  King. 
Hoi.  And  if  the  Devil  come  and  roar  for  them, 

I  will  not  fend  them.  I  will  after  ftreight 
And  tell  him  fo :  for  I  will  eafe  my  Heart, 
Although  it  be  with  hazard  of  my  Head. 

Nor.-  What  ?  drunk  with  Choller.?ftay  and  paufe  a  while, 

Here  comes  your  Uncle.  {Enter  Worcefter. 

Hot.  Speak  of  Mortimer  ? 
Yes,  I  will  fpeak  of  him,  and  let  my  Soul 
Want  mercy,  if  I  do  not  joyn  with  him. 

In  his  behalf,  l'le  empty. all  thofe  Veins, 
And  fhed  my  dear  Blood  drop  by  drop  iW  duft, 
But  I  will  lift  the  downfaln  Mortimer 
As  high  iW  air  as  this  unthankful  King, 
As  this  ingrate  and  cankred  Bullingbrookj 

Nor.  Brother,  the  King  hath  made  your  Nephew  mad. 
Wok.  Who  ftrook  this  heat  up  after  I  was  gone  ? 
Hot.  He  will  (forfooth)  have  all  my  Prifoners : 

And  when  I  urg'd  the  Ranfom  once  again 
Of  my  Wives  Brother,  then  his  cheek  look'd  pale, 
And  on  my  Face  he  turn'd  an  Eye  of  death, 
Trembling  even  at  the  Name  of  Mortimer. 

Wor.  I  cannot  blame  him :  was  he  not  proclaim'd 
By  Richard  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  Blood  ? 

Nor.  He  was:  I  heard  the  Proclamation, 
And  then  it  was,  when  the  unhappy  King 
(Whofe  wrongs  in  us  God  pardon )  did  fet  forth 
Upon  his  Irijl)  Expedition  : 
From  whence,  he  intercepted,  did  return 
To  be  deposM,  and  Ihortly  murthered. 

Wor.  And  for  whofe  death,  we  in  the  worlds  wide 

Live  fo  fcandaliz'd,  and  foully  fpoken  of.  (mouth 
Hot.  But  foft,  I  pray  you  ̂   did  King  Richard  then 

Proclaim  my  Brother  Mortimer, 
Heir  to  the  Crown  ? 

Nor.  He  did,  my  felf  did  hear  it. 
Hot.  Nay  then  I  cannot  blame  his  Coufin  King, 

That  wifh'd  him  on  the  barren  Mountains  ftarv'd. 
But  lhall  it  be,  that  you  that  fet  the  Crown 
Upon  the  Head  of  this  forgetful  Man, 
And  for  his  fake  wore  the  detefted  Blot 

Of  murtherous  Subornations  ?  lhall  it  be, 
That  you  a  world  of  Curfes  undergo, 
Being  the  Agents,  or  bafe  fecond  Means, 
The  Cords,  the  Ladder,  or  the  Hangman  rather  ? 
O  pardon,  if  that  I  defcend  fo  low, 
To  fhew  the  Line,  and  the  Predicament 
Wherein  you  range  under  this  fubtle  King. 
Shall  it  for  fhame,  be  fpoken  in  thefe  days, 
Or  fill  up  Chronicles  in  time  to  come, 
That  men  of  your  Nobility  and  Power, 
Did  gage  them  both  in  an  unjuft  behalf 
(As  both  of  you,  God  pardon  it,  have  done) 
To  put  down  Richard,  that  fweet  lovely  Role, 
And  plant  this  Thorn,  this  Canker  BullingbrookJ 
And  lhall  it  in  more  fhame  be  further  fpoken, 

That  you  are  fool'd,  difcarded  and  fhookoff 
By  him,  for  whom  thefe  Shames  ye  underwent  ? 
No  :  yet  time  ferves,  wherein  you  may  redeem 
Your  banifhM  Honours,  and  reftore  your  felves 
Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  again. 

Revenge  the  jeering  and  difdain'd  Contempt 
Of  this  proud  King,  who  ftudies  day  and  night 
To  anfwer  all  the  Debt  he  owes  unto  you, 
Even  with  the  bloody  Payments  of  your  deaths : 
Therefore  I  fay  

Wor.  Peace,  Coufin,  fay  no  more. 
And  now  I  will  unclafp  a  fecret  Book, 
And  to  your  quick  conveying  Difcontents, 
Pie  read  you  Matter,  deep  and  dangerous, 
As  full  of  peril  and  adventurous  Spirit, 
As  to  o're-walk  a  Current,  roaring  loud, 
On  the  unftedfaft  footing  of  a  Spear. 

Hot.  If  he  fall  in,  good  night,  or  fink  or  fwim  : 
Send  danger  from  the  Eaft  unto  the  Weft, 
So  Honour  crofs  in  from  the  North  to  South, 
And  let  them  grapple :  The  Blood  more  ftirs 
To  rowze  a  Lyon,  than  to  ftart  a  Hare. 

Nor.  Imagination  of  fome  great  Exploit, 
Drives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  Patience. 

Hot. 
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Hot.  By  Heaven,  methinks  it  were  an  eafie  leap, 

To  pluck  bright  Honour  from  the  pale-fac'd  Moon, 
Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep, 
Where  Fadom-line  could  never  touch  the  ground, 
And  pluck  up  drowned  Honour  by  the  Locks : 
So  he  that  doth  redeem  her  thence,  might  wear 

Without  Co-rival,  all  her  Dignities  •• 
But  out  upon  this  half-fac'd  Fellowfhip. 

Wor.  He  apprehends  a  world  of  Figures  here, 
But  not  the  Form  of  what  he  ihould  attend  : 

Good  Coufin  give  me  audience  for  a  while, 
And  lift  to  me. 

Hot.  I  cry  you  mercy. 
Wor.  Thofe  fame  Noble  Scots 

That  are  your  Prifoners. 
Hot.  Pie  keep  them  all. 

By  Heaven,  he  mall  not  have  a  Scot  of  them  : 
No,  if  a  Scot  would  fave  his  Soul,  he  (hall  not. 

I'le  keep  them,  by  this  Hand. 
Wor.  You  ftart  away, 

And  lend  no  ear  unto  my  Purpofes. 
Thofe  Prifoners  you  Ihall  keep. 

Hot.  Nay,  I  will}  that's  flat: 
He  faid  he  would  not  Ranfom  Mortimer 

Forbad  my  Tongue  to  fpeak  of  Mortimer. 
But  I  will  find  him  when  he  lies  afleep, 
And  in  his  Ear  I'le  holla,  Mor timer. 
Nay,  I'le  have  a  Starling  Ihall  be  taught  to  fpeak 
Nothing  but  Mortimer,  and  give  it  him, 
To  keep  his  anger  ftill  in  motion. 

Wor.  Hear  you,  Coufin  :  A  word. 
Hot.  All  Studies  here  I  folemnly  defie, 

Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Bullingbrookj, 
And  that  fame  Sword  and  Buckler  Prince  of  Wales. 
But  that  I  think  his  Father  loves  him  not, 

And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  fome  Mifchance, 

I  would  have  poyfon'd  him  with  a  pot  of  Ale. 
Wor.  Farewell,  Kinfman:  I'le  talk  to  you 

When  you  are  temper'd  to  attend. 
Nor.  Why  what  a  wafp-tongu'd  and  impatient  Fool 

Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  Womans  mood, 
Tying  thine  Ear  to  no  Tongue  but  thine  own  ? 

Hot.  Why  look  you,I  am  whiptand  fcourg'd  with  rods? 
Netled,  and  ftung  with  Pifmiers,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  vile  Politician  Bullmgbrook^ 

n  Richard'stimc  ••  What  de'ye  call  the  place  ? 
A  plague  upon't,  it  is  in  Glocefter-Mre  : 
Twas  where  the  madcap  Duke  his  Uncle  kept, 

His  Uncle Torl^  where  1  firft  bow'd  my  Knee 
Unto  the  King  of  Smiles,  this  Bulhngbrookj. 
When  you  and  he  came  back  from  Ravenfpurg. 

Nor.  At  Barkley  Caftle. 
Hot.  You  fay  true  : 

Why  what  a  gaudy  deal  of  Curtefie 

This  fawning  Gray-hound  then  did  proffer  me. 
Look  when  his  infant  Fortune  came  to  age, 
\nd  gentle  Harry  Percy ,  and  kind  Coufin : 
O,  the  Devil  take  fuch  Cozeners,  God  forgive  me : 
Good  Uncle  tell  your  tale,  for  I  have  done. 

Wor.  Nay,  if  you  have  not,  to't  again, 
We'l  ftay  your  leifure. 

Hot.  I  have  done,  infooth. 
Wor.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottifh  Prifoners. 

Dtliverthem  up  without  their  Ranfom  ftreight, 
And  make  the  Dowglas  Son  your  onely  mean 
For  Powers  in  Scotland:  Which  for  divers  Reafons 

Which  I  fhall  fend  you  written,  be  aflur'd 
W'ill  eafily  be  granted  you,  my  Lord. 
Your  Son  in  Scw/W  being  thus  employ'd, 
Shall  fecretly  in  the  bofom  creep 
Of  that  fame  noble  Prelate,  well  belov'd, 
The  Arch-Bifhop. 

Hot.  Of  York,  is't  not? 
Wor.  True,  who  bears  hard 
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His  Brothers  death  at  Briftom,  the  Lord  Scroop. 
I  fpeak  not  this  in  cftimation, 
As  what  I  think  might  be,  but  what  I  know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted,  and  fet  down, 
And  onely  flays  but  to  behold  the  face 
Of  that  occafion  that  fhall  bring  it  on. 

Hot.  I  fmell  it : 

Upon  my  life,  it  will  do  wondrous  well. 
Nor.  Before  the  game's  a  foot,  thou  ftill  lett'ft  flip. 
Hot.  Why,  it  cannot  choofe  but  be  a  noble  Plot, 

And  then  the  Power  of  Scotland,  and  of  Tork^ 
To  joyn  with  Mortimer,  Ha. 

Wor.  And  fo  they  fhall. 

Hot.  In  faith  it  is  exceeding  well  aim'd. 
Wor.  And  'tis  no  little  Reafon  bids  us  fpeed, 

To  fave  our  Heads,  by  railing  of  a  Head  : 
For,  bear  our  feives  as  even  as  we  can, 
The  King  will  always  think  him  in  our  debt, 
And  think  we  think  our  feives  unfatisfied, 
Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  us  home. 
And  fee  already,  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  ftrangers  to  his  looks  of  love. 

Hot.  He  does,  he  does ;  we'il  bereveng'd  on  him. 
Wor.  Coufin,  farewell.   No  further  go  in  this, 

Than  I  by  Letters  fhall  direct  your  courfe ; 
When  time  is  ripe,  which  will  be  fuddenly, 

I'le  ftealto  Glendower^  and  lo,  Mortimer, 
Where  you,  and  Dqwglas,  and  our  Powers  at  once, 
As  I  will  faihion  it,  fhall  happily  meet, 
To  bear  our  Fortunes  in  our  own  ftrong  Arms, 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty. 

Nor.  Farewell,  good  Brother,  we  fhall  thrive,  I  truft. 
Hot.  Uncle,  adieu :  O  let  Hours  be  fhort, 

Till  fields,  and  blows,and  groans  applaud  our  fport. 

Actus  Secundas,  Scana  Prima. 

Enter  a  Carrier,  with  a  Lantborn  in  bis  band, 

i .  Car.  Heigh  ho,  an't  be  not  four  by  the  day  I'le  be 
hang'd.  Charles  wam  is  over  the  new  Chimney,  and  yet 
our  Horfe  not  packt.  What,  Oftler  ? 

Oft.  Anon,  anon. 
1 .  Car.  I  prethee  Tom,  beat  Cuts  Saddle,  put  a  few 

Flocks  in  the  point :  The  poor  Jade  is  wrung  in  the  Wi- 
thers, out  of  all  cefs. Enter  another  Carrier. 

2.  Can.  Pcafe  and  Beans  are  as  dank  here  as  a  Dog,  and 

this  is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  Jades  the  Bots  ••  This 
Houfe  is  turned  uplide  down  fincc  Robm  the  Oftler  died. 

1.  Car.  Poor  fellow  never  joy'd  fince  the  price  of  Oats 
rofe,  it  was  the  death  of  him. 

2.  Car.  I  think  this  is  the  moft  Villanous  Houfe  in  all 

London  road  for  Fleas :  I  am  ftung  like  a  Tench. 

i.Car.  Like  a  Tench?  There's  ne're  a  King  inChri- 
ftendom,  could  be  better  bit,  than  I  have  been  fince  the 
firft  Cock. 

i.  Car.  Why,  you  will  allow  us  ne'er  a  Jourden,  and 
then  we  leak  in  your  Chimney  :  And  your  Chamber-lye 
breeds  Fleas  like  a  Loach. 

1.  Car.  What  Oftler,  come  away,  and  be  hang'd come  away. 

2.  Car.  I  have  a  Gammon  of  Bacon,  and  two  razes  of 

Ginger,  to  be  delivered  as  far  as  Charing- crofs. 
i .  Car.  The  Turkies  in  my  Panniers  are  quite  ftarved. 

What  Oftler  ?  a  plague  on  thee,  haft  thou  never  an  eye 

in  thy  head  ?  canft  not  hear  ?  and  'twere  not  as  good  a 
deed  as  drink,  to  break  the  pate  of  thee,  I  am  a  very  Vil- 

lain. Come  and  be  hang'd,  haft  no  faith  in  thee  ? 
Enter  Gads-hill. 

Gad.  Good  morrow,  Carriers.    What's  a  Clock  ? 
Car.  I  think  it  be  two  a  Clock. 

Gad 
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Gad.  I  prethee  lend  me  thy  Lanthorn  to  tec  my  Cjeio- 
ing  in  the  Stable. 

1.  Car.  Nay,  foft  I  pray  ye,  I  know  a  trick  wortl 
two  of  that. 

Gad.  I  prethee  lend  me  thine. 
2.  Car  I,  when,  canft  tell  ?  lend  me  thy  Lanthorn 

fquoth-a)  marry  Tie  fee  thee  hang'd  firft. 
Gad.  Sirrah,  Carrier  •.  what  time  do  you  mean  to  come 

to  London  ? 
2.  Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  Candle,  I 

warrant  thee.  Come  Neighbour  Mugges,  we'll  call  up  the 
Gentlemen,  they  will  along  witty  company,  for  they  have 
great  charge.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Chamberlain. 

Gad.  What  ho,  Chamberlain  ? 

Cham.  At  hand  quoth  Pick-purfe. 
Gad.  That's  even  as  fair,  as  at  hand  quoth  the  Cham- 

berlain :  For  thou  varieft  no  more  from  picking  of  Pur- 
fes,  than  giving  direction  doth  from  labouring.  Thou 

lay'ft  the  plot,  how. 
Cham.  Good  morrow  Matter  Gads-hill,  it  holds  cur- 

rant that  1  told  you  yefternight.  There's  a  Franklin  in  the 
wild  of  Kent,  hath  brought  three  hundred  Marks  with 
him  in  Gold :  1  heard  him  tell  it  to  one  of  his  Company 
laft  night  at  Supper  ;  a  kind  of  Auditor,  one  that  hath 
abundance  of  Charge  too,  (  God  knows  what )  they  are 

up  already,  and  call  for  Eggs  and  Butter.  They  will 
away  prefently. 

Gad.  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  S.  Nicholas  Clarks, 

l'le  give  thee  this  neck. 
Cham.  No,  Tie  none  of  it  ■•  I  prethee  keep  that  for  the 

Hangman,  for  I  know  thou  worlhip'ft  S.  Nicholas  as 
truly  as  a  man  of  falfhood  may. 

Gad.  What  talkeft  thou  to  me  of  the  Hangman  ?  If 

I  hang  l'le  make  a  fat  pair  of  Gallows.  For  if  I  hang, 

old  Sir  John  hangs  with  me,  and  thou  know'ft  he's  no 
Straveling.  Tut,  there  are  other  Trojans  that  thou 

dream'ft  not  of,  the  which  (for  fport  fake )  are  content  to 
do  the  Profeffion  fome  grace  ;  that  would  (  if  matters 

mould  be  look'd  into)  for  their  own  Credit  fake,  make 
all  whole.  I  am  joyned  with  no  Foot-Land-Rakers,  no 

Long-ftafF  fix  penny  ftrikers,  none  of  thefe  mad  Mufta- 
chio-purple-hu'd-Malt-worms,  but  with  Nobility,  and 
Tranquility  ;  Burgomafters,  and  great  Oneyers,  fuch  as 
can  hold  in,  fuch  as  will  ftrike  fooner  than  fpeak ;  and 
fpeak  fooner  than  drink,  and  drink  fooner  than  pray  ̂  
and  yet  I  lye,  for  they  pray  continually  unto  their  Saint 
the  Common-wealth  j  or  rather,  not  to  pray  to  her,  but 

prey  on  her :  for  they  ride  up  and  down  on  her,  and 
make  her  their  Boots. 

Cham.  What,  the  Common-wealth  their  Boots  ?  Will 
fhe  hold  out  water  in  foul  way  ? 

Gad.  She  will,  (he  will ;  Juftice  hath  liquor'd  her. 
We  fteal,  as  in  a  Caftle,  Cock-fure :  we  have  the  receit  of 
Fern-feed,  we  walk  invifible. 

Cham.  Nay,  I  think  rather,  you  are  more  beholding 

to  the  Night,than  the  Fern-feed,for  your  walking  invilible. 
Gad.  Give  me  thy  hand. 

Thou  (halt  have  a  fhare  in  our  purpofe, 
As  I  am  a  true  man. 

Cham.  Nay,rather  let  me  have  it  ,as  you  are  a  falfe  Thief. 
Gad.  Go  to  •  Homo  is  a  common  name  to  all  men. 

Bid  the  Oftler  bring  the  Gelding  out  of  the  Stable. 

Farewell,  ye  muddy  knave.  [Exeunt. 

Scana  Secunda. 

Enter  Prince,  Poyr.s,  and  Peto. 

Poyns.  Come  fhelter,  fhelter,  I  have  removed  Falfiafs 

Korfe,  and  he  frets  like  a  gumm'd  Velvet. Prin.  Stand  clofe. 

Enter  FalftafF. 

F*L  Poynts,  Joynfs,  and  be  Hai  g'd  Poynes. 
Pnn.  P.acc  ye  fat-kidney'd  Rafcal,  what  a  bawling doit  thou  keep  ? 

Fal.  What  Poyncs,  Hal  ? 

Prin.  He  is  wak'd  up  to  the  top"of  the  Hill,  l'le  go feek  him. 

Fal.  1  amaccurft  to  rob  in  that  Thiefs  Company  :  that 
Rafcal  hath  removed  my  Horfe,  and  tied  him  I  know 
not  where,  if  i  travel  but  four  foot  by  the  fquare  further 
a  foot,  1  fhall  break  my  wind.  Well,  I  doubt  not  but  to 
die  a  fair  death  for  all  this,  if  I  fcape  hanging  for  killing 
that  Rogue.  1  have  forfworn  his  company  hourly  any 
time  this  two  and  twenty  year,  and  yet  I  am  bewitcht  with 
the  Rogues  company.  If  the  Rafcal  have  not  given  mr 

Medicine  to  make  me  love  him,  l'le  be  hang'd,  it  could 
not  be  elfe :  I  have  drunk  Medicines.  Poynes,  Hall,  a 

Plague  upon  you  both.  Bardolph,  Peto  :  l'le  ftarve  e're  I 
rob  a  foot  further.  And  'twere  not  as  good  a  deed  as  to 
drink,  to  turn  True-man,  and  to  leave  thefe  Rogues,  I  am 
the  verieft  Varlet  that  ever  chewed  with  a  Tooth.  Eight 
yards  of  uneven  ground,  is  chreefcore  and  ten  miles  a  foot 
with -me  :  and  the  ftony-hearted  Villains  know  it  well 

enough.  A  plague  upon't,  when  Thieves  cannot  be  true 
one  to  another.,  [Ihcy  whiftle. 
Whew  a  plague  light  upon  you  all.  Give  me  my  Horfe  : 

you  Rogues :  give  me  my  Horfe,  and  be  hang'd. 
Prtn.  Peace  ye  fat  guts,  lie  down,  lay  thine  ear  clofe  to 

the  ground,and  lift  if  thou  can  hear  the  tread  of  Travellers. 
Fal.  Have  you  any  Leavers  to  life  me  up  again  being 

down  ?  l'le  not  bear  mine  own  flefh  fo  far  afoot  again, 
for  all  the  Coyn  in  thy  Fathers  Exchequer.  What  a  plaguo 
mean  ye  to  colt  me  thus  ? 

Prin.  Thou  lieft,  thou  are  not  colted,  thou  art  uncolted. 
Fal.  I  prethee  good.  Prince  Hal  help  me  to  my  Horfe, 

good  Kings  Son. 
Prin.  Out  you  Rogue,  mail  I  be  your  Oftler  ? 

Fal.  Go  hang  thy  felf  in  thy  own  heir-apparent- 
Garters :  If  I  be  ta'ne,  l'le  peach  for  this :  and  I  have  not 
Ballads  made  on  all,  and  fung  to  filthy  tunes,  let  a  Cup  of 
Sack  be  my  Poyfon  :  when  a  jeaft  is  fo  forward,  and  a 
foot  too,  I  hate  it. 

Enter  Gads-hill. Gad.  Stand. 

Fal.  So  1  do  againft  my  will. 

Poyn.  O  'tis  our  Setter,  I  know  his  voice  : 
Bardolf,  what  News  ? 

Bar.  Cafe  ye,  cafe  ye  ;  on  with  your  Vizards,  there's 
Money  of  the  Kings  coming  down  the  Hill,  'tis  going  to the  Kings  Exchequer. 

Fal.  You  lie,you  Rogue,  'tis  going  to  the  Kings  Tavern. Gad.  There^  enough  to  make  us  all. 
Fal.  To  be  hang'd. 
Prin.  You  four  fhall  front  them  in  the  narrow  Lane  : 

Ned  and  I  will  walk  lower  ;  if  they  fcape  from  your  en- 
counter, then  they  light  on  us. 

Peto.  But  how  many  be  of  them  ? 
Gad.  Some  eight  or  ten. 
Fal.  Will  they  not  rob  us  ? 

Pnn.  What,  a  Coward,  Sir  John  Paunch  ? 

Fal.  Indeed  I  am  not  John  of  Gaunt  your  Grand- 
father :  but  yet  no  Coward,  Hal. 

Prin.  We'll  leave  that  to  the  proof. 

Poyn.  Sirrah  Jac^,  thy  Horfe  Hands  behind  the  Hedge, 

when  thou  need'ft  him,  there  fhalt  thou  find  him,  fare- well, and  ftand  faft. 

Fat.  Now  1  cannot  ftrike  him  if  I  mould  be  hang'd. 
prin.  Ned,  where  are  our  Difguifes  ? 

Poyn.  Here  hard  by :  Stand  clofe. 

Fal.  Now  my  Mafters,  happy  man  be  his  dole<  fay  I  j 
every  man  to  his  bufinefs. 

Enter  Travellers. 

Tra.  Come,  Neighbour  :  the  Boy  fhall  lead  our  Horfb 
down  the  hill :  We'll  a  foot  a  while,  and  eafe  our  Legs. Thieves. 
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Thieves.  Stay. 
Tra.   Jefu  blefs  us. 
Fal.  Strike  :  down  with  them,  cut  the  Villains  throats-, 

a  whorfon  Caterpillars :  Bacon-fed  Knaves,  they  hate  us 
youth  ̂   down  with  them,  fleece  them. 

Tra.  O,  we  are  undone,  both  wcand  ours  for  ever. 

Fal.  Hang  ye  gorbellied  Knaves,  are  you  undone  ?  No 

ye  Fat  Chuffs,  I  would  your  ftore  were  here.  On  Ba- 
cons on,  what  ye  Knaves  ?  young  men  muft  live,  you  are 

Grand  Jurors  ?  We'll  jure  ye  i'faith. 

f_  Here  they  rob  tbem  and  bind  them.  Enter 
the  Prince  and  Poyns. 

Prin.  The  Thieves  have  bound  the  True-men  :  Now 
could  thou  and  I  rob  the  Thieves  and  go  merrily  to  Lon- 

don, it  would  be  Argument  for  a  Week,  Laughter  for  a 
Month,  and  a  good  Jeaft  for  ever. 

Poynes.  Stand  clofe,  I  hear  them  coming. 
Enter  Thieves  again. 

Fal.  Come  my  Mailers,  let  us  fhare,  and  then  to  Horfe 

before  day  :  and  the  Prince  and  Poynes  be  not  two  ar- 

rand  Cowards,  there's  no  equity  ftirring.  There's  no 
more  Valour  in  that  Poynes,  than  in  a  wild  Duck. 

Prin.  Your  Money. 
Poyn.  Villains. 
f_  As  they  are  faring,  the  Prince  and  Poyns  fit  upon  them. 

They  all  run  away,  leaving  the  Booty  bthmd  them. 
Prince.  Got  with  much  eafe.  Now  merrily  to  Horfe  : 

The  Thieves  are  fcattered,  and  poffeft  with  fear  fo  ftrong- 

ly,  that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other  :  each  takes  his  Fel- 
low for  an  Officer.  Away  good  Ned-,  Falfiaff  fweats  to 

death,  and  Lards  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along  :  wer't 
not  for  laughing,  1  mould  pity  him. 

Poyn.  How  the  Rogue  roar'd.  f_  Exeunt. 

Scena  tenia. 

Enter  Hotfpur  folus ,  reading  a .  Letter. 

But  for  mine  own  fart,  my  Lord-,  I  could  be  well  con- 
tented to  be  there,  in  re j fell  of  the  love  1  bear  your  Houfe. 

He  could  be  contented  :  Why  is  he  not  then  ?  in  refpect 
of  the  love  he  bears  our  Houfe.  He  fhews  in  this,  he 
loves  his  own  Barn  better  than  he  loves  our  Houfe.  Let 

me  fee  fome  more  ,  The  purpofe  you  undertake  is  dange- 

rous. Why  that's  certain  :  'Tis  dangerous  to  take  a 
cold,  to  deep,  to  drink  :  but  I  tell  yon  (  my  Lord  Fool  ) 

out  of  this  Nettle,  Danger;  we  pluck  this  Flower,  Safe- 
ty. The  purpofe  you  undertake  is  dangerous ,  the  Friends 

you  have  named  uncertain,  the  Time  it  felf  un for  ted,  and 
your  whole  Plot  too  light,  for  the  counterpoize  of  fo  great 

an  Oppofition.  Say  you  fo,  fay  you  fo  :  I  fay  unto  you  a- 
gain,  you  are  a  fhallow  cowardly  Hinde,  and  you  lye. 

What  a  lack-brain  is  this  ?  I  proteft,  our  Plot  is  as  good 
a  Plot  as  ever  was  laid  ;  our  Friends  true  and  conftant : 

A  good  Plot,  good  Friends,  and  full  of  Expectation  :  An 
excellent  Plot,  very  good  Friends.  What  a  Frofty-fpiri 
ted  rogue  is  this  ?  Why,  my  Lord  of  York,  commends  the 
Plot,  and  the  general  courfe  of  the  action.  By  this  hand, 
if  I  were  now  by  this  Rafcal,  I  could  brain  him  with  his 
Ladies  Fan.  Is  there  not  my  Father,  my  Uncle,  and 
my  felf,  Lord  Ednond  Mortimer,  my  Lord  of  Tork^ 
and  Owen  Glendower  ?  Is  there  not  befides,  the  Dowglas  ? 
Have  I  not  all  their  Letters ,  to  meet  me  in  Arms 
by  the  ninth  of  the  next  Month  ?  and  are  there  not 
fome  of  them  fet  forward  already  ?  What  a  Pagan 
Rafcal  is  this  ?  Ai  Infidel.  Ha,  you  fhall  fee  now  in 
very  fincerity  of  fear  and  Cold  heart ,  will  he  to  the 
King,  and  lay  open  all  our  Proceedings.  O,  I  could  divide 
ray  felf,  and  go  to  buffets,  for  moving  fuch  a  difh  of  skimM 
Milk  with  fo  Honourable  an  Action.  Hang  him,  let  him 
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tell  the  King  we  are  prepared.  I  will  fee  forwards  tonight. Enter  his  Lady. 

How  now,  Kate,\  muft  leave  ycu  v\  ithin  thefe  two  hours. 
La.  O  my  good  Lord,  w  hy  are  you  thus  alone  ? 

For  what  Offence  have  I  this  fortnight  been 

A  Banifh'd  Woman  from  my  Harry's  Bed  ? 
Tell  me  (  fweet  Lord  )  what  is't  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  Ilomach,  pleafure,  and  thy  golden  fleep  ? 
vVhy  doft  thou  bend  thy  Eyes  upon  the  Earth  ? 
And  ftart  fo  often  when  thon  fitt'ft  alone  ? 
Why  haft  thou  loft  the  frefh  Blood  in  thy  Cheeks  ? 
And  given  my  Treafuresand  my  Rights  of  thee, 

Tothick-ey'd  muling,  and  curlt  Melancholly  ? 
In  my  fabi  llumbers,  I  by  thee  have  watchr, 
And  heard  thee  murmur  tales  of  Iron  Wars : 

Speak  tcarmsof  mannage  to  thy  bounding  Steed, 

Cry  courage  to  the  Field.  And  thou  haft  talk'd Of  Sallies,  and  Retires:,  Trenches,  Tents, 
Of  Palizadoes,  Frontiers,  Parapets. 
Of  Bafilisks,  of  Canon,  Culverin. 
Of  Prifoners ranfom;  and  of  Souldiers  flain, 
And  all  the  current  of  a  heady  fight. 

Thy  fpirit  within  thee  hath  been  fo  at  War, 

And  thus  hath  fo  beftirr'd  thee  in  thy  fleep, 
That  Beds  of  fweat  hath  flood  upon  thy  Brow, 
Like  bubbles  in  a  late  difturbed  Stream 

And  in  thy  Face  ftrange  motion  have  appear'd, 
Such  as  we  fee  when  men  reftrain  their  breath, 
On  fome  great  fudden  hafte.  O  what  Portents  are  thefe  ? 
Some  heavy  bufinefs  hath  my  Lord  in  hand, 
And  I  muft  know  it  ■  elfe  he  loves  me  not. 

Hot.  What  ho  ;  Is  Gilhams  with  the  Packet  gone  ? 
Ser.  He  is,  my  Lord,  an  hour  agone. 
Hot.Hath  Butler  brought  thofe  Horfes  from  the  Sheriff? 
Ser.  One  Horfe,  my  Lord,  he  brought  even  now. 
Hot.  What  Horfe  ?  a  Roan,  a  crop-ear,  is  it  not  ? 
Ser.  It  is,  my  Lord. 
Hot.  That  Roan  fhall  be  my  Throne.  Well,  I  will 

back  him  ftreight.  Efpcrance,  bid  Butler  lead  him  forth 
into  the  Park. 

La.  But  hear  you,  my  Lord. 

Hot.  What  fay'ft  thou,  my  Lady  f 
La.  What  is  it  that  carries  you  away  ? 
Ha.  Why,  my  Horfe  (my  Love  )  my  Horfe. 
La.  Out  you  mad-headed  Ape,  a  Weazell  hath  not 

fuch  a  deal  of  Spleen,  as  you  are  toft  with.  In  footh  Pie 

know  your  bufinefs,  Harry,  that  I  will.  I  fear  my  Bro- 
ther Mortimer  dorh  ftir  about  his  Title,  and  hath  fent 

for  you  to  line  his  EnTerprife.  But  if  you  go  ■ — ■ 
Hot.  So  far  a  foot,  1  fhall  be  weary,  Love. 

La.  Come,  come,  you  Paraquito,  anfwer  me  directly 
unto  this  Queftion,  that  I  fhall  ask.  Indeed  Pie  break 
thy  little  finger, Harry :  if  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  true. 

Hot.  Away,  away,  you  trifler :  Love,  I  love  thee  not, 
I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate  •  this  is  no  world 
To  play  with  Mammets,  and  to  tilt  with  Lips. 

We  muft  have  bloody  Nofes,  and  crack'd  Crowns, 
And  pafs  them  currant  too.  Gods  me,  my  Horfe. 

What  lay'lt  thd%Kate  ?  what  would'ft  thon  have  with  me  ? 
La.  Do  ye  not  love  me  ?  do  you  not  indeed  ? 

Well,  do  not  then.  For  fince  you  love  me  not, 
I  will  not  love  my  felf.  Do  you  not  love  me  ? 
Nay,  tell  me  if  thou  fpeakeft  in  Jeaft,  or  no. 

Hot.  Come,  wik  thou  fee  me  ride  ? 

And  when  I  am  a  Horfe-back,  ft  will  fwcar 
1  love  thee  infinitely.   But  haHc  you,  Kate, 
I  muft  not  have  you  henceforth,  queftion  me, 
vVhither  I  go  :  nor  reafon  whereabout. 
Whither  I  muft,  I  muft  :  and  to  conclude, 
This  Evening  muft  I  leave  thee,  gentle  Kate. 
I  know  you  wife,  but  yet  no  further  wife 
Then  Harry  Percies  Wife.  Confbnt  you  are, 
But  yet  a  Woman  :  and  for  Secrecie, 
No  Lady  clofer.  For  I  will  believe, 

Thou 
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Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  doft  not  know, 
And  fo  far  will  I  truft  thee,  gentle  Kate. 

La.  How  fo  far  ? 

Hot.  Not  an  inch  further  But  hark  you  Kate, 
Whether  I  go,  thither  fhall  you  go  too: 
To  day  will  1  fet  forth,  to  morrow  you. 
Will  this  content  you  Kate  ? 

La.  It  muft  of  force.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Prince  and  Poynes. 

Prin.  Ned,  prethee  come  out  of  that  fat  room,  and 
lend  me  thv  hand  to  laugh  a  little. 

Poynes.  Wtiere  haft  b.ai,  Hall? 
Prin.  With  ti'ree  or  four  Loggerheads,  amongft  three 

or  foarfcorc  Hogfheads.  1  have  found -d  the  very  bale 
firing  of  humilLy.  Sirrah,  I  am  ivvorn  Brother  to  a  lefhol 
Drawers,  a;:d  can  call  than  by  their  Names,  as  Tom, 
Dn-k^  and  F-.ncis.  They  take  it  already  upon  th-h 
Confidence,  that  though  I  be  but  Prince  of  Waits,  yet  i 
am  the  King  of  Curtcfie  :  telling  me  flatly,  I  am  not  prouc 
like  Jack^  Falftaff^  but  a  Con/nhian^  a  fad  of  mettle,  a 
good  Boy,  and  when  1  am  King  of  England,  I  fhall  com- 

mand ail  the  good  Lads  in  Ezftcheap.  They  call  drink- 
ing deep,  dying  Scaifet  :  and  when  you  break  in  your 

watring,  then  they  cry  pern,  and  bid  you  play  it  off.  To 
conclude,  I  am  fo  good  a  proficient  in  one  quarter  of  an 
hour,  that  I  can  drink  with  any  Tinker  in  his  own  Lan- 

guage during  my  life.  1  tell  thee  Ned,  t  hou  haft  loft  much 
honour,  that  thou  wert  not  with  me  in  tlvs  action  :  but 

fweet  Ned,  to  fweeten  which  name  of  Ned,  I  give  thee 
this  penniwoxih  of  Suger,  clapt  even  now  into  my  hand 
by  an  under  Skiner,  one  that  never  fp.:ake  other  Eng- 
lifh  in  his  life,  then  Eight  Jlrilling  and  fix  pence,  and, 
Ton  are  welcome  ;  with  ttiis  Ihriil  addition,  Anon  Sir, 
Anon  Sir,  Score  a  pint  of  Baflard  in  the  Half  Moon,  or 
fo.  But  Ned,  to  drive  away  time  till  Falftaff  come,  I 

prethee  doe  thou  fland  in  fome  by-room,  while  I  quefti- 
on  my  puny  Drawer,  to  what  end  he  gave  mc  the  Suger, 
and  do  never  leave  calling  Francis,  that  his  Tale  to  me 
may  be  nothing  but,  Anon  ;ftep  afide,  and  Tie  fhew 
thee  a  Prefklent. 

Poynes.  Francis. 
Prih.  Thou  art  perfect. 

Poyn.  Francis. 
Enter  Drawer. 

Fran.  Anon,  anon  Sir  ;  look  down  into  the  Pomgar- 
net  Ralf.  \ 

Prince.  Come  hither,  Francis. 
Fran.  My  Lord. 
Prin.  Hoa  long  haft  thou  to  ferve,  Francis  ? 
Fran.  Forfooth  live  years,  and  as  much  as  to-  
Poyn.  Francis. 
Fran.  Anon,  anon  Sir. 
Prin.  Five  years  ;  Berlady  a  long  Leafe  for  the  clink- 

ing of  Pewter.  But  Francis,  dareft  thou  be  fo  valiant,  as 
to  play  the  Coward  with  thy  Indenture,  and  fhew  it  a 
fair  pair  of  heels,  and  run  from  it  ? 

Fran.  O  Lord,  Sir,  i'le  be  fvvorn  upon  all  the  Books  in 
England.  I  could  find  in  my  heart. 

Poyn.  Francis.  | 
Fran.  Anon,  anon,  SWr 
Prin.  How  old  art  thou,  Francis  ? 
Fran.  Let  me  fee,,  about  Machaelmas  next  1  fhall  be  
Poyn.  Francis, 
Fran.  Anon  Sir,  pray  you  flay  a  little,  my  Lord. 
Prm.  Nay  but  hark  you  Francis,  for  the  Sugar  thou 

gaveft  me,  'twas  a  penni  worth,  was't  not  ? 
Fran.  O  Lord  Sir,  I  would  it  had  been  two. 
Prm.  I  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thoufaud  pound  :  ask 

me  when  thou  wilt,  and  thou  fhalt  have  it. 

Poyn.  Francis. 
Fran.  Anon,  anon.- Prw.  Anon,  Francis  ?  No,  Francis,  but  to  morrow 
Francis  :  or  Francis,  on  Thurfday  :  or  indeed  Francis^ 

when  thou  wilt.  But  Francis. 
Fran.  My  Lord. 
Prin.  Wilt  thou  Rob  this  Leathern  Jerkin,  Chriftal 

button,  Not-pated,  Agatring,  Puke  ftocking,  Caddice 

garter,  Spanifh  pouch. Fran.  O  Lord,  Sir,  who  do  you  mean  ? 
Prin.  Why  then  your  brown  Baftard  is  your  only 

drink  :  for  look  you,  Francis,  your  whit  Canvas  doublet 
will  fully.  In  Barbary,  Sir,  it  cannot  come  to  fo  much. 

Fran.  What,  Sir  .? 

Poyn.  Francis. Prm.  A  way  you  Rogue,  doll  thou  hear  them  call  ? 

[Here  they  both  call,  the  Drawer  ftands  amazjed, 
not  knowing  which  way  to  go. 

Enter  Vintner, 

rim.  What  ftand'ft  thou  ftill,  and  hear'ft  fuch  a  call- 
ing ?  Look  to  the  Gueft  within  :  My  Lord,  old  Sir 

John  with  haif  a  dozen  more,  are  at  the  door  :  lhall  1  let 
them  in? 

Prm.  Let  them  alone  a  while,  and  then  open  the  door 

Poynes. 
Enter  Poyne*. 

Poyn.  Anon?  anon  Sir. 
Pnn.  Sirrah,  Falftaff  and  the  reft  of  the  Thives  are 

at  the  door,  fhall  we  be  merry  ? 
Poyn.  As  merry  as  Crickets  my  Lad.  But  hark  ye, 

what  cunning  match  have  you  made  with  this  jeaft  of  the 

Drawer  ?  Come,  what's  the  iflue  ? 
Prm.  I  am  now  of  all  humors,  that  have  (hewed  them- 

felves  humors,  fince  the  old  days  of  goodmaii  Adam,to 
the  pupil  age  of  this  prefent  twelve  a  Clock  at  midnight 
What's  a  clock  Francis. 

Fran.  Anon,  anon  Sir. 
Prin.  That  ever  this  Fellow  fhould  have  fewer  words 

then  a  Parret,  and  yet  the  Son  of  a  Woman.  His  indu 

ftry  is  up  flairs  and  down-ftairs,  his  eloquence  the  par- 
cell  of  a  reckoning.  I  am  not  yet  of  Percies  mind,  the 
Hotfpur  of  the  North,  he  that  kills  me  Ibme  fix  or 
feven  dozen  of  Scots  at  a  Brtakfaft,  wafhes  his  hands  and 
fays  to  his  Wife  :  Fie  uponthis  quiet  life,  I  want  work. 
0  my  fweet  Harry,  fayes  fhe,  how  many  haft  thou  killM 
to  day  ?  Give  my  Roan  Horfe  a  dranch  (fays  he)  and 
anfwers,  fome  fourteen,  an  hour  after  :  a  trifle,  a  trifle. 

1  prethee  call  in  Falftaff,  l'le  play  Percy,  and  that 
damn'd  Brawn  fhall  play  Dame  Mortimer  his  Wife.  Ri- 
vo,  fays  the  Drnnkard.  Call  in  Ribs,  call  in  Tallow 

Enter  falftaff. 

Poyn.  Welcome  Jack,  where  haft  thou  been  ? 
Fnl.  A  plague  of  all  Cowards  I  fay,  and  a  vengeance 

too,  marry  and  Amen.  Give  me  a  cup  of  Sack  Boy.  E're 
I  lead  this  life  long,  I'le  fow  nether  ftocks,  and  mend 
them  too.  A  plague  of  all  Cowards.  Give  mc  a  Cup  of 
Sack,  Rogue.  Is  there  no  virtue  extant  ? 

Prm.  Didft  thou  never  fee  Titan  kifs  a  difh  of  Butter, 
pitiful  hearted  Titan  that  melted  at  the  fweet  Tale  of 
the  Sun  ?  If  thou  didft,  then  behold  that  compound. 

Fal.  You  Rogue,  here's  Lime  in  this  Sack  too  :  there 
is  nothing  but  Roguery  to  be  found  in  Villanous  man  ; 
yet  a  Coward  is  worfe  then  a  Cup  of  Sack  with  Lime.  A 

villanous  Coward,  go  thy  ways!©ld  Jack,  die  when  thou 
wilt,  if  Manhood,  good  Manhood  be  not  forgot  upon  the 
face  of  the  Earth,  then  am  1  a  Qiotten  Herring :  there  lives 

not  three  good  men  unhang'd  in  England,  and  one  of  them 
is  fat,  and  grows  old,  God  h  lp  the  while,  a  bad  world  I 
fay.  I  would  I  were  a  Weaver,  1  could  ling  all  manner  of 
Songs.  A  plague  of  all  Cowards,  I  fay  ftill. 

Prm.  How  now  Witoifackj,  what  mutter  you  ? 

Fal. 
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Fal.  A  Kings  Son  ?  If  I  do  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy 

Kingdom  with  a  Dagger  of  Lath,  and  drive  all  thy  Sub- 
jects afore  thee  like  a  flock  of  Wild-geefe,  Tie  never  wear 

hair  on  my  face  more.  You  Prince  of  Wales  ? 

Pnn.  Why  you  horfon  round  man  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 
Fal.  Are  you  not  a  Coward  ?  anfwer  me  to  that,  and 

Paynes  there  ? 
Prin.  Ye  fat  Paunch,  and  ye  call  me  Coward,  Tie 

itab  thee. 

Fal.  I  call  thee  Coward  ?  Pie  fee  thee  damn'd  e're  I  call 
thee  Coward  :  but  I  would  give  a  thoufand  Pound  I  could 
run  as  faft  as  thou  canft.  You  are  ftreight  enough  in  the 
fhoulders,  you  care  not  who  fees  your  back  :  Call  you 
that  backing  of  your  Friends  ?  a  Plague  upon  fuch  backing : 
give  me  them  that  will  face  me.  Give  me  a  Cup  of  Sack, 
1  am  a  Rogue  if  I  drunk  to  day. 

Pnn.  O  Villain,  thy  Lips  are  fcarcc  wip'd,  fince  thou 
drunk'ft  laft. 

Falfi.  All's  one  for  that-  C  He  drinks. 
A  plague  of  all  Cowards  ftill,  fay  I. 

Prin.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Falfi.  What's  the  matter  ?  here  be  four  of  us,  have 
ta'ne  a  thoufand  pound  this  Morning. 

'Prin.  Where  is  it,  JackJ  where  is  it  ? 
Falfi.  Where  is  it  ?  taken  from  us ,  it  is :  a  hundred 

upon  poor  four  of  us. 
Prin.  What ,  a  hundred,  man  ? 
Falfi.  1  am  a  Rogue,  if  I  were  not  at  half  Sword  with 

a  dozen  of  them  two  hours  together.  I  haveefcaped  by 
miracle.  I  am  eight  times  thruft  through  the  Doublet, 
four  through  the  Hofe,  my  Buckler  cut  through  and 

through,  my  Sword  hack'd  like  a  Hand-faw,  ecce  fignum. 1  never  dealt  better  fince  I  was  a  man  :  all  would  not  do. 

A  Plague  of  all  Cowards  -  let  them  fpeak  •,  if  they  fpeak 
more  or  lefs  than  truth,  they  are  Villains  and  the  Sons 
of  darknefs. 

Prin.  Speak  Sirs,  how  was  it  ? 
Cad.  We  four  fet  upon  fome  dozen. 
Fal(t.  Sixteen,  at  leaft,  ray  Lord. 
Gad.    And  bound  them. 

Peto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 
Falfi.  You  Rogue  they  were  bound,  every  man  ©f  them, 

i  or  I  am  a  Jew  elle,  an  Ebrew  Jew. 
Gad.  As  we  were  lharing,  fome  fix  or  feven  frefh  men 

fet  upon  us. 
Falfi.  And  unbound  the  reft,  and  then  came  in  the  other. 
Prin.  What,  fought  ye  with  them  all  ? 
Falfi.  All  ?  I  know  not  what  ye  call  all :  but  if  I  fought 

not  with  fifty  of  them,  I  am  a  Bunch  of  Radifh  :  if  there 
were  not  two  or  three  and  fifty  upon  poor  old  jotfe,  then 

am  I  no  two-legg'd  Creature. 
Poin.  Pray  Heaven,you  have  not  murthered  fome  of  them 

Falfi.  Nay,  that's  paft  praying  for.  I  have  pepper'd 
two  of  them  :  Two  I  am  fure  1  have  payed,  two  Rogues 
inBuckrom  Sutes.  I  tell  thee  what,  Hall,  if  I  tell  thee  a 
Lye,  fpitin  my  face,  call  me  Horfe :  thou  knoweft  my  ok 
word :  here  I  lay,  and  thus  1  bore  my  point ;  four  Rogues 
in  Buckrom  let  drive  at  me. 

Prince.  What,  four  ?  thou  faid'ftbut  two,  even  now 
Falfi.  Four  Hal,  I  told  thee  four. 
Poin.  I,  I,  he  faid  four. 

Falfi.  Thefe  four  came  all  a-front,  and  mainly  thruft 
at  me  ;  I  made  no  more  ado,  but  took  all  their  feven 
points  in  my  Target,  thus. 

Prince.  Seven  ?  why  there  were  but  four,  even  now. 
Falfi.  In  Buckrom. 
Poin.  I,  four in  Buckrom  Sutes. 
Falfi.  Seven,  by  thefe  Hilts,or  I  am  a  Villain  elfe. 
Pnn.  Prithee  let  him  alone,  we  fhall  have  more  anon. 
Falfi.  Doeft  thou  hear  me,  Hal  ? 

•    Pnn.  I,  and  mark  thee  too,  Jack, 
<  Falfi.  Do  fo,  for  it  is  worth  the  liftning  too  :  thefe 

nine  in  Buckrom,  that  1  told  thee  of. 
Prin.  So,  two  more  already. 

Falfi.  Their  Points  being  broken. 
Poin.  Down  fell  his  Hofe. 

Falfi.  Began  to  give  me  ground  :  but  I  followed  me 
clofe,  came  in  foot  and  hand  j  and  with  a  thought  feven  of 

the  eleven  I  pay'd. 
Pnn.  O  monftrous !  eleven  Buckrom  men  grown  out of  two  ? 

Falfi.  But  as  the  Devil  would  have  it,  three  mif-be- 
gotten  Knaves,  in  Kendal  Green,  came  at  my  Back,  and 

let  drive  at  me  j  for  it  was  fo  dark,  Hal,  that  thou  could'ffc 
not  fee  thy  Hand. 

Prin.  Thefe  Lyes  are  like  the  Father  that  begets  them, 

grofs  as  a  Mountain,  open,  palpable.  Why  thou  Clay- 
brain 'd  Guts,  thou  Knotty-pated  Fool,  thou  Horfon  ob- 
fecne  greafie Tallow  Catch. 

Falfi.  What,  art  thou  mad  ?  art  thou  mad  ?  is  not  the 
truth,  the  truth  ? 

Pnn.  Why,  how  could'ft  thou  know  thefe  men  in  Ken- 
dal Green,  when  it  was  fo  dark,  thou  could'ft  not  fee  thy 

hand  ?  Come,  tell  us  your  Reafon :  what  fay'ft  thou  to  this  ? 
Pom.  Come,  your  Reafon  Jack?  your  Reafbn. 

Falfi.  What,  upon  compulfion  ?  No  :  were  1  at  the 
Strappado,  or  all  the  Racks  in  the  World,  I  would  not 
tell  yon  on  compulfion.  Give  you  a  Reafon  on  compulfi- 

on ?  If  Reafons  were  as  plenty  as  Blaik-berries;  I  would 
give  no  man  a  Reafon  upon  compulfion,  I. 

Prin.  l'le  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  fin.  This  fanguine 
Coward,  this  Bed-preffer,  this  Horfe- back- breaker,  this 
huge  Hill  of  Flefh. 

Falfi.  Away  you  Starveling,  you  Elf-skin,  you  dried 
Neats  tongue,  Bulls-pi flel,  you  ftock-fifh  :  Q  for  breath 
to  utter.  What  is  like  thee  ?  You  Tailors  yard,  you  fheath, 

you  Bow-cafe,  you  vile  Handing  tuck. 
Prin.  Well,  breathe  a-while,  and  then to't  again  :  and 

when  thou  haft  tyr'd  thy  felf  in  bafe  Comparifons,  hear 
me  fpeak  but  thus. 

Pom.  Mark  Jack. 

Pnn.  We  two,  faw  you  four  fet  on  four  and  bound 
them,  and  were  Mafters  of  their  Wealth :  mark  now,  how 
a  plain  Tale  fhall  put  you  down.  Then  did  we  two  ;  fet 

on  you  four,  and  with  a  word,  out-fae'd  you  from  your 
Prize,  and  have  it :  yea,  and  can  fhew  it  you  in  the  Houfe. 
And  Falfi ajf,  you  carried  your  Guts  away  as  nimbly,  with 
as  quick  dexterity,  and  roared  for  mercy,  and  ftill  ran 

and  roar'd,  as  ever  I  heard  Bull-Calf.  What  a  Slave 
art  thou,  to  hack  thy  Sword  as  thou  haft  done,  and  then 

fay  it  was  in  fight.  What  trick  ?  what  device  ?  whatftart- 
ing  hole  canft  thou  now  find  out,  to  hide  thee  from  this 

open  and  apparent  fhame? 
Poin.  Come,  let's  hear  Jacks.  What  trick  haft  thou  now  ? 
Falfi.  I  knew  ye,  as  well  as  he  that  made  ye.  Why  hear 

ye  my  Mafters,  was  it  for  me  to  kill  the  Heir  apparent  ? 
Should  I  turn  upon  the  true  Prince  ?  Why,  thou  knoweft 
I  am  as  valiant  as  Hercules :  but  beware  inftinct,  the  Lion 
will  not  touch  the  true  Prince  :  Inftinct  is  a  great  matter. 
I  was  a  Coward  on  Inftindt  :  I  fhall  think  the  better  of 

my  felf,  and  thee,  during  my  life  :  I,  for  a  valiant  Lion 
and  thou  for  a  true  Prince.  But  Lads,  I  am  glad  you  have 
the  Money.  Hoftefs,  clap  to  the  doors :  watch  to  Night, 
pray  to  Morrow.  Gallants,  Lads,  Boys,  Hearts  of  Gold, 
all  the  good  titles  of  Fellowfhip  come  to  you.  What, 
fhall  we  be  merry  ?  fhall  we  have  a  Play  extempore. 

Prin.  Content,  and  the  argument  fhall  be,  thy  run- 
ning away. 

Falfi.  A,  no  more  of  that,  Hal,  if  thou  loveft  me. Enter  Hoficfs, 

Host.  My  Lord  the  Prince  ? 

Pnn.  How  now,  my  Lady  the  Hoftefs,  what  fay'ft 
thou  to  me  ? 

Hofi.  Marry,  my  Lord,  there  is  a  Noble-man  of  the 
Court  at  door  would  fpeak  with  you  ?  he  fays  he  comes 

from  your  Father. 
Prin.  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a  Royal  man, 

and  fend  him  back  again  to  my  Mother. 
F  f  Falfi 
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Falfl.  What  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 
Hojtefl.  An  old  man. 
Falfl.  What  doth  Gravity  out  of  his  Bed  at  Midnight  ? 

Shall  I  give  him  his  anfwer  ? 
Prin.  Prethee  do,  Jack, 

Falfl.  Faith  and  I'le  fend  him  packing.  f_  Exit. 
Prince.  Now  Sirs  :  you  fought  fair  ;  fo  did  you 

Peto,  fo  did  you  Bardol :  you  are  Lions  too,  you  ran 
away  upon  inftincl: :  you  will  not  touch  the  true  Prince  ; 
no,  fie. 

Bard.  'Faith,  I  ran  when  I  faw  others  run. 
Prin.  Tell  me  now  in  earneit ,  how  came  Falftafs 

Sword  fo  hackt  ? 

Peto.  Why,  he  hackt  it  with  his  Dagger,  and  faid,  he 
would  fwear  truth  out  of  all  England  :  but  he  would  make 
you  believe  it  was  done  in  fight,  and  perfwaded  us  to  do 
the  like. 

Bard.  Yea,  and  tickle  our  Nofes  with  Spear-grafs, 
to  make  them  bleed,  and  then  beflubber  our  Garments 
with  it,  and  fwear  it  was  the  Bloud  of  true  men.  I  did 

that  I  did  not  thefe  feven  years  before,  I  blufht  to  hear 
his  monftrous  devices 

Pnn.  O  Villain,  thou  ftoleft  a  Cup  of  Sack  eighteen 
years  ago,  and  wert  taken  with  the  manner,  and  ever 
fince  thou  haft  blufht  extempore  :  thou  hadft  Fire  and 
Sword  on  thy  fide,  and  yet  thou  ranneft  away  :  what  in- 

ftin'ct  hadft  thou  for  it  ? 
Bard.  My  Lord,  do  you  fee  thefe  Meteors  ?  do  you 

behold  thefe  Exhalations? 
Pnn.  I  do. 

Bard.  What  think  you  they  portend  ? 
Prin.  Hot  Livers,  and  cold  Purfes. 
Bard.  Choler,  my  Lord,  if  rightly  taken. 
Prin.  No,  if  rightly  taken,  Halter. Enter  Falfl  aff. 

Here  comes  lean  Jack^  here  comes  bare-bone.  How 
now  my  fweet  Creature  of  Bombaft,  how  long  is't  ago, 
Jack},  fince  thou  faw'ft  thine  own  Knee  ? 

Falfl.  My  own  Knee  ?  When  I  was  about  thy  years, 
(  Hal )  I  was  not  an  Eagles  Talon  in  the  Wafte,  I  could 
have  crept  into  any  Aldermans  Thumb-Ring  :  a  plague 
of  fighing  and  grief,  it  blowes  a  man  up  like  a  Bladder. 
There's  villanous  Newes  abroad  :  here  was  Sir  John 
Braby  from  your  Father  •,  you  muft  go  to  the  Court  in 
the  Morning.  The  fame  mad  fellow  of  the  North,  Percy, 
and  he  of  Wales,  that  gave  Jmamon  the  Baftinado, 
and  made  Lucifer  Cuckold,  and  fwore  the  Devil  his  true 

Liege-man  upon  the  Crofs  of  a  Welfh-hook  5  what  a 
Plague  call  you  him  ? 

Pom.  O,  Glendower. 
Falfl.  Owen,  Owen ;  the  fame,  and  his  Son  in  Law 

Mortimer,  and  old  Northumberland ,  and  the  fprightly 

Scot  of  Scots,  Dowglas,  that  runs  a  Horfe-back  up  a  Hill 

perpendicular. 
Pnn.  He  that  rides  at  high  fpeed,  and  with  a  Piftol 

kills  a  Sparrow  flying. 
Falfl.  You  have  hit  it. 
Pnn.  So  did  he  never  the  Sparrow. 
Falfl.  Well,  that  Rafcal  hath  good  metal  in  him,  he 

will  not  run. 

Prin.  Why,  what  a  Rafcal  art  thou  then,  to  praife  him 
fo  for  running? 

Falfl.  A  Horfe-back,  (  ye  Cuckow  )  but  a  foot  he  will 
not  budge  a  foot. 

Prin.  Yes,  Jack^  upon  inftinct. 
Falfl.  I  grant  ye,  upon  inftinct :  Well,  he  is  there  too, 

and  one  Mordake ,  and  a  thoufand  blew-Caps  more, 
Worccfler  is  ftoln  away  by  Night  :  thy  Fathers  Beard  is 

turn'd  white  with  the  News  :  you  may  buy  Land  now 
as  cheap  as  ftinking  Mackerel. 

Pnn.  Then  'tis  like,  if  there  come  a  hot  Sun,  and  this 
civill  buffetting  hold,  we  fhall  buy  Maidenheads  as  they 

buy  hob -nails,  by  the  hundreds. 

Falfl.  By  the  Mafs,  Lad,  thou  fay'ft  true,  it  is  like  we 

fhall  have  good  trading  that  way.  But  tell  ma  Hall  art 

not  thou  horrible  afear'd  ?  thou  being  Heir  apparent 
could  the  World  pick  thee  out  three  fuch  Enemies  again 
as  that  Fiend  Dowglas,  that  Spirit  Percy,  and  that  Devil 
Glendower  ?  Art  thou  not  horrible  afraid  ?  Doth  not  thy 
blood  thrill  at  it? 

Pnn.  Not  a  whit  :  I  lack  fomeof  thy  inftincl. 
Falfl.  Well,  thou  wilt  be  horrible  chid  to  morrowJ 

when  thou  comeft  to  thy  Father  :  if  thou  do  love  me' 
practife  an  anfwer. 

Pnn.  Do  thou  ftand  for  my  Father,  and  examine  me 
upon  the  particulars  of  my  Life. 

Falfl.  Shall  I  ?  content  :  This  Chair  fhall  be  my! 

State,  this  Dagger  my  Scepter,  and  this  Cufhion  my Crown. 

Prin.  Thy  State  is  taken  for  a  Joyn'd-Stool,  thy  Gol- 
den Scepter  for  a  Leaden  Dagger,  and  thy  precious  rich 

Crown  for  a  pitiful  bald  Crown. 
Falfl.  Well,  and  the  fire  of  Grace  be  not  quite  out  of 

thee,  now  fhalt  thou  be  moved.  Give  me  a  Cup  of  Sack 
to  make  mine  Eyes  look  red,  that  it  may  be  thought  I 
have  wept,  for  1  muft  fptak  in  paffion,  and  I  will  doit  in 

Kings  Cambyfes  vein. 
Prin.  Wei),  here  is  my  Leg. 

Falfl.  And  here  is  my  fpeech  :  ftand  afide  Nobility. 

Hoftefl.  This  is  excellent  fport,  i'faith. Fal.  Weep  not,  fweet  Queen,for  trickling  tears  are  vain. 
Hoflefl.  Othe  Father,  how  he  holds  his  countenance  ? 
Fal.  For  Gods  fake,  Lords,  convey  my  truftful  Queen, 

for  Tears  do  ftop  the  floud-gatesof  her  eyes. 
Hoftefl.  O  rare,  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  thefe  harlotry 

Players ,  as  ever  I  fee. 
Fal.  Peace  good  Pint-pot,  peace  good  Tickle-brain. 

Harry,  I  do  not  onely  marvel,  where  thou  fpendeft  thy 

time  •,  but  alfo,  how  thou  are  accompanied :  For  though 
theCamomil,  the  more  it  is  trodden,  thefafterit  grows  ■ 
yet  Youth,  the  more  it  is  wafted,  the  fooner  it  wears. 

Thou  art  my  Son  :  I  have  partly  thy  Mother's  Word, 
partly  my  Opinion  ;  but  chiefly,  a  Villanous  trick  of 
thine  Eye,  and  a  foolifh  hanging  of  thy  nether  Lip,  that 
doth  warrant  me.  If  then  thou  be  Son  to  me,  here 
lyeth  the  point  i  why,  being  Son  to  me,  art  thou  fo 
Pointed  at  ?  Shall  the  blefTed  Son  of  Heaven  prove  a 
Micher,  and  eat  Black-berries  ?  a  queftion  not  to  be 
ask'd.    Shall  the  Son  of  England  prove  a  Thief,  and 
take  Purfes  ?  a  queftion  to  be  ask'd.  There  is  a  thing, 
H^rry,  which  thou  haft  often  heard  of,  and  it  is  known  to 
many  in  our  Land,  by  the  name  of  Pitch :  this  Pitch  (  as 
ancient  Writers  do  report )  doth  defile ;  fo  doth  the  com- 

pany thou  keepeft  ••  for  Harry,  now  I  do  not  fpeak  to 
thee  in  Drink,  but  in  Tears  ;  not  in  Pleafure,  but  in  Paf- 
fion  ;  not  in  Words  onely,  but  in  Woes  alfo  :  and  yet 
there  is  a  vertuous  man,  whom  I  have  often  noted  in  thy 

company,  but  I  know  not  his  Name. 
Prin.  What  manner  of  man,and  it  like  your  Majefty  ? 

Falfl.  A  goodly  portly  man  i'faith,  and  corpulent, 
of  a  chearful  Look,  a  pleafing  Eye,  and  a  molt  ncble 

Carriage,  and  as  I  think,  his  age  fome  fifty,  or  (  by'rlady  ) 
inclining  to  threefcore  ;  and  now  I  remember  me,  his 

Name  is  Falfiaff;  if  that  man  fhonld  be  lewdly  given,: 
he  deceives  me ;  for  Harry,  I  fee  Vertue  in  his  Looks. 
If  then  the  Tree  may  be  known  by  the  Fruit,  as  the  Fruit 
by  the  Tree,  then  peremptorily  I  fpeak  it,  there  is  Vertue 
in  that  Falfl  afl  :  him  keep  with,  the  reft  banilh.  And  tell 
me  now,  thou  naughty  Varlet,  tell  me,  where  haft  thou 
been   this  Month  ? 

Prin.  Do'ft  thou  fpeak  like  a  King  ?  do  thou  ftand 
for  me,  and  I'le  play  my  Father. 

Fal.  Depofe  me  :  if  thou  do'ft  it  half  fo  gravely,  fo 
majeftically,  both  in  word  and  matter,  hang  me  up  by 
the  heels  for  a  Rabbet- fucker,  or  a  Poulters  hare. 

Prin.  Well,  here  I  am  fet. 
Falfl.  And  here  1  ftand  :  judge,  my  Mafters. 
Prin.  Now  Hairy,  whence  come  you? 

F.ilfl. 
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Fal(i.  My  Noble  Lord,  from  Eafi-cheap. . 
Prin.  The  Complaints  I  hear  of  thee,  are  grievous. 

Falfl.  I'faith,  my  Lord,  they  are  falfe :  Nay,  Pie  tickle 
ye  for  a  young  Prince. 

Prin.  Sweareft  thoui  ungracious  Boy  ?  henceforth 
ne're  look  on  me:  thou  art  violently  carried  away  from 
Grace:  there's  a  Devil  haunts  thee,  in  the  likeneis  of  a 
fat  old  man  j  a  Tun  of  Man  is  thy  Companion  :  Why 

do'ft  thou  converfe  with  than  Trunk  of  Humors,  that 
Boulting-Hutch  of  Beaftlinefs,  that  fwoln  Parcel  of 
Dropfies,  that  huge  Bombard  of  Sack,  that  ftuft  Cloak- 
bag  of  Guts,  that  rofted  Manning-Tree  Oxe  with  the 
Puddings  in  his  Belly,  that  Reverend  Vice>  that  grey  Ini- 

quity, that  Father  Ruffian,  that  Vanity  in  years,  where- 
in is  he  good,  but  to  tafte  Sack  and  drink  it  ?  wherein 

neat  and  cleanly,  but  to  carve  a  Capon  and  eat  it  ?  where- 
in Cunning,  but  in  Craft  ?  wherein  Crafty,  but  in  Vil- 

lany?  wherein  Villanous,  but  in  all  things?  wherein 
worthy,  but  in  nothing  ? 

Falfi .  I  would  your  Grace  would  take  me  with  you  : 
whom  means  your  Grace  ? 

Prin.  That  villanous  abominable  mif-leader  of  Youth, 
Falftaff,  that  old  white-bearded  Sathan. 

Falfi.  My  Lord,  the  man  I  know. 
Prin.  I  know  thou  do'ft. 
Fal(t.  But  to  fay,  I  know  more  harm  in  him  than  in 

my  felf,  were  to  fay  more  than  1  know.  That  he  is  old 

(the  more's  the  pity)  his  white  hairs  do  witnefs  it : 
But  that  he  is  (faving  your  Reverence)  a  Whore-ma- 
fter,  that  I  utterly  deny.  If  Sack  and  Sugar  be  a  fault, 
Heaven  help  the  wicked  :  if  to  be  old  and  merry,  be  a 

fin,  then  many  a  Hoft  that  I  know  is  damn'd  x 
if  to  be  fat,  to  be  hated,  then  Pharaohs  lean  kine  are 

to  be  loved.  No,  my  good  Lord,  banifh  Peto,  banilh 
Bardolph,  banilh  Poins  :  but  for  fweet  Jack.  Falfi  afi^ 
kind  Jacl^  Falfiaf,  true  Jac^  Falfiaff,  valiant  Jack.  Fal- 
fiaff,  and  therefore  more  valiant,  being  as  he  is  old 
Jack.  Falfiaff,  banifh  not  him  thy  Harrys  company, 

banifh  not  him  thy  Harry^s  company  j  banifh  plump 
Jack.-,  and  banifh  all  the  World. 

Prin.  I  do,  I  will. 
Enter  Bardolph  running. 

Sard.  O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord,  the  Sheriff  with  a  moft 
monftrous  Watch,  is  at  the  door 

Falfi.  Out  you  Rogue,  play  out  the  Play :  I  have  much 
to  fay  in  the  behalf  of  that  Falfi  *ff. 

Enter  the  Hoftefs. 

Hoft.  O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Falfi.  Heigh,  heigh,  the  Devil  rides  upon  a  Fiddle- 
:  tick :  what's  the  matter  ? 

Hoft.  The  Sheriff  and  all  the  Watch  are  at  the  door  s 
they  are  come  to  fearch  the  Houfe,  fhall  I  let  them  in  ? 

Falfi.  Do'ft  thou  hear,  Hal  ?  never  call  a  true  piece 
of  Gold  a  Counterfeit :  thou  art  effentially  mad,  without 
feeming  fo. 

Prin.  And  thou  a  natural  Coward,  without  inftindl. 
Falfi.  I  deny  your  Major  •,  if  you  will  deny  the 

Sheriff,  fo :  if  not,  let  him  enter.  If  I  become  not  a 
Cart  as  well  as  another  man,  a  plague  on  my  bringing  up  : 
I  hope  I  fhall  as  foon  be  ftrangled  with  a  Halter,  as  another. 

Prince.  Go  hide  thee  behind  the  Arras,  the  reft 
walk  up  above.  Now  my  Matters,  for  a  true  Face  and 
good  Confcience. 

Falfi  Both  which  I  have  had :  but  their  date  is  out, 
and  therefore  I'le  hide  me. 

Prin.  Call  in  the  Sheriff*.  t  [Exit. 

Enter  Sheriff"  and  the  Carrier, 

Prince.  Now  Mailer  Sheriff,  what  is  your  will  with  me  ? 
She.  Firft,  pardon  me,  my  Lord.  A  Hue  and  Cry  hath 

followed  certain  men  unto  this  Houfe. 
Prin.  What  men  ? 
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She.  One  of  .  them  is  well  known,  my  gracious  Lord, 

a  grofs  fat  man 
Car.  As  fat  as  Butter.  . 

Prin.  The  man,  I  do  aflure  you  is  not  here, 

For  I  my  felf  at  this  time  have  imploy'd  him  : 
And  Sheriff,  I  will  engage  my  word  to  thee, 
That  I  will  by  to  morrow  Dinner  time, 
Send  him  to  anfwer  thee,  or  any  man, 

For  any  thing  he  fhall  be  charg'd  withall : 
And  fo  let  me  intreat  you,  leave  the  Houfe. 

She.  I  will,  my  Lord.:  there  are  two  Gentlemen 
Have  in  this  Robbery  loft  three  hundred  Mark1;. 

Prin.  In  may  be  fo  :  if  he  hsve  robb'd  thefe  men, 
He  fhall.  be  anfwerable  :  and  fo  farewell. 

She.  Good  Night,  my  Noble  Lord. 
Prin.  I  think  it  is  Good  Morrow,  is  it  not  ? 

She.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  think  it  be  two  a  clock.  \_Ex\t. 
Prin.  This  oyly  Rafcal  is  known  as  well  as  Pauls : 

go  call  him  forth. 
Peto.  Falftaff'  ?  faft  afleep  behind  the  Arras,  and 

fnorting  like  a  Horfe. 
Prin.  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  his  breath:  fearch  his 

Pockets. 

He  Jearcbeth  his  Pockets^  and  f.ndeth 
certain  Papers. 

Prin.  What  haft  thou  found  ? . 
Peto.  Nothing  but  Papers,  my  Lord. 
Prin.  Let's  fte,  what  be  they?  read  them. 
Peto.  Item,  a  Capon.  iis  ii  d. 

Item,  Sawce..  iiii  d. 
Item,  Sack,  two  Gallons.  v  s.  viiid. 
Item,  Anchoves  and  Sack  after  Supper.  ii  s.  vi  d- 
Item,  Bread.  0b. 

Prince.  O  monftrous,  but  one  half  penny-worth  of 
Bread  to  this  intolerable  deal  of  Sack  ?  What  there  is 

elfe,  keep  clofe,  we'll  read  it  at  more  advantage  :  there 
let  him  flecp  till  day.  Tie  to  the  Court  in  the  Morning  : 
We  muft  all  to  the  Wars,  and  thy  place  fhall  be  honorable. 
I'le  procure  this  fat  Rogue  a  Charge  of  Foot,  and  I 
know  his  death  will  be  a  March  of  Twelve- fcore.  The 

Money  fhall  be  pay'd  back  again  with  advantage.  Be  with 
me  betimes  in  the  Morning  •"  and  fo  good  morrow  Peto. 

Peto.  Good  morrow,  good  my  Lord.  [_Exeum. 

AUas  Tcrths.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Hotfpur,  Worcefter,  Lord  Mortimer,  • 
Owen  Glendower. 

Mart.  Thefe  Promifes  are  fair,  the  Parties  fure, 
And  our  Induction  full  of  profperous  hope. 

Hot fip.  Lord  Mortimer^  and  Coufin  Glendovoer^ 
Will  you  fit  down  ? 
And  Uncle  Worcefier  ;  a  plague  upon  it, 
I  have  forgot  the  Map, 

Glend.  No,  here  it  is : 

Sit  Coufin  Percy,  fit  good  Coufin  Hotfpiir  -. 
For  by  that  Name,  as  oft  as  Lancaficr  doth  fpeak  of  you, 
His  Cheeks  look  pale,  and  with  a  riling  figh, 
He  wifheth  you  in  Heaven. 

Hotfp.  And  you  in  Hell,as  oft  as  he  hears  Owen  Gkv- 
dower  fpoke  of. 

Glend.  I  cannot  blame  him  :  At  my  Nativity, 
The  front  of  Heaven  was  fuli  of  fiery  Ihapes, 
Of  burning  Creflets :  and  at  my  Birth, 
The  frame  and  foundation  of  the  Earth 
Shak'd  like  a  Coward. 

Hotfp.  Why  fo  it  would  have  done  at  the  fame  Seafon, 

if  your  Mothers  Cat  had  but  kitten'd,  though  your  felf 
had  never  been  born. 

F  f  2  Glend. 
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(JLr.d.  I  fay  the  Earth  did  fhake  when  I  was  born. 
Hotfp.  And  I  fay  the  Earth  was  not  of  my  mind : 

If  you  fuppofe,  as  fearing  you,  itfnook. 
Glen.  The  Heavens  were  all  on  hre,the  Earth  did  tremble- 
Hotfp.  Oh,  then  the  Earth  fhook 

To  fee  the  Heavens  on  fire, 
And  not  in  fear  of  your  Nativity. 
Difeafed  Nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 

In  ftrahge  Eruptions :  and  the  teeming  Earth 

Is  with  a  kind  of  Cholick  pinch'd  and  vext, 
By  the  imprifoning  of  unruly  wind 
Within  her  Womb  :  which  for  enlargement  ftriving, 
Shakes  the  old  Beldam  Earth,  and  tumbles  down 

Steeples,  and  mofs-grown  Towers.  At  your  Birth, 
Our  Grandam  Earth,  having  this  Diftemperatur  e, 
In  pjlfion  fhook. 

Gkn.  Coufin  :  of  many  men 
I  do  not  bear  thefe  Croffings :  Give  me  leave 
To  tell  you  once  again,  that  at  my  Birth 
The  front  of  Heaven  was  full  of  fiery  fhapes, 
The  Goats  ran  from  the  Mountains,  and  the  Heards 
Were  ftrangly  clamorous  to  the  frighted  fields : 

Thefe  Signs  have  mark'd  me  extraordinary, 
And  all  the  Courfes  of  my  life  do  fhew, 
I  am  not  in  the- Roll  of  common  men. 
Where  is  the  Living,  dipt  in  with  the  Sea, 
That  chides  the  Banks  of  England,  Scotland  and  Wales, 
Which  calls  me  Pupil,  or  hath  read  to  me  ? 
And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  VVomans  Son, 
Cm  trace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  Art, 
And  hold  me  pace  in  deep  Experiments. 

Hotfp.  I  think  there's  no  man  fpeaks  better  Welfh.? 
Pie  to  dinner. 

Mort.  Peace,  Coufin  Percy,  you  will  make  him  mad. 
Clcnd.  I  can  call  Spirits  from  the  vaftie  Deep. 
Hot  fa.  Why  fo  can  I,  or  fo  can  any  man  : 

But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them  ? 
Glend.  Why,  I  can  teach  thee,  Coufin,  to  command 

the  Devil. 

Hotfp.  And  I  can  teach  thee,Coufin,to  fhame  the  Devil, 
By  telling  Truth.  Tell  Truth,  and  fli.ime  the  Devil. 
If  thou  have  power  to  raife  him,  bring  him  hither, 
And  Pic  be  fworn,  I  have  power  to  fhame  him  hence. 
Oh,  while  you  live,  tell  Truth,  and  fhame  the  Devil. 

Mon.  Come,  come,  no  more  of  this  unprofitable  Chat. 
Glen.  Three  times  hath  Henry  Bullingbrook^  made  head 

Again!!  my  power  :  thrice  from  the  Banks  of  Wye, 

And  Sandy-bottom'd  Severn,  have  I  fent  him, 
Bootlefs  home,  and  Weather-beaten  back 

Hot.  Home,  without  Boots, 
And  in  foul  Weather  too, 

How  fcapes  he  Agues  in  the  Devil's  name  .? 
Glend.  Come,  here's  the  Map: 

Shall  we  divide  our  Right, 

According  to  our  threefold  order  ta'ne  ? 
Mor.  The  Arch-Deacon  hath  divided  it 

Into  three  Limit?,  very  equally  : 
England,  from  Trent,  and  Severn  hitherto, 

By  South  and  Eaft,  is  to  my  part  aflign'd  : 
All  W eft  ward,  Wales,  beyond  the  Severn  fhore, 
And  all  the  fertile  Land  within  that  bound, 
To  Oxven  Glendower  :  and  dear  Couze,  to  you 
The  remnant  Northward,  lying  off  from  Trent. 
And  our  Indentures  Tripartite  are  drawn: 
Which  being  fealed  enterchangeably, 
(A  bufinefs  that  this  Night  may  execute) 
To  morrow,  Coufin  Percy,  you  and  I, 
And  my  good  Lord  of  Worcefter,  will  fet  forth, 
To  meet  your  Father,  and  the  Scottifh  Power, 
As  is  appointed  us  at  Shrewsbury. 
My  Father  Glendower  is  not  ready  yet, 
Nor  fnall  we  need  his  help  thefe  fourteen  days  • 
Within  that  fpace,  you  may  have  drawn  together 

Your  Tenants,  Friends," and  neighbouring  Gentlemen. 

Glend.  A  fhort  time  fhall  fend  me  to  you,  Lords ; 
And  in  my  Conduct  fhall  your  Ladies  come, 
From  whom  you  now  muft  fteal,  and  take  no  leave, 
For  there  will  be  a  world  of  Water  fhed, 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  Wives  and  you. 

Hotfp.  Methinks  my  moity,  North  from  Burton  here, 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours : 
See,  how  this  River  comes  me  cranking  in, 
And  cuts  me  from  the  beft  of  all  my  Land, 
A  huge  half  Moon,  a  monftrous  Cantle  out- 

Pie  have  the  Current  in  this  place  damn'd  up, 
»And  here  the  fmug,  and  Silver  Trent  fhall  run, 
In  a  new  Channel,  fair  and  evenly  : 
It  fhall  not  winde  with  fuch  a  deep  indent, 
To  rob  me  of  fo  rich  a  bottom  here. 

GUnd.  Not  winde  ?  it  fhall,  it  muft,  you  fee  it  doth. 
Mort.  Yea,  but  mark  how  he  bends  his  courfe, 

And  runs  me  up,  with  like  advantage  on  the  other  fide, 
Gelding  the  oppofing  Continent  as  much, 
As  on  the  other  fide  it  takes  from  you. 

Wore.  Yea,  but  a  little  Charge  will  trench  him  here, 
And  on  this  North  fide  win  this  Cape  of  Land, 
And  then  he  runs  ftraight  and  even. 

Hotfp.  Pie  have  it  fo,  a  little  Charge  will  do  it. 
Glend.  I'le  not  have  it  alter'd. 
Hotfp.  Will  not  you  ? 
Glend.  No,  nor  you  fhall  not. 
Hotfp.  Who  fhall  fay  me  nay  ? 
Glend.  Why,  that  will  I. 

Hotfp.  Let  me  not  underftand  you  then,fpeak  it  inWelfh. 
Glend.  I  can  fpeak  Englifh,  Lord,  as  well  as  you : 

For  I  was  train'd  up  in  the  Englifh  Court : 
Where,  beiug  but  young,,  I  framed  to  the  Harp, 
Many  an  Englifh  Ditty,  lovely  well, 
And  gave  the  Tongue  a  helpful  Ornament 5 
A  Vcrtuethat  was  never  feen  in  you. 

Hotfp.  Marry,  and  I  am  glad  of  it  withall  my  heart, 
I  had  rather  be  a  Kitficn,  and  cry  mew, 

Than  one  of  thefe  fame  meeter-Ballad-mongers, : 
I  had  rather  hear  a  Brazen  Candleftick  tun'd, 
Or  a  dry  Wheel  grate  on  the  Axle-tree, 
And  that  would  fet  my  teeth  on  Edge, 
Nothing  fo  much  as  mincing  Poetrie ; 

'Tis  like  the  fore'd  gate  of  a  muffling  Nag. 
Glend.  Come,  you  fhall  have  Trent  turn'd. 
Hotfp.  I  do  not  care :  Pie  give  thrice  fo  much  Land 

To  any  well-deferving  Friend  ; 
But  in  the  way  of  Bargain,  mark  ye  me, 

I'le  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  Hair. 
Are  the  Indentures  drawn  ?  fhall  we  be  gone  ? 

Glend.  The  Moon  fhines  fair, 

You  may  away  by  Night : 
Pie  hafte  the  Writer  ;  and  withall, 
Break  with  your  Wives,  of  your  departure  hence  : 
I  am  afraid  my  Daughter  will  rim  mad. 
So  much  fhe  doteth  on  her  Mortimer.  \_Exit. 

Mort.  Fie,  Coufin  Percy,  how  you  crofs  my  Father. 
Hotfp.  I  cannot  chufe  :  fometime  he  angers  me, 

With  telling  me  of  the  Moldwarp  and  the  Ant, 
Of  the  Dreamer  Merlin,  and  his  Prophecies  j 

And  of  a  Dragon,  and  a  fin-lefs  Fifh, 
A  clip-wing'd  Griffin,  and  a  moulten  'Raven, 
A  couching  Lyon,  a  ramping  Cat, 

And  fuch  a  deal  of  skimble-skamble  Stuff, 
As  puts  me  from  my  Faith-  I  tell  you  what, 

He  held  me'laft  Night,  at  leaft  nine  hours, 
In  reckning  up  thefe  feveral  Devils  Names, 
That  were  his  Lackeys  : 

I  cry'd  hum,  and  well,  go  too, 
But  mark'd  him  not  a  word.  O,  he  is  as  tedious 
As  a  tyred  Horfe,  a  railing  Wife, 
Worfe  than  a  fmoaky  Houfe.  I  had  rather  live 
With  Cheefe  and  Garlick  in  a  Windmill  far, 
Than  feed  on  Cates,  and  have  him  talk  to  me, 

In 
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In  anySummer-houfein  Chriftendom. 
Aiort.  In  faith  he  was  an  honeft  Gentleman 

Exceeding  well  read,  and  profited, 
In  Arrange  Concealments: 
Valiant  as  a  Lion,  and  wondrous  affable, 
And  as  bountiful,  as  Mines  of  India. 
Shall  I  tell  you,  Coufin, 
He  holds  your  temper  in  a  high  refpedt, 
And  curbs  himfelf,  even  of  his  natural  fcope, 

When  you  do  crofs  his  humour :  'faith  he  does. 
I  warrant  you,  that  a  man  is  not  alive, 
Might  fo  have  tempted  him,  as  you  have  done, 
Without  the  tafte  of  danger,  and  reproof: 
But  do  not  ufe  it  oft,  let  meintreat  you. 

Wore.  In  faith^  my  Lord,  you  are  too  willful  blame, 
And  iince  your  coming  hither,  have  done  enough, 
To  put  him  quite  betides  his  patience : 
You  muft  needs  learn,  Lord,  to  amend  this  fault ; 
Though  fometimes  it  fhew  greatnefs,  Courage,  Blood, 

And  that's  the  deareft  grace  it  renders  you  ; 
Yet  otten times  it  doth  prefent  harfh  Rage, 
D:fect  of  Manners,  want  of  Government, 
Pride,  Haughtinefs,  Opinion,  andDifdain: 
The  leaft  of  which,  haunting  a  Nobleman, 
Lofeth  mens  Hearts,  and  leaves  behind  a  ftain 
Upon  the  Beauty  of  all  parts  befides, 
Beguiling  them  of  Commendation. 

Hot.  Well,  I  am  fchool'd: 
Good-manners  be  your  fpeed 
Here  come  your  Wives,  and  let  us  take  our  leave, 

Enter  Glendower,  with  the  Ladies. 

Mort.  This  is  the  deadly  fpight  that  angers  me, 
;  My  Wife  can  fpeak  no  Englifh,  I  no  Welfh. 

Glend.  My  Daughter  weeps,  lhe'11  not  part  with  you, 
She'll  be  a  Souldier  too,  (he'll  to  the  Wars. 

Mort.  Good-Father  tell  her,  that  ftie  and  my  Aunt  Percy 
; Shall  follow  in  your  Conduct  fpeedily. 

Glendower  /peaks  to  her  Welfli,  and  Jhe  an- 
fivers  him  in  the  fame. 

Glend.  She  is  defperate  here  : 

iA  peevifh  felf-wiU'd  Harlotry, 

One  that  Perfwafion  can  do  no  good  upon.' 

The  Lady  [peaks  inWtlfli. 

Mort.  I  underftand  thy  Looks  •,  that  pretty  Welft% 
Which  thou  powr'ft  down  from  thefe  fwelling  Heavens, 
I  am  too  perfect  in:  And  but  for  fhame, 
In  fuch  a  parley  fhould  I  anfwer  thee. 

The  Lady  again  in  Weljl). 

Mort.  I  underftand  thy  Rifles,  and  thou  mine^ 
And  that's  a  feeble  difoutation  : 
But  I  will  never  be  a  Truant,  Love, 
Till  I  have  learn'd  thy  Language  :  For  thy  Tongue 
Makes  Welfli  as  fweetas  Ditties  highly  penn'd^ 
Sung  by  a  fair  Queen  in  a  Summers  Bower, 
jWith  raviihing  Divifion  to  her  Lute. 

Glend.  Nay,  if  thou  melt,  then  will  fhe  run  mad. 

The  Lady  [peaks  again  in  Welfh, 

Mort.  O,  I  am  ignorance  it  felf  in  this. 
Glend.  She  bids  you, 

IjOn  the  wanton  nifties  lay  you  down, 
And  reft  your  gentle  head  upon  her  Lap, 

1  And  fhewill  fing  the  Song  that  pleafeth  you, 
And  on  your  Eye-Lids  Crown  the  God  of  Sleep, 
Charming  your  Blood  with  pleafing  heavinefs  •, 

Making  fuch  difference  betwixt  Wake  and  Sleep, 
As  is  the  difference  betwixt  Day  and  Night, 
The  hour  before  the  Heavenly  HarnciyM  Teem 

Begins  his  golden  Progrefs  in  the  Eaft. 
Mort.  Withal  my  heart  Pie  fit,  and  hear  her  fing : 

By  what  time  will  our  Book,  I  think,  be  drawn. Glend.  Go  fo 

And  thofe  Mufitians  that  fliall  play  to  you, 
Hang  in  the  Air  a  thoufand  Leagues  from  thence  ; 
And  ftraight  they  fliall  be  here :  fit,  and  attend. 

Hot.  Come,  Kate,  thou  art  perfect  in  lying  down  : 
Come,  quick,  quick,  that  I  may  lay  my  Head  in  thy  Lap. 

Lady.  Go,  ye  giddy-Goofe. The  Mnfck_  plays. 

Hot.  Now  I  perceive  the  Devil  underftands  Welfli, 
And  'tis  no  marvel  he  is  fo  humorous : 

Byrlady  he's  a  good  Mufitian. 
Lady,  Then  would  you  be  nothing  but  Mufical, 

For  you  are  all  together  governed  by  humors : 
Lie  ftill  ye  Thief,  and  hear  the  Lady  fing  in  Welfh. 

Hot.  I  had  rather  hear  (Lady)  myBrach  howle  inlrifh. 

Lady.  Would'ft  have  thy  Head  broken? Hot.  No. 

Lady.  Then  be  ftill. 
Hot.  Neither,  'tis  a  Womans  Fault. 

•   Lady.  Now  God  help  thee. 
Hot.  To  the  Welfh  Ladies  Bed. 

Lady.  What's  that  ? Hot.  Peace,  fhe  fings. 

Here  the  Lady  fings  a  Welfli  Song, 

Hot.  Come,  Pie  have  your  Song  too. 

Lady.  Not  mine,  in  good  footh. 
Hot.  Not  yours,  in  good  fdoth  ? 

You  fwear  like  a  Comfit-makers  Wife, 
Not  you,  in  good  footh-  and,  as  true  as  I  live  j 
And,  as  God  fliall  mend  me  ;  and  as  fure  as  day  • 
And  giveft  fuch  Sarcenet  furety  for  thy  Oaths, 

As  if  thou  never  walk'ft  further  than  Finsbnry. 
Swear  me,  Kate,  like  a  Lady,  as  thou  art, 

A  good  mouth-filling  Oath,  and  leave  infooth, 
And  fuch  proteftof  Pepper-Ginger-bread, 
To  Velvet- Guards,  and  Sunday-Citizens. 
Come,  fing. 

Lady.  I  will  not  fingj 

Hot.  'Tisthe  next  way  to  turn  Taylor,  or  be  Red- 

jreaft  Teacher :  And  the  Indentures  be  drawn,  Pie  away' 
within  thefe  two  hours:  And  fo  come  in,  when  ye 
will.  [Exit. 

Glend.  Come,  come,  horA  Mortimer,  you  are  as  flow, 
As  hot  Lord  Percy  is  on  fire  to  go, 

3y  this  our  Book  is  drawn:  we'll  but  feal, 
And  then  to  Horfe  immediately. 

Mort.  With  all  my  heart.  [Exeunt, 

S carta  Secunda. 

Enter  the  King,  Prince  of  Wales,  and  others, 

King.  Lords,  give  us  leave : 
The  Prince  of  Wales,  and  I, 
Muft  have  fome  private  Conference, 
But  be  near  at  hand, 

For  we  fhall  prefently  have  need  of  you,    [Exeunt  Lords 
I  know  not  whether  Heaven  will  have  it  fo, 
For  fome  difpleafing  Service  I  have  done ; 
That  in  his  fecretDoom,  out  of  my  Blood, 

He'll  breed  Revengment,  and  a  Scourge  for  me  j 
But  thou  doft  in  thy  paflages  of  Life, 

Make  me  believe,  that  thou  art  onely  mark'd 
For  the  hot  Vengeance,  and  the  Rod  of  Heaven 

F  f  3    To 
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To  punifh  my  Miftreadings.    Tell  meclfc, 
Could  futh  inordinate  and  low  defires, 

Such  poor,  fuch  bare,  fuch  lcw'd,  fuch  mean  Attempts, 
Such  barren  Pleafures,  rude  Society, 

As  thou  art  match'd  withall,  and  grafted  too, 

Accompany  the  greatnefs  of  thy*  blood, And  hold  their  level  with  thy  Princely  heart  ? 
Prince.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I  would  1  could 

Quit  all  Offences  with  as  clear  excufe, 
As  well  as  I  am  doubtlefs  I  can  purge 
My  felf  of  many  I  am  chargM  withal : 
Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg, 

As  in  reproof  of  many  Tales  devis'd. 
Which  oft  the  Ear  of  Greatnefs  needs  muft  hear, 

By  fmiling  Pick-thanks,  and  bafe  News-mongers  j 
I  may  for  fome  things  true,  wherein  my  youth 
Hath  faulty  wandred,  and  irregular, 
Find  pardon  on  my  true  fubmiflion. 

King.  Heaven  pardon  thee : 
Yet  let  me  wonder,  Harry, 
At  thy  AfFeftions,  which  do  hold  a  Wing 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  Anceftors, 
Thy  place  in  Council  thou  haft  rudely  loft, 

Which  by  thy  younger  Brother  is  fuppli'd  j 
And  art  almoft  an  alien  to  the  Hearts* 
Of  all  the  Court  and  Princes  of  my  blood. 
The  Hope  and  Expectation  of  thy  time 
Is  ruin'd,  and  the  Soul  of  every  man 
Prophetically  do  fore  think  thy  fall. 
Hadlfolavifh  of  my  Prefence  been, 

So  common  hackney'd  in  the  ways  of  men, 
So  ftale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  Company  ; 
Opinion,  that  did  help  me  to  the  Crown, 
Had  ftill  kept  loyal  to  Poffeflion, 
And  left  me  in  reputelefs  Banifhment, 
A  Fellow  of  no  mark,  nor  likelihood. 

By  being  feldom  feen,  I  could  not  ftir, 
But  like  a  Comet,  1  was  wondred  at. 
That  Men  would  tell  their  Children,  This  is  he : 

Others  would  fay,  where?  which  is  BidlingbrodkJ 
And  then  I  ftoleallCourtefie  from  Heaven, 
And  dreft  my  felf  in  fuch  Humility, 
That  I  did  pluck  Allegiance  from  Mens  Hearts, 
Loud  fnouts  and  falutations  from  their  Mouths, 

Even  in  the  prefence  of  the  crowned  King. 
Thus  I  did  keep  my  Perfon  frefh  and  new, 

My  Prefence  like  a  Robe  Pontifical, 
Ne're  feen,  but  wondred  at :  and  fo  my  fhte, 
Seldom  butfumptuous,  fhewed  like  a  Fcaft, 
And  won  byrarenefs  fuch  Solemnity. 
The  skipping  King  he  ambled  up  and  down, 
With  fhallow  Jefters,  and  rafli  Bavin  Wits, 
Soon  kindled,  and foon  burnt,  carded  his  State, 

Mingled  his  Royalty  with  carping  Fools, 
Had  his  great  Name  prophaned  with  their  fcorns-, 
And  gave  his  Countenance,  againft  his  Name, 
To  laugh  at  gybing  Boys,  and  ftand  the  pufh 
Of  every  beardlefs  vain  comparative: 
Grew  a  Companion  to  the  common  ftreets, 

Enfeoff'd  himfelf  to  Popularity  : 
That  being  daily  fwallowed  by  mens  Eyes, 
They  furfeited  with  Honey,  and  began  to  loathe 
The  tafte  of  fweetneft,  whereof  a  little 
More  than  a  little,  is  by  much  too  much. 

So  when  he  had  occafion  tojbe  feen, 
He  was  but  as  the  Cuckow  is  in  Juae? 
Heard,  not  regarded :  feen,  but  with  fuch  Eyes, 
As  fick  and  blunted  with  community, 
Afford  no  extraordinary  gaze, 
Such  as  is  bent  on  Sun-like  Majefty, 
When  it  fhines  feldom  in  admiring  Eyes : 

But  rather  drowz'd,  and  hung  their  Eye-lids  down, 
Slept  in  his  Face,  and  rendred  fuch  afpect 
As  cloudy  men  ufe  to  do  their  Adverfaries, 
.  

Being  with  his  Prefence  glutted,  gorg'd,  and  full. 
And  in  that  very  Line,  Harry,  ftandeft  thou 

For  thou  haft  loft  thy  Princely  priviledge,  " 
With  vile  participation.    Not  an  Eye 
But  is  a-weary  of  thy  common  light, 

Save  mine,  which  hath  defir'd  to  lee  thee  more : 
Which  now  doth,  that  I  would  not  have  irdo. 
Make  blind  it  felf  with  foolifh  tendernefs. 

Prince.  I  fhall  hereafter,  my  thrice  gracious  Lord, 
Be  more  my  felf. 

Kwg.  For  all  the  World, 
As  thou  art  to  this  hour,  was  Richard  then, 
When  I  from  France  fet  forth  at  Ravenfpurg  ; 
And  even  as  I  was  then,  is  Percy  now : 
Now  by  my  Scepter,  and  my  Soul  to  boot, 
He  hath  more  worthy  Intereft  to  the  ftate 

Than  thou  the  Shadow  of  Succeffion-, 
For  of  no  Right,  nor  Colour  like  to  Right, 
He  doth  fill  Fields  with  Harnefs  in  the  Realm, 

Turns  Head  againft  the  Lyon's  armed  Jaws  \ 
And  being  no  more  in  debt  to  years  than  thou. 
Leads  ancient  Lords,  and  reverend  Bifhops  on. 
To  bloody  Battels,  and  to  bruifing  Arms. 
What  never-dying  Honour  hath  he  got, 
Againft  renowned  Dowglas,  whofe  high  Deeds, 
Whofe  hot  Incur fions,  and  great  Name  in  Arms, 
Holds  from  all  Souldiers  chief  Majority, 
And  Military  Title  Capital. 
Through  all  the  Kingdoms  that  acknowledge  Chrift, 
Thrice  hath  the  HotffHr  Mars,  in  fwathing  Cloaths, 
This  infant- Warriour,  in  his  Enterprifes, 

Difcomfited  great  Dowglas,  ta'ne  him  once, 
Enlarged  him,  and  made  a  Friend  of  him, 
To  fill  the  Mouth  of  deep  Defiance  up, 
And  fhake  the  Peace  and  Safety  of  our  Throne. 
And  what  fay  you  to  this  ?  Percys  Northumberland, 
The  Arch-Bifhops  Grace  of  York^,  Dowglas,  Morttmtry 
Capitulate  againft  us,  and  are  up. 
But  wherefore  do  I  tell  this  News  to  thee  ? 

Why,  Harry,  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  Foes, 
Wnich  art  my  near'ftand  deareft  Enemy  ? 
Thou  art  like  enough,  through  Vaffal  Fear, 
Bafe  Inclination,  and  the  ftart  of  Spleen, 
To  fight  againft  me  under  Percieh  Pay, 
To  dog  his  Heels,  and  courtfie  at  his  Frowns. 
To  fhew  how  much  thou  art  degenerate. 

Prince.  Do  not  think  fo,  you  fhall  not  find  it  fo : 

And  Heaven  forgive  them,  that  fbmuch  have  fway'd 
Your  Majefties  good  thoughts  away  from  me : 
I  will  redeem  all  this  on  Perries  Head, 
And  in  the  doling  of  fome  glorious  day, 
Be  bold  to  tell  you,  that  I  am  your  Son, 
When  I  will  wear  a  Garment  all  of  Blood, 
And  ftain  my  Favours  in  a  bloody  Mask : 
Which  walht  away,  fhall  fcowre  my  fhame  with  it. 

And  that  fhall  be  the  day,  when  e're  it  lights, 
That  this  fame  Child  of  Honour  and  Renown, 

This  gallant  Hotfpur,  this  all-praifed  Knight,  ' 
And  your  unthought  of  Harry-,  chance  to  meet : 
For  every  Honour  fitting  on  his  Helm, 
Would  they  were  multitudes,  and  on  my  Head 
My  Shames  redoubled.    For  the  time  will  come, 
That  I  fhall  make  this  Northern  Youth  exchange 
His  Glorious  Deeds  for  my  Indignities : 
Percy  is  but  my  Faflor,  good,  my  Lord, 

To  engrofs  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf : 
And  I  will  call  him  to  fo  ftricl  account, 
That  he  fhall  render  every  Glory  up, 

Yea,  even  the  fleighteft  VVorfhip  of  his  Time> 
Or  1  will  tear  the  Reckoning  from  his  heart. 
This,  in  the  Name  of  Heaven,  I  promife  here : 

The  which,  if  I  promife,  and  do  l'urvive, I  do  befeech  your  Majefty,  may  falve 

The  long-grown  V  Vounds  of  my  intemperature : 
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If  not,  the  end  of  Life  cancels  all  Bands, 
And  1  will  dye  a  hundred  thoufand  deaths, 
E're  break  the  fmalleft  parcel  of  this  Vow. 

King.  A  hundred  thoufand  Rebels  die  in  this : 

Thou  fhalt  have  Charge,  and  Soveraign  truft  herein. Enter  Blunt. 

How  now,  good  Blunt?  thy  looks  are  full  of  fpeed. 
Blunt .  So  hath  the  bufinefs  that  I  come  to  fpeak  of. 

Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hath  fent  word, 

That  Dorvglas  and  the  English  Rebels  met 
The  eleventh  of  this  Month,  ̂ Shrewsbury: 
A  mighty  and  a  fearful  Head  they  are, 
(If  promifes  be  kept  on  every  hand ) 
As  ever  offered  foul  play  in  a  State. 

King.  The  Earl  of  Wefimerland  fet  forth  to  day  : 
With  him  my  Son,  Lord  John  of  Lancafier, 
For  this  Advertifement  is  five  days  old. 

On  Wednefday  next,  Harry,  thou  fhalt  fet  forward  : 
On  Thurfday,  we  our  felves  will  march. 
Our  meeting  is  Bridgenorth :  And  Harryy  you  fhall  march 
Through  Gbcefier-ftihe  :  By  which  account, 
Our  Bufinefs  valued,  fome  twelve  days  hence, 
Our  general  Forces  at  Bridgenorth  fhall  meet. 
Our  hands  are  full  of  bufinefs :  Let's  away, 
Advantage  feeds  them  fat,  while  men  delay.  {Exeunt, 

Scana  Tertia. 

Enter  Falftaff,  and  Bardolph. 

Falfi.  Bardolph,  am  I  not  fain  away  vilely,  fince  this 

laft  a<ftion.?  do  I  not  bate/"  do  I  not  dwindle?  Why 
my  skin  hangs  about  me  like  an  old  Ladies  loofe  Gown : 

f  am  withered  like  an  old  Apple  John.  Well  I'lc  repent, 
and  that  fuddenly,  while  I  am  in  fome  liking  I  fhall  be 
out  of  heart  fhortly,  and  then  I  fhall  have  no  ftrength  to 

repent.  And  I  have  not  forgotten  what  the  in-fide  of  a 
Church  is  made  of,  I  am  a  Pepper  Corn,  a  Brewers 
Horfe:  The  in- fide  of  a  Church.  Company,  villanous 
Company  hath  been  the  fpoilof  me. 

Bard.  Sir  Johnson  are  fo  fretful, you  cannot  live  long. 
Falfi .  Why  there  is  it :  Come,  fing  me  a  bawdy  Song, 

make  me  merry  ••  I  was  as  virtuoufly  given,  as  a  Gentleman 
need  to  be ;  virtuous  enough,  fwore  little,  Dic'd  not  above 
feven  times  a  week,  went  to  a  Bawdy-houfe  not  above 
once  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  paid  money  that  I  borrowed 
three  or  four  times  :  lived  well,  and  in  good  compafs : 
And  now  I  live  out  of  all  order,  out  of  compafs. 

Bard.  Why,  you  are  fo  fat,  Sir  John,  that  you  mull 

needs  beout  of  all  compafs  •,  out  of  ail  reafonable  com- 
pafs, Sir  John. 

Falfi.  Do  thou  amend  thy  Face,  and  I'lc  amend  my 
Life.  Thou  art  our  Admiral,  thou  beareft  the  Lantern 

in  the  Poop,  but 'tis  in  theNofeof  thee-,  thou  art  the 
Knight  of  the  burning  Lamp. 
Bard.  Why,  Sir  John,  my  Face  does  you  no  harm. 

Falfi.  No,  I'le  be  fwom  :  I  make  as  good  ufe  of  it,  as 
many  a  man  doth  of  a  Deaths-Head,  or  a  Memento  Mori. 
I  never  fee  thy  Face,  but  I  think  upon  Hell  fire,  and  Dives 
that  lived  in  Purple ;  for  there  he  is  in  his  Robes  burning. 
Jf  thou  wert  any  way  given  to  Virtue,  I  would  fwear  by 
thy  Face  j  my  Oath  mould  be,  By  this  Fire :  But  thou 
artaltogether  given  over ;  and  were  indeed,  but  for  the 
Light  in  thy  Face,  the  Sun  of  utter  Darknefs.  When 

thou  rann'ft  up  Gads-hiil  in  the  night  to  catch  my  Horfe, 
if  I  did  not  think  thou  hadft  been  an  Ignts  fatuits,  or  a  Ball 

of  Wild-fire,  there's  no  purchafe  in  Money.  O,  thou 
art  a  perpetual  Triumph,  an  everlafting  Bone-fire-light, 
thou  haft  faved  me  a  thoufand  Marks  in  Links  and  Tor- 

ches, walking  with  thee  in  the  night  betwixt  Tavern 
and  Tavern  •  But  the  Sack  that  thou  haft  drunk  me, 
would  have  bought  me  light  as  good  cheap,  at  the 

dearelt  Chandlers  in  Europe.  1  have  maintain'd  that  Sa- 
lamander o{  yourswith  fire,  any  time  this  two  and  thirty 

years,  Heaven  reward  me  for  it. 
Bard.  I  would  my  Face  were  in  your  belly. 

Falfi.  Sofhould  I  be  fure  to  be  heart-buru'd. 
Enter  Ho  fiefs. 

How  now,  Dame  Parlet  the  Hen,  have  you  enquir'd  yet 
who  pick'd  my  Pocket  ? 

Hoftefs.  Why,  Sir  John,  what  do  you  think,  Sir  John? 
do  you  think  1  keep  Thieves  in  my  Houfe  ?  I  have 

fearch'd,  I  have  enquir'd,  fo  has  my  Husband.  Man  by 
Man,  Boy  by  Boy,  Servant  by  Servant:  The  tight  of  a 
Hair  was  never  loft  in  my  Houfe  before. 

Falfi.  Ye  lye,  Hoftefs :  Bardolph  was  fhav'd,  and  loft 
many  a  hair  ;  and  I'lc  be  fworn  my  Pocket  was  pick'd ;  go 
to,  you  are  a  Woman,  go. 

Hoftefs.  Whol  ?  I  defie  thee .  I  was  never  call'd  fo  in 
mincown  Houfe  before. 

Falfi.  Go  to,  I  know  you  well  enough. 
Hoflefs.  No,  Sir  John:  You  do  not  know  me,  Sir 

John;  I  know  you,  Sir  John :  You  owe  me  Money,  Sir  John, 
and  now  you  pick  a  quarrel  to  beguile  me  of  it :  I  bought 
you  a  dozen  of  Shirts  to  your  back. 

Falsi-  Dowlas,  filthy  Dowlas :  I  have  given  them  away 
to  Bakers  Wives,  and  they  have  made  Boulters  of  them. 

Hoftefs.  Now  as  I  am  a  true  Woman,  Holland  of  eight 
fhillings  an  Ell  :  You  owe  Money  hene  befides,  Sir  John, 

for  your  Diet,  and  by-Drinkings,  and  Money  lent  you, 
four  and  twenty  pounds. 

Falft.  He  had  his  part  of  it,  let  him  pay. 
Hoslefs.  He  ?  alas    he  is  poor,  he  hath  nothing. 
Falfi.  How?  poor?  look  upon  his  face:  What  call 

you  rich  ?  Let  him  coyn  his  Nofe,  let  him  coyn  his 

Cheeks,  I'le  not  pay  a  Denier.  What,  will  you  make  a 
Yonker  of  me  ?  Shall  I  not  take  mine  eafe  in  mine  Inn, 

Dut  I  fhall  have  my  Pocket  pick'd  ?  I  have  loft  a  Seal-Ring 
of  my  Grand-fathers,  worth  forty  Mark. 

Hoftefs.  I  have  heard  the  Prince  tell  him,  I  know  not 
how  oft,  that  that  Ring  was  Copper. 

Falft.  How?  the  Prince  is  a  Jack,  a  Sneak-Cup:  and 
if  he  were  here,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a  Dog,  if  he 
would  fay  fo. 

Enter  the  Prince  marching,  and  Falftaff  meets  himt 

playing  on  his  Trunchion  like  a  Fife. 

Falft.  How  now,  Lad  ?  is  the  wind  in  that  Door  ? 
Muft  we  all  march  ? 

Bard.  Yea,  two  and  two,  Newgate  fafhion. 

Hoft.  My  Lord,  I  pray  you  hear  me. 
Prmce.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Miftrefs  i2«/c4/y  ?  How  does 

thy  Husband  ?  I  love  him  well,  he  is  an  honeft  man. 

Hfiefs.  Good,  my  Lord,  hear  me. 
Falfi.  Prethee  let  her  alone,  and  lift  to  me. 
Prince.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Jack.? 
Falfi.  The  other  night  1  fell  afleep  here  behind  the 

Arras,  and  had  my  Pocket  pickt ;  This  Houfe  is  turn'd 
Bawdy-houfe,  they  pick  Pockets. 

Prince.  What didft thou lofe,  Jack? 

Falfi.  Wilt  thou  believe  me,  Hal  ?  Three  or  four 
Bonds  of  forty  pound  a  piece,  and  a  Seal-Ring  of  my 
Grand-fathers. 

Prime.  A  trifle,  fome  eight-penny  matter. 
Hon.  So  I  told  him,  my  Lord  j  and  I  faid,  I  heard 

your  Grace  fay  fo .'  And  (my  Lord ;  he  fpeaks  moft  vilely 
of  you,  like  a  foul-mouth'd  man  as  he  is,  and  faid  he would  cudgel  you. 

Prince.  What,  he  did  not  ? 

Hofi.  There's  neither  Faith,  Truth,  nor  Woman-hood in  me  elfe. 

Fal,  There's  no  more  faith  in  thee  than  in  a  ftude 
Prune  •,  nor  no  more  truth  in  thee  than  in  a  drawn  Fox  •• 
and  for  Woman-hood,  Maid-Marian  may  be  the  Depu- 

ties Wife  of  the  Ward  to  thee.  Go  you  nothing,  go. 

Hofi, 
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Hojl.  Say,  whnt  thing  ?  what  thing  ? 
FJjt.  What  thing  7  why  a  thing  to  thank  Heaven  on. 
Hoft.  I  am  nothing  to  thank  Heaven  on,  I  would  thou 

ihculdlt  know  it :  I  am  an  honeft  Man's  Wife  :  and  fetting 
thy  Knighthood  alide,  thou  art  a  Knave  to  call  me  fo. 

F.lft.  Setting  thy  Womanhood  alide,  thou  art  a  Beaft 
co  fay  othervvifc. 
Hm.  Say,  what  Bead,  thou  Knave  thou  ? 
Fat,  W  hat  Be aft  ?  Why  an  Otter. 
Pan.  An  Otter,  Sir  John,  why  an  Otter  ? 

F.-l.  Why?  fee's  neither  fifh  norflefh:,  a  man  knows 
not  where  to  have  her. 

Hqft.  Thou  art  an  unjnft  man  in  faying  fo  •,  thou,  or 
any  man  knows  where  to  have  me,  thou  Knave  thou. 

Frin.  Thou  fay 'ft  true,  Hoftefs,  and  he  (landers  thee 
moll  grcfly. 

Ho0.  So  he  doth  yen,  my  Lord,  and  faid  this  other 

day,  you  ow'd  him  a  thoufand  pound. 
Fnr.ce.  Sirrah,  do  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound  ? 
Fal.  A  thoufand  pound,  Hal  ?  a  million  :  thy  love  is 

worth  a  million  :  thou  ow'ft  me  thy  love. 
Hop.  Nay,  my  Lord,  he  call'd  you  Jack,  and  faid  he 

would  cudgel  you. 
Fal.  Did  I,  Bardolpbt 
Ear.  Indeed,  Sir  John,  you  faid  fo. 
Fal.  Yea,  if  he  faid  my  Ring  was  Copper. 

.  Prtn.  I  fay  "'tis 'Copper.  Dar'ft  thou  be  as  good  as 
thy  word  now  ? 

Fal.  Why,  Hal  ?  thou  know'ft,as  thou  art  but  a  man, 
I  dare,  but  as  thou  art  a  Prince,  1  fear  thee,  as  1  fear  the 
roaring  of  the  Lyons  Whelp. 

Frin.  And  why  Hot  as  the  Lyon  ? 
Fal.  The  King  himfelf  is  to  be  feared  as  the  Lyon : 

Do'ft  thou  think  Tie  fear  thee,  as  I  fear  thy  Father  ?  nay 
if  I  do,  let  my  Girdle  break. 

Frin.  O,  if  it  mould,  how  would  thy  guts  fall  about 

thy  knees.  But,  Uriah,  there's  no  room  for  Faith,  Truth, 
nor  Honcliy^iu  this  bofom  of  thine:  it  is  all  fill'd  up 
with  Guts  and  Midriff.  Charge  an  honeft  Woman 
with  picking  thy  Pocket  ?  Why  thou  horfon  impudent, 
imboft  Rafcal,  if  there  were  any  thing  in  thy  Pocket  but 
Tavern  Recknings,  Memorandums  of  Bawdy- Houfes, 
and  one  poor  penny-worth  of  Sugar-candy  to  make  thee 

long-winded  :  if  thy  Pocket  were  enrich'd  with  any  ci- 
ther injuries  but  thefe,  1  am  a  Villain  :  And  yet  you  will 

Hand  to  ir,  you  will  not  Pocket  up  Wrongs.  Art  thou  not 
afham'd/ 

Fal.  Doft  thou  hear,  Hal  ?  Thou  knovv'It  in  the  Hate 
of  Innocency,  Adam{^\:  and  what  would  poor  Jac^ 
Falftaff  do,  in  the  days  of  Villany  ;  Tho.u  feeil,  I  have 
more  llefh  than  another  man,  and  therefore  frailty.  You 
confefs  then  you  pickt  my  Pocket  ? 

Frin.  It  appears  fo  by  the  Story. 
Fal.  Hoftefs,  1  forgive  thee : 

Go  make  ready  Breakfaft,  love  thy  Husband, 

Look  to  thy  Servants,  and  cherifh  thy  Guefts  •* 
Thou  flialt  find  me  tradable  to  any  honeft  Reafon : 
Thou  feeft,  I  am  pacified  [till. 
Nay,  I  prethee  be  gone.  {Exit  Hoflefs. 
Now,  Hal,  to  the  news  at  Court  for  the  Robbery,  Lad  ? 
How  is  that  anfwered  I 

Prtn.  O  my  fwect  Beef : 
I  mull  (till  be  good  Angel  to  thee. 
The  Money  is  paid  back  again. 

Fat.  O,  1  do  not  like  that  paying  back,   'tis  a  double Labour. 

Frin.  I  am  good  Friends  with  my  Father,  and  may 
do  any  thing. 

Fal.  Rob  me  the  Exchequer  the  firft  thing  thou  do'ft, 
and  do  it  with  un-wafh'd  hands  too. 

Bard.  Do,  my  Lord. 
Fnn.  1  have  procured  thee,  Jack*,  a  Charge  of  Foot. 
Fal.  I  would  it  had  been  of  Horfe.  Where  fhall  1  find 

one  that  can  Ileal  wcjl  ?  O,  for  a  fine  Thief,  of  two  and 

twenty,  or  thereabout :  I  am  hainoufly  unprovided.  Well, 
God  be  thanked  for  thefe  Rebels,  they  offend  none  but 
the  Virtuous.  I  laud  tbem,  I  praife  them. 

Frin.  Bardclph.       .  * Bar.  My  Lord. 
Frin.  Go  bear  this  Letter  to  Lord  John  of  Lancafler 

to  my  Brother  7^"-  This  to  my  Lord  of  Weftmerland\ 
Go  Peto,  to  Hoile  :  for  thou,  and  I, 
Have  thirty  Miles  to  ride  yet  e're  dinner  time. 
J^ks;  meet  me  to  Morrow  in  the  Temple-Hall 
At  two  a  Clock  in  the  Afternoon, 
There  flialt  thou  know  thy  Charge,  and  there  receive 
Money,  and  Order  for  their  Furniture. 
The  Land  is  burning,  Percy  Hands  on  hie, 
And  either  they,  or  we,  muft  lower  lie. 

Fal  Rare  words :  brave  world, 

Hoftefs,  my  Breakfaft,  come  • 
Oh,  I  could  wifh  this  Tavern  were  my  Drum. 

{_  Exeunt  omnes. 

Actus  Quartus.  Scena  Vrima. 

Enter  Harry  Hotfpur,  Worcefter, and  Dowglas. 

Hot.  Well  faid,  my  Noble  Scot,  if  fpeaking  truth 
In  this  fine  Age,  were  not  thought  Flattery, 
Such  attribution  lhould  the  Dowglas  have, 
As  not  a  Souldier  of  this  Seafons  ftamp, 
Should  go  fo  general  currant  through  the  world. 
By  Heaven  1  cannot  flatter  :  1  defie 
The  Tongues  pf  Soothers.  But  a  braver  place 
In  my  Heart's  love,  hath  no  man  than  your  Self. 
Nay,  task  me  to  my  word  :  approve  me,  Lord. 

Dow.  Thou  art  the  King  of  Honour  : 
No -man  fo  porevf  breathes  upon  the  ground, 
But  I  will  Beard  him. 

;  Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Hot.  Do  fo,  and  'tis  well.  What  Letters  haft  thou 
there  ?  I  can  but  thank  you. 

Mtf.  Thefe  Letters  come  from  your  Father. 
Hot.  Letters  from  him  ? 

Why  comes  he  not  himfelf? 
Mcft.  He  cannot  come,  my  Lord, 

He  is  grievous  lick. 
Hot.  How  ?  has  he  the  leifure  to  be  lick  now, 

In  fuch  a  juitling  time  ?  who  leads  his  Power  f 
Under  whole  Government  come  they  along  ? 

Me  ft.  His  Letters  bears  his  mind,  not  I  his  mind. 
Wor.  I  prethee  tell  me,  doth  he  keep  hisBed  ? 

Mejf.  He  did,  my  Lord,  four  days  e're  Ifet  forth: 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence, 

He  was  much  fear'd  by  his  Phyfician. 
Wor.  I  would  the  flate  of  time  had  firft  been  whole, 

E're  he  by  Sicknefs  had  been  vifited  -, 
His  Health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hotfp.  Sick  now  ?  droop  now  ?  this  ficknefsdflth  infecT 
The  very  Life-blood  of  our  Enterprife, 

'Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  Camp. 
He  writes  me  here,  that  inward  Sicknefs, 
And  that  his  Friends  by  deputation 
Could  not  fo  foon  be  drawn  :  nor  did  he  think  it  meet 

To  lay  fodangerous  and  dear  a  truft 
On  a  Soul  remov'd,  but  on  his  own. 
Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  Advertisement, 

That  with  our  fmall  Conjunclion'we  fhould  on, 
To  fee  how  Fortune  is  difpos'd  to  us, 
For,  a«  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now, 
Becaufe  the  King  is  certainly  poflcft 
Of  all  our  Pjirpofes.  What  lay  you  to  it  ? 

Wor.  Your  Father's  licknefs  is  a  maim  to  us. 
Hotfp.  A  periilousGafh,  a  very  Limb  lopt  off: 

And 
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And  yet,  in  faith,  'tis  not,  his  prefent  want 
Seems  more  than  we  (hall  find  it, 

Were  it  good,  to  fetthe  exacl:  Wealth  of  all  our  States 
All  at  one  Call  ?  to  fet  fo  rich  a  Mine 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtful  Hour, 

It  were  not  good  •  for  therein  mould  we  read 
The  very  bottom,  and  the  Soul  of  hope, 
The  very  Lift,  the  very  utmoft  bound 
Of  all  our  Fortunes. 

Dowg.  Faith,  and  fo  we  mould, 
Where  now  remains  a  fweet  Reverfion„ 

We  may  boldly  fpend,  upon  the  hope 
Of  what  is  to  come  in: 
A  comfort  of  Retirement  lives  in  this. 

Hotfp.  A  Rendezvous,  a  Home  to  flie  untoT 
If  that  the  Devil  and  Mifchance  look  big 

Upon  the  Maidenhead  of  our  Affairs. 
Wor.  But  yet  I  would  your  Father  had  been  here : 

The  Quality  and  Heir  of  our  Attempt 
Brooks  no  Divifion  :  It  will  be  thought 
By  fome,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away, 

That  Wi'fdom,  Loyalty,  and  meer  Diflike 
Of  our  Proceedings,  kept  the  Earl  from  hence. 
And  think,  how  fuch  an  Apprehenfion 
May  turn  the  Tide  of  fearful  Fa&ion, 
And  breed  a  kind  of  Queftkm  in  our  Caufe : 

For  well  you  know,  we  of  the  offering  fide, 
Muft  keep  aloof  from  ftrift  arbitrement, 

And  ftop  all  fight- holes,  every  loop,  from  whence 
The  Eye  of  Reafon  may  prye  in  upon  us : 
Thisabfer.ee  of  your  Fathqr  draws  a  Curtain, 
That  mews  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  fear 
Before  not  dreamt  ,  of. 

Hotfp.  You  ftrain  too  far. 
I  rather  of  his  Abfence  make  this  ufe : 
It  lends  a  luftre,  and  more  great  Opinion, 
A  larger  Dare  to  your  great  Exterprize, 
Than  if  the  Earl  were  here  :  for  men  muft  think, 
If  we  without  his  help,  can  make  a  Head 
To  pufti  againft  the  Kingdom  :  with  his  help, 

We  mall  o'return  it  topfie-turvy  down. 
Yet  all  goes  well,  yet  all  our  joynts  are  whole. 

Dowg.  As  heart  can  think  : 
There  is  not  fuch  a  word  fpoke  of  in  Scotland, 
As  this  Dream  of  Fear. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

Hotfp.  My  Coufin  Vernon,  welcome  by  my  Soul. 
Fern.  Pray  God  my  News  be  worth  a  welcome,  Lord 

The  Earl  of  Wefymerland,  feven  thoufand  ftrong, 

Is  marching  hither-wards  with  Prince  John. 
Hotfp.  No  harm  :  what  more  ? 

Fern.  And  further,  I  have  learn'd, 
The  King  himfelf  in  Perfon  hath  fet  forth, 
Or  hither-wards  intended  fpeedily, 
With  ftrong  and  mighty  Preparation. 

Hotfp.  He  lhall  be  welcome  too, 
Where  is  his  Son, 

The  nimble-footed  Mad-cap,  Prince  of  Wales, 
And  his  Comrades,  that  daft  the  World  afide, 
And  bid  it  pafs  ? 

Vern.  All  furnifht,  all  in  Arms, 

All  plum'd  like  Eftridges,  that  with  the  Wind 
|  Baited  like  Eagles,  having  lately  bath'd, 
Glittering  in  Golden  Coats,  like  Images, 
As  full  of  Spirit  as  the  Month  of  May, 
And  gorgeous  as  the  Sun  at  Mid-fummer, 
Wanton  as  youthful  Goats,  wild  as  young  Bulls. 
1  faw  young  Harry  with  his  Beaver  on, 

His  Culhes  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  arm'd, 
Rife  from  the  ground  like  feathered  Mercury^ 
And  vaulted  with  fuch  eafe  into  his  Seat, 
As  if  an  Angel  dropt  down  from  the  Clouds, 
To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  Fegafus, 
And  witcht  the  world  with  noble  Horfcmanfhip. 

Hotfp.  No  more,  no  more  ; 
Worfe  than  the  Sun  in  March, 
This  Praife  doth  nourifh  Agues :  let  them  come. 
They  come  like  Sacrifices  in  their  trim, 

And  to  the  fire-ey'd  Maid  of  fmoaky  War, 
All  hot,  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them : 
The  mailed  Mars  lhall  on  his  Altar  fit 

Up  to  the  ears  in  Blood.  I  am  on  fire, 
To  hear  this  rich  Reprizal  is  fo  nigh, 
And  yet  not  ours,  Come,  let  me  take  my  Horfe, 
Who  is  to  bear  me  like  a  Thunder-bolt, 
Againft  the  bofom  of  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
Harry  to  Harry,  lhall  not  Horfe  to  Horfe 

Meet,  and  ne're  part,  till  one  drop  down  a  Coarfe  ? 
Oh,  that  Clendower  were  come. 

V~er.  There  is  more  News: 
I  learn'd  in  Worcefter,  as  I  rode  along, 
He  cannot  draw  his  Power  this  fourteen  days. 

Dowg.  That's  the  worft  Tidings  that  I  hear  of,  yet. 
Wcr.  I,  by  my  faith,  that  bears  a  frofty  found. 
Hotfp.  What  may  the  Kings  whole  Battel  reach  unto  ? 
Ver.  To  thirty  thoufand. 

Hot.  Forty  let  it  be,  ' 
My  Father  and  Glendower  being  both  away, 
The  Power  of  us  may  ferve  fo  great  a  day. 
Come,  let  us  take  a  Mufter  fpeedily  : 
Dooms-day  is  near  ;  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Dowg.  Talk  not  of  dying,  I  am  out  of  fear 
Of  death,  or  deaths  hand,  for  this  one  half  year. 

f_  Exeunt  omnes, 

Scena  Secunda.  , 

Enter  FalftafF  and  Bardolpb, 

Ealfl.  Bardolpb,  get  thee  before  to  Coventry,  fill  me  a 
Bottle  of  Sack,  our  Souldiers  lhall  march  through  :  we'll 
to  Stitton-cop-hill  to  Night. 

Bard.  Will  you  give  me  Money,  Captain? 

Ealfl.  Lay  out,  lay  out. 
Bard.  This  Bottle  makes  an  Angel. 
Ealft.  And  if  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labour  :  and  if  it 

make  twenty,  take  them  all,  Tie  anfwer  the  Coynage. 
Bid  my  Lieutenant  Veto  meet  me  at  the  Towns  end. 

Bard.  I  will  Captain  :  farewell.  £  Exit. 

Ealfl.  If  I  be  not  alham'd  of  my  Souldiers,  1  am  a 
fowe't  Gurnet  •  I  have  mif-us'd  the  Kings  Prefs  dam- 

nably. I  have  got,  in  exchange  of  a  hundred  and  fifty 
Souldiers,  three  hundred  and  odd  pounds.   I  prefs  me 

none  but  good  houfe-holders,  Yeomens  Sons :  enquire 
me  out  contracted  Batchelors,  fuch  as  had  been  ask'd 
twice  on  the  Banes :  fuch  a  Commodity  of  warm  Slaves, 
as  had  as  lieve  hear  the  Devil,  as  a  Drum  5  fuch  as  fear 
the  report  of  a  Caliver,  worfe  than  a  ftruck-Fool,  or  a 
hurt  Wild-Duck.  I  preftmenone  but  fuch  Toftes  and 
Butter,  with  hearts  in  their  Bellies  no  bigger  than  Pins 
heads,  and  they  have  bought  out  their  Services  :  And 
now  my  whole  Charge  confifts  of  Ancients,  Corporals, 
Lieutenants,  Gentlemen  of  Companies,  Slaves  as  rag-, 
ged  as  Lazarus  in  the  painted  Cloth,  where  the  Glut- 

tons Dogs  licked  his  Sore's  ;  and  fuch  as  indeed  were 
never  Souldiers,  but  dif-carded  unjuft  Servingmen,  youn- 

ger Sons  to  younger  Brothers  :  Revolted  Tapfters  and 

Oftlers,  Trade-fain,  the  Cankers  of  a  calm  World,  and 
long  Peace,  ten  times  more  difhonourable,  ragged,  than 

an  old-fae'd  Ancient  ;  and  fuch  have  I  to  fill  up  the 
rooms  of  them  that  have  bought  out  their  Services :  that 

you  would  think,  that  I  had  a  hundred  and  fifty  tatter'd 
Prodigals,  lately  come  from  Swine-keeping,  from  eating 
Draff  and  Husks.  A  mad  fellow  met  me  on  the  way, 
and  told  me,  I  had  unloaded  all  the  Gibbets,  and  preft  the 
dead  Bodies.  No  eye  hath  fcen  fuch  skar-Crows  :  Pie 

not  march  though  Coventry  with  them,  that's  flat.  Nay, 
and 
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and  the  Villains  march  wide  betwixt  the  Legs,  as  if 

they  had  Gyves  on  •,  for  indeed,  I  had  the  moft  of  them 
out  of  Prifon-  There's  not  a  Shirt  and  a  half  in  all  my 
Company  :  and  the  half  Shirt  is  two  Napkins  tack  to 
gether,  and  thrown  over  the  Shoulders  like  a  Heralds 
Coat,  without  fleeves:  and  the  Shirt,  to  fay  the  truth 
ftoln  from  my  Holt  of  S.  Albans  ;  or  the  Red-Nofe 

Inn-kceper  of  Dayntry.  But  that's  all  one,  they'l  fine 
Linnen  enough  on  every  Hedge. 

Enter  the  Prince,  and  the  Lord  of  Weftmerland. 

Prince.  How  now,  blown  Jack?,  how  now,  Quilt  ? 
Falft.  What,  Hal  ?  How  now,  mad  Wag,  what  a  De- 

vil do'ft  thou  in  Warmckzihire  ?  My  good  Lord  of  Weft- 
merland, I  cry  you  mercy,  I  thought  your  Honour  had  a] 

ready  been  at  Shrewsbury. 

Weft.  'Faith,  Sir  John,  'tis  more  than  time  that  I  were 
there,  and  you  too :  but  my  Powers  are  there  already. 
The  King,  1  can  tell  yon,  looks  for  us  all :  we  muft  away 
all  to  Night. 

Falft.  Tut,  never  fear  me,  I  am  as  vigilant  as  a  Cat, 
to  ileal  Cream. 

Prince.  I  think  to  ileal  Cream  indeed ,  for  thy  theft 
hath  already  made  thee  Butter :  but  tell  me,  Jack.,  whofe 
Fellows  are  thefe  that  come  after  ? 

Falft.  Mine,  Hal,  mine. 
Prmce.  I  did  never  fee  fiich  pitiful  Rafcals. 

Falft.  Tut,  tut,  good  enough  to  tofs :  food  for  Pow- 
der, food  for  Powder :  they'll  fill  a  Pit,  as  well  as  better : 

tufli  man,  mortal  men,  mortal  men. 
Weftm.  I,  but  Sir  John,  methinks  they  are  exceeding 

poor  and  bare,  too  beggarly. 
Fal.  Faith,  for  their  poverty,  I  know  not  where  they 

had  that ;  and  for  their  barenefs,  I  am  fure  they  never 
learn'd  that  of  me. 

Prin,  No,  I'le  be  fworn,  unlefs  you  call  three  fin- 
gers on  the  Ribs,  bare.  But,  firrah,  make  hafte.  Percy  is 

already  in  the  Field. 
Falft.  What,  is  the  King  encampM  ? 
Weft.  He  is,  John,  I  fear  we  (hall  ftay  too  long. 
Falft.  Well,  to  the  latter  end  of  a  Fray,  and  the 

beginning  of  a  Feaft,  fits  a  dull  Fighter,  and  a  keen 
Guelt.  [Exeunt. 

That  you  forefee  not  what  Impediments 
Drag  back  our  Expedition :  certain  Horfe 
Of  my  Coufin  V '.morts  are  not  yet  come  up, 
Your  Uncle  WorcefteSs  Horfe  came  but  to  day, 
And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  is  afleep, 

Their  courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull,"- 
That  not  a  Horfe  is  half  the  half  of  himfelf. 

Hot.fp.  So  a*re  the  Horfe  of  the  Enemy 
in  general,  journey-bated,  and  brought  low : 
The  better  part  of  Ours  are  full  of  reft. 

Wore.  The  number  of  the  Kings  exceedeth  ours: 
For  Gods  fake,  Coufin,  flay  till  all  come  in. 

The  Trumpet  founds  a  Parley.  Enter  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

Scena  'tenia. 

Enter  Flotfpur,  Worcefter,  Dowglas,  and  Vernon. 

Hot  ft.  We'll  fight  with  him  to  Night. 
Wore.  It  may  not  be. 

,  Dowa.  You  give  him  then  advantage. 
Vem.  Not  a  whit. 

Hotfp.  Why  fay  you  fo  ?  looks  he  not  for  Supply  ? 
Fern.  So  do  we. 

Hotfp.  His  is  certain,  Ours  is  doubtful. 

Wore.  Good  Coufin  be  advis'd,  ftir  not  to  Night. 
Vem.  Do  not,  my  Lord. 
Dowg.  You  do  not  counfel  well : 

You  fpeak  it  out  of  fear,  and  cold  heart. 
Vem.  Do  me  no  flander,  Dowglas :  by  my  Life, 

And  I  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  Life, 
If  well-refpected  Honour  bid  me  on,. 
I  hold  as  little  counfel  with  weak  fear. 

As  you,  my  Lord,  or  any  Scot  that  this  day  lives. 
Let  it  be  feen  to  morrow  in  the  Battel, 
Which  of  us  fear?. 

Dcxcg.  Yea, or  to  night. 
Fern.  Content. 

Hotfp.  To  night,  fay  I. 
Vem.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be. 

1  wonder  much,being  men  of  fuch  great  Leading  as  you  are, 

Blunt.  I  come  with  gracious  offers  from  the  King 
If  you  vouchfafe  me  hearing,  and  refpeft. 

Hotfp.  Welcome,  Sir  Walter  Blunt : 
And  would  to  God  you  were  of  our  determination. 
Some  of  us  love  you  well  :  and  even  thofefome 
Envy  your  great  Defervings,  and  good  Name, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  of  our  Quality, 
But  Hand  againfb  us  like  an  Enemy. 

Blunt.  And  Heaven  defend,  but  ftill  I  mould  ftandfo 

So  long  as  out  of  Limit,  and  true  Rule,  ' You  ftand  againfl  Anointed  Majefty. But  to  my  Charge. 

The  King  hath  fent  to  know 
The  Nature  of  your  Griefs,  and  whereupon 
You  conjure  from  the  breaft  of  Civil  peace, 
Such  bold  Hoftility,  teaching  his  dutious  Land 
Audacious  Cruelty.  If  that  the  King 
Have  any  way  your  good  Deferts  forgot, 
Which  he  confefTeth  to  be  manifold, 
Hie  bids  you  name  your  Griefs ;  and  with  all  fpeed 
You  (hall  have  your  defires,  with  intereft : 
And  Pardon  abfolute  for  your  felf,  and  thefe, 
Herein  mis- led  by  your  fuggeftion. 

Hotfp.  The  King  is  kind  : 
And  well  we  know,  the  King 
<nows  at  what  time  to  Promife,  when  to  Pay; 
Vly  Father,  my  Uncle,  and  my  felf, 
Did  give  him  that  fame  Royalty  he  wears : 
And  when  he  was  not  fix  and  twenty  ftrong, 
Sick  in  the  worlds  regard,  wretched  and  low, 
A  poor  unminded  Out-law,  fneaking  home, 
My  Father  gave  him  welcome  to  the  fhore : 
And  when  he  heard  him  fwear,  and  vow  to  God, 
He  came  to  be  but  Duke  of  Lancafter, 
To  fue  out  his  Livery,  and  beg  his  Peace, 
With  tears  of  Innocency,  and  terms  of  zeal : 

My  Father,  in  kind  heart  and  pity  mov'd, 
Swore  him  afiiftance,  and  Perform'd  it  too. 
Now,  when  the  Lords  and  Barons  of  the  Realm 

Perceiv'd  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him, 
They  more  and  lefs  came  in  with  Cap  and  Knee, 
Met  him  in  Boroughs,  Cities,  Villages, 
Attended  him  on  Bridges,  Hood  in  Lanes, 

Laid  Gifts  before  him,  profFer'd  him  their  Oaths, 
Gave  him  their  Heirs,  as  Pages,  followed  him, 
Even  at  the  heels,  in  golden  multitudes. 
He  prefently,  as  greatnefs  knows  it  felf, 
Steps  me  a  little  higher  than  his  Vow 
Made  to  my  Father,  while  his  Blood  was  poor, 
Upon  the  naked  fhore  at  Kavenfpurg  ; 
And  now  (forfooth)  takes  on  him  to  reform 
Some  certain  Edidls,  and  fome  ftrait  Decrees, 

That  lay  too  heavy  on  the  Common- wealth  *, 
Cries  out  upon  Abufes,  feems  to  weep 
Over  his  Countreys  Wrongs :  and  by  his  Face, 
This  feeming  Brow  of  Juftice,  did  he  win 
The  Hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for. 
Proceeded  further,  cut  me  off  the  Heads 
Of  all  the  Favourites,  that  the  abfent  King 

Id 
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Blmc.  Tut,  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 
Hot.  Then  to  thepoifjt. 

Id  fhort  tune  after,  he  depos'd  the  King, 
Soon  after  that,  depriv'd  him  of  his  Life  : 
And  in  the  neck  of  that,  task't  the  whole  State.  ; 
To  make  that  worfe,  fuffer'd  his  Kmfman  March, 
Who  is,  if  every  Owner  were  right  plac'd, 
Indeed  his  King,  to  be  engag'd  in  Wales, 
There,  without  Ranfom,  to  lie  forfeited : 

Difgrac'd  me  in  my  happy  . Victories, 
Sought  to  intrap  me  by  intelligence, 
Rated  my  Uncle  from  the  Council  Boord,  , 

In  rage  difmifs'd  my  Father  from  the  Court, 
Broke  Oath,  committing  Wrong  on  Wrong, 
And  in  conclufion,  drove  us  to  feek  out 
This  Head  of  fafety ,  and  withal),  to  prie 
Into  his  Title:  the  which  we  find 

Too  indirect,  for  long  continuance. 
Blunt.  Shall  I  return  this  anfwer  to  the  King  ? 
Botfp.  Not  fo,  Sir  Walter. 

We'll  withdraw  a  while : 

Go  to  the  King,  and  let  there  be  impawn'd Some  furety  for  a  fafe  return  again, 
And  in  the  morning  early  lhall  my  Uncle 
Bring  him  our  purpofe  J  and  fo  farewell. 

Blunt.  I  would  you  would  accept  of  Grace  and  Love. 

Hotfip.  And't  may  be,  fo  we  {hall, 
Blunt.  Pray  Heaven  you  do.  {Exeunt. 

Scena  ̂ harta. 

Eater  the  Arch-Bifiop  o/York,  and  Sir  MicheL 

Arch.  Hie,  good  Sir  Michel,  bear  this  fealed  Brief 
With  winged  hafte  to  the  Lord  Marfhal, 
This  to  my  Coufin  Scroop,  and  ay  the  reft 
To  whom  they  ate  directed. . 

If  you  knew  how  much  they  do  import, 
You  would  make  hafte. 

Sir  Michel.  My  good  Lord,  I  guefs  their  tenour. 
Arch.  Like  enough  you  do. 

To  morrow,  good  Sir  Michel-,  is  a  day, 
Wherein  the  Fortune  often  thoufand  men 

Muft  bide  the  touch.  For,  Sir,  at  Shrewsbury, 
As  I  am  truly  given  to  underftand, 

The  King,  with  mighty  and  quick-raifcd  Power, 

Meets  with  Lord  Harry  :  and  I  fear,  Sir1  Michel, 
What: with  the  ficknefsof  Northumberland, 
Whofe  Power  was  in  the  firft  proportion  ̂  
And  what  with  Owen  Glendowers  abfence  thence, 
Who  with  them  was  rated  firmly  too, 

And  comes  not  in,  over-rul'd  by  Prophecies, 
I  fear  the  Power  of  Percy  is  too  weak, 
To  wage  an  inftant  tryal  with  the  King. 

Str  Mich.  Why,  my  good  Lord,  you  need  riot  fear, 
There  is  Dvwglas,  and  Lord  Mortimer. 

Arch,  No,  Mortimer  is  not  there.  . 

Sir  Mich.  But  there  is  Mordake,  Vem6n,  Lord  Har- 
And  there  is  my  Lord  of  Worcefter,  (ry  Percy, 
And  a  Head  of  gallant  Warriours, 
Noble  Gentlemen. 

Arch.  And  fo  there  is,  but  yet  the  King  hath  drawn 
The  fpecial  head  of  all  the  Land  together  : 
The  Prince  oi  Wales,  Lord  John  of  Lancafler, 
The  Noble  Wefimerland,  and  warlike  Blunt ; 
And  many  more  Corrivals,  and  dear  men 
Of  Eftimation,  and  Command  in  Arms. 

Sir  M.  Doubt  not,  my  Lord,  he  (hall  be  well  oppos'd 
Arch.  I  hope  no  lefs :  Yet  needful  'tis  to  fear, 

And  to  prevent  the  worft,  Sir  Michel  fpeed  • 

For  if  Lord  Percy  thrive  not  e're  the  King 
Difmifs  his  Power,  he  means  to  vifit  us ; 

For  he  hath  heard  of  our  Confederacy,  " 
And,  'tis  but  Wifdom  to  make  ftrong  againft  him  : 
Therefore  make  hafte,  I  muft  go  write  again 
To  other  Friends;  and  fo  farewell,  Sir  Michel.  {Exeunt. 

Aclus  Ghintus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  the  King,  Prince  of Wales ,  Lord  John  o/Lancafter, 
Earl  of  Weltmerland,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  Falftaff. 

King.  How  bloudily  the  Sun  begins  to  peer 
A  bove  yon  busky  hill :  the  day  looks  pale 

At  his  Diftemperature. 
Prw.  The  Southern  wind 

Doth  play  the  Trumpet  to  his  purpofe?, 
And  by  his  hollow  whittling  in  the  Leaves, 

Foretels  a  Tempeft,  and  a  bluft'ring  day. 
King.  Then  with  the  lofers  let  it  fympathize. 

For  nothing  can  feem  fowre  to  them  that  win. 
[The  Ti  umpet founds. 

Enter  Worcefter,. 

King.  How  now,  my  Lord  .of  Wor filer  ?  'Tisnot  well 
That  you  and  1  lhould  meet  upon  fuch  terms, 

As  now  we  meet.  You  have  deceiv'd  our  Truft, 
And  made  us  doff  our  eafie  Robe  of  Peace, 
To  cruih  our  old  Limbs  in  ungentle  Steel : 
This  is  not  well,  my  Lord,  this  is  not  well.,. 
What  fay  you  to  it  ?  Will  you  again  unknit 
This  churllfh  Knot  of  all-abhorred  War  ? 
And  move  in,  that  Obedient  Orb  again, 
Where  you  Sid  give  a  fair  and  natural  light, 

And  be  no  more  an  exhal'd  Meteor, 
A  Prodigie  of  Fear,  and  a  Portent 
Of  broached  Mifchief,  to  the  unborn  Times? 

Wor.  Hear  me,  my  Liege  : 

For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  entertain  the  Lag-end  of  my  life 
With  quiet  hours:  For  I  do  proteft,-. 
I  have  not  fought  the  day  of  this  diflike.  ■ 

King.  You  have  not  fought  it :.  how  comes.it  then  ? 
Falfi.  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it. 
Prw.  Peace,  Chewet,  peace. 

Wor.  It  pleas'd  your  Majefty,  to  turn  your  looks 
Of  Favour,  from  my  Self,  and  all  our  Houfe  •, 
And  yet  I  mutt  remember  you,-  my  Lord, 
We  were  the.firtt^and  deareft  of  .your  Friends: 
For  you,  my  Staff  of  Office  did  I  break 
In  Richard's  time,  and  potted  day  and  night 
To  meet  you  pn  the  way,  and  kifs  your  hand, 
When  yet  you  were  in  place,  and  in  account 

Nothing  fo  ftrong  and  fortunate,  as  I  -, 
It  was  my  felf,  niy  Brother,  and  his  Son, 

That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  out-dare 
The  danger  of  the  time.  You  fworeto  us. 

And  you  did  fwear  .  that  Oath  at  Boncafier'^ 
Than  you  did  nothing  of  purpofe  'gainft  the  State, 
Nor  claim  no  further,  than  your  new-fain  right, 
The  feat  of  Gaunt,  Dukedom  of  L-ancafter. 
To  this,  we  fware  our  aid  :  But  in  fhort  fpace, 

It  rain'd  down  Fortune  fhowring  on  your  head, 
And  fuch  a  floud  of  Greatnefs  fell  on  you, 
What  with  our  help ,  what  with  the  abfent  King, 
What  with  the  Injuries  of  wanton  Time, 
The  feeming  Sufferances  that  you  had  born, 
And  the  contrarious  Winds  that  held  the  King. 
So  long  in  the  unlucky  Irijb  Wars, 
That  all  in  England  did  repute  him  dead: 
And  from  this  fwarm  of  fair  Advantages, 

You  took  occaiion  to  be  quickly  vvoo'd, 
To  gripe  the  general  fway  into  your  Hand, 

Forgot  your  Oath  to  us  at  Done aft rr, And 
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And  being  fed  by  us,  you  us'd  us  fo, 
As  that  ungentle  gull  the  Cuckows  Bird, 
Ufeth  the  Sparrow,  did  opprefs  our  Neft, 
Grew  by  our  Feeding,  to  fo  great  a  Bulk, 
That  even  our  Love  durit  not  come  near  your  fight 
For  fear  of  fwallowing  :  But  with  nimble  wing 

We  were  inforc'd  for  fafety's  fake,  to  flye 
Out  of  your  fight,  and  raife  this  prefent  Head, 
Whereby  we  ftand  oppofed  by  fuch  means 

As  you  your  felf  have  forg'd  againft  your  felf, 
By  unkind  Ufage,  dangerous  Countenance, 
And  violation  of  all  Faith  and  Troth 

Sworn  to  us  in  your  younger  Enterprize. 
King.  Thefe  things  indeed  you  have  articulated, 

Proclaim'd  at  Market  Croiles,  read  in  Churches, To  face  the  Garment  of  Rebellion 

With  fome  fine  Colour,  that  may  pleafe  the  eye 
Of  fickle  Changelings,  and  poor  Difcontent?, 
Which  gape,  and  rub  the  Elbow  at  the  News 
Of  hurly  burly  Innovation : 
And  never  yet  did  Infurrection  want 
Such  Water-colour?,  to  im paint  his  Caufe  j 
Nor  moody  Beggars,  ftarvirrg  for  a  time 

Of  pell-mell  Havock,  and  Confufion. 
Prin.  In  both  our  Armies,  there  is  many  a  Soul 

Shall  pay  full  dearly  for  this  Encounter, 
If  once  they  joyn  in  trial.  Tell  your  Nephew, 
The  Prince  of  Wales  doth  joyn  with  all  the  World 

In  praifeof  Henry  Percy  •  By  my  Hopes, 
This  prefent  Enterprize  fct  off  his  head, 
I  do  not  think  a  braver  Gentleman, 
More  Active,  Valiant,  or  more  valiant  young, 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive, 
To  grace  this  latter  Age  with  Noble  Deeds. 
For  my  part,  I  may  fpeak  it  to  my  fhame, 
I  have  a  Truant  been  to  Chivalry, 
And  fo  I  hear  he  doth  account  me  too  : 
Yet  this  before  my  Fathers  Majefty, 
I  am  content  that  he  fhall  take  the  odds 

Of  his  great  Name  and  Eftimation, 
And  will,  to  fave  the  Bloud  on  either  fide, 
Try  Fortune  with  him,  in  a  Single  Fight. 

King.  And,  Prince  of  Wales,  fo  dare  we  venture  thee 
Albeit,  Confiderations  infinite 

Do  make  againft  it  :  No,  good  Worfter,  no, 

We  love  our  People  well  •,  even  thofe  we  love 
That  are  mifled  upon  your  Coufins  part : 
And  will  they  take  the  offer  of  our  Grace: 
Both  he,  and  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  man 
Shall  be  my  Friend  again,  and  Pie  be  his. 
So  tell  your  Coufin,  and  bring  me  word, 
What  he  will  do.  But  if  he  will  not  yield, 
Rebuke  and  dread  Correction  wait  on  us, 
And  they  fhall  do  their  Office.  So  begone, 
We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  reply, 
We  offer  fair,  take  it  advifedly.  f  Exit  Worcefter. 

Pnn.  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  Life, 
The  Dowglas  and  the  Hot  [pur  both  together, 
Are  confident  againft  the  world  in  Arms. 

King.  Hence  therefore,  every  Leader  to  his  Charge, 

For  on  their  Anfwer  will  we  fet  on  them  •, 
And  God  befriend  us,  as  our  Caufe  is  juft.  f  Exeunt, 

Manet  Prince  and  Falftaff. 

Fal.  Hal-,  if  thou  fee  me  down  in  the  Battel, 

And  beftride  me,  fo 'tis  a  point  of  Friendfhip. 
Prin.  Nothing  but  a  Cololfus  can  do  thee  that  Friendfhip : 

Say  thy  Prayers,  and  farewell. 
Falfi.  I  would  it  were  Bed  time  ?  ffal9  and  all  well. 
Prin.  Why,  thou  oweft  Heaven  a  death. 
Fal.  Tis  not  due  yet  :  I  would  be  loth  to  pay  him 

before  his  day.  What  need  I  be  fo  forward  widi  him 

that  caffs  not  on  me  ?  Well,  'tis  no  matter,  Honour  pricks 
me  on.  But  how  if  Honour  prick  me  off  when  1  come 
on  ?  How  then ;  Can  Honour  fet  to  a  leg  ?  No  :  or  an 

arm  ?  No  :  Or  take' away  the  grief  of  a  Wound  ?  No. Honour  hath  no  skill  in  Surgery  then  ?  No.  What  is  Ho- 
nour ?  a  word.  What  is  that  word  Honour  ?  Ayre  :  A 

trim  reckoning.  Who  hath  it  ?  He  that  dyM  a  Wednef- 
day.  Doth  he  feel  it  i  No.  Doth  he  hear  it  \  No.  Is  it 
infenfible  then  ?  yea,  to  the  dead.  But  will  it  not  live  with 
the  living  ?  No.  Why  ?  Detraction  will  not  Puffer  it, 
therefore  l'le  none  of  it.  Honour  is  a  meer  Scutcheon,  and 
fo  ends  my  Catechifm.  £  Exit. 

Scena  Secmda. 

Enter  Worcefter,  and  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

War.  O  no,  my  Nephew  muft  not  know,  Sir  Richard, 
The  liberal  kind  Offer  of  the  King. 

Ver.  Twere  belt  he  did. 
Wor.  Then  we  are  all  undone. 

It  is  not  poffible,  it  cannot  be, 
The  King  would  keep  his  Word  in  loving  us, 
He  will  fufpeet  us  ftill,  and  find  a  time 
To  Punifh this  Offence  in  other  Faults: 

Suppofition,  all  our  lives  fhall  be  ftuck  full  of  Eyes  ̂  
For  Treafonis  but  trufted  like  the  Fox, 

Who  ne're  fo  tame,  fo  cherifh'd,  and  lock'd  up, Will  have  a  wilde  trick  of  his  Anceftors  : 
Look  how  he  can,  or  fad,  or  merrily, 
Interpretation  will  mifquote  our  looks, 
And  we  fhall  feed  like  Oxen  ataStaH, 

The  better  cherifh'd,  ftill  the  nearer  death. 
My  Nephews  trefpafs  may  be  well  forgot, 
It  hath  the  excufe  of  Youth,  and  heat  of  Bloud, 
And  an  adopted  Name  of  Priviledge, 

A  hare-brain'd  Hot [pur,  govern'd  by  a  Spleen: 
All  his  Offences  live  upon  my  Head, 
And  on  his  Fathers.  We  did  train  him  on, 
And  his  Corruption  being  tane  from  us, 
We  as  the  Spring  of  all,  ihall  pay  for  all : 
Therefore,  good  Coufiff,let  not  Harry  know 
In  any  cafe,  the  Offer  of  the  King. 

Ver.  Deliver  what  you  will, l'le  fay  'tis  fo. 
Here  comes  your  Coufin. Enter  Hotfpur. 

Hot.  My  Uncle  is  return'd : 
Deliver  up  my  Lord  of  Wefimtrland. 
Uncle,  what  News? 

Wor.  The  King  will  bid  you  Battel  ptefently. 
Dow.  Defie  him  by  the  Lord  of  Wefimerland, 
Hot,  Lord  Douglas  <  go  you  and  tell  him  fo. 
Dow.  Marry  and  fhall,  and  very  willingly. 

f_  Exit  Dowglas 
Wor.  There  is  no  feeming  mercy  in  the  King. 

Ho*-.  Did  you  beg  any  ?  God  forbid. 
Wor.  I  told  him  gently  of  our  Grievances. 

Of  his  Oath-breaking  :  which  he  mended  thus, 
By  now  forfwearing  chat  he  is  forfworn, 
He  calls  us  Rebels,  Traitors,  and  willfcourge 

W'ich  haughty  Arms,  this  hateful  Name  in  us. Enter  Dowglas. 

Dow.  Arm,  Gentlemen,  to  Arms,  for  I  have  thrown 
A  brave  defiance  in  King  Hemies  teeth: 

And  Wefimerland  that  was  ingag'd  did  bear  it, 
Which  cannot  choofe. but  bring  him  quickly  on. 

Wor.  The  Prince  of  Wales  [\zyt  forth  before  the  King, 

And,  Nephew,  challeng'd  you  to  fingle  fight. 
Hot.  O,  would  the  Quarrel  lay  upon  our  Heads, 

And  chat  no  man  might  draw  fhort  breath  to  day, 
But  I  and  Harry  Monmouth.  Tell  me,  tell  me, 

How  fhew'd  his  Talking  ?  Seem'd  it  in  contempt  ? 
Ver.  No,  by  my  Soul :  I  never  in  my  life 

Did  hear  a  Challenge  urg'd  more  modeftiy, 
Ualefs  a  Brother  fliould  a  Brother  dare 

To 
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To  gentle  Exercife  and  proof  of  Arms. 

He  gave  you  all  the  Duties  of  a  Man, 

Trim'd  up  your  Praifes  with  a  Princely  Tongue, 
Spoke  your  Defervings  like  a  Chronicle, 

Making  you  ever  better  than  his  Praife, 

By  ftill  difpraifing  Praife,  valu'd  with  you : 
And  which  became  him  like  a  Prince  indeed, 
He  made  a  blufhing  cital  of  himfelf, 
And  chide  his  Trewant  youth  fo  with  a  Grace, 
As  if  he  mattered  there  a  double  Spirit 
Of  teaching  and  of  learning  inftantly  : 
There  did  he  paufe.  But  let  me  tell  the  World, 
If  he  out-live  the  Envy  of  this  day, 

England  did  never  owe  fo  fweet  a  hope, 
So  much  mifconftrued  in  his  Wantonnefs. 

Hot.  Coufin,  I  think  thou  art  enamoured 
On  his  follies  ••  never  did  I  hear 
Of  any  Prince  fo  wild  at  Liberty. 

But  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  e're  night, 
I  will  embrace  him  with  a  Souldiers  Arm, 
That  he  lhall  (hrink  under  my  courtefie. 

Arm,  arm  with  fpeed.  And  Fellows,  Souldiers?  Friends, 
Better  confider  what  you  have  to  do, 
Than  I,  that  have  not  well  the  gift  of  Tongue, 
Can  lift  your  Blood  up  with  Perfwafion. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  here  are  Letters  for  you. 
Hot .  I  cannot  read  them  now. 

0  Gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  is  (hort ; 

To  fpend  that  (hortnefs  bafely,  were  too  long. 
If  life  did  ride  upon  a  Dials  point, 
Still  ending  at  the  arrival  of  an  hour, 
And  if  we  live,  we  live  ro  tread  on  Kings: 

If  dye  j  brave  death,  when  Princes  dye  with  us. 
Now  for  our  Confciences,  the  Arms  is  fair, 
When  the  intent  for  bearing  them  is  juft. 

Enter  another  Miffenger. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  prepare,  the  King  comes  on  apace. 
Hot.  I  thank  him,  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  tale  : 

For  I  profefs  not  talking  :  Only  this, 
Let  each  man  do  his  belt.  And  here  I  draw  my  Sword, 

Whole  worthy  temper  I  intend  to  ftain 
With  the  belt  blood  that  I  can  meet  withall, 
In  the  Adventure  of  this  perillous  day. 

Now  Efperance  Percy ,  aud  fet  on : 
Sound  all  the  lofty  Inftruments  of  War, 

And  by  that  Mulick,  let  us  all  embrace  : 
For  Heaven  to  Earth,  fome  of  us  never  lhall, 
A  fecond  time  do  fuch  a  courtefie. 

They  embrace,  the  Trumpets  founds  the  King  entreth 
with  his  Power,  alarm  unto  the  Battell.  Then  enter 

Dowglas  and  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

Bin.  What  is  thy  Name,that  in  Battel  thus  thou  crofleft 
What  Honour  doft  thou  feek  upon  my  Head  i         (me  ? 

Dow.  Know  then  my  name  is  Dowglas, 
And  do  haunt  thee  in  the  Battel  thus, 
Becaufe  fome  tell  me,  that  thou  art  a  King. 

Blunt.  They  tell  thee  true. 
Dow.  The  Lord  of  Stafford  here  to  day  hath  bought 

Thy  likenefs :  for  inftead  of  thee,  King  Harry, 
This  Sword  hath  ended  him,  fo  (hall  it  thee, 

Unlefs  thou  yield  thee  as  a  Prifoner. 
Bin.  I  was  not  born  to  yield,  thou  haughty  Scot, 

And  thou  (halt  find  a  King  that  will  revenge 

Lord  Stafford's  death. 

Fight ,  Blunts  fl<*in,  then  enters  Hotfpur. 

Hot.  O  Dowglas,  hadft  thou  fought  at  Holme  Aon  thus, 

1  never  had  triumphed  o're  a  Scot. 
Dow.  All's  done,all's  won,here  brcathlefs  lies  the  King. 
Hot.  Where  ? 

Dow.  Here. 

Hot.  This,  Dowglas  ?  No,  I  know  this  face  full  well 
A  gallant  Knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt, 

Semblably  furnifh'd  like  the  King  himfelf. 
Dow.  Ah  fool :  go  with  thy  Soul  whither  it  goes, 

A  borrowed  Title  haft  thou  bought  too  dear. 
Why  didft  thou  tell  me,  that  thou  wert  a  King  ? 

Hot.  The  King  hath  many  marching  in  his  Coats. 
Dow.  Now  by  my  Sword,  I  will  kill  all  his  Coats, 

I'le  murther  all  his  Wardrobe  piece  by  piece, 
Untill  I  meet  the  King. 

Hot.  Up  and  away. 

Our  Souldiers  ftand  full  fairly  for  the  day.  [Exeunt 

Alarm,  and  enter  FalftafF/y/#.r. 

Fal.  Though  I  could  fcape  (hot-free  at  London,  I  fear 

the  (hot  here  :  here's  no  fcoring,  but  upon  the  pate.  Soft, 
who  art  thou  ?  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  there's  Honour  for  you 
here's  no  Vanity,  I  am  as  hot  as  moulten  Lead,  and  a 
heavy  too ;  Heaven  keep  Lead  out  of  me,  I  need  no  mon 
weight  than  mine  own  Bowels.  I  have  led  my  rag  of 

Muffians  where  they  are  pepper'd  :  there's  not  three  of  my 
150  left  alive,  and  they  for  the  Towns  end,  to  beg  du 
ring  life.  But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Prince. 

Prin.  What  ftand'ft  thou  idle  here  ?  lend  me  thy  Sword, 
Many  a  Noble  man  lies  ftark  and  ftiff 
Under  the  hooves  of  vaunting  Enemies, 

Whofe  deaths  are  unreveng'd.  Prethee  lend  me  thy  Sword. 
Fal.  O  Hal,  I  prethee  give  me  leave  to  breathe  a  whi 

TarkGregory  never  did  fuch  deeds  in  Arms,  as  I  have  don 

this  day.  I  have  pay'd  Percy,  I  have  made  him  fure. 
Pnn.  He  is  indeod,  and  living  to  kill  thee  j 

I  prethee  lend  me  thy  Sword. 

Falft,  Nay,  Hal,  if  Percy  be  alive,  thou  get'ft  not  my 
Sword  •,  but  take  my  Piftol  if  thou  wilt. 
Prin.  Give  it  me:  What,  is  it  in  the  Cafe  ? 

Fal.  I  Hal,  'tis  hot :  There's  that  will  Sack  a  City. 
The  Prince  draws  out  a  Bottle  ofSacI^ 

Prin.  What,  is  it  a  time  to  jeft  and  dally  now?  [Exit. 
Throws  it  at  him. 

Falfl.  If  Percy  be  alive.  Tie  pierce  him:  if  he  do  come 
in  my  way,  fo :  if  he  do  not,if  I  come  in  his  (willingly) 
let  him  make  a  Carbonado  of  me,  I  like  not  fuch  grinning 
Honour  as  Sir  Walter  hath .  Give  me  lifv,  which  if  1  can 

fave,  fo :  if  not,  Honour  comes  unlook'd  for,  and  there's 
an  end.  [Exit. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Alarm,  Excurfions,  enter  the  King;  the  Prince, 
Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  and  the  Earle 

of  Weftmerland. 

King.  I  prethee,  /£«ry,withdraw  thy  felf,  thou  bleed- 
eft  too  much  :  Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  go  you  with  him. 

P.  John.  Not  I,  my  Lord,  unlefs  I  did  bleed  too. 
Prin.  I  befeech  your  Majefty  make  up, 
Leaft  your  retirement  do  amaze  your  Friends. 

King.  I  will  do  fo : 
My  Lord  of  Weftmerland,  lead  him  to  his  Tent. 

Weft.  Come  my  Lord,  I'le  lead  you  to  your  Tent. 
Pnn.  Lead  me,  my  Lord  ?  I  do  not  need  your  help, 

And  Heaven  forbid  a  (hallow  fcratch  (hould  drive 

The  Prince  of  Wales  from  fuch  a  Field  as  this, 

Where  ftain'd  Nobility  lyes  trodden  on, 
And  Rebels  Arms  triumph  in  Maflacres. 

John.  We  breathe  too  long :  come  Coufin  Weftmerland, 
Our  duty  this  way  lies,  for  Heavens  fake  come. 

Pnn.  By  Heaven  thou  haft  deceived  me,  Lancafter, 

G  g  I  did 
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)  did  not  think  thee  Lord  offuch  a  Spirit: 

Before,  1  lov'd  thee  as  a  Brother,  John  -7 
But  now,  ldorcfpeftthee  as  my  Soul. 

Kin?.  1  faw  him  hold  Lord  Percy  at  the  point, 
With  luftier  maintenance  than  1  did  look  for 

OfYuch  an  ungrown  Warrior. 
Prin.  O  this  Boy,  lends  mettle  to  us  all.  [Exit. 

Enter  Dow  g  las. 

Dow.  Another  King  ?  They  grow  like  Hydra's  Heads: 
I  am  the  Dowlas  fatal  to  all  thofe 
That  wear  thofe  Colours  on  them.  What  art  thou 

That  cour.terfeit'lt  the  Perfon  of  a  King  ? 
King\  The  King  himfelf :  whojDon^i^grieves  at  heart 

So  many  of  his  Shadows  thou  haft  met, 
And  not  the.  very  King.  I  have  two  Boys 
Seek  Percy  and  thy  felf  about  the  Field  : 

But  feeing  thou  fall' It  on  me  fo  luckily 
I  will  allay  thee  :  fo  defend  thy  felf. 

Dow.  1  fear  thou  arc  another  Counterfeit : 

And  yet  in(faith  thou  bear'ft  thee  like  a  King  : 
But  mine  I  am  fure  thou  art,  who  e're  thou  be, 
And  thus  I  win  thee.  {They  fight,  the  K.  being  in  danger. 

Enter  Prince. 

Prin.  Hold  up  thy  head,  vile  Scot,  or  thou  art  like 
Never  to  hold  it  up  again  :  the  Spirits 
Of  valiant  Sberly,  Stafford,  Blunt,  are  in  my  Arms 
It  is  the  Prince  of  Wales  that  threats  thee, 
Who  never  promifeth,  but  means  to  pay. 

They  fight,  Dowglas  flyeth, 
Chearly,  My  Lord :  how  fares  your  Grace  ? 
Sir  Nicholas  Caw  fey  hath  for  fuccour  fent, 

And  fo  hath  Clifton :  l'le  to  Clifton  ftreight. 
King.  Stay,  and  breathe  a  while. 

Thou  haft  redeem'd  thy  loft  opinion, 
Aad  fhew'd  thou  mak'ft  fome  tender  of  my  life 
In  this  fair  Refcue  thou  haft  brought  to  me. 

'  Prin.  O  Heaven,  they  did  ms  too  much  injury, 
That  ever  faid  I  hearkned  to  your  death. 
If  it  were  fo^  I  might  have  let  alone 
The  infulting  Hand  of  Dowglas  over  you, 
Which  would  have  been  as  fpeedy  in  your  end, 
As  all  the  poyfonous  Potions  in  the  World, 

And  fav'd  the  Treacherous  labour  of  your  Son. 
K.  Make  up  to  C Uft<M,V\z  to  Sir  Ntchol.  Cawfey. [Exit. 

Enter  Hotfpur. 

Hot.  If  I  miftake  not,  thou  art  Harry  Monmouth. 
Prrn.  Thou  fpeakeft  as  if  I  would  deny  my  Name. 
Hot.  My  Name  is  Harry  Percy. 
Prin.  W  hy  then  I  fee  a  very  valiant  Rebel  of  that  Name. 

I  am  the  Prince  of  Wales,  and  think  not  Percy, 
To  lhare  with  me  in  glory  any  more : 
Two  Stars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  Sphere, 
Nor  can  one  England  brook  a  double  Reign, 
Of  Harry  Percy,  and  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

Hot.  Nor  lhall  it,  Harry,  for  the  Hour  is  come 
To  end  the  one  of  us  j  and  would  to  Heaven, 
Thy  Name  in  Arms,  were  now  as  great  as  mine. 

Prin,  Pie  make  it  greater,  e're  I  part  from  thee, 
And  all  the  budding  Honours  on  thy  Creft, 

Pie  crop,  to  make  a  Garland  for  my  Head. 
Hot.  I  can  no  longer  brook  thy  Vanities.  {Fight. 

Enter  FalftafF.  , 

Fal.  Well  faid,  Hal,  to  it  Hal.  Nay,  you  fhal  find  no 

Boys  play  here,  1  can  tell  you. 

Enter  Dowglas,  he  fights  with  FalftafF,  who  falls  down  as 
as  if  he  were  dead.  The  Prince  killeth  Percy. 

Hot.  Oh  Harry  thou  hafte  rob'd  me  of  my  youth  : 
I  better  brook  the  lofs  of  bitter  life, 
Than  thofe  proud  Titles  thou  haft  won  of  me, 
They  wound  njy  thoughts  worfe,than  the  Sword  my  flefh : 

But  thought's  the  Have  of  Life,  and  Life  Time's  Fool  \ 

|And  Time,  that  takes  furvey  of  all  the  World, 

Muft  have  a  ftop.  O,  I  could  Prophefle, 
But  that  the  Earth,  and  the  cold  hand  of  death, 

".yes  on  my  Tongue :  No,  Percy  thou  art  dun? 
And  food  for-  

Prin.  For  Worms,  brave  Percy.  Farewel  great  Heart : 

11-wcav'd  Ambition,  how  much  art  thou  flirunk  ? 
When  that  this  Body  did  contain  a  Spirit, 
A  Kingdom  for  it  was  too  fmall  a  bound : 
But  now  two  paces  of  the  vileft  Earth 
Is  room  enough.  This  Earth  that  bears  thee  dead, 
Bears  not  alive  foftout  a  Gentleman. 

If  thou  wer't  fenfible  of  Courtefic, 
I  fhould  not  make  fo  great  a  fhow  of  Zeal. 
But  let  my  Favours  hide  thy  mangled  Face, 

And  even  in  thy  behalf,  l'le  thank  my  felf For  doins  thefe  fair  Rites  of  Tendernefs. 

Adieu,  and  take  thy  praife  with  thee  to  Heaven, 
Thy  ignominy  fleep  with  thee  in  the  Grave, 
But  not  remembred  in  thy  Epitaph. 

What  ?  Old  Acqaintance  ?  Could  not  all  this  flefh 
Keep  in  a  little  life  ?  Poor  Jach^ ,  farewell : 

I  could  have  better  fpar'd  a  better  man. 
O,  I  fhoUld  have  a  heavie  mifs  of  thee, 
If  I  were  much  in  love  with  Vanity. 
Death  hath  not  ftruck  fo  fat  a  Deer  to  day, 
Though  many  dearer  in  this  bloody  Fray : 
Imbowell'd  will  I  fee  thee  by  and  by, 
Till  then,  in  blood  by  Noble  Percy  lye.  [Exit FalftafF rifeth  up. 

Falji.  Imbowell'd  .?  If  thou  imbowel  me  to  day,  l'le 
give  you  leave  to  powder  me,and  eat  me  too  to  morrow 
'Twas  time  to  counterfeit,  or  that  hot  Termagant  Scot 
had  paid  me  fcot  and  lot  too.Counterfeit  ?I  am  no  coun- 

terfeit ;  to  dye,  is  to  be  a  counterfeit,  for  he  is  but  the 
counterfeit  of  a  man,  who  hath  not  the  life  of  a  man  :  But 

to  counterfeit  dying,  when  a  man  thereby  liveth,  is  to  be 

no  counterfeit,  but  the  true  and  perfect  image  of  life  in- 

deed. The  better  part  of  Valour,  is  Difcretion  •,  in  the 
which  better  part,  I  have  faved  my  life.  I  am  afraid  of 
this  Gun-powder  Percy,  though  he  be  dead.  How  if  he 
fhould  counterfeit  too,  and  rife,  I  am  afraid  he  would 

prove  the  better  counterfeit :  therefore  l'le  make  him  fure  | 
yea,and  l'le  fwear  I  have  kill'd  him.  Why  may  not  he  rife 
as  well  as  I?  Nothing  confutes  me  but  Eyes,and  nobody  i 
fees  me.  Therefore,Sirrah,with  a  new  wound  inyour  thigh 

come  you  along  with  me.        Takes  Hotfpur  on  his  back.. 

Enter  Prince  and  John  of  Lancafter. 

Prin.  ComefBrother  John,{\x\\  bravely  haft  thou  flefht  thyi 
Maiden  Sword. 

John.  But  foft,  who  have  we  here  ? 
Did  you  not  tell  me  this  fat  man  was  dead  ? 

Prin.  I  did,  1  faw  him  dead, 

Breathlcfs,  and  bleeding  on  the  ground :   Art  thou  alive 
Or  is  it  Fantafie  that  plays  upon  our  Eye-fight  ? 
I  prethee  fpeak,  we  will  not  truftour  Eyes 
Without  our  Ears.  Thou  art  not  what  thou  feem'ft 

Falfi.  No,  that's  certain  •  I  am  not  a  double  man:  bu 
i  f  I  am  not  Jacl^Falfiaf,  then  am  I  a  Jack :  There  is  Percy. 
i  l  your  Father  will  do  me  any  Honour,  fo :  if  not,  let  hin 
kill  the  next  Percy  himfelf.  I  look  either  to  be  Earleoi 
Duke,  I  can  allure  you. 

Prte.  Why,  Percy  I  kill'd  my  felf,  and  faw  tlicc  dead 
Fa..  Did'ft  thou  ?  Lord,  Lord,  how  the  world  is  give; 

to  Lviug  ?  I  grant  you  I  was  down,  and  out  cf  Breath 
and  fo  was  he,  but  we  rofe  both  at  an  inftant,and  fough 

a  long  hcur  by  Shrewsbury  Clock  if  I  may  be  believed 
fo:  if  not, let  them  that  fhould  reward  Valour  ben 

the  fin  upon  their  own  heads,  l'le  take't  on  my  deaf 
I  gave  him  this  wound  in  the  Thigh  :  if  the  man  were  a 
live,  and  would  deny  it,  I  would  make  him  cat  a  pici of  my  Sword, 

John.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  tale  that  e're  I  heard. 
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Pnn.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  Fellow,  Brother  John. 
Come  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  back : 
For  my  part,  if  a  lye  may  do  thee  grace, 
He  gild  ic  with  the  happieft  terms  I  have. 

A  Retreat  is  founded. ' 
The  Trumpets  found  Retreat,  the  day  is  ours : 

Come  Brother,  let's  to  the  higheft  of  the  Field, 
To  fee  what  Friends  are  living,  who  are  dead»   \_Exemt . 

Fal.  Pie  follow  as  they  fay,  for  Reward.  He  that  re- 
wards me,  Heaven  reward  him.  If  I  do  grow  great  again, 

Pie  grow  lefs  ?  forl'le  purge,  and  leave  Sack,  and  live 
cleanly,  as  a  Noble  man  mould  do.  {Exit: 

Scena  £harta. 

The  Trumpets  found. 
Enter  King,  Prince  of  Wales,  Lord  John  of  Lancafter, 

Earl  of  Weftmerland,  with  Worcefter  and 

Vernon  pr  if  oners. 

King.  Thus  ever  did  Rebellion  find  Rebuke. 
Ill-fpirited  Worcefter,  did  we  not  fend  Grace, 
Pardon,  and  terms  of  Love  to  all  of  you  ? 

And  would'ft  thou  turn  our  Offers  contrary? 
Mifufe  the  tenor  of  thy  Kinfman's  Truft  ? 
Three  Knights  upon  our  Party  flain  today, 
A  Noble  Earl  and  many  a  Creature  elfe 
Had  been  alive  this  hour^ 

If  like  a  Chriltian  thou  had'ft  truly  born, 
Betwixt  our  Armies,  true  Intelligence. 

Wor.  What  I  have  done,  my  fafety  urg'd  me  to, 

And  I  embrace  this  Fortune  patiently, 

Since,  not  to  be  avoided,  it  falls  on  mz. 
King.  Bear  Worcefter  to  death,  and  Vernon  too. 

Other  Offenders  we  will  paufe  upon. 
{Exit  Worcefter  and  Vernon. 

How  goes  the  Field  ? 
Pnn.  The  Noble  Scot  Lord  Vowglas,  when  he  faw 

The  Fortune  of  the  day  quite  turn'd  from  him, 
The  Noble  Percy  flain,  and  all  his  men, 
Upon  the  foot  of  fear,  fled  with  the  reft  ; 

And  falling  from  a  hill,  he  was  fo  bruiz'd 
That  the  Purfuers  took  him.  At  my  Tent 
The  Dowglas  is,  and  I  befeech  your  Grace, 

I  may  difpofe  of  him. 
King.  With  all  my  heart. 
Prin.  Then  Brother  John  of  Lancafter, 

To  you  this  Honourable  Bounty  fhall  belong : 
Go  to  the  Dowglas,  and  deliver  him 
Up  to  his  pleafure,  ranfomlefs  and  free  : 
His  Valour  fhewn  upon  our  Crefts  to  day, 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cherifh  fuch  high  Deeds, 
Even  in  the  bofom  of  our  Adverfaries. 

King.  Then  this  remains'  that  we  divide  our  Power. 
You  Son  John,  and  my  Coulin  Weftmerland 
Towards  2or/^fhali  bend  you,  with  your  deareft  fpeed 
To  meet  Northumberland,  and  the  Prelate  Scroop, 
Who  (as  we  hear)  are  bufily  in  Arms. 

My  felf,  and  Son  Harry  will  towards  Wales.  1 
To  fight  with  Glendower,  and  the  Earl  -of  March. 
Rebellion  in  this  Land  fhall  lofe  his  way,- 
Meeting  the  Check  of  fuch  another  day  j 
And  fines  this  bufinefs  fo  far  is  done, 
Let  us  not  leave  till  all  our  own  be  won.  \JExeunt. 

«■&»  *3t*        <rjr»  *&»  <>t> 

C^e  ̂ etonD  ̂ art  of 

HENRY 

[  CONTAINING  HIS  DEATH: 

#ttfc  Coronation  ot  %\n% 

HENRY  V 

Aclus  Primus,  Scena  Yrima. 

INDUCTION. 

Enter  Rumor. 

Open  your  Ears    For  W  hich  of  
you  will  flop 

The  vent  of  Hearing,  when  loud  Rumor  fpeaks  ? 

I,  from  the  Orient,  to  the  drooping  Weft 

(Making  the  wind  my  Poft-horfe)  ftill  unfold 
The  Acls  commenced  on  this  Ball  of  Earth. 

Upon  my  Tongue  continual  Slanders  ride, 
The  which,  in  every  Language,  I  pronounce, 
Stuffing  the  ears  of  them  with  falfe  Reports : 
I  fpeak  of  Peace,  while  covert  Enmity 
(Under  the  fmile  of  fafety )  wounds  the  Worl  d  i 
And  who  but  Rumor,  who  but  only  I 

Make  fearful  Mufters,  and  prepar'd  Defence, 
Whil'ft  the  big  year,  fwoln  with  fome  other  grief-j 
Is  thought  with  child,  by  the  Item  Tyrant  War  j 

G  e  2 

And1 



64  The  fecond  Yart  of  King  Henry  the  Fourth. 

And  no  fuch  matter.  Rumor  is  a  Pipe 
Blown  by  Surmife,  Jcaloufies,  Conjectures ; 
And  of  fo  eafie,  and  fo  plain  a  ftop, 
That  the  blunt  Monftcr,  with  uncounted  Heads, 
The  ftill  difcordant,  wavering  Multitude, 
Can  play  upon  it.  But  what  need  I  thus 
My  well-known  Body  to  Anatomize 
Among  my  Houfhold  ?  Why  is  Rumor  here  ? 

I  run  before  King  Harry's  Victory, 
Who  in  a  bloody  Field  by  Shrewsbury 
Hath  beaten  down  young  Hotfpur,  and  his  Troops, 
Quenching  the  Flame  of  bold  Rebellion, 
Even  with  the  Rebels  blood.  But  what  mean  I 

To  fpeak  of  Truth  at  firft  ?  My  Office  is 
To  noife  abroad,  that  Harry  Monmouth  fell  . 
Under  the  Wrath  of  Noble  Hofpurh  Sword  : 
And  that  the  King,  before  the  Dowglas  Rage 

Stoop'd  his  Anointed  head,  as  low  as  death. 
This  have  I  rumor'd  through  the  Peafant  Towns, 
Between  the  Royall  Field  of  Shrewsbury, 
And  this  Worm-eaten-Hole  of  ragged  Stone, 
Where  HotfpwPs  Father,  old  Northumberland, 
Lyes  crafty  lick.  The  Polls  come  tyring  on, 
And  not  a  man  of  them  brings  other  News 

Than  they  hav*  learn'd  of  me.  From  Rumor  s  Tongues. 

They  bring  fmooth-Comforts-falfe,  worfe  than  True- 
wrongs.  {Exit. 

Scena  Sec  undo,. 

Emir  Lord  Bardolf,  and  the  Porter. 

L.  Bar.  Who  keeps  the  Gate,  hoa.? 
Where  is  the  Earl  ? 

Tor.  What  (hall  I  fay  you  are  ? 
L.  Bar.  Tell  thou  the  Earl 

That  the  Lord  Bardolf  doth  attend  him  here  ? 

For.  His  Lordfhip  is  walk'd  forth  into  the  Orchard, 
Pleafe  it  your  Honor,  knock  but  at  the  Gate, 
And  he  himfelf  will  anfwer. 

Enter  Northumberland. 
L.  Bar.  Here  comes  the  Earl. 

Nor.  What  news,  Lord  Bardolf  ?  EvVy  minute  now 
Should  be  the  Father  of  fome  Stratagem :, 

'The  Times  are  wilde  :  Contention  (like  a  Porfe 
Full  of  high  feeding)  madly  hath  broke  loofe, 
And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

L.  Bar.  Noble  Earl, 

1  bring  you  certain  News  from  Shrewsbury. 
Nor.  Good,  and  Heaven  will. 
L.  Bar.  As  good  as  heart  can  wi/h  : 

The  King  is  almoft  wounded  to  the  death : 
And  in  the  Fortune  of  my  Lord  your  Son, 
Prince  Harry  flain  outright :  and  both  the  Blunts 

Kill'd  by  the  hand  of  Dowglas,  Young  Prince  John, 
And  Wefimerland,  and  Stafford,  fled  the  Field. 

And  Harry  Monmouth's  Brawn  (The  Hulk  Sir  John) 
Is  Prifoner  to  your  Son.  O,  fuch  a  Day, 

(So  fought,  fo  follow'd,  and  fo  fairly  won) 
Came  not,  till  now,  to  dignifie  the  Times 
Since  C&farH  Fortunes. 

Nor.  How  is  this  derivM  ? 

Saw  you  the  Field  ?  Came  you  from  Shrewsbury  ? 

L.  Bar.  1  fpake  with  one  ("my  L.)that  came  from  thence A  Gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  Name, 
That  freely  renderM  me  this  News  for  true. 

Nor.  Here  comes  my  fervant  Travers,  whom  I  fent 
On  Tuefday  laft,  to  Men  after  News. 

Enter  Travers. 

L.  Bar.  My  Lord,  I  over-rode  him  on  the  way. 

And  he  is  furnifh'd  with  no  Certainties, 
More  than  he  (  haply  )  may  retail  from  me. 

t  

Nor.  Now  Tracers,  what  good  Tidings  comes  from  you? 
Tra.  My  Lord,  John  Vmfrevil  turn'd  me  back 

With  joyful!  tydings ;  and  being  better  hors'd 
Out-rode  me.  After  him,  came  fpurring  hard 
A  Gentleman  (almoft  fore-fpent  with  fpeed) 

That  ftopp'd  by  me,  to  breathe  his  bloodied  Horfe, 
He  ask'd  the  way  to  Chefter  :  And  of  him 
I  did  demand  what  News  from  Shrewsbury : 
He  told  me,  that  Rebellion  had  ill  luck, 

And  that  young  Harry  Percie^s  Spur  was  cold. 
W  ith  that  he  gave  his  able  Horfe  the  bead, 
And,  bending  forward,  ftrook  his  able  heels 
Againft  the  panting  fides  of  his  poor  Jade> 
Up  to  the  Rowel-head,  and  ftarting  fo, 
He  feem'd  in  running  to  devour  the  way, 
Staying  no  longer  queftion. 

North.  Ha  ?  Again  : 

Said  he  young  Harry  Percie's  Spur  was  cold  ? 
(Of  Hotfpur,  cold-Spur)  that  Rebellion Had  met  ill  luck  ? 

L.  Bar.  My  Lord  :  Pie  tell  you  what, 

If  my  young  Lord  your  Son,  have  not  the  day, 
Upon  mine  Honour,  for  a  filken  Point 
Pie  give  my  Barony.  Never  talk  of  it. 

Nor.  Why  fhould  the  Gentleman  that  rod  by  Travers 
Give  then  fuch  inftances  of  Lofs  ? 

L.  Bar.  Who  he  ? 

He  was  fome  hielding  Fellow,  that  had  xloln 
The  Horfe  he  rode  on  :  and  upon  my  life 
Spake  at  adventure.  Look,  here  comes  more  News. 

Enter  Morton. 

Nor.  Yea,  this  mans  brow,  like  to  a  Title- leaf, 
Fcrctels  the  Nature  of  a  Tragick  Volume: 
So  looks  the  Strond,  when  the  Imperious  Flood 

Hath  left  a  witnefs'd  Ulurpatioh. 
Say,  Morton,  did'ft  thou  come  from  Shrewsbury  ? 

Mor.  I  ran  from  Shrewsbury  ( my  Noble  Lord  ) 
Where  hateful  death  put  on  his  uglieft  Mask 
To  fright  our  Party. 

Nor.  How  doth  my  Son,  and  Brother  ? 

Thou  trembl'ft  ;  and  the  whitenefs  in  thy  Cheek 
Is  apter  than  thy  Tongue,  to  tell  thy  Errand. 
Even  fuch  a  man,  fo  faint,  fo  fpiritlefs, 

So  dull,  fo  dead  in  look,  fo  woe-be-gone, 
Drew  Priam's  Curtain,  in  the  dead  of  night, 

And  would  have  told  hira,  half  his  Troy  was  burn'd. 
But  Priam  found  the  Fire,  e're  he  his  Tongue  : 
And  J,  my  Penie's  death,  e're  thou  report'ftit. 
This,  thou  would'ft  fay :  Your  Son  did  thus,  and  thus: 
Your  Brother,  thus.  So  fought  the  Noble  Dowglas^ 
Stopping  my  greedy  Ear  with  their  bold  deeds. 
But  in  the  end  (  to  Hop  my  Ear  indeed  ) 
Though  haft  a  Sigh,  to  blow  away  this  Praife, 
Ending  with  Brother,  Son,  and  all  are  dead. 

Mor.  Dowglas  is  living,  and  your  Brother,  yet : 
But  for  my  Lord,  your  Son. 

Nor.  Why,  he  is  dead. 
See  what  a  ready  Tongue  fufpition  hath  \ 
He  that  but  fears  the  thing,  he  would  not  know, 
Hath  by  Inftincl:,  knowledge  from  others  Eyes, 

That  what  he  fear'd  is  chane'd.  Yet  fpeak  (Morton) 
Tell  thou  thy  Earl,  his  Divination  Lies, 
And  I  will  take  it  as  a  f  veet  Difgrace, 
And  make  thee  rich,  for  doing  me  fuch  wrong.  _ 

Mor.  You  are  too  great,  to  be  (by  me)  gainfaid 
Your  Spirit  is  too  true,  your  Fears  too  certain. 

Nor.  Yet  for  all  this,  fay  not  that  Percie's  dead. I  fee  a  ftrange  Confelfion  in  thine  Eye  : 

Thou  fliak'lt  thy  head,  and  hold'ft  it  Fear,  or  Sin, 
To  fpeak  a  truth.  If  he  be  ilain,  fay  fo : 

The  Tongue  offends  not,  that  reports  his  death* And  he  doth  fin  that  doth  belye  the  dead ; 
Not  he,  which  fays  the  dead  is  not  alive : 
Yet  the  firft  bringer  of  unwelcome  News 

Hath 
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Hath  but  a  lofing  Office  :  And  his  Tongue, 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  fullen  Bell 
Remembred,  knolling  a  departing  Friend. 

L.  Bar.  I  cannot  think  (my  Lord  J  your  Son  is  dead. 
Mor.  I  am  forry  I  mould  force  you  to  believe 

That,  which  I  would  to  Heaven  1  had  not  feen. 
But  thefe  mine  Eyes  faw  him  in  bloody  ftate, 

Rend'ring  faint  acquittance  (wearied  and  out  breath'd) 
To  Henry  Monmouth,  whofe  fwift  wrath  beat  down 

The  never-daunted  Percy  to  the  Earth, 
From  whence  (with  life )  he  never  more  fprung  up. 
In  few ;  his  death  (whofe  Spirit  lent  a  Fire, 
Even  to  the  dulleft  Peazant  in  his  Camp) 
Being  bruited  once,  took  Fire  and  Heat  away 

From  the  belt  temper'd  Courage  in  his  Troops. 
For  from  his  Metal  was  his  Party  fteel'd  j 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  reft 

Turn'don  themfelves,  like  dull  and  heavy  Lead, 
And  as  the  thing  that's  heavy  in  it  felf, 
Upon  enforcement,  flies  with  greateft  fpecd, 

So  did  our  Men,  heavy  in  Horfpur's  lofs, 
Lend  to  this  weight  fuch  lightnefs  with  their  fear, 
That  Arrows  fled  not  fwifter  toward  their  aim, 
Than  did  our  Souldiers  (aiming  at  their  fafety ) 
Fly  from  the  field.    Then  was  that  Noble  Worcefier 
Too  foon  tame  Prifoner :  And  that  furious  Scot, 

(The  bloody  Dorvglai)  whofe  well-labouring  Sword 
Had  three  times  flain  th'  Appearance  of  the  King, 
'Gan  vail  his  ftomack,  and  did  grace  the  fhame 
Of  thofe  that  turn'd  their  back :  And  in  his  flight, 
Stumbling  in  Fear,  was  took.    The  fum  of  all, 
Is,  that  the  King  hath  won :  And  hath  fent  out 
A  fpeedy  Power,  to  encounter  you,  my  Lord, 
Under  the  Conduct  of  young  Lancafter 
And  Weftmerland.    This  is  the  News  at  full. 

Nor.  For  this,  I  fliall  have  time  enough  to  mourn. 
In  Poyfon  there  is  Phyfick  :  And  this  News 
(Having  been  well )  that  would  have  made  me  fick, 
Being  fick,  hath  in  fome  meafure  made  me  vvcil. 
And  as  the  Wretch,  whofe  Feaver-weakened  Joynts, 
Like  ftrengthlefs  Hinges,  buckle  under  life, 
Impatient  of  his  Fit,  breaks  like  a  fire 
Out  of  his  Keepers  arms:  Even  fo,  my  Limbs 

(Weakned  with  grief)  being  now  inrag'd  with  grief, 
Are  thrice  themfelves.  Hence  therefore  thou  nice  Crutch, 
A  fcaly  Gauntlet  now,  with  Joynts  of  Steell 
Mnft  glove  his  hand.    And  hence  thou  fickly  Quoif, 
Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head, 

Which  Princes  flefh'd  with  Conqueft,  aim  to  hit. 
Now  bind  my  Brows  with  Iron,  and  approach 

The  ragged'ft  hour  that  Time  and  Spighc  dare  bring, 
To  frown  upon  th'enrag'd  Northumberland, 
Let  Heaven  kifs  Earth  :  Now  let  not  Nature's  hand 
Keep  the  wild  Flood  confin'd :  Let  Order  die, 
And  let  the  World  no  longer  be  a  ftage 
To  feed  Contention  in  a  lingring  Act: 
But  let  one  Spirit  of  the  firft-born  CVw>, 
Reign  in  all  bofoms,  that  each  heart  being  fet 
On  bloody  Courfes,  the  rude  Scene  may  end, 
And  darknefs  be  the  burier  of  the  dead.  (Honour. 

L.  Bar.  Sweet  Earl,  divorce  not  wifdom  from  your 
Mor.  The  Lives  of  all  your  loving  Comphces 

Lean  on  your  Health,  the  which  if  you  give  o're 
To  ftormy  Paffion,  muft  perforce  decay. 

You  cafl  th'  event  of  War  (my  Noble  Lord) 
And  fum'd  the  accompt  of  Chance,  before  you  faid, 
Let  us  make  Head  :  It  was  your  prefurmife, 
That  in  the  dole  of  blows,  your  Son  might  drop. 

You  knew  he  walk'd  o're  Perils,  on  an  Edge 
More  likely  to  fall  in,  then  to  get  o're  : 
You  were  advis'd  his  flefh  was  capable 
Of  Wounds,  and  Scars ;  and  that  his  forward  Spirit 
Would  lift  him,  where  molt  trade  of  danger  rang'd- 
Yet  did  you  fay,  go  forth  ;  And  none  of  this 

(Though  ftrohgly  apprehended)  could  reftrain 
The  fhff-born  action  ■  What  hath  then  befaln  ? 
Or  what  hath  this  bold  Enterprize  brought  forth, 
More  than  that  Being,  which  was  like  to  be  ? 

L.  Bar.  We  all  that  are  engaged  to  this  lofs, 

Knew  that  we  ventur'd  on  fuch  dangerous  Seas, 

That  if  we  wrought  out-life,  was  ten  to  one:' 
.And  yet  we  ventur'd  for  the  Gain  propos'd, 
Choak'd  the  refpect  of  likely  Peril  fear'd, 

I  And  fince  we  are  o're-fet,-  venture  again. 
'  Come,  we  will  all  put  forth  ;  Body  and  Goods. 
;     Mor.  'Tis  more  than  time :  And  (my  molt  noble  Lord) 
I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  fpeak  the  truth : 

;Tne  gentle  Arch-Bifhop  ef  -To;\  is  up 
With  well  appointed  Powers :  he  is  a  man 

'  Who  with  a  double  Surety  bindes  his  Followers. 
My  Lord  f  your  Son )  had  onely  but  the  Corps, 
But  Shadows,  and  the  Shews  of  men  to  fight. 
For  that  fame  word  (Rebellion )  did  divide  1 
The  action  of  their  Bodies,  from  their  Souls, 

And  they  did  fight  with  queafinefs,  conftrain'd, 
As  men  drink  Potions ;  that  their  Weapons  only 

Seem'd  on  our  fide  :  But  for  their  Spirits  and  Souls, 
This  word  (Rebellion )  it  had  froze  them  up, 
As  Fifh  are  in  a  Pond.    But  now  the  Bifhop 
Turns  Infurrcction  to  Religion, 

Suppos'd  lincere,  and  holy  in  his  Thoughts : 
He's  follow'd  both  with  Body,  and  with  Mind  : 
And  doth  enlarge  hh  Riling,  with  the  Blood 

Of  fair  King  Richard,  fcrap'd  from  Pomfret  floncs, 
Derives  from  Heaven  his  Quarrel,  and  his  Caufe  : 

•  Tells  them,  he  doth  beftride  a  bleeding  Land, 
Gafping  for  life,  under  great  Bullingbrook^, 
And  more,  and  lefs,  do  flock  to  follow  him. 

North.  I  knew  of  this  before.    But  to  fpeak  truth 

This  prefent  grief  had  wip'd  ic  from  my  iris  d. 
Go  in  with  me,  and  coumel  every  mah 
The  apteft  way  for  Safety,  arc.  R     ei$;e  \ 

Get  Ports,  and  Letter?,  and  make  Friends  with  fp°ed. 
Never  fo  few,  nor  never  yet  more  need .  ££.  mt. 

 — — — — 

Scena  Inertia. 

Enter.  FalftafF,  and  Page. 

jFW.Sirrah,you  Giant,what  faystjie  Doct.  to  my  Water  ? 

Pag.  He  faid,  Sir,  the  water  it  felf  was  a  good  heal- 
thy Water  ■  But  for  the  Party  that  own'd  it,  he  might  have 

more  Difeafes  than  he  knew  for. 

Fat.  Men  of  all  forts  take  a  pride  to  gird  at  me :  The 
brain  of  this  foolifh  compounded  Clay- man,  is  not  able 
to  invent  any  thing  that  tends  to  laughter,  more  than  I 
invent,  or  is  invented  on  me.  I  am  not  onely  witty  in  my 
felf,  but  the  caufe  that  wit  is  in  other  men.    I  do  here 

walk  before  thee,  like  a  Sow,  that  hath  o'rewhelm'd  all 
her  Litter,  but  one.    If  the  Prince  put  thee  into  mySer- 
vice  for  any  other  reafon,  than  to  fet  me  off,  why  then  I 
have  no  judgment.    Thou  horfon  Mandrake,  thou  art 
fitter  to  be  worn  in  my  cap,  than  to  wait  at  my  heels.  I 

was  never  maim'd  with  an  Agot  till  nowT:  Bui  I  will  fet 
you  neither  in  Gold  nor  Silver,  but  in  vile  Apparel,  and 
fend  you  back  again  to  your  Matter,  for  a  Jewel.  The 
Juvenal  (the  Prince  your  Mafter)  whofe  Chin  is  not 

yetfledg'd,  I  will  fooner  have  a  Beard  grow  in  the  Palm 
of  my  hand,  then  he  (hall  get  one  on  his  Cheek:  Yet  he 
will  not  flick  to  fay,  his  Face  is  a  Face-Royal.  Heaven 
may  finifh  it  when  he  will,  it  is  not  a  hair  arnifs  yet:  he 

may  keep  it  ftill  as  a  Face- Royal,  for  a  Barber  fhall  never 
earn  fix-pence  out  of  it-,  and  yet  he  will  be  crowing,  as 
if  he  had  writ  Man  ever  lince  his  Father  was  a  Batche- 
lor.    He  may  keep  his  own  Grace,  but  he  isalmoit  out  of 
mine,  I  can  allure  him.    What  fai-d  M.  Dombledon,  about 
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the  Satten  tor  my  Ihort  Cloak,  and  Slops  ? 

Tag.  Hefaid,  Sir,  you  mould  procure  him  better  aflu- 
ra nee  than  Sardolpb :  he  would  not  take  his  Bond  and 

yours  he  lik'd  not  the  Security. 
Fal.  Let  him  be  darnn'd  like  the  Glutton,  may  his 

Tongue  be  hotter,  a  horfon  Acbitopbel,  a  Rafcally-yea- 
forfooth- knave,  to  bear  a  Gentleman  in  hand,  and  then 
fraud  upon  Security  ?  The  horfon  fmooth-pates  do  now 
wear  nothing  but  high  fhoes,  and  bunches  of  Keyes  at 

their  Girdles:  and  if  a  man  is  through  with  them  in  ho- 
neft Taking  up,  then  they  muft  ftand  upon  Security :  I 

had  as  lief  they  would  put  Rats-bane  in  my  mouth,  as 

offer  toftopit  with  Security.  I  look'd  he  fhould  have 
fent  me  two  and  twenty  yards  of  Satten,  fas  I  am  a  true 
•  Knight)  and  he  fends  me  Security.  Well,  he  may  fleep  in 
Security,  for  he  hath  the  horn  of  Abundance:  And  the 
lightnefsof  his  Wife  fhines  through  it,  and  yet  cannot 
he  fee,  though  he  have  his  own  Lanthorn  to  light  him. 
■Where's  Bardolf  ? 

Pag.  He's  gone  into  Smthfield  to  buy  your  Worfhip a  Horfe. 

Fal.  I  bought  him  in  Pauls,  and  he'll  buy  me  a  Horfe 
in  Smthfield.  If  I  could  get  me  a  Wife  in  the  Stews,  I 

were  Mann'd,  Hors'd,  and  Wiv'd. 

Enter  Chief  Juftice,  and  Servant. 

Pag,  Sir,  here  comes  the  Nobleman  that  committed 
the  Prince  for  ftriking  him,  about  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Wait  clofe,  I  will  not  fee  him. 

Ch.  Juft.  What's  he  that  goes  there? 
Ser.  Falftoft,  and't  pleafe  your  Lordfhip. 
Juft.  He  that  was  in  queftion  for  the  Robbery  ? 
Ser.  He,  my  Lord,  but  he  hath  lince  done  good  fer 

vice  at  Shrewsbury  :  and  (as  I  hear)  is  now  going  with 
fome  Charge  to  the  Lord  John  of  Lancafter. 

Juft.  What  to  Tork  ?  Call  him  back  agaia. 

Ser.  Sir  John  Fal  ft  aft". Fal.  Boy,  tell  him  1  am  deaf. 
Pag.  You  mult  fpeak  lowder,  my  Mailer  is  deaf. 
Juft.  I  am  fure  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of  any  thing  good. 

Go  pluck  him  by  the  Elbow.    I  muft  fpeak  with  him. 
Ser.  Sir  John, 
Fal.  WhatPa  young  Knave  and  begPIs  there  not  Wars? 

Is  there  not  Employment  ?  Doth  not  the  King  lack  Sub- 
jects ?  do  not  the  Rebels  want  Souldiers  ?  Though  it  be  a 

fhame  to  be  on  any  fide  .but  one,  it  is  worfe  fhame  to  beg, 
than  to  be  on  the  worftfide,  were  it  worle  than  the  Name 
of  Rebellion  can  tell  how  to  make  it. 

Ser.  You  miftake  me,  Sir. 
Fal.  Why,  Sir,  did  I  fay  you  were  an  honeft  man? 

Setting  my  Knight-hood,  and  my  Souldierlhip  afide.  I 
had  lyed  in  my  throat,  if  I  had  faid  fo. 

Ser.  I  pray  you  (Sir)  then  fet  your  Knighthood  and 
your  Souidier-fhip  afide,  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you, 
you  lye  in  your  throat,  If  you  fay  I  am  any  other  than  an 
honeft  man. 

R*L  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  fo  !  I  lay  afide  that 

which  grows  to  me  !  If  thou  gett'ft  any  leave  of  me,hang 
me,  if  thou  tak'ft  leave,  thou  wer't  better  be  hang'd :  you 
Hunt  counter  :  hence,  avant. 

Ser.  Sir,  my  Lord  would  fpeak  with  you. 
Juft.  Sir  John  Falftaff\  a  word  with  you. 
FJ.  My  good  Lord:  Give  your  Lordfhip  good  time  of 

the  day.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Lordfhip  abroad  t  I  heard 
fay,  your  Lordfhip  wasfick.  I  hope  your  Lordfhip  goes 
abroad  by  advice.  Your  Lordfhip  (though  not  clean  paft 
your  youth )  hath  yet  fome  fmack  of  age  in  you-  Some 
rellifh  of  the  faltnefsof  time  :  and  I  molt  humbly  beleech 
your  Lordfhip,  to  have  a  reverend  care  of  your  health. 

Juft.  Sir  John,  I  fent  for  your  before  your  Expedition 
to  Shrewsbury. 

Fal.  If  it  pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  I  hear  his  Majefty  is 
retm  n'd  with  feme  ciifcemfort  from  Wales. 

Juft.  I  talk  not  of  his  Majefty ;  You  would  not  come 
when  I  fent  for  you? 

Fal.  And  I  hear  moreover,  his  Highnefs  is  fain  into 
this  fame  whorfon  Apoplexy.  (you. 

Ju(t.  Well,Heaven  mend  him.  I  pray  let  me  fpeak  with 
Fal.  This  Apoplexy  is  (as  I  take  it)  a  kind  of  Lethar- 

gy, a  fleeping  of  the  Blood,  a  horfon  Tingling. 
Juft.  What  tell  you  me  of  it  ?  be  it  as  it  is. 
Fal.  It  hath  its  original  from  much  Grief ;  from  Study 

and  perturbation  of  the  Brain.    I  have  read  the  Caufeof 
its  Effects  in  Galen.  It  is  a  kind  of  deafnefs. 

Juft.  1  think  you  are  fain  into  that  Difeafe :  For  you 
hear  not  what  I  fay  to  you. 

Fal.  Very  well  (my  Lord)  very  well :  Rather  (an't 
pleafe  you )  it  is  the  Difeafe  of  not  Liftning,  the  Malady 
of  not  Marking,  that  I  am  troubled  withal). 

Juft.  To  punifh  you  by  the  Heels,  would  amend  the  at- 
tention of  your  Ears,  and  I  care  not  if  I  be  your  Phyfitian. 

Fal.  I  am  as  poor  as  Job,  my  Lord  ;  but  not  fo  patient : 
your  Lordfhip  may  minifter  the  Potion  of  Imprisonment 
to  me,  in  refpect  of  Poverty :  But  how  I  fhould  be  your 
Patient  to  follow  your  Prefcriptions,  the  Wife  may  make 
fome  dram  of  a  fcruple,  or  indeed,  a  fcruple  it  felf. 

Juft.  I  fent  for  you  (when  there  were  matters  againft 
you  for  your  life)  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Fal.  As  I  was  then  advis'd  by  my  Learned  Counfel, 
in  the  Laws  of  this  Land-fervice,  I  did  not  come. 

Juft.  Well,the  truth  is(Sir  John  jyou  live  in  great  Infamy. 
Fal.  He  that  buckles  him  in  my  Belt,  cannot  live  in  lefs. 
Juft.  Your  Means  is  very  flender,and  your  wafte  great. 
Fal.  I  would  it  were  otherwife :  I  would  my  Means 

were  greater,  and  my  Wafte  flenderer. 
Juft.  You  have  milled  the  youthful  Prince. 
Fal.  The  young  Prince  hath  milled  me.   I  am  the 

Fellow  with  the  great  Belly,  and  he  my  Dog. 

Juft.  Well,  1  am  loth  to  gall  a  new- heal'd  wound:  your 
Days  Service  at  Shrewsbury,   hath  a  little  gilded  over 
youi  Nights  Exploit  on  Gads-htll.    You  may  thank  the 

unquiet  time,  for  your  quiet  o're-pofting  that  Action. 
Fal.  My  Lord  ?  (Wolf 
Juft.  But  fince  all  is  well,keep  itfo  :  wake  not  a  fleeping 
Fal.  To  wake  a  Wolf,  is  as  bad  as  to  fmell  a  Fox. 
Juft.  What?you  are  as  aCandle,the  better  part  burnt  out. 
Fal.  A  Waffel-Candel,  my  Lord  ;  all  Tallow :  if  I  die 

lay  of  Wax,  my  growth  would  approve  the  truth. 
Juft.  There  is  not  a  white  Hair  on  your  face,  but  fhoulc 

have  his  Effect  of  Gravity. 
Fal.  His  Effect  of  gravy,  gravy,  gravy. 

Juft.  You  follow  the  young  Prince  up  and  down,  like 
his  evil  Angel. 

Fal.  Not  fo  (my  Lord )  your  ill  Angel  is  light :  but 
hope,  he  that  looks  upon  me,  will  take  me  without  weigh 
ing  :  and  yet,  in  fome  refpects  I  grant,  I  cannot  go 
cannot  tell.  Virtue  is  of  lo  little  regard  in  thefe  Coftor- 

mongers  days,that  true  Valour  is  turn'd  Bear-herd.  Pre- 
gnancy is  made  a  Tapfter,  and  hath  his  quick  Wit  waltec 

in  giving  Recknings:  all  the  other  Gifts  appertinent  to 
mar.  (as  the  malice  of  this  Age  fhapes  them)  are  not  worth 

a  Goofe-  berry.  You  that  are  old,  confider  not  the  Capa- 
cities of  us  that  are  young :  youmeafure  the  heat  of  our 

Livers,  with  the  bitternefs  of  your  Galls :  and  we  that  are 
in  the  vaward  of  our  youth,  I  muft  confefs,  are  wags  too, 

Juft.  Do  you  fet  down  your  Name  in  the  Scrowl  of 
youth,  that  are  written  down  old,  with  all  the  Characters 
of  Age  ?  Have  you  not  a  moyft  Eye  ?  a  dry  Hand  ?  a  yellow 
Cheek?a  white  BeardPa  decreafingLegPan  increafingBelly? 

Is  not  your  voice  broken  ?  your  wind  fhort  ?  your  Wit  fin- 
gle  ?  and  every  part  about  you  blafted  with  Antiquity  ?  and 
will  you  cail  your  felf  young  ?  Fy,  fie,  fie,  Sir  John. 

Fal.  My  Lord,  I  was  born  with  a  white  head,  andfom- 
thing  a  round  belly.  For  my  Voice,  I  have  loft  it  with 
hollowing  and  fmging  of  Anthems.  To  approve  my 
youth  further;  I  will  not.  The  truth  is,  I  am  onely  old  in 
Judgment  and  Ucdeiftanding,  and  he  that  will  caper with 
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with  me  for  a  thoufand  Marks,  let  him  lend  me  the  Mo- 

ney, and  hare  at  him.  For  the  Box  o'th'ear  that  the  Prince 
^ve  you,  he  gave  it  like  a  rude  Prince,  and  you  took  it 
fike  a  fcnlible  Lord.  I  have  checkt  him  for  it,  and  the 

young  Lyon  repents  ••  Marry  not  in  Sack-cloth,  but  in 
new  Silk,  and  old  Sack. 

Jn(t.  Well,  Heaven  fend  the  Prince  a  better  Companion. 
Fal.  Heaven  fend  the  Companion  a  better  Prince  I 

cannot  rid  my  hands  of  him. 

juft.  Well,  the  King  hath  fever'd  you  and  Prince  Har- 

ry1  I  hear  you  are  going  with.  Lord  John  of  Lancafler^  a- 

gainft  the  Archbifhop,  and  the  Earl  of  Northumberland. 
FaI.  Yes,  1  thank  your  pretty  fweet  wit  for  it  :  but 

look  you  pray,  (  all  you  that  kifs  my  Lady  Peace  at 

home  )  that  our  Armies  joyn  not  in  a  hot  day  :  for  I  take 

but  two  fhirts  out  with  me,  and  I  mean  not  to  fweat  ex- 
traordinarily :  if  it  be  a  hot  day,  if  1  brandiihany  thing 

but  my  Bottle,  would  I  might  never  fpit  white  again : 

There  is  not  a  dangerous  Action  can  peep  out  his  head, 

but  I  am  thruft  upon  it.  Well,  1  cannot  laft  ever. 

J nft.  Well,  be  honeft,  be  honeft,  and  heaven  blefs  your 

Expedition. 
F all.  Will  your  Lordihip  lend  me  a  thoufand  pound, 

to,  furnifh  me  forth  ? 

Juft.  Not  a  penny,  not  a  penny :  you  are  too  impatient 
to  bear  Croues.  Fare  you  well.  Commend  me  to  my 

Cou'in  Weftmrland.  [Exit. 

Fal.  I  do,  fillop  me  with  a  three-man-Beetle.  A  man 
can  no  more  feparate  Age  and  Covetoufnefs,  than  he  can 

|art  young  limbs  and  letchery  :  but  the  Gowt  galls  the 
and  the  Pox  pinches  the  other  j  and  fo  both  the  De- 

crees prevent  my  Curfes.  Boy  i 

fag.  Sir. 
Fal  What  Money  is  in  my  Purfe  ? 

Fag.  Seven  Groats,  and  two  pence. 
Fal.  I  can  get  no  remedy  againft  this  Confumption  of 

the  Purfe.  Borrowing  onely  lingers,  and  lingers  it  out, 
x.t  the  Difeafe  is  incurable.  Go  bear  this  Letter  to  my 

„ord  of  Lancafter,  this  to  the  Prince,  this  to  the  Earl  of 

'reftmerlatid ,  and  this  to  old  Miftris  Vrfnla,  whom  I 
lave  weekly  fworn  to  marry,  fince  I  perceiv'd  the  firft 
white  Hair  on  my  Chin.  About  it :  you  know  where  to 

ind  me.  Apox  of  this  Gowt,  or  a  Gowt  of  this  Pox : 

:or  the  one  or  th'other  plays  the  rogue  with  my  great 
Toe  :  It  is  no  matter,  if  I  do  halt,  I  have  the  Wars  for 

my  Colour,  and  my  Penfion  mall  feem  the  more  reafon- 
able  ••  A  good  Wit  will  make  ufe  of  any  thing  :  I  will  turn 

3ifeafes  to  commodity.  L~  Exeunt. 

Scena  £harta. 

Enter  Archbifiofa  Haftings,  Mowbray,  and  Lord  Bardolf. 

A?.  Thus  have  you  heard  our  Caufes,  and  know  our 
And  my  moft  noble  Friends,  I  pray  you  all         (  Means : 
Speak  plainly  your  Opinions  of  our  Hopes, 
And  hut  (  Lord  Marfhal )  what  fay  you  to  it .? 
Mow.  I  well  allow  the  occafion  of  our  Arms, 

But  gladly  would  be  better  fatisfied, 
How  ( in  our  Means )  we  mould  advance  our  felves 
To  look  with  forehead  bold  and  big  enough 
Upon  the  Power  and  Puiflance  of  the  King  ? 

Haft.  Our  prefent  Mufters  grow  upon  the  File 
To  five  and  twenty  thoufand  men  of  choice : 
And  our  Supplies  live  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumberland-,  whofe  bofom  burns 
With  an  incenfed  Fire  of  Injuries. 

L.  Bar.  Thequeftion  then  (Lord  Haftings  )  ftandeth 
Whether  our  prefent  five  and  twenty  thoufand      ( thus, 
May  hold  up  head  without  Northumberland  ? 

Haft.  With  him  we  may. 

L.  Bar.  I  marry,  there's  the  point : 

But  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble* 

My  judgment  is,  we  mould  not  ltep  too  far 
Till  we  had  his  Affiftance  by  the  hand. 

For  in  a  Theam  fo  bloody  fae'd  as  this, 
Conjedlure,  Expectation,  and  Surmife 
Of  Aids  uncertain,  lhould  not  be  admitted. 

Arch.  'Tis  true,  Lord  BardolL  for  indeed 

It  was  young  Hot/pur's  cafe  at  Shrewsbury. 
L.  Bar.  It  was  (  my  Lord )  who  lin'd  himfelf  with  hope^ 

Eating  the  air,  on  promife  of  Supply, 
Flattering  himfelf  with  Project  of  a  Power, 
Much  fmaller  than  the  fmalleft  of  his  Thoughts, 
And  fo  with  great  Imagination 
(  Proper  to  mad  men)  led  his  Powers  to  death, 

And  (  winking)  leap'd  intodeftruction. 
Haft.  But  (  by  ycur  leave  )  it  never  yet  did  hurt,  • 

To  lay  down  likely-hoods,  and  forms  of  hope. 
L.  Bar.  Yes,  if  this  prefent  quality  of  War, 

Indeed  the  inftant  Action  :  a  Caufe  on  foot, 
Lives  fo  in  hop?  :  As  in  an  early  Spring 

We  fee  th'appearing  Buds,  which  to  prove  Fruir, 
Hope  gives  not  fo  much  warrant,  as  Defpair 
That  Frofts  will  bite  them.  When  we  mean  to  build^ 
We  firft  furvey  the  Plot,  then  draw  the  Model, 
And  when  we  fee  the  figure  of  the  Houfe, 
Then  muft  we  rate  the  Coft  of  the  Erection, 
Which  if  we  find  out-weighs  Ability, 

What  do  we  then,  but  draw  a-new  the  Model 
In  fewer  Offices  •,  Or  at  leaft,  defift 
To  build  at  all  ?  Much  more,  in  this  great  work, 
(Which  is  (almoft  )  to  pluck  a  Kingdom  dowgy 
And  fet  another  up  )  ihould  we  furvey 
The  Plot  of  Situation,  and  the  Model, 
Confent  upon  a  fure  Foundation : 
Queftion  Surveyors ,  know  our  ovvn  Eftate0 
How  able  fuch  a  Work  to  undergo, 
To  weigh  againft  his  Oppofite  ?  or  elfe, 
We  fortifie  in  Paper,  and  in  Figures, 
Ufing  the  Names  of  men,  inftea4of  men : 
]  Jke  one  that  draws  the  Model  of  a  Houfe 
Beyond  his  power  to  build  it ;  who  (half  through  ) 

Gives  oVe,  and  leaves  his  part-created  Coft 
A  naked  fubject  to  the  Weeping  Clouds, 
And  wafte,  for  churlilh  Winters  tyranny. 

Haft.  Grant  that  our  hopes  (yet  likely  of  fair  birth ) 
Should  be  ftill-born :  and  that  we  now  pofleft 
The  utmoft  man  of  expectation : 
I  think  we  are  a  Eody  ftrong  enough 

("Even  as  we  are)  to  equal  with  the  King. 
L.  Bar.  What  is  the  King  but  five  and  twenty  thoufand? 
Haft.  To  us  no  more :  nay  not  fo  much,  Lord  Bardolf, 

For  his  divifions  (as  the  Times  do  brawl ) 
Are  in  three  Heads  one  Power  againft  the  French, 
And  one  againft  Glendower  :  Perforce  a  third 
Muft  take  up  us  :  So  is  the  unfirm  King 
In  three  divided :  and  his  Coffers  found 
With  hollow  Poverty,  and  Emptinefs. 

Ar.  That  he  mould  draw  his  feveral  Strengths  together, 
And  come  againft  us  in  full  PuhTance, 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Haft.  If  he  mould  do  fo, 

He  leaves  his  back  unarm'd,  the  French,  and  Welfh 
Baying  him  at  the  heel  :  never  fear  that. 

L.  Bar.  Who  is  it  like  fhould  lead  is  Forces  hither  ? 

Haft.  The  Duke  of  Lancafter  and  Wefimerland  - 
Againft  the  Welfh,  himfelf,  and  Harry  Monmouth.- 
But  who  is  fubftituted  'gainft  the  French, 
I  have  no  certain  notice. 

Arch.  Let  us  on  : 

And  publifh  the  occafion  of  our  Arms' 
The  Common-wealth  is  fick  of  their  own  choice, 
Their  over-greedy  love  hath  furfeited, 
An  habitation  giddy,  and  unfure 
Hath  he  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  heart. 
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O  thou  fond  Many,  with  what  loud  appl
aufe 

]  DidTthou  beat  Heaven  with  blefiing  B
^brook, 

4  Before  he  was,  what  thou  would'ft  have  him
  be  ? 

And  being  now  trim'd  up  in  thine  
owndenres, 

Thou  (  beaftly  Feeder  )  art  fo  full  of 
 him, 

That  thou  provok'ft  thy  felf  to  caft  him  »
P- 

So  fo,  f  thou  common  Dog)  didft 
 thou  difgorge  . 

Thv  glutton-bofom  of  the  Royal  Ri
chard, 

And  now  thou  would'ft  eat  thy  d^d.voml^uP'T.,m^? 

Andhowl'ft  to  find  it.  What  trull  iMg  thefe
  Tinl^? 

They,  that  when  Richard  UvM,  woul
d  have  him  die, 

Are  now  become  enamour'd  on  his  gra
ve. 

Thou  that  threwft  duft  upon  his  goodly  he
ad, 

When  through  proud  London  he  came  l.
ghmgon, 

After  th'admired  heels  of  Bulbigbroo^,  _ 

Cri'ft  now,  O  Earth  yield  us  that  King  agai
n, 

And  take  thou  this,  (  O  thoughts  of  men
  accurs  d  ) 

Raft,  and  to  come, [tens  btft  h  th»;gs  fref
un,  worft 

Mow.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  Numbers  an
d I  fct  on  ? 

Haft  We  are  Times  fubjecls,  and  Ti
me  bids,  be  gon. 

~7bc  fecondfnrTof  King  HeM^^^ 

Attus  Secundus.  Scen
a  Trima. 

Enter  Hoftef,  with  two  Officers,  ten
*,  and  Snare. 

Hoftef.  Mr.  Fang,  have  you  entred
  the  Aftion  ? 

Fan?.  It  is  enter'd.  ,.  -, 

Hop.  Where's  your  Yeoman  ?  Is  it  a  lufty 
 Yeoman  ? 

Will  he  ftand  to  it  ? 

Fang-.  Sirrah,  where's  Snare  ? 

HoSt.  I,  I,  good  Mr.  Snare. Snare.  Here,  here. 

Fan?.  Snare,v,zmub  Avrcft  Sir  John  Falftaff
. 

I,  good  Mr.  Sw«,  I  have  enter  d  hi
m  and  aH. 

5».  It  may  chance  coft  fome  of  us  our  liv
es :  he  w.l  ftab 

Hoft.  Alas-the-day  :  take  heed  of  mm  : 
 he  ftab  d  me 

in  mine  own  Houfe,  and  that  moft  beaft
ly  :  he  cares  no 

what  mifchief  he  doth,  if  his  Weapon  be
  out.  He  will 

foyn  like  any  Devil,  he  will  fpare  neith
er  Man,  Woman, 

^LS'lfl  can  clofe'with  him,  I  care  not  for  his  thruft. 
Hoi  No,  nor  I  neither  :  I'le  be  at  your  Elbow.  

_  _ 

Fang.  If  I  but  fift  him  once  :  if  he  
come  but  within 

my«C6i  am  undone  with  his  going:  I  warrant  he  is  an 

infinitive  thing  upon  my  fcore.  Good  Mr.  
hold  him 

fure  •  good  Mr.  Snare,  let  him  not  fcape,  he  c
omes  continu- 

ally to  fte-«»™r  (  laving  your  Manhoods)    to  bu
y  a 

Saddle,  and  he  is  ̂ M^^f^u^fV^ 

in  Lombard-ftreet  to  Mr.  Smooths  the  Suh^an  
I  pray 

vc  fince  my  Aftion  is  enter'd,  and  my  Cafe  
fo  openly 

known  to  the  world,  let  him  be  brought  
in  to 

A  hundred  Mark  is  a  long  one,  for  a  
poor  lone  Woman 

to  bear  •  and  I  have  born,  and  born,  and  born  
i  and  have 

bin  fub'd  off,  andfub'd  off,  from  this  day  
to  that  day, 

that  it  is  a  fhame  to  be  thought  on^  There  
,s  no  honefty 

infuch  dealing,  unlefsa  Woman  fooujd  
be  made  an  Als 

and  a  Beaft,  to  bear  every  Knaves  wrong. 

Enter  FalftafTW  Bardolph. 

Yonder  he  comes,  and  that  arrant  Mnl
mfey-Nofe  Bar- 

dolph with  him,do  your  Offices,  do  your  Offices :  Mr
.  Fang, 

and  Mr.  Snare,  do  me,  do  me,  do  me  your  Off
ices- 

Fal.  How  now  ?  whofe  Mare's  dead  f  what's  t
he  matter  ? 

Fan?.  Sir  John,  I  arreft  you  at  the  fmt  of  Mitt. Qpc
kly- 

FaL  Away  Varlets,  draw  Bardolph  :  Cut  me  oil
  the  V  ll- 

lains  head  :  throw  the  Quean  in  the  Channel.   
 -  - 

Hoft.  Throw  me  in  the  Channel  ?  Tie  throw  the
e  there. 

Wilt  thou?  wilt  thou?  thoubaftardly  Rogue. 
 Murder, 

murder:  O  thou  Hony-fucklc  Villain,  wilt  thou
  kill  Gods 

Officers  and  the  Kings  ?  O  thou  hony-feeo  Ro
gue,  thou 

art  a  hony-feed,  a  Man-queller,  and  a  Worn  a
n  queller. 

Fal.  Keep  them  off,  Bardolph. 
Fang.  A  refcue ,  a  refcue. 

Hoi  Good  people  bring  a  refcue.  Thou  w  il
t  not  ?  thou 

wilt  not  ?  Do,  do  thou  Rogue  :  Do  thou  He  m
pfeed. 

Fal  Away  you  Scullion,  you  RampalU  an,
  ycu  tuiti- 

lirian  :  I'le  tuck  your  Cataftrophe.      L  Enter  Cb. 
 Jnftice. 

Ju(t.  What's  the  matter  ?  Keep  the  Peace  here,  hoa. 

Hoft.  Good  my  Lord,  be  good  to  me.  1  b
efeech  you 

ftand  to  me.  .-'*..    .  « 

Ch.  Jn.  How  now,  Sir  John  ?  what  are  you  brawlin
ghere? 

Doth  this  become  your  place,  your  time  and 
 bulinefs  i 

You  foould  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  W.  > 

Stand  from  him  Fellow,  wherefore  hang'ft  upo  n  him  ?
 

Hoft.  Oh  my  moft  worffiipful  Lord,  an
d't  pleafe 

your  Grace,  I  am  a  poor  Widow  of  Eaftche
ap,  and  he 

is  arretted  at  my  Suit. 
Ch.  Jn(t.  For  what  Turn  ?  f"  .  . 

Hoft.  It  is  more  than  for  fome  f  my  Lord  )  it  is 
 ror  aH : 

all  I  have,  he  hath  eaten  me  out  of  houfe  and
  nome  .'he 

hath  put  all  my  fabftance  into  that  fat  belly  of
  his :  but 

I  will  have  fome  of  it  out  again,  or  I  will  ride 
 thee  o 

Nights,  like  the  Mare. 

Fal.  1  think  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  Mare,  if  I  h
ave 

any  vantage  of  ground  to  get  up.  ¥nmnn 

Ch   J  Si.  How  comes  this,  Sir  John  ?  Fie,  what 
 a  man 

of  good  temper  would  endure  this  tempef
t  of  Exclama- 

tion ?  Are  you  not  afham'd  to  inforce  a  poor  Widow  to 
 fo 

rough  a  courfc  to  come  by  her  own  ?  ■ 

Fal.  What  is  the  grofs  Sum  that  I  owe  thee  ? 

Heft  Marry)  if  thou  wer't  an  honeft  man)  thy  felf,
  and 

the  money  too.  Thou  didft  fweartome  upon
  a  parcel- 

gilt  Goblet,  fitting  in  my  Dolphin-chamber,  
at  the  round 

fable,  by  a Tea-cole  fire,  on  Wednefday  \x
i  Whit  fin-week., 

when  the  Prince  broke  thy  head  for  likening  h
im  to  a  fing- 

inc-man  of  Wind/or  ;  thou  didft  fwear  to  me  
then  f  as 

was  warning  thy  wound  )  to  marry  me,
  and  make :« .my 

Lady  thy  Wife,  Canft  thou  deny  it  ?
  Did  not  Good-wife 

Kcech,  the  Butcher's  wife,  come  in  then,  and
  call  me  Cof- 

fin Onickly  ?  coming  in  to  borrow  a  mefs  of  V
inegar  : 

telling  us  (he  had  a  good  difh  of  Prawns :  whereby  thou 

didft  Mire  to  eat  fome  :  whereby  I  told  the
e  they  were 

ill  for  a  green  wound  ?  And  didft  not  thou
  (when  foe 

was  gone  down  ftairs)  def.re  me  to  be 
 no  more  familiar 

with  fuch  poor  people,  faying,  that  e're  
long  the* r  foon  d 

call  me  Madam  ?  And  didft  thou  not  kifs  m
e,  and  bid 

me  fetch  thee  thirty  (hillings  ?  I  put  thee  n
ow  to  thy 

Book-oath,  deny  it  if  thou  canft  ? 

Fal.  Mv  Lord,  this  is  a  poor  mad  foul  :  and  
foe  lays 

up  and  down  the  town,  that  her  eldeft  So
n  isliKeyou, 

She  hath  been  in  good  cafe,  and  the  truth  is,  pov
erty  hath 

diftrafted  her :  but  for  thefe  foolifo  Officer
s,  1  befeech 

you,  I  may  have  redrefs  againft  them. 

Sir  John,  Sir  John,  I  am  well  acquainted  with 
 )  our 

manner  of  wrenching  the  true  Caufe,  thetalf
e  way.  It m 

not  a  confident  brow,  nor  the  throng  of 
 words  that 

come  with  fuch  (more  than  impudent)  f
awcinefs  from 

you,  can  thruft  me  from  a  level  conization
  I  knowyo* 

ha'  praftis'd  upon  the  eafie-y  ielding  fpmt  of  this 
 W  oman. 

Hoft.  Yes  in  troth,  my  Lord.  ■  , 

JhL  Prethee,  peace :  pay  her  the  Debt  you  owe  her,and 

unpay  the  Villany  you  have  done  her  : 
 the  one  you  may  do witUCTlingWey,andtheo^ 

Fal.  Mv  Lord,  1  will  not  undergo  t
his  fnra tpwi  tout 

reply.  You  call  Honorable  Boldnefs  l"^?*^.1^ 

If  a  man  will  curf  fie,  and  fay  nothing,  h
e  is  Virtnoov 

my  Lord  (vour  humble  duty  remembred
)  1  wi  not  be _your 

Sutor.I  fay  to  you,  I  defire  dehv'ra
nce  from  thefe  Officers 

being  upon  hafty  Employment  in  the 
 Kings  Allans  , 

W.  You  fpeak,  as  having  power  t
o  do  wrong  But 

anfwer  in  the  Effedt  your  Reputation,  a
ndfatisfie  the  poor 

W°S"  Come  hither,  Hoftefs.  LEnter  M,  Cower. 

Ch.  J  aft.  NoW,  Mafter  Cower,  what  Ne
ws  (  ■ 
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Woks  are inear  at  hand  :  The  reft  the  Paperleis tal.  As  I  am  a  Gentleman . 
Hoft.  Nay,  you  faid  fo  before 

FHnh  ARsIa'I1.a£entIe,ra^  Come,  no  more  words  of  it. Hoffi.  By  this  heavenly  ground  I  tread  on,  I  muft  be 

\    Td  Glalles,  glalfo,  is  theonely  drinking  :  and  for 

I  fZit 5     r ghc  Dr"Ery' or  w  £ prodigal,  or  the  German  hunting  n  Water-wort  ic 
,  Sor?  a  tt°uft"d  of  thefe  Bed-hanging^  aJS  thefe Flybitten  Tapiftries  Let  it  be  ten  pound  f  f  tho carft ) Come,  if  it  were  not  for  thy  humours,  there  is  not  Tb  r Wench  m  England  Go,  walh  thy  face,  and  draw  thv Ad,on  :  Come,  thou  muft  not  be  in  this  humour  wkh me,  come,  I  know  thou  was'tfet  on  to  this 

Hofl.  Prethee(Sir^)  let  it  be  but  twenty  Nobles I  am  loth  to  pawn  my  Plate,  in  good  earneft  la  Y  ' 
i  i^/.Let  it  alone,  I'le  make  other  fhift :  vou'l  be  a  fnnl  m\\ 

Ho*  Well,  you  Ihall  have  it,  although  I  pavvn  ̂ny 

|togeTher        ̂   ̂   *  ̂   :  Yo^  W  ™  % 

|hoo^0nWillIliVe-;>GOWkhher'  With  her:  ho<*  on, 

ffu^f?         y°U  h3Ve  Bdl  Tear-$*et  meet  at 
FW.  No  more  words.  Let's  have  her. 
Ch.  Juft.  I  have  heard  bitter  news 

rt^a^X^  NeWS'  ffiy  g°od  Lord  ? Ch  Jnfi  Where  lay  the  King  laft  night  ? Mef.  At  Bafng-foke,  my  Lord. 

myUrd  ?  ^       L°rd)  aU'S  Welh  V  Vhat  is  the  N^s, Ch.  Jnfi.  Come  all  his  Forces  back  ? 

Ho^Jrl0-'  hundred  F00t'  and  five  hundred Horfe,  are  march'd  up  to  my  Lord  of  Lancafier  againft Northumberland^  the  Arch-Bifhop  '  8 

Ch'wTv*        uS  bark  fr°m  ̂   my  nob]e  Lord  ? CA.        You  Ihall  have  Letters  of  me  prefently 
Come,  go  along  with  me,  good  M.  Cower  y ' Falfi.  My  Lord. 

Ch.Juft.  What's  the  matter  ? 

dinner.  ̂   ̂  '  '  111311  entr€at  ̂   ™*  ™  to 
Gow.  I  mull  wait  upon  my  good  Lord  here. I I  thank  you,  good  Sir  John. 
Ch.Jnfl  sir  John  you  loyter  here  too  long,  beine  von 

are  to  takeSouldiersup  in  Countrcysas  youfo,       S  ̂ 

nersfsi^2?atf°0l,fll  ̂   ̂   ̂  thefe  man 
F*/. Mafter  GW,  if  they  become  me  not   he  was  £ Fool  that  taught  them  me.  This  is  the  right  Fencins 

«.7^.Kow  the  Lord  lighten  thee,  thou  art  a  great 

ture?  ?ma11  Beer«  .But  i^eed  thefe  humble  confiderati- 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  Poyns,  Bardolf, 

Frw;  Truftme,  I  am  exceeding  weary 

nn  oT      dothnP>  th°ugh  itdifcoloursthe  comolexi 

^    ?  .    tucic  numDie ons  make  me  out  of  love  with  my  Greatnefs  What difgraceisittome,  to  remember  thy  name  ?  or  to  know thy  faCe  to  morrow  ?  or  to  take  notice  how  many  pair  0f Silk  Stockings  thou  haft  ?  (  thefe,  and  thofe  tK 
the  peach-colour'd  ones :  )  or  to  bear  the  Inventory  of  thv Shirts  ;  as  one  for  fuperfluky,  and  one  other  for  ufe  £ 
that  the  i  tnnis-Court  Keeper  knows  better  than  i  '  f 
"is  alow  ebbe  of  Linnen  wPith  theeT^th^iLS not  Racket  there  as  thou  haft  not  done  a  great  while 

youngr  Princes  wo.d  dofa,^?^^ 
Prmf  Shall  I  tell  thee  one  thing,  Poyns  > 

pZ'  lCV  fdr     k  bean  eXCciient  eood  thi"g- 

i£gta"f  ™°"SVVitsot,^-,  s5reed 

you^tel^ t0  :  1        the  PU(h  °f  y0Ur  one  th'^  N 
r.H^'  VVJy,J  tel1  thee' k  is  not  meet  that  I  Ihould  be fad  now  my  Father  is  lick  :  albeit  I  could  tell  to  thee  (  « 

1  could  be  fad,  and  fad  indeed  too.  imyr"end; 
Foy».  Very  hardly  upon  fuch  aSubjeft 
Frw.  Thou  think'ft  me  as  far  in  the  Devils  Bont  ,e thou,  and  for  obduracy  and  peS ̂ncv  \e the  end  try  the  man.  But  I  tell  thee,  my  heart  bSdsk wardly,  that  my  Father  is  lick  :  and  keeping  &d ̂   vUe 

Poyn.  The  Reafon  ? 
Pr.  Whatwould'ft  thou  think  of  me,  iflfhould  weeo? 
Poyn.  I  would  think  theeamoft  Princely  Hypocrhe  P" 

9  ?  r UW  be  every  mans  th0"§ht  :  anTthou  art *f£K  to  think  as  every  man  thinks:  never  a mans  thought  ,n  the  world  keeps  the  rode-way  bette? than  thine  :  every  man  would  think  me  an  Hypocrite Tn- 

fotinllr^  eXd~  -ft  VVormSrugL 

mucringVS  tboeC^7  h3Ve  b-  r°  ̂   -d  fo 

Prw.  And  to  thee, 

Poyn.  Nay,  I  am  well  fpoken  of  1  can  hear  I'tumh 

r™o5„dr    mrtth the^  *  ̂  is,T i        Brother,  and  that  I  am  a  proper  Fellowof 

Sftr"  thofe  two I  confefil  ?annot  help Look,  look,  here  comes  Bardolf.  1 Frc«.  And  the  Boy  that  I  gave  Falflaf-  he  had  him 

A^.  Save  your  Grace.  Z.  Enter  Bardolf. -kPnn.  And  yours,  moft  Noble  Bardolf. 
T  J*oyn    '  ~ —  - 

V.  Come  you  pernicious  Afs, 
(vJ  I  T,  a  i^ijii-.iuus  /us,  vou  Daiht- muft  you  be  blufhing  ?  wherefore  blufh  you  now 

a  Ma  den  u  mnn  ^    .       3  u  liUVV 

you  bamful  Fool, 
wh^t 

Is  it  fuch  a a  Maidenly  man  at  Arms  are  you  become  ? 
matter  to  geta Pottle-pots  Aiaidcndeadi-  ' 

Window ;  at  laft  I  fpv ? S  fv£  t0Jhls  f3Ce  from 

Fr^  Hath  not  the  Boy  profited  ? 
Bar  Away,  you  horfon  upright  Rabbet,  avav 

Tht  it  1st  BC07m-"'Orth  of  S»d  'nterpretation : 

—  ■ — — ,    .-   Bard. 
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Bard,  If  you  do  not  make  him  be  hang'd  among  you, 
the  Gallows  mall  be  wrong'd. 

Prin.  And  how  doth  thy  Mafter,  Bardolph  ? 
Bard.  Well,  my  good  Lord :  he  heard  of  your  Graces 

coming  to  Town.    There's  a  Letter  for  you. 
Prin.  Deliver'd  with  good  refpect :  And  how  doth  the 

Martlemas,  your  Mafter  ? 
Bard.  In  bodily  health,  Sir. 
Poin.  Marry,  .  the  immortal  part  needs  a  Phyfitian  : 

but  that  moves  not  him :  Though  that  be  fick,  it  dyes  not. 
Prin.  I  do  allow  this  V  Ven  to  be  as  familiar  with  me 

as  my  Dog.  And  he  holds  his  place,  for  look  you  how 
he  writes. 

Pom.  Letter,  John  Falftaff  Knight ;  (Every  man  muft 

know  that,  as  oft  as  he  hath  occafion  to  name  himfelf  ■•) 
Even  like  thofe  that  are  kin  to  the  King,  for  they  never 
prick  their  finger,  but  they  fay  there  is  fomeof  the  Kings 
blood  fpilt.  How  comes  that  ?  (fay  she  that  takes  upon 

him  not  to  conceive  J  the  Anfwer  is  as  ready  as  a  borrow- 
ed Cap:  I  am  the  Kings  poorCoufin,  Sir. 
Prin.  Nay,  they  will  be  kin  to  us,  but  they  will  fetch 

it  from  Japhet.  But  to  the  Letter  :  Sir  John  Falftaff 
Knight,  to  the  Son  of  the  King,  nearest  his  Father ,  Harry 
Prince  of  Wales,  greeting. 

Poin.  Why  this  is  a  Certificate. 
Prin.  Peace. 

I  will  imitate  the  honourable  Romans  in  brevity. 

Poin.  Sure  he  means  brevity  in  breath :  fhort-winded. 
J  commend  me  to  thee,  1  commend  theei  and  I  leave  thee. 
Be  not  too  familiar  with  Poins,  for  he  mifufes  thy  Favours 
fo  much  ;  that  he  fvoears  thou  art  to  marry  his  Sifter 
Nell.  Repent  at  idle  times  as  thou  maift,  and  fo  farewell. 

Thine-,  by  yea  and  no:  Which  is  as  much  as  to  fay, 
as  thou  ufe ft  him.  Jack  Falftaff  with  my  Familiars 
John  with  my  Brothers  and  Sifter :  and  Sir  John 

with  all  Europe. 

My  Lord,  I  will  fteep  this  Letter  in  Sack,  and  make  him 
eat  it. 

Prin.  That's  to  make  him  eat  twenty  of  his  Words 
But  do  you  ufe  me  thus,  Ned  ?  Muft  I  marry  your  Sifter 

Pom.  May  the  Wench  have  no  worfe  Fortune.    But  I 
never  faid  fo. 

Prin.  Well,  thus  we  play  the  Fool  with  the  time,  anc 
the  Spirits  of  the  Wife  fit  in  the  Clouds,  and  mock  us 
Is  your  Mafter  here  in  London  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  my  Lord. 
Where  fups  he?  Doth  the  old  Boor  feed  in 
Franks 

At  the  old  place,  my  Lord,  mMaft-cheap. 
What  Company  ? 

Ephefians,  .my  Lord,  of  the  old  Church. 
Sup  any  Women  with  him  ? 
None,  my  Lord,  but  old  Miftrifs  Quickly*  and 

Mrs.  Dol  Tear.jheet. 
Prin.  What  Pagan  may  that  be? 
Page.  A  proper  Gentlewoman,  Sir,  and  a  Kinfwoman 

of  my  Mafters. 
Prin.  Even  fuch  Kin,  as  the  Parifh  Heyfers  are  to  the 

Town-Bull  ? 
Shall  we  fteal  upon  them  (Ned)  at  Supper  ? 

Poin.  I  am  your  fhadow,  my  Lord,  l'le  follow  you. 
Prin.  Sirrah,  you  Boy,  and  Bardolph,  no  word  to  your 

Mafter  that  I  am  yet  in  Town. 

There's  for  your  Silence. 
Bar.  I  have  no  Tongue,  Sir. 
Pag.  And  for  mine,  Sir,  I  will  govern  it 
Prin.  Fare  ye  well-  Go. 

This  Dol  Tear-Jheet  mould  be  fome  Rode. 
%  Prin.  I  warfcmt  you,  as  common  as  the  way  between 
S.  Albans  and  London. 

Prin.  How  might  we  fee  Falftaff'  beftow  himfelf  to night  in  his  true  Colours,  and  not  our  felvesbefeen  ? 
Pom.  Put  on  two  Leather  Jerkins,  and  Aprons,  and 

wait  upon  him  at  his  Table,  like  Drawers. 

Prin. 

the  old 
Bard. 
Prin. 

Page. 
.  Prin. 
Page. 

Prin.  From  a  God  to  a  Bull  ?  A  heavy  declenfion  :  It 
was  Jove>%  cafe.  From  a  Prince  to  a  Prentice,  a  low  tranf- formation,  that  fhall  be  mine  :  For  in  every  thfng,the  pur- 
pofe  muft  weigh  with  the  folly.  Follow  me,  Ned.  \_Exmnt. 

Scena  Inertia. 

Enter  Northumberland,  his  Lady,  and  Harry 
Percie's  Lady. 

North.  I  prithee  loving  Wife,  and  gentle  Daughter, 
Give  an  even  way  unto  my  rough  Affairs. 
Put  not  you  on  the  Vifage  of  the  Times, 
And  be  like  them  to  Pcrae,  troublefome.  . 

Wife.  I  have  given  over,  I  will  fpeak  no  more ; 
Do  what  you  will :  Your  Wifdom  be  your  Guide. 

Nor.  Alas  (fweet  Wife)  my  Honour  is  at  Pawn, 
And  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeem  it. 

La.  Oh  yet,  for  Heavens  fake,  go  not  to  thefe  Wars. 
The  Time  was  (Father )  when  you  broke  your  word, 

When  you  were  more  endear'd  to  it,  than  now, 
When  your  own  Percie,  when  my  heart-dear- Harry^ 
Threw  many  a  Northward  look,  to  fee  his  Father 
Bring  up  his  Powers :  But  he  did  long  in  vain. 
Who  then  perfwaded  you  to  ftay  at  home  ? 
There  were  two  Honours  loft  ;  yours  and  your  Sons. 
For  Yours,  may  heavenly  glory  brighten  it : 
For  His,  it  ftuck  upon  him,  as  the.  Sun 
In  the  grey  Vault  of  Heaven  :  And  by  his  Light 
Did  all  the  Chevalry  of  England  move 
To  do  brave  A&s .   He  was  ( indeed)  the  Glafs 
Wherein  the  Noble- Youth  did  drefs  themfeJves; 

He  had  no  Legs,  that  practised  not  his  Gate : 
And  fpeaking  thick  (which  Nature  made  his  biemifli) 
Became  the  Accents  of  the  Valiant, 
For  thofe  that  could  fpeak  low,  and  tardily, 
Would  turn  their  own  Perfection  to  Abufe, 
To  feem  like  him.   So  that  in  Speech,  and  Gate, 
In  Diet,  in  Affections  of  delight, 
In  Military  Rules,  Humors  of  Blood, 
He  was  the  Mark,  and  Glafs,  Copy,  and  Book, 
That  fafhion'd  others.   And  him,  O  wondrous !  him, 
O  Miracle  of  Men !  Him  did  you  leave 
(Second  to  none)  un-feconded  by  you, 
To  look  upon  the  hideous  God  of  War, 
In  difadvantage,  to  abide  the  Field, 

VVhere  nothing  but  the  found  of  Hotfpur'>s  Name 
Did  feem  fenfible :  So  you  left  him. 
Never,  O  never  do  his  Ghoft  the  wrong. 

To  hold  your  Honour  more  precife  and  nice 
With  others,  than  with  him.   Let  them  alone : 
The  Marfhal  and  the  Arch-bifhop  are  ftrong. 
Had  my  fweet  Harry  had  but  half  their  Number, 
Today  might  I  (hanging on  Hoffpurh  Netk) 

Have  talk'd  of  Monmouth'' s  Grave. North.  Befhrew  your  heart, 

(Fair  Daughter)  you  do  draw  my  Spirits  from  m:, 
With  new  lamenting  ancient  Over- fights. 
But  I  muft  go,  and  meet  with  danger  there. 
Or  it  will  feek  me  in  another  place, 
And  find  me  worfe  provided. 

Wife.  O  flye  to  Scotland, 
Till  that  the  Nobles,  and  the  armed  Common?, 
Have  of  their  Puiffance  made  a  little  tafte. 

Lady.  If  they  get  ground,  and  vantage  of  the  King, 
Then  joyn  you  with  them,  like  a  Rib  of  Steel, 
To  make  Strength  ftronger.    But,  for  all  our  loves, 
J  :irft  let  them  try  therafelves.    So  did  your  Son, 
Hie  was  fo  fuffer'd  ;  fo  came  I  a  V  Vidow  : 
And  never  fhall  have  length  of  Life  enough, 
To  rain  upon  Remembrance  with  mine  Eyes, 
That  it  may  grow,  and  fprowt,  as  high  as  Heaven, 

for 
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For  Recordation  to  my  Noble  Husband. 

Nor.  Come,  come  go  in  with  me  ••  'tis  with  my  Mind 
As  with  the  Tyde;  fwcll'd  up  unto  his  height, 
That  makes  a  ftill-lfand,  running  neither  way. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  meet  the  Arch-Bilhop, 
But  many  a  thoufand  Reafons  hold  me  back, 
I  will  rcfolve  for  Scotland  there  am  I, 
-Till  Time  and  Vantage  crave  my  company.      [Exeunt . 

Scena  £harta. 

Enter  two  Drawerr. 

1  Drawer.  What  halt  thou  brought  there  ?  Apple- 

Johns?Thcm  know'ft  Sir  John  cannot  endure  an  Apple  John. 
2.  Draw.  Thou  fay'ft  true :  the  Prince  once  let  a  Difh 

of  Apple- Johns  before  him,  and  told  him  there  were  live 
more  Sir  Johns :  and,  putting  off  his  hat,  faid,  I  will  now 

take  my  leave  of  thefe  fix  dric,round,old-wither'd  Knights. 

It  anger'd  him  to  the  heart :  but  ho  hath  forgot  that. 
1.  Draw.  Why  then  cover,  and  let  them  down:  and 

lee  if  thou  canft  find  out  Sneaks  Noyfe  0  Miltrifs  Tear- 
jheet  would  fain  have  fome  Mufick. 

2.  Draw.  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  Prince,  and  Matter 
Point,  anon  :  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  Jerkin;, 
and  Aprons,  and  Sir  John  mult  not  know  of  ir.  Bardoh/u 
hath  brought  word. 

1.  Draw.  Then  here  will  be  old  Vtis  :  it  will  be  an  ex- 
cellent Stratagem. 

2.  :  Draw.  I'le  fee  if  I  can  find  out  Sneaky  [Exit. 

Enter  Hoftefs  and  Dol.. 

Haft.  Sweet-heart,  methinks  now  you  are  in  an  ex- 

cellent good  temperality  •■  your  Pulfidge  beats  as  extra- 
ordinarily, as  heart  would  defire  ;  and  your  Colour  (  1 

warrant  you)  is  as  red  as  any  Rofe  :  But  you  have  drunk 

tco  much  Canary,  and  that's  a  marvellous  fearching 
Wine  •,  and  it  perfumes  the  Blood,  e're  we  can  fay  what's 
this.  How  do  you  now  ? 

Dol.  Better  than  I  was  ••  Hem. 

Hoft.  Why  that  was  well  faid  :  A  good  heart's  worth 
Gold.  Look,  here  comes  Sir  John. 

Enter  Falftaff* 
Fal.  When  Arthur  firft  in  Coun--{  empty  the  Jordan  ) 

and  was  a  worthy  King  \  How  now  Miltrifs  Dol. 
Hoft.  Sick  of  a  Calm-  yea,  good- footh. 
Falft.  So  is  her  Seft ,  if  they  be  once  in  a  Calm,  they 

are  lick. 

Dol.  You  muddy  Rafcal,  is  that  all  the  comfort  you 
give  me  ? 

Fal.  You  make  fat  Rafcals,  Miltrifs  Dol. 
Dol.  I  make  them  ?  Gluttony  and  Difeafes  make  them, 

I  make  them  not. 

Fal.  If  the  Cook  make  the  Gluttony,  you  help  to 
make  the  Difeafes  {Dol),  we  catch  of  you  (Do/;,  we  catch 
of  you :  Grant  that,  my  poor  Vertue>  grant  that. 

Dol.  I  marry,  our  Chains,  and  our  Jewels. 
Falft.  Your  Brooches,  Pearls,  and  Owches  ;  For  to 

ferve  bravely,  is  to  come  halting  off:  you  know  to  come 

off  the  Breach,  with  his  Pike  bent  bravely,  and  to  Surge- 

ry bravely  ̂   to  venture  upon  the  charg'd  Chambers 
bravely. 

Hoft.  Why  is  this  the  old  fafhion  :  you  two  never 
meet,  but  you-  fall  to  fome  difcord :  you  are  both  fin- 
good  troth  )  as  Rheumatick  as  two  drie  Toftes,  you 
cannot  one  bear  with  anothers  Confirmities.  What  the 

good-yeer  ?  One  mult  bear,  and  that  mult  be  you  ■ 
you  are  the  weaker  VeffeL  as  they  fay,  the  emptier 
VefTel. 

Dol.  Can  a  weak  empty  Veflel  bear  fuch  a  huge  full 
Hogs-head  ?  There's  a  whole  Merchants  Venture  of 

Bordeaux  fluff*  in  him  :  you  have  notfeen  a  . Hulk  better 
ftuft  in  the  Hold.  Come,  I'le  be  friends  with  thee,  Jkefe 
Thou  art  going  to  the  Wars,  and  whether  I  (hall  ever  fee 
thee  again,  or  no,  there  is  no  body  cares, 
i  Enter  Drawer.  . 

Draw.  Sir,  Ancient  Piftol  is  below,  and  would  fpeak 
with  you. 

Dol.  Hang  him,  fwaggering  Rafcal,  let  him  not  come 

hither  :  it  is  the  foul-mouth'dit  Rogue  in ■  EvnlcnA. 
Hoft.  If  he  fwagger,  let  him  not  come  here  :  I  mult 

live  amongft  my  Neighbours,  I'le  no  fwaggerefs :  1  am 
in  good  name,  and  fame,  with  the  very  belt  :  flint  the 

door,  there  comes  no.fwaggerers  here :  I  have  not  liv'd 
all  this  while,  to  have  fwaggering  now:  flint  the  doer, 
I  pray  you. 

Fal.  Do'ft  thou  hear,  Hoftefs  ? 

Hoft.  'Pray  you  pacifie  your  fdf  ( Sir  John)  there  comes 
no  fwaggerers  here.. 

Falft.  Do'fc  thou  hear  ?  it  is  mine  Ancient. 
Hoft-  Tilly- fally  (Sir  John)  never  tell  me,  your  ancient 

Swaggerer  comes  not  in  my  doors.  I  was  before  Matter 
l  ifted  the  Deputy,  the  other  day  :  and  as  he  faid  to  fce3 
it  was  no  longer  ago  than  Wednefday  laft  :  Neighbour 
Quickly  (layes  he  ;  )  Mafter  Domb  our  Minifcer,  was  by 
then  :  Neighbour  Quickly  (fayes  he)  receive  thofe  that 
are  Civil  ;  for  (faith  he)  you  are  in  an  ii!  Name  :  new 
he  faid  fo,  I  can  tell  whereupon:  for(faycs  he)  ycu  arc 
an  honell  Woman,  and  well  thought  on,  therefore  take 
heed  what  Guefts  you  receive  :  Receive  (fays  he)  no 

fwaggering  Companions.  There  come  none  here.  You 
would  blefs  you  to  hear  what  he  faid.  No,  I'le  no  Swag- 

gerers. 
Falft.  He's  no  Swaggerer  (Hofttfs :  )  a  tame  Cheater, 

he  :  you  may  ftroake  him  as  gently,  as  a  Puppy-Grey- 
hound :  he  will  not  fwagger  with  a  Barbary  Hen  :  If  her 

Feathers  turn  back  in  any  fliew  of  reiift3iice.  Call  him 

up  (Drawer .) 
Hoft.  Cheater,  call  you  him  ?  I  wij'  bar-  no  Honed 

man  my  koufe,  nor  no  Cheater  :  but  1  da  not  love  d  ag- 
gering; I  am  the  worfe  when  one  lays  fuaggcrer  •  Feel 

Mailers,  how  I  fhake:  look  you,  I  warrant  you. 
Del.  So  you  do,  Hoftefs. 

Hoft,  Do  I  ?  yea,  in  very,  truth  do  I,  if  it  were  an  Af- 
pen  Leaf:  I  cannot  abide  Swaggerers. 

Enter  Piftol,  and  Bardolph,  and  his  Boy. 

Pift.  ''Save  you,  Sir  John.  ! 
Fal.  Welcome  Ancient  Piftol.  Here  (Piftd)  I  charge 

you  with  a  Cup  c:f  Sack  :  do  vdu  difcharge  upon  mine 
Hoftefs. 

Pift.  I  will  difcharge  upon  her  (  Sir  John  )  with  two Bullets. 

Faft.  She  is  Piftol-proof  (  Sir  )  you  fnail  hardly  offend 

her.. Hoft.  Come,  I'le  drink  no  Proofs,  hor  no  Bullets : 
I  will  drink  no  more  than  will  do  me  good,  for  no  mans 

pleafure,  I. Pift.  Then  to  you  (  Miftris  Dorothie)  I  will  charge 

you.      •  •  i.  .  . 
Dor.  Charge  me ;  I  fedrn  you  f  fcurvy  Companion,) 

What?  you  poor,  bafe,  rafcally,  cheating,  lack-Linncn- 
Mate  :  away  you  mouldy  Rogue,  away,  1  am  meat  for 

your  Mafter, Pift.  I  know  you,  Miltrifs  Derbiniei 
Dol.  Away  you  cut-purfe  Rafcal,  you  filthy  Bung 

away  :  By  this  Wine,  I'le  thruft  my  Knife  in  your  moul- 
dy  Chaps,  if  you  play  the  fawcy  Cuttle  with  me.  Away 
you  Lottie-Ale  Rafcal,  you  Basket-hilt  ftalc  Jugler,  yon., 
Since  when,  1  pray  you,  Sir  ?  what,  with  two  Points  on; 

your  moulder  ?  much. 
P.ft.  I  will  murthcr  your  Ruff,  for  this. 
Hoft.  No,  good  Captain  PiFtol :  not  lv:re,  QHHt  I 
Captain.  j 

Dol.  I 
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Doi.  Captain  ?  thou  abominable  damn'd  Cheater, 
art  thou  not  afham'd  to  be  call'd  Captain  ?  If  Captains 
were  of  ray  mind,  they  would  trunchion  you  out,  for  ta- 

king their  Names  upon  you,  before  you  have  earn'd  them. 
You  a  Captain  ?  you  flay,  for  what  ?  for  tearing  a  poor 
Whores  Ruff  in  a  Bawdy-houfe  ?  He  a  Captain  ?  hang 

him  Rogue,  he  lives  upon  mouldy  ftew'd-Prunes,  and 
dry'd  Cakes.  A  Captain  ?  Thefe  Villains  will  make 
the  word  Captain  odious :  Therefore  Captains  had  need 
look  to  it. 

Bard.  Pray  thee  go  down,  good  Ancient. 
Fal.  Heark  thee  hither  Miltrifs  Dol. 

Pifi.  Not  I  :  I  tell  thee  what,  Corporal  Bardolph,  I 

could  tear  her :  I'le  be  reveng'd  on  her. 
Page.  'Pray  thee  go  down. 
Pifi.  He  fee  her  damn'd  firft :  to  Pluto's  damn'd  Lake, 

to  the  Infernal  Deep,  where  Erebus  and  Tortures  vile 
alfo.  Hold  Hook  and  Line,  fay  I  :  Down  :  down  Dog, 
down  Fates :  have  we  not  Hiren  here  ? 

Hofi.  Good  Captain  Peefel  be  quiet,  it  is  very  late  : 
I  beleck  you  now,  aggravate  your  Choler. 

Pift.  Thefe  be  good  humors  indeed.  Shall  Pack-Horfcs, 

and  hollow-pamper'd  Jades  of  Afia,  which  cannot  go 
but  thirty  Miles  a  dav,  compare  with  C&far,  and  with 
Cannibal,  and  Trojan  Greeks  ?  nay,  rather  damn  them 
with  King  Cerberus,  and  let  the  Welkin  roar  :  (hall 
we  fall  foul  for  Toyes  ? 

Hofi.  By  my  troth,  Captain,  thefe  are  very  bitter 
words. 

Bard.  Be  gone,  good  Ancient :  this  will  grow  to  a 
Brawl  anon. 

.  Pifi.  Die  men,  like  Dogs ;  give  Crowns  like  Pins  : 
Have  we  not  Hiren  here  i 

Hofi.  On  my  word  (Captain )  there's  none  fuch  here. 
.What  the  good-yeree,  do  you  think  I  would  deny  her  ? 
I  pray  be  quiet. 

Pifi.  Then  feed,  and  be  fat  (my  fair  Caliphs)  Come, 
give  me  fome  Sack,  St  fortune  me  tormente^  fperato  mt 
content t.  Fear  we  broad  .fides  ?  No,  let  the  Fiend  give  fire: 
Give  me  fome  Sack  :  and  Sweet-heart  lye  thou  there  : 
Come  we  to  full  Points  here ;  and  are  &  catera^s  no- 

thing ? 
Pal.  Pifiol,  I  would  be  quiet. 
Pifi.  Sweet  Knight,  kifs  thy  NealTe  :  what  ?  we  have 

feen  the  feven  Stars. 
Dol.  Thruft  him  down  flairs,  I  cannot  endure  fuch 

a  Fuftian  Rafcal 

Pifi.  Thruft  him  down  flairs  ?  know  we  not  Gallo- 
way Nags  ? 

Fal.  Quoit  him  down  (Bardolph )  like  a  Ihove-groat 
fhilling  :  nay,  if  he  do  nothing  but  fpeak  nothing,  he fhall 
be  nothing  here. 

Bard.  Come  get  you  down  flairs. 
Pt(i.  What  lhall  we  have  lncifion  ?  fhall  we  embrew  ? 

then  Death  rock  me  afleep,  abridge  my  doleful  days : 
why  then  let  grievous,  gaftly,  gaping  Wounds,  untwine 
the  Sifters  three  :  Come  Atropos,  I  fay. 

Hofi.  Here's  good  fluff  toward. 
Fal.  Give  me  my  Rapier,  Boy. 
Dol.  I  prethee,  Jack.,  I  prethee  do  not  draw. 
Falfi.  Get  you  down  flairs. 

Hofi.  Here's  a  goodly  tumult  :  I'le  forfwear  keeping 
houfe,  before  Tie  be  in  thefe  tirrits,  and  frights.  So  :  Mur- 
ther  I  warrant  now.  Alas,  put  up  your  naked  Weapons, 

put  up  your  naked  Weapons. 
Dol.  I  prethee,  Jackj,  be  quiet,  the  Rafcal  is  gone : 

ah  you  whorfon  little  valiant  Villain,  you. 

Hofi.  Are  you  not  hurt  i'tli'  Groyn  ?  me  thought  he 
made  a  fhrewd  Thruft  at  your  Belly. 

Falfi.  Have  you  turn'd  him  out  of  doors  ? 
Bard.  Yes,  Sir,  the  Rafcal's  drunk :  you  have  hurt  him 

(SiO  in  the  fhoulder. 
Falfi.  A  Rafcal  to  brave  me. 
Dol.  Ah,  you  fweet  little  Rogue,  you  :  alas,  poor  Ape, 

 ' 

how  thou  fweat'ft  ?  come,  let  me  wipe  thy  Face  :  Come 
on,  you  whorfon  Chops :  Ah  Rogue,  1  love  thee  :  Thou 
art  as  valorous  as  Httor  of  Troy,  worth  five  of  Aga- 

memnon ;  and  ten  times  better  than  the  nine.  Worthies : 
ah  Villain. 

Falfi.  A  rafcally  Slave,  I  will  tofs  the  Rogne  in  a 
Blanket. 

Dol.  Do,  if  thou  dar'ft  for  thy  heart  :  if  thou  do'ft, 
I'le  canvafs  thee  between  a  pair  of  fheets. Enter  Mufic\. 

Pag.  The  Mufick  is  come,  Sir. 
Falfi.  Let  them  play  \  play  Sirs.  Sit  on  my  Knee,  Dol. 

A  Rafcal,  bragging  Slave  :  the  Rogue  fled  from  me  like 

Quick-filver. Dol.  And  thou  followd'ft  him  like  a  Church  ••  thou 
whorfon  little  tydie  Bartholmew  Boor-pig,  when  wilt 
thou  kave  fighting  on  days,  and  foyning  on  nights,  and 
begin  to  patch  up  thine  old  Body  for  Heaven  ? 

Enter  the  Prince  and  Poins  difiguipd, 

Fal.  Peace,  (good  Dol )  do  not  fpeak  like  a  Deaths- 
head  :  do  not  bid  me  remember-  mine  end. 

Dol.  Sirrah,  what  humour  is  the  Prince  of? 
Fal.  A  good  fhallow  young  Fellow  :  he  would  have 

made  a  good  Pantler,  he  would  have  chipp'd  Bread  well. 
Dol.  They  fay  Poins  hath  a  good  Wit. 
Falfi.  He  a  good  Wit  ?  hang  him  Baboon,  his  Wit  is 

as  thick  as  Tetoksbury^  Muftard :  there  is  no  more  con- 
ceit in  him,  than  is  in  a  Mallet. 

Dol.  Why  doth  the  Prince  love  him  lb  then  ? 
Fal.  Becaufe  their  Legs  are  both  of  a  bignefs  :  and 

he  plays  at  Quoits  well,  and  eats  Conger  and  Fennel, 
and  drinks  of  Candles  ends  for  Flap-dragons,  and  rides 
the  wild-Mare  with  the  Boyes,  and  jumps  upon  Joyn'd- 
flools,  and  fwears  with  a  good  grace,  and  wears  his 
Boot  very  fmooth,  like  unto  the  Sign  of  the  Leg,  and 
breeds  no  bate  with  telling  of  difcreet  ftories  and  fuch 
other  Gambol  faculties  he  hath,  that  Diew  a  weak 
Mind,  and  an  able  Body,  for  the  which  the  Prince  ad- 

mits him  :  for  the  Prince  himfelf  is  fuch  another :  the 
weight  of  an  Hair  will  turn  the  Scales  between  their 
Haberde-vois. 

Prince.  Would  not  this  Nave  of  a  Wheel  have  his 
Ears  cut  off  ? 

Poin.  Let  us  beat  him  before  his  Whore. 

Prin.  Look,  if  the  wither'd  Elder  hath  not  his  Poll 
claw'd  like  a  Parrot. 

Poin.  Is  it  not  flrange,  that  Defire  fhould  fo  manj 

years  out-live  performance  ? 
Fal.  Kifs  me,  Dol. 
Prince.  Saturn  and  Venus  this  year  in  Conjunction  ? 

What  fays  th  e  Almanack  to  that  ? 
Poin.  And  look,  whether  the  fiery  Trigon,  his  Man,  be 

not  lifping  to  his  Mailers  old  Tables,  his  Note-Book, 
his  Counfel- keeper  ? 

Fal.  Thou  do'ft  give  me  flatt'ring  Buffes. 
Dol.  Nay  truly,  1  Kifs  thee  with  moft  conftant  heart. 
Fal.  I  am  old,  I  am  old. 

Dol.  I  love  thee  better,  than  I  love  e're  a  fcurvy  young 
Boy  of  them  all. 

Fal.  What  Stuff  wilt  thou  have  a  Kirtle  of  ?  I  fhall 

receive  Money  on  Thurfday  :  thou  fhalt  have  a  Cappe 
to  morrow.  A  merry  Song,  come :  it  grows  late,  we 
will  to  Bed.  Thou  wilt  forget  me,  when  1  am  gone. 

Dol.  Thou  wilt  fet  me  a  weeping,  if  thou  fay 'ft  fo  : 
prove  that  ever  I  drefs  my  felf  handfom,  till  thy  re- 

turn :  Well,  hearken  the  end. 
Fal.  Some  Sack,  Francis. 
Prin.  Poin.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 
Fal.  Ha  ?  a  Baftard  Son  of  the  Kings  ?  And  art  not 

thou  Poins,  his  Brother  ? 
Prin.  Why  thou  Globe  of  finful  Continents,  what  a 

Life  dofl  thou  lead  ? 
FA 
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Fal.  A  better  than  thou:  1  am  a  Gentleman,  thou  art 
a  Drawer. 

Prin.  Very  true,  Sir  :  and  I  come  to  draw  you  out  by 
the  Ears. 

Hoft.  Oh,  the  Lord  preferve  thy  good  Grace:  Wel- 
come to  London.  Now  Heaven  blefs  that  fweet  Face  of 

thine  :  What  are  you  come  from  Wales  ? 
Fal.  Thou  whorfon  mad  Compound  of  Majefty  :  by 

this  light  Flefh,  and  corrupt  Blood,  thou  art  welcome. 
Prin.  How  ?  you  fat  Fool,  I  fcorn  you. 
Poin.  My  Lord,  he  will  drive  you  out  of  your  revenge, 

and  turn  all  to  merriment,  if  you  take  not  the  heat. 

Prin.  You  whorfon  Candle-myne  you,  how  vilely  did 
you  fpeak  of  me  even  now,  before  this  honeft,  vertuous, 
civil  Gentlewoman  ? 

Hoft.  'Bleffing  on  your  good  heart ,  and  fo  me  is  by 
my  troth. 

F,  /.  Didft  thou  hear  me  ? 

Prince.  Yes :  and  you  knew  me,  as  you  did  when  you 

ran  away  by  Gads-hiH  :  you  knew  I  was  at  your  back,  and 
fpoke  it  on  purpofe,  to  try  my  patience. 

Fal.  No,  no,  no  :  not  fo  :  I  did  not  think,  thou  waft 
within  hearing. 

Prin.  1  mail  drive  you  then  to  confefsthe  wilful  abufe, 
and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

Fal.  No  abufe  (  Hal )  on  mine  Honor,  no  abufe. 
Prin.  Not  to  difpraife  me  ?  and  call  me  Pamler,  and 

Bread- chopper,  and  I  know  not  what  ? 
Fal.  No  abufe,    (  Hal.  ) 
Poin.  No  abufe  ? 

Fal.  No  abufe  (Ned)  in  the  World :  honeft  AW,  none. 

I  difprais'd  him  before  the  Wicked,  that  the  Wicked 
might  not  fall  in  love  with  him  :  In  which  doing,  I  have 
done  the  part  of  a  careful  Friend,  and  true  Subject,  and 
thy  Father  is  to  give  me  thanks  for  ic.  No  abufe  (Hal: ) 
none  (Ned)  none  •,  no  Boys,  none. 

Prin.  See  now  whether  pure  Fear,  and  entire  Cow- 
ardife,  doth  not  make  theewron^  this  vertuous  Gentle- 

woman, to  clofe  with  us  ?  Is  fhe  of  the  Wicked  ?  Is  thine 
Hoftefs  here,   of  the  Wicked  ?  Or  is  the  Boy  of  the 
Wicked  t  Or  honeft  BardJph  ( whofe  Zeal  burns  in  his 
nofe  )  of  the  Wicked  ? 
Pom.  Aufwer,  thou  dead  Elm,  anfwer. 

Fal.  The  Fiend  hath  Prickt  down  Bardolph  irrecove- 
rable, and  his  face  is  Lucifer's  Privy-Kitchin,  where  he 

doth  nothing  but  roaft  Mault-Worms :  for  the  Boy,  there 
is  a  good  Angel  about  him,  but  the  Devil  out-bids  him  too- 

Prin.  For  the  Women  ? 

Fal.  For  one  of  them,   fhe  is  in  Hell  already,  and 
burns  poor  fouls :  for  the  other,  1  owe  her  Money  j  and 
whether  fhe  be  damn'd  for  that,  1  know  not. 

Hoft.  No.  1  warrant  you. 
Fal.  No.  I  think  thou  art  not  :  I  think  thou  art 

quit  for  that.  Marry,  there  is  another  Indictment  up- 
on thee,  for  fuffering  flefh  to  be  eaten  in  thy  houfe, 

contrary  to  the  Law,  for  the  which  1  think  thou  wilt 
howle. 

Hoft.  All  Victuallers  do  fo  :  What  is  aJoyntofMut 
ton  or  two  in  a  whole  Lent  ? 

Prin.  You,  Gentlewoman. 
Lol.  What  fays  your  Grace  ? 
Faift.  His  Grace  fays  that,  which  his  flefh  rebels 

againft. 
Hoft.  Who  knocks  fo  loud  at  the  door  ?  Look  to  the 

door  there,  Francis  ? 
Enter  Peto. 

Prin.  Peto,  how  now  ?  what  news  ? 
Peto.  The  King,  your  Father,  is  at  Weftminfter, 

And  there  twenty  weak  and  wearied  Pofts, 
Come  from  the  North  :  and  as  I  came  along, 
I  met,  and  over-took  a  dozen  Captains, 

Bare-headed,'  fweating,  knocking  at  the  Taverns, 
And  asking  every  one  for  Sir  John  Falftajf. 

Prin.  By  Heaven  (  Fains  )  I  feel  me  much  to  blame, 

So  idly  to  prophane  the  precious  time, 
When  Temped  of  Commotion,  like  the  South 
Born  with  bla.k  Vapour,  doth  begin  to  melt, 

And  drop  upon  our  bare  unarmed  Heads. 
Give  me  my  Sword,  and  Cloak: 
Falftaft\  good  night. 

Fal  ft.  Now  •  comes  in  the  fweeteft  Morfel 
[  Exit . 

of  the 

night ,  and  v/e  muft  hence,  and  Lave  it  unpickt.  More 

knocking  at  the  door  ?  How  now  ?  what's  the  mat- 
ter ? 

Bard.  You  mnft  away  to  the  Court,  Sir,  prefently, 
A  dozen  Captains  flay  at  the  door  for  you. 

Falft.  Pay  the  Mufitians,  Sirrah  :  farevvel  Hoftefs, 
farevvel  Lol.  You  fee  (  my  good  Wenches )  how  men  of 
Merit  are  fought  after  :  the  undeferver  may  fleep,  when 

the  man  of  Action  is  call'd  on.  Farewel,  good  Wenches: 
iflbenotfent  away  pqft,  I  will  fee  yoei  again,  e're  I  go. 

Doi.  I  cannot  fpeak  :   if  my  heart  be  not  ready  to 
burft.  Well  (  fweet  Jack)  have  a  care  of  thyfelf. 

Falfl.  Farewel,  farewel.  £  Exit. 
Hoft.  Well,  fare  thee  well  :  I  have  known  thee  thefe 

twenty  nine  years,  come  Pcfcod  time:  but  an  honeft  er, 
and  true-hearted  man.  Well,  fare  thee  well. 

Bard.  Miftrifs  Icar-Jhctt. 

Hoft.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Bard.  Bid  Miftrifs  Tear-  jh:er  come  to  my  Maftcr. 
Hoft.  O  run,  Dol,  run  •  run,  good  Dol. 

f_  Exeunt. 

Actus  Icrtius.  Scena  Prima. 

Evter  the  King     with  a 
Page. 

Kin.  Go,  call  the  Earls  of  Surrey,  and  Warwick 

But  e're  they  come,  bid  them  o're-read  thefe  Letters. 
And  well  confider  of  them  :  make  good  fpeed.       f_  Exit. 
How  many  thoufaiid  of  mypoorcft  Subjects 
Are  at  this-hour  alleep  ?  O  Sleep,  O  gentle  Sleep, 
Natures  foft  Nurfe,  how  have  1  frighted  th.e, 
That  thou  no  more  wi.t  weigh  my  Eye-lids  down, 

And  fteep  my  Senfes  in  Forgetfulnefs  ? 
Why  rather  (  Sleep )  lyelt  thou  in  fmoaky  Cribs, 

Upon  uneafic  Pal'ads  ftretching  thee, 
And  hufht  with  buzzing  Night,  flyes  to  thy  fl umber, 

Than  in  the  perfum'd  Chambers  of  the  Great  ? 
Under  the  Canopies  of  coftly  State, 

And  lull'd  with  founds  of  fweeteft  Melody  ? 
O  thou  dull  God,  why  lyeft  thou  with  the  vile, 

In  loathfom  Beds,  and  leav'it  the  Kingly  Couch 
A  watch-cafe,  or  a  common  Larum-Bell? 
Wilt  thou,  upon  the  high  and  giddy  Maft, 

Seal  up  the  Ship-boys  Eyes,  and  rock  his  Brains, 
In  Cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  Surge, 
And  in  the  vifitation  of  the  Winds, 
Who  take  the  Ruffian  Billows  by  the  top, 
Curling  their  monftrous  heads  and  hanging  them 
With  deaf'ning  Clamors  in  the  flip'ry  Clouds, 
That  with  the  hurley,  Death  it  felf  awakes? 
Canft  thou  (  O  partial  Sleep)  Give  ihy  Repofe 
To  the  wet  Sia-boy  in  an  hour  fo  rude : 
And  in  the  calmeft,  and  molt  ftilleft  Night, 
With  all  appliances,  and  means  to  boot, 
Deny  it  to  a  King  ?  Then  happy  Low,  lye  down, 

Uneafie  lyes  the  Head,  that  wears  a  Crown. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Surrey. 

War. 

King. 

War. King. 

Many  good-morrows  to  your  Majefty. 
It  is  good-morrow,  Lords  ? 
'Tis  one  a  Clock,  and  paft. 
Why  then  good-morrow  to  you  all  (my  Lords :  ) 

Have  you  read  o're  the  Letters  that  I  fent  you  f H  h  War, 
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War.  We  have  (  my  Liege.) 
King.  .Then  yon  perceive  the  Body  of  our  Kingdom, 

How  foul  it  is  :  what  rank  Difeafes  grow, 
And  with  what  danger,  near  the  heart  of  it  ? 

War.  It  is  but  as  a  Body,  yet  diftemper'd, 
Which  to  the  former  ftrcngth  may  bereitor'd, 
With  good  advice,  and  little  Medicine  ; 
My  Lord,  Northumberland  will  foon  be  cool'd. 

Ktng.  Oh  Heaven,that  one  might  read  the  Book  of  Fate, 
And  fee  the  Revolution  of  the  Times 
Make  Mountains  level,  and  the  Continent 
(  Weary  of  folid  firmnefs)  meltitfelf 
Into  the  Sea  :  and  other  Times,  to  fee 
The  beacfty  Girdle  of  the  Ocean 
Too  wide  for  Neytunes  hipps  j  how  Chances  mocks 
And  Changes  fill  the  Cup  of  Alteration 
With  divers  Liqucrs.  'Tis  not  ten  years  gone, 
Since  Richard,  and  Northumberland ,  great  Friends, 
Did  feaft  together }  and  in  two  years  after, 
Were  they  at  Wars.  It  is  buteightyears  finee, 
This  Percie  was  the  man,  nearelt  my  Soul  ; 
Who  likea  Brother,  toyPdin  my  Affairs, 
And  laid  his  Love  and  Life  under  my  foot : 
Yea,  for  my  fake,  even  to  the  eyes  of  Richard 
Gave  him  defiance.  But  which  of  you  was  by, 
( You  Coufin  Nevil,  as  1  may  remember  ) 
When  Richard,  with  his  Eye,  brim-full  of  Tears, 
(  Then  checkM ,  and  rated  by  Northumberland) 

Did  fpeak  thefe  words  (  now  prov'd  a  Prophecie :) 
Northumberland,  thou  Ladder,  by  the  which 
My  Coufin  BulUngbrock^  afcends  my  Throne : 
(  Though  then,  Heaven  knows,  1  had  no  fuch  intent, 

But  that  necellity  fo  bow'd  the  State, 
That  I  and  Greatnefs  were  compell'd  tokifs:  ) 
The  time  fhall  come  ( thus  did  he  follow  it ) 
The  time  will  come,  that  foul  Sin-gathering  head 
Shall  break  into  Corruption  •  fo  went  on, 
Fore-telling  this  fame  Times  Condition, 
And  the  divilion  of  our  Amity. 

W\r.  There  is  a  Hiftory  in  all  mens  Lives, 
Figuring  the  Nature  of  the  Times  deceas'd. 
The  which  obferv'd,  a  man  may  prophecie, 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  Chance  of  things 
As  yet  not  come  to  Life,  which  in  their  Seeds 
And  weak  beginnings  lye  entreafured  : 
Such  things  become  the  Hatch  and  Brood  of  Time ; 
And  by  the  necehary  form  of  this, 
King  Richard  might  create  a  perfect  guefs, 
That  great  Northumberland,  then  falfe  to  him, 
Would  of  that  Seed,  grow  to  a  greater  falfenefs, 
Which  fhould  not  find  a  ground  to  root  upon, 
Unlefs  on  you. 

Ktng.  Are  thefe  things  then  Neceflities  ? 
Then  let  us  meet  them  like  Neceffities  j 
And  that  fame  word,  even  now  cryes  out  on  us : 
They  fay  the  Bifhop  and  Northumberland 
Are  fifty  thoufand  Itrong. 

War.  It  cannot  be  (my  Lord:  ) 
Rumor  doth  double,  like  the  Voice  and  Eccho, 
The  number  of  the  feared.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace 
To  go  to  bed,  upon  my  Life  ( my  Lord  ) 

The  Pow'rsthat  you  already  have  Pent  forth, 
Shall  bring  this  Prize  in  very  eafily. 

To  comfort  you  the  more,  I  have  receiv'd 
A  certain  inftance  that  Glendower  is  dead. 

Your  Majefty  hath  been  this  fort-night  ill, 

And  thefe  unfeafon'd  hours  perforce  mult  add 
Unto  your  Sicknefs. 

King.  I  will  take  your  counfel : 
And  were  thefe  inward  Wars  once  out  of  hand, 

We  would  (  dear  Lords )  unto  the  Holy- Land. 

and  Shadow, Scena  Secunda.  ■ 

Enter  Shallow  and  Silence,  with  Mouldy, 

Wart,  Feeble,  Bull-calf. 

Shal.  Come-on,  come-or,  come-on  :  give  me  your 
Hand,  Sir,  give  me  your  Hand,  Sir:  an  early  ftirrer,  by 
the  Rood.  And  how  doth  my  good  Coufin  Silence  ?  . 

SU.  Good-morrow,  good  Coufin  Shallow. 
Shal.  And  how  doth  my  Coufin,  your  Bed-fellow? 

and  your  fairelt  Daughter,  and  mine,  my  God-Daughter 
Ellen  ? 

SU.  Alas,  a  black  Ouzel,  (  Coufin  Shallow. ) 
Shal.  By  yea  and  nay,  Sir,.  I  dare  fay  my  Coufin  William 

is  become  a  good  Scholar  ?  he  is  at  Oxford  ftill,  is  he  not  ? 
SU.  Indeed,  Sir,  tomycoft, 
Shal.  He  mult  then  tathe  Inns  of  Court  fhortly :  I  was 

once  of  ClemenPslna  ;  where  (I  think )  they  will  talk  of mad  Shallow  yet. 

SU.  You  were  calVd  lufky  Shallow  then,  (Coufin.) 
Shal.  I  was  call'd  any  thing :  and  I  woujd  have  done 

any  thing  indeed  too,  and  roundly  too.  There  was  I,  and 
little  John  Doit  of  Staffbrdflure,  and  black  George  Bare, 
and  Francis  Pick-bone,  and  Will.  Scpek  a  Cot-fal-man, 
you  had  not  four  fuch  Swinge- bucklers  in  all  the  Inns  of 
Court  again  :  And  I  may  fay  to  you,  we  knew  where 
the  Bona-Robd's  were,  and  had  the  bell  of  them  all  at 

Then  was  Jack^Falfiaf  (novi  Sir  John} 
a  Page  to  Thomas  Mowbray,    Duke  of 

commandement 

a  Boy,  and 
Norfolk* 

SU.  This  Sir  John,  (Coufin )  that  comes  hither  anon 
about  Souldiers.? 

Shal.  The  fame  Sir  Joknt  the  very  fame  :  I  faw  him 

break  Schoggan>s  Head  at  the  Court-Gate,  when  he  was 
a  Crack,  not  thus  high :  and  the  very  fame  day  did  I  fight 
with  one  Sampfon  Stock-fifr,  a  Fruiterer,  behind  Greys- 
Inn.  Oh  the  mad  days  that  I  havefpent  •'  and  to  fee  how 
many  of  mine  old  Acquaintance  are  dead  ? 

SU.  We  fhall  all  follow,  (  Coufin.  ) 

Shal.  Certain  :  'tis  certain  :  very  fure,  very  fure* 
Death  is  certain  to  all,  all  fhall  dye.  How  a  good  Yoke 
of  Bullocks  at  Stamford  Fair  ? 

SU.  Truly,  Coufin,  I  was  not  there. 
Shal.  Death  is  certain.  Is  old  Double  of  your  Town living  yet  ? 
Sil.  Dead,  Sir. 

Shal.  Dead  ?  See,  fee  :  he  drew  a  good  Bow  :  and 
dead  ?  he  fhot  a  fine  fhoot.  John  of  Gaunt  loved  him 
well,  and  betted  much  Money  on  his  head.  Dead  ?  he 
would  have  clapt  in  the  Clowt  at  Twelve-fcore,  and  car- 
ryed  you  a  fore-hand  Shaft  at  fourteen,  and  fourteen  and 
a  half,  that  it  would  have  done  a  mans  heart  good  to  fee. 
How  a  fcore  of  Ewes  now  ? 

Sil.  Thereafter  as  they  be  •  a  fcore  of  good  Ewes  may 
be  worth  ten  pounds. 

Shal.  And  is  old  Double  dead  ? 

Enter  Bardolph  and  his  Boy. 

come  two  of  Sir  John  Faljiaf's  men  (  as  I 

£  Exeunt. 

SU.  Here think.  ) 

Shal.  Good-morrow,  honeft  Gentlemen. 
Bard.  I  befeech  you,  which  is  Juftice  Shallow  ? 
Shal.  I  am  Robert  Shallow  (  Sir  )  a  poor  Efquire  of  thi> 

County,  one  of  the  Kings  Juftices  of  the  Peace  : 
What  is  your  good  pleafure  with  me  ? 

Bard.  My  Captain,  (  Sir)  commends  him  to  you  :  my 
Captain,  Sir  JohnFalftaf  :  a  tall  Gentleman,  and  a  moli 
gallant  Leader. 

Shal.  He  greets  me  well  :  (Sir  )  I  knew  him  a  gece 
Back-Sword-man.  How  doth  the  good  Knight  ?  may  1 
ask,  how  my  Lady  his  Wife  doth  ? 

Bard. 
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Bard.  Sir,  pardon  :  a  Souldier  is  better  accommoda 
ted,  than  with  a  Wife. 

ShJ.  It  is  well  faid,  Sir  j  and  it  is  well  faid  indeed,  too 
Better  accommodated  ?  it  is  good,  yea  indeed  is  it :  good 
phrafes  are  furely  and  every  where  very  commendable 
Accommodated,  it  comes  of  Accommodo  :  very  good,  a 
good  phrafe. 

Bard.  Pardon,  Sir,  I  have  heard  the  word.  Phrafe, 

call  you  it  ?  by  this  day,  I  know  not  the  Phrafe  ••  but 
I  will  maintain  the  Word  with  my  Sword,  to  be 
Souldier-like  Word,  and  a  Word  of  exceeding  good 
Command.  Accommodated  ••  that  is ,  when  a  man  is 
(  as  they  fay)  accommodated  :  or,  when  a  man  is,  being 
whereby  he  thought  to  be  accommodated.,  which  is  an 
excellent  thing. 

Enter  Falftaff. 

Shal.  It  is  very  juft  :  Look,  here  comes  good  Sir  John. 

Give  me  your  hand,  give  me  your  Worfhip's  good  hand  : 
Truft  me,  you  look  well :  and  bear  your  years  very  will. 
Welcome,  good  Sir  John. 

Falft.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well,  good  M after  Robert 
Shallow  :  Mafter  Sure-card,  as  I  think  ? 

Shal.  No,  Sir  John,  it  is  my  Coulin  Silence  :  in  Com- 
mifTion  with  me. 

Falft.  Good  Mafter  Silence,  it  well  befits,  you  fhould 
?e  of  the  Peace. 

Sd.  Your  good  Worfhip  is  welcome. 
Falft.  Fie,  this  is  hot  weather,  (Gentlemen )  have  you 

provided  me  here  half  a  dozen  of  fufficient  men  ? 
Shal.  Marry  have  we,  Sir  :  Will  you  fit  -? 
Falft.  Let  me  fee  them,  I  befeech  you. 
Shal.  Where's  the  Roll  ?  Where's  the  Roll  ?  Where's 

the  Roll  ?  Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee  :  fo,  fo,  fo, 
lib  :  yea  marry,  Sir,  Ralph  Mouldy  :  let  them  appear  as  1 
call :  let  them  do  fo,  let  them  do  fo  :  Let  me  fee,  Where 
is  Mouldy  ? 
Mod.  Here,  if  it  pleafe  you. 

Shal.  What  think  you  (Sir  John )  a  good  limb'd  Fel- 
low :  young,  ftrong,  and  of  good  Friends. 

Falft.  Is  thy  name  Mouldy  ? 
Mod.  Yea,  if  it  pleafe  you. 

Falft.  'Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  us'd. 
■  Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  molt  excellent.  Things  that  are 
mouldy,  lack  ufe  :  very  lingular  good.  Well  laid,  Sir 
John,  very  well  laid. 

Falft.  Prick  him. 
Moul.  I  was  prickt  well  enough  before,  if  you  could 

have  let  me  alone  :  my  old  Dame  will  be  undone  now, 

for  one  to  do  her  i  ̂ bandry,  and  her  Drudgery  -,you 
need  not  to  have  prickt  me,  there  are  other  men  fitter 
to  go  out  than  I. 

Falft.  Go  to  :  peace  Mouldy,  you  mall  go.  Mouldy, 
it  is  time  you  were  fpent. 

MohI.  Spent  ? 

Shal.  Peace,  fellow,  peace  •,  Hand  afide  :  Know  you 
where  you  are  ?  For  the  other,  Sir  John  :  Let  me  fee  : 
Simon  Shadow. 

Falft.  I  marry,  let  me  have  him  to  fit  under--  he's  like to  be  a  cold  Souldier. 

'  Shal.  Where's  Shadow  ? 
Shad.  Here,  Sir. 
Falft.  Shadow,  whofe  Son  art  thou  ? 

Shad.  My  Mother's  Son,  Sir. 
Falft.  Thy  Mother's  Son  :  like  enough,  and  thy  Fa- 

thers Shadow  :  fo  the  Son  of  the  Female  is  the  Shadow 

of  the  Male  :  it  is  often  fo  indeed,  but  not  of  the  Fathers 
fubftance. 

Shal.  Do  you  like  him,  Sir  John  ? 
Falft.  Shadow  will  ferve  for  Summer :  prick  him :  For 

we  have  a  number  of  lhadows  to  fill  up  the  Mufter-Book. 
Shal  Thomas  Wart. 

Falft.  Where's  he  .? 
Wan.  Here,  Sir. 
Falft.  Is  thy  name  Wart  t 

Wart.  Yea,  Sir. 

Falft.  Thou  art  a  very'  ragged  Wart. Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him  down, 
Sir  John  ? 

Falft.  It  were  fuperfluous :  for  his  apparel  is  built  up 
on  his  back,  and  the  whole  frame  ftands  upon  pins  :  prick him  no  more. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you  can  do  it,  Sir  :  you  can  do  it :  I 
commend  you  well. 
Francis  Feeble. 

Feeble.  Here,  Sir. 

Shal.  What  Trade  art  thou,  Feeble  ? 
Feeble.  A  Woman's  Taylor,  Sir  ? 
Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him,  Sir? 
Falft.  You  may  : 

3ut  if  it  had  been  a  Man's  Taylor,  he  would  have  prick'd 
you.  Wile  thou  make  as  many  holes  in  an  Enemies  Bat- 

tel, as  thou  haft  done  in  a  Woman's  Petticoat  ? 
Feeb.  I  will  do  my  good  will,  Sir  ?  you  can  have  no  more. 

^  Falft .  Well  faid,  good  Woman's  Taylor  :  Well  faid, Couragious  t\eble  :  thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the  wrath- 
ful! Dove,  or  moft  magnanimous  Moule.  Prick  the  wo- 

man's Taylor  well,  Malter  Shallow,  deep,  Mafter  Shallow. 
Feeble.  I  would  Wart  might  have  gone,  Sir. 

Falft.  I  would  thou  wert  a  Man's  Taylor,  that  thou 
might'ft  mend  him,  and  make  him  fit  to  go.  1  cannot  put 

'  im  to  a  private  Souldier,  that  is  the  Ltader  of  fo  many thoufands.  Let  that  fuffice,  moft  forcible  Feeble. 
Feeble.  It  lhall  fuffice.  v 

Falft.  I  am  bound  to  thee,  reverend  Feeble.  Who  is 
the  next  f 

Shal.  Peter  Bdcalf  of  the  Green. 

Falft.  Yea  marry,  let  us  fee  Bulcalf. Bui.  Here,  Sir. 

Falft.  Truft  me,  a  likely  Fellow.  Come  prick  me  Bul- 
calf',  till  he  roar  again. 
Bd.  Oh,  good  my  Lord  Captain. 

Falft.  What  ?  do'ft  thou  roar  before  th'art  prickt. 
Bd.  Oh,  Sir,  I  am  a  difeafed  man. 
Falft.  What  difeafe  haft  thou  ? 
Bd.  A  whorfon  cold,  Sir ;  a  cough,  Sir,  which  I  caught 

with  Ringing  in  the  Kings  Affairs,  upon  his  Coronation 

day,  Sir. Falft.  Come,  thou  (halt  go  to  the  Wars  in  a  Gown  : 
we  will  have  away  thy  Cold,  and  1  will  take  fuch  order 
that  thy  Friends  (hall  ring  for  thee.  Is  here  all  f 

Shal,  There  is  two  more  called  than  your  number, 
you  muft  have  but  four  here,  Sir,  and  fo,  1  pray  you,  go 
in  vvith  me  to  Dinner. 

Falft.  Come,  I  will  go  drink  with  you,  but  I  cannot 
tarry  Dinner.  Iam  glad  to  fee  you  in  good  troth,  Ma- 

fter Shallow, 
Shal.  O,  Sir  John,  do  you  remember  fince  we  lay  all 

night  in  the  Wind-mill  in  Saint  George^s  Fields? 
Falft.  No  more  of  that,  good  Mafter  Shallow  i  No 

more  of  that. 

Shal.  Ha  ?  it  was  a  merry  night.  And  is  Jane  Night- work^  alive  ? 

Falft.  She  lives,  Mafter  Shallow. 
Shal.  She  never  could  away  with  me. 

Falft.  Never,  never  :  She  would  always  fay,  fhe  could 
not  abide  Mafter  Shallow. 

Shal.  I  could  anger  her  to  the  heart :  me  was  then  a 
Bona-Roba.  Doth  fhe  hold  her  own  well  ? 

Falft.  Old,  old,  Mafter  Shallow. 
Shal.  Nay  fhe  muft  be  old,  fhe  cannot  chufe  but  be  old  : 

certain  fhe's  old  :  and  had  Robin  Night-work^  by  old  Night- 
work^,  before  I  came  to  Clement's  Inn. 

Sd.  That's  fifty  five  yeares  agb. 
Shd.  Hah, Coulin  Softer,  that  thou  hadft  feen  that,  that 

this  Knight  and  1  have  feen  :  hah,  Sir  John,  faid  I  well  ? 
Falft.  We  have  heard  the  Chimes  at  mid-night,  Ma- 

fter Shallow. 
Shal.  That  we  have,  that  vve  have  j  in  faith,  Sir  Johny 

Hh  2  Ufa 
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we  have  :  our  watch-word  wa<,  Hern-Boys.  Come, 
let's  to  dinner ;  come,  let's  to  dinner :  Oh  the  dayes 
that  we  have  feen.  Come,  come. 

Bui.  Good  Mailer  Corporate  Bardolph,  ftand  my 
Friend,  and  here  is  four  Harry  ten  millings  in  French 

Crowns  for  you:  in  very  truth,  Sir,  1  had  as  lief  be  hang'd, 
Sir,  as  go,  and  yet  for  mine  own  part,  Sir,  I  do  not  care, 
but  rather,  becaufe  I  am  unwilling,  and  for  mine  own 
part,  have  a  defire  to  ftay  with  my  Friends :  elfe,Sir,I  did 
not  care,  for  mine  own  part,  fo  much. 

Bard.  Go  too :  ftand  a  fide. 

MohI.  And  good  Matter  Corporal  Captain,  for  my 

old  Dame's  fake,  ftand  my  Friend  :  fhe  hath  no  body  to 
do  any  thing  about  her,  when  I  am  gone  :  and  fhe  is  old 
and  cannot  help  her  felf :  you  (hall  have  forty,  Sir. 

Bard.  Go  too:  ftand  afide. 

Feeble.  I  care  not,  a  man  can  dye  but  once  :  we  owe  a 

death.  I  will  never  bear  a  bafe  mind  :  if  it  be  my  defti- 
ny,  fo :  if  it  be  not,  fo:  no  man  is  too  good  to  ferve  his 
Prince  :  and  let  it  go  which  way  it  will,  he  that  dies  this 
year,  is  quit  for  the  next. 

Bard.  Well  faid,  thou  art  a  good  Fellow. 
Feeble.  Nay,  I  will  bear  no  bafe  mind. 
Falfi.  Come  Sir,  which  men  fhall  1  have  ? 
Shal.  Four  of  which  you  pleafe. 
Bard,  Sir,  a  word  with  you :  I  have  three  pound,  to 

free  Monldy  and  Bidcalf. 
Falfi.  Go  too  :  well. 
Shal.  Come,  Sir  John-,  which  four  will  you  have  ? 
Falft.  Do  you  chufe  for  me. 
Shal.  Marry   then,  Mouldy,  Bidcalf,    Feeble,  and 

Shallow 

Falft.  Mouldy,  and  Bidcalf :  for  you  Mouldy,  ftay  at 
home,  till  you  are  paft  fervice  :  and  for  your  part  Bid- 

calf, grow  till  you  come  unto  it:  I  will  none  of  you. 
Shal.  Sir  John,  Sir  John,  do  not  your  felf  wrong,  they 

I  are  your  likeliett  men,  and  I  would  have  you  ferv'd with  the  belt 

Falft.  Will  you  tell  me  f Matter  Shallow)  how  to  chufe 
a  man  ?  Care  1  for  the  Limb,  the  Thewes,  the  Stature, 
Bulk,  and  big  afTemblance  of  a  man  ?  give  me  the  Spirit 

(Matter  SW7oip.)Where's  Wart  ?  you  lee  what  a  ragged 
appearance  it  is :  he  fhall  charge  you,  and  difcharge  you, 
with  the  motion  of  a  Pewterers  Hammer  :  Come  off,  and 

on,  fwifter  than  he  that  gibbets  on  the  Brewers  Bucket. 

And  this  fame  half-fac'd  fellow,  Shadow,  give  me  this 
man,  he  prefents  no  mark  to  the  Enemy,  the  fo-man 
may  with  as  great  ayme  level  at  the  edge  of  a  Pen-knife  : 
and  for  a  Retreat,  how  fwiftly  will  this  Feeble,  the  wo- 
mans  Taylor,  run  off!  O  give  me  the  fpare  men,  and 
fpare  me  the  great  ones.  Put  me  a  Caly  ver  into  Wart\ 
hand,  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Hold  Wart,  Traverfe :  thus,  thus,  thus. 
Falfi.  Come,  manage  me  your  Calyver  :  fo,  very  well, 

go  to,  very  good,  exceeding  good.  O  give  me  alwayes 
a  little,lean,old,chopt,bald  Shot.  Well  faid  Wart,  thou 
art  a  good  Scab  :  hold,  there  is  a  Tetter  for  thee. 

Shal.  He  is  not  his  Craft-matter,  he  doth  not  do  it 
right.  I  remember  at  Mile-end Green,  when  1  Jay  at 
Clements  Inn,  I  was  then  Sir  Dagenzt  in  Arthur's 
Show,  there  was  a  little  quiver  fellow,  and  he  would 
manage  you  his  Piece  thus :  and  he  would  about,  and  a- 
bout,  and  come  you  in,  and  ccrne  you  in  :  Rah,  tah,  tah, 
would  he  fay,  Bownce  would  he  fay,  and  away  again 
would  he  go,  and  again  would  he  come :  1  fhall  never  fee 
fuch  a  Fellow. 

Falft.  Thefe  Fellows  will  do  well,  Matter  Shallow. 
Farewel  Matter  Silence,  I  will  not  ufe  many  words  with 

you  :  fare  you  well,  Gentlemen  both  :  I  thank  you  •"  I 
mutt  a  dozen  miles  to  night.  Bardolph  give  the  Souldi- 
ers  Coats. 

Shal.  Sir  John,  Heaven  blefs  you,  and  profper  your 
Affairs,  and  fend  us  Peace.     As  you  return  vifit  my 

j  Houfe.  Let  our  old  acquaintance  be  renewed :  Perad ven- 

ture 1  will  with  you  to  the  Court. 
Falft.  I  would  you  would,  Matter  Shallow. 
Shal.  Go  to :  I  have  fpoke  at  a  word,    Fare  you  well. 

[Exit. 

Falfi.  Fare  you  well,  Gentlemen.  On  Bardolph, 
lead  the  men  away.  As  I  return,  I  will  fetch  off 
thefe  Juftices  :  I  do  fee  the  bottom  of  Juftice  Shallow. 
How  fubjecY  we  old  men  are  to  this  vice  of  Lying .? 
This  fame  ttarv'd  Juftice  hath  done  nothing  but  prate  to me  of  the  wildenefc  of  his  Youth,  and  the  Feats  he  hath 
done  about  Tumb.d-ftreet,  and  every  third  word  a  Lye 
duer  pay'd  to  the  hearer,than  the  Turks  tribute.  1  do  re- 

member him  at  Clemem\  Inn,  like  a  man  made  after 
fupper,  of  a  Cheefe-paring.  When  he  was  naked,  he  was for  all  the  world,  like  a  forked  Radifh,  with  a  Head  fan- 
taftically  carv'd  upon  it  with  a  Knife.  He  was  forlorn 
that  his  Dimenfions  fto  any  thick  fight)  were  invinci- 

ble. He  was  the  very  Gemus  of  Famine:  he  came  ever 
in  the  rear-ward  of  the  fafhion  :  And  now  is  the  Vices 
Dagger  become  a  Squire,  and  talks  as  familiarly  of  John 
of  Gaunt,  as  if  he  had  been  fworn  Brother  to  him :  and 
Pie  be  fworn  he  never  faw  him  but  once  in  the  Tilt-yard, 
and  then  he  burft  his  head,  for  crouding  among  the  Mar- 
fhals  men.  I  faw  it,  and  told  John  of  Gaunt,  he  beat  his 
own  Name,  for  you  might  have  trufs'd  him,  and  all  his 
apparel  into  an  Eel-skin  :  The  Cafe  of  a  Treble 
Ho-boy  was  a  Manfion  for  him  •,  a  Court ;  and  now 
hath  he  Land,  and  Beeves.  Well,  I  will  be  acquaintec 
with  him,  if  I  return  ;  and  it  fhall  go  hard,  but  I  wil 
make  him  a  Philofophers  two  Stones  to  me.  If  the  young 
Dace  be  a  Bait  for  the  old  Pike,  I  fee  no  reafon,  in  the 
Law  of  Nature,  but  I  may  fnap  at  him.  Let  time  fhape 
and  there  an  end.  [Exeunt 

Aftus £hartus.  ScenaFrima. 

Enter  the  Arch-By flop,  Mowbray,  Hailings, 
Weftmerland,  Colevile. 

Bijh.  What  is  the  Forreft  call'd  ? 
Hasl.  'Tis  Gualtree  Forrett,  and't  pleafe  your  Grace. 
Biftj.  Stand  here/ my  Lords )  and  fend  difcoveries  forth, 

To  know  the  number  of  our  Enemies. 

Hoft.  We  have  fent  forth  already. 
Bipi.  'Tis  well  done. 

My  Friends  and  Brethren  fin  thefe  great  Affairs) 

I  mutt  acquaint  you,  that  I  have  receiv'd 
New-dated  Letters  from  Northumberland: 
Their  cold  intent,  tenure,  and  fubftance  thus. 
How  doth  he  wifli  his  Perfon,  with  fuch  Powers 
As  might  hold  fortance  with  his  Quality, 
The  which  he  could  not  levy  :  whereupon 

He  is  retir'd,  to  ripe  his  growing  Fortunes 
To  Scotland :  and  concludes  in  hearty  Prayers, 

That  your  Attempts  may  over-live  the  hazard, 
And  fearful  meeting  of  their  Oppofite. 

Mow.  Thus  do  the  hopes  we  have  in  him  touch  ground, 
And  dafh  themfelves  to  pieces. Enter  a  Meftenger. 

Haft.  Now  ?  what  Newes  ? 
Mcjf.  Weft  of  this  Forreft,  fcarcely  off  a  mile, 

In  goodly  form  comes  on  the  Enemy  : 
And  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  judge  their  number 
Upon,  or  near,  the  rate  of  thirty  thoufand. 

Mow.  The  juft  proportion  that  we  gave  them  out. 
Letusfway  on,  and  face  them  in  the  Field. 

Enter  Wettmerland. 

Bijli.  What  well  appointed  Leader  fronts  us  here  ? 
Alow.  I  think  it  is  my  Lord  of  Weftmtr 
Weft.  Health,  and  fair  greeting  from  our  General, 

The  Prince,  Lord  John,  and  Duke  of  Lanc.fter. 
Bijh.  Say  on  ( my  Lord  of  Weftmerland)  in  peace : 

What 
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(What  doth  concern  your  coming  ? 

Weft.  Then  ( my  Lord)  _ 
[Unto  your  Grace  do  I  in  chief  addrefs 
The  fubftance  of  my  Speech.  If  that  Rebellion 
Came  like  it  felf,  in  bafe  and  abject  Routs, 
Led  on  by  bloody  Youth,  guarded  with  Rage, 

And  countenane'd  by  Boys,  and  Beggery  : 
I  fay  if  damn'd  Commotion  fo  appear, 
In  his  true,  native,  and  moll  proper  fhape, 
You  ( Reverend  Father,  and  thefe  Noble  Lords) 
Had  not  been  here,  to  drefs  the  ugly  Form 
Of  bafe,  and  bloody  Infurretion 

With  your  fair  Honours.  You,  Lord  Arch-Bifhop, 
Whofe  See  is  by  a  Civil  Peace  maintained, 
Whofe  Beard,  the  Silver  Hand  of  Peace  hath  touch'd, 
Whofe  Learning,  and  good  Letters,  Peace  hath  tutor'd 
Whofe  white  Inveftments  figure  innocence, 
The  Dove,  and  very  blefTed  Spirit  of  Peace  ; 
Wherefore  do  you  fo  ill  tranflate  your  felf, 
Out  of  the  fpeech  of  Peace,  that  bears  fuch  Grace, 
Into  the  harfh  and  boyftrous  Tongue  of  War  ? 
Turning  your  Books  to  Graves,  your  Ink  to  Blood, 
Your  Pens  to  Launces,  and  your  Tongue  divine 
To  a  lowd  Trumpet,  and  a  Point  of  War  ? 

Bi(li.  Wherefore  do  I  this  ?  fo  thequeftion  Hands. 

Briefly  to  this  end :  We  are  all  difeas'd, 
And  with  our  furfeiting,  and  wanton  hours, 
Have  brought  our  felves  into  a  burning  Feaver, 
And  we  muft  bleed  for  it :  of  which  difeafe 

Our  late  King  Richard  (being  infected)  dy'd. 
But  ( my  molt  Noble  Lord  of  Weftmerland) 
I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  Phylltian, 
Nor  do  I,  as  an  Enemy  to  Peace, 
Troop  in  the  Throngs  of  Military  men  : 
But  rather  fhew  a  while  like  fearful  War, 
To  dvet  rank  Minds,  fick  of  happinefs  ; 

And  purge  th'obffructions  which  begin  to  flop 
Our  very  Veins  of  Life  :  hear  me  more  plainly. 

I  have  in  equal  Balance  juftly  weigh'd,, 
What  Wrongs  our  Arms  may  do,  what  Wrongs  we  fufier, 
And  find  our  Griefs  heavier  than  our  Offences. 

We  fee  which  way  the  ftream  of  Time  doth  run,''  1  ■ 
And  are  enfore'd  from  our  moil  quiet  there, 
By  the  rough  Torrent  of  Occafion, 
And  have  the  fummary  of  all  our  Griefs 

'(When  time  fhall  fervej  to  (hew  in  Articles  ; 
Which  long  e're  this,  we  offer'd  to  the  King, 
And  might  by  no  Suit,  gain  our  Audience : 

When  we  are  wrong'd  and  would  unfold  our  Griefs, 
We  are  deny'd  accefs  unto  his  Perfon, 
Even  by  thofe  men,  that  moll  have  done  us  wrong. 
The  dangers  of  the  days  but  newly  gone, 
Whofe  memory  is  written  on  the  Earth 
With  yet  appearing  Blood ;  and  the  Examples 
Of  every  Minutes  inftance  ( prefent  now) 
Hath  put  us  in  thefe  ill-befeeming  Arms : 
Not  to  break  Peace,  or  any  Branch  of  it, 
But  to  eftablifh  here  a  Peace  indeed, 
Concurring  both  in  Name  and  Quality. 

Weft.  When  ever  yet  was  your  appeal  deny'd  ? 
Wherein  have  you  been  galled  by  the  King  ? 

What  Peer  hath  been  fuborn'd,  to  grate  on  you, 
That  you  fhould  feal  this  lawlefs  bloody  Book 

Of  forg'd  Rebellion,  with  a  Seal  divine.'' 
Bifti.  My  Brother  General,  the  Common-wealth 

I  make  my£>uarrd  in  particular. 
Weft.  There  is  no  need  of  any  fuch  redrefs ; 

Or  if  there  were,  it  rot  belongs  to  you. 
Mow.  Why  not  to  him  in  part,  and  to  us  all, 

That  feel  the  bruifes  of  the  days  before, 
And  fuffer  the  Condition  of  thefe  Times 

To  lay  an  heavie  and  unequal  Hand  upon  our  Honours  ? 
Weft.  O  my  good  Lord  Mowbray, 

Conftrue  the  Times  to  their  Neceffities, 

And  you  fhall  fay  (indeed)  it  is  the  time, 
And  not  tire  King  that  doth  you  injuries. 
Yet  for  your  part,  it  not  appears  to  me, 
Either  from  the  King,  or  in  the  prefent  Time 
That  you  fhould  have  an  inch  of  any  ground 

To  build  a  Grief  on  :  were  you  not  reftor'd 
To  all  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  Seignories, 

Your  Noble  and  right  well  remcmbred  Father's  ? 
Mow.  What  thing,  in  Honour,  had  my  Father  loft, 

That  need  to  be  reyiv'd,  and  breath'd  in  me  ? 
The  King  that  lov'd  him,  as  the  State  flood  then, 
Was  fore'd,  perforce  compell'd  tobanifh  him  : 
And  then,  that  Henry  Btilltngbrookjand  he 
Being  mounted,  and  both  rowfed  in  their  Seats, 
Their  neighing  Courfers  daring  of  the  Spur, 
Their  armed  Staves  in  charge,  their  Beavers  down, 
Tl  eir  Eyes  of  Fire,  fparkling  thr  ough  fights  of  Steel, 
Aad  the  loud  Trumpet  blowing  them  together  : 

Then,  then,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have  ftay'd 
My  Father  from  the  Breaft  of  Bull  ngbrook^ ; 

O,  when  the  King  did  throw  his  WTarder  down, 
(His  own  Life  hung  upon  the  Staff  he  threw) 
Then  threw  he  down  himielf,  and  all  their  Lives, 
That  by  Indictment,  and  by  dint  of  Sword, 
Have  fince  mifcarried  under  Butimgbrook. . 

Weft.  You  fpeakfLord  Mowbray^uow  you  know  not  what 
The  Earl  of  Hereford,  was  reputed  then 
In  England  the  moft  valiant  Gentleman. 
Who  knows,  on  whom  Fortune  would  then  have  fmil'd  ? 
But  if  your  Father  had  been  Victor  there, 

Fie  ne're  had  born  it  out  of  Coventry. 
For  all  the  Country,  in  a  general  voice, 

Cry'd  hate  upon  him :  and  all  their  Prayers,  and  Love, 
W  ere  fet  on  Hereford-,  whom  they  doted  on, 
And  blefs'd,and  grae'd,  and  did  more  than  the  King. 
But  this  is  meer  digreflion  from  my  purpofe. 
Here  come  I  from  our  Princely  General, 

To  know  your  Griefs ;  to  tell  you  from  his  Grace, 
That  he  will  give  you  Audience  :  and  wherein 
It  fhall  appear,  that  your  Demands  are  juft, 
You  fhall  enjoy  them,  every  thing  fet  off 
That  might  fo  much  as  think  you  Enemies. 

Mow.  But  he  hath  fore'd  us  to  compel  this  Offer, 
And  it  proceeds  from  Policie,  not  Love. 

Weft.  Mowbray,  you  over- ween  to  take  it  fb : 
This  Offer  copes  from  Mercy,  not  from  Fear. 
For  lo,  within  a  Ken  our  Army  lies. 
Upon  mine  Honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  Fear. 
Our  Battel  is  more  full  of  Names  than  yours, 
Our  Men  more  perfect  in  the  ufe  of  Arms, 
Our  Armour  all  as  ftrong,  out  Caufe  the  belt ; 
Then  Reafon  will,  our  Hearts  fhould  be  as  good. 

Say  you  not  then  our  Offer  is  compell'd. 
Mow.  Weil,  by  my  will  we  fhall  admit  no  Parley. 
Weft.  That  argues  but  the  fhame  of  your  Offence  : 

A  rotten  Cafe  abides  no  handing. 
Haft.  Flath  the  Prince  John  a  full  Commifllon, 

In  very  ample  virtue  of  his  Father, 
fo  hear,  and  abfolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  conditions  we  fhall  fland  upon  ? 

Weft.  That  is  intended  in  the  Generals  Name  : 
I  mufe  you  make  fo  flight  a  Queition. 

Btftj.  Then  take  (my  Lord  of  Weft wer land)  this  Schedule, 
For  this  contains  our  general  Grievances: 

Each  feveral  Article  herein  redrefs'd, 
All  members  of  our  Caufe,  both  here,  and  hence, 
That  are  infinewed  to  this  Action, 
Acquitted  by  a  true  fubltantial  form, 
And  prefent  execution  of  our  wills, 

To  us,  and  to  our  Purpofes  confin'd, 
We  come  within  our  awful  Banks  again, 
And  knit  our  Powers  to  the  Arm  of  Peace. 

Weft.  This  will  I  fhew  the  General.  Pleafe  you  Lords 
H  h  3  In  I 
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In  light  ot  both  our  Battels,  we  may  meet 
At  either  end  in  peace  :  which  Heaven  fo  frame, 
Or  to  the  place  of  difference  call  the  Swords, 
Which  muft  needs  decide  it. 

Bip.  My  Lord,  wc  will  do  fo. 
Mow.  There    a  thing  within  my  Bofom  tells  me, 

That  no  Condition  of  our  peace  can  ftand. 
Haft.  Fear  you  not  that,  if  we  can  make  our  Peace 

Upon  fuch  large  terms,  and  fo  abfolute, 
As  our  Conditions  mall  coniifb  upon, 
Our  Peace  (hall  ftand  as  firm  as  Rocky  Mountains. 

Mow.  I,  but  our  valuation  fhall  be  fuch, 

That  every  flight,  and  falfe-denved  Caufe, 
Yea,  every  idle,  nice,  and  wanton  Reafon, 
Shall  to  the  King,  tafte  of  this  Adion  : 
That  were  our  Royal  Faiths,  Martyrs  in  Love, 
We  fliall  be  winnowed  with  fo  rough  a  wind, 
That  even  our  Corn  fliall  feem  as  light  as  Chaff, 
And  good  from  bad  find  no  partition. 

Bijli.  No,  no  f  my  Lord)  note  this  i  the  King  is  weary 
Of  dainty  and  fuch  picking  Grievances  • 
For  he  hath  found,  to  end  one  doubt  by  Death, 
Revives  two  greater  in  the  Heirs  of  Life. 
And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  Tables  clean, 

And  keep  no  Tell-tale  to  his  Memory, 
That  may  repeat,  and  Hiftory  his  lofs, 
To  new  remembrance.  For  full  well  he. knows* 
He  cannot  fo  precifely  weed  this  Land, 
As  his  mifdoubts  prefent  occafion  : 
His  Foes  are  fo  enrooted  with  his  Friends, 

That  plucking  to  unfix  an  Enemy, 
He  doth  unfaften  fo,  and  fliake  a  Friend. 
So  that  this  Land,  like  an  oftenfive  Wife, 

That  hath  enrag'd  him  on,  to  offer  ftrokes, 
As  he  is  ftriking,  holds  his  Infant  up, 

And  hangs  refolv'd  Correction  in  the  Arm, 
That  was  uprear'd  to  execution. 

Haft.  Befides,  the  King  hath  wafted  all  his  Rods, 
On  late  Offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 
The  very  Inftruments  of  Chaftifement : 
So  that  his  Power,  like  to  a  Fanglefs  Lyon 

May  offer,  but  not  hold. 

Bijh.  'Tis  very  true  : 
And  therefore  be  affur'd  (my  good  Lord  Marfhal) 
If  we  do  now  make  our  Atonement  well, 

Our  Peace  will  (like  a  broken  Limb  united) 

Grow  ftronger,  for  the  breaking. 
Mow.  Be  it  fo  : 

Here  is  return'd  my  Lord  of  Weftmerland. Enter  Weftmerland. 
PTe.The  Prince  is  here  at  hand  :  Pleafeth  your  Lordfliip 

To  meet  his  Grace,  juft  diftance  'tween  our  Armies  ? Mow.  Your  Grace  of  Tork.-,  in  Heavens  name  then 
forward. 

Bijh.  Before,and  greet  his  Grace,  (my  Lord)  we  come. 
Enter  Prince  John. 

John.  You  are  well  encountred  here  ( my  Coufin  Mow- 
Good  day  to  you  gentle  Lord  Arch-Bifhop,  {bray) 
And  fo  to  you  Lord  Haftings,  and  to  all. 

My  Lord  of  Tork^  it  better  fhew'd  with  you, 
When  that  your  Flock  (aflembled  by  the  Bell) 
Encircled  yon,  to  hear  with  reverence 
Your  Expofition  on  the  holy  Text, 
Than  now  to  fee  you  here  an  Iron  man, 
Cheering  a  rout  of  Rebels  with  your  Drum, 
Turning  the  Word  to  Sword,  and  Life  to  death. 
That  man  that  fits  within  a  Monarch's  Heart, 
And  ripens  in  the  Sun-fhine  of  his  Favour, 
Would  he  abufe  the  Countenance  of  the  King, 
Alack,  what  mifchiefs  might  he  fet  abroach, 
In  fhadovv  of  fuch  greatnefs  ?  With  you,  Lord  Bifhop, 
It  is  even  fo.  Who  hath  not  heard  it  fpoken, 

How  deep  you  were  within  the  Books  of  Heaven  -? 
To  us,  the  Speaker  in  his  Parliament 

To  us,  the  imagine  voice  of  Heaven  it  felf : 
The  very  Opener,  an  d  Intelligencer 
Between  the  Grace,  the  Sanctities  of  Heaven, 
And  our  dull  workings.  O,  who  (hall  believe, 
But  you  mifufe  the  reverence  of  your  Place, 

Employ  the  Countenance  and  Grace  of  Heaven,' 
As  a  falfe  Favourite  doth  his  Princes  Name, 
In  deeds  difiionourable  ?  You  have  taken  up, 
Under  the  counterfeit  Zeal  of  Heaven, 

The  Subjects  of  Heaven's  Subftitute,  my  Father, 
And  both  againft  the  Peace  of  Heaven,  and  Him, 

Have  here  up-fwarmed  them. 
Btjh.  Good  my  Lord  of  Lancafter, 

I  am  not  here  againft  your  Father's  Peace  : 
But  (as  I  told  my  Lord  of  Weftmerland) 

The  time  (mif-order'd)  doth  in  common  fenfe 
Crowd  us,  and  crufh  us,  to  this  monftrous  Form, 
To  hold  our  fafety  up.  I  lent  your  Grace 
The  parcels,  and  particulars  of  our  Grief, 
The  which  hath  been  with  fcorn  fhov'd  from  the  Court : 
Whereon  this  Hydra-Son  of  War  is  born, 

Whofe  dangerous  Eyes  may  well  be  charm'd  afleep, 
With  grant  of  our  moft  juft  and  right  defire  ̂  

And  true  Obedience  of  this  Madnefs  cur'd, 
Stoop  tamely  to  the  foot  of  Majefty. 

Mow.  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  try  our  Fortunes 
To  the  laft  man. 

Haft.  And  though  we  here  fall  down, 
We  have  Supplies  to  fecond  our  Attempt  : 
If  they  mifcarry,  theirs  fhall  fecond  them. 
And  fo,fuccefs  of  mifchief  fhall  be  born, 
And  Heir  from  Heir  fhall  hold  this  Quarrel  up, 

Whiles  England  fhall  have  Generation. 
John.  You  are  too  fhallow  (Haftings) 

Much  too  fliallow, 

To  found  the  bottom  of  the  after-times. 
Weft.  Pleafeth  your  Grace,  to  anfwer  them  dire&ly, 

How  far-forth  you  do  like  their  Articles  ? 
John.  I  like  them  all,  and  do  allow  them  well : 

And  fwear  here,  by  the  Honour  of  my  Blood, 

My  Father's  purpofes  have  been  miftook, 
And  fome,  about  him,  have  too  lavifhly 
Wrefted  his  meaning,  and  Authority. 

My  Lord,  thefe  Griefs  fhall  be  with  fpeed  redreft: 
Upon  my  Life,  they  fhall.  If  this  may  pleafe  you, 
Difcharge  your  Powers  unto  their  feveral  Counties, 
As  we  will  ours :  and  here  between  the  Armies, 

Let's  drink  together  friendly,  and  embrace, 
That  all  their  Eyes  may  bear  thofe  Tokens  home, 
Of  our  reftored  Love,  and  Amity. 

Bijh.  I  take  your  Princely  word,  for  thefe  redreffes. 
John.  I  give  it  you,  and  will  maintain  my  word ; 

And  thereupon  I  drink  unto  your  Grace. 
Haft.  Go  Captain,  and  deliver  to  the  Army 

This  News  of  Peace  \  let  them  have  pay,  and  part : 
I  know  it  will  well  pleafe  them. 

Hie  thee.  Captain.  {Exit. 
Bifti.  To  you  my  noble  Lord  of  Weftmerland. 
Weft.  I  pledge  your  Grace : 

And  if  you  knew  what  pains  I  have  beftow'd, 
To  breed  this  prefent  Peace, 
You  would  drink  freely  :  but  my  love  to  ye 
Shall  fhew  it  felf  more  openly  hereafter. 

Bijli.  I  do  not  doubt  you. 

Weft.  I  am  glad  of  it. 
Health  to  my  Lord,  and  gentle  Coufin  Mowbxfy. 

Mow.  You  wilh  me  health  in  very  happy  feafon, 
Frr  I  am  on  the  fudden,  fomething  ill. 

Bijli.  Againft  ill  Chances  men  are  ever  merry, 
But  Heavinefs  fore-runs  the  good  Event. 

Weft.  Therefore  be  merry  f  Coz)  fince  fudden  forrow 
Serves  to  fay  thus :  fome  good  thing  comes  to  morrow. 

Bijh.  Believe  me,  I  am  pafling  light  in  Spirit. 
Mow.  So  much  the  worfe,  if  your  own  Rule  be  true. 

John. 
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John.  The  word  of  Peace  is  render'd  :  hark  how  they fhowt. 

Mow.  This  had  been  chearful  after  Victory. 

Btjli.  A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  Conqueft  i 

For  then  both  Parties  nobly  are  fubdu'd, 
And  neither  party  lofer. 

John.  Go  (my  Lord) 
And  let  our  Army  be  difcharged  too : 
And  good  my  Lord  fo  ( pleafe  you )  let  our  Trains 
March  by  us,  that  we  may  perufe  the  men,  [Exit. 
We  fhould  have  cop'd  withall. 

Bijh.  Go,  good  Lord  Haftings: 

And  e're  they  be  difmifs'd,  let  them  march  by.  [Exit. 
John.  I  truft  (  Lords )  we  fhall  lie  to  night  together. 

Enter  Weftmerland. 

Now  Coufin^  wherefore  Hands  our  Army  frill  ? 
Wefi-  The  Leaders,  having  charge  from  you  to  ftand, 

Will  not  go  off  until  they  hear  you  fpeak. 
John,         know  their  Duties.         [  Enter  Haftings. 

&aft.  Our  Army  is  difpers'd  : 

Like  youthful  Steers,  unyoak'd,  they  took  their  courfe 
Eaft,  Weft,  North,  South  :  or  like  a  School  broke  up, 
Each  hurries  towards  his  home,  and  fporting  place. 

Weft.  Good  tidings,  (my  Lord  Haftmgs)  for  the  which 

I  doarreft  thee  (Travtor  )  of  high  Treafon : 

And  you  Lord  Arch-Bifhop,  and  you  Lord  Mowbray , 

Of  Capital  Treafon,  I  attach  you  both. 

Mow.  Is  this  proceeding  juft  and  honourable  ? 

Weft.  Is  your  AfTembly  fo  ? 

Bijh.  Will  you  thus  break  your  Faith  ? 

John.  I  pawn'd  thee  none  i 
I  promis'd  you  redrefs  of  thefe  fame  Grievances 
Wh  reof  you  did  complain ;  which  by  mine  Honour, 

I  will  perform,  with  a  moft  Chriftian  care. 

But  for  you  (  Rebels )  look  to  tafte  the  due 
Meet  for  Rebellion,  and  fuch  Acts  as  yours. 

Moft  fhallowly  did  you  thefe  Arms  commence* 

Fondly  brought  here,  and  foolifhly  fent  hence. 

Strike  up  our  Drums  purfue  the  fcatter'd  ftray, 
Heaven,  and  not  we,  have  fafely  fought  to  day. 
Some  guard  thefe  Traitors  to  the  block  of  Death , 

Treafons  true  bed,and  yielder  up  of  breath.       C  Exeunt. 

Enter  FalftafF,  and  Colevile,, 

Falft.  What's  your  Name,  Sir  ?  of  what  Condition  are 
you  ?  and  what  place,  I  pray  ? 

Col.  I  am  a  Knight,  Sir  : 

And  my  Name  is  Colevile  of  the  Dale. 

Falft.  Well  then,  Colevile  is  your  Name,  a  Knight  is 

your  Degree,  and  your  Place,  the  Dale.  Colevile  fhall  ftill 

be  your  Name,  a  Traitor  your  Degree,  and  the  Dun. 

geon  your  Place,  a  place  deep  enough  :  fo  fhall  you  be  ftill Colevile  of  the  Dale. 

Col.  Are  not  you  Sir  John  Falftaff? 

Falftaft.-  As  good  a  man  as  he,  Sir,  who  e're  I  am  :  do 
ye  yield,  Sir,  or  fhall  I  fweat  for  you  ?  if  I  do  fweat,  they 
are  the  drops  of  thy  Lovers,  and  they  weep  for  thy  death, 

therefore  rowze  up  Fear  and  Trembling,  and  do  obfer- 
vance  to  my  mercy. 

Col.  I  think  you  are  Sir  John  Falslaf,  and  in  that 
thought  yield  me. 

Fal.  I  have  a  whole  School  of  Tongues  in  this  belly 

of  mine,  and  not  a  Tongue  of  them  all  fpeaksany  other 

word  but  my  Name :  and  I  had  but  a  belly  of  any  indiffe- 
rency,  I  were  fimply  the  moft  active  fellow  in  Europe :  my 

womb,  my  womb,  my  womb  undoes  me.  Here  comes  our 
General. 

Enter  Frince  John  and  Weftmerland. 

John.  The  heat  is  paft,  follow  no  farther  now, 
Call  in  the  Powers,  good  Coufin  Weftmerland. 
Now  Falftaf,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while  t 

When  every  thing  is  ended,  then  you  come. 
Thefe  tardy  tricks  of  yours  will  (  on  my  life  ) 
One  time  or  other,  break  fome  Gallows  back. 

Fal.  I  would  be  forry  (my  Lord)  but  it  ihould  be 
thus :  I  never  knew  yet,  but  rebuke  and  check  was  the 
reward  of  Valour.  Do  you  think  me  a  Swallow,  an  Ar- 

row, or  a  Bullet  ?  Have  I,  in  my  poor  and  old  Motion, 
the  expedition  of  Thought  ?  I  have  fpeeded  hither  with 
the  very  extremeft  inch  of  pofhbility.  I  have  foundred 
ninefcore  and  odd  Polls :  and  here  (  travel-tainted  as  I 

am  )  have,  in  my  pure  and  immaculate  Valour,  taken  Sir 
'John  Colevile  of  the  Dale,  a  moft  furious  Knight,  and 
valorous  Enemy  :  But  what  of  that  ?  he  faw  me,  and 

yielded  :  that  I  may  iuftly  fay  with  the  hook-nos'd  fel- 
low of  Rome,  I  came,  faw,  and  over-came. 

John.  It  was  more  of  his  Courtefie,  than  your  Deferving. 
Fal.  I  know  not :  here  he  is,  and  here  I  yield  him : 

and  I  befeech  your  Grace,  let  it  be  book'd  with  the  reft 
of  this  days  deeds ;  or,  I  fwear,  I  will  have  it  in  a  par- 

ticular Ballad,  with  mine  own  Picture  on  the  top  of  it, 
(  Colevile )  killing  my  foot :  To  the  which  courfe,  if  I 
beenforc'd,  if  you  do  not  allfhew  like  gilt  two-pences  to 
me  •  and  I,  in  the  clear  Sky  of  Fame,  o're-fhine  you  as 
much  as  the  full  Moon  doth  the  Cynders  of  the  Element, 
(  which  fhew  like  Pins  Heads  to  her)  believe  not  the  word 

of  the  Noble  :  therefore  let  me  have  rights  and  let  de- 
fert  mount. 

John.  Thine's  too  heavy  to  mount. 
Falft.  Let  it  fhine  then. 
John.  Thine's  too  thick  to  fhine. 
Falft.  Let  it  do  fomething  (  my  good  Lord  )  that  may 

do  me  good,  and  call  it  what  you  will. 
John.  Is  thy  Name  Colevile  f 
Col.  It  is  (  my  Lord. ) 
Jchn.  A  famous  Rebel  art  thou;  Colevile. 
Falft.  And  a  famous  true  Subject  took  him. 
Col.  I  am  (  my  Lord  )  but  as  my  Betters  are, 

That  led  me  hither  :  had  they  been  rul'd  by  me, 
You  fhould  have  won  them  dearer  than  you  have. 

Falft.  I  know  not  how  they  fold  themfeives,  but  thou 

ike  a  kind  Fellow,  gav'ft  thy  felf  away  ;  and  I  thank  thee, ]ror  thee. 

Enter  Weftmerland. 

John.  Have  you  left  pnrfuit  ? 

Weft.  Retreat  is  made,  and  Execution  ftay'd. 
John.  Send  Colevile,  with  his  Confederates, 

To  To>\,  toprefent  Execution. 
Blunt,  lead  him  hence,  and  fee  you  guard  him  fure; 

[  Exit  Colevile. 

And  now  difpatch  we  toward  the  Court  (rny  Lords) 
I  hear  the  King,  my  Father  is  forefick, 
Our  News  fhall  go  before  us,  to  hisMajefty, 

Which  ("  Coufin  )  you  mall  bear,  to  comfort  him : 
And  we  with  fober  fpeed  will  follow  you. 

Falft.  My  Lord,  1  befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  go 

through  Glocefterjliire  -,  and  when  you  come  to  Court,  ftand 
my  good  Lord,  'pray,  in  your  good  report. 

John.  Fare  you  well,  Falftaft'-.  I,  in  my  condition, Shall  better  fpeakof  you,  than  you  deferve.        f_  Exit. 
Falft.  I  would  you  had  but  the  wit :  twere  better  than 

your  Dukedome.  Good  faith,  this  fame  young  fober- 
blooded  Boy  doth  not  love  me,  nor  a  man  cannot  make 

him  laugh  ;  but  that's  no  marvel,  he  drinks  no  Wine. 
There's  never  any  of  thefe  demure  Boys  come  to  any 
proof  :  for  thin  drink  doth  fo  over-cool  their  blood, 
and  making  many  Fifh-Meals,  that  they  fall  into  a  kind 
of  Male  Green-ficknefs  •*  and  then,  when  they  marry, 
they  get  Wenches.  They  are  generally  Fools,  and  Cow- 

ards ;  which  fome  of  us  fhould  be  too,bu:  for  inflammation. 
A  good  Sherris-Sack  hath  a  two-fcid  operation  in  it : 
it  attends  me  into  the  Brain,  dries  me  there  all  the  fool* 
ifh,  and  dull,  and  crudy  Vapours,  which  environ  it: 
makes  it  apprehenfive,  quick,  forgetive,  full  of  nimble, 

fiery,  and  delectable  fhapes  j  which  deliver'd  oVe  to  the 
Voyce, 
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Voyce,  the  Tongue,  which  is  the  Birth,  becomes  excel- 
lent Wit.  The  fecond  property  of  your  excellent  Sher- 
ris, is,  the  warming  of  the  Blood  :  which  before  (  cold, 

and  fetkd  )  left  the  Liver  white,  and  pale  :  which  is  the 
Badge  of  Puiillanimity,  and  Cowardile :  but  the  Sherris 
warms  it,  and  makes  it  courfe  from  the  inwards,  to  the 

parts  extreme  :  it  iiluminateth  the  Face,  which  (  as  a  Bea- 
con) gives  warning  to  all  the  reft  of  this  little  Kingdom 

(  man  )  to  Arm :  and  then  the  Vital  Commoners,  and  in- 
land paty  Spirits,  mufter  me  all  to  their  Captain,  the 

Heart  ;  who  great,  and  puft  up  with  his  retinue,  doth  a- 
ny  deed  of  Courage  :  and  this  Valour  comes  of  Sherris. 
So  that  skill  in  the  W eapon  is  nothing,  without  Sack 
(  for  that  fets  it  a  work  :  )  and  Learning,  a  meer  Hoard 
of  Gold,  kept  by  a  Devil,  till  Sack  commences  it,  and  fets 
it  in  aft,  and  ufe.  Hereof  comes  it,  that  Prince  Harry 
is  valiant  :  for  the  cold  blood  he  did  naturally  inherit  of 
his  Father,  he  hath,  like  lean,  fteril,  and  bare  Land,  ma- 

nured, husbanded,  and  till'd,  with  excellent  endeavour 
of  drinking  good,  and  good  ftore  of  fertil  SherrL,  that 
he  is  become  very  hot,  and  valiant.  If  I  had  a  thoufar  d 
fons,  the  firft  Principle  I  would  teach  them,  mould  be  to 
forfwear  thin  Potations,  arid  to  addid  themfelves  to 
Sack.  l  Enter  Bardolph. 
How  now,  Bard-lph. 

Bard.  Thy  Army  is  difcharged  all,  and  gone. 

Falfi.  Let  them  go  :  Pie  through  Gloceflerjlure,  and 
there  will  I  vifit  Matter  Robert  Shallow,  Efquire  :  I  have 
him  already  tempering  between  my  finger  and  my  thumb, 
and  fliortly  will  Ifeal  with  him.  Come  away. 

f_  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  King,  Warwick,  Clarence,  Glocefter. 

King.  Now  Lords,  if  Heaven  doth  give  fuccefsful  end 
To  this  Debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors, 

We  will  our  Youth  lead  on  to  higher' Fields, 
And  draw  no  Swords,  but  what  are  fanctifiU 
Our  Navy  is  addreiled,  our  Power  collected, 
Our  Subititutes,  in  abfence,  well  inverted, 
And  every  thing  lies  level  to  our  wifli ; 
Onely  we  want  a  little  perfonal  ftrength : 
And  pawfe  us,  till  thefe  Rebels,  now  a  foot, 
Come  underneath  the  yoak  of  Government. 

War.  Both  which  we  doubt  not,  but  yourMajefty 
Shall  foon  enjoy. 

King.  Humphrey  (  my  Son  of  Gloncejler  )  where  is  the 
Prince,  your  Brother  f 

C'lo.  1  think  he's  gone  to  hunt  (  my  Lord  )  at  Windjor. 
King.  And  how  accompanied? 
Clo.  I  do  not  know  (  my  Lord.) 
King.  Is  not  his  Brother,  Thomas  of  Clarence, w  ith  him  ? 
Clo.  No  (  my  good  Lord  )  he  is  in  prefence  here. 
Cl.r.  What  would  my  Lord,  and  Father  ? 
King.  Nothing  but  well  to  thee,  Thomas  of  Clarence, 

How  chance  thou  art  not  with  the  Prince,  thy  Brother  ? 

u'e  loves  thee,  and  thou  do'ft  neglect  him  (Thomas  ) 
Thou  haft  a  better  place  in  his  Affection 
Than  all  thy  Brothers  •  Cherifh  it  (  my  Boy  ) 

And  Noble  Offices  thou  may'ft  effect 
Of  Mediation  (  after  I  am  dead  ) 
Between  his  Greatnefs,  and  thy  other  Brethren. 
Therefore  omit  him  not  :  blunt  not  his  Love, 

Nor  lofe  the  good  advantage  of  his  Grace, 
By  feeming  cold,  or  carelefs  of  his  will. 

For  he  is  gracious  if  he  be  obferv'd : 
He  hath  a  Tear  for  Pity,  and  a  Hand 

Open  (  as  Day  )  for  melting  Charity  •' 
Y et  notwkhftanding,  being  incens'd,  he's  Flint, 
As  humorous  as  Winter,  and  as  fudden 

As  Flaws  congealed  in  the  Spring  of  day. 

His  temper  therefore  mult  be  wci!  do'?  M  \ 
Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  revs  . 

When  you  perceive  his  b.'ood  tnclin'd  to  mirth? 
But  being  moody,  give  him  line,  and  fcope 

Till  that  his  paffions  (like  a  Whale  - —  j 
Confound  themfelves  with  w       «  -tarn  this,  Thomas, 
And  thou  (holt  prove  a  shelter  to  thy  Frienc  ■, 
A  Hoop  of  Gold  to  bind  thy  Brothers  in  : 
That  the  united  Veflel  of  their  Blood 

(  Mingled  with  Venome  of  Suggeftion, 
As  force,  pei force,  the  Age  will  pour  it  in) 
Shall  nearer  leak  though  it  do  work  as  ftrong 
As  Aconimm,  or  rafh  Gun-powder. 

Clar.  I  fhallobferve  him  with  all  care,  and  love. 
Kivg.W  hy  art  thou  not  at  Wtndfor  with  \xvm.,(Thomai  ?  ) 
Clar.  He  is  not  there  to  day  :  be  dines  in  London. 
King.  And  how  accompanied  .?  Canft  thou  tell  that/ 
Clar.  With  Poms,  and  other  his  continual  Followers. 
Kwg.  Moil  fubject  is  the  fatteft  Soyl  to  Weeds : 

And  Fie  ( the  Noble  Image  of  my  Youth) 
Is  over-ipread  with  them  :  therefore  my  grief 
Stretcnes  it  ielf  beyond  the  hour  of  Death. 
The  blood  weeps  from  my  heart,  when  I  do  lhape 
( In  forms  imaginary  )  th'unguided  Days, 
And  rotten  Times,  that  you  (hall  look  upon, 
When  I  am  fkeping  with  my  Anceftors. 
For  when  his  head-ffrcng  Riot  hath  no  Curb, 
W  hen  Rage  and  hot-blood  are  his  Counfellers, 
When  Means  andlaviffi  Manners  meet  together, 
Oh,  with  what  Wing,  BialJ  his  Affections  flye 
Towards  fronting  Peril,  and  oppos'd  decay  ? 

War.  My  gracious  Lord,  you  look  beyoi  d  him  quite : 
The  Prince  but  ftudies  hisCompa^  isy 
Like  a  ft  range  Tongue  :  whereir ,  to  gain  the  Language, 
'Tis  needful,  that  th.  molt  immodeft  word 

Be  look'd  upon,  and  learn'd  :  which  once  attain'd, 
Your  Highnefs  knows,  con:es  to  no  tarther  ufe, 
But  to  be  known,and  hated.  So,  like  graft  terms, 
The  Prineewill,  in  the  perfect nefs  of  time, 
Caff,  off  his  Followers  :  and  their  memory 
Shall  as  a  Pattern,  or  a  Meafure  live, 
By  which  his  Grace  muft  mete  the  lives  of  others, 
Turning  paft  Evils  to  advantages. 

King.  'Tis  leldom,  when  the  Bee  doth  leave  her  Comb In  the  dead  Carrion. 
Enter  VVeftmerland. 

Who's  here  ?  Wefimerland? 
Weft.  Health  to  my  Soveraign,  and  new  happinefs 

Added  to  that,  that  I  am  to  deliver. 

Prince  John,  your  Son,  doth  kifs  your  Graces  hand; 
Mowbray,  the  Bifhop,  Scroop,  Ha/lings,  and  all, 
Are  brought  to  the  Correction  of  your  Law, 

There  is  not  now  a  Rebels  Sword  unffieath'd, 
But  Peace  puts  forth  her  Olive  every  where- 
The  manner  how  this  Action  hath  been  born, 

Here  (  at  more  leifure  )  may  your  Highnefs  read,  i 
With  every  courfe,  in  his  particular. 

King.  O  Wefimerland,  thou  art  a  Summer  Bird, 
Which  ever,  in  the  baunch  of  VV inter, fings 
The  lifting  up  of  day. 

Enter  Harcourt. 

Look,  here's  more  News. 
Har.  From  Enemies,  Heaven  keep  your  Majefty  : 

And  when  they  ftand  againft  you,  may  they  fall, 
As  thofe  that  I  am  come  to  tell  you  of. 

The  Earl  Northumberland,  and  the  Lord  Bardolf, 
With  a  great  Power  of  Engltjh,  and  of  Scots, 

Are  by  thej'Sheriff  of  Torl^llure  overthrown  : The  manner,  and  true  order  of  the  fight, 

This  Packet  (plea  e  you)  contains  at  large. 
King.  And  wherefore  mould  thefe  good  News Make  me  lick? 

Will  Fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  full, 

But 
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But  write  her  fair  words  itill  in  fouleft  Letters  ? 
She  either  gives  a  Stomack,  and  no  food, 
(  Such  are  the  Poor,  in  health )  or  elfe  a  Feaft, 
And  takes  away  the  Stomach,  (  Such  are  the  Rich, 
That  have  aboundance,  and  enjoy  it  not.  ) 
I  fhould  rejoyce  now,  at  this  happy  News, 
And  now  my  Sight  fails,  and  my  brains  is  giddy. 
O  me,  come  near  me,  now  I  am  much  ill. 

Glo.  Comfort  your  Majefty. 
Cla.  Oh,  my  Royal  Father. 
WeftmerMy  Soveraign  Lord,chear  up  your  felf,  look  up. 
War.  Be  patient  (  Princes )  you  do  know,  thefe  Fits 

Are  with  his  Highnefs  very  ordinary. 
Scand  from  him,  give  him  air: 

He'll  ftraight  be  well. 
Clar.  No  no,  he  cannot  long  hold  out :  thefe  pangs, 

Th'inceffant  care,  and  labour  of  his  mind, 
Hath  wrought  the  Mure,  Lhat  mould  confine  in  ir, 
So  thin,  that  life  looks  through,  and  will  break  out. 

Glo.  The  people  fear  me  :  for  they  do  obferve 

llnfather'd  Heirs,  and  loathly  Births  of  Nature : 
The  Seafons  change  their  manners,  as  the  year 

Had  found  fome  Months  afteep,  and  leap'd  them  over. 
Clar.  The  River  hath  thrice  flowM,  no  tbb  between  : 

And  the  old  folk  (  Times  doting  Chronicles ) 
Say  it  did  fo,  a  little  lime  before 

That  our  Grand  fire  Edward  fick'd,  and  dy'd. 
War.  Speak  lower,  (Princes)  for  the  King  recovers. 
Glo.  This  Apoplexy  will  (  certain  )  be  his  end. 
King.  1  pray  you  take  me  up,  and  bear  me  hence 

Into  fome  other  Chamber  :  foftly  'pray. 
Let  there  be  no  noyfemade,  (  my  gentle  Friends  ) 
Unlefs  fome  duli  and  favourable  hand 

i'l  wh<rper  Mufick  to  my  weary  Spirit. War.  Call  for  the  Mufick  in  the  other  Room. 

King.  Set  me  the  Crown  rpen  my  Pillow  here. 

Clar.  His  ev/e  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much. 
War.  Lefs  noyfe,  lefs  noyfe. 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

Trin-.  Hen.  Who  faw  the  Duke  of  Clarence  ? 
Cla.  I  am  here  (  Brother  )  full  of  heavinefs. 
Trin.  Hen.  How  now  ?  Rain  within  doors,  and  none 

abroad  ?  How  doth  the  King  ?  • 
Glo.  Exceeding  ill. 
Trin.  Hen.  Heard  he  the  good  NeWs  yet  ? 
c!l  it  him. 

Glo.  He  alter'd  much,  upon  the  hearing  it. 
Trin.  Hen.  If  he  be  lick  with  Joy, 

le'l  recover  without  Phyfick. 
War.  Not  fo  much  noyfe,  (  my  Lords  ) 

weet  Prince,  fpeak  low. 

The  King,  your  Father,  is  difpos'd  to  deep. 
Clar.  Let  us  with-draw  into  the  other  Room. 
War.  WiPt  pleaie  your  Grace  to  go  along  with  us  ? 
Trin.  Hen.  No  :  1  will  fit,  and  watch  here,  by  the  King. 

Why  doth  the  Crown  lye  there,  upon  his  Pillow, 
Being  fo  troublefom  a  Bed-fellow  ? 
0  polifiVd  Perturbation  !  Golden  Care  ! 

That  keeep'ft  the  Ports  of  flumber  open  wide 
To  many  a  watchful  Night  :  fleep  with  it  now, 
Yet  not  fo  found,  and  half  fo  deeply  fweet, 
As  he  whofe  Btow  (  with  homely  Biggen  bound  ) 
Snores  rut  the  Watch  of  Night.  O  Majefty  ! 

1  rhen  thou  do'ft  pinch  thy  Bearer,  thou  do'ft  fit 
Like  a  rich  Armor,  worn  in  heat  of  day, 

That  fcald'ft  with  fafety  :  by  his  Gates  of  breath, 
There  lyes  a  downy  Feather,  which  ftirs  not : 
Did  he  fufpire,  that  light  and  weightlefs  down 
Perforce  muft  move.  My  gracious  Lord,  my  Father, 
This  fleep  is  found  indeed  :  this  is  a  fleep, 

That  from  this  Golden  Rigol  hath  divore'd 
So  many  Englijli  Kings.  Thy  due  from  me, 
Is  Tears,  and  heavy  Sorrows  of  the  Blood, 
Which  Nature,  Love,  and  filial  tendernefs 

how  fares  your 

Shall  (  O  dear  Father  )  pay  thee  plemeoufly. 

My  due,  from  thee,  is  this  Imperial  Crown, 
Which  (  as  immediate  from  thy  place,  and  blood  ) 
Derives  it  felf  to  me.  Lo,  here  it  fits, 
Which  heaven  fhall  guard  : 

And  put  the  World's  whole  ftrength  into  one  Gyant  Arm, 
It  fha.l  not  force  this  Lineal  Honor  from  me. 

Tr  is,  from  thee,  will  I  to  mine  leave, 
As  'tis  left  to  me.  ,  [Exit. 

Enter  Warwick,  Gloucefter,  Clarence. 

King.  Warwick-,  Gloucefter^  Clarence. 
Clar.  Doth  the  King  call  ? 
War.  What  would  your  Majefty 

Grace  ? 
King.  Why  did  you  Lave  me  here  alone,  (my  Lords) 
Cla.  We  left  the  Prince  (my  Brother)  hert(my  Liege , 

Who  undertook  to  fit  and  watch  by  you. 
King.  The  Prince  of  Wales  ?  where  is  he  ?  let  me  fee  him. 
War.  This  door  is  open,  he  is  gone  this  way. 
Glo.  He  came  not  through  the  Chamber  where  we  ftaid. 

King.  Where  is  the  Crown  ?  who  took  it  from  my 

Pillow/ War.  When  we  wich  drew  (  my  Liege  )  we  left  it  here. 

King.  The  Prince  hath  t'ane  it  hence :  \ Go  feek  him  out. 
Is  he  fo  hafty,  that  he  doth  fuppofe 

My  fleep,  my  death  ?  Find  him  (my  Lord. of  Warwick) 
Chide  him  hither :  this  part  of  his  conjoyns 
With  my  difeafe,  and  helps  to  end  me. 
See  Sons,  what  things  you  are  : 
How  quickly  Nature  falls  into  revolt, 
When  Gold  becomes  her  Ob j eel:  ? 
For  this,  the  foolifh  over-careful  Fathers 
Have  broke  their  fleeps  with  thoughts, 
Their  brains  with  care,  their  bones  with  induftry. 

For  this,  they  have  ingroffed  and  pyl'd  up 
The  canker'd  heaps  of  ftrange-atchieved  Gold  : 
For  this,  they  have  been  thoughtful,  to  inveft 
Their  Sons  with  Arts,  and  Martial  Exercifes : 
When,  like  the  Bee,  culling  from  every  Flower 
The  vertuous  Sweets,  our  Thighs  packt  with  Wax 
Our  Mouths  with  Honey,  we  bring  it  to  the  Hive 
And  like  the  Bees, are  murthered  for  our  pains. 
This  bitter  tafte  yields  his  Engrossments 

To  the  ending  Father. Enter  Warwick. 

Now  where  is  he,  that  will  not  ftay  fo  long, 

Till  his  friends  ficknefs  hath  determin'd  me  ? 
War.  My  Lord,  I  found  the  Prince  in  the  next  Room 

Wafhing  with  kindly  Tears  his  gentle  Cheeks, 
With  fuch  a  deep  demeanour,  in  great  forrow, 
That  Tyranny,  which  never  quatft  but  blood, 

Would  (  by  beholding  him  )  havewafh'd  his  Knife 
vVith  gentle  eye-drop;.  He  is  coming  hither. 

King.  But  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the  Crown  ? 
Enter  Trine e  Henry. 

Lo,  where  he  comes.  Come  hither  to  mc,  (  Harry') Depart  the  Chamber,  leave  us  here  alone.  f_  Exit. 
Trw.  Hen.  \  never  thought  to  heare  you  fpeak  again. 
King.  Thy  wifh  was  Father  (  Harry)  to  that  thought : 

I  ftay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Do'ft  thou  fo  hunger  for  my  empty  Chair, 
That  thou  wilt  needs  inveft  thee  with  mine  Honors, 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  ?  O  foolilh  youth  ! 

Thou  feek'jl  the  Greatnei's,  that  will  over-whelm  thee: 
Stay  but  a  little  :  for  my  Cloud  of  Dignity 
Is  held  from  falling,  with  fo  weak  a  wind, 
That  it  will  quickly  drop  :  my  Day  is  dim. 

I  Thou  haft  ftoln  that,  which  after  fome  few  hours 
Were  thine,  without  offence  :  and  at  my  death 
Thou  haft  feal'd  up  my  Expeclation. 
Thy  life  did  manifeft,  thou  Iovd'ft  me  not, 

And! 
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And  thou  wilt  have  me  dye  aflurM  of  it. 

Thou  hid'ft  a  thouland  Daggers  in  thy  thoughts, 
Which  thou  halt  whetted  on  thy  ftonv  heart, 
To  flab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  trail  life. 
What  ?  canft  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour  ? 

Then  get  thee  gone,  and  dig  thy  grave  thy  felf, 
And  bid  the  merry  Bells  ring  to  thy  ear, 
That  thou  art  Crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead, 

Let  all  the  Tears,  that  mould  bedew  my  Herfe  : 
Be  drops  of  Balm,  to  fanctifie  thy  head  : 
Onely  compound  me  with  forgotten  dnft  \ 
Give  that,  which  gave  thee  life,  unto  the  Worms : 
Pluck  down  my  Officers,  break  my  Decrees  j 
For  now  a  time  is  come,  to  mock  at  Form. 

Henry  the  Fifth  is  Crown'd  :  Up  Vanity, 
Down  Royal  State  :  Ail  you  fage  Couniellors,  hence  : 
And  to  the  Englifh  Court,  affemble  now 

From  ev'ry  Region,  Apes  of  Idlenefs. 
Now  Neighbour-Confines,  purge  you  of  your  Scum  : 
Have  you  a  Ruffian  that  will  fwear  ?  drink  ?and  dance? 
Revel  the  night  ? rob?  murder  ?  and  commit 
The  oldeft  fins,  the  neweft  kind  of  ways  ? 

Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more  ••■ 
England  ihall  double  guil'd,  his  trebble  guilt. 
England  lhall  give  him  Office,  Honor,  Might  : 

For  the  Fifth  Harry,  from  curb'd  Licenfe  plucks 
The  muzzle  of  Reltraint,  and  the  wilde  Dog 
Shall  flefh  his  tooth  in  every  Innocent. 

0  my  poor  Kingdom  (lick  with  civil  blows) 

When  that  my  Care  could  not  with-hold  thy  Ryots, 
What  wilt  thou  do,  When  Ryot  is  thy  Care  ? 
O,  thou  wilt  be  a  Wildernefs  again, 
Peopled  wiih  Wolves  (thy  old  Inhabitants.) 

Tnn.  O  pardon  me  (my  Liege J 
But  for  my  Tears, 
The  moft  Impediments  unto  my  Speech, 
1  had  fore-ftalFd,  and  deep  rebuke, 

E're1  you  (with  grief)  had  fpoke,  and  I  had  heard The  courfe  of  it  fo  far.  There  is  your  Crown, 
And  he  that  wears  the  Crown  immortally, 

Long  guard  it  yours :  If  I  affect  it  more, 
Than  as  your  Honour,  and  as  your  Renown, 
Let  me  no  more  from  this  Obedience  rife, 

Which  my  moft  true,  and  inward  dutious  fpirit 
Teacheth  this  proftrate,  and  exteriour  bending. 
Heaven  witnefs  with  me,  when  I  here  came  in, 
And  found  no  courfe  of  breath  within  your  Ma/efly, 
How  cold  it  ftruck  my  heart.  If  I  do  feign, 

0  let  me,  in  my  prefent  wildenefs,  dye,' 
And  never  live,  to  fhew  th'incredulous  World, 
The  Noble  change  that  I  have  purpofed. 
Coming  to  look  on  you,  thinking  you  dead, 

:  (And  dead  almoft  (my  Liege )  to  think  you  were J 
1  fpake  unto  the  Crown  (as  having  fenfej 
And  thus  upbraided  it.  The  Care  on  thee  depending, 
Hath  fed  upon  the  body  of  my  Father, 
Therefore,  thou  belt  of  Gold  art  worit  of  Gold. 
Other,  lefs  fine  in  Carract,  is  more  precious, 

Preferving  life,  in  Med'cine  potable  : 
But  thou,  moft  Fine,  molt  Honour'd,  moft  Renown'd, 
Haft  eat  the  Bearer  up. 
Thus  (my  Royal  Liege) 
Acculing  it,  I  put  it  on  my  Head, 
To  try  with  it  (as  with  an  Enemy, 

That  had  before  my  face  murd'red  my  Father,) 
The  Quarrel  of  a  true  Inheritor  : 
But  if  it  did  infect  my  blood  with  joy, 

Or  fwell  my  Thoughts  to  any  ftrain  of  Pride, 

If  any  Rebel,  or  vain  Spirit  of  mine, 
Did,  with  the  leaft  Affection  of  a  Welcome, 
Give  entertainment  to  the  might  of  it. 
Let  Heaven,  for  ever,  keep  it  from  my  head, 
And  make  me  as  ..the  pooreft  Vaflal  is, 
That  doth  with  awe,  and  terrour  kneel  to  it. 

King.  O  my  Son 
Heauen  put  it  in  thy  mind  to  take  it  hence, 

That  thou  might'ft  joyn  the  more,  thy  Fathers  love, 
Pleading  fo  wifely,  in  excufe  of  it. 
Come  hither  Harry,  fit  thou  by  my  bed, 
And  hear  (  I  think)  the  very  lateft  Counfel 
That  ever  I  fhall  breathe :  Heaven  knows,  my  Son, 

By  what  by-pathes,  and  indirect  crookM-ways 
I  met  this  Crown  :  and  I  my  felf  know  well 
How  troubkfom  it  fate  upon  my  head. 
To  thee,  it  fhall  defcend  with  better  Quiet, 

Better  Opinion,  better  Confirmation  •• 
For  all  the  foyl  of  the  Atchievment  goes 

With  me,  into  the  Earth.  It  feem'd  in  me, 
But  as  an  Honour  fnatch'd  with  boy'ftrous  hand, 
And  I  had  many  living,  to  upbraid 

My  gain  of  it,  by  their  Affiftances, 
Which  daily  grew  to  a  Quarrel,  and  to  Blood-fhed, 
Wounding  fuppofed  Peace. 
All  thefe  bold  Fears, 

Thou  feeft  ( with  peril )  I  have  anfwered  : 
For  all  my  Reign  hath  been  but  as  a  Scene 
Acting  that  Argument  And  now  my  death 
Changes  the  Mode :  For  what  in  me  was  purchasM, 
Falls  upon  thee,  in  a  more  Fairer  fort. 
So  thou  the  Garland  wear'ft  fucceffively, 

Yet,  though  thou  ftar.d'ft  more  fure,  than  I  could  do, 
Thou  art  not  firm  enough,  fince  griefs  are  green : 
And  all  thy  Friends,  which  thou  muft  make  thy  Friends, 
Have  but  their  ltings,  and  teeth,  newly  taken  out. 

By  whofe  fell  working,  I  was  firft  ndvane'd, 
And  by  w  hofe  Power,  I  well  mi    1 1<  dge  a  Fear 

To  be  again  difplac'd.  Which  ti  :void, 
I  cut  them  off,  and  had  a  purpofe  now 

To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  Land  •, 
Left  reft,  and  lying  ftill,  might  make  them  look 
Too  near  unto  my  State. 
Therefore  ( my  Harry  ) 

Be  it  thy  courfe  to  bufie  giddy  Minds 
With  Forreign  Quarrels :  that  Action,  hence  born  out, 
May  wafte  the  memory  of  the  former  days. 
More  would  I,  but  my  Lungs  are  wafted  fo, 

That  ftrength  of  Speech  is  utterly  deny'd  me. 
How  I  came  by  the  Crown,  O  Heaven  forgive  : 
And  grant  it  may,  wuh  thee,  in  true  peace  live. 

Prm.  My  gracious  Liege : 
You  won  it ;  wore  it,  kept  it,  gave  it  me, 
Then  plain  and  right  muft  my  pofTefTion  be  ; 
Which  I,  with  more,  than  with  a  common  pain, 

'Gainft  all  the  World,  will  rightfully  maintain. 

Enter  Lord  John  of  Lancafter  and  Warwick. 

King,  hook,  look, 
Here  comes  my  John  of  Lancafter  : 

John.  Health,  Peace,  and  Happinefs 

To  my  Royal  Father: 

King.  Thou  bring'ft  me  happinefs, 
(  Son  John, ) 

But  health  (  alack)  with  youthful  wings  is  flown 
From  this  bare,  withered  Trunk.  Upon  thy  fight 
My  worldly  bufinefs  makes  a  Period. 
Where  is  my  Lord  of  Warwick? 

Prtn.  My  Lord  of  Warwick? 
King.  Doth  any  Name  particular  belong 

Unto  the  Lodging,  where  I  firft  did  fwoon  ? 
War.  'Tis  call'd  Jernfalem,  my  Noble  Lord. 
Kmg.  Laud  be  to  Heaven : 

Even  there  my  life  muft  end. 

It  hath  been  propheli'd  to  me  many  years, 
I  fhould  not  dye  but  in  Jerufulem  : 

Which  ( vainly)  I  fuppos'd  the  Holy-Land. But  bear  me  to  that  Chamber,  there  Tie  lye : 

In  that  Jeritfalem,  fhall  Harry  dye.  \Exem*. 
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Acltis  Quintus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Sha!low,Silence,FalftafF,  Bardolph,Page,  and  Davy. 

Shd.  By  Cock  and  Pye^  you  fhall  not  away  to  night. 
What,  D*vyt  I  fay. 
.  Fal.  You  muft  excufe  me,  Matter  Robert  Shallow. 
Sbal.  I  will  not  excufe  you :  you  mail  not  be  excufed. 

Excufes  (hall  not  be  admitted  :  there  is  no  excufe  fhall 

ferve  :  you  fhall  not  be  excus'd. 
Why  Davy. 

Davy.  Here,  Sir. 

Shal.  Davy,  Davy,  Davy,  let  me  fee,  Davy-  let  me  fee : William  Cook,  bid  hitn  come  hither.  Sir  John,  you  fhall 
not  be  excus'd. 

Davy.  Marry,  Sir ,  thus  :  thofe  Precepts  cannot  be 

ferv'd  :  and  again,  Sir,  fhall  we  fow  the  head-laud  with 
Wheat  ? 

Shal.  With  red  Wheat,  Davy.  But  for  William  Cook : 
are  there  no  young  Pidgeons  ? 

Davy.  Yea,  Sir. 

Here  is  now  the  Smith's  note  for  Shooing, 
And  Plough-Irons. 

Shal.  Let  it  be  caft,  aud  paii  :  Sir  John,  you  fhall 
not  be  excus'd. 

Davy.  Sir,  a  new  link  to  the  Bucket  muft  needs  be 

had  :  And,  Sir,  do  you  mean  to  flop  any  of  Williams 

Wages,  about  the  Sack  he  loft  the  other  day  at  Hinckley Fair  ? 
Shal.  He  fhall  anfwer  it : 

Some  Pidgeons,  Davy,  a  couple  of  fhort-legg'd  Hens :  a 
joint  of  Mutton,  and  any  pretty  little  tine  Kickfhaws, 
tell  William  Cook. 

Davy.  Doth  the  man  of  War,  ftay  all  night,  Sir? 
Shal.  Yes,  Davy ; 

I  will  ufe  him  well.  A  Friend  iW  Court,  is  better  than  a 

Penny  inPurfe.  Ufe  his  men  well,  Davy,  for  they  are  ar- 
rant Knaves,  and  will  back-bite. 

Davy.  No  worfe  than  they  are  bitten,  Sir  :  for  they 
have  marvellous  foul  Linnen. 

Shal.  Well  conceited,  Davy :  about  thy  bufinefs,  Davy. 
Davy.  I  befeech  you,  Sir, 

To  countenance  William  Vi[or  of  Woncot,  againft  Cle- 
ment Per\es  of  the  Hill. 

Shal.  There  are  many  Complaints,  Davy,  againft  that 
Vifor,  that  Vifor  is  an  arrant  Knave,  on  my  knowledge. 

Davy.  I  grant  your  Worlhip,  that  he  is  a  Knave,  Sir: 
But  yet  Heaven  forbid,  Sir,  but  a  Knave  ftiould  have  fome 
Countenance,  at  his  Friends  requeft.  An  honeft  man,  Sir, 
is  able  to  fpeak  for  hirafelf,  when  a  Knave  is  not.  I  have 

ferv'd  your  Worfhip  truly,  Sir,  thefe  eight  years  :  and 
if  I  cannot  once  or  twice  in  a  Quarter  bear  out  a  Knave 

againft  an  Honeft  man,  I  have  but  a  very  little  credit  with 

your  Worfhip.  The  Knave  is  mine  boneft  Friend,  Sir, 

therefore,  I  befeech  yourWorfhip,let  him  be  Countenanc'd. Shal.  Go  too, 

I  fay,  he  fhall  have  no  wrong :  Look  about,  Davy. 
Where  are  you,  Sir  John}  Come,  off  with  your  Boots. 

Give  me  your  hand,  Mafter  Bardolph. 
Bard.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Worfhip. 
Shal.  I  thank  thee,  with  all  my  heart,  kind  Mafter 

Bardolph,  and  welcome,  my  tall  Fellow : 
Come,  Sir  John. 

Falft.  Tie  follow  you,  good  Mafter  Robert  Shallow. 

Bardolph,  look  to  our  Horfes.  If  I  were  faw'd  into 
Quantities,  I  lhould  make  four  dozen  of  fuch  bearded 
Hermites  ftaves,  as  Mafter  Shallow.  It  is  a  wonderful 

thing  to  fee  the  femblable  Coherence  of  his  mens  Spirits, 

and  his  :  They,  by  obferving  of  him,  do  bear  them- 
felves  like  foolifh  Juftices :  He,  by  converting  with  them, 

is  turn'd  into  a  Juftice-like  Servingman.  Their  Spirits, 
are  fo  married  in  Conjunction,  with  the  Participation  of 

Society,  that  they  flock  together  in  confent,  like  fo 
many  Wild-Geefe.  If  I  had  a  fuit  to  Mafter  Shallow, 
I  would  humour  his  men,  with  the  imputation  of  being 
near  their  Mafter.  If  to  his  men,  I  would  curry  with 
Mafter  Shallow,  that  no  man  could  better  Command  hk 
Servants.  It  is  certain,  that  either  wife  bearing,  or 
ignorant  Carriage  is  caught,  as  men  take  difeafes,  one  of 
another :  therefore,  let  men  take  heed  of  their  Compa- 

ny. I  will  devife  matter  enough  out  of  this  Shallow,  to 
keep  Prince  Harry  in  continual  Laughter,  the  wearing 
out  of  fix  fafhions,  which  is  four  Terms,  or  two  Acti- 

ons, and  he  fhall  laugh  with  Intervallums.  O  it  is  much 
that  a  Lye  (with  aflightOath)anda  Jeft(with  a  fad  Brow ) 
will  do  with  a  Fellow,  that  never  had  the  Ache  in  his 
fhoulders.  O  you  fhall  fee  him  laugh,  till  his  Face 
be  like  a  wet  Clcak,  ill  laid  up. 

Shad.  Sir  John. 
Pal.  I  come,  Mafter  Shallow,  I  come,  Mafter  Shallow. 

\Exeur.t 
Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Earl  of  Warwick,  and  the  Lord  Chief  Juftice. 

War  How  now,  my  Lord  Chief  Juftice,  whither  away  ? 

Ch.  Juft.  How  doth  the  King  ? 
War.  Exceeding  well :  his  Cares 

Are  now  all  ended. 

Ch.  Juft.  I  hope,  not  dead. 
War.  He's  walk'd  the  way  of  Nature, 

And  to  our  purpofes,  he  lives  no  more* 

Ch.  Juft.  I  would  hisMajefty  had  call'dme  with  him, 
The  Service,  that  I  truly  did  his  life, 
Hath  left  me  open  to  all  Injuries. 

War.  Indeed  I  think  the  young  King  loves  ycu  r.ot. 
Ch.  Juft.  I  know  he  doth  not,  and  do  arm  my  felf 

To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  Time, 
Which  cannot  look  more  hideoufly  upon  me, 
Than  I  have  drawn  it  in  my  fantafie. 

Ent er  John  of  Lancafter,  Glcucefter,  and  Clarence. 

War.  Here  comes  the  heavy  iflue  of  dead  Hcrry. 
O,  that  the  living  Harry  had  the  temper 
Of  him,  the  wbrft  of  thefe  three  Gentlemen: 
How  many  Nobles  then  fhould  hold  their  places, 
That  muft  ftrike  fail  to  Spirits  of  vile  fort  ? 

Ch.  Juft.  Ala?,  I  fear,  all  will  be  over-turn'd. 
John.  Good  morrow,  Coufin  Warwick^  good  morrow. 
Clou.  Clar.  Good  morrow,  Coulin. 

John.  We  meet,  like  men,  that  had  forgot  to  fpeak. 
War.  We  do  remember  :  But  our  Argument 

Is  all  too  heavy,  to  admit  much  talk. 
Job.  Well :  Peace  be  with  him,  than  hath  made  us  hea. 
Ch.  Juft.  Peace  be  with  us,  left  we  bz  heavier.  fvy. 
Clou.  O,  Good  my  Lord,  you  have  loft  a  Friend  indeed : 

And  I  dare  fwear,  you  borrow  not  that  Face 
Of  feeming  forrow,  it  is  fure  your  own. 

Job,  Though  no  man  be  aflur'd  what  Grate  to  find, 
You  ftand  in  coldeft  expectation.  . 
I  am  the  forrier,  would  'twere  otherwife. 

Cla.  Well,  you  muft  now  fpeak  Sir  John  FJftrjf  fair, 
Which  fwims  againft  your  ftream  of  Quality. 

Ch.  Juft.  Sweet  Princes :  what  I  did,  i  did  in  honor, 

Led  by  th'Imperial  Conduct  of  my  Soul, 
And  never  fhall  you  fee,  that  I  will  beg 

A  ragged  and  foreftall'd  Remiflion.  . 
If  Troth,  and  upright  Innocency  fail  me, 
Tie  to  the  King  (my  Mafter)  that  is  dead, 
And  tell  him,  who  hath  fent  me  after  him. 

War.  Here  comes  the  Prince. Enter  Prince  Harry. 

Ch.Jiift.  Good  morrow :  and  Heaven  fave  your  Majefty. Prin. 
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Pnn.  This  new,  and  gorgeous  Garment,  Majefty, 
Sits  not  fo  eafie  on  me,  as  you  think. 
Brothers,  you  mix  your  Sadnefs  with  fomc  Fear  : 
This  is  the  Engltjlj,  not  the  Turk±fo  Court : 
Not  Amur  ah  an  Amur  ah  fuccccds, 
But  Harry,  Harry  :  Yet  be  fad  (good  Brothers) 
For  (to  fpeak  truth)  it  very  well  becomes  you  : 
Sorrow,  lb  Royally  in  you  spears, 
That  I  will  deeply  put  the  fafhion  on, 
And  wear  it  in  my  Heart.  Why  then  be  fad, 
But  entertain  no  more  of  it  fgood  Brothers J 

Than  a  joint-burthen  laid  upon  us  all. 

Forme,  by  Heaven  (I  bid  you  be  aflur'd) 
Pie  be  your  Father,  and  your  Brother  too  : 

Let  me  but  bear  your  Love,  I'le  bear  your  Cares  -9 
But  weep  that  Harry's  dead,  and  fo  will  I, 
But  Harry  lives,  that  fha!l  convert  thofe  Tears 
By  number,  unto  hours  of  Happinefs. 

John.&c.  We  hope  no  other  from  your  Majefty. 
Prin.  You  all  look  ftrangely  on  me :  and  you  moft. 

You  are  (I  think J  aflur'd,  1  love  you  not. 
Ch.  Juft.  I  am.  aflur'd  (if  J  be  meafur'-d  rightly) 

Your  Majefty  hath  no  juft  caufe?  to  hate  mc. 
Prin.  No?How  might  a  Prince  of  my  great  hopes  forget 

So  great  Indignities  you  laid  upon  me  ? 
What?  Rate?  Rebuke  ?  and  roughly  fend  to  Prifon 

Th'immediate  Fleir  of  England*.  Was  ihis  eafie  ? 
May  this  be  wafh'd  in  Lethe,  and  forgctten  ? 

Ch.  Jufi.  I  then  did  ufe  the  Perfon  of  your  Father 
The  Image  of  his  Power  lay  then  in  me, 

And  in  th'adminiftvation  of  his  Law, 
Whiles  I  was  balie  for  the  Common-wca'th, 
Your  Highnefs  plea  fed  to  forget  my  place, 
The  Majefty,  and  Power  of  Law,  and  juftice, 

The  Image  of  the  King, 'whom  I  prefented, 
And  fcruck  me  in  my  very  Seat  of  judgment : 
Whereon  ( as  an  Offender  to  your  Father) 
I  gave  bold  way  to  my  Authority, 
And  did  commit  you.  If  the  deed  were  ill  ̂  
Be  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  Garland, 
To  have  a  Son,  fet  your  decrees  at  naught  ? 
To  pluck  down  Juftice  from  your  awful  Bench  ? 
To  trip  the  courfe  of  Law,  and  blunt  the  Sword 
That  guards  the  peace,  and  fafety  of  your  Perfon  ? 
Nay  more,  to  fparn  at  your  moft  Royal  Image, 
And  mock  your  workings,  in  a  Second  body  ? 
Queftion  your  Royal  Thoughts,  make  the  cafe  yours : 

B  -  now  the  Father,  and  propofe  a  Son  : 

Hear  your  own  dignity  fo  much  prophan'd, 
See  your  moft  dreadful  Laws,  fo  loofely  flighted  ; 
Behold  your  felf,  fo  by  a  Son  difdained : 
And  then  imagine  me,  taking  your  part, 
And  in  your  Power,  foft  filencing  your  Son: 
After  this  cold  confiderance,  fentence  me  ; 
And,  as  you  are  a  King,  fpeak  in  your  State, 
What  I  have  done,  that  misbecame  my  place, 
My  perfon,  or  my  Lieges  Soveraignty. 

Prin.  You  are  right  Juftice,  and  you  weigh  this  well : 
Therefore  ftill  bear  the  Ballance,  and  the  Sword : 
And  I  do  wifti  your  Honours  may  increafe, 
Till  you  do  live,  to  fee  a  Son  of  Mine 
Offend  you,  and  obey  you,  as  I  did. 
So  fhall  I  live  to  fpeak  my  Fathers  words : 
Happy  am  I,  that  have  a  man  fo  bold, 
That  dares  do  Juftice,  on  my  proper  Son  j 
And  no  left  happy,  having  fuch  a  Son, 
That  would  deliver  up  his  greatnefs  fo, 

Into  the  lr.~ds  of  Juftice.  You  did  commit  me  : 
For  which  1  do  commit  into  your  Hand, 

Th'unftair.ed  Sword  that  you  have  usM  to  bear  : 
With  this  Remembrance ;  That  you  ufe  the  fame 
With  the  like  bold,  juft,  and  impartial  Spirit 

As  you  have  done  'gainft  me.  There  is  my  Hand, 
You  fhall  be  as  a  Father  to  my  Youth 

My  Voice  fhall  found,  as  you  do  prompt  mine  Ear, 
And  I  will  ftoop,  and  humble  my  intents, 

To  your  well  praclis'd,  wife  Direclions. 
And  Princes  all,  believe  me,  I  befeech  you  : 
My  Father  is  gone  wild  into  his  Grave, 
(For  in  his  Tomb,  lye  my  Affections ) 
And  with  his  Spirit,  fadly  I  furvive, 
To  mock  the  expectation  of  the  World : 
To  fruftrate  Prophefies,  and  to  race  out 
Rotten  Opinion,  who  hath  writ  me  down 
After  my  feeming.  The  Tide  of  Blood  in  me, 

Hath  proudly  flow'd  in  Vanity,  till  now. 
Now  doth  it  turn,  and  ebb  back  to  the  Sea. 
Wherein  it  fhall  mingle  with  the  ftate  of  floods, 
And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  Majefty. 

Now  call  we  our  High  Court  of  Parliament, 
And  let  us  choofe  fuch  Limbs  of  Noble  Counfel, 
That  the  great  Body  of  our  State  may  go 

In  equal  rank  with  the  beft  govern'd  Nation, 
That  War,  or  Peace,  or  both  at  once  may  be 
As  things  acquainted  and  familiar  to  us, 
In  which  you  (Father)  fhall  have  formoft  hand, 
Our  Coronation  done,  we  will  accite 
(As  I  before  remembred)  all  our  State, 
And  (Heaven  configningto  my  good  intents) 
No  Prince,  nor  Peer,  fhall  have  juft  caufe  to  fay, 
Heaven  fhorten  Harryh  happy  life,one  day.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Falftaff,  Shallow,  S  iknee,  Bardolph, 

Page,  Davy,  and  Piftol. 

Shal.  Nay ;  you  fhall  fee  mine  Orchard,  where  in  an 
Arbour  we  will  eat  a  laft  years  Pippin  of  my  own  graf- 
fing,  with  a  difh  of  Carrawayes,  and  fo  forth  :  Come, 
coufin  Silence^  and  then  to  bed. 

Fal  You  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling,  and  a  rich. 
Shal.  Barren,  barren,  barren  :  Beggers  all,  beggers  all, 

Sir  John  •  Marry,  good  air.  Spread  Davy,  fpread  Davy  •. Well  faid  Davy. 

Fal.  This  Davy  ferves  you  for  good  ufes :  he  is  your 
Servingman,  and  your  Husbandman. 

Shal.  A  good  Varlet,a  good  Varlet,a  very  good  Varlet, 
Sir  John :  1  have  drunk  too  much  Sack  at  Supper.  A  gooc 
Varlet.  Now  fit  down,  now  fit  down  :  Come  Coufin. 

Si  I.  Ah  Sirrah,  ( quoth-a  J  we  fhall  do  nothing  but  eat, 
and  make  good  cheer,  and  praife  Heaven  for  the  merry 
year  :  when  Flefh- is  cheap,  and  Females  dear,  and  lufty 
Lads  more  here  and  there  :  fo  merrily,  and  ever  among 
fo  merrily. 

Fal.  There's  a  merry  heart,  good  Mafter  Silence.  I'le 
drink  your  health  for  that  anon. 

Shal.  Good  Mafter  Bardolph  :  Some  wine^  Davy. 

Dav.  Sweet  Sir,  fit :  I'le  be  with  you  anon :  moft  fweet, 
Sir,  fit.  Mafter  Page,  fit:  good  Mafter  Page,  fit:  Proface. 

What  you  want  in  meat,  we'll  have  in  drink  :  but  you 
bear,  the  heart's  all. 

Shal.  Be  merry,  Mafter  Bardolph,  and  my  little  Soul- 
dier  there,  be  merry. 

Stl.  Be  merry,  be  merry,  my  wife  has  all. 
For  women  are  fhrevvs,  both  fhort  and  tall : 

'Tis  merry  in  Hall,  when  Beards  wag  all : 
And  welcome  merry  Shrovetide.  Be  merry,  be  merry. 

Fal.  I  did  not  think  Mafter  Silence  had  been  a  man  of 
this  Mettle. 

Sil.  Who  I  ?  I  have  been  merry  twice  and  once,afre  now. 
Dav.  There  is  a  difh  of  Leather-coats  for  you. Shal.  Davy. 

Dav.  Your  Worfhip  :  I'le  be  with  you  ftreight.  A 
cup  of  Wine,  Sir. 

Sil.  A  Cup  of  Wine,  that's  brisk  and  fine,  and  drink 
unto  the  Leman  mine  :  and  a  merry  heart  lives  long-a- 
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Fal.  Well  faid,  Matter  Silence. 
5/7.  If  we  (hall  be  merry,  now  comes  in  the  fweet  of 

the  night. 
Fal.  Health,  and  long  life  to  you,  Matter  Silence. 

5/7.  Fill  the  Cup,  and  let  it  come.  I'le  pledge  you,were't 
a  mile  to  the  bottom. 

Shed.  Honeft  Bardolf,  welcome  :  If  thou  want'tt  any 

thing,  and  will  not  call,  befhrew  thy  heart.  Welcome  my 

little  tyne  thief,  and  welcome  indeed  too  :  Pie  drink  to 

Matter  Bardolf,  and  to  all  Cavileroes  about  London. 

Dav.  I  hope  to  fee  London,  once  e're  I  dye. 
Bar.  If  I  might  fee  you  there,  Davy, 

al.  You'll  crack  a  quart  together  ?  Ha,  will  you  not, 
Matter  Bardolf} 

'  Bar.  Yes  Sir,  in  a  pottle  pot. 
'  Shd.  I  thank  thee  :  the  Knave  will  ftick  by  thee,  I 

ire  thee  that.  He  will  not  out,  he  is  true  bred. 

.  Bard.  And  Tie  ftick  by  him,  Sir. 

Shd.  Why  there  fpoke  a  King :  lack  nothing,be  merry. 

L    k,  who's  at  door  there,  ho  :  who  knocks? 
Fal.  Why  now  you  have  don  me  right. 

Sti.  Do  me  right,  and  dub  me  Knight,  Samingo.  Is't not  fo? 
Fal.  'Tis  fo. 

5/7.  Is't  ?  Why  then  fay  an  old  man  can  do  fomewhat. 

Dav.  If  it  pleafe  your  Worttiip,  there's  one  Piftol come  from  the  Court  with  News. 
Fal.  From  the  Court  ?  Let  him  come  in. 

Enter  Piftol. 

How  now,  Piftol  ? 
Fiji.  Sir  John,  fave  you,  Sir. 
Fal.  What  wind  blew  you  hither,  Piftol  ? 
Pift.  Not  the  ill  wind  which  blows  none  to  good,  fweet 

Knight :  Thou  art  now  one  of  the  greateft  men  in  the 
Realm. 

Silen.  Indeed,  I  think  he  be ,  but  Goodman  Puff  of 
Barfon. 

Pifi.  Puff  ?  puff  in  thy  teeth,  mott  recreant  Coward 

bafe.  Sir  John,  1  am  thy  Piftol,  and  thy  Friend :  helter  skel- 
ter have  I  rode  to  thee,  and  tydings  do  I  bring,  and  lucky 

joyes,  and  golden  Times,  and  happy  News  of  price. 
Fal.  I  prethee  now  deliver  them,  like  a  man  of  this 

World. 

Ptft.  A  footra  for  the  World,  and  Worldlings  bafe, 

I  rpeak  of  Afnca,  and  Golden  Joys. 
Fal.  O  bafe  Aftynan  Knight,  what  is  thy  News  ? 

Let  King  Covitha  know  the  truth  thereof. 
5//.  And  Robin-hood,  Scarlet,  and  John. 
Pift.  Shall  dunghii  Curs  confront  the  Helicon  ? 

And  mall  good  News  be  baffl'd  ? 
Then  Piftol  lay  thy  head  in  Furies  lap. 

Shal.  Honeft  Gentleman, 
I  know  not  your  breeding. 

Pift.  Why  then  lament  therefore. 
Shal.  Give  me  pardon,  Sir. 

If,  Sir,  you  come  with  News  from  the  Court,  I  take  it, 

there  is  but  two  ways ,  either  to  utter  them,  or  to  con- 
ceal them.  I  am  Sir,  under  the  King,  in  fome  Authoritv. 

Pift.  Under  which  King  ? 
Bezonian,  fpeak,  or  dye. 

Shal.  Under  King  Harry. 

Pift.  Harry  the  Fourth  ?  or  Fifth  ? 
Shal.  Harry  the  Fourth.  _  , 
Pift.  A  footra  for  thine  Office. 

Sir  John,  thy  tender  Lamb-kin  now  is  King, 
Harry  the  Fifth's  the  man,  I  fpeak  the  truth. 
VVhen  Piftol  lyes,  do  this,  and  fig-me,  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard. 

Falft.  What,  is  the  old  King  dead  ? 
Pift.  As  nail  in  door. 

The  things  I  fpeak  are  juft, 
Pal.  Away  Bardolf,  Saddle  my  Horfe, 

Matter  Robert  Shallow,  choofe  what  Office  thou  wilt 

In  the  Land,  'tis  thine.  Piftol,  I  will  double  charge  thee 

With  Dignities. 
Bard.  O  joyful  day  ! 

I  would  not  take  a  Knighthood  for  my  Fortune. 
Pift.  What  ?  I  do  bring  good  News. 
Falft.  Carry  Matter  Silence  to  Bed  :  Matter  Shallow, 

my  Lord  Shallow,  be  what  thou  wilt,  1  am  Fortunes 
Steward.  Get  on  thy  Boots,  we'll  ride  all  night.  Oh 
fweet  Piftol  :  Away  Bardolf  :  Come  Piftol,  utter  mere 
to  me  :  and  withal  devife  fomething  to  do  thy  felf  good 
Boot,  Boot,  Matter  Shallow,  I  know  the  young  King  is 
lick  for  me.  Let  us  take  any  mans  Horfes  :  The  Laws  of 
England  are  at  my  commandment.  Happv  are  tiiey, which  have  been  my  Friends  :  and  wo  unto  my  Lord 

Chief  Juftice.  
' Pift.  Let  Vultures  vile  feize  on  his  Lungs  alfo-- Where  is  the  Life  that  late  1  led,  fay  they  ? 

Why  here  it  is,  welcome  thofe  pleafant  days.    f_  Exeunt 

Scena  Quart  a. 

Enter  Hoftefs  Quickly,  Doll  Tear-ttieet,  and  Beadles. 

Hoftefs.  No,  thou  arrant  knave  :  I  would  I  mieht  die 
that  1  might  have  thee  hang'd  :  Thou  haft  drawn  mv moulder  out  of  joynt. 

%  P,f  Conftables  have  deliver'd  her  over  to  me  • and  fhe  fha  l  have  Whipping  cheer  enough,  I  warranter 
h£re  hath  been  a  man  or  two  (lately )  kill'd  about  her Dol  Nut-hook,  nut-hook,  you  lye  :  Come  on,  l']e  tell 

thee  what,  thou  damn'd  Tripe-vifag'd  Rafcal,  if  the  Child 
I  now  gP  With,  do  mifcarry,  thou  had'ft  better  thou  had'Jt ftrook  thy  Mother,  thou  Paper-fac'd  Villain. 

Hoft  O  that  Sir  John  were  come,  he  would  make  this 
a  bloody  day  to  fome  body.  But  I  would  the  Fruit  of  her Womb  might  mifcarry. 

Officer.  If  it  do,  you  lhall  have  a  dozen  of  Cumions 
again,  you  have  but  eleven  now.  Come,  I  charge  you 
both 1  go -with  me  s  for  the  man  is  dead,  that  you  and  Pi- ftol beat  among  you. 

Dol.  I'le  tell  thee  what,  thou  thin  man  in  a  Cenfor  ;  I will  have  you  as  foundly  fwing'd  for  this,  you  blew- 
Bottl'd  Rogue  :  you  filthy  famifh'd  Correcliorter,  if  vou be  not  fwing'd,  I'le  forfwear  half  Kirtles. 

Off.  Come,  come,  you  ftie-Knight-arranr,  come. 
Hoft.  O,  that  right  mould  thus  o'recome  might  Well 

or  furterance  comes  eafe.  ' Dol.  Come  you  Rogue,  come : 
Bring  me  to  a  Juftice. 

Hoft.  Yes,  come,  you  ftarv'd  Blood-hound. Dol.  Goodman  Death,  goodman  Bones. 
Hoft.  Thou  Anatomy,  thou. 
Dol.  Come,  you  thin  Thing  : 

Come,  you  Ralcal. 
Off.  Very  well;  ^Exeunt. 

Scena  £hinta. 

Enter  two  Grooms. 

1.  Groom.  More  Rutties,  more  Rulhes. 
2.  Groom.  The  Trumpets  have  founded  twice. 
1 .  c7roo.lt  will  be  two  of  the  Clock  e're  they  come  from 

the  Coronation.  f_  Exeunt  Grooms. 

Enter  FalftafF,  Shallow,  Pittol,  Bardolf,  and  Pace. 

Falft aff.  Stand  here  by  me,  M.  Robert  Shallow,  I  will 
make  the  King  do  you  Grace.  I  will  leer  upon  him,  as 
he  comes  by  :  and  do  but  mark  the  countenance,  that  he 
will  give  me. 

I  i  Piftol. 
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Pifiol.  Blefs  thy  Lungs,  good  Knight. 
Falfi.  Come  here  Pifiol,  ftand  bthind  me.  O,  if  I  had 

had  time  to  have  made  new  Liveries,  1  would  have  be- 
ll owed  the  thoufand  pound  I  borrowed  of  you.  But  it  is 

no  matter,  this  poor  (hew  doth  better :  this  doth  infer 
the  zeal  1  had  to  fee  him. 

Shal.  It  doth  fo. 

Falfi.  It  mews  my  earneftnefs  in  affection. 
Pifi.  It  doth  fo. 
Falfi.  My  devotion. 
Pifi.  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth, 

i    Falfi.  As  it  were  to  ride  day  and  night, 
And  not  to  deliberate,  not  to  remember, 
Not  to  have  patience  to  fhift  me. 

Shal.  It  is  moft  certain. 

Falfi'.  But  to  ftand  ftained  with  Travel  and  fweating 
with  defire  to  fee  him,  thinking  of  nothing  elfe,  putting 
all  Affairs  in  oblivion,  as  if  there  were  nothing  elfe  to  be 
done,  but  to  fee  him. 

Pifi.  'Tis  femper  idem  ;  for  abfqne  hoc  nihil  efi.  'Tis  all 
in  every  part. 

Shal.  'Tis  fo  indeed. 
Pifi.  My  Knight,  I  will  enflame  thy  Noble  Liver,  and 

make  thee  rage.  Thy  Dol,  and  Helen  of  thy  Noble 

thoughts  is  in  bafe  Durance,  and  contagious  prifon  .*  Hal'd 
thither  by  moft  Mechanical  and  durty  hands.  Rowze  up 
Revenge  from  Ebon  den,  with  fell  AlettcPs  Snake,  for 
Dolh  in .  Pifiol  fpeaks  nought  but  troth. 

Falfi.  I  will  deliver  her. 

Pifi.  There  roar'd  the  Sea :  and  Trumpet  Clangour founds. 

The  Trumpets  found.  Enter  King  Henry  the  Fifth, 
Brothers,  Lord  Chief-Jufiice. 

Falfi.  Save  thy  Grace,  King  Hall,  my  Royal  Hall. 
Pifi.  The  Heavens  thee  guard  and  keep,  moll  Royal 

Imp  of  Fame. 

Falfi.  'Save  thee,  my  fweet  Boy. 
King .  My  Lord  Chief  Juftice,  fpeak  to  that  vain  man. 
Ch.  Jufi.  Have  you  your  wits  ? 

Know  you  what  'tis  you  fpeak  ? 
Falfi.  My  King,  my  Jove ;  I  fpeak  to  thee,  my  heart. 
King.  I  know  thee  not,  old  man :  Fall  to  thy  Prayers : 

How  ill  white  Hairs  become  a  Fool,  and  Jefter 

I  have  long  dream'd  of  fuch  a  kind  of  man, 
So  forfeit -fweli'd,  fo  old,  and  fo  prophane  : 
But  being  awake,  I  do  defpife  my  dream. 
Make  lefs  thy  Body,  (hence)  and  more  thy  Grace, 
Leave  gormandizing.  Know  the  Grave  doth  gape 
For  thee,  thrice  wider  than  for  other  men. 

Reply  not  to  me,  with  a  Fool-born  Jeft, 
Prefume  not,  that  1  am  the  thing  I  was, 
For  Heaven  doth  know  (  fo  mail  the  world  perceive) 

That  I  have  turn'd  away  my  former  Self, 
So  will  I  thofe  that  kept  me  Company. 

When  thou  do'ft  hear  I  am,  as  I  have  bin, 
Approach  me,  and  thou  (halt  be  as  thou  was't, 
The  Tutor  and  the  Feeder  of  my  Riots: 
Till  then,  1  banifh  thee,  on  pain  of  death, 
As  I  have  dene  the  relt  of  my  Mifleaders, 
Not  to  come  near  our  Perfon,  by  ten  mile. 
For  competence  cf  life,  I  will  allow  you, 
That  lack  of  means  enforce  you  not  to  evil : 
And  as  we  hear  you  do  redeem  your  felves, 
We  win  iccordi.ig  to  your  ftrength,and  Qualities, 
Give  sou  advancement.  Be  it  your  charge  (  my  Lordj 

To  fee  perform'd  the  tenure  cfour  word.  Set  on. {Exit  King. 

Falfi.  Matter  Shallow,  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound. 
Shal.  I  marry,  Sir  John,  which  I  befeech  you  to  let  me 

have  home  with  me. 

Falfi.  That  can  hardly  be,  M.  Shallow,  do  not  you  grieve 
at  this  I  fhall  be  fent  for  in  private  to  him :  Look  you, 

he  muft  feem  thus  to  the  world  :  fear  not  your  Advance- 
ment :  I  will  be  the  man  yet,  that  fhall  make  you  Great. 

Shal.  I  cannot  well  perceive  how,  unlefs  you  fliould 

give  me  your  Doublet,  and  fluff  me  out  with  ftraw.  I  be- 
feech you,  good  Sir  John,  let  me  have  five  hundred  of  my 

thoufand. 

Falfi.  Sir,  I  will  be  as  good  as  my  word.  This,  that  you 
heard,  was  but  a  colour. 

Shal.  A  colour  I  fear,  that  you  will  dye  in,  Sir  John. 
Fal.  Fear  no  Colours,  go  with  me  to  dinner : 

Come  Lieutenant  Pifiol,  come  Bardolf, 
I  (hall  be  fent  for  foon  at  night. 

Ch.  Jufi.  Go  carry  Sir  John  Falfiaff  to  the  Fleet, 
Take  all  his  company  along  with  him. 

Falfi.  My  Lord,  My  Lord. 
Ch.  Jufi.  1  cannot  now  fpeak,  I  will  hear  you  foon : Take  them  away. 

Pifi.  Si  fort  una  me  tormento,  (per a  mecontento. 
{Exit.  Manet  Lancafter,  and  Chief  Jufiice. 

John.  I  like  this  fair  proceeding  of  the  Kings, 
He  hath  intent  his  v/onted  Followers 
Shall  be  very  well  provided  for  : 
But  are  baniiht,  till  their  Converfations 
Appear  more  wife,  and  modeft  in  the  world. 

Ch.  Jufi.  And  fothey  are. 

John.  The  King  hath  call'd  his  Parliame, 
My  Lord. 

Ch.  Jufi.  He  hath. 

John.  1  will  lay  odds,  that  e*re  this  year  expire, 
We  bear  our  Civil  Swords,  and  Native  fire 
As  far  as  France.  I  heard  a  bird  fo  fing, 

Whofe  Mufick  (to  my  thinking)  pleas'd  the  King. 
Come,  will  you  hence?  {Exeunt. 

EPILOGUE 
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FIrft,  my  Fear ;  then,  rny  Curtefie  ;  Iaft,  my  Speech.  My  Fear,  is  your  Difpleafure ;  my  Curtefi:,  my 

Duty  •,  and  niy  Speech,  to  beg  your  Pat'dcns.  if  you  look  for  a  good  Speech  now,  you  undo  me  j  for 
what  I  have  to  fay,  is  of  mine  own  making,  and  whan  (  indeed  )  1  mould  fay,  will  (  I  doubt )  prove 

mine  own  marring.  But  to  the  Purpofe,  and  fo  to -the  Venture.  Be  it  known  to  you,  (as  it  is  very 
well)  I  was  lately  here  in  the  end  of  a  difpleafing  Play,  to  pray  your  Patience  for  it,  and  to  promife 

a  better  I  did  mean  (  indeed  )  to  pay  you  with  this,  which  if  (  like  an  ill  Venture  )  it  come  unluckily  home, 

I  break  *  and  you,  my  gentle  Creditors  lofe  :  Here  I  promift  you  I  would  be,  and  here  I  commit  my  Body  to 

your  Mercies  :  Bate  me  fome,  and  I  will  pay  you  fome,  and  (as  moft  Debtors  do;  promife  you  infinitely. 

If  my  Tongue  cannot  entreat  you  to  acquit?  me,  will  you  command  me  to  ufe  my  Legs  ?  And  yet  that  were  but 

light  payment,  to  dance  out  of  your  debt  :  But  a  good  Conferee  will  make  any  poffible  fatisfaction,  and  fo 

will  I  All  the' Gentlewomen  here  have  forgotten  me  •,  if  the  Gentlewomen  will  not,  then  the  Gentlemen  do  not 
agree  with  the  Gentlewomen,  which  was  never  feen  before  in  fuch  an  aflembly. 

One  word  more  I  befeech  you  :  if  you  be  not  too  much  cloid  with  Fat  meat,  our  humble  Authour  will  continue 

the  ftory  (  with  Sir  John  in  it )  and  make  you  merry  with  fair  Katbcrine  of  France  ■  where  ( for  any  thing  I  know  ) 

Falftaff  fhall  die  of  a  Sweat,  unlefs  already  he  be  ki'Pd  with  your  hard  Opinions  :  for  Oidcaftle  died  a  Martyr, 
ana  this  is  not  the  man.  My  Tongue  is  weary,  when  my  Legs  are  too,  I  will  bid  you  good  night  j  and  fo  kneel 

down  before  you :  (But  indeed)  to  pray  for  the  Queen. 

The  Adors  Names. 

RUMOUR 
 the  Prefenter. 

King  Henry  the  Fourth. 

Prince  Henry,  afterwards  Crowned  King  Henry  the  Fifth, 

Prince  John  of  Lancafier.  ~) 
Humphrey  of  Glocefier.  S>Sons  to  Henry  the  Fourth,  and  Brethren  to  Henry  the  Fifth-. 
Thomas  of  Clarence.  j 

Northumberland. 

The  Arch  Bifhop  of  York* 
Mowbray. 
Haftings, 
Lord  Bardolf. 
Travers. 
Morton. 
Colevile. 

J'Oppofites  againft  King  Henry,  the  Fourth- 

Warwick. 
Weftmerland. 

Surrey. 
Gower. 
Harecourt. 
Lord  Chief  Juftice. 

^Ofthe  Kings  Party. 

Poyns. FalftafF. 
Bardolph. 

Piftcl. 

Peto. 
Page. 

Irregular  Humorifts* 

Shallow  f  BothCountrey 
Silence.  \  Juftices. 
Davy,  Servant  to  Shallow.  Drawers. 

Phang,  and  Snare,  2  Serjeants,     Beadles ' Mouldy.  „  Grooms. Shadow.  ̂  
Wart.  I 
Feeble.    rCountry  Souldiers: 
Bulcalf.  3, 

Northumberlands  Wift, 

Percies  Widow. 
Hoftefs  Quickly. 

Doll  Tear-lheet/ 

Epilogue. 
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KING  HENRY  V. 

Enter  Prologue. 

/^V  For  a  Mufe  of  Fire,  that  would  afcend 
V>/  The  brighteft  Heaven  of  Invent  ion, 
A  Kingdom  for  a  Stage,  Princes  to  aft, 
And  Monarchs  to  behold  the  fwellmg  Scene. 
Then  fhould  the  Warlike  Harry,  like  himfelf, 
Affume  the  Port  of  Mars,  and  at  is  heels 

(  Leajht  in,  like  bounds')  fhould  Famine,  Sword,  and  Fire 
Crouch  for  Employment.  But  pardon,  Gentles  all, 

The  flat  unraifed  Spirit,  that  hath  dar'd, 
On  this  unworthy  Scaffold-,  to  bring  forth 
So  great  an  Objetl.  Can  this  Cocke  Pit  hold 
The  vafty  Field  of  France  ?  Or  may  we  cramm 
Within  this  Wooden  O  the  very  Casket 
That  did  affright  the  Air  at  Agincourt  ? 
0  pardon  :  fince  a  crooked  Figure  may 
Attefl  in  little  place  a  Mi/lion, 
And  let  us,  Cyphers  to  this  great  Accompt, 

On  your  imaginary  Forces  work. 
Suppofe  within  the  Girdle  of  thefe  Walls 
Are  now  confi  n'd  two  mighty  Monarchs, 

Whofe  high,  up-reared,  and  abutting  Fronts^ 
The  perillous  narrow  Ocean  parts  afunder. 
Piece  out  our  imperfetlions  with  your  thoughts  : 
Into  a  thoufand  parts  divide  one  Man, 
And  make  imaginary  Puijfance. 
Thinks  when  we  talkjaf  Horfes,  that  you  fee  them 

Printing  their  proud  Hoofs  Pth*  receiving  Earth  : 
For  "'tis  your  thoughts  that  now  mufl  deck,  our  Kings, 
Carry  them  here  and  there  :  jumping  o^re  Times  ; 
Turning  th~*  accompUjliment  of  many  years 
Into  an  Hour.glajs  -.for  the  which  fupply, 
Admit  me  Chorus  to  this  Hiflory ; 
Who  Prologue-like,  your  humble  patience  pray, 
Gently  to  heare,  kindly  to  judge  our  Play. 

[Exit. 

Enter  the  Bijhops  of  Canterbury,  and  Ely. 

Bijli.  Cant. 

MY  Lord,  I'le  tell  you,  that  felf  Bill  is  urgM, 
Which  in  th'  eleventh  year  of  the  laft  Kings  Reign 

Was  like,  and  had  indeed  againft  us  paft, 
But  that  the  Rambling  and  unquiet  time 

Did  pufli  it  out  of  '  irther  Queftion. 
Bifi).  Ely.  But  how,  my  Lord,  lhall  we  refill  it  now  ? 
Bijh.  Cant.  It  mult  be  thought  on  :  if  k  pafs  againft  vs, 

We  lofe  the  better  part  of  our  Pofleflion : 
For  all  the  Temporal  Lands,  which  men  devout 
By  Teftament  have  given  to  the  Church, 

YVould  they  Irrip  from  us ;  being  valu'd  thus, 
As  much  as  would  maintain,  to  the  King's  Honour, 
Full  fifteen  Earls,  and  fifteen  hundred  Knights, 
Six  thoufand  and  two  hundred  good  Efquires  : 
And  to  relief  of  Lazars,  and  weak  age 

Of  indigent  faint  Souls,  paft  corporal  toyl," 
A  hundred  Aims-houfes,  right  well  fuppli'd  : 
And  to  the  Coffers  of  the  King,  belide, 

A  thoufand  pound  by  th'  year.  Thus  runs  the  Bill. 
Bijh.  Ely.  This  would  drink  deep. 

Bijh.  Cant.  >T would  di  ink  the  Cup  and  all. 

Bifi).  Ely.  But  what  prevention  ? 
Bp}.  Cant.  The  King  is  full  of  grace,  and  fair  regard. 
Bijlu  Ely.  And  a  true  lover  of  the  Holy  Chuirh. 
Bijh.  Cant.  The  courfes  of  his  youth  promU'd  it  not, 

The  breath  no  fooner  left  his  Fathers  Body, 

But  that  his  wildnefs  mortifi'd  in  him, 
Seem'd  to  die  too  •  yea  at  that  very  moment, 
Confideration,  like  an  Angel,  came, 

And  whipt  th' offending  Adam  out  of  him, 

Leaving  his  Body  as  a  Paradife,  >  • 
T'  invJope  and  contain  Celcftial  Spirits. 
Neyer  was  fuch  a  fudden  Scholar  made  i 
Never  came  Reformation  in  a  Flood 

With  fuch  a  heady  current,  fcowring  Faults : 

Nor  never  Hydra-headed  WiHulnds 
So  foon  did  lole  his  Seat,  and  all  at  -Or.ce, As  in  this  King. 

Btjh.  Ely.  We  ?ire  bkffcd  in  the  Change. 
Bi(h.  Cant.  Hear  him  but  rcafon  in  Divinity, 

And  all-admiring,  with  an  inward  wifh 

You  would  dehie  the  King  were  made  a  Prelate. ' 
Hear  him  debate  of  Common-wealth  Affairs 
You  would  fay,  it  hath  been  all  in  all  his  ftudy  : 
Lift  his  dileourfe  of  War, and  you  lhall  hear 
A  fearful  Battel  rendred  you  in  Mufick. 

Turn 
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Turn  him  to  any  Caufe  of  Policy, 
The  Gordian  Knot  of  it  he  will  unloofe, 
Familiar  as  his  Garter :  that  when  he  fpeaks, 

The  Air,  a  Chartered  Libertine,  is  ftill, 
And  the  mute  Wonder  lurketh  in  mens  ears, 
To  Ileal  his  fweet  and  honied  Sentences : 

So  that  the  Art  and  Praftick  part  of  Life 
Mnft  be  the  Miftrcfs  to  his  Theorique. 
Which  is  a  wonder  how  his  Grace  fhould  glean  it, 
Since  his  addition  was  to  courfes  vain, 

Hi*  companies  unletter'd,  rude,  and  /hallow, 
His  Hours  fill'd  up  with  Riots,  Banquets,  Sports ; 
And  never  noted  in  him  any  ftudy, 
Any  retirement,  any  fequeftration 
From  open  Haunts  and  Popularity. 

B.  Ely.  The  Strawberry  grows  underneath  the  Nettle, 
And  wholfom  Berries  thrive  and  ripen  belt, 

Neighbour'd  by  fruit  of  bafer  quality  : 
And  fo  the  Prince  obfeur'd  his  Contemplation 
Under  the  vail  of  wildnefs,  which  (no  doubt ) 
Grew  like  the  Summer  Grafs,  fafteft  by  Night, 
Unfeen,  yet  crefcive  in  his  faculty. 

B.  Cm.  It  mull  be  fo     for  Miracles  are  cea  s'd : 
And  therefore  we  mull  needs  admit  the  Means, 
How  things  are  perfected. 

B.  Ely.  But,  my  good  Lord : 
How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  Bill, 

Urg'd  by  the  Commons  ?  doth  his  Majefty 
Incline  to  it,  or  no  ? 

B.  Can.  He  feems  indifferent : 

Or  rather  fwaying  more  upon  our  part, 

Than  cherifhing  th'exhibiters  againft  us  : 
For  I  have  made  an  offer  to  his  Majefty, 
Upon  our  Spiritual  Convocation, 
And  in  regard  of  Caufes  now  in  hand, 

Which  I  have  open'd  to  his  Grace  at  large, 
As  touching  France,  to  give  a  greater  Sum, 
Than  ever  at  one  time  the  Clergy  yet 
Did  to  his  PredecefTors  part  withal. 

B.  Ely..  How  did  this  Offer  feem  receiv'd,  my  Lord .? 
B.  Cant.  With  good  acceptance  of  his  Majefty: 

Save  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear, 

As  I  perceiv'd  his  Grace  would  fain  have  done, 
The  feverals  and  unhidden  paffages 
Of  his  true  Titles  to  fome  certain  Dukedomes, 

And  generally,  to  the  Crown  and  feat  of  France-, 
Deriv'd  from  Edward,  his  great  Grandfather. 

B.  Ely.  What  was  th'impediment,  that  broke  this  off? 
B.  Cant.  The  French  Ambafiador  upon  that  inftant 

CravM  audience  :  and  the  hour  I  think  is  come, 
To  give  him  hearing  :  Is  it  four  a  Clock  ? 

B.  Ely.  It  is. 
B.  Cant.  Then  go  we  in  to  know  his  Embattle: 

Which  L  could  with  a  ready  guefs  declare, 
Before  the  Frenchman  fpeaks  a  word  of  it. 

B.  Ely.  Pie  wait  upon  you,  and  I  long  to  hear  it. 

f_  Exeunt. 
Enter  the  King,  Humfrey,  Bedford,  Clarence,  War- 

wick ,  Weftmerland ,  and  Exeter. 

King.  Where  is  my  gracious  Lord  of  Canterbury} 
Exeter.  Not  here  in  prefence. 
King.  Send  for  him,  good  Uncle. 
Wefim.  Shall  we  call  in  the  Amballadour,my  Liege  ? 

King.  Not  yet,  my  Coufin  :  we  would  be  refolv'd, 
Before  we  hear  him,  of  fome  things  of  weight, 
That  task  our  thoughts,  concerning  us  and  France. 

Enter  two  Bijhops. 

B.  Cant.  God  and  his  Angels  guard  your  facred 
And  make  you  long  become  it.  (  Throne, 

King.  Sure  we  thank  you, 
My  learned  Lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed, 
And  juftlyand  religioufly  unfold, 

Why  the  Law  Sahke,  that  they  have  in  France^ 
Or  mould ,  or  mould  not  bar  us  in  our  Claim : 
And  God  forbid,  my  dear  and  faithful  Lord, 
That  you  mould  fafhion,  wrcft,  or  bow  your  reading 
Or  nicely  charge  your  underffanding  Soul 
With  opening  Titles  mifcreate,  whole  right 
Sutes  not  in  native  colours  with  the  truth  •• 
for  God  doth  know,  how  many  now  in  health 
Shall  drop  their  blood,  in  approbation 
Of  what  your  Reverence  final!  incite  us  to. 
Therefore  take  heed  how  you  impawn  onr  Perfon, 
How  you  awake  our  deeping  Sword  of  War ! 
We  charge  yon  in  the  name  of  God  take  heed  : 
For  never  two  fuch  Kingdoms  did  contend 
Without  much  fall  of  Bloo.d,  whofe  guiltlefs  drops 
Are  everyone,  a  Woe,  a  fore  Complaint, 
'Gainft  him,  whofe  Wrong  gives  edge  unto  the  Swords That  makes  fuch  waftein  biief  Mortality. 
Under  this  Conjuration,  (peak  my  Lord  : 
For  we  will  hear,  note,  and  believe  in  heart, 
That  what  you  fpeak  is  in  your  Conscience  walht 
As  pure  as  fin  with  Baptifm. 

B.Cant.Thcn  hear  me,gracious  Soveraign,and  you  Peers 
That  owe  your  felves,  your  lives,  and  fervices 
To  this  Imperial  Throne  There  is  no  bar 
To  make  againlr. your  Highnefs  claim  to  France 

But  this  which  they  produce  from  Pharamond, ' 
In  terram  Sa'icam  Mtdicrcs  ne  fuccedant-, No  Woman  (hall  fucceed  in  Sdlikf  Land  : 
Which  Sahke  Land,  the  French  unjuftly  gloze 
To  be  the  Realm  of  France,  and  Pharamond 
The  Founder  of  this  Law  and  female  Bar. 
Yet  their  own  Authours  faithfully  affirm, 
That  the  Land  Sahke  is  in  Germany, 
Between  the  Floods  of  Sala  and  of  Elve  \ 
Where  Charles  the  Great  having  fubdu'd  the  Saxons, There  left  behind  and  fettled  certain  French  : 
Who  holding  in  difdainthe  German  Women 

For  fome  difhoncft  manners  of  their  life,  ' Eftablifht  then  this  Law ;  to  wit,  No  Female 
Should  be  Inheritrix  in  S«//7<e  Land  : 

Which  Sahke  (  as  I  faid  )  'twixt  Elve  and  Sala 
Is  at  this  day  in  Germany  call'd  Metfen. 
Then  doth  it  well  appear  :  the  Sahke  Law 
Was  not  devifed  for  the  Realm  of  France: 

Nor  did  the  French  poffi-fs  the  Sahke  Land, Until  four  hundred  one  and  twenty  years 
After  defunclion  of  King  Pharamond^ 

Idely  fuppos'd  the  Founder  of  this  Law 
Who  died  within  the  year  of  our  Redemption, 
Four  hundred  twenty  fix  :  and  Charles  the  Great 
Subdu'd  the  Saxons,  and  did  feat  the  French 
Beyond  the  River  Sala,  in  the  year 
Eight  hundred  five.  Beli.des,  their  Writers  fay, 
King  Pepin,  which  depofed  Chdderike, 
Did,  as  Heir  general,  being  defcended 
CABlnhild,  which  was  Daughter  to  King  Clotbair, 
Make  Claim  and  Title  to  the  Crown  of  France  ; 
Hugh  Capet  alfo,  whoufurp't  the  Crown Of  Charles  the  Duke  oi  Lorain,  fole  Heir  male 
Of  the  true  Line  and  frock  of  Charles  the  great : 
To  find  his  Title  with  fome  fhews  of  truth 
Though  in  pure  truth  it  was  corrupt  and  naught, 
Convey'd  himfelf  as  th'Heir  to  thTady  Ling.n-e, Daughter  to  Charlemain,  who  was  the  Son 
To  Lewes  the  Emperour,  and  Lewes  the  Son 
Of  Charles  the  Great :  alfo  King  Lewes  the  Tenth, 
Who  was  fole  Heir  to  the  Ufurper  Capet, 
Co.ild  not  keep  quiet  in  his  Confidence, 
Wearing  the  Crown  of  France,  'till  Satisfied, 
That  fair  Queen  lfabel,  his  Grandmother, 
Was  Lineal  of  the  Lady  Ermeng&re, 
Daughter  to  Charles  the  forefaid  Duke  of  Lorain : 
By  the  which  Marriage,  the  Line  of  Charles  the  Great 
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9® Was  re-united  to  the  Crown  of  France. 
So,  that  as  clear  as  is  the  Summers  Sun, 

King  Pepin's  Title,  and  Hugh  Capet's  Claim, 
King  Lewes  his  fatisfaction,  all  appear 
To  hold  in  Right  and  Title  of  the  Female : 
So  do  the  Kings  of  France  upon  this  day. 
Howbeit,  they  would  hold  up  this  Salique  Law, 
To  bar  your  Highnefs  claiming  from  the  Female, 
And  rather  chule  to  hide  them  in  a  Net, 
Than  amply  to  imbar  their  crooked  Titles, 
Ufurpt  from  you  and  your  Progenitors. 

KingMay  I  with  flight  and  Confidence  make  this  Claim? 
Bi(h.  Cant.  The  fin  upon  my  head,  dread  Soveraign : 

For  in  the  Book  of  Numbers,  it  is  writ, 
When  the  man  dies,  let  the  Inheritance 
Defcend  unto  the  Daughter.  Gracious  Lord, 
Stand  for  your  own,  unwind  your  bloody  Flag  : 
Look  back  into  your  mighty  Anceftors : 
Go,  my  dread  Lord,  to  your  great  Grandfires  Tomb, 
From  whom  you  claim  ;  invoke  his  Warlike  Spirit, 
.  And  your  great  Uncle,  Edward  the  Black  Prince, 

Who  on  the  French  ground  play'd  a  Tragedy, 
Making  defeat  on  the  full  Power  of  France : 
Whiles  his  molt  Mighty  Father  on  a  Hill 
Stood  fmiling,  to  behold  his  Lyons  Whelp 
Forrage  in  blood  of  French  Nobility. 
O  Noble  Englifi,  that  could  entertain, 
With  half  their  Forces,  the  full  pride  of  France, 
And  let  another  half  Hand  laughing  by, 
And  out  of  work,  and  cold  for  action. 

Bijlh  Ely.  Awake  remembrance  of  thefe  valiant  dead, 
And  with  your  puillant  Arm  renew  their  Feats 

'  You  are  their  Heir,  you  fit  upon  their  Throne : 
The  Blood  and  Courage  that  renowned  them, 

Runs  in  your  Veins :  and  my  thrice-puhTant  Liege 
Is  in  the  very  A%-Morn  of  his  Youth, 
Ripe  for  Exploits  and  mighty  Enterprifes. 

Exe.  Your  Brother  Kings  and  Monarchs  of  the  Earth 
Do  all  expect,  that  you  mould  rouze  your  felf, 
As  did  the  former  Lions  of  your  Blood.  (  mighty 

Weft.  They  know  your  Grace  hath  caufe,  and  means,  and 
So  hath  your  Highnefs,  never  King  of  England 

•  Had  Nobles  richer  ,  and  more  loyal  Subjects, 
Whofe  Hearts  have  left  their  Bodies  here  in  England, 

And  lie  pavillion'd  in  the  Field  of  France. 
Bifli.  Cant.  O  let  their  Bodies  fol!ow,my  dear  Liege, 

With  Blood,  and  Sword,and  Fire,  to  win  your  Right : 
In  aid  whereof,  we  of  the  Spirituality 
Will  raife  your  Highnefs  fuch  a  mighty  Sum, 
As  never  did  the  Clergy  at  one  time 

Bring  in  to  any  of  your  Anceftors. 

K  tng.  We  rnuft  not  onely  arm  t'invade  the  French, 
But  lay  down  our  Proportions,  to  defend 
Againft  the  Scot,  who  will  make  road  upon  us, 
With  all  advantages. 

Bijh.  Can.  They  of  thofe  Marches,  gracious  Soveraign, 
Shall  be  a  Wall  fufficient  to  defend 
Our  in- land  from  the  pilfering  Borderers. 

King.  We  do  not  mean  the  courfing  fnatchers  onely, 
But  fear  the  main  intendment  of  the  Scot, 
Who  hath  been  ftill  a  giddy  Neighbour  to  us : 
For  you  fhall  read,  that  my  great  Grandfather 
Never  went  with  his  Forces  into  France, 
But  that  the  Scot,  on  his  unfurnilht  Kingdom, 
Came  pouring  like  a  Tide  into  a  Breach, 
With  ample  and  brim  fulnefs  of  his  force, 
G  ailing  the  gleaned  Land  with  hot  allays, 
Girding  with  grievous  liege,  Caftles  and  Towns: 
That  England  being  empty  of  defence, 

Hathfhook  and  trembled  at  th'ill  neighbourhood. 
B.  Can.  She  hath  bin  then  more  fear'd  than  harm'd,my 

For  hear  her  but  exampl'd  by  her  felf,  (  Liege, 
When  all  her  Chivalry  hath  been  in  France, 
And  fhe  a  mourning  Widow  of  her  Nobles, 

She  hath  her  felf  not  onely  well  defended, 
But  taken  and  impounded  as  a  Stray, 
The  King  of  Scots :  whom  fhe  did  fend  to  France 

To  fill  King  Edward's  fame  with  Prifoner  Kings,' And  make  their  Chronicle  as  rich  with  praife, 
As  is  the  Owfe  and  bottom  of  the  Sea 
With  funken  Wrack,  and  fum-Jefs  Treafuries. 

Bijh,  Ely.  But  there's  a  faying  very  old  and  true 
If  that  you  will  France  win,  then  with  Scotland  firjt  \e<rin. 

For  once  the  Eagle  (  England*)  being  in  prey, 
To  herungarded  Nefr,  the  Wcazcl  (Scot  ) 
Comes  fneaking,  and  lb  fucks  Ir  r  Princely  Eggs, 

Playing  the  Moufe  in  abfence  of  the  Cat,  ' To  tame  and  haveck  more  than  fhe  can  eat. 
Exet.  It  follows  then,  the  Cat  muftftay  at  home 

Yet  that  is  but  a  cruih'd  ncceflity ; 
Since  we  have  Locks  to  fafeguard  Neceflaries, 
And  pretty  Traps  to  catch  the  petty  Thieves. 
While  that  the  Armed  hand  doth  fight  abroad, 
Th'advifed  head  defends  it  felf  at  home  : 
For  Government,  though  high,  and  low,  and  lower 
Put  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  confent, 
Congreeing  in  a  full  and  natural  clofe, 
Like  Mufick. 

Cant.  Therefore  doth  Heaven  divide 

The  ftate  of  man  in  divers  functions, 
Setting  endeavour  in  continual  Motion  : 
To  which  is  fixed,  as  an  Aim  or  Butt, 
Obedience  :  for  fo  work  the  Hony  Bees, 
Creatures  that  by  a  rule  in  Nature  teach 
The  Act  of  Order  to  a  peopled  Kingdom. 
They  have  a  Kir  g,  and  Offi  :ers  of  forts, 
Where  fome  like  Magiftrates  corr.ct,  at  home: 
Others,  like  Merchants,  venture  Trade  abroad  : 
Others,  like  Souldiers  armed  in  their  flings, 
Make  boot  upon  the  Summers  Velvet  buds : 
Winch  pillage,  they  with  merry  march  bring  home 
To  the  Tent- Royal  of  their  Emperor: 
Who  bufied  in  his  Majefties  furveys, 

The  finging  Mafon  building  roofs  of  Gold,  • 
The  civil  Citizens  kneading  up  the  Hony  ; 
The  poor  Mechanick  Porters,  crowding  in 
Their  heavy  Burthens  at  his  narrow  gate : 

Fhe  fad-ey'd  Juftice  with  his  furly  hum, 
Delivering  o're  to  Executors  pale 
The  lazy  yawning  Drone  :  I  this  infer, 
That  many  things  having  full  reference 
To  one  confent,  may  work  contrarioully, 
As  many  Arrows  loofed  feveral  ways 
Come  to  one  mark  :  as  many  ways  meet  in  one  town3 
As  many  frefh  ftreams  meet  in  one  fait  Sea ; 
As  many  Lines  clofe  in  the  Dials  center : 
So  may  a  thoufand  actions  once  a  foot, 
And  in  onepurpofe,  and  be  all  well  born 
Without  defeat.  Therefore  to  France,  my  Liege, 
Divide  your  happy  England  into  four, 
Whereof,  take  you  one  quarter  into  France, 
And  you  withall  fliall  make  all  Gallia  fhake> 
If  we  with  thrice  fuch  Powers  left  at  home, 
Cannot  defend  our  own  doors  from  the  dog, 
Let  us  be  worried,  and  our  Nation  lofe 
The  name  of  hardinefs  and  policie. 

King.  Call  in  the  Meffengers  fent  from  the  Dolphin. 
Now  are  we  all  refolv'd,  and  by  Gods  help 
And  yours,  the  noble  finews  of  our  Power  ■ 
France  being  ours,  we'll  bend  it  to  our  Awe, 

Or  break  it  all  to  pieces.  Or  there  we'll  fit, 
(  Ruling  in  large  and  ample  Emperie, 

O're  France,  and  all  her  (almoft  )  Kingly  Dukedoms  ) 
Or  lay  thefe  Bones  in  an  unworthy  Urn, 
Tomblefs,  with  no  remembrance  over  them : 
Either  ourHiftory  fhall  with  full  mouth 
Speak  freely  of  our  Acts,  orelfeour  Grave 
Like  TurkiJh  mute,  fliall  have  a  tonguelcfs  mouth, 

Not 
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Not  vvorftiipt  with  a  waxen  Epitaph. 

Enter  .Ambajfadors  of  France. 

Now  are  we  well  prepar'd  to  know  the  pleafure 
Of  our  fair  Coufin  Dolphin  ;  for  we  hear, 
Your  greeting  is  from  him,  not  from  the  King. 

Amb.  May't  pleafe  your  Majefty  to  give  us  leave 
Freely  to  render  what  we  have  in  Charge  •• 
Or  fhall  we  Iparingly  mew  you  far  off 

The  Dolphin's  meaning,  and  our  Embattle. 
King.  We  are  no  Tyrant,  but  a  Chriftian  King, 

Unto  whofe  grace  our  paffion  is  as  fubjec't As  is  our  Wretches  fettred  in  our  Prifons : 

Therefore  with  frank  and  with  uncurbed  plainncfs, 
Tell  us  the  Dolphins  mind. 

Amb.  Thus  then  in  few  : 

Your  Highnefs  lately  fending  into  France, 
Did  claim  fome  certain  Dukedoms,  in  the  right 

Of  your  great  PredecefTor,  King  Edward  the  third. 
In  anfwer  of  which  Claim,  the  Prince  our  Mailer 

Says  that  you  favour  too  much  of  your  youth, 

And  bids  you  be  advis'd  :  There's  nought  in  France 
That  can  be  with  a  nimble  Galliard  won  •,  ■ 
You  cannot  revel  into  Dukedoms  there, 

He  therefore  fends  you,  meeter  for  your  fpirit, 
This  Tun  of  Treafure  ;  and  in  lieu  of  this, 
Defires  you  let  the  Dukedoms  that  you  claim 
Hear  no  more  of  you.    This  the  Dolphin  fpeaks. 

King.  What  Treafure,  Uncle  ? 
Exe.  Tennis-balls,  my  Liege, 
Kmg.  We  are  glad  the  Dolphin  is  fo  pleafant  with  us, 

.His  Prefent,  and  your  pains  we  thank  you  for  : 

When  we  have  match'd  our  Rackets  to  thefe  Balls, 
We  will  in  France  (by  Gods  grace )  play  a  fet, 
Shall  ftrike  his  Father's  Crown  into  the  hazard. 
Tell  him  he  hath  made  a  match  with  fuch  a  Wrangler, 
That  all  the  Courts  of  France  will  be  difturb'd 
With  Chaces.    And  we  underftand  him  well, 

How  he  comes  o're  us  with  our  wilder  days, 
Not  meafuring  what  ufe  we  made  of  them. 

We  never  valu'd  this  poor  feat  of  England, 
And  therefore  living  hence,  did  give  our  felf 

To  barbarous  licenfe  :  and  'tis  common, 
That  men  are  merrieft,  when  they  are  from  home  •• 
But  tell  the  Dolphin,  I  will  keep  my  State, 
Be  like  a  King,  and  fhew  my  fayl  of  Greatnefs, 
When  I  do  rowze  me  in  my  Throne  of  France. 
For  that  I  have  laid  by  my  Majefty, 
And  plodded  like  a  man  for  working  days  : 
But  I  will  rife  there  with  fo  full  a  glory, 
That  I  will  dazle  all  the  Eyes  of  France, 
Yea  ftrike  the  Dolphin  blind  to  look  on  us. 
And  tell  the  pleafant  Prince,  this  Mock  of  his 

Hath  turn'd  his  Balis  to  Gun-ftones,  and  his  Soul 
Shall  ftand  fore  charg'd,  for  the  wafteful  Vengeance 
That  mall  flye  with  them :  For  many  a  thoufand  Widows 
Shall  this  his  Mock  mock  out  of  their  dear  Husbands; 
Mock  Mothers  from  their  Sons,  mock  Caftles  down  : 
And  fome  are  yet  ungotten  and  unborn, 

That  fhall  have  caufe  to  curfe  the  Dolphin's  fcorh. 
But  this  lyes  all  within  the  will  of  God, 
To  whom  I  do  appeal,  and  in  whofe  name 
Tell  you  the  Dolphin,  I  am  coming  on, 
To  venge  me  as  I  may,  and  to  put  forth 

My  rightful  hand  in  a  well-hallow'd  caufe. 
So  get  you  hence  in  peace,  and  tell  the  Dolphin, 
His  Jeft  will  favor  but  of  mallow  wit, 
When  thoufands  weep  more  than  did  laugh  at  it. 
Convey  them  with  fare  conduct,    Fare  ye  well. 

[Exeunt  Ambajfadors. 
Exe.  This  was  a  merry  Meflage. 
King.  We  hope  to  make  the  Sender  blufh  at  it : 

Therefore,  my  Lord's  omic  no  happy  hour, 

That  may  give  furth'rance  to  our  Expedition  ; 
For  we  have  now  no  thought  in  us  but  France, 
Save  thofe  to  God,  that  run  before  our  bufinefs, 
Therefore  let  our  Proportions  for  thefe  Wars 
Be  foon  collected,  and  all  things  thought  upon, 
That  may  with  reafonablc  fwiftnefs  add 
More  Feathers  to  our  Wings :  For  God  before, 
We'll  chide  this  Dolphin  at  his  Father's  door. 
Therefore  let  every  man  now  task  his  thought, 
That  this  fair  Action  may  on  foot  be  brought.  [Exeunt 

Flonn(li.  Enter  Chorus. 
Now  all  the  Youth  of  England  are  on  fire, 
And  filken  Dalliance  in  the  Wardrobe  lyes: 
Now  thrive  the  Armourers,  and  Honour's  thought 
Reigns  folely  in  the  brealt  of  every  man. 
They  fell  the  Palture  now,  to  buy  the  Horfe, 
Following  the  Mirror  of  all  Chriftian  Kings, 
With  winged  heels  as  Englifh  Mercuries. 
For  now  lits  expectation  in  the  Air, 
And  hides  a  Sword,  from  Hilts  unto  the  Point, 
With  Crowns  imperial,  Crowns  and  Coronets, 
Promis'd  to  Harry,  and  his  Followers. 
The  French  advis'd  by  good  intelligence 
Of  this  moft  dreadful  preparation, 
Shake  in  their  fear,  and  with  pale  Policy- 
Seek  to  divert  the  Englijh  purpofes. 
O  England:  Model  to  thy  inward  Greatnefs5 
Like  little  Body  with  a  mighty  Heart : 

What  might'ft  thou  do,  that  Honour  would  thee  do^  1 
Were  all  thy  Children  kind  and  natural : 
But  fee,  thy  fault  France  hath  in  thee  found  out, 
A  neft  of  hollow  bofoms,  which  he  fills 
With  treacherous  Crowns,  and  three  corrupted  mep: 
One  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge,  and  the  fecond 
Henry  Lord  Scroop  of  Mafham,  and  the  third 

Sir  "Ihomas  Cray  Knight  of  Northumberland, Have  for  the  Gilt  of  France  (O  Guilt  indeed) 

Confirm'd  Confpiracy  with  fearful  France, 
And  by  their  hands,  this  grace  of  Kings  mull  dye3 
If  Hell  and  Treafon  hol.d  their  promifes, 

E're  he  take  fhip  for  France  -,  and  in  Southampton.^ 
Linger  your  patience  on,  and  we'll  digeft 
Th'abufe^bf  diftance  ;    force  a  play  : 
The  fum  is  pay'd,  the  Traitors  are  agreed,, 
The  King  is  fet  for  London,  and  the  Scene 
Is  now  tranfported  (^Gentles)  to  Southampton^ 
There  is  the  play-houfe  now,  there  mult  you  fit^ 
And  thence  to  France  {hall  we  convey  you  fafe, 
And  bring  you  back :  Charming  the  narrow  Seas 
To  give  you  gentle  Pafs :  for  if  we  may, 
We'll  not  offend  one  Itomack  with  our  Play. 
But  till  the  King  come  forth,  and  not  till  then3 
Unto  Southampton  we  do  fhift  our  Scene.  £Exit< 

Enter  Corporal  Nim,  and  Lieutenant  Bardolph. 

Bar.  Well  met,  Corporal  Nim. 
Nim.  Good  morrow,  Lieutenant  Bardolph. 
Bar.  What,  are  Ancient  Pifiol  and  you  Friends  yet  ? 
Nim.  For  my  part,  I  care  not :  I  fay  little :  but  when 

time  Ihall  ferve,  there  mall  be  fmiles,  but  that  fhall  be 
as  it  may.  I  dare  not  fight,  but  I  will  wink,  and  hold  out 
mine  Iron :  it  is  but  a  fimple  one,but  what  though  ?  It  will 
toft  cheefe,  and  it  will  endure  cold,  as  another  mans 

fword  will :  and  there's  an  end. 
Bar.  I  will  beftow  a  breakfaft  to  make  you  Friends, 

and  we'll  be  all  three  fworn  Brothers  to  France  :  Let's 

be  fo,  good  Corporal  Nim. 
Nim.  Faith,  I  will  live  fo  long  as  I  may,  that's  the  cer- 

tain of  it:  and  when  I  cannot  live  any  longer,  I  will  do 
as  I  may :  That  is  my  reft :  that  is  the  rendezvous  of  it. 

Bar.  It  is  certain,  Corporal,  that  he  is  marrkd  to 
Nel  Quickly,  and  certainly  fhe  did  you  wrong,  for  you 

were  troth-plight  to  her. 
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Nm.  I  cannot  tell,  Things  mult  bo  as  they  may  •  men 
may  llecp,  and  they  may  have  their  throats  about  them 
at  that  time,  and  fottle  fay,  knives  have  edges :  It  rauft  be 
as  it  may,  though  patience  be  a  tyred  name,  yet  fhe  will 
plod,  there  mult  be  Conclufions,  well,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Piftol,  and  Quickly. 
Bar.  Here  comes  Ancient  Pifiol  and  his  Wife  :  good 

Corporal,  be  patient  here.  How  now,  mine  Hofte  Pifiol  ? 

Pift.  Bafe  Tyke,  call'ft  thou  me  Hofte,  now  by  this 
hand,  I  fwear  I  fcorn  the  term :  nor  (hall  my  Nel  keep 
Lodgers. 

Haft.  No  by  my  troth,  not  long :  For  we  cannot  lodge 
and  board  a  dozen  or  fourteen  Gentlewomen  that  live 

honeftly  by  the  prick  of  their  Needles,  but  it  will  be 
thought  we  keep  a  Bawdy-houfe  ftraight.  O  weiliday 
Lady,  if  he  be  not  hewn  now,  we  fhall  fee  wilful  Adultery 
and  Murther  committed. 

Bar.  Good  Lieutenant,  Good  Corporal,  offer  nothing 
here.  Nim.  Pifh. 

Pifi.  Pifh  for  thee,  Jfiand  dog  :  thou  prickear'd  Cur  of 
Jfiand. 

Hofi.  Good  Corporal  Nim,  fhew  thy  Valour,  and  put 

up  thy  Sword. 
Nim.  Will  you  fhog  off?  I  would  have  you  SoIhs. 

Pift.  Solus,  egregious  Dog ;  O  Viper  vile-,  The  folus 
in  thy  moft  marvellous  face,  the  folus  in  thy  teeth,  and 
in  thy  throat,  and  in  thy  hateful  Lungs,  yea  in  thy  Maw 
perdy,  and  which  is  worfe  within  thy  nafty  mouth.  I 
do  retort  the  folus  in  thy  Bowels,  for  I  can  take,  and  Pi- 
ftolys  cock  is  up,  and  flaming  fire  will  follow. 

Nim.  I  am  not  Barbafon,  you  cannot  conjure  me :  I 
have  an  humour  to  knock  you  indifferently  well :  If  you 
grow  foul  with  me,  Pifiol,  I  will  fcour  you  with  my 
Rapier,  as  I  may  in  fair  terms.  If  you  would  walk 
off,  I  would  prick  your  guts  a  little  in  good  terms,  as 

1  may,  and  that's  the  humor  of  it. 
Pifi.  O  Braggard  vile,  and  damned  furious  wight, 

The  Grave  doth  gape,  and  doting  death  is  near, 
Therefore  exhale. 

Bar.  Hear  me,  hear  me  what  I  fay :  He  that  ftrikes 

the  firft  ftroak,l'le  run  him  up  to  the  hilts,as  I  am  a  Souldier. 
Pifi.  An  Oath  of  mickle  might,  and  fury  fhall  abate. 

|Give  me  thy  fift,  thy  fore-foot  to  me  give  :  Thy  fpirits 
are  moft  tall. 

Nim.  I  will  cut  thy  throat  one  time  or  other  in  fair 
terms,  that  is  the  humor  of  it. 

pifiol.  Couple  a  gorge  that  is  the  word.  I  defie  thee  a- 

gain-  O  hound  of  Crect,  think'ft  thou  my  fpoufe  to  get  ? 
No,  to  the  Spittle  go,  and  from  the  Powdrmg  tub  of  in- 

famy, fetch  forth  the  Lazer  Kit  of  CrefiidH  kind,  Dol 
Tear-fheet,  (lie  by  name,  and  her  efpoufe.  I  have,  and  1 
will  hold  the  Quondam  Quickly  for  the  only  fhe:  and 

Pane  a,  there's  enough  to  go  to. Enter  the  Boy. 

Boy.  Mine  Hofle  Pifiol,  you  muft  come  to  my  Ma- 
tter, and  your  Hoftefs :  He  is  very  lick  and  would  to  bed. 

Good  Bardolpbj  put  thy  face  between  the  fheets,  and  do 

the  Office  of  a  Warming-man  :  Faith,  he's  very  ill. 
Bard.  Away,  ycu  Rogue. 

Hofi.  By  my  troth,  he'll  yield  the  Crow  a  pudding  one 

of  thefe  dayes  :  the  King  has  kill'd  his  heart.  Good 
Husband  come  prefently .  {Exit. 

Bar.  Corne,  fhall  1  make  you  two  Friends.  We  muft 

to  France  together  i  why  the  Devil  fhould  we  keep  Knives 

to  cut  one  another's  throats  ? 

Pifi.  Let  Flcuds  o'refwdl,  and  Fiends  for  food  howl  on. 
Nim.  You'll  pay  me  the  eight  {hillings,  I  won  of  you 

at  Betting. 
Pifi.  Bafe  is  the  Slave,  that  pays. 
Nm.  That  now  I  will  have :  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

Pifi.  As  manhood  fhall  compound  •  pufh  home.f-D^ip. 
Bard.  By  this  Sword,  he  that  makes  the  firft  thruft, 

I'le  kill  him  :  by  this  Sword,  I  will. 
Pifi.  Sword  is  an  Oath,and  Oaths  muft  have  their  co»rfe. 

Bar.  Corporal  Nim^nd  thou  wilt  be  Friends,be  Friend?, 
and  thou  wilt  not,why  then  be  Enemies  with  me  too  I 
prethee  put  up. 

Pifi.  A  Noble  fhalt  thou  have,  and  prefent  pay,  and 
Liquor  likewife  will  I  give  to  thee,  and  Friendfhip  fhall 
combine,  and  Brotherhood.  Pie  live  by  Nim,  and 
Nim  fhall  live  by  me,  is  not  this  juft  ?  For  I  fhall  Sutler 
be  unto  the  Camp,  and  profits  will  accrue*  Give  me 

thy  hand. Nim.  I  fhall  have  my  Noble  ? 
Pifi.  In  cafh,  moft  juftly  paid. 

Nim.  Well  then,  that's  the  humour  of't. Enter  Hoftefs. 

Hofi.  As  ever  you  came  of  Women,  come  in  quickly 
to  Sir  John  :  A  poor  heart,  he  is  fo  fhak'd  of  a  burning 
quotidian  Tertian,  that  it  is  moft  lamentable  to  behold. 
Sweet  men,  come  to  him. 

Nim.  The  King  hath  run  bad  humours  on  the  Knight, that's  the  even  of  it. 

Pifi.  Nim,  thou  has  fpoke  the  right,  his  heart  is  fram- ed and  corroborate. 

Nim.  The  King  is  a  good  King,  but  it  muft  be  as  it 
may  :  he  palles  fome  humours  and  carreers. 

Pifi.  Let  us  condole  the  Knight,  for  (Lambkins)  we 
will  live. 

Enter  Exeter,  Bedford,  and  Weftmerland. 

Bed.  Fore  God,his  Grace  is  bold  to  truft  thefe  Traitors 
Exe.  They  fhall  be  apprehended  by  and  by. 
Wefi.  How  fmooth  and  even  they  do  bear  themfelves 

As  if  all  allegiance  in  their  Bofoms  fate 
Crowned  with  Faith  and  conftant  Royalty. 

Bed.  The  King  hath  note  of  all  that  they  intend, 

By  interception  which  they  dream  not  of. 
Exe.  Nay,  but  the  man  that  was  his  Bedfellow, 

Whom  he  hath  lull'd  and  cloy'd  with  gracious  favours, 
That  he  fhould,  for  a  Foreign  Purfe,  fo  fell 
His  Soveraigns  life  to  death  and  treachery. 

[_Sound  Trumpets 

Enter  the  King,  Scroop,  Cambridge,  and  Gray. 

King.  Nov;  fits  the  wind  fair,  and  we  will  aboard. 

My  Lord  of  Cambridge,  and  my  kind  Lord  of  Atafi-tam, 
And  you  my  gentle  Knight,  give  me  your  thoughts  • 
Think  you  nor,  that  the  Powers  we  bear  with  us 
Will  cut  their  pallage  through  the  Force  of  France} 
Doing  the  execution,  and  the  act, 
For  which  we  have  in  head  alfembled  them. 

Scro.  No  doubt,  my  Liege:  if  each  man  do  his  beft. 
King.  I  doubt  not  that,  lince  we  are  well  perfwaded, 

We  carry  not  a  heart  with  us  from  hence, 
That  grows  not  in  a  fair  confent  with  ours : 
Nor  leave  not  one  behind,  that  doth  not  wifh 
Succefs  and  Conqueft  to  attend  on  us. 

Cam.  Never  was  a  Monarch  better  feat 'd  and  lov'd, 
Than  is  your  Majefty there's  not  I  think  a  Subject 
That  fits  in  hcart-g-ief  and  uncafinefs 
Under  the  fwect  fhade  of  your  Government. 

Cray.  True:  thefe  that  weie  your  Fathers  Enemies, 
Have  fteept  their  Gauls  in  Honey,  and  do  obferve  you 
With  hearts  create  of  duty,  and  of  zeal. 

King.  Wc  therefore  have  great  caufe  of  thankfulnefsj 
And  fhall  forget  the  Office  of  our  hand 
Sooner  than  quk^nce  of  defert  ai.d  merit, 

According  to' the  weight  and  worthinefs. Scro.  So  fervice  fhall  withfteelcd  finewstoyl, 
And  labour  (hall  refrefh  it  felf  with  hope 

To  do  your  Grace  mediant  ftrvices. 
King.  We  judge  no  lefs.    Uncle  of  Exeter, 

Inlarge  the  man  committed  yeftcrday, 

That  rail'd  againft  our  Perfon  :  We  confider, 
It  was  excefs  of  Wine  that  fet  him  on, 

And 
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And  on  his  more  advice,  We  pardon  him. 

Scro.  That's  mercy,  but  too  much  fecurity  : 
Let  him  be  punihVd,  Soveraign,  left  Example 
Breed  (by  his  fufferance)  more  of  fuch  a  kind. 

King.  O  let  us  yet  be  merciful. 
Comb.  So  may  your  Highnefs,  and  yet  punifh  too. 
Cray.  Sir,  you  fhew  great  mercy>  if  you  give  him  Life 

After  the  tafte  of  much  Correction. 
King.  Alas,  your  too  much  love  and  care  of  me, 

Are  heavie  Orifons  'gainft  this  poor  wretch : 
If  little  faults,  proceeding  on  diftemper, 

Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,  how  fhall  we  ftretch  our  Eye 

When  Capital  Crimes,  chew'd,  fwal'cw'd,  and  difgeftec 
Appear  before  us  ?  We'll  yet  enlarge  that  man, 
Though  Cambridge,  Scroop,  and  Gray,  in  their  dear  care 
And  tender  prefervation  of  our  Perfon, 
Would  have  him  puninVd.  And  now  to  our  French  Caufes, 
Who  are  the  late  Commiffioners  ? 

Cam.  I  one,  my  Lord, 
Your  Highnefs  bad  me  ask  for  it  to  day. 

Scro.  So  did  you  me,  my  Liege. 
Gray.  And  I,  my  Royal  Soveraign. 
King.  Then  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridgeshire  is  yours 

There  yours  Lord  Scroop  of  Afafiam,  and  Sir  Knight, 
Gray  of  Northumberland,  this  fame  is  yours  : 
Read  them,  and  know  1  know  your  worihinefs. 

My  Lord  of '  Weftmerland,  and  Uncle  Exeter, We  will  aboard  to  night.    Why,  how  now  Gentlemen 
What  fee  you  in  thofe  Papers,  that  you  lofe 
So  much  Complexion  ?  Look  ye  how  they  change  : 
Their  cheeks  are  Paper.  Why,  what  read  you  there, 
That  hath  fo  cowarded  and  chaf  M  your  Blood 

Out  of  appearance.  ' 
Camb.  1  do  confefs  my  fault, 

And  dofubmit  me  to  your  Highnefs  mercy. 
Gray.  Scro.  To  which  . we  all  appeal. 
King.  The  mercy  that  was  quick  in  us  but  late, 

By  your  own  Counfel  is  fuppreft  and  kill'd  •• 
You  muft  not  dare  ffor  fhame)  to  talk  of  mercy, 
For  your  own  Reafons  turn  into  your  Bofoms, 
As  Dogs  upon  their  Mafters,  worrying  you  : 
See  you,  my  Princes  and  my  Noble  Peers, 

Thefe  Englijh  monfters  ••  My  Lord  of  Cambridge  here, 
You  know  how  apt  our  love  was  to  accord 
To  furnifh  him  with  all  appertinents 
Belonging  to  his  Honour  :  and  this  man, 

Hath  for  a  few  light  Crowns,  lightly  confpir'd 
And  fworn  unto  the  practices  of  France 
To  kill  us  here  in  Hampton.    To  the  which, 
This  Knight  no  lefs  for  bounty  bound  to  us 
Than  Cambridge  is,  hath  likewife  fworn.    But  O, 
What  fhall  I  lay  to  thee,  Lord  Scroop,  thou  cruel, 
Ingrateful,  favage,  and  inhumane  Creature  ? 
Thou  that  didft  bear  the  key  of  all  my  Counfels, 

That  knew'ft  the  very  bottom  of  my  Soul, 
That  (almoft)  might'fthave  coyn'd  me  into  Gold, 
Would'ft  thou  have  practis'd  on  me,  for  thy  ufe 
May  it  be  poffible,  that  foreign  hire 
Could  out  of  thee  extract  one  fpark  of  Evil 

That  might  annoy  my  finger  ?  'Tis  fo  ftrange, 
That  though  the  truth  of  it  ftand  off  as  grofs, 
As  black  and  white,  my  Eye  will  fcarcely  fee  it. 
Treafon  and  Murther,  ever  kept  together, 
As  two  yoak  Devils  fworn  to  eithers  purpofe, 
Working  fo  grofly  in  a  Natural  Caufe, 
That  admiration  did  not  hoop  at  them. 

But  thou  ('gainft  all  Proportion)  didft  bring  in 
Wonder  to  wait  on  Treafon,  and  no  murther  : 
And  whatfoever  cunning  Fiend  it  was 
That  wrought  upon  thee  fo  prepofteroufly, 
Hath  got  the  voice  in  Hell  for  excellence : 
And  other  Devils  that  fuggeft  by  Treafons, 
Do  botch  and  bungle  up  Damnation, 
With  Patches,  Colours,  and  with  Forms,  being  fetcht 

From  glift'ring  Semblances  of  Piety ; 
But  he  that  temperM  thee,  bad  thee  ftand  up, 
Gave  thee  no  inftance  why  thou  fhouldft  do  Treafon 
Unlefs  to  dub  thee  with  the  name  of  Traitor. 
If  that  fame  Dsemon  that  hath  gull'd  thee  thus, 
Should  with  his  Lyon-gate  walk  the  whole  world 
He  may  return  to  vafty  Tartar  back, 
And  tell  the  Legions,  I  can  never  win 
A  Soul  fo  eafie  as  that  £«?/i/Kmans. 
Oh,  how  haft  thou  witlTjealoufie  infeted 
The  fwcetnefs  of  affiance  ?  Shew  men  dutiful  ? 
Why  fb  didft  thou.    Seem  they  grave  and  learned  ? 
Why  fo  didft  thou.    Come  they  cf  Noble  Family  ? 
Why  fo  didft  thou.    Seem  they  religious  ? 
Why  fo  didft  thou.    Or  are  they  fpare  in  dyet, 
Free  from  grofs  paffion,  or  of  mirth,  or  anger, 
Conftant  in  fpirit,  not  fwerving  with  the  blood, 
Garnifh'd  and  deck'd  in  modeft  complement, 
Not  working  with  the  Eye,  without  the  Ear, 
And  but  in  purged  judgment  trufting  neither  ? 
Such  and  fo  finely  boulted  didft  thouYeem  : 
And  thus  thy  fall  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot, 
To  make  thee  full  fraught  man,  and  beft  endued 
With  fome  fufpition,  and  I  will  weep  for  thee. 
For  this  revolt  of  thine,  me  thinks  is  like 
Another  fall  of  man.    Their  faults  are  open, 
Arreft  them  to  the  anfwer  of  the  Law 
And  God  acquit  them  of  their  practices. 

Exe.  I  arreft  thee  of  High  Treafon,  by  the  name  of Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge. 
I  arreft  thee  of  High  Treafon,  by  the  name  of  Thomas 

^ord  Scroop  of  Marjham. 
I  arreft  thee  of  High  Treafon,  by  the  name  of  Thomas 

Grey,  Knight  of  Northumberland. 
Scro.  Our  purpofes  God  juflly  hath  difcover'd, 

And  I  repent  my  fault  more  than  my  death  -, 
Which  I  befeech  your  Highnefs  to  forgive, 
Although  my  Body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

Camb.  For  me  the  Gold  of  Fr^wedid  not  feduce 
Although  I  did  admit  it  as  a  motive, 
The  fooncr  to  effect,  what  I  intended : 
But  God  be  thanked  for  prevention, 

Which  I  in  fufferance  heartily  will  rej'oyce, Befeeching  God  to  pardon  me. 
Gray.  Never  did  faithful  Subject  more  rejoyce 

At  the  difcovcry  of  moft  dangerous  Treafon, 
Than  I  do  at  this  hour  joy  oVe  my  felf, 
Prevented  from  a  damned  Enterprize  : 

My  fault,  but  not  my  body,  pardon  Soveraign. 
King.  God  quit,  you  in  his-Mercy  :  FLar  your  fentence. 

You  have  confpir'd  againft  our  Royal  Perfon. 
Toyn'd  with  an  Enemy  proclaim'd  ̂   and  from  his  Coffers 
fleceiv'd  the  Golden  Earneft  of  Our  death  : 
Wherein  you  would  have  fold  your  King  to  daughter 
His  Princes  and  his  Peers  to  fervitude, 
His  Subjects  to  opprefiion,  and  contempt, 
And  his  whole  Kingdom  into  defolation  : 
Touching  our  Perfon,  feck  we  no  revenge, 
But  we  our  Kingdoms  fafcty  muft  fo  tender, 
Whofe  mine  you  three  fought,  that  to  her  Laws 
We  do  deliver  you.    Get  you  therefore  hence, 
(Poor  miferable  wretches,  to  your  death  : 
The  tafte  whereof,  God  of  his  mercy  give 
You  patience  to  endure,  and  true  repentaixe 
Of  all  your  dear  offences.  Bear  them  hence.  [Exeunt. 
Now  Lords  for  France  :  the  Enterprife  whereof 
Shall  be  to  you,  as  us,  like  glorious. 
We  doubc  not  of  a  fair  and  lucky  War, 
Since  God  fo  gracioufly  hath  brought  to  light 
This  dangerous  Treafon,  lurking  in  cur  way 
To  hinder  our  beginning.    We  doubt  not  now, 
But  every  Rub  is  frnoothed  in  our  way: 
Then  forth,  dear  Country. men  :  Let  us  deliver 
Our  Puiflance  into  the  hand  of  God, 

Putur.e 
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Putting  it  ltreiglu  in  expedition. 
Chcarly  to  Sea,  the  ligns  of  War  advance, 
No  King  of  England^  if  not  King  of  Frame.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Piftol,  Nim,  Bardolph,  Boy,  and  Hoftefs. 

Hoft.  Prethee  honey,  fweet  Husband,  let  me  bring 
thee  to  Staines. 

Piftol.  No:  for  my  manly  heart  doth yern.  Bardolph, 

beblythe  :  Mw,  rouzc  thy  vaunting  Veins*.  Boy,briltle 
thy  Courage  up  :  for  Ealftaff  he  is  dead,  and  we  mult 
yern  therefore. 

Bard.  Would  I  were  with  him,  wherefoe're  he  is, 
either  in  Heaven,  or  in  Hell. 

Hofiefi.  Nay  fore,  he's  not  in  Hell  :  he's  in  Arthur's 
Bofom,  if  ever  man  went  to  Arthur's  Bofom  :  a  made 
finer  end,  and  went  away  and  it  had  been  any  Chriitom 

Child  :  a  parted  jufl;  between  Twelve  and  One,  ev'n  at 
the  turning  o'th'  Tyde  :  for  after  1  faw  him  fumble  with 
the  Sheets,  and  play  with  Flowers,  and  fmile  upon  his  fin- 

gers end,  1  knew  there  was  butone  way  :  for  hisNofe  was 
as  fharp  as  a  Pen,  and  a  Table  of  green  Fields.  How  now 
Sir  John  (quoth  1  ? )  what  man  ?  be  a  good  cheer  :  fo  a 
cryed  out,  God,  God,  God,  three  or  four  times :  now  I, 

to  comfort  him,  bid  him  a  mould  not  think  of  God  •,  I 
hop'd  there  was  no  need  to  trouble  himfelf  with  any  fuch 
thoughts  yet :  fo  a  bad  me  lay  more  Clothes  on  his  feet : 
I  put  my  hand  into  the  Bed,  and  felt  them,  and  they 
were  as  cold  as  a  ftone  :  then  1  felt  to  his  knees,  and  fo 

upward  and  upward,  all  was  as  cold  as  any  ftone. 
Nim.  They  fay  he  cryed  out  of  Sack. 
Hoftefi.  I,  that  a  did. 
Bara.  And  of  Women. 

Hoftefi.  Nay,  that  a  did  not. 
Boy.  Yes  that  a  did  ,  and  faid  they  were  Devils  in- 

carnate. 

Woman.  A  could  never  abide  Carnation,  'twas  a  Co- 
lour he  never  lik'd. 

Boy.  A  faid  once,  the  Deule  would  have  him  about 
Women. 

Hoftefi.  A  did  in  fome  fort  (indeed )  handle  Women  : 

but  then  he  was  rheumatick,  and  talk'd  of  the  Whore  of 
B  Ion. 

Boy.  Do  you  not  remember  a  faw  a  Flea  ftick  upon  Bar- 
dolpfrs  Nofe,  and  faid  it  was  a  black  Soul  burning  in  Hell. 

Bard.  Well,  the  fuel  is  gone  that  maintain'd  that  fire: 
that's  all  the  Riches  I  got  in  his  fervice. 

Nim.  Shall  we  Ihogg  ?  the  King  will  be  gone  from 
Southampton. 

PiFt.  Come,  let's  away.  My  love,  give  me  thy  Lips : 
Look  to  my  Chattels,  and  my  Moveables  :  Let  Senfes 
rule :  The  world  is,  Pitch  and  pay  :  trull  none  :  for  Oaths 

are  Straws,  mens  Faiths  are  Wafer-Cakes,  and  hold-fall 
is  the  onely  Dog  :  My  Duck,  therefore,  Caveto  be  thy 
Counfcllor.  Go ,  clear  thy  Chryllals.  Yoke-fellows 
in  Arms ,  let  us  to  France,  like  Horfe-leeches  my  Boys, 
to  fuck,  to  fuck,  the  very  blood  to  fuck. 

Boy.  And  that's  but  unwholfome  food  they  fay. 
Ftft.  Touch  her  foft  mouth,  and  march. 
Bard.  Farewel,  Hoftefs. 

Nim.  1  cannot  kifs,  that  is  the  humour  of  it :  but  adieu. 

Ftft.  Let  Houfwifry  appear  :  keep  clofe,  I  thee  com- mand. 

Hoftefi.  Farewel  :  adieu.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  the  French  King ,  the  Dolphin,  the  Dukes 
of  Berry  and  Britain. 

King.  Thus  comes  the  Ergltjh  with  full  Power  upon  us, 
And  more  than  carefully  it  us  concerns, 
To  anfwer  Royally  in  our  defences. 
Therefore  the  Dukes  of  Berry  and  of  Britain, 
Of  Brabant  and  of  Orleance  fliall  make  forth, 
\nd  you  Prince  Dolphin,  with  all  fwift  difpatch 

To  line  and  new  repair  our  towns  of  War 
With  men  of  courage,  and  with  means  defendant..' 
For  England  his  approaches  makes  as  fierce, 
As  Waters  to  the  fucking  of  a  Gulf. 
1 1  fits  us  then  to  be  as  provident, 
As  fear  may  teach  us,  out  of  late  Examples 
Left  by  the  fatal  and  neglected  Englifh 

Upon  our  Fields. 
Dolphin.  My  moll  redoubted  Father, 

It  is  molt  meet  we  arm  us  'gainft  the  Foe: 
For  Peace  it  felf  Ihould  not  fo  dull  a  Kingdom, 
(  Though  War,  nor  no  known  Quarrel  were  in  queltion  ) 
But  that  Defences,  Multers,  Preparations 

Should  be  maintain'd,  allembled,  and  collected, 
As  were  a  War  in  expectation. 

Therefore  I  fay,  'tis  meet  we  all  go  forth, 
To  view  the  fick  and  feeble  parts  of  France: 
And  let  us  do  it  with  no  Ihew  of  fear, 
No,  with  no  more,  than  if  we  heard  that  England 
Were  bulled  with  a  Whit  [on  Morris-dance: 

For,  my  good  Liege,  Ihe  is  fo  idly  King'd, 
Her  Scepter  fo  phantaftically  born. 
By  a  vain  giddy  lhallow  humorous  Youth, 
That  Fear  attends  her  not. 

Confi.  O  Peace,  Prince  Dolphin, 
You  are  too  much  miltaken  in  this  King : 
Quellion  your  Grace  the  late  EmbafTadors, 
With  what  great  State  he  heard  their  EmbalTie, 

How  well  fupply'd  with  Noble  Councellors, 
How  modell  in  exception,  and  with  all, 
How  terrible  in  conftant-  refolution : 

And  you  lhall  find,  his  Vanities  fore-fpent 
Were  but  the  out-fide  of  the  Roman  Brutus, 
Covering  Difcretion  with  a  Coat  of  Folly 
As  Gardeners  do  with  Ordure  hide  thofe  Roots 

That  lhall  firlt  fpring,  and  be  moll  delicate. 

Dolph.  Well,  'tis  not  fo,  my  Lord  HighConltable. 
But  though  we  think  it  fo,  it  is*  no  matter  : 
In  Caufes  of  defence,  'tis  bell  to  weigh 
The  Enemy  more  mighty  than  he  feems, 

So  the  Proportions  of  defence  are  fill'd : 
Which  of  a  weak  and  nigardly  projection, 

Do.th  like  a  Mifer  fpoillus  Coat,  with  fcanting 
A  little  Cloth. 

King.  Think  we  King  Harry  ftrong: 
And  Princes ,  look,  you  llrongly  arm  to  meet  him. 

The  Kindred  of  him  hath  been  flefh'd  upon  us : 
And  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloody  ftrain, 
That  haunted  us  in  our  familiar  Paths : 

Witnefs  our  too  much  memorable  (hame, 
When  Crcfjy  Battel  fatally  was  ftruck, 
And  all  our  Princes  captiv'd,  by  the  hand 
Of  that  black  Name,  tdward,  black  Prince  of  Wales  : 
Whiles  that  his  Mountain  Sire,  on  Mountain  Handing 

Up  in  the  Air,  crown'd  with  the  Golden  Sun, 
Saw  his  Heroical  Seed,  and  fmil'd  to  fee  him 
Mangle  the  Work  of  Nature,  and  deface 
The  Patterns,  that  by  God  and  by  French  Fathers 
Had  twenty  years  been  made.  This  is  a  Stem 
Of  that  Victorious  Stock  :  and  let  us  fear 

The  Native  mightinefs  and  fate  of  him. 
Enter  a  Meffenatr. 

Mtff.  Ambafladors  from  Harry,  King  of  England, 
Do  crave  admittance  to  your  Majefty. 

King.  We'll  give  them  prefent  Audience. 
Go,  and  bring  them. 
You  fee  this  Chafe  is  hotly  followed,  Friends. 

Dolph.  Turn  head,  and  Hop  purfuit :  for  coward  Dogs 
Moll  fpend  their  mouths,  when  what  they  feem  to  threaten 
Runs  far  before  them.  Good  my  Soveraign 

Take  up  the  Englifh  Ihort,  and  let  them  know 
Of  what  a  Monarchy  you  are  the  Head  : 
Sdf-love,  my  Liege,  is  not  fo  vile  a  fin, 
As  felf-ncglecting. 

Entet 



The  Life  of  King  Henry  the  Fifth. 
Enter  Exeter. 

King.  From  our  Brother  of  England} 
Exe.  From  him,  and  thus  he  greets  your  Majefty : 

He  wills  you  in  the  Name  of  God  Almighty, 
That  you  deveft  your  felf,  and  lay  apart 
The  borrowed  Glories,  than,  by  gift  of  Heaven, 
By  Law  of  Nature,  and  of  Nations,  longs 
To  him  and  to  his  Heires,  namely  the  Crown 

And  all  wide-ftretched  Honors,  that  pertain 
By  Cuftom,  and  the  Ordinance  of  Times, 
Unto  the  Crown  of  France  :  that  you  may  know 

'Tis  no  finilter,  nor  no  awk-ward  Claim, 
Pick't  from  the  Worms-holes  of  long-vanihYt  days, 
Nor  from  the  duft  of  old  Oblivion  rak't, 
He  fends  you  this  molt  memorable  Line, 
In  every  Branch  truly  demonftrative  ; 

Willing  you  over- look  this  Pedigree : 
And  when  you  find  him  evenly  deriv'd 
From  his  moft  fam'd,  of  famous  Anceftors, 
Edward  the  third  ;  he  bids  you  then  refign 
Your  Crown  and  Kingdom  indirectly  held 
From  him,  the  Native  and  true  Challenger. 

King.  Or  elfe,  whac  follows  ? 
Ext.  Bloody  conftrain: :  for  if  you  hide  the  Crown 

Even  in  your  hearts,  :h^re  will  he  rake  for  it. 
Therefore  in  fierce  Tempeft  is  he  coming, 
In  Thunder  and  in  Earth-quake,  like  a  Jove : 
That  ifreq'  iiing  fail,  he  will  compJI. 
And  bids  you,  in  the  Bowels  of  the  Lord, 

Deliver  up  th  ■  Crown,  and  to  take  mercy 
On  the  poor  Souh  for  whom  this  hungry  War 
Opens  his  vaftv  Jaws :  and  on  your  head 

Turning  the  Widow's  Tears,  the  Orphans  Crys, 
The  dead-mens  Bloods,  the  privy  Maidens  Groans 
For  Husbands,  Fathers,  and  betrothed  Lovers, 
That  (hall  be  fwallowed  in  this  Controverfie. 

This  is  his  Claim,  his  threatning,  and  my  Mefiage": Unlefs  the  Dolphin  be  in  prefence  here ; 
To  whom  exprefly  I  bring  greeting  too. 

King.  For  us,  we  will  confider  of  this  further : 
To  morrow  {hall  you  bear  our  full  intent 
Back  to  our  Brother  of  England. 

Dolph.  For  the  Dolphin, 
I  Hand  here  for  him  :  what  to  him  from  England  ? 

Exe.  Scorn  and  defiance,  Height  regard,  contempt, 
And  any  thing  that  may  not  mif-become 
The  mighty  Sender,  doth  he  prize  you  at. 

Thus  fays  my  King  :  and  if  your  Father's  Highnefs 
Do  not,  in  grant  of  all  Demands  at  large, 
Sweeten  the  bitter  Mock  you  fent  his  Majefty ; 

He'l  call  you  to  fo  hot  an  Anfwer  of  it, 
That  Caves  and  Womby  Vaultages  of  France 
Shall  chide  your  Trefpafs,  and  return  your  Mock 
In  fecond  Accent  of  his  Ordinance. 

Dolph.  Say  ••  if  my  Father  tender  fair  return, 
It  is  againfl;  my  will  :  for  I  defire 
Nothing  but  Odds  with  England, 
To  that  end,  as  matching  to  his  Youth  and  Vanity, 
I  did  prefent  him  with  the  Paris-Balls. 

Ex.  He'l  make  your  Paris  Louver  make  for  it, 
Were  it  the  Miftrefs  Court  of  mighty  Europe : 

And  be  alfur'd,  you'l  find  a  difference, 
As  we  his  Subjects  have  in  wonder  found, 
Between  the  promife  of  his  greener  days, 

I  And  thefe  he  niafters  now  :  now  he  weighs  Time 
Even  to  the  utmoft  Grain  ;  that  you  fhall  read 
InyourownLofles,  ifheftay  in  France. 

King.  To  morrow  fhall  you  know  our  mind  at  full. 

f_  Flourijly. Exe.  Difpatch  us  with  all  fpeed,  left:  that  our  King 
Come  here  himfelf  to  queftion  our  delay ; 
For  he  his  footed  in  this  Land  already. 

King.  You  fhall  be  foon  difpatcht,  with  fair  Conditions. 
A  Night  is  but  fmail  breath,  and  little  paufe 

To  anfwer  matters  of  this  confequence.  f_  Exeunt. 

AUns  Secandas. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Thus  with  imagin'd  wing  our  fwift  Scene  flyes, 
In  motion  of  no  lefs  celerity,  than  that  of  Thought. 

Suppofe,  thai  you  have  feen 
The  wel-appointed  King  at  Dover  Peer, 
Embark  his  Royalty  :  and  his  brave  Fleet, 

With  filken  Streamers,  the  young  Fhcebm  faining  •, 
Play  with  your  Fancies  :  and  in  them  behold, 
Upon  the  Hempen  Tackle,  Ship-boys  climbing } 
Heart  the  fhrill  Whiftle,  which  doth  order  give 

To  founds  confus'd  :  behold  the  threaden  Sails, 
Born  with  th'invifible  and  creeping  V  V ind, 
Draw  the  huge  Bottom's  through  the  furrcwed  Sea, 
Brefting  the  lofty  Surge.  O,  do  but  think 
You  Hand  upon  the  Rivage,  and  behold 

A  Citie  on  th'inconftant  Billows  dancing: 
For  fo  appears  this  Fleet  Majeftical, 
Holding  due  courfe  to  Harfiexv.  Follow,  follow. 
Grapple  your  minds  to  fternage  of  this  Navy, 
And  leave  your  Englandzs  dead  Mid-night,  ftill, 
Guarded  with  Grandfires,  Babies,  and  old  Women, 
Either  paft,  or  not  arrivM  to  pith  and  puiffance  : 
For  who  is  he,  whofe  Chin  is  but  enricht 
With  one  appearing  Hair,  that  will  not  follow 
Thefe  cull'd  and  choice-drawn  Cavaliers  to  France  ? 
Work,  work  your  Thoughts,  and  therein  fee  a  Siege : 
Behold  the  Ordnance  on  their  Carriages, 
With  fatal  mouths  gaping  on  girded  Harflew. 

Suppofe  th'Embaflador  from  the  French  comes  back, 
Tells  Harry,  That  the  King  doth  offer  him 
Katharine  his  Daughter ,and  with  her  to  Dowry 
Some  petty  and  unprofitable  Dukedoms. 
The  offer  likes  not :  and  the  nimble  Gunner 

With  Lynftock  now  the  devilifh  Cannon  touches. 
f  Alarum,  and  Chambers  go  off. 

And  down  goes  all  before  him.  Still  be  kind, 
And  ech  out  our  performance  with  your  mind.  [Exit. 

Enter  the  King,  Exeter,  Bedford,  WGloucefter. 
Alarum.    Scaling- Ladders  at  Harflew. 

King.  Once  more  unto  the  Breach, 

Dear  Friends,  once  more-, 
Or  clofe  the  Wall  up  with  our  EngUJh  dead : 

In  Peace,  there's  nothing  fo  becomes  a  man, 
As  modefl  ftilnefs  and  humility  : 
But  when  the  blaft  of  War  blows  in  our  ears, 
Then  imitate  the  action  of  the  Tyger : 
Stiffen  the  finevvs ,  commune  up  the  blood, 

Difguife  fair  Nature  with  hard-favour'd  Rage  : 
Then  lend  the  Eye  a  terrible  afpect : 
Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  Head, 

Like  the  Brafs  Cannon,  let  the  Brow  o'rewhelm  it, 
As  fearfully,  as  doth  a  galled  Rock 

O're-hang  and  jutty  his  confounded  Bafe, 
Swill'd  with  the  wilde  and  waftful  Ocean. 
Now  fet  the  Teeth,  and  ftretch  the  Noftril  wide, 
Hold  hard  the  Breath,  and  bend  up  every  Spirit 
To  his  full  height.  On,  you  Nobleft  Engltjli, 
Whofe  blood  is  fet  from  Fathers  of  War-poof  j 
Fathers,  that  like  fo  many  Alexanders, 
Have  in  thefe  parts  from  Morn  till  Even  fought, 

And  fheath'd  their  Swords  for  lack  of  argument, 
Difhonour  not  your  Mothers  :  now  atteft, 

That  thofe  whom  you  call'd  Fathers,  did  beget  you. 
Be  Copy  now  to  men  of  groffer  blood, 
And  teach  them  how  to  War.  And  you,  good  Yeomen, 

Whofe 
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Whofc  Limbs  were  made  in  England  ;  fhew  us  here 
The  mettle  of  your  Pafture  •  let  us  fwear, 
That  you  are  worth  your  breeding,  which  I  doubt  not : 
For  there  is  none  of  you  fo  mean  and  bafe, 
That  hath  not  Noble  luftre  in  your  Eyes. 

I  fee  you  ftand  like  Grey-hounds  in  the  Hips, 

Straying  upon  the  Start.  The  Game's  a-foot 
Follow  your  Spirit  •,  and  upon  this  Charge, 
Cry,  God  for  Harry ,  England,  and  St.  George. 

[Alarum.)  and  Chambers  go  off. 

Enter  Nim,  Bardolph,  Piftol,  and  Boy. 

Bard.  On,  on,  on,  on,  on,to  the  Breach,  to  the  Breach. 

Nim.  'Pray  thee,  Corporal,  ftay,  the  Knocks  are  too 
hot :  and  for  mine  own  part,  1  have  not  a  Cafe  of  Lives : 

the  humor  of  it  is  too  hot,  that  is  theyery  plain-Song  of  it- 
Pift.  The  plam-Song  is  moft  juft :  for  humors  do  a- 

bound  :  Knocks  go  and  come :  God's  Vallate  drop  and 
dye  :  and  Sword  and  Shield,  in  bloody  Field,  doth  win 
immortal  Fame. 

Boy.  Would  I  were  in  an  Ale-houfe  in  London,\  would 
give  all  my  Fame  for  a  Pot  of  Ale  and  fafety. 

Fiji.  And  I :  if  wifhes  would  j  i  ail  with  me,  my  pur- 
pofe  mould  not  fail  with  me  ̂   but  thither  would  1  hye. 

Boy.  As  duly,  but  not  as  truly,  as  Bird  doth  ling  on 

bough. Enter  Fluellen. 

Flu.  Up  to  the  breach,  you  Dogs ;  avant  you  Collions. 
Fiji.  Be  merciful,  great  Duke,  to  men  of  Mould,  a- 

bate  thy  Rage,  abate  thy  manly  Rage;  abate  thy  Rage, 
great  Duke.  Good  Bawcock,  bate  thy  Rage,  ufe  lenity, 
fweet  Chuck- 

Nim.  Thefe  be  good  humors :  your  Honour  wins  bad 
humors.  {Exit. 

Boy.  As  young  as  I  am,  I  have  obferv'd  thefe  three 
Swafhers.  I  am  Boy  to  them  all  three,  but  all  they  three, 

though  they  would  ferve  me,  could  not  be  Man  to  me  •, 
for  indeed  three  fuch  Antiques  do  not  amount  to  a  man : 

for  Bardolph,  he  is  white-liver'd,  and  red-fae'd  ;  by  the 
means  whereof,  a  faces  it  out,  but  fights  not :  for  Piftol, 
he  hath  a  killing  Tongue,  and  a  quiet  Sword  ̂   by  the 
means  whereof,  a  breaks  Words,  and  keeps  whole 
Weapons  :  for  Nim,  he  hath  heard,  that  men  of  few 
Words  are  the  belt  men,  and  therefore  he  fcorns  to  fay 

his  prayers,  left  a  fhould  be  thought  a  Coward :  but  his 
few  bad  Words  are  matcht  with  as  few  good  Deeds ;  for 

a  never  broke  any  man's  head  but  his  own,  and  that  was 
againft  a  Poft,  when  he  was  drunk.  They  will  fteal  any 
thing ,  and  call  it  Purchafe.  Bardolph  ftole  a  Lute-cafe, 
bore  it  twelve  Leagues,  and  fold  it  for  three  half-Pence. 
Nim  and  Bardolph  are  fworn  Brothers  in  filching  ;  and 

in  Calice  they  ftole  afire-fhovel.  I  knew,  by  that  piece 
of  Service,  the  men  would  carry  Coals.  They  would 
have  me  as  familiar  with  men's  Pockets,  as  their  Glove^ 
or  their  Hand-kerchers :  which  makes  much  againft  my 

Manhood,  if  I  mould  take  from  another's  Pocket,  to  put 
into  mine  for  it  is  plain  pocketting  up  of  Wrongs.  1 
muft  leave  them,  and  feek  fome  better  Service  :  their 

Villanie  goes  againft  my  weak  ftomack,  and  therefore  I 
muft  caft  it  up.  {Exit. 

Enter  Gower. 

Gorver.  Captain  Fluellen,  you  muft  come  prefently  to  the 
Mines ;  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Flu.  To  the  Mines  ?  Tell  you  the  Duke,  it  is  not  fo 

good  to  come  to  the  Mines :  for  look  you,  the  Mines 

are  not  according  to  the  Difciplines  of  War  ̂   the  Con- 

cavities of  it  is  not  fufficient :  for  look  you,  th'  athver- 
fary,  you  may  difcufs  unto  the  Duke,  look  you,  is  digt 
himfelf  four  yards  under  the  Countermines :  by  Chejku, 

I  think  a  will  plow  up  all,  if  there  is  not  better  dire-  j 
ctions. 

Gower.  The  Duke  of  Gloucefter,  to  whom  the  Order 
of  the  Siege  is  given,  is  altogether  directed  by  an  Irifli 

man,  a  very  valiant  Gentleman,  Pfaith. 
Welch.  It  is  Captain  Maknwrrtfe,  is  it  not  ? 
Gower.  I  think  it  be. 
Welch.  By  ChefljH  he  is  an  Afs,  as  in  the  World,  I 

will  verifie  as  much  in  his  Beard  :  heha's  no  more  directi- 
ons in  the  true  difciplines  of  the  Wars,  look  you,  of  the 

Roman  difciplines,  than  is  a  Puppy-dog. 

Enter  Makmorrice,  and  Captain  Jamy. 

Gower.  Here  a  comes,  and  the  Scots  Captain,  Captain 
Jamy,  with  him. 

Welch.  Captain  Jamy  is  a  marvellous  valorous  Gen- 
tleman, that  is  certain,  and  of  great  expedition  and  know  - 

ledge  in  th'aunchiant  Wars,  upon  my  particular  know- 
ledge of  his  directions  j  by  Cheftm  he  will  maintain  his 

Argument  as  well  as  any  Militarie  man  in  the  World,  in 
the  Difciplines  ofthepriftine  Wars  of  the  Romans. 

Scot.  I  fay  gudday,  Captain  Fluellen. 
Welch.  Goddento  your  Worfhip,  good  Captain  James. 
Gower.  How  now,  Captain  Makmorrice,  have  you  quit 

the  Mines  ?  have  the  Pioners  given  o're  ? 
In  jit.  By  Chrilh,  Law,  tifh  ill  done  :  the  Work  ifh  give 

over,  the  Trompet  found  the  Retreat.  By  my  Hand  I 
fwear,  and  my  father's  Soul,  The  Work  ifh  ill  done: 
it  ifh  give  over  :  I  would  have  blowed  up  the  Town^ 
fo  Chrilh  fave  me,  law,  in  an  hour.  O  tifh  ill  done,  tifh 
ill  done  -  by  my  Hand  tifh  ill  done. 

Welch.  Captaine  Makmomce,  I  befeech  you  now, 
will  you  vouchafe  me,  look  you,  a  few  difputations  with 
you,  as  partly  touching  or  concerning  the  difciplines  of 
the  War,  the  Roman  Wars,  in  the  way  of  Argument,  i 
look  you,  and  friendly  communication  :  partly  to 
fatisfie  my  Opinion,  and  partly  for  the  fatisfaction,  look 
you,  of  my  Mind,  as  touching  the  direction  of  the  Mi- 

litary difcipline,  that  is  the  Point. 
Scot.  It  fall  be  vary  gud,  gud  feith,  gud  Captens  bath, 

and  I  fall  quit  you  with  gud  leve,  as  I  may  pick  occafion : 
that  fal  I  marry. 

Irijl).  It  is  no  time  to  difcourfe,  lb  Chrifh  fave  me  : 

The  day  is  hot,  and  the  Weather,  and  the  WTars,  and  'he 
King,  and  the  Duke  :  it  is  not  time  to  difcourfe,  the  Town 

is  befeech'd  :  and  the  Trumpet  calls  us  to  the  Breach,  and1 
we  talk,  and  by  Chrilh  do  nothing,  'tis  fhame  for  us  all : 
fo  God  fa'me  'tis  lhame  to  ftand  ft  ill,  it  is  fhame  by  my] 
hand :  and  there  is  Throats  to  be  cut,  and  Works  to  be 

done,  and  there  ifh  nothing  done,  fo  Chrift  fa'mc  law. 
Scot.  By  the  Mes,  ere  theife  eyes  of  mine  take  theftfj 

felves  to  flomber,  ayle  de  gtid  fervice,  or  lie  ligge  i'th: 
grund  for  if,  ay,  or  go  to  death  -  and  Ilepay'c  as  va-j 
loroufly  as  I  may,  that  fal  1  furely  do,  the  brelf  anc 
the  long ;  marry,  I  wad  full  fain  luard  ibmc  queilioi 
'tween  you  tvry. 

Welch.  Capcam  Mak?o>ricey  \  think,  look  you,  under 
your  correction,  theic  is  not  many  of  your  Nation. 

Injl).  Of  my  Nation  ?  What  i(h  my  Na/ion  Ifh- s 
Villain,  and  a  Bafterd,and  a  Knave.,  and  a  Rafcal  .W  ha 
ifh  my  Nation  ?  Who  talks  of  my  Nation/ 

Welch.  Look  you,  if  you  take  the  matter  otherwil« 
than  is  meant,  Captain  Matyorrice,  peradventure 
fhall  think  you  dc  not  ufe  me  with  that  affability,  as  h 
difcretion  you  ought  to  ufe  me,  look  you,  being  as  goc* 
a  man  as  your  fell  both  in  the  difciplines  of  War,  am 
in  the  derivation  of  my  birth,  and  in  other  particularirir 

Irijl).  I  do  not  know  you  fo  good  a  man  as  my  felf,  f 
Chrilh  fave  me,  r  will  cut  off  your  head. 

Gower.  Gentlemen  both,  you  will  miftake  each  othci 

Scot.  A,  that's  a  foul  fault.  [A  Pari.) 
Gower.  The  Town  founds  a  Parley. 

Welch.  Captain  Makmorrice,   when  there   is  mor 
better  opportunity  to  be  required,  look  you,  I  will  be  ft 
bold  as  to  tell  you,  I  know  the  difciplines  of  War,  an 
there  is  an  end.  {.Exu %  Ent( 
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Enter  the  King,  and  all  his  Train  before  the  Gates. 

King.  How  yet  refolves  the  Governour  of  the  Town  \ 
This  is  the  lateft  Parle  we  will  admit : 

Therefore  to  our  belt  mercy  give  your  felves, 
Or  like  to  men  proud  of  deftruction, 
Defie  us  to  our  worft  :  for  as  I  am  a  Souldier, 
A  Name  that  in  my  thoughts  becomes  me  belt  ; 

If  1  begin  the  batt'ry  once  again, 
I  will  not  leave  the  half-atchieved  Harftew, 
'Till  in  her  afhes  fhe  lye  buried. 
The  Gates  of  Mercy  lhall  be  all  fhut  up. 

And  the  flefh'd  Souldier,  rough  and  hard  of  heart, 
In  liberty  of  bloody  hand,  lhall  range 
With  Confcience  wide  as  Hell,  mowing  like  Grafs 
Your  frefh  fair  Virgins,  and  your  Itowring  Infants. 
What  is  it  then  to  me,  if  impious  War, 
Arrayed  in  gam.s  like  to  the  Prince  of  Fiends, 
Do  with  his  fmircht  complexion  of  fell  feats, 
Enlinckt  to  wafte  and  defolation  ? 

What  is't  to  me,  when  you  your  felves  are  caufe, 
If  your  pure  Maidens  fall  into  the  hand 
Of  hot  and  forcing  Violation? 
WhatR^in  can  hold  licentious  Wickednefs, 
When  down  th-Hill  he  holds  his  fierce  Carreer? 

We  may  as  bootlefs  fpcnd  our  vain  Command 

Upon  th'enraged  Souldiers  in  their  Spoil, 
As  fend  Precepts  to  the  Leviathan  to  come  a-Ihoar. 
Therefore,  you  men  of  Harftew, 
Take  pity  of  your  Town  and  ot  your  People, 
Whiles  yet  my  Souldiers  are  in  my  Command, 
Whiles  yet  the  cool  and  temperate  Wind  of  Grace 

O're-blows  the  filthy  and  contagious  Clouds 
Of  heady  Murther,  Spoil,  and  Villany. 
If  not  •  why  in  a  moment  look  to  fee 
The  blind  and  bloody  Souldier,  with  foul  hand 

Delire  the  Locks  of  your  Ihrill-fhrieking  Daughters : 
Your  Fathers  taken  by  the  lilver  Beards, 
And  their  moft  reverend  Heads  dalht  to.  the  Walls : 
Your  naked  Infants  fpitted  upon  Pikes, 

Whiles  the  mad  Mothers,  with  their  howles  confus'd, 
Do  break  the  Clouds  ;  as  did  the  Wives  of  Jewry, 

At  Herod's  bloody-hunting  flaughter-men. 
What  fay  you  ?  Will  you  yield,  and  this  avoid  ? 

Or  guilty  in  defence  be  thus  deltroy'd  ? Enter  Govcrnonr. 

Cover.  Our  expectation  hath  this  day  an  end : 
The  Dolphin,  whom  of  Succours  we  entreated, 
Returns  us ,  that  his  Powers  are  yet  not  ready, 
To  raife  fo  great  a  Siege.  Therefore,  great  King, 
Wt  yield  our  Town  and  Lives  to  thy  foft  Mercy  : 
Eater  our  Gates,  difpofe  of  us  and  ours, 
For  we  no  longer  are  defenfible. 

King.  Op;n  your  Gates :  Come  Uncle  Exeter, 
Goycuand  enter  Harftew,  there  remain, 

And  fortifie  itftrongly'gainlt  the  French  : 
Ufe  mercy  to  them  all  for  us,  dear  Uncle. 
The  Winter  coming  on,  and  Sicknefs  growing 
Upon  our  Souldiers,  we  will  retire  to  Calis. 
To  night  in  Harftew  will  we  be  your  Guelr, 
Tomorrow  for  the  March  are  we  addreft. 

f_  Flourish ,  and  enter  the  Town. 

Enter  Katharine  and  an  old  Gentlewoman. 

Kath.  Alice,  tit  as  efte  en  Angleterre  ,  &  tu  parlois  bien 
le  Language. 

Alice.  En  feu,  Madame. 

Kath.  Je  te  pne  de  m^en feigner,  il  faitt  que  j'apprenne  a 
farler.  Comment  appelle' vous  la  mam  en  Anglois  ? 

Alice.  La  mam,  il  eft  appelle,  de  Hand. 
Kath.  De  Hand. 

Alice.  Et  le  doyt. 

Alice. 
Kath. 
Alice. 

Ka.  Le  doyt ,  ma  foy  je  ouble  le  doyt,  mais  je  me  fonvien 

dray  le  doyt,  je  penfe  quails  ont  appelle'  des  fingres,  on  de  finpres. 
Alice.  La  mam,  de  Hand,  le  doyt,  le  F Ingres ,  Je" penfe 

que  je  fuis  le  ben  efc holier. 
Kath.  fay  gaigne  deux*  mots  d1 Anglois  vis~lement  com- 

ment appelle  vons  les  on  pies  ? 

Alice.  Les"  ongles ,  les  appellons  de  Nayles. Kath.  De  Nay  les  efcontez.  :  dites  may,  ft  jc  parle  bien  :  de 
Hand,  de  Fingres ,  de  Nayles. 

Alice.  C'eft  bien  dit  Madame,  il  eft  fort  bon  Anglois. 
Kath.  Dites  moy  en  Anglois  le  bras. 
Alice.  De  Arme,  Mtdame. 
Kath.  Et  h  coude. 

Alice.  D'Elbow. 

Kath.  D1 Elbow  :  Je  m>en  faitz.  la  repetition  de  tons  les 
mots  que  nfavez,  apprins  des  a  prefent. 

Alice.  11  eft  trop  difficile  Madame,  comme  je  penfe. 
Kath.  Excitfe  moy  Alice,  efcoute,  d'Hand,  de  Fingre, 

de  Nayles ,    d'Arme  ,  els  Bilbow. 
Alice.  D'elbow,  Madame.- 
Kath.  O  Seigneur  Dieu,  je  men  oublie  d'Elbow,  commem 

appelle  vous  le  col} 
Alice.  De  Neck ,  Madame. 
Kath,  De  Neck ,  &  le  manton  ? 

De  Chin. 

De  Sin  :  le  le  col,  de  Neck.  ■'  le  manton,  de  Sin. 
.  Oity.  Saiif  voftrc  honnour  en  verite  vous  promncies 

lis  mots  auffi  droitl,  que  le  Natiffs  d'Anpleterre. 
Kath.  Je  ne  doute  point  d'apprendre  par  la  grace  de  Dieu, &  in  peu  de  temps. 

Al.  N^avez.  vons  pas  defta  oublie  ce  que  je  vous  ay  en- 

feigne. Kath.  Nomme,  je  reciteray  a  vons  promptement  d*Hand, 
de  Fingre,  de  Nayles,  Madame. 

Alice.  De  Nayles,  Madame. 
Kath.    De  Nayles,  de  Arme,  de  Jlbovo. 
Alice.  Sar  vofhe  hormeur  d? Elbow. 
Kath.  Am  ft  dis-je  d?  Elbow  ,  de  Neck.,  de  Sin  :  com- 

ment appelle'  vous  les  pieds  &  de  roba. 
Alice.  Le  Foot  Madame,  &  le  Count. 
Kath.  Le  Foot,  &  le  Count  :  O  Seigneur  Dien,  ce  font 

des  mots  manvajs,  corruptible  &  impndique,  &  non  pour  les 
Dames  d?Honneur  d'ujer  :  Je  ne  voudrois  prononeer  ces  mots 
dtvant  les  Seigneurs  ae  France,  pour  tone  le  monde,  il  fant 
le  Foot,  &  le  Count,  neant  moms,  Je  reciteray  un  autrt- 
fo  's  ma  lecon  enfevMe,  d?Hand,de  FmgTe,de  Naylep,  d? Arme d?Elbow,  de  Neck,  de  Sin,  de  Foot,  de  Count. 

A/ice.  Excellent,  Madame. 
Ka.  Ceft  ajjez,  pour  unefois,  allons  nous  en  difner.  £  Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King  of  France,  the  Dolphin,  the  Conftable 
of  France,  and  others. 

King.  'Tis  certain  he  hath  paft  the  River  Some. 
Con  ft.  And  if  he  be  not  fought  withal,  my  Lord, 

Let  us  not  live  in  France  :  let  us  quit  all, 
And  give  our  Vineyards  to  a  barbarous  People. 

Dolph.  O  Dieu  vivant !  lhall  a  few  Sprays  of  us, 
The  emptying  of  our  Fathers  Luxury, 
Our  Syens ,  put  in  wild  and  favage  Stock, 
Spirt  up  fo  fuddenly  into  the  Clouds, 
And  over-look  their  Grafters  ? 

Brit .  Normans,  but  baftard  Normans,  Norman  baftards. 
Mort  de  ma  vie,  if  they  march  along 
Unfought  withall,  but  I  will  fell  my  Dukedom, 
To  buy  a  flobbry  and  a  dirty  Farm 
In  that  nook-fhotten  Ifle  of  Albion. 

Conft.  Dieu  de  Batailles !  where  have  they  this  mettel  ? 
Is  not  their  Climate  foggy,  raw,  and  dull  ? 
On  whom,  as  indefpight,  the  Sun  looks  pale, 
Killing  their  Fruit  with  frowns?  Can  fodden  Water, 
A  Drench  for  fur-reyn'd  Jades,  their  Baiiy  broth, DecocT  their  cold  blood  to  fuch  valiant  heat  ? 

And  lhall  our  quick  blood,  fpirited  with  Wine, 
K  k  Seem 
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Seem  froftie  ?  O,  for  the  Honour  of  our  Land, 
Let  us  not  hang  like  roping  Hides 

Upon  our  Hout'es  Thatch,  whiles  a  more  froftie  People Sweat  cli ops  of  gallant  Youth  in  our  rich  Fields: 
Poor  we  may  call  them,  in  their  Native  Lords. 

Dolph.  By  Faith  and  Honour, 

Our  Madams  mock  at  us ,  and  plainly  fay,  * 
Our  Mettle  is  bred  out,  and  they  will  give 
Their  bodies  to  the  Luft  of  EngHjh  Youth, 
To  new-ftore  France  with  Ballard  Warriors. 

Bn'r.  Thy  bid  us  to  the  Englifh  Dancing-Schools, 
And  teach  LavaltaH  high,  and  fwift  Carranto\ 
Saying,  our  Grace  isonely  in  our  Heels. 
And  that  we  are  moft  lofty  Run-aways. 

King.  Where  is  Montjoy,  the  Herald  ?  fpeed  him  hence 
Let  him  greet  England  with  our  fharp  defiance. 
Up  Princes,  and  with  Spirit  of  Honour  edged, 
More  fharpar  than  your  Swords,  hie  to  the  Field : 
Charles  Delabreth,  High  Conftable  of  France, 
You  Duke  of  Orleance,  Burbon,  and  of  Berry, 
Alanfon,  Brabant,  Bar,  and  Burgondie, 
Jaques  Chatittion ,  Rambures,  V audemont, 
Beaumont,  Grand  Free,  Rouffte,  and  Faulconbridge, 

Loys,  Leftrale,  Bouciquall,  and  Charaloys, 
High  Dukes,  great  Princes,  Barons,  Lords,  and  Kings : 
For  your  great  Seats,  now  quit  you  of  great  lhames : 
Bar  Harry  England,  that  fweeps  through  our  Land 
With  Penons  painted  in  the  blood  of  Harflew  : 
Ruhh  on  his  Hoft ,  as  doth  the  melted  Snow 

Upon  the  Vallies,  whofe  low  Vaflal  Seat 
The  Alpes  doth  fpit,  and  void  his  rhewm  upon. 
Go  down  upon  him,  you  have  Power  enough, 
And  in  a  Captive  Chariot,  into  Roan 

Bring  him  our  Prifoner. 
Con  ft.  This  becomes  the  Great. 

Sorry  am  I  his  numbers  are  fo  few, 
HisSouldiers  fick,  and  famifht  in  the  March: 
For  I  am  fure,  when  he  (hall  fee  our  Army, 

He'll  drop  his  Heart  into  the  fink  of  Fear, 
And  for  Atchievment,  offer  us  his  Ranfom. 

King.  Therefore  Lord  Conftable,  hafte  on  Montjoy, 
And  let  him  fay  to  England,  that  we  fend, 
To  know  what  willing  Ranfom  he  will  give. 

Prince  Dolphin,  youfhallftay  with  us  in  Roan. 
Dolph.  Not  I,  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty. 
King.  Be  patient,  for  you  fhall  remain  with  us. 

Now  forth  Lord  Conftable,  and  Princes  all ; 

And  quickly  bring  us  word  of  England?  s  fall.  Exeunt. 

Enter  C  apt  aim-,  Welch,  and  Englifh,  Gower,  WFluellen. 

Corv.  How  now  Captain  Eluellen,  come  you  from  the 
Bridge? 

Flu.  I  allure  you,  there  is  very  excellent  Services  com- 
mitted at  the  Bridge. 

Cow.  Is  the  Duke  of  Exeter  fafe.? 
Flu.  The  Duke  of  Exeter  is  as  magnanimous  as  Aga- 

memnon>  and  3  man  that  I  love  and  honour  with  my  foul, 
and  mv  heart,  and  my  duty,  and  my  live,  and  my  living, 
and  my  uttermoft  power.  He  is  not,  God  be  praifed  and 
blefTed,  any  hurt  in  the  World,  but  keeps  the  Bridge 

moft  valiantly,  wich  excellent  difcipline.  There  is  an  aun- 
cient Lieutenant  there  at  the  Bridge,  I  think  in  my  very 

conftience  he  is  as  valiant  a  man  as  Mark^  Anthony,  and  he 
is  a  man  of  no  eftimation  in  the  World,  but  I  did  fee  him 

do  as  gallant  fervice. 
Govo.  What  do  you  call  him  ? 

Flu.  He  is  call  d'auncient  Piftol. 
Gow.  I  know  him  not. 

Enter  Piftol. 

Flu.  Here  is  the  man. 

Pift.  Captain,  I  thee  befeech  to  do  me  favours  :  the 
Duke  of  Exeter  doth  love  thee  well. 

Flu.  I,  I  praife  God,  and  I  have  merited  fomelove  at 

his  hands. 

Pift.  Bar  dolph,  a  Souldier  firm  aud  found  of  heart,  and 
of  buxom  valour,  hath  by  cruel  Fate,  and  giddy  Fortunes 

furious  fickle  Wheel,  that  Goddefs  blind,-  that  ftands 
upon  the  rolling  reftlefs  Stone. 

Flu.  By  your  patience  auncient  Piftol ;  Fortune  is 
painted  blind,  with  a  Muffler  afore  his  Eyes,  to  fignifie 
to  you,  that  Fortune  is  blind  ;  and  (he  is  painted  alfo 
with  a  Wheel,  to  fignifie  to  you,  which  is  the  Moral  of 
it,  that  fhe  is  turning  and  inconftant,  and  mutability,  and 
variation  :  and  her  foot,  look  you,  is  fixed  upon  a  Sphe 

rical  Stone,  which  rowles,  and  rowles,  and  rowles  .•  in 
good  truth,  the  Poet  makes  a  moft  excellent  defcription 
of  it :  Fortune  is  an  excellent  Moral. 

Pift.  Fortune  is  Bardo/ph^s  Foe,  and  frowns  on  him : 
for  he  hath  ftoln  a  Pax,  and  hanged  muft  a  be  :  damned 
death  :  let  Gallows  gape  for  Dog,  let  Man  go  free,  anc 

let  not  Hemp  his  Wind-pipe  fuffocate  :  but  Exeter  hath 
given  the  doom  of  death  for  Pax  of  little  price.  There 
fore  go  fpeak,  the  Duke  will  hear  thy  voice  ;  and  let 
not  Bardolph's  vital  thread  be  cut  with  edge  of  Penny- 
Cord,  and  vile  reproach.  Speak  Captain  for  his  Life,  anc 
1  will  thee  requite. 

Flu.  Auncient  Piftol,  I  do  partly  under ftand  your meaning. 

Pi  ft.  Why  then  rejoyce  therefore. 
Flu.  Certainly  Auncient,  it  is  not  a  thing  to  rejoice  at 

for  if,  look  you,  he  were  my  Brother,  1  would  defire  the 
Duke  toufe  his  good  Pleafure,  and  put  him  to  Execution 
for  difcipline  ought  to  be  uled. 

Pift.  Die,  and  be  damn'd,  and  Figo  for  thy  Friendfhip. Flu.  It  is  well. 

Pift.  The  Fig  of  Spain.  f_  Exit. 
Flu.  Very  good. 

Gow.  Why,  this  is  an  arrant  counterfeit  Rafcal,  I  re 
member  him  now  :  a  Bawd,  a  Cut-purfe. 

Flu.  I'le  allure  you,  a  utt'red  as  prave  words  at  the 
Pridge,  as  you  fhall  fee  in  Summers  day  :  but  it  is  very 

well  :  what  he  ha's  fpoke  to  me,  that  is  well,  I  warrant 
you,  when  time  is  ferve. 

Gow.  Why 'tis  a  Gull,  a  Fool,  a  Rogue,  that  now  anc 
then  goes  to  the  W7ars,  to  grace  himfelf  at  his  return 
into  London,  under  the  form  of  a  Souldier,  and  fuch 
fellows  are  pern t  in  the  Great  Commanders  Names,  and 

they  will  .learn  you  by  rote  where  Services  were  done  •, 
at  fuch  and  fuch  a  Sconce,  at  fuch  a  Breach,  at  fuch  a  Con- 

voy :  who  came  off  bravely,  who  was  Ihot,  who  dif- 
grae'd,  what  terms  the  Enemy  ftood  on  ;  and  this  they 
con  perfitly  in  the  phrafe  of  War  ,  which  they  trick 
up  with  new-tuned  Oaths  :  and  what  a  Beard  of  the  Ge- 

nerals Cut,  and  a  horrid  Sute  of  the  Camp,  will  do  among 

foming  Bottles,  and  Ale-wahVt  wits,  is  wonderful  to  be 
thought  on  :  but  you  muft  learn  to  know  fuch  danders  of 
the  Age,  or  elfe  you  may  be  be  marvelloufly  miftook. 

Flu.  I  tell  you  what,  Captain  Gower  :  I  do  perceive  he 
is  not  the  man  that  he  would  gladly  make  fhew  to  the 
World  he  is :  if  I  find  a  hole  in  his  Coat,  I  will  tell  him  my4 
mind  :  hear  you,  the  King  his  coming,  aud  I  muft  fpeak 
with  him  from  the  Pridge. 

Drum  and  Colours.    Enter  the  King  and  his 

poor  Souldiers. 

Flu.  God  plefs  your  Majefty. 

King.  How  now  Fluelkn,  cam'ft  thou  from  the  Bridge  ? 
Flu.  I,  fo  pleafe  your  Majefty  :  The  Duke  of  Exeter 

has  very  gallantly  maintain'd  the  Pridge  ;  the  French  is 
gone  off,  look  you,  and  there  is  gallant  and  moft  prave 
paflages :  marry,  th'athverfary  was  have  poffeffion  of  the 
Pridge,  but  he  is  enforced  to  retire,  and  the  Duke  of 
Exeter  is  Mafter  of  the  Pridge  :  I  can  tell  your  Majefty, 
the  Duke  is  a  prave  man. 

King.  What  men  have  you  loft,  Eluellen? 
Flu. 
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Tin.  The  perdition  of  th'athverfay  hath  been  very 
great,  reafonable  great  :  marry  for  my  part,  I  think  the 

Duke  hath  lolt  never  a  man,  but  one  that  is  like  to  be  ex- 

ecuted for  Robbing  a  Church,  one  Bardolph,  if  your  Maje- 

fty  know  the  man  ••  his  face  is  all  bubukles,  and  whelks,  and 
knobs,  and  flames  a  fire,  and  his  lips  blows  at  his  nofe, 
and  it  is  like  a  coal  of  fire,  fometimes  plew,  and  fometimes 

red,  but  his  nofe  is  executed,  and  his  fire's  out. 
King.  We  would  have  all  fuch  offenders  fo  cut  off, 

and  we  give  exprefs  charge,  that  in  our  Marches  through 

the  Country,  there  be  nothing  compelPd  from  the  Villa- 

ges ;  nothing  taken,  but  paid  for  :  none  of  the  French 

upbraided  or  abufed  in  difdainful  Language  :  for  when 

Levity  and  Cruelty  play  for  a  Kingdom  ,  the  gentler 
Gamefter  is  the  fooneft  winner. 

Tucket.  Enter  Mountjoy. 

Mountjoy.  You  know  me  by  my  habit . 
King.  Well  then,I  know  thee :  what  fhall  I  know  of  thee  ? 

Mount.  My  Mailer's  mind. 
King.  Unfold  it. 

Mountjoy.  Thus  fays  my  King  :  Say  thou  to  Harry  of 

England-,  Though  we  feem'd  dead,  we  didbutfleep: 
Advantage  is  a  better  Souldier  than  Rafhnefs.  Tell  him, 

we  could  have  rebuk'd  him  at  Harflew,  but  that  we 

thought  not  good  to  bruife  an  injury,  till  it  were  full  ripe. 

Now  we  fpeak  upon  our  Q;  and  our  voice  is  imperial : 

England  fhall  repent  his  folly ,  fee  his  weaknefs,  and 
admire  our  fufferance.  Bid  him  therefore  confider  of  his 

Ranfom,  which  muft  proportion  the  lofles  we  have 

born,  the  Subjects  we  have  loft,  the  difgrace  we  have 

digefted  •,  which  in  weight  to  re-anfwer,  his  pettinefs 
would  bow  under.  For  our  loffes,  his  Exchequer  is  too 

poor }  for  th'effuGon  of  cur  blood ,  the  Mufter  of  his 
Kingdom  too  faint  a  number  ;  and  for  our  difgrace,  his 
own  Perfon  kneeling  at  our  feet,  but  a  weak  and  worthlefs 
fatisfaction.  To  this  add  defiance  :  and  tell  him  for  con- 
clufion,  he  hath  betrayed  his  Followers,  whofe  condem- 

nation is  pronoune'd  :  So  far  my  King  and  Matter  ;  fo 
much  my  Office. 

King.  What  is  thy  Name  .?  I  know  thy  Quality. 
Mom.  Mountjoy. 

King.  Thou  do'tt  thy  Office  fairly.  Turn  thee  back, 
And  tell  thy  King,  I  do  not  feek  him  now, 
But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  to  Calice, 

Without  impeachment  ••  for  to  fay  the  footh, 
Though  'tis  no  wifdom  to  confefs  fo  much 
Unto  an  Enemy  of  Craft  and  Vantage, 
My  People  are  with  ficknefs  much  enfeebled, 

My  Numbers  leffen'd  :  and  thofe  few  I  have, 
Almoft  no  better  than  fo  many  French  •, 
Who  when  they  were  in  health,  1  tell  thee, Herald, 

I  thought,  upon  one  pair  oi'Englifo  Legs Did  march  three  Frenchmen.  Yet  forgive  me,  God, 

That  I  do  brag  thus  •,  this  your  air  of  France 
Hath  blown  that  Vice  in  me.  I  muft  repent : 
Go  therefore  tell  thy  Matter,  here  I  am  ̂  
My  Ranfom  is  this  frail  and  worthlefs  Trunk  j 
My  Army,  but  a  weak  and  fickly  Guard  : 
Yet  God  before,  tell  him  we  will  come  on, 
Though  France  himfelf,  and  fuch  another  Neighbour 

Stand  in  our  way.  There's  for  thy  labour,  Mountjoy. 
Go  bid  thy  Matter  well  advife  himfelf, 
T  we  may  pafs,  we  will  :  if  we  be  hindred, 
We  fhall  your  tawny  ground  with  your  red  blood 
Difcolour  :  and  fo  Mont  joy  fare  you  well. 
The  fum  of  all  our  Anfwer  is  but  this : 

We  would  not  feek  a  Battel,  as  we  are, 
Nor  as  we  are,  we  fay,  we  will  not  fhun  it : 
So  tell  your  Matter. 

Mount.  I  fhall  deliver  fb :  Thanks  to  your  Highnefs. 
Clou.  I  hope  they  will  not  come  upon  us  now. 
King.  We  are  in  Gods  hand,  Brother,  not  in  theirs 

March  to  the  Bridge,  it  now  draws  toward  night» 

Beyond  the  River  we'll  encamp  our  felves, 

And  on  to  morrow  bid  them  march  away.  f_  Exeunt, 

Enter  the  Conftable  of  France,  the  Lord  Ramburs, 

Orleans,  Dolphin,  with  others. 

Confi.  TutJ  have  the  bett  Armour  of  the  World :  would it  were  day. 

Orl.  You  have  an  excellent  Armour :  but  let  my  Horfe have  his  due. 

Confi.  It  is  the  bett  Horfe  of  Europe. 
Orl.  Will  it  never  be  Morning  ? 
Dolph.  My  Lord  of  Orleance ,  and  my  Lord  High 

Conftable,  you  talk  of  Horfe  and  Armour  ? 
Orl.  You  are  as  well  provided  of  both,  as  any  Prince  in 

the  World. 

Dolph.  What  a  long  Night  is  this  ?  I  will  not  change 
my  Horfe  with  any  that  treads  but  on  four  patterns: 
ch'ha  :  he  bounds  from  the  Earth,  as  if  his  entrails  were 
hairs  :  le  Cheval  volant,  the  Pegafus,  ches  les  narines  de  feu. 
When  I  beftride  him,  I  foar,  I  am  a  Hawk  :  he  trots 
the  air  :  the  Earth  fings,  when  he  touches  it  :  the  bafeft 
horn  of  his  hoof  is  more  Mufical  than  the  Pipe  of Hermes. 

Orl.  He's  of  the  colour  of  the  Nutmeg. 
Dolph.  And  of  the  heat  of  the  Ginger.  It  is  a  Beaft 

for  Per  feus  :  he  is  Pure  Air  and  Fire  ;  and  the  dull  Ele- 
ments of  Earth  and  Water  never  appear  in  him,  but  on- 

ly in  patient  ttilnefs  while  his  Rider  mounts  him  :  he 
is  indeed  a  Horfe,  and  all  other  Jades  you  may  call 

Beatts. 
Confi.  Indeed  my  Lord,  it  is  a  moft  abfolute  and  ex- 

cellent Florfe. 
Dolph.  It  is  the  Prince  of  Palfrays,  his  Neigh  is  like  the 

bidding  of  a  Monarch,  and  his  Countenance  enforces 
Homage. 

Orl.  No  more,  Coufin. 
Dolph.  Nay,  the  man  hath  no  wit,  that  cannot  from 

the  rifing  of  the  Lark  to  the  lodging  of  the  Lamb,  vary1 
deferved  praife  on  my  Palfray  :  it  is  a  Theme  as  fluent 
as  the  Sea  :  Turn  the  Sands  into  eloquent  tongues,  and 

my  Horfe  is  argument  for  them  all  :  'tis  a  fubject  for  a 
Sovereign  to  reafon  on,  and  for  a  Soveraigns  Sovereign 
to  ride  on  :  And  for  the  World,  familiar  to  us,  and  un- 

known, to  lay  a  part  their  particular  Functions ,  and 
wonder  at  him.  I  once  writ  a  Sonnet  in  his  praife  and 

began  thus,  Wonder  of  Nature. 
Orleance.  1  have  heard  a  Sonnet  begin  fo  to  ones 

Mittrefs. Dolph.  Then  did  they  imitate  that,  which  I  compos'd  to 
my  Courfer,  for  my  Horfe  is  my  Mittrefs. 

Orl.  Your  Mittrefs  bears  well. 

Dolph.  Me  well,  which  is  the  prefcript  praife  and  psr- 
feclion  of  a  good  and  particular  Miftrels. 

Confi.  Nay,  for  me  thought  yefterday  your  Mittrefs 
fhrewdly  fhook  your  back. 

Dolph.  So  perhaps  did  yours. 
Corfi.  Mine  was  not  bridled. 
Dolph.  O  then  belike  fhe  was  old  and  gentle,  and  you 

rode  like  a  Kerne  ol  Ireland,  your  French  Hofe  off,  and  in 

you  ftrait  Strollers. 
Confi.  You  have  good  judgement  in  Horfemanfhip. 
Dolph.  Be  warn'd  by  me  then  :  they  that  ride  lb,  and 

ride  not  warily,  fall  into  foul  Boggs  :  I  had  rather  have 

my  Horfe  to  my  Mittrefs. 
Const.  I  had  as  lieve  have  my  Mittrefs  a  Jade. 
Dolph.  I  tell  thee,  Conftable,  my  Mittrefs  wears  his 

own  hair. 
Conft.  I  could  make  as  true  a  boaftas  that,  if  I  had  a 

Sow  to  my  Mittrefs. 
Dol.  Le  chien  efi  retourne  a  fon  propre  vomijjement ,  eft 

la  levye  lavee  au  bourbier  :  thou  mak'ft  ufe  of  anything. 
Conft.  Yet  do  I  not  ufe  my  Horfe  for  my  Mittrefs,  or 

any  fuch  Proverb,  fo  little  kin  to  the  purpofe. 
Ramb.  My  Lord  Conftable,  the  Armour  that  I  faw  in 

K  k    2  your 
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your  Tent  to  night,  are  thofe  Stars  or  Suns  upon  it  ? 
Conft.  Stars ,  my  Lord. 
Dolph.  Some  of  them  will  fall  to  morrow,  I  hope. 
Conft.  And  yet  my  Sky  fhall  not  want. 
Dolph.  That  may  be,  for  you  bear  a  many  fuperfiuoufly, 

and  'twere  more  Honor  fome  were  away. 

Conft.  Ev'n  as  your  Horfe  bears  your  praifes,  who 
would  trot  as  well,  were  fome  of  your  brags  dif- 
mounted. 

Dolph.  Would  I  were  able  to  load  him  with  his  defert. 
Will  it  never  be  day  ?  I  will  trot  to  morrow  a  mile,  and 
my  way  mail  be  paved  with  Englijh  Faces. 

Conft.  I  will  not  fay  fo,  for  fear  I  mould  be  fac't  out 
of  my  way  :  but  I  would  it  were  morning,  for  1  would  fain 
be  about  the  Ears  of  the  Enghfti. 

Ramb.  Who  will  go  Hazard  with  me  for  twenty 
Prifoners  ? 

Conft.  You  mull  firft  go  your  felf  to  hazard,  e're  you 
have  them. 

Dolph.  'Tis  Mid-night,  Pie  go  arm  my  felf.  [Exit. 
Orl.  The  Dolphin  longs  for  morning. 
Ramb.  He  longs  to  eat  the  Engliftj. 
Conft.  I  think  he  will  eat  all  he  kills. 

Orl.  By  the  white  Hand  of  my  Lady,  he's  a  gallant Prince. 

Conft.  Swear  by  her  Foot,  that  me  may  tread  out  the 
Oath. 

Orleance.  He  is  fimply  the  moll  active  Gentleman  of 
France. 

Conft.  Doing  is  activity,  and  he  will  (till  be  doing. 
Orl.  He  never  did  harm,  that  I  heard  of. 
Conft.  Nor  will  do  none  to  morrow  :  he  will  keep  that 

good  Name  ftill. 
Orl.  I  know  him  to  be  valiant. 

Conft.  I  was  told  that,  by  one  that  knows  him  better 
than  you- 

Orl.  What's  he  ? 

Conft.  Marry,he  told  me  fo  himfelf,  and  he  faid  he  car'd not  who  knew  it. 
Orleance.  He  needs  not,  it  is  no  hidden  virtue  in  him. 

Conft.  By  my  faith,  Sir,  but  it  is :  never  any  body  faw 

it,  but  his  Lacquey  :  'tis  a  hooded  Valour,  and  when  it 
appears ,  it  will  bate. 

Orl.  Ill  will  never  faid  well. 

Conft.  I  will  cap  that  Proverb  with,  There  is  flattery 
in  friendfhip. 

Orl.  And  I  will  take  up  than  with,  Give  the  Devil  his  due. 

Conft.  Well  plac'd  :  there  ftands  your  Friend  for  the 
Devil :  have  at  the  very  Eye  of  that  Proverb  with ,  A 
Pox  of  the  Devil. 

Orl.  You  are  the  better  at  Proverbs,  by  how  much  a 

Fools  Bolt  is  foon  (hot. 

Conft.  You  have  mot  over. 
Orl.  'Tis  rot  the  firft  time  you  were  over-mot. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mejfen.  My  Lord  high  Conftable,  the  Englifti  lye  within 
fifteen  hundred  paces  of  your  Tents. 

Conft.  Who  hath  meaiur'd  the  ground  ? 
Mef.  The  Lord  Crandpne. 
Conft.  A  valiant  and  molt  expert  Gentleman.  Would  it 

were  day.  Alas  poor  Harry  of  England  :  he  longs  not 
for  the  Dawning,  as  we  do. 

Orl.  What  a  wretched  and  peevilh  Fellow  is  this  King 

of  England,  to  mope  with  his  fat-  brain'd  Followers  fo  far 
out  of  his  knowledge. 

Conft.  If  the  Englift)  had  any  apprehenfion,  they  would 
run  away. 

Orl.  That  they  lack  :  for  if  their  Heads  had  any  in- 
tellectual Armour,  they  could  never  wear  any  fuch  heavy 

Head-pieces- 
Ramb.  That  Ifland  of  England  breeds  very  valiant 

Creatures  ;  their  MaftifFs  are  of  unmatchable  cou- 

rage. 
Orleance.  Foclifh  Curs,  that  run  winking  into  the 

mouth  of  a  Ruffian  Bear,  and  have  their  heads  crufh't 

like  rotten  Apples:  you  may  as  well  fay,  that's  a  valiant 
Flea,  that  dare  to  eat  his  breakfaft  on  the  Lip  of  a 

Lyon. 
Conft.  Juft,  juft  :  and  the  men  do  fympathize  with  the 

MaftifFs,  in  robuftious  and  rough  coming  on,  leaving 
their  Wits  with  their  Wives  :  and  then  give  them  great 
Meals  of  Beef,  and  Iron  and  Steel  ;  they  will  eat  like 
Wolves,  and  fight  like  Devils. 

Orl.  I,  but  thzfe  Enghjh  are  fhrewdly  out  of  Beef. 
Conft.  Then  fhall  we  find  tomorrow,  they  have  only 

ftomachs  to  eat,  and  none  to  fight.  Now  is  it  time  to  arm : 

come,  fhall  we  about  it  ? 
Orl.  It  is  now  two  a  Clock  :  but  let  me  fee,  by  ten 

We  fhall  have  each  a  hundred  Englijhmen.         F_  Exeunt. 

Atlas  Tertms. 

Chorus. 

Now  entertain  Conjecture  of  a  time, 
When  creeping  Murmur  and  the  poring  Dark 
Fills  the  wide  Veflel  of  the  Univerfe. 

From  Camp  to  Camp,  through  the  foul  Womb  of  Night 
The  Hum  of  either  Army  ftilly  founds, 
That  the  fixtCentinels  almoft  receive 

The  fecret  Whifpers  of  each  others  Watch. 
Fire  ar.fwers  fire,  and  though  their  paly  flames 

Each  Battel  fees  che  others  umber'd  face. 
Steed  threatens  Steed,  in  high  and  boaftful  Neighs 
Piercing  the  Nights  dull  Ear  :  and  from  the  Tents, 
The  Armourers  accomplifhing  the  Knights, 
With  bufie  Hammers  doling  Rivets  up, 
Give  dreadful  note  of  preparation. 
The  Country  Cocks  do  crow,  the  Clocks  dotowle : 

And  the  third  Hour  of  drowfie  Morning  nam'd, 
Proud  of  theii  Numbers,  and  fecure  in  Soul, 
The  confident  and  over-lufty  French, 
Do  the  low-rated  Englift)  play  at  Dice; 
And  chide  the  creeple-tardy-gated  Night, 
Who  like  a  foul  and  ugly  Witch  doth  limp 
So  tedionfly  away.  The  poor  condemned  Englifti^ 
Like  Sacrifices,  by  their  watchful  Fires 
Sit  patiently,  and  inly  ruminate 
The  Mornings  danger,  and  their  gefture  fad, 
Invefting  lank-lean  Cheeks,  and  War-worn  Coats, 
Prefented  them  unto  the  gazing  Moon 
So  many  horrid  Ghofts.  O  now  who  will  behold 

The  Royal  Captain  of  this  ruin'd  Band Walking  from  Watch  to  Watch,  from  Tent  to  Tent 

Let  him  cry,  Praife  and  Glory  on  his  Head  • 
For  forth  he  goes,  and  vifits  all  his  Hoft, 
Bids  them  good  morrow  with  a  modeft  Smile, 
And  calls  them  Brothers,  Friends,  and  Countrymen. 

Upon  this  Royal  Face  there  is  no  note, 
How  dread  an  Army  hath  enrounded  him; 
Nor  doth  he  dedicate  one  jot  of  Colour 

Unto  the  weary  and  all-watched  Night : 
But  frefhly  looks,  and  over-bears  Attaint, 
With  chearful  femblance,  and  fweet  Majefty  : 
That  every  Wretch,  pining  and  pale  before, 
Beholding  him,  plucks  comfort  from  his  Looks. 
A  Largefs  univerlal,  like  the  Sun, 
His  liberal  Eye  doth  give  to  every  one, 

Thawing  cold  fear,  that  mean  and  gentle  all 
Behold,  as  may  unworthinefs  define, 
A  lirtle  touch  of  Harry  in  the  Night, 
And  fo  our  Scene  muft  to  the  Battel  flie  : 

Where,  O  for  pity,  we  fhall  much  difgrace, 
With  four  or  five  moft  vile  and  ragged  foils 

(  Right  ill  difpos'd,  in  brawl  ridiculous  J 
The  Name  of  Agincowt.  Yet  fit  and  fee, Minding 
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Minding  true  things,  by  what  their  Mock'ries  be.   f_  Exit. 

Enter  the  King ,  Bedford,  and  Gloucefter. 

King.  Glofter,  'tis  true  that  we  are  in  great  danger, 
The  greater  therefore  fhould  our  Courage  be. 
Good  morrow,  Brother  Bedford  :  God  Almighty, 
There  is  fbme  foul  of  goodnefs  in  things  evil, 
Would  men  obfervingly  diftil  it  out. 
For  our  bad  Neighbour  makes  us  early  ftirrers, 
Which  is  both  healthful,  and  good  husbandry, 
Befides,  they  are  our  outward  Confidences, 
And  Preachers  to  us  all  ,  admonifhing, 
That  we  Ihould  drefs  us  fairly  for  our  end. 

Thus  may  we  gather  Honey  from  the  Weed? 
And  make  a  Moral  of  the  Devil  himfelf. 

Enter  Erpingham. 

Good  morrow,  old  Sir  Thomas  Erpingham : 
A  good  foft  Pillow  for  thatgopd  white  Head, 
Were  better  than  a  churlifli  turf  of  France. 

_  Erpng.  Not  fo  my  Liege,  this  Lodging  likes  me  better, 
Since  1  may  fay,  now  lye  I  like  a  King. 

King.  'Tis  good  for  men  to  love  their  prefent  pain, 
Upon  Example,  fo  the  Spirit  is  eafed : 
And  when  the  Mind  is  quickned,  out  of  doubt 
The  Organs ,  though  defunct  and  dead  before, 
Break  up  their  drowfie  Grave,  and  newly  move 
With  cafted  flough,  and  frefh  celerity, 
Lend  me  thy  Cloak,  Sir  Thomas  :  Brothers  both. 
Commend  me  to  the  Princes  in  our  Camp. : 
Do  my  Good  morrow  to  them,  and  anon 
Defire  them  all  to  my  Pavilion. 

Glofter.  We  mail,  my  Liege. 
Erping.  Shall  I  attend  your  Grace? 
King.  No,  my  good  Knight : . 

Go  with  my  Brothers  to  my  LordS  of  EngUnd ; 
I  and  my  Bofom  muft  debate  a  while, 
And  then  I  would  no  other  company. 

Erpng.  The  Lord  in  Heaven  blefs  thee,  Noble  Harry. 

[Exeunt, 
King.  God  a  mercy  old  Heart,thou  fpeak'ft  chearfully. 

Enter  Piftol, 

Pifi.  Che  vous  la} 
King.  A  Friend,  . 
Pifi.  Difcufs  unto  me ,  .  art  thou  Ohncer,  or  art  thou 

bale,  common,  and  popular  f 
King.  Iam  Gentleman  of  a  Company. 
Pift.  TrayPft  thou  the  puifTant  Pike  ? 
King.  Even  fo  :  what  are  you  ?  • 
Pifi.  As  good  a  Gentleman,  as  the  Emperour. 
King.  Then  you  are  better  than  the  King. 

Pisl.  The  King's  a  Bawcock,  and  a  Heart  of  Gold,  a 
Lad  of  Life,  an  lmpe  of  Fame,  of  Parents  good,  of  Fill: 
moft  valiant :  I  kifs  his  dirty  moo,  and  from  heartftring  1 
love  the  lovely  Bully.  What  is  thy  Name  ? 

King.  Harry  le  Roy. 
P.  Le  Roy  ?  a  CornifhName :  art  thou  of  Cornilh  Crew  ? 
King.  No,  I  am  a  Wekhman. 

Pifi,  Know'ft  thou  Fluelien? 
King.  Yes. 
Pifi.  Tell  him,  Pie  knock  his  Leek  about  his  Pate  upon 

S.  Davies  day. 
King.  Do  not  you  wear  your  Dagger  in  your  Cap  that 

day,  left  he  knock  that  about  yours. 
Ptft.  Art  thou  his  Friend  ? 

King.  And  his  Kinfman  too. 
Pifi.  The  Figo  for  thee  then. 
King.  I  thank  you  :  God  be  with  you. 

Pift.  My  name  is  Pifiol  call'd.  t 
King.  It  forts  well  with  your  fiercenefs. 

f_  Manet  King. 

Enter  Fluelien  and  Gower. 

dower.  Captain  Fluelien. 
Flu.  'So,  in  the  Name  of  Jefu  Chrill,  fpeak  fewer:  it 

is  the  greateft  admiration  in  the  univerfal  World,  when 
the  true  and  auncient  Prerogatifes  and  Laws  of  the  Wars 
is  not  kept  :  if  you  would  take  the  pains  but  to  examine 
the  Wars  of  Pompcy  the  Great,  you  Ihall  find,  I  warrant 
you,  that  there  is  no  tiddle  taddle  ,  nor  pibble  babble 
in  Pompcy\  Camp  :  1  warrant  you,  you  mall  find  the 
Ceremonies  of  the  Wars,  and  the  Cares  of  it,  and  the 
Forms  of  it ,  and  the  Sobriety  of  it,  and  the  Modcfty  of 
it,  to  be  otherwife. 

Gower.  Why  the  Enemy  is  loud,  your  hear  him  all 

Night. 
.  Fllt-  if  the  Enemy  is  an  Afs  and  a  Fool,  and  a  pra- ting Coxcomb  ;  is  it  meet,  think  you,  that  we  fhould 

alfo,  look  you,  be  an  Afs,  and  a  Fool,  and  a  prating  Cox- 
comb, in  your  own  confeience  now  ? 

Gow.  I  will  fpeak  lower. 
Flu.  I  pray  you,  and  befeech  you,  that  you  will.    £  Exit. 
Kmg.  Though  it  appear  a  little  out  of  fafhicn, 

There  is  much  Care  and  Valour  in  this  Wtlchman. 

Enter  three  Souldiers ,  John  Bates,  Alexander  Court  and Michael  Williams. 

Conn.  Brother  John  Bates ,  is  not  that  the  Morning 
which  breaks  yonder  ? 

Bates.  I  think  it  be  :  but  we  have  no  great  caufe  to 
defire  the  approach  of  day. 

Williams.  We  fee  yonder  the  beginning  of  the  day,  but 
I  think  we  (hall  never  fee  the  end  ol  it.  Who  goes 

there  ?  
& 

King.  A  Friend, 
Will.  Under  what  Captain  ferve  you  ? 
King.  Under  Sir  John  Erpingham. 
Will.  A  good  old  Commander,  and  a  moft  kind  Gen- 

tleman :  I  pray  you,  what  thinks  he  of  our  eftate  ? 
King.  Even  as  men  wrack't  upon  a  Sand,  that  look  to 

be  wafh't  off  the  next  Tide. 
Bates.  He  hath  not  told  his  thought  to  the  King  ? 
King.  No  :  nor  it  is  not  meet  he  fhould  :  for  though 

I  fpeak  it  to  you,  I  think  the  King  is  but  a  man,  as  I  am 
the  Violet  fmellsto  him,  as  it  doth  to  me  •  the  Element 
fhews  to  him,  as  it  doth  to  me  all  his  fenfes  have  but 
humane  Conditions  :  his  Ceremonies  laid  by,  in  his  Na- 
kednefs  he  appears  but  a  man  ;  and  though  his  afflftiom 
are  higher  mounted  than  ours,  yet  when  they  ftoop,  they 
ftoop  wiih  the  like  wing  •  therefore,  when  he  fees  nafon 
of  fears,  as  we  do  i  his  fears,  cut  of  doubt,  b^of  the  fame 
relifn  as  ours  are  :  yet  in  reafon,  no  man  fhould  pofTefs 
him  with  any  appearance  of  fear  ;  left  he,  by  fhewingiri 
fhould  dishearten  his  Army. 

Bates.  He  may  mew  what  outward  courage  he  will: 
but,  I  believe  as  cold  a  Nig!  t  as  'tis,  he  could  wi(h  him[ feififi  Thames  up  to  the  Neck  ;  and  fo  1  would  he  were 
and  I  by  him,  at  all  adventures,  fo  we  were  quit  here. 
.K'^-.By  my  troth,  1  will  fpeak  my  confeience  of  the 

King  :  I  think  he  would  not  wifh  himfelf  any  where,  but 
where  he  is. 
^  Bates.  Then  would  he  were  here  alone  ;  fo  fhould  Ik  be 
furc  to  be  ranfomed,  2nd  a  many  poor  mens  lives  faved. 

King.  I  dare  fay,  you  love  him  not  fo  ill,  to  wiih  him 
here  alone  s   howfoever  you  fpeak  this  to  feel  other 
mens  minds ,    mcthinks  1  could  not  dye  any  where  fo 
contented,  as  in  the  Kings  company  ;  his  Caufe  being  juft 
and  his  Quarrel  honorable. 

Will.  That's  more  than  we  know. 
Bates.  I,  or  more  than  we  fhould  feck  after  ,  for  we 

know  enough,  if  we  know  we  are  the  King's  Subjects  : 
if  his  Caufe  be  wrong,  our  Obedience  to  the  King  wipec 
the  Crime  of  it  out  of  us. 

K  k     3  Williams. 
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M  Miams.  But  it  the  Caufe  be  net  good,  the  King  him- 
felf  hath  a  heavy  Reckoning  to  make,  when  all  thofe 

Legs,  and  Arms,  and  Heads  chop't  off  in  a  Battel,  (hall 
joyn  together  at  the  latter  day,  and  cry  all,  We  dyed 
at  inch  ft  place,  tome  (wearing,  fome  crying  for  a  Sur- 

geon •,  fome  upon  their  Wives  left  poor  behind  them  ; 
ibme  upon  the  Debts  they  ow,  fome  upon  their  Chil- 

dren rawly  left  :  I  am  afear'd,  there  are  few  die  well, 
that  die  in  Battel  :  for  how  can  they  charitably  difpofe 
of  any  thing-,  when  Blood  is  their  argument  ?  Now,  if 
thefe  men  do  not  die  well,  it  will  be  a  black  matter  for 

the  King,  that  led  them  to  it-,  whom  to  difobey,  were 
again  It  all  proportion  of  fabjeetron. 

King.  So,  if  a  Son,  that  is  by  his  Father  fent  about 
Merchandize,  do  (7 a  fully  mifcarry  upon  the  Sea  •,  the  im- 

putation of  his  wickednds,  by  your  Rule,  Ihould  be  im- 
pofed  upon  his  Father,  that  lint  him  :  or  if  a  Servant,  un- 

der his  Mailer's  command,  tranfporting  a  fum  of  Mo- 
ney, be  alfaikd  by  Robbers,  and  die  in  many  irreconcil'd 

Iniquities  j  you  may  call  the  bulinefs  of  the  Mailer  the 
Author  of  the  Servants  damnation  :  but  this  is  not  fo:, 
The  King  is  not  bound  to  anfwer  the  particular  endings 
of  his  Souldiers,  the  Facher  of  his  Son,  nor  the  Mailer 

of  his  Servant  •,  for  they  purpofe  not  their  Death,  when 
they  purpofe  their  Services.  Belldes,  there  is  no  King,  be 
his  Caufe  nevr  fo  fpotlefs,  if  it  come  to  the  arbitre- 
ment  of  Swords,  can  try  it  out  with  all  unfpotted  Soul- 

diers: fome  (peradventure)  have  on  them  the  guilt  of 
premeditated  and  contrived  Murther  y  fome,  of  begui- 

ling Virgins  with  the  broken  Seals  of  Perjury  \  fome, 
making  the  Wars  their  bulwark,  that  have  before  go- 

red the  gentle  Bofom  of  Peace  with  Pillage  and  Robbe- 
rie.  Now  if  thefe  men  have  defeated  the  Law,  and  out- 

run Native  punilhment ;  though  they  can  out-ftrip  men, 
they  have  no  wings  to  Hie  from  God.  War  is  his  Bea- 

dle, War  is  his  Vengeance  :  fo  that  here  men  are  pu- 
nifh't,  for  before  breach  of  the  Kings  Laws,  in  now 
the  Kings  Quarrel  :  where  they  feared  the  death,  they 
have  born  life  away  and  where  they  would  be  fafe, 
they  perifh.  Then  if  they  die  unprovided,  no  more  is 
the  King  guilty  of  their  damnation,  than  he  was  before 
guilty  of  thofe  Impieties,  for  the  which  they  are  now 
wilted.  Every  Subjects  Duty  is  the  Kings,  but  every 
Subje£ts  Soul  is  his  own.  Therefore  mould  every 
Souldier  in  ti  e  Wars,  as  every  fick  man  in  his  Bed, 
wafn  every  Moth  out  of  his  Confcience  :  and  dying  fo, 

Death  is  to  him  advantage  •,  or  not  dying,  the  time 
was  blcfledly  loft,  wh-rein  fuch  preparation  was  gained  j 
and  in  him  that  elcape?,  it  were  not  fin  to  think,  that 
makiag  God  fo  free  an  offer,  he  let  him  outlive  that 
day,  to  fee  his  Greatnefs,  and  to  teach  others  how  they 

fhou-ld  prepare. 
Will.  'Tis  certain,  every  man  that  dyes  ill,  the  ill  is 

upon  his  own  head,  the  King  is  not  to  anfwer  for  it. 
Bates.  I  do  not  delire  he  fhculd  anfwer  for  me,  and 

yet  I  determine  to  fight  lultily  for  him. 
King.  I  my  felf  heard  the  King  fay,  he  would  not  be 

ranfom'd. 
Will-  I,  he  faid  ie,  to  make  us  fight  chearfully :  but 

when  our  throats  are  cut,  he  may  be  ranfom'd,  and  we 
ne're  the  wifer. 

King.  If  L  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  never  truft  his  word 
after. 

Will.  You  pay  him  then  :  that's  a  perilous  fhot  our 
of  an  Elder-Gun,  that  a  poor  and  private  difpleafure  can 
do  againft  a  Monarch  :  you  may  as  well  go  about  to 
turn  the  Sun  to  Ice,  wkh  fanning  in  his  Face  with  a 

Peacocks  Feather  :  You'll  never  truft  his  word  after  ! 
come,  'tis  a  fcolifh  faying. 

King.  Your  reproof  is  fomething  too  round,  I  Ihould 
be  angry  with  you,  if  the  time  convenient. 

Will.  Let  it  be  a  Quarrel  between  us,  if  you  live. 

King,  i  embrace  it. 
Will,  How  ihall  I  know  thee  again  ? 

King.  Give  me  any  Gage  of  thine,  and  I  will  wear  it 

in  my  Bonnet:  Then  if  ever  thou  dar'ft  acknowledge  it 
I  will  make  it  my  Quarrel. 

Will.  Here's  my  Glove  :  Give  me  another  of  thine. 
King.  There. 
Will.  This  will  I  alfo  wear  in  my  Cap:  if  ever  thou 

come  to  me,  and  fay,  after  to  morrow,  This  is  my  Glove 
by  this  Hand  I  will  give  thee  a  box  on  the  ear. 

King.  If  ever  I  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  challenge  it. 

Will.  Thou  dar'ft  as  well  be  hang'd. 
King.  Well.  I  will  do  it,  though  I  take  thee  in  the 

King's  company. 

Will.  Keep  thy  word  :  fare  thee  well. 
Bates.  Be  Friends,  you  Englijfi  Fools,  be  Friends,  we 

have  French  Quarrels  enow,  if  you  could  tell  how  to reckon. 

Exeunt  Souldiers. 

King.  Indeed  the  French  may  lay  twenty  French 
Crowns  to  one,  they  will  beat  us,  for  they  bear  them 
on  their  ihoulders  :  but  i[  is  no  Enghjh  Treafon  to  cut 
French  Crowns,  and  to  morrow  the  King  himfelf  will 
be  a  Clipper. 

Upon  the  King,  let  us,  our  Lives,  our  Souls, 
Our  debts,  our  careful  Wives, 
Our  Children,  and  our  Sins,  lay  on  the  King  ; 
He  mull  bear  all. 
O  hard  Condition,  twin-born  with  Greatnefs, 
Subject  to  the  breath  of  every  Fool,  whofe  fenfe 
No  more  can  feel,  but  his  own  wringing. 
What  infinite  heart-eafe  mull  Kings  neglect 
That  private  men  enjoy  ? 
And  what  have  Kings,  that  Privates  have  not  too 
Save  Ceremony,  fave  general  Ceremony  ? 
And  what  art  thou,  thou  Idol  Ceremony  ? 

What  kind  of  God  art  thou  ?  that  fuffer'ft  more 
Of  mortal  griefs,  than  do  thy  Worlhippers 
What  are  thy  Rents  ?  what  are  thy  Comings  in  ? 
0  Ceremony,  fliew  me  but  thy  worth. 
What  ?  is  thy  Soul  of  Adoration  ? 
Art  thou  ought  elfe  but  Place,  Degree,  and  Form 
Creating  aw  and  fear  in  other  men  ? 
Wherein  thou  art  lefs  happy,  being  fear'd, 
Than  they  in  fearing. 

What  drink'ft  thou  oft,  in  ftead  of  Homage  fweet, 
But  poifon'd  flattery  ?  O,  be  fick,  great  Greatnefs, 
And  bid  thy  Ceremony  give  thee  cure. 
Thinks  thou  the  fiery  Feavtr  will  go  out 
With  titles  blown  from  Adulation  ? 

Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending  ? 
Can'ft  thou,  when  thou  command'ft  the  beggars  knee, Command  the  health  of  it  ?  No,  thou  proud  Dream, 

Thou  play'ft  fo  fubtilly  with  a  King's  Repofe, 
1  am  a  King  that  find  thee--  and  I  know, 
'Tis  not  the  Balm,  the  Scepter,  and  the  Ball, 
The  Sword,  the  Mace,  the  Crown  Imperial, 
The  enter-tiflued  Robe  of  Gold  and  Pearl, 
The  farfed  Title  Tunning  'fore  the  King, 
The  Throne  he  fits  on  :  nor  the  Tide  of  Pomp, 
That  beats  upon  the  high  fhoar  of  this  World  : 

No,  not  all  thefe,  thrice-gorgeous  Ceremonies, 
Not  all  thefe,  laid  in  bed  Majeftical, 
Can  fltep  fo  foundly,  as  the  wretched  Slave  : 

Who  with  a  body  fill'd,  and  vacant  mind, 
Gets  him  to  reft,  cramm'd  with  dillrefsful  bread, 
Never  fees  horrid  Night,  the  Child  of  Hell : 
But  like  a  Lacquey,  from  the  Rife  to  Set, 
Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Pbabus  7  and  all  night 

Sleeps  in  Elyfinm;  next  day  after  dawn, 
Doth  rife  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  Horfe, 
And  follows  fo  the  ever-running  year 
With  profitable  labour  to  his  Grave : 
And  but  for  Ceremony,  fuch  a  Wretch, 
Winding  up  Days  with  toyl,  and  Nights  with  fleep, 
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Had  the  fore-hand  and  vantage  of  a  King. 

The  Slave,  a  Member  of  the  Countries  peace, 

Enjoys  it :  but  in  grofs  brain  little  wots, 
What  watch  the  King  keeps,  to  maintain  the  peace  ; 
Whole  hours  the  Peafant  bell  advantages. 

Enter  Erpingham. 

Erp.  My  Lord,  your  Nobles  jealous  of  your  abfence, 

Seek  through  your  Camp  to  find  you. 
King.  Good  old  Knight,  colled  them  all  together,, 

At  my  Tent :  Pie  be  before  thee. 

Erp.  I  fhall  do't,  my  Lord.  [Exit. 
King.  O  God  of  Battels,  fteel  my  Souldiers  hearts, 

Polftfs  them  not  with  fear :  Take  from  them  now 

The  fenfe  of  reck'ning  of  the  oppofed  numbers : 
Pluck  their  hearts  from  them.    Not  to  day,  O  Lord, 
0  not  to  day,  think  not  upon  the  fault, 
My  Father  made,  in  compatfing  the  Crown. 

Richard's  Body  have  interred  new, 
And  on  it  have  beftowed  more  contrite  tears, 

"han  from  it  ilTued  forced  drops  of  Blood. , 
:ive  hundred  poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay, 
Who  twice  a  day  their  wither'd  hands  hold  up  , 
"oward  Heaven,  to  pardon  blood: 
And  1  have  built  two  Chauntries, 
Where  the  fad  and  folemn  Prielts  fing  ftill 

For  Richard's  Soul.    More  will  I  do  : 
Though  all  that  I  can  do,  is  nothing  worth : 
Since  that  my  Penitence  comes  after  all, 

mploring  Pardon. Enter  Gloucefter. 

Clone.  My  Liege. 

King.  My  Brother  GloucefterHvoKt  ? 

know  thy  errand,  1  will  go  with  thee  :• 
The  day,  my  Friend,  and  all  things  ftay  for  me. 

Enter,  the  Dolphin,  Orleance,  Ramburs, 
and  Beaumont- 

Orleance.  The  Sun  doth  gild  our  Armour,  up,  my 
Lords. 

Dolph.  Monte  Cheval :  My  Horfe,  Valet  Lacquay :  Ha  . 
Orl.  Oh  brave  Spirit ! 
Dolph.  Via  les  ewes  &  terre. 
:  Orl.  Rien  puis  le  air  &  feu. 
Dolph.  Oe»,  Coufin  Orleance,  [JEnter  Conftable. 

Now  my  Lord  Conftable  ? 

Conft  Heark  how  our  Steeds  for  prefent  fervice 
neigh. 

Dolph.  Mount  them,  and  make  incifion  in  their  Hides, 
That  their  hot  blood  may  fpin  in  EngUjh  eye?, 
And  doubt  them  with  fuperfluous  courage :  ha. 
Ram.  W  hat,  will  you  have  them  weep  our  Horfes  blood  ? 

How  (hall  we  then  behold  their  natural  tears  ? 

Enter  Meffenger. 

Meffenger.  The  Enghjl]  are  erobattel'd,  you  French Peers. 

Conft.  To  Horfe,  you  gallant  Princes,  ftreight  to  Horfe. 
Do  but  behold  yond  poor  and  ftarved  Band, 
And  your  fair  fhew  fhall  fuck  away  their  Souls, 
Leaving  them  but  the  lhales  and  husks  of  men. 
There  is  not  work  enough  for  all  our  hands. 
Scarce  blood  enough  in  all  their  lickly  Veins,, 
To  give  each  naked  Cur tle-ax  a  ftain, 
That  our  French  Gallants  Ihall  to  day  draw  out, 
And  Iheath  for  lack  of  fport.   Let  us  but  blow  on  them. 

The  vapour  of  our  Valour  will  o're-turn  them. 

'Tis  pofttive  'gainft  all  exception,  Lords, 
That  our  fuperfluous  Laequies,  and  our  Peafants, 
Who  in  unnecelfary  action  fwarm 
About  our  Squares  of  Battel,  were  enow 

To  purge  this  Field  of  fuch  a  hilding  Foe  ; 
Though  we  upon  this  Mountains  Balis  by, 
Took  ftand  for  idle  fpeculation  : 

But  that  our  Honours  mult  not.  What's  to  fay  ? 
A  very  little  little  let  us  do, 

And  all  is  done  :  then  let  the  Trumpets  found 
The  Tucket  Sonuance,  and  the  Note  to  mount  : 
For  our  approach  fhall  fo  much  dare  the  Field, 
That  England  fhall  couch  down  in  fear,  and  yeild. 

Enter  Graundpree. 

Graund.  Why  do  you  ftay  fo  long,  my  Lords  of  France  ? 
Yond  Ifland  Carrions,  defperate  of  their  Bones, 
Ill-favour'dly  become  the  Morning  Field  : 
Their  ragged  Curtains  poorly  are  let  loofe, 
And  our  air  fhakes  them  pairing  fcornfully. 

Big  Mars  feems  banqu'rout  in  their  begger'd  Holt, 
And  faintly  through  a  rufty  Bever  peeps, 
The  Horfemen  fit  like  fixed  Candlefticks, 

With  Torch-ftaves  in  their  hand  :  and  their  poor  Jades 
Lob  down  their  heads,  drooping  the  hide  and  hips  : 
The  Gum  down  roping  from  their  pale-dead  eyes, 
And  in  their  pale  dull  Mouths  the  Jymold  Bitt 

Lyes  foul  with  chaw'd  grafs,  ftill  and  motionlefs, 
And  their  Executors,  the  knavilh  Crows, 

Flye  o're  them  all,  impatient  for  their  hour. 
Description  cannot  fuit  it  felf  in  words, 
To  demonftrate  the  Life  of  fuch  a  Battel, 
In  life  fo  livelefs,  as  it  Ihews  it  felf. 

Conft.  They  have  faid  their  Prayers, 
And  they  ftay  for  death. 

Dol.  Shall  we  go  fend  them  Dinners,  and  frelh  Sutes, 
Aud  give  their  falling  Horfes  Provender, 
And  after  fight  with  them  ? 

Conft.  I  ftay  but  for  my  Guard:  on 
To  the  Field,  I  will  the  Banner  from  a  Trumpet  take, 
And  ufe  it  for  my  hafte.  Come,  come  away, 

The  Sun  is  high,  and  we  out-wear  the  day.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Gloucefter,  Bedford,  Exeter,  Erpingham  with 
all  his  Hoft :  Salisbury,  and  Weftmerlaud. 

Glouceft.  Where  is  the  King  ? 
Bedf.  The  King  himfelf  is  rode  to  view  their  Battel. 
Weft.  Of  fighting  men  they  haue  full  threefcore  thou- 

fand. 
Ez.c.  There's  five  to  one,  befides  they  all  are  frefh. 
Salisb.  Gods  Arm  ftrike  with  us, 'tis  a  fearful  odds. 

God  buy'  you  Princes  all   Pie  to  my  Charge: 
if  we  no  more  meet,  'till  we  meet  in  Heaven  ; 
Then  joyfully,  my  Noble  Lord  of  Bedford, 
My  dear  Lord  Gloucefter,  and  my  good  Lord  Exeter , 
And  my  kind  Kinfman,  Warriors  all,  adieu. 

Bed.  FareweL,  good  Salisbury,  and  good  luck  go  with 
And  yet  I  do  thee  wrong,  to  mind  thee  of  it,  fthee: 

For  thou  art  fam'd  of  the  firm  truth  of  Valour, 
Exe.  Farewel,  kind  Lord  :  fight  valiantly  to  day. 
Bed.  He  is  as  full  of  valour  as  of  kindnefs, 

Princely  in  both. Enter  the  King. 

Weft.  O  that  we  now  had  here 
But  one  ten  thoufand  of  thofe  men  in  England? 
That  do  no  work  to  day. 

King.  What's  he  that  wifhes  fo  ? 
My  Coufin  Weftmerland.  No,  my  fair  Coufin 
If  we  are  markt  to  die,  we  are  enow 
To  do  our  Countrey  lofs :  and  if  to  live, 

The  fewer  men,  the  greater  lhare  of  Honour. 
Gods  will,  I  pray  thee  wifti  not  one  man  more. 
By  Jove,  I  am  not  covetous  for  Gold, 
Nor  care  I,  who  doth  feed  upon  my  coft  : 
It  yerns  me  not,  if  men  my  Garments  wear  ; 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  defires. 
But  if  it  be  a  fin  to  covet  Honour, 

ii 
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I  am  the  moft  offending  Soul  alive. 

No  'faith,  my  Couze,  with  not  a  man  from  England : 
God's  peace,  I  would  not  lofe  fo  great  an  Honour, 
As  one  man  more  me-thinks  would  fhare  from  me, 
For  the  belt  hope  I  have.  O,  do  not  wifh  one  more  : 
Rather  proclaim  it  (  Weftmerland  )  through  my  Hoft  j 
That  he  which  hath  no  ftomack  to  this  Fight, 
Let  him  depart,  his  Pafport  fhall  be  made, 
And  Crowns  for  Convoy  put  into  his  Purfe  : 

We  would  not  die  in  that  man's  company, 
That  fears  his  fellowship,  to  die  with  us. 

This  day  is  call'd  the  Feaft  of  Crifpian : 
He  that  out-lives  this  day,  and  comes  fafe  home* 
Will  ftand  a  tip-toe  when  this  day  is  named, 
And  rouze  him  at  the  Name  of  Crifpian  » 
He  that  fhall  fee  this  day,  and  live  old  age, 
Will  yearly  on  the  Vigil  feaft  his  Neighbours, 
And  fay  to  morrow  is  Saint  Crifpian  : 
Then  will  he  ftrip  his  fleeve,  and  fhew  his  Scars : 
Old  men  forget  \  yet  all  (hall  not  be  forgot : 

But  he'll  remember,  with  advantages, 
What  feats  he  did  that  day.  Then  fhall  our  Names, 
Familiar  in  his  mouth  as  houfhold  words, 
Harry  the  King,  Bedford  and  Exeter, 
WarwickjaXiA  Talbot,  Salisbury  and  Gloucefter^ 
Be  in  their  flowing  Cups  frefhly  remembred. 
This  ftory  fhall  the  good  man  teach  his  Son : 

And  Criffw  Crifpian  mail  ne're  go  by, 
From  this  day  to  the  ending  of  the  World, 
But  we  in  it  fhall  be  remembred  ; 

We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  Brothers  • 
For  he  to  day  that  fheds  his  blood  with  me, 

Shall  be  my  Brother  :  be  he  ne're  fo  vile. 
This  day  mall  gentile  his  condition. 
And  Gentlemen  in  England  now  a-bed, 
Shall  think  themfelves  accursM  they  were  not  here  j 
And  hold  their  Manhoods  cheap,  whiles  any  fpeaks, 

That  fought  with  us  upon  Saint  Crifpian*  s  day. Enter  Salisbury. 

Sal.  My  Soveraign  Lord,  beftow  your  felf  with  fpeed : 
The  French  are  bravely  in  their  Battels  fet, 
And  will  with  all  expedience  charge  on  us. 

King.  All  things  are -ready,  if  our  minds  be  fo. 
Wefi.  Perifh  the  man,  whofe  mind  is  backward  now. 

King.  Thou  do'ft  not  wifh  more  help  from  England, 
Couze  ? 

Weft.  God  will,  my  Liege,  would  you  and  I  alone, 
Without  more  help  could  fight  this  Royal  Battel. 

King.  Why  now  thou  haft  unwifht  five  thoufand  men : 
Which  likes  me  better,  than  to  wifh  us  one. 
You  know  your  places  :  God  be  with  you  all. 

Tucl<et.  Enter  Mont  joy. 

Man.  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee,  King  Harry-, 
If  for  thy  Ranfom  thou  wilt  now  compound, 
Before  thy  moft  aflured  Overthrow : 
For  certainlv,  thou  art  fo  near  the  Gulf, 
Thou  needs  muft  be  englutted.   Befides,  in  mercy 
The  Conftable  defires  thee,  thou  wilt  mind 

Thy  Followers  of  Repentance  j  that  their  Souls 
May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  fweet  Retire 
From  off  thefe  Fields:where  (Wretches)  their  poor  Bodies 
Muft  lye  and  fefter. 

King.  Who  hath  fent  thee  now  ? 
Mon.  The  Conftable  of  France. 

King.  I  pray  thee  btar  my  former  Anfwer  back : 
Bid  them  aichieve  me,  and  then  fell  my  Bones. 
Good  God  !  why  fhould  they  mock  poor  Fellows  thus? 

The  man  that  once  did  fell  the  Lyon's  skin 
While  the  beaft  liv'd,  was  kill'd  with  hunting  him. 
And  many  of  our  Bodies  fhall  no  doubt 
Find  Native  Graves :  upon  the  which,  I  truft 
Shall  witnefs  live  in  Brafs  of  this  days  work. 
And  thofe  that  leave  their  valiant  Bones  in  France, 

Dying  like  men,  though  buried  in  your  Dunghills, 
They  fhall  be  fam'd  •  for  there  the  Sun  fhall  greet  them 
And  draw  their  Honours  reeking  up  to  Heaven, 
Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choak  your  Clime, 
The  fmell  whereof  fhall  breed  a  Plague  in  France. 
Mark  then  abounding  valour  in  our  Englijh : 
That  being  dead,  like  to  the  Bullets  graling, 
Break  out  into  a  fecond  courfe  of  mifchief, 
Killing  in  relapfe  of  Mortality. 
Let  me  fpeak  proudly :  Tell  the  Conftable, 
We  are  but  Warriors  for  the  working  day  : 

Our  Gaynefs  and  our  Gilt  are  all  be-ftnircht 
With  rainy  Marching  in  the  painful  Field. 

T  here's  not  a  piece  of  Feather  in  our  Hoft : 
Good  argument  (I  hopej  we  will  not  flie  -* 
And  time  hath  worn  us  into  flovenry. 
But  by  the  Mafs,  our  hearts  are  in  the  trim  : 

And  my  poor  Souldiers  tell  me,  yet  e're  night, 
They'le  be  in  frefher  Robes,  or  they  will  pluck 
The  gay  new  Coats  o're  the  French  Souldiers  heads, 
And  turn  them  out  of  fervice.    If  they  do  this, 
As  if  God  pleafe,  they  fhall  j  my  Ranfom  then 
Will  foon  be  levyed. 
Herald,  fave  thou  thy  labour  : 
Come  thou  no  more  for  Ranfom,  gentle  Herald, 
They  fhall  have  none,  I  fwear,  but  thefe  my  Joynts: 

Which  if  they  have  as  I  will  leave  'um  them, 
Shall  yield  them  little,  tell  the  Conftable. 

Mon.  I  fhall,  King  Harry.    And  fo  fare  thee  well: 
Thou  never  fhalt  hear  Herald  any  more.  [Exit. 

King.  I  fear  thou  wilt  once  more  come  again  for  a 
Ranfom. 

,  Enter  York. 
Tort.  My  Lord,  moft  humbly  on  my  knee  I  beg 

The  leading  of  the  Vaward. 
King.  Take  it,  brave  Tork^. 

Now  Souldiers  march  away  ; 

And  how  thou  pleafeft,  God,  difpofe  the  day.  {Exeunt; 
Alarum.  Excursions. 

Enter  Piftol,  French  Souldier,  Boy. 

Pift.  Yield  Cur. 
French.  Je  penfe  que  vous  eftes  le  Gentil.home  de  bone 

qualite'. 

Pift.  Quality  calmy  culture  me.  Art  thou  a  Gentle- 
man ?  what  is  thy  Name  ?  difcufs. 

French.  O  Seigneur  Dieu. 

Pift.  O  Signieur  Dewe  fhould  be  a  Gentleman :  per- 
pend my  words  O  Signieur  Dew,  and  mark  :  O  Signieur 

Dewe,  thou  dyeft  on  point  of  Fox,  except  O  Signieur 
thou  do  give  to  me  egregious  Ranfom. 

French.  O  prennez.  mifencorde  ayez.  pitie  de  moy. 
Pift.  Moy  fhall  not  ferve,  I  will  have  forty  Moyes : 

for  I  will  fetch  thy  rym  out  at  thy  Throat,  in  drops 
of  Crimfon  blood. 

French.  Eft-il  impojfibile  d?efchapper  la  force  de  ton  bras. 
Pift.  Brafs,  Cur  ?  thou  damned  and  luxurious  Moun- 

tain Goat,  orfer'ft  me  Brafs  ? French.  O  pardonne  moy. 

Pift.  Say'ft  thou  me  fo  ?  is  that  a  Ton  of  Moyes  ? 
Come  hither  Boy,  ask  me  this  Slave  in  French  what  is his  Name. 

Boy.  EfcQKte  comment  eftes  vous  appelle  ? 
French.  Monfieur  le  Fer. 

Boy.  He  fays  his  name  is  Mr:  Fen 

m  Pift.  Mr.  Fer :  Pie  fer  him,  and  firk  him,  and  ferret him :  difcufs  the  fame  in  French  unto  him. 

Boy .  I  do  not  know  the  French  for  fer,  and  ferret,  anc 

firk. 

Pift.  Bid  him  prepare,  for  I  will  cut  his  throat. 
French.  Que  dtt-il  Monfieur  ? 

Boy.  J  I  me  commande  de  vous  dire  que  vous  vous  te> 
niez,  pre  ft,  car  ce  foldat  icy  eft  difpofee  tout  aft  we  <4 

coupe 
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confer  voftre  gorge. 

Pift.  Owy,  cuppele  gorge  parmafoy  pefant,  unlefs 

thou  give  me  Crowns,  brave  Crowns,  or  mangled  fhalt 

thou  be  by  this  my  Sword. 

French.  O  Je  votts  fulfil e  pour  /'  amour  de  Bteit  :  me 

pardonntr,  Je  fuis  Genttlhome  de  bonne  maifon,  gar  de  ma 

vie,  &  Je  vous  donner  ay  deux  cents  efcus. 

Pift.  What  are  his  words  ? 

Boy.  He  prays  you  to  fave  his  life,  he  is  a  Gentleman 

of  a  good  houfe,  and  for  his  Ranfom  he  will  give  you  two 
hundred  Crowns. 

Tift.  Tell  him  my  fury  mall  abate,  and  I  the  Crowns 
will  take. 

French.  Petit  Monfteur  que  dit-ill  ? 

Boy.  Encore  qu>il  eft  contre  [on  Jurement ,  de  par  don- 
ner aucun  prifonnier  :  neant  morns  pour  les  efcus  que  vous 

luy  promittez.,  tl  eft  content  de  vous  donner  U  liberte  de 
franchise. 

Fre.Sur  mes  genonx  ie  voux  donne  milles  rtmerciement, 

&  ie  me  eftime  heureux  qui  ie  ne  tombe  entre  les  mains 

d>un  Chevalier,  ie  penfe  le  plus  brave,  valiant,  &  tres  de- 

fine Signeur  d?  Angleterre. 
Pift.  Expound  unto  me,  Boy. 

Boy.  He  gives  you  Up0n  his  knees  a  thoufand  thanks, 

and  efteems  himfelf  happy,  that  he  hath  fal'n  into  the 
hands  of  one  (as  he  thinks)  the  moll  brave,  valorous,  and 

thrice-worthy  Signeur  of  England. 

Pift.  As  I  fuck  blood,  I  will  fome  mercy  fhew.  Fol- low me. 

Boy.  Suave  vous  le  grand  Capitain  ! 
I  did  never  know  fo  woful  a  voice  ilTue  from  fo  empty  a 

heart :  but  the  Song  is  true,  the  empty  veff.1  makes  the 

greateft  found.  Bardolf  and  Nim  had  ten  times  more 
Valour  than  this  roaring  Devil  iW  old  Play,  that  every 

one  may  pair  his  nails  with  a  wooden  dagger,  and  they 
are  both  hangM,  and  fo  would  this  be,  if  he  durfl;  Ileal 

any  thing  adventuroufly.  I  muft  flay  with  the  Lackies, 

with  the  luggage  of  our  Camp,  the  French  might  have  a 

good  prey  ot  us,  if  he  knew  of  it,  for  there  is  none  to 

guard  it  but  Boys.  {Exit. 

Enter  Conftable,  Orleance,  Burbon,  Dolphin, 
and  Ramburs. 

Con  .  O  Diable. 

Orl.O  Signeur  le  jour  &  perdia,  tome  &  per  die. 
Dol.  Mort  Dien  ma  vie,  all  is  confounded,  all, 

Reproach,  and  everlafting  fhame 
Sits  mocking  in  our  Plumes.  {A  ft>ort  -Alarum. 
Q  mefchante  fortune,  do  not  run  away. 

Co».  Why,  all  our  Ranks  are  broke. 

Dol.  O  perdurable  fhame,  let's  flab  our  felves : 
Be  thefe  the  W  retches  that  we  play'd  at  Dice  for  ? 

Orl.  Is  this  the  King  we  fent  to,  for  his  Ranfom  ? 
Bur.  Shame,  and  eternal  fhame,  nothing  but  fhame, 

Let  us  flye  in  once  more  back  again, 
And  he  that  will  not  follow  Burbon  now, 

Let  him  go  hence,  and.  with  his  Cap  in  hand 
Like  a  bafe  Pander,  hold  the  Chamber-door, 
Whilft  by  a  bafe  Slave,  no  gentler  than  my  Dog, 
His  faireft  Daughter  is  contaminated. 

Con.  Diforder,  that  hath  fpoyi'd  us,  Friend  us  now, 
Let  us  on  heaps  go  offer  up  our  lives. 

Orl.  We  are  enow  yet  living'  in  the  Field, 
To  fmother  up  the  EngUJh  in  our  Throngs 
If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

Bur.  The  Devil  take  Order  now,  Tie  to  the  throng  ; 

Let  Life  be  fhort,  elfe  fhame  will  be  too  long.  {Exit. 

'jilarum.    Enter  the  King  and  his  Train, 
with  Prifoners. 

King.  Well  have  we  done,  thrice  valiant  Countrymen, 

But  all's  not  done,  yet  keep  the  French  the  Field. 

i°5__ 

Exe.  The  D-  of  York  commends  him  to  your  Majefty. 

King.  Lives  he,  good  Uncle :  thrice  within  this  hour 
I  faw  him  down  ••  thrice  up  again,  and  fighting, 
From  Helmet  to  the  Spur  all  Blood  he  was. 

Exe.  In  which  array  (brave  Souldier)  doth  he  lye, 
Larding  the  plain :  and  by  his  bloody  fide, 
(Yoak-fellow  to  his  Honour-owing  wounds) 
The  Noble  Earl  of  Suffblk^ilfo  lyes. 

Suffolk^faVt  dyed,  and  York  all  hagled  over 
Comes  to  him,  where  in  gore  he  lay  infteeped, 
And  takes  him  by  the  Beard,  kifTes  the  games 
That  bloodily  did  yawn  upon  his  face. 
He  crys  aloud :  Tarry  my  Coufin  Suffolk^, 
My  Soul  (hall  thine  keep  company  to  Heaven  : 
Tarry  (fweet  Soul )  for  mine,  then  flye  a-breaft : 
As  in  this  glorious  and  well-foughten  Field 
We  kept  together  in  our  Chivalry. 

Upon  thefe  words  I  came,  and  cheer'd  him  up, 
HefmiPd  me  in  the  Face,  caught  me  his  Hand, 
And  with  a  feeble  gripe,  fays,  Dear  my  Lord, 
Commend  my  fervice  to  my  Soveraign ; 
So  did  he  turn,  and  over  Suffolk^  neck 
He  threw  his  wounded  Arm,  and  kiffc  his  lips, 

And  fo  efpous'd  to  death,  with  blood  he  feal'd 
A  Teflament  of  Noble-ending-Love  : 

The  pretty  and  fweet  manner  of  it  fore'd 
Thole  waters  from  me,  which  I  would  have  ftop'd, 
But  I  had  not  fo  much  of  man  in  me, 
And  all  my  Mother  came  into  mine  Eyes, 

And  gave  me  up  to  Tears. 
King.  I  blame  you  not, 

For  hearing  this  I  muft  perforce  compound 
With  mixtf  ul  Eyes,  or  they  will  iflue  too.  {Alarum. 
But  heark,  what  new  alarum  is  this  fame/ 
The  French  have  re-enfore'd  their  fcatter'd  men : 
Then  every  Souldier  kill  his  Prifoners, 
Give  the  word  through. 

ABus  £hartus. 

Enter  Fluellen,  and  Gower. 

Flu.  Kill  the  poyes  and  the  luggage,  'Tis  exprefly 
againft  the  Law  of  Arms,  'tis  as  arrant  a  piece  of  Knave- 

ry, mark  you  now,  as  can  be  offert  in  your  Conference 

now,  is  it  not  ? 
Cove.  'Tis  certain,  there's  not  a  Boy  left  alive,  and  the 

Cowardly  Rafcals  that  ran  away  from  the  Battel,  ha'  don 
this  Slaughter  :  befides,  they  have  burned  and  carried  a- 

way  all  that  was  in  the  King's  Tent,  wherefore  the  King 
moft  worthily  hath  caus'd  every  Souldier  to  cut  his  Pri- 
foner's  throat.    O  'tis  a  gallant  King. 

Flu.  I,  he  was  porn  at  Monmouth,  Captain  Cower  : 

what  call  you  the  Town's  name,  where  Alexander  the 

pig  was  born  ? Gow.  Alexander  the  Great, 

Flue.  Why  I  pray  yon,  is  not  pig,  great  ?  The  pig,  or 

the  great,  or  the  mighty,  or  the  huge,  or  the  magna- 
nimous are  all  one  reckonings,  fave  the  phrafe  is  a  little 

variations. 
Gow.  I  think  Alexander  the  Great  was  born  in 

Macedon,  his  Father  was  called  Philip  of  Macedon,  as  I 

take  it. 
Flu.  I  think  it  is  in  Macedon,  where  Alexander  is 

porn :  I  tell  you  Captain,  if  you  look  in  the  Maps  of 
the  Orld,  I  warrant  you  fall  find  in  the  comparifons  be- 

tween Macedon  and  Monmouth,  that  the  fituations,  look 

you,  is  both  alike.  There  is  a  River  in  Macedon,and  there 

is  alfo  moreover  a  River  at  Monmouth,  it  is  call'd  Wye  at 
Monmouth  -.  but  it  is  out  of  my  prains,  what  is  the  name 
of  the  other  River,  but  'tis  all  one,  'tis  alike  as  my  Fingers 
is  to  my  Fingers,  and  there  is  Salmons  in  both.    If  you 

mark  I 
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mark  Alexander's  life  well,  Harry  of  Monmouth1*,  life  is 
come  after  it  indifferent  well,  for  there  is  Figures  in  all 
things.  Alexander,  God  knows,  and  you  know,  in  his 
rages,  and  his  furies,  and  his  wraths,  and  his  cholers,  and 
his  moods,  and  his  difpleafures,  and  his  indignations, 
and  alfo  being  a  little  intoxicates  in  his  prains,  did  in 
his  Ales  and  his  angers,  ( look  you  )  kill  his  bell  Friend 

Clytus. 
Cow.  Our  King  is  not  like  him  in  that,  he  never  kill'd 

any]  of  his  Friends. 
Flu.  It  is  not  well  done  (  mark  you  now  )  to  take  the 

tales  out  of  my  mouth,  e're  it  is  made  and  finifhed.  I  fpeak 
but  in  the  Figures,  and  Comparifons  of  it :  as  Alexander 

kill'd  his  Friend  Clytus-,  being  in  his  Ales  and  his  Cups ;  fo 
alfo  Harry  Monmouth  being  in  his  right  wits,  and  his 

good  judgements,  turn'd  away  the  fat  Knight  with  the 
great  belly  doublet  ••  he  was  full  of  jeft,  and  gypes,  and 
knaveries,  and  mocks,  I  have  forgot  his  name. 

Goto.  Sir  John  Falfiajf. 
Flu.  That  is  he  :  Pie  tell  you,  there  is  good  men  porn 

at  Monmouth. 
Goto.  Here  comes  his  Majelty. 

Alar  urn.  Enter  King  Harry  and  Burbon  with 
Pri [oners.  Flourijh. 

King.  I  was  not  angry  fince  I  came  to  France, 
Until  thisinftant.  Take  a  Trumpet,  Herald, 
Ride  thou  unto  the  Horfemen  on  yond  hill : 
If  they  will  fight  with  us,  bid  them  come  down, 
Or  voyd  the  Field  :  they  do  offend  our  fight. 

!  If  they'll  do  neither,  we  will  come  to  them, 
And  make  them  sker  away,  as  fwift  as  ftones 
Enforced  from  the  old  Affyrian  flings : 

Befides,  we'll  cut  the  throats  of  thofe  we  have, 
And  not  a  man  of  them  that  we  fhall  take, 
Shall  tafte  our  mercy.  Go  and  tell  them  fo. 

Enter  Montjoy. 

Exe.  Here  comes  the  Herald  of  the  French,  my  Liege. 

Glou.  His  Eyes,  are  humbler  than  they  us'd  to  be. 
King.  How  now,  what  means  their  Herald  ?  Know'ft, 

thou  not, 

That  I  have  fin'd  thefe  Bones  of  mine  for  Ranfom  ? 
Com'ft  thou  again  for  Ranfom  ? 

Her.  No,  great  King  : 
I  come  to  thee  for  charitable  Licenfe, 

That  we  may  wander  o'rethis  bloody  Field, 
To  book  our  dead,  and  then  to  bury  them, 
To  fort  our  Nobles  from  our  common  men. 

For  many  of  our  Princes  (  woe  the  while  ) 

Lie  drown'd  and  foak'd  in  mercenary  blood  : 
So  do  our  vulgar  drench  their  peafant  limbs 
In  blood  of  Princes,  and  with  wounded  Steeds 

Fret  fet-lock  deep  in  gore,  and  with  wilde  rage 
Yerk  out  their  armed  heels  at  their  dead  Mailers, 
KiHing  them  twice.  O  give  us  leave  great  King, 
To  view  the  Field  in  fafety,  and  difpofe 
Of  their  dead  Bodies. 

King.  I  tell  thee  truly,  Herald, 
I  know  not  if  the  day  be  ours  or  no, 
For  yet  a  many  of  your  Horfemen  peer, 

And  gallop  o're  the  Field. 
Her.  The  day  is  yours. 
King.  Praifed  be  God,  and  not  our  llrength  for  it : 

What  is  this  Caftie  call'd,that  Hands  hard  by. 
Her.  They  call  it  Agincourt. 
King.  Then  call  we  this  the  Field  of  Agincourt , 

Fought  on  the  day  of  Gtdftin  Crifpianus, 

Flu.  Your  Grandfather  of  famous  memory  (  an't  pleafe 
your  Majelty  )  and  your  great  Uncle  Edward  the  Plack 
Prince  of  Wales,  as  I  have  read  in  the  Chronicles,  fought 
moft  prave  pattle  here  in  France. 

King.  They  did,  Fluellen. 
Flu.  Your  Majefty  fays  very  true :  If  your  Majefties 

is  remembred  of  it,  the  Welchmen  did  good  fervice  in  a 
Garden  where  Leeks  did  grow,  wearing  Leeks  in  their 
Monmouth  Caps,  which  your  Majefty  know  to  this  hour 
is  an  honorable  Badge  of  the  fervice  :  And  -1  do  believe 
your  Majefty  takes  no  fcorn  to  wear  the  Leek  upon  S. TavWs  day. 

King.  I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  Honour : 
For  I  am  Welch  you  know,  good  Countryman. 

Flu.  All  the  water  in  Wye ,  cannot  wafh  your  Maje- 
fties  Wel(li  plood  out  of  your  pody ,  I  can  tell  you  that : 
God  plefs,  and  preferve  it,  as  long  as  it  pleafes  his 
Grace,  and  his  Majefty  too. 

Kmg .  Thanks,  good  my  Countryman. 
Flu.  By  Jefhu,  I  am  your  Majefties  Countryman,  I  care 

not  who  know  it :  I  will  confefs  it  to  all  the  Orld,  I  need 
not  to  be  alhamed  of  your  Majefty ,  praifed  be  God,  fo 
long  as  your  Majefty  is  an  honeft  man. 

King.  God  keep  me  fo. Enter  Williams. 

Our  Heralds  go  with  him, 

Bring  me  juft  notice  of  the  numbers  dead 
On  both  our  Parts.  Call  yonder  Fellow  hither. 

Exe.  Souldier,  you  muft  come  to  the  King. 
Kmg.  Souldier,  why  wear'ft  thou  that  Glove  in  thy  Cap  ? 
Will.  And'c  pleafe  your  Majefty ,  'tis  the  Gage  of  one 

that  I  fhould  fight  withall,  if  he  be  alive. 

King.  An  Englijlman  ? 
Will.  And't  pleafe  your  Majefty,  a  Rafcal  that  fwag- 

ger'd  with  me  laft  night :  who  if  alive,  and  ever  dare  to challenge  this  Glove,  I  have  fworn  to  take  him  a  box 
o'th'ear  :  or  if  I  can  fee  my  Glove  in  his  Cap,  which  he 
fwore  as  he  was  a  Souldier  he  would  wear,  (  if  alive  )  I 
will  ftrike  it  out  foundly. 

King.  What  think  you,  Captain  Fluellen^  is  it  fit  this 
Souldier  keep  his  Oath  ? 

Flu.  He  is  a  Craven  and  a  Villain  elfe,  and't  pleafe  your 
Majefty  in  my  Confcience. 

Kwg.^  It  may  be,  his  Enemy  is  a  Gentleman  of  great 
fort,  quite  from  the  anfwer  of  his  degree. 

Flu.  Though  he  be  as  good  a  Jentleman  as  the  Devil  is, 
as  Lucifer  and  Belz.ebub  himfelf,  it  is  neceffary  Hook 
your  Grace  )  that  he  keep  his  Vow  and  his  Oath  :  If  he 

be  perjur'd  (  fee  you  now  )  his  reputation  is  as  arrant  a 
Villain  and  a  Jack  fawce,  as  ever  his  black  fhoo  trod  upon 
Gods  ground,  and  his  earth,  in  my  confcience,  law. 

Kmg.  Then  keep  thy  vow,  Sirrah,  when  thou  meet'ft the  Fellow. 

Will.  So,  I  will  my  Liege,  as  I  live. 

King.  Who  ferv'ft  thou  under  ? 
Will.  Under  Captain  Gower,  my  Liege. 
Flu.  Cower  is  a  good  Captain,  and  is  good  knowledge 

and  literatured  in  the  Wars. 

King.  Call  him  hither  to  me,  Souldier. 
Will.  I  will,  my  Liege.  £  Exit. 
Kmg.  Here  Fluellen,  wear  thou  this  favour  for  me,  and 

ftick  it  in  thy  Cap  :  when  Alanfra  and  my  felf  were  down 

together,  1  pluck't  this  Glove  from  his  Helm  if  any  mant 
challenge  this,  he  is  a  Friend  to  Alan/on,  and  an  Enemy  to 
our  Perfon,  if  thou  encounter  any  fuch,  apprehend  him, 
and  thou  do'ft  me  love. 

Flu.  Your  Grace  does  me  as  great  Honours,  as  can  be 

defir'd  in  the  hearts  of  his  Subje&s  •  I  would  fain  fee  the 
man,  that  lias  but  two  legs,  that  fhall  find  himfelf  agriev'd 
at  this  Glove  ;  that  is  all  ••  but  I  would  fain  fee  it  once, 
and  pleafe  God  of  his  grace  that  I  might  fee. 

Kmg.  Know'ft  thou  Gower  ? 
Flu.  He  is  my  dear  friend,  and  pleafe  yon. 

King.  Pray  thee  go  feek  him,  and  bring  him  to  my  Tent  t 
Flu.  I  will  fetch  him.  [  Exit. 
King.  My  Lord  of  Warwicl^and  my  brother  Glofier, 

F  ollow  Fluellen  clofely  at  the  heels, 
The  Glove  which  I  have  given  him  for  a  Favour 

May  haply  purchafehimabox  o'th'ear. It  is  the  Souldiers :  I  by  bargain  fhould Wear! 
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Wear  it  my  felf.  Follow,  good  Coufin  Warwick^: 
If  that  the  Souldier  ftrike  him,  as  I  judge 

By  this  blunt  bearing,  he  will  keep  his  word  ; 
Some  fudden  mifchief  may  arife  of  it  : 
For  I  do  know  Fluellen  valiant, 

And  touch't  with  Choler ,  hot  as  Gunpowder, 
And  quickly  will  return  an  injury. 
Follow,  and  fee  there  be  not  harm  between  them. 

Go  you  with  me,  Uncle  of  Exeter.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Gower  and  Williams. 

Will.  I  warrant  it  is  to  Knight  you,  Captain. 
Enter  Fluellen. 

Flu.  Gods  will,  and  his  pleafure,  Captain,  I  befeech 
you  now,  come  apace  to  the  King  :  there  is  more  good 
toward  you  peradventure,  then  is  in  your  knowledge  to 
dream  of. 

Will.  Sir,  know  you  this  Glove  ? 
Flu.  Know  the  Glove  ?  I  know  the  Glove  is  a  Glove. 

Will.  1  know  this,  and  thus  I  challenge  it. 
f_  Strikes  him. 

Flu.  'Sbud,  an  arrant  Traitor  as  any's  in  the  Univer- 
fal  World,  or  in  F : ranee ,  or  in  England. 

Cow.  How  now,  Sir  ?  you  Villain. 

Will.  Do  you  think,  I'le  be  forfworn  ? 
Flu.  Stand  away,  Captain  Gower,  I  will  give  Treafon  his 

bayment  into  plows,  1  warrant  you. 
Will.  I  am  no  Traitor, 

Flu.  That's  a  Lie  in  thy  Throat.  I  charge  you  in  his 
Majefties  Name  apprehend  him,  he's  a  friend  of  the  Duke 
Aanfons. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Gloucefter. 

War.  How  now,  how  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Flu.  My  Lord  of  Warwick^,  here  is,  praifed  be  God 

for  it,  a  moft  contagious  Treafon  come  to  light,  look 
you,  as  you  mail  defire  in  a  Summers  day.  Here  is  his 
Majefty. 

Enter  King,  and  Exeter. 

King.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
F/«.  My  Leige,  here  is  a  Villain  and  a  Traitour, 

that,  look  your  Grace ,  ha's  ftruck  the  Glove  which  your 
Majefty  is  take  out  of  the  Helmet  of  Alanfon. 
I  Will.  My  Liege,  this  was  my  Glove,  here  is  the  Fellow 

of  it  :  and  he  that  I  gave  it  to  in  change,  promis'd  to  wear 
in  bis  Cap  :  I  promis'd  to  ftrike  him,  if  he  did  :  1  met 
this  man  with  my  Glove  in  his  Cap,  and  I  have  been  as 
good  as  my  word. 

Flu.  Your  Majefty  hear  now,  faving  your  Majefties 
Man-hood,  what  an  arrant,  rafcally,  beggarly  ,  lowlie 
Knave  it  is :  I  hope  your  Majefty  is  pear  me  teftimony 
and  witnefs,  and  will  avouchment,  that  this  is  the  Glove 

of  Alanfon,  that  your  Majefties  give  me,  in  your  Con- 
fcience  now. 

King.  Give  me  thy  Glove,  Souldier  ; 
|  Look,  here  is  the  fellow  of  it : 
Twas  1  indeed  thou  promifedft  to  ftrike. 
And  thou  haft  given  me  moft  bitter  terms. 

Flu.  And  pleafe  your  Majefty,  let  his  Neck  anfwer  for 
it,  if  there  is  any  Marfhal  Law  in  th.e  world. 
I  K'ng.  How  canft  thou  make  me  fatisfaclion  ? 

Will.  Alloff.r.'-es,  roy  Lord,  come  from  the  heart:  ne- 
ver came  any  from  mint,  that  might  offend  your  Majefty 

King.  It  was  our  feif  thou  didft  abufe. 
Will.  Your  Majefty  came  not  like  your  felf:  you  ap 

pear'dto  me  but  as  a  common  man  :  witnefs  the  Night, 
your  Garments,  your  Lowlinefs :  and  what  your  High- 
uefs  fuffer'd  under  that  lhape,  I  befeech  you  take  it  for 
your  own  fault,  and  not  mine  •,  for  had  you  been  as 
took  you  for,  I  made  no  offence  ;  therefore  1  befeec 
your  Highnefs  pardon  me. 

King.  Here  Uncle  Exeter,  fill  this  Glove  with  Crowns 
And  give  it  to  this  Fellow.    Keep  it  Fellow, 

And  wear  it  for  an  Honor  in  thy  Cap, 

Till  I  do  challenge  it.  Give  him  the  Crowns : 
And,  Captain,  you  muft  needs  be  friends  with  him. 

Flu.  By  this  Day  and  this  Light,  the  fellow  has  mettle 
enough  in  his  belly  :  hold,  there  is  twelve-pence  for  you, 
and  1  pray  you  ferve  God,  and  keep  you  out  of  prawls 
and  prabbles,  and  quarrels  and  diffentions,  and  I  warrant 
you  it  is  the  better  for  you. 

Will.  I  will  none  of  your  Money. 
Flu.  It  is  with  a  good  will :  I  can  tell  you  it  will  ferve 

you  to  mend  your  fhoos  ;  come ,  wherefore  Ihould  you 

be  fo  pafhful  ;  your  fhoos  is  not  fo  good  y  'tis  a  good 
filling  I  warrant  you,  or  1  will  change  it. 

Enter  Herald. 

King.  Now  Herald,  are  the  dead  numbred  ? 

Her.  Here  is  the  number  of  the  llaught'red  French. 
King.  What  Prifoners  of  good  fort  are  taken,Unde  ? 
Exe.  Charles  Duke  of  Orleance,  Nephew  to  the  King, 

John  Duke  of  Burhon ,  and  Lord  Bouchiquald  : 
Of  other  Lords  and  Barons,  Knights  and  Squires, 
Full  fifteen  hundred,  befides  common  men. 

King.  This  Note  doth  tell  me  of  ten  thoufand  French 
That  in  the  Field  lie  flain  :  of  Princes  in  this  number, 
And  Nobles  bearing  Banners,  there  lye  dead 
One  hundred  twenty  fix  :  added  to  thefe, 
Of  Knights,  Efquires,  and  gallant  Gentlemen, 
Eight  thoufand  and  four  hundred  :  of  the  which, 

ive  hundred  were  butyefterday  dubb'd  Knights, 
So  that  in  thefe  ten  thoufand  they  have  loft, 

here  are  but  fixtecn  hundred  Mercenaries : 
he  reft  are  Princes,  Barons,  Lords,  Knights,  Squires, 

And  Gentlemen  of  blood  and  Quality, 

~~ he  Names  of  thofe  their  Nobles  that  lie  dead  : 
Charles  Delabrah ,  High  Conttable  of  France, 
Jacques  of  Chatilion,  Admiral  of  France.) 
The  Mafter  of  the  Crofs-bows,  Lord  Ramburs, 
Great  Mafter  of  France,  the  brave  Sir  Gui chard  Dolphin, 
John  Duke  of  Alanfon,  Amhonio  Duke  of  Brabant, 
The  Brother  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy, 
And  Edward  Duke  of  Burr  :  of  Iufty  Earls, 
Grandpree  and  Roujfie,  F atdconbndge  and  Fcycs, 
Beaumont  and  Marie,  Vandemont  and  Lc fir ale. 
Here  was  a  Royal  fcllowfhip  of  death. 
Where  is  the  number  of  our  Engliflj  dead  ? 
Edward  the  Duke  of  York,  the  Fad  of  Suffolk, 

Sir  Richard  Ketly,  Davy  Gam  Efquire  •, 
None  elfe  of  name  :  and  of  all  other  men, 
But  five  and  twenty. 

King.  O  God,  thy  Arm  was  here: 
And  not  to  us,  but  to  thy  Arm  alone, 
Afcribe  we  all :  when,  without  ftratagem, 
But  in  plain  fhock,  and  even  play  of  Battel, 
vVas  ever  known  fo  great  and  little  lofs  ? 

On  one  part  and  on  th'other,  take  it  God, 
For  it  is  none's,  but  thine. 

Exet.  'Tis  wonderful. 

King.  Come,  go  we  in  Proceffion  to  the  Village  : 
And  be  it  death  proclaimed  through  our  Hoft, 
To  boaft  of  this,  or  take  that  praife  from  God, 
Which  is  his  onely. 

Flu.  Is  it  not  lawful  and  pleafe  your  Majefty,  to  tell 

how  many  is  kill'd  ? 
King,  Yes,  Captain  ;  but  with  this  acknowledgement, 

That  "God  fought  for  us. 
Flu.  Yes,  my  conference,  he  did  us  great  good. 
King.  Do  we  all  holy  Rights-, 

Let  there  be  fung  Non  nobis,  and  Te  Dcum, 
The  dead  with  charity  enclos'd  in  Clay : 
And  then  to  Calice,  and  to  England  then, 

Where  ne're  from  Frame  arriv'dmore  happy  men. Exeunt. 

Actus 
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Attus  £hintiis. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Vouchfafe  to  thofe  that  have  not  read  the  Story, 
That  I  may  prompt  them :  aad  of  fuch  as  have, 

I  humbly  pray  them  to  admit  th'excufe Of  time,  of  numbers,  and  due  courfe  of  things 
Which  cannot  in  their  huge  and  proper  life 
Be  here  prefented.  Now  we  bear  the  King 
Toward  Callice  :  grant  him  there ;  And  there  being  feen, 
Heave  him  away  upon  your  winged  thoughts, 
Athwart  the  Sea  ;  Behold  the  Enghfti  beach 
Pales  in  the  flood,  with  Men,  with  Wives,  and  Boys, 

Whofe  fhouts  and  claps  out-voyce  the  deep-mouth'd  Sea, 
Which  like  a  mighty  Whiffler  'fore  the  King 
Seems  to  prepare  his  way :  So  let  him  land, 
And  folemnly  fee  him  fet  on  to  London. 
So  fwift  a  pace  hath  Thought,  that  even  now 

You  may  imagine  him  upon  BlackzHeath ; 
Where,  that  his  Lords  defire  him,  to  have  born 
His  bruifed  Helmet,  and  his  bended  Sword 
Before  him,  through  the  City  :  he  forbids  it, 
Being  free  from  vainnefs,  and  felf-glorious  pride : 
Giving  full  Trophee,  Signal,  and  Oftent, 
Quite  from  himfelf,  to  God.  But  now  behold, 

In  the  quick  Forge  and  working-houfe  of  Thought, 
How  London  doth  pour  out  her  Citizens, 
The  Mayor,  and  all  his  Brethren  in  belt  fort, 

Like  to  the  Senators  of  th'antique  Rome, 
With  the  Plebeians  fwarming  at  their  heels, 

Go  forth  and  fetch  their  Conqu'ring  C&ftar  in : 
As  by  a  lower,  but  by  loving  likelihood, 
Were  now  the  General  of  our  gracious  Emprefs, 
As  in  good  time  he  may,  from  Ireland  coming, 
Bringing  Rebellion  broached  on  his  Sword  ̂  
How  many  would  the  peaceful  City  quit. 
To  welcome  him  ?  much  more,  and  much  more  caufe, 
Did  they  this  Harry.  Now  in  London  place  him. 
As  yet  the  lamentation  of  the  French 

Invites  the  King  oiEngland's  ftay  at  home : 
The  Emperour's  coming  in  behalf  of  France, 
To  order  Peace  between  them  :  and  omit 

All  the  occurrences,  what  ever  chane'd, 
Till  Harrys  back  return  again  to  France : 

There  mult  we  bring  htm  i  and  my  felf  have  play'd 
The  Interim,  by  remembring  you  'tis  paft. 
Then  brook  abridgement,  and  your  Eyes  advance, 

After  your  thoughts,  itraight  back  again  to  France. 

[  Exit. 
Enter  Fluellen  and  Gower. 

Goto.  Nay,  that's  right :  but  why  wear  you  your  Leek 
to  day  ?  Saint  Davies  day  is  paft. 

Flu.  There  is  occalions  and  caufes  why,  and  where- 
fore in  all  things :  I  will  tell  youalTe  my  Friend,  Captain 

Gower  ;  the  rafcally,  fcauld,  beggarly,  lowfie,  pragging 
Knave  P'ftol,  which,  you  and  your  felf,  and  all  the  world 
know  to  be  no  petter  than  a  Fellow,  look  you  now,  of  no 
merits :  he  is  come  to  me,  and  prings  me  pread  and  fait 

yelterday,  look  you,  and  bid  me  eat  my  Leek  :  it  was  in 
i  place  were  I  could  not  breed  no  contention  with  him ; 
but  I  will  be  fo  bold  as  to  wear  it  in  my  Cap  till  I  fee 
him  once  again,  and  then  1  will  tell  him  a  little  piece  of 

my  defires. Enter  Piftol. 

Goto.  Why  here  he  comes,  fwelling  like  a  Turky-cock. 
Fin.  'Tis  no  matter  for  his  fwelling,  nor  his  Turky- 

ocks.  God  pleffe  auachieht  Pifiol  :  you  fcurvy  lowfie 
Knave,  God  bkfl.  you. 

Pift.  Ha,  art  thou  bedlam  ?  do'ft  thou  thirft,  bafe  Tro- 

__„_  - — . 

jan,  to  have  me  fold  up  Parcas  fatal  Web  ?  Hence  i  I  am 

qualmifh  at  the  fmell  ot  Leek. 
Flu.  I  pefeech  you  heartily,  fcurvy  lowfie  Knave,  at 

my  defires,  and  my  requefts,  and  my  petitions,  to  eat, 
look  you,  this  Leek,  becaufc,  look  you,  You  do  not  love 
it,  nor  your  affections,  and  your  appetites,  and  your 
difgeftions  does  not  agree  with  it,  1  would  defire  you  to 

eat  it. 
Pift.  Not  for  Cadwalladar  and  all  his  Goats. 
Fh.  There  is  one  Goat  for  you,  f_  Strikes  him. 

Will  you  be  fo  good,  fcauld  Knave,  as  eat  it  ? 
Pi(l.  Bafe  Trojan,  thou  fhalt  die. 
Flu.  You  fay  very  true,  fcauld  Knave,  when  Gods  will 

is  :  I  will  defire  you  to  live  in  the  mean  time,  and  eat 

your  Victuals:  come,  there  is  fawee  for  it.  Youcall'd 
me  yefterday  Mountain-Squire,  but  I  will  make  you  today 
a  Squire  of  low  degree.  1  pray  you  fall  to,  if  you  can  mock, 
a  Leek ,  you  can  eat  a  Leek. 

Cow.  Enough  Captain,  you  have  aftonifht  him. 
Flu.  1  fay,  I  will  make  him  eat  fome  part  of  my  Leek, 

or  I  will  peat  his  pate  four  days  ••  bite  1  pray  you,  it  is 
good  for  your  green  wound,  and  your  ploody  Coxcomb. 

Pifi.  Muft  I  bite  ? 
Flu.  Yes  certainly,  and  out  of  doubt,  and  out  of  que- 

ftion  too,  and  ambiguities 
Pi  ft.  By  this  Leek,  I  will  moft  horribly  revenge :  I 

eat  and .,  cat,  I  fwear. 
Flu.  Eat  I  pray  you ,  will  you  have  fome  more  fawce 

to  your  Leek :  there  is  not  enough  Leek  to  fwear  by. 

Ptft.  Quiet  thy  Cudgel,  thou  doft  fee  I  eat. 
F ul.  Much  good  do  you,  fcauld  knave,  heartily.  Nay, 

pray  you  throw  none  away,  the  skin  is  good  for  your 
broken  Coxcomb  ;  when  you  take  occafions  to  lee  Leeks 

hereafter,  1  pray  you  mock  at'em,  that  is  all 

Pift.  Good. Flu.  1,  Leeks  is  good  :  hold  you,  there  is  a  groat  to 
heal  your  pate. 

Pift.  Me  a  groat? 
Flu.  Yes  verily,  and  in  ti  uth  you  fhall  take  it,  or  I  have 

another  Leek  in  my  pocket,  which  you  fhall  eat. 
Pi  [I.  I  take  thy  groat  in  earneft  of  revenge. 
Flu.  If  I  owe  you  any  thing,  I  will  pay  you  in  Cud- 

gels, you  fhall  be  a  Woodmonger,  and  buy  nothing  of 

me  but  Cudgels  :  Gud  bu'y  you,  and  keep  you,  and  heal 
your  pate.  [Exit. 

Pift.  All  hell  fhall  ftir  for  this. 
Gow.  Go,  go,  you  are  a  counterfeit  cowardly  Knave, 

will  you  mock  at  an  ancient  Tradition,  began  upon  an 
honourable  refpect,  and  worn  as  a  memorable  Trophee 
of  predeceafed  valour,  and  dare  not  avouch  in  your  deeds 
any  of  your  words.  I  have  feen  you  gleeking  and  galling 
at  this  Gentleman  twice  or  thrice.  You  thought,  becaufe 
he  could  not  fpeak  Englifti  in  the  native  garb,  he  could 
not  therefore  handle  an  Engliftn  Cudgel  :  you  find  it  o- 
therwife ,  and  henceforth  let  a  Welfh  correction  teach 

you  a  good  Engliftn  condition,  fare  ye  well.  [Exit. 
Pift.  Doth  fortune  play  the  hufwife  with  me  now? 

News  have  I  that  my  Doll  is  dead  i'th'  Spittle  of  a  mala- 
dy of  France,  and  there  my  rendezvous  is  quite  cut  off : 

Old  I  do  wax,  and  from  my  weary  limbs  Honour  is 

Cudgell'd.  Well,  Bawd  Tie  turn,  and  fomething  lean  to 
Cut-purfe  of  quick  hand:  To  England  will  I  fteal ,  and 
there  I'le  fteal: 

And  patches  will  I  get  unto  thefe  cudgel'd  Scars, 
And  fwear  I  got  them  in  the  Gallia  wars.  Exit. 

Enter  at  one  door,  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Bedford,  War- 
wick, and  other  Lords  ;  at  another,  Queen  Ifabel, 

the  King,  the  Duke  of  Burgoigfl,  and 
other  French. 

King.  Peace  to  this  meeting,  wherefore  are  we  met  ? 
Unto  our  Brother  France,  and  to  our  Sifter, 
Health  and  fair  time  of  day  :  Joy  and  good  wiflies 

To 
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To  our  mofl:  fair  and  Princely  Coufin  Katharine ; 
And  as  a  branch  and  member  of  this  Royalty, 

By  whom  this  great  Affembly  is  contrived, 
We  do  falute  you,  Duke  of  Burgoigne, 
And  Princes  French  and  Peers,  health  to  you  all. 

Era.  Right  joyous  are  we  to  behold  your  face, 
Moft  worthy  Brother  England,  fair  met. 
So  are  yon  Princes  ( EngUfli  every  one.  ) 

Once.  So  happy  be  the  lffue,  Brother  England, 
Of  this  good  day,  and  of  this  gracious  meeting, 
As  we  are  now  glad  to  behold  your  Eyes, 
Your  Eyes  which  hitherto  have  born  in  them 
Againft  the  French,  that  met  them  in  their  bent, 
Fhe  fatal  Balls  of  murthering  Bafilisks : 
The  venom  of  fuch  Looks  we  fairly  hope 
Have  loft  their  quality,  and  that  this  day 
Shall  change  all  griefs  and  quarrels  into  love. 

Eng.  To  cry  Amen  to  that,  thus  we  appear. 
Qtiee.  You  Englijh  Princes  all,  I  do  falute  you. 
Burg.  My  duty  to  you  both,  on  equal  love. 

Great  Kingsof  Francemd  England :  that  1  have  labour'd 
With  all  my  wits,  my  pains,  and  ftrong  endeavours, 
To  bring  your  moft  imperial  Maiefties 
Unto  this  Bar,  and  Royal  Enterview: 
Your  Mightinefs  on  both  parts  beft  can  witnefs. 

Since  then  my  Office  hath  fo  far  prevail'd, 
That  Face  to  Face,  and  Royal  Eye  to  Eye, 
You  have  congreeted :  let  it  not  difgrace  me, 
If  I  demand  before  this  Royal  view, 
What  R.ub,  or  what  Impediment  there  is, 
Why  that  the  naked,  poor,  and  mangled  Peace, 
Dear  nurfe  of  Arts,  Plenties,  and  joyful  Births, 
Should  not  in  this  beft  Garden  of  the  World, 
Our  fertile  France,  put  up  her  lovely  Vifage  ? 

Alas ,  fhe  hath  from  France  too  long  been  chas'd, 
And  all  her  Husbandry  doth  lie  on  heaps, 

Corrupting  in  it's  own  fertility. 
Her  Vine,  the  merry  chearer  of  the  heart, 

Unpruned  dies  :  her  Hedges  even,  pleach'd, 
Like  Prifoners  wildly  over-grown  with  hair, 
Put  forth  diforder'd  Twigs :  her  fallow  Leas, 
The  Darnel,  Hemlock^  and  rank  Fumitory, 

Doth  root  upon  •,  while  that  the  Culter  rufts, 
That  fhould  deracinate  fuch  Savagepy  : 
The  even  Mead,  that  erft  brought  fweetly  forth 

The  freckled  Corvfip,  Burnet,  and  green  Clover, 
Wanting  the  Sythe,  withall  uncorrected,  rank, 
Conceives  by  idlenefs,  and  nothing  teems, 
But  hateful  Docks,  rough  Thijlies,  Keckftes,  Burs, 

Lofing  both  beauty  and  utility  •, 
And  all  our  Vineyards,  Fallows,  Meads,  and  Hedges, 
Defective  in  their  Natures,  grow  to  wildnefs. 
Even  fo  our  Houfes,  and  our  felves,  and  Children, 
Have  loft,  or  do  not  learn,  for  want  of  time, 
The  Sciences,  that  mould  become  our  Country ; 
But  grow  like  Savages,  asSouldiers  will, 
That  nothing  do,  but  meditate  on  Blood, 

To  fwearing,  andftern  Looks,  diffus'd  Attire, 
And  every  thing  that  feems  unnatural. 
Which  to  reduce  into  our  former  favour, 
You  are  affembled :  and  my  fpeech  entreats, 
That  I  may  know  the  Let,  why  gentle  Peace 
Should  not  expel  thefe  Inconveniences, 
And  blefs  us  with  her  former  qualities. 

Eng.  If,  Duke  of  Burgony,  you  would  the  Peace, 

Whofe  want  gives  growth  to  th7  imperfections 
Which  you  have  cited  j  you  muft  buy  that  Peace 
With  full  accord  to  all  our  juft  Demands, 
Whofe  Tenures  and  particular  Effects 

You  have  enfchedul'd  briefly  in  your  Hands. 
Burg.  The  King  hath  heard  them  :  to  the  which,  as  yet 

There  is  no  Anfwer  made. 

Eng.  Well  then  :  the  Peace  which  you  before  fo  urg'd, 
Lies  in  his  Anfwer. 
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Fran.  I  have  but  with  a  curfelary  Eye 
O're  glanc't  the  Articles :  Pleafeth  your  Grace 
To  appoint  fome  of  your  Council  prefently 
To  lit  with  us  once  more,  with  better  heed 
To  re-furvey  them  :  we  will  fuddenly 
Pafs  our  accept  and  peremptory  Anfwer. 

Eng.  Brother  we  (hall.  Go,  Uncle  Exeter, 
And  Brother  Clarence,  and  Brother  Gloucefter, 
Warwick,  and  Huntington,  go  with  the  King, 
And  take  with  you  free  power,  to  ratine, 
Augment,  or  alter,  as  your  Wifdoms  beft 
Shall  fee  advantageable  for  our  Dignity, 
Any  thing  in  or  out  of  our  Demands, 
And  we'll  conlign  thereto.  Will  you,  fair  Sifter* Go  with  the  Prince?,,  or  ftay  here  with  us  ? 

Quee.  Our  gracious  Brother,  I  will  go  with  them  : 
Haply  a  Woman's  Voyce  may  do  fome  good, When  Articles  too  nicely  urg'd,  be  flood  on. 

Eng.  Yet  leave  our  Coufin  Katharine  here  with  us, 
She  is  our  capital  Demand  compris'd 
Within  the  fore-rank  of  our  Articles. 

Q^e.  She  hath  good  leave.  [  Exeunt  Omnes. 

Manet  King,  and  Katharine. 

Kmg.  Fair  Katharine,  moft  fair, 
Will  you  vouchfafe  to  teach  a  Souldier  terms, 
Snch  as  will  enter  at  a  Ladies  ear, 
And  plead  his  Love-fuit  to  her  gentle  heart  ? 

Kath.  Your  Majefty  fhall  mock  at  me,  I  cannot  fpeak 

your  England. King.  O  fair  Katharine,  if  you  will  love  me  foundly 
with  your  Frcnch-hczn,  I  will  be  glad  to  hear  you  confefs 
it  brokenly  with  your  Englifi  Tongue.  Do  you  like  me, 
Kate  ?  

' 
Kath.  Pardonne  moy,  I  cannot  tell,  wat  is  like  me. 
King.  An  Angel  is  like  you  Kate,  and  vou  are  like  an Angel. 

Kath.  Que  dit'il,  que  de  fuis  femblable  a.  les  Angesl 
Lady.  Ouyverament  (fauf'ooftre  Grace)  ainfdit-il. 
Kmg.  Ifaidfo,  dear  Katharine,  and  I  muft  not  blufhto affirm  it. 

Kath.  O  bon  Dieu,  les  Ungues  des  homtnes  font  vlein  de tromperies.. 

King.  What  fays  fhe,  fair  one  ?  that  Tongues  of  men  are full  of  deceits  ? 

Lady.  Ouy,  dat  de  tongues  of  de  mans  is  be  full  of  de- ceits :  dat  is  de  Princefs. 

King.  The  Princefs  is  the  better  Englifh- woman  ̂   i'faith 
Kate,  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy  undemanding,  I  am  glad 
thou  canft  fpeak  no  better  Englifi,  for  if  thou  could'ft 
thou  woul'dft  find  me  fuch  a  plain  King,  that  thou 
wculd'ft  think,  I  had  fold  my  farm  to  buy  my  Crown,  1 know  no  ways  to  mince  it  in  love,  but  directly  to  fay, 
1  love  you,  then  if  you  urge  me  farther,  then  to  fay 
Do  you  in  faith  ?  I  wear  out  my  fuit  :  Give  me  your 
anfwer  i'faith  do,  and  clap  hands,  and  a  bargain  :  how 
fay  you,  Lady  ? Kath.  Sauf  vojlre  honour,  me  underftand  well. 

King.  Marry,  if  you  would  put  me  to  Verfe's  or  to Dance  for  your  fake,  Kate,  why  you  undid  me  for  the 
one,  1  have  neither  words  nor  meafure ;  and  for  the  other 
I  have  no  ftrength  in  meafure,  yet  a  reafcnsble  meafure 
in  ftrength.  If  1  could  win  a  Ladv  at  Leap-frog,  or  by- 
vaulting  into  my  Saddle,  whh  my  Armor  on  my  back  1 
under  the  correction  of  bragging  be  it  fpoken,  I  fhould 
quickly  leap  into  a  Wife  .■  Or  if  I  might  buffet  for  my Love,  or  bound  my  Horfe  for  her  favours,  I  could  lay  on 
like  a  Butcher,  and  lit  like  a  Jack  an  Apes,  never  off".  But before  God,  Kate,  I  cannot  look  greenly,  nor  gafpout 
my  Eloquence,  nor  I  have  no  cunning  in  Proteilation  ; 
onely  down-right  Oaths,  which  I  never  us'd  till  urg'd nor  never  break  for  urging,  If  thou  canft  love  a  Fellow 
of  this  temper ,  Kate,  whofe  face  is  not  worth  Sun-bur- 

.    k  1  ning  ? 
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flg   ?    that  never  looks  in  his  Glafs,  for  love  of  any 
thing  he  fees  there  ?  let  thine  Eye  be  the  Cook,  1  fpeak 
to  thee  plain  Souldicr:  if  thou  canft  love  me  for  this, 
cake  me  ?  if  not  ?  to  fay  to  thee  that  1  fhall  dye,istrue  •,  but 
for  thy  love,  by  the  L.  No  :  yet  1  love  thee  too.  And 

while  thou  liv'ft,  dear  Kate,  take  a  Fellow  of  plain  and 
uncoyned  Conftancy,  for  he  perforce  mult  do  thee  right, 
becaufe  he  hath  not  the  gift  to  woo  in  other  places :  For 
thefc  Fellows  of  infinite  Tongue,  that  can  ryme  himfelfe 
into  Ladies  favours,  they  do  always  reafon  themfelves 
out  again.    What?  afpeaker  is  but  a  prater,  a  Ryme  is 
but  a  Ballad  ;  a  good  Leg  will  fall,  a  ftraight  back  will 

ftoop,  a  black  Beard  will  turn  white,  a  curl'd  Pate  will 
grow  bald,  a  fair  Face  will  wither,  a  full  Eye  will  wax 
hollow:   but  a  good  heart,  Kate,  is  the  Sun  and  the 

Moon,  or  rather  the  Sun,  and  not  the  Moon  •,  for  it 
Urines  bright,  and  never  changes,  but  keeps  his  courfe 
truly.    If  thou  would  have  fuch  a  one,  take  me  ?  and 
take  me^  take  a  Souldier  j  take  a  Souldier  ;  take  a  King, 

And  what  fay'ft  thou  then  to  my  Love  ?  fpeak  my  fair, 
and  fairly,  1  pray  thee. 

Kath.  Is  it  poflible  dat  I  fould  love  de  enemy  of 
France  ? 

King.  No,  it  is  not  poflible  that  you  fliould  love  the 
Enemy  of  France-,  Kate  ;  but  in  loving  me,  you  fliould 
love  the  Friend  of  France  :  for  I  love  France  fo  well,  that 
I  will  not  part  with  a  Village  of  it:  I  will  have  it  all  mine: 
and,  Kate,  when  France  is  mine,  and  I  am  yours  j  then 
yours  is  France,  and  you  are  mine. 

Kath.  I  cannot  tell  wat  is  dat. 
Kino.  No,  Kate  ?  I  will  tell  thee  in  French,  which  J 

am  fure  will  hang  upon  my  Tongue,  like  a  new  married 
Wife  about  her  Husbands  Neck,  hardly  to  be  fliook  off : 
Je  quand  fur  k  pojjejfon  de  Fraunce,  &  quand  vous  aves 
le  pojfeffton  de  moy,  (Let  me  fee,  what  then  ?  Saint  Dennis 
be  my  fpeed)  Done  vofire  efl  Fraunce,  et  vous  efies  mien- 
ne.  It  is  as  eafie  for  me,  Kate,  to  conquer  the  kingdom, 
as  to  fpeak  fo  much  more  French  :  I  fliall  never  move  thee 
in  French,  unlefs  it  be  to  laugh  at  me. 

Kath.  Sauf  vofire  honeur,  le  Francois  ques  vons  par- 

leis,  ilGr  melius  quel''  Anglois  le  quel  je  parle. 
King.  No  faith  is't  not,  Kate :  but  thy  fpeaking  of 

my  Tongue,  and  I  thine,  molt  truly  falfly,  muft 

needs  be  granted  to  be  much  at  one.  But  Kate,  do'ft 
thou  underftand  thus  much  Englifii  ?  Canft  thou  love  me  ? 

Kath.  I  cannot  tell. 

Kmg .  Can  any  of  your  Neighbours  tell,  Kate  ?  Tie 
ask  them,  Come,  I  know  thou  loveft  me  :  and  at  night, 

when  you  come  into  your  Clofet,  you'll  queftion  this 
Gentlewoman  about  me  ;  and  I  know,  Kate,  you  will  to 
her  difpraife  thofe  parts  in  me,  that  you  love  with  your 
heart  ;  but,  good  Kare,  mock  me  mercifully,  the  rather, 
gentle  Princefs,  becaufe  I  love  thee  cruelly.  If  ever  thou 
beeft  mine,  Kate,  as  I  have  faving  Faith  within  me  tells 
me,  thou  flialt  ;  I  get  thee  with  skambling,  and  thou 
mult  therefore  needs  prove  a  good  Souldier-breeder  : 
Shall  not  thou  and. I,  between  Saint  Dennis  and  Saint 

George ,  compound  a  Boy  ,  half  French  half  Englifii, 
that  fhall  go  to  Confianttnople ,  and  take  the  Thr\  by 

the  Beard.  Shall  we  not  ?  what  fay'ft  thou,  my  fair 
Flower-de-Luce. 

Kath.  I  do  not  know  dat. 

King.  No :  'tis  hereafter  to  know,  but  now  to  promife  ■• 
do  but  now  promife,  Kate,  you  will  endeavour  for  your 
French  part  of  fuch  a  Boy  ;  and  for  my  Enghjh  moiyty, 
take  the  word  of  a  King,  and  a  Batchelor.  How  anfwer 
you,  La  plus  belle  Katharine  du  tnonde  tnon  trefcher  & 
devm  deejfe. 

Kath.  Your  Majeftee  aue  faufe  Frenche  enough  to  de- 

ceive de  moft  fage'Damoifel  dat  is  in  en  France. 
King.  Now  fie  upon  my  falfe  French :  by  mine  Honour, 

in  trii  e  Englijh,l  love  thee,  Kate ;  by  which  Honour  I  dare 
not  fwear  thou  lovefl;  me,  yet  my  blood  begins  to  flat- 

ter me,  that  thou  do'ft  j  yet  notwithstanding  the  poor 

!   . 

and  untempering  effeft  of  my  Vifage.  Now  belhrew  my 
Father's  Ambition,  he  was  thinking  of  Civil  Wars when  he  got  me,  therefore  was  I  created  with  a  ftub- 
born  outfide,  with  an  afped  of  Iron,  that  when  I  come 
to  woo  Ladies,  I  fright  them :  but  in  faith,  Kate,  the  el- 

der I  wax,  the  better  I  (hall  appear.  My  comfort  is,  that 
Old  Age,  that  ill  layer  up  of  Beauty,  can  do  no  more 
fpoyl  upon  my  Face.  Thou  haft  me,  if  thou  haft:  me,  at 
the  worft  ;  and  thou  (halt  wear  me,  if  thou  wear  me, 
better  and  better  :  and  therefore  tell  me,  moft  fair  Ka- 

tharine, will  you  have  me  ?  Put  off  thofe  Maiden  Bluflies, 
avouch  the  Thoughts  of  your  Heart  with  the  Looks  of 
an  Emprefs,  take  me  by  the  Hand,  and  fay,  Harry  of 
England,  I  am  thine :  which  word  thou  flialt  no  fooner 
blefs  mine  Ear  withall,  but  I  will  tell  thee  aloud,  En- 

gland is  thine,  Ireland  is  thine,  France  is  thine,  and  Hen- 
ry Plantagenet  is  thine ;  who,  though  I  fpeak  it  before  his 

Face,  if  he  be  not  Fellow  with  the  beft  King,  thou  flialt 

find  the  belt  King  of  Good-fellows.  Come  your  an-' fwer  in  broken  Mufick  ;  for  thy  Voice  is  Mufick,  and 
thy  Englijh  broken  :  Therefore  Queen  of  all,  Katharine, 
break  thy  mind  to  me  in  broken  Englijh,  wilt  thou  have 

me  ? Kath.  Dat  is  as  it  fliall  pleafe  de  roy  man  pere. 

King.  Nay,  it  will  pleafe  him  well,  Kate ;  it  fliall  pleafe 

him,  Kate. Kath.  Den  it  fhall  alfo  content  me. 

King.  Upon  that  I  kifs  your  Hand,  and  I  call  you  my 

Queen- 

Kath.  Laijfe  mon  Seigneur,  laijfe,  laijfe,  may  foy  :  Je 
ne  veus  point  que  vous  abbaijfe  vofire  grandeur,  en  bai- 
fant  le  main  d?  une  noftre  Seigneur  indignie  ferviteur^ 
excufe  moy.    Je  vous  fupply  mon  tref-puiffant  Seigneur. 

Kmg.  Then  I  will  kifs  your  Lips,  Kate. 
Kath.  Les  Dames  &  Damoifels  pour  eft  re  baife  de- 

vant  leur  nopcefe  il  net  pas  le  Coftume  de  FYaunce. 
King.  Madam,  my  Interpreter,  what  fays  Ihe  ? 
Lady.  Dat  is  not  to  be  de  fafliion  pour  le  Ladies  of 

France ;  I  cannot  tell  what  is  buifle  en  Englifii. 
King.  To  Kifs. 
Lady.  Your  Majefty  entendre  bettre  que  moy. 
King.  Is  it  not  a  fafliion  for  the  Maids  in  France  to 

kifs  before  they  are  married,  would  ftie  fay  ? 

Lady.  Ouy  verayment. 
King.  O  Kate,  nice  Cuftoms  curfie  to  great  Kings, 

Dear  Kate,  you  and  I  cannot  be  confin'd  within  the 
weak  Lift  of  a  Countries  fafliion  :  we  are  the  makers 
of  Manners,  Kate ;  and  the  liberty  that  follows  our 
Places,  ftops  the  mouth  of  all  find-faults,  as  I  will  do 
yours,  for  upholding  the  nice  faAiion  of  your  Coun- 

try, in  denying  me  a  kifs  :  therefore  patiently,  and 

yielding.  You  have  Witch-craft  in  your  Lips,  Kate  : 
there  is  more  eloquence  in  a  Sugar  touch  of  them  j  than  in 
the  Tongues  of  the  French  Council  :  and  they  fliould 
fooner  perfwade  Harry  of  England,  than  a  general  Pe- 

tition of  Monarchs.    Here  comes  your  Father. 

Enter  the  French  Power,  and  the  EnoMi 

Burg.  God  fave  your  Majefty,  my  Royal  Coufin,  teach 
you  our  Princefs  Englifii  ? 

King.  I  would  have  her  learn,  my  fair  Coufin,  how 
perfectly  I  love  her,  and  that  is  good  Englijh. 

Burg.  Is  (he  apt  ? 

King.  Our  Tongue  is  rough,  Coze,  and  my  condi- 
tion is  not  fmooth  :  fo  that  having  neither  the  Voice  nor 

the  Heart  of  Flattery  about  me7  I  cannot  fo  conjure  up 
the  fpirit  of  love  in  her,  that  he  will  appear  in  his  true likenefs. 

Burg.  Pardon  the  franknefs  of  my  mirth,  if  I  anfwer 
you  for  that.    If  you  would  conjure  in  her,  you  muft 

make 
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make  a  Circle  :  if  conjure  up  love  in  her  in  his  true 

likenefs,  he  muft  appeare  naked  ,  and  blind.  Can  you 

blame  her  then,  being  a  Maid,  yet  ros'd  over  with  the 

Virgin  Crimfon  of  Modefty,  ifflie  deny  the  appearance 

of  a  naked  blind  Boy  in  her  naked  feeing  felf?  It  were 

(my  Lord)  a  hard  Condition  for  a  Maid  to  confign  to. 

Km.  Yet  they  do  wink  and  yield  as  Love  is  blind 
and  enforces.  . 

Burg.  They  are  then  excus'd,  my  Lord,  when  they  fee 
not  what  they  do. 

King.  Then,  good  my  Lord,  teach  your  Coulin  to 

confent  to  winking. 

Burg.  I  will  wink  on  her  to  confent,  my  Lord,  if  you 
will  teach  her  to  know  my  meaning  :  for  Maids  WelJ 

Sumraer'd,  and  warm  kept,  are  like  Flyes  at  Bartholo- 

weip-tyde,  blind,  though  they  have  their  Eyes,  and  then 

they  will  endure  handling,  which  before  would  not  abide 
oking  on. 
Kim-  This  Moral  ties  me  over  to  Time,  and  a  hot 

Summer  ;  and  fo  I  fhall  catch  the  Flie,  your  Coufin,  in 

the  latter  end,  and  fhe  muft  blind  too. 

Burg.  As  Love  is,  my  Lord,  before  it  loves. 

King.  It  is  fo  :  and  you  may,  fome  of  you,  thank 

ove  for  my  blindnefs,  who  cannot  fee  many  a  fair 

French  City  for  one  fair  French  Maid  •,  for  that  ftands  in  my 

m French  King.  Yes  my  Lord,  you  fee  them  perfpe- 
ftively  :  the  Cities  turn'd  into  a  Maid  ;  for  they  are 

all  girdled  with  Maiden  Walls,  that  War  hath  entred. 

King.  Shall  Kate  be  my  Wife  ? 
Fran.  So  pleafe  you. 

England.  I  am  content,  fo  the  Maiden  Cities  you 

talk  of  may  wait  on  her :  fo  the  Maid  that  ftood  in  the 

Wav  for  my  Willi,  mail  mew  me  the  way  to  my  Will. 

France.  We  have  confented  to  all  terms  of  reafon. 

Eng.  Is't  fo,  My  Lords  of  England  ? 

Weft.  The  King  hath  granted  every  Article : 

His  Daughter  firft  :,  and  then  in  fequele  all, 

According  to  their  firm  propofed  natures. 

Exet.  Onely  he  hath  not  yet  fubferibed  this : 

Where  your  Majefty  demands,  That  the  King  of  France 

having  occafion  to  write  for  matter  of  Grant,  fhall 

name  your  Highnefs  in  this  form,  and  with  this  addi- 

tion, in  French  :  Noftre  trefcher  filz.  Henry  Roy,  d?An- 

ekterre  Heretere  de  France  ;  and  thus  in  Latine  •,  Pra- 

cknftimus  Film  nofter  Hcnricus  Rex  AnglU  &  Hares Franck. 

Fran,  Nor  this  I  have  not  Brother  fo  deny  d, 

But  your  requeft  fhall  make  me  let  it  pafs. 
Engl.  I  pray  you  then,  in  love  and  dear  allyance, 

Let  that,  one  Article  rank  with  the  reft, 
And  thereupon  give  me  your  Daughter. 

Fran.  Take  her,  fair  Son,  and  from  her  Blood  raile  up 
Ifllie  to  me,  that  the  contending  Kingdoms 
Of  France  and  England-,  wlioie  vtry  fhoars  look  pale 
With  envy  of  each  others  happinefs, 
May  ceafe  their  hatred  ;  and  this  dear  Conjunction 

Plant  Neighbourhood  and  Chriftian-like  accord 
In  their  fweet  Bofoms :  that  never  War  advance 

His  bleeding  Sword 'twixt  England  and  fair  France. Lords.  Amen. 

King.  Now  welcome,  Kate :  and  bear  me  wftnefs  all, 
That  here  I  kifs  her,  as  my  Soveraign  Queen, 

Flourijh. 

Queen.  God,  the  beft  maker  of  all  Marriages, 
Combine  your  hearts  in  one,  your  Realms  in  one, 
As  Man  and  Wife  being  two,  are  one  in  love, 

So  be  there  'twixt  your  Kingdoms  fuch  a  Spoufal, 
That  never  may  ill  Office,  or  fell  jealoufie, 
Which  troubles  oft  the  Bed  of  blefled  Marriage, 
Thruft  in  between  the  PaQion  of  thefe  Kingdoms, 
To  make  divorce  of  their  incorporate  League : 
That  Englijh  may  as  French,  French  Englifi  men, 
Receive  each  other.  God  fpeak  this  Amen. 

All.  Amen. 

King.  Prepare  for  our  Marriage  ;  on  which  day, 

My  Lord  of  BurgunAy  we'll  take  your  Oath 
And  all  the  Peers,  for  furety  of  %our  Leagues. 
Then  fhall  I  fwear  to  Kate,  and  you  to  me, 

And  may  our  Oaths  well  kept  and  profp'rous  be. Sonet.  \JExwnt. 
Enter  Chorus. 

Thus  far  with  rough,  and  all-unable  Pen, 

Our  bending  Author  hath  perfu'd  the  Story, 
In  little  room  confining  Mighty  men, 

Mangling  by  ftarts  the  full  courfe  of  their  glory. 
Small  time :  but  in  that  fmall,  molt  greatly  lived 

This  Star  of  England.  Fortune  made  his  Sword  -, 
By  which,  the  worlds  beft  Garden  he  atchieved : 
And  of  it  left  his  Son  Imperial  Lord, 

Henry  the  Sixth,  in  Infant  Bands  crown'd  King 
Of  France  and  England,  did  this  King  fucceed  ; 
Whofe  State  fo  many  had  the  managing, 

That  they  loft  France.,  and  make  his  England  bleed : 
Which  oft  our  Stage  hath  fhown  ;  and  for  their  fake, 
In  your  fair  minds  let  this  acceptance  take. 

THE 
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d)c  jfittt  15art  of 

KING  HENRY  VI. 

Affias  Frimus.  Scena,  Frima. 

Dead  March. 

Enter  the  Funeral  of  King  Henry  the  Fifth,  attended  on  by  the 

Duke  of  Bedford,  Regent  of  France    the  Duke  of 
Glofter,  Protestor  :  the  Dnke  of  Exeter, 

Warwick,  the  Bijhop  of  Winchefter, 
and  the  Duke  o/Somerfet. 

Bedford. 

HUng  be  the  Heavens  with  black, yield  day  tonight
 

Comets  importing  change  of  Times  and  States, 

Brandifh  your  Cryftal  Trefles  in  the  Sky, 

And  with  them  fcourge  the  bad  revolting  Stars, 

That  have  confented  unto  Flenrfs  death  : 

King  Henry  the  Fifth,  too  famous  to  live  long, 

England  ne're  loft  a  King  of  fo  much  worth. 

Glofi.  England  ne're  had  a  King  untill  his  time  : 
Vertue  he  had,  deferving  to  command. 
His  brandifht  Sword  did  blind  men  with  his  Beams, 

His  Arms  fpread  wider  than  a  Dragons  Wings : 

His  fparkling  Eyes,  repleat  with  wrathful  fire, 
More  dazled  and  drove  back  his  Enemies, 

Than  mid-day  fun  fierce  bent  againft  their  Faces. 

What  mould  I  fay  ?  his  Deeds  exceed  all  fpeech  : 

tic  ne're  lift  up  his  hand  but  conquered. 
Exe.  We  mourn  in  black,  why  mourn  we  not  in  blood  ? 

Henry  is  dead,  and  never  (hall  revive  : 

Upon  a  Wooden  Collin  we  attend  : 
And  Deaths  difhonorable  Vi<ftory,_ 

We  with  our  ftately  prefence  gloriRe, 

Like  Captives  bound  to  a  Triumphant  Car. 
What  ?  (hall  we  curfe  the  Planets  of  Milhap, 

That  plotted  thus  our  Glories  overthrow  ? 

Or  mail  we  think  the  fubtile-witted  French, 

Conjurers  and  Sorcerers,  that  afraid  of  him, 

By  Magick  Verfe  have  contriv'd  his  end  ? 
'Winch.  He  was  a  King,  bleft  of  the  King  of  Kings. 

Unto  the  French,  the  dreadful  judgement- Day 
So  dreadful  will  not  be,  as  was  his  fight. 
The  battels  of  the  Lord  of  Holts  he  fought : 

The  Churches  Prayers  made  him  fo  prolperous. 

Glofi:  The  Church  ?  Where  is  it  ? 

Had  not  Church-men  pray'd, 

His  thread  of  Life  had  not  fo  fobn  decay'd. 
None  do  you  like,  but  an  effeminate  Prince, 

Whom  like  a  School-boy  you  may  over-aw. 

Winch.  Glofter,  what  e're  we  like,  thou  art  Protector, 
And  lookeft  to  command  the  Prince  and  Realm. 

Thy  Wife  is  proud,  fhe  holdeth  thee  in  aw, 

More  than  God  or  Religious  Church-men  may. 

Glofi.  Name  not  Religion  for  thou  lov'ft  the  Fk-fli, 
And  ne're  throughout  the  year  to  Church  thou  go'ft, 
Except  it  be  to  pray  againft  thy  foes. 

Bed.  Ceafe,  ceafe  thefe  Jars,  and  reft  your  minds  in 

Let's  to  the  Altar  :  Heralds  wait  on  us  •,  (peace  : 
Inftead  of  Gold,  we'll  offer  up  our  Arms, 
Since  Arms  avail  not,  now  that  Henry's  dead. 

Pofterity  await  for  wretched  years, 
When  at  their  Mothers  moift  Eyes,  Babes  lhall  fuck 
Our  lfle  be  made  a  Nourifii  of  fait  Tears, 
And  none  but  Women  left  to  wayle  the  dead. 
Henry  the  Fifth,  thy  Ghoft  I  invocate: 
Profper  this  Realm,  keep  it  from  Civil  Broyles, 
Combat  with  adverfe  Planets  in  the  Heavens 
A  far  more  glorious  Star  thy  Soul  will  make, 
Than  Julius  C<efar,  or  bright  Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mcjf.  My  Honorable  Lords,  health  to  you  all : 
Sad  tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France, 
Of  lofs,  of  llaughter,  and  difcomfiture : 

Guyen,  Champaigne,  Rhcimes,  Orleancey 
Paris,  Guyfors,  Poicliers,  are  all  quite  loft. 

Bed.  What  lay'ft  thou  man,before  dead  Henry's  Coarfe 
Speak  foftly,  or  the  lofs  of  thofe  great  Towns 
Will  make  him  burft  his  Lead,  and  rife  from  death. 

Glofi.  Is  Paris  loft,  and  is  Roan  yielded  up  ? 

If  Henry  were  recall'd  to  life  again, 
Thefe  News  would  caufe  him  once  more  yield  the  ghoft. 

Exe.  How  were  they  loft  ?  what  treachery  was  usM 
Meff.  No  treachery,  but  want  of  Men  and  Money. 

Amongft  the  Souldiers  this  is  muttered, 
That  here  you  maintain  feveral  Factions : 

And  whil'ft  a  Field  ftiould  be  difpatch'd  and  fought, 
You  are  difputing  of  your  Generals. 
One  would  have  lingring  Wars  with  little  cotft} 
Another  would  flye  fwift  but  wanteth  Wings : 
A  third  man  thinks,  without  expence  at  all, 

By  guileful  fair  words,  Peace  may  be  obtain'd. 
Awake,  awake,  Englifi  Nobility, 
Let  not  (loth  dim  your  Honours,  new  begejte.* 

Crop't  are  the  Flo wer-de- Luces  in  your  Arms 
Of  England's  Coat,  one  half  is  cut  away. 

Exe.  Were  our  Tears  wanting  to  this  Funeral, 
Thefe  Tidings  would  call  forth  her  flowing  Tides. 

Bed.  Me  they  concern,  Regent  I  am  of  France: 
Give  me  my  fteeled  Coat,  i'le  fight  for  France. 
Away  with  thefe dilgraceful  wayling  Robes; 
Wounds  will  I  lend  the  French,  in  fteed  of  Eyes, 
To  weep  their  intermiflive  Miieries. Enter  to  them  another  Mtffenger  \ 

Mefi.^  Lords,  view  thefe  Letters,  full  of  bad  mifchance France  is  revolted  from  the  Englifi)  quite, 
Except  fome  petty  Towns  of  no  import. 
The  Dolphin  Charles  is  crowned  King  in  Rhemes : 

The  Baftard  of  Orleance  with  him  is  joyn'd  : 
Reynold  Duke  of  Anjou  doth  his  Part, 

The  Duke  of  Alanjon  flieth  on  his  fide.  {Exit 

Exe.  The  Dolphin  Crown'd  King  ?  all  flye  tohim  ? 
O,  whither  fhall  we  flye  from  this  reproach  ? 

Glofi.  We  will  not  flye,  but  to  our  Enemies  throats. 

Bedford,  if  thou  be  flack,  I'le  fight  it  out. 
Bed.  Glofier,  why  doubt'ft  thou  of  my  forvvardnefs. 

An  Army  have  I  mufter'd  in  my  thoughts, 
Wherewith  already  France  is  over-run. 

Mm 
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Enter  another  Meffengtr. 

Muff.  My  gracious  Lords,  to  add  to  your  laments 

Wherewith  you  now  bedew  King  Henry's  Hearfe, 
I  muft  inform  you  of  a  difmal  fight 
Betwixt  the  flout  Lord  Talbot,  and  the  French. 

Win.  What  ?  wherein  Talbot  overcame,  is't  fo  ? 
3.  Meff.  O  no:  wherein  Lord  Talbot  was  o'rethrown  : 

The  circumftance  1'le  tell  you  more  at  large. 
The  tenth  of  Auguft  laft,  this  dreadful  Lord, 
Retiring  from  the  Siege  of  Orleance, 
Having  full  fcarce  fix  thoufand  in  his  Troop, 
By  three  and  twenty  thoufand  of  the  French 
Was  round  encompafled,  and  fet  upon  : 
No  leifure  had  to  enrank  his  men. 
He  wanted  Pikes  to  fet  before  his  Archers : 
Inftead  whereof,  fharp  Stakes  pluckt  out  of  Hedges 
They  pitched  in  the  ground  confufedly, 
To  keep  the  Horfemen  off,  from  breaking  in. 
More  than  three  hours  the  fight  continued : 
Where  valiant  Talbot,  above  human  thought, 
Enafted  wonders  with  his  Sword  and  Lance. 
Hundreds  he  fent  to  Hell,  and  none  durft  ftand  him  : 

Here,  there,  and  very  where  enrag'd,  he  flew. 
The  French  exclaimM,  the  Devil  was  in  Arms, 

All  the  whole  Army  ftood  agaz'd  on  him. 
His  Souldiers  fpying  his  undaunted  Spirit, 

A  Talbot,  a  Talbot,  cry'd  out  amain. And  rulht  into  the  bowels  of  the  Battel. 

Here,  had  the  Conqueft  fully  been  feal'd  up, 
If  Sir  John  Falftaff  had  notplay'd  the  Coward, 
He  being  in  the  Vauward,  plac't  behind 
With  purpofe  to  relieve  and  follow  them, 
Cowardly  fled,  not  having  ftruck  one  ftroak. 
Hence  grew  the  general  wrack  and  maflacre  ; 
Enclofed  were  they  with  their  Enemies. 

A  bafe  Walloon  to  win  the  Dolphin's  grace, 
Thruft  Talbot  with  a  Spear  into  the  Back, 
Whom  all  France,  with  their  afTembled  ftrength, 
Durft  not  prefume  to  look  once  in  the  Face. 

Bed.  Is  Talbot  flain  then  ?  I  will  flay  my  felf, 
For  living  idely  here  in  pomp  and  eafe, 
WhiPft  fuch  a  worthy  Leader,  wanting  aid, 

Unto  his  daftard  foe-men  is  betray'd. 
3.  Mejf.  O  no,  he  lives,  but  is  took  Prifoner, 

And  Lord  Scales  with  him,  and  Lord  Hungerford : 

Moft  of  the  reft  flaughter'd,  or  took  likewife. 
Bed.  His  Ranfom  there  is  none  but  I  fhall  pay. 

Pie  hale  the  Dolphin  headlong  from  his  Throne, 

His  Crown  fhall  be  the  Ranfom  of  my  Friend  :  • 
Four  of  their  Lords  l'le  change  for  one  of  ours. 
Farewell,  my  M  afters,  to  my  Task  will  I, 
Bonefires  in  France  forthwith  I  am  to  make, 
To  keep  our  great  Saint  Georges  Feaft  withall. 
Ten  thoufand  Souldiers  with  me  I  will  take, 
Whofe  bloody  deeds  fhall  make  all  Europe  quake. 

3.  Meff.  So  you  had  need,  for  Orleance  is  befieg'd. 
The  Enghfh  Army  is  grown  weak  and  faint : 
The  Earl  of  Salisbury  craveth  fupply, 
And  hardly  keeps  his  men  from  mutiny, 
Since  they  fo  few,  watch  fuch  a  multitude. 

Exe.  Remember,  Lords,  your  Oaths  to  Henry  fworn  : 
Either  to  quell  the  Dolphin  utterly, 
Or  bring  him  in  obedience  to  your  yoak. 

Bed.  I  do  remember  it,  and  here  take  leave, 
To  go  about  my  preparation.  {Exit  Bedford. 

Gloft.  pie  to  the  Tower  with  all  the  hafte  I  can, 
To  view  the  Artillery  and  Munition, 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  young  Henry  King. 

{Exit  Glofter. 
Exe.  To  Eltam  will  I,  where  the  young  King  is, 

Being  ordaL'd  his  fpecial  Governour, 
And  for  his  fafety  there  Pie  beft  devife.  {Exit. 

Winch.  Each  hath  his  place  and  Function  to  attend  : 
I  am  left  out ;  for  me  nothing  remains : 
But  long  I  will  not  be  Jack  out  of  Office, 
The  King  from  Eltam  I  intend  to  fend, 
And  fit  at  chiefeft  fternof  publick  Weal.  {Exit: 

Enter  Charles,  Alanfon,  and  Reigneir,  marching 
with  Drum  and  Souldiers. 

Charl.  Mars  his  true  moving,  even  as  in  the  Heavens 
So  in  the  Earth,  to  this  day  is  not  known. 
Late  did  he  fhine  upon  the  Enghfh  fide  : 
Now  we  are  Victors,  upon  us  he  fmiles. 
What  Towns  of  any  moment,  but  we  have  ? 

At  pleafure  here  we  lye,  near  Orleance  i 
Otherwhiles,  the  famifh't  E/tglijh,  like  pale  Ghofts, 
Faintly  befiege  us  one  hour  in  a  Month. 

Al.  They  want  their  Porredge,  and  their  fat  Bull- 
Either  they  muft  be  dieted  like  Mules.  (Beeves 

Reig.  Let's  raife  the  Siege  :  why  live  we  idlely  here  ? 
And  have  their  Provender  ti'd  to  their  Mouths 

Or  piteous  they  will  look,  like  drowned  Mice.  ' Talbot  is  taken,  whom  we  wont  to  fear : 

Remaineth  none  but  mad-brain'd  Salisbury, 
And  he  may  well  in  fretting  fpend  his  gall, 
Nor  Men,  nor  Mony  hath  he  to  make  War. 

Char.  Sound,  found  Alarum,we  will  rufh  on  them, 
Now  for  the  Honour  of  the  forlorn  French-. 
3im  I  forgive  my  death,  that  killeth  me  j 
When  he  fees  me  go  back  on  foot,  or  flye.  {Exeunt. 

Here  Alarum,  they  are  beaten  back^  by  the 
Englilh,  with  great  lofs. 

Enter  Charles,  Alanfon,  and  Reignier. 

Charl.  Who  ever  law  the  like  ?  what  men  have  I  ? 

Dogs,  Cowards,  Daftards  :  I  would  ne're  have  fled, 
But  that  they  left  me  'midft  my  Enemies. 

Reig.  Salisbury  is  a  defperate  Homicide, 
He  fighteth  as  one  weary  of  his  life  : 
Too  other  Lords,  like  Lyons  wanting  food, 
Do  rufh  upon  us  as  their  hungry  prey. 

Alanf.  Froyfard,  a  Countryman  of  ours,  records, 
England  2W  Olivers  and  Rowlands  breed, 
During  the  time  Edward  the  third  did  reign  : 
More  truly  now  may  this  be  verified  j 
For  none  but  SamforPs  and  Goliaffts 
It  fendeth  forth  to  skirmifh  :  one  to  ten  ? 

Lean  raw-bon'd  Rafcals,  who  would  e're  fuppofe, 
They  had  fuch  courage  and  audacity  ? 

Charl.  Let's  leave  this  Town, 
For  they  are  hair-brain'd  Slaves,. 
And  hunger  will  enforce  them  to  be  more  eager  : 
Of  old  1  know  them  \  rather  with  their  Teeth 

The  Walls  they  '11  tear  down,  than  forfake  the  Siege. Reig.  I  think  by  fome  odd  Gimmals  or  device 
Their  Arms  are  fet,  like  Clocks,  ftill  to  ftrike  on  -, 
Elfe  ne're  could  they  hold  out  fo  as  they  do  : 
By  my  confent,  we'll  even  let  them  alone. Alan.  Be  it  fo. 

Enter  the  Bafiard  of  Orleance. 

Baft.  Where's  the  Prince  Dolphin  ?  I  have  News  for  him. Dolph.  Baftard  of  Orleance,  thrice  welcome  to  us. 
Baft.  Me  thinks  your  looks  are  fad,  your  chear  appal'd. 

Hath  the  late  overthrow  wrought  this  Offence  ? 

Be  not  difmay'd,  for  fuccour  is  at  hand  : 
A  holy  Maid  hither  with  me  I  bring, 
Which  by  a  Vifion  fent  to  her  from  Heaven, 
Ordained  is  to  raife  this  tedious  Siege, 
And  drive  the  Engltfli  forth  the  bounds  of  France : 
The  fpirit  of  deep  Prophefie  fhe  hath, 

L 1  3  Ex- 
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Exceeding  the  nine  Sibyls  of  old  Rome : 

What's,  paft,  and  what's  to  come,  fliecandefcry. 
Speak,  fliali  1  call  her  in  ?  believe  my  words, 
For  they  are  certain,  and  unfallible. 

Dolph.  Go,  call  her  in,:  but  firft,  to  try  her  skill, 
Reignier  Hand  thou  as  Dolphin  in  my  place; 
Queftion  her  proudly,  let  thy  Looks  be  Item, 
By  this  means  lhall  we  found  what  skill  ftie  hath. 

Emer  Joan  Puzel. 

Reig.  Fair  Maid,b't  thou,wilt  do  thefe  wondrous  feats  ? 
Pi/z..  Ragmer,  is't  thou,  that  thinkeft  to  beguile  me  ? 

Where  is  the  Dolphin  ?  Come,  come  from  behind, 
I  know  thee  well,  though  never  feen  before. 

Be  not  amaz'd,  there's  nothing  hid  from  me : 
In  private  will  I  talk  with  thee  apart: 
Stand  back,  you  Lords,  and  give  us  leave  a  while. 

Reig.  She  takes  upon  her  bravely  at  firft  dafh. 
Puz.  Dolphin,  I  am  by  birth  a  Shepherds  Daughter, 

•  My  wit  untrain'd  in  any  kind  of  Art : 
Heaven  and  our  Lady  gracious  hath  it  pleas'd 
To  fhine  on  my  contemptible  eftate. 

Lo,  whil'ft  1  waited  on  my  tender  Lambs, 
And  to  Suns  parching  heat  difplay'd  my  cheeks, 
Gods    other  deigned  to  appear  to  me, 
AndinaVilioh  full  ofMajefty, 

Will'd  me  to  leave  my  bale  Vocation, 
And  free  my  Country  from  Calamity : 

Her  aid  Ihe  promis'd,  and  aflur'd  fuccefs. 
In  compleat  Glory  (he  reveal'd  her  felf : Aud  whereas  I  was  black  and  fwart  before : 

With  thefe  clear  Rays,  which  me  infus'd  on  me, 
That  Beauty  am  I  bleft  with,  which  you  fee. 
Ask  me  what  queflion  thou  canft  poflible, 
And  I  will  anfwer  unpremeditated : 

My  Courage  try  by  Combat,  if  thou  dar'ft, 
And  thou  lhalt  fmd  that  I  exceed  my  Sex. 
Refblve  on  this ,  thou  lhalt  be  fortunate, 
If  thou  receive  me  for  thy  Warlike  Mate. 

Dolph.  Thou  haft  aftonifht  me  with  thy  high  terms: 
Onely  this  proof  Pie  of  thy  Valour  make, 
In  fingle  Combat  thou  (halt  buckle  with  me  £ 
And  if  thou  vanquifheft,  thy  words  are  true, 
Otherwife  I  renounce  all  confidence. 

Puz,.  I  am  prepar'd  :  here  is  my  keen-edg'd  Sword, 
Deck't  with  fine  Flower-de-Luces  on  each  fide, 
The  which  at  Tourain  inS.  Katharine^  Church-yard, 
Out  of  a  great  deal  of  old  Iron,  I  chofe  forth. 

Dolph.  Then  come  a  God's  name,  I  fear  no  Woman. 
Puzel.  And  while  I  live,  1'le  ne're  Hie  no  man. 

[Here  they  fight ,  and  Joan  de  Puzel  overcomes. 
Dolph.  Stay,  ftay  thy  hands,  thou  art  an  Amazon, 

And  fighteft  with  the  Sword  of  Debora. 
Puzel.  Chrifts  Mother  helps  me,  elfe  I  were  too  weak. 

Dolph.  Who  e're  helps  thee,  'tis  thou  that  muft  help 
Impatiently  I  burn  with  thy  defire,  (  me : 

My  heart  and  hands  thou  haft  at  once  fubdu'd, 
Excellent  Puzel,  if  thy  name  be  fo, 
Let  me  thy  fervant,  and  not  Soveraign  be, 

'Tis  the  French  Dolphin  fueth  to  thee  thus- 
Puzel.  I  muft  not  yield  to  any  rights  of  Love, 

For  my  Profeflion's  facred  from  above 
When  I  have  chafed  all  thy  Foes  from  hence, 
Then  will  I  think  upon  a  Recompence. 

Dolph.  Mean  time  look  gracious   on  thy  proftrate 
Thrall. 

Reig.  My  Lord,  me  thinks  is  very  long  in  talk. 
Alan.  Doubtlefs  he  fhrives  this  Woman  to  her  fmock, 

Elfe  ne're  could  he  fo  long  protract  his  fpeech. 
Reign.  Shall  we  difturb  him,  fince  he  keeps  no  mean  ? 
Ala.  He  may  mean  more  than  we  poor  men  do  know  ? 

Thefe  Women  are  fhrewd  tempters  with  their  Tongues. 
Reig.  My  Lord,  where  are  you  ?  what  devife  you  on, 

Shall  we  give  o're  Orleance,  or  no  ? 
Puzel.  Why  no,  I  fay  :  diftruftful  Recreants, 

Fight  till  the  lalt  gafp  :  for  Tie  be  yonr  guard. 
Dolph.  What  me  lays,  Tie  confirm  :  we'll  fight  it  out 
Puzel.  Affign'd  I  am  to  be  the  EngUJI,  Scourge. 

This  night  the  Siege  affuredly  Pie  raife  : 
Expect  Saint  Martin's,  Summer,  Halcyon  days, Since  I  have  entred  thus  into  thefe  Wars. 
G  lory  is  like  a  Circle  in  the  Water : 
Which  never  ceafeth  to  enlarge  it  felf, 
Till  by  broad  fpreading,  it  difperfe  to  nought. 
With  Henry's  death,  the  EngHJJj  Circle  ends, Difperfed  are  the  glories  it  included : 
Now  am  I  like  that  proud  infulting  Ship, 
Which  C&far  and  his  fortune  bare  at  once. 
^  Dolph.Was  Mahomet  infpired  with  a  Dove  ? 
Thou  with  an  Eagle  art  infpired  then. 
Helen,  the  Mother  of  great  Conftantine, 
Nor  yet  S.  Philips  Daughters  were  like  thee. 
Bright  Star  of  Venus,  fain  down  on  the  Earth, 
How  may  1  reverently  worlhip  thee  enough  ? 

Alan.  Leave  off  delays,  and  let  us  raife  the  Siege. 
Rtig.  Woman,  do  what  thou  canft  to  fave  our  Honors 

Dri  ve  them  from  Orleance,   and  be  immortaliz'd 
Dolph.  Prefently  we'll  try  :  come,  let's  away  about  it, 

No  Prophet  will  I  truft,  if  Ihe  prove  falfe.     f_  Exeunt. 

Enter  Gloucefter ,   with  his  ferving-men. 

Gloft.  Iam  tofurvey  the  Tower  this  day; 
Since  Henry's  death,  I  fear  there  is  a  Conveyance : 
Where  be  thefe  Warders,  that  they  wait  not  here*  ? Open  the  Gates,  'tis  (Softer  that  calls. 

1.  Warder.  Who's  there,  that  knocks  fo  imperioufly  ? 
Gloft.  1.  man.  It  is  the  Noble  Duke  of  Glojter. 
2.  Warder.  Who  e're  he  be,  you  may  not  be  let  in. 
1.  Man.  Villains,  anfwer  you  fo  the  Lord  Protector? 
1.  Warder.  The  Lord  protect  him,  fo  we  anfwer  him, 

We  do  not  otherwife  than  we  are  will'd. 
Cleft.  Who  willed  you  ?  or  whofe  will  ftands  but  mine  ? 

There's  none  Protector  of  the  Realm,  but  I : 
Break  up  the  Gates,  Pie  be  your  warrantize  •, 
Shall  I  be  flouted  thus  by  dunghill  Grooms  ? 

Glofter's  men  rit[h  at  the  Tower  Gates,  and  Woodvile the  Lieutenant  [peaks  within. 

Wood.  What  noyfe  is  this  ?  what  Traytors  have  we  here  ? 
Gloft.  Lieutenant,  is  it  you  whofe  voice  I  hear  ? 

Open  the  Gates,  here's  Glofter  that  would  enter. 
Wood.  Have  patience,  Noble  Duke,I  may  not  open, 

The  Cardinal  of  Winchefter  forbids : 
From  him  I  have  exprefs  commandment, 
That  thou  nor  none  of  thine  lhall  be  let  in. 

Gloft.  Faint-hearted  Woodvile,  prizeft  him,  Yore  me  } 
Arrogant  Winchefter-,  that  haughty  Prelate, 
Whom  Henry  our  late  Soveraign  ne're  could  brook  ? 
Thou  art  do  c  .  icnd  to  God,  or  to  the  King : 
Open  tlK-    ates,  or  Pie  Ihut  thee  out  fliortly. 
Servmgmen.  Open  the  Gates  to  the  Lord  Protector, 

Or  we'll  burft  them  open,  if  that  you  come  not  quickly. 

Enter  to  the  Protellor  at  the  Tower  Gates,  Winchefter  and 
his  men  in  Tawny  Coats. 

Winches!.  How  now  ambition  Umpire  what  means  this  ? 

Gloft.  Piel'd  Prieft ,  do'ft  thou  command  me  to  be 
(hut  out? 

Winch.  I  do,  thou  moftufurping  Proditor, 
And  not  Proteftor  of  the  King  or  Realm. 

Gloft.  Stand  back,  thou  manifeft  Confpirator, 
Thou  that  contrived'ft  to  murther  our  dead  Lord, 
Thou  thatgiv'ft  Whores  Indulgences  to  fin, 
I'le  canvas  thee  in  thy  Broad  Cardinals  Hat, 
If  thou  proceed  in  this  ,r  thy  infolence. 

Winch.  Nay,  ftand  thou  back,  I  will  not  budge  a  foot : 
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This  be  Damafcus,  be  thou  curfed  Cain, 

To  flay  thy  Brother  Abel,  if  thou  wilt. 

Glofi.  I  will  not  flay  thee,  but  I'le  drive  thee  back  : 
Thy  Scarlet  Robes ,  as  a  Childs  bearing  Cloth, 
I'le  ufe,  to  carry  thee  out  of  this  place. 

Winch.  Do  what  thou  dar'ft,  I  beard  thee  to  thy  face. 
Glofi.  What  ?  am  I  dar'd,  and  bearded  to  my  face  ? 

Draw  men ,  for  all  this  priviledged  place, 
Blew  Goats  to  Tawny  Coats.  Prieft,  beware  thy  Beard, 
I  mean  to  tugge  it,  and  to  cufFyou  foundly. 

Under  my  feet  I'le  ftamp  thy  Cardinals  Hat : 
In  fpight  of  Pope,  or  Dignities  of  Church, 
Here  by  the  Checks  Pie  drag  thee  up  and  down. 

Winch.  Glofier,  thou  wilt  anfwer  this  before  the  Pope. 
Glofi.  Wincheficr  Goofe,  I  cry,  a  Rope,  a  Rope. 

Now  beat  them  hence,  why  do  you  let  them  flay  ? 

Thee  Tie  chafe  hence,  thou  Wolf  in  Sheep's  array. 
Out  Tawny-Coats,  out  Scarlet  Hypocrite. 

Here  Glofier' s  men  beat  out  the  Cardinals  men,  and  enter 
in  the  hurly-burly  the  Mayor  of  London, 

and  his  Officers. 

Mayor.  Fie  Lords,  that  you  being  fupream  Magiftrates, 
Thus  contumelioufly  fhould  break  the  Peace. 

Glo.  Peace  Mayor,  for  thou  know'ft  little  of  my  wrongs : 
Here's  Beaufordr  that  regards  not  God  nor  King, 
Hath  here  diftrain'd  the  Tower  to  his  ufe. 

Wmch.  Here's  Glofier  too,  a  Foe  to  Citizens, 
Oue  that  ftill  motions  War  and  never  Peace, 

O're-charging  your  free  Purfes  with  large  Fines 
That  feeks  to  overthrow  Religion, 
Becaufe  he  is  Protector  of  the  Realm  \ 
And  would  have  Armour  hereout  of  the  Tower, 
To  Crown  himfelf  King,  and  fupprefs  the  Prince. 

Glofi.  I  will  not  anfwer  thee  with  words,  but  blows. 

Here  they  skirmijh  again. 

I  Mayor.  Nought  refts  for  me,  in  this  tumultuous  ftrife, 
But  to  make  open  Proclamation. 

Come  OfRcer,  as  loud  as  e're  thou  canft,  cry  : 
I  All  manner  of  men  affembled  here  in   Arms  this  day, 
Againfi  Gods  Peace  and  the  Kings,  we  charge  and  command 
you,  in  his  Hiohnefs  Name,  to  repair  to  your  fever al  dwelling 
places,  and  not  to  wear,  handle,  or  uje  any  Sword,  Weapon, 
V  Dag ?er  hence-forward,  upon  pain  of  death. 

Glofi.  Cardinal,  I'le  be  no  breaker  of  the  Law  : 
But  we  (hall  meet,  and  break  our  minds  at  large. 

Wmch.  Glosler,  we'll  meet  to  thy  dear  coft  be  fure : 
Thy  heart-blood  I  will  have  for  this  days  work. 

Mayor.  Tie  call  for  Clubs ,  if  you  will  not  away: 
If  his  Cardinal  is  more  haughty  than  the  Devil. 

Glofier  Mayor,farewell :  thou  do'ft  but  what  thou  may'ft, 
Wmch.  Abominable  Glofier,  guard  thy  head, 

for  1  intend  to  have  it  e're  be  long.  [Exeunt 
Mayor.  See  the  Coaft  clear'd,  and  then  we  will  depart. 

Good  God,  thefe  Nobles  fhould  fuch  ftomacks  bear, 

I  my  felf  fight  not  once  in  forty  year.  £  Exeunt 

i  Enter  the  Mafier'Gunner  of  Orleance,  and  his  Boy. 

M.  Gun.  Sirra,  thou  know'ih  how  Orleance  is  befiedg'd, 
And  how  the  Englijh  have  the  Suburbs  won. 

Boy.  Father,  I  know,  and  oft  have  (hot  at  them, 

How  e're  unfortunate  I  mifs'd  my  aim. 
M.  Gun.  But  now  thou  fhalt  not.  Be  thou  rul'd  by  me : 

Chief  Mafter  Gunner  am  I  of  this  Town, 
Something  I  muft  do  to  procure  me  grace  : 
The  Princes  efpyals  have  informed  me : 
How  the  Enghjh,  in  the  Suburbs  clofe  entrencht. 
Went  through  a  fecret  Grate  of  Iron  Bars, 
In  yonder  Tower,  to  over-peer  the  City, 
And  thence  difcover,  how  with  moft  advantage 

They  may  vex  us  with  /hot  or  with  Aflault. 
To  intercept  this  inconvenience, 

A  piece  of  Ordnance  'gainll  it  I  have  plac'd, 
And  fully  even  thefe  three  days  have  I  watch'd, 
If  I  could  fee  them.  Now,  Boy,  do  thou  watch, 
For  I  can  flay  no  longer. 

If  thou  fpy'It  any,  run  and  bring  me  word, 
And  thou  (halt  find  me  at  the  Governors.  f_  Exit. 

Boy.  Father,  I  warrant  you  take  you  no  care, 
Pie  never  trouble  you,  if  I  may  fpy  them. 

Er.tcr  Salisbury,  and  Talbot  on  the  Turrets,  with  others. 

Salts.  Talbot,  my  life,  my  joy,  again  return'd  ? 
How  wert  thou  handled,  being  Prifoner  ? 

Or  by  what  means  got'fl:  thou  to  be  releas'd  ? 
Difcourfe  I  prethce  on  this  Turrets  top. 

Tal.  The  Earl  of  Bedford  had  a  Prifoner, 

Cali'd  the  brave  Lord  Ponton  de  Santraile, 
For  him  was  I  exchang'd,  andranfom'd. 
But  with  a  bafer  man  of  Arms  by  far, 

Once  in  contempt  they  would  have  barter'd  me  : 
Which  I  difdaining,  fcorn'd,  and  craved  death, 
Rather  than  I  would  be  fo  pil'd  efteem'd  ; 
In  fine  redeem'd  I  was  as  I  defir'd. 
But  O,  the  treacherous  Falfiaff  wounds  my  heart, 

Whom  with  my  bare  Fifts  1  would  execute', If  I  now  had  him  brought  into  my  power. 
Salts.  Yet  tclPft  thou  not,  how  thou  wert  entertain'd. 
Tal.  With  feoffs  and  fcorns,  and  contumelious  taunts, 

In  open  Market-place  produe'd  they  me,  • 
To  be  a  publick  fpeclacle  to  all  : 
Here,  faid  they,  is  the  Terror  of  the  French, 
The  Scare-Crow  that  affrights  our  Children  fo. 
Then  broke  I  from  the  Oflkei  s  that  led  me, 

And  with  my  nails  digg'd  ftones  out  of  the  Ground, 
To  hurle  at  the  beholders  of  my  fliame. 
My  grifly  countenance  made  others  flye, 
None  durft  come  near,  for  fear  of  fudden  death. 

In  Iron  Walls  they  deem'd  me  notfecure: 
So  great  fear  of  my  Name  'mongft  them  were  fpread, 
That  they  fuppos'd  I  could  rend  Bars  of  Steel, 
And  fpurn  in  pieces  pofts  of  Adamant. 
Wherefore  a  guard  of  chofen  Shot  I  had ; 
That  walkt  about  me  every  Minute  while  : 
And  if  I  did  but  ftir  out  of  my  Bed, 

Ready  they  were  to  Ihoot  me  to  the  heart. 

Enter  the  Boy  with  a  Linfiock. 

Salis.  I  grieve  to  hear  what  torments  you  endur'd, 
But  we  will  be  reveng'd  fuffkiently. 
Now  it  is  Supper  time  in  Orleance  : 
Here,  through  this  Grate,  I  can  count  every  one, 
And  view  the  Frenchmen  how  they  fortifie  : 
Let  us  look  in,  the  fight  will  much  delight  thee: 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  and  Sir  William  Glandfdak , 
Let  me  have  your  exprefs  Opinions, 

Where  is  befl:  place  to  make  our  Batt'ry  next  ? 
Garg.  I  think  at  the  North  Gate,  for  there  Hand  Lords. 
Glandf.  And  I  here,  at  the  Bulwark  of  the  Bridge; 
Talb.  For  ought  I  fee,  this  City  muft  be  familhr, 

Or  with  light  Skirmilhes  enfeebled. 

Here  thsy  Jliot ,  and  Salisbury  falls  down; 

Salis.  O  Lord  have  mercy  on  us,  wretched  finners. 
Garg.  O  Lord  have  mercy  on  me,  woful  man. 
Talb.  What  chance  is  this  that  fudden ly  hath  croft  us? 

Speak  Salisbury  ;  at  leaft,  if  thou  canfl,  fpeak : 

How  far'It  thoU ,  Mirror  of  all  Martial  men  ? 
One  of  thy  Eyes,  and  thy  Checks  fide  ftruck  off? 
Accurfed  Tower,  accurfed  fatal  Hand , 

That  hath  contriv'd  this  woful  Tragedy. 
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la  thirteen  Battels,  Salisbury  o'recame: 
Henry  the  Fifth  he  firft  train'd  to  the  Wars. 
Whil'lt  any  Trump  did  found,  or  Drum  ftruck  up, 
Jis  Sword  did  ne're  leave  ftriking  in  the  feild. 
Yet  liv'ft  thou,  Salisbury?  though  thy  fpeech  doth  fail, 
One  eye  thou  haft  to  look  to  Heaven  for  grace. 
The  Sun  with  one  Eye  vieweth  all  the  World. 
Heaven  be  thou  gracious  to  none  alive, 
If  Salisbury  wants  mercy  at  thy  hands. 
Bear  hence  this  Body,  I  will  help  to  bury  it. 
Sir  Thomas  Gargravc,  haft  thou  any  life  f 
Speak  unto  Talbot,  nay,  look  up  to  him. 
Salisbury  cheat  thy  Spirit  with  this  comfort, 
Thou  ihalt  not  die  whiles — • 
He  beckens  with  his  hand,  and  fmiles  on  me : 
As  who  fhould  fay,  When  I  am  dead  and  gone, 
Remember  to  avenge  me  on  the  French. 
Piantagmet  I  will,  and,  Nero  like,  will 

Play  on  the  Lute,  beholding  the  Towns  burn  : 
Wretched  fhall  France  be  onely  in  my  Name. 

 Here  an  Alarum,  and  it  Thunders  and  Lightens. 

What  ftir  is  this  ?  what  tumult's  in  the  Heavens  ? 
Whence  cometh  this  Alarum,  and  the  noyfe  ? 

Enter  a  Meffcnger. 

Me(f.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  the  French  have  gathered 
The  Dolphin,  with  one  Joan  de  Puz,el  joy n'd,  (head. 
A  holy  Prophetefs,  new  rifen  up, 
Is  come  with  a  great  Power,  to  raife  the  Siege. 

Here  Salisbury  Ufteth  himfelf  up  and  groans. 

Tal.  Hear,  hear,  how  dying  Salisbury  doth  groan, 

It  irks  his  heart  he  cannot  be  reveng'd, 
French-men-,  I'le  be  a  Salisbury  to  you. 
Puzel  or  Puffel,  Dolphin  or  Dog-fifh, 
Your  hearts  I'le  ftamp  out  with  my  Horfes  heels, 
And  make  a  Quagmire  of  your  mingled  brains. 
Convey  me  Salisbury  into  his  Tent, 

And  then  we'll  try,  what  thefe  daftard  French-men  dare. Alarum.  [Exit. 

Here  an  Alarum  again  :  and  Talbot  purfimh  the  Dolphin, 
and  driveth  him  :  Then  enter  Joan  de  Puzel,  driving 

Englifll-men  be  for  her.  Then  enter  Talbot. 

Tal.  Where  is  my  Strength,  my  Valour,  and  my  Force  ? 
Our  Enghfo  Troops  retire,  I  cannot  ftay  them. 
A  Woman  clad  in  Armour  chafeth  them. 

Enter  Puzel. 

Here,  here  fhe  comes.  I'le  have  a  bout  with  thee : 
Devil,  or  Devils  Dam,  Tie  conjure  thee  •• 
Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,  thou  art  a  Witch. 

And  ftraightway  give  thy  Soul  to  him  thou  ferv'ft. 
Put.  Come,  come,  'tis  onely  I  that  mult  difgrace  thee. Here  they  fight. 

Tal.  Heavens,  can  you  fuffer  Hell  fo  to  prevail  ? 
My  breaft  Tie  burft  with  ftraining  of  my  Courage, 
And  from  my  moulders  crack  my  Arms  afunder, 
But  I  will  chaftile  this  high-minded  Strumpet. 

They  flight  again. 
Puz..  Talbot  farewel,  thy  hour  is  not  yet  come, 

1  mult  go  Vidlual  Orleance  forthwith  ?  ■ 

A  flwrt  Alarum  :  Then  Enter  the  Town 
with  Souldiers. 

O're-take  me  if  thou  canft,  I  fcorn  thy  ftrength. 
Go,  go,  chear  up  thy  hungry-ftarved  men, 
Help  'Uii.'bury  to  make  his  Teftament, 
This  Day  is  ours,  as  many  more  fhall  be.  r_£.v*>. 

Tal.  My  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  Potter's  Wheel. 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  do  : 

A  Witch  by  fear,  not  force,  like  Hannibal, 
Drives  back  our  Troops,  and  conquers  as  fhe  lifts : 

So  Bees  with  fmoak,  and  Doves  with  noifom  ftench 
Are  from  their  Hives  and  Houfes  driven  away. 
They  call'd  us,  for  our  nercenefs,  Englifi  Dogs 
Now  like  the  Whelps,  we  crying  run  away. 

A  jhort  Alarum. 
Heark  Countreymen,  either  renew  the  fight, 

Or  tear  the  Lyons  out  of  England's  Coat : 
Renounce  your  Soil,  give  Sheep  in  Lyons  ftead  : 
Sheep  run  not  half  fo  treacherous  from  the  Wolf, 
Or  Horfe  or  Oxen  from  the  Leopard, 

As  you  fiie  from  your  oft-fubdued  Slaves. 

Alarum.  Here  another  Skirmijk. 

It  will  not  be,  retire  into  your  Trenches  •• 
You  all  confented  unto  Salisburie^s  death, 
For  none  would  ftrike  a  ftroke  in  his  revenge. 
Puz.d  is  entred  into  Orleance, 

In  fpight  of  us,  or  ought  that  we  could  do. 
O  would  I  were  to  die  with  Salisbury, 
The  fhame  hereof  will  make  me  hide  my  head. 

[Exit  Talbot. 
Alarum,  Retreat,  Flourijh. 

Enter  on  the  Wall  Puzel,  Dolphin,  Reigneir, 

Alanfon,  and  Souldiers. 

Puzel.  ̂   Advance  our  waving  Colours  on  the  Walls, 
Rtfcu'd  is  Orkance  from  the  Engliflj  Wolves : 
Thus  Joan  de  Puzel  hath  perform'd  her  word. 

Dolph.  Divineft  Creature,  bright  Afirea's  Daughter, 
How  fhall  I  honour  thee  for  this  fuccefs, 

Thy  promifes  are  like  Adorns  Garden, 

That  one  day  bloom'd,  and  fruitful  were  the  next. 
France,  triumph  in  thy  glorious  Prophetefs, 

Recover'd  is  the  Town  of  Orleance, 
More  blefied  hap  did  ne're  befal  our  State. 

Reigneir.  Why  ring  not  out  the  Bells  aloud, 
Throughout  the  Town  ? 

Dolphin  command  the  Citizens  make  Bonfires, 
And  feaft  and  banquet  in  the  open  ftreets, 
To  celebrate  the  jov  that  God  hath  given  us. 

Alanf.  All  France  will  be  repleat  with  mirth  and  joy, 

When  they  fhall  hear  how  we  have  play'd  the  men. 
Dolph.  'Tis  Joan,  not  we,  by  whom  the  day  is  won  : 

For  which,  I  will  divide  my  Crown  with  her, 
And  all  the  Priefts  and  Fryers  in  my  Realm, 
Shall  in  proceffion  fing  her  endlefs  praife. 

A'ftatelier  Pyramis  to  her  Lie  rear, 
Than  Rhodope^s  or  Memphis  ever  was. 
In  memory  of  her  when  fhe  is  dead, 
Her  Alhes,  in  an  Urn  more  precious 

Than  the  rich-jewel'd  Coffer  of  Darius, 
Tranfported  fhall  be  at  high  Feftivals 
Before  the  Kings  and  Queens  of  France. 
No  longer  on  Saint  Dennis  will  we  cry, 

But  Joande  Puzel  fhall  be  France's  Saint. 
Come  in,  and  let  us  Banquet  Royally, 
After  this  Golden  day  of  Victory. 

Flourijlj.  [Exeunt. 

Actus  Secmdus.  Scena  Yritna. 

Enter  a  Serjeant  of  a  Band,  with  two  Centinels. 

Ser.  Sirs,  take  your  places  and  be  vigilant : 
If  any  noife  or  Souldier  you  perceive 
Near  to  the  walls,  by  fome  apparent  fign 
Let  us  have  knowledge  at  rhe  Court  of  Guard. 

Cent .  Serjeant  you  fhall.  Thus  are  poor  Servitors 
( When  others  fleep  upon  their  quiet  Beds ) 
Con  ftrain'd  to  watch  in  darknefs,  rain,  and  cold. 

Enter 
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Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  and  Burgundy,  with/baling 
Ladders  :  Their  Drums  beating  a 

Dead  March. 

Tal.  Lord  Regent,  and  redoubted  Burgundy-, 

By  whofe  approach,  the  Regions  of  Anoys, 
Walk",  and  Picardie,  are  Friends  to  us  : 

This  happy  night,  the  Frenchmen  are  fecure, 

Having  ail  day  carous'd  and  banquetted, 
Embrace  we  then  this  opportunity, 

As  fitting  beft  to  quittance  their  deceit, 

Contrived  "by  Art,,  and  baleful  Sorcery. 
Bed.  Coward  of  Frarce,  how  mnch  he  wrongs  his  Fame, 

Defpairing  of  his  own  Arms  fortitude, 

To  joyn  with  Witches,  and  the  help  of  Hdl. 
Bur.  Traitors  have  never  other  company. 

But  what's  that  Puz.d,  whom  they  term  fo  pure? 
Tal.  A  Maid,  they  fay. 
Bed.  A  Maid  ?  And  be  fo  martial  ? 

Bur.  Pray  God,  (he  prove  not  mafculine  e're  long : 
If  underneath  the  Standard  of  the  French 

She  carry  Armour,  as  fhe  hath  begun. 

TJ.  Well,  let  them  practife  and  converfe  with  Spirits- 
God  is  our  Fortrefs ,  in  whofe  conquering  Name 

Let  us  refolve  to  fcale  their  flinty  Bulwarks. 

Bed.  Afcend,  brave  Talbot,  we  will  follow  thee. 
Tal.  Not  altogether  :  Better  far  1  guefs, 

That  we  do  make  our  entrance  fever  a  i  ways : 
That  it  if  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fail, 

The  other  yet  may  rife  againft  their  force. 

Bed.  Agreed  ;  Pie  to  yond  corner. 
Bur.  And  1  to  this- 
Tal.  And  here  will  Talbot  mount,  or  make  his  Grave. 

Now  Salisbury  for  thee  and  for  the  right 
Of  Englifh  Henry,  {hall  this  night  appear 
How  much  in  duty,  I  am  bound  to  both. 
Cm.  Arm ,  Arm,  the  Enemy  doth  make  affault. 

Cry  ,  S.  George.    A  Talbot. 

The  French  leap  o\e  the  Walls  in  their  p:irts.    Enter  fever al 
wayes,  Baftard,  Alanfon,  Rugnicr,  half  ready, 

and  half  unready. 

Alan.  How  row  my  Lords  ?  what  all  unready  fo  ? 

Baft.  Unready  ?  I  and  glad  we  f.ap'd  fo  well. 
Retg.  'Twastime  (I  trow.)  to  wake  and  leave  our  Beds, 

I  Hearing  Alarms  at  our  Chamber  doers. 

Alan.  Of  all  Exploits  fince  firlt  1  follow'd  Arms, 
Ne're  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprize 
More  venturous,  or  defperate  than  this. 

Baft.  I  think  this  Talbtt  be  a  Fiend  of  Hell. 
Retg.  If  not  of  Hell,  the  Heavens  fare  favour  him. 
Alanf.  Here  commeth  Charles,  I  marvel  how  he  fped. 

'Enter  Charles  and  Joan. 
Baft.  Tut,  holy  Joan  was  his  defenfive  Guard. 
Chad.  Is  this  thy  cunning,  thou  deceitful  Dame  ? 

iDidft  thou  atfirft,  to  flatter  us  withal, 
Make  us  partakers  of  a  little  gain, 
I  That  now  cur  lofs  might  be  ten  times  fo  much  ? 

Joan.  Wherefore  is  Charles  impatient  with  his  Friend  ? 
I  At  all  times  will  you  have  my  power  alike  ? 
.1  Sleeping  or  waking,  mult  I  itill  prevail, 
]Or  will  you  blame  and  lay  the  fault  on  me  ? 
I  Improvident  Sonldiers ,  had  your  waie-h  been  good, 
1  This  fudden  mifchief  never  codd  have  fain. 

Charl.  Duke  of  Alanfon,  this  was  your  default, 
|  That  being  Captain  of  the  Watch  to  Nigh, 
Did  lock  no  better  to  that  weighty  Charge. 

Alanf.  Had  a!!  our  Quarter  been  as  fafely  kept, 
As  that,  whereof  I  had  the  Government, 

j  We  had  not  been  thus  lhamef  ully  fin  priz'd. 
Baft.  Mine  was  fecure. 
Reign.  And  io  was  mine ,  my  Lord. 

Charl.  And  for  my  felf ,  moffc  part  of  all  this  Night 
Within  her  Quarter ,  and  mine  own  Precinct, 

I  was  cmploy'd  in  palling  to  and  fro, 
About  relieving  of  the  Centinels. 
Then  how,  or  which  way,  mould  they  firfl  break  in  ? 

Joan.  Qutftion  (  my  Lord  )  no  further  of  the  cafe, 

I  ovv,  or  which  way  ;  'tis  furc  they  found  fome  place, 
But  weakly  guarded,  where  the  breach  was  made : 
And  now  there  refts  no  other  ihifts  but  this, 

To  gather  our  Souldiers,  fcatter'd  and  difpers'r, 
And  lay  new  Plat-forms  to  endamage  them.       £  Exeunt. 

Alarum.  Enter  a  Souldier,  crying,  a  Talbot,  a  Talbot : 
they  fie,  leaving  their  Cloaths  behind. 

Soul.  I'le  be  fo  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left : 
The  Cry  of  Talbot  ferves  me  for  a  Sword, 
For  I  have  loaden  me  with  many  Spoils, 

Wing  no  other  Weapon  but  his  Name.  f.  Exit. 

Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  Burgundie. 

Bedf.  The  day  begins  to  break,  and  Night  is  fled, 
Whofe  pitchy  Mantle  over-vail'd  the  Earth. 
Here  lound  Retreat,  and  ceafe  our  hot  purfuit.  [_Ritreat. 

Talb.  Bring  forth  the  Body  of  old  Salisbury, 
And  here  advance  it  in  the  Mai  ket-place> 
The  middle  Centre  of  this  curfed  Town. 

Now  have  1  pay'd  my  Vow  unto  his  Soul, 
F  r  every  drop  of  Blood  was  drawn  from  him, 
There  hath  at  lead  five  Frenchmen  dyed  to  night. 
And  that  hereafter  Ages  may  behold 
What  ruine  happened  in  revenge  of  him, 
Within  their  chiefeft  Temple  Pie  erect 

A  Tomb,  wherein  his  Corps  fhall  be  interr'd : 
Upon  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read, 

Shall  be  engrav'cLthe  fack  of  Orleance, 
The  treacherous  manner  of  his  mournful  death, 
And  what  a  terrour  he  had  been  to  France. 

But,  Lords,  in  all  our  bloody  Mafiacre, 
I  mufe  we  met  not  with  the  Dolphin's  Grace, 
His  new-come  Champion,  virtuous  Joan  of  Acre, 
Nor  any  of  his  falfe  Confederates. 

Bedf.  'Tis  thought,  Lord  Talbot,  when  the  fight  began, 
Rouz'd  on  the  fudden  from  their  drowfie  Beds, 
They  did  amongft  the  Troops  of  armed  men, 

Leap  o're  the  Walls  for  refuge  in  the  Field. 
Burg.  My  felf,  as  far  as  I  could  well  difcern, 

For  fmoak,  and  dusky  Vapours  of  the  night, 

Am  fure  1  fcar'd  the  Dolphin  and  his  Trull, 
When  Arm  in  Arm  they  both  came  fwiftly  running, 
Like  to  a  pair  of  loving  Turtle  Doves, 
That  could  not  live  afunder  day  or  night. 
After  that  things  are  fet  in  order  here, 
We'll  follow  them  with  all  the  Power  we  have. Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  All  hail,  my  Lords :  Which  of  this  Princely  train 
Call  ye  the  Warlike  Talbot,  for  his  Acts 
So  much  applauded  through  the  Realm  of  France  ? 

Talb.  Here  is  the  Talbot,  who  would  fpeak  with  him  ? 
Mcff.  The  virtuous  Lady,  Countefs  of  Averse, 

With  modefty  admiring  thy  Renown, 

By  me  intreats  (  great  Lord )  thou  would'ft  vouchfafe 
Tovifit  her  poor  Cattle  where  fhe  lyes, 
Thatfhe  may  boaftfhe  hath  beheld  the  man, 
Whofe  glory  fills  the  World  with  loud  report. 

Burg.  Is  it  even  fo  ?  Nay,  then  I  fee  our  Wars 
Will  turn  unto  a  peaceful  Comick  fport, 
When  Ladies  crave  to  be  encountred  with 

You  may  not  (  my  Lord  )  defpife  her  gentle  fuit. 
Talb.  Ne're  truft  me  then  :  for  when  a  World  of  men 

Could  not  prevail  with  all  their  Oratorie, 
Yet  hath  a  Woman's  kindnefs  over-ruPd : 
And  therefore  tell  her,  I  return  great  thanks, 

And 
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And  in  lubmillion  will  attend  on  her. 
Will  not  your  Honours  bear  me  company  ? 

Leaf.  No,  truly  'tis  more  than  manners  will : 
And  i  have  heard  it  laid,  Unbidden  Guefts 
Are  often  wclcomcft  when  they  are  gone. 

T.ilb.  Well  then,  alone  (fince  there's  no  remedy) 
I  mean  to  prove  this  Ladies  rourtefie. 
Come  hither,  Captain,  you  perceive  my  mind. 

[Whifpers. dpt.  I  do,  my  Lord,  and  mean  accordingly.  {Exeunt. 
Enter  Coitntefs. 

Count.  Porter,  remember  what  I-  gave  in  charge, 
And  when  you  have  done  fo,  bring  the  Keyes  to  me. 

Port.  Madam,  I  will.  {Exit. 
Count.  The  plot  is  laid,  if  all  things  fall  out  right, 

I  fhall  aS  famous  be  by  this  exploit, 

As  Scythian  Tomyris  by  Cyrus  death, 
Great  is  the  rumor  of  this  dreadful  Knight, 
•\r;!  Iiis  Achievements  of  no  lefs  account : 
F;  in  would  mine  Eyes  be  witnefs  with  my  Ears, 

T  .  give  their  cenfure  of  thefe  rare  reports. 

Enter  Adeffenger  and  Talbot. 

■Mtf.  Madam,  according  as  your  Ladyfhip  defir'd, 

By  mtiTage  crsv'd,  fo  is  Lord  Talbot  come. 
' ' Count." And  he  is  welcome  :  what  ?  is  this  the  man  ? 
Mef  Madam,  it  is. 
Count.  Is  this  the  Scourge  of  France  ? 

1  is  this  the  Talkt,  fo  much  feared  abroad  ? 
That  with  his  Name  the  Mothers  itill  their  Babes -? 

I  fee  report  is  labuious  and  falfe. 

I  thought  1  (haflfld  have  feen  fome  Hercules, 
Afecond  7  ■  -tor,  for  his  grim  afpeft, 

A  large  proportion  of  his  ftrong  knit  Limbs.1 Alas,  this  b  a  Child,  a  filly  Dwarf : 

It  cannot  bt3  this  weak  and  writhled  (hrimp 
Should  itrike  fuch  terrour  to  his  Enemies. 

Tdib.  Madam,  1  have  been  bold  to  trouble  you : 

But  fince  your  Ladyfhip  is  not  at  leifure, 
I'ie  fort  fome  other  time  to  vifit  you. 

Count.  W7hat  means  he  now  ? 
Go  ask  him,  whither  he  goes  ? 

'■(]'.  Stay,  my  Lord  Talbot,  for  my  Lady  craves, 
To  knew  the  caufe  of  your  abrupt  departure. 

Talb.  Marry,  for  that  (he's  in  a  wrong  belief, 

1  go  to  certifie  her,  Talbot\  here. 

Enter  Porter  with  keys. 

Count.  If  thou  be  he,  then  art  thou  Prifoner. 
Talb.  Prifoner  ?  to  whom  ? 

Count.  To  me,  blood-thirfty  Lord: 
And  for  that  caufe  i  train'd  thee  to  my  Houfe. 

Long  time  thy  fnadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me, 
For  in  my  Gallery  thy  pidure  hangs: 
But  now  the  Subftance  fhall  endure  the  like. 

And  I  will  chain  thefe  Legs  and  Arms  of  thine, 
Th3t  haft  by  tyranny  thefe  many  years 
Wafted  our  Country,  flain  cur  Citizens, 

And  >ritour  Sons  and  Husbands  captivate. 

Talb.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Ccmt.  Laugheit  thou  Wretch  ? 

Thy  mirth  mall  turn  to  moan. 
Talb.  I  laugh  to  fee  your  Ladyfhip  fo  fond, 

To  think,  that  you  have  ought  but  Talbot\  Shadow, 
Wherein  to  practice  your  feverity. 

Count.  Why.'  art  thou  not  the  man  ? 
Talb.  I  am  indeed. 
Count.  Then  have  I  Subftance  too. 
Talb.  No,  no,  I  am  but  Shadow  of  my  felf : 

You  are  deceiv'd,  my  Subftance  is  not  here 
For  what  you  fee  is  but  the  fmalleft  part, 

And  leaft  proportion  of  Humanity : 

I  tell  you  Madam,  were  the  whole  Frame  here, 
It  is  of  fuch  a  fpatious  lofty  pitch, 
Your  Roof  were  not  fufficient  to  contain't.  • 

Count.  This  is  a  Riddling  Merchant  for  the  nonce 
He  will  be  here,  and  yet  he  is  not  here  : 
How  can  thefe  contrarieties  agree  ? 

Talb.  That  will  I  fhew  you  prefently. 

Winds  his  Horn,  Drums  firike  up,  a  Peal 
of  Ordinance  :  Enter  Souldiers. 

How  fay  you  Madam  ?  are  you  now  perfwaded, 
That  Talbot  is  but  Shadow  of  himfelf.? 
Thefe  are  his  Subftance,  Sinews,  Arms,  and  Strength, 
With  which  he  yoaketh  your  rebellious  Necks, 
Razeih  your  Cities,  and  fubverts  your  Towns, 
And  in  a  moment  makes  them  defolate. 

Count.  Victorious  Talbot,  pardon  my  abufe, 
I  find  thou  art  no  lefs  than  Fame  hath  bruited, 
And  more  than  may  be  gathered  by  thy  ftiape, 
Let  my  prefumption  not  provoke  thy  wrath, 
For  I  am  forry,  that  with  Reverence 
I  did  not  entertain  thee  as  thou  art. 

Talb.  Be  not  difmay'd,  fair  Lady,  nor  mifconfter 
The  mind  of  Talbot,  as  you  did  miftake 
The  outward  compofition  of  his  Body. 
What  you  have  done,  hath  not  offended  me  : 
Nor  other  fatisfaclion  do  I  crave, 
But  only  with  our  patience,  that  we  may 
Tafte  of  your  Wine,  and  fee  what  Cates  you  have, 
For  Souldiers  ftc  macks  always  ferve  them  well. 

Count.  With  all  my  heart,  and  think  me  honoured, 
To  feaft  fo  great  a  Warriour  in  my  houfe.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Richard  Plantagenet,  Warwick,  Somerfet, 

Pool,  and  others. 
York.  Great  Lords  and  Gentlemen, 
What  means  this  filence  ? 

Dare  no  man  anfwer  in  a  Cafe  of  Truth  ? 

Sujf.  Within  the  Temple  Hall  we  were  too  loud, 
The  Garden  here  is  more  convenient. 

York,  Then  fay  at  once,  if  I  maintain'd  the  Truth  : 
Or  elfe  was  wrangling  Somerfet  in  th'error  ? 

Snf.  Faith  I  have  been  a  Truant  in  the  Law, 
And  never  yet  could  frame  my  will  to  it, 
And  therefore  frame  the  Law  into  my  will. 

Som.  Judge  you,  my  Lord  of  Warwick^,  then  between  us. 
War.  Between  two  Hawks,which  flies  the  higher  pitch, 

Between  two  Dogs,which  hath  the  deeper  mouth, 
Between  two  Blades,  which  bears  the  better  temper, 
Between  two  Horfes,  which  doth  bear  him  beft, 
Between  two  Girls,  which  hath  the  merricft  Eye, 

I  have  perhaps  fome  ftiallow  fpirit  of  judgment : 
But  in  thefe  nice  lharp  Quillets  of  the  Law, 
Goodfaith,  I  am  no  wiler  than  a  Daw. 

Tork.  Tut,  tut,  here  is  a  mannerly  forbearance  : 

Truth  appears  fo  naked  cn  my  fide. 

That  any  pur-blind  Eye  may  find  it  out. 
Som.  And  on  my  fide,  it  is  fo  well  apparell'd, 

So  clear,  fo  fhining,  and  fo  evident, 

That  it  will  glimmer'through  a  blind  mans  Eye. 
York.  Since  you  are  Tongue-ty'd,  and  fo  loth  to  fpeak, 

In  dumb  fignificants  proclaim  your  thoughts : 

Let  him  that  is  a  true-born  Gentleman, 

And  ftands  upon  the  Honour  of  his  Birth, 

If  he  fuppofe  that  I  have  pleaded  truth, 

From  off  this  Bryar  pluck  a  white  Rofe  with  me. 
Som.  Let  him  that  is  no  Coward,  nor  no  Flatterer, 

But  dare  maintain  the  party  of  the  Truth, 

Pluck  a  red  Rofe  from  off  this  Thorn  with  me. 

War.  I  love  no  Colours--  and  without  all  colour 
Of  bafe  infinuating  Flattery, 

I  pluck 
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I  pluck  this  white  Rofe  with  PUntagenet. 
Suff.  I  pluck  this  red  Rofe  with  young  Somerfet, 

And  fay  withal,  I  think  he  held  the  right. 
Vernon.  Stay,Lords  and  Gentlemen,  and  pluck  no  more 

'Till  you  conclude,  that  he  upon  whofe  fide 
The  feweft  Rofes  are  crop't  from  the  tree, 
Shall  yield  the^other  in  the  right  Opinion. 

Som.  Good  Mafter  Vernon  it  is  well  objected  : 
If  I  have  feweft,  I  fubferibe  in  filence. 

lork.  And  I. 
Vernon.  Then  for  the  truth,  and  plainnefs  of  the  Cafe, 

I  pluck  this  pale  and  Maiden  Bloflbm  here, 
Giving  my  Verdit  on  the  white  Rofe  fide. 

Som.  Prick  not  your  finger  as  you  pluck  it  off, 
Left  bleeding,  you  do  paint  the  white  Rofe  red, 
And  fall  on  my  fide  fo  againft  your  will. 

Vernon.  If  I,  my  Lord,  for  my  Opinion  bleed, 
Opinion  fhall  be  furgeon  to  my  hurt, 
And  keep  me  on  the  fide  fti!l  where  I  am. 

Som.  Well,  well,  come  on,  who  elfe  ? 
Lawyer.  Unlefs  my  Study  and  my  Books  be  falfe, 

The  Argument  you  held,  was  wrong  in  you 
In  fign  whereof,  I  pluck  a  white  Rofe  too. 

York.  Now  Somerfet,  where  is  your  Argument  ? 
Som.  Here  in  my  Scabbard,  meditating  that, 

Shall  dy  your  white  Rofe  in  a  bloudy  red. 
i  York.  Mean  time  your  cheeks  do  counterfeit  our  Rofes, 
For  pale  they  look  with  fear,  as  witnefling 
The  truth  on  our  fide. 

Som.  No,  PUntagenet. 
Tis  not  for  fear,  but  anger,  that  my  cheeks 
Blufh  for  pure  fhame,  to  counterfeit  our  Rofes, 
And  yet  thy  tongue  will  not  confefsthy  Error. 

York.  Hath  not  thy  Rofe  a  Canker,  Somerfet}  _ 
Som.  Hath  not  thy  Rofe  a  Thorn,  PUntagenet  ? 
York.  I,  fharp  and  piercing  to  maintain  his  truth, 

Whiles  thy  confuming  Canker  eats  his  falfhood. 
Som.  Well,  Tie  find  Friends,to  wear  my  breeding  Rofes, 

That  fhall  maintain  what  I  have  faid  is  true, 
Where  falfe  PUntagenet  dare  not  be  feen. 

York.  Now  by  this  Maiden  Bloffom  in  my  hand, 
I  fcorn  thee  and  thy  fafhion,  peevifh  Boy. 

Suff.  Turn  not  thy  fcorns  this  v.  zy, PUntagenet. 
York\  Proud  Pool,  I  will,  and  fcorn  both  him  and  thee. 

Suff.  I'le  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thy  throat, 
Som.  Away,  away,  good  William  de  la  Pool, 

We  grace  the  Yeoman ,  by  converting  with  him. 

V/arw.  Now  by  God's  will  thou  wrong'ft  him,Somerfet ; 
His  Grandfather  was  Lyonel  Duke  of  Clarence, 
Third  Son  to  the  third  Edward  Duke  of  England : 
Spring  Creftlefs  Yeomen  from  fo  deep  a  Root  ? 

York.  He  bears  him  on  the  place's  Priviledge, 
Or  durft  not  for  his  craven  heart  fay  thus. 

Som.  By  him  that  made  me,  I'le  maintain  my  words 
On  any  plot  of  Ground  in  Chriftendom. 
Was  not  thy  Father,  Richard,  Earl  of  Cambridge, 

For  Treafon  executed  in  our  late  King's  days  ? 
And  by  his  Treafon,  ftand'ft  not  thou  attainted, 
Corrupted  and  exempt  from  ancient  Gentry  ? 
His  trefpafs  yet  lives  guilty  in  thy  blood, 

And  'till  thou  be  reftor'd,  thou  art  a  Yeoman. 
York.  My  Father  was  attached,  not  attainted, 

Condemn'd  to  dye  for  Treafon,  but  not  Tray  tor  j 
And  that  I'le  prove  on  better  men  than  Somerfet, 
Were  growing  time  once  ripened  to  my  will. 
For  your  partaker  Pod,  and  you  your  fdf, 

I'le  note  you  in  my  Book  of  Memory, 
To  fcourge  you  for  this  apprehenfion : 

Look  to  it  well ,  and  fay  you  are  well  warn'd. 
Som.  Ah,  thou  fhalt  find  us  ready  for  thee  ftill : 

And  know  us  by  thefe  Colours,for  thy  Foes, 
For  thefe,  my  Friends  in  fpight  of  thee  fhall  wear. 

Yorkt  And  by  my  Soul,  this  pale  and  angry  Rofe, 

As  Cognizance  of  my  blood-drinking  hate, 

Will  I  for  ever,  and  my  Faction  wear, 
Llutil  it  wither  with  me  to  my  Grave, 
Or  flourifh  to  the  height  of  my  Degree. 

Stiff.  Go  forward,  andbechoak'd  with  thy  ambition  : 
And  fo  farewel,  until  I  meet  thee  next.  f_  Exit. 

Sum.  Have  with  thee,  Pool  :  Farewel,  ambitious  Ri- 
chard. f_  Exit. 

Yorlz.  How  I  am  brav'd ,  and  muft  perforce  en- dure it  ? 

Warvo.  This  blot,  that  they  object  againft  your  Houfe 
Shall  be  wip't  out  in  the  next  Parliament, 
Call'd  for  the  Truce  of  Wmchcfler  and  Gloucefter: 
And  if  thou  be  not  then  created 'York\,, 
1  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  Warwick. 
Mean  time,  in  fignal  of  my  love  to  thee, 
Againft  proud  Somerfet,  and  William  Pool, 
Will  I  upon  thy  party  wear  this  Rofe. 
And  here  I  prophefie  :  this  Brawl  to  day, 
Grown  to  this  Faction  in  the  Temple  Garden, 
Shall  fend  between  the  Red- Rofe  and  the  White 
A  thoufand  Souls  to  Death  and  deadly  Night. 

York,  Good  Mafter  Vernon,  I  am  bound  to  you 
That  you  on  my  behalf  would  pluck  a  Flower. 

Ver.  In  your  behalf  ftill  will  I  wear  the  fame. 
Lawyer.  And  fo  will  I. 
York\.  Thanks,  gentle  Sir. 

Come,  let  us  four  to  dinner  :  I  dare  fay, 
This  Quarrel  will  drink  Bloud  another  day.  [Exeum. 

Enter  Mortimer,  brought  in  a  Chair,  and  Jaylors. 

Mort.  Kind  Keepers  of  my  weak  decaying  Age 
Let  dying  Mortimer  here  reft  himfelf. 
Even  like  a  man  new  haled  from  the  Wrack, 
So  fare  my  Limbs  with  long  Imprifonment : 
And  thefe  gray  Locks,  the  Purfuivants  of  Death, 
Neftor-X\\&  aged,  in  an  Age  of  Care, 
Argue  the  end  of  Edmund  Mortimer. 
Thefe  Eyes,  like  Lamps,  whofe  wafting  Oil  is  fpent, 
Wax  dim,  as  drawing  to  their  Exigent. 
Weak  Shoulders,  over-born  with  burthening  Grief, 
And  pithlefs  Arms,  like  to  a  withered  Vine, 
That  droops  his  fap-lefs  Branches  to  the  ground. 
Yet  are  thefe  Feet ,  whofe  ftrength-Iefs  ftay  is  num, 
(  Unable  to  fupport  this  Lump  of  Clay  ) 
Swift-winged  with  defire  to  get  a  Grave, 
As  witting  I  no  other  comfort  have. 
But  tell  me  Keeper,  will  my  Nephew  come  ? 

Keeper.  Richard  PUntagenet,  my  Lord,  will  come : 
We  fent  unto  the  Temple,  his  Chamber, 

And  anfwer  was  return'd,  that  he  will  come 
Mort.  Enough  :  my  foul  then  fhall  be  fatisfied. 

Poor  Gentleman,  his  wrong  doth  equal  mine, 
Since  Henry  Monmouth  firft  began  to  Reign, 
Before  whofe  Glory  I  was  great  in  Arms, 
This  loathfom  fequeftration  have  I  had  j 

And  even  fince  then,  hath  Richard  been  obfeur'd, 
Depriv'd  of  Honor  and  Inheritance. 
But  now,  the  Arbitrator  of  Defpairs, 

fuft  Death,  kind  Umpire  of  men's  Miferies, 
With  fweet  Enlargement  doth  difmifs  me  hence  * 

I  would  his  troubles  likewife  were  expir'd, 
That  fo  he  might  recover  what  was  loft. Enter  Richard. 

Keeper.  My  Lord,  your  loving  Nephew  now  is  come. 
Mort.  Richard  PUntagenet,  my  Friend,  is  he  come  ? 
Rich.  I,  Noble  Uncle,  thus  ignobly  us'd, 

Your  Nephew,  late  defbifed  Richard,  comes. 
Mort.  Direct  mine  Arms,  I  may  embrace  his  Neck, 

And  in  his  Bofom  fpend  my  later  gafp. 
Oh  tell  me  when  my  Lips  do  touch  his  Cheeks, 
That  1  may  kindly  give  one  fainting  Kifs : 
And  now  declare,  fweet  Stem  from  Yorkls  great  Stock, 

Why  did'ft  thou  fay  of  late  thou  wert  defpis'd  ? Rich.  Firft 



Ihe  firfi  Van  ofjting  Henry  the  Sixth. 
120 

Rich.  Firft,  lean  thine  aged  Back  againft  mine  Arm, 
And  in  that  cafe  Tic  tell  thee  my  Difeafe. 

This  day.in  argument  upon  a  Cafe, 

Some  words  there  grew'twixt  Sbm&fit  and  me  : 

Amongft  which  terms,  he  us'd  his  lavifh  tongue, 
And  did  upbraid  me  with  my  Father's  death  ; 
Which  cbloqnie  fet  bars  before  my  tongue, 
Elfe  with  the  like  I  had  requited  him. 

riierfcftjfC,  good  Uncle,  for  my  Father's  fake, 
In  honour  of  a  true  VUntagem, 
And  for  Alliance  fake,  declare  the  Caufe, 

My  Father,  Earl  of  Cambridge,  loft  his  Head. 

Mart.  That  Caufe  (  fair  Nephew  )  that  imprifon'd  me, 
And  hath  detained  me  all  my  flow'ring  Youth, 
Within  a  loathfom  Dungeon,  there  to  pine, 
Was  curfed  lnllrument  of  his  deceafe. 

Rich.  Difcover  more  at  large,what  Caufe  that  was, 

For  I  am  ignoranc,  arid  cannot  guefs. 
Mart,  1  will,  if  that  my  fading  breath  permit, 

And  D-ath  approach  not,  e're  my  Tale  be  done. 
Hemy  the  Fourth,  Grandfather  to  this  King, 

Deposed  his  Nephew  Richard,  Edward's  Son, 
The  firft  begotten,  and  the  lawful  Heir 
Of  Edward  King,  the  third  of  thatDefcent. 

During  whofe  Reign,  the  Piercies  of  the  North, 

Finding  his  Ufurpation  molt  unjuft, 

Endeavour'd  my  advancement  to  the  Throne. 
The  Reafon  movM  thefe  Warlike  Lords  to  this, 

Was,  for  that  (  young  Richard  thus  remov'd, 
Leaving  no  Heir  begotten  of  his  Body  ) 
I  was  the  next  by  Birth  and  Parentage  : 

For  by  my  Mother  I  derived  am 

From  Lyonel  Duke  of  Clarence,  the  third  Son 

To  King  Edward  the  Third  •,  whereas  he, 
From  John  of  Gaunt  doth  bring  his  Pedigree, 

Being  but  the  fourth  of  that  Heroick  Line. 
But  mark  :  as  in  this  haughty  great  attempt, 

They  laboured  to  Plant  the  rightful  Heir, 

1  loft  my  Liberty,  and  they  their  Lives, 

Long  after  this,  when  Henry  the  Fifth 

(  Succeeding  his  Father  BullmgbrooK)  did  reign ; 

Thy  Father,  Earl  of  Cambridge,  thenderiv'd 
From  famous  Edmund  Langley,  Duke  of  Tork, 

Marrying  my  Sifter,  that  thy  Mother  was  ; 

Again,  in  pity  of  my  hard  diftrefs, 
Levied  an  Army,  weening  to  redeem, 

And  have  inftall'd  me  in  the  Diadem : 

But  as  the  reft,  fo  fell  that  Noble  Earl, 

And  was  b. headed.  Thus  the  Mortimers, 

In  whom  the  Title  reftcd,  were  fuppreft.  < 

Rich.  Of  which,  my  Lord,  your  Honour  is  the  laft. 

Mort.  True  ;  and  thou  feeft,  that  1  no  Iflue  have 

And  that  my  fainting  words  do  warrant  death  : 

Thou  art  my  Heir  ;  the  reft,  I  wifh  thee  gather : 

But  yet  be  wary  in  thy  ftudious  care. 

Rich.  Thy  grave  admonifhments  prevail  with  me  : 

But  yet,  methinks,  my  Father's  execution Was  nothing  lefs,  than  bloody  Tyranny. 
Mort.  With  filence,  Nephew,  be  thou  politick, 

Strong  fixed  is  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter, 

And  like  a  Mountain,  not  to  be  remov'd. 
But  now  thy  Uncle  is  removing  hence, 

As  Princes  do  their  Courts  when  they  are  cloy'd 
With  long  continuance  in  a  fetled  place. 

Rich.  O  Uncle,  would  fome  part  of  my  young  years 

Might  but  redeem  the  paffage  of  your  Age. 

Mart.  Thou  do'lt  then  wrong  me,  as  that  flaughterer 

Whichgiveth  many  Wounds,  when  one  will  kill,  (doth, 

Mourn  not,  except  thou  forrow  for  my  good, 

Onelv  give  order  for  my  Funeral . 

And  lb  farewel ,  and  fair  be  all  thy  hopes ; 

\nd  prof  pei  ous  bs  thy  Life  in  Peace  and  War.      [  Dyes. 
RUh.  And  Peace,  no  War,  befall  thy  parting  Soul, 

b  Prifon  haft  thou  fpent  a  Pilgrimage, 

And  like  a  Hermite  ovcr-paft  thy  days. 
Well,  1  will  tockhis  Counfelinmy  Breaft, 
And  what  I  do  imagine,  let  that  reft. 
Keepers  convey  him  hence,  and  I  my  felf 
Will  fee  his  Burial  better  than  his  Life.  [Exit. 
Here  dyes  the  duskie  Torch  of  Mortimer, 
Choak't  with  Ambition  of  the  meaner  fort. 
And  for  thofe  Wrongs,  thofe  bitter  Injuries, 

Which  Somerjet  hath  offer'd  to  my  Houfe, 
I  doubt  not,  but  with  Honour  to  redrefs. 
And  therefore  hafte  I  to  the  Parliament, 
Either  to  be  reftored  to  my  Blood, 

Or  make  my  will  th'advantage  of  my  good.  £  Exit. 

Actus  Tertws.  Scena  Prima. 

FloHriJJj.  Enter  King,  Exeter,  Glofter,  Winchefter,  War- 
wick, Somerfet,  Suffolk,  Richard  Plantagenet.  Glofter 

offers  to  put  up  a  Bill:  Winchefter  fnatchesit,  tears  it. 

Winch.  Com'ft  thou  with  deep  premeditated  Lines  f 
With  written  Pamphlets,  ftudioufly  devis'd  ? 
Humfrey  of  Glofter,  if  thou  canft  acenfe, 
Or  ought  intend'ft  to  lay  unto  my  charge, 
Doit  without  invention,  fuddenly,  • 
As  I  with  hidden,  andextemporal  fpeech, 
Purpofe  to  anfwer  what  thou  canft  objecT:.      (  patience 

Glo.  Prefumptuous  Prieft ,  this  place  commands  my 
Or  thou  fhould'ft  find  thou  haft  dishonour'd  me. 

Think  not,  although  in  Writing  I  preferr'd 
The  manner  of  thy  vile  outragious  Crimes, 

That  therefore  I  have  forg'd,  or  am  not  able 
V nbatim  to  rehearfethe  Method  of  my  Pen. 

No,  Prelate,  fuch  is  thy  audacious  wicked nefs, 
Thy  leud,  peftiferous,  and  dhTentious  pranks, 
As  very  infants  prattle  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  art  a  molt  pernicious  Ufurer, 
Froward  by  Nature,  Enemy  to  Peace, 
Lafcivious,  wanton,  more  than  well  befeems 
A  man  of  thy  Profeffion,  and  Degree. 

And  for  thy  Treachery,  what's  more  manifeft  ? 
In  that  thou  laid'ft  a  Trap  to  take  my  Life, 
As  well  at  London  Bridge,  as  at  the  Tower. 
Belide,  I  fear  me,  if  thy  thoughts  were  fifted, 
The  King,  thy  Soveraign,  is  not  quite  exempt 
From  envious  malice  of  thy  fwelling  heart. 

Wtnch.  Glofter,  I  dodefiethee.  Lords,  vouchfafe 
To  give  my  hearing  what  I  fhall  reply. 
If  I  were  Covetous,  Ambitious,  or  Perverfe, 
As  he  will  have  me  :  how  am  I  fo  poor  ? 

Or  how  hap's  it,  I  feek  not  to  advance 
Or  raife  my  felf?  but  keep  my  wonted  Calling. 
And  for  DifTention,  who  preferreth  Peace 

More  than  I  do  ?  except  1  be  provok'd. 
No,  my  good  Lords,  it  is  not  that  offends, 
It  is  not  that,  that  hath  incens'd  the  Duke  : 
It  is  becaufe  ro  one  mould  fway  but  he. 
No  one.  but  he,  fhould  be  about  the  King; 
And  luat  engenders  Thunder  in  his  breaft, 
And  makes  him  roar  thefe  Accufations  forth. 

But  he  fhall  know,  I  am  as  good  
Gloft.  As  good? 

Thou  Baftard  of  my  Grandfather. 

Winch.  I,  Lordly  Sir:  for  what  are  you,  I  pray, 

But  one  imperious  in  another's  Throne  ? 
Gloft.  Am  not  I  Protector ,  fawcie  Prieft  ? 
Wtnch.  And  am  not  I  a  Prelate  of  the  Church  ? 

Gloft.  Yes,  as  an  Out-law  in  a  Caftle  keeps, 
And  ufeth  it,  to  patronage  his  Theft. 

Winch.  Unreverend  Glocefter. 
Gloft.  Thou  art  Reverend, 

Touching  thy  Spiritual  Function,  not  thy  Life. 
Winch. 
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Wmcb.  Rome  (hall  remedy  this. 
Wanv.  Roam  thither  then. 

My  Lord,  it  w,.Te  your  duty  to  forbear. 
Som.  I,  fee  the  Bifhop  be  not  over-born: 

Me  thinks  my  Lord  mould  be  Religious, 
And  know  the  Office  that  belongs  to  fuch. 

Warn.  Me  thinks  his  Lordfhip  Ihould  be  humbler, 
It  fitteth  not  a  Prelate  fo  to  plead. 

Som,  Yes,  when  his  holy  State  is  touch'd  fo  near. 
W.vrv.  State  holy,  or  unhallow'd,  what  of  that  ? 

Is  not  his  Grace  Protector  to  the  King  ? 
Rich.  Plant  agenet  I  fee  muft  hold  his  tongue, 

Left  it  be  faid,  Speak,  Sirrah,  when  you  mould, 
Muft  your  bold  Verdict  enter  talk  with  Lords .? 
Elfe  would  I  have  a  fling  at  Winchefter. 

King.  Uncles  of  Glofter  and  of  Winchefter, 
The  fpecial  Watch-men  of  our  Englijh  Weal, 
I  would  prevail,  if  Prayers  might  prevail. 
To  join  your  hearts  in  love  and  amity. 
Oh,  what  a  Scandal  is  it  to  our  Crown, 
That  two  fuch  Noble  Peers,  as  ye,  mould  jar  ? 
Believe  me,  Lords,  my  tender  years  can  tell, 
Civil  diffention  is  a  viperous  Worm, 
That  gnaws  the  Bowels  of  the  Common- wealth. 

A  noife  within.  Down  with  the  Tawny  Coats. 
King.  What  Tumult  is  this  ? 
Warw.  An  Uproar,  I  dare  warrant, 

Begun  through  malice  of  the  Bifhop's  men. 
A  noife  again,  Stones,  Stones. 

Enter  Mayor. 

M-iyor.  Oh  my  good  Lords,  and  virtuous  Henry, 
Pity  the  City  of  London,  pity  us : 

The  Bifhop  and  the  Duke  of  Glofter'%  men, 
Forbidden  late  to  carry  any  Weapon, 

Have  fill'd  their  Pockets  full  of  peble  ftones ; 
And  banding  themfelves  in  contrary  parts, 
Do  pelt  fo  fait  at  one  anothers  Pate, 

That  many  have  their  giddy  brains  knock't  out : 
Our  Windows  are  broke  down  in  every  Sireet, 
And  we,  for  fear,  compelf  d  to  (hut  our  Shops. 

Enter  in  skirmish  with  bloody  Pates. 

King.  We  charge  you  on  allegiance  to  our  felves, 
To  hold  your  flaughtering  hands,  and  keep  the  Peace : 
Pray  Uncle  Glofter  mitigate  this  ftrife. 

1.  Serving.  Nay,  if  we  be  forbidden  ftones,we'll  fall  to 
it  with  our  teeth. 

2.  Serving.  Do  what  ye  dare,  we  are  as  refolute. 
Skirmiftj  again. 

Gttft.  You  of  my  houfhold  leave  this  psevifh-  broil, 
And  fet  this  unaccuftom'd  fight  afide. 

3.  Serving.  My  Lord,we  know  your  Grace  to  be  a  man 
Juft,  and  upright  ;  and  for  your  Royal  Birth, 
Inferiour  to  none,  but  to  his  Majefty : 
And  e're  that  we  will  fuffer  fuch  a  Prince, 
So  kind  a  Father  of  the  Common  weal, 
To  be  difgraced  by  an  Ink-horn  Mate, 
We  and  our  Wives  and  Children  all  will  fight, 
And  have  our  Bodies  llaughtred  by  thy  Foes. 

1.  Serv.  I,  and  the  very  paring  of  our  Nails 
Shall  pitch  a  Field  when  we  are  dead. 

Begin  again. 
Gloft.  Stay,  ftay,  I  fay, 

And  if  you  love  me,  as  you  fay  you  do, 
Let  me  perfuade  you  to  forbear  a  while. 

King.  Oh  how  this  difcord  doth  afflicl:  my  Soul, 
Can  you,  my  Lord  of  Winchefter,  behold 
My  Sighs  and  Tears,  and  will  not  once  relent  ? 
Who  fhould  be  pitiful,  if  you  be  not  ? 
Or  who  Ihould  ftudy  to  prefer  a  Peace, 
If  holy  Church-men  take  delight  in  Broils? 

Warw.  Yield,  my  Lord  Protedor,  yield  Winchefter. 
Except  you  mean  with  obftinate  repulfe 

To  flay  your  Soveraign,  and  deftroy  the  Realm. 
You  fee  what  mifchief,  and  what  Murther  too, 
Hath  been  enacled  through  your  enmity  : 
Then  be  at  Peace,  except  ye  thrift  for  blood. 

Wmch.  He  (hall  fubmit,  or  I  will  never  yield. 
Gloft.  Companion  on  the  King  commands  me  fcoop, 

Or  I  would  fee  his  heart  out,  e're  the  Prieft 
Should  ever  get  that  priviledge  of  me. 

Warw.  Behold,  my  Lord  of  Winchefter,  the  Duke 
Hath  banifht  moody  difcontented  fury, 
As  by  his  fmoothed  Brows  it  doth  appear : 
Why  look  you  ftill  fo  Item,  and  Tragical  ? 

Gloft.  Here  Winchefter-,  I  offer  thee  my  Hand. 
King.  Fie>,  Uncle  Beauford,  I  have  heard  you  preach, 

That  Malice  was  a  great  and  grievous  fin  : 
And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach  ? 
But  prove  a  chief  Offender  in  the  fame. 

Warw.  Sweet  King  :  the  Bifhop  hath  a  kindly  gird  : 
For  fhame  my  Lord  of  Winchefter,  relent ; 
What,  fhall  a  Child  inftrudt  you  what  to  do  ? 

Wmch.  Well,  Duke  of  Glofter,  I  will  yield  to  thee, 
Love  for  thy  Love,  and  Hand  for  Hand  I  give. 

Gloft.  I,  but  I  fear  me  with  a  hollow  Heart. 
So  here  my  Friends,  and  loving  Countrymen^ 
The  token  ferveth  for  a  Flag  of  Truce, 
Betwixt  our  felves,  and  all  our  Followers  : 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  diflemble  not. 

Winch.  So  help  me  God,  as  I  intend  it  not. 
King.  .Oh,  loving  Uncle,  kind  Duke  of  Glofter, 

How  joyful  am  I  made  by  this  Contract  ? 
Away  my  Mafters,  trouble  us  no  more, 
But  join  in  Friendfhip,  as  your  Lords  have  done. 

1 .  Serv.  Content,  Pie  to  the  Surgeon's. 2.  Serv.  And  fo  will  I. 

3 .  Serv.  And  I  will  fee  what  phyfick  the  Tavern  af- 
fords. [Exeunt. 

Warw.  Accept  this  Scrowl,  mofl  gracious  Soveraign, 
Which  in  the  Right  of  Richard  Plantageffet, 
We  do  exhibit  to  your  Majefty. 

Glo.  Well  urg'd  my  Lord  of  Warwick:  for.fweet  Prince, 
And  if  your  Grace  mark  every  cicumftance, 
You  have  great  reafon  to  do  Richard  right, 
Efpecially  for  thofe  occafions 
At  Eltham  place  I  told  your  Majefty. 

King.  And  thofe  occafions,  Uncle,  were  of  force  : 
Therefore,  my  loving  Lords,  our  pleafure  is, 
That  Richard  be  reftored  to  his  Blood. 

Warw.  Let  Richard  be  reftored  to  his  Blood, 

So  lhall  his  Fathers  wrongs  be  recompens'd. 
Wmch.  As  will  the  reft,  fo  willeth  Winchefter. 
King.  If  Richard  will  be  true,  not  that  alone, 

But  all  the  whole  Inheritance  I  give 
That  doth  belong  unto  the  Houfe  of  York, 
From  whence  you  fpring,  by  lineal  defcent. 

Rich.  Thy  humble  Servant  vows  obedience, 
And  humble  fervice  till  the  point  of  death. 

King.  Stoop  then,  and  fet  your  Knee  againft  my  Foot, 
And  in  reguerdon  of  .that  duty  done, 

I  gird  thee  with  the  valiant  Sword  of  York. 
Rife  Richard  like  a  true  Plantagemt. 
And  rife  created  Princely  Duke  of  York, 

Rich.  And  fo  thrive  Richard,  as  thy  Foes  may  fall, 
And  as  my  duty  fprings,  fo  perifh  they, 
That  grudge  one  thought  againft  your  Majefty. 

All.  Welcome  high  Prince,  the  mighty  Duke  of  Yor\. 
Som.  Perifh,  bafe  Prince,  ignoble  Duke  of  York. 
Gloft.  Now  will  ic  beft  avail  your  Majefty, 

To  crofs  the  Seas,  and  to  be  Crown'd  in  France  : 
The  prefence  of  a  King  engenders  love, 
Amongft  his  Subjects  and  his  loyal  Friends, 
As  it  dis-animates  his  Enemies. 

King.  When  Glofter  fays  the  word,  King  Henry  goes, 
For  friendly  counfel  cuts  off  many  Foes. 

Gloft.  Your  fhips  already  are  in  readinefi.  [Exeunt 
M  in  M*hdr  \ 
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Aiat.et  Exeter. 

E  ve.  I,  we  may  march  in  England  or  in  France, 
Not  feeing  what  is  likely  to  enfue  ; 
This  late  diflention  grown  betwixt  the  Peers, 

Burns  under  feigned  afhes  of  forg'd  love, 
And  will  at  laft  break  out  into  a  flame, 
As  feltred  members  rot  but  by  degree, 
Till  bones,  and  flclh,  and  linews  fall  away, 
So  will  chis  bafe  and  envyous  difcord  breed. 
And  now  I  fear  that  fatal  Prophecy 

Which  in  the  time  of  Henry  nam'd  the  Fifth, 
Was  in  the  mouth  of  every  lucking  Babe, 

That  Henry  born  at  Monmouth  (hould  win  all, 

And  Henry  born  at  Wmdfor  fhould  lofe  all : 
iWhich  is  fo  plain,  that  Exeter  doth  wifli, 

'His  days  may  finifh  e're  that  haplefs  time-  [Exit. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Puzel  disgdfd,  and  four  Souldiers  with 

Sacks  upon  their  back*. 

Fuxjtl  Thefe  are  the  City  Gate?,  the  Gates  of  Roan, 

Through  which  our  policy  mult  make  a  breach. 

Take  heed,  be  wary  how  you  place  your  words, 
Talk  like  the  vulgar  fort  of  Market  men, 

That  come  to  gather  Money  for  their  Corn. 
If  we  have  entrance,  as  I  hope  we  lhall, 

[And  that  we  find  the  (loathful  Watch  but  weak, 

Tie  by  a  iign  give  notice  to  our  Friends, 

That  Charles  the  Dolphin  may  encounter  them. 
Suuldier.  Our  Sacks  lhall  be  a  mean  to  lack  the  City, 

And  we  be  Lords  and  Rulers  over  Roan, 

Therefore  we'll  knock.  [Knock. 
Watch.  Chela  ? 

Puzjel.  Peaf aims  la  pouiire  gens  de  France. 
Poor  Market-folks  that  come  to  fell  their  Corn. 

IV.ach.  Enter,  go  in,  the  Market  Bell  is  rung. 

Pnz.el.    Now  Roan,  Tie  lhake  thy  Bulwarks  to  the 

ground.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Charles,  Baftard,  Alanfon. 

Charles.  Saint  Dennis  blefs  this  happy  Stratagem,  . 

And  once  again  we'll  fleep  fecure  in  Roan. 

Baftard.  Here  entred  Pnzjel,  and  her  Praclifants- 
Now  is  fhe  there,  how  will  fhe  fpecifie  ? 

Here  is  the  bell  and  fafeft  paflage  in. 

Rtign.  By.  thrufting  out  a  Torch  from  yonder  Tower, 

Which  once  difcern'd  Ihews  that  her  meaning  is, 

No  way  to  that  {Tor  weaknefs)  which  Ihe  entrtd. 

Enter  Puzel  on  the  top,  thrufting  out  a  Torch  burning. 

Puzel.  Behold,  this  is  the  happy  Wedding  Torch, 

That  joineth  Roan  unto  her  Countrymen, 

But  burning  fatal  to  the  Talbomtes. 

Baftard.  See,  Noble  Charles,  the  Beacon  ot  our  Friend, 

The  burning  Torch  in  yonder  Turret  Hands. 
Char  els.  Now  lhines  it  like  a  Comet  of  Revenge, 

A  Prophet  to  the  fall  of  all  our  Foes. 

Reign.  Defer  no  time,  delays  have  dangerous  ends, 
Enter,  and  cry,  the  Dolphin,  prefently, 

And  then  do  execution  on  the  Watch.  [Alarum, 

An  Alarum,  Talbot  in  an  Exckrfm. 

Talb.  FranCe,thou  (halt  rue  this  Treafon  with  thy  tears, 
If  Talbot  but  furvive  thy  Treachery. 

Puzel  that  Witch,  that  damned  Sorcerefs, 

Hath  wrought  this  Heliilh  mifchief  unawares, 

That  hardly  we  efcap'd  the  Pride  of  France.  [Exit. 

An  Alarum :  Excurftons.  Bedford  brought  in  fich'n  a  Chair. 

Enter  Talbot  and  Burgonie  without :  within  Puzel, 

Charles,  Baftard,  and  Reignier  on  the  Walls. 

P«*..Good  morrow,  Gallants,want  ye  Corn  for  Bread 
I  think  the  Duke  of  Burgonie  will  faft, 

Before  he'll  buy  againe  at  fuch  a  rate. 
'Twas  full  of  Darnel :  do  you  like  the  tafte  ? 

Burg.  ScofF  on,  vile  Fiend,  and  lhamelefs  Courtizan, 
I  trull  e're  long  to  choak  thee  with  thine  own, 
And  make  thee  curfe  the  Harveft  of  that  Corn. 

Charles.  Your  Grace  may  ftarve  f  perhaps )  before 
that  time. 

Bedf.  Oh  let  not  words,but  deeds,revenge  this  Treafon. 
Puzel.  What  will  you  do,  good  gray  Beard  ? 

Break  a  Launce,  and  run  a  Tilt  at  Death 
Within  a  Chair. 

Talb  Foul  Fiend  of  France,  and  Hag  of  all  difpight, 

I  ricompafb'd  with  thy  lufbful  Paramours, 
Becomes  it  thee  to  taunt  his  valiant  Age, 
And  twit  with  Cowardife  a  man  half  dead  ? 
Damfel  Pie  have  a  bout  with  you  again, 

Or  elfe  let  Talbot  perifli  with  this  fhame. 
Puzel.  Are  ye  fo  hot,  Sir  :  yet  Puzel  hold  thy  peace, 

It  Talbot  do  but  Thunder,  Rain  will  follow. 

They  whifper  together  in  ccunfel. 
God  fpeed  the  Parliament :  who  lhall  be  the  Speaker  ? 
Talb.  Dare  ye  come  forth,  and  meet  us  in  the  Field  ? 

Puzel.  Belike  your  Lordlhip  takes  us  then  for  Fools, 

To  try  if  that  our  own  be  ours,  or  no. 
Talb.  I  fpeake  not  to  that  railing  Hecate, 

But  unto  thee  Alanfon,  and  the  reft. 
Will  ye,  like  Souldiers,  come  and  fight  it  out  ? 

Alanf.  Seignior,  no. 
Talb.  Seignior,  hang :  bafe  Muleters  of  France, 

Like  Pefant  foot-Boys  do  they  keep  the  Walls, 

And  dare  not  take  up  Arms,  like  Gentlemen. 

Puzel.  Away  Captains,  let's  get  us  from  the  "Walls, 
For  Talbot  means  no  goodnefs  by  his  Looks. 

God  b'uy  my  Lord,  we  came  Sir  but  to  tell  you, 
That  we  are  here. 

[Exeunt  from  the  Walk. 
Talb.  And  there  we  will  be  too,  e're  it  be  long. 

Or  elfe  Reproach  be  Talbot^  greateft  Fame. 

Vow  Burgonie,  by  Honour  of  thy  Houfe, 

Prick't  on  by  publick  Wrongs  fuftain'd  in  France, 
Either  to  get  the  Town  again  or  dye. 
And  I,  as  fin  e  as  Englilh  Htnry  lives, 
And  as  his  Father  here  was  Corquerour ; 
As  fur-e  as  in  this  late  betrayed  Town, 
Great  Cordelion\  heart  was  buryed  ; 

So  iiyt&I  fwear,  to  get  the  Town  or  die. 

Burg.  My  Vows  are  equal  partners  with  thy  Vows, 
Talb.  Butje're  we  go,  regard  this  dying  Prince, 

The  valiant^Duke  of  Bedford  :  Come,  my  Lord, 
We  will  beftow  you  in  lome  better  place, 
Fitter  for  ficknefs,  and  for  crazie  Age. 

Bedf.  Lord  Talbot,  do  not  fo  dilhonour  me  : 
Here  i  will  fit,  before  the  Walls  of  Roan, 

And  will  be  partner  of  your  weal  or  wo. 

Burir.  Couragious  Bedford,  let  us  now  pcrfuade  ycu. 

Bedf.  Not  to  be  gone  from  hence,  for  once  1  Read, 

That  ftout  Pendragon,  in  his  Litter  lick, 

Came  to  the  Field,  and  var.quifhed  his  Foes. 
Me  thinks  I  mould  revive  the  Souldiers  Hearts, 

Becaufe  I  ever  found  them  as  my  felf. 

Talb.  Undaunted  Spirit  in  a  dying  Breaft, 

Then  be  it  fo  :   Heavens  keep  old  Bedford  fafe. 

And  now  no  more  ado,  brave  Burgenie, 

But  gather  we  our  Forces  out  of  hand, 

And  fet  upon  our  boafting  Enemy.  [Fx*. 
An  Alarum  :    Excurfions.    Enter  Sir  John 

FalftafF,  and  a  Captain. 

Cp. 
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Cap.  Whither  away,  Sir  John  Falft  aff,  in  fuch  hafte  ? 
Falft.  Whither  away  ?   to  fave  my  felf  by  flight, 

We  are  like  to  have  the  overthrow  again. 
Cap.  What  ?  will  you  flye,  and  leave  Lord  Talbot  ? 

Falft.  I,  all  the  Talbot's  in  the  world,  to  fave  my  life. 

fj  Exit. Cap.  Cowardly  Knight,  ill  Fortune  follow  thee.  [Exit. 
Retreat.  Excursions.  Puzel,  Alanfon,  and  Charles  flte. 
Bedf.  Now,  quiet  Soul,  depart  when  Heaven  pleafe, 

For  I  have  feen  our  Enemies  overthrow. 
What  is  the  truft  or  ftrength  of  foolifli  man  ? 
They  that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  feoffs, 
Are  glad  and  fain  by  flight  to  fave  themfelves. 

Bedford  dyes,  and  is  carried  by  two  in  his  Chair. 

An  Alarum.  Enter  Talbot,  Burgonie,  and  the  reft. 

Talb.  Loft,  and  recovered  in  a  day  again, 
This  is  a  double  Honour,  Burgonie  : 
Yet  Heavens  have  glory  for  this  Victory. 

Burg.  Warlike  and  Martial  Talbot,  Burgonie 
Infhrines  thee  in  his  heart,  and  there  erects 

Thy  Noble  Deeds,  as  Valour's  Monuments. 
Talb.  Thanks,  gentle  Duke  :  but  where  is  Puz.el  now  ? 

I  think  her  old  Familiar  is  afleep. 

Now  where's  the  Ballard's  braves,  and  Charles  his  glikes  ? 
What,  all  amort ?  Roan  hangs  her  head  for  grief, 
That  fuch  a  valiant  company  are  fled. 
Now  will  we  take  fome  order  in  the  Town, 
Placing  therein  fome  expert  Officers, 
And  then  depart  to  Pans  to  the  King, 
For  there  young  Henry  with  his  Nobles  lye. 

Burg.  What  will's  Lord  Talbot  pleafeth  Burgonie' 
Talb.  But  yet  before  we  go,  let's  not  forget 

The  Noble  Duke  of  Bedford,  late  deceas'd, 
But  fee  his  Exequies  fulfjll'd  in  Roan, 
A  braver  Souldier  never  couched  Launce, 
A  gentler  heart  did  never  fway  in  Court. 
But  Kings  and  mightieft  Potentates  mull  die, 

For  that's  the  end  of  Humane  Miferie,  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Charles,  Baftard,  Alanfon,  Puzel. 

Puzel.  Difmay  not  (Princes)  at  this  accident, 

Nor  grieve  that  Roan  \%  fo  recovered. 
Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corrofive, 

For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedy'd. 
Let  frantick  Talbot  triumph  for  a  while, 
And  like  a  Peacock  fweep  along  his  tail, 

We'll  pull  his  Plumes,  and  take  away  his  Train, 
If  Dolphin  and  the  reft  will  be  but  rul'd. 

Charles.  We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hitherto, 
And  of  thy  Cunning  had  no  diffidence, 
One  fudden  Foyl  fhall  never  breed  diftruft. 

"Baftard-  Search  out  thy  wit  for  fecret  policies, 
And  we  will  make  thee  famous  through  the  World. 

Alanf.  We'll  fet  thy  Statue  in  fome  holy  place, 
And  have  thee  reverene'd  like  a  bleffed  Saint. 
Employ  thee  then,  fweet  Virgin,  for  our  good. 

Puiel.  Then  thus  it  muft  be,  this  doth  Joan  devife : 

By  fair  perfwafions,  mixt  with  fugred  words, 
We  will  entice  the  Duke  of  Burgonie 
To  leave  the  Talbot,  and  to  follow  us- 

Charles.  I  marry,  fweeting,  if  we  could  do  that, 

France  were  no  place  for  Henry's  Warriours, 
Nor  fhall  that  Nation  boaft  it  fo  with  us, 
But  be  extirped  from  our  Provinces. 

Alanf.  For  ever  fhould  they  be  expuls'd  from  France, 
And  not  have  Title  of  an  Earldom  here. 
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Puz..  Your  Honours  fhall  perceive"  how  I  will  work, 
To  bring  this  matter  to  the  wifhed  end. Drum  founds  a- far  off. 

Heark,  by  the  found  of  Drum  you  may  perceive 
Their  Powers  are  marching  unto  Paris-ward. 

Here  found  an  Englifti  march. 

There  goes  the  Talbot  with  his  Colours  fpread, 
And  all  the  Troops  of  Englifi  after  him. 

French  imarch. 

Now  in  the  Rereward  comes  \he  Duke  and  his; 
Fortune  in  favour  makes  him  ag  behind. 
Summon  a  Parley,  we  will  talk  w  ith  him. 

Trumpets  fcund  a  Parley. 
Charles.  A  Parley  with  the  Duke  of  Burgonie} 
Burg.  Who  craves  a  Parley  with  the  Burgonie? 
Puz.el.  The  Princely  Charles  of  France,  thy  Coun- 

tryman. Burg.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Charles  ?  for  I  am  marching 
hence. 

Charles.  Speak  Puzel ,  and  enchant  him  with  thy 

words. 
Puz.el.  Brave  Burgonie,  undoubted  hope  of  France, 

Stay,  let  thy  humble  Hand-maid  fpeak  to  thee. 

Burg.  Speak  on,  but  be  not  over-tedious. 
Puz..  Look  on  thy  Country,  look  on  fertile  France, 

And  fee  the  Cities  and  the  Towns  defac't, 
By  wafting  Ruine  of  the  cruel  Foe, 
As  looks  the  Mother  on  her  lowly  Babe* 
When  Death  doth  dofe  his  tender-dying  Eyesj 
See,  fee  the  pining  Malady  of  France  ; 
Behold  the  Wounds,  the  moft  unnatural  Wounds, 
Which  thou  thy  felf  haft  given  her  woful  Breaft, 
Oh  turn  the  edged  Sword  another  way,i 

Strike  thofe  that  hurt,  and  hurt  not  thofe  that  help  •• 
One  drop  of  Blood  drawn  from  thy  Country's  Bofom, 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  ftreams  of  common  gore, 
Return  thee  therefore  with  a  floud  of  Tears, 

And  wafh  away  thy  Country's  ftained  Spots. 
Burg.  Either  fhe  hath  bewitch't  me  with  her  words, 

Or  Nature  makes  me  fuddenly  relent. 
Puzel.  Befides,  all  French  and  France  exclaims  on  thee, 

Doubting  thy  Birth  and  Lawful  Progenie. 

Whom  joyn'ft  thou  with,  but  with  a  Lordly  Nation, 
That  will  not  truft  thee  but  for  profits  fake  ? 
When  Talbct  hath  fet  footing  once  in  France, 

And  fafhion'd  thee  that  Inftrument  of  111, 
Who  then,  but  Englifr  Henry,  will  be  Lord, 
And  thoU  be  thruft  out  like  a  Fugitive? 
Call  we  to  mind,  and  mark  but  this  for  proof: 
Was  not  the  Duke  of  Orleance  thy  Foe  ? 
And  was  he  not  in  England  Prifoner  ? 
But  when  they  heard  he  was  thine  Enemy  ,= 

They  fet  him  free,  without  his  Ranfom  pay'd,. 
In  fpight  of  Burgonie  and  all  his  Friends, 
See  then,  thou  fight'ft  againft  thy  Conntrymen, 

And  joyn'ft  with  them  will  be  thy  flaughter-men. 
Come,  come,  return,  return  thou  wandring  Lord, 
Charles  and  the  reft  will  take  thee  in  their  arms. 

.    Burg.  I  am  vanquifhed  : 
Thefe  haughty  words  of  hers 
Have  batter'd  me  like  roaring  Cannon-fhot, 
And  made  me  almoft  yield  upon  my  knees. 
Forgive  me  Country  and  fweet  Countrymen  : 
And  Lords  accept  this  hearty  kind  embrace. 
My  Forces,  and  my  Power  of  men,  are  yours. 

So  farewel  Talbot,  I'le  no  longer  truft  truft  thee- 
Puz..  Done  like  a  French  man  :  turn,  and  turn  again. 
Charles.  Welcome,  brave  Duke,  thy  friendfhip  makes 

us  frefh. 
Baftard.  And  doth  beget  new  Courage  in  our 

Breafts. 
Alanf.  Puzsl  hath  bravely  play'd  her  part  in  this, 

And  doth  deferve  a  Coronet  of  Gold. 
Charles.  Now  let  us  on,  my  Lords, 

Mm  2  And 
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And  joyn  our  Powers, 

And  feek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  Foe.  [Exit- 

Scena  fzhiarta. 

Enter  the  King,  Glocefter,  Winchefter,  York,  Suffolk, 

Somerfet,  Warwick,  Exeter  :  To  them,  with 
his  Souldiers,  Talbot. 

Tal.  My  gracious  Prince,  and  honourable  Peers, 

Hearing  of  your  arrival  in  this  Realm, 
I  have  a  while  given  Truce  unto  my  Wars, 
To  do  my  duty  to  my  Soveraign. 

In  fign  whereof,  this  Arm,  that  hath  reclaim'd 
To  your  obedience,  fifty  Fortrelfes, 
Twelve  Cities,  and  feven  walled  Towns  of  ftrength, 

Befide  five  hundred  Prifoncrs  of  efteem  -, 
Lets  fall  his  Sword  before  your  Highnefs  feet : 
And  with  fubmiffive  loyalty  of  heart 
Afcribes  the  Glory  of  his  Conqueft  got, 

Firft  to  my  God,  and  next  unto  your  Grace. 

King.  Is  this  the  Lord  Talbot,  Uncle  Glocefter, 
That  hath  fo  long  been  Refident  in  France  ? 

Gloft.  Yes,  if  it  pleafe  your  Majcfty,  my  Liege. 

King.  Welcom,  brave  Captain,  and  victorious  Lord. 
When  I  was  young  (  as  yet  1  am  not  old  ) 
I  do  remember  how  my  Father  faid, 

A  ftouter  Champion  never  handled  Sword. 

Long  fince  we  have  refolved  of  your  truth, 
Your  faithful  fervice,  and  your  toil  in  War  : 
Yet  never  have  you  tailed  our  reward, 

Or  been  reguerdon'd  with  fo  much  as  Thanks, 
Becaufe  til!  now,  we  never  faw  your  face  •, 
Therefore  Hand  up,  and  for  thefe  good  deferts, 
We  here  create  you  Earl  of  Shrewsbury, 

<  And  in  our  Coronation  take  your  place.  [Exeunt. 
Manent  Vernon  and  Ballet. 

Vera.  Now,  Sir,  to  you  that  were  fo  hot  at  Sea, 
Difgracing  of  thefe  Colours  that  1  wear, 
In  honour  of  my  Noble  Lord  of  Tork^, 

Dar'ft  thou  maintain  the  former  words  thou  fpak'ft  ? 
Bajf.  Yes,  Sir,  as  well  as  you  dare  patronage 

The  envious  barking  of  your  fawcie  Tongue, 

Againft  the  Duke  of  Somerfet. 
Fern.  Sirrah,  thy  Lord  I  honour  as  he  is. 

Bajf.  Why  what  is  he  ?  as  good  a  man  as  Tork. 
Fern.  Heark  ye  :  not  fo :  in  witnefs  take  you  that. 

[Strikes  him. 
Bajf.  Villain,  thou  knoweft 

The  Law  of  Arms  is  fuch, 

That  who  fo  draws  a  Sword,  >cis  prefent  death, 
Or  elfe  this  Blow  fhould  broach  thy  deareft  Blood. 

But  Pie  unto  his  Majcfty,  and  crave, 

I  may  have  liberty  to  venge  this  Wrong, 
When  thou  fhall  fee,  Tie  meet  thee  to  thy  coft. 

Vem.  Well,  mifcreant,  Tie  be  there  as  foon  as  you, 

And  after  meet  you,  fooner  than  you  would.  [Exeunt. 

Actus  Quartus.  Scena  ?rima. 

Enter  Km,  Glocefter,  Winchefter,  York,  Suffolk,  Somer- 

fet^ Warwick,  Talbot,  and  Governor  Exeter. 

Glo.  Lord  Bifhop,  fet  the  Crown  upon  his  head. 
Win.  God  fave  King  Henry  of  that  name  the  fixth. 

Glo.  Now  Governour  o(- Paris  take  your  Oath, 
That  you  elect  no  other  .  King  but  him ; 
Efteem  none  Friends,  but  fuch  as  are  his  Friends, 

And  none  your  Foes,  but  fuch  as  fhall  pretend 
Malicious  practices  againft  his  State  : 

This  fhall  ye  do,  fo  help  you  righteous  God. Enter  Falftaff. 

Fal.  My  gracious  Soveraign,  as  I  rode  from  Calice, 
To  hafte  unto  your  Coronation : 
A  Letter  was  deliver'd  to  my  hands, 
Writ  to  your  Grace,  fromth'  Duke  of  Burgundy. Tal.  Shame  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy,  and  thee: 
I  vow'd  (bafe  Knight)  when  I  did  meet  thee  next, 
To  tear  the  Garter  from  thy  Craven's  leg, 
Which  I  have  done,  becaufe  (unworthily J 
Thou  waft  inftalled  in  that  High  Degree. 
Pardon,  my  Princely  Henry,  and  the  reft, 
This  Daftard,  at  the  Battel  of  Pothers, 
When  (but  in  all)  I  was  fix  thoufand  ltrong, 
And  that  the  French  were  almoft  ten  to  one, 
Before  we  met,  or  that  a  ftroke  was  given, 
Like  to  a  trufty  Squire,  did  run  away. 
In  which  affault  we  loft  twelve  hundred  men. 
My  felf,  and  divers  Gentlemen  befide, 
Were  there  furpriz'd,  and  taken  Prifoners. 
Then  judge,  (great  Lords)  if  I  have  done  amifs 
Or  whether  that  fuch  Cowards  ought  to  wear 
This  Ornament  of  Knighthood,  yea  or  no  ? 

Glo.  To  fay  the  truth,  this  fact  was  infamous, 
And  ill  befeeming  any  common  man : 
Much  more  a  Knight,  a  Captain,  and  a  Leader. 

Tal.  When  firft  this  Order  was  ordain'd,  my  Lords, 
Knights  of  the  Garter  were  of  Noble  birth', 
Valiant,  and  Virtuous,  full  of  haughty  Courage, 
Such  as  were  grown  to  credit  by  the  Wars : 
Not  fearing  Death,  nor  fhrinking  for  Diftrefs. 
But  alwaies  refolute,  in  moft  extreams. 

He  then,  that  is  not  furnifh'd  in  this  fort, 
Doth  but  ufurp  the  Sacred  name  of  Knight, 
Prophaning  this  moft  Honourable  Order, 
And  fhould  (if  I  were  worthy  to  be  Judge) 
Be  quite  degraded,  like  a  Hedge-born  Swap, 
That  doth  prefume  to  boaft  of  Gentle  Blood. 

K.  Stain  to  thy  Countrymen,  thou  hear'ft  thy  doom 
Be  packing  therefore,  thou  that  waft  a  Knight : 
Henceforth  we  banifh  thee  on  pain  of  death.         [Exit . 
And  now  my  Lord  Protector  view  the  Letter, 
Sent  from  our  Uncle  Duke  of  Burgundte. 

Glo.  What  means  his  Grace,that  he  hath  chang'd his  ftyle  ? 

No  more  but  plain  and  bluntly  ?  (To  the  King. ) 
Hath  he  forgot  he  is  his  Soveraign  ? 
Or  doth  this  churlifh  Superfcription 
Pretend  fome  alteration  in  good  will  ? 
What's  here  ?  I  have  upon  efpecial  caufe, 
Mov'd  with  companion  of  my  countries  wrack^ 
Together  with  the  pitiful  complaints 
Of  fuch  as  your  Opprejfwn  feeds  upon, 
Forfakenyour  pernicious  Faction, 
And  joytPd  with  Charles,  the  rightful  King  of  France. 
0  monftrous  Treachery  !  Can  this  be  fo  ? 
That  in  alliance,  amity,  and  oaths, 
There  ihould  be  found  fuch  falfe  diffembling  guile  ? 

King.  What  .?doth  my  Uncle  Burgundy  revolt  ? 
Glo.  He  doth,  my  Lord,  and  is  become  my  Foe.  * 
King.  Is  that  the  worft  this  Letter  doth  contain  ? 
Glo.  It  is  the  worft,  and  all  (my  Lord)  he  writes. 

King.  Why  then,  Lord  Talbot  there  fhall  talk  with 
And  give  him  chaftifement  for  this  abufe.  fhim, 

How  fay  you,  (my  Lord J  are  you  not  content  ? 
Tel.  Content,  my  Liege  ?  Yes :  but  that  I  am  prevented 

1  Ihould  have  begg'd  I  might  have  been  employ'd. 
King.  Then  gather  ftrength,  and  march  unto  him ftreight : 

Let  him  perceive  how  ill  we  brook  his  Treafon, 
And  what  offence  it  is  to  flout  his  Friends. 

Tal.  I  go,  my  Lord,  in  heart  dctiring  ftill 
You  may  behold  confufion  of  your  Foes. 

[Enter  Vernon  and  Ballet. 

Ver- 
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Ver.  Grant  me  the  Combat,  gracious  Soveraign. 

Baf.  And' me  (my  LordJ  grant  me  the  Combat  too. 
fork.  This  is  my  Servant,  hear  him  Noble  Prince. 
Som.  And  this  is  mine  (fweet  Henry]  favour  him. 
King.  Be  patient,  Lords,and  give  them  leave  to  fpeak, 

Say,  Gentlemen,  what  makes  you  thus  exclaim 
And  wherefore  crave  you  Combat  ?  or  with  whorn  ? 

Vir.  With  him,(myLordJ  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 
Baf,  And  I  with  him,  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 
King.  What  is  that  wrong  whereon  you  both  complain  ? 

Firft  let  me  know,  and  then  I'le  anfwer  you. 
B.if.  Croffing  the  Sea,  from  England  unto  France, 

Thh  Fellow  here  with  carping  tongue, 
Upbraided  me  about  the  Rofe  I  wear, 
Saying,  the  fanguine  Colour  of  the  Leaves 

Did  prefent  my  Matter's  blulhing  Cheeks : 
When  ftubbornly  he  did  repugn  the  truth, 
About  a  certain  queftion  in  the  Law, 

Argu'd  betwixt  the  Duke  of  Yor^and  him  : 
With  other  vile  and  ignominious  terms. 
In  confutation  of  which  rude  Reproach, 

And  in  defence  of  my  Lord's  worthiness, 
I  crave  the  benefit  of  Law  of  Arms. 

Ver.  And  that  is  my  Petition  f Noble  Lord  :) 
For  though  he  feem  with  forged  quaint  conceit 
To  fet  a  glofs  upon  his  bold  intent, 

Yet  know  (my  Lord,)  I  wasprovok'd  by  him, 
And  he  firft  took  exceptions  at  this  Badge, 
Pronouncing  that  the  palenefs  of  this  Flower, 

Bewray'd  the  faintnefs  of  my  Mafter's  heart. 
Tork.  Will  not  this  malice,  Somerfet,be  left  ? 
Som.  Your  private  grudge,  my  Lord  of  York,  will  out, 

Though  ne're  fo  cunningly  you  fmother  it. 
Kmg.  Good  Lord  !  What  madnefs  rules  in  brain-fick 

men. 

When  for  fo  flight  and  frivolous  a  caufe,' Such  factious  emulations  lhall  arife  ? 

Good  Coufins  both  of  Tork.  and  Somerfet, 
Quiet  your  felves,  and  be  at  peace. 

Tork.  Let  this  diffention  firft  be  tryed  by  fight, 
And  then  your  Highnefs  fhalj  command  a  Peace. 

Som.  The  quarrel  toucheth  none  but  us  alone, 
Betwixt  our  felves  let  us  decide  it  then. 

Tork.  There  is  my  pledge,  accept  it  Somerfef. 
Ver.  Nay  let  it  reft,  where  it  began  at  firft. 
Baf.  Confirm  it  fo,  mine  honourable  Lord. 
Glo.  Confirm  it  fo  ?  confounded  be  your  ftrife, 

And  perifh  ye  with  your  audacious  prate ; 
Prefumptuous  ValTals,  are  you  not  alham'd 
With  this  immodeft  clamorous  outrage, 
To  trouble,  and  difturb,  the  King,  and  Us  ? 
And  you,  my  Lords,  methinks  you  do  not  well 
To  bear  with  their  perverfe  Objections : 
Much  lefs  to  take  occafion  from  their  mouths, 
To  raife  a  mutiny  betwixt  your  felves : 
Let  me  perfwade  you  take  a  better  courfe. 

Exet.  It  grieves  his  Highnefs, 
Good  my  Lords,  be  Friends. 
King  Come  hither  you  that  would  be  Combatants, 

Henceforth  I  charge  you,  as  you  love  our  favour, 
Quite  to  forget  this  Quarrel,  and  the  Caufe. 
And  you,  my  Lords,  Remember  where  you  are, 
in  France  among  a  fickle  wavering  Nation  : 
In  they  perceive  diflention  in  our  looks, 
And  that  within  our  felves  we  difagree  \ 
How  will  their  grudging  ftomacks  be  provok'd 
To  wilful  Difobedience,  and  Rebel  ? 
Befide,  What  infamy  will  there  arife. 
When  Forreign  Princes  lhall  be  certified, 
That  for  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard, 
King  Henryh  Peers,  and  chief  Nobility, 
Deftroy'd  themfelv's,  and  loft  the  Realm  of  France  ? 
O  think  upon  the  Conqueft  of  my  Father, 
My  tender  years,  and  let  us  not  forgo 

That  for  a  trifle,  that  was  bought  with  blood. 
Let  me  be  Umpier  in  this  doubtful  ftrife : 
I  fee  no  Reafon,  if  I  wear  this  Role, 
That  any  one  fliould  therefore  be  fufpicious 
I  more  encline  to  Somerfet  than  York, : 
Both  are  my  Kinfmen^  and  I  love  them  both. 
As  well  they  may  upbraid  me  with  my  Crown, 
Becaufe  (forfooth)  the  King  of  Scots  is  Crown'd. 
But  your  difcretioRS  better  can  perfwade, 
Than  I  am  able  to  inftr  uct  or  teach : 
And  therefore  as  we  hither  came  in  peace, 
So  let  us  ftill  continue  peace  and  love. 
Coufin  of  York,  we  inftitute  your  Grace 
To  be  our  Regent  in  theft  parts  of  France : 
And  good  my  Lord  of  Somerfet,  unite 
Your  Troops  of  Horfemen,  with  his  Bands  of  Foot, 
And  like  true  Subjects  Sons  of  your  Progenitors, 
Go  chearfully  together,  and  digeft 
Your  angry  chokr  on  your  Enemies. 
Ourfelf,  my  Lord  Protector,  and  the  reft, 
After  feme  refpite  will  return  to  Calice  ; 

From  thence  to  England,  where  I  hope  e're  long 
To  be  prefented  by  your  Victories, 
With  Charles,  Alanjon,  and  that  traiterous  rout. 

Exvum.  Mmet  York,  Warwick,  Exeter,  Vernon. 
War.  My  Lord  of  York.,  I  promife  you  the  King 

Prettily  (me  thought)  did  play  the  Orator. 
York,.  And  fo  he  did,  but  yet  I  like  it  not, 

In  that  he  wears  the  Badge  of  Somerftt. 
Wcv.  Tufh,  that  was  but  his  fancy,  blame  him  not, 

I  dare  prefume  (fweet  Prince )  he  thought  no  harm. 
York.  And  if  I  wifh  he  did.    But  let  it  reft, 

Other  affairs  muft  now  be  managed.  \_Excnnt. 
Flourtfh  Manet  .Exeter. 

Exet.  Well  didft  thou  Richard  to  fupprefs  thy  voice : 
For  the  paflions  of  thy  heart  burft  out, 

I  fear  we  fliould  have  feen  decypher'd  there 
More  rancorous  fpight,  more  furious  Raging  Broyls, 

Than  yet  can  be  imagin'd  or  fuppos'd  : 
But  howfoe're,  no  fimple  man  that  fees 
This  jarring  difcord  of  Nobility, 
This  fhouldering  of  each  other  in  the  Court, 
This  factious  bandyiDg  of  their  Favourites, 
By  that  it  doth  prefage  fome  ill  event. 
'Tis  much,  when  Scepters  are  in  Childrens  hands : 
But  more,  when  Envy  breeds  unkind  Divilion  : 
Then  comes  the  Ruin,  there  begins  Confufion.  {Exit. 

Entir  Talbot  with  Trumpets  and  Drum 
before  Burdeaux. 

Talb.  Go  to  the  Gates  of  Burdeaux,  Trumpster, 
Summon  their  General  unto  the  Wall.  [Sounds. 

Enter  General  aloft. 

Englifh  J  aim  Talbot  (Captains)  calls  you  forth, 
Servant  in  Arms  to  Harry  King  of  England, 
And  thus  he  would  :  Open  your  City  Gates, 
Be  humbled  to  us,  call  my  Soveraign  yours, 
And  do  liim  homage  as  obedient  Subjects, 
And  Fie  withdraw  me,  and  my  bloody  Power. 
But  if  you  frown  upon  this  profferM  Peace, 
And  tempt  the  fury  of  my  three  Attendants, 
Lean  Famine,  quart  ering  Steel,  and  climbing  Fire, 
Who  in  a  moment  even  with  the  Earth 

Shall  lay  your  ftately,  and  air-braving  Towers, 
If  you  forfake  the  offer  of  their  love. 

Cap.  Thou  ominous  and  fearful  Owl  of  death, 
Our  Nations  terrour,  and  their  bloody  fcourge, 
The  period  of  thy  Tyranny  approacheth, 
On  us  thou  canft  not  enter  but  by  Death  : 
For  I  proteft  we  are  well  fortified, 
And  ftrong  enough  to  iffue  out  and  fight. 
If  thou  retire,  the  Dolphin  well  appointed, 
Stands  with  the  Snares  of  War  to  tangle  thee. 

M  m    3  On 
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°n  either  hand  thee,  there  are  Squadrons  pitcht, 
To  wall  thee  from  the  liberty  of  Flight; 
Ten  thoufand  French  have  ta'ne  the  Sacrament, 
And  no  way  canft  thou  turn  thee  for  Redrefs, 
But  death  doth  front  thee  with  apparent  fpoil, 
And  pale  deftruftion  meets  thee  in  the  Face : 
To  rive  their  dangerous  Artillery 
Upon  no  Chriftian  foul,  but  Englijh  Talbot : 

Lo  there  thou  ftand'ft  a  breathing  valiant  man 
Of  an  invincible  unconquerM  fpirit  • 
This  is  the  lateft  Glory  of  thy  praife, 
That  I  thy  Enemy  dew  thee  withall ; 
For  eVe  the  Glafs,  that  now  begins  to  run, 
Finifh  the  procefs  of  his  fandy  hour, 
Thefe  Eyes  that  fee  thee  now  well  coloured, 
Shall  fee  thee  withered,  bloody,  pale,  and  dead. 

[Drum  a-far  cff. 

Heark,  heark,  the  Dolphin's  drum,  a  warning  Bell. 
Sings  heavie  Mufick  to  thy  timorous  foul, 
And  mine  fhall  ring  thy  dire  departure  out.  [Exit 

Talb.  He  Fables  not,  I  heard  the  Enemy  : 
Out  fome  light  Horfemen,  and  perufe  their  Wings. 
O  negligent  and  heedlefs  Difcipline, 
How  are  we  parkM  and  bounded  in  a  pale  ? 

A  little  Heard  of  England's  Timorous  Deer, 
'MazM  with  a  yelping  kennel  of  French  Curs, 
If  we  beEnghjli  Dear,  be  then  in  blood, 
Not  Rascal-like  to  fall  down  with  a  pinch, 
But  rather  moodie  mad  and  defperate  Stags, 
Turn  on  the  bloody  Hounds,  with  heads  of  Steel 
And  make  the  Cowards  ftand  aloof  at  bay  : 
Sell  every  man  his  life  as  dear  as  mine, 
And  they  fhall  find  dear  Deer  of  us,  my  Friends. 

God  and  S.  George,  Talbot  and  England's  right, 
Profper  our  Colours  in  this  dangerous  fight.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger  that  meets  York.  Enter  York 
with  Trumpet,  and  many  Souldiers. 

Tork\.  Are  not  the  fpeedy  Scouts  return'd  again, 
That  doggM  the  mighty  Army  of  the  Dolphin  ? 

Mejf.  They  are  returned,  my  Lord,  and  give  it  out, 
That  he  is  marchM  to  Burdeaux  with  his  Power 

To  fight  with  Talbot  ••  as  he  march'd  along, 
By  your  efpyals  were  difcovered 
Two  mightier  Troops,  than  that  the  Dolphin  led, 
Which  joinM  with  him  and  made  their  march  for 

York.  A  plague  upon  that  Villain  Somerfet,  (Burdewx- 
That  thus  delays  my  promifed  fupply 
Of  Horfemen  that  were  levied  for  the  Siege. 
Renowned  Talbot  doth  expect  my  aid, 
And  I  am  lowted  by  a  Traitor  Villain, 
And  cannot  help  the  Noble  Chevalier : 
God  comfort  him  in  this  neceflity  : 
If  he  mifcarry,  farewel  Wars  in  Frame. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

2.  Mejf.  Thou  Princely  Leader  of  our  Englijh  tfcrength, 
Never  fo  needful  on  the  earth  of  France, 
Spur  to  the  Refcue  of  the  Noble  Talbot, 
Who  now  is  girdled  with  a  wafte  of  Iron, 

And  hem'd  about  with  grim  deftruction  : 
To  B'trdeaux,  warlick  Duke,  to  Burdeaux,  Tork. 

Elfe  farewel  Talbot,  France,  and  England's  Hononr.. 
Tork.  O  God,  that  Somerfet  who  in  proud  heart 

Doth  ftop  my  Cornets,  were  in  Talbot's  place, 
So  mould  we  fave  a  valiant  Gentleman, 
i  By  forfeiting  a  Traitor  and  a  Coward  : 
Mad  ire,  and  wrathful  fury  makes  me  weep, 
That  thus  we  dye,  while  remifs  Traitors  fleep. 

Mejf.  O  fend  fome  fuccour  to  the  diftreft  Lord. 
Tork.  He  dyes,  we  lofe :  I  break  my  warlike  word: 

We  mourn,  France  finiles  :  We  lofe,  they  dayly  gee  : 
All  long  of  this  vile  Traitor  Somerfet. 

Mejf.  Then  God  take  mercy  on  brave  Talbot's  Soul, 

And  on  his  Son,  young  John,  who  two  hours  fince, 
I  met  in  travel  towards  his  warlike  Father  •, 
This  feven  years  did  not  Talbot  fee  his  Son, 
And  now  they  meet ,  where  both  their  lives  are  done. 

York.  Alas!  What  joy  fhall  Ndble  Talbot  have, 
To  bid  his  young  Son  welcome  to  his  Grave  : 
Away,  vexation  almoft  ftops  my  breath, 
That  fundred  Friends  greet  in  the  hour  of  death. 
Lucie  farewel,  no  more  my  fortune  can, 
But  curfe  the  caufe,  I  cannot  aid  the  man. 

Maine,  Bloys,  Poytiers,  and  Toures,  are  won  Sway, 
Long  all  of  Somerfet,  and  his  delay.  [Exit. 

Meff.  Thus  while  the  Vulture  of  Sedition, 
Feeds  in  the  bofom  of  fuch  great  Commanders, 
Sleeping  neglection  doth  betray  to  lofs, 
The  Conquefts  of  our  fcarce  cold  Conqueror, 
That  ever-living  man  of  Memory, 
Henry  the  fifth.  Whiles  they  each  others  crofs, 
Lives,  Honours,  Lands,  and  all,  hurry  to  lofs.  [Exit. 

Enter  Somerfet  with  his  Amy. 
Som.  It  is  too  late,  I  cannot  fend  them  now : 

This  expedition  was  by  York  and  Talbot 
Too  raflily  plotted.   All  our  general  force 
Might  with  a  fally  of  the  very  Town 
Be  buckled  with:  the  over- daring  Talbot 
Hath  fullied  all  his  glofs  of  former  Honor 
By  this  unheedful,  defperate,  wild  Adventure : 
York  fet  him  on  to  fight,  and  dye  in  fhame, 
That  Talbot  dead,  great  York,  might  bear  the  name. 

Copt.  Here  is  Sir  WilUam  Lucie,  who  with  me, 
Set  from  our  o're-matcht  Forces  forth  for  aid. 

Som.  How  now,  Sir  William,  whither  were  thou  fent  ? 
Lh. Whither  my  Lord  ?  from  bought  and  fold  L.  Talbvt, 

Who  ring'd  about  wkh  bold  adverlity, 
Cryesout  for  Noble  YorJ^and  Somerfet, 
To  beat  alfailing  death  from  his  weak  Regions 
And  whiles  '  he  Honourable  Captain  there 

Drops  bloody  fweat  from  his  war-wearied  Limbs, 
And  in  advantage  )  mgring  looks  for  Refcue, 

You,  his  falfe  hopes,  the  trull  of  England's  Honour, 
Keep  off  aloof  with  worthlefs  emulation  : 
Let  not  your  private  difcord  keep  away 
The  levied  Succours  that  fhall  lend  him  aid, 
While  he  renowned  Noble  Gentleman 

Yields  up  his  life  unto  a  world  of  odds. 
Orleanct  the  Bafiard,  Charles,  and  Bargiindie, 
ALnfon,  ReignarJ,  compafs  him  about, 
And  Talbot  periflieth  by  your  default. 

Som.  York  fet  him  on,  York  mould  have  fent  him  aid. 

Luc.  And  York\,  as  fait  upon  your  Grace  exclaims, 
Swearing  that  you  with-hold  his  levied  Hoft, 
Collected  for  this  Expedition. 

Som.  York  lyes :  He  might  have  fent,and  had  the  Horfe: 
I  owe  him  little  Duty,  and  lefs  Love, 
And  take  foul  fcorn  to  fawn  on  him  by  fending. 

Luc.  The  fraud  of  England,  not  the  force  of  France, 

Hath  now  entrap't  the  Noble-minded  Talbot : 
Never  to  England  fhall  he  bear  his  Life, 

But  dies  betray'd  to  Fortune  by  your  ftrife. 
Som.  Come,  go,  I  will  difpatch  the  Horfemen  ftraight : 

Within  fix  hours,  they  will  be  at  his  aid. 

Luc.  Too  late  comes  Refcue,  if  he  is  ta'ne,  or  flain, 
For  fiie  he  could  not,  if  he  would  have  fled  : 
And  fiie  would  Talbot  never,  though  he  might. 

Som.  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot  then  adieu. 
Lttcx.  His  fame  lives  in  the  World,  his  fhame  in  yoo 

[Exomt. 

Enter  Talbot  and  his  Son. 

Ta  I.  O  young  John  Talbot,  I  did  fend  for  thee, 

To  t  aitor  thee  in  Stratagems  of  WTar, 
That ;  Talbot's  Name  might  be  in  thee  reviv'd, 
Whe  n  faplefs  Age,  and  weak  unable  limbs, 
Shou  Id  bring  thy  Father  to  his  drooping  Chair. 

But 
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But  O  malignant  and  ill-boading  Stars, 
Now  art  thou  come  unto  a  Feaft  of  death, 
A  terrible  and  uflavoided  danger  : 
Therefore,  dear  Boy,  mount  on  my  fwifteft  Horfe, 
And  lie  direft  thee  how  thou  ihalt  efcape 
By  fudden  flight.  Come,  dally  not,  be  gone. 

John.  Is  my  name  Talbot  ?  and  am  I  your  Son  ? 

And  mail  I  flye  ?  0,  if  you  love  my  Mother's, 
Difhonour  not  her  honourable  Name, 
To  make  a  Baftard  and  a  Have  of  me, 

The  World  will  fay,  he  is  not  Talbot's  blood, 
That  bafely  fled,  when  Noble  Talbot  ftood. 

Talb.  Flye,  to  revenge  my  death,  If  I  be  flain. 

John.  He  that  flyes  fo,  will  ne're  return  again. 
Talbot.  If  we  both  ftay,  we  both  are  fure  to  dye. 
John.  Then  let  me  ftay,  and,  Father,  do  you  flye  ; 

Your  lofs  is  great,  fo  your  regard  Ihould  be  ; 
My  worth  unknown,  no  lofs  is  known  in  me. 
Upon  my  death,  the  French  can  little  boaft  ; 
In  yours  they  will,  in  you  all  hopes  are  loft. 
Flight  cannot  ftain  the  Honour  you  have  won, 
But  mine  it  will,  that  no  exploit  have  done. 

You  fled  for  Vantage,  every  one  will  fwear  * 
But  if  I  bow ,  they'l  fay  it  was  for  Fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  ever  I  will  ftay, 
f  the  firft  hour  I  flirink  and  run  away. 
Here  on  my  knee  I  beg  Mortality, 

lather  than  Life,  prelerv'd  with  Infamy. 
Talb.  Shall  all  thy  Mothers  hopes  lye  in  one  Tomb  ? 

Jobn.  I,  rather  then  Pie  fliame  my  Mother's  Womb. 
Talb.  Upon  my  blefling  I  command  thee  go. 
John.  To  fight  I  will,  but  not  flye  the  Foe, 

Talb.  Part  of  thy  Father  may  be  fav'd  in  thee. 
John.  No  part  of  him,  but  will  be  fliame  in  me. 
Talb.  Thou  never  hadlt  Renown,  nor  canft  not  lofe  it. 

Jobn.Yes, your  renowned  Name:  (hall flight abufe it? 

Talb.  Thy  Father's  charge  (hall  clear  thee  from  the  ftain. 
John.  You  cannot  witnefs  for  me,  being  flain. 

f  Death  be  fo  apparent,  then  both  flye. 
Talb.  And  leave  my  Followers  here  to  fight  and  die  ? 

My  age  was  never  tainted  with  fuch  fliame. 
John.  And  Ihall  my  Youth  be  guilty  of  fuch  blame  ? 

^fo  more  can  I  be  fevered  from  your  fide, 
Than  can  your  felf  your  felf  in  twain  divide : 
Stay,  go,  do  what  you  will,  the  like  do  I  ; 
For  live  1  will  not:  if  my  Father  die. 

Talb.  Then  here  1  take  my  leave  of  thee,  fair  Son  j 
3orn  to  eclipfethy  life  this  afternoon : 
Come,  fide  by  fide,  together  live  and  die, 
And  Soul  with  Soul  from  France  to  heaven  flye. 

£  Exeunt. 
Alarum  :    Excursions,  wherein  Talbot's  Son  is  henvrid 

about,  and  Talbot  refcues  him. 

Tal.  S.  George,  and  Victory,  fight  Souldiers,  fight: 
The  Regent  hath  with  Talbot  broke  his  word, 
And  kft  us  to  the  rage  of  France  his  Sword. 
Where  is  John  Talbot  ?  pawfe,  and  take  thy  breath, 

I  gave  thee  Life,  and  refcu'd  thee  from  Death. 
John.  O  twice  my  Father,  twice  am  I  thy  Son 

The  Life  thou  gav'ft  me  firft,  was  loft  and  done, 
Till  with  thy  Warlike  Sword,  defpight  of  Fate, 

To  my  determin'd  time  thou  gav'ft  new  date. 
Talb.  When  from  the  Dolphtn>s  Creft  thy  Sword  ftruck 

It  warm'd  thy  Fathers  heart  with  proud  defire       (  fire, 
Of  bold-fac't  Vi&ory.  Then  Leaden  Age, 
Quicken'd  with  Youthful  Spleen,  and  Warlike  Rage, 
Beat  down  Alanfon,  Orleance,  Burgundy, 
And  from  the  pride  of  Gallia  refcued  thee. 
The  ireful  Baftard  Orkance,  that  drew  Blood 
From  thee,  my  Boy,  and  had  the  Maidenhood 
Of  thy  firft  fight,  I  foon  encountered, 
And  interchanging  blows,  I  quickly  fried 
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Some  of  his  Baftard  blood,  and  in  difgrace 
Befpoke  him  thus  :  Contaminated,  bafe 
And  mis  begotten  blood,  I  fpill  of  thine, 
Mean  and  right  poor,  for  that  pure  blood  of  mine, 

1  Which  thou  didft  force  from  Talbot,  my  brave  Boy. 
Here  purpofing  the  Baftard  to  deftroy, 
Came  in  ftrong  refcue.  Speak,   thy  Fathers  care  ? 

Art  thou  not  weary,  John  ?  How  do 'ft  thou  fare  ? 
Wilt  thou  yet  leave  the  Battel,  Boy,  and  flye, 
Now  thou  art  feal'd  the  Son  of  Chivalry  ? 
Flye,  to  revenge  my  death  when  I  am  dead, 
The  help  of  one  ftands  me  in  little  ftead . 
Oh,  too  much  folly  is  it,  well  I  wot, 
To  hazard  all  our  lives  in  one  fmall  Boat. 

If  I  to  day  dye  not  with  French-mens  Rage, 
To  morrow  I  ihall  die  with  mickle  age. 
By  me  they  nothing  gain,  and  if  I  ftay, 
'Tis  but  the  ftaortning  of  my  Life  one  day. 
In  thee  thy  Mother  dies,  our  Houfehold's  Name, 

!  My  Death's  Revenge,  thy  Youth,  and  England's  Fame : ;  All  thefe,  and  more,  we  hazard  by  thy  ftay  j 
All  thefe  are  fav'd,  if  thou  wilt  flye  away. 

John.  The  Sword  of  Orleance  hath  not  made  me  fmart, 
Thefe  words  of  yours  draw  Life-blood  from  my  heart. 

;  On  that  advantage,  bought  with  fuch  a  fliame, 
To  fave  a  paltry  Life,  and  flay  bright  Fame, 
Before  young;  Talbot  from  old  Talbot  flye, 
The  Coward  IHorfe  that  bears  me,  fall  and  die : 
And  like  me  to  the  pezant  Boyes  of  France, 
To  be  Shames  fcorn,  and  fubjeft  of  Mifchance. 
Surely,  by  all  the  Glory  you  have  won, 

And  if  I  flye^  I  am  not  Talbot's  Son. 
Then  talk  no  more  of  flight,  it  is  no  boot, 

If  Son  to  Talbot ,  die  at  Talbot's  foot. 
Tal.  Then  follow  thou  thy  defp'rate  Sire  ofCreet, 

Thou  Icarus,  thy  life  to  me  is  fweet : 

If  thou  wilt  fight,  fight  by  thy  Father's  fide, 
And  commendable  prov'd  let's  die  in  pride.     f.  Exit. 

Alarum.  Excitrfons.  Enter  old  Talbot  led. 

Talb.  Where  is  my  other  Life  ?  mine  own  is  gone. 

O,  where's  young  Talbot  ?  where  is  valiant  John  ? 
Triumphant  Death,  fmear'd  with  Captivity, 
Young  Talbot's  Valour  makes  me  fmile  at  thee. 
When  he  perceiv'd  me  ftirink,  and  on  my  Knee, 
His  bloody  Sword  he  brandifh't  over  me, 
And  like  a  hungry  Lyon  did  commence 
Rough  deeds  of  Rage,  and  ftern  impatience : 
But  when  my  angry  Guardant  ftood  alone, 

Tendring  my  mine,  and  aflail'd  of  none, 
Dizzy-ey'd  Fury,  and  great  rage  of  heart, 
Suddenly  made  him  from  my  fide  to  ftart 
Into  the  cluftring  Battel  of  the  French : 
And  in  that  Sea  of  Blood,  my  Boy  did  drench 

His  over-mounting  Spirit    and  there  dy'd 
My  Icarus,  my  Bloflom  in  his  pride. 

Enter  with  John  Talbot,  born. 

Serv..  O,  my  dear  Lord,  lo  where  your  Son  is  born. 

Ta.  Thouantick  Death,  which  laugh'ft  us  here  to  fcorn, Anon  from  thy  infulting  Tyranny, 
Coupled  in  Bonds  of  perpetuity, 

Two  Talbot's  winged  through  the  lither  Skie, 
In  thy  defpight  fliall  fcape  Mortality. 
O  thou,  whofe  wounds  become  hard  favoured  death, 

Speak  to  thy  Father,  e're  thou  yield  thy  breath, 
Brave  death  by  fpeaking,  whether  he  will  or  no : 
Imagime  him  a  Frenchman,  and  thy  Foe. 
Poor  Eloy,  he  fmiles,  me  thinks,  as  who  Ihould  fay, 
Had  D  eath  been  French,  then  Death  had  died  to  day. 
Come,,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  Fathers  Arms, 
My  fpiirit  can  no  longer  bear  thefe  harms. 

Souldiers 
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Souldiers  adieu  :  1  have  whacl  would  have, 
N  ow  my  old  arms  are  young  John  Talbofs  Grave.  {Dies. 

Attus  Qwinm.  Scena  Yri  ma. 

Enter  Charles,  Alanfon,  Burgundy,  Baftard,  andV\xz&\ . 

Char.  Had  York. and  Somerfet  brought  refeue  in, 
We  fhould  have  found  a  bloody  day  of  this. 

Baft.  How  the  young  whelp  of  Talbot's  raging  wood, 
Did  flefh  his  puny-fword  in  French-mens blood . 

Paz..  Once  I  encountred  him,  and  thus  I  faid  : 
Thou  Maiden  youth,  be  vanquifht  by  a  Maid. 
But  with  aproudMajeftical  high  fcorn 

Heanfwer'd  thus :  young  Talbot  was  not  born 
To  be  the  pillage  of  a  Giglot  Wench, 
He  left  me  proudly,  as  unworthy  fight. 

Bar.  Doubclefs  he  would  have  made  a  noble  Knight : 
See  where  he  lies  inhearfed  in  the  arms 

Of  the  moft  bloody  Nurfer  of  his  harms. 
Bail.  Hew  them  to  pieces,  hack  their  bones  afunder, 

Whofe  life  was  England's  glory,  Gallia's  wonder. 
Char.  Oh  no,  forbear  :  For  that  which  we  have  fled 

During  the  life>  let  us  not  wrong  it  dead. 
Enter  Lacy. 

Lu.  Herald,  couduct  me  to  the  Dolphins  Tent, 
To  know  who  hath  obtained  the  glory  of  the  day. 

Char.  On  what  fubmiffive  meflage  art  thou  fent  ? 

Lucy.  Submiflion,  Dolphin  ?  'tis  a  meer  French  word : 
We  EngUjh  Warriors  wot  not  what  it  means. 

I  come  to  know  what  Prifoners  thou  haft  ta'ne, 
And  to  furvey  the  Bodies  of  the  dead. 

Char.  For  Prifoners  ask'fl  thou  ?  Hell  our  Prifon  is. 
But  tell  me  whom  thou  feek'ft  ? 

Luc.  But  where's  the  great  Alcides  of  the  Field, 
Valiant  Lord  Talbot,  Earl  of  Shrewsbary  ? 
Created  for  his  rare  fuccefsin  Arms, 
Great  Earl  of  Waftford,  Water  ford,  and  Valence, 
Lord  Talbot  of  Goodrig  and  Vrchinfield; 
Lord  Strange  of  Blackmere,  Lord  Verdon  of  Alton, 
Lord  Crornwd  of  Wing  field,  Lord  Farnival  of  Sheffeild, 
The  thrice  victorious  Lord  of  Falconbridge-, 
Knight  of  the  Noble  Order  of  S.  George, 
Worthy  S.  Michael,  and  the  Golden  Flece, 
Great  Marfhal  to  our  King  Henry  the  fixth, 
Of  all  his  Wars  within  the  Realm  of  France. 

Paz..  Here's  a  (illy  ftately  ftyle  indeed : 
The  Turk  that  two  and  fifty  Kingdoms  hath, 
Writes  not  fo  tedious  a  Style  as  this. 

Him  that  thou  magnifi'fl  with  all  thefe  Titles, 
Stinking  and  Aye-blown  lies  here  at  our  feet. 

Lucy.  Is  Talbot  flain,  the  Frencb-mens  only  Scourge, 
Your  Kingdoms  terrour,  and  black Nemefis  ? 

Oh  were  mine  eye- balls  into  Bullets  turn'd, 
That  1  in  rage  might  fhoot  them  at  your  faces. 
Oh,  that  I  could  but  call  thefe  dead  to  life, 
It  were  enough  to  fright  the  Realm  of  France. 
Were  but  his  Picture  left  among  you  here, 
It  would  amaze  the  proudeft  of  you  all. 
Give  me  their  Bodies  that  I  may  bear  them  hence, 
And  give  them  burial,  as  befeems  their  worth. 

Puz,.  I  think  this  upftart  is  old  Talboth  Ghoft, 
He  fpeaks  with  fuch  a  proud  commanding  Spirit : 
For  Gods  fake,  let  him  have  him :  to  keep  them  here> 
They  would  but  ftink,  and  putrifie  the  air. 

Char.  Go  take  their  Bodies  hence. 

Lacy.  I'le  bear  them  hence  :  but  from  their  afhes  fhall 

be  rear'd 
A  Phcenix  that  fhall  make  all  France  affear'd.  (wilt. 

Char.  So  we  be  rid  of  them,  do  with  them  what^thou 
And  now  to  Paris  in  this  conquering  vein, 
All  will  be  ours,  now  bloody  Talbot's  flain. 

Scena  Secmda. 

Enter  King,  Glocefter,  and  Exeter. 

King.  Have  you  perus'd  the  Letters  from  the  Pope, 
The  Emperour,  and  the  Earl  of  Arminack  ? 

Glo.  1  have,  my  Lord,  and  their  intent  is  this, 
They  humbly  fue  unto  your  Excellence, 
To  have  a  godly  Peace  concluded  of, 
Between  the  Realms  of  England  and  of  France. 

King.  How  doth  your  Grace  affect  this  motion  ? 
Glo.  Well  (my  good  Lord)  and  as  the  only  means 

To  flop  efFufion  of  our  Chriftian  blood, 
And  ftablifh  quietnefs  on  every  fide. 

King.  I  marry,  Uncle,  for  I  always  thought, 
It  was  both  impious  and  unnatural, 
That  fuch  immanity  and  bloody  ftrife 
Should  reign  among  Profeflbrs  of  one  Faith, 

Glo.  Befide,  ray  Lord,  the  fooner  to  effect, 
And  furer  bind  his  knot  of  Amity, 
The  Earl  of  Arminacf^  near  knit  to  Charles^ 

A  man  of  great  Authority  in  France, 
Proffers  his  onely  Daughter  to  your  Grace, 
In  marriage,  with  a  large  and  fumptuous  Dowry. 

King.  Marriage,  Uncle  ?  Alas  my  years  are  young : 
And  fitter  is  my  Study,  and  my  Books 
Than  wanton  dalliance  with  a  Paramour. 

Yet  call  th'  Ambafladours,  and  as  you  pleafe, 
So  let  them  have  their  Anfwers  every  one : 
I  fhall  be  well  content  with  any  choice 

Tends  to  God's  glory,  and  my  Country's  weal. 

Enter  Winchefter,  and  three  Ambajfadours. 

Exet.  What,  is  my  Lord  of  Winchefter  inftaU'd, AndcalPd  unto  a  Cardinals  degree  ? 

Then  I  perceive,  that  will  be  verified  ' 
Henry  the  Fifth  did  foraetime  prophefie. 
If  once  he  come  to  be  a  Cardinal, 

He'll  make  his  Cap  coequal  with  the  Crown. 
King.  My  Lords  Ambafladours,  your  feveral  fuits 

Have  been  confiderM  and  debated  on, 

Your  purpofe  is  both  good  and  reafonable  : 
And  therefore  are  we  certainly  refolv'd, 
To  draw  Conditions  of  a  friendly  Peace, 

Which  by  my  Lord  of  Winchefter  we  mean 
Shall  be  tranfported  prefently  into  France. 

Glo.  And  for  the  proffer  of  my  Lord  your  Mailer, 
I  have  informed  hisHighnefs  fo  at  large, 
As  liking  of  the  Ladies  virtuous  gifts, 
Her  Beauty,  and  the  value  of  her  Dower, 
He  doth  intend  fhe  fhall  be  Englands  Queen. 

King.  In  argument  and  proof  of  which  contract, 
Bear  her  this  Jewel,  pledge  of  my  Affeclion. 
And  fo,  my  Lord  Protector,  fee  them  guarded, 

And  fafely  brought  to  Dover,  where  infhipp'd 
Commit  them  to  the  fortune  of  the  Sea.  {Exeunt. 

Win.  Stay  my  Lord  Legaty  you  fhall  firft receive 
The  fum  of  mony  which  1  promifed 
Should  be  delivered  to  his  Holinefs 

For  cloathing  me  in  thefe  grave  Ornaments. 
Legat.  I  will  attend  upon  Lordfhips  leifure. 
Win.  Now  Winchefter  will  not  fubmit,  1  trow, 

Or  be  inferiour  to  the  proudeft  Peer. 
Humphry  of  Glocefter,  thou  fhalt  well  perceive, 
That  neither  in  birth,  or  for  Authority, 

The  Bifhop  will  be  over-born  by  thee : 
I'le  either  make  thee  ftcop,  and  bend  thy  knee, 

Or  fack  this  Country  with  a  mutiny.  {Exeunt. 

Scena 
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Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Charles,  Burgundy,  Alanfon,  Baftard, 

Reignier,  and  Joan. 

Chart.  This  news  (my  Lords)  may  cheer  our  droop- 

ing fpirits  : 
'Tis  faid,  the  flout  Panfians  do  revolt, 

And  return  again  unto  the  warlike  French. 

Jlan.  Then  march  to  Paris,  Royal  Charles  of  France. 

And  keep  not  back  your  Power  in  dalliance. 

Puz..  Peace  be  amongft  them  if  they  turn  to  us, 

Elfe  ruine  combat  with  their  Palaces. 
Enter  Scout. 

Scout.  Succefs  unto  our  valiant  General, 

And  happinefs  to  his  Accomplices. 
Char.  What  tidings  fend  our  Scout  ?  I  prethee  fpeak. 

Scout.  The  EnoUfr  Army  that  divided  was 

Into  two  Parties,  is  now  conjoyn'd  in  one, 
And  means  to  give  you  Battel  prefently. 

Chart.  Somewhat  too  fudden,  Sirs,  the  warning  is, 

But  we  will  prefently  provide  for  them. 

Eur.  I  truft  the  Ghoft  of  Talbot  is  not  there : 

Now  he  is  gone,  my  Lord,  you  need  not  fear. 

Phz,.  Of  all  bafe  paffions,  Fear  is  moft  accurft. 

Command  the  Conqueft,  Charles,  it  fhall  be  thine  t 

Let  Henry  fret,  and  a!!  the  world  repine. 

Chart.  Then  on,  my  Lords,  and  France  be  fortunate. 

[Exeunt.  Alarum.  Excmfions. 
Enter  Joan  de  Puzel. 

Phz..  The  Regent  conquers,  and  the  French-mm  flye. 

Now  help  ye  charming  Spells  and  Periapts, 

And  ye  choife  fpirits  that  admonifh  me, 

And  give  me  fignes  of  future  accidents.  {Thunder. 

You  fpeedy  helpers,  that  are  Subftitutes 
Under  the  Lordly  Monarch  of  the  North, 

Appear,  and  aid  me  in  this  enterprize. Enter  Fiends. 

This  fpeedy  and  quick  appearance  argues  proof 

Of  your  accuftom'd  diligence  to  me. 

Now,  ye  familiar  Spirits,  that  are  cull'd 
Out  of  the  powerful  Regions  under  earth. 

Help  me  this  once,  that  France  may  get  the  Field. 

{They  walkjind  fpeakjiot 
Oh  hold  me  not  with  filence  over  long  : 

Where  I  was  wont  to  feed  you  with  my  Blood, 

Tie  lop  a  member  off,  and  give  it  you 
In  earneft  of  a  further  benefit : 

So  you  do  condefcend  to  help  me  now. 

[They  hang  their  hgadi. 
No  hope  to  have  redrefs  ?  My  Body  (hall 

Pay  recompence,  if  you  will  grant  my  fuit 

[They  flake  their  heads. 
Cannot  my  Body,  nor  blood-facrifice, 
Intreat  you  to  your  wonted  furtherance  ? 
Then  take  my  Soul  :,  my  Body,  Soul,  and  all, 

Before  that  England  give  the  French  the  foyl. 

[They  depart. 
See,  they  forfake  me.    Now  the  time  is  come, 
That  France  muft  vail  her  lofty  plumed  Creft, 

I"  And  let  her  head  fall  into  England's  lap. My  ancient  Incantations  are  too  weak, 
And  hell  too  ftrong  for  me  to  buckle  with : 
Now  France  thy  glory  droopeth  to  the  duft-  [Exit 

Excursions.  Burgundy  and  Yorkfight  hand  to 
hand.  French  flye. 

Tork.  Damfel  of  France,  I  think  I  have  you  faft, 
Unchain  your  Spirits  now  with  fpelling  Charms, 
And  try  if  they  can  gain  your  liberty. 
A  goodly  prize,  fit  for  the  Devils  grace. 

See  how  the  ugly  Witch  doth  bend  her  brows, 
As  if  with  Circe,  fhe  would  change  my  fhape. 

Puz..  Chang'd  to  a  worfer  fhape  thou  can'ft  not  be. 
Torl^.  Oh,  Charles  the  Dolphin  is  a  proper  man, 

No  fhape  but  his  can  pleafc  your  dainty  eye. 
Piii.  A  Plaguing  mifchief  light  on  Charles  and  thee, 

And  may  ye  both  be  fuddenly  furpris'd 
By  bloody  hands,  in  fleeping  on  your  Beds. 

Fork,  Fell  banning  Flag,  lnchantrefs,  hold  thy 
tongue. 

Phz,.  I  prcthec  give  me  leave  to  curfe  a  while. 
Torli.  Curfe  Mifcreant,  when  thou  com'ft  to  the  Hake. 

[Exeunt. 
Alarum.  Enter  Suffolk  with  Margaret  in  his  hand. 

Suf.  Be  what  thou  wilt,  thou  art  my  Prifoner. 

[Gaz.es  on  her. 
Oh  faireft  Beauty,  do  not  fear,  nor  flye  : 
For  I  will  touch  thee  but  with  reverend  hands, 
I  kifs  thefe  fingers  for  eternal  peace, 
And  lay  them  gently  on  thy  tender  fide. 
Who  art  thou,  fay  ?  that  I  may  honour  thee. 

Mar.  Margaret  my  name,  and  daughter  to  a  King, 

The  King  of  Naples,  who  fo  e're  thou  art. 
Suf.  An  Earl  1  am,  and  Suffolk  am  I  call'd. 

Be  not  offended,  Natures  miracle, 

Thou  art  allotted  to  be  ta'ne  by  me: 
So  doth  the  Swan  her  downy  Cignets  fave, 
Keeping  them  Prifoners  underneath  her  wings : 
Yet  if  this  fervile  ufage  once  offend, 

Go,  and  be  free  again,  as  Sujfolhls,  Friend.  [She  is  going. 
Oh  ftay  :  I  have  no  power  to  let  her  pafs, 
My  hand  would  free  her,  but  my  heart  fayes  no. 
As  plays  the  Sun  upon  the  glaffie  ftreams, 
Twinkling  another  counterfeited  beam, 
So  feems  this  gorgeous  Beauty  to  mine  Eyes : 
Fain  would  1  woo  her,  yet  I  dare  not  fpeak : 
Pie  call  for  Pen  and  Ink,  and  write  my  mind : 
Fie  De  la  Pole,  difable  not  thy  felf : 
Haft  not  a  Tongue  ?  Is  fhe  not  here  thy  Prifoner  ? 
Wilt  thou  be  daunted  at  a  Womans  fight  ? 
I,  Beauties  Princely  Majefty  is  fuch, 
Confounds  the  Tongue,  and  makes  the  Senfes  rough. 

Mar.  Say,  Earl  Suffolk^,  if  thy  Name  be  fo, 
What  Ranfom  muft  I  pay  before  1  pafs  ? 
For  I  perceive  I  am  thy  Prifoner. 

Suf.  How  canft  thou  tell,  fhe  will  deny  thy  fuit, 
Before  thou  make  a  trial  of  her  Love  ?  ( pay  ? 

M.  Why  fpeak'ft  thou  not  ?  What  Ranfom  muft  I 
Suf.  She's  beautiful  ;  and  therefore  to  be  wooed  : 

She  is  a  Woman,  therefore  to  be  won. 
Mar.  Wilt  thou  accept  of  Ranfom,  yea  pr  no  ? 
Suf.  Fond  man,  remember  that  thou  haft  a  Wife, 

Then  how  can  Margaret  be  thy  Paramour  ? 
Mar.  I  were  beft  to  leave  him,  for  he  will  not  hear. 

Suf.  There  all  is  marr'd  :  there  lies  a  cooling  card. Mar.  He  talks  at  random  :  fure  the  man  is  mad. 

Suf.  And  yet  a  difpenfation  may  be  had. 
Mar.  And  yet  I  would  that  you  would  anfwer  me 
Suf.  Tie  win  this  Lady  Margaret.  For  whom  ? 

Why,  for  my  King :  Tufh  that's  a  wooden  thing. 
Mar.  He  talks  of  wood -Tt  is  fome  Carpenter. 
Suf.  Yet  fo  my  fancy  may  be  fatisfied, 

And  peace  eftablifhed  between  thefe  Realms ; 
But  there  remains  a  fcruple  in  that  too  • 
For  though  her  Father  be  the  King  of  Naples, 
Duke  of  Anjou  and  Main,  yet  he  is  poor, 
And  our  Nobility  will  fcorn  the  Match. 

Mar.  Hear  ye  Captain  ?  are  you  not  at  leifure  ? 

Suf.  It  fhall  be  fo,  difdain  they  ne're  fo  much  : 
Henry  is  youthful,  and  will  quickly  yield. 

I Madam,  I  have  a  fecret  to  reveale. 

Mar.  What  though  I  be  inthrallM,he  feems  a  Knight, 
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And  will  not  any  way  difhonour  me. 
Suf.  Lady,  vouchfofe  to  liften  what  I  fay. 

Mar.  Perhaps  I  fhall  be  refcu'd  by  the  French, 
And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  courtefie. 

Suf  Sweet  Madam,  give  me  hearing  in  a  caufe. 

Mir.  Turn,  women  have  been  captivate  e're  now. 
Suf.  Lady,  wherefore  talk  you  fo  ? 

Mar.  I  cry  you  mercy,  'tis  but  Quid  for  Quo. 
Suf.  Say,  gentle  Princefs,  would  you  not  fuppole 

Your  Bondage  happy  to  be  made  a  Queen  ? 
Mar.  To  be  a  Queen  in  Bondage,  is  more  vile, 

Than  is  a  Slave  in  bafe  fervilicy  : 
For  Princes  mould  be  free. 

Suf.  And  fo  mall  you, 

If  happy  England's  Royal  King  be  free. 
Mar.  Why,  what  concern's  his  freedom  unto  me  ? 
Snf.  I'le  undertake  to  make  thee  Henry' %  Queen, 

To  put  a  Golden  Scepter  in  thy  hand, 
And  fet  a  precious  Crown  upon  thy  head, 
If  thou  wilt  condefcend  to  my  

Mar.  What.' 
Snf.  His  love. 

Mar.  I  am  unworthy  to  be  Henry's  Wife. 
Snf.  No,  gentle  Madam,  1  unworthy  am 

To  woo  fo  fair  a  Dame  to  be  his  Wife, 
And  have  no  Portion  in  the  choice  my  felf. 
How  fay  you,  Madam,  are  you  fo  content  ? 

Mar.  And  if  my  Father  pleafe,  I  am  content. 
Suf.  Then  call  our  Captains  and  our  Colours  forth, 

And,  Madam,  at  your  Father's  Cafble  Walls, 
We'll  crave  a  Parley  to  confer  with  him. 

Sound.    Enter  Reignie'r  on  the  Walls. 
See  Reignier  fee,  thy  Daughter  Prifoner. 

Reig.  To  whom  ? 
Snf.  To  me. 
Reig.  Suffolk^  what  remedy  ? 

I  am  a  Souldier  and  unapt  to  weep, 
Or  to  exclaim  on  Fortunes  ficklenefs. 

Suf.  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enough,  my  Lord, 

Conl'ent,  and  for  thy  Honour  give  confent, 
Thy  Daughter  fhall  be  wedded  to  my  King: 

Whom  I  with  pain  have  woo'd  and  won  thereto : 
And  this  her  eafieheld  Imprifonment 

Hath  gain'd  thy  Daughter  Princely  liberty. 
Reig.  Speaks  Suffolk,  as  he  thinks  ? 
Suf.  Fair  Margaret  knows, 

That  Sufioll^doth  not  flatter,  face,  or  fain. 
Reig.  Upon  thy  Princely  Warrant,  1  defcend, 

To  give  thee  anfwer  of  thy  juft  demand. 
Suf.  And  here  I  will  expedt  thy  coming. 

Trumpets  found.    Enter  Reign  ier. 

Reig.  Welcome,  brave  Earl,  into  our  Territories, 
Command  in  An\ou  what  your  Honour  pleafes. 

Suf.  Thanks,  Reignier,  happy  for  fo  fweetaChild, 
Fit  to  be  made  Companion  with  a  King : 
What  anfwer  makes  your  Grace  unto  my  fuit  ? 

Reig.  Since  thou  dolt  daign  to  woo  her  little  worth, 
To  be  the  Princely  Bride  of  fuch  a  Lord : 
Upon  condition  I  may  quietly 
Enjoy  mine  own,  the  Country  Main  and  An]ou, 
Free  from  oppreflion,  or  the  ftrokeof  War, 

My  Daughter  fhall  be  Henry's,  if  he  pleafe. 
Suf.  That  is  her  Ranfom,  I  deliver  her, 

And  tho'e  two  Counties,  1  will  undertake, 
Your  Grace  fhall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 

Reig.  And  1  again  in  Henry's  Royal  name, 
As  Deputy  unto  that  gracious  King, 
G  ive  thee  her  hand  for  fign  of  plighted  Faith. 

Suf.  Rttgmer  of  Frame,  I  give  thee  Kingly  thanks, 
Becaufe  it  is  in  Traffick  of  a  King. 
And  yet  methinks  I  could  be  well  content 
To  be  mine  own  Attorney  in  this  cafe. 

I'le  over  then  to  England  with  this  News,  • 
And  make  this  Marriage  to  be  folemniz'd: 
So  farewel  Reignier,  fet  this  Diamond  fafe 
In  Golden  Palaces  as  it  becomes. 

Reig.  I  do  embrace  thee,  as  I  would  embrace 
The  Chriftian  Prince  King  Hevry,  were  he  here. 

Mar.  Farewel  my  Lord,  good  wifhes,  praife,and  prayers, 
ShaH  Suffolkjzvzx  have  of  Margaret.  [She  is  ooing. 

Suf.  Farewel,  fweet  Madam  :  but  hark  you ?  Margaret 
No  Princely  Commendations,  to  my  King  ? 

Mar.  Such  Commendations  as  becomes  a  Maid, 
A  Virgin  and  his  Servant,  fay  to  him. 

Suf.  Words  fweetly  plac'd,  and  modeftly  dire&ed, 
But,  Madam,  I  muft  trouble  you  again, 
No  loving  Token  to  his  Majefty  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  a  pure  unfpotted  heart, 
Never  yet  taint  with  love,  I  fend  the  King. 

Suf.  And  this  withal.  £KiJfes  her. 
Wark±  That  for  thy  felf,  I  will  not  fo  prefume, 

To  fend  fuch  peevifh  Tokens  to  a  King. 
Suf.  Oh  wer't  thou  for  my  felf.-  but  &#o/iftay, Thou  may  eft  not  wander  in  that  Labyrinth, 

Tnere  Minotaurs,  and  ugly  Treafons  lurk, 
bolicite  Henry  with  her  wondrous  praife, 
Bethink  thee  on  her  Virtues  that  furmount, 
Made  natural  Graces  that  extinguifh  Art, 
Repeat  their  femblance  often  on  the  Seas, 

That  when  thou  com'ft  to  kneel  at  Henry's  feet, 
Thou  mayeft  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  wonder.  [Exit . 

Enter  York,  Warwick,  Shepherd,  Puzel. 

Tor.  Bring  forth  that  Sorcerefs  condemn'd  to  burn. 
Shep.  Ah,  Joan,  this  kills  thy  Fathers  heart  out-right, 

Have  I  fought  every  Country  far  and  near, 
And  now  it  is  my  chance  to  find  thee  out, 
Muft  1  behold  thy  timelefs  cruel  death  : 

Ah  Joan,  fweet  Daughter,  I'le  die  with  thee. 
Puz..  Decrepit  Mifer,  bafe  ignoble  Wretch, 

I  am  defcend ed  of  a  gentler  blood. 
Thou  art  no  Father,  nor  no  Friend  of  mine. 

Shep.  Out,  out--  My  Lords,  and  pleafe  you,  'tis  not  fo, I  did  beget  her  all  the  Parilh  knows : 
Her  Mother  liveth  yet,  can  teftifie 

She  was  the  firft  fruit  of  my  Batch'lor-fhip. War.  Gracelefs,  wilt  thou  deny  thy  Parentage  ? 
Yor.  This  argues  what  her  kind  of  life  hath  been, 

Wicked  and  vile,  and  fo  her  death  concludes. 
Shep.  Fie  Joan,  that  thou  wilt  be  foobftacle: 

God  knows  thou  art  a  Collop  of  my  Flefh, 
And  for  thy  fake  have  I  Hied  many  a  tear : 
Deny  me  not,  I  pray  thee,  gentle  Joan. 

Puz..  Pezant  avant  j  you  have  fuborn'd  this  man 
Of  purpofe  toobfeuremy  Noble  Birth. 

Shep.  'Tis  true,  I  gave  a  Noble  to  the  Prieft, 
The  morn  that  I  was  wedded  to  her  Mother. 
Kneel  down  and  take  my  blefiing,  Good  my  Girl. 
Wilt  thou  not  ftoop  ?  Now  curfed  be  the  time 
Of  thy  Nativity    I  would  the  Milk 

Thy  Mother  gave  thee,  when  thou  fuck'dft  her  breaft, 
Had  been  a  little  Ratsbane  for  thy  fake  : 
Or  elfe,  when  thou  didft  keep  thy  Lambs  afield, 

I  w'fh  fome  ravenous  Wolf  had  eaten  thee. 
Doft  thou  deny  thy  Father,  curfed  Drab  ? 
0  burn  her,  burn  her,  hanging  is  too  good.  [Exit. 

Yor.  Take  her  away,  for  fhe  hath  liv'd  too  long, 
To  fill  the  world  with  vicious  qualities. 

Puz..  Firft,  let  me  tell  you  whom  you  have  condemn'd, 
Not  me,  begotten  of  a  Shepherd  Swain, 
But  iflued  from  the  Progeny  of  Kings. 
Virtuous  and  Holy,  chofen  from  above, 
By  infpiration  of  Celeftial  Grace, 
To  work  exceeding  Miracles  on  earth. 
1  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  Spirits, 
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But  you  that  are  polluted  with  your  lufts, 
Stain'd  with  the  guiltlefs  blood  of  Innocents, 

Corrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thoufand  Vices : 

Becauie  you  want  the  grace  that  others  have, 

You  judge  it  ftreight  a  thing  impoflible 

To  compafs  Wonders,  but  by  the  help  of  Devils. 
No,  mifconceived  Joan  of  Aire  hath  b.en 

A  Virgin  from  her  tender  infancy, 
Chafte,  and  immaculate  in  very  thought, 

Whole  Maiden-blood  thus  rigoroully  effus'd, 
Will  cry  for  vengeance  at  the  Gates  of  Heaven. 

Yor.  1,  I :  away  with  her  to  execution. 
War.  And  heark  ye,  Sirs:  fce.auiefhe  is  a  Maid, 

Spare  for  no  Faggots,  let  there  be  enow  : 
Place  Barrels  of  pitch  upon  the  fatal  ftake, 
That  fo  her  torture  may  be  (hortned. 

Puz,.  Will  nothing  turn  your  unrelenting  hearts? 
Then  Joan  difcover  thine  infirmity, 
That  warranteth  by  Law,  to  be  thy  priviledge. 
I  am  with  Child,  ye  bloody  Homicides  : 
Murther  not  then  the  Fruit  within  my  Womb, 

Although  ye  hale  me  to  a  violent  death. 

Yor.  Now  Heaven  forfend,  the  holy  Maid  with  Child/1 
!;  ar.  The  greateft  Miracle  that  eYe  ye  wrought : 

Is  all  your  ftrict  precifenefscome  to  this  ? 
Yor.  She  and  the  Dolphin  have  been  juggling, 

1  did  imagine  what  would  be  her  refuge. 
War.  Well,  go  to,  we  will  have  no  Baftards  live, 

Efpecially  (ince  Charles  muft  Father  it. 
Puz..  You  are  deceiv'd,  my  Child  is  none  of  his, 

It  was  Alanfon  thatenjoy'd  my  love. 
Yor.  Alanfon,  that  notorious  Matchevile  ? 

It  dies,  and  if  in  had  a  thoufand  lives. 
Puz,.  O  give  me  leave,  1  have  deluded  you, 

'Twas  neither  Charles,  nor  yet  the  Duke  1  namVL; 

But  Reignier  King  of  Naples  that  prevail'd. 
War.  A  married  man  •'  that's  moll  intolerable. 

Tor.  Why  here's  a  Girl  :  I  think  (he  knows  not  well 
(There  were  fo  many)  whom  fhe  may  accufe. 

War.  It's  a  fign  fhe  had  been  liberal  and  free. 
Tor.  -And  yet  forefeeth  Ihe  is  a  Virgin  pure. 

Strumpet,  thy  words  condemn  thy  Brat,  and  thee, 
life  no  intreaty,  for  it  is  in  vain. 

Puz..  Then  lead  me  hence :  with  whom  I  leave  my  curfe. 
May  never  glorious  Sun  reflex  his  Beams 
Upon  the  Country  where  you  make  abode : 
But  darknefs,  and  the  gloomy  lhade  of  death 
Inviron  you,  till  Mifchief  and  Defpair 
Drive  you  to  break  your  necks,  or  hang  your  felves.  [_Exit. 

Enter  Cardinal, 

tor.  Break  thou  in  pieces,  and  confume  to  afhes, 
You  foul  accurfed  minifter  of  Hell. 

Car.  Lord  Regent,  I  do  greet  your  Excellence 
With  Letters  of  CommifTion  from  the  King. 
For  know,  my  Lords,  the  States  of  Chriftxndom, 

Mov'd  w7ith  remorfe  of  thefe  outrageous  broyles, 
Have  earneftly  implor'd  a  general  Peace, 
Betwixt  our  Nation,  and th' afpiring  French; 
And  here  at  hand,  the  Dolphin  and  his  Train 
Approacheth,  to  confer  about  fome  matters. 

Tor.  Is  all  our  travel  turn'd  to  this  Effect:, 
After  the  (laughter  of  fo  many  Peers, 
So  many  Captains,  Gentlemen,  and  Souldiers, 
That  in  this  quarrel  have  been  overthrown, 
And  fold  their  Bodies  for  their  Countries  Benefit, 
Shall  we  at  lad  conclude  efFeminate  Peace  ? 

Have  we  not  loft  molt  part  of  all  the  Towns, 
By  treafon,  falfhood,  and  by  treachery, 
Our  great  Progenitors  had  conquered  ? 
Oh  Warwick,  Warwick^,  I  forefee  with  grief 
The  utter  lofs  of  all  the  Realm  of  Prance. 

War.  Be  patient,  Torkj  if  we  conclude  a  Peace, 
It  fhall  be  with  fuch  ftrict  and  fevere  Covenants, 
As  little  (hall  the  French-men  gain  thereby . 

Enter  Charles,  Alanfon,  Baftard,  Reignier. 

Char.  Since^  Lords  of  England,  it  is  thus  agreed, 

That  peaceful  Truce  (hall  be  proclaim'd  in  France, We  come  to  be  informed  by  your  felves, 
What  the  Conditions  of  that  League  muft  be. 

Tor.  Speak,  Wwchefter,  for  boyling  choler  chokes 

The  hollow  palFage  of  my  poifon'd  voyce, 
By  fight  of  thofe  our  baleful  Enemies. 

Wm.  Charles,  and  the  reft,  it  is  enacted  thus 
That  in  regard  King  Henry  gives  confent, 
Of  meer  companion,  and  of  lenity, 
To  eafe  your  Country  of  diftrefsful  War, 
And  fuffor  you  to  breath  in  fruitful  peace, 
You  (hall  become  true  Liegemen  to  his  Crown. 
And  Charles,  upon  condition  thou  wilt  fwear 
To  pay  him  Tribute,  and  fubmit  thy  (elf, 

Thou  ftalt  be  plac'd  as  V  iceroy  under  him, 
And  ftill  enjoy  thy  Regal  Dignity. 

Alan.  Mult  he  be  then  a  (hadow  of  himfelf  ? 

Adoin  his  Temples  with  a  Coronet, 
And  yet  in  Subftance  and  Authority, 
Retain  but  priviledge  of  a  private  man  ? 
This  profer  is  abfurd,  and  reafonlefs. 

Char.  'Tis  known  already,  that  I  am  pofFeft 
With  more  than  half  the  Galhan  Territoiics, 
And  therein  reverenced  for  their  lawful  King- 

Shall  I  for  lucre  of  the  reft  un-vanquilht, 
Detract  fo  much  from  that  Prerogative, 

As  to  be  call'd  but  V  iceroy  of  the  whole  ? 
No,  Lord  AmbafFadour,  I'le  rather  keep 
That  which  I  have,  than  coveting  for  more,  . 
Be  caft  from  podibility  of  all. 

Tor.  Infulting  Charles,  haft  thou  by  fecret  means 

Us'd  intercefiion  to  obtain  a  League, 
And  now  the  matte$  grows  to  compremize, 
Stand'ft  thou  aloof  upon  Comparifon. 

Either  accept  the  Title  thou  ufurp'ft, 
Of  benefit  proceeding  from  our  King, 
And  not  of  any  challenge  of  Defert, 
Or  we  will  plague  thee  with  incellant  Wars. 

Reig.  My  Lord,  you  do  not  well,  in  obftinacy 
To  cavil  in  the  courfe  of  this  Contract : 

If  once  it  be  neglected,  ten  to  one 
We  fhall  not  find  the  like  opportunity. 

Alan.  To  fay  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy, 

To  fave  your  Subjects  from  fuch  mallacre 
And  ruthlels  flaughters  as  are  daily  feen 
By  our  proceeding  in  Hoftility. 
And  therefore  take  this  con  trad  of  a  Truce, 
Although  you  break  it,  when  your  pleafure  ferves. 

War.  How  fay'ft  thou  Charles  ? 
Shall  our  Condition  Hand  ? 

Char.  It  fhall : 

Onely  referv'd,  you  claim  no  intereft 
In  any  of  cur  Towns  of  Garrifon. 

Tor.  Then  fwear  Allegiance  to  his  Majefty, 
As  thou  art  Knight,  never  to  difobey, 
Nor  be  Rebellious  to  the  Crown  of  England, 
Thou  nor  thy  Nobles,  to  the  Crown  of  England. 
So,  now  difmifsyour  Army  when  you  pleafe: 
Hang  up  your  Enfigns,  let  your  Drums  be  ftill, 
For  here  we  entertain  a  folemn  peace.  \_Exennt 

Enter  Suffolk  in  conference  with  the  King, 
Glocefter,  and  Exeter. 

King.  Your  wondrous  rare  defcription  (noble Earl ) 

Of  beauteous  Margaret  hath  aftonifh'd  me: 
Her  Virtues  grae'd  with  external  gifts, 
Do  breed  Loves  fettled  Paffions  in  my  Heart, 
And  like  as  rigour  with  tempeftuous  gufts 
Provokes  the  mightieft  Hulk  againft  the  tide, 

So 
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So  am  i  driven  by  breath  of  her  Renown, 
Either  to  fufter  Shipwrack,  or  arrive 
Where  I  may  have  fruition  of  her  Love. 

Suf.  Tufh,  my  good  Lord,  this  fuperfkial  tale 
Is  but  a  preface  to  her  worthy  praife : 
The  chief  Perfections  of  that  lovely  Dame, 
(Had  I  fufficient  skill  to  utter  them) 
Would  make  a  Volume  of  inticing  lines, 
Able  toravifh  any  dull  conceit. 
And  which  is  more,  me  is  notfo  Divine, 
So  full  repleat  with  choyce  of  all  delights, 
But  with  a  humble  lowliuefsof  mind, 
She  is  content  to  be  at  your  command  : 
Command,  I  mean,  of  virtuous  chafte  intents, 
To  love,  and  honour  henry  as  her  Lord. 

king.  And  otherwife,  will  Henry  ne're  prefume  : 
Therefore,  my  Lord  Protector,  give  confent, 

That  Margaret  may  be  England's  Royal  Queen. 
Glo.  So  mould  I  give  confent  to  flatter  fin, 

You  know  (my  Lord)  your  Highnefs  is  betroth'd 
Unto  another  Lady  of  efteem. 
How  (hall  we  then  difpence  with  that  contract, 

And  not  deface  your  honour  with  reproach. ? 
Suf.  As  doth  a  Ruler  with  unlawful  Oaths, 

Or  one  that  at  a  Triumph,  having  vow'd 
To  try  his  ftrength,  forfaketh  yet  the  Lifts 
By  reafon  of  his  Adverfaries  odds. 

A  poor  Earl's  Daughter  is  unequal  odds, 
And  therefore  may  be  broke  without  offence. 

Glo.  Why,  what  (1  pray)  is  Margaret  more  than  that  ? 
Her  Father  is  no  better  than  an  Earl, 
Although  in  glorious  Titles  he  excel. 

Suf.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  her  Father  is  a  King, 
The  King  of  Naples  and  Jerufalem, 
And  of  fuch  great  Authority  in  France, 
As  his  alliance  will  confirm  our  peace, 

And  keep  the  French-men  in  Allegiance* 
Glo.  And  fo  the  Earl  of  Armwack^  may  do, 

Becaufe  he  is  near  Kinfman  unto  Charles. 

Exet.  Befide,  his  wealth  doth  warrant  liberal  Dower, 
Where  Beignier  fooner  will  receive  than  give. 

Suf.  A  Dower,  my  Lords  ?  difgrace  not  fo  your  King, 
That  he  mould  be  fo  abject,  bafe,  and  poor, 
To  chofe  for  wealth,  and  not  for  perfect  Love. 
Henry  is  able  to  enrich  his  Queen, 
And  not  to  leek  a  Queen  to  make  him  rich : 
So  worthlefs  Pezants  bargain  for  their  Wives, 
As  Market-men  for  Oxen,  Sheep,  or  Horfe. 
But  Marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth, 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  Atturnsy-fliip  : 
Not  whom  we  will,  but  whom  his  Grace  affects, 
Mull  be  companion  of  his  Nuptial  Bed. 

And  therefore,  Lords,  fince  he  affects  her  molt, 
Moft  of  all  thefe  Reafons  bindeth  us, 

In  our  Opinons  (he  fhould  be  prefer  r'd, 
For  what  is  Wedlock  forced,  but  a  Hell, 
An  age  of  difcord  and  continual  ftrife  ? 
Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  blifs, 
And  is  a  pattern  of  Celeftial  peace. 
Whom  fhould  we  match  with  Henry,  being  a  King, 
But  Margaret,  that  is  Daughter  to  a  King  ? 
Her  peerlefs  Feature,  joyned  with  her  birth, 
Approves  her  tit  for  none,  but  for  a  King. 
Her  valiant  Courage,  and  undaunted  Spirit, 
(More  than  in  Women  commonly  is  feen) 
Will  anfwer  our  hope  in  iffue  of  a  King : 
For  Henry,  Son  unto  a  Conquerour, 
is  likely  to  beget  more  Conquerors, 
if  with  a  Lady  of  fo  high  refolve, 

(As  is  fair  Margaret)  he  be  link'd  in  Love. 
Then  yield  my  Lords,  and  here  conclude  with  me, 
Tnat  Margaret  (hall  be  Queen,  and  none  but  fhe. 

King.  Whaher  it  be  through  force  of  your  report, 
My  Noble  Lord  of  S^jfolkj  Or  for  that 
My  tender  youth  was  never  yet  attaint 
With  any  Paffion  of  inflaming  Love, 

I  cannot  tell :  but  this  I  am  aflur'd, 
I  feel  fuch  fharp  diflention  in  my  Breaft, 
Such  fierce  alarums  both  of  hope  and  Fear, 
As  I  amfick  with  working  of  my  thoughts. 
Take  therefore  (hipping  ;  poft,  my  Lord,  to  France, 
Agree  to  any  Covenants,  and  procure 
That  Lady  Margaret  do  vouchsafe  to  come 
Tc  crofs  the  Seas  to  England,  and  be  CrownM 

King  Henry's  faithful  and  anointed  Queen. 
For  your  Expences  and  fufficient  Charge, 
Among  the  people  gather  up  a  tenth. 
Be  gone,  i  fay,  for  till  you  do  return, 
I  reft:  perplexed  with  a  thoufand  Cares. 
A  id  you  good  Uncle )  banifh  all  offence : 
It  you  dociJure  me,  by  what  you  were, 
Not  what  you  are,  I  know  it  will  excufe 
This  fudden  execution  of  my  Will. 
And  fo  conduct  me,  where  from  company, 
I  may  revolve  and  ruminate  my  grief.  f  E xit 

Glo.  I,  grief  I  fear  me,  both  at  firfl  and  laft. 
[Exit  Glocefter 

Suf.  Thus  Suffolkjhath  prevailed,  and  thus  he  goes 
As  did  the  youthful  Paris  once  to  Greece, 
With  hope  to  find  the  like  event  in  love, 
But  prolper  better  than  the  Trojan  did  : 
Margaret  fhall  now  be  Queen,  and  rule  the  King: 
But  I  will  rule  both  her,  the  King,  and  Realm.  [Exit. 

FINIS. 
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KING  HENRY  VI 

With  the  Death  of  the 

Good  Duke  Humphrey. 

ABas  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

Flourijh  of  Trumpets :  Then  Hoboyes. 

Enter  King,  Dulte  Humprey,  Salisbury,  Warwick,  and 
■  Beauford  on  the  one  fide. 
The  Queen-,  Suffolk,  York,  Somerfet,  and  Bucking- 

ham on  the  other. 

Suffolk. 

AS  by  your  high  Imperi
al  Majefty, 

I  had  in  charge  at  my  depart  from  France 
As  procurator  to  your  Excellence, 

To  marry  Pnncefs  Margaret  for  your  Grace  ; 
So  in  the  famous  ancient  City,  Tours, 

In  prefence  of  the  Kings  of  France,  and  5ifc»7, 
The  Dukes  of  Orleance,  Calabar,  Britaigne,  Alanfon, 
Seven  Earls,  twelve  Barons,  and  twenty  reverend  Bifhops, 

1  have  perform'd  my  Task,  and  was  cfpous'd, 
And  humbly  now  upon  my  bended  knee, 
in  fight  of  England,  and  her  Lordly  Peers, 
Dv.lwer  up  my  Title  in  the  Queen 
To  your  molt  gracious  hand,  that  are  the  Subftancc 
Of  that  great  Shadow  I  did  reprefent : 
The  happieft  gift  that  ever  Marquefs  gave, 

The  faireit  Queen  that  ever  King  receiv'd. 
King.  Suffolk  arife.  Welcome,  Queen  Margaret, 

I  can  exprefs  no  kinder  fign  of  Love 
Than  this  kind  Kifs:  O  Lord,  that  lends  me  life, 
Lend  me  a  heart repleat  with  thankfulnefs : 
For  thou  haft  given  me  in  this  beauteous  Face 
A  world  of  earthly  Blefhngsto  my  Soul, 
If  fympathy  of  Love  unite  our  thoughts. 

Quee.  Great  King  of  England,znd  my  gracious  Lord, 
The  mutual  conference  that  my  mind  hath  had, 

By  day,  by  night ;  waking,  and  in  my  dreams, 
In  Courtly  company,  or  at  my  Beads, 
With  you  mine  Alder  lief  eft  Sovereign, 
Makes  me  the  bolder  to  falute  my  King, 
With  ruder  terms,  fuch  as  my  wit  affords, 

And  over -joy  of  heart  doth  minifter. 
King.  Her  fight  did  ravifh,  but  her  grace  in  Speech, 

Her  words  yclad  with  Wifd  om's  Majefty, 
Make  me  from  wondring,  fall  to  weeping  Joys, 
Such  is  the  fulnefs  of  my  hearts  content. 
Lords,  with  one  cheerful  voyce,  welcome  my  Love. 

All  kneel.  Long  live  Q;  Margaret,  England's  happinefs. 

Quee.  We  thank  you  all.  '  \_Flourifti. Stiff.  My  Lord  Protector,  fo  it  pleafe  your  Grace, 
Here  are  the  Articles  of  contracted  peace. 

Between  our  Soveraign,  and  the  French  King  Charles, 
For  eighteen  Months  concluded  by  confent. 

Glo.  Reads.  Imprimis,  It  is  agreed  b '  tween  tbe  French 

King,  Charles,  and  William  de  la  Pole,  Mar  que  ft  of  Suffolk, 
Ambaffador  for  Henry  Kmg  of  England,  That  the  [aid  Hen- 

ryjhall  efpoufe  the  Lady  Margaret,  Daughter  unto  Reignier 
King  of  N  aples,  Sicilia,  and  Jerufalem,W  Crown  her  Queen 

of  England,  t"re  the  thirtieth  of 'May  next  enfuing. Item,  That  the  Dutchy  of  Anjou ,  and  the  County  of 
Main,  pall  be  releafed  and  delivered  to  the  King  her  Father. 

King.  Uncle,  how  now  ? 
Clo.  Pardon  me,  g/rkjaus  Lord, 

Some  fudden  qualm  hatn  ttruck  me  to  the  heart, 
And  dim'd  mine  Eyes,  that  I  can  read  no  further, 

King.  Uncle  oiWmche ft er,  I  pray  read  on. 
Win.  Item,  It  is  further  agreed  between  them^  That  the 

Dutchejs  of  Anjou  and  Main,  pall  be  releafed  and  delivered  over 
to  the  King  her  Father,  and  fie  fent  over  of  the  King  of  Eng- 

land's own  proper  Coft  and  Charge,  without  having  any  Dowry. Kmg.  They  pleafe  us  well.  Lord  Marquefs,kneel  down, 
We  here  create  thee  the  firftDuke  of  Suffolk^, 
And  girt  thee  with  the  Sword.  Coufin  of  Yorkj, 
We  here  difcharge  your  Grace  from  being  Regent 
T  th'  parts  of  France,  till  term  of  eighteen  Months 
Be  full  expir'd.  Thanks,  Uncle  Winchfter, 
Glocefter,  York.,  Buckingham,  and  Somerfet, 
Salisbury,  and  Warwick., 
We  thank  you  all  for  this  great  favour  done, 
In  Entertainment  to  my  Princely  Queen. 
Come,  let  us  in,  and  with  all  fpeed  provide 

To  fee  her  Coronation  be  perform'd. 
\_Excunt  King,  Queen,  and  Suffolk. Manent  the  reft. 

Glo.  Brave  Peers  of  England,  Pillars  of  the  State, 
To  you  Duke  Humphrey  muft  unload  hib  grief : 
Your  grief,  the  common  grief  of  all  the  Land. 
What?  did  my  Brother  Henry  {pend  his  youth. 
His  Valour,  Coyn,  and  People  in  the  Wars  ? 
Did  he  fo  often  lodge  in  open  Field, 
In  Winters  cold,  and  Summers  parching  heat, 
To  conquer  France,  his  true  Inheritance  ? 
And  did  my  Brother  Bedford  toyl  his  wits, 
To  keep  by  policy  what  Henry  got : 
Have  you  your  ftlves,  Somerfet,  Buckingham, 
Brave  Fork,  Salisbury,  and  victorious  Warwu^ 
Receiv'd  deep  fears  in  France  and  Normandy : 
Or  hath  mine  Uncle  Beauford,  and  my  felf, 
With  all  the  learned  Council  of  the  Realm, 

Studied  fo  long,  fat  in  the  Council-houfe, 
Early  and  late,  debating  to  and  fro 
How  France  and  French-men  might  be  kept  in  awey 
And  bath  his  Highnefs  in  his  infancy, 

Crown'd  in  Parts  in  defpight  of  foes, N  n  And 
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And  mall  thefe  Labours,  and  thefe  Honours  die? 

Shall  Henry's  Conqueft,  Bedford*  vigilance, 
Your  Deeds  of  War,  and  all  our  Counfel  die  ! 
0  Peers  of  England,  lhameful  is  this  League, 
Fatal  this  Marriage,  cancelling  your  Fame, 
Blotting  your  names  from  Books  of  memory^ 
Rating  the  Characters  of  your  Renown* 

Defacing  Monuments  of  Conquer'd  France, 
Undoing  all,  as  all  had  never  been. 

Car.  Nephew,  what  means  this  pailionate  difcourfe  ? 
This  peroration  with  fuch  circumftance  : 

For  France,  'tis  ours ;  and  we  will  keep  it  Mill. 
Clo.  I,  Vncle,  we  will  kedp  it^  if  we  can : 

But  now  it  is  impolTible  we  Ihould. 

Suffolk^-,  the  new  made  Duke  that  rules  the  reft, 
Hath  given  the  Dutchy  of  Anjou  and  Mam, 
Unto  the  poor  King  Retgnier,  whofe  large  ftyle 
Agrees  not  with  the  leannefs  of  his  purfe. 

Sal.  Now  by  the  death  of  him  that  dfd  for  all^ 
Thefe  Counties  were  the  Keys  of  Normandy : 
But  wherefore  weeps  Warwick,  my  valiant  Son  ? 

Wat'.  For  grief  that  they  are  paft  recovery. 
For  were  there  hope  to  conquer  them  again, 
My  Sword  mould  fhed  hot  Blood,  mine  Eyes  no  Tears. 
Anjou,  and  Mam  ?  My  felf  did  win  them  both  : 
Thole  Provinces  thefe  Arms  of  mine  did  conquer, 
And  are  the  Cities  that  are  got  with  wounds 
Delivered  up  again  with  peaceful  words  ? 
Mort  Dieti. 

Tor.  For  Suffolk^  Duke,  may  he  be  fuffocate, 
That  dims  the  Honour  of  this  Warlike  lfle : 

France  mould  have  torn  and  rent  my  very  Heart, 
Before  I  would  have  yielded  tCX^SS League. 

1  never  read  but  England'*  Kings'  !; ave  had 
Large  fums  of  Gold,  and  Dowries  with  their  Wives, 
And  our  King  Henry  gives  away  his  Own, 
To  match  with  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 

Hum.  A  proper  jeft,  and  never  heard  before, 
That  Sujfolkjhoxild  demand  a  whole  Fifteenth, 
For  Coft  and  Charges  in  tranfporting  her  : 

She  mould  have  ftaid  in  France,  and  ftarv'd  in  France 

Before  '• 
Car.  My  Lord  oSGkfter,  now  ye  grow  too  hot, 

It  was  the  pleafure  of  my  Lord  the  King. 
Hum.  My  Lord  of  Wmchcfier,  I  know  your  mind. 

'Tis  not  my  Speeches  that  you  do  mifhke : 
But 'tis  my  prefence  that  doth  trouble  ye, 
Rancour  will  out,  proud  Prelate,  in  thy  Face 
I  fee  thy  fury  :  If  1  longer  flay, 
We  lhall  begin  our  ancient  bickerings: 
Lordings  farewel,  and  fay  when  I  am  gone, 

I  prophefied,  France  will  be  loft  e're  long.    ]  Exit  Humph. 
Car.  So,  there  goes  our  Protector  in  a  rage  •" 

'Tis  known  to  you  he  is  mine  Enemy : 
Nay  more,  an  Enemy  unto  you  all, 
And  no  great  friend,  I  fear  me,  to  the  King ; 
Confider  Lord?,  he  is  the  next  of  Blood, 
And  Heir  apparent  to  the  Englijh  Crown  : 
Had  Henry  got  an  Empire  by  his  Marriage, 
And  all  the  wealthy  Kingdoms  of  the  Wtft, 

There's  reafon  he  moulcf  be  difpleas'd  at  it : 
Look  to  it,  Lords,  let  not  his  fmoothing  words 
Bewitch  your  Hearts,  be  wife  and  circumfpect. 
What  though  the  common  People  favour  him, 
Calling  him  Humphrey  the  good  Duke  of  Glofler, 
Clapping  their  hands,  and  crying  with  loud  voice, 
Jefu  maintain  your  Royal  Excellence, 
With  God  preferve  the  good  Duke  Humphrey. 
I  fear  me,  Lords,  for  all  this  flattering  glofs, 
He  will  be  found  a  dangerous  Proteclor. 

Buck.  Why  fliould  he  then  protect  our  Soveraign  ? 
He  being  of  age  to  govern  of  himfelf. 
Coufin  Somerfet,  joyn  you  with  me. 
And  altogether  with  the  Duke  of  Suffolk^ 

We'll  quickly  hoyfe  Duke  i^w/>&rey  from  his  feat. 
Car.  This  weighty  bulinefs  will  not  brook  delay 

Pie  to  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  prefently.        [Exit  Cardinal 
Som.  Coulin  of  Buckingham,  though  Humphrey's  pride 

And  greatnefs  of  his  place  be  grief  to  us, 
Yet;  let  lis  all  watch  the  haughty  Cardinal, 
His  infolence  is  more  intolerable 
Than  all  the  Princes  in  the  Land  beflde 
If  Glofter  be  difplac'd,  he'll  be  Protector! Buck,  Or  thou,  or  1,  Somerfet.  will  be  Proteclor 
Defpight  Duke  Humphrey,  or  the  Cardinal. Z.E*it -Buckingham  and  Somerfet. 

Sal.  Pride  went  before,  Ambition  follows  him. 
While  thefe  do  labour  for  their  own  preferment 
Behoves  it  us  to  labour  for  the  Realm. 
I  never  faw  but  Humphrey  Duke  of  Glofter, 

Did  bear  him  like  a  iNoble  Gentleman: ' Oft  have  I  feen  the  haughty  Cardinal, 
More  like  a  Souldier  than  a  Man  o'th'  Church, 
As  ftout  and  proud  as  he  were  Lord  of  all, 
Swear  like  a  Ruffian,  and  demean  himfelf 
Unlike  the  Rnler  of  a  Common  weal. 
Warwick  my  Son,  the  comfort  of  my  age, 
Thy  deeds,  thy  plainnefs,  and  thy  Houf-keeping 
Hath  won  the  grcateft  favour  of  the  Commons, 
Excepting  none  but  Good  Duke  Humphrey. 
And  Brother  IV^  thy  acting  in  Ireland, 
In  bringing  them  to  Civil  Difcipline  : 
Thy  late  exploits  done  in  the  Heart  of  France 
When  thou  wert  Regent  for  our  Soveraign, 
Have  made  thee  fear'd  and  honour'd  of  the  People, 
joyn  we  together  for  the  publick  good, 
In  what  we  can,  to  bridle  andfupprefs 
The  pride  of  Suffolk^,  and  the  Cardinal, 
With  Somt  rfeth  and  Buckingham^  ambition, 
And  as  we  may  cherifh  Duke  Humpny>s  deeds, 
While  they  do  tend  the  profit  of  tl  e  Land. 

War.  So  God  help  Warwick^,  as  he  loves  the  Land, 
And  common  profit  of  his  Country. 

Tor.  And  fo  fays  Tork, 

For  he  hath  greateft  caufe. 
Sal.  Then  let's  make  haft  away, 

And  look  unto  the  main  ? 
War.  Unto  the  main  ? 

Oh  Father,  Mam  is  loft, 
That  Main,  which  by  main  force  Warwick  did  win 
A  nd  would  have  kept,  fo  long  as  breath  did  laft  : 
Main-chance  Father  you  meant,  but  I  meant  Main^ 
Which  I  will  win  from  France,  or  elfe  be  flain. 

[Exit  W3rv\ick  and  Salisbury.  Manet  York. 
Tork,.  Anjou  and  Main  are  given  to  the  French, 

Pari*  is  loft,  the  ft  ate  of  Normandy 
Stands  on  a  tickle  point,  now  they  are  gone : 
S^o/^concluded  on  the  Articles, 

The  Peers  agreed,  and  Henry  was  well  plcas'd, 
To  change  two  Dukedoms  for  a  Dukes  fair  Daughter. 
I  cannot  blame  them  all,  what  is't  to  them  ? 

'Tis  thine  they  give  away,  and  not  their  own. 
Pirates  may  make  cheap  pennyworths  of  their  pillage, 
And  purchafe  Friends,  and  give  to  Curtezans, 
Still  revelling  like  Lords  till  all  begone. 
While  as  the  Idly  owner  of  the  Goods 
Weeps  over  them,  and  wrings  his  haplefs  hands, 
And  (hakes  his  Head ,  and  trembling  Hands  aloof> 
While  all  is  fhar'd,  and  ail  is  born  away, 
Ready  to  ftarve,  and  dare  not  touch  his  own. 
So  TorkjnvSi  fit,  and  fret,  and  bite  his  Tongue, 

While  his  own  Lands  are  bargained  for,  and  fold  : 
Methinksthe  Realms  of  EngUnd,  France  and  Inland, 
Bear  that  proportion  to  my  Flelh  and  Blood, 
As  did  the  fatal  brand  Althea  burnt, 
Unto  the  Princes  Heart  oiCabdon : 
Anjou  and  Mam  both  given  unto  the  French  ? 
Cold  news  for  me :  For  I  had  hope  of  France^ Even 
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Even  as  I  have  of  fertile  E?iglands  foil. 

A  day  will  come,  when  r<v£  fhall  claim  his  own, 
And  therefore  1  will  take  the  Nevdls  pat  ts, 
And  make  a  (hew  of  Love  to  proud  Duke  Humphrey, 
And  whenlfpy  advantage,  claim  the  Crown, 

For  that's  the  golden  Eiark  I  feek  to  hit : 
Nor  mail  proud  Lancafter  ufurp  my  Right, 
Nor  hold  the  Scepter  in  his  Childifh  Fift, 
Nor  wear  the  Diadem  upon  his  Head, 
Whofe  Church-like  Humours  fits  not  for  a  Crown. 
Then  Tork,  be  ftill  a  while,  till  time  do  ferve  s 
Watch  thou,  and  wake  when  others  be  afleep, 
To  pry  into  the  fecrets  of  the  State, 
Till  Henry  forfeiting  in  joys  of  Love, 
With  his  new  Bride,  and  England*  dear  bought  Queen, 
And  Humphrey  with  the  Peers  be  fain  at  Jarrs. 
Then  will  I  raife  aloft  the  Milk-white  Rofe, 

With  whofe  fweet  fmell  the  Air  mall  be  perfum'd, 
And  In  my  Standard  bear  the  Arms  of  Tork, 
To  grapple  with  the  houfe  of  Lancafter, 
And  force  perforce  Pie  make  him  yield  the  Crown, 

Whofe  Bookifh  Rule  hath  pull'd  fair  England  down. 
{Exit  York. 

Enter  Duke  Humphrey,  and  his  Wife  Elianor. 

Elia.  Why  droops  my  Lord,  like  over-ripen'd  Corn, 
Hanging  the  head  at  Ceres  plenteous  Load  ? 
Why  doth  the  great  Duke  Humphrey  knit  his  brows, 
As  frowning  at  the  favours  of  the  World  ? 
Why  are  thine  Eyes  fixt  to  the  fullen  Earth, 
Gazing  on  that  which  feems  to  dim  thy  Sight  ? 

What  feeft  thou  there  ?  King  Henry's  Diadem, 
Inchac'd  with  all  the  Honours  of  the  World  ? 
If  fo,  gaze  on,  and  grovel  on  thy  Face, 
Until  thy  Head  be  circled  with  the  fame. 
Put  forth  thy  hand,  reach  at  the  Glorious  Gold. 

What,  is'c  too  Ihort  ?  Pie  lengthen  it  with  mine. 
And  having  both  together  heav'd  it  up, 
Well  both  together  lift  our  Heads  to  Heaven, 
And  never  more  abafe  our  Sight  fo  low, 
As  to  vouchfafe  one  glance  upon  the  ground. 

Hum.  O  Ay/jfweetTVW/Jfthou  doft  love  thy  Lord, 
Banilh  the  Canker  of  ambitious  Thoughts : 

And  may  that  thought,  when  I  imagine  ill  *• 
Againft  my  King  and  Nephew,  virtuous  Henry, 
Be  my  laft  breathing  in  this  Mortal  World. 
My  troublous  Dreams  this  Night  doth  make  me  fad. 

Eh.  Whatdream'dmy  Lord,tell  me,and  Pie  requite  it 
With  fweet  Rehearfal  of  my  mornings  Dream  ? 
HimiMe  thought  this  Staff,  mine  Ofiice-badg  in  Court, 

Was  broke  in  twain  :  by  whom,  I  have  forgot, 

But  as  1  think,  it  was  by  th'  Cardinal, 
And  on  the  pieces  of  the  broken  Wand 

Were  placed  the  Heads  of  Edmond  Duke  of  Somerfet, 
And  William  de  U  Pole  firll;  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
This  was  the  Dream,  what  it  doth  bode,  God  knows. 

Eli.  Tut,  this  was  nothing  but  an  Argument, 
That  he  that  breaks  a  Stick  of  GloftePs  Grove, 
Shall  lofe  his  Head  for  his  Prefumption. 
But  lift  to  me,  my  Humphrey,  my  fweet  Duke  : 
Me  thought  I  fate  in  Seat  of  Majefty, 
In  the  Cathedral  Church  of  Weftminfter, 

And  in  that  Chair  where  Kings  and  Queens  were  Crown'd, 
Where  Henry  and  Margaret  kneel'd  to  me, 
And  on  my  Head  did  fet  the  Diadem. 

Hum.  Nav,  Elianor,  then  muft  I  chide  out-right : 

Prefumptuous  Dame,  ill-natur'd  Elianor, Art  thou  not  fecond  Woman  in  the  Realm  ? 

And  the  Protestors  Wife  belov'dof  him  i 
Haft  thou  not  worldly  Pleafureat  command, 
Above  the  reach  or  compafs  of  thy  Thought  ? 
And  wilt  thou  ftill  be  hammering  Treachery, 
To  tumble  down  thy  Husband,  and  thy  felf, 
From  top  of  Honour,  to  Difgraces  Feet  ? 

Away  from  me,  and  let  me  hear  no  more. 
Eli.  What,  what,  my  Lord,  are  you  fo  Cholerick 

With  Elianor,  for  telling  but  her  Dream  ? 
Next  time,  Pie  keep  my  Dreams  unto  my  felf, 

And  not  be  check'd. 
Hum.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  I  am  pleas'd  again. Enter  Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  My  Lord  Protector,  'tis  his  Highnefs  pleafure, 
You  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  St.  Albans, 
Whereas  the  King  and  Queen  do  mean  to  Hawk. 

Hu.lgo:  Come  A7e//,thou  wilt  ride  with  us  ?  {Ex.Hn. 

Eha.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  I'll  follow  prefently. Follow  I  muft,  I  cannot  go  before, 
While  Glofter  bears  this  bafe  and  humble  Mind. 
Were  I  a  Man,  a  Duke,  and  next  of  blood, 
I  would  remove  thefe  tedious  Humbling  blocks, 
And  fmooth  my  way  upon  their  Headlefs  Necks. 
And  being  a  Woman,  I  will  not  be  flack 

To  play  my  part  in  Fortunes  Pageant. 
Where  are  you  there  ?  Sir  John ;  nay  fear  not  Man, 

We  are  alone,  here's  none  but  thee  and  I.     {Enter  Hume. 
Hume.  Jefus  preferve  your  Royal  Majefty. 
Eli.  What  faift  thou  ?  Majefty:  I  am  but  Grace. 
Hume.  But  by  the  Grace  of  God,  and  Humes  advice, 

Your  Graces  Title  (hall  be  multiply'd. 

Eli.  What  fay'ft  thou  Man  f  Haft  thou  as  yet  conferred 
With  Margery  Jordan  fhe  cunning  Witch, 
With  Roger  Bullingbroo\  the  Conjurer, 
And  will  they  undertake  to  do  me  good  ? 

Hume. This  they  have  promifed  to  (hew  your  Highnefs 

A  Spirit  rais'd  from  depth  of  under  Ground, 
That  (hall  makeanfwer  to  fuch  Queftions, 

As  by  your  Grace  (hall  be  propounded  him. 
Eli.  It  is  enough,  Pie  think  upon  the  Options : 

When  from  Saint  Albans  we  do  make  return  \ 
Well  fee  thofe  things  effected  to  the  full. 
Here  Hume,  take  this  reward,  make  merry  Man 
With  thy  Confederates  in  this  weighty  Caufe. 

{Exit  Elianor. 
Hum.  Hume  muft  make  merry  with  the  Dutchefs  Gold  : 

Marry  and  (hall :  but  how  now,  Sir  John  Hume  ? 
Seal  up  your  Lips,  and  give  no  words  but  Mum, 
The  bufinefs  asketh  filent  fecrecy. 
Dame  Elianor  gives  Gold,  to  bring  the  Witch : 
Gold  cannot  come  amifs,  were  fhe  a  Devil. 
Yet  have  I  Gold  flies  from  another  Coaft : 

I  dare  not  fay,  from  the  Rich  Cardinal, 
And  from  the  great  and  new-made  Duke  of  Suffolk^, 
Yet  I  do  find  it  fo  :  For  to  be  plain, 

They  (knowing  Dame  Elianor s  humour) 
Have  hired  me  to  under-mine  the  Dutchefs, 
And  buz  thefe  Conjurations  in  her  Brain. 
They  fay,  a  crafty  Knave  does  need  no  Broker. 

Yet  am  I  Suffolkls,  and  the  Cardinal's  Broker. 
Hume,  if  you  take  not  heed,  you  fhall  go  near 
To  call  them  both  a  pair  of  crafty  Knaves. 
Well,  fo  it  ftands :  and  thus  I  fear  at  laft, 
Humes  Knavery  will  be  the  Dutchefs  Wrack, 

And  her  attaintnre  will  be  Humphrey's  fall: 
Sort  how  it  will,  I  fhall  have  Gold  for  all.  {Exit. 

Enter  three  cr  four  Petitimers,  the  Armorers  Man  being 

one. 
1  Pet.  My  Mafters,  let's  ftand  clofe,  my  Lord  Pro- 

tector will  come  this  way  by  and  by,  and  then  we  may 
deliver  our  Supplications  in  the  Quill. 

2  Pet.  Mairy  the  Lord  protect  him,  for  he's  a  good 
Man,  Jefu  blefs  him. 

Enttr  Suffolk,  and  Queen. 

1  Pet.  Here  a  comes  methinks ,  and  the  Queen  with 
him  :  I'lebethefirft  fure. 

N  n  2  2  Pet. 
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2.  Pet.  Come  back,  fool,  this  is  the  Duke  of  S«jfo/^,and 

not  my  Lord  Protector. 

St<f.  How  now,  fellow :  would'ft  any  thing  with  mc  ? 

i .  Pet.  1  pray,  my  Lord,  pardon  me,  1  took  yc  for  my Lord  Protector.  . 

Queen.  To  my  Lord  Protector  ?  are  your  Supplications 

to  his  Lordfhip  ?  let  me  fee  them :  what  is  thine? 

1.  Pet.  Mine  is,  and't  pleafe  your  Grace,  againft  3M»» 

■Goodman,  my  Lord  Cardinals  Man,  for  keeping  my  Houfe, 
and  Lands,  and  Wife  and  all  from  me. 

Suf.  Thy  Wife  too  ?  that's  feme  Wrong  indeed
. 

What's  yours  ?  what's  here  ?  againft  the  Duke  of  S«/- 

folk,,  for  enclofing  the  Commons  of  Melford.    How  now, Sir  Knave  ?  .  . 

2.  Pet.  Alas,  Sir,  I  am  but  a  poor  Petitioner  ot  our 
whole  Townlhip.  . 

Pet.  Againft  my  Mafter,  Thomas  Homer,  for  laying, 

That  the  Duke  of  TorkjNM  rightful  Heir  to  the  Crown. 

\    Qj.een.  What  fay'ft  thou  ?  Did  the  Duke  of  Tork  fay, 
He  was  rightful  Heir  to  the  Crown  r 

<   Pet.  That  my  Miftrefs  was  ?  No  forfooth  :  my  Matter 

faid,  that  he  was ;  and  that  the  King  was  an  Uiurper. 

Suf  Who  is  there  ? 
Enter  Servant. 

Take  this  fellow  in,  and  fend  for  his  Mafter  with  a  Pur
- 

fevant  prefently :  .we'll  hear  more  pf  your  matter  before 

the  King.  .  j?**) 
Queen.  And  as  for  you  that  love  to  be  proteuea 

Under  the  wings  of  our  Proteclors  Grace, 

Begin  your  Suits  anew,  and  fue  to  him. 
Tear  the  Supplication. 

Away,bafe  Cullions:  Suffolk,  let  them  go.  . 

All.  Come,  let's  begone.  .   ,  -Y^* 

Queen.  MyLoid  ot'Sufolk...  fay,  is  this  the  guile  t 
Is  this  the  Faftiion  of  the  Court  of  England} ' 
Is  this  the  Government  of  Britains  IQe  ? 

And  this  the  Royalty  of  Albions  King  ? 

What,  (hall  King  Henry  be  a  Pupil  ftiil. 

Under  the  iuviy  Glofiers  Governance  ? 

And  I  a  Queen  in  Title  and  in  Style, 

And  muft  be  made  a  Subject  to  a  Duke  ? 

J  tell  thee,  Pool,  when  in  the  City  Tours 
Thou  ran'ft  a  tilt  in  honour  of  my  Love, 

And  ftol'ft  away  the  Ladies  Hearts  ol  France; 

I  thought  King  Henry  had  refembled  thee, 

In  Courage,  Courtmip,  and  Proportion- 
But  all  his  mind  is  bent  to  holtnefs, 

To  number  Ave. marks  on  his  B:ads : 

His  Champions  are  the  Prophets  and  A  pottles, 

His  Weapons,  are  Holy  Saws  of  facred  Writ, 

His  Study  is  his  Tilt-yard,  and  his  Loves 

Are  brazen  Images  of  Canonized  Saints. 

I  would  the  College  of  the  Cardinals 

Would  chufe  him  Pope,  and  carry  him  to  Rome, 

And  fet  the  Triple  Crown  upon  his  Head  •, 
That  were  a  State  fit  for  his  Holinefs. 

Suf}.  Madam,  be  patient:  as  I  was  caufe 

Your  Highnefs  came  to  England,  fo  will  I 

In  England  work  your  Graces  full  content. 

Queen.  Befide  the  haught  Protector,  hzvtwc  Beauford, 

The  imperious  Church-man  •,  Somerfet,  Buckingham, 

And  grumbling  Torkj.  and  not  the  lealt  of  thele, 

But  can  do  more  i  i  England^  than  the  King. 

Suf.  And  he  of  thdethat  can  do  moftof  all, 

Cannot  do  more  in  England,  than  the  Nevils : 

Salisbury  and  Warwick,  are  no  fimple  Peers. 

Queen.  Not  all  thefe  Lords  do  vex  me  half  fo  much, 

As  that  proud  Dame,  the  Lord  Protector's  Wife  :  _ 
Shefweeps  it  through  the  Court  with  troops  of  Ladies, 

More  like  an  Emprefs,  than  Duke  Humphrey^  Wife  : 

Strangers  in  Court  do  take  her  for  the  Queen : 
She  bears  a  Dukes  Revenues  on  her  back, 

And  in  her  Heart  fhe  fcorns  our  Poverty  : 

Shall  I  not  live  to  be  aveng'd  ou  her  ? 

.  ...    .  —  

Contemptuous  bafe-  born  Callot  as  file  is, 
She  vaunted  'mongft  her  Minions  t'other  day, 
The  very  train  of  her  worft  wearing  Gown 
Was  better  worth  than  all  my  Fathers  Lands, 
Till  Suffolk,  gave  two  Dukedoms  for  his  Daughter. 

Suf.  Madam,  my  felf  have  lim'd  a  bulh  for  her, 
And  plac'd  a  Quire  of  fuch  enticing  Birds, 
That  lhe  will  light  to  lilten  to  the  Lays, 
And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again. 
So  let  her  reft  :  and,  Madam,  lift  to  me, 
For  I  am  bold  to  counfel  you  in  this ; 
Although  we  fancy  not  the  Cardinal, 
Yet  mult  we  joyn  with  him,  and  with  the  Lords, 
Till  we  have  brought  Duke  Humphrey  in  difgrace. 
As  for  the  Duke  of  Tork.,  this  late  Complaint 
Will  make  but  little  for  his  benefit : 

So  one  by  one  we'll  weed  them  all  at  laft, 
And  you  your  felf  fhall  fteer  the  happy  Helm.         [E xit. 

Enter  the  King,  Duke  Humphrey,  Cardinal,  Buckingham, 

York,  Salisbury,  Warwick,  and  the  Dm  chef. 

King.  For  my  part.  Noble  Lords,  I  care  not  which, 

Or  So/>.erfet,  or  Tork.,  all's  one  to  me. 
Tor.  If  Tork  have  ill  demeaned  himfelf  in  France, 

Then  let  him  be  deny'd  the  Regent-fhip. 
Som.  If  Somerfet  be  unworthy  of  the  place, 

Let  Tak,  be  Regent,  I  will  yield  to  him. 
War.  Whether  your  Grace  be  worthy,  yea  or  no, 

Di ! pate  not  that,  Tork.h  the  worthier. 
Card.  Ambitious  Warwick,  let  thy  Betters  fpeak. 

War.  The  Cardinal's  not  my  Better  in  the  field. 
Buck.  All  in  this  prefence  are  thy  Betters,  Warwick. 
War.  Warwickjnzy  live  to  be  the  beft  of  all. 

Sal'ub.  Peace,  Son,  andfhew  fome  reafon,  Buckingham 

Why  Somerfet  fhould  be  preferr'd  in  this? Queen.  Becaufe  the  King  forfooth  will  have  it  fo. 
Hum.  Madam,  the  King  is  old  enough  himfelf    « . 

To  give  this  Cenfure:  Thefe  are  no  Woroans  masters. 
Queen.  If  he  be  old  enough,  what  needs  your  Grace 

To  be  Protector  of  his  Excellence  ? 
Hum.  Madam,  I  am  Protector  of  the  Realm, 

And  at  his  pleafure  will  relign  my  Place. 

Sujj.  Relign  it  then,  and  leave  thine  infolence. 

Since  thou  wer't  King,  as  who  is  King,  but  thou? 
The  Common-wealth  hath  daily  run  to  wrack, 

The  Dolphin  hath  prevail'd  beyond  the  Seas, 
And  all  the  Peers  and  Nobles  of  the  Realm 
Have  been  as  Bond-men  to  thy  Soveraignty. 

Car.  The  Commons  haft  thou  rack'd,  the  Clergies  Bags 
Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  Extortions. 

Sow.  Thy  fumptuous  Buildings,  and  thy  Wives  Attire 
Have  coft  a  mafs  of  publick  Treafure. 

Buck^  Thy  Cruelty  in  execution 
Upon  Offenders  hath  exceeded  Law, 
And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  Law. 

Queen.  Thy  fale  of  Offices  and  Towns  in  France^ 
I  f  they  were  known,  as  the  fufpect  is  great, 
Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  without  thy  Head. 

[Exit  Humphrey 
Give  me  my  Fan :  what,  Minion,  can  ye  not  ? 

She  gives  the  Dut chefs  a  box  on  tlx  Ear. 

I  cry  you  mercy,  Madam :  was  it  you  ? 

Dutch.  Was't  I  ?  yea,  I  it  was,  proud  French-woman  : 
Could  I  come  near  your  Beauty  with  my  Nails, 

I  could  fet  my  Ten  Commandements  in  your  Face. 

Ktng.  Sweet  Aunt,  be  quiet,  'twas  againft  her  Will. 

Dutch.  Againft  her  will,  good  King  ?  look  to't  in  time, 
She'll  hamper  thee,  and  dandle  thee  like  a  Baby  : 

Though  in  this  place  moft  Mafter  wears  no  Breeches, 

She  fhall  not  ftrike  Dame  EUanor  unreveng'd. 

[Exit  Elianor. 

Buck, 
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Buck.  Lord  Cardinal,  I  will  follow  Elianor, 
And  liften  after  Humphrey,  how  he  proceeds : 

She's  tickled  now,  her  Fume  can  need  no  fpurs, 
She'll  gallop  far  enough  to  her  deftruction. 

[Exit  Buckingham. 

Enter  Humphrey. 

Humph.  Now,  Lords,  my  Choler  being  over-blown, 
With  walking  once  about  the  Quadrangle, 
I  come  to  talk  of  Common-wealth  Affairs. 
As  for  your  fpightful  falfe  Objections, 
Prove  them,  and  I  lye  open  to  the  Law  : 
But  God  in  mercy  fo  deal  with  my  Soul, 
As  I  in  Duty  love  my  King  and  Country. 
But  to  the  matter  that  we  have  in  hand  : 

I  fay,  my  Soveraign,  Tork  is  meeteft  man 
To  be  your  Regent  in  the  Realm  of  France. 

Snjf.  Before  we  make  Election,  give  me  leave 
Tofhew  fome  reafon,  of  no  little  force, 
ThatTo^  is  moil  unmeet  of  any  Man. 

Tork-  l'le  tell  thee,  Suffolk^  why  I  am  unmeet. 
Firft,  for  I  cannot  flatter  thee  in  Pride: 

N'ext,  if  1  be  appointed  for  the  Place, 
My  Lord  of  Somerfet  will  keep  me  here, 
Without  Difcharge,  Money,  or  Furniture, 

Till  France  be  won  into  the  Dolphin's  hands. 
Laft  time  I  danc't  attendance  on  his  will, 
Till  Paris  was  befieg'd,  famifli't,  and  loll. 

Warw.  That  can  I  witnefs,  and  a  fouler  Fact 
Did  never  Traytor  in  the  Land  commit. 

Suff.  Peace,  head-flrong  Warwick,, 
War.  I  mage  of  Pride,  why  fhould  I  hold  my  Peace  ? 

Enter  Armorer  and  his  Man. 

Stiff.  Becaufe  here  is  a  Man  accus'd  of  Treafon, 
Pray  God  the  Duke  of  Tork  excufe  hirafelf. 

fork.  Doth  any  one  accuie  York,  for  a  Traytor  ? 

King.  What  mean'ft  thou,  Suffolk.  ?  tell  me,  what  are thefe  ? 

Suff.  Pleafe  it  your  Majefty,  this  is  the  Man 
That  doth  accufe  his  Mafter  of  High-Treafon  : 
His  words  were  thefe*  That  Richard,  Duke  of  York, 
Was  rightful  Heir  unto  the  Englifh  Crown, 
And  that  your  Majefty  was  an  Ufurper. 

King.  Say  man,  were  thefe  thy  words  ? 

Armo.  And't  fhall  pleafe  your  Majefty,  1  never  faid 
nor  thought  any  fuch  matter  :  God  is  my  witnefs,  1  am 

fallly  accus'd  by  the  Villain. 
Peter.  By  thefe  ten  bones,  my  Lords,  he  did  fpeak 

them  to  me  in  the  Garret  one  Night,  as  we  were  f cow- 
ring  my  Lord  of  York's  Armour. 

York,  Bafe  Dunghil  Villain,  and  Mechanical, 

l'le  have  thy  Head  for  this  thy  Tray  tors  fpeech : 
I  do  befeech  your  Royal  Majefty, 
Let  him  have  all  the  rigour  of  the  Law. 

A>m.  Ahs,  my  Lord,hang  me  if  ever  I  fpake  the  words : 
my  accufer  is  my  Prentice,  and  when  I  did  correct  him 
for  his  fault  the  other  day,  he  did  vow  upon  his  Knees  he 
would  be  even  with  me :  I  have  good  witnefs  of  this, 
therefore  I  befeech  your  Majefty,  do  not  caft  away  an 
honeft  Man  for  a  Villains  Accufation. 

King,  Uncle,  what  fhall  we  fay  to  this  in  Law  ? 
Humph.  This  doom,  my  Lord,  if  1  may  Judge: 

Let  Somerfet  be  Regent  o're  the  French, 
Becaufe  in  York  this  breeds  fufpition : 
And  let  thefe  have  a  day  appointed  them 
For  Angle  Combat,  in  convenient  place, 
For  he  hath  witnefs  of  his  Servants  Malice  : 

This  is  the  Law,  and  this  Duke  Humphrey's  doom. 
Som.  I  humbly  thank  your  Royal  Majefty. 
Armorer.  And  I  accept  the  Combat  willingly. 
Peter.  Alas,  my  Lord, I  cannot  fight  •,  for  God's  fake 

pity  my  cafe  :  the  fpight  of  my  Mafter  prevailed)  againft 
me.  O  Lord  have  mercy  upon  mc,  I  fhall  never  be  able  to 
fight  a  blow :  O  Lord,  my  heart. 

Humf.  Sirrah,  or  you  muft  fight,  or  elfe  be  hang'd. 
King.  Away  with  them  to  Prifon  :  and  the  day  of 

Combat,  fhall  be  the  laft  of  the  next  Month.  Come  So- 
merfet, we'll  fee  thee  fent  away. 

Flour  if>),  [Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Witch,  the  two  Prieffs,  and  Bullingbrook. 

Hume.  Come,  my  Mailers,  the  Dutchefs,  I  tell  you, 
expects  performance  of  your  promifes. 

Bulling.  Mafter  Htw.e,  we  are  therefore  provided : 
Will  her  Ladilhip  behold  and  hear  our  Exorcifmes  ? 

Hume.  I,  what  elfe?  Fear  you  not  her  Courage. 
Bulling.  1  have  heard  her  reported  to  be  a  Woman  of 

an  invincible  fpirit :  but  it  fhall  be  convenient ,  Mafter 
Hume,-  that  you  be  by  her  aloft,  while  we  be  bufie  be- 

low :  and  fo,  I  pray  you,  go  in  God's  Name,and  leave  us. 
[Ex.  Hume. 

Mother  Jordan ,  be  you  prcftrate ,  and  grovel  on  the 
Earth  j  John  Southwell,  read  you,  and  let  us  to  our  work. 

Enter  Eliancr  aloft. 

Elian.  Well  faid,  my  Mafter?,  and  welcome  to  all :  Tc 
this  geer,  the  fooner  the  better. 

Bull.  Patience,  good  Lady,  Wizards  know  their  times: 
Deep  Night,  dark  N  ight,  the  fiknt  of  the  N  ight, 
The  time  of  Night  when  Troy  was  fet  on  Fire, 
The  ti  mes  when  Screech-owls  cry,  and  Ban-dogs  howl ; 
And  Spirits  walk,  and  Ghofts  break  up  their  Graves-, 
That  time  fits  belt  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 

Madam,  fit  you,  and  fear  not  •  whomweraife, 
We  will  make  faft  within  a  hallow'd  Verge. 

Here  do  the  Ceremonies  belonging,  and  make  the  Circle,  Bul- 
lingbrook, or  Southwell  reads,  Conjuro  te,  &c.  It 

Thunders  and  Lightens  terribly  :  then  the  Spirit  rifetb. 

Spirit.  Adfum. 
Witch.  Afmath,  by  the  Eternal  God, 

Whofe  Name  and  Power  thou  trembleft  at, 
Anfwer  that  I  ask  :  For  till  thou  fpeak, 
Thou  fhalt  not  pafs  from  hence. 

Spirit.  Ask  what  thou  wilt  j  that  I  had  faid,  and  done. 
Bulling.  Firft  of  the  King  :  What  fhall  of  him  be- 

come ? 
Spirit.  The  Duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  fhall  depofe : 

But  him  out-live,  and  dye  a  violent  Death. 
Bull.  What  Fates  await  the  Duke  of  SuffolkJ 
Spirit.  By  Water  fhall  he  dye,  and  take  his  end. 
Bull.  What  fhall  befall  the  Duke  of  Somerfet  ? 
Spirit.  Let  him  fhun  Caftles. 

Safer  fhall  he  be  upon  the  fandy  Plains, 
Than  where  Caltles  mounted  ftand. 

Have  done,  for  morel  hai'dlycan  endure. 
Bull.  Defcend  to  Darknefs,  and  the  burning  Lake : 

Falfe  Fiend  avoid. 
Thunder  and  Lightning.  [Exit  Spirit. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Tork,  and  the  Duke  "/Buckingham,  with 
their  Guard,  and  break,  in. 

York.  Lay  hands  upon  thefe  Traytcrs,  and  their  trafli : 

Beldam,  I  think  we  watch't  you  at  an  Inch. 
What,Madam,are  you  there?The  King  and  Common- weal 
Are  deeply  indebted  for  this  piece  of  pains ; 
My  Lord  Protector  will,  I  doubt  it  not, 

See  you  well  guerdon'd  for  thefe  good  deferts. 
Elian.  Not  half  fo  bad  as  thine  t-o  England's  King, 

Injurious  Duke,  that  threatn'ft  where's  no  caufe. 
Buck,  True,  Madam,  none  at  all:  what  call  you  this? 

Nn  3  Away 
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Away  with  them,  kt  them  be  clap'tup  clofe, 
\  id  kep't  afundcr :  you,  Madam,  ihall  with  us. 
Stafford  take  her  to  thee. 

We'll  fee  your  trinkets  here  all  forth-coming. 
All  away. 

York.  Lord  Buckingham,  methinks  you  watch't  her 
A  pretty  Plot,  well  chofen  to  build  upon.  (well. 

Now,  pray  my  Lord,  let's  fee  the  Devil's  Writ. What  have  we  here  ?  {Reads. 

The  Duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  fhaUdepoje  j 
But  him  out-live,  and  dye  a  violent  death. 

Why  this  is  juft  :  Ato  tAlactde  Romanos  vincere  pofie. 
to  the  reft : 

Tell  me  what  fate  awaits  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  ? 

By  Water  fliall  he  dye,  and  take  his  end. 
What  (hall  betide  the  Duke  of  Somerfet  ? 
Let  him  (him  Caftles, 

Safer  fliall  he  be  upon  the  fandie  Plains, 
Than  where  CaFtles  mounted  fiand. 

Come,  come,  my  Lords, 
Thefe  Oracles  are  hardly  attain'd, 
And  hardly  underftood.  . 

The  King  is  now  in  progrefs  towards  Saint  Albans, 
With  him,  the  Husband  of  this  lovely  Lady : 
Thither  goes  thefe  News, 
As  faft  as  Horfe  can  carry  them  : 

A  forry  breakfaft  for  my  Lord  Protector. 

Buck,  Your  Grace  (hall  give  me  leave,  my  Lord  of  Yor{, 

To  be  the  Poft,  in  hope  of  his  reward. 
York.  At  your  pleafure,  my  good  Lord. 

Who's  within  there,  hoe  ? 
Enter  a  Serving-man. 

Invite  my  Lords  of  Salisbury  and  Warwick^ 
To  fup  with  me  to  morrow  Night.  Away. 

{Exeunt. 
Enter  the  King,  Queen,  Protettor,  Cardinal^  and 

Suffolk,  with  Faulkners  hollowing. 

Queen.  Believe  me  Lords,  for  flying  at  the  Brook, 
1  faw  no  better  fport  thefe  feven  years  day ; 
Yet  by  your  leave,  the  wind  was  very  high, 
And  ten  to  one,  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out. 

King.  But  what  a  point,  my  Lord,  your  Faulcon  made, 
And  what  a  pitch  (lie  flew  above  the  reft : 
To  fee  how  God  in  all  his  Creatures  works, 
Yea  Man  and  Birds  are  fain  of  climbing  high. 

Sujf.  No  marvel,  and  it  like  your  Majefty, 

My  Lord  Proteclor's  Hawks  do  towre  fo  well} 
They  know  their  Mafter  loves  to  be  aloft, 
And  bears  his  thoughts  above  his  Falcons  pitch. 

Glofi.  My  Lord,  'tis  but  a  bafe  ignoble  mind, 
That  mounts  no  higher  than  a  Bird  can  foar. 

Card.  I  thought  as  much,  he  would  be  above  the 
Clouds. 

Glofi,  I,  my  Lord  Cardinal,  how  think  you  by  that  ? 
W  ere  it  not  good,  your  Grace  could  flie  to  Heaven  ? 

King.  The  Treafury  of  everlafting  Joy. 
Card.  Thy  Heaven  is  on  Earth,thine  Eyes  and  Thoughts 

Beat  on  a  Crown,  the  Treafure  of  thy  Heart, 
Pernicious  Proteclor,  dangerous  Peer, 

That  fmooth'ft  it  fo  with  King  and  Commonweal. 
Glofi.  What,  Cardinal? 

Is  your  Prieft-hood  grown  peremptory  ? 
Tar.ttne  ammis  Ccelefttbus  ir&,  Church-men  fo  hot  ? 
Good  Uncle,  hide  fuch  Malice : 
With  fuch  Holinefs  can  you  doit? 

Stiff.  No  malice,  Sir,  no  more  than  well  becomes 
So  good  a  Quarrel,,  and  fo  bad  a  Peer. 

Glofl.  As  who,  my  Lord  ? 
Sujf.  Why,  as  you,  my  Lord, 

An't  like  vour  Lordly  Lord  Proteftorfhip. 
Glofi.  Why  Suffolk^  England  knows  thine  infolence. 
Queen.  And  thy  Ambition,  Glofier. 

King.  I  prethee  peace,  good  Queen,  • 
And  whet  not  on  thefe  too-too-furious  Peers, 
For  blefled  are  the  Peace-makers  on  Earth. 

Card.  Let  me  be  blefled  for  the  Peace  I  make 
Againft  this  proud  Proteclor  with  my  Sword. 

Gioft.  Faith,  Holy  Uncle,  would  'twere  cometothat. 
Card.  Marry,  when  thou  dar'ft. 
Glofi.  Make  up  no  factious  numbers  for  the  matter. 

In  thine  own  perfon  anfwer  thy  abufe. 
Card.  I,  where  thou  dar'ft  not  peep : 

And  if  thou  dar'ft,  this  evening, 
On  the  Eaft  fide  of  the  Grove. 

King.  How  now,  my  Lords? 
Card.  Believe  me,  Coufin  Glofier, 

Had  not  your  man  put  up  the  Fowl  fo  fuddenly, 
We  had  had  more  fport. 
Come  with  thy  two- hand  Sword. 

Glofi.  True,  Uncle,  are  ye  advis'd  ? The  Eaft  fide  of  the  Grove  : 
Cardinal,  I  am  with  you. 

King.  Why  how  now,  Uncle  Glofier  ? 
Glofi.  Talking  of  Hawking,  nothing  elfe,  my  Lord, 

Now  by  Gods  Mother,  Prieft, 
l'le  fhave  your  Crown  for  this, 
Or  all  my  fence  fliall  fail. 

Car.  Medice  teipfitm,  Proteftor  fee  too't  well,  protect 

your  felf. 
King.  The  Winds  grow  high, 

So  do  your  Stomacks,  Lords 
How  irkfome  is  this  Mufick  to  my  heart  ? 

When  fuch  Strings  jarr,  what  hope  of  Harmony .? 
I  pray,  my  Lords,  let  me  compound  this  ftrife. 

Enter  one  crying  a  Miracle. 

Glofi.  What  means  this  noife  ? 

Fellow,  what  Miracle  do'ft  thou  proclaim  ? 
One.  A  Miracle,  a  Miracle. 

Suffolk^  Come  to  the  King,  and  tell  him,  what  Miracle. 
One.  Forfooth,  a  blind  man  at  St.  Albanh  Shrine, 

Within  this  half  hour  hath  receiv'd  his  fight, 
A  man  that  ne're  faw  in  his  life  before. 

King.  Now  God  be  prais'd,  that  to  believing  Souls 
Gives  Light  in  Darknefs,  Comfort  in  Defpair. 

Enter  the  Mayor  of  Saint  Albans,  and  his 
Brethren,  bearing  the  Man  between two  in  a  Chair. 

Card.  Here  comes  the  Towns-men  on  proceflion, 
To  prefent  your  Highnefs  with  the  man. 

King.  Great  is  his  comfort  in  this  Earthly  Vale, 
Although  by  his  fight  his  fin  be  multiplied. 

Glofi.  Stand  by,  my  Mafters,  bring  him  near  the  King, 
His  Highnefs  pleafure  is  to  talk  with  him. 

King.  Good-fellow,  tell  us  here  the  circumftance, 
That  we  for  thee  may  glorifie  the  Lord. 

What,  haft  thou  been  long  blind,  and  now  reftor'd  ? 
Stmp.  Born  blind,  and't  pleafe  your  Grace. 
Wife.  I  indeed  was  he. 
Sujf.  What  Woman  is  this  ? 

Wife.  His  Wife,  and't  pleafe  your  Worfliip. 

Glofi.  Had'ftthou  been  his  Mother,  thoucould'ft  have better  told. 

King.  Where  Wert  thou  born 

Simp.  At  Barwick.  in  the  North,  and't  like  your Grace. 

King.  Poor  Soul, 

God's  goodnefs  hath  been  great  to  thee : 
Let  never  Day  nor  Night  unhallowed  pafs, 
But  ft  ill  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 

Queen.  Tell  me,  Good-fellow, 
Cam'ft  thou  here  by  Chance,  or  of  Devotion, 
To  this  Holy  Shrine  ? 

  Simp,  i 
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Simp.  God  knows  of  pure  Devotion, 

Being  call'd  a  hundred  times,  and  oftner, 
In  my  fleep,  by  good  Saint  Alban : 
Who  faid  ,  Simon,  come ,  come  offer  at  my  Shrine, 
And  I  will  help  thee. 

Wife.  Molt  true,  forfooth : 
And  many  a  time  and  oft  my  felf  have  heard  a  Voice, 
To  call  him  fo. 

Card.  What,  art  thou  lame  ? 
Simp.  I,  God  Almighty  help  me. 

Suft.  How  cam'ft  thou  fo  ? 
Simp.  A  fall  off  a  Tree. 
Wife.  A  Plum-tree,  Mafter. 
Gloft.  How  long  hafl  thou  been  blind  ? 
Simp.  O  born  fo,  Mafter. 

Gloft.  What,  and  would'ft  climb  a  Tree  ? 
Simp.  But  That  in  all  my  life,  when  I  was  a  youth. 
Wife.  Too  true,  and  bought  his  climbing  very  dear. 

Gloft.  Mafs,  thou  lov'dft  Plums  well,  that  would'ft venture  fo. 

Simp.  Alas,  good  Mafter,  my  Wife  defired  fome  Dam- 
fons,  and  made  me  climb,  with  danger  of  my  Life. 

Gloft.  A  fubtil  Knave,  but  yet  it  fhall  not  ferve : 
Let  me  fee  thine  Eyes,  wink  now,  now  open  them, 

In  my  opinion,  yet  thou  feeft  not  well.  • 

Simp.  Yes,  Mafter,  clear  as  day,  I  thank  God  and  Saint  ' Alban. 

Gloft.  Say'ft  thou  me  fo :  what  Colour  is  this  Cloak  of  ? 
Simp.  Red,  Mafter,  Red  as  Blood. 

Gloft.  Why  that's  well  faid:  What  Colour  is  my 
Gown  of? 

Simp.  Black,  forfooth,  Coal-black,  as  Jet. 

King.  Why  then,  thou  know'ft  what  Colour  Jet  is  of  ? 
Sift.  And  yet,  I  think,  Jet  he  did  never  fee. 
Gloft  .But  Cloaks  and  Gowns,  before  this  day,  a 

many. 
Wife.  Never  before  this  day,  in  all  his  life. 

Gloft.  Tell  me,  Sirrah,  what's  my  uamq  ? 
Simp.  Alas  Mafter,  I  know  not. 

Gloft:  What's  his  Name  ? 
Simp.  1  know  not. 
Gloft.  Nor  his  ? 
Simp.  No  indeed,  Mafter. 

Gloft.  What's  thine  own  Name  ? 
Simp.  Saundsr  Simpcox,  and  if  it  pleafe  you,  Mafter. 
Gloft.  Then  Saunder,  fit  there, 

The  lying'ft  Knave  in  Chriftendom. 
'  If  thou  had'ft  been  born  blind, 

I  Thou  might'ft  as  well  have  known  all  our  Names, 
As  thus  to  know  the  feveral  Colours  we  do  wear. 

Sight  may  diftinguifh  Colours  :  . 
But  fuddenly  to  nominate  them  all, 
It  is  impoffible. 

My  Lords,  Saint  Alban  here  hath  done  a  Miracle  : 

I  And  would  ye  not  think  it,  Cunning  to  be  great, 
1  That  could  reftore  this  Cripple  to  his  Legs  again  ? 
I     Simp.  O  Mafter,  that  you  could  ? 
I     Gloft.  My  Mafters  of  Saint  Albans^ 
I  Have  you  not  Beadles  in  your  Town, 

I  And  things  call'd  Whips  ? 
Mopor.  Yes,  my  Lords,  if  it  pleafe  your  Grace. 

I    Gloft.  Then  fend  for  one  prefently. 
1    Mayor.  Sirrah,  go  fetch  the  Beadle  hither  ftraight. 

I        J  I  Exit. 
1    Gloft.  Now  fetch  me  a  Stool  hither  by  and  by. 

1  Now  Sirrah,  if  you  mean  to  fave  your  felf  from  Whip- 

I  ping,  leap  me  over  this  Stool,  and  runaway. 

I    Simp.  Alas  Mafter,  I  am  not  able  to  ftand  alone : 

I  You  go  about  to  torture jne  in  vain. 

Enter  a  Beadle  with  Whip. 

Gloft.  Well  Sir,  we  muft  have  you  find  your  Legs. 
1  Sirrah  Beadle,  whip  him  till  he  leap  over  that  fame  Stool. 

Bead.  I  will,  my  Lord, 

Come  on  Sirrah,  off  with  your  Doublet,  quickly. 
Simp.  Alas,  Mafter,  what  fhall  I  do  ?  I  am  not  able  to 

ftand. 
After  the  Beadle  hath  hit  him  once^  he  leaps  over 

the  Stooly  and  runs  away :  and  they  fallow, 

and  cry,  a  Miracle. 
King.  O  God,  feeft  thou  this,  and  beareft  fo  long  ! 
Queen.  It  made  me  laugh,  to  fee  the  Villain  run. 
Gloft.  Follow  the  Knave,  and  take  this  Drab  away. 
Wife.  Alas,  Sir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 
Gloft.  Let  him  be  whipt  through  every  Market  Town, 

Till  theycome  to  Barwick.,  from  whence  they  came. 

[Exit. 

Card.  Duke  Humphrey  has  done  a  Miracle  to  day. 
Suff.  True,made  the  Lame  to  leap,  and  flie  away. 
Gloft.  But  you  have  done  more  Miracles  than  I : 

You  made  in  a  day,  my  Lord,  whole  Towns  to  flie. 

Enter  Buckingham. 

Kino.  What  Tidings  with  our  Coufin  Buckingham  ? 
Buck^  Such  as  my  Heart  doth  tremble  to  unfold : 

A  fort  of  naughty  perfons,  lewdly  bent, 
Under  the  Countenance  and  Confederacy 
Of  Lady  Elianor,  the  Protectors  Wife, 
The  Ring-leader  and  Head  of  all  this  Rout, 

Have  pra&is'd  dangeroufly  againft  your  State, 
Dealing  with  Witches  and  with  Conjurers, 
Whom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  Fact, 
Railing  up  wicked  Spirits  from  under  ground, 

Demanding  of  King  Henry's  Life  and  Death, 
And  other  of  your  Highnefs  Privy  Councel,  • 
As  more  at  large  your  Grace  fhall  underftand. 

Card.  And  fo,  my  Lord  Protector,  by  this  means 

Your  Lady  is  forth- coming,  yet  at  London. 
This  news  I  think  hath  turn'd  your  Weapon's  edge  •, 
'Tis  like,  my  Lord,  you  will  not  keep  your  hour. 

Gloft.  Ambitious  Church-man,  leave  to  afflict  my  Heart  u 
Sorrow  and  grief  have  vanquifht  all  my  powers 
And  vanquifht  as  I  am,  I  yield  to  thee, 
Or  to  the  meaneft  Groom. 

King.  O  God,  what  mifchiefs  work  the  wicked  ones .? 
Heaping  confufion  on  their  own  Heads  thereby. 

Queen.  Glofter,  fee  here  the  Ta'mcture  of  thy  Neft, 
And  look  thy  felf  be  faultlefs,  thou  wert  beft. 

Gloft.  Madam,  for  my  felf,  to  Heaven  1  do  appeal, 

Howl  have  lov'd  my  King,  and  Common-weal : 
And  for  my  Wife,  I  know  not  how  it  ftands, 
Sorry  ami  to  hear,  what  I  have  heard: 
Noble  fhe  k-,  but  if  fhe  have  forgot 
Honour  ar,d  Virtue,  and  converse  with  fuch, 
As  like  to  Pitch,  defile  Nobility ; 
I  banifh  her  my  Bed,  and  Company, 
And  give  her  as  a  Prey  to  Law  and  Shame, 
That  hath  difhonoured  Glojkrs  honeft  name.  > 

King.  Well,  for  this  Night  we  will  repofe  us  here: 
To  morrow  toward  London,  back  again, 
To  look  into  this  Bulinefs  thorowly, 

And  call  thefe  foul  Offendors  to  their  arifwers  •, 
And  poife  the  Caufe  in  Juftice  equal  Scales, 
Whofe  Beam  ftands  fure,  whofe  rightful  caufe  prevails. 

[Exeunt. Enter  York,  Salisbury,  and  Warwick. 

Torki  Now,  my  good  Lords  of  Salisbury  and  Warwick^, 
Our  fimple  Supper  ended,  give  me  leave, 
In  this  clofe  Walk  to  fatisfy  my  felf, 

In  craving  your  opinion  of  my  Title, 

Which  is  infallible  to  England's  Crown. 
Salisb.  My  Lord,  1  long  to  hear  it  thus  at  full. 
War.  Sweet  Torki  begin :  and  if  thy  claim  be  good, 

,   The  Nevtls  are  thy  Subjects  to  command. 

Tork, 



14-0 The  Jecond  Yart  of  King  Henry  the  Sixth. 

Tork.  Thjsh  thus : 
Edvard  the  third,  my  Lords,  had  feven  Sons: 

The  firft  Edward  the  Black- Prince,  Prince  of  Wales  ; 
The  fecond,  WtUidm  of  Hatfield;  and  the  third, 
Lionel  Puke  of  Clarence:  next  to  whom, 
Was  John  of  Gaunt,  the  Duke  of  Lancafter  • 

The  fi'tth,  was  Edward  Langlcy,  Duke  oHork; 
Th:  iixth,  Thomas  of  Woodftock,Dukc  of  Glofler, ; 
William  of  Wind/or,  was  the  feventh,  and  laft. 

Edward  the  Black-Prince  dyed  before  his  Father, 
And  left  behind  him  Richard,  his  only  Son, 

Who  after  Edward  the  third's  death,  reign'd  King, 
Till  Henry  Bullingbrook.,  Duke  of  Lancafter, 
The  eldcit  Son  and  Heir  of  John  of  Gaunt, 

Crown'd  by  the  name  of  Henry  the  fourth, 
Seiz'd  on  the  Realm,  deposM  the  rightful  King, 
.Sent  his  poor  Queen  to  France,  from  whence  fhe  came, 
And  him  to  Pomfret ;  where,  as  all  you  know, 
Harmlefs  King  Richard  was  murthered  traiteroufly. 

Warw.  Father,  the  Duke  hath  told  the  truth  ; 

Thus  got  the  Houfe  of  Lane  after  the  Crown.' Torl^.  Which  now  they  hold  by  force,  and  not  by  right- 

For  Richard  the  firft  Son's  Heir,  being  dead, 
The  iflue  of  the  next  Son  mould  have  reign'd. 

Salts..  But  William  of  Hatfield  dyed  without  an  Heir. 
Tork_.  The  third  Son,  Duke  of  Clarence, 

From  whofe  Line  I  claim  the  Crown, 
Had  iflue  Philip,  a  Daughter, 
Who  married  Edmond  Mortimer,  Earl  of  March : 
Edmond  had  iflue,  Roger  Earl  of  March  : 

Rover  had  iflue,  Edmond,  Anne,  and  Elianor. 
ISalis.  This  Edmcnd,  in  the  reign  of  Bullingbrook\, 

As  1  have  read,  laid  claim  unto  the  Crown, 

And,  but  for  Owen  Glendonr,  had  been  King ; 

Who  kept  him  in  Captivity,  till  he  dy'd. 

But,  to  the  reft. 
York,  His  eldeft  Sifter,  Anne, 

My  Mother,  being  Heir  unto  the  Crown, 
Mamed  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge, 

W  ho  was  to  Edmond  Langlty, 

Edward  the  third's  fifth  Son's  Son  ; 

By  her  L  claim  the  Kingdom  : 
She  then  was  Heir  to  Roger,  Earl  of  March, 

Who  was  the  Son  of  Edmond  Mortimer, 

Who  married  Philip,  fole  Daughter 

Unco  Lionel,  Duke  of  Clarence. 

So,  if  the  iflue  of  the  eldeft  Son 
Succeed  before  the  younger,  1  am  King. 

Warw.  What  plain  proceeding  is  more  plain  than  this  ? 

Henry  doth  claim  the  Crown  from  John  of  Gaunt 
The  fourth  Son,  reclaims  it  from  the  thir,d  : 

Till  Lyonelh  iflue  fail,,  he  fhould  not  Reign. 
It  fails  not  yet,  but  flourifheth  in  thee, 

And  in  thy  Sons,  fair  Slips  of  fuch  a  Stock, 
Then  Father  Salisbury,  kneel  we  together, 
And  in  this  private  Plot  be  we  the  firft, 
That  fhall  falute  our  rightful  Soveraign 

With  honour  of  his  Birth-right  to  the  Crown. 

Both.  Long  live  our  Soveraign  Richard,  EnglandhK\n°- 
Tork\-  We  thank  you, Lords- 

But  I  am  not  your  King,  'till  1  be  Crown'd 

And  that  my  Sword  be  itain'd 
W  ith  heart-blood  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancafier : 

And  that's  not  fuddenly  to  be  perform'd, 
But  with  advice  and  lilent  fecrecy. 

Do  you,  as  I  do,  in  thefe  dangerous  days 
Wink  ac  the  DuKe  of  Suffolk^  lnfolence, 
At  BeauforcPs  Pride,  at  Somcrfefs  Ambition, 
Ac  Buckingham,  and  ail  the  Crew  of  them, 

Till  they'have  i'nar'd  the  Shepherd  of  the  Flock, 
That  virtuous  Prince,  the  good  Duke  Humfrey : 
'  Lis  that  they  feek  ;  and  they,  in  feeking  that, 
Shall  find  their  deaths,  if  ToH^can  prophelie. 

SaUf.  My  Lord,  break  we  off  •,  we  know  your  mind 

at  full. 

Warw.  My  heart  allures  me,  that  the  Earl  of  Warwick, 
Shall  one  day  make  the  Duke  of  Tork.  a  King. 

Tork\.  And  Nevil,  this  I  do  allure  my  felf, 
Richard  fhall  live  to  make  the  Earl  of  Warwick^ 

The  greateft  man  in  England,  but  the  King.  Exeunt. 

Sound  Trumpets.  Enter  the  King,  and  State,  with 
Guard,  to  banifh  the  Dut chefs. 

King.  Stand  forth,  Dame  Elianor  Cobham, 
Glofter's  Wife  : 

In  light  of  God,  and  us,  your  guilt  is  great, 
Receive  the  fentence  of  the  Law  for  fin, 

Such  as  by  God's  Book  are  adjudg'd  to  death, 
You  four  from  hence  to  Prifon,  back  again 
From  thence,  unto  the  place  of  Execution ; 

The  Witch  in  Smithfield  fhall  be  burn'd  to  afhes, 
And  you  three  fhall  be  ftrangled  on  the  Gallows. 
You  Madam,  for  you  are  more  Nobly  born, 
Defpoyled  of  your  Honour  in  your  life, 
Shall  after  three  days  open  Penance  done, 
Live  in  your  Country  here,  in  Banifhment, 
With  Sir  John  Stanly,  in  the  Ifle  of  man. 

Elian.  Welcome  is  Banifhment,  welcome  were  my 
Death. 

Gloft.  Elianor,  the  Law  thou  feeft  hath  judged  thee, 
I  cannot  juftifie,  whom  the  Law  condemns. 
Mine  eyes  are  full  of  Tears,  my  Heart  of  Grief. 
Ah  Humfrey,  this  difhonour  in  thine  Age, 
Will  bring  thy  Head  with  for  row  to  the  Ground. 

I  befeech  your  Majefty  give  me  leave  to  go-, 
Sorrow  would  folace,  and  mine  Age  would  eafe. 

King.  Stay  Humfrey,  Duke  of  Glofler, 
E're  thou  go  :  give  up  thy  Staff, 
Henry  will  to  himfelf  Protector  be, 
And  God  fhall  be  my  Hope,  my  Stay,  my  Guide, 
And  Lanthorn  to  my  Feet. 

And  go  in  peace,  Humfrey,  no  kfs  belov'd, 
Than  when  thou  wer't  Proteclor  to  thy  King. 

Queen.  I  fee  no  reafon,  why  a  King  of  years 
Should  be  to  be  protected  like  a  Child  : 

God  and-  King  Henry  govern  England's  Realm : 
Give  up  your  Staff,  Sir,  and  the  King  his  Realm  , 

Gloft.  My  Staff?  Here,  Noble  Henry,  is  my  Staff: 
As  willingly  do  I  the  fame  refign, 

As  e're  thy  Father  Henry  made  it  mine ; 
And  even  as  willingly  at  thy  feet  I  leave  it, 
As  others  would  ambitbufly  receive  it. 
Farewel  good  King :  when  I  am  dead  and  gone, 

May  honourable  Peace  attend  thy  Throne  . 
[Exit  Glofler. 

Oueen.  Why  now  is  Henry  King,  and  Margaret  Queen- 

And  Humfrey,  Duke  of  Glojier,  fcarce  himfelf, 

That  bears  lb  fhrewd  a  maim-,  two  Pulls  at  once-, 

His  Lady  banifh'd,  and  a  Limb  iopt  off. 
This  Staff  of  Honour  raught,  there  let  it  ftand, 

Where  beft  it  fits  to  be,  in  Henrfi  hand. 
Stiff.  -Thus  droops  this  lofty  Pine,and  hangs  his  fprayes, 

Thus  Ehanorh  Pride  dyes  in  her  younger  days. 

rorki  Lords>  let  him  8°*  Pkafe  ic  your  Maj$^' 

This  is  the  day  appointed  for  the  Combate, 

And  ready  are  the  Appellant  and  Defendant, 

The  Armourer  and  his  Man,  to  enter  the  Lifts, 

So  pleafe  your  Highnefs  to  behold  the  Fight. 

Oueen  1,  good  my  Lord :  for  purpofely  therefore 

Left?  I  the  Court,  to  fee  this  Quarrel  try'd.
 

King.  A  God's  Name  fee  the  Lifts  and  all  things  he, 

Here  let  them  end  it,  and  God  defend  the  right. 

Tork,  I  never  faw  a  fellow  worfe  beftead, 

Or  more  afraid  to  fight,  than  is  the  Appellant, 

The  Servant  of  this  Armourer,  my  Lords. 
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Enter  at  one  Door  the  Armorer  and  his  Neighbours,  drinks 

in?  to  him  Jo  much,  that  he  is  drunks  •  and  he  enters 
with  a  Drum  before  him,  and  his  Staff  with  a  Sand- 

bag ftfined  to  it  :  and  at  the  other  Door  his  Man, 
with  a  Drum  and  a  Sand-bag,  and  Prentices  drink: 
tng  to  him. 

1.  Neighbour.  Here,  Neighbour  Homer,  I  drink  to 

you  in  a  Cup  of  Sack-,  and  fear  not,Neighbour,  you  fhall 
do  well  enough. 

2.  Neighbour.  And  here,  Neighbour,  here's  a  Cup  of Charneco. 

3.  Neighbour.  And  here's  a  Pot  of  good  double- Beer, 
Neighbour  :  drink,  and  fear  not  your  Man. 

Armorer,  Let  it  come  yfaith,  and  l'le  pledge  you  all, 
and  a  fis  for  Peter. 

1.  Pren.  Here  Peter  I  drink  to  thee,  and  be  not  a- 
fraid. 

2.  Pren.  Be  merry,  Peter,  and  fear  not  thy  Mailer  ; 
Fight  for  the  credit  of  the  Prentices. 

Peter.  1  thank  you  all :  drink,  and  pray  for  me,  1  pray 

you,  for  1  think  1  have  taken  my  lail  Draught  in  this 
World.  Here  Rohm,  if  1  dye,  I  give  thee  my  Apron  ; 
and  Will,  thou  lhalt  have  my  Hammer  :  and  here,  Tom, 
take  all  the  Money  that  I  have.  O  Lord  blefs  me,  I  pray 
God,  for  I  am  never  able  to  deal  with  my  Mafter,  he 
hath  learnt  fo  much  to  fence  already. 

Salis.  Come,  leave  your  drinking,  and  fall  to  blows. 

Sirrah,  what's  thy  Name? 

Peter.  Peter,  forfooth.  ' 
Salts.  Peter  ?  what  more  ? 

Peter.  Thump. 
Salts.  Thump  ?  Then  fee  thou  thump  thy  Mafter  well. 

!  Armorer.  Mailers,  1  am  come  hither  as  it  were  upon 

my  Man's  inftigation,  to  prove  him  a  Knave,  and  my  felf 
an  honeft  man:  and  touching  the  Duke  of York.,  1  will 
take  my  death,  1  never  meant  him  any  ill,  nor  the  King 
nor  the  Q.  een,  and  therefore  Peter  have  at  thee  with  a 

down  right  blow. 
York..  Difpatch,  this  Knaves  tongue  begins  to  double. 

I  Sound  Trumper. .  Alarum  to  the  Combatants. 

They  fi  ht     :nd  Peter  ftrifcs  h,m  down. 
I    Armorer.  Hold  Peter,\\o\&,\  confels,  I  confefs  Treafon. 

Yorkj.  Take  away  his  Weapon  :  Fellow,  thank  God, 
land  the  good  Wine  in  thy  Mailers  way. 

Peter.  O  God,  have  I  overcome  mine  Enemy  in  this 

Iprefence?  O  Peter  thou  haft  prevail'd  in  right. 
J    King.  Go,  take  hence  that  Traytor  from  our  fight, 
For  by  his  death  we  do  perceive  his  guilt. 

And  God  in  Juflice  hath  reveal'd  to  us 
The  Truth  and  Innocence  of  this  poor  Fellow, 

I  Which  he  had  thought  to  have  murther'd  wrongfully. 
1  Come  Fellow,  follow  us  for  thy  Reward.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Duke  Humfrey  and  his  Men  in  Mourning  Cloaks. 

Glofi.  Thus  fometimes  hath  the  brighteft  day  a  Cloud  ■, 
And  after  Summer,  evermore  fucceeds 
Barren  Winter,  with  his  wrathful  nipping  Cold  j 

So  Cares  and  Joyes  abound,  as  Seafons  fleet.  - 
Sirs,  what's  a  Clock  ? 

Serv.  Ten,  mv  Lord. 
Glofi.  Ten  is  the  hour  that  was  appointed  me, 

I  To  watch  the  coming  of  my  punifh'd  Dutchefs : 
Unneath  may  flic  endure'  the  Flinty  Streets, 
To  tread  them  with  her  tender-feeling  Feet. 
Sweet  Nell,  iil  can  thy  Noble  mind  a-brook 
Tbe  abjeft  People  gazing  on  thy  Face, 
With  envious  Looks  ftill  laughing  at  thy  fhame, 

That  erfl  did  follow  thy  proud  Chariot-Wheels, 
When  thou  didft  ride  in  Triumph  through  the  ftreets 

But  foft,  I  think  fhe  comes,  and  l'le  prepare 
My  Tear-flain'd  Eyes,  to  fee  her  Miferies. 

Enter  the  Dutchefs  in  a  white  Sheet,  and  a  Taper  bur' 
ning  in  her  hand?  with  the  Sheriff  and  Officers. 

,  Serv.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  we'll  take  her  from  the Sheriff. 

Gloficr.  No,  ftir  not  for  your  lives,  let  her  pafs  by. 
Elian.  Come  you,  my  Lord,  to  fee  my  open  fhame  ? 

Now  ihou  do'ft  Penance  too.  Look  how  they  gaze, 
See  how  the  giddy  multitude  do  point, 
And  nod  their  heads,  and  throw  their  Eyes  on  thee. 
Ah  Glofi  er,  hide  thee  from  their  hateful  looks, 
And  in  thy  Clofet  pent  up,  rue  my  fhame, 
And  ban  their  Enemies,  both  mine  and  thine. 

Gbf.  Be  patient,  gentle  Nell,  forget  this  G  rief 
Elian.  Ah  Glofier,  teach  me  to  forget  my  felf: 

For  whil'fl  I  think  1  am  thy  married  Wife, 
And  thou  a  Prince,  Protector  of  this  Land  : 
Methinks  1  fliould  not  thus  be  led  along, 
MaiPd  up  in  fhame,  with  Papers  on  my  Back, 

And  follow'd  with  a  Rabble,  that  rejoice 
To  fee  my  Tears,  and  hear  my  deep-fet  Groans. 
The  ruthlefs  Flint  doth  cut  my  tender  Feet, 
And  when  1  flart  the  envious  People  laugh, 
And  bid  me  be  advifed,  how  I  tread. 
Ah  Humfrey,  can  I  bear  this  fhameful  yoak  ? 
Troweft  thou,  that  c're  l'le  look  upon  the  World, 
Or  count  them  happy,  that  enjoyesthe  Sun  ? 
No:  Dark  fhall  be  my  Light,  and  Night  my  Day. 
To  think  upon  my  Pomp,  fhall  be  my  Hell. 
Sometime  Pie  fay  I  am  Duke  HumfreyH  Wife, 
And  he  a  Prince,  and  Ruler  of  the  Land  : 

Yetfo  he  Rul'd,  and  fuch  a  Prince  he  was, 
As  he  flood  by,  whileft  I  his  forlorn  Dutchefs, 
Was  made  a  Wonder,  and  a  pointing  Stock 

To  every  idle  Rafcal  Follower. 
But  be  thou  mild,  and  blufh  not  at  my  fhame, 
Nor  ftir  at  nothing,  till  the  Axe  of  Death 
Hang  over  thee,  as  fure  it  fhortly  will. 
For  Suffolk.,  he  that  can  do  all  in  all 
With  her,  that  hateth  thee,  and  hates  us  all, 

And  York.,  and  impious  Beauford,  that  falfe  Prieft, 
Have  all  lim'd  Bufhes  to  betray  thy  Wings, 
And  flie  thou  how  thou  canfl,  they'll  tangle  thee, 
But  fear  thou  not  until  thy  Foot  be  fhar'd, 
Nor  ever  feek  prevention  of  thy  Foes. 

Gloft.  Ah, Nell,  forbear:  thouaimeft  all  awry. 
I  muff  offend,  before  I  be  attainted  : 
And  had  I  twenty  times  fo  many  Foes, 
And  each  of  them  had  twenty  times  their  power, 
All  thefe  could  not  procure  me  any  fcathe, 
So  long  as  I  am  loyal,  true,  and  crimelefs, 
Would'fl  have  me  refcue  thee  from  this  Reproach  ? 
Why  yet  thy  Scandal  were  not  wip't  away, 
But  I  in  danger  for  the  breach  of  Law. 
Thy  greatefthelp  is  quiet,  gentle  Nell: 
I  pray  thee  fort  thy  Heart  to  Patience, 
Thefe  few  dayes  wonder  will  be  quickly  worn. 

Enter  a  Herald. 

Her.  I  fummon  your  Grace  to  his  Majeflies  Parliament 
Holden  at  Bury,  the  firft  of  this  next  Month. 

Glofi.  And  myconfent  ne're  ask'd  herein  before? 
This  is  clofe  dealing.  Well,  I  will  be  there", 
My  Nell,  I  take  my  leave  •,  and  Mailer  Sheriff, 
Let  not  her  Penance  exceed  the  Kings  Commiffion. 

Sher.  And't  pleafe  your  Grace,here  my  Commiffion  flays: And  Sir  John  Stanly  is  appointed  now, 
To  take  her  with  him  to  the  lfle  of  Man. 

Glofi.  Mufl  you,  Sir  John,  protecl  my  Lady  here  ? 
Stanly.  So  am  I  given  in  charge,may't  pleafe  your  Grace 
Glofi.  Entreat  her  not  the  worfe,  in  that  I  pray 

.  You  ufe  her  well :  the  World  may  laugh  again, 
And  I  may  live  to  do  you  kindnefs,  if  you  do  it  her. 
And  fo,  Sir  John,  Farewel. 

Elian 
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Elian.  What,  gone  my  Lord,  and  bid  me  not  farewel. 
Clofi.  Witnefs  my  Tears,  I  cannot  ftay  to  fpeak. 

[Exit  Glofter. 
Elian.  Art  thou  gone  too  ?  all  comfort  go  with  thee, 

For  none  abides  with  me  :  my  Joy  is  Death  •, 
Death,  at  whofe  Name  I  oft  have  been  afear'd, 
Became  1  wiuYd  this  World's  Eternity. 
Stanly  1  prethee  go,  and  take  me  hence, 
I  care  not  whither,  for  1  beg  no  Favour  ; 
Onely  convey  me  where  thou  art  commanded. 

Stan.  Why  Madam,  that  is  to  the  Ifle  of  man, 
There  to  be  us'd  according  to  your  State. 

Elian.  That's  bad  enough,  for  I  am  but  Reproach : 
And  (hall  I  then  be  us'd  reproachfully!? 

Stan.  Like. to  a  Dutchefs,  and  Duke  Humfreyh  Lady, 
According  to  that  State  you  (hall  be  us'd. 

Elian.  S  leriff  farewel,  and  better,  than  I,  fare, 
Although  thou  haft  been  Conduct  of  my  ftiame. 

She.  It  is  my  Office,  and  Madam  pardon  me. 

Elian.  I,  I,  farewel,  thy  Office  is  difcharg'd : 
Come  Stanly,  fhall  we  go  ? 

Stan.  Madam,  your  Penance  done, 
Throw  off  this  Sheet, 
And  go  we  to  attire  you  for  our  Journey. 

Elian.  My  ftiame  will  not  be  ftifted  with  my  Sheet: 
No,  it  will  hang  upon  my  richeft  Robes, 
And  ftiew  it  felf,  attire  me  how  I  can. 

Go,  lead  .the  way,  1  long  to  fee  my  Prifon.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Cardinal,  Suffolk,  York,  Buck- 
ingham, Salisbury,  and  Warwick,  to  the  Parliament. 

King.  I  mufe  my  Lord  ofGlofter  is  not  come : 

'Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hindmoft  man, 
What  e're  occalion  keeps  him  from  us  now. 

Queen.  Can  you  not  fee  ?  or  will  ye  not  obferve 

The  ltrangnefs  of  his  alter'd  Countenance  ? 
With  what  a  Majefty  he  bears  himfelf, 
How  infolent  of  late  he  is  become, 

How  proud,  how  peremptory,  and  unlike  himfelfe 
We  know  the  time  fince  he  was  mild  and  affable, 

And  if  we  did  but  glance  a  far-off  Look, 
Immediatly  he  was  upon  his  Knee, 
That  all  the  Court  admir'd  him  for  fubmidion. 
But  meet  him  now,  and  be  it  in  the  Morn, 
When  every  one  will  give  the  time  of  day, 
He  knits  his  Brow,  and  ftiews  an  angry  Eye, 
And  pafllth  by  with  ftiff  unbowed  Knee, 
Difdaining  duty  that  to  us  belongs. 
Small  Curs  are  not  regarded  when  they  grin, 
But  Great  men  tremble  when  the  Lyon  roars, 

And  Humfrey  is  no  little  man  in  England. 
Firft  note,  that  he  is  near  you  in  defcent, 
And  mould  you  fall,  he  is  the  next  will  mount. 
Me  feemeth  then,  it  is  no  Policy, 
Reflecting  what  a  Rancorous  mind  he  bears, 
And  his  Advantage  following  your  Deceafe, 
That  he  mould  come  about  your  Royal  Perfon, 
Or  be  admitted  to  your  Highnefs  Councel. 
By  Flattery  hath  he  won  the  Commons  Hearts : 
And  when  he  pleafe  to  make  Commotion, 

'Tis  to  be  fear'd  they  all  will  follow  him. 
Now  'tis  the  Spring,  and  Weeds  are  fhallow  Rooted, 
Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o're-grow  the  Garden, 
And  choak  the  Herbs  for  want  of  Husbandry, 
The  Reverent  care  I  bear  unto  my  Lord, 
Made  me  collect  thefe  Dangers  in  the  Duke. 
If  it  be  fond,  call  it  a  Womans  Fear : 
Which  Fear,  if  better  Reafons  can  fupplant, 

I  will  fubferibe,  and  fay  I  wrong'd  the  Duke. 
My  Lord  of  Suffolk^,  Buckingham,  andTork^ 
Reprove  my  Allegation,  if  you  can, 
Or  elfe  conclude  my  words  effectual. 

Suff.  Well  hath  your  Highnefs  feen  into  this  Duke : 

And  had  I  firft  been  put  to  fpeak  my  mind, 
I  think  I  mould  have  told  your  Graces  Tale. 
The  Dutchefs,  by  his  Subornation,  , 

Upon  my  Life  began  her  Devilifh  Praftices: 
Or  if  he  were  not  privie  to  thofe  Faults, 

Yet  by  reputing  of  his  high  Defcent, 
As  next  the  King,  he  was  fucceffive  Heir, 
And  fuch  high  Vaunts  of  his  Nobility, 

Did  inftigate  the  Bedlam  brain-lick  Dutchefs, 
By  wicked  means  to  frame  our  Soveraign's  Fall. 
Smooth  runs  the  Water  where  the  Brook  is  deep, 
And  in  his  fimple  ftiew  he  harbours  Treafon. 
The  Fox  barks  not,  when  he  would  fteal  the  Lamb, 

No,  no,  my  Soveraign,  Glofter  is  a  Man 
Unfounded  yet,  and  full  of  deep  Deceit. 

Card.  Did  he  not,  contrary  to  form  of  Law, 
Devife  ftrange  Deaths,  for  fmall  Offences  done  ? 

York*  And  did  he  not,  in  his  Protectorfhip, 
Levy  great  fumms  of  Money  through  the  Realm, 
For  Souldiers  pay  in  France,  and  never  fent  it  ? 
By  means  whereof  the  Towns  each  day  revolted. 

Buck^.  Tut,  thefe  are  petty  faults  to  faults  unknown, 
Which  time  will  bring  to  light  infmooth  Duke  Humphrey. 

King.  My  Lords  at  once :  the  care  you  have  of  us, 
To  mow  down  Thorns  that  would  annoy  our  Foot, 
Is  worthy  praife  :  but  fhall  I  fpeak  my  confeience, 
Our  Kinfroan  Glofter  is  as  innocent, 
From  meaning  Treafon  to  our  Royal  Perfon, 
As  is  the  fucking  Lamb,  or  harmlefs  Dove  : 
The  Duke  is  Virtuous,  Mild,  and  too  well  given: 
To  dream  on  evil,  or  to  work  my  downfal. 

Qu.Ah !  what's  more  dangerous,than  this  fond  affiance/ 
Seems  he  a  Dove  ?  his  Feathers  are  but  borrow'd, 
For  he  is  difpofed  as  the  hateful  Raven. 
Is  he  a  Lamb?  his  Skin  was  furely  lent  him, 
For  he's  enclin'd  as  is  the  Ravenous  Wolves. 
Who  cannot  fteal  a  Shape  that  means  Deceit  ? 
Take  heed,  my  Lord,  the  welfare  of  us  all, 
Hangs  on  the  cutting  Ihort  that  Fraudful  man. Enter  Somerfet. 

Som.  All  Health  unto  my  Gracious  Soveraign. 
King.  Welcome  Lord  Somerfet :  What  news  from France  ? 

Som.  That  all  our  intereft  in  thofe  Territories, 
Is  utterly  bereft  you  :  all  is  loft. 

King.  Cold  News,  Lord  Somerfet  •  but  Gods  will  be 
done. 

Torkj  Cold  News  for  me  :  for  I  had  hope  of  France^ 
As  firmly  as  I  hope  for  Fertile  England. 
Thus  are  my  Bloffoms  blafted  in  the  Bud, 
And  Caterpillars  eat  my  Leaves  away. 
But  I  will  remedy  this  geare  eVe  long, 
Or  fell  my  Title  for  a  glorious  Grave. 

Enter  Glocefter. 

Gloft.  All  happinefs  unto  my  Lord  the  King  : 

Pardon,  my  Liege,  that  I  have  ftay'd  fo  long. 
Suff.  Nay,  Glofter,  know-  that  thou  art  come  too  foon, 

Unlefs  thou  wer't  more  Loyal  than  thou  art : 
I  do  arreft  thee  of  High  Treafon  here. 

Gloft.  Well  Suffolk^,  yet  thou  (halt  not  fee  me  blufh, 
Nor  change  my  Countenance  for  this  Arreft 
A  heart  unfpotted  is  not  eafily  daunted. 
The  pureft  Spring  is  not  fo  free  from  mud, 
As  I  am  clear  from  Treafon  to  my  Soveraign, 
Who  can  accufe  me  ?  wherein  am  I  guilty  ? 

TV^.'Tis  thought,  my  Lord, 
That  you  took  Bribes  of  France, 

And  being  Protector  ftay'd  the  Souldiers  pay, 
By  means  whereof  his  Highnefs  hath  loft  France. 

Gloft.  Is  it  but  thought  fo  ? 
What  are  they  that  think  it  ? 
I  never  rob'd  the  Souldiers  of  their  pay, 
Nor  never  had  one  penny  Bribe  from  France. 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  have  watcht  the  Night, 

I,  night  I 
— 
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L  Night  by  Night,  in  ftudying  good  for  England. 
That  Doit  that  e're  I  wrefted  from  the  King, 
Or  any  Groat  I  hoarded  to  my  ufe, 
Be  brought  againft  me  at  my  Tryal  day. 
Mo :  Many  a  Pound  of  mine  own  Proper  ftore, 
Becaufe  I  would  not  tax  the  needy  Commons, 
Have  I  disburfed  to  the  Garrifons, 

And  never  ask'd  for  reftitution. 
Card.  It  ferves  you  well,  my  Lord,  to  fay  fo  much. 
Gloft.  1  fay  no  more  than  truth,  fo  help  me  God. 
Tork^  In  your  Protectorfhip,  youdiddevife 

Strange  Tortures  for  Offenders,  never  heard  of, 

That  England  was  defam'd  by  Tyranny. 
Gloft.  Why  'tis  well  known,  that  whiles  I  was  Protector, 

Pitie  was  all  the  fault  that  was  in  me : 

For  I  fhould  melt  at  an  Offendor's  tears, 
And  lowly  words  were  Ranfom  for  their  fault : 
Unlefs  it  were  a  bloody  Murtherer, 

Or  foul  felonious  Thiefj  that  fieee'd  poor  paifengers, 
I  never  gave  them  condign  punilhment. 

Murther  indeed,  that  bloody  fin,  I  tortur'd Above  the  Felon,  or  whatTrefpafs  elfe. 

Suff.  My  Lord,  tliefe  faults  are  ealie,  quickly  anfwer'd  : 
But  mightier  Crimes  are  lay'd  unto  your  charge, 
Whereof  you  cannot  eafily  purge  yourfelf. 
I  do  arreft  you  in  his  Highnefs  Name, 
And  here  commit  you  to  my  Lord  Cardinal 
To  keep,  until  your  further  time  of  Tryal. 

King.  My  Lord  of  Glocefter,  'tis  my  fpecial  hope, 
That  you  will  clear  your  felf  from  all  fufpence, . 
My  Confcience  tells  me  you  are  innocent. 

Gloft.  Ah  gracious  Lord,  thefe  days  are  dangerous  { 

Virtue  is  choak't  with  foul  Ambition, 
And  Charity  chas'd  hence  by  Rancour's  hand  ; 
Foul  Subornation  is  predominant, 

And  Equitie  exil'd  your  Highnefs  Land. 
I  know,  their  Complot  is  to  have  my  Life : 
And  if  my  death  might  make  this  Ifland  happy, 
And  prove  the  period  of  their  Tyranny, 
I  would  expend  it  with  all  willingnefs. 
But  mine  is  made  the  Prologue  to  their  Play  : 
For  thoufands  more,  that  yet  fufpect  no  peril, 
Will  not  conclude  their  plotted  Tragedy. 

Beauford?$  red  fparkling  Eyes  blab  his  heart's  malice, 
And  SuffoldH  cloudy  Brow  his  ftormy  hate  ; 
Sharp  Buckingham  unburthens  with  his  tongue 
The  envious  Load  that  lyes  upon  his  heart : 
And  dogged  Yorl^,  that  reaches  at  the  Moon, 
Whofe  over-weening  Arm  I  have  pluckt  back, 
By  falfe  accufe  doth  level  at  my  Life. 

And  you,  my  Soveraign  Lady,  with  the  reft", 
Caufelefs  have  lay'd  difgrac-es  on  my  head, 
And  with  your  beft  endeavour  have  ftirr'd  up 
My liefeft Lkge  to  be  mine  Enemy: 

I,  all  of  yon  have  lay'd  your  heads  together, 
My  felf  had  notice  of  your  Conventicles, 
And  all  to  make  away  my  guiltlefslife. 
I  (hall  not  want  falfe  Witnefs,  to  condemn  me, 
Nor  ftore  of  Treafons,  to  augment  my  guilt : 
The  ancient  Proverb  will  be  well  effected, 
A  Staff  isquickly  found  to  beat  a  Dog. 

Card.  My  Liege,  his*  railing  is  intolerable. 
If  thofe  that  care  to  keep  your  Royal  Perfon 

From  Treafon's  fecret  Knife,  and  Traytor's  Rage, 
Be  thus  upbraided,  chid,  and  rated  at, 
And  the  Offender  granted  fcope  of  fpeech, 

'Twill  make  them  cool  in  zeal  unto  your  Grace. 
Suff.  Hath  he  not  twit  our  Soveraign  Lady  here 

With  ignominious  words,  though  Clarkly  coucht? 
As  if  fhe  had  fuborned  fome  to  fwear 

Falfe  allegations,  to  o'rethrow  his  ftate. 
Queen.  But  I  can  can  give  the  lofer  leave  to  chide. 
Gloft.  Far  truer  fpoke  than  meant :  I  lofe  indeed, 

Sefhrew  the  winners,  for  they  play'd  me  falfe, 

And  well  fuch  Lofers  may  have  leave  to  fpeak. 
Buc\^.  He'll  wreft  the  fenfe,  and  hold  us  here  all  day. 

Lord  Cardinal,  he  is  your  Prifoner. 
Card.  Sirs,  take  away  the  Duke,  and  guard  him  fure. 
Gloft.  Ah,  thus  King  Henry  throws  away  his  Crutch, 

Before  his  Legs  be  firm  to  bear  his  Body, 
Thus  is  the  Shepherd  beaten  from  thy  fide, 
And  Wolves  are  gnarling,  who  fhall  gnaw  thee  firft. 
Ah  that  my  fear  were  falfe,  ah  that  it  were  ; 
For  good  King  Henry,  thy  decay  I  fear.  [Exit  Glocefter. 

King.  My  Lords,  what  to  your  Wifdomes  feemeth  beft, 
Do,  or  undo,  as  if  our  felf  were  here.  . 

Qyeen.  What  will  your  Highnefs  leave  the  Parlia- 
ment ? 

King.  I  Margaret  •.  my  Heart  is  drown'd  with  Grief, Whofe  Floud  begins  to  flow  within  my  Eyes  \ 
My  Body  round  engirt  with  Mifery : 
For  what's  more  miferable  than  Difcontent  ? 
Ah  Uncle  Humphrey,  in  thy  fad  Face  I  fee 
The  Map  »f  Honour,  Truth,  and  Loyalty : 

And  yet  good  Humphrey,  is  the  hour  to  come, 
That  e're  I  proy'd  thee  falfe,  or  fear'd  thy  Faith. 
W  hat  lowring  Star  now  envyes  thy  eflate  ? 
That  thefe  great  Lords,  and  Margaret  our  Queen, 
Do  feek  fubverfion  of  thy  harmlefs  Life. 
Thou  never  didft  them  wrong,  nor  no  man  wrong: 
And  as  the  Butcher  takes  away  the  Calf, 
And  binds  the  Wretch,  and  beats  it  when  it  ftrayes, 
Bearing  it  to  the  bloody  Slaughter-houfe ; 
Even  fo  remoT fiefs  have  they  born  him  hence  t 
And  as  the  Dame  runs  lowing  up  and  down, 
Looking  the  way  her  harmelefs  young  one  went, 
And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  Darlings  loft  % 

Even  fo  my  felf  bewails  good  Glofter*  s  cafe, 
With  fad  unhelpful  Tears  and  with  dimn'd  Eyes; 
Look  after  him,  and  cannot  do  him  good : 
So  mighty  are  his  vowed  Enemies. 

His  Fortunes  I  will  weep,  and'twixt  each  groan, 
Say,  whofe  a  Traitor  ?  Glofter  he  is  none.  [Exit. 

Queen.  Free  Lords : 
Cold  Snow  melts  with  the  Sun's  hot  Beams  s 
Henry,  my  Lord,  is  cold  in  great  Affairs^ 

Too  full  of  foolilh  pity  :  and  Glofter's  fheW 
Beguiles  him,  as  the  mournful  Crocodile 
With  forrow  fnares  relenting  Paflengers} 

Or  as  the  Snake,  rol'd  in  a  flowring  Bank, 
With  fhining  checker'd  Slough  doth  fting  a  Child, 
That  for  the  beauty  thinks  it  excellent. 
Believe  me  Lords,  were  none  more  wife  than  I, 
And  yet  herein  I  judge  my  own  Wit  good, 
This  Glofter  fhould  be  quickly  rid  the  World, 
To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him. 

Card.  That  he  fhould  dy,  is  worthy  policy, 
But  yet  we  want  a  Colour  for  his  death  : 

'Tis  meet  he  be  condemn'd  by  courfe  of  Law. 
Suff.  But  in  my  mind,  that  were  no  policie : 

The  King  will  labour  (till  to  fave  his  Life, 
The  Commons  haply  rife  to  fave  his  Life  5 
And  yet  we  have  but  trivial  Argument, 
More  than  miftruft,  that  fhews  him  worthy  death. 

Hork.  So  that  by  this,  you  would  not  have  him  dye, 
Suff.  Ah  Hork,  no  man  alive,  fo  fain  as  I. 
York..  'Tis  York,  that  hath  more  reafon  for  his  death. 

But  my  Lord  Cardinal,  and  you  my  Lord  of  Suffolk., 

Say  as  you  think,  and  fpeak  it  from  your  Souls  •• 
Wer't  not  all  one,  an  empty  Eagle  werefet 
To  guard  the  Chick  from  a  hungry  Kite, 
As  place  Duke  Humphrey  for  the  Kings  Protector  ? 

Queen.  So  the  poor  Chicken  fhould  be  fure  of  death 

Suff.  Madam,  'tis  true,  and  wer't  not  madnefs  then, 
To  make  the  Fox  Surveyor  of  the  Fold  ? 

Who  being  accus'd  a  crafty  Murtherer, 
His  Guilt  fhould  be  but  idly  pofted  over, 
Becaufe  his  purpofe  is  not  executed. 

No 
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No  :  let  him  dye,  in  that  he  is  a  Fox, 
By  Nature  prov'd  an  Enemy  to  the  Flock, 
before  his  Chaps  be  ftain'd  with  Crimfon  Blood, 
As  Humphrey  prov'd  by  Reafons  to  my  Liege. 
And  do  not  ftand  on  Quillets  how  to  flay  him  : 
Be  it  by  G inns,  by  Snares,  by  Subtilty, 

Sleeping,  or  Waking,  'tis  no  matter  how, 
So  lie  be  dead  }  for  that  is  good  deceit 
Which  mates  him  firft,  that  firlt  intends  deceit. 

Qiteen.  Thrice  noble  Suffolk,  'tis  refolutely  fpoke. 
Sufi.  Not  relbhue,  except  fo  much  were  done, 

For  things  are  often  fpoke,  and  feldom  meant, 
But  that  my  Heart  accordeth  with  my  Tongue, 
Seeing  the  deed  is  meritorious, 
And  to  preferve  my  Soveraign  from  his  Foe, 
Say  but  the  word,  and  I  will  be  his  Prieft. 

Card.  But  I  would  have  him  dead,  my  Lord  of  Suffolk., 

E're  you  can  take  due  Orders  for  a  Prieft : 
Say  youconfent,  and  cenfure  well  the  deed, 
And  Fl  provide  his  Executioner, 
I  tender  lo  the  fafety  of  my  Liege. 

Sujf.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  deed  is  worthy  doing. 
Queen.  And  fo  fay  I. 
Tork.  And  I :  and  now  we  three  have  fpoke  it, 

It  skils  not  greatly  who  impugnes  our  doom. 
Enter  a  Toff. 

Toft.  Great  Lords,  from  Ireland  am  I  come  amain, 
To  fignifie,  that  Rebels  there  are  up, 
And  put  the  Englifhmen  unto  the  Sword  ; 
Send  Succours  (Lords)  and  flop  the  Rage  betime, 
Before  the  Wound  do  grow  incurable  :, 
For  being  green,  there  is  great  hope  of  help. 

Card.  A  Breach  that  craves  a  quick  expedient  flop. 
What  Counfelgive  you  in  this  weighty  Caufe? 

Tork:  That  Somerfet  be  fent  a  Regent  thither : 

'Tis  meet  the  lucky  Ruler  be  imploy'd, 
Witnefs  the  Fortune  he  hath  had  in  France. 

Som.  If  Tork.,  with  all  his  far-fet  Policy, 
Had  been  the  Regent  there,  inftead  of  me, 

He  never  would  have  ftay'd  in  France  fo  long. 
Tork^  No,  not  to  lofe  it  all,  as  thou  haft  done. 

I  rather  would  have  loft  my  Life  betimes, 
Than  bring  a  burthen  of  Difhonour  home, 

By  flaying  there  fo  long,  'till  all  were  loft. 
Shew  me  one  Skar  chara&er'd  on  thy  Skin. 
Men's  Flefh  preferv'd  fo  whole,  do  feldom  win. 

Queen.  Nay  then,  this  fpark  will  prove  a  raging  Fire, 
If  Wind  and  Fuel  be  brought,  to  feed  it  with : 
No  more,  good  Tork  ;  fweet  Somerset  be  ftill. 
Thy  Fortune,  York,  hadft  thou  been  Regent  there, 

Might  haply  have  prov'd  far  worfe  than  his. 
York,  What,  worfe  than  naught  ?  nay,  then  a  fhame 

take  all. 

Somer.  And  in  the  number,  thee,  that  wifheft  fhame. 
Card.  My  Lord  of  York,  try  what  your  Fortune  is, 

Th'  uncivil  Kerns  of  Ireland  are  in  Arms, 
And  temper  Clay  with  Blood  of  Enghffi-men. 
To  Ireland  will  you  lead  a  Band  of  men, 
Colleded  choicely,  from  each  Country  fome, 

And  try  your  hap  againft  the  Info-men  ? 
York*  I  will,  my  Lord,  fo  pleafe  his  Majefty. 
Suff.  Why,  our  Authority  is  his  Con  fent, 

And  what  we  do  Eftablifh  he  Confirms  -, 
Then,  Noble  York,  take  thou  this  task  in  hand. 

York.  I  am  content :  Provide  me  Souldiers,  Lords. 
Whiles  I  take  Order  for  mine  own  Affairs. 

Stiff.  A  charge,  Lord  York.,  that  1  will  fee  perform'd. 
But  now  return  we  to  the  falfe  Duke  Humphrey. 

Card.  No  more  of  him :  for  I  will  deal  with  him, 
That  henceforth  he  fhall  trouble  us  no  more  : 

And  fo  break  off,  the  day  is  almoft  fpent, 
Lord  Suffolk,  you  and  I  muft  talk  of  that  event. 

York,  My  Lord  of  Suffolk^,  within  fourteen  days. 
At  Briffow  I  expeft  my  Souldiers, 

Ibe  Second  part  of  King  Henry  the  Sixth. 

For  there  I'le  fhip  them  all  for  Ireland. 
Sujf.  Pie  fee  it  truly  done,  my  Lord  of  York-  [Exeunt [Manet  York. 

York.  Now  Yor^,  or  never,  fteel  thy  fearful  thoughts, 
And  change  mif-doubt  to  Refolution 
Be  that  thou  hop'ft  to  be,  or  what  thou  art 
Refign  to  death,  it  is  not  worth  th'  enjoying : 
Let  pale-fac'd  Fear  keep  with  the  mean-born  man, 
And  find  no  harbour  in  a  Royal  Heart. 
Falter  thanSpring-time  fhowers,comes  thought  on  thought 
And  not  a  thought,  but  thinks  on  Dignity. 
My  Brain,  more  bufiethan  the  labouring  Spider, 
Weaves  tedious  Snares  to  trap  mine  Enemies. 

Well  Nobles,  well:  'tis politickly done, 
To  fend  me  packing  with  an  Hoft  of  Men  : 
I  fear  me,  you  but  warm  the  ftarved  Snake, 
Who  cherifh'd  in  your  Breafts,  will  fling  your  Hearts, 
'Twas  Men  I  lack'd,  and  you  will  give  them  me ; 
I  take  it  kindly  :  yet  be  well  afTur'd, 
You  put  fharp  Weapons  in  a  Mad-man's  hands. Whileft  I  in  Ireland  nourifh  a  mighty  Band, 
I  will  ftir  up  in  England  fome  black  Storm, 
ShaH  blow  tenthcufand  Souls  to  Heaven  or  Hell.' 
And  this  fell  Tempeft  fhall  not  ceafe  to  rage, 
Until  the  Golden  Circuit  on  my  Head 

Like  to  the  glorious  Sun's  tranfparent  Beams,' Do  calm  the  Fury  of  this  mad-bred  Flaw. 
And  for  a  Minifter  of  my  intent, 

1  havefedue'd  a  head-ftrong  Kenttflj-man, 
John  Cade  of  Afhford 
To  make  Commotion,  as  full  well  he  can, 
Under  the  Title  of  John  Mortimer. 
In  JVe/Whave  I  feen  this  ftubborn  Cade 

Oppofe  himfelf  againft  a  Troop  of  Kerns, 
And  fought  fo  long,  till  that  his  Thighs  with  Darts 

Were  almoft  like  a  fharp-quil'd  Porpentine  : 
And  in  the  end  being  refcued,  I  have  feen 
Him  caper  upright,  like  a. wild  Morifco, 
Shaking  the  bloody  Darts,  as  he  his  Bells. 

Full  often,  like  a  fnag-hair'd  crafty  Kern, 
Hath  heconverfed  with  the  Enemy, 

Andundifcover'd  come  to  me  again, 
And  give  me  notice  of  their  Villanics. 
This  Devil  here  fhall  be  my  fubftitute, 
For  that  John  Mortimer,  which  is  now  dead, 
In  Face,  in  Gate,  in  Speech  he  doth  refemble. 
By  this,  I  fhall  perceive  the  Commons  mind, 
How  they  affed  the  Houfeand  Claim  of  Yor£ 

Say  he  be  taken,  rack'd  and  tortured  •, 
1  know,  no  pain  they  can  inflict  upon  him, 
Will  make  him  fay,  I  mov'd  him  to  thofe  Arms. 

Say  that  he  thrive,  as  'tis  great  like  he  will, 
Why  then. from  Ireland  cornel  with  my  ftrength, 
And  reap  the  Harveft  which  that  Rafcal  fow'd, 
For  Humphrey  being  dead,  as  he  fhall  be, 

And  Hemy  puc  a-part  ••  the  next  for  me.  {Exit. 

Enter  two  or  three  running  over  the  Stage,  from  the  Murther  of Duke  Humphrey. 

i .  Run  to  my  Lord  of  Suffolk.:  let  him  know 

vVe  have  difpatch'd  the  Duke,  as  he  commanded. 
2.  Oh,  that  it  were  to  do ;  what  have  we  done  ? 

Did'it  ever  hear  a  Man  fo  penitent  ?  {_  Enter  Suffolk. 
i.  Here  comes  my  Lord. 

Sujf.  Now,  Sirs,  have  you  difpatcht  this  thing  ? 

i.  I,  my  good  Lord,  he'sdead. 
Suff,  Why  that's  well  faid.  Go,  get  you  to  my  Houfe: 

I  will  reward  you  for  this  venturous  deed : 
The  King  and  all  the  Peers  are  here  at  hand. 
Have  you  laid  fair  the  Bed  ?  and  are  all  things  well, 
According  as  I  gave  directions  ? 

i .  'Tis,  my  good  Lord. 
Sujf.  Away,  be  gone.  [Exeunt 

Entei 
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Enter  the  King,  the  Queen,  Cardinal,  Suffolk, 
Somerfet  with  Attendants. 

King.  Go  call  our  Uncle  to  our  prefence  ftraight : 

Say  we  intend  to  try  his  Grace  to  day, 

If  he  be  guilty,  as  'tis  publifhcd. 
Suff.  He  call  him  prefently,  my  Noble  Lord.  [fExtt. 

Zing.  Lords  take  your  places ,  and  I  pray  you  all 

Proceed  no  ftraiter  'gainft  our  Uncle  Gl  fier7 
Than  from  true  evidence  of  good  efteem, 

He  be  approv'd  in  practice  culpable. 
Queen.  God  forbid  any  malice  mould  prevail, 

That  faultlefs  may  condemn  a  Noble  man  : 

Pray  God  he  may  acquit  him  of  fufpicion. 

King.  I  thank  thee  Nell,  thefe  words  content  me 
much.  _  mt 

Enter  Suffolk. 

How  now?  why  look'ft  thou  pale  ?  why  tremblefl  thou  ? 

Where  is  our  Uncle  ?  what's  the  matter,  Suffolk? 
Suff.  Dead  in  his  bed,  my  Lord,  Glofier  is  dead. 

Queen.  Marry  God  for  fend. 
Card.  Gods  fecret  Judgment :  I  did  dream  to  night, 

The  Duke  was  dumb,  and  could  not  fpeake  a  word. 
jD.w  Swoons. 

Queen.  How  fares  my  "Lord  ?  Help  Lords,  the  King  is dead. 

Som.  Rear  up  his  Body,  wring  him  by  the  Nofe. 

Queen.  Run,  go;  help. help  :  Oh  Henry  ope  thine  Eyes- 
Stiff.  He  doth  revive  again,  Madam  be  patient. 
King.  Oh  Heavenly  God  I 
Qpeen.  How  fares  my  gracious  Lord  ? 
Suff.  Comfort  my  Soveraign,,  gracious  Henry  comfort. 

King.  What,  doth  my  Lord  of  Suffolk  comfort  me  ? 

Came  he  right  now  to  fing  a  Raven's  Note, 
Whofe  difmal  tune  bereft  my  Vital  powers : 
And  thinks  he,  that  the  chirping  of  a  Wren, 

By  crying  Comfort  from  a  hollow  Breaft, 
Can  chafe  away  the  firft  conceived  found  ? 
Hide  not  thy  poyfon  with  fuch  fngred  words, 
Lay  not  t;iy  Hands  on  me  :  forbear  I  fay, 

Their  touch  affrights  me  as  a  Serpent's  fling. 
Thou  baleful  Meflenger,  out  of  my  Sight : 

Upon  thy  Eye-balls  murderous  Tyranny 
Sits  in  grim  Majefty,  to  fright  the  World. 
Look  not  upon  me,  for  thine  Eyes  are  wounding  ; 

Yet  do  not  go  away  •,  come  Bafilisk, 
And  kill  the  innocent  Gazer  with  thy  fight: 
For  in  the  (hade  of  death,  I  fhail  find  joy  ; 

In  life,  but  double  death,  now  Glofier's  dead. 
Queen.  Why  do  you  rate  my  Lord  of  Suffolk^ thus? 

Although  the  Duke  was  Enemy  to  him, 
Yet  he  moft  Chriftian-like  laments  his  death  j 
And  for  my  felf,  Foe  as  he  was  to  me, 

Might  liquid  Tears,  or  heart-offending  Groans, 
Or  blood-confuming  Sighs  recal  his  life  •, 
I  would  be  blind  with  we. ping,  fick  with  Groans, 
Look  pale  as  Prim-rofe,  with  blood-drinking  Sighs, 
And  all  to  have  the  Noble  Duke  alive. 

What  know  I  how  the  world  may  deem  of  me  ? 
7or  it  is  known  we  were  but  hollow  Friends: 

t  way  be  judg'd  I  made  the  Duke  away, 
So  fhall  mv  name  with  Slander's  tongue  be  wounded, 
And  Princes  Courts  be  fill'd  with  reproach : 
This  get  I  by  his  death :  Aye  me  unhapppy, 

To  be  a  Queen,  and  Crown'd  with  infamy. 
King.  Ah  woe  is  me  for  Glofier  wretched  man. 
Quten.  Be  woe  for  me,  more  wretched  than  he  is. 

What,  Do'ft  thou  turn  away  and  hide  thy  face  ? 
I  am  no  loathfome  Leper,  look  on  me. 
What  ?  art  thou  like  the  Adder  waxen  deaf? 

Be  poyfonous  too,  and  kill  thy  forlorn  Q_ieen. 
Is  all  thy  comfort  Ibnt  in  Glofier\  Tombs  ? 

Why  then  Dame  Elianor  was  ne're  thy  joy. 
Erecl:  his  Statue,  and  worfhip  it, 

And  make  my  image  but  an  Ale-houfe  fign. 

Was  I  for  this  nigh  wrackt  upon  the  Sea, 

And  twice  by  aukward  wind  from  England's  bank 
Drove  back  again  unto  my  Native  Clime. 

What  boaded  this?  but  well  fore-warning  wind 
Did  feem  to  fay,  leek  not  a  Scorpion's  Neft, 
Nor  fet  no  footing  on  this  unkind  flioar, 
What  did  I  then  ?  but  curft  the  gentle  gufts, 
And  he  that  loos'd  them  from  their  Brazen  Caves, 
And  bid  them  blow  towards  England's  blefied  (hoar 
Or  turn  our  Stern  upon  a  dreadful  Rock : 

Yet  lA-oIus  would  not  be  a  Murtherer, 
But  left  that  hateful  Office  unto  thee. 

The  pretty  vaulting  Sea  refus'd  to  drown  me, 
Knowing  that  thou  would'fthave  medrown'd  onfhoar 
With  tears  as  fait  as  fea,  through  thy  unkindnefs. 

The  fplitting  Rocks  cowr'd  in  the  finking  fands, And  would  not  dalh  me  with  their  ragged  fides, 
Becaufe  thy  flinty  heart  more  hard  than  they, 
Might  in  thy  Palace  perifh  Elianor : 
As  far  as  I  could  ken  thy  Chalky  Cliffs, 
When  from  thy  fhoar,  the  Tempeft  beat  us  back 
I  ftood  upon  the  Hatches  in  the  ftorm, 
And  when  the  dusky  sky  began  to  rob 

My  earneft-gaping-fight  of  the  Land's  view, 
I  took  a  coltiy  Jewel  from  my  neck, 
A  Heart  it  was  bound  in  with  Diamonds, 

And  threw  it  towards  thy  Land  :  the  Sea  receiv'd  it, 
And  fo  I  wifrYd  thy  body  might  my  Heart: 

And  even  with  this  I  loft  fair  England's  view, 
And  bid  mine  eyes  be  packing  with  my  heart, 

And  call'd  them  blind  and  dusky  Spectacles, 

For  lofing  ken  of  Albion's  wjfhed  Coaft. 
How  often  have  I  tempted  Suffolk's  tongue 
(The  agent  of  thy  foul  inconftancy) 
To  fit  and  watch  me,  as  Afcanius  did, 
When  he  to  madding  Dido  wonld  unfold 

His  Father's  Acls,  commene'd  in  burning  Troy, 
Am  I  not  witcht  like  her  ?  or  thou  not  falfe  like  him  ? 

Aye  me,  I  can  no  more :  Dye  Elianor , 
For  Henry  weeps,  that  thou  doft  live  fo  long, 

Noife  mthin.    Emtr  Warwick,  and  many  Commons. 

Warw.  It  is  reported,  mighty  Soveraign, 

That  good  Duke  Humphrey  Traiteroufly  ismurthered 

15y  Suffolk,  and  the  Cardinal  Beauford's  means: 
The  Commons  like  an  angry  hive  of  Bees 
That  want  their  Leader,  fcatter  up  and  down, 
And  care  not  who  they  fting  in  his  revenge. 

My  fclf  have  calm'd  their  fpleenful  mutiny, 
Untill  they  hear  the  order  of  his  death. 

King.  That  he  is  dead,  good  Warwick^,  'tis  too  true, 
But  how  he  dyed,  God  knows,  not  Henry : 
Enter  his  Chamber,  view  his  breathlefs  Corps, 
And  comment  then  upon  his  fudden  death. 
Warw.  That  fhall  1  do,  my  Liege :  Stay  Salisbury 

With  the  rude  multitude,  till  1  return. 
King.  O  thou  that  judgeftall  things,ftay  my  thoughts 

My  thoughts,  that  labour  to  perfuade  my  foul, 
Some  violent  hands  were  laid  on  Humphrey's  life: 
If  my  fufpect  be  falfe,  forgive  me  God, 
For  judgment  only  doth  belong  to  thee  : 
Fain  would  I  goe  to  chafe  his  paly  lips: 
With  twenty  thoufand  kifles,  and  to  drain 
Upon  his  face  an  Ocean  of  fait  Tears, 
To  tell  my  love  unto  his  dumb  deaf  trunk, 
And  with  my  fingers  feel  his  hand  unfeeling: 
But  all  in  vain  are  thefe  mean  Obfequies. 

Bed  put  forth. 
And  to  furvey  his  dead  and  earthly  Image  ; 
What  were  it  but  to  make  my  for  row  greater  ? 

Warw.  Come  hither  gracious  Soveraign,view  this  body. 
King.  That  is  to  fee  how  deep  my  grave  is  made, 

For  with  his  foul  fled  all  my  wordly  folace  •, 
Oo  For 
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For  lesing  him,  1  lee  my  Life  is  Death. 
As  furely  as  my  Soul  intends  to  live 

With  that  dread  King  that  took  our  ftate  upon  him, 
To  free  us  from  his  Fathers  wrathful  curfe, 
I  do  believe  that  violent  Hands  were  laid 

Upon  the  life  of  this  thrice-famed  Dnke. 
Sufi.  A  dreadful  Oath,  fworn  with  a  folemn  Tongue : 

What  inltance  gives  Lord  Warwick^for  his  Vow  ? 
War.  See  how  the  Blood  is  fettled  in  his  Face. 

Oft  have  1  feen  a  timely-parted  Ghoft, 
Of  amy  femblance,  meager,  pale,  and  bloodlefs, 
Being  all  delcended  to  the  labouring  Heart, 

Who  in  the  Conflict 'that  it  holds  with  death, 
Attracts  the  fame  for  aidance  'gainft  the  Enemy, 
Which  with  the  Heart  there  cools,  and  ne're  returneth 
To  blufh  and  beautify  the  Cheek  again. 
But  fee,  his  Face  is  black,  and  full  of  Blood : 

His  Eye-balls  further  out,  than  when  he  lived, 
Staring  full  gaftly,  like  a  ftrangled  Man: 

His  Hair  up  rear'd,  his  Noftrils  ftretcht  with  ftrugling: 
His  Hands  abroad  difplay'd,  as  one  that  grafpt 
And  tugg'd  for  Life,  and  was  by  ftrength  fubdued. 
Look  on  the  Sheets,  his  Hair  (you  fee)  is  fticking, 

His  well-proportion'd  Beard,  made  ruff  and  rugg'd, 
Like  to  the  Summer's  Corn  by  Ternpeft  lodged  : 
It  cannot  be  but  he  was  murdered  here, 
The  leafl  of  all  thefe  figns  were  probable. 

Suff.  Why  Warwick.,  who  mould  do  the  Duke  to  death  ? 
My  fdf  and  Beauford  had  him  in  protection, 
And  we,  I  hope,  Sir,  are  no  Murtherers. 

War.  But  both  of  you  have  vow'd  Duke  Humphrey's  death. 
And  you  ( forfooth )  had  the  good  Duke  to  keep : 

'Tis  like  you  would  not  feaft  him  like  a  Friend, 
And  'tis  well  feen,  he  found  an  Enemy. 

Queen.  Then  you  belike  fufpect  thefe  Noble-men, 

As  guilty  of  Duke  Humphrey's  timelefs  death. 
War.  Who  finds  the  Heifer  dead,  and  bleeding  frefh, 

And  fees  faft-by,  a  Butcher  with  an  Ax, 

But  will  fufpect,  'twas  he  that  made  the  flaughter  ? 
W  ho  finds  the  Partridge  in  the  Puttocks  Neft, 
But  may  imagine,  how  the  Bird  was  dead, 
Although  the  Kite  foar  with  unbloodied  Beak  ? 
Evenfo  fufpitious  is  this  Tragedy. 

Qu.  Are  you  the  Butcher,  Suffolk.?  where's  your  Knife  ? 
Is  Beauford term'd  a  Kite?  where  are  his  Tallons  ? 

Suff.  I  wear  no  Knife,  to  flaughter  fleeping  men, 

But  here's  a  'vengful  Sword,  rufted  with  eafe, 
That  (hall  be  fcoured  in  his  rancorous  Heart, 

That  (landers  me  with  Murther's  Crimfon  Badge. 
Say,  if  thou  dar'ft,  proud  L&fd  of  Warwickshire^ 
That  I  am  faulty  in  Duke  Humphrey's  death. 

War.  What  dares  not  Warwick.,  if  falfe  SuffolkAztz  him  ? 
Qmen.  He  dare  not  calm  his  contumelious  Spirit, 

Nor  ceafe  to  be  an  arrogant  Controller, 
Tho  S/^.^dare  him  twenty  thoufand  times. 

War.  Madam  be  frill :  with  reverence  may  I  fay, 
For  every  word  you  fpeak  in  his  behalf. 
Is  fhunder  to  your  Royal  Dignity. 

Suf.  Blunt-witted  Lord,  ignoble  in  demeanor, 
If  ever  Lady  wrong'd  her  Lord  fo  much, 
Thy  Mother  took  into  her  blameful  Bed, 

Some  Item  untutor'd  Churl  ̂   and  Noble  Stock 
Was  graft  with  Crab-tree  flip,  whofe  Fruit  thou  art, 
And  nv.ver  of  the  N evils  Noble  Race. 

War.  But  that  the  guilt  of  Murther  bucklers  thee, 
And  I  fhould  rob  >:he  Deaths-man  of  his  Fee, 
Quitting  thee  thereby  often  thoufand  fhames, 
And  that  my  Soveraigns  prefence  makes  me  mild, 

I  would,  falle  murd'rous  Coward,  on  thy  Knee 
Make  thee  beg  pardon  for  thy  palled  fpeech, 

\nd  fay,  it  waithy  Mother  that  thou  meant'fr. 
Thar;  thou  thy  ielf  wall  born  in  Baftardy^ 
And  after  all  this  fearful  Homage  done, 
Give  thee  thy  hire,  and  fend  thy  Soul  to  Hell, 

Pernicious  Blood-fucker  of  fleeping  Men.  . 
Suf.  Thoulhaltbe  waking,  while  I  fhed  thy  Blood. 

If  from  this  prefence  thou  dar'ft  go  with  me. 
War.  Away  even  now,  or  1  will  drag  thee  hence, 

Unworthy  though  thou  art,  l'le  cope  with  thee, 
And  do  fome  fervice  to  Duke  Humphrey's  Ghoft.  [Exeunt 
King.  What  ftronger  Breaft-plate  than  a  Heart  untainted? 

Thrice  is  he  arm'd,  that  hath  his  Quarrel  juft  ; 
And  he  but  naked,  though  lockt  up  in  Steel, 
Whofe  Confcieqce  with  injufticeis  corrupted- 

A  noife  within. 
Queen.  What  noife  is  this  ? 

Enter  Suffolk  W  Warwick,  mth  their  weapons  dram. 

King.  Why  how  now  Lords? 
Your  wrathfuIWeapons  drawn, 
Here  in  our  prefence  ?  Dare  you  be  fo  bold  f 
Why,  what  tumultuous  clamor  have  we  here  ? 

Suf.  The  trayt'rous  Warwick  with  the  Men  of  Bury, 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  Soveraign. Enter  Salisbury. 

SalU.  Sirs,  Hand  apart,  the  King  fhall  know  your  mind. 
Dread  Lord,  the  Commons  fend  you  word  by  me, 
Unlefs  Lord  S^o/lLftraight  be  done  to  death, 

Or  banifhed  fair  England's  Territories, 
They  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  your  Palace, 
And  torture  him  with  grievous  lingring  death. 

They  fay,  by  him  the  good  Duke  Humphrey  dy'd : 
They  fay,  in  him  they  fear  your  Highnefs  death ; 
And  mere  inftinct  of  Love  and  Loyalty, 
Free  from  a  ftubborn  oppofite  intent; 
As  being  thought  to  contradict  your  liking, 
Makes  them  thus  forward  in  his  Banifhment. 

They  fay,  in  care  of  your  moft  Royal  Perfon, 
Thar,  if  ycur  Highnefs  fhould  intend  to  fleep, 
And  charge  that  no  Man  fhould  difturb  your  reft, 
In  pain  ot  your  diflike,  or  pain  of  death ; 
Y.tnotwithftanding  fuch  a  ftrange  Edict, 
Where  there  is  a  Serpent  ieen  with  forked  Tongue, 
That  fly  ly  glided  towards  your  Majefty, 

1 1  wti  e  but  neceflary  you  were  wak't : 
Left  being  fufferdin  thatharmlefs  (lumber, 
Tne  mortal  Worm  might  make  the  fleep  Eternal, 
Ai.d  therefore  do  they  cry,  though  you  forbid, 

That  they  will  guard  you  whe're  you  will,  or  no, 
From  fuch  fell  Serpents  as  falfe  Suffolkjs ; 
With  whofe  invenomed  and  fatal  fting, 
Your  loving  Uncle,  twenty  times  his  worth, 
They  fay  is  fhamefully  bereft  of  life. 

Commons  within.  An  Anfwer  from  the  King,  my  Lord 
of  Salisbury. 

Suf.  'Tis  like  the  Commons,  rude  unpolifht  hinds, 
Could  fend  fuch  Meffage  to  their  Soveraign : 

But  you,  my  Lord,  were  glad  to  be  employ'd, 
To  fhew  how  queint  an  Orator  you  are. 
But  all  the  honour  Salisbury  hath  won, 
Is,  that  he  was  the  Lord  Embaflador 
Sent  from  a  fort  cf  Tinkers  to  the  King. 

Witfyn.  An  Anfwer  from  the  King,  or  we  will  all break  in. 

King.  Go  Salisbury,  and  tell  them  all  from  me, 
I  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care  ; 
And  had  1  not  been  cited  fo  by  them, 

Yet  did  I  puvpole  as  they  do  intreat : 
For  fure  my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophefie 

Mifchanceunto  my  State  by  Suffolk's  means. 
And  therefore  by  his  Majeity  I  fwear, 
Whofe  far-unworthy  Deputy  I  am, 
He  fhall  not  breed  infection  in  this  Air, 

But  three  days  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death. 
Queen.  Oh  Henry,  let  me  plead  for  gentle  Suffolk^ 
Kmg,  Ungentle  Queen,  to  call  him  gentle  Suffolk^ 

No  more,  I  fay  :  if  thou  do'ft  plead  for  him, 
Thou 
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Thou  wilt  but  add  increafe  unto  my  Wrath. 
Had  J  but  faid,  I  would  have  kept  my  word  ; 
But  when  I  fwear  it  is  irrevocable : 

If  after  three  days  fpace  thou  here  be'ft  found, 
On  any  ground  that  I  am  Ruler  of, 
The  World  (hall  not  be  Ranfome  for  thy  Life. 
Come  Warwick*  come  good  Warwick. ,  go  with  me, 
I  have  great  matters  to  impart  to  thee.  f_ Exit. 

Queen.  Mifchance  and  Sorrow  go  along  with  you, 
Hearts  Difcontent,  and  fower  Affiidion, 

Be  Play- fellows  to  keep  you  company  : 
There's  two  of  you,  the  Devil  made  a  third, 
And  three-fold  Vengeance  tend  upon  your  fteps. 

Suf.  Ceafe,  gentle  Queen,  thefe  Execrations, 
And  let  thy  Suffolk  take  his  heavy  leave. 

Queen.  Fie  Coward  woman,  and  foft-hearted  wretch, 
Haft  thou  not  Spirit  to  Curfe  thine  Enemy  ? 

Suf.  A  Plague  upon  them--  wherefore  Ihould  1  Curfe them  ? 

Would  Curfes  kill,  as  doth  the  Mandrakes  groan, 
I  would  invent  as  bittet  fearching  terms, 
Ascurft,  asharfh,  and  horrible  to  hear, 

Deliver'd  ftrongly  through  my  fixed  Teeth, 
With  full  as  many  fignes  of  deadly  Hate, 
As  lean-fae'd  Envy  in  her  loathfome  Cave. 
My  Tongue  Ihould  ftumble  in  mineearneft  words, 
Mine  Eyes  Ihould  sparkle  like  the  beaten  Flint, 
Mine  Hair  be  fixt  an  end,  as  one  diltracT: : 
I,  every  Joynt  Ihould  feem  to  Curfe  and  Ban, 

And  even  now  my  burthen'd  heart  would  break, 
Should  I  not,  Curfe  them.    Poifon  be  their  Drink, 
Gall,  worfe  than  Gall,  the  daintieft  that  they  tafte  i 
Their  fweeteft  lhade,  a  Grove  of  Cyprefs  Trees : 

Their  chiefeft  Profpecl,  murd'ring  Bafilisks  : 
Their  fofteft  Touch,  as  fmart  as  Lizards  ftings : 
Their  Mufick,  frightful  as  the  Serpents  hifs, 
And  boading  Screech-Owls,  make  the  Confort  full. 
All  the  foul  Terrors  in  dark-feated  Hell  

Queen.  Enough  fweet  Suffolk^,  thou  torment'ft  thy  felf, 
And  thefe  dread  Curfes  like  the  Sun 'gainft  Glafs^ 
Or  like  an  overcharg'd  Gun,  recoil, 
And  turns  the  force  of  them  upon  thy  felf. 

Suf.  You  bade  me  ban,  and  will  you  bid  me  leave  ? 

Now  by  the  ground  that  1  am  banifh'd  from, 
Well  could  I  Curfe  away  a  Winters  Night, 
Though  Handing  naked  on  a  Mountain  top, 
Where  biting  Cold  would  never  let  Grafs  grow, 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  fpent  in  fport. 

Queen.  Oh,  let  me  intreat  thee  «afe,give  me  thy  hand, 
That  I  may  dew  it  with  my  mournful  Tears  ; 
Nor  let  the  Rain  of  Heaven  wet  this  pace, 
To  wafh  away  my  woful  Monuments. 
Oh,  could  this  kifs  be  printed  in  thy  Hand, 

That  thou  might'ft  think  upon  thefe  by  the  Seal, 
Through  whom  a  thoufand  fighs  are  breath'd  for  thee, 
So  get  thee  gone,  thatl  may  know  my  grief, 

'Tis  but  furmiz'd  whil'ft  thou  art  Handing  by, 
As  one  that  Surfeits,  thinking  on  a  want : 

1  will  repeal  thee,  or  be  wellaflbr'd, 
Adventure. to  be  banifhed  my  felf: 
And  banifhed  I  am,  if  but  from  thee- 

Go,  fpeak  not  to  me  •,  even  now  be  gone, 
Oh  go  not  yet.    Even  thus,  two  Friends  Condemn'd 
Embrace,  and  kifs,  and  take  ten  thoufand  leaves, 
Loather  a  hundred  times  to  part  than  dye  ; 
Yet  now  faiewel,  and  farewel  Life  with  thee. 

Suf,  .Thus  is  poor  Sufolkttn  times  banifhed, 
Once  by  the  King,  and  three  times  thrice  by  thee. 

'Tis  not  the  Land  I  care  for,  wer't  thou  hence, 
A  Wildernefs  is  populous  enough, 
So  Suffolk^  had  thy  heavenly  Company, 
For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  World  it  felf, 
With  every  feveral  Pleafure  in  the  World  : 
And  where  thou  art  not,  Deiblation. 
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I  can  no  more :  Live  thou  to  joy  thy  Life  ; 

My  felf  no  Joy  in  ought,  but  that  thou  liv'ft. Enter  Vaux. 
Queen.  Whither  goes  Faux  fo  fa  ft  ?  what  News  I 

prithee  ? faux.  To  fignifie  unto  his  Majefty, 
That  Cardinal  Beauford  is  at  the  point  of  death : 
For  fuddenly  a  grievous  lickneis  took  him, 
That  makes  him  gaip,  and  ftare,  and  catch  the  Air 
Blafpheming  Goci,  and  Curfing  Men  on  Earth. 
Sometimes  he  talks,  as  if  Duke  Hti/hphrefs  Ghoft 
Were  by  his  fide  :  femetimes  lie  call!  the  King, 
And  whifpersto  his  Pillow,  as  to  him, 
The  fecrets  of  his  over-charged  Soul, 
And  I  am  fent  to  tell  his  Majefty, 
That  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  him. 

Queen.  Go  tell  this  heavy  Meifage  to  the  King.  VExit. 
Ay  me !  What  is  this  World  ?  What  news  are  thefe  / 

But  wherefore  grieve  1  at  an  hours  poor  lofs, 

Omitting  SuffoUCs  Exile,  my  Soul's  Treafure  ? 
Why  only  Suffolk, mourn  1  not  for  thee  ? 
And  with  the  Southern  clouds,  contend  in  tears  ? 

Theirs  for  the  Earths  increafe  -0  mine  for  my  Sorrows. 
Now  get  thee  hence,  the  King  thou  know'lt  is  coming, 
If  thou  be  found  by  me,  thou  art  but  dead. 

Snjf.  If  I  depart  from  thee,  Icannotlive, 
And  in  thy  fight  to  dye,  what  were  it  elfe, 
But  like  a  pleafant  flumber  in  thy  lap  ? 
Here  could  I  breathe  my  foul  into  the  Air, 

As  mild  and  gentle,  as  the  Cradle-babe, 

Dying  with  Mother's  Dug  between  its  lips. 
Where  from  thy  fight,  I  fhould  be  raging  fnad  : 
And  cry  out  for  thee  to  clofe  up  mine  Eyes : 
To  have  thee  with  thy  Lips  to  ltop  my  Mouth : 

So  fhould'ft  either  turn  my  flying  Soul, 
Or  i  fhould  breathe  it  fo  into  thy  Body, 

And  then  it  lives  in  fweet  Elyfutm. 
To  dye  by  thee,  were  but  to  dye  in  jeft, 
From  thee  to  dye,  were  torture  more  than  death  * 
Oh  let  meftay,  befal  what  may  befal. 

Queen.  Away:  though  parting  be  a  fretful  Corrofive 

It  is  apply td  toa  deathful  wound. 
To  France  fweet  Suffolk^:  Let  me  hear  from  thee  : 

For  wherefoever  thou  art  in  this  V  Vorld's  Globe, 
Pie  have  an  iris  that  fhall  find  thee  out. 

Suff.  I  go. 
Queen.  And  take  my  heart  with  thee. 

Suf.  A  Jewel  lock'd  into  the  woful'ft  Cask, 
That  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth, 
Even  as  a  fplitted  Bark,  fo  funder  we  : 
This  way  tall  I  to  death. 

Queen.  This  way  for  me.  .  ^Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King,  Salisbury,  WVVarwick,  to  the  Cardinal in  Bed. 

King.  How  fares  my  Lord  ?  Speak  Beauford  to  thy 
Soveraign- 

Car\i thou  beeft  Death. I'le  give  thceEnglands  Treafure, 
Enough  to  purchafe  fuch  another  Ifland, 
So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  and  feel  no  pain. 

King.  Ah,  what  a  fign  it  is  of  Evil  Life,,  t 
Where  Death's  approach  is  feen  fo  terrible. 

War.  Beauford,  it  is  thy  Soveraign  fpeaks  to  thee. 
Beaii.  Bring  me  unto  my  Tryal  when  you  will. 

Dy'd  he  not  in  his  Bed  ?  Where  fhould  he  dye  f 
Can  I  make  Men  live  where  they  will  no  ? 

Oh  torture  me  no  more,'  I  will  confeis. 
Alive  again  ?  Then  fhew  me  where  he  is* 
i'Je  give  a  thoufand  pound  to  look  upon  him, 
He  hath  no  Eye«,  the  Dufthath  blinded  them  ; 
Combe  down  his  hair  j  look,  look,  it  Hands  upright, 
Like  Lime-twigs  fet  to  catch  my  vingtdSoul: 
Give  me  fome  drink,  and  bid  the  A^cthecaty 

 Oo  2   Bring 
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Bring  the  ftrong  poyfon  that  i  bought  of  him. 
King.  O  thou  eternal  Mov<er  01  the  Heavens, 

Look  with  a  gentle  Eye  upon  this  Wretch, 
Oh  beat  away  the  bufie  medling  Fiend, 

That  lays  ftrong  Siege  unto  this  Wretch's  Soul, 
And  from  his  Bofom  purge  this  black  defpair. 

War.  See  how  the  pangs  of  death  do  make  him  grin. 
S*l.  Difturb  him  not,  let  him  pafs  peaceably. 
King.  Peace  to  his  Soul,  if  Gods  good  pleafure  be. 

Lord  Card'nal,  if  thou  think'ft  on  Heavens  bliCs, 
Hold  up  thy  Hand,  make  fignal  of  thy  hope. 

He  dies,  and  makes  no  Sign  .•  Oh  God  forgive  him. 
War.  So  bad  a  Death  argues  anion  fir  ons  Life. 
King.  Forbear  to  judge>  for  we  are  linners  all. 

Clofe  up  his  Eyes,  and  draw  the  Curtain  clofe, 
And  let  us  all  to  Meditation.  [Exeunt. 

Alarum.  Fight  at  Sea.    Ordnance  goes  off  * 

Enter  Lieutenant,  Suffolk,  and  others. 

Lieu.  The  gaudy  blabbing  and  rcmorfeful  day, 
Is  crept  into  the  bofom  of  the  Sea  : 
And  now  loud  howling  Wolves  aroufe  the  Jades 
That  drag  the  Tragick  melancholy  night : 
Who  with  their  drowfie,  flow,  and  flagging  wings 
Cleapdead  mens  Graves;  and  from  their  mift,  Jaws, 
Breath  foul  contagious  darknefs  in  the  Air  : 
Therefore  bring  forth  Souldiers  of  out  pize, 

For  whil'ft  our  Pinnace  Anchors  in  the  Do  v.  ns, 
Here  lhall  they  make  their  Ranfom  on  the  Sand, 
Or  with  their  Blood  ftain  this  difcoloured  fhore. 

Matter,  this  Prifoner  freely  give  I  thee. 
And  thou  that  art  his  Mate,  make  Boot  of  this : 
The  other  Walter  Whitmore  is  thy  fhare. 

i.Gent.  What  is  my  Ranfom,  Mailer,  Jet  me  know. 
Ma.  A  thoufand  Crowns,  or  elfe  lay  down  your  Head. 
Mute.  And  fo  much  fhall  you  give,  or  off  goes  yours. 
Lieu.  What  think  you  much  to  pay  2000  Crowns, 

And  bear  the  name  and  port  of  Gentlemen  ? 
Cut  both  the  Villains  Throats,  for  dye  you  fhall : 
The  lives  of  thofe  which  we  have  loft  in  fight, 

Be  counter-pois'd  with  fuch  a  petty  Sum. 
1 .  Gent.  I'k  give  it,  Sir,  and  therefore  fpare  my  life. 
z.Gent.  And  fo  will  I,  and  write  home  for  it  ftraight. 
Whitrn.  I  loft:  mine  Eye  in  laying  the  prize  aboard, 

And  therefore  to  revenge  it,  fTiak  thou  die, 
And  fo  fliould  thefe,  if  I  might  have  my  Will. 

Lieu.  Bz  not  fo  rafh,  take  Ranforn^let  him  live. 
Sujf.  Look  on  my  George,  1  am  a  Gentleman, 

Rate  me  at  what  thou  wilt,  thoufhalt  be  paid. 
Whit.  And  fo  am  I :  my  liame  is  Walter  Whitmore, 

How  now  ?  why  ftart'ft  thou  ?  what  doth  death  affright  ? 
Sujf.  Thy  name  affrights  me,  in  whofe  found  is  Death: 

A  Cunning-man  did  calculate  my  Birth, 
And  told  me,  that  by  Water  I  fliould  die  : 

Yet  let  not  this  make  thee  be  Bloody-minded, 
Thy  name  is  Gualtier,  being  rightly  founded. 

Whit.  Gualtier  or  Walter,  which  it  is  I  care  not, 
Never  yet  did  bafe  dilhonour  blur  our  name, 

But  with  our  Sword  we  wip'd  away  the  blot. 
Therefore,  when  Merchant-like  I  fell  revenge, 
Broke  be  my  Sword,  my  Arms  torn  and  defae'd, 
And  I  proclaimed  a  Coward  through  the  World. 

Sujf.  Stay  Whitmore,  for  thy  Prifoner  is  a  Prince, 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk^  William  de  U  Pole. 

Whit.  The  Duke  of  Suffolk^,  muffled  up  in  Rags? 
Sujf.  I,  but  thefe  rags  are  no  part  of  the  Duke. 
Lieu.  But  Jove  was  never  flain  as  thou  fhalt  be, 

Obfcure  and  lowlie  Swain,  King  Henry'*,  Blood. 
Sujf.  The  Honourable  Blood  of  Lancafter 

Muft  not  be  fhed  by  fuch  a  jaded  Groom  : 
Haft  thou  not  kift  thy  Hand,  and  held  my  Stirrop  ? 

Bare-headed  plodded  by  my  Foot-cloth  Mule, 

And  thought  thee  happy  when  I  fhook  my  Head. 
How  often  haft  thou  waited  at  my  Cup 
Fed  from  my  Trencher,  kneel'd  down  at  the  Board 
When  1  have  feafted  with  Queen  Margaret  ?  ' Remember  it,  and  let  it  make  thee  Creft-faln 
I,  and  allay  this  thy  abortive  Pride : 
How  in  our  voiding  Lobby  haft  thou  ftood 

And  duly  waited  for  my  coming  forth  ?  ' This  Hand  of  thine  hath  writ  in  thy  behalf 
And  therefore  fhall  it  charm  thy  riotous  Tongue 

Whit.  Speak  Captain,  fhall  1  ftab  the  forlorn  Swain  ? 
Lieu,  Firftletmy  words  ftab  him,  ashehathme  ' Sujf.  Bafe  Slave,  thy  words  are  blunt,  and  fo  art  thou Lieu.  Convey  him  hence,  and  on  our  Long-boats  fidr 

Sn  ike  off  his  Head.      Sufi.  Thou  dar'ft  not  for  thv  own 

Lieu.  Ptote,  Sir  Poole?  Lord?  «y  own. I  kennel,  puddle,  fink,  whofe  filth  and  dirt 
Troubles  the  Silver  Spring,  where  England  drinks  - 
Now  will  1  dam  up  this  thy  yawning  Mouth 
For  fwallowing  up  the  Treafure  of  the  Realm 
Thy  Lips  that  kift  the  Queen,  fhall  fweep  the  Ground  : 
And  thou  that  fmild'ft  at  good  Humphrey's  Death 
Againft  the  fenfelefs  Winds  fhalt  grin  in  vain  ' 
Who  in  contempt  fhall  hifs  at  thee  again.  ' And  wedded  be  thou  to  the  Hags  of  Hell 
For  daring  toaffye  a  mighty  Lord 
Unto  the  Daughter  of  a  worthlefs  King, 
Having  neither  Subject,  Wealth,  nor  Diadem: 
By  devililh  policy  art  thou  grown  great, 
And  like  ambitious Sylla  over-gor'd, 
With  gobbets  of  thy  Mother-bleeding  Heart. 

By  thee  Anjou  and  Main  were  fold  to  France  '. The  falfe  revolting  Normans  through  thee 
Difdain  to  call  us  Lord,  and  Picardie 
Hath  flain  their  Governors,  furpriz'd  our  Forts 
And  fent  the  ragged  Souldiers  wounded  home : 
The  Princely  Warwick.,  and  the  NeviLs  all, 
Whoie  dreadful  Swords  were  never  drawn  in  vain, 
As  hating  thee,  and  riling  up  in  Arms. 
And  now  the  Houfe  of  2Vithruft  from  the  Crown 
By  fhameful  murther  of  a  guiklefs  King, 
And  lofty  proud  incroaching  tyranny, 
B  irns  with  revenging  Fire,  whofe  hopeful  colours 
Advance  our  i.alt-fat'd  Sun,  ftriving  to  fhine- 
Under  the  which  is  writ,  Jnvitis  nub  thus. 
The  Commons  here  in  Kent  are  up  in  Arms, 
And  to  conclude,  Reproach  and  Beggery, 
Is  crept  into  the  Palace  of  our  King, 

And  all  by  thee  ••  away,  convey  him  hence. 
Sufi.  O  that  I  were  a  God,  to  fhoot  forth  Thunder 

Upon  thefe  paltry,  fervile,  abjecl:  drudges : 
Small  things  make  bafe  Men  proud.   This  Villain  here, 
Being  Captain  of  a  Pinnace,  threatens  more 
Than  Bargullus  the  ftrong  lllyrtan  Pirate. 
Drones  fuck  not  Eagles  Blood,  but  rob  Bee-hive*. 
It  is  impoffiblethat  I  fliould  die 
By  fuch  a  lowly  Vaflal  as  thy  felf. 
Thy  words  move  Rage,  and  not  Remorfe  in  me : 
I  go  of  Meflage  from  the  Queen  to  Frmct : 
I  charge  thee  waft  me  fafely  crofs  the  Channel. 

Lieu.  Water:  W.  Come  Suffolk  I  muft  waft  thee  to 

thy  death. Stiff.  Gelidus  pimor  occupat  artus,  it  is  thee  I  fear. 
Wal  Thou  fhalt  have  caufe  to  fear  before  I  leave  thee. 

What,  are  ye  daunted  now.?  will  you  ftoop  ? 
1 .  Gent.  My  gracious  Lord  intreat  him ;  fpeak  him  fair. 
Sufi.  Sufiolks  Imperial  Tongue  isftern  and  rough: 

Ui'd  to  command,  untaught  to  plead  for  favour. 
Far  be  it,  wefhould  honour  fuch  as  thefe 
With  humble  fuit:  no,  rather  let  my  Head 
Stoop  to  the  BJock,  than  thefe  Knees  Bow  to  any, 
Save  to  the  God  of  Heaven,  and  to  my  King : 
And  fooner  dance  upon  a  bloody  pole, 

Thanftand  uncover'd  to  the  Vulgar  Groom. 
True 
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True  Nobility  is  exempt:  from  fear ; 
More  can  I  bear  ,  than  you  dare  execute. 

Lieu.  Hale  him  away,  and  let  him  talk  no  more  : 
ComeSonkliers,  (hew  what  Cruelty  ye  can. 

Suff.  That  this  my  Death  may  never  be  forgot. 
Great  Men  oft  dye  by  vile  Bez.onians. 
A         Sworder,  and  Bandetto  Slave 

Murder'd  fweet  Tally.    Brutus  Ballard  hand 
Stab'd  Julius  C*far.    Savage  Iflanders 

Pompey  the  Great-,  and  Suffolk,  dies  by  Pyrats. 
[Exit  Walter  with  Suffolk. 

Lieu.  And  as  for  thefe  whoferanfome  we  have  fet, 
It  is  our  pleafure  one  of  them  depart : 
Therefore  come  you  with  us,  and  let  him  go. 

[Exit  Lieutenant  and  the  rejl. 

M.met  the  firfi  Gent:     Enter  Walter  with  the  Body. 
Wal.  There  let  his  Head,  and  livelefs  Body  lie. 

Until  the  Queen  his  Miftrefs  bury  it.         {Exit  Walter. 
i  Gent.  O  barbarous  and  bloody  fpectacle ! 

His  Body  will  I  bear  unto  the  King  : 
If  he  revenge  it  not,  yet  will  his  Friends, 
So  will  the  Queen,  that  living  held  him  dear.        [Exit . 

Enter  Bevis,  and  John  Holland. 

Levis.  Come  and  get  thee  a  Sword,  though  made  of  a 
Lath   they  have  been  up  thefe  two  days. 

H  11.  They  have  the  more  need  to  deep  now  then. 
Bevis.  I  tell  thee,  Jack,  Ca^e  the  Clothier  means  to 

di-efs  the  Common-wealth,  and  turn  it,  and  fet  a  new 
Nap  upon  it. 

Holl  So  he  had  need,  'tis  thred-bare.  Well,  I  fay, 
it  was  it  never  a  merry  World  in  England,  fince  Gentle- 

men came  up. 
Bevis.  O  miferable  Age :  Vertue  is  not  regarded  in 

Handy-crafts  men. 
Holl. The  Nobility  think  fcorn  to  go  in  Leather  Aprons. 
Bevis.  Nay  more,  the  Kings  Councel  are  no  good 

Workmen. 

Holl.  True :  and  yet  it  is  faid,  Labour  in  thy  Vocati- 
ou  :  which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  let  the  Magiitrates  be  la- 

bouring men,  and  therefore  mould  we  be  Magiftrates. 

Bevis.  Thou  haft  hit  it :  for  there's  no  better  fign  of 
a  brave  Mind,  than  a  hard  Hand. 

Holl.  I  fee  them,  I  fee  them  -  There's  Be/Ps  Son,  the 
Tanner  of  Wingham. 

Bevis.  He  mail  have  the  Skins  of  our  Enemies,  to 

make  Dogs  Leather  of. 
Holl.  And  DickXhe  Butcher. 
Bevis.  Then  is  Sin  ftruck  down  like  an  Ox,  and  Ini- 

quities Throat  cut  like  a  Calf. 
Holl.  And  Smith  the  Weaver. 

Bevis.  Argo,  their  thred  of  Life  is  fpun. 
Holl.  Gome,  come,  lets  fall  in  with  them. 

Drum.  Enter  Cade,  Dick  Butcher,  Smith  the  Weaver,  and 
a  Sawyer ,  with  infinite  numbers. 

Cade.  We  John  Cade,fo  term'd  of  our  fuppofed  Father, 
But.  Or  rather  of  ftealing  a  Cade  of  Herrings. 
Cade.  For  our  Enemies  fhall  fall  before  us,  infpired 

with  the  Spirit  of  putting  down  Kings  and  Princes.  Com- 
mand Silence. 

But.  Silence. 

Cade.  My  Father  was  a  Mortimer. 
But.  He  was  an  honeft  Man,  and  a  good  Bricklayer. 
Cade.  My  Mother  a  Tlantagenet. 
But.  I  knew  her  well,  fhe  was  a  Midwife. 
Cade.  My  Wife  defcended  of  the  Lades. 
But.  She  was  indeed  a  Pedlers  Daughter,  and  fold  ma- 
ny Laces. 
Weaver.  But  now  of  late,  notable  to  travel  with  her 

furr'd  Pack  •,  fhe  wafhes  Bucks  here  at  home. 
Cade.  Therefore  am  I  of  an  Honourable  houfe. 
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But.  I  by  my  Faith  the  Field  is  Honourable,  and  there 
was  he  born,  under  a  Hedg  :  for  his  Father  had  never  a 
Houfe  but  a  Cage. 

Cade.  Valiant  I  am. 

Weaver.  A  mud  needs,  for  Beggery  is  valiant. 
Cade.  I  am  able  to  endure  much. 

But.  No  queftion  of  that :  for  I  have  feeri  him  whipt 
three  Market  days  together. 

Cade.  I  fear  neither  Sword  nor  Fire. 

Weav.  He  need  not  fear  the  Sword,  for  his  Coat  is  of 

proof. 
But.  But  methinks  he  mould  Hand  in  fear  of  Fire,  be- 
ing burnt  i'th  the  hand  for  ftealing  of  Sheep. 

Cade.  Be  brave  then,  for  your  Captain  is  brave,  and 
vows  Reformation.  There  fhall  be  in  England  feven 

half  penny  Loaves  fold  for  a  penny  :  the  three  hoop'd  pot 
(hall  have  ten  hoops,  and  will  make  it  Felony  to  drink 
fmall  Beer.  All  the  Realm  fhall  be  in  Common,  and  in 

Cheap-fide  fhall  my  Palfrey  go  to  Grafs:  and  when  I  am 
King,  as  King  I  will  be 

All.  God  fave  your  Majefty. 

Cade.  I  thank  you  good  People.  There  fhall  be  no 
Money,  all  fhall  eat  and  drink  upon  my  Score,  and  1  will 
apparel  them  all  in  one  Livery,  that  they  may  agree  like 
Brothers,  and  worfhipme  their  Lord. 

But.  The  firft  thing  we  do,  lets  kill  all  the  Lawyers. 

Cade.  Nay,  that  I  mean  to  do.  Is  not  this  a  lamen- 
table thing,  that  the  Skin  of  an  innocent  Lamb  fhould 

be  made  Parchment  \  that  Parchment  being  fcribled  o're, 
fhould  undo  a  Man.  Some  fay  the  Bee  flings,  but  I  fay, 

'tis  Bees  wax :  for  I  did  but  Seal  once  to  a  thing,and  I  was 
never  my  own  man  fince.  How  now  ?  Who's  there  ? Enter  a  Clerk. 

Weav.  The  Clerk  of  Chattam  \  he  can  Write  and  Read, 
and  call  Accompt. 

Cade.  O  monflrous ! 

Weav.  We  took  him  fetting  Boys  Copies. 

Cade.  Here's  a  Villain. 

Weav.  Ha's  a  Book  in  his  Pocket  with  red  Letters  in't. 
Cade.  Nay  then  he  is  a  Conjurer. 

But.  Nay,  he  can  make  Obligations,  and  write  Court- hand. 

Cade.  Iam  forry  for't  I  The  Man  is  a  proper  Man  of 
mine  Honour  :  unlefs  I  find  him  Guilty,  he  fhall  noli  die. 
Come  hither,  Sirrah,  I  muft  examine  thee  :  What  is  thy Name  ? 

Clerk^  Emanuel. 

But.  They  ufe  to  write  it  on  the  top  of  Letters  :  'Twill 
go  hard  with  you. 

Cade.  Let  me  alone :  Do'lt  thou  ufe  to  write  thy  Name? 
Or  haft  thou  a  mark  to  thy  felf,  like  an  honeft  plain 
dealing  man  ?  ... 

Clerks  Sir,  I  thank  God,  I  have  been  fo  well  brought  up, 
that  I  can  write  my  Name. 

M.  He  hath  confeft,  awaywithhim:  he  is  a  Villain 
and  a  Traytor. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  I  fay :  Hang  him  with  his  Pen 
and  Ink-horn  about  his  Neck. 

{Exit  one  with  the  Clerk. 

•fiwjT   t'j w Jji jUu'Jili  bfifi  »"/fiws  bliiciari  .'^^d Enter  Michael. 

Mich.  Where  is  ouT  General? 

Cade.  Here  I  am,  thou  particular  Fellow. 

Mich.  Fly,fly,fly,  Sir  Humphrey  Stafford  and  his  Brothel are  hard  by,  with  the  Kings  Forces. 

Cade.  Stand  Villain,  ftandorl'le  fell  thee  down  ;  he 
fhall  be  encountred  with  a  Man  as  good  as  himfelf.  He 
is  but  a  Knight,  is  a  ? 

Mich.  No. 

Cade.  To  equal  him  I  will  make  my  iSf  a  Knight  prc- 

fently    Rife  up,  Sir  John  Mortimer.    Now  have  at  him. 
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Enter  Sir  Humphrey  Stafford  and  his  Brother,  with  Drum 
and  Sofddiers. 

Staf.  Rebellous  Hinds,  the  filth  and  fcum  of  Kent, 

Mark'd  for  the  Gallows ;  lay  your  Weapons  down, 
Home  to  your  Cottages :  forfake  this  Groom. 
The  King  is  merciful  if  you  revolt. 

Bro.  But  angry,  wrathful,  and  inclined  to  Blood, 
If  you  go  forward  ;  therefore  yield  or  die. 

Cade.  As  for  thefe  Silken-coated  Slaves  1  pafs  not, 
It  is  to  you  good  People,  that  I  fpeak, 
Over  whom  (in  time  to  come)  I  hope  to  reign : 
For  I  am  rightful  Heir  unto  the  Crown. 

Staf.  Villain,  thy  Father  was  a  Plaifierer, 
And  thou  thy  felf  a  Shearman,  art  thou  not  t 

Cade.  And  Adam  was  a  Gardiner. 
Bro.  And  what  of  that  ? 

Cade.  Marry,  this  Edrriond  Mortimer  Earl  of  March, 
married  the  Duke  of  Clarence^  Daughter,  did  he  not  ? 

Stafford.  I  Sir. 
Cade.  By  her  he  had  two  Children  at  one  birth, 
Bro.  That's  falfe. 

Cade.  I,  there*stheQueftionj  but  I  fay,  'tis  true : 
The  elder  of  them  being  put  to  Nurfe, 
Was  by  a  Beggar-woman  ftoln  away, 
And  ignorant  of  his  Birth  and  Parentage, 
Became  a  Bricklayer,  when  he  came  to  age. 
His  Son  am  I,  deny  it  if  you  can. 

But.  Nay,  'tis  too  true,  therefore  he  {hall  be  King. 
Weav.  Sir,  he  made  a  Chimny  in  my  Fathers  Houfe, 

and  the  Bricks  are  alive  at  this  day  to  teftify  it :  therefore 
deny  it  not. 

Staf.  And  will  you  credit  this  bafe  Drudges  words,  that 
fpeaks  he  knows  not  what  ? 

All.  I  marry  will  we,  therefore  get  you  gone. 
Bro.  Jack  Cade,  the  D.  of  Tork  hath  taught  you  this. 

Cade.  He  lies,  for  I  invented  it  my  felf.  Go  too,  Sir- 
rah, tell  the  King  from  me :  That  for  his  Fathers  fake  Hen- 

ry the  Fifth,  (in  whofe  time  Boys  went  to  Span-counter 
for  French  CrownsJ  I  am  content  he  (hall  Reign,  but  Pie 
be  Proteftor  over  him. 

But.  And  further  more  we'll  have  the  Lord  Says  Head, 
for  felling  the  Dukedom  of  Main. 

Cade.  And  good  reafon :  for  thereby  is  England  maim'd, 
and  fain  to  go  with  a  Staff,  but  that  my  puifTance  holds 

it  up-,  Fellow-Kings,  I  tell  you,  that  Lord  Say  hath 
gelded  the  Commonwealth,  and  made  it  a'n  Eunuch  :  and 
more  than  that,  he  can  fpeak  French,  and  therefore  he  is 
a  Traitor. 

Staff.  O  grofs  and  miferable  ignorance. 
Cade.  Nay,  anfwer  if  you  can:  the  Frenchmen  are 

our  Enemies:  go  too  then:  1  ask  but  this,  Can  he  that 
fpeaks  with  the  Tongue  of  an  Enemy,be  a  good  Councellor, or  no  ? 

All.  No,  no,  and  therefore  we'll  have  his  Head. 
Bro.  Well,  feeing  gentle  words  will  not  prevail , 

Aflayl  them  with  the  Army  of  the  King. 
Staf.  Herauld  away,  and  throughout  every  Town, 

Proclaim  them  Traitors  that  are  up  with  Cade, 
That  thofe  which  flye  before  the  Battel  ends, 
May  even  in  their  Wives  and  Childrens  fight, 

Be  hang'd  up  for  Example  at  their  Doors : 
And  you  that  be  the  Kings  Friends  follow  me.  \_Exit. 

Cade.  And  you  that  love  the  Commons  follow  me : 

Now  ftiew  your  felves  Men,  'tis  for  Liberty. 
We'll  not  leave  one  Lord,  one  Gentleman  : 
Spare  none,  but  fuch  as  go  in  clouted  Shoons 
For  they  are  thrifty  honeft  Men,  and  fuch 
As  woujd  (but  that  they  dare  not)  take  our  parts. 

But.  They  are  all  in  order,  and  march  towards  us. 
Cade.  But  then  are  we  in  order,  when  we  are  molt  out 

of  order.  Come  march  forward. 

Alarum  to  the  fight,  wherein  both  the  Staffords  are  (lain. Enter  Cade  and  the  refi. 

Cade.  Where's  Dick,  the  Butcher  of  Ajbford} But.  Here  Sir. 

Cade.  They  fell  before  thee  like  Sheep  and  Oxen,  and 
thou  behaved'ft  thy  felf,  as  if  thou  hadft  been  in  thine 
own  Slaughter-houfe :  Therefore  thus  I  will  reward  thee 
the  Lentlhall  be  as  long  again  as  it  is,  and  thou  (halt  have 
a  Licenfe  to  kill  for  a  hundred  lacking  one. 

But.  I  defire  no  more. 

Cade.  And  to  fpeak  truth,  thou  deferv'Il  no  lefs. 
This  Monument  of  the  Viclory  will  I  bear,  and  the  Bo- 

dies fhall  be  drag'd  at  my  Horfes  heels,  till  I  do  come  to London,  where  we  will  have  the  Mayor's  Sword  born  be- fore  us; 

But.  If  we  mean  to  thrive,  and  do  good,  break  open 
the  Goals,  and  let  out  the  Prisoners. 

Cade.  Fear  not  that,  I  warrant  thee.  Come  lets  march 
towards  London.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King  with  a  Supplication,  and  the  Queen  with  Suf- 
folks  Head,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  the  Lord  Say. 

Queen.  Oft  have  I  heard  that  Grief  foftens  the  Mind, 
And  makes  it  fearful  and  degenerate, 
Think  therefore  on  revenge,  and  ceafe  to  weep. 
But  who  can  ceafe  to  weep,  and  look  on  this, 
Here  may  his  Head  lye  throbbing  on  my  Breft 
But  where's  the  Body  that  I  mould  imbrace  ? 

Buck.  What  anfwer  makes  your  Grace  to  the  Rebels 

Supplication  ? King.  Pie  fend  fome  Holy  Bifhop  to  intreat : 
For  God  forbid,  fo  many  fimple  Souk 
Should  perifh  by  the  Sword.  And  I  my  felf, 
Rather  than  bloody  War  fhall  cut  them  (hort, 
Will  parly  with  Jack.Cade  their  General. 
But  ftay,  Pie  read  it  over  once  again. 

Queen.  Ah  barbarous  Villains."  Hath  thislovely  Face, 
Rul'd  like  a  wandring  Planet  over  me, 
And  could  it  not  inforce  them  to  relent, 
That  were  unworthy  to  behold  the  fame  ? 

King.  Lord  Say,  JackC  ade  hath  fworn  to  have  thy  Head. 
Say.  I,  but  I  hope  your  Highnefs  fhall  have  his. 
King.  How  now  Madam  ? 

Still  lamenting  and  mourning  for  Suffolk**  death  ? 
I  fear  me  (Love)  if  that  I  had  been  dead, 
Thou  would'ft  not  half  have  mourn'd  fo  much  for  me. 

Qu.  No,  my  Love,  I  fhould  not  mourn,but  dye  for  thee. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

King.  How  now?  What  news?  Why  com'ft.  thou  in 

fiic  haft? 1  ■  ef.  The  Rebels  are  in  Southwark :  Flie  my  Lord ; 
Jack  Cade  proclaims  himfelf  Lord  Mortimer, 

Defcended  from  the  Duke  of  Clarence"**,  Houfe, And  calls  your  Grace  Ufurper  openly, 
And  vows  to  Crown  himfelf  in  Weftminfier. 
His  Army  is  a  ragged  multitude 
Of  Hinds  and  Peafants,  rude  and  mercilefs : 
Sir  Humphrey  Stafford,  and  his  Brothers  death, 
Hath  given  them  heart  and  courage  to  proceed : 
All  Scholars,  Lawyers,  Courtiers,  Gentlemen, 
They  call  falfe  Caterpillars,  and  intend  their  death. 

King.  O  gracelefs  Men :  they  know  not  what  they  do. 
Buck^  My  gracious  Lord,  retire  to  KiUingworth, 

Until  a  power  be  rais'd  to  put  them  down. 
Queen.  Ah  !  were  the  Duke  of  Suffblknov/  alive, 

Thefe  Kenttjh  Rebels  fhould  be  foon  appeas'd. 
King.  Lord  Say,  the  Traitors  hate  thee, 

Therefore  away  with  us  to  Killingworth. 
Say.  So  might  your  Graces  perfon  be  in  danger : 

The 
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The  fight  of  me  is  odious  in  their  Eyes ; 
And  therefore  in  this  City  will  I  ftay, 
And  live  alone  as  fecret  as  I  may. 

Enter  another  Mcjfenger. 

Mef.  Jack  Cade  hath  gotten  London-bridge, 
The  Citizens  fly  him  and  forfake  their  Houfes : 
The  Rafcal  People  thirfting  after  prey 
Joyn  with  the  Traitor,  and  they  joyntly  fwear 
To  fpoyle  the  City  and  your  Royal  Court. 

Buc^.  Then  linger  not,  my  Lord,  away,  take  Horfe. 
King.  Come*  Margaret,  God  our  hope  will  fuccour  us 
Queen.  My  hope  is  gone,  now  Sufolk^is  deceased. 
King.  Farewel,  my  Lord,  truft  not  to  Kentifi  Rebels. 
Buck.  Truft  no  body  for  fear  you  be  betray'd. 
Say.  The  truft  I  have  is  in  mine  innocence, 

And  therefore  am  I  bold  and  refolute.  {Exeunt 

Enter  Lord  Scales  upon  the  Tower  walking.    Then  enter  wo 
or  three  Cjtiz.tns  below. 

Scales.  Hdwnow?  \%  JackjCade  [\z\u  ? 
1 .  Cit.  No  my  Lord,  nor  like  to  be  flain  * 

For  they  have  won  the  Bridge, 
Killing  all  thofethat  withftand  them  : 
The  L.  xMayor  craves  aid  of  your  Honour  from  the  Tower 
To  defend  the  City  from  the  Rebels. 

Scales.  Such  aid  as  I  can  fpare  you  (hall  command, 
But  I  am  troubled  here  with  them  my  felf. 

The  Rebels  have  aflay7d  to  win  the  Tower. 
But  get  you  into  Smithfield,  and  gather  Head, 
And  thither  will  1  fend  you  Matthew  Goff. 
Fight  for  your  King,  your  Countrey,  and  y6ur  Lives, 
Andfo  farewel,  fori  muft  hence  again.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  jack  Cade  and  the  refi,  and  firik^s  his  Staff  on 
London  Stone. 

Cade.  Now  is  Mortimer  Lord  of  this  City, 

And  here  fitting  upon  London-ftone  : 
I  charge  and  command,  that  of  the  Cities  coft 
The  pifGng  Conduit  run  nothing  but  Claret  Wine 
The  firft  year  of  our  Reign. 
And  now  henceforward  it  fhall  be  Treafon  for  any, 
That  calls  me  other  than  Lord  Mortimer. 

Enter  a  Souldier  running* 
Soul.  Jack  Cade,  JackjCade. 
Cade.  Knock  him  down  there.  {They  kill  him. 

But.  If  this  fellow  be  wife,  he'll  never  call  ye  JackjCade 
more,  I  think  he  hatha  very  fair  warning. 

Dick-  My  Lord^  there's  an  Army  gathered  together  in 
Smithfeld.  n  , 

Cade.  Come,  then  let's  go  fight  with  them : 
But  firft,  go  and  fet  London-bridge  on  Fire, 
And  if  you  can,  burn  down  the  Tower  too. 

Come,  let's  away.  {Exeunt  omnes. 

uUttrkwi.    Matthew  Goff  is  {lain ,  and  all  the  reft. 
Then  enter  Jack  Cade,  with  his  Company. 

Cade.  So  Sirs :  now  go  fome  and  pull  down  the  Savoy  : 
Others  to  the  Inns  of  Court,  down  with  them  all. 

But.  I  have  a  Suit  unto  your  Lordfhip. 
Cade.  Be  it  a  Lordfhip,  thou  fhalt  have  it  for  that  word. 
But.  Onely  that  the  Laws  of  England  may  come  out  of 

your  Mouth. 

John.  Mafs,  'twill  be  fore  Law  then,  for  he  was  thruft 
in  the  Mouth  with  a  Spear,  and  'tis  not  whole  yet. 

Smith.  Nay  John,  it  will  be  ftinking  Law^  for  his 
breath  ftinks  with  tofted  Cheefe. 

Cade.  I  have  thought  upon  it,  it  fhall  be  fo,  Away, 
burn  all  the  Records  of  the  Realms  my  Mouth  fhall  be  the 
Parliament  of  Enuland: 

Joh.  Then  we  are  like  to  have  biting  Statutes, 

Unlefs  his  Teeth  be  pull'd  out. 
Cade.  And  hence-forward  all  things  fhall  be  in  Com- 

mon. Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  a  prize,  a  prize,  here's  the  Lord  Say, 
which  fold  the  Towns  in  France,  He  that  made  us  pay 
one  and  twenty  fifteens  and  one  Shilling  to  the  pound, 
the  laft  Subfidie. 

Enter  George  with  the  Lord  Say. 

Cade.  Well,  he  fhall  be  beheaded  for  it  ten  times. 

Ah  thou  Say,  thou  Surge,  nay  thou  Buckram  Lord,  now 
art  thou  within  point-blanck  of  our  Jurifdiction  Regal 
What  canft  thou  anfwer  to  my  Majefty  forgiving  up  of 
Normandy  unto  Monfieur  Bafimecu,  the   Dolphin  of 
France?  Be  it  known  unto  thee  by  thefe  prefents,  even 
the  prefence  of  Lord  Mortimer ,  that  I  am  the  Befom 
that  muft  fweep  the  Court  dean  of  fuch  filth  as  thou 
art :  Thou  haft  moft  traiteroully  corrupted  the  youth  of 
the  Realm  in  creeling  a  Grammar  School :  and  where 
as  before,  our  Fore-fathers  had  no  other  Books  but  the 
Score  and  the  Tally,  thou  haft  caufed  Printing  to  be  us'd 
and  contrary  to  the  King,  his  Crown,  and  Dignity,  t 
haft  built  a  Paper-Mill.    It  will  be  proved  to  thy  Face, 
that  thou  haft  Men  about  thee,  that  ufually  talk  of  a 
Noun  and  a  Verb,  and  fuch  abominable  words,  cs  nc 
Chriftian  ear  can  endure  to  hear.    Thou  haft  appointed 
Juftices  of  Peace,  to  call  poor  Men  before  them,  abour 
matters  they  were  not  able  to  anfwer.   Moreover  thou 
haft  put  them  in  Prifon,  and  becaufe  they  could  not  read, 
thou  haft  hang'd  them,  when  ('indeed)  only  for  thatcaufe 
they  have  been  moft  worthy  to  live.   Thou  do'it  ride  on 
afoot-cloth,  do'ft  thou  not? 

•Say.  What  of  that? 
Cade.  Marry,  thou  ought'ft  not  to  let  thy  Horfe  wear  a 

Cloak,  when  honefter  Men  than  thou  go  in  their  Hofeanc 
Doublets. 

Dick.  And  work  in  their  fiiirt  too,  as  my  felf  for  ex- 
ample, that  am  a  Butcher. 

Say.  You  Men  oiKent. 
Dick.  What  fay  you  of  Kent? 

Say.  Nothing  but  this :  'Tis  bona  terra,  mala  gens. Cade.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him,  he  fpaks  Latin 
Say.  Hear  me  but  fpeak,  and  bear  me  where  you  will  : 

Kent  in  the  Commentaries  C&far  writ, 

s  term'd  the  civil'ft  place  of  all  this  Iffe : 
Sweet  Is  the  Country,  becaufe  full  of  Riches, 
The  People  Liberal,  Valiant,  Aclive,  Wealthy, 
Which  makes  me  hope  thou  art  not  void  of  pity. 
fold  not  Main,  I  loft  not  Normandy. 

Yet  to  recover  them  would  lofe  my  life : 

Juftice  with  favour  have  I  always  done,  ' 
Prayers  and  Tears  have  mov'd  me,  Gifts  could  never f 
When  have  I  ought  exacled  at  your  Hands  ? 
Kent  to  maintain,  the  King,  the  Realm  and  you, 

Large  gifts  have  1  beftow'd  on  learn 'd  Clearks, 
Becaufe  my  Book  preferr'd  me  to  the  King. 
And  feeing  Ignorance  is  the  curfe  of  God, 
Knowledge  the  Wing  wherewith  we  flye  to  Heaven, 
Unlefs  you  bepofleft  with  devilifh  Spirits, 
Ye  cannot  but  forbear  to  murther  me : 
This  Tongue  hath  parlied  unto  Forraign  Kings 

For  your  behoof. 
Cade.  Tut,  when  ftruck'fr  thou  one  blow  in  the  Field  ? 
Say.  Great  Men  have  reaching  hands :  oft  have  I  ftruck 

Thole  that  I  never  faw^  and  ftruck  them  dead. 
Geo.  O  monftrous  Coward !  What ,  to  come  behind 

Folks  ? 
Say.  Thefe  Cheeks  are  pak  with  watching  for  your  good. 
Cade.  Give  him  a  box  o'th  ear,  and  that  will  make  'em 

red  again. 
Say.  Long  fitting  to  determine  poor  Mens  Caufes  . . Hath 
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Hath  made  me  f  ull  of  Sitknefs  and  Difeafes. 

Cade.  Yc  (hap  have  a  hempen  Caudle  then  ,  and  the 
help  of  a  Hatchet. 

Vic.  Why  do'Ih  thou  quiver,  man  ? 
Say.  The  Pnlile,  and  not  Fear  provokes  me. 

Cade.  Nay,  he  noddsat  us,  as  who  (hould  fay,  1'le  be 
even  with  you.  Pie  fee  if  his  Head  wiJlfhnd  fteadier  on  a 
Pole,  or  no  :  Take  him  away,  and  behead  him. 

Say.  Tell  me  :  wherein  have  I  offended  moft  ? 
Have  I  alfectcd  Wealth  or  Honour?  Speak. 

Are  my  Chefts  fill'd  up  with  extorted  Gold  ? 
Is  my  Apparel  Sumptuous  to  behold  ? 

Whom  have  I  injur'd,  that  ye  feek  my  Death  ? 
Thefe  hands  are  free  from  guiltlefs  blood- fhedding. 
This  Breaft  from  harbouring  foul  deceitful  thoughts. 
O  let  me  live. 

Cade.  I  feel  remorfe  in  my  felf  with  his  words :  but 
Tie  bridle  it :  he  mall  dye,  and  be  it  but  for  pleading  fo 
well  for  his  Life.  Away  with  him,  he  ha's  a  Familiar 
under  hisTongue,  hefpeaksnota  Gods  Name.  Go,  take 
him  away  I  fay,  and  fh  ike  off  his  Head  prefently,  and 
then  break  into  his  Son  in  Laws  Houfe,  Sir  James  Cromer, 
and  ffcrike  off  his  Head,  and  bring  them  both  upon  two 
Poles  hither. 

All.  It  fhal!  be  done. 

Say.  Ah  Country-men  jif  when  you  make  your  Pray'rs, 
God  fhould  be  fo  obdurate  as  your  felves : 
How  would  it  fare  with  your  departed  Souls  ? 
And  therefore  yet  relent,  and  fave  my  Life. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  and  do  as  I  command  ye :  the 
protideft  Peer  of  the  Realm  fhal!  not  wear  a  Head  on 
his  Shoulders,  unlefs  he  pay  me  tribute  :  there  fhal]  not 
a  Maid  be  married,  but  fhe  fhall  pay  me  her  Maiden- 

head e're  they  have  it :  Men  fhall  hold  of  me  in  Capjte. 
And  we  Charge  and  Command,  that  their  Wives  be  as 
f  ree  as  Heart  can  wifh,  or  Tongue  can  tell. 

Dick]  My  Lord, 
When  tell  we  goto  Cheapfide,  and  take  up  Commodities 
upon  our  Bills  ? 

Cade.  Marry  prefently. 
All.  O  brave. 

Enter  one  with  the  Heads. 

Cade.  But  is  not  this  brave  •* 
Let  them  kifs  one  another  :  For  they  lov'd  well 
When  they  were  alive.    Now  part  them  again, 
Left  they  confult  about  the  giving  up 
Of  fome  more  Towns  in  France.  Souldiers, 
Defer  the  fpoil  of  the  City  until  Night ; 
For  with  thefe  borne  before  us,  inftead  of  Maces, 
We  will  ride  through  the  Streets,  at  every  Corner 
Have  them  kifs.    Away.  [Exit. 

Alarum,and  Retreat.  Enter  again  Cade,andall  his  Rabblement. 

Cade.  Up  Fiflj-ftrcet,  down  Saint  Magnes  Corner,  kill 
and  knock  down,  throw  them  into  Thames. 

Sound  a  Parky. 
What  nolle  is  this  I  hear  ? 

Dare  any  be  fo  bold  to  fonnd  Retreat  or  Parley, 
When  I  command  them  kill  ? 

Enter  Buckingham,  and  old  Clifford. 

Buck.  I  here  they  be  that  dare  and  will  difturb  thee : 
Know,  Cade,  we  come  Ambaffadors  from  the  King 
Unto  the  Commons,  whom  thou  haft  miffed, 
And  here  pronounce  free  Pardon  to  them  all, 
That  will  forfake  thee,  and  go  home  in  peace. 

Clif.  What  fay  ye,  Countrymen,  will  ye  relent 

And  yield  to  Mercy,  whil'ft'tis  offered  you, 
Or  let  a  Rabble  lead  you  to  your  Deaths. 
Who  loves  the  King,  and  will  imbrace  his  Pardon, 
Fling  up  hisCap,  and  fay,  Cod  fave  his  Majefiy  ; 
Who  hateth  him,  and  honours  not  his  Father, 

Henry  the  Fifth,  that  made  all  Frame  to  quake, 
Shake  he  his  Weapon  at  us,  and  pafs  by. 

All.  God  fave  the  King,  Cod  f«te  the  King. 
Cade.  What  Buckingham  and  Clifford,  are  ye  fo  brave  ? 

And  you  bafe  Pezants,  do  ye  believe  him,  will  ycu  n^eds 

be  hang'd  with  your  Pardons  about  your  Necks?  Hath 
my  Sword  therefore  broke  through  London  gates,  that 

you  fhould  leave  me  at  the  White-hart  in  South-mark.  1 
thought  ye  would  never  have  given  cut  thefe  Arms  til) 
you  had  recovered  your  ancient  Freedcm :  but  you  are 
all  Recreants  and  Daftards,  and  delight  to  live  in  flavery 
to  the  Nobility.  Let  them  break  your  backs  with  bur- 

thens, take  your  Houfes  over  your  Heads,  ravifh  your 
Wives  and  Daughters  before  your  Faces.  For  me,  I  will 
make  fhift  for  one,  and  fo  GodsCurfe  light  upon  you  all. 

All.  We'll  follow  Cade. 
We'll  follow  Cade. 

Clif.  Is  Cade  the  Son  of  Henry  the  Fifth, 

That  thus  ycu  do  exclaim  you'll  go  with  him. 
Will  he  Conduct  you  through  the  heart  of  France, 
And  mskethe  meaneft  of  you  Earls  and  Dukes  i 
Alas,  he  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to : 
Nor  knows  he  how  to  live,  but  by  the  Spoyl. 

Unlefs  by  robbing  of  your  Friends,  and  us. 

Wert  not  a  fhame,  that  whil'fl  you  live  at  jar, 
The  rearfnl  French,  whom  you  late  vanquifhed 

Should  make  a  ftart  o're  Seas,  and  vanquifh  you  i 
Methinks  already  in  this  civil  broyl, 
I  fee  them  Lording  it  in  London  ftreets, 
Crying  Villiago  unto  all  they  meet. 
Better  ten  thoufand  bafe-born  Cades  mifcarry, 

Than  you  fhould  ftoop  unto  a  French- mans  Mercy. 
To  France,  to  France,  and  get  what  you  have  loft ; 

Spare  England,  for  it  is  your  Native  Coaft : 
Henry  hath  Mony,  you  are  ftrongand  manly  : 
God  on  our  fide,  doubt  not  of  Vicfory. 

All.  A  Clifford,  a  Clifford,  . 

We'll  follow  the  Kkigand  Clifford. 
Cade.  Was  ever  Feather  fo  lightly  blown  to  and  fro, 

as  this  multitude  ?  The  name  of  Henry  the  Fifth,  hales  them 

to  an  hundred  mifchiefs,  and  makes  them  leave  me  de- 
folate.  I  fee  them  lay  their  Heads  together  to  furprize 
me.  My  Sword  make  way  for  me,  for  here  is  no  flaying : 
in  defpight  of  the  Devils  and  Hell,  have  through  the  very 
midftofyou,  and  Heavens  and  honour  be  witnefs,  that 
no  want  of  Refolution  in  me,  but  only  my  Followers 
bafe  and  ignominious  Treafons  make  me  betake  me  to  my 
Heels.  L^xit. 

Buck.  What,  is  he  fled  ?  Go  fome  and  follow  him. 
And  he  that  brings  his  Head  unto  the  King, 
Shall  have  a  thoufand  Crowns  for  his  reward. 

{Exeunt  fome  of  them. 

Follow  me  Souldiers,  we'll  devife  a  mean, 
To  reconcile  you  all  unto  the  King.         [Exeunt  omncs. 

Sound  Trumpets.  Enter  King,  Qiteen,  and  Somerfet  on  the Tarras. 

King.  Was  ever  King  that  joy'd  an  Earthly  Throne, 
And  could  command  no  more  Content  than  I  ? 
No  fooner  was  I  crept  out  of  my  Cradle, 
But  I  was  made  a  King  at  nine  months  old : 
Was  never  fubjecT:  long  to  be  a  King, 
As  I  do  long  and  wifh  to  be  a  Subjeft 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Clifford. 

Buck:  Health  and  glad  tydings  to  your  Majefiy." 
Kw17.  Why  Buckinghamfis  the  Traytor  Cade  furpriz'd 

Or  is  he  butretir'd  to  make  him  ftrong. 

Enter  Multitudes  with  Halters  about  their  Neckj. 

Clif.  He  is  fled  my  Lord,  and  all  his  powers  do  yield, And 
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And  humbly  thus  with  halters  on  their  necks, 
Expeft  your  Highnefs  doom  of  Life  or  Death. 

King.  Then  Heaven  fet  ope  thy  everlafting  gates, 
To  entertain  my  Vows  of  Thanks  and  Pi  aile. 

Souldiers,this  day  have  you  redeem'd  your  lives, 
And  Ihew'd  how  well  you  love  your  Prince  and  Country  : 
Continue  ftill  in  this  fo  good  a  mind. 
And  Henry  though  he  be  unfortunate, 
Allure  your  felves  will  never  be  unkind  : 
And  fo  with  thanks  and  pardon  to  you  all, 
1  dodifmifsyou  to  your  leveral  Countries. 

All.  Cod  fa.ve  the  King,  God  [ave  the  King. 

Enter  a  Mefitnger. 

Mef.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace  tobeadvertifed, 
The  Duke  of  YorkJ\^  newly  come  from  Inland, 
And  with  a  puiflahL  and  mighty  Power 
Of  Galbw-gUges  and  itout  Kernes, 
Is  marching  hither  ward  in  proud  array 
And  ftill  proclaimed!  as  he  comes  along, 
His  Armies  are  only  to  remove  from  thee 
The  Duke  of  Somerfet,  whom  he  termes  a  Traitor. 

King.  Thus  ftands  my  State,  'twixt  Cade  and  York 
diftreft, 

Like  to  a  Ship,  that  having  fcap'd  a  Tempeft, 
Is  ftraightway  calm'd  and  boarded  with  a  Pyratc. 
But  now  is  Cade  driven  back,  his  men  difpers'd, 
And  now  is  Yorkjn  Anns  to  fecond  him. 

I  pray  thee  Buckingham  go  and  meet  him, 
And  ask  him  what's  the  Reafon  of  thefe  Arms : 
Tell  him,  Tie  fend  Duke  Edmund  to  the  Tower, 
And  Somerfet,  we  will  commit  thee  thither, 
Untill  his  Army  be  difmift  from  him. 

Somer.  My  Lord, 
(Tie  yield  my  felf  to  prifon  willingly, 
Or  unto  Death,  to  do  my  Country  good. 

King.  In  any  cafe,  be  not  too  rough  in  termes,  . 
For  he  is  fierce  and  cannot  brook  hard  Language. 

Back,  I  will,  my  Lord,  and  doubt  not  fo  to  deal, 
As  all  things  lhall  redound  unto  your  good. 

King.  Come  Wife,  let's  in,  and  le^rn  to  govern  better, 
For  yet  may  England  curfe  my  wretched  reign.  [_Extunt. 

Enter  Jack  Cade. 

Cade.  Fie  on  Ambkion :  fie  on  my  itlfe,  that  haue  a 
Sword,  and  yet  am  ready  to  famifh  Thefe  five  dayes  have 
I  hid  me  in  thefe  Woods,  and  durft  not  peep  out,  for  all 
the  Country  is  laid  for  me :  But  now  am  I  hungry,  that 
if  I  might  have  a  leafe  of  my  life  for  a  thoufand  years,  1 
could  Icay  no  longer.  Wherefore  on  a  Brick  wall  have 

I  climb'd  into  this  Garden,  to  fee  if  I  can  eat  Grafs,  or 
pick  a  Satlet  another  while,  which  is  not  amifs  to  cool 
a  mans  ftomack  this  hot  weather  :  and  1  think  this  word 

Sallet,  was  born  to  do  me  good  ;  for  many  a  time  but  for 

a  Sallet,  my  Brain-pan  had  been  cleft  with  a  brown  Bill 
and  many  a  time  when  1  have  been  dry,  and  bravely  mar- 

ching, it  hath  ferv'd  me  in  ftead  of  a  quart  pot  to  drink 
in:  and  now  the  word  Salkt,  muft  ferve  me  to  feed  on. 

Enter  Iden. 

Iden.  Lord,  who  would  live  turmoyled  in  the  Court, 
And  may  enjoy  fuch  quiet  walks  as  thefe, 
This  fmall  inheritance  my  Father  left  me, 
Contenteth  me,  and  worth  a  Monarchy. 
I  feek  not  to  wax  great  by  others  warning, 
Or  gather  wealth  I  care  not  with  what  envy  : 
Sufficeth,  that  I  have  maintains  ray  State, 
And  fends  the  Poor  well  pleafed  from  my  Gate. 

Cade.  Here's  the  Lord  of  the  Soil  come  to  feize  me 
foraftray,  for  entring  his  Fee-fimple  without  leave.  Ah 
Villain,  thou  wilt  betray  me,  and  get  a  iooo  Crowns 
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of  the  King,  by  carrying  my  head  to  him,  but  I'le  make 
thee  eat  Iron  like  an  Ofiridge ,  and  fwallow  my  Sword 
like  a  great  pin,  e're  thou  and  I  part. 

Iden.  Why  rude  Companion,  whatfoe're  thou  be, 
I  know  thee  not,  why  then  mould  I  betray  thee  ? 
Is't  not  enough  to  break  into  my  Garden, And  like  a  Thief,  to  come  to  rob  my  Grounds* 
Climbing  my  Walls  in  fpight  of  me  the  Owner 
But  thou  wilt  brave  me  with  thefe  fawcie  termes  ? 
Cade  Brave  thee  ?  I,  by  the  belt  blood  that  ever  was broach  d,  and  beard  thee  too.  Look  on  me  well  I  have 

eat  no  meat  thefe  five  dayes,  yet  come  thou  and  thy  five men  and  if  I  do  not  leave  you  all  as  dead  as  a  door  nail, 1  pray  God  I  may  never  eat  grafs  more. 
Nay,  it  lhall  ne're  b*  faid,  while  England  tends. That  Alexander  Iden  an  Efquire  of  Kent 

Took  odds  to  combatea  poor  familh'd  man 
Oppofe  thy  ftedfait  gazing  eyes  to  mine, 
bee  it  thou  canft  out-face  me  with  thy  looks  ■ set  Limb  to  Limb,  and  thou  art  far  the  lefler  ? 
1  hy  hand  is  but  a  finger  to  my  fift, 
Thy  Leg  a  ftick  compared  with  this  Truncheon, 
My  Foot  lhali  fight  vuth  all  the  ftrength  thou  haft, And  if  mine  Ai  m  be  heaved  in  the  Air, 
Thy  Grave  is  digg'd  already  in  the  Earth  : 
As  for  words,  whole  greatnefs  anfwers  words, 
Let  this  my  Sword  report  what  fpeech  forbears. 

Lade.  By  my  valour--  the  molt  compleat  Champion that  ever  1  heard.  Steel,  if  thou  turn  thine  edge,  or  cut 
not  out  the  burly  bon'd  Clown  in  chines  of  Beef,  e're ihou  lleep  m  thy  Sheath,  I  befeech  Jtn*  on  my  knees thou  may'ft  be  turned  to  Hobnails. Here  they  Fight. 

0  I  am  flain,  Famine  and  no  other  hath  flain  tire,  let  ten thoufand  Devils  come  againft  me,  and  give  me  but  the 
ten  meals  I  have  loft,  and  I'de  defye  them  all.  Wither 
Garden,  and  be  henceforth  a  burying  place  to  all  that  dp 
dwell  in  this  houfe,  becaufe  the  unconquered  foul  of Cade  is  fled-. 

Jden.Wt  C ade  that  I  have  flain,that  monftruous  Traitor  ? 
Sword,  I  will  hallow  thee  for  this  thy  deed. 
And  hang  thee  o're  my  Tomb  when  I  am  Dead. 
Ne're  lhall  this  Blood  be  wiped  from  thy  Point But  thou  (halt  wear  it  as  a  Heralds  Coat, 
To  emblaze  the  Honour  thy  Mafter  goL 

Cade.  Iden  farewell,  and  be  proud  of  thy  victory  Tell 
Kent  from  me,  (he  hach  loft  her  beft  man,  and  exhort  all 
the  V.  orld  to  be  Cowards :  for  I  that  never  feared  any 
am  vanquifhed  by  Famine^  not  by  Valour.        U Dies 

Id.  How  much  thou  wrong'ft  me,  Heaven  be  my  Judge  ; Die  damned  Wretch,  the  curfe  of  her  that  bare  thee  : 
And  as  I  thruft  thy  Body  in  with  my  Sword 

So  wifh  I,  I  might  thruft  thy  Soul  to  Hell.  ' Hence  will  I  drag  thee  headlong  by  the  heels 
Unto  a  Dunghill,  which  lhall  be  thy  Grave, 
And  there  cut  of  thy  moft  ungracious  Head, 
Which  I  will  bear  in  Triumph  to  the  King 
Leaving  thy  Trunk  for  Crows  to  feed  upon. ; 

Enter  York  ,  and  his  Army  of  Irilh,  with Drum  and  Colours. 

York.  From  Ireland  thus  comes  York  to  claim  his  Right 
And  pluck  the  Crown  from  feeble  Hcmyh  head. 
Ring  Bells  aloud,  burn  Bonfires  clear  and  bright, 
To  entertain  great  Englands  lawfull  King. 
Ah  Sancla  Majeftas  •  who  would  not  buy  thee  dear  ? Let  them  obey  that  knows  not  how  to  Ruie. 
This  hand  was  made  to  handle  nought  but  Gold. 
1  cannot  give  due  action  to  my  words* 
Except  a  Sword  or  Scepter  ballance  it. 
A  Scepter  lhall  it  have,  have  I  a  Soul, 
On  which  I'le  tofs  the  Floure-de-Luce  of  France. 

Entey 
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Enter  Buckingham. 

Whom  have  we  here  ?  Buckingham  to  difturb  me  ? 
The  King  harh  fent  him  fine :  I  mnftdiflemble. 

Buck.  York,  if  thou  meaneft  well,  I  greet  the  well. 
York,.  Humfrey  of  Buckingham,  I  accept  thy  greeting. 

Art  thou  a  MefTenger,  or  come  of  pkafure  ? 
Buck.-  A  Meflenger  from  Henry,  our  dread  Liege, 

To  know  the  reafon  of  thefe  Ames  in  peace. 
Or  why,  thou  being  a  Subject,  as  I  am, 
Againft  thy  Oath,  and  true  Allegiance  fworn, 
Should  raife  fo  great  a  Power  without  his  leave  ? 
Or  dare  to  bring  thy  Force  fo  near  the  Court  ? 

Yor.  Scarce  can  I  fpeak  my  Choler  is  fo  great. 
Oh,  I  could  hew  up  Rocks,  and  fight  with  Flint, 
I  am  fo  angry  at  thefe  abjeft  terms. 
And  now  like  Ajax  Telamonius, 
On  Sheep  or  Oxen  could  1  fpend  my  fury. 
I  am  far  better  born  than  is  the  King  : 
More  like  a  King,  more  Kingly  in  my  Thoughts. 
But  I  muft  make  fair  Weather  yet  a  while, 
Till  Henry  be  more  weak,  and  1  more  ftrong. 
O  Buckingham,  I  prithee  pardon  me, 
That  I  have  given  no  anlwer  all  this  while  ; 
My  mind  was  troubled  with  deep  Melanchclly. 
The  caufe  why  I  have  brought  this  Armv  hither, 
Is  to  remove  proud  Somerfet  from  the  King, 
Seditious  to  his  Grace, and  to  the  State. 

Buck.  That  is  too  much  prefumption  on  thy  part, 
But  if  thy  Armes  be  to  no  other  end, 
The  King  hath  yielded  unto  thy  demand : 

The  Duke  of  Somerfct  is  in.  the'  Tower. 
York,.  Upon  thine, Honour  is  he  Prifoner  ?■ 
Buc.  Upon  mine  Honour  he  is  Prifoner. 
York..  Then  Buckingham,  I  do  difmifs  my  Powers. 

Souldiers,  I  thank  you  all :  difperfe  your  felves : 
Meet  me  to  morrow  in  Sf  Georges  field, 

You  fhall  have  pay, "  and'  every  thing  you  wifh. 
And  let  my  Soveraign,  vertuous  Henry , 
Command  my  eldeft,  nay  all  my  Sons, 
As  pledges  of  my  Fealty  and  Love, 
I'le  fend  them  all  as  willing  as  1  live: 
Lands,  Goods,  Horfej  Armour,  any  thing  I  have 
Is  his  to  ufe,  fo  Somerfct  may  dye. 

Buck..  York^  'l  commend,  this  kind  fubmiiTion, 
We  twain  will  go  into  his  Highnefs  Tent. 

Enter  King-  and  Attendants. 

King-.  Buckingham,  doth  2>Untend  no  harm  to  us, 
That  thus  he  marcheth  with  thee  Arm  in  Arm  ? 

York^.  In  all  fubtniffion  and, humility, 

Yor^doth  prefent  himfelf  unto  your  Highnefs. 
King.  Then  what  intend  thefe  Forces  thou  doft  bring  t 
York.  To  have  the  Traitor  Somerfct  from  hence, 

And  fight  againft  that  monftrous  Rebel  Cade, 
Whom  fince  I  heard  to  be  difcomfited. 

Enter  Iden  with  Cades  Head. 

Iden.  If  one  fo  rude,  and  of  fo  mean  condition 

May  pafs  into  the  prefence  of  a  King : 

Lo,  1  prefent  your  Grace  a  Traitors  Head, 
The  head  of  Cade,  whom  I  in  Combat  ficw. 

King.  The  head  of  Cade  ?  great  God !  how  juft  art  thou  ? 
O  let  me  view  his  Vifage  being  dead, 

That  living  wrought  me  fuch  exceeding  trouble. 

Tell  me  my  Frknd,  art  thou  the  man  that  flew  him  ? 

Iden.  I  was,  an't  like  your  Majefty. 

King.  How  art  thou  call'd  ?  And  what  is  thy  degree  ? 
Iden.  Alexander  Iden,  that's  my  name, 

A  poor  Efquirc  of  Ke?it,  that  love  the  King. 

Buck-  So  pleafeyou  my  Lord,  'twere  not  amifs 
He  were  created  Knight  for  his  good  fervice. 

King.  Iden,  kneel  down,  rife  up  a  Knight : 
We  give  thee  for  reward  a  thoufand  Merks, 
And  will,  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us. 

Iden.  May  Iden  live  to  merit  fuch  a  Bounty, 
And  never  live  but  true  unto  his  Liege. 

Enter  Queen  and  Somerfet. 

King.  See  Buckingham,  Somerfet  comes  with  th'Queen 
Go  bid  her  hide  him  quickly  from  the  Duke. 

Queen.  For  thoufand  Yorks  he  fhall  not  hide  his  Head 
But  boldly  ftand  and  front  him  to  his  Face. 

York.  How  now  /  Is  Somerfct  at  liberty  ? 
Then  York,  unloofe  thy  long  imprifoned  thoughts 
And  let  thy  Toung  be  equal  with  thy  Heart.  ' Shall  I  endure  the  light  of  Somerfet  i 
Falfe  King,  why  halt  thou  broken  faith  with  me, 
Knowing  how  hardly  I  can  brook  abufe  ?  ' 
King  did  I  call  tree  ?  no,  thou  art  no  King  : 
Not  fit  to  Govern,  and  rule  multitudes, 
Which  durifc  net,  no  nor  canft  not  rule  a  Traitor. 
That  .  Head  of  thine  cicth  not  become  a  Crown  • 
Thy  hand  is  made  to  grafp  a  Palmers  Staff, 
And  not  to  grace  an  awful  Princely  Scepter. 
That  Gold  muft  round  engirt  the  Brows  of  mine 

Whofe  fmile  and  frown,  like  'Achilles  Spear  * Is  2ble  with  the  change,  to  kill  and  cure. 
Here  is  a  Hand  to  hold  a  Scepter  up, 
And  with  the  fame  to  aft  controlling  Laws : 
Give  place:  by  Heaven  thou  /halt  Rule  no  more 
O're  him,  whom  Heaven  created  for  thy  Ruler. Som.  O  jjMonftrous  Traitor  !  I  arreft  thee  York 
Of  Capital  Treafon  'gainft  the  King  and  Crown  r Obey  audacious  Traitor,  kneel  for  Grace. 

York.  Would'ft  have  me  kneel  ?  Firft  let  me  ask  of  thee If  they  can  brook  ;  I  bow  a  knee  to  man  ! 
Sirrah,  call  in  my  Sons  to  be  my  Bail: 
1  know  e're  they  will  let  me  go  to  Ward 
They'll  pawn  then.-  Swords  for  my  enfranchifement Queen.  Call  hither  Clifford,  bid  him  come  amainj 
To  lay,  if  that  the  Baftard  Boys  of  York, 
Shall  be  the  Surety  for  their  Traitor  Father. 

York,.  O  bloud  bJpotted  Neapolitan 
Out-calt  of  Naples,  England's  bloody  Scourge  : 
The  Sons  of  York.,  thy  Betters  in  their  Birth, 
Shall  be  their  Fathers  Bail,  and  bane  to  thofe 
That  for  my  Surety  will  refute  the  Boys. Enter  Edward  and  Richard. 

See  where  they  come,  Pie  warrant  they'll  make  it  sood Enter  Clifford. 

Queen.  And  here  comes  Clifford  to  deny  their  Bail 

CUff.  Health  and  all  happii.efs  to  the  Lord  the  King' York,  I  thank  thee  Clifford.  Say,  what  news  with  thee? 
Nay,  do  not  fright  me  with  an  angry  look : 

We  are  thy  Soveraign,  Clifford,  kneel  again  ; ' For  thy  miftaking  fo,  We  pardon  thee. 
Cliff.  This  is  my  King,  Yorl^,  I  do  not  miftake 

But  thou  millak'ft  me  much  to  think  I  do, To  Bedlam  with  him,  is  the  man  grown  mad  ? 
King.  I  Clifford,  a  Bedlam  and  ambitious  humour 

Makes  him  oppofe  himfelf  againft  his  King. 
CUff.  He  is  a  Traitor,  let  him  to  the  Tower 

And  crop  away  that  -faftious  Pate  of  his. 
Queen.  He  is  airefted,  but  vviij  rot  obey  :. 

His  Son  The  fayeO  mail  give  their  words  for  him. 
York..  Will  you  nor,  Sons  J 
Edm.  I,  Noble  Father,  if  our  words  will  ferve. 
Rich.  And  if  words  will  nor,  then  cur  Weapons  fhall. 
Clff.  Why,  what  a  brood  of  Traitors  have  we  here? 
York.  Look  in  a  Glafs,  and  j  all  thv  Image  fo. 

[am  the  Kin^,  and  thou  a  falfe- heart  Traitor  - 
Call  hither  to  the  Stake  my  two  brave  Bears, 
That  with  the  very  funking  of  their  Chains,  ■ 
They  may  aftonifh  thefe  fell-lurking  Cars: 
Bid  Salisbury  and  IVarvrick^-corat  to  me. Enter 
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Enter  the  Earls  of  Warwick  and  Salisbury. 

Clif.  Are  thefethy  Bears  ?  We'll  bait  thy  Beats  to  death. 
And  manacle  the  Bearard  in  their  Chains, 

If  thou  dar'ft  bring  them  to  the  baiting  place. 
Rich.  Oft  have  1  feen  a  hot  o're- weening  Cur 

Run  back  and  bite,  becauie  he  was  with-held, 

Who  being  fufFer'd  with  the  Bears  fell  paw, 
Hath  clapt  his  tail  betwixt  his  legs  and  cry'd, 
And  fuch  a  piece  of  fervice  will  you  do, 

If  you  fuppofe  your  felves  to  match  Lord  Warwick^ 
Clif.  Hence  heari  of  Wrath,  foul  indigefted  Lump, 

As  crooked  in  thy  Manners,  as  thy  Shape. 
Tork.  Nay,  we  lhall  heat  you  thoroughly  anon. 
CUf.  Take  heed  left  by  your  heat  you  burn  your  felves. 
Kin*.  Why  Warwick  hath  thy  Knee  forgot  to  bow  ? 

Old  Salisbury,  fhame  to  thy  lilver  Hair, 
Thou  mad  mifleader  of  thy  Brain- fick  Son, 
What  wilt  thou  on  thy  Death- bed  play  the  Ruffian  ? 
And  feek  for  Sorrow  with  thy  Spectacles  ? 
Oh  where  is  Faith  ?  Oh  where  is  Loyalty  ? 
If  itbebaniflYd  from  the  Frofty  head, 
Where  {hall  it  find  a  harbour  in  the  Earth  ? 

Wilt  thou  go  dig  a  Grave  to  find  out  War, 
And  fhame  thine  Honourable  Age  with  Blood  ? 

Why  art  thou  old,  and  want'ft  experience  ? 
Or  wherefore  do'ft  abufe  it,  if  thou  haft  it  ? 
For  fhame  in  duty  bend  thy  Knee  to  me 
That  bows  unto  the  Grave  with  Milky  Age. 

Sal.  My  Lord,  I  have  confidered  with  my  felf 
The  Title  of  this  moft  renowned  Duke, 

And  in  my  Confcience,  do  repute  his  Grace, 
Tiie  Rightful  Heir  to  Englands  Royal  Seat. 

Kmg .  Haft  thou  not  fworn  Allegiance  unto  me  ? 
Sal.  1  have. 

.fo'w.Canft  thou  difpenfe  with  Heaven  for  fuch  an  Oath? 
Sd.  It  is  a  great  fin  to  fwear  unto  a  fin : 

But  greater  fin  to  keep  a  finful  Oath  : 
Who  can  be  bound  by  any  folemn  Vow 

To  do  a  murd'rous  deed,  to  Rob  a  man, 
To  force  afpotlefs  Virgins  Chaftity, 
To  reave  the  Orphan  of  his  Patrimony, 

To  wring  the  Widow  from  her  cuftom'd  right, 
And  have  no  other  reafon  for  his  wrong, 
But  that  he  was  bound  by  a  folemn  Oath  ? 

Qu.  A  fubtle  Traytor  needs  no  Sophifter. 
King-  Call  Buckingham,  and  bid  him  arm  himfelf. 
Tork.  Call  Buckingham,  and  all  the  Friends  thou  haft, 

I  am  refolvM  for  Death  and  Dignity. 
Old  CUf.  Thefirft  I  warrant  thee,if  Dreams  prove  true 
War.  You  were  belt  to  go  to  Bed,  and  dream  again, 

To  keep  Ihee  from  the  Tempeft  of  the  Field. 

Old  Clif.  I  am  refolv'd  to  bear  a  greater  ftorm, 
Than  any  thou  canft  Conjure  up  to  day : 
And  that  Pie  write  upon  thy  Burgonet, 
Might  I  but  know  thee  by  thy  Houfes  Badge. 

War.  Now  by  my  Fathers  Badg,  old  Nevils  Creft, 

The  rampant  Bear  chain'd  to  the  ragged  Staff, 
This  day  Pie  wear  aloft  my  Burgonet, 
As  on  a  Mountain  top,  the  Cedar  (hews, 

That  keeps  his  Leaves  in  fpight  of  any  ftorm,< 
Evenfo  affright  thee  with  the  view  thereof. 

Old  Clif.  And  from  thy  Burgofiet,  Pie  rend  thy  Bear, 
And  tread  it  under  foot  with  all  contempt, 
Defpight  the  Bearard,  that  protects  the  Bear. 

To.  Clif.  And  fo  to  Arms  victorious  noble  Father, 
To  quell  the  Rebels,  and  their  Complices. 

Rich.  Fie,  Charity  for  fhame,  fpeak  not  in  fpight, 
For  you  fhall  fup  with  Jem  Chrift  to  night. 

To.  CUf.  Foul  Stigmatick,rhat's  more  than  thou  canft  tell. 
Rich.  If  not  in  Heaven,you'l  turely  fup  in  Hell.  [Exeunt, tnter  Warwick. 

War.  Clifford  of  Cumberland^  'tis  WartPick^CZlh  :■ 

And  if  thou  doft  not  hide  thee  from  the  B^ar, 
Now  when  the  angry  Trumptt  founds  Alarum, 
And  dead  Mens  cries  do  fill  the  empty  Air, 

Clifford,  I  fay,  come  forth  and  fight  with  me, 
Proud  Northern  Lord,  Clffbrd of  Cumberland, 
Warwkkjs  hoarfe  with  calling  thee  to  Arms. Enter  York. 

War.  How  now  my  Noble  Lord?  What  all  a-foot? 
Hork,  The  deadly  handed  Clifford?^  my  Steed : 

But  match  to  match  I  have  encountred  him, 

And  made  a  prey  for  Carrion,  Kytes  and  Crows, 
Even  of  the  bonny  Beaft  he  lovM  fo  well. 

Enter  Clifford. 
War.  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  come. 
Tork.  Hold  Warwick  :  feek  thee  out  fome  other  Chafe, 

For  I  my  felf  muft  hunt  this  Deer  to  death. 

War.  Then  nobly  Tork,  'tis  for  a  Crown  thou  fight'ft  » 
As  I  intend,  Clifford,  to  thrive  to  day, 

It  grieves  my  Soul  to  leave  thee  unaflail'd.      {Exit .War . 
CUf.  Whatfeeft  thou  in  me,  TorkJ 

Why  doft  thou  paufe  ? 
Tork.  With  thy  brave  bearing  fhould  I  be  in  love, 

But  thatthoU  art  fo  faft  mine  Enemy.' 
Clif.  Nor  fttouldthy  Prowefs  want  praife  and  efteem. 

But  that  'tis  fhewn  ignobly,  and  in  Trcafon. 
Torli.  So  letit  help  meagaiuft  thy  Sword, 

As  I  in  Juftice,  and  true  Right  exprefs  it. 
CUf,  My  Soul  and  Body  on  the  Adion  both. 
Tork.  A  dreadful  day,  addrefs  thee  inftantly. 
Clif.  La  fn  Corronne  les  oevres.  {Dies. 
Tork^  Thus  War  hath  given  thee  Peace  ,  for  thou  art 

ftill,  Peace  with  his  Soul,  Heaven  if  it  be  thy  will. 
Enter  young  Clifford. 

Clif.  Shame  and  Confufion  all  is  on  the  rout, 
Fear  frames  diforder,  and  diforder  wounds 

Where  it  fhould  guard.  O  War  thou  Son  of  Hell,' 
Whom  angry  Heavens  do  make  their  Minifter, 
Throw  in  the  frozen  bofoms  of  our  Part, 
Hot  Coals  of  Vengeance.  Let  no  Souldiers  fiye. 
He  that  is  truly  dedicate  to  War 
Hath  no  Self-love nor  he  that  loves  himfelf, 
Hath  not  eflentially,  but  by  circumftance 
The  name  of  Valour.    O  let  the  vile  World  end, 
And  the  premifed  Flames  of  the  laft  day, 
Knit  Earth  and  Heayen  together. 

Now  let  the  general  Trumpet  blow  his  blaft, 
Particularities,  and  petty  founds 

To  ceafe.  Was't  thou  ordained' (O  dear  Father/ To  lofe  thy  Youth  in  Peace,  and  to  atchieve 
TheSilver  Livery  of  adviied  Age, 

And  in  thy  Reverence,  and  thy  Chair-days,  thus 
To  die  in  Ruffian  Battel  ?  Even  at  this  fight, 

My  heart  is  turn'd  to  ftone :  and  while 'tis  niineT 
It  fhall  be  ftony.    Tork,,  not  our  old  men  fpares : 
No  more  will  I  their  Babes,  Tears  V  irginal, 
Shall  be  to  me,  even  as  the  Dew  to  Fire, 

And  Beauty,  that  the  Tyrant  oft  reclaims, 
Shall  to  my  flaming  Wrath,  be  Oyl  and  Flax : 
Henceforth,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  pity, 
Meet  I  an  Infant  of  the  Houfe  of  Tork, 
Into  as  many  gobbits  will  I  cut  it. 
As  wild  Medea,  young  Abfirtis  did. 
In  cruelty,  will  I  feek  out  my  Fame. 
Come  thou  new  ruin  of  eld  Cliffords  hcufe : 
As  did  <ts£neas  old  Anchifes  bear, 

So  bear  I  thee  upon  my  manly  fhoulders : 
But  then,  *Alneas  bare  a  living  load , 

Nothing  fo  heavy  as  thefe  woes  of  mine. 

Enter  Richard  ,  and  Somerfet  to  fight. 
Rich.  So  lie  thou  there: 

For  underneath  an  Ale-houfe  paltry  fignc, 
The  Caftle  in  St.  Albaris9  Somerfet 

Hath 
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Hath  made  the  Wizard  famous  in  his  Death  : 

Sword,  hold  thy  temper  j  Heart,  be  wrathful  (till : 
Priefts  pray  for  Enemies,  but  Princes  kill. 

Fight.  Excurfions. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  and  others. 

Qu.  Away  my  Lord,  you  are  flow,  for  (hame  away. 

Ktng.  Can  we  out-run  the  Heavens  ?  Good  Margaret 
ftay. 

Qu.  What  are  you  made  of  ?  You'l  not  fight  nor  flye  : 
Now  is  it  Manhood,  Wifdom,  and  Defence, 
To  give  the  Enemy  way,  and  to  fecure  us 
But  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  flye. 

[Alarum  afar  off. 

If  you  be  tane,  we  then  fhould  fee  the  bottom 
Of  all  our  Fortunes  •  but  if  we  haply  fcape, 
C As  well  we  may,  if  not  through  your  negle<ftj 

We  (hall  to  London  get,  where  you  are  lov'd, And  where  this  breach  now  in  our  Fortunes  made 

May  readily  be  ftopt. 

Enter  Clifford. 

CUf.  But  that  my  Hearts  on  future  mifchief  fet, 

I  would  fpeak  Blafphemy  e'rebid  you  flye : 
But  flye  you  muft:  Uncureable  difcomfite 

Reigns  in  the  hearts  of  all  our  prefent  parts. 

Away  for  your  relief,  and  we  will  live 
To  fee  their  Day,  and  then  our  Fortune  give. 

That  Winter  Lyon,  who  in  Rage  forgets 
Aged  Contufions,  and  all  brufh  off  time  : 
And  like  a  Gallant  in  the  brow  of  Youth, 
Repairs  him  with  occafion.  This  happy  day 
Is  not  it  felf,  nor  have  we  won  one  Foot, 
If  Salisbury  be  loft. 

Rich.  My  Noble  Father  : 
Three  times  to  day  I  hope  him  to  his  Horfe, 

Three  times  beftri'd  him  :  Thrice  1  led  him  off", 
Perfwaded  him  from  any  further  Aft  ■ 
But  ftill  where  danger  was,  ftill  there  I  met  him, 
And  like  rich  Hangings  in  an  homely  Houfe, 
So  was  his  Will  in  his  Old  feeble  Body. 
But  Noble  as  he  is,  look  where  he  comes. 

Away  my  Lord,  away. 

[Exeunt 
Alarum.  Retreat.  Enter  York,  Richard,  Warwick,  and 

Souldiers,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

York.  Of  Salisbury,  who  can  report  of  him, 

Enter  Salisbury. 

Sal.  Now,  by  my  Sword,  well  haft  thou  fought  to  day : 

By  th'  Mafs  fo  did  we  all.  1  thank  you  Richard. 
God  knows  how  long  it  is  1  have  to  live  : 

And  it  hath  pleas'd  him  that  three  times  to  day 
You  have  defended  me  from  Eminent  Death. 

V  Veil  Lords,  we  have  not  got  that  which  we  have, 
Tis  not  enough  our  Foes  are  this  time  fled, 

Being  oppofites  of  fuch  repairing  Nature. 
York,  1  know  our  fafety  is  to  follow  them, 

For  ( as  I  hear)  the  King  is  fled  to  London , 
To  call  a  prefent  Court  of  Parliament. 

Let  us  purfue  him  e're  the  Writs  go  forth. 
What  fays  Lord  Warmck,  fhall  we  after  them  ? 

War.  After  them-'  nay,  before  them,  if  we  can: 

Now  by  my  hand  Lords)  'twas  a  glorious  day. 
Saint  Albans  battel  won  by  famous  Torky 

Shall  we  be  eterniz'd  in  all  Age  to  come. 
Sound  Drum  and  Trumpets,  and  to  London  all, 
And  more  fuch  days  as  thefe  to  us  befall.  {Exeunt . 

THE 
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KING  HENRY  VI, 

With  the  Death  of  the 

DUKE  of  YORK. 

Alius  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

Alarum.  Enter  Plantagenet,  Edward,  Norfolk,  Moun- 
tague,  Warwick,  and  Souldiers. 

i 
Warwick: 

1 Wonder  how  the  King  efcapM  our  Hands
  ? 

PI.  While  we  purfu'd  the  Hcrfemen  of  the  North, 
Heflily  Hole  away,  and  left  his  Men  : 

Whereat  the  great  Lord  of  Northumberland , 
Whofe  Warlike  Ears  could  never  brook  retreat, 

Chear'd  up  the  drooping  Army,  and  himfelf. 
Lord,  Clifford  and  Lord  Stafford  all  abreaft 

Charg'd  our  main  Battels  Front :  and  breaking  in, 
Were  by  the  Swords  of  Common  Souldiers  flain. 

Edw.  Lord  Stajfords  Father,  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
Is  either  flain  or  wounded  dangerous. 
I  cleft  his  Beaver  with  a  down-right  blow  : 
That  this  is  true  f  Father)  behold  his  Blood. 

Mourn.  And  Brother,here's  the  Earl  of  Wiltjliircs  Blood, 
Whom  I  encountred  as  the  Battels  joyn'd. 

Rich.  Speak  thou  for  me,  and  tell  them  what  1  did. 

Plan.  Richard  hath  bell  deferv'd  of  all  my  Sons : 
But  is  your  Grace  dead,  my  Lord  of  Somerfet  ? 

Nor.  Such  hope  have  all  the  Line  of  John  of  Gaunt.' 
Rich.  Thus  do  1  hope  to  (hake  King  Henry's  Head. 
War.  And  fo  do  I,  victorious  Prince  of  York^ 

Before  I  fee  thee  feated  in  the  Throne, 
Which  now  the  Houfe  of  Lancafier  ufurps, 
I  vow  by  Heaven,  thefe  Eyeslhall  never  clofe. 
This  is  the  Palace  of  the  fearful  King, 
And  this  the  Regal  Seat :  poflefs  it  York, 
For  this  is  thine,  and  not  King  Hemyh  Heirs. 

Plan.  Affifi:  me  then,  fweet  Warwick,  and  I  will, 
For  hither  we  have  broken  in  by  force. 

Norf.  We'll  all  anile  you  :  he  that  flies  mail  dye. 
Plant.  Thanks  gentle  Norfolk.,  ftay  by  me  my  Lords, 

And  Souldiers  Ray  and  lodge  by  me  this  Night. 
[They go  up. 

War.  And  when  the  King  comes,  ofFLr  him  no  violence, 
Unlefs  he  feek  to  thruft-you  out  perforce. 

Plant.  The  Queen  this  day  here  holds  her  Parliament, 
But  little  thinks  we  (hall  be  of  her  Counfel, 
By  Words  or  Blows  here  let  us  win  our  right. 

Rich.  Arm'das  we  are,  let's  ftay  within  this  Houfe. 
War.  The  bloody  Parliament  (hall  this  be  called, 

Unlefs  Plantagenet,  Duke  of  York,  be  King, 

And  bafhful  Henry  depos'd,  whofe  Cowardize 
Hath  made  us  by- words  to  our  Enemies. 

Plant.  Then  leave  me  nor,  my  Lords  be  refolute, 
Irneantotakepofleflion  of  my  Right- 

War.  Neither  the  King,  nor  he  that  loves  him  belt, 
The  proudeft  he  that  holds  up  Lancafier, 
Dares  fhr  a  Wing,  if  Warwick,  lhake  his  Bells. 
Pie  plant  Plantagenet,  root  him  up  who  dares : 
Refolve  thee  Richard,  claim  the  Englifh  Crown. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Clifford,  Northumberland,  Weftmer- 
land,  Exeter,  and  the  refi. 

Hen.  My  Lords,  look  where  the  llurdy  Rebel  fits, 
Even  in  the  Chair  of  State  :  belike  he  means, 
BackM  by  the  Power  of  Warwick^,  that  falfe  Peer, 
To  afpire  unto  the  Crown,  and  Reign  as  King. 
Earl  of  Northumberland,  he  flew  thy  Father, 
And  thine,Lord  CUfford,zxA  you  have  both  vow'd  revenge 
On  him,  his  Sons,  his  Favourites,  and  his  Friends. 

North.  I  f  1  be  not,  Heavens  be  reveng'd  on  me. 
Clifford.  The  hope  thereof  makes  Clifford  mourn  in 

Steel. 

Weft.  What,  fhall  we  fufFer  this  ?  Let's  pluck  him  down 
My  Heart  for  anger  burns,  I  cannot  brook  it. 

Henry.  Be  patient,  gentle  Earl  of  Weftmerland. 
Clifford.  Patience  is  for  Poltroons,  and  fuch  is  he : 

He  durft  not  fit  there  had  your  Father  liv'd. 
My  Gracious  Lord,  here  in  the  Parliament 
Let  us  allayi  the  Family  of  York. 

North.  Well  haft  thou  fpoken,  Coufin  be  it  fb. 
Henry.  Ah,  know  you  not  the  City  favours  them, 

And  they  have  Troops  of  Souldiers  at  their  beck? 
Wefim.  But  when  the  Duke  is  flain,  they'll  quickly  flye. 
Henry.  Far  be  the  thought  of  this  from  Henry's  Heart. 

To  make  a  Shambles  of  the  Parliament  Houfe. 
Coufin  of  Exeter,  Frowns,  Words,  and  Threats, 
Shall  be  the  War  that  Henry  means  to  ufe : 
Thou  Factious  Duke  of  York,,  defcend  my  Throne, 
And  kneel  for  Grace  and  Mercy  at  my  Feet, 
1  am  thy  Soveraign. 

Yorkj  I  am  thine. 
Exct.  For  fhame  come  down,  he  made  thee  Duke  of York- 

York.  It  was  my  Inheritance,  as  the  Earldom  was. 
Exet.  Thy  Father  was  a  Traytor  to  the  Crown. 
Warw.^  Exeter  thou  art  a  Traytor  to  the  Crown, 

In  following  this  ufurping  Henry. 
Cliff.  Whomfhould  he  follow,  but  his  natural  King  ? 
War.  Tvae,Clifford,  and  that's  Richard  Duke  of  York. 
Henry.  And  fhall  I  ftand,  and  thou  lit  in  my  Throne  ? 
York.  It  mufl  and  fhall  be  fo,  content  thy  felf. 
War.  Be  Dakc  of  Lancafier,  let  him  be  King. 

 P  P   Wefim  _ 
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Wejtm.  He  is  both  King  and  Duke  of  Lancafter, 
And  thatthe  Lord  of  Wcftmerland  {ha\\  maintain. 

War.  And  IVarwick^ftaW  difprove  it.  You  forget, 

That  we  are  thofe  which  chas'd  you  from  the  Field, 
And  flew  your  Fathers,  and  with  Colours  fpread 

March'd  through  the  City  to  the  Palace  Gates. 
North.  Yes,  War-tricky  I  remember  it  to  my  grief. 

And  by  his  Soul,  thou  and  thy  Houfe  (hall  rue  it. 
Weft.  Plant  aganet,  of  thee  and  thefethy  Sons, 

Thy  Kinfmen,  and  thy  Friends,  1'le  have  more  lives 
Than  drops  of  blood  were  in  my  Fathers  Veins. 

Cliff.  Urge  it  no  more,  leaft  that  inftcad  of  words 
I  fend  thee,  Warwick,  fuch  a  Meflenger, 
As  Ihall  revenge  his  death,  before  1  ftir. 

War.  Poor  Clifford,  how  I  fcorn  his  worthlefs  Threats. 
Plant.  Will  you,  we  fhew  our  Title  to  the  Crown  ? 

If  not,  our  Swords  lhall  plead  it  in  the  Field. 
Hen.  What  Title  haft  thou,  Traitor,  to  the  Crown  ? 

My  Father  was,  as  thou  art,  Duke  of  York,-, 
Thy  Grandfather  Roger  Mortimer,  Earl  of  March. 
I  am  the  Son  of  Henry  the  Fifth, 
Who  made  the  Dolphin  and  the  French  to  ftoop, 

Andfeiz'd  upon  their  Towns  and  Provinces. 
War.  Talk  not  of  France,  fith  thou  halt  loft  it  all. 

Henry.  The  Lord  Prote&or  loft  it,  and  not  I ; 
When  1  was  Crown'd  I  was  but  nine  months  old. 

Rich.  You  are  old  enough  now, 
And  yetmethinks  you  lofe  : 
Father,  tear  the  Crown  from  the  Ufurpcrs  Head. 

Edvp.  Sweet  Father  do  fo,  fet  it  on  your  Head. 
Mount.  Good  Brother, 

As  thou  lov'ft  and  honoreft  Arms, 

Let's  fight  it  out,  and  not  ftand  cavelling  thus. 
Rich.  Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets,  and  the  King  will 

flye. 
Plant.  Sons,  peace. 
Hen.  Peace  thou,  and  give  King  Henry  leave  to  fpeak. 
War.  PLmtagenet  (hall  fpeak  firft :  Hear  him  Lords, 

And  be  you  filent  and  attentive  too, 
For  he  that  interrupts  him,  (hall  not  live. 

Hen.  Think'ft  thou  that  I  will  leave  my  Kingly  Throne, 
Wherein  my  Grandlire  and  my  Father  fat  ? 

No  :  firft  lhall  War  unpeople  thi^  my  Realm  •, 
I,  and  their  Colours  often  born  in  France, 

And  now  in  England,  *to  our  hearts  great  forrow, 
Shall  be  my  V  Vinding-fheet,  why  faint  you  Lords  ? 

My  Title's  good,  and  better  far  than  his. 
War.  But  prove  it,  Henry,  and  thou  flialt  be  King. 
Hen.  Henry  the  Fourth  by  Conqueft  got  the  Crown. 

Plant.  'Twas  by  Rebellion  againft  his  King. 
Hen.  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  my  Title's  weak : 

Tell  me,  may  not  a  King  adopt  an  Heir  i 
Plant.  What  then  ? 

Hen.  If  he  may,  then  am  I  lawful  King  : 
For  Richard,  in  the  view  of  many  Lords, 

Relign'd  the  Crown  to  Henry  the  Fourth, 
Whofe  Heir  my  Father  was,  and  I  am  his. 

Plant.  He  rofe  againft  him,  being  his  Soveraign, 
And  made  him  to  refign  his  Crown  perforce. 

War.  Suppofe,  my  Lords,  he  did  it  unconftrain'd, 
Think  you  'twere  prejudicial  to  his  Crown  ? 

Exet.  No :  for  he  could  not  fo  refign  his  Crown, 
But  that  the  next  Heir  fhould  fucceed  and  reign. 

Hen.  Arc  thou  againft  us,  Duke  of  Exeter  ? 
Extt .  His  is  the  right,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 
Plant.  Why  whifperyou,  my  Lords,  and  anfwer  not  ? 
Ex.t.  My  Confcience  tells  me,  he  is  lawful  King. 
Hen.  All  will  revolt  from  me,  and  turn  to  him. 

North.  Plantagenet,  for  all  the  claim  thou  lay'ft, 
Think  not,  that  Henry  {hM  be  depos'd. 
,  War.  Depos'd  he  fhall  be  in  delpight  of  all. 
Northnmb.  Thou  art  deceiv'd  : 

'Tis  not  thy  Southern  pow^r 
Of  Effex,  Norfolk,  Suffolk,  ncrofKent, 

Which  makes  thee  thus  prefumptuous  and  proud 

Can  fet  the  Duke  up  in  defpight  of  me.         '  ' Cliff.  King  Henry,  be  thy  Title  right  or  wr»ng, Lord  Clifford  vows  to  fight  in  thy  defence : 
May  that  ground  gape,  aud  fwallow  me  alive  ; 
Where  I  fhall  kneel  to  him  that  flew  my  Father. 

Hen.  Oh  Clifford,  how  thy  words  revive  my  Heart. 
Plant.  Henry  of  Lancafter,  refign  thy  Crown  : 

What  mutter  you,  or  what  confpire  you,  Lords  ? 
War.  Do  right  unto  this  Princely  Duke  of  Tork, 

Or  I  will  fill  the  Houfe  with  armed  men, 

And  o're  the  Chair  of  State  where  now  he  fits, Write  up  his  Title  with  ufurping  Blood. 
He  ftamp  with  hs  foot,  and  the  Sauldiers 

flew  themfelves. 
Hen.  My  Lord  of  Warwick,  hear  me  but  one  wordj Let  me  for  this  time  reign  as  King. 
Plant.  Confirm  the  Crown  to  me,  and  to  mine  Heirs, 

And  thou  fhalt  Reign  in  quiet  while  thouliv'ft. 
Hen.  I  am  content :  Richard  Plantagenet 

Enjoy  the  Kingdom  after  my  deceafe. 

Cliff'.  What  wrong  is  this  unto  the  Prince,  your  Son? War.  What  good  is  this  to  England,  and  himfelf  ? 
Weft.  Bafe,  fearful,  and  defpaii  ing  Henry. 
C iff.  How  haft  thou  i.njur'd  both  thy  felf  and  as  ? 
Weft.  1  cannot  ftay  to  hear  thefe  Articles. Northun.b.  Nor  I. 

Cliff.  Come  Coufin,  let  us  tell  the  Queen  thefe  News. 
Weft.  Farewel  faii,t-hearted  and  degenerate  King, 

In  whofe  cold  blood  no  fpark  of  honour  bides. 
North.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  Houfe  of  Ttrk> 

And  die  in  Bands,  lor  this  unmanly  deed. 
Chff.  In  dreadful  War,  may'ft  thou  be  overcome, 

Or  live  in  peace  abandon'd  and  defpis'd. 
War.  Turn  this  way,  Henry,  and  regard  them  not. 
Exeter.  They  feck  revenge,  and  therefore  will  not  yield. 
Hen.  Ah  Exeter. 
War.  Why  fhould  you  figh,  my  Lord  ? 
Hen.  Not  for  my  felf,  Lord  Warwick,  but  my  Sofl, 

Whom  I  unnat'urally  fhall  difinherit, 
But  be  it  as  it  may  :  I  here  entayl 

The  Crown  to  thee,  and  to  thine  Heirs  for  ever, 
Conditiorftlly,  that  here  you  take  an  Oath, 

To  ceafe  this  Civil-war :  and  whil'ft  I  live, 
To  honour  me  as  thy  King  and  Soveraign : 
Neither  by  Treafon  nor  Hoftility, 
To  feek  to  put  me  down,  and  Reign  thy  felf. 

Plant.  This  Oath  1  willingly  take,  and  will  perform. 
War.  Long  live  King  Henry :  Plantagenet  embrace  him. 
Hen.  And  long  live  thou,  and  thefe  thy  forward  Sons. 
Plant.  Now  To?  ̂   and  Lancafter  arereconcil'd. 
Exet.  Accurft  be  he  that  feeksto  make  them  foes. 

Sonet.  Here  they  come  down. 

Plant.  Farewel,  my  gracious  Lord,  1'le  to  my  Cafile. 
War.  And  I'le  keep  London  with  my  Souldiers. 
Norf.  And  I  to  Norfolk^  with  my  followers. 
Mount.  And  I  unto  the  Sea  from  whence  I  came. 
Hen.  And  I  with  grief  and  forrow  to  the  Court. 

Enter  the  Queen. 
Exet.  Here  comes  the  Queen, 

Whofe  looks  bewray,  her  anger 
I'le  fteal  away. 

Henry.  Exeter,  fo  will  I. 

Oueen.  Nay,  go  not  from  me,  I  will  follow  thee. 
Hen.  Be  patient,  gentle  Queen,  and  I  will  ftay. 
Qneen.  V  Vho  can  be  patient  in  fuch  extreams  ? 

A  wretched  Man,  would  I  haddy'daMaid, 
And  never  feen  thee,  never  born  thee  Son, 

Seeing  thou  haft  prov'd  fo  unnatural  a  Father. 
Hath  hedeferv'd  to  lofe  his  Birth-right  thus  ? 
Hadft  thou  but  lov'd  him  half  fo  much  as  I, 
Or  felt  that  pain  which  I  did  for  him  once, 
Or  nourifht  him,  as  I  did  with  my  blood  ; 

Thou  would'ft  have  left  thy  deareft  Heart-hlood  there, 

Rather 
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Rather  than  made. that  favage  Duke  thine  Heir, 
And  dif-inherited  thine  only  Son. 

Erin.  Father,  you  cannot  dif-inherit  me  : 
If  you  be  King,  why  fhould  not  I  fuccced  ? 

Hen.  Pardon  me,  Margaret  ,  pardon  me,  fweet  Son, 

The  Earl  of  Warwick  and  the  Dukeenforc'd  me. 

Queen.  Enforc'd  thee  f  art  thou  King,  and  wilt  be  forcM? 
1  fhame  to  hear  thee  fpeak  :  ah  timorous  Wretch, 
Thou  haft  undone  thy  felf,  thy  Son,  and  me, 
And  given  unto  the  Houfe  of  Tork^  fuch  head, 
As  thou  fhalt  Reign  but  by  their  fufferance. 
To  entail  him  and  his  Heirs  unto  the  Crown, 
What  is  it,  but  to  make  thy  Sepulchre, 
And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time  ? 
Warwick.^  Chancellor,  and  the  Loid  of  Calice, 
Stern  Falconbndge  commands  the  Narrow  Seas, 
The  Duke  is  made  Protector  of  the  Realm, 
And  yet  (halt  thou  be  fafe  ?  fuch  fafety  finds 
The  trembling  Lamb,  invironed  with  Wolves, 
-lad  I  been  there,  which  am  a  filly  Woman, 
The  Souldiers  mould  have  tofs'd  me  on  their  Pikes, 
Before  1  would  have  granted  to  that  Act. 

But  thou  preferr'ft  thy  life  before  thine  honour. 
And  feeing  thou  do'ft,  I  here  divorce  my  felf, 
Both  from  thy  Table,  Henry,  and  thy  Bed, 
Until  that  Act  of  Parliament  be  repealed, 

Whereby  my  Son  is  dif-inherited. 
The  Northern  Lords,  that  have  forfworn  thy  Colours, 

Will  fo!low:mine*,  if  once  they  fee  them  fpread  : 

And  fpread  they  'fhall  be,  to  thy  foul  difgrace, And  utter  mine  of  the  Houie  of  lork,. 

Thus  do  1  leave  thee  :  Come  Son,  let's  away, 
Our  Army  is  ready,  come,  we'll  after  them. 

Henry.  .Stav,  gentle  Margaret ,  and  hear  me  fpeak.  • 
Queen.  Thou  haft  fpoke  too  much  already :  get  thee 

'one. 

Hen.-  Gentle  Son  Edward,  thou  wilt  ftay  with  me  ? 

Queen.  I,  to  be  murther'd  by  his  Enemies. 
Win.  When  I  return  with  victory  from  the  Field, 

'le  fee  your  Grace :  till  then  Pie  follow  her. 
Queen.  Come,  Son,  away,  we  may  not  linger  thus. 
Hen.  Poor  Queen, 

■low  love  to  me,  and  to  her  Son, 
Hath  made  her  break  out  into  terms  of  Pv^ge. 

leveng'd  may  ftie  be  on  that  hateful  Duke, 
Whofe  haughty  Spirit,  winged  with  delire, 
Will  coft- my  Crown,  and  like  an  empty  Eagle, 
Tyre  on  the  Flefh  of  me,  and  of  my  Son. 
The  lofsof  thofe three  Lords  torments  my  Heart : 

.'le  write  unto  them,  and  entreat  them  fair  j 
Come,  Coufin,  you  fhall  be  the  Meffenger. 

Exet .  'And  I  hope  fhall  reconcile  them  all.  •  \_Exit. 

Enter  Richard,  Edward,  and,  Mountague. 

Rich.  Brother,  though  I  be  you ngeft,  give  me  leave. 
Edw.  No,  I  can  better  play  the  Orator. 
Mom.  But  1  have  reafons  ftrong  and  forcible. 

Enter  the  Duke  °f  York. 

Yor.  Whv,  how  new  Sons  and  Brothers,  at  a  ftrife  ? 

What  is  your  Quarrel  ? .  how  began  it  firft  ? 
Edw.  No  Quarrel,  but  a  flight  Contention. 
Yor.  About  what? 

Rich.  About  that  which  concerns  your  Grace  and  us, 
The  Crown  of  England,  Father,  which  is  yours. 

Yor.  Mine,  Boy  ?  not  until  King  Henry  be  dead. 
Rich.  Your  Right  depends  not  on  his  life,  or  Death. 
Edw.  Now  you  are  Heir,  therefore  enjoy  it  now  c 

By  giving  the  Houfe  of  Lane  after  leave  to  breathe, 
It  will  out-run  you,  Father,  in  the  end. 

Yor.  I  took  an  Oath,  that  he  mould  quietly  Reign. 
Edw.  But  for  a  Kingdom  any  Oath  may  be  broken : 

I  would  break  a  thoufand  Oaths  to  Reign  one  year. 
Richard.  No-:  God  forbid,  your  Grace  Ihould  be  for 

(worn. 

Yor.  I  fhall  be,  if  I  claim  by  open  War. 

Richard,  i'le  prove  the  contrary,  if  you'l  hear  me 

fpeak. Yor.  Thou  canft  not,  Son,  'tis  impofRble. 
Rich.  An  Oath  is  of  no  moment,  being  not  took 

Before  a  true  and  lawful  Magiftrate, 
That  hath  authority  over  him  that  fwears. 
Henry  had  none,  but  did  ufurp  the  place. 
Then  feeing  'twas  he  that  made  you  to  depofe, 
Your  Oath,  my  Lord,  is  vain  and  frivolous. 
Therefore  to  Arms :  and,  Father,  do  but  think, 
How  fweet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  Crown, 
Within  whole  Circuit  is  Elyfium, 
And  all  that  Poets  feign  of  Blifs  and  Joy. 
Why  do  we  linger  thus  ?  I  cannot  reft, 

Until  die  White  Rofe  that  I  wear,  bedy'd 

Even  in  the  luke-warm  blood  of  Htnry~>s  Heart. Yor.  Richard,  enough :  I  will  be  King,  or  die. 
Brother,  thou  fhalt  to  London  prefently, 
Andwhjt  on  Warwick^  to  this  Enterprize. 
Thou,  Richard,  fhalt  be  Duke  of  Norfolk^ 
And  tell  him  privily  of  our  intent. 
You,  Edward,  fhall  unto  my  Lord  Cobham, 
With  whom  the  Kentijh-men  will  willingly  rife. 
In  them  I  truft  ;  for  they  are  Souldiers, 
Witty,  courteous,  liberal,  full  of  Spirit. 
While  you  are  thus  employ'd,  what  refteth  more, But  that  I  feek  occafion  how  to  rife  ? 
And  yet  the  King  not  privy  to  my  drift, 
Nor  any  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter. 

Enter  Gabriel. 

But  ftay,  what  News  ?  why  com'ft  thou  in  fuch  poft  ? Gabriel.  The  Queen, 

With  all  the  Northern  Earls  and  Lords, 
Intend  here  to  befiege  you  in  your  Caftle. 
She  is  hard  by,  with  twenty  thoufand  Men : 
And  therefore  fortifie  your  hold,  my  Lord. 

Yor.  I,  with  my  Sword. 

What  ?  think'ft  thou,  that  we  fear  them  ? 
Edward  and  Richard,  you  fhall  ftay  with  me, 
My  Brother  Montague  fhall  poft  to  London. 
Let  noble  Warwick^  Cobham,  and  the  reft, 
W  hom  we  have  left  Protectors  of  the  King, 
With  powerful  Policy  ftrengthen  themfelves, 
And  truft  notfimple  Henry,  nor  his  Oaths. 

Moun.  Brother,  I  go :  Pie  win  them,  fear  it  not. 
And  thus  moft  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave. 

[_Exit  Mountague. 

Enter  Mortimer,  and  his  Brother. 

Yor.  Sir  John,  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer,  mine  Uncles 
You  are  come  to  Sandal  in  a  happy  hour. 
The  Army  of  the  Queen  means  to  befiege  us. 

John.  She  fhall  not  need,  we'll  meet  her  in  the  Field. 
Yor.  What,  with  five  thoufand  Men  ? 
Rich.  I,  with  five  hundred,  Father,  for  a  need. 

A  Woman's  General ;  what  fhould  we  fear  ? \_A  jn arch  afar  off. 

Edw.  I  hear  their  Drums 

Let's  fet  our  Men  in  order, 
And  iflbe  forth,  and  bid  them  Battel  (freight. 

Yor.  Five  Men  to  twenty  though  the  odds  be  great 
I  doubt  not,  Uncle,  of  our  Victory. 
Many  a  Battel  have  I  won  in  France, 
When  as  the  Enemy  hath  been  ten  to  one : 
Why  fhould  I  not  now  have  the  like  fuccefs  ? 

Alarum.  \Exit 
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£nter  Rutland  and  his  Tutor, 

Rut.  Ah,  whither  (hall  I  flye,  to  fcape  their  hands  ? 
Ah,  Tutor,  look  where  bloody  Clifford  comes. 

Enter  Clifford. 

Clif.  Chaplain,  away,  thy  Priefthood  faves  thy  life, 
As  for  the  Brat  of  this  accurfed  Duke, 
Whofe  Father  flew  my  Father,  he  fhall  die. 

Tutor.  And  I,  my  Lord,  will  bear  him  company. 
Chf.  Souldiers,  away  with  him. 
Tutor.  Ah  Clifford,  murther  not  this  innocent  Child, 

Left  thou  be  hated  both  of  God  and  Man.  [Exit 
Chf.  How  now  ?  is  he  dead  already  ? 

Or  is  it  fear  that  makes  him  clofe  his  Eyes  ? 

I'le  open  them. 
Rut .  So  looks  the  pent-up  Lyon  o're  the  wretch, 

That  trembles  under  his  devouring  Paws : 
And  fo  he  walks,  infultingoVe  his  Prey, 
And  lb  he-comes  to  rend  his  Limbs  afnnder. 
Ah,  gentle  Clifford,  kill  me  with  thy  Sword, 
And  not  with  luch  a  cruel  threatning  look. 
Sweet  Clifford,  hear  me  fpeak,  before  I  die : 
I  am  too  mean  a  fubject  for  thy  wrath, 

Be  thou  reveng'd  on  Men,  and  let  me  live. 
Clif.  In  vain  thou  fpeak'ft,  poor  Boy 

My  Fathers  blocd  hath  ftop't  the  paffage 
Where  thy  words  fhould  enter. 

Rut.  Then  let  my  Fathers  blood  open  it  again, 
He  is  a  Man,  and,  Clifford,  cope  with  him. 

Chf.  Had  I  thy  Brethren  here,  their  lives  and  thine 
Were  not  revenge  fufhcient  for  me  : 

No,  if  I  digg'd  up  thy  Fore-fathers  Graves, 
And  hung  their  rotten  Coffins  up  in  Chains, 
It  could  not  flake  mine  ire,  nor  eafemy  heart. 

'  The  fight  of  any  of  the  Houfe  of  Tot\, 
Is  as  a  fury  to  torment  my  Soul : 
And  till  I  root  out  their  accurfed  Line, 
And  Lave  not  one  alive,  I  live  in  Hell. 
Therefore  

Rut.  Oh  let  me  pray,  before  I  take  my  death  : 
To  thee,  I  pray,  fweet  Clifford,  pity  me. 

Clif.  Such  pity  as  my  Rapier's  point  affords. 
Rut.  I  never  did  thee  harm  :  why  wilt  thou  flay  me  ? 
Chf.  Thy  Father  hath. 
Rut.  But  'twas  e're  I  was  born. 

Thou  haft  one  Son,  for  his  fake  pity  me, 
Leaft  in  revenge  thereof,  fith  God  is  jult, 
He  be  as  miferably  flain  as  I. 
Ah,  let  me  live  in  Prjfon  all  my  days, 
And  when  I  give  occalion  of  offence, 
Then  let  me  die,  for  now  thou  haft  no  caufe. 

Clif.  No  caufe  ?  thy  Father  flew  my  Father :  there- 
fore die. 

Rut.  Dii  faciant  landis  fumma  fit  iff  a  tu<e. 

Chf.  Plantagenet,  I  come,  Plantagenet. 
And  this  thy  Sons  blood  cleaving  to  my  Blade, 
Shall  ruft  upon  my  Weapon,  till  thy  blood 

Congeal'd  with  this,  do  make  me  wipe  off  both.  [Exit, 

Alarum.    Enter  Richard  Duke  of  York. 

Tor.  The  Army  of  the  Queen  hath  got  the  Field : 
My  Uncles  both  are  flain  in  refcuing  me, 
And  all  my  followers  to  the  eager  Foe 
Turn  back,  and  flye,  like  Ships  before  the  wind, 

Or  Lambs  purfu'd  by  hunger-ftarved  Wolves. 
My  Sons,  God  knows  what  hath  bechanced  them : 

But  this  1  know,  they  have  demean'd  themfelves 
Like  Men  born  to  Renown,  by  Life  or  Death. 
Three  times  did  Richard  make  a  Lane  to  me, 

And  thrice  cry'd,  Courage,  Father,  fight  it  out  •• 
And  full  as  oft  came  Edward  to  my  fide, 
With  Purple  Faulchion,  painted  to  the  Hilt 

In  blood  of  thofe  that  had  encountred  him :  . 

And  when  the  hardieft  Warners  did  retire, 

Richard  cry'd,  Charge,  and  give  no  foot  of  ground, 
And  cry'd,  a  Crown,  or  elfe  a  glorious  Tomb, 
A  Scepter  or  an  Earthly  Sepulcher. 

W  ith  this  we  charg'd  again :  but  out  alas, 

We  bodg'd  again :  as  I  have  feen  a  Swan 
With  bootlefs  labour  fwim  againft  the  Tide, 
And  fpend  her  ftrength  with  overmatching  Waves. 

[A  foort  Alarum  within. Ah  hark,  the  fatal  followers  do  purfue, 
And  I  am  faint,  and  cannot  flye  their  fury. 
And  were  1  ftrong,  I  would  not  fhun  their  fury. 
The  Sands  are  numbred,  that  make  up  my  Life, 
Here  muft  I  ftay,  and  here  my  Life  mull  end. 

Enter  the  Queen,  Clifford,  Northumberland,  the  young 
Prince  and  Souldiers. 

Come  bloody  Clifford,  rough  Northumberland^ 
I  dare  you  quenchlefs  fury  to  more  rage  : 
1  am  your  But,  and  I  abide  your  fhot. 

North.  Yield  to  our  mercy,  proud  Plantagenet. 
Chf.  I,  to  fuch  mercy,  as  his  ruthlefs  Arm 

With  down-right  payment,  fhew'd  unto  my  Father. 
Now  Phaeton  hath  tumbled  from  his  Carre, 

And  made  an  Evening  at  the  Noon-tide  Prick. 
Tor.  My  Afhes,  as  the  Phoenix,  may  bring  forth 

A  Bird,  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all : 
And  in  that  hope,  I  throw  mine  Eyes  to  Heaven, 

Scorning  what  e're  you  can  inflict  me  with- 
Why  come  you  not  ?  what.?  multitudes,  and  fear? 

Clif.  So  Cowards  fight,  when  they  can  flye  no  further, 
So  Doves  do  peck  the  Falcons  piercing  Talons, 
So  defperate  Thieves,  all  hopelefs  of  their  lives, 

Breath  out  invectives 'gainft  the  Officers. 
Tor.  Oh  Clifford,  but  bethink  thee  once  again, 

And  in  thy  thought  o're- run  my  former-time: 
And  if  thou  canft,  for  blufhing,  view  this  Face, 
And  bite  thy  Tongue,  thatflanders  him  with  Cowardice, 

Whofe  frown  hath  made  thee  faint  and  flye  e're  this. 
Chf.  I  will  not  bandy  with  thee  word  for  word, 

But  buckler  with  thee  blows  twice  two  for  one. 

Queen.  Hold,  valiant  Clifford,  for  a  thoufand  caufes 
I  would  prolong  a  while  the  Traytors  Life : 

Wrath  makes  him  deaf-,  fpeak  thou,  Northumberland. 
North.  Hold  Clifford,  do  not  honour  him  ibmuch, 

To  prick  thy  Finger,  though  to  wound  his  Heart. 
What  valour  were  it,  when  a  Curr  doth  grin, 
For  one  to  thruft  his  Hand  between  his  Teeth, 
When  he  might  fpurn  him  with  his  foot  away  ? 
It  is  Wars  prize  to  take  all  vantages, 
And  ten  to  one,  is  no  impeach  of  Valour. 

Chf.  I,  I,  fo  ftrives  the  Woodcock  with  the  Gynn. 
North.  So  doth  the  Cony  ftruggle  in  the  Net. 

Tor.  So  triumph  Thieves,  upon  their  conquer'd  Booty, 
So  true  Men  yield,  with  Robbers  fo  o're-matcht. 

North.  What  would  your  Grace  have  done  unto  him  now?, 
Queen.  Brave  Warriors,  Clifford  and  Northumberland, 

Come  make  himftand  upon  this  Mole-hill  here, 
That  caught  at  Mountains  with  out-ftretched  Aarms, 
Yet  parted  but  the  fhadow  with  his  hand. 

What,  was  it  you  that  would  be  England's  King  ? 
Was't  you  that  revell'd  in  our  Parliament, 
And  made  a  Preachment  of  your  high  Defcent? 
Where  are  your  mefs  of  Sons  to  back  you  now  ? 
The  wanton  Edward,  and  the  lufty  George  ? 
And  where's  that  valiant  Crook-back  Prodigy, 
Dicky,  your  Boy,  that  with  his  grumbling  voyce 
Was  wont  to  cheer  his  Dad  in  Mutinies  ? 
Or  with  the  reft,  where  is  your  Darling  Rutland? 

Look  York,,  I  ftain'd  this  Napkin  with  the  blood 
That  valiant  Clifford,  with  his  Rapiers  point, 
Made  iflue  from  the  bofom  of  the  Boy, 
And  if  thine  Eyes  can  water  for  his  Death, 

I  give 
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I  give  thee  this  to  dry  thy  Cheeks  withal. 
Alas  poor  Tor^  but  that  I  hate  thee  deadly, 
I  fliould  lament  thy  miserable  ftate. 
I  prithee  grieve,  to  make  me  merry,  York. 
What  hath  thy  fiery  H. art  foparchc  thine  entrails, 

That  not  a  Tear  can  fall  to  Rutland**  Death, 
Why  art  thou  patient,  Man  ?  thou  fliould'ft  be  mad : 
And  1,  to  make  thee  mad,  do  mock  thee  thus, 
Stamp,  rave,  and  fret,  that  I  may  fing  and  dance. 

Thou  would'A:  be  fee'd,  1  fee,  to  make  me  fport : 
York,  cannot  fpeak,  unlefs  he  wear  a  Crown. 
A  Crown  for  York ;  and,  Lords,  bow  low  to  him : 
Hold  you  his  Hands,  whilft  I  do  fet  it  on. 
I  marry,  Sir,  now  looks  he  like  a  King: 

I,  this  is  he  that  took  King  Henry's  Chair, 
And  this  is  he  was  his  adopted  Heir. 
But  how  is  it,  that  great  Plantagenet 
IsCrown'd  fo  foon,  and  broke  your  folemn  Oath  ? 
As  I  bethink  me,  you  mould  not  be  King, 
Till  our  King  Henry  had  fhook  hands  with  Death. 

And  will  you  pale  your  head  in  Henry's  Glory, 
And  rob  his  Temples  of  the  Diadem, 

Now  in  this  Life  againft  the  holy  Oath.? 
Oh  'tis  a  fault  too  too  unpardonable. 
Off  with  the  Crown,  and  with  the  Crown,  his  Head, 
And  whil'ft  we  breath  take  time  to  do  him  dead. 

CUf.  That  is  my  Office,  for  my  Fathers  fake. 

Qic  en.  Nay  lray,  let's  here  the  Orizons  he  makes. 
York±  She- Wolf  or  France, 

But  worfe  than  Wolves  of  France, 

Whofe  Tongue  more  poyfon's  than  the  Adders  Tooth : 
How  ill-befeeming  is  it  in  thy  Sex, 
To  triumph  like  an  Amazjonian  Trull, 
Upon  their  Woes,  whom  Fortune  captivates  ? 
But  that  thy  Face  is  Vizard-like,  unchanging, 
Made  impudent  with  ufe  of  evil  deeds, 
I  would  allay,  proud  Qjeen,  to  make  thee  blufh- 

To  tell  thee  whence  thou  cam'it,  of  whom  dei  iv'd, 
Were  lhame  enough  to  fhame  thee 

Wer^t  thou  not  itiamelefs, 
Thy  Father  bears  the  type  of  King  of  Naples, 

Of  both  the  Sicils,  and  Jemfil'im,  * 
Yet  not  fo  wealthy  as  an  Englfy  Yeoman. 
Hath  that  poor  Monarch  taught  thee  to  infult  ? 
It  needs  not,  nor  it  boots  thee  not,  proud  Qneen, 

Unlefs  the  Adage  mult  be  verify'd, 
That  Beggars  mounted,  run  their  Horfe  to  death. 
Tis  Beauty  that  doth  oft  make  Women  pioud, 
ButGod  he  knows,  thylhare  thereof  is  fmall. 

'Tis  Venue  that  doth  make  them  moft  admir'd, 
The  contrary  doth  make  thee  wondred  at. 

'Tis  Government  that  makes  them  feem  Divine, 
The  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable. 

Thou  art  as  oppofite  to  every  good, 
As  the  Antipodes  are  unto  us, 
Or  as  the  South  to  the  Septentrion. 
Oh  Tigres  Heart,  wrapt  in  a  Womans  Hide, 
How  could'ft  thou  drain  the  Life-blood  of  the  Child, 
To  bid  the  Father  w ipe  his  Eyes  withal, 
And  yet  be  feen  to  bear  a  Womans  Face  ? 

Women  are  foft,  mild,  pitiful,  and  flexible  • 
Thou  ftern,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorlelefs, 
Bidft  thou  me  rage  ?  why  now  thou  halt  thy  wifli. 

Would'ft  have  me  weep  i  why  now  thou  haft  thy  will. 
For  raging  Wind  blows  up  inceflant  fhowr's, 
And  when  the  rage  allays,  the  Rain  begins- 

Thefe  Tears  are  my  fweet  Rutland's  Obfequies, 
And  every  drop  cries  vengeance  to  his  der?th. 

'Gainftthee,  fell  Clifford,  and  thee,  falfe  Frenc h-woman* 
Northumb.  Beflirew  me,  but  his  f'aflions  movemc  fo, 

That  hardly  can  I  check  mine  Eyes  from  Tears. 
York^  That  Face  of  hi?, 

The  hungry  Cannibals  would  not  have  toucht, 

Would  not  have  ftain'd  the  Rofes  juft  with  blcod  : 

But  you  are  more  inhumane,  more  inexorable, 
Oh  ten  times  more  than  Tigers  of  Hyrcania. 
See,  ruthlefs  Queen,  a  haplefs  Fathers  Tears : 
This  Cloth  thou  dip'dft  in  blood  of  my  fweet  Boy, 
And  I  with  tears  do  wafh  the  blood  away. 
Keep  thou  the  Napkin,  and  go  boaft  of  this, 
And  if  thou  tell'ft  the  heavy  ftory  right, 
Upon  my  Soul,  the  hearers  will  ffied  Tears : 
Yea,  even  my  Foes  will  filed  faft-falling  Tears, 
And  fay,  alas,  it  was  a  piteous  deed. 
There  take  the  Crown,  and  with  the  Crown,  my  Curfe. 
And  in  thy  need,  fuch  comfort  come  to  thee, 
As  now  I  reap  at  thy  too  cruel  hand. 
Hard-hearted  Clifford,  take  me  from  the  World, 
My  Soul  to  Heaven,  my  Blood  upon  your  Heads. 

North.  Flad  he  been  llaughter-man  to  all  my  Kin, 
I  mould  not  for  my  life  but  weep  with  him, 
To  fee  how  inly  forrow  gripes  his  Soul. 

Queen.  What,  weeping  ripe,  my  Lord  Northumberland  ? 
Think  but  upon  the  wrong  he  did  us  all, 
And  that  wiil  quickly  dry  thy  melting  Tears. 

Clifford.  Here's  for  my  Oath,  here's  for  my  Fathers Death. 

Queen.  And  here's  to  right  our  gentle-hearted  King. 
Yor.  Open  thy  Gate  of  Mercy,  gracious  God. 

My  Soul  flies  through  thefe  wounds,  to  feek  out  thee. 
Queen.  Off  with  his  Head,  and  fet  it  on  YorJ^Gates, 

So  Yor^may  over-look  the  Town  of  York.  [Exeunt. 

A  March.    Enter  Edward,  Richard,  and  their  power. 

Ediv.  I  wonder  how  our  Princely  Father  fcap't : 
Or  whether  he  be  fcap'd  away,  or  no, 

From  Clifford's  and  from  Northumberland's  purfuit  ? 
Had  he  been  ta'ne,  we  would  have  heard  the  news : 
Had  he  been  flain,  we  fliould  have  heard  the  news : 
Or  had  he  fcap't,  methinks  we  fliould  have  heard 
The  happy  ty  dings  of  his  good  efcape. 
How  fares  my  Brother  ?  why  is  he  fo  fad  ? 

Rich.  1  cannot  joy  unt  il  I  be  refolv'd 
Where  our  right  valiant  Father  is  become. 
I  fawhim  in  the  Battel  range  about, 
And  watcht  him  how  he  fingled  Clifford  forth, 
Me  thought  he  bore  him  in  the  thickeft  troop, 
As  doth  a  Lyon  in  a  Heard  of  Neat, 

Or  as  a  Bear  encompafs'd  round  with  Dogs  : 
Who  having  pincht  a  few,  and  made  them  cry, 
The  reft  ftand  all  aloof,  and  bark  at  him. 

So  far'd  our  Father  with  his  Enemies, 
So  fled  his  Enemies  my  Warlike  Father : 

Methinks  'tis  prize  enough  to  be  his  Son. 
See  how  the  Morning  opes  her  Golden  Gates, 
And  takes  her  farewel  of  the  glorious  Sun. 
How  well  refembles  it  the  prime  of  Youth, 

Trimm'd  like  a  Yonker,  prancing  to  his  Love  ? 
Ed.  Dazle  mine  Eyes,  or  do  I  fee  three  Suns  ? 
Rich.  Three  glorious  Suns,  each  one  a  perfect  Sun, 

Not  feparated  with  the  racking  Clouds, 

But  fever'd  in  a  pale  clear-Alining  Skie. 
See,  fee  they  joyn,  embrace,  and  feem  tokifs, 

As  if  they  Vow'd  fome  League  inviolable. 
Now  are  they  but  one  Lamp,  one  Light,  one  Sun : 
In  this,  the  Heaven  figures  fome  event. 

Edrv.  'Tis  wondrous  Arrange, 
The  like  yet  never  heard  of. 
I  think  it  cites  us  (Brother)  to  the  Field, 
That  we,  the  Sons  of  brave  Plant agenet, 
Each  one  already  blazing  by  our  meeds, 
Should  notwithithftanding  joyn  our  Lights  together, 

And  ovei--fhine  the  Earth,  as  this  the  World. 
What  e'rs  it  bodes,  hence-forward  will  I  bear 
Upon  my  Target  three  fair  mining  Suns. 

Rich.  Nay,  bear  three  Daughters : 
By  your  leave,  I  fpeak  it, 

Pp  3  You 
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You  love  the  Breeder  better  than  the  Male. 

Enter  one  blowing. 

But  what  art  thou,  whofe  heavy  Looks  foretel 
Some  dreadful  Story  hanging  on  thy  Tongue  ? 

Meff.  Ah,  one  that  was  a  woful  looker  on, 
When  as  the  Noble  Duke  of  York  was  (lain, 

Your  Princely  Father,  and  my  loving  Lord. 

Edw.  Oh  fpeak  no  more,  for  1  have  heard  too  much. 

Rich.  Say  how  he  dy'd,  for  I  will  hear  it  all. 
Meff.  Environed  he  was  with  many  Foes, 

And  flood  againft  them,  as  the  hope  of  Troy 
Againft  the  Greeks-,  that  would  have  entred  Troy. 
But  Hercules  himfelf  muft  yield  to  odds : 

And  many  ftroaks,  though  with  a  little  Axe, 

Hewes  down  and  fells  the  hardeft-timber'dOak. 

By  many  hands  your  Father  was  fubdu'd, 
But  only  flaughter'd  by  the  ireful  Arm 
Of  unrelenting  Clifford,  and  the  Queen  : 
Who  CrownM  the  gracious  Duke  in  high  defpight, 
LaughM  in  his  face :  and  when  with  grief  he  wept, 
The  ruthlcfs  Qiieen  gave  him,  to  dry  his  Cheek, 

A  Napkin,  fteep'd  in  the  harmlefs  blood 
Of  fweet  youqg  by  rough  Clifford  (lain  : 
And  after  many  fcorns,  many  foul  taunts, 

They  took  his  Head,  and  cn  the  Gates  of  York. 

They  fet  the  fame-,  and  there  it  doth  remain, 

The  faddeft  fpeclacle  that  e're  1  view'd. Edw.  Sweet  Duke  of  York.,  our  prop  to  lean  upon, 

Now  thou  art  gone,  we  have  no  Staff,  no  Stay. 

Oh  Clifford,  boyft'rous  Clifford,  thou  hafc  flain The  flower  of  Europe,  for  his  Chevalry, 

And  treacheroufly  haft  thou  vanquifh'd  him, 

For  hand  to  hand  he  would  have  vanquifh'd  thee. 
Now  my  Souls  Palac  e  is  become  a  Prifon  : 
Ah,  would  (he  break  from  hence,  that  this  my  body 
Might  in  the  Ground  be  clofed  up  in  rclt  : 
For  never  henceforth  (hall  I  joy  again  : 

Never,  oh  never  fhall  I  fee  more  joy. 
Rich.  I  cannot  weep,  for  all  my  Bodies  moifture 

Scarce  ferves  to  quench  my  Furnace-burning  Heart : 
Nor  can  my  Tongue  unload  my  Hearts  great  burthen, 
For  felf-fame  Wind  that  I  fhould  fpeak  withal!, 

Is  kindling  Coals  that  fires  up  all  my  Breaft, 

And  burns  me  up  with  Flames,  that  Tears  would  quench 

To  weep,  is  to  make  lefs  the  depth  of  Grief  : 

Tears  then  for  Babes  •,  Blows,  and  revenge  for  me. 
Richard,  I  bear  thy  Name,  Fie  venge  thy  Death, 
Or  die  renowned  by  attempting  it. 

Edw.  His  Name  that  valiant  Duke  hath  left  with  thee 

His  Dukedom,  and  his  Chair,  with  me  is  left. 

Rich.  Nay,  if  thou  be  that  Princely  Eagles  Bird, 

Shew  thy  defcent,  by  gazing  'gainft  the  Sun  : For  Chair  and  Dukedom,  Throne  and  Kingdom  fay, 

Either  that  is  thine,  or  elfe  thou  wert  not  his. 

March.  Enter Warwick,  Mrr^cfs 
their  Army. 

Mountacute,  and 

fair  Lords?  what  fare?  what  news War.  How  now, 
abroad. 

Rich.  Great  Lord  of  Warwick-,  if  we  fhould  recount 

Our  baleful  news,  and  at  each  words  deliverance 

StabPoinardsin  our  Flefh,  till  all  were  told, 

The  words  would  add  more  anguifh  than  the  wounds. 

O,  valiant  Lord,  the  Duke  of  Tor^is  flain. 

*Edw.  O,  Warwick,  Warwick^,  that  PUntagenet, 
Which  held  thee  dearly  as  his  Souls  Redemption, 

Is  by  the  ftern  Lord  Clifford  done  to  Death. 

War.  Ten  days  ago  I  drown'd  thefe  news  in  tears, 
And  now  to  add  more  meafure  to  your  woes, 

I  come  to  tell  you  things  Oth  then  befaln. 

After  the  bloody  Fray  at  Wakefield  fought, 

Where  your  brave  Father  breath'd  his  lateft  Gafp, 

v  ;  
— 

Tidings  as  fwiftly,  as  the  Poll  could  run, 
Were  brought  me  of  your  lofs,  and  his  depart. 
I  then  in  London,  Keeper  of  the  King, 

Mufler'd  my  Souldiers,  gathered  Flocks  of  Friends, 
March'd  toward  St.  Albans,  to  intercept  the  Queen, 
Bearing  the  King  in  my  behalf  along  : 

For  by  my  Scouts,  I  wasadvertifed 
That  flie  was  coming  with  a  full  intent 
To  dafh  our  late  Decree  in  Parliament, 

Touching  King  Henry\  Oath,  and  your  Succcffion  •• 
Short  Tale  to  make,  we  at  St.  Albans  met, 

Our  Battels  joyn'd  and  both  fides  fiercely  fought  •• 
But  whether  'twas  the  coldnefs  of  the  King, 
Who  look'd  full  gently  on  h is  War. like  Queen, 
That  robb'd  my  Souldiers  of  their  heated  Spleen. 
Or  whether  'twas  report  of  her  Succefs, 
Or  more  than  common  fear  of  Cliffords  Rigour, 
Who  thunders  to  his  Captives,  Blood  and  Death, 
I  cannot  judge  :  but  to  conclude  with  truth, 
Their  Weapons  like  to  Lightning,  came  and  went : 
Our  Souldiers  like  the  Night-Owls  lazy  flight, 
Or  like  a  lazy  Threfher  with  a  Flayle, 
Feil  gently  down,  as  if  they  ftruck  their  Friends, 

i  cheer'd  them  up  with  Juftice  of  our  Caufe. 
With  promifeof  high  Pay,  and  great  Reward  : 
But  all  in  vain,  they  had  no  heart  to  fight, 
And  we  (in  them)  no  hope  to  win  the  Day, 
So  that  we  fled  :  the  King  unto  the  Queen, 

Lord'&eorge,  your  Brother  Norfolk,,  andmyfelf, 
i  ti  hafle,  port  hafte,  are  come  to  joyn  with  you : 
For  in  the  Marches  here  we  heard  you  were, 
Making  another  Head,  to  fight  again. 
Ed  Where  is  the  Duke  of.  Norfolk.,  gentle  WarwickJ 

And  when  came  George  from  Burgundy  to  England  ? 
War.  Some  fix  miles  off  the  Duke  is  with  the  Souldiers  7\ 

And  for  your  Brother  he  was  lately  fent 
From  your  kind  Aunt,  Dutchefs  of  Burgundy, 
With  aid  of  Souldiers  to  this  needful  War. 

Rich.  'Twas  odds  belike.,  when  valiant  Warwick  fled ; 
Oft  have  I  heard  his  prailes  in  purfuit, 

But  ne're  till  now,  his  fcandal  of  Retire. 
War.  Nor  now  my  fcandal,  Richard,  doll  thou  hear : 

For  thou  fhait  knowthisftrong  right  hand  of  mine, 

Can  pluck  the  Diadem  from  faint  Henry's  Head, 
And  wring  the  awful  Scepter  from  his  Fift, 
Were  he  as  famous,  and  as  bold  in  War, 

As  he  is  fam'd  for  Mildnefs,  Peace,  and  Prayer. 
Rich.  I  know  it  well,  Lord  Warwick,  blame  me  not, 

'Tis  love  I  bear  thy  Glories  makes  me  fpeak. 
But  in  this  troublous  time,  what's  to  be  done  ? 
Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  Coats  of  Steel, 
And  wrap  onr  Bodies  in  black  mourning  Gowns, 

Numb'ringour  Ave-Maries  with  our  Beads! 
Or  fhall  we  on  the  Helmets  of  our  Foes, 
Tell  our  Devotion  with  revengeful  Arms  ? 
If  for  the  laft,  fay  I,  and  to  it  Lords. 

War.  Why  therefore  VV irwicksvsns.  to  feek  you  out, 
And  therefore  comes  my  Brother  Mountague  \ 
Attend  me  Lords,  the  proud  infulting  Queen, 

W  ith  Clifford,  and  the  haught  Northumberland^ 
And  of  their  Feather  many  moe  proud  Birds, 
Have  wrought  the  eafie-melting  King,  like  Wax, 
He  (wore  confent  to  your  Succeflion, 
His  Oath  enrolled  in  the  Parliament, 
And  now  to  London  all  the  Crew  are  gone, 
To  fruftrate  both  his  Oath,  and  what  befide 
May  make  againft  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter. 
Their  power  (I  think  J  is  thirty  thoufand  ftrong  : 
Now,  if  the  help  of  Norfolk,  and  my  felf, 
With  all  the  Friends  that  thou  brave  Earl  of  March, 

Amongft  the  loving  Welch-men  canft  procure, 
Will  but  amount  to  five  and  twenty  thoufand, 

Why  Via,  to  London  will  we  march, 
And  once  again  beftride  our  foaming  Steeds, 

And 
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And  once  again  cry,  Charge  upon  our  Foes, 
But  never  once  again  turn  back  and  flye. 

Rich.  1,  now  methinks  I  hear  great  Warwhkjpezk  ; 

Ne're  may  he  live  to  fee  a  Sun-mine  day, 
That  cries  Retire,  if  lVarmckJ)k\  him  ltay. 

Rich.  Lord  Warwick,  on  thy  Shouldier  will  I  lean, 

And  when  thou  fail'ft  (as  God  forbid  the  hour ) 
Mult  Edward  fall,  with  peril  Heaven  forfend. 

War.  No  longer  Earl  of  March,  but  Duke  of  Turk: 
The  next  Degree,  is  Englands  Royal  Throne  : 

For  King  of  England  malt  thou  be  proclaim'd      l  . 
In  every  Burrough  as  we  pafs  along, 
And  he  that  throws  not  up  his  Cap  for  joy, 
Shall  for  the  fault  make  forfeit  of  his  Head. 

King  Edward,  valiant  Richard  Mount  ague : 

Stay  we  no  longer,  dreaming  of  Renown, 

But  found  the  Trumpets,  and  about  our  Task- 
Rich.  Then  Clifford,  were  thy  Heart  as  hard  as  Steel, 

As  thou  haft  fhewn  it  Flinty  by  thy  Deeds, 

I  come  to  pierce  it,  or  to  give  thee  mine. 

Edw.  Then  ftrike  up  Drums,  God  and  St-  George  for  us. 
Enter  a  Meffenger. 

War.  How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Mtf.  The  Duke  of  AV/b/^fends  you  word  by  me, 
TheQnieen  is  coming  with  apuifTant  Hofte, 

And  craves  your  company,  for  fpeedy  Counfel. 

War.  Why  then  it  forts,  brave  Warriors  lets  away. 

\_Extunt  onuics. 

Enter  the  King,  the  Queen,  Clifford,  Northumberland, 

and  young  Prince,  with  Drum  and  Tfnmf>sts. 

Qu.  Welcome,my  Lord  to  this  brave  Town  of  York,, 
Yonder's  the  Head  of  that  Arch-enemy, 

"  "hat  fought  to  be  encompaft  with  your  Crown. 
Doth  not  the  Objeft  cheer  your  Heart,  my  Lord  ? 

K.  I ,  as  the  Rocks  cheer  them  that  fear  thdr  Wrack, 
To  fee  this  fight  it  irks  my  very  Soul : 

With- hold  Revenge  (dear  God)  'tis  not  my  fault, 
Nor  wittingly  have  I  infring'd  my  Vow. 

Clif.  My  gracious  Liege,  this  too  much  Lenity 
And  harmfm  pity  rauft  be  laid  alidc : 
To  whom  do  Lyons  c  alt  their  gentle  looks  ? 
NottotheBeaftthat  would  ufurp  their  Den. 
Whofe  Hand  is  that  the  Forreft  Bear  dcth  lick  ? 

Not  his  that  fpoylsher  young  before  h  :r  Face. 

Who  fcapesthe  lurking  Serpents  mortal  fling .? Not  he  that  fets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 
The  fmalleft  Worm  will  turn,  being  troden  on, 

And  Doves  will  peck  in  fafeguard  of  their  Brood. 
Ambitious  YorkjAid  level  at  thy  Crown, 

Thou  tailing,  while  he  knit  his  angry  B  rows. 
He  but  a  Duke,  would  have  his  Son  a  King, 
And  raife  his  ifTue  like  a  loving  Sire, 
Thou  being  a  King,  bleff  with  a  gbodly  Son, 
Didfl  yield  confent  to  disinherit  him: 
Which  argued  thee  a  mofl  unloving  Father. 
Unreafonable  Creatures  feed  their  Young, 
And  though  mans  Face  be  fearful  to  their  Eyes, 
Yet  in  protection  of  their  tender  ones, 
Who  hath  notfeen  them  even  with  thofe  wings, 

Which  fom;times  they  have  us'd  with  fearful  flight, 
Make  War  with  him  that  climb'd  unto  their  Neft. 

'  Offering  their  own  lives  in  their  Youngs  Defence  ? 
For  fhame,  my  Liege,  make  them  your  Prelident : 
Were  it  not  pity  that  this  gbodly  Boy 
Should  lofehis  Birth-right  by  his  Fathers  Fault, 
And  long  hereafter  fay  unto  his  Child, 
V  Vhat  my  great  Grandfather,  and  my  Grandflre  got, 
My  carekfs  Father  fondly  gave  away. 
Ah,  what  a  fhame  were  this  ?  look  on  the  Boy, 
And  let  his  Manly  face,  which  promifeth 
Succefsful  Fortune  fteal  thy  melting  Heart, 
To  hold  thine  own,  and  leave  thine  own  with  him. 

Kwg.  Full  well  hath  Clifford  plaid  the  Orator, 
Inferring  Arguments  of  mighty  Force : 
But,  Clifford,  tell  me,  didft  thou  never  hear, 
That  things  ill  got,  had  ever  bad  Succefs. 
And  happy  always  was  it  for  that  Son, 
Whole  Fatherfor  his  hoording  went  to  Hell : 
Tie  leave  my  Son  my  vertuous  deeds  behind, 
And  would  my  Father  had  left  me  no  more  : 
For  all  the  relt  is  held  at  fuch  a  Rate, 
As  brings  a  thoufand  fold  more  care  to  keep, 
Than  in  pofleffion  any  jot  of  pleafure. 
Ah  Coufin  York,  would  thy  beft  Friends  did  know, 
How  it  doth  grieve  me  that  that  thy  Head  is  here. 

Qii.  My  Lord,cheer  up  your  Spirits,  our  Foes  are  nigh, 
And  this  loft  Courage  makes  your  Followers  faint : 

You  promis'd  Knighthood  to  our  forward  Son, 
Uufheath  your  Sword,  and  dub  him  prefently. 
Edward,  kneel  down. 

Kir,g.  Edward  Plant  a  genet,  arife  a  Knight, 
And  learn  this  Leflbn,  draw  thy  Sword  in  right. 

P/m.  My  gracious  Father,  by  your  Kingly  leave, 
I'le  draw  it  as  apparent  to  the  Crown, 
And  in  that  Quarrel  ufe  it  to  the  death- 

Clif.  Why  that  is  fpoken  like  a  toward  Prince. 
Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Miff.  Royal  Commanders,  be  inreadinefs, 
For  with  a  Band  of  thirty  thoufand  men, 
Comes  Warwick,  backing  of  the  Duke  of  York, 
And  in  the  Towns  as  they  do  march  along, 
Proclaims  him  King,  and  many  flye  to  him, 

Darraign  your  Battel,  they  are  at  hand. 
CUf.  1  would  your  Highnefs  would  depart  the  Field, 
The  Queen  hath  be  ft  fuccefs  when  you  are  abfent. 

Qu.  I,  good  my  Lord,  and  leave  us  to  our  Fortune. ' 
King.  Why  that's  my  Fortune  too,  therefore  I'le  ftay. 
North.  Be  it  with  refolution  then  to  fight. 

Prin.  My  Royal  Father,  cheer  thefe  Noble  Lords, 

And  hearten  thofe  that  fight  in  your  defence  •• 
llnfhcath  your  Sword,  good  Father:  cry  St.  George. 

March.    Enter  Edward,  Warwick,  Richard,  Clarence, 
Norfolk,  Ivicuntague,  and  Souldters. 

Ed.  Now  perjur'd  flenry,  wilt  thou  kneel  for  Grace  ? 
And  fet  thy  Diadem  upon  my  Head  ? 
Or  bide  the  Mortal  fortune  of  the  Field. 

Qh  Go  rate  thy  Minions,  proud  infulting  Boy,  : 
Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  in  terms,  ^ 
Before  thy  Soveraign,  and  thy  lawful  King  ? 

Ed.  I  am  his  King,  and  he  mould  bow  his  knee  ; 
I  was  adopted  Heir  by  his  Confent. 
Since  when,  his  Oath  is  broke :  for  asl  hear, 
You  that  are  King,  though  he  do  wear  the  Crown, 

Have  caus'd  him  by  new  Ait  of  Parliament, 
To  blot  out  me,  and  put  his  own  Son  in. 

CUf.  And  reafon  too  : 
Who  fhould  fuccced  the  Father,  but  the  Son  ? 

Rich.  Are  you  there.  Butcher?  O,  I  cannot  fpeak. 
Clif.  I,  Crook-back,  here  I  fland  to  anfwer  thee, 

Or  any  he,  the  proudeft  of  thy  fort. 
Rich.  'Twas  you  that  kiH'd  young  Rutland,\\as  it  not  ? 
CUf.  I,  and  old  Yo^,  and  yet  not  fatisfied. 
Rich.  For  God's  fake,  Lords,  give  fignal  to  the  Fight. War.  What  fay 'ft  thou,  Henry, 

Wilt  thou  yield  the  Crown  ? 

G.Why  how  now,long-tongu'dlf<irir/c^dare  you  fpeak? 
When  you  and  I  met  at  St.  Albans  laft,  « 
Your  Legs  did  better  fervice  than  your  hands. 

War.  Then 'twas  my  turn  to  flye,  and  now  'tis  thine. 
Clif.  You  faid  fo  much  before,  and  yet  you  fled. 
War.  'Twas  not  your  valour,  Clifford,drovQ  me  thence. 
Nor.  No,  nor  your  Manhood  that  durft  make  you  flay. 
Rich.  Northumberland,  I  hold  thee  reverently, 

Break  off  the  Parley,  for  fcarce  I  can  refrain 

The 
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The  execution  of  my  big-fwoln  Heart  ■ 
Upon  that  Clifford,  that  cruel  Child-killer. 

Clif.  I  flew  thy  Father,  call'ft  thou  him  a  Child  ? 
Rich.  I,  like  a  Daftard,  and  a  treacherous  Coward, 

As  thou  didlt  kill  our  tender  Brother  Rutland, 

But  ere  Sun  fet,  l'le  make  thee  curfe  the  deed. 
Kmg.  Have  you  done  with  words  (my  Lords )  and  hear 

me  fpeak. 
Queen.  Defie  them  then,  or  elfe  hold  clofe  thy  Lips. 
Kmg.  1  prithee  give  no  limits  to  my  Tongue, 

I  am  a  King,  and  priviledg'd  to  fpeak. 
Clif.  My  Liege,  the  wound  that  bred  this  meeting  here, 

Cannot  be  cur'd  by  words,  therefore  be  frill. 
Rich.  Then  Execution  erunfheath  thy  Sword 

By  him  that  made  us  all,  I  am  refolv'd, 
That  Cliffords  Manhood  lies  upon  his  Tongue. 

Ed.  Say,  Henry,  (hall  I  have  my  right,  or  no : 
A  thoufand  Men  have  broke  their  Fails  to  day, 

That  ne'refhall  dine,  unlefs  thou  yield  the  Crown. 
War.  If  thou  deny,  their  Blood  upon  thy  Head, 

For  York,  in  iuftice  puts  his  Armour  on. 
Pr.  Ed.  If  that  be  right,  which  Warwick  fays  is  right, 

There  is  no  wrong,  but  every  thing  is  right. 
War.  Who  ever  got  thee,  there  thy  Mother  Hands, 

For  well  I  wot,  thou  haft  thy  Mothers  Tongue. 
Queen.  But  thou  art  neither  like  thy  Sire  nor  Dam, 

But  like  a  foul  milhapen  Stigmatick, 

Mark'd  by  the  Deftinies  to  be  avoided, 
As  venom  Toads,  or  Lizards  dreadful  flings. 

Rich.  Iron  of  Naples,  hid  with  Fngltjh  gilt, 
Whofe  Father  bears  the  Title  of  a  King, 

(As  if  a  Channel  fh  3uld  be  call'd  the  Sea  J 
Sham'ft  thou  not,  knowing  whence  thou  art  extraught, 
To  let  thy  Tongue  detect  thy  bafe-born  heart. 

Ed.  A  wifp  of  Straw  were  worth  a  thoufand  Crowns, 
To  make  this  Qiaraelefs  Callet  know  her  felf. 

Helen  of  Greece  was  fairer  far  than  thou, 
Although  thy  Husband  may  be  MeneUm, 
And  ne're  was  ̂ rfz»ew»o»'s  Brother  wrone'd 
By  that  lalfe  Woman,  as  this  King  by  thee. 

His  Father  revel  I'd  in  the  H^art  of  Fiance, 
And  tam'd  i-he  King,  3rd  made  ffie  Dolphin  ftoop  : 
And  had  he  match'd  according  io  his  State, 
He  might  have  kept  that  glory  to  this  day. 
But  when  he  took  a  Beggar  to  his  B.d, 

Andgrac'd  thy  poor  Sire  with  his  Bridal daj| 
Even  then  that  Sun-fhipebrew'd  a  fhowr  for  him, 
^Thatwafht  his  Fathers  Fortunes  forth  of  France, 

And  hcap'd  Sedition  on  his  Crown  at  home : 
For  what  hath  broach'dthis  tumult  but  thy  pride  ? 
Hadft  thou  been  meek,  our  Title  itill  had  flfept, 
And  we  in  pity  of  the  Gentle  King, 
Had  flipt  our  Claim  until  another  Age. 

Cla.  But  when  we  law  our  Sunfhinc  made  thy  Spring, 

And  that  thy  Summer  bred' us  hq etfcj" eafe, We  fet  the  Ax  to  thy  ufiirping  Root : 
And  though  the  edge  hathfpmething  hit  our  felves, 
Yet  know  thou,  fince  we  have  begun  to  ftrike, 

We'll  never  leave,  till  we  have  hewn  thee  down, 
Or  bath'-d  thee  growing  with  our  heated  bloods. 

Ed.  And  in  this  refolntion  I  defie  thee, 
Not  willing  any  longer  Conference, 

Since  thou  deni'dft  the  gentle  King  to  fpeak. 
Sound  Trumpets,  let  our  bloody  Colours  wave, 
And  either  Victory,  or  elfe  a  Grave. 

Queen.  Stay,  Edward. 

Ed.  No,  wrangling  Woman,  wc'il  no  longer  flay. 
Thefe  words  will  coft  ten  thoufand  lives  this  day. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 

Alarum.    Excurflons.    Enter  Warwick. 

War.  Fore-fpent  with  toyl,  as  Runners  with  a  Race, 
t  lay  me  down  a  little  while  to  breath  ; 

For  ftrokes received,  and  many  blows  repaid,- 
Have  robb'd  my  ftrong  knit  Sinews  of  their  ftrength, 
And  fpight  of  fpight,  needs  mult  I  reft  a  while. 

Enter  Edward  running. 
Ed.  Smile,  gentle  Heaven,  or  ftrike,  ungentle  death, 

For  this  world  frowns,  and  Edward's  Sun  is  clouded. 
War.How  now,  my  Lord,whathap?  what  hope  of  good  ? Enter  Clarence. 

Cla.  Our  hap  is  lofs,  our  hope  but  fad  depair, 
Our  ranks  are  broke,  and  ruine  follows  us. 

What  Counfel  give  you  .?  whether  fhall  we  flye  ? 
Ed.  Bootleis  is  flight,  they  follow  us  with  Wings, 

And  weak  we  are,  and  cannot  fhun  purfuit. 
Enter  Richard. 

Rich.  Ah  Warwick,  why  haft  thou  withdrawn  thy  felf? 
Thy  Brothers  blood  the  thirfty  Earth  hath  drunk, 

Broach'd  with  the  fteely  point  of  Clifford^  Launce  : 
And  in  the  very  pangs  of  death  he  cry'd, 
Like  to  a  difmal  Clangor  heard  from  far, 
Warwick^,  revenge  ̂   Brother,  revenge  my  death. 
So  underneath  the  belly  of  their  Steeds, 

That  ftain'd  their  Fetlocks  in  his  fmoaking  blood, 
The  Noble  Gentkman  gave  up  the  Ghoft. 

War.  Then  let  the  Earth  be  drunken  with  our  blood : 

l'le  kill  my  Horfe  becaufe  I  will  not  flye : 
Why  ftand  we  like  foft-hearted  Women  here, 
Wailing  our  lofles,  whiles  the  Foe  doth  rage, 
And  look  upon,  as  if  the  Tragedy 

Were  plaid  in  jeft  by  counterfeiting  Actors. 
Hereon  my  Knee,  I  vow  to  God  above, 

l'le  never  pawfe  again,  never  ftand  ftill, 
Till  either  death  hath  clos'd  thefe  Eyes  of  mine, 
Or  Fortune  given  me  meafure  of  revenge. 

Ed.  O  Warwick,  I  do  bend  my  Knee  with  thine, 
And  in  this  Vow  do  Chain  my  Soul  to  thine. 

And  e're  my  Knee  rife  from  the  Earths  cold  Face, 
I  throw  my  Hands,  mine  Eyes,  my  Heart  to  thee, 
Thou  fetter  up,  and  plucker  down  of  Kings, 
Befeeching  thee,  (if  with  thy  WiH  itftands ) 
That  to  my  Foes  this  body  mult  be  prey, 
Yet  that  thy  Brazen  Gates  of  Heaven  may  ope, 
And  give  fweet  paffage  to  my  finful  Soul. 
Now  Lords,  take  leave  until  we  meet  again, 

Where  e're  it  be,  in  Heaven,  or  in  the  Earth. Rich.  Brother, 

Give  me  thy  Hand,  and  gentle  Warwick, 
Let  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  arms: 
I  that  did  never  weep,  now  melt  with  woe, 
That  Winter  ihould  cut  off  our  Spring-time  fo. War.  Away,  away : 

Once  more,  fweet  Lords,  farewel. 
Cla.  Yet  let  us  altogether  to  our  Troops : 

And  give  them  leave  to  flye  that  will  not  flay : 
And  call  them  Pillars  that  will  ftand  to  us : 

And  if  we  thrive,  promife  them  fuch  rewards 
As  Victors  wear  at  the  Olympian  Games. 
This  may  plant  Courage  in  their  quailing  breafts, 

For  yet  is  hope  of  Life  and  Victory  •• 
Fore-How  no  longer,  make  we  hence  amain-  [Exeunt, 

Excurfions.    Enter  Richard  and  Clifford. 

Rich.  Now  Clifford-,  I  have  fingled  thee  alone, 
Suppofe  this  arm  is  for  the  Duke  of  York., 
And  this  for  Rutl.ind,  both  bound  to  revenge, 
Wer't  thou  environ'd  with  a  Brazen  Wall. 

Clif.  Now,  Richard,  I  am  with  thee  here  alone, 

This  is  the  Hand  that  ftabb'd  thy  Father  York-, 
And  this  the  Hand  that  Hew  thy  Brother  Rutland, 
A  nd  here's  the  Heart,  that  triumphs  in  their  death, 
And  cheers  thefe  Hands  that  flew  thy  Sire  and  Brother, 
To  execute  the  like  upon  thy  felf, 
And  fo  have  at  thee. 

They  fight,  Warwick  comes,  Clifford  flies. 
Rich  I 
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Rtih.  Nay  Warwick  fingle  out  fome  other  Chace, 

For  I  my  fslf  will  hunt  this  Wolf  to  Death.  lExtunt. 

Alarum.    Enter  King  Henry  alone. 

Hen.  This  Battel  fares  like  to  the  mornings  War, 

When  dying  Clouds  contend  with  growing  Light, 
What  time  the  Shepherd  blowing  of  his  Nails, 
Can  neither  call  it  perfect  Day,  nor  Night. 
Now  fwaysitthis  way,  like  a  mighty  Sea, 

Forc'd  by  the  Tide  to  combat  with  the  Wind  : 

Now  fways  it  that  way,  like  the  felf-fame  Sea, 
Forc'd  to  retire  by  fury  of  the  Wind. 
Sometime,  the  Flood  prevails ;  and  then  the  Wind : 

Now>  one  the  better,  then  another  belt  •, 

Both  tugging  to  be  Vi&ors,  breaft  to  breaft  •• Yet  neither  Conquerour,  nor  conquered. 
So  is  the  equal  poize  of  this  fell  War. 
Here  on  this  Mole-hil  will  1  fit  me  down, 

To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  V  idory  : 

For  Margaret  my  Queen,  and  Clifford  too 
Have  chid  me  from  the  Battel  ̂   fwearing  both, 

They  profper  belt  of  all  when  1  am  thence. 
Would  1  were  dead,  if  Gods  good  will  were  fo  : 

For  what  is  in  this  World,  but  grief  and  woe  ? 
Oh  God !  methinks  it  were  a  happy  Life, 
To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  Swain, 
To  fit  upon  a  Hill,  as  I  do  now, 
To  carve  our  Dials  queintly,  point  by  point, 
Thereby  to  fee  the  Minutes  how  they  run  : 

How  many  makes  the  Hour  full  compleat, 
How  many  Hours  bring  about  the  Day, 
How  many  days  will  finifh  upthe  year, 

How  many  years  a  Mortal  Man  may  live. 
When  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  Times : 

So  many  hours  muft  1  tend  my  Flock  •, 

So  many  hours  mult  I  take  my  reft  •, 
So  many  hours  muft  1  contemplate : 

So  many  hours  muft  I  fport  my  felf ; 

So  many  days  my  Ewes  have  been  w  ith  young : 

So  many  days  e're  the  poor  Fools  will  Fan : 

So  many  years  e'rel  (halllheer  the  Fleece  : 
So  Minutes,  Hour?,  Days,  Months,  and  Years, 
Paft  over  to  the  end  they  were  Created, 

Would  bring  white  Hairs  unto  a  quiet  Grave. 

Ah  !  what  a  Life  were  this  ?  How  fweet ,  how  lovely  ? 

Gives  not  the  Haw-thorn  bufh  a  fweeter  (hade 

To  Shepherds,  looking  on  their  filly  Sheep, 

Than  doth  a  rich  embroider'd  Canopy 

To  Kings,  that  fear  their  Subjects  treachery  ? 

Oh  yes,  it  doth,  a  thoufand  fold  it  doth. 
And  to  conclude,  the  Shepherds  homely  Curds, 

His  cold  thin  drink  out  of  his  Leather  Bottle, 

His  wonted  fleep,  under  a  frefh  Trees  fhade, 
All  which  fecure,  and  fweetly  he  enjoys, 
Is  far  beyond  a  Princes  Delicates : 
His  Viands  fparkling  in  a  Golden  Cup, 
His  body  couched  in  a  curious  Bed, 

When  Care,  Miftruft,  and  Treafons  waits  on  him. 

Alarum.    Enter  a  Son  that  had  kilPd  his  Father  at  one  door^ 

and  a  Father  that  had  kilPd  his  Son  at  another  door. 

Son.  Ill  blows  the  wind  that  profits  no  body, 

This  Man  whom  hand  to  hand  I  Hew  in  fight, 

May  be  pofiefled  with  fome  ftore  of  Crowns, 

And  I  that  (haply)  take  them  from  him  now, 

May  yet  (e're  Night)  yield  both  my  Life  and  them 
To  fome  Man  elfe,  as  this  dead  Man  doth  me. 

Who's  this  ?  Oh  God !  it  is  my  Fathers  Face, 
Whom  in  this  Conflict,  I  (unawares)  have  kilPd  : 
Oh  heavy  times!  begetting  fuch  events. 
From  London,  by  the  King  was  I  preic  forth, 
My  Father  being  the  Earl  of  Warwick  Man 

Came  on  the  part  of  Fork.  •,  preft  by  his  Mafter : 
And  1,  who  at  his  hands  receiv'd  my  life, 
Have  by  my  hands  of  life  bereaved  him. 
Pardon  me,  God,  I  knew  not  what  I  did  : 
And  pardon,  Father,  for  I  knew  not  thee. 

My  Tears  fhall  wipe  away  thefe  bloody  marks  •* 
And  no  more  words,  till  they  have  flow'd  their  fill. 

King.  O  piteous  ipectacle!  O  bloody  Times ! 
Whiles  Lyons  War,  and  Battel  for  their  Dens, 
Poor  harmelefs  Lambs  abide  their  Enmity. 

Weep,  wretched  Man,  l'le  aid  thee  Tear  for  Tear, 
And  let  our  Hearts  and  Eyes,  like  Civil  War, 

Be  blind  with  Tears,and  break  o're-charg'd  with  Grief. 

Enter  Father^  bearing  of  his  Son. 

Fa.  Thou  that  fo  ftoutly  haft  refifted  me, 
Give  me  thy  Gold,  if  thou  haft  any  Gold  : 
For  I  have  bought  it  with  an  hundred  blows. 
But  let  me  fee  :  is  this  our  Foe-man's  Face  ? 
Ah,  no,  no,  no,  it  is  my  only  Son. 
Ah  Boy,  if  any  Life  be  left  in  thee, 
Throw  up  thine  Eye  ;  fee,  fee,  what  fhowers  arife, 
Blown  with  the  windy  Tempeft  of  my  Heart. 
Upon  thy  wounds,  that  kills  mine  Eye,  and  Heart. 
O  pit/  God,  this  miferable  Age ! 
What  ftraragems  ?  how  fell  ?  how  butcherly  ? 
Erroneous,  Mutinous,  and  unnatural, 
This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget  ? 
O  Boy !  thy  Father  gave  thee  Life  too  foon, 
And  hath  bereft  thee  of  thy  Life  too  late. 

Ki.  Woe  above  woe :  grief,  more  than  Common  grief  \ 
O  that  my  Death  would  ftay  thefe  rueful  deeds  t 
O  pity,  pity,  gentle  Heaven,  pity. 
The  Red  Rofe  and  the  White  are  on  his  Face, 
The  fatal  Colours  of  our  ftriving  Houfes. 
The  one  is  purple  Blood  right  well  refembles, 
The  other  his  pale  Cheeks  f  methinks,)  prefenteth: 

Wither  one  Rofe,  and  let  the  other  flourifh  ." 
If  you  contend,  a  thoufand  Lives  muft  wither. 

Son.  How  will  my  Mother,  for  a  Father's  Death, 

Take  on  with  me,  and  ne're  be  fatisfi'd  ? 
Fa.  How  will  my  Wife,  for  flaughter  of  my  Son, 

Shed  Seas  of  Tears,  and  ne're  be  fatisfi'd? 
King.  How  will  the  Country,  for  the  woful  chances, 

Mis  think  the  King,  and  not  be  fatisfied  ? 
Son.  Was  ever  Son  fo  rew'd  a  Fathers  Death  ? 
Fath.  Was  ever  Father  fo  bemoan'd  his  Son  ? 

Hen.  Was  ever  King  fogriev'd  for  Subjects  woe  ? 
Much  is  your  Sorrow ;  mine,  ten  times  fo  much. 

Son.  Pie  bear  thee  hence,  where  I  may  weep  my  fill. 
Fath.  Thefe  Arms  of  mine  fhall  be  thy  winding-fheet, 

My  heart  (fweet  Boy)  fhall  be  thy  Sepulcher, 

For  from  my  Heart  thine  Image  ne're  fhall  go. 
My  fighmg  Breaft  fhall  be  thy  Funeral  Bell  j 
And  fo  obfequious  will  thy  Father  be, 
Mar,  for  the  lofs  of  thee,  having  no  more, 
As  Priam  was  for  all  his  valiant  Sons, 
Pie  bear  thee  hence,  and  let  them  fight  that  will, 
For  1  have  murthered  where  1  fhould  not  kill.  [Exit. 

Fhn.  Sad-hearted  men,  much  overgone  with  Care  ; 
Here  fits  a  King,  more  woful  than  you  are. 

Alarums.    Excursions.  Enter  the  Queen,  the  Prince  ,  and 
Exeter. 

Prin.  Fly  Father,  flye  :  for  all  your  Friends  are  fled. 

And  Warwick,  rages  like  a  chafed  Bull  •• 
Away,  for  Death  doth  hold  us  in  pui  fuit. 

Qii,  Mount  you  my  Lord,  towards  Barwkk,  poft  amain  :  I 
Edward  and  RichardMke  a  brace  of  Grey-hounds, 

Having  the  feaiful  flying  Hare  in  fight, 
With  fiery  Eyes,  fparkling  for  very  wrath, 
And  bloody  Steel  grafpt  in  their  ireful  hands, 

Are  : 
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Are  at  our  backs,  and  therefore  hence  amain. 
Exct.  Away  :  for  vengeance  comes  along  with  them. 

Nay,  Hay  not  to  expostulate,  make  fpeed, 
Or  elfe  come  after,  l'le  away  before. 

Hen.  Nay,  take  me  with  thee,  good  fweet  Exeter  : 
Not  that  I  fear  to  flay,  but  love  to  go 
Whither  the  Queen  intends.  Forward,  away.  [Exeunt. 

A  loud  Alarum.    Enter  Clifford  wounded. 

Chf.  Here  burns  my  Candle  out  ;  I,  here  ic  dies, 
Which  whiles  itlafted,  gave  King  Henry  light. 
O  Lavcaffer  !  I  fear  thy  overthrow, 
More  than  my  Bodies  parting  with  my  Soul : 
My  Love  and  Fear  glewM  many  FrLnds  to  thee, 
And  row  I  fall.    Thy  tough  Commixtures  melt, 

Impairing  Henry,  ftrengthning  mis-proud  Torfy 
And  whither  fly  the  Gnats,  but  to  the  Sun  ? 
And  who  fhin«s  now,  but  Henrfs  Enemies  ? 
0  Phcebus !  hadft  thou  never  gave  confent, 
That  Phaeton  mould  check  thy  fiery  Steeds, 

Thy  burning  Carr  never  had  ftorch'd  the  Earth. 
And  Henry,  hadft  thou  fway'd  as  Kings  fhould  do, 
Or  as  thy  Father,  and  his  Father  did, 
Giving  no  ground  unto  the  Houfe  of  Tork, 
They  never  then  had  fprung  like  Summer  FJyes : 
I,  and  ten  thoufand  in  this  lucklefs  Realm, 
Had  lefc  no  mourning  Widows  for  our  death, 
And  thou  this  day,  hadft  kept  thy  Chair  in  peace. 
For  what  doth  cherifh  Weeds,  but  gentle  Air? 
And  what  makes  Robbers  bold,  but  too  much  lenity  ? 
Bootlefs  are  Plaints,  and  Curelefs  are  my  Wounds  ? 
No  way  toflye,  nor  ftrength  to  hold  out  flight : 
The  Foe  is  mercilefs,  and  will  not  pity : 

For  at  their  hands  I  have  deferv'd  no  pity. 
The  Air  hath  got  into  my  deadly  Wounds, 
And  much  effufe  of  blood  doth  make  me  faint : 

Come  7b? ^,  and  Richard,  Warwick.,  and  the  reft, 

1  ftabb'd  your  Fathers  bofoms :  Split  my  Breaft. 

Alarum  and  Retreat.  Enter  Edward,  Warwick,  RiJiard, 
and  Soirfdiers,  Mjuntague,  and  Clarence. 

Ed.How  breathe  we  Lords,good  Fortune  bids  us  pawfe, 
And  fmooth  the  frowns  of -War  with  peaceful  looks: 

Some  Troops  purfut  the  bloody-minded  Queen, 
That  led  calm  Her.ry,  thctigh  he  were  a  King, 

As  dorh  a  Sail  fill'd  with  a  fretting  Guft, 
Command  an  Argofie  to  ftemm  the  Waves: 
But  think  you  Lords)  that  Cliff  ord  fled  with  them  ? 

War.  No,  'tis  impoflible  he  fhould  efcape  : 
(For  though  before  his  face  I  fpeak  the  word) 

Your  Brother  Richard  mark'd  him  for  the  Grave. 
And  wherefoe're  he  is,  he's  furely  dead.  r_ClirFord^ro^.f. 

Rich.  Whofe  Soul  is  that,which  takes  her  heavy  leave  ? 

A  deadly  groan,  like  Life  and  Deaths  departing. 
Sep  who  it  is. 

Ed.  And  now  the  Battel's  ended, 
If  Friend  or  Foe,  let  him  be  gently  ufed. 

R:ch.  Revoke  that  doom  of  Mercy,  for  'tis  Clifford, 
Who  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  the  Branch 
In  hewing  Rutland,  when  his  leaves  put  forth, 

But  fet  his  murth'ring  Knife  unto  the  Root, 
From  whence  that  tender  fpraydid  fweetly  fpring, 
I  mean  our  Princely  Father,  Duke  of  Tork. 

War.  From  off  the  Gates  of  York,  fetch  down  the  head, 
Your  Fathers  Head,  which  Cliff  ord  placed  there : 
Inftead  whereof,  let  his  fupply  the  room, 

Meafure  for  measure  mull  beanfwered. 
Ed.  Bring  forth  that  fatal  Screech-owl  to  our  houfe, 

That  nothing  fung  but  Death  to  us  and  ours : 
Now  death  (hail  ftop  his  dillnal  threatning  found, 
^nd  his  ill-boading  Tongue,  no  more  fhall  fpeak. 

War.  I  think  his  underltaiiding  is  bereft : 

Speak  CUfford,  doft  then  know  who  fpcakstothee? 
Dark  cloudy  Death  o're-fhades  his  beams  of  Life, 
And  he  nor  lees,  nor  hears  us,  what  we  fay. 

Rich.  O  would  he  did,  and  fo  (perhaps)  he  doth, 
'Tis  but  his  policy  to  counterfeit, 
Bccaufe  he  would  avoid  fuch  bitter  taunts 
Which  in  the  time  of  death  he  gave  our  Father 

Cla.  If  fo  thou  think'ft, 
V ex  him  wif  h  eager  words. 

Rich.  Clifford,  ask  Mercy,  and  obtain  no  Grace. 
Ed.  Cliff, rd,  repent  in  bootlefs  penitence. 
War.  Clifford-,  devifeexcufes  for  thy  faults. 
Cla.  While  we  devife  fell  Tortures  for  thy  faults. 
Rich.  Thou  did'ft  love  Tork,  and  I  am  Son  to  Totkc 
Ed.  Thoupitied'ft£«r/W,  I  will  pity  thee. 
Cla.  Where's  Captain  Margaret,  to  fence  you  now  ? War.  They  mock  thee,  Chford, 

Swear,  as  thou  waft  wont. 
Rich.  What,  not  an  Oath  ?  Nay,the  World  goes  hard When  Clifford  cannot  fpare  his  Friends  an  Oath  : 

I  know  by  that  he's  dead,  and  by  my  Soul, 
If  this  right  hand  would  buy  but  two  hours  life, 
That  ICir.  all  defpight)  might  rail  at  him, 
This  hand  fhould  chop  it  off :  and  with  theiOuing  blood Stifle  the  Villain,  whofe  unftanched  thirft 
Torl^,  and  young  Rutland,  could  not  fatisfie. 

War.  I,  but  he's  dead.  Off  with  the  Traytors  head 
And  rear  it  in  the  place  your  Father's  ftands, And  now  to  London  with  triumphant  march, 
There  to  be  Crowned  England?*  Royal  King : 
From  whence  fhall  Warrrick^cut  the  Sea  to  France 
And  ask  the  Lady  Bona  for  thy  Queen : 
Sofhaltthou  fiuew  both  thefe  Lands  together, 
And  having  France  thy  Friend,  thou  fhalt  not  dread 
The  fcatter'd  Foe,  that  hopes  to  rife  again  : 
For  though  they  cannot  greatly  fling  to  hurt, 
Yet  look  to  have  them  buz  to  offend  thine  Ears- 
Firft  will  I  fee  the  Coronation, 
And  then  to  Brit  any  Pie  crofs  the  Sea, 
To  effeft  this  Marriage,  fo  it  pleafe  my  Lord. 

Edw.  Even  as  thou  wilt,  fweet  Warwick^,  let  it  be : 
For  on  thy  Shoulder  do  I  build  my  Seat  •, 
And  never  will  I  undertake  the  thing 
Wherein  thy  Counfel  and  confent  is  wanting  : 
Richard,  I  will  create  thee  Duke  of  Glocejler, 
And  Ceorge  of  Clarence  ;  Warwick^zs  our  Self 
Shall  do,  anchmdo,  a3  himfelf  pleafeth  belt. 

Rich.  Let  me  be  Duke  of  Clarence,  George  of  Glofier, 
For  Glofier^s  Dukedom  is  too  ominous. 

War.  Tut,  that'>  a  foolifh  observation : 
Richard,  be  Duke  ot  Glofter :  Now  to  London, 

To  fee  thefe  honours  in  pofl'eflion.  ''[Exeunt. 

Enter  Sinklo ,  and  Humphrey,  with  Crofs-bows  in  their hands. 

Sin. Under  this  thick  grown  brake  we'll  fhrowd  ourfelves : 
For  through  this  Laund  anon  the  Deer  will  come, 
And  in  this  Covert  will  we  make  our  Stand, 
Culling  the  principal  of  all  the  Deer. 

Hum.  l'le  ftay  above  the  Hill,  fo  both  may  fhoot. 
Swl^  That  cannot  be,  the  noife  of  thy  Crofs-bow 

Will  fcare  the  Herd,  and  fo  my  fhoot  is  loft  : 
Here  ftand  we  both,  and  aim  we  at  the  belt : 
And  for  the  time  fhall  not  feem  tedious, 
l'le  tell  thee  what  befell  me  on  a  day, 

In  this  felf-place,  where  now  we  mean  to  ftand. 
Sink.  Here  comes  a  man,  let's  ftay  till  he  be paft. 

Enter  the  King  with  a  Prayer-book. 

Hen.  From  Scotland  am  I  ftoln  even  of  pure  love, 
To  greet  mine  own  Land  with  my  wifhful  fight : 

No  Harry,  Harry,  'tis  no  Land  of  thine, 

Th* 
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Tuy  place  is  fill'd,  thy  Scepter  wrung  from  thee : 
Thy  Balm  wafht  off  wherewith  thou  wait  anointed: 
No  bending  Knee  will  call  thee  Ctfar  now, 
No  humble  Sutors  prefs  to  ipeak  for  righc : 
No,  not  a  man  comes  for  redrefs  to  thee  : 
For  how  can  I  help  them,  and  notmyfelf? 

Smki  I,  here's  a  Deer,  whofe  Skin's  a  Keepers  Fee : 
This  is  the  quondam  King  9  let's  feize  upon  him. 

Hen.  Let  me  embrace  the  fower  Adverfaries, 
For  Wife  men  fay,  it  is  the  wifeft  courfe. 

Hum.  Why  linger  we  ?  let  us  lay  hands  upon  him. 

Sink,  Forbear  a  while,  we'll  hear  a  little  more. 
Hen.  My  Queen  and  Son  are  gone  to  France  for  aid  : 

And  (as  I  hear)  the  great  Commanding  Warwick, 

Is  thither  gone,  to  crave  the  French  King's  Sifter 
To  Wife  for  Edward.  If  this  news  be  true, 
Poor  Queen,  and  Son,  your  labour  is  but  loft  : 
For  Warwicl^is  a  fubtle  Orator: 
And  Lewis^  a  Prince  foon  won  with  moving  words- 
By  this  account  then  Margaret  may  win  him, 

For  (he's  a  Woman  to  be  pitied  much : 
Her  fighs  will  make  a  batt'ry  in  his  Breaft, 
Her  Tears  will  pierce  into  a  Marble  Heart : 
The  Tyger  will  be  mild,  whiles  Ihe  doth  mourn ; 
And  Nero  will  be  tainted  with  remorfe, 

To  hear  and  fee  her  plaints,  her  Brinifh  Tears. 

1,  but  'he's  come  to  beg,  Warwick  to  give  : 
She  on  his  left  Ode,  craving  aid  for  Henry  ? 
He  on  his  right,  asking  a  Wife  for  Edward. 

She  weeps,  and  fays  her  Htnry  is  depos'd  : 
He  fmiles  and  fays,  his  Edward  is  inftall'd  •, 
That  Ihe  poor  wretch  for  grief  can  ipeak  no  more : 
Whiles  Warwick^ tells  his  Title,  fmooths  the  wrong, 
Inferreth  Arguments  of  mighty  ftrength, 
And  in  conclusion  wins  the  King  from  her, 
With  promife  of  his  Sifter,  and  what  elfe, 
To  ftrengthen  and  fupport  King  Edwards  place. 

O  Margaret  ̂ xhus  'twill  be,  and  thou  (poor  foul) 
Art  then  forfaken,  as  thou  went'ft  forlorn. 

Hum.  Say,  what  art  thou  talk'ft  of  Kings  and  Queens  ? 
King.  More  than  I  feem,  and  lefs  than  I  was  born  to  : 

A  man  at  leaft,  for  lefs  I  mould  not  be  : 
And  Men  may  talk  of  Kings,  and  why  not  I  ? 

Hum.  i,  but  thou  talk'ft  as  if  thou  wert  a  King. 
King.  NA  hy  fo  I  am  fin  mind)  and  that's  enough. 
Hum  But  if  thou  be  a  King,  where  is  thy  Crown  ? 
King.  My  Crown  is  in  my  Heart,  and  not  my  Head  : 

Not  deck'd  with  Diamonds,  and  India  Stones : 
Not  to  be  feen :  My  Crown  is  call  d  Content, 
A  Crown  it  is  that  feldom  Kings  enjoy. 

Hum.  Well,  if  you  be  a  KmgCrown'd  with  Content, 
Your  Crown  Content,  and  you,  muft  be  contented 
To  go  along  with  us.    For  (as  we  think) 

You  are  the  King,  King  Edward  hath  depos'd  : 
And  we  his  Subjeds,  fworn  in  all  Allegiance, 
Will  apprehend  you  as  his  Enemy. 

King.  But  did  you  never  fwear,  and  break  an  Oath. 
Hum  No,  never  fuch  an  Oath,  nor  will  not  now. 
K.  Where  did  you  dwell,  wi  en  I  wa^  King  of  England? 
Hum.  Here  in  this  Country,  where  we  now  remain. 
King.  I  was  anointed  King  at  nine  Months  old, 

My  Father,  and  my  Graad   -     Kings  : 
And  you  were  Sworn  true  Subjects  unto  me  : 
And  tell  me  then,  have  you  not  br@jke  your  Oaths  ? 

Si.  No,  for  we  were  Subjed^but  while  you  were  a  King. 
King.  Why  ?  ami  dead  ?  do  I  not  breathe  a  Man  ? 

Ah  fimpleMen,  you  know  not  what  you  fwear : 
Look,  as  I  blow  this  Feather  from  my  Face, 
And  as  the  Air  blows  it  to  me  again, 
Obeying  with  my  Wind  when  i  do  blow, 
And  yielding  toanotber  when  it  blows. 
Commanded  always  by  the  greater  guft : 
Such  is  the  lightnefsof  you  common  Men, 
But  do  not  break  your  Oath,  for  of  that  fin, 

My  mild  ihtreaty  fhallnot  make  you  guilty. 
Go  where  you  will,  the  King  fhaH  be  comma  idcdt 

And  be  you  Kings,  command,  and  i'le  obey. 
Smk.  We  are  true  Subjects  to  the  King, 

King  Edward. 
King.  So  would  you  be  again  to  Henry^ 

If  he  were  feated  a^King-E^nw^is. 
Sink.  We  charge  you  in  Gods  name  and  the  Kings, 

To  go  with  us  unto  the  Officers. 

King.  In  Gods  name  lead,  your  Kings  name  be  obey'd, 
And  what  God  will,  that  let  your  King  perform, 
And  what  he  will,  1  humbly  yield  unto.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  King  Edward,  Glofter,  Clarence,  Lady  Gray. 

King.  Brother  of  Glofter,  at  St.  Albans  Field 
This  Ladies  Husband,  Sir  Richard  Grey,  wasflain, 
His  Land  then  feiz'd  on  by  the  Conqueror, 
Her  fuit  is  now,  to  rcpofiefs  thofe  Lands, 
Which  we  in  Juftice  cannot  well  deny, 
Becaufein  quarrel  of  the  Houfeof  Tork^ 
The  worthy  Gentleman  did  lofe  his  Life. 

Rich.  Your  Highnefs  ftiall  do  well  to  grant  her  Suit : 
It  were  diflionour  to  deny  it  her. 

King,  It  were  no  lefs,  but  yet  I'le  make  apawfe, Rich.  Yea,  isitfo: 

I  fee  the  Lady  hath  a  thing  to  grant, 
Before  the  King  will  grant  her  humble  Suit. 

C la.  He  knows  the  G  ame,  how  true  he  keeps  the  wind  ? Rich.  Silence. 

Kmg.  Widow,  we  will  confider  of  your  fult, 
And  come  fome  other  time  to  know  our  mind. 

Wid.  Right  gracious  Lord,  I  cannot  brook  delay, 
May  it  pkafe  your  Highnefs  to  refolve  me  now, 
And  what  your  pleafure  is,  fhall  fatisfie  me. 

Rich.  I  Widow :  then  I'le  warrant  you  all  your  Lands, 
And  if  what  pleafes  him,  (hall  pleafe  you : 

fight  dofer,  or  good  faith  you'll  catch  a  blow. 
Cla.  I  fear  her  not,  unlefs  flie  chance  to  fall. 

Rich.  God  forbid,  for  he'll  take  vantages. 
Kmg.  How  many  Children  haft  thou,  Widow  ?  tell  me 
Cla.  I  think  he  means  to  beg  a  Child  of  her. 

Rich.  Nay  then  whip  me  :  he'll  rather  give  her  two. 
Wid.  Three,  my  molt  gracious  Lord. 
Rich.  You  mail  have  four,  if  you'll  be  rulM  by  him. 
Kmg.  'Twcre  pity  they  mould  lofe  their  Fathers  Lands. 
Wid.  Be  pitiful ,  dread  Lord,  and  grant  it  then. 

King.  Lords,  give  us  leave,  I'le  try  this  Widows  wit. 
Rich.  I,  good  leave  have  you,  for  you  will  have  leave, 

Till  Youth  take  leave,  and  leave  you  to  the  Crutch. 
Kmg.  Now  tell  me,Madam,  do  you  love  your  Children. 
Wid.  I,  full  as  dearly  as  I  love  my  felf. 
King.  And  would  you  not  do  much  to  do  them  good. 
Wid.  To  do  them  good,  I  would  fjftaia  fome  harm. 
King.  Then  get  your  Husbands  Lands,  to  do  them  good. 
Wid.  Therefore  I  came  unto  your  Maj^fty. 

King.  I'le  tell  you  how  thefe  Lands  are  to  be  got. 
Wid.  So  (hall  you  bind  me  to  your  Highnefs  Service. 
Kmg.  What  Service  wilt  thou  do  me,  if  I  give  them  ? 
Wid.  What  you  command,  that  refts  in  me  to  do. 
King.  But  you  will  take  exceptions  to  my  Boon. 
Wid.  No,  gracious  Lord,  except  I  cannot  do  it. 

King.  I,  but  thou  can'ft  do  what  I  mean  to  ask. 
Wid.  Why  then  I  will  do  what  your  Grace  commands. 
Rich. He  plies  her  hard,and  muchRairi  wears  the  Marble. 
Clar.  As  red  as  fire?  nay,  then  her  Wax  will  melt. 
Wid.  Why  ftops  my  Lord  ?  fhall  I  not  hear  my  Task  ? 

King.  An  eafie  Task,  'tis  but  to  love  a  King. 
Wid.  That's  foon  perform'd,  becaufe  1  am  a  Subject. 
King.VV  hy  then,  thy  Husbands  Lands  I  freely  give  thee. 
Wid.  I  take  my  leave  with  many  thoufand  thanks. 
Rich.  The  Match  is  made,  Ihe  feals  it  with  a  Curtlie. 

King.  But  ftay  thee,  'tis  the  fruits  of  love  I  mean. 
Wid.  The  fruitsof  Love,  1  mean,  my  loving  Liege. 
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What  Love,  think'ft  thou,  I  fue  fo  much  to  get  ? 
WidMy  Love  till  Death,my  humbleThanks,my  Prayers, 

That  Love  which  Vertue  begs,  and  Vertue  grants. 

King.  No,  by  my  troth,  1  did  not,mean  fuch  Love. 
Wid.  Why  then  you  mean  not  as  I  thought  you  did. 
King.  But  now  you  partly  may  perceive  my  mind. 
Wid.  My  mind  will  never  grant  whatl  perceive 

Your  Highnefs  at,  if  I  aim  aright. 

King.  To  tell  thee  plain,  1  aim  to  lie  with  thee. 

Wid.  To  tell  you  plain,  1  had  rather  lye  in  Prifon. 

King.  Why  then  thou  ihalt  not  have  thy  Husbands Lands. 

Wid.  Why  then  mine  Honefty  (hall  be  my  Dower, 

For  by  thatlofs  I  will  not  purchafe  them. 

King.  Therein  thou  wrong'ft  thy  Children  mightily. 
Wid.  Herein  your  Highnefs  wrongs  both  them  and  me  : 

But  Mighty  Lord,  this  merry  inclination 
Accords  not  wich  the  fadnefs  of  my  Suit: 

Pleafe  you  difmifs  me,  either  with  I,  or  No. 

King.  I,  if  thou  wilt  fay  I  to  my  requelt : 

No,  if  thou  do'ft  fay  No  to  my  demand. 
Wid.  Then  No,  my  Lord:  my  Suit  is  at  an  end. 

Rich.  The  Widow  likes  him  not,  me  knits  her  Brows. 

Clar.  He  is  the  blunteft  Wooer  in  Chriftendom. 

King.  Her  looks  do  argue  her  repleat  with  Modefty, 
Her  words  do  fhew  her  wit  incomparable, 

All  her  perfections  challenge  Soveraignty, 

One  way  or  other,  me  is  for  a  King, 

And  (he  (hall  be  my  Love,  or  elfemy  Queen. 

Say,  that  King  Edward  take  thee  for  his  Queen  ? 
Wid.  'Tis  better  faid  than  done,  my  gracious  Lord : 

I  am  a  Subject  fit  to  jeffc  withal, 

But  far  unfit  to  be  a  Soveraign.  \ 

King.  Sweet  Widow,  by  my  State  I  fwear  to  thee, 

I  fpeak  no  more  than  what  my  Soul  intends, 

And  that  is,  to  enjoy  thee  for  my  Love. 
Wid.  And  that  is  more  than  I  will  yield  unto: 

I  know,  I  am  too  mean  to  be  your  Queen, 

And  yet  too  good  to  be  your  Concubine. 

King.  You  cavil,  Widow,  I  did  mean  my  Queen. 

Wid.  'Twill  grieve  your  Grace,  my  Sons  (hall  call  you 
Father.  _  , 

King.  No  more,  than  when  my  Daughters 
Call  thee  Mother. 

Thou  art  a  Widow,  and  thou  halt  fome  Children, 

Ana  by  Gods  Mother,  I  being  but  a  Batchelor,
 

Have  other  fome.   Why,  'tis  a  happy  thing, 

To  be  the  Father  unto  many  Sons : 

Anfwer  no  more,  for  thou  (halt  be  my  Queen. 

Rich.  The  Ghoftly  Father  now  hath  done  his  Shrift. 

Cla.  When  he  was  made  a  Shriver,  it  was  forafhift. 

King.  Brothers,  you  mufe  what  Chat  we  two  have  had. 

Rich  The  Widow  likes  it  not,  for  lhe  looks  fad. 

Kmg.  You'ld  think  it  ftrange,  if  I  mould  marry  her. 
Cla.  To  whom,  my  Lord? 

King.  Why  Clarence,  to  my  felt.
 

Rich  That  would  be  ten  days  wonder  at  the  lead. 

Cla.  That's  a  day  longer  than  a  Wonder  lafts. 

Rich  By  fo  much  is  the  wonder  in  extreams. 

King.  Well,  jefton  Brothers,  I  can  tell  you  both, 

Her  fuitis  granted  for  her  Husbands  Land
s. 

Enter  a  Noble  man. 

Nob.  My  gracious  Lord,  Henry  your  Foe  is  taken, 

And  brought  your  Prifoner  to  your  Palace  Gat
e. 

King.  See  that  he  be  eonvey'd  unto  the  Tower : 

And  go  we,  Brothers,  to  the  Man  that  took  him,
 

Toqueftionofhisapprehenfion. 

Widow,  so  you  along :  Lords  ufe  her  honourably
. 

'  °  [Exeunt, 
Manet  Richard. 

Rich.  I,  EdwardmW  ufe  Women  honourably. 

Would  he  were  wafted,  Marrow,  Bones,  and  all, 
That  from  his  Loyns  no  hopeful  Branch  may  fpring, 
To  crofs  me  from  the  Golden  time  I  look  for  : 
And  yet,  between  my  Souls  defire,  and  me, 

The  luftful  Edward's  Title  buried, 
Is  Clarence ,  Henry,  and  his  Son  young  Edward 
And  all  the  unlook'd-for  Iflue  of  their  Bodies. 

To  take  their  Rooms,  e're  I  can  place  my  felf : 
A  cold  premeditation  for  my  purpofe. 
Why  then  1  do  but  dream  on  Soveraignty, 
Like  one  that  ftands  upon  a  Promontory, 

And  fpie  s  a  far-off  (hore,  where  he  would  tread, 
Wifhing  his  Foot  were  equal  with  his  Eye, 
And  chides  the  Sea,  that  funders  him  from  thence. 

Saying  he'll  lade  it  dry  to  have  his  way.- 
So  do  I  wilh  the  Crown,  being  fo  far  off^ 
And  fo  I  chide  the  means  that  keeps  from  it, 
And  fo  f  I  fay )  Tie  cut  the  Caufes  off, 
Flattering  me  with  impoffibilities : 

My  Eye's  too  quick,  my  Heart  o're-weens  too  much, 
Unlefs  my  Hand  and  Strength  could  equal  them. 
Well,  fay  there  is  no  Kingdom  then  tor  Richard : 
V  Vhat  other  pleafure  can  the  World  afford  ? 
Pie  make  my  Heaven  in  a  Ladies  Lap, 
And  deck  my  Body  in  gay  Ornaments, 

And  'witch  fweet  Ladies  with  my  words  and  looks. 
Oh  miferable  thought !  and  more  unlikely, 
Than  to  accomplifn  twenty  Golden  Crowns. 
Why,  Love  forfwore  me  in  my  Mothers  Womb' 
And  for  I  (hould  not  deal  in  her  foftLaws, 
She  did  corrupt  frail  Nature  with  fome  Bribe, 

To  (hrink  mine  Arm  like  a  wither'd  (hrub, 
To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  my  back, 
Where  (its  Deformity  to  mock  my  Body; 

To  (hape  my  Legs  of  an  unequal  fize, 
To  difproportion  me  in  every  part: 

Like  to  a  Chaos,  or  unlick'd  Bear-whelp, 
That  carries  no  impre(fion  like  the  Damm. 
And  am  I  then  a  Man  to  belov'd  ? 
Oh  monflxous  fault,  to  harbour  fuch  a  thought. 
Then  fince  this  Earth  affords  no  Joy  to  me, 

But  to  command,  to  check,  to  o're-bear  fuch 
As  are  of  better  Perfon  than  my  felf  •' 
Pie  make  my  Heaven,  to  dream  upon  the  Crown, 
And  whiles  I  live,  t'account  this  World  but  Hell, 
Untill  this  mis- fhap'd  Trunk  that  bears  this  Head, 
Be  round  impaled  with  a  glorious  Crown. 
And  yet  I  know  not  how  to  get  the  Crown, 
For  many  Lives  (land  between  me  and  home: 
And  I,  like  one  loft  in  a  thorny  V  Vood, 
That  rents  the  Thorns,  and  is  rent  with  the  Thorns, 
Seeking  a  way,  and  ftraying  from  the  way, 
Not  knowing  how  to  find  the  open  air, 
But  toyling  defperately  to  find  it  out, 
Torment  my  felf  to  catch  the  Englijh  Crown : 
And  from  that  torment  I  will  free  my  felf, 
Or  hew  my  way  out  with  a  Bloody  Axe. 
Why  1  can  fmile,  and  murther  whiles  I  fmile, 
And  cry,  Content,  to  that  which  grieves  my  Heart, 
And  wet  my  Cheeks  with  artificial  Tears, 
And  frame  my  Face  to  all  occafions. 
I'le  drown  more  Sailors  than  the  Mermaid  fhall, 
Pie  (lay  more  gazers  than  the  Bafilisk, 
Pie  play  the  Orator  as  well  as  Neftor, 
Deceive  more  flyly  than  Vlyfles  could, 
And  like  a  Sinon,  take  another  Troy. 
I  can  add  Colours  to  the  Camelion, 

Change  fhapes  with  Proteus  for  advantages, 
And  fet  the  murtherous  Matchevilto  School. 
Can  I  do  this,  and  cannot  get  a  Crown  ? 

Tut,  were  it  farther  off,  I'le  pluck  it  down.  [Exit. 
Flofirifli.) 
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Flourijl).  Enter  Lewis  the  King,  his  Sifler  Bona  ,  his  Ad- 
miral, called  Bourbon,  Prince  Edward  ,  Queen  Marga- 

ret, and  the  Earl  of  Oxford.     Lewis  fits,  and  rifeth  up 

Lewis.  Fair  Queen  of  England,  worthy  Margaret, 
Sit  down  with  us :  it  ill  befits  thy  State, 

And  Birth,  that  thou  fhould'ft  ftand,while  Lewis  doth  (it. 
Mar.  No,  mighty  King  of  France  :  now  Margaret  ' 

Muft  ftrike  her  Sail,  and  learn  a  while  to  ferve, 
Where  Kings  command.  I  was  (I  mult  confefs) 

Great  Albion's,  Queen,  in  Golden  days : 
But  now*mifchance  hath  trod  my  Title  down, 
And  with  difhonour  laid  me  on  the  Ground, 
Where  I  mull  take  like  feat  unto  my  Fortune, 
And  to  my  humble  feat  conform  my  felf. 

Lewis.  Why  fay,  fair  Queen,  whence  fprings  this 
deep  defpair  ? 

Mar.  From  fuch  acaufe,  as  fills  mine  Eyes  with  Tears, 

And  Hops  my  Tongue,  while  Heart  isdrown'd  in  Cares. 
Lewis.  What  e're  it  be,  be  thou  ftill  like  thy  felf, 

And  fit  thee  by  our  fide.  [Seats  her  by  him. 
Yield  not  thy  Neck  to  Fortunes  yoak, 
But  let  thy  dauntlefs  mind  Itill  ride  in  triumph 
Overall  mifchance. 

Be  plain,  Queen  Margaret,  and  tell  thy  grief, 

It  fhall  be  eas'd,  if  France  can  yield  relief. 
Mar.  Thofe  gracious  words 

Revive  my  drooping  thoughts, 

And  give  my  tongue-ty'd  forrows  leave  to  fpeak. 
Now  therefore  be  it  known  to  Noble  Lewis-, 
That  Henry,  fole  pbfleffbr  of  my  Love, 

Is,  of  a  King,  become  a  banifh'd  Man, 
And  fore'd  to  live  in  Scotland  a  Forlorn ; 
While  proud  ambitious  Edward,  Duke  of  Tork^j 
Ufurps  the  Regal  Title,  and  theS^at 
Of  £/^/W.f  trueanoiptcd  lawful  King. 
This  is  the  caufe  that  1,  poor  Margaret, 
With  this  my  Son  Prince  Edward,  He^rfi  Heir, 
Am  come  to  crave  thy  juftand  lawful  aid^: 
And  if  thou  fail  us,  all  our  hope  is  done. 
Scotland  hath  Will  to  help,  but  cannot  help  : 
Our  People,  and  our  Peers,  are  both  mis  led, 

Our  Treafure  feiz'd,  our  Souldiers  put  to  flight, 
And  (as  thou  feeft )  our  felves  in  heavy  plight. 

Lew.  Renowned  Queen, 
With  patience  calm  the  Storm, 
While  we  bethink  a  means  to  break  it  off. 

Mar.  The  more  we  ftay,  the  ftronger  grows  our  Foe. 

Lew.  The  more  I  ftay,  the"  morePle  fuccour  thee. 
Mar.  O,  but  impatience  waiteth  on  true  forrow. 

And  fee  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  forrow. 
Enter  Warwick. 

Lewis.  What's  he  approacheth  boldly  to  our  prefence  ? 
Mar.  Our  Earl  of  Warwick^,  Edwards  greateft  Friend. 
Lewis.  Welcome  brave  Warwick^  what  brings  thee  to 

France  ? 

[He  defcends.      She  arifeth. 
Mar.  I,  now  begins  a  fecond  Storm  to  rife, 

For  this  is  he  that  moves  both  Wind  and  Tyde. 

War.  From  worthy  Edward-,  King  of  Albion, 
My  Lord  and  Soveraign,  and  thy  vowed  Friend, 
I  come  fin  Kindnefs,  and  unfeigned  Love) 
Firft,  to  do  greetings  to  thy  Royal  Perfon, 
And  then  to  crave  a  League  of  Amity : 
Andlaftly,  to  confirm  that  Amity 
With  Nuptial  Knot,  if  thou  vouchfafeto  grant 
That  vertuous  Lady  Bona,  thy  fair  Sifler, 
To  Englands  King  in  lawful  Marriage. 

Marg.  If  that  go  forward,  He/try's  hope  is  done. 
War.  And  gracious  Madam,  [Speaking  to  Bona 

In  our  Kings  behalf, 

I  am  commanded,  with  your  leave  and  favour, 
Humbly  to  kifs  your  Hand,  and  with  my  Tongue 
To  tell  the  pafiion  of  my  Soveraigns  Heart ; 
Where  Fame,  late  entring  at  his  heedful  Ear?, 

Hath  plac'd  thy  Beauties  Image,  and  thy  Vertue. 
Mar.  King  Lewis,  and  Lady  Bona,  hear  me  fpeak, 

Before  you  anfwer  Warwick.    His  demand 
Springs  not  from  Edwards  well-meant  honeft  Love^ 
But  from  Deceit,  bred  by  Neceffity  : 
For  how  can  Tyrants  fafely  govern  home, 
Unlefs  abroad  they  pin  chafe  great  aUyance  ? 
To  prove  him  Tyrant,  this  reafon  may  foffice, 
That  Hcmy  livetb  ftili :  but  were  he  dead, 
Yet  here  Prince  Edward  Hands,  King  Henries  Son. 
Look  therefore  Lenis,  that  by  this  League  and  Marriage 
Thou  draw  not  on  thy  Danger,  and  Dif-honour  : .  # 
For  though  Ufurpers  fway  the  Rule  a  while, 
Yet  Heavens  are  juft,  and  Time  fupprefleth  Wrongs. 

War.  Injurious  Margaret.  "  £ Edw.  And  why  not,  Queen  ? 
War.  Becaufe  thy  Father  Henry  did  ufurp/ 

And  thou  no  more  art  Prince,  than  fhe  is  Queen. 
Oxf.  Then  Warwicl^difanuls  great  John  of  Gaunt7 

Which  did  fubdue  the  greatefb  part  of  Spain ; 
And  after  John  of  Gaunt,  Henry  the  Fourth^ 
Whofe  Wifdom  was  a  Mirror  to  the  wifeft , 
And  after  that  wife  Prince,  Henry  tlte  Fifth, 
Who  by  his  Prowefs  conquered  all  France  : 
From  thefe  our  Henry  lineally  defcends. 
War.  Oxford,  how  haps  it  in  this  fmoothDifcourfe, 

You  told  not,  how  Henry  the  Sixth  hath  loft 
All  that,  which  Henry  the  Fifth  had  gotten  ; 
Methinks  thefe  Peers  of  France  fhould  fmile  at  that. 

But  for  the  reft  ■"  you  tell  a  Pedigree 
Of  threefcore  and  two  years,  a  filly  time 
To  make  prefcription  for  a  Kingdoms  worth. 

Oxf.  Why  Warwick,  canft  thou  fpeak  againft  my  Liege 
Whom  thouobeyd'ft  thirty  and  fix  years, 
And  not  bewray  thy  Treafon  with  a  blufh  ? 
W <vr.  Can  Oxford,  that  did  ever  fence  the  right, 

Now  buckler  falfehood  with  a  Pedigree  ? 
For  fhame  leave  Henry,  and  call  Edward  King. 

Oxf.  Call  him  my  King,  by  whofe  injurious  doom 
My  elder  Brother,  the  Lord  Aubrey  Vere 
Was  done  to  death  ?  and  more  than  fo,  my  Father, 

Even  ia  the  down-fall  of  his  mellow'd  years, 
When  Nature  brought  him  to  the  door  of  Death ; 
No  Warwick,  no  :  while  Life  upholds  this  Arm, 
This  Arm  upholds  the  Houfe  of  Lancafier. 

War.  And  I  the  Houfe  of  York* 

Lew.  Queen  Margaret,  Prince  Edward,  and  Oxford 
Vouchfafe  at  our  requeft,  to  Itand  afide, 
While  I  ufe  farther  Conference  with  War 

j     They  fland  aloof. 

Mar.  Heaveits  grant,  that  Warwicks  words'  bewitch him  not. 

Lew.  Now  Warwick^  tell  me  even  upon  thy  Confcience, 
Is  Edward  your  true  King  ?  for  I  were  loatfi 
To  link  with  him,  that  were  not  lawful  chofen. 

War.  Thereon  I  pawn  my  Credit,  and  mine  Honour 
Lew.  But  is  he  gracious  in  the  Peoples  Eyes  ? 
War.  The  more,  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 
Lew.  Then  further:  all  diffembiing  fet  afide, 

Tell  me  for  truth,  the  meafure  of  his  love 
Unto  our  Sifter  Bona. 

War.  Such  it  feems, 

As  may  befeem  a  Monarch  like  himfelf,  . 
My  felf  have  often  heard  him  fay,  and  Uvea?, 
That  this  his  Love  was  an  external  Plant, 

Whereof  the  Root  was  fix'd  in  Vertues  ground, 
The  Leaves  and  Fruit  maintain'd  with  Beauties  Sun, 
Exempt  from  Envy,  but  not  from  difdain, 
Unlefs  the  Lady  Bona  quit  hfs  pain- 

Lew.  Now  Sifter,  let  us  hear  your  firm  refolve. 

Ciq  '-Bona 

rarwick. 
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Bona.  Your  grant,  or  your  deny,  fhall  be  mine, 

Yet  I  confcfs,  that  often  e're  this  day,      [.Speaks  to  W ar. 
When  I  have  heard  your  Kings  defert  recounted, 
Mine  Ear  hath  tempted  judgment  to  defire. 

Lcvc.  Then  Warwick^,  this : 
Our  Sifter  fhall  be  Edwards. 
And  now  forthwith  fhall  Articles  be  drawn  : 

Touching  the  Joynture  that  your  King  mint  make, 

Which  with  her  Dowry  fhall  be  counterpoys'd : 
Draw  near,  Queen  Margaret,  and  be  a  vvitnefs, 
That  Bona  (hall  be  Wife  to  the  Englijh  King. 

Prin.  Ed  v.  To  Edward,  but  not  to  the  Englifr  King. 
Mtrg.  Deceitful  Warwick,,  it  was  thy  device, 

By  this  alliance  to  make  void  my  Suit  ; 
Before  thy  coming,  Lewis  was  Henries  Friend. 

Lew.  And  ft  ill  is  Friend  to  him,  and  Margaret, 
Bat  if  your  Title  to  the  Crown  be  weak, 
As  may  appear  by  Edwards  good  fuccefs  : 

Then  'tis  but  reafon,  that  1  be  releas'd 
From  giving  aid,  which  late  I  promifed. 
Yet  fhall  you  have  all  kindnefs  at  my  hand, 
That  your  Eftate  requires,  and  mine  can  yield. 

War.  Henry  now  hves  in  Scotland,  at  his  eafe ; 
Where  having  nothing,  nothing  can  he  lofe. 
And  as  for  you  your  felf (our  quondam  Queen) 
You  have  a  Father  able  to  maintain  you, 

And  better  'twere,  you  troubled  him,  than  France. 
Mar.  Peace  impudent  and  fhamelefs  Warwick,  peace, 

Proud  fetter  up,  and  puller  down  of  Kings, 
I  will  not  herice,  till  with  my  Talk  and  Tears 
(Both  full  of  Truth)  I  make  King  Lewis  behold 
Thy  fly  conveyance,  and  thy  Lords  falfe  love. 

[Poft  blowing  a  born  within. 
For  both  of  you  are  Birds  of  felf-fame  Feather. 

Lew.  Warwick,  this  is  fome  Pcft  to  us,  or  thee. Enter  a  Pofl. 

Poft.  My  Lord  Ambaffador, 
Thefe  Letters  are  for  you.  [Speaks  to  Warwick- 
Sent  from  your  Brother  Marquefs  Mountagne. 
Thefe  from  our  King,  unto  your  Majelty.       [To  Lewis. 
And  Madam,  thefe  for  you,  [To  Margaret. 
From  whom,  I  know  riot. 

They  all  read  their  Letters. 
Oxf.  I  like  it  well,  that  our  fair  Queen  and  Miftrefs, 

Smiles  at  her  news,  while  Warwick,  frowns  at  his. 
Prin.  Edw.  Nay  mark  how  Lewis  ftamps  as  he  were 

netled.  I  hop:,  all's  for  the  beft 
Lew.  Warwick,  what  are  thy  News  ? 

And  yours,  fair  Queen  ? 

M-.r.  Mine,  fiich,  as  fills  my  heart  with  unhop'd  joys. 
War.  Mine  full  of  forrow,  and  hearts  difcontent. 

Lew.  What.?  has  your  King  Married  the  Lady  Gray  ? 
And  now  to  footh  your  Forgery,  and  his, 
Sends  me  a  Paper  to  perfwade  mc  Patience  ? 

In  th'  Alliance  that  he  feeks  with  France, 
Dare  he  prefume  tofcorn  us  in  this  manner  ? 

Afar.  1  told  your  Majefty  as  much  before  : 
This  proveth  Edwards  Love,  Z1\c\  Warwick*  Hortfty. 

War.  King  Lewis,  I  here  proteft  in  light  of  Heaven, 
And  by  the  hope  I  have  of  Heavenly  blifs, 
That  I  am  clear  from  this  mifdeed  of  Edwards; 
No  more  my  King,  for  he  difhonours  me, 
Butmoft  himfelf,  if  he  could  fee  his  fhame. 
Did  I  forget,  that  by  the  houfe  of  York. 
My  Father  came  untimely  to  his  Death  ? 

Did  I  let  pafs  th'  abufe  done  to  my  Niece  ? 
Did  I  impale  him  with  the  Regal  Crown  ? 
Did  I  put  Henry  from  his  Native  Right  ? 

And  am  I  guerdon'd  at  the  laft,  with  Shame  ? 
Shame  on  himfelf,  for  my  Defert  is  Honour. 
And  to  repair  my  Honour  loft  for  him, 
I  here  renounce  him,  and  return  to  Hnry. 
My  Noble  Queen,  let  former  grudges  pafs, 
And  henceforth  I  am  thy  true  Servitotu  : 

I  will  revenge  his  wrong  to  Lady  Bona, 
And  replant  Henry  in  his  former  ftate. Mar.  Warwick^, 

Thefe  words  have  turn'd  my  Hate  to  Love, 

And  1  forgive,  and  quite  foiget  old  faults,' 
And  joy  that  thou  becom'fl  King  Henries  Friend. 

War.  So  much  his  Friend,  1,  his  unfeigned  Friend 
That  if  King  Lewis  vouchfafe  to  furnifh  us 
With  fome  few  Bands  of  chofen  Souldiers, 
Pie  undertake  to  Land  them  on  our  Coafb, 
And  force  the  Tyrant  from  his  Seat  by  War. 
'Tis  not  his  new-made  Bride  fhall  fuccour  him, And  as  for  Clarence,  as  my  Letters  tell  me, 

He's  very  likely  now  to  fall  from  him,  • For  matching  more  for  wanton  Luff:,  than  Honour 

Or  than  for  ftrength  andfafetyof  our  Country.  K Bona.  Dear  Brother,  how  fhall  Bona  be  reveng'd 
But  by  thy  help  to  this  diftrefled  Queen  ? 

Mar.  Renowned  Prince,  how  fhall  poor  Henry 
Unkfs  thou  refcue  him  from  fouldefpair  ? 

Bona.  My  quarrel,  and  this  Englijh  Queens  are  one. 
War.  And  mine,  fair  Lady  Bona,  joyns  with  yours 
Lew.  And  mine,  with  hers,  and  thine,  and  Marrams 

Therefore  at  laft,  I  firmly  am  refolv'd You  fhall  have  aid. 

Mar 

live, 

Let  me  give  humble  thanks  for  all,  at  once. 
Lew.  Then  Englands  Meffenger,  return  in  Poft, 

And  tell  falfe  Edward,  thy  fuppofed  King, 
That  Lewis  of  France,  is  fending  over  Maskers 
To  revel  it  with  him,  and  his  new  Bride. 

Thou  feeft  what's  paft,  go  fear  thy  King  withall. 
Bona.Tdl  him,  in  hopes  he'll  prove  a  Widower  fhortly  • 1  wear  the  Willow  Garland  for  his  fake. 
Mar.  Tell  him,  my  mourning  weeds  are  laid  afide, 

And  I  am  ready  to  put  Armor  on. 
War.  Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong 

And  therefore l'le  un-Crown  him,er't  be  long. 
There's  thy  reward,  be  gone.  {Exit  Poft, Lew.  But  Warwick^, 

Thou  and  Oxford,  with  five  thoufand  men 
Shall  crofs  the  Seas,  and  bid  falfe  Edward  Battel : 
And  as  occafion  ferves,  this  Noble  Queen 
And  Prince,  fhall  follow  with  a  frefh  fupply, 

Yet  e're  thou  go,  but  anfwer  me  one  doubt : 
What  Pledge  have  we  of  thy  firm  Loyalty  ? 

War.  This  fhall  affure  my  conftant  Loyalty, 
That  if  our  Queen,  and  this  young  Prince  agree, 
l'le  joyn  my  eldelt  Daughter,  and  my  Joy, 
To  him  forthwith,  in  holy  Wedlock  bands. 

Mar.  Yes,  I  agree,  and  thank  you  for  your  Motion. 
Son  Edward,  fhe  is  Fair  and  Vertuous, 
Therefore  delay  not,  give  thy  hand  to  Warwick, 
And  with  thy  Hand,  thy  Faith  irrevocable, 
That  only  Warwick^  Daughter  fhall  be  thine. 

Prm.  Ed.  Yes,  I  accept  her,  for  fhe  well  deferves  it, 
And  here  to  pledgmy  Vow,  I  give  my  hand. 

[He  gives  his  hand  to  Warwick. 

Lew.  Why  Hay  we  now  ?  thefe  Souldiers  fhall  be  levied, 
And  thou  Lord  Bourbon,  our  High  Admiral 
Shalt  waft  them  over  with  our  Royal  Fleet. 
I  long  till  Edward  fall  by  Wars  mifchance, 
For  mocking  Marriage  with  a  Dame  of  France. 

[Exeunt.    Mantt  Warwick. 
War.  I  came  from  Edward  as  Ambaffador, 

But  I  return  his  fworn  and  mortal  Foe  : 
Matters  of  Marriage  was  the  charge  he  gave  me, 
But  dreadful  War  fhall  anfwer  his  demand. 
Had  he  none  elfe  to  make  a  Itale  but  me  ? 
Then  none  but  I,  fhall  turn  his  Jeft  to  Sorrow, 

I  was  the  Chief  that  rais'd  him  to  the  Crown, 
And  l'le  be  chief  to  bring  him  down  again  : 
Not  that  I  pity  Henries  mifery, 

But  feek  Revenge  on  Edwards  mockery.  [Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Richard,  Clarence,  Somerfet,  WMountague. 

Rich.  Now  tell  me  Brother  Clarence,  what  think  you 

Of  this  new  Marriage  with  the  Lady  Gray  ? 
Hath  notour  Brother  made  a  worthy  choice  ? 

Clar.  Alas,  you  know,  'tis  far  from  hence  to  France, 
How  could  he  ftay  till  Warwick  made  return  ? 

Som.My  Lords,  forbear  this  talk  :  here  comes  the  King. 

Flourijh.  Enter  King  Edward  ,  Lady  Gray  ,  Pembrook, 

Stafford,  Haftings-'  four  fian  don  one  fide,  and  four  on the  other. 

Rich.  And  his  well-chofen  Bride.  . 
Clar.  I  mind  to  tell  him  plainly  what  I  think. 
King.  Now  Brother  of  Clarence, 

How  like  you  our  Choice, 
That  you  ftand  penfive,  as  half  malecontent  ? 

CUr.  As  well  as  Lewis  of  France, 
Or  the  Earl  of  Warwick , 
Which  are  fo  weak  of  Courage,  and  in  Judgment, 

That  they'l  take  no  offence  at  our  abufe. 
King.  Suppofe  they  take  offence  without  a  caufe  • 

They  are  but  Lewis  and  Warwick,  I  am  Edward, 
Your  King  and  Warwicks-,  and  mull  have  my  will. 

Rich.  And  fhall  have  your  will,  becaufe  our  King  ? 
Yet  hafty  Marriage  feldom  proveth  well. 

King.  Yes,Brother  Richard,  are  you  offended  too  ? 
Rich.  Not  I :  no : 

God  forbid,  that  I  fhould  wifh  them  fever'd, 
Whom  God  hathjoynM  together. 

I,  and  'twere  pity,  to  funder  them, 
That  yoak  fo  well  together. 

King.  Setting  your  fcorns,  and  your  miflike  afide, 
TellmefomeReafon,  why  the  Lady  Gray 
Should  not  become  my  Wife,  and  Englands  Queen  ? 
And  you  too,  Somerfet  and  Mount  ague, 
Speak  freely  what  you  think. 

CUr.  Then  this  is  my  opinion : 
That  King  Lewis  becomes  your  Enemy, 
For  mocking  him  about  the  Marriage 
Of  the  Lady  Bona. 

Rich.  And  Warwick^,  doing  what  you  gave  in  charge, 
Is  nowdifhonoured  by  this  new  Marriage. 

King.  What,  if  both  Lewis  and  Warwick  be  appeas'd, 
By  fuch  invention  as  I  can  devife  ? 

Mount .  Yet  to  have  joyn'd  with  France,  in  fuch  alliance, 
Would  more  have  ftrength'ned  this  our  Common-wealth, 
'Gainft  forreign  ftorms,  than  any  home-bred  Marriage. 

Haft.  Why,  knows  not  Mount  ague,  that  of  it  fdf , 
England  is  fafe,  if  true  within  it  felf  ? 

Mom.  Yes,but  the  fafer,  when  'tis  back'd  with  France. 
Haft.  'Tis  better  ufing  France,  than  trufting  France. 

Let  us  be  back'd  with  God,  and  with  the  Seas, 
Which  he  hath  giv'n  for  fence  impregnable, 
And  with  their  helps  only  defend  our  felves : 
In  them,  and  in  our  felves,  our  fafety  lies. 

Cla.  For  this  one  fpeech,  Lord  Haftings  well  deferves 
To  have  the  Heir  of  the  Lord  Hungerford. 

King.  I,  what  of  that?  itwasmywill,  and  grant, 
And  for  this  once,  my  Will  fhall  ftand  for  Law. 

Rich.  And  yet  methinks,  your  Grace  hath  not  done  well 
To  give  the  Heir  and  Daughter  of  Lord  Scales 

Unto  the  Brother  of  your  loving  Bride  •• 
She  better  would  have  fitted  me  or  Clarence : 

But  in  your  Bride  you  bury  Brotherhood. 

Cla.  Or  elfe  you  would  not  have  beftow'd  the  Heir 
Of  the  Lord  Bonvtll  on  your  new  Wives  Son, 
And  leave  your  Brothers  to  go  fpeed  elfewhere. 

King.  Alas ,  poor  Clarence :  is  it  for  a  Wife 
That  thou  art  malecontent  ?  I  will  provide  thee. 

Cla.  In  chuOng  for  your  felf, 

You  fhew'd  your  judgment : 

Which  being  (hallow,  you  fhall  give  me  leave 
To  play  the  Brother  in  mine  own  behalf ; 
And  to  that  end,  I  fhortly  mind  to  leave  you. 

King.  Leave  me,  or  tarry,  Edward  will  be  King  • 
And  not  be  ty'd  unto  his  Brothers  will. 

Lady  Gray .  My  Lords,  before  it  pleas'd  his  Majefty To  raife  my  State  to  Title  of  a  Queen, 
Do  me  but  right,  and  you  muft  all  confefs, 
That  I  was  not  ignoble  of  Defcent, 
And  meaner  than  my  felf  have  had  like  fortune: 
But  as  this  Title  honours  me  and  mine, 
So  your  diflikes,  to  whom  I  would  be  pleafing, 
Doth  cloud  my  Joys  with  danger,  and  with  forrow. 

King.  My  Love,  forbear  to  fawn  upon  their  frowns : 
What  danger,  or  what  forrow  can  befall  thee, 
So  long  as  Edward  is  thy  conftant  Friend, 
And  their  true  Soveraign,  whom  they  muft  obey  i 
Nay,  whom  they  fhall  obey,  and  love  thee  too, 
Unlefs  they  feek  for  hatred  at  my  hands ; 
Which  if  they  do,  yet  will  I  keep  thee  fafe, 
And  they  fhall  feel  the  Vengeance  of  wrath. 

Rich.  I  hear,  yet  fay  not  much,  but  think  the  more. 
Enter  a  Poft. 

King.  NowMeflenger,  what  Letters,  or  what  News 
from  France  ? 

Poft.  My  Soveraign  Liege,  no  Letters,  and  few  words 
But  fuch  as  1  (without  your  fpecial  pardon) 
Dare  not  relate. 

King.  Go  too,  we  pardon  thee  : 
Therefore,  in  brief,  tell  their  words, 
As  near,  as  thou  canft  guefs  them, 
What  anfwer  makes  King  Lewis  unto  our  Letters  ? 

Poft.  At  my  depart,  thefe  were  his  very  words : 
Go  tell  falfe  Edward,  the  fuppofed  King, 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  fending  over  Maskers, 
To  revel  it  with  him,  and  his  new  Bride. 

King.  Is  Lewis  fo  brave  I  belike  he  thinks  me  Henry. 
But  what  faid  Lady  Bona  to  my  Marriage  ? 

Poft.  Thefe  were  her  words%utter'd  with  mild  difdain : 
Tell  him,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  Widower  fhortly, V  lewear  the  Willow  Garland  for  his  fake. 

King.  I  blame  not  her,  fhe  could  fay  little  lefs : 
She  had  the  wrong.  But  what  faid  Henries  Queen  £ 
For  fo  I  heard,  thatfne  was  there  in  place. 

Pod.  Tell  him  (quoth  fhe) 

My  mourning  Weeds  are  done, 
And  lam  ready  to  put  Armor  on. 

King.  Belike  fhe  means  to  play  the  Amazon. 
But  what  faid  Warwick  to  thefe  injuries.? 

Poft.  He,  more  incens'dagainft  your  Majefty 
Than  all  the  reft,  difcharg'd  me  with  thefe  words : 
Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong, 

And  therefore  Pie  uncrown  him  er't  be  long. 
Kin.Hz  ?  durft  the  Traitor  breathe  out  fo  proud  words? 

Well,  I  will  arm  me,  being  thus  fore-warn'd : 
They  fhall  have  Wars,  and  pay  for  their  prefumption. 
But  fay,  is  Warwick  Friends  with  Margaret  ? 

Poft.  I,  gracious  Soveraign, 
They  are  folink'din  Friendfhip, 
That  young  Prince  Edward  Marries  Warwicks  Daughter. 

Cla.  Belike,  the  elder  ; 
Clarence  will  have  the  younger. 
Now  Brother  King  farewel,  and  fit  youfaft, 
Fori  wil  hence  to  Warwick^ other  Daughter, 
That  though  I  want  a  Kingdom,  yet  in  Marriage 
I  may  not  prove  inferior  to  your  felf. 
You  that  love  me,  ,znc\Warwick\,  follow  me. 

{Exit  Clarence,  and  Somerfet  follows. 

Rich.  Not  I  • 
My  thoughts  aim  at  a  further  matter  •• 
I  ftay  not  for  the  love  of  Edward,  but  the  Crown. 

King.  Clarence  and  Somerfet  both  gone  to  Warwick? 

Yet  I  am  arm'd  againft  the  worft  can  happen  • 
And  hafte  is  needful  in  this  defp'rate  cafe. 

Qiq  2  Pembrook 
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Pembrookjznd  Stafford,  you  in  our  behalf 

Go  levy  Men,  and  make  prepare  for  War  •, 
They  are  already,  or  quickly  will  be  landed  : 
My  felf  in  Perfon  will  Itreight  follow  you. 

[Exit  Pembrook  ̂ Stafford. 

But  e're  I  go,  Huffing!  and  Mount  ague 

Refolve  my  doubt ,  you  'twain  of  all  the  reft 
Are  near  to  Warwick,  by  blood  and  by  allyance  : 
Tell  me,  if  you  love  Warwick^,  more  than  me; 
If  it  be  fo,  then  both  depart  to  him : 
;I  rather  wifh  you  Foes,  than  hollow  Friends. 
But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  true  obedience, 
Give  meafiurance  with  fome  Friendly  Vow, 
,  That  I  may  never  haueyou  in  fufpect. 

Mount.  So  God  help  Mountague,  as  he  proves  true. 
Haft.  And  Haftings,  as  he  favours  Edwards  Caufe. 
King.  Now,  Brother  Richard,  will  you  Hand  by  us  ? 
Rich.  I,  in  defpight  of  all  that  (hall  withftand  you. 
King.  Why  fo :  then  am  I  fure  of  Victory. 

Now  therefore  let  us  hence,  and  lofenohour, 
Till  we  mtztWarnick^  with  his  forreign  Power. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Warwick,  and  Oxford  in  England,  with  French 

Souldiers. 

War.  Truft  me,  my  Lord,  all  hitherto  goes  well, 
The  common  people  by  numbers  fwarm  to  us.  — 

Enter  Clarence  and  Somerfet. 

But  fee  where  Somerfet  and  Clarence  comes, 
Speak  fuddenly,  my  Lords,  are  we  all  Friends  ? 

Clar.  Fear  not  that,  my  Lord. 
War.  Then  gentle  Clarence,  welcome  unto  Warwick, 

And  welcome  Somerfet ;  I  hold  it  Cowardize, 
To  reft  miftruftful,  where  a  Noble  Heart 

Hath  pawn'd  an  tipen  Hand,  in  fign  of  Love  : 
Elfe  might  I  think,  that  Clarence,  Edwards  Brother, 
Were  but  a  fained  Friend  to  our  proceedings: 
But  welcome  fweet  Clarence^  Daughter  (hall  be  thine. 
And  now,  what  refts  ?  but  in  Nights  Coverture, 

Thy  Brother  being  carelefly  encamp'd, 
His  Souldiers  lurking  in  the  Town  about, 
And  but  attended  by  a  fimple  Guard, 
We  may  furprize  and  take  him  at  our  pleafure, 
Our  Scouts  have  found  the  adventure  very  eafie  : 
That  as  Vlyffes,  and  ftout  Diomcde 
With  Height  end  manhood  ftole  to  The  feus  Tents, 

And  brought  from  thence  the  Thracian  fatal  Steeds  •, 
So  we,  well  covered  with  the  Nights  black  Mantle, 
At  unawares  may  beat  down  Edwards  Guard, 
And  feize  himfelf :  I  fay  not,  flaughter  him, 
For  I  intend  but  only  to  furprize  him. 
You  that  will  follow  me  to  this  attempt, 
Applaud  the  Name  of  Henry,  with  your  Leader. 

[They  all  cry  Henry. 

Why  then,  lets  on  our  way  in  filent  fort, 
For  Warwickjawb  his  Friends,  God  and  Saint  George. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  the  Watchmen  to  guard  the  Kings  Tent. 

1.  Watch.  Come  on  my  Mafters,  each  man  take  his  ftand, 
The  King  by  this,  is  fet  him  down  to  lleep. 

2.  Watch.  What,  will  he  not  to  Bed  ? 

i  Watch.  Why,  no  :  for  he  hath  made  a  folemn  Vow, 
Never  to  lie  and  take  his  natural  Reft, 
Till  Warwick^,  or  himfelf,  be  quite  fuppreft. 

2.  Watch.  To  morrow  then  belike  mail  be  the  day, 
If  Warwick  be  fo  near  as  men  report. 
:  3 .  Watch.  But  fay,  I  pray,  what  Nobleman  is  that, 
That  with  the  King  here  refteth  in  his  Tent  ? 

i .  Wat .  'Tis  the  Lord  Hayings, the  Kings  chiefeft  Friend. 
3.  Watch.  0,is  it  fo  ?  but  why  commands  the  King, 

That  his  chief  followers  lodg  in  Towns  about  him, 

While  he  himfelf  keeps  in  the  cold  Field  ? 
2Wa?T\s>  the  more  honour,becaufe  the  more  dangerous. 
3.  Watch.  I,  but  give  me  worlhip  and  qu  ietnefs, 

I  like  it  better  than  a  dangerous  Honour.  t 
If  Warwickjinew  in  what  eftate  he  ftands, 
'Tis  to  be  doubted  he  would  waken  him. 

1.  Wat.  Unlefs  our  Halberds  did  Ihut  up  his  paflage. 
2.  Wat.  I :  wherefore  elfe  guard  we  this  Royal  Tent, 

But  to  defend  his  Perfon  from  Night-foes  ? 

Enter  Warwick,  Clarence,  Oxford,  Somerfet,  WFrench 
Souldiers,  ftlent  all. 

War.  This  is  his  Tent,  and  fee  where  ftands  his  Guard : 
Courage  my  Mafters :  Honour  now  or  never : 
But  follow  me,  and  Edward  mall  be  ours. 

1  Wat.  Who  goes  there  ? 
2  Watch.  Stay  or  thou  dyeft. 
Warwick  and  the  reft  cry  all,  Warwick,  Warwick,  and 

fet  upon  the  Guard,  who  fly,  crying,  Arms,  Arms,  War 
wick  and  the  reft  following  them. 

The  Drum  flaying,  and  Trumpet  founding. 
Enter  Warwick,  Somerfet,  and  the  reft,  bringing  the  King 

out  in  a  Gown,  fitting  in  a  Chair  :  Richard  and  Haftings 

fly  over  the  Stage. 

Som.  What  are  they  that  fly  there  ? 
War.  Richard  and  Haftings,  let  them  go,  here  is  the 

Duke. 

King  Edw.  The  Duke  ? 
Why  Warwick^,  when  we  parted, 
Thou  calPdft  mc  King. 

W ar.  I,  but  the  cafe  is  alter'd. 
When  you  difgrae'd  me  in  my  Embaflade, 
Then  I  degraded  you  from  being  King, 
And  come  now  to  create  you  Duke  of  Torkt 
Alas  how  fhould  you  govern  any  Kingdom, 
That  know  not  how  to  ufe  Embafladors, 
Nor  how  to  be  contented  with  one  Wife, 
Nor  how  to  ule  your  Brothers  brotherly, 
Nor  how  to  ftudy  for  the  Peoples  welfare, 
Nor  how  to  ftirowd  your  felf  from  Enemies  ? 

King  Edw.  Yea,  Brother  of  Clarence, 
Art  thou  here  too  ? 

Nay  then  I  fee,  that  Edward  needs  mufl  down. 
Yet  Warwick  ,  in  defpight  of  all  mifchance, 
Of  thee  thy  felf,  and  all  thy  Complices, 
Edward  will  always  bear  himfelf  as  King : 
Though  Fortunes  malice  overthrow  my  State, 
My  mind  exceeds  the  compafs  of  her  Wheel. 

War.  Then  for  his  mind,  be  Edward  England*  King. 

Tak§s  off  his  Crown. 
But  Henry  now  fhall  wear  the  Englijli  Crown, 
And  be  true  King  indeed    thou  but  a  lhadow. 
My  Lord  of  Somerfet,  at  my  requeft, 

See  that  forthwith  Duke  Edward  be  convey'd 
Unto  my  Brother  Arch-Bifhop  of  Tork^-. 
When  1  have  fought  with  Pembroot^,  and  his  Fellows, 
Pie  follow  you,  and  tell  what  anfwer 
Lewes  and  the  Lady  Bona  fend  to  him. 
Now  for  a  while  farewel  good  Duke  of  Torkj 

They  lead  him  out  forcibly. 
K.  Ed.  What  Fates  impofe,that  men  muft  needs  abide ; 

It  boots  not  to  refill  both  Wind  and  Tide.  [Exeunt. 
Oxf.  What  now  remains,  my  Lords,  for  us  to  do, 

But  march  to  London  with  our  Souldiers  ? 

War.  I,  that's  the  firft  thing  that  we  have  to  do, 
To  free  King  Henry  from  imprifonment, 
And  fee  him  fcated  in  the  Regal  Throne.  {Exit. 

Enter  Rivers,  and  the  Lady  Gray. 

Riv.  Madam,  what  makes  you  in  this  fudden  change  ? 

Gray. 
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Gray.  Why  Brother  Rivers,-  are  you  yet  to  learn 
What  late  misfortune  is  b;faln  King  Edward  ? 

Riv.  What  ?  lofsof  fomepitcht  battel 

Againft  WarwickJ 
Gra.  No,  but  the  lofs  of  his  own  Royal  perfon, 
Riv.  Then  is  my  Soveraign  flain  ? 

Gray.  I,  almoft  flain,  for  he  is  taken  Prifoner, 

Either  betray'd  by  falftioodof  his  Guard, 

Or  by  his  Foe  furpriz'd  at  unawares : 
And  as  I  further  have  to  underftand, 

Is  new  committed  to  the  BiPnopof  Tork\, 
Fell  Warwick's  Brother,  and  by  that  our  Foe. 

Riv.  ThefeNews  I  muft  confefs  are  full  of  grief, 

Yet  gracious  Madam,  bear  it  as  you  may, 
Warwick^  may  lofe,  that  now  hath  won  the  day. 

Gray.  Till  then,  fair  hope  mult  hinder  lives  decay. 
And  I  the  rather  wain  me  from  defpair 

For  love  of  Edward's  Off-fpring  in  my  womb  : 
This  is  that  makes  me  bridl*  my  pafiion, 
And  bear  with  mildnefs  my  misfortune  crofs: 

I,  I,  for  this  I  draw  in  many  a  tear, 

And  ftop  the  riling  of  blood-fucking  fighs, 
Left  with  my  fighs. or  tears,  I  blaft  or  drown 

Kind  Edwardh  Fruit,  true  heir  to  th'  Enghfti  Crown. 
Riv.  But  Madam, 

Where  is  Warwick  then  become  ? 

Gray.  Iam  inform'd  that  he  comes  towards  London, 

To  fet  the  Crown  once  more  on  Henry's  head : 

Guefs  thou -the  reft,  King  Edward's  Friends  muft  down. 
But  to  prevent  the  Tyrants  violence, 
(For  truft  not  him  that  hath  once  broken  faith) 
l'le  hence  forthwith  unto  the  Sanctuary, 

To  fave  (at  leaftj  the  heir  of  Edward's  right : 
There  mail  1  rtft  fecure  from  force  and  fraud : 
Come  therefore  let  us  flye, 

If  Warwick^ take  us,  we  are  fure  to  dye.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Richard,  Lord  Haftings,  and  Sir  William 
Stanley. 

Rich.  Now  my  Lord  Haftings,  and  Sir  Will.  Stanley 
Leave  off  to  wonder  why  1  drew  you  hither, 
Into  this  chiefeft  Thicket  of  the  Park. 

Thus  ftands  the  cafe :  you  know  your  King,  my  Brother, 
IsPrifoner  to  theBifhop  here,  st  whofe  hands 
He  hath  good  ufage,  and  great  liberty, 
And  often  but  attended  with  weak  guard, 
Comes  hunting  this  way  to  difport  himfelf. 
I  have  advertisM  him  by  fecret  means, 
That  if  about  this  hour  he  make  this  way, 
Under  the  colour  of  his  ufual  game, 
He  mail  here  find  his  Friends  with  Horfe  and  Men, 
To  fet  him  free  from  his  Captivity. 

Enter  King  Edward,  and  a  Hunt  [man  with  him. 

Hunt.  This  way,  my  Lord, 
For  this  way  lies  the  Game. 

King  Edw.  Nay  this  way,  man, 
See  where  the  Huntfmen  ftand. 

Now  Brother  of  Clofter,  Lord  Haftings  and  the  reft, 
Stand  you  thus  clofe  to  fteal  the  Bifhcps  Deer  ? 

Rich.  Brother  the  time  and  cafe  requireth  haft, 
Your  Horfe  ftands  ready  at  the  Park-corner. 

King  Edw.  But  whither  fhall  we  then  ? 
Haft.  To  Lyn,mj  Lord, 

And  fhip  from  thence  to  Flanders. 
Rich.  Well  gueft  believe  me,  for  that  was  my  meaning. 
Kmg  Edw.  Stanley,  I  will  requite  thy  forwardnefs. 

Rich.  But  wherefore  ftay  we  ?  'tis  no  time  to  talk. 
King  Edw.  Huntfman,  what  fay'ft  thou? 

Wilt  thou  go  along  ? 

Hunt.  Better  do  fo,  than  tarry  and  be  hang'd. 
Rich.  Come  then  away,  let's  ha  no  more  ado. 
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King  Edw.  Bifhop  farewel-, 
Shi  Jd  thee  from  Warwukls  frown, 
And  pray  that  1  may  repolTefs  the  Crown. 

\Exeunt 
Enter  King  Henry  the  Sixth,  Clarence,  Warwick,  So 
merfer,  young  Henry,  Oxford,  Mountague  and  Lieutenant . 

King  Hen.  M.  Lieutenant,  now  that  God  and  Friends 
!  'ave  lhakeri  Edward  from  the  R  gal  Seat, 
And  turn'd  my  captive  Mate  to  liberty, 
My  fear  to  hope,  my  forrows  unto  joys, 
At  our  enlargement  what  are  thy  due  Fees  ? 

Lieu.  Subjects  may  challenge  nothing  of  their  Sov'raign? 
Bur,  if  an  humble  prayer  may  prevail, 
I  then  crave  pardon  of  your  Majefty. 

King.  For  what,  Lieutenant  ?  For  well  ufing  me  ? 
Nay,  be  thou  fure,  l'le  well  requite  thy  kindnefs : 
For  that  it  made  my  imprifonment,  a  pleafure : 
1,  fuch  a  pleafure,  a.  incag'd  Bn  us 
Conceive  -0  when  after  many  moody  thoughts, 
At  laft,  by  Notes  of  Koulhold  harmcny, 
They  quite  forget  their  lofs  of  liberty. 
But  W^rwick^,  after  God,  thou  fett'ft  me  free, 
And  chiefly  therefore,  1  thank  God,  and  thee. 
He  was  the  Author,  thou  the  Inftrument. 
Th  refore  that  I  may  conquer  Fortunes  fpight, 
By  living  low,  where  Fcrtuue  cannot  hurt  me, 
And  that  the  people  of  this  blefTeciLand 

May  not  be  punifh'd  with  my  thwarting  ftars, 
Warwick ,  although  my  head  ftill  wear  the  Crown, 
I  here  refign  my  Government  to  thee, 
For  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  deeds. 

War.  Your  Grace  hath  ftill  been  fam'd  for  vertuous, 
And  now  may  feem  as  wife  as  vertuous, 

By  fpying  and  avoiding  Fortunes  malice, 
For  few  men  rightly  temper  with  the  Stars : 
Yet  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  your  Grace, 
For  chuling  me,  when  Clartnce  is  in  place. 

Clar.  NoyWarwick^,  thou  art  worthy  of  the  fway, 
To  whom  the  Heavens  in  thy  Nativity, 

Adjudg'd  an  Olive  Branch,  and  Lawrel  Crown, 
A-,  hkely  to  be  bleft  in  Peace  and  War : 
And  therefore  I  yield  thee  my  free  confent. 

War.  And  I  choofe  C/^m?ce  only  for  Pr  otector. 
King.  Warwick^  and  Clarence,  give  me  both  your  hands. 

Now  joyn  your  hands,  and  with  your  hands  your  hearts, 
Th^t  no  diflcntion  hinder  Government  •• 
i  make  you  Doth  Protectors  of  this  Land, 
While  1  my  fclf  will  lead  a  private  Life, 
And  in  devotion  fpend  my  laiter  days, 
To  fins  rebuke,  and  my  Creators  praife. 

War.  What  anfwers  Clarence  to  his  Soveraigns  Will  ? 

Claft  That  heconfents,  if  Warwick^y'idd  confent, For  on  thy  fortune  I  repofe  my  felf. 
War.  Why  then,  though  loth,  yet  muft  I  be  content : 

We'll  yoak  together,  lik  a  double  fhadow 
To  Henry's  Body,  and  fupply  his  place  ; 
I  mean,  in  bearing  weight  of  Governmnt, 
While  he  enjoys  the  honour,  and  his  eafe. 
Arid  Clarence  now,  now  then  it  is  more  than  needful 

Forthwith  that  Edward  be  pronoune'd  a  Traytor, 
And  all  his  Lands  and  Goods  confifcated. 

Clar.  Whatelfe.?  and  that  Succeffion  be  determined. 
War.  I,  therein  Clarence  fhall  not  want  his  part. 
King.  But  with  the  firft,  of  all  our  chief  affairs, 

Let  me  intreat,  (for  1  command  no  more ) 
That  Margaret  your  Queen,  and  my  Son  Edward, 
Be  fent  for,  to  return  from  France  with  fpeed : 
For  till  I  fee  them  here,  by  doubtful  fear, 

My  joy  of  liberty  is  half  eclips'd. 
Ctar.  It  fhall  be  done,  my  Soveraign,  with  all  fpeed. 
King.  My  Lord  of  Somerfet,  what  youth  is  that, 

Of  whom  you  feem  to  have  fo  tender  care  ? 

Somer.  My  Liege,  it  is  young  Htnry,  Earl  of  Richmond. 

Ciq  3  King, 
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King.  Come  hither,  England*  Hope : 
Lays  his  Hand  on  his  Head. 

if  fecvet  Powers  fugged  but  truth 
To  my  divining  Thoughts, 
This  pretty  Lad  will  prove  our  Countries  blifs. 
Hisloc  Ksare  full  of  peaceful  Majefty, 

His  Head  by  Nature  fram'd  to  wear  a  Crown, 
His  hand  to  weild  a  Scepter,  and  himfelf 
Likely  in  time  to  blefs  a  Regal  Throne : 
Make  much  of  him,  my  Lords ,  for  this  is  he 

Mult  help  you  more,  than  you  are  hurt  by  me. 
Enter  a  Pofl. 

War.  What  news,  my  Friend? 
Poft.  That  Edward  is  efcaped  from  your  Brother, 

And  fled  ( as  he  hears  fince)  to  Burgundy. 
War.  Unfavory  news :  but  how  made  he  efcape  ? 

Post.  He  was  convey'd  by  Richard,  Duke  of  Glofter, 
And  the  Lord  Haft  trigs,  who  attended  him 
In  fecret  ambufli,  on  the  Foreft  fide, 

And  from  the  Bifliops  Huntfmen  refcu'd  him  : 
For  Hunting  was  his  daily  Exercife. 

War.  My  Brother  was  too  carelefs  of  his  charge. 
But  let  us  hence,  mySoveraign,  to  provide 

A  Salvefor  any  Sore,  that  may  betide.  {Exeunt 
Manet  Somerfet,  Richmond,  and  Oxford. 

Sow.  My  Lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of  Edwards : 
Fordoubtlefs  Burgundy  mil  yield  him  help, 

And  we  {hall  have  more  Wars  before't  be  long. 
As  Henries  late  prefaging  Prophecy 

Did  glad  my  Heart,  with  hope  of  this  young  Richmond: 

So  doth  my  Heart,  mil-give  me,  in  theie  Conflicts 
What  may  befall  him,  to  his  harm  and  ours. 
Therefore,  Lord  Oxford  to  prevent  the  worft, 

Forthwith  we'll  f.nd  him  hence  to  Britany, 
Till  ftorms  be  paft  of  Civil  Enmity, 

Qxf.  I :  for  if  Edward  re-pofiefs  the  Crown, 
'Tislike  that  Richmond  \:\ir.  the  reft  fhall  down. 

Som.  Is  fhall  be  fo  :  he  fhall  to  Britany. 

Come  therefore,  Lt's  about  it  fpsedily.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Edward,  Richard,  Haftings,  andSouldiers. 

Ed.  Now  Brother  Richard-,  Lord  Haftings,  and  the  reft, 
Yet  thus  far  Fortune  makeih  us  amends, 

And  fays,  that  once  more  I  fhall  enterchange 

My  wained  State,  for  Henry's  Regal  Crown. 
Well  have  we  pafs'd,  and  now  repafs'd  the  Seas, 
And  brought  de fired  help  from  Burgundy. 

What  then  remains,  we  being  thus  arriv'd 

From  Ravenfpurgh Haven,  befoi-ethe  Gates  of  Torl^ 
But  that  we  enter,  as  into  our  Dukedom  ? 

Rich.  The  Gates  made  faft  ? ' 
Brother,  I  like  not  this. 
For  many  men  that  ftumble  at  the  Threfhold, 
Are  well  fore-told,  that  danger  lurks  within. 

Ed.  Tufhman,aboadments  mult  not  now  affright  us : 

By  fair  or  foul  means  we  muft  enter  in, 
For  hither  will  our  Friends  repair  to  us. 

Haft.  My  Liege,  Pie  knock  once  more  to  fummon  them. 

Enter  on  the  Walls,  the  Mayor  of  York,  and  his  Brethren. 

Mayor.  My  Lords, 
We  were  fore-warned  of  your  coming, 

And  fhut  the  Gates,  for  fafety  of  our  felves  •, 
For  now  we  owe  Allegiance  unto  Henry. 

Edw.  But,  MafterMayor,  if  Henry  be  your  King, 
Yet  Edward,  at  the  leaft,  is  Duke  of  Torkz 

Mayor.  True,  my  good  Lord,  I  know  you  for  no  lefs. 
Ed.  Why,  and  I  challenge  nothing  but  my  Dukedom, 

As  being  well  content  with  that  alone. 
Rich.  But  when  the  Fox  has  once  got  in  his  Nofe, 
f  oon  find  means  to  make  the  Body  follow. 

HHaft .  Wh  y,Mafter  Mayor,why  ftand  you  in  a  doubt  ? 

\ 

Open  the  Gates,  we  are  King  Henries  Friends. 
Mayor.  I,  fay  you  fo  ?  the  Gates  fhall  then  Be  opened. 

He  defcends. 

Rich.  A  wife  flout  Captain,  and  foon  perfwaded. 
Haft.  The  good  old  man  would  fain  that  all  were  well 

So  'twere  notlong  of  him :  but  being  entred, 
1  doubt  not  I,  but  we  fhall  foon  perfwade 
Both  him,  and  all  his  Brothers,  unto  Reafon. 

Enter  the  Mayor,  and  two  Aldermen. 

Edw.  So,  Matter  Mayor  :  thefe  Gates  muft  not  be  fhut 
But  in  the  Night,  or  in  the  time  of  War. 
W  hat,  fear  not  man,  but  yield  me  up  the  Keys. Takes  his  Keys. 

For  Edward  will  defend  the  Town,  and  thee, 
And  ail  thofe  Friends,  that  deign  to  follow  me. 

March.  Enter  Mountgomery,  with  Drum  and  Souldier*. 

Rich.  Brother,  this  is  Sir  John  Mountgomery^ 

Our  trufty  Friend,  unlefs  1  be  deceiv'd. Edw.  Welcome  Sir  John ;  but  why  come  you  in  Arms  ? 
Mount.  To  help  King  Edward  in  his  time  of  ftorm 

As  every  Loyal  Subject  ought  to  do. 
Edw.  Thanks,  good  Mountgomery  : 

But  we  now  forget  the  Title  to  the  Crown? 
And  only  claim  our  Dukedome, 
Till  God  pleafe  to  fend  the  reft. 

Mount.  Then  fare  you  well,  for  I  will  hence  again, 
I  came  to  ferve  a  King,  and  not  a  Duke : 
Drummer  ftrike  up,  and  let  us  March  away. 

The  Drum  begins  to  March. 
Edw.  Nay  ftay,  Sir  John,  a  while,  and  well  debate 

By  what  fafe  means  the  Crown  may  be  recover'd. 
Mount.  What  talk  you  of  debating  ?  in  few  words 

I  f  you'l  not  here  proclaim  your  felf  our  King, 
Pie  leave  you  to  your  Fortune,  and  be  gone, 
To  keep  them  back,  that  come  to  fuccour  you. 

"  fhall  we  fight,  if  you  pretend  no  Title  ! 
'  Why  Brother,wherefore  ftand  you  on  nice  points  ? Edw.  When  we  grow  ftronger, 

Then  we'Jl  make  our  Claim : 
Till  then,  'tis  Wifdome  to  conceal  our  meaning. 

Haft.  Away  with  fcrupulous  Wit,  now  Arms  mult  rule. 
Rich.  And  fear  lefs  minds  climb  fooneft  unto  Crowns. 

Brother,  we  will  proclaim  you  out  of  hand, 

The  bruit  thereof  will  bring'you  many  Friends. 
Edw.  Then  be  it  as  you  will :  for  'tis  my  right 

And  Henry  but  ufurps  the  Diadem. 
Mount.  1,  now  my  Soveraign  fpeaketh  like  himfelf, 

And  now  will  I  be  Edwards  Champion. 
Haft.  Sound  Trumpa,Edward  fhall  be  here  proclaimed : 

Come,  Fellow  Souldier,  make  thou  Proclamation. 
FlourijJi.  Sound., 

Soul.  Edward  the  Fourth,  by  the  Grace  of  Godi  King  of 
England  and  France,  and  Lord  of  Ireland,  &c. 

Mount.  And  whofee're  gain-fays  King  Edwards  right 
By  this  I  challenge  him  to  fingle  Fighr. 

Throws  down  his  Gauntlet. 

All.  Long  live  Edward  the  Fourth. 
Ed.  Thanks  brave  Mountgomery. 

And  thanks  unto  you  all : 

If  Fortune  ferve  me,  1'le  requite  this  Kindnefs. 
Now  for  this  Night,  let's  harbour  here  at  Tcri: 
And  when  the  Morning  Sun  fhall  raife  his  Carr 
Above  the  Border  of  this  Horizon, 

We'll  forward  towards  Warwick^,  and  his  Mates  j 
For  well  I  wot,  that  Henry  is  no  Souldier, 
Ah  froward  Clarence,  how  evil  it  befeems  thee, 
To  flatter  Henry,  and  forfake  thy  Brother  ? 

Yet  as  we  may,  we'll  meet  both  thee  and  Warwick^ 
Come  on  brave  Souldiers :  doubt  not  of  the  Day, 
And  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  large  pay.  [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  the  King,  Warwick,  Mountague,  Clarence,  Ox- 
ford, and  Somerfet. 

War.  What  Counfel,  Lords  ?  Edward  from  Bcl£ia, 
Wich  hally  Germanes,  and  blunt  Hollanders, 

Hathpafs'din  fafety  through  the  narrow  Seas, 
And  with  his  Troops  doth  march  amain  to  London, 
And  many  giddy  people  flock  to  him. 

King.  Let's  levy  Men,  and  beat  him  back  again. 
Clar.  A  little  Fire  is  quickly  trodden  out, 

Which  being  fuffer'd,  Rivers  cannot  quench. 
War.  In  Warwickfliire  I  have  true-hearted  Friends, 

Not  mutinous  in  Peace,  yet  bold  in  War, 
Thofe  will  I  mufter  up  :  and  thou  Son  Clarence 
Shalt  ftir  up  in  Suffolk^,  Norfolk^  and  in  Kent, 
The  Knights  and  Gentlemen,  to  come  with  thee. 
Thou  Brother  Mountague,  and  Buckingham-, 
Northampton,  and  in  Leicefter-Jlnre  fhalt  find 
Men  well  inclin'd  to  hear  what  thou  command'ft. 

And  thou,  brave  Oxford,  wondrous  well  belov'd, 
n  Oxfordjhire  fhalt  mufttr  up  thy  Friends. 
Vly  Soveraign,  with  the  loving  Citizens, 
Like  to  his  llknd,  girt  with  the  Ocean, 
Or  modeft  Dian,  circled  with  her  Nymphs, 
Shall  reft  in  London,  till  we  come  to  him  : 
Fair  Lords  take  leave,  andftanq  not  to  reply. 
Farewcl  my  Sov  eraign. 

King.  Farewel  my  Heftor,  and  my  Troys  true  hope. 
Clar.  In  fign  of  truth,  I  kifs  your  Highnefs  hand. 

King.  WeJJ-minded  Clarence,  be  thou  fortunate. 
Mount.  Comfort,  my  Lord,  and  fol  take  my  leave. 
Oxf.  And  thus  I  feal  my  Truth,  and  bid  adieu. 
King.  Sweet  Oxford,  and  my  loving  Mountague-, 

And  all  at  once,  once  more  a  happy  farewel. 

War.  Farewell,  fweet  Lords,  let's  meet  at  Coventry. 

\_Exeuni. King.  Here  at  the  Palace  will  I  reft  a  while. 
Coufinof  Exeter,  what  thinks  your  Lordlhip.? 
Methinks,  the  Power  that  Edward  hath  in  Field, 
Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 

Exet.  The  doubt  is,  that  he  will  feduce  the  reft. 

King.  That's  not  my  fear,  my  meed  hath  got  me  fame : 
I  have  not  ftopt  mine  Ears  to  their  demands, 
Nor  polled  of  their  Suits  with  flow  delays, 

My  pity  hath  been  Balm  to  heal  their  wounds, 

My  mildnefs  hath  allay'd  their  fwelling  griefs, 

My  mercy  dry'd  their  water-flowing  Tears. 
I  have  not  been  defirous  of  their  Wealth,  _ 
Nor  much  oppreft  them  with  great  fubfidies, 

Nor  forward  of  Revenge,  though  they  much  err'd. 
Then  why  fhould  they  love  Edward  more  than  me  ? 
No,  Exeter,  thefe  Graces  challenge  Grace  : 
And  when  the  Lion  fawns  upon  the  Lamb, 
The  Lamb  will  never  ceafe  to  follow  him. 

Shout  within.  A  Lancafter,  A  Lancafier. 
Ex.  Heark,  heark,  my  Lord,  what  Shouts  are  thefe  ? 

Enter  Edward  and  his  Souldiers. 

Edw.  Seize  on  the  fhame-fae'd  Henry  ̂ bt^v  him  hence, 
And  once  again  proclaim  us  King  of  England- 
You  are  the  Fount,  that  make  fmall  Brooks  to  flow, 
Now  flops  thy  Spring,  my  Sea  fhall  fuck  them  dry, 
And  fwell  fo  much  the  higher,  by  their  ebb. 
Hence  with  him  to  the  Tower,  let  him  not  fpeak. 

\_Exit  with  Kmg  Henry. 
And  Lords, towards  Coventry  bend  we  our  Courfe, 
Where  peremptory  Warwiclinow  remains : 
The  Sun  fhines  hot,  and  if  we  ufe  delay, 

Cold  biting  Winter  marrs  our  hep'd  for  Hay. 
Rich.  Away  betimes  before  his  Forces  joyn, 

Anc  take  the  great-grown  Traytor  unawares : 
Brave  Warriors,  march  amain  towards  Coventry. 

f  Exeunt 

Enter  Warwick,  the  Mayor  of  Coventry,  two  Meffengers, 
and  others  upon  the  V/alls, 

War..  Where  is  the  Poft  that  came  from  valiant  Oxford? 
How  far  hence  is  thy  Lord,  mine  honeft  fellow  ? 

Mc ff.  i.  By  this  at  Dunfmore,  marching  hitherward. 
War.  How  far  off  k  our  Brother  Mountague  ? 

Where  is  the  Poft  that  came  from  Mountague  ? 
Mef.  2.  By  this  at  Daintry,  with  a  puiflant  Troop. 

Enter  Somerviie. 

War.  SzySomervile,  what  fays  my  loving  Son  ? 
And  by  thy  guel?,  how  nigh  is  Clarence  now  ? 

Somerv.  At  Southam  I  did  leave  him  with  his  Forces, 
And  do  expect  him  here  fome  two  hours  hence. 

War.  Then  Clarence  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  Drum. 
Somer.  It  is  not  his,  my  Lord,  here  Southam  lies: 

The  Drum  your  Honour  hears,  marcheth  from  Warwick. 
War.  Who  fhould  that  be?  Belike  unlook'd  lor  Friends 
Somer.  They  are  at  hand,  and  you  fhall  quickly  know. 

March.  Flounfl).  Enter  Edward,  Richard,  and  Souldiers. 

Edw.  Go,  Trumpet,  to  the  Walls,  found  aParle. 
Rich.  See  how  the  furly  Warwick  mans  the  Wall. 

War.  Oh  unbid  fpight,  is  fportful  Edward  come  ? 
Where  flept  our  Scours,  or  how  are  they  fedue'd, 
That  we  could  hear  no  news  of  his  repair. 

Edw.  Now  Warwick,  wile  thou  ope  the  City  Gates, 
Speak  gentle  words,  and  humbly  bend  thy  Knee, 
Call  Edward  King,  and  at  his  hands  beg  Mercy, 
And  he  fhall  pardon  thee  thefe  Outrages  ? 

War.  Nay  rather,  wilt  thou  draw  thy  Forces  hence, 
Confefs  who  fet  thee  up,  and  pluck'd  thee  down, 
Calf  Warwick  Patron,  and  be  Penitent, 
And  thou  fhalt  ftill  remain  the  Duke  of  York, 

Rich.  I  thought  at  leaft  he  would  have  faid  the  King, 
Or  did  he  make  the  Jeftagainft  his  will  ? 

War.  Is  not  a  Dukedom,  Sir,  a  goodly  gift  ? 
Rich.  I,  by  my  Faith,  for  a  poor  Earl  to  gi  ve 

Pie  do  thee  fervice  for  fo  good  a  gift. 

War.  'Twas  I  that  ii.ave  the  Kingdom  to  thy  Brother.  ' 
Edw.  Why  then  'tis  mine,  if  but  by  W^nwr/Csgift. 
War.  Thou  art  no  Atlas  for  fo  great  a  weight : 

And  Weakling  W^nw^takes  his  gift  again, 
And  Henry  is  my  King,  Warwkk^hh  Subject- 

Edw.  But  Warwick*  King  is  Edwards  Prjfoner : 
And  gallant  Warwick^,  do  but  anfwer  this, 
What  is  the  Body,  when  the  Head  is  off? 

Rich.  Alas,  that  Warwick  had  no  more  fore-caft, 
But  whiles  he  thought  to  fteal  the  fingle  Ten, 

The  King  was  flily  hnger'd  from  the  Deck : 
You  left  poor  Henry  at  the  Bifhops  Palace, 
And  ten  to  one  you'll  meet  him  in  the  Tower. 

Edw.  'Tisevenfo,  yet  you  are  Warwick^  ftill. Rich.  Come  Warwick^ , 

Take  the  time,  kneel  down,  kneel  down : 
Nay  when :  ftrike  now,  or  elfe  the  Iron  cools. 

War.  I  had  rather  chop  this  hand  off  at  a  blow, 
And  with  the  other,  fling  it  at  thy  Face, 
Tknn  bear  fo  low  a  fail,  to  ftrike  to  thee. 

Edw.  Sail  how  thou  canft, 
Have  Wind  and  Tide  thy  Friend, 
This  hand,  faft  wound  about  thy  Coal-black  hair, 
Shall,  whiles  thy  Head  is  warm,  and  new  cut  off, 
Write  in  the  duft  this  Sentence  with  thy  blood, 
Wind-changing  Warwick  now  can  change  no  more. 

Emer  Oxford,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

War.  Oh  chearful  Colours,  fee  where  Oxford  comes. 
Oxf.  Oxford,  Oxford,  for  Lancafier. 
Rich.  The  Gates  are  open,  let  us  enter  too. 
Edw.  So  other  Foes  may  fet  upon  our,  backs. 

,  Stand  1 
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Stand  we  in  good  array  :  for  they  no  doubt 
Will  iflue  out  again,  and  bid  us  battel  ; 
If  not,  the  City  being  but  of  fmall  defence, 

We'll  quickly  rouzethe  Traytors  in  the  fame. 
War.  Oh  welcome  Oxford,  for  we  want  thy  help. 

.   Enter  Mountague,  w'.ih  Drum  and  Colours. 

Mount.  Mount  ague  i  Mountague,  for  Lancaster. 
Rich.  Thou  and  thy  Brother  both  (hall  buy  this  Treafon 

Even  with  the  deareft  blood  your  Bodies  bear. 

Edw.  The  harder  match'd,  the  greater  Victory, 
My  mind  pretageth  happy  gain,  and  Conqueft. 

Enter  Somerfet,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

Som.  Somerfet,  Somerfet,  for  Lancafter. 
Rich.  Two  of  thy  name,  both  Dukes  of  Somerfet, 

Have  fold  their  Lives  unto  the  Houfe  of  Yorkj 
And  thou  (halt  be  the  third,  if  this  Sword  hold. 

Enter  Clarence,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

War.  And  loe,  where  George  of  Clarence  fwceps  along, 
Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  Brother  Battel : 
With  whom,  an  upright  zeal  to  right  prevails 
More  than  the  nature  of  a  Brothers  love. 

Come  Clarence,  come:  thou  wilt,  if  Warwick,  call. 
Clar.  Father  of  Warwuk.,  know  you  what  this  means  ? 

Look  here,  i  throw  my  Infamy  at  thee  .• 
I  will  not  ruinate  my  Fathers  Houfe, 
Who  gave  his  blood  to  lime  the  ltones  together, 
And  leu  up  Lane  after.  Why,  troweft  thou,  Warwick,, 
That  Clarence  is  fo  harlh,  fo  blunt,  unnatural^ 
To  bend  the  fatal  inftruments  of  War 

Againit  his  Brother,  and  his  lawful  King. 
Perhaps  thou  wilt  object  my  holy  Oath : 
To  keep  that  Oath,  were  more  impiety, 

Than  Jtpthah,  when  he  facrifie'd  his  Daughter. 
I  am  fo  ibrry  for  my  Trefpafs  made, 
That  to  deferve  well  at  my  Brothers  hands, 
I  here  proclaim  my  felf  thy  mortal  foe  : 

With  refolution,  wherefoe're  1  meet  thee, 
(As  I  will  meet  thee,  if  thou  fhr  abroad) 
To  plague  thee  for  thy  foul  miileading  me. 

And  lb,  proud- hearted  Warwick.,  I  defie  thee, 
And  to  my  Brother  turn  my  bluihing  Cheeks. 
Pardon  me,  Edward,  I  will  make  amends: 
And  Richard,  do  not  frown  upon  my  faults, 
For  1  will  henceforth  be  no  more  unconftant. 

Ed.  Now  welcome  more,  and  ten  times  more  belov'd 
Than  if  thou  never  had'it  deferv'd  our  hate. 

Rich.  Welcome  good  Clarence,  this  is  Brother- like. 

War.  Oh  paffing  Tray  tor,  perjur'd  and  unjuft. 
Edw.  What  Warwick , 

Wilt  thou  leave  the  Town,  and  fight  ? 
Or  fhall  we  beat  the  Stones  about  thine  Ears  ? 

War.  Alas,  1  am  not  coop'd  here  for  defence  : 
I  will  away  towards  Bamet  prefently, 

And  bid  thee  Battel,  Edward,  if  thou  dar'ft. 
Edw.  Yes  Warwick.,  Edward  dares,  and  leads  the  way : 

Lords  to  the  Field  •.  Saint  George,  and  Victory.  {Exeunt. 
March.    Warwick  and  his  company  follows. 

Alarum  ,  and  Excurjtons.    Enter  Edward  bringing  forth 
Warwick  wounded. 

Edw.  So,  lie  thou  there :  die  thou,  and  die  our  fear, 

For  W'Virw^was  a  Bug  that  fear'd  us  all. 
Now  Mountague  fit  faft,  1  feck  for  thee, 

That  Warwick's  Bones  may  keep  thine  company.  [Exit. 
War.  Ah,  who  is  nigh?  come  to  me,  fiiend,or  foe, 

And  tell  me  who  is  Victor,  Tork,  or  Warwick  ? 
Why  ask  I  that  ?  my  mangled  body  fhews, 

M/  blood,  my  want  cf  ftrength,  my  lick  heart  fhews, 
That  I  mult  yield  my  bodv  to  the  Er;i  th, 

And  by  my  ial!,th.  conqueft  to  my  foe. 
Thus  yields  tie  Cedar  to  the  Axes  edge, 
Whofe  Arms  gave  ineker  to  the  Princely  Eagle, 
Under  whole  fhade  the  ramping  Lion  fLpt, 

Whofe  top-branch  over-reci'a  Joves  fpreading  Tree, 
And  kept  low  Shrubs  fr<  ui  Vv  inters  powerful  wind. 
Thefe  Eyes,  that  now  are  dimu'd  with  Deaths  black  Veyl> 
Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  Mid- day  Sun, 
To  fearch  the  fecra  Treafons  of  the  world  : 

Tbc.wrinckles  in  my  'Vows,  now  fill'd  wiJi  blood, 
Were  lik'ned  oft  to  Kingly  Sepulchres : 
For  wholiv'd  King,  but  I  could  dig  his  Grave  ? 
And  whodurft  fmile,  when  Warwick  bent  his  Brow  ? 

Loe,  now  my  Glory  fmear'd  in  duft  and  blood, 
My  Parks,  my  Walks,  my  Mannors  that  I  had, 
Even  now  forfake  me ;  and  of  all  my  Lands, 
Is  nothing  left  me,  but  my  bodies  length. 
Why,  what  is  Pomp,  Rule,  Reign,  but  Earth  and  Duft? 
And  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  mult, 

Enter  Oxford  and  Somerfet. 

Som.  Ah  Warwick^  Warwick,  wert  thou  as  we  are, 
We  might  recover  all  our  lofs  again : 
The  Queen  from  France  ha'-h  brought  a  puiflant  power 
Even  now  we  heard  the  news :  ah,  could'ft  thou  flye. 

War.  Why  then  I  would  not  flye  Ah  Mount ague^ 

If  thou  be  dure  fweet  Brother,  take  my  Hand," And  with  thy  Lips  keep  in  my  Soul  a  while. 

Thou  lov'ft  me  not :  for,  Brother,  if  thoiixlidlt, 
Thy  tears  would  warn  this  cold  congealed  blood, 
That  glews  my  Lips,  and  will  not  let  me  fpeak. 
Come  quickly  Montague,  or  I  am  dead. 

So?n.  Ah  Warwick.,  Mountague  hath  breathM  his  laft, 

And  to  the  laft  gafp,  cry'd  out  for  Warwick^. 
And  laid,  commend  me  to  my  valiant  Brother. 
And  more  he  would  have  faid,  and  more  he  fpoke, 
Which  founded  like  a  Cannon  in  a  Vault, 

Thatmought  not  be  diftinguilh'd :  butatlalt, 
1  well  might  hear  delivered  with  a  groan, 
0  farewel  Warwick. 

War.  Sweet  reft  his  Soul  ■* 
Flye  Lords,  and  fave  your  felves, 
For  Warwick,  bids  you  all  farewel,  to  meet  in  Heaven. 

Oxf.  Away,  away,  to  meet  the Qt "ens great  power. 
Here  they  bear  away  his  Body.  [Exeunt. 

Flourijh.  Enter  King  Edward  in  triumph  ,  with  Richard, 
Clarence,  and  the  re(}. 

King.  Thus  far  our  Fortune  keeps  an  upward  courfe, 

And  we  are  grat'd  with  wreaths  of  Victory : 
But  in  the  midft  of  this  bright-fhining  Day, 
1  fpyea  black  fufpicious  threatning  Cloud, 
That  will  encounter  with  our  glorious  Sun, 
E're  he  attain  his  eafeful  Weltern  Bed : 
I  mean,  my  Lords,  thofe  powers  that  the  Queen 
Hath  rais'd  in  Gallia,  have  arrived  our  Coaft, 
And,  as  we  hear,  march  on  to  fight  with  us. . 

Clar.  A  little  gale  will  foon  diiperfe  that  Cloud, 
And  blow  it  to  the  Source  from  whence  it  came, 
Thy  very  Beams  wiildry  thofe  Vapours  up, 
For  every  Cloud  engenders  not  a  Storm. 

Rich.  The  Qneen  is  valued  thirty  thoufand  ftrong, 
And  Somerfet,  with  Oxford,  fled  to  her  : 
If  fhe  hath  time  to  breathe,  be  well  aflurM 
Her  faction  will  be  full  as  ftrong  as  ours. 

King.  We  are  advertis'd  by  our  loving  friends, 
That  they  do  hold  their  courfe  toward  Tewksbury. 
We  having  now  the  beft  at  Bamet  Field, 
Will  thither  ftraight,  for  wiliingnefs  rids  way, 
And  as  we  march,  our  ftrength  will  be  augmented  : 

In  every  County  as  we  go  along,- 

Strike  | 
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Strike  up  the  Drum,  cry  courage,  and  away.  {Exeunt. 

March.  Enter  the  Queen,  young  Edward,  Somerfet,  Ox- 
ford, and  Souldiers. 

Qu.  Great  Lords,  wife  men  ne're  fit  and  wail  their  lofs, 
Put  chearly  feek  how  to  redrefs  their  harms. 
What  though  the  Maft.be  now  blown  over-board^ 
The  Cable  broke,  the  holding- Anchor  loft, 
And  half  our  Sailors  fwallow'd  in  the  flood  ? 

•Yet  lives  our  Pilot  ftill.  Is't  meet,  that  he 
Should  leave  the  Helm,  and  like  a  fearful  Lad, 
With  tearful  Eyes  add  Water  to  the  Sea, 
And  give  more  ftrength  to  that  which  hath  too  much, 
Whiles  in  his  moan,  the  Ship  fplits  on  the  Rock, 

Which  induftry  and  courage  might  have  fav'd  ? 
Ah  what  a  Ihame,  ah  what  a  fault  were  this. 
Say,  WarrvickjMZS  our  Anchor :  what  of  that  ? 

And  Mountague  our  top-Maft  :  what  of  him  ? 
Our  flaughter'd  friends,  the  tackles :  what  of  thefe  ? 
Why  is  not  Oxford  here  another  Anchor  ? 

And  Soherfet,  another  goodly  Maft .? 
The  friends  of  France  our  Shrowds  and  Tacklings? 
And  though  unskilful,  why  not  Ned  and  1, 

'  or  once  allow'd  the  skilful  Pilots  Charge  ? We  will  not  from  the  Helm  to  fit  and  weep, 
feut  keep  our  Courfe  ( though  the  rough  Wind  fay  no ) 
f  rom-Shelves  and  Rocks,  that  threaten  us  with  Wrack. 
As  good  to  chide  the  Waves,  as  fpeak  them  fair. 
jAnd  what  is  Edward,  but  a  ruthlefs  Sea  ? 

What  Clarence,  but  a  quick- fand  of  Deceit  ? 
And  Richard,  but  a  raged  fatal  Rock  ? 

jAll  thefe,  the  Enemies  to  our  poor  Bark. 

6ay  you  can  fwim,  alas,  'tis  but  a  while : 
Oread  on  the  Sand,  why  there  you  quickly  fink, 
pJeftride  the  Rock,  the  Tyde  will  wafh  you  off, 

lOr  elfe  you  famifh,  that's  a  three-fold  Death. 
This  fpeak  I  (Lords)  to  let  you  ucderftand, 
In  cafe  fome  one  of  you  would  flye  from  us, 

That  there's  no  hop'd-for  Mercy  with  the  Brothers, 
More  than  with  ruthlefs  V  Vaves,  with  Sands  and  Rocks. 

Why  courage  then,  what  cannot  be  avoided, 
*Twei  e  childifh  weaknefs  to  lament,  or  fear. 

Pnn,  Methinksa  Woman  of  this  valiant  Spirit, 
Should,  if  a  Coward  heard  her  fpeak  thefe  words, 
Infufe  his  Breaft  with  magnanimity, 
And  make  him,  naked,  foyl  a  Man  at  Arms. 
1  fpeak  not  this,  as  doubting  any  here  : 
For  did  I  but  fufpect  a  fearful  Man,  _ 
He  mould  have  leave  to  go  away  betimes. 
Left  in  our  need  he  might  infeel  another, 
And  make  him  of  like  fpirit  to  himfelf. 
If  any  fuch  be  here,  as  God  forbid, 
Let  him  depart  before  we  need  his  help^ 

Oxf.  Women  and  Children  of  fohigh  a  Courage, 

And  Warriors  faint,  why  'twere  pet  petual  fhame, 
Oh  brave  young  Prince :  thy  fanious  Grandfather 

Doth  live  again  in  thee  •,  long  may 'ft  thou  live, 
To  bear  his  Image,  and  renew  his  Glories, 

Som.  And  he  that  will  not  fight  for  fuch  a  hope, 
Go  home  to  Bed,  and  like  the  Owl  by  day  j 

If  he  arife,  be  mock'd  and  wondred  at. 
Qu.  Thanks  gentle  Somerfet,  facet  Oxford  thanks. 
Prin.  And  take  his  thanks,  that  yet  hath  nothing  elfe. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  Prepare  you  Lords,  for  Edward  is  at  hand, 
Ready  to  light :  therefore  be  refolute. 

Oxf.  I  thought  no  lefs,  it  is  his  Policy, 
To  haft  thus  faft,  to  find  us  unprovided. 

Som.  But  he's  deceiv'd,  we  are  in  readinefs* 
Queen.  This  chears  my  Heart,  to  fee  your  forwardnefs 
Oxf.  Here  pitch  our  Battel,  hence  we  will  not  budge. 

March.    Enter  Edward,  Richard,  Clarence,  and Souldiers. 

Ed.  Brave  followers,  yonder  ftands  the  thorny  Wood 
Which  by  Heavens  afiiftance,  and  your  ftrength, 

Muft  by  the  Roots  be  hewn  up  yet  e're  Night. 
I  need  not  add  more  fuel. to  your  fire, 

For  well  I  wot,  ye  blaze,  to  burn  them  out " 
Give  fignal  to  the  fight,  and  to  it,  Lords. 

Qu.  Lords,  Knights,  and  Gentlemen,  what  mould  I  fay, 
My  tears  gain-fay :  for  every  word  I  fpeak, 
Ye  fee  I  drink  the  water  of  my  Eye. 
Therefore  no  more  but  this :  Henry  your  Soveraigii 
IsPrifonerto  the  Foe,  his  State  ufurp'd, 
His  Realm  a  Slaughter-houfe,  his  Subjects  flain, 
His  Statutes  cancelJ'd,ar?d  his  Treafure  fpent : 
And  yonder  is  the  Wolf,  that  makes  this  fpoyl. 
You  fight  in  Juftice :  Then  in  Gods  Name,  Lords, 
Be  valiant,  and  give  fignal  to  the  fight- 

AUrum,  Retreat,  Excursions.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Edward,  Richard,  Queen,  Clarence,  Oxford, 
Sonrerfet. 

Edw.  Now  here's  a  period  of  tumultuous  Broyls. 
Away  with  Oxford  to  Hames  Caftle  ftraight : 
For  Somerfet,  off  with  his  guilty  Head. 
Go  bear  them  hence,  I  will  not  hear  them  fpeak. 

Oxf.  For  my  part,  Pie  not  trouble  thee  with  words* 
Som.  Nor  I,  but  ftoop  witli  patience  to  my  fortune. 

{Exeunt. 
Queen.  So  part  we  fadly  in,  this  troublous  world, 

To  meet  with  Joyi  in  fweet  Jerufalem. 
Edw.  Is  Proclamation  made,  That  who  finds  Edward 

Shall  have  a  high  reward,  and  he  his  Life  ? 
Rich.  It  is,  and  loe  where  youthful  Edward  comes. 

Enter  the  Prince. 

Edw.  Bring  forth  the  Gallant,  let  us  hear  him  fpeak. 
What  ?  can  ib  young  a  Thorn  begin  to  prick  ? 
Edward,  what  fatisfadtion  canft  thou  make, 
Forbearing  Arms,  forftirring  up  my  fubje&s, 

And  all  the  trouble  thou  haft  turn'd  me  to  ? 
Prm.  Speak  like  a  Subject,  proud  ambitious  Tork* 

Suppofe  that  I  am  now  my  Fathers  Mouth, 
Refign  thy  Chair,  and  where  I  ftand  kneel  thou, 
Whil'ft  I  propofe  the  felf-fame  words  to  thee, 
Which  (Traytor)  thouwould'ft  have  me  anfwer  to. 

Queen.  Ah,  that  thy  Father  had  been  fo  refolvM 
Rich.  That  you  might  ftill  have  worn  the  Petticoat, 

And  ne're  have  ftoln  the  Breech  from  Lancafter. 
Prin.  Let  zAEfop  Fable  in  a  Winters  Night, 

His  Currifh  Riddles  forts  not  with  this  place. 

Rich.  By  Heaven,  Brat,  I'le  plague  ye  for  that  word. 
Queen.  I,  thou  waft  born  to  be  a  plague  to  Men. 
Rich.  For  Gods  fake,  take  away  this  Captive  Scold. 

Prin.  Nay,  take  away  this  fcolding  Crook-back,  ra- 

ther. 
Edw.  Peace  wilful  Boy,  or  I  will  charm  your  Tongue. 

Clar.  Untutor'd  Lad,  thou  art  too  malapert. 
Prin.  I  know  my  duty,  you  are  rA\  undutiful : 

Lafcivious  Edward,  and  thou  per  jur'd  George, 
And  thou  mif-fhapen  Dick.,  1  tell  ye  ail, 
I  am  your  better,  Traytors  as  ye  are. 

And  thou  ufurp'ft  my  Fathers  right  and  mine. 
Edw.  Take  that,  the  likenefs  of  this  Rayler  here. 

{Stabs  him. 
Rich.  Sprawl'ft  thou  ?  take  that,  t6  end  thy  agony. 

f_Rich.  Stabs  him. 
Clar.  And  there's  for  twitting  me  with  perjury. 

LClar.  Stabs  him. Queen*  Oh,  kill  me  too. Rich. 
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Rich.  Marry,  and  (hall.  [Offers  to  kill  her. 
Edw.  Hold,  Richard,  hold,  for  we  have  done  too  much. 
Rich.  Why  mould  (he  live,  to  fill  the  world  with  words  ? 
Edw.  What  ?  doth  fhe  fwoon  ?  ufe  means  for  her  re- 

covery. 
Rich.  Clarence  excufe  me  to  the  King  my  Brother : 

Pie  hence  to  London  on  a  ferious  matter, 

E'reyecome  there,  be  fure  to  hear  fome  news. 
CUr.  What?  what  ? 

Rich.  Tower,  the  Tower.  [Exit. 
Queen.  Oh  Ned,  fweet  Ned,  fpeakto  thy  Mother,  Boy. 

Can'ft  thou  not  fpeak  i  O  Tray  tors,  Murderers ! 
They  that  ftabb'd  C<cfar,  fhed  no  blood  at  all : 
Did  not  offend,  nor  were  not  worthy  Blame, 
If  this  foul  deed  were  by,  to  equal  it. 
He  was  a  Man  ;  this  (in  refpeft)  a  Child, 

And  Men  ne're  fpend  their  fury  on  a  Child. 
What's  worfe  than  Murthtr,  that  1  may  name  it  ? 
No,  no,  my  Heart  will  burft,  and  if  1  fpeak, 
And  I  will  fpeak,  that  fo  my  Heart  may  burft. 
Butchers  and  Villains,  bloody  Cannibals, 
How  fweet  a  Plant  have  you  untimely  cropt : 
You  have  no  Children  (Butchers)  if  you  had, 

The  thought  of  them  would  have  ftirr'd  up  remorfe  ; 
But  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  Child, 
Look  in  his  youth  to  have  him  fo  cut  off. 
Asdeathfmen  you  have  rid  this  fweet  young  Prince. 

King.  Away  with  her,  go  bear  her  hence  perforce. 
Queen.  Nay,  never  bear  me  hence,  difpatch  me  here : 

Here  fheath  thy  Sword,  Pie  pardon  thee  my  death : 
What  ?  wilt  thou  not  ?  then  Clarence  do  it  thou. 

Clar.  By  Heaven,  I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  eafe. 
Queen.  Good  Clarence  do,  fweet  Clarence  do  thou  it. 
Clar.  Did'lt  thou  not  hear  me  fwear  I  would  not  do  it  ? 
Queen.  1  but  thou  ufeft  to  forfwear  thy  felf. 

'Twas  fin  before,  but  now  'tis  Charity. 
What  wilt  thou  not  ?  where  is  that  devil's  Butcher  Richard, 
Hard-favour'd  Richard  ?  Richard,  where  art  thou  ? 
Thou  art  not  here :  Murther  is  thy  Almsdeed. 

Petitioner  for  Blood  thou  ne're  pul I'll  back. 
Edw.  Away  I  fay,  I  charge  ye  bear  her  hence. 
Queen.  So  come  to  you  and  yours,  as  to  this  Prince. 

\_Exit  Queen. 
Edw.  Where's  Richard  gone. 
Cla.  To  London  all  in  poft,  and  as  I  guefs, 

To  make  a  bloody  Supper  in  the  Tower  ? 
Edw.  He's  fudden  if  a  thing  comes  in  his  head, 

Now  march  we  hence,  diftharge  the  common  fort 

With  pay  and  thanks,  and  let's  away  to  London, 
And  fee  our  gentle  Queen  how  well  (he  fares, 
By  this  CI  hope)  fhe  hath  a  Son  for  me.  [Exit. 

Enter  Henry  the  Sixth,  and  Richard,  with  the  Lieutenant 
on  the  Walls. 

Rich.  Good  day,  my  Lord,  what  at  your  Book  fo 

hard? 
Hen.  I  my  good  Lord :  my  Lord,  I  fhould  fay  rather, 

'Tis  fin  to  flatter,  Good  was  little  better : 
Good  Glofter,  and  Good  Devil,  were  alike, 
And  both  propofterous :  therefore,  not  Good  Lord. 

Rish.  Sirrah,  leave  us  to  our  felves,  we  mull  confer. 
Hen.  So  flies  the  wreaklefs  fhepherd  from  the  Wolf, 

So  firft  the  harmlefs  Sheep  doth  yield  his  Fleece, 
And  next  his  Throat  unto  the  Butchers  Knife. 

What  Scene  of  Death  hath  Rofius  to  acl  ? 
Rich.  Sufpition  always  haunts  the  guilty  mind, 

The  Thief  doth  fear  each  bufh  an  Officer. 
Hen.  The  Bird  that  hath  been  limed  in  a  bufh ; 

With  trembling  Wings  mifdoubteth  every  bufh  •, 
And  I  the  helplefs  Male  to  one  fweet  Bird, 
Have  now  the  fatal  Object  in  my  Eye, 

Where  my  poor  young  was  lira'd,  was  caught  and  kill'd. 
Rich.  Why  what  a  peevifh  Fool  was  that  of  CVref, 

That  taught  his  Son  the  Office  of  a  Fowl, 

And  yet  for  all  his  WTings,  the  Fool  was  drown'd. 
Hen.  I,  Dttdalus,  my  poor  Boy,  Icarus, 

Thy  Father,  Minos,  that  deny'd  our  courle, 
The  Sun  that  fear'd  the  wings  of  my  fweet  Boy. 
Thy  Brother  Edward^  and  thy  felf,  the  Sea 
Whofe  envious  Gulf  did  fwallow  up  his  life: 
Ah,  kill  me  with  thy  Weapon,  not  with  words, 
My  breft  can  better  brook  thy  Daggers  point, 
Than  can  my  Ears  that  Tragick  Hiltory. 

But  wherefore  doft  thou  come  ?  Is't  for  my  Life  ? 
Rich.  Think'ft  thou  I  am  an  Executioner  i 
Hen.  A  Perfecutor  I  am  fure  thou  art, 

If  murthering  Innocents  be  Executing, 
Why  then  thou  art  an  Executioner  ? 

Rich.  Thy  Son  I  kill'd  for  hisprefumption. 
Hen.  Hadft  thou  been  kill'd  when  firft  thou  didft  pre- 

Thou  had'ft  not  liv'd  to  kill  a  Son  of  mine:  (fume 
And  thus  I  prophefie  that  many  a  thoufand, 
Which  now  miftruft  no  parcel  of  my  fear, 
And  many  an  Old-mans  ligh,  and  many  a  Widow*, 
And  many  an  Orphans  Water- ftanding-eye, 
Men  for  their  Sons,  Wives  for  their  Husbands  fate. 
And  Orphans,  for  their  Parents  timelefs  death, 
Shall  rue  the  hour  that  ever  thou  waft  born. 

The  Owl  fhriek'd  at  thy  birth,  an  evil  fign, 
The  Night-Crow  cry'd,  aboding  lucklefs  time, 
Dogs  howl'd,  and  hideous  tempeft  fhook  down  Trees : 
The  Raven  rook'd  her  on  the  Chimnies  top, 
And  chatt'ring  Pies  in  difmal  Difcords  fung: 
Thy  Mother  felt  more  than  a  Mothers  pain, 
And  yet  brought  forth  lefs  than  a  Mothers  hope. 

To  wit,  an  indigefted  deform'd  lump, 
Not  like  the  fruit  of  fuch  a  goodly  Tree. 

Teeth  had'ft  thou  in  thy  head,  when  thou  was't  born. 

To  fignifie,  thoucam'ft  to  bite  the  world: 
And  if  the  reft  be  true  which  I  have  heard, 

Thou  cam'ft  Rich.  Pie  hear  no  more : 

Die  Prophet  in  thy  fpeech,  [Stabs  him. 

For  this  f  among'ft  the  reft)  was  I  ordain'd. 
Hen.  I,  and  for  much  more  flaughter  after  this, 

O  God  forgive  my  fins,  and  pardon  thee.  {Dies 
Rich.  What  ?  will  the  afpiring  blood  of  Lancafler 

Sink  in  the  ground  ?  I  thought  it  would  have  mounted. 
See  how  my  Sword  weeps  for  the  poor  Kings  death. 
0  may  fuch  purple  tears  be  alway  fhed 
From  thofethat  wifhthe  downfal  of  our  Houle. 

If  any  fpark  of  life  be  yet  remaining: 
Down,  down  to  Hell,  and  fay  I  fent  thee  thither. [Stabs  him  again 

1  that  have  neither  pity,  love,  nor  fear. 

Indeed  'tis  true  that  Henry  told  me  of : 
For  I  have  often  heard  my  Mother  fay, 
I  came  into  the  world  with  my  Legs  forward. 
Had  I  not  reafon  f  think  ye)  to  make  haft, 

And  feek  their  Ruine,  that  ufurp'd  our  Right  ? 
The  Midwife  wonder'd,  and  the  Women  cry'd, 
0  Jefus  blefs  us,  he  is  born  with  Teeth, 
And  fo  1  was,  which  plainly  fignified, 
That  I  fhould  fnarle,  and  bite,  and  play  the  Dog : 

Then  fince  the  Heavens  have  fhap'd  my  body  fo, 
Let  Hell  make  crook'd  my  Mind  to  anfwerit. 
1  have  no  Brother,  I  am  like  no  Brother : 
And  this  word  fLove]  which  Gray-beards  call  Divine, 
Be  refident  in  Men  like  one  another, 

And  not  in  me :  I  am  my  felf  alone. 
Clarence  beware,  thou  keep'ft  me  from  the  light, 

But  I  will  fort  a  pitchy  day  for  thee  •■ For  I  will  buz  abroad  fuch  Prophecies, 
That  Edward  fhall  be  fearful  of  his  life, 

And  then  to  purge  his  fear,  Pie  be  thy  death. 
King  Henry,  and  the  Prince  his  Son  are  gone, 
Clarence  thy  turn  is  next,  and  then  the  reft. Counting 
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■  Counting  my  ie    but  bad,  till  I  be  belt. 
Tie  throw  thy  body  in  another  room, 
And  triumph  Henry  in  thy  day  of  Doom.  {Exit. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Clarence,  Richard,  Haflings,  Nurfe, 
and  Attendants, 

King.  On  ■  more  we  lit  in  Enngland^  Royal  Throne, 
Re-purrhas'd  with  the  bicod  of  Enemies : 
What  valiant  Foe-men,  like  to  Autumns  Corn, 
Have  we  mow'd  down  in  tops  of  all  their  pride  ? 
Three  Dukes  of  Somerfet,  threefold  Renown, 
For  hardy  and  undoubted  Champions : 
Two  Clifford^,  as  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
And  two  Northumberland's :  two  braver  Men, 

Ne're  fpurr'd  their  Courfers  at  the  Trumpets  found. 
With  them,  the  two  brave  Bears,  Warwickznd  Monntagus, 

That  in  their  Chains  fetter'd  the  Kingly  Lion, 
And  made  the  Forreft  tremble  when  they  roar'd. 
Thus  have  we  fwept  Sufpition  from  our  Seat, 
And  made  our  footftool  of  Security. 
Come  hither  Befi,  and  let  me  kifs  my  Boy : 
Young  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  Uncles,  and  my  felf, 

Have  in  our  Armors  watch'd  the  Winter  night, 
Went  all  afoot  in  Summers  fcaldirig  heat, 

That  thou  might'ft  repoflefs  the  Crown  in  peace, 
And  of  our  Labours  thou  fhalt  reap  the  gain. 

lit 

Rich.  Tie  blaft  his  harvell,  if  your  Head  were  laid, 

For  I  yet  am  not  look'd  on  in  the  world. 
This  Shoulder  was  ordain'd  fo  thick,  to  heave, 
And  heave  it  fhall  fome  weight,  or  break  my  back, 
Work  thou  the  way,  and  that  fhall  execute. 

King.  Clarence  and  Glofter,  love  my  lovely  Queen, 
And  kifs  your  Princely  Nephew,  Brothers  both. 

Clar.  The  duty  that  I  owe  yout  Majefty, 
1  Seal  upon  the  lips  of  this  fweet  Babe. 

King.  Thanks,  NobJe  Clarence,  worthy  BrothdVtkanks. 
Ri.  And  that  I  love  the  Tree  from  whence  thou  fbrang'ft, 

Witnefs  the  loving  kifs  I  give  the  Fruit : 
To  fay  the  truth,  fo  Judas  kill  his  Mafter, 
And  cried,  all  hail,  when  as  he  meant  all  harm. 

King.  Now  am  I  feated  as  my  Soul  delights, 
Having  my  Countries  peace,  and  Brothers  loves. 

Clar.  What  will  your  Grace  have  done  with  Margaret  \ 
Reynard  her  Father,  to  the  King  of  France 

Hath  pavvn'd  the  Sicils  and  Jernfalem, 
And  hither  have  they  fent  it  for  her  Ranfom, 

King.  Away  with  her,  and  waft  her  hence  to  France : 
And  now  what  refts,  but  that  we  fpend  the  time 
With  Stately  Triumphs,  mirthful  Comickfhews) 
Such  as  befits  the  pi eafure  of  the  Court. 
Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets,  farewelfower  annoy, 
For  here  1  hope  begins  our  lafting  joy.    [_Exenm  omnes. 

THE 
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TRAGEDY 

RICHARD  III: 

With  the  Landing  of  the 

EARL  of  RICHMOND, 

And  the  Battel  at 

BOS  WORTH  FIELD. 

■   —  

ABtis  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Richard  Duke  of  Glofter,  folus. 

NOw  is  the  Winter  of  ou
r  Difcontent, 

Made  glorious  Summer  by  this  Son  of  Torkj, 

And  all  the  Clouds  that  lovvr'd  upon  our  Houfe 
In  the  deep  bofoni  of  the  Ocean  buried. 

Now  are  our  brows  bound  with  Victorious  Wreaths> 

Our  bruifed  arms  hung  up  for  Monuments  •, 

Our  fkrn  Alarums  chang'd  to  merry  Meetings  5 
Our  dreadful  Marches  to  delightful  Meafures. 

Grim-vifag'd  War,  hath  fmooth'd  his  wrinkled  Front: 
And  now,  in  ftead  of  mounting  Barbed  Steed?, 
To  f  ight  the  Souls  of  fearful  Adverfaries, 

He  capers  nimbly  in  a  Ladies  Chamber, 

To-the  lafcivious  plealing.of  a  Lute. 

But  I,  that  am  not  fhap'd  for  fportive  tricks, 
Nor  made  to  court  an  amorous  Looking-glals : 

I,  that  am  rudely  ftampt,  and  want  Love's  Majefty, 
To  ftrut  before  a  wanton  ambling  Nymph  : 

I,  that  am  curtail'd  of  this  fair  Proportion, 
Cheated  of  Feature  by  dilTembling  Nature, 

DeformM,  unfinifh'd,'  fent  before  my  time 
Into  this  breathing  World,  fcarce  half  made  up, 
And  that  fo  lamely  and  unfafhionable, 

That  dogs  bark  at  me,  as  I  halt  by  them  : 
Why  I  fin  this  weak  piping  time  of  Peace) 
Have  no  delight  topafs  away  the  time, 
Unlefs  to  fee  my  Shadow  in  the  Sun, 
And  defcant  on  mine  own  Deformity. 

And  therefore,  lince  I  cannot  prove  a  Lover, 

To  entertain  thefe  fair  well-fpoken  days, 
I  am  determined  to  prove  a  Villain, 

And  hate  the  idle  pleafures  of  thefe  days. 
Plots  have  I  laid,  Inductions  dangerous, 
By  drunken  Prophecies,  Libels,  and  Dreams, 
To  fet  my  Brother  Clarence  and  the  King 
In  deadly  hate,  the  one  againft  the  other : 
And  if  King  Edward  be  as  true  and  juft, 
As  I  am  Subtle,  Falfe,  and  Treacherous, 

This  day  fhould  Clarence  clofely  be  mew'd  up  j 
About  a  Prophecy,  which  fays  that  G 
Of  Edwardh  Heirs  the  murtherer  (hall  be. 

Dive  thoughts  down  to  my  Soul,  here  Clarence  comes. 

Enter  Clarence,  and  Brakenbury,  guarded. 

Brother,  goedday :  What  means  this  armed  Guard 
That  waits  upon  your  Grace  ? 

Cla.  His  Majefty  tendring  my  perfons  fafety, 
Hath  appointed  this  Conduct  to  convey  me  to  th'  Tower. 

Rich.  Upon  what  caufe  ? 
Cla.  Becaufe  my  name  is  George. 
Rich.  Alack,  my  Lord,  that  fault  is  none  of  yours : 

He  fhould  for  that  commit  your  Grandfathers. 
O  belike,  his  Majefty  hath  fome  intent, 
That  you  fhould  be  new  Chriftned  in  the  Tower. 

But  what's  the  matter,  Clarence,  may  I  know  ? 
Cla.  Yea  Richard,  when  I  know :  but  I  protelt 

As  yet  I  do  not :  But  as  I  can  learn, 
He  hearkens  after  Prophecies,  and  Dreams, 
And  from  the  Crofs-row  plucks  the  letter  G ; 

And  fays,  a  Wizard  told  him,  that  by  6', His  ifTue  dif  inherited  fhould  be. 

And  for  my  name  of  George  begins  with  (7, 
It  follows  in  his  thought  that  I  am  he. 

Thefe 
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Thefe  (as  I  learn)  andfuch  toyes  as  thefe, 

Have  mov'd  his  Highnefs  to  commit  me  now. 

Rich.  Why  this  it  is,  when  Men  are  rul'd  by  Women. 
'Tis  not  the  King  that  fends  you  to  the  Tower, 

My  Lady  Gray  his  Wife,  Clarence,  'tis  me, 
That  tempts  him  to  this  harm  Extremity. 
Was  it  not  (he,  and  that  good  Man  of  Worfhip, 
Anthony  Woodvil  her  Brother  there, 
That  made  him  fend  Lord  Hadings  to  the  Tower  ? 
From  whence  this  prefent  day  he  is  delivered. 
Wearenotfafe,  Clarence,  we  are  not  fafe. 

Cla.  By  Heaven,  I  think  there  is  no  man  fecure 
But  the  Queens  Kindred,  and  night- walking  Heralds, 
That  trudge  betwixt  the  King,  and  Miftrefs  Shore. 
Heard  you  not  what  an  humble  Suppliant 
Lord  Haftings  was  for  his  delivery  ? 

Rich.  Humbly  complaining  to  her  Deity 
Got  my  Lord  Chamberlain  his  liberty. 
Pie  tell  you  what,  I  think  it  is  our  way, 
If  we  will  keep  in  favour  with  the  King, 
To  be  her  Men,  and  wear  her  Livery : 

The  jealous  o're- worn  Widow,  and  her  felf, 
Since  that  our  Brother  dub'd  them  Gentlewomen, 
Are  mighty  Golfips  in  our  Monarchy. 

Bra.  I  befeech  your  Graces  both  to  pardon  me, 
His  Majefty  hath  ftraightly  given  in  charge, 
That  no  Man  mail  have  private  Conference 
(Of  what  degree  foever)  with  your  Brother. 

Rich.  Even  fo,  and  pleafe  your  worfhip,  Brakenbttry, 

You  may  partake  of  any  thing  we  fay  •* 
Wt  fpeak  no  Treafon,  man ;  we  fay  the  King 
Is  Wife  and  Vertuous,  and  his  Noble  Queen 
Wellftrook  in  years,  fair,  and  not  jealous. 

We  fay,  that  SWe's  Wife  hath  a  pretty  Foot, 
A  cherry  Lip,  a  bonny  Eye,  a  palling  pleafing  Tongue  : 
And  that  the  Queen's  Kindred  are  made  Gentle-folks. 
How  fay  you,  Sir  ?  can  you  deny  all  this  ? 

Bra.  With  this  (my  Lord)  my  felf  have  nought  to  do. 
Rich.  Naught  to  do  with  Miftrefs  Shore  ? 

I  tell  thee,  Fellow,  he  that  doth  naught  with  her 
(Excepting  one)  were  belt  to  do  it  fecretly  alone. 

Bra.  What  one,  my  Lord  ? 

Rich.  Her  Husband,  Knave,  would'ft  thou  betray  me? 
Bra.  1  do  befeech  your  Grace 

To  pardon  me,  and  withal  forbear 
Your  Conference  with  the  noble  Duke. 

Cla.  We  know  thy  charge,  Br akenbury,  and  mil  obey. 

Rich.  We  are  the  Queen's  Abjects,  and  muft  obey. 
Brother  farewel,  I  will  unto  the  King, 

And  whatfoe'reyou  will  employ  me  in, 
Were  it  to  call  King  Edvt>ardH  Widow,  Sifter, 
I  will  perform  it  to  infranchifeyou. 
Mean  time,  this  deep  difgrace  of  Brotherhood 
Touches  me  deeper  than  you  can  imagine. 

Cla.  I  know  it  pleaftth  neither  of  us  well. 
Rich.  Well,  your  imprifonment  mall  not  be  long, 

I  will  deliver  you,  or  elfe  lye  for  you  : 
Mean  time  have  patience. 

Cla.  I  muft  perforce  :  farewel.  {Exit  Cla. 

Rich.  Go  tread  the  path  that  thou  fhalt  ne're  return : . 
Simple  plain  Clarence,  I  do  love  thee  fo, 
That  I  will  ftiortly  fend  thy  Soul  to  Heaven, 
If  Heaven  will  take  the  Prefent  at  our  hands ; 
But  who  comes  here  ?  the  new  delivered  Haftings  ? 

Enter  Lord  Haftings. 
Haft.  Good  time  of  day  unto  my  gracious  Lord. 
Rich.  As  much  unto  my  good  Lord  Chamberlain  : 

Well  are  you  Welcome  to  this  open  Air, 

How  hath  your  Lordfhip  brook'd  Imprifonment  ? 
Haft.  With  patience  { noble  Lord)  as  Prifoners  muft  : 

But  I  (hall  live  (my  Lord)  to  give  them  thanks 
That  were  the  caufe  of  my  Imprifonment. 

Rich.  No  doubt,  no  doubt,  and  fo  mail  Clarence  too, 
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For  they  that  were  your  Enemies  are  his, 

And  have  prcvail'd  as  much  on  him,  as  you- 

Haft.  Morepicy,  that  the  Eagles  mould  bemew'd, 
Whiles  Kites  and  Buzzards  play  at  liberty. 

Rich.  W  hat  iKws-  abroad  r 

Haft.  No  news  fo  bad  abroad  as  this  at  home : 
The  King  is  fickly,  weak,  and  melancholy, 
And  his  Phylhians  fear  him  mightily. 

Rich.  Now  by  Saint  John,  that  news  is  bad  indeed. 
O  he  hath  kept  an  evil  Diet  long, 

And  over-much  confumed  his  Royal  Perfon : 
'  Tis  very  grievous  to  be  thought  upon. 
Where  is  he,  in  his  Bed  ? 

Haft.  He  is. 
Rich.  Go  you  before,  and  1  will  follow  you. 

[Exit  Haftings. 
He  cannot  live  I  hope,  and  muft  not  dye, 

'Till  George  bepack'd  with  poft-horfeupto  Heaven. 
I'le  in  to  urge  his  hatred  more  to  Clarence, 
Which  lies  well  fteePd  with  weighty  arguments, 
And  if  I  fail  not  in  my  deep  intent, 
Clarence  hath  not  another  day  to  live : 
Which  done,  God  take  King  Edward  to  his  Mercy, 
And  leave  the  World  for  me  to  buftle  in. 

For  then,  l'le  marry  Warwick's  youngeft  Daughter, 
What  though  1  kilPd  her  Husband,  and  her  Father, 
The  readielt  way  to  make  the  Wench  amends, 
Is  to  become  her  Husband  and  her  Father  : 

The  which  will  I,  not  all  fo  much  for  Love, 
As  for  another  fecretclofe  intent, 

By  marrying  her,  which  I  muft  reach  unto. 
But  yet  I  run  before  my  Horfe  to  Market  • 
Clarence  {till  breathes,  Edward  (till  lives  and  raigns, 
W  hen  they  are  gone,  then  muft  I  count  my  gains.  [Exit. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  the  Ccfarfe  cf  Henry  the  Sixth,  wirh  Halberds  to  guard 
it,  Lady  Anne  being  the  Mourner. 

Anne.  Set  down,  fet  down  your  honourable  load, 
If  Honour  may  be  (hrowded  in  a  Herfe ; 

W  hi  I' ft  1  a-while  obfequioufly  lament 
Th'untimely  fall  of  Vertuous  Lancafter. 
Poor  key-cold  Figure  of  a  holy  King, 
Pale  allies  of  the  Honfe  of  Lancafter  ; 
Thou  bloodlefs  Remnant  of  that  Royal  Blood, 
Be  it  lawful  that  I  invocatethy  Ghoft, 
To  hear  the  Lamentations  of  poor  Anne, 
Wife  to  thy  Edward,  to  thy  flaughtred  Son, 

Stab'd  by  the  felffame  hand  that  made  thefe  wounds. 
Loe,  in  thefe  V  V  indows  that  let  forth  thy  Life, 
I  pour  the  helplefs  Balm  of  my  poor  Eyes. 
O  cur  fed  be  the  hand  that  made  thefe  holes 

Curfed  the  Heart,  that  had  the  heart  to  do  it : 
Curfed  the  Blocd,  that  let  this  blood  from  hence, 
More  direful  hap  betide  that  hated  wretch 
That  makes  us  wretched  by  the  death  of  thee, 
Than  1  can  with  to  V  Volvcs,  to  Spiders,  Toads, 

Or  any  creeping  venom'd  thing  that  lives. 
If  ever  he  have  Child,  abortive  be  it, 
Prodigious,  and  untimely  brought  to  light, 
Whofeugly  and  unnatural  Afpect 
May  fright  the  hopeful  Mother  at  the  view, 
And  that  be  Heir  to  his  unhappinefs. 
If  ever  he  have  Wife,  let  her  be  made 
More  miferable  by  the  death  of  him, 
Than  I  am  made  by  my  young  Lord,  and  thee. 
Come  now  towards  Chert  fey  with  your  holy  Load, 
Taken  from  Pauls  to  be  interred  there. 

And  ftill  as  you  are  weary  of  this  weight, 
Reft  you,  whiles  I  lament  King  Henry\  Coarfe. 

R  r  Enter 



1 8  2  The  Life  and  Death  of  Richard  the  Third. 

Enter  Richard  Duke  of  G loiter. 

Rich.  Stay  you  that  bear  the  Coarfe,  and  fet  it  down. 
Aunt.  What  black  Magician  conjures  up  this  Fiend, 

To  ftop  devoted  charitable  deeds  ? 
Rich.  Villain?,  fet  down  the  Coarfe  :,  or  by  St.  Paul, 

L'le  make  a  Coarlc  of  him  that  difobeys. 
Gen.  My  Lord,  (land  back,  and  let  the  Coffin  pafs. 
Rich.  Unmanner  d  Dog, 

Stand  thou  when  I  command  : 

Advance  thy  Halbert  higher  than  my  Breaft, 
Or  by  St.  /W,  Tie  ftrike  thee  to  my  Foot, 
And  ipurn  upon  thee,  Beggar,  for  thy  boldnefs. 

Anne.  What  do  you  tremble  ?  are  you  all  afraid  ? 
Alas,  1  blame  you  nor,  for  you  are  Mortal, 
And  Mortal  Eyes  cannot  endure  the  Devil. 
Avant  thou  dreadful  Minilter  of  Hell ; 

Thou  h3d'ft  but  power  over  his  Mortal  Body, 
His  Soul  thou  canft  not  have  \  therefore  be  gone. 

Rich.  Sweet  Saint,  for  Charity,  be  not  fo  curft. 
Anne.  Foul  Devil, 

For  God's  fake  hence,  and  trouble  us  not, 
.  For  thou  haft  made  the  happy  Earth  thy  Hell : 

Fiil'd  it  with  curling  cries,  and  deep  exclaims : 
If  thou  delight  to  view  thy  haincus  deeds, 
Behold  this  pattern  of  thy  Butcheries. 

Oh  Gentlemen,  fee,  fee  dead  //twry's  wounds 
Open  their  congeal'd  mouths,  and  bleed  a-frefh. 
Blufh,  blufh,  thou  lump  of  foul  Deformity : 

For  'tis  thy  prefence  that  exhales  this  Blood 
From  cold  and  empty  Veins,  where  no  blood  dwells. 
Thy  deeds  inhumane  and  unnatural 
Provoke  this  Deluge  molt  unnatural. 

O  God!  which  this  Biocd  mad'ft,  revenge  his  Death : 
O  Earth!  which  this  Blood  drink'ft,  n.veagehis  Death. 
Either  Heav'n  with  Lightning  ftrike  the  Murth'rer  dead, 
Or  Earth,  gape  open  wide,  and  eat  him  quick, 
As  thcu  doft  i wallow  up  this  good  Kings  Blood, 

Which  this  Hell-govern'd  arm  hath  butchered. 
Rich.  Lady,  you  know  no  Rules  of  Charity, 

Which  renders  good  fqr  bad,  Bieflings  for  Curfes. 

Anne.  Villain,  thou  know'lt  nor  law  of  God  nor  Man, 
No  Bead  fo  fierce,  but  knows  fome  touch  of  pity. 

Rich.  But  I  know  none,  and  therefore  am  no  Beaft. 
Anne.  O  wonderful,  when  Devils  tell  the  truth  ! 
Rich.  More  wonderful,  when  Angels  are  fo  angry : 

Vouchfafc  (divine  perfection  of  a  Woman) 
Of  thefe  fnppolld  Crimes,  to  give  me  leave, 
By  circumltance,  but  to  aequit  my  felf. 

Anne.  Vouchfafc  (diffus'd  inflction  of  a  Man) 
Of  thefe  known  evils,  but  to  give  me  leave 
By  circumltance,  to  curfe  thy  curled  Self. 

Rich.  Fairer  than  tongue  can  name  thee,  let  me  have 
Some  patient  leifure  to  excufe  my  felf. 

Anne.  Fouler  than  heart  can  think  thee, 

Thou  can'ft  make  no  excufe  curra->nt, 
But  to  hang  thy  felf. 

Rich.  By  fuch  defpair,  I  fhould  accufemy  felf. 
Anne.  And  by  defpairing  fhalt  thou  ftand  excufed, 

For  doing  worthy  Vengeance  on  thy  felf, 

That  did'ft  unworthy  llaughter  upon  others. 
Rich.  Say,  that  I  flew  them  not. 
Anne.  Then  fay,  they  were  not  fiain  : 

But  dead  they  are,  and,  devililh  Have,  by  thee. 
Rich.  I  did  not  kill  your  Husband. 
Anne.  Why  then  he  is  alive. 
Rich.  Nay,  he  is  dead,  and  flain  by  Edwardh  hands. 

A,ne.  In  thy  foul  Throat  thou  ly'ft, 
Queen  Margaret  faw 
Thy murd'rous  Faulchion fmoakingin  his  Blood: 
The  which  thou  once  did'ft  bend  againft  her  Breaft, 
But  that  thy  Brothers  beat  alide  the  point. 

Ric  .  1  was  provok'd  by  her  fland'rous  tongue, 
That  laid  their  guilt  upon  my  guiltlefs  fhoulders. 

Ann.  Thou  waft  provoked  by  thy  bloody  mind 
That  never  drtam'ft  on  ought  but  Butcheries :  • 
Did'ft  thou  not  kill  this  King  f Rich.  I  grant  ye. 

Anne .  Do'ft  grant  me,  Hedg-Hog, 
Then  God  grant  me  too, 
Thou  may'ft  bedamn'd  for  that  wicked  deed : 
O  he  was  gentle,  mild,  and  vertuous. 

Rich.  The  better  for  the  King  of  Heaven  that  hath  him. 
Anne.  He  is  in  Heaven  where  thou  fhalt  never  come. 
Rich.  Let  him  thank  me  that  holp  to  fend  him  thither : 

For  he  was  fitter  for  that  place  than  Earth. 
Anne.  And  thou  unfit  for  anyplace  but  Hell. 
Rich.  Yes  one  place  elfe,  if  you  will  hear  me  name  it. Anne.  Some  Dungeon. 
Rich.  Your  Bed-chamber. 

Anne.  Ill  reft  betide  the  Chamber  where  thoulyelt. 
Rich.  So  will  it,  Madam,  till  I  lye  with  vou. Anne.  I  hope  fo. 

Rich.  I  know  fo.  But  gentle  Lady  Anne, 
To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  Wits 
And  fall  fomething  into  a  flower  method. 
Is  not  the  Caufer  of  the  timelefs  deaths 
Of  thefe  Riant  agenets,  Henry  and  Edward, 
As  blameful  as  the  Executioner  ? 

Anne.  Thou  waft  theCaufe,  and  molt  accurft  effect. 
Rich.  Your  Beauty  was  the  caufe  of  that  effect : 

Your  Beauty  that  did  haunt  me  in  my  fleep, 
To  undertake  the  Death  of  all  the  World, 
So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  your  fweet  Bofome. 

Anne.  If  I  thought  that,  I  tell  thee,  Homicide, 
Thefe  Nails  fhould  rent  that  Beauty  from  my  Cheeks. 

Rich.  Thefe  Eyes  could  not  endure  that  Beauties  wrack,- You  fhould  not  blemifh  it,  if  I  flood  by  ; 
As  all  the  world  is  cheered  by  the  Sun, 
So  I  by  that  ••  it  is  my  day,  my  life. 

^/.Black  night  o're-fhade  thy  day,  and  death  thy  life. Rich.  Curfe  not  thy  felf,  fair  Creature, 
Thou  art  both. 

*  Anne.  I  would  I  were,  to  be  reveng'd  on  thee. Rich.  It  is  a  quarrel  molt  unnatural, 

To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 
Anne.  It  is  a  quarrel  juft  and  reafonable, 

To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  kill'd  my  Husband. 
Rich.  He  that  bereft  thee,  Lady  of  thy  Husband. 

Did  it  to  help  rhee  to  a  better  Husband. 
Anne.  His  better  doth  not  breathe  upon  the  Earth. 
Rich.  He  lives,  that  loves  thee  better  than  he  could. Anne.  Name  him. 

Rich.  Rlantagenet. 

I Anne.  Why  that  was  he. 
■   R  ch.  The  felf-fame  name,  but  one  of  better  Nature. Anne.  Where  is  he  ? 

Rich.  Here  :  [Spits  at  'him.  ! Why  doft  thou  fpit  at  me  ? 
Anne.  Would  it  were  mortal  poifon  for  thy  fake. 
Rich.  Never  came  poifon  fromfo  fweet  a  place. 
Anne.  Never  hung  poifon  on  a  fouler  Toad. 

Out  of  my  light,  thou  doft  infect  mine  Eyes. 
Rich.  Thine  Eyes  (fweet  Lady)  have  infected  mine..,, 
Anne.  Would  they  were  Balilisks,  to  ftrike  thee  dead- 
Rich.  I  would  they  were,  that  I  might  dye  at  once : 

For  now  they  kill  me  with  a  living  Death. 
Thofe  Eyes  of  thine  from  mine  have  drawn  fait  Tears ; 

Sham'd  their  Afpects  with  ftore  of  childifn drops: 
Thefe  Eyes  which  never  fhed  remorfeful  Tear, 
No,  when  my  Father  Tork  ,  and  Edward  wept. 
To  hear  the  piteous  moan  that  Rutland  made 
When  black-fac'd  Clifford fhcok  his  Sword  at  him. 
Nor  when  my  Warlike  Father,  like  a  Child, 

Told  the  fad  ftory  of  my  Father's  Death, 
And  twenty  times  made  paufe  to  lob  and  weep, 
That  all  the  ftanders  by  had  wet  their  Cheeks, 

Like  Trees  be-dalh'd  with  rain  :  in  that  fad  time, -  _    .   My 
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My  manly  Eyes  did  icorn  an  humble  Tear  : 
And  what  thefe  Sorrows  could  not:  thence  exhale, 
Thy  Beauty  hath,  and  made  them  blind  with  weeping. 
I  never  fued  to  Friend,  nor  Enem  y  : 
My  Tongue  could  never  learn  fwcet  fmoothing  word. 

Bat  now  thy  Beauty  is  propos'dmy  Fee, 
My  proud  Heart  fues,  and  prompts  my  Tongue  to  fpeak. 

[She  looks  fcornfully  at  him. 
,  Teach  not  thy  Lip  fuch  fcorn,  fork  was  made 
For  killing,  Lady,  not  for  fuch  contempt. 
If  thy  revengeful  Heart  cannot  forgive, 
Loe  here  I  lend  thee  this  (harp-pointed  Sword, 
Which  if  thou  pleafe.to  hide  in  this  true  Brealt, 
And  let  the  Soul  forth  that  adoreth  thee, 
I  lay  it  naked  to  the  deadly  Itroke, 
And  humbly  beg  the  death  upon  my  knee. 

\_Hc  lays  his  Br  e  a  ft  open,  foe  offers  at  it  irith  bis  Sword. 
Nay,  do  not  paufe    for  1  did  kill  King  Henry, 
But  'twas  thy  Beauty  that  provoked  me. 

Nay,  now  difpatch :  '  Twas  I  that  ftab'd  young  Edward, 
But 'twas  thy  Heavenly  Face  that  fet  me  on. 

[She  falls  the  Sword, 
|  Take  up  the  Sword  again,  or  take  up  me. 

Anne.  Arife  Diffembler,  though  1  wilh  thy  Death, 
,1  will  not  be  thy  Executioner. 

Rich.  Then  bid  me  kill  my  felf,  and  I  will  do  it. 
Anne.  I  have  already. 
Rich.  That  was  in  thy  Rage  : 

[Speak  it  again,  and  even  with  thy  word, 
.This  Hand,  which  for  thy  love,  did  kill  thy  Love, 
Shall  for  thy  love,  kill  a  far  truer  Love, 
-To  both  their  Deaths  fhalt  thou  be  accelfary. 

Anne*.  I  would  1  knew  thy  Heart. 

Rich.  'Tisfigur'd  in  my  Tongue. 
Jnne.  I  fear  me,  both  are  falfe. 
Rich.  Then  never  Man  was  true. 

Anne.  Well,  well,  put  up  your  Sword. 
Rich.  Say  ther,  my  Peace  is  made. 
Anne.  That  (halt  thou  know  hereafter. 
Rich.  But  (hall  1  live  in  hope  ? 
Am.e.  All  men  I  hope  live  fo. 

Vouchfafe  to  wear  this  Ring. 

]    Rich.  Look  how  thy  Ring  encompad'eth  my  Finger, 
'Even  fo  thy  Bread:  inclofeth  my  poor  Heart  s 
Wear  both  of  them,  for  both  of  them  are"thine. 
I  And  if  thy  poor  devoted  Servant  may 
But  beg  one  favour  at  thy  gracious  hand, 
Thou  doft  confirm  thishappinefs  for  ever. 

Anne.  What  is  it  $ 

Rich.  That  it  may  pleafe  you  leave  thefe  fad  Defigns 
To  him  that  hath  moffc  caufe  to  be  a  Mourner, 

And  prefently  repair  to  Crosby  Home  • 

Where  (after  I  have  folemnly  interr'd 
At  Chert  fey  Monaft'ry  this  Noble  King, 
And  wet  his  Grave  wich  my  Repentant  Tears ) 
I  will  with  all  expedient  duty  fee  you. 
For  divers  unknown  Rcafons,  1  befeech  you, 
Grant  me  this  Boon. 

Anne.  With  all  my  Heart,  and  much  it  joys  me  too, 
To  fee  you  are  become  fo  penitent. 
\Treffel  and  Barkky,  go  along  with  me. 

Rich.  Bid  me  farewel. 

Anne.  'Tis  more  than  you  deferve : 
But  fihee  you  teach  me  how  to  flatter  you, 
Imagine  I  have  faid  farewel  already.     [Ex.  two  with  Anne 

Gent.  Towards  Chert  fey  7  Noble  Lord  ? 

Rith.  Now  to  IVlwe-Frycrs,  there  attend  my  coming. 
[Exit  Coarfe. 

Was  ever  Woman  in  this  humour  Woo'd  ? 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  won  { 

l'le  have  her,  but  I  will  not  keep  her  long. 
What?  I  have  kill'd  her  Husband,  and  hisFather, 
To  take  her  in  her  hearts  extreameft  hate, 
WithCurfes  in  her  Mouth,  tears  in  her  Eyes, 

The  bleeding  witnefsof  my  hatred  by,  i 
Having  God,  her  Confcierrce,  and  thefe  bars  againft  me, 
And  I  no  Friends  to  back  my  wit  withal  1, 
But  the  plain  Devil  and  diflembling  looks  ? 
And  vet  to  win  her  ?  All  the  World  to  nothing. Hah  ! 

Hath  fhc  forgot  already  that  bravi  Prince, 
Ed  vard,  her  Lord,  whom  I  (feme  three  months  fincej 

Stab'd  in  my  angry  mood,  ztTenk^bury  ? 
A  fwpeter  and  a  lovelier  Gentleman, 
Fram'd  in  the  prodigality  of  Nature , 
Young,  Valiant,  Wife,  and  (no  doubt)  right  Royal, 
The  Ipacious  world  cannot  again  afford, 
And  will  (he  thus  abafe  her  Eyes  on  me, 
That  cropt  the  Golden  prime  of  this  fweet  Prince, 
And  made  her  Widow  to  a  woful  Bed  ? 

On  me,  whofe  All  not  equals  Edwards  Moytie  ? 
Oil  me,  that  halts,  and  am  mifhapen  thus  ? 
My  Dukedcme  to  a  beggarly  Denier? 
I  do  miftake  my  perfon  all  this  while : 
Upon  my  life  (he  finds;  (although  I  cannot) 

My  f;lf  to  be  a  marv'Ious  proper  man. 
l'le  be  at  charges  for  a  Looking-glafs, 
And  entertain  a  fcore  or  two  of  Taylors, 

To  fhidy  Fafhions  to  adorn  my  Body  • 
Since  1  am  crept  in  favour  with  my  felf, 
1  will  maintain  it  with  fome  little  coft, 

But  firft  l'le  turn  yon  fellow  in  his  Grave, 
And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  Love. 

Shine  out,  fair  Sun,  'till  I  have  bought  a  Glafs, 
That  I  may  fee  my  Shadow  as  I  pais.  [Exit . 

Scena  tenia. 

Enter  the  Queen  Mother,  Lord  Rivers,  and  Lord  Gray. 

Riv.  Have  patience,Madam,therc  is  no  doubt  his  Majefty 
Will  foon  recover  his  accuftom'd  health. 

Cray.  In  that  you  brook  it  ill,  it  makes  him  worfe, 
i Therefore  for  God's  fake  entertain  good  comfort, 
And  cheer  his  Grace  with  quick  and  merry  Eyes. 

Queen.  If  he  were  dead,  what  would  betide  on  me  ? 
Cray.  No  other  harm,  but  lofs  of  fuch  a  Lord. 
Qu.  The  lofs  of  fuch  a  Lord  includes  all  harms. 

,    Gray.  The  Heavens  have  bleft  you  with  a  goodly  Son 
To  be  your  Comforter,  when  he  is  gone. 

Qu.  Ah  I  he  is  young  ;  and  his  Minority 
Is  put  unto,  the  truft  of  Richard  Glofler, 
,  A  man  that  loves  not  me,  nor  none  of  you. 

Riv.  Is  it  concluded  he  ihall  be  Protector  ? 

Qu  It  isdetermin'd,  not  concluded  yet  •* 
Butfo  it  muft  be,  if  the  King  mifcarry. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Derby. 

Gray.  Here  comes  the  Lord  of  Buckingham  and  Derby. 
Buck.  Good  time  of  day  unto  your  Royal  Grace. 
Dcb.God  make  your  Majefty  joyful, as  you  havebeen. 
Qu.  The  Countefs  Richmond,  gocd  my  L.  of  Derby  ̂  

To  your  good  Prayer  will  fcarcely  fay,  Amen. 

Yet  Derby,  notwitbftanding  (he's  your  Wife, 
And  loves  not  me,  be  you,  good  Lord,  afliu'd, 
I  hate  not  you  for  her  proud  arrogance. 

Dcrb.  1  do  befeech  you,  either  not  believe 
The  envious  Slanders  of  her  falfe  Accufers : 
Or  if  (he  be  accused  on  true  report, 
Bear  with  her  weaknefs,  which  I  think  proceeds 
From  wayward  licknefs,  and  no  grounded  malice. 

Qu.  Saw  you  the  King  to  day,  my  Lord  of  Derby  f 
Dcrb.  But  now  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  and  1, 

Are  come  from  vifiting  his  Majefty. 
Qu.  What  likelihood  of  his  amendment,  Lords? 

I  Rr  2  Buck, 
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Buck*  Madam,  good  hope,  his  Grace  fpeaks  chearfully. 
Qm.  God  grant  him  health,  did  you  confer  with  him  ? 
Buck*  I,  Madam,  delires  to  make  atonement, 

Between  the  Duke  of  Glojler,  and  your  Brothers, 
And  between  them,  and  my  Lord  Chamberlain, 
And  fent  to  warn  them  to  his  Royal  prefence. 

Qh.  Would  all  were  well,  but  that  will  never  be, 
I  fear  our  happinefs  is  at  the  height. 

£mer  Richard. 

Rich.  They  do  me  wrong,  and  1  will  not  endure  it, 
Who  is  it  that  complains  unto  the  King, 
That  I  f  forfooth)  am  ftern,  and  love  them  not  ? 
By  holy/W,  they  love  his  Grace  but  lightly, 
That  fill  his  Ears  with  fuch  diflentious  Rumors. 
Becaufel  cannot  flatter,  and  look  fair, 
Smile  in  Mens  Faces,  fmooth,  deceive,  and  cog, 
Duck  with  French  nods,  and  Apifh  Courtefie, 
I  muft  be  held  a  rancorous  Enemy. 
Cannot  a  plain  Man  live,  and  think  no  harm, 

But  thus  hislimple  truth  muft  be  abus'd, 
With  filken,  flye,  infinuating  Jacks  ? 

Cray.  To  whom  in  all  this  prefence  fpeaks  your  Grace  ? 
Rich.  To  thee,  that  haft  nor  Honefty  nor  Grace : 

When  have  I  injurM  thee  ?  When  done  thee  wrong  ? 
Or  thee  ?  or  thee/  or  any  of  your  Faction  ? 
A  Plague  upon  you  all.    His  Royal  Grace 
(Whom  God  preferve,  better  than  you  would  wifh) 
Cannot  be  quiet  fcarce  a  breathing  while, 
But  you  muft  trouble  him  with  lewM  Complaints. 

Qu.  Brother  of  Glojler ,  you  miftake  the  matter : 
The  King  on  his  own  Royal  difpofition, 

(And  notprovok'd  by  any  Suitor  elfe) 
Aiming  (belike )  at  your  interior  hatred, 
That  in  your  outward  action  (hews  it  felf 
Againft  my  Children,  Brothers,  and  my  Self, 
Makes  him  to  fend,  that  he  may  learn  the  ground. 

Rich.  I  cannot  tell,  the  world  is  grown  fo  bad, 
That  Wrens  make  prey,  where  Eagles  dare  not  perch. 
Since  every  Jack  became  a  Gentleman, 

There's  many  a  gentle  perfon  made  a  Jack. 
X?«.Come,come,we  know  your  meaning,Brother  Glojler^ 

You  envy  my  advancement,  and  my  Friends 
God  grant  we  never  may  have  need  of  you. 

Rich.  Mean  time,  God  grants  that  I  have  need  of  you. 
Our  Brother  is  imprifonM  by  your  means, 

I  My  felf  difgrac'd,  and  the  Nobility ;  Held  in  contempt,  while  great  Promotions 

J  Are  daily  given  to  enoble  thofe 
That  fcarce  fome  two  days  iince  were  worth  a  Noble. 

Qh.  By  him  that  rais'd  me  to  this  careful  height, 
From  that  contented  hap  which  I  enjoy'd. 
I  never  did  incenfe  his  Majefty 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Clarence,  but  have  been 
An  earneft  Advocate  to  plead  for  him. 
My  Lord,  you  do  mefhameful  injury, 
Falfely  to  draw  me  in  thefe  vile  fufpefts. 

Rich.  You  may  deny  that  you  were  not  the  mean 
Of  my  Lord  Haflings  late  imprifonment. 

Riv.  She  may,  my  Lord,  for  
Rich.  She  may,  Lord  Rivers^  why  who  knows  not  fo  ? 

She  may  do  more,  Sir,  then  denying  that: 
She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  Preferments, 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein, 
And  lay  thofe  Honours  on  your  high  defert. 
What  may  (he  not  ?  (he  may,  I  marry  may  Ihe. 

Riv.  What  marry  may  fhe  ? 
Rich.  What  marry  may  fhe  ?  Marry  with  a  King, 

A  Batchelor,  and  a  handfom  ftripling  too, 
I  wis  your  Grandam  had  a  worfer  match. 

Qu.  My  Lord  of  Glojler,  1  have  too  long  born 
Your  blunt  upbraidings,  and  your  bitter  icoffs; 
By  Heaven,  I  will  acquaint  his  Majefty 

Of  thofe  grofs  taunts  that,  oft  I  have  endur'd. 
1  had  rather  be  a  Country  fervant  Maid 

Than  a  great  Queen,  with  this  condition, 

To  be  fo  baited,  fcorn'd,  andftorm'dat, 
Small  joy  have  I  in  being  England's  Queen. 

Enter  old  Queen  Margaret. 

Mar.  Andlefsned  be  that  final  1,  God  I  befeech  him, 
Thy  Honour,  State,  and  Seat,  is  due  tome. 

Rich.  What  ?  threat  you  me  with  telling  of  the  King  ? 

I  will  avouch't  in  prefence  of  the  King  :  ' 1  dare  adventure  to  be  fent  to  th'  Tower. 'Tis  time  to  fpeak, 

My  pains  are  quite  forgot. 
Margaret.  Out  Devil, 

I  do  remember  them  too  well : 

Thou  kild'ft  my  Husband  Henry  in  the  Tower, 
And  Edward  my  poor  Son,  at  Tewksbury. 

Rich.  E're  you  were  Queen, 
I,  or  your  Husband  King : 
1  was  a  pack-horfe  in  his  great  Affairs : 
A  weeder  out  of  his  proud  Adwerfaries, 
A  liberal  rewarder  of  his  Friends, 
ToRoyalizehis  blood,  I  fpent  mine  own. 

Margaret.  I,  and  much  better  blood 
Than  his  or  thine. 

Rich.  In  all  which  time,  you  and  your  Husband  Gray 
Were  factious  for  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter^ 
And  Rivers,  fo  were  you:  was  not  your  Husband, 
In  Margareth  Battel,  at  Saint  Jlbans ,  flain  / 
Let  me  put  in  your  minds,  if  you  forget, 

What  you  have  been  e're  this,  and  wliat  you  are  : 
Withall,  what  1  have  been,  and  what  I  am. 

£>.  M.  A  murth'rous  Villain,  and  fo  ftill  thou  art. 
Rich.  Poor  Clarence  did  forfake  his  Father  Warwick- 

I,  and  forfwore  himfelf  (which  Jefu  pardon.) 
Q^M.  Which  God  revenge. 
Rich.  To  fight  on  Edward's  party,  for  the  Crown 

And  for  his  meed,  poor  Lord,  he  is  mewed  up : 

I  would  to  God  my  heart  were  Flint,  like  Edward's,  . 
Or  Edward's,  foftand  pitiful,  like  mine  j 

^  I  am  too  childifh  foolifh  for  this  World. 
j^.Af.Hyethee  to  Hell  for  lhame,and  leave  this  world 

Thou  Cacodsmon,  there  thy  Kingdom  is. 
Riv.  My  Lord  of  Glofter  :  in  thofe  bufie  days, 

Which  here  you  urge,  to  prove  us  Enemies, 
We  follow'd  then  our  Lord,  our  Soveraign  King, 
So  fhould  we  you,  if  you  would  be  our  King. 

Rich.  If  I  mould  be  ?  I  had  rather  be  a  Pedler : 
Far  be  it  from  my  heart,  the  thought  thereof. 

Qto  As  little  joy  (my  Lord  J  as  you  fuppofe 
You  fhould  enjoy,  were  you  this  Countries  King, 
As  little  joy  you  may  fuppofe  in  me, 
That  I  enjoy,  being  the  Queen  thereof. 

Q^M.  A  little  joy  enjoys  the  Queen  thereof.  , 
For  I  am  fhe,  and  altogether  joylefs. 
I  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient. 
Hear  me,  you  wrangling  Pyrats  that  fall  out, 

In  fharing  that  which  you  have  pill'd  from  me : 
Which  of  you  trembles  not,  that  looks  on  me  ? 
If  not,  that  I  am  Queen,  youbow  like  Subjects; 

Yet  that  by  you  depos'd,  you  quake  like  Rebels. 
Ah  gentle  Villain  do  not  turn  away. 

■fo.Foul  wrinckl'd  Witch,what  mak'ft  thou  in  my  fight ? 
Q^M.  But  repetition  of  what  thou  haft  marr'd, 

That  will  I  make,  before  I  let  thee  go. 

Rich.  V  Ver't  thou  not  banifhed  on  pain  of  Death  ? 
Q^M.  I  was:  but  i  do  find  more  pain  in  banilhment, 

Than  death  can  yield  me  here,  by  abode. 

A  Husband  and  a  Son  thou  ovv'ft  to  me, 
And  thou  a  Kingdom,  all  of  you  allegiance: 
This  Sorrow  that  I  have  by  right  is  yours, 
And  all  the  Pleafures  you  ufurp  are  mine. 

Rich.  The  Curfe  my  Noble  Father  laid  on  thee, 

V  Vhen  thou  did'ft  Crown  his  warlike  Brows  w  ith  Paper, 
And 
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And  with  thy  fcorns  drew'it  Rivers  from  his  Eyes, 
And  then  to  dry  them,  gav'ft  the  Duke  a  Clout, 
Steep'd  in  the  faultlefs  blood  of  pretty  Rutland  \ 
His  Curfes  then  from  bitternefs  of  Soul, 

Denounc'd  againft  thee,  are  fal'n  upon  thee  : 
And  God,  not  we,  have  phgn'd  thy  bloody  Deed. 

Ou.  So  juft  is  God,  to  right  the  innocent. 

Ha(t.  O,  'twas  the  fouleft  deed  to  Hay  that  Babe, 
And  the  moll  mercilefs  that  e're  was  heard  of. 

Riv.  Tyrants  themfelves  wept,  when  it  was  reported. 
Dorf.  No  man  but  prophelied  revenge  for  it. 
Buck.  Northumberland.,  then  prefent,  wept  to  fee  it. 
Q^M.  What  ?  were  you  fnaiiing  all  before  I  came, 

Ready  to  catch  each  other  by  the  Throat, 
And  turn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me  ? 
Did  Tories  dread  Curfe  pe.vail  fo  much  with  Heaven, 

That  Henry's  Death,  my  lovely  Edward's  Death, 
Their  Kingdoms  k>fs,  my  woful  Baniftim.ent, 
Should  all  but  anfwer  for  that  peevilh  Brat  ? 
Can  Curfes  pierce  the  Clouds  and  enter  Heaven  ? 
Why  then  give  way,  dull  Clouds,  to  my  quick  Curfes. 
Though  not  by  War,  by  Surfeit  dye  your  King, 
As  ours  by  Murther  to  make  him  a  King. 
Edward  thy  Son,  that  now  is  Prince  of  Wales  9  , 
For  Edward  our  Son  that  was  Prince  of  Wales, 
Dye  in  his  Youth,  by  like  untimely  violence. 
Thy  felf  a  Queen,  for  me  that  was  a  Queen, 
Out-live  thy  Glory,  like  my  wretched  felf  5 

Long  may'ft  thou  live,  to  wail  thy  Children's  death, 
And  fee  another,  as  I  fee  thee  now, 

Deck'd  in  thy  Rights,  as  thou  art  ftall'd  in  mine. 
Long  dye  thy  happy  days,  before  thy  Death, 

And  after  many  lengthened  hours  of  grief, 
Dye  neither  Mother,  Wife,  nor  England? $  Queen. 
Rivers  and  Dorfet,  you  were  (landers  by, 
And  fo  waft  thou,  Lord  Haftings,  when  my  Son 

Was  ftabb'd  with  bloody  Daggers :  God,  1  pray  him, 
That  none  of  you  may  live  his  natural  age, 

But  by  fome  un-look'd-for  accident  cut  oft. 
tf/cHave  done  thy  Charm,thou  hateful  wither'd  Hag. 
Q.M.  And  leave  outthee?ftayDog,for  thou  fnalt  hear  me- 

If  Heaven  have  any  grievous  plague  in  ftore, 
Exceeding  thofe  that  I. can  wilh  upon  thee, 
O  let  them  keep  it,  till  thy  fins  be  ripe, 
And  then  hurl  down  tbeir  Indignation 

On  thee,  thetroubler  of  the  poor  World's  peace. 
The  worm  of  Confcience  ftillbe-gnaw  thy  Soul, 

Thy  Friends  fufpect  for  Traytors  while  thouliv'ft, 
And  take  deep  Traytors  for  thy  deareft  Friends : 
No  fleep  clofe  up  that  deadly  Eye  of  thine, 
Unlefs  it  be  while  fome  tormenting  Dream 
Affright  thee  with  a  Hell  of  ugly  Devils. 
Thou  elvifh,  markt,  abortive  rooting  Hog, 

Thou  that  waft  feal'd  in  thy  Nativity 
The  Slave  of  Nature,  and  the  Son  of  Hell: 
Thouflander  of  thy  heavy  Mothers  Womb, 
Thou  loathed  Iffue  of  thy  Fathers  loyns, 

Thou  Rag  of  Honour,  thou  detefted  
Rich.  Margaret. 
Q^M.  Richard.  Rich.  Ha  ! 

M.  I  call  thee  not. 

Rich.  I  cry  thee  mercy  then :  for  I  did  think, 
That  thou  had'ft  call'd  me  all  thefe  bitter  names. 

Q^M.  Whyfol  did,  but  look'd  for  no  reply. Oh  let  me  make  the  Period  to  my  Curfe. 

Rich.  'Tis  done  by  me,  and  ends  in  Margaret. 
Thus  have  you  breath'd  your  Curfe  againft  your  felf. 

Q^M.Voot  painted  Queen,vain  flourifh  of  my  Fortune, 

Why  ftrew'ft  thou  Sugar  on  that  Bottel'd  Spider, 
Whofe  deadly  web  enfnareth  thee  about  ? 

Fool,  fool,  thou  whett'fta  Knife  to  kill  thy  felf : 
The  day  will  come,  that  thou  lhalt  wilh  for  me, 

To  help  thee  curfe  this  poyfonous  Bunch-back'd  Toad. 
Haft.  Falfe  boading  Woman,  end  thy  frantick  Curfe, 

Left  to  thy  harm  thou  mov  e  our  patience.. 
IX  M.  Foul  (hame  upon  you,  you  have  all  mov'd  mine. 
Ri.  Were  you  well  ferv'd,you  v.  a  J  be  taught  your  duty 
X^.  M.  To  ferve  me  well,  you  a.J  fl    ild  do  me  duty, 

Teath  me  to  be  your  Qpeen,  and  you  my  Subje&s> 
O  ferve  me  well,  and  ttach  your  leaves  that  du:y. 

L>orf.  Difpute  rot  with  her,  fhe  is  Lnnatick. 
Q^M.  Peace,  M  after  Marqucfs,  you  are  malapert, 

Your  fire-new  itampof  Honour  is  fcarce  currant. 
O  that  your  young  Nobility  can  judge 
What  'twere  to  lofe  it,   and  be  miferable. 
They  that  ftand  high  have  many  blafts  to  fhake  them, 
And  if  they  fall,  tluy  dafh  themfelves  to  pieces. 

Rich.  Good  Counfcl  marry,  learn  it,  Lara  it,  Marquefs. 
Dor.  It  touches  you,  my  Lord,  as  much  as  me. 
Rich.  1,  and  much  more :  but  I  was  born  fo  high: 

Our  ayrie  buildeth  in  the  Cedar's  top, 
And  dallies  with  the  wind,  and  fcorus  the  Sun. 

Alar.  And  turns  the  Sun  to  lliade  :  alas,  alas, 
Witnefs  my  Son  now  in  the  lhade  of  deatii, 
Whofe  bright  out-fhining  beams,  thy  cloudy  Wrath 
Hath  in  Eternal  D?rknels  folded  up. 
Your  ayry  buildeth  in  pur  ayries  Neft  : 
O  God,  that  feeft,  it^fo  not  fuffer  it, 
As  it  is  won  with  blood,  loft  be  it  fo. 

Buck.  Peace,  peace  for  Shame,  if  not  for  Charity. 
Mar.  Urge,  neither  Chanty,  nor  Shame  to  me : 

Uncharitably  with  me  have  you  dealt, 

And  lhamefully  my  hopes  (by  you  J  are  butcher'd. 
My  Charity  is  outrage,  Life  my  lhame, 
And  in  that  lhame,  ftill  live  my  forrows  rage. 

Buck;  Have  done,  have  done. 
Mar.  O  Princely  Buckingham,  I'lekifs  thy  hand, 

In  lign  of  League  and  Amity  with  t-hee  : 
Now  fair  befall  thee,  and  thy  Noble  houfe  : 
Thy  Garments  are  not  fpotted  with  our  blood : 
Nor  thou  within  the  compafs  of  my  Curfe. 

Buck^  Nor  no  one  here :  for  Curfes  never  pals 

Th.'  lips  of  thofe  that  breathe  them  in  tne  Air. 
Mar.  I  will  not  think  but  they  afcend  the  Sky, 

And  there  awake  God's  gentle  fleeping  Peace. 
O  Buckingham,  take  heed  of  yonder  Dog : 
Look  when  he  fawns,  he  bites ;  and  when  he  bites, 
His  venom  Tooth  will  rankle  to  the  death  : 

Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him, 
Sin,  Death,  and  Hell  have  fet  their  marks  on  him, 
And  all  their  Minifters  attend  on  him. 

Rich.  What  doth  me  fay,  my  Lord  of  Buckingham  ? 
Buck-  Nothing  that  I  refpect,  my  gracious  Lord. 
Mar.  What  doft  thou  fcorn  me 

For  my  gentle  Counfel  ? 
And  footh  the  Devil  that  I  warn  thee  from. 
0  but  remember  this  another  day : 
When  he  (hall  fplit  thy  very  heart  with  Sorrow  : 
And  fay  poor  Margaret  was  a  Prophetefs 
Live  each  of  you  the  fubjeds  to  his  hate, 
And  he  to  yours,  and  all  of  you  to  Gods.  [Exit. 

Buck,  My  Hair  doth  ftand  an  end  to  hear  her  Curfes. 

Riv.  And  fo  doth  mine,  I  mufe  why  file's  at  liberty. 
Rich.  I  cannot  blame  her,  by  God's  holy  Mother, 

She  hath  had  too  much  wrong,  and  I  repent 

My  part  thereof,  that  I  have  done  to  her. 
Dtr.  1  never  did  her  any  to  my  knowledge. 
Rich.  Yet  you  have  all  the  vantage  of  her  wrong  : 

1  was  too  hot,  to  do  fome  body  good, 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now : 

Marry  as  for  Clarence,  he  is  well  repay'd : 
He  is  frank'd  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains, 
God  pardon  them  that  are  the  caule  thereof. 

Riv.  A  virtuous,  and  a  Chriftian-like  conclufion, 
To  pray  for  them  that  have  done  fcathe  to  us. 

R/ch.  So  do  I  ever,  being  well  advL' J. 
[Speak*  to  him  felf. 

For  had  I  curft  now,  I  had  curft  my  felf. 
R  r  3  Enter 
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Enter  Catesby. 

Cates.  Madam,  his  Majefty  doth  call  for  yon, 
And  for  your  Grace,  and  yours,  my  gracious  Lord. 

O^Catesby,  I  come,  Lords  will  you  go  with  me  ? 
Riv.  We  wait  upon  your  Grace. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Glofter. 

!    Rich.  I  do  thee  wrong,  and  firft  begin  to  brawl. 
The  fecrct  mifchiefs  that  I  fet  a-broach, 
I  lay  unto  the  grievous  charge  of  others. 
Clarence,  whom  1  indeed  have  cart;  in  darknefs, 
I  do  beweep  to  many  fimple  Gulls, 

j Namely  to  Derby,  Haftwgs,  Buckingham, 
jAnd  tell  them'tis  the  Queen,  and  her  Allies 
I  That  ftir  the  King  againft  the  Duke  my  Brother, 
j  Now  they  believe  it,  and  withall  whet  me 

To  be  reveng'd  on  Rivers,  Dor  fet,  Gray. 
!  But  then  I  figh,  and  with  a  piece  of  Scripture, 
i  Tell  them  that  God  bids  us  do  good  for  evil : 
And  thus  I  cloath  my  naked  Villany 
With  odd  old  ends,  ftoln  forth  of  Holy  Writ, 
And  feem  a  Saint,  when  mofc  I  play  the  Devil. 

Enter  two  Murtberers. 

But  foft,  here  come  my  Executioners, 
How  now  my  hardy  ftout  refolved  Mates, 
Are  you  now  going  to  difpatch  this  thing  ? 

Vill.  We  are,  my  L  ord,  and  come  to  have  the  Warrant, 
That  we  may  be  admitted, where  he  is. 

.  Rich-  Well  thought  upon,  1  have  it  here  about  me* 
When  you  have  done,  repair  to  Crosby  Place  j 
But,  Sirs,  be  hidden  in  the  Execution, 
Withal  obdurate,  do  not  hear  him  plead  j 
For  Clarence  is  well-fpoken,  and  perhaps 
May  move  vour  Hearts  to  pity,  if  you  mark  him. 

Fill.  Tut,  tut,  my  Lord,  we  will  not  Hand  to  prate, 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers ;  be  alTurM, 
We  go  to  ufe  our  Hands,  and  not  our  Tongues. 

Rich.  Your  Eyes  drop  Mill-ftones,  when  Fools  Eyes 
fall  Tears. 

I  like  you  Lads,  about  your  bufinefs  ftraight. 

Go,  go,  difpatch. 
Fill.  We  will,  my  Noble  Lord.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  ̂ harta. 

Enter  Clarence  and  Keeper. 

Keep.  Why  looks  your  Grace  fo  heavily  ? 
Cla.  O,  I  have  paft  a  miferable  night, 

So  full  of  fearful  Dreams,  of  ugly  fights, 
That  as  I  am  a  Chriitian  faithful  man, 

I  would  not  fpend  another  fuch  a  Night, 

Though  'twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  days : 
So  full  of  difmalterrour  was  the  time. 

Keep.  What  was  your  drcam,my  Lord,I  pray  you  tell  me. 
Cla.  Methoughts  that  I  had  broken  from  the  Tower, 

And  was  embark'd  to  crofs  to  Burgundy, 
And  in  my  company  my  Brother  Glofter, 

'  Who  from  my  Cabin  tempted  m«  to  walk 
Upon  the  Hatches  There  we  look'd  toward  England, 
And  cited  up  a  thoufand  heavy  times, 
During  the  Wars  of  York  and  Lancafter, 

That  had  befal'n  us.  As  he  pae'd  along 
Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  Hatches, 
Methoughtthat  Glofter  ftumbled,  and  in  falling 
Strook  me  ( that  thought  to  flay  him )  over-board, 
Into  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  Main. 
O  Lord,  methought  what  pain  it  was  to  drown, 
What  dreadful  noife  of  Water  in  mine  Ears, 
V  Vhat  fights  of  ugly  Death  within  mine  Eyes. 
Methoughts,  I  faw  a  thoufand  fearful  Wracks 

A  thoufand  men  that  Fifhes  gnaw'd  upon  : 
Wedges  of  Gold,  great  Anchors,  heaps  of  Pearl, 

Ineftimable  Stones,  unvalued  Jewels 

AH  fcattered  in  the  bottom  of  the  Sea  •• 
Some  lay  in  dead-nur  ':  Sculls,  and  in  the  holes 
Where  Eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept 
(As 'twere  infeornof  Eyes)  reflecting  Gems> 
That  wco'd  the  finny  bottom  of  the  Deep, 
And  mock'd  the  dead  Bones  that  lay  fcattered  by. 

Keep.  Had  you  fuch  leifure  in  the  time  of  Death, 
To  gaze  upon  the  fecrets  of  the  deep  ? 

Cla.  Methought  I  had,  and  often  did  I  Arrive 
To  yield  the  Ghoft :  but  ftill  the  envious  Flood 

Stop'd  in  my  Soul,  and  would  not  let  it  forth 
To  find  the  empty,  vaft,  and  wand'ring  Air ; 
But  imother'd  it  within  my  panting  Bulk, 
Who  almoft  burft  to  belch  it  in  the  Sea. 

Keep  Awak'd  you  not  in  this  fore  Agony  ? 

Clar.  No,  no,  my  Dream  was  lengthen'd  after  life. 
0  then,  began  the  Tempeft  to  my  Soul, 
1  paft  (methoughtj  the  Melancholy  Flood, 
With  that  fowre  Ferry-man  which  Poets  write  of, 
Unto  the  Kingdom  of  perpetual  Night. 
The  firft  that  there  did  greet  my  Stranger-foul, 

Was  my  great  Father-in-law,  renowned  Warwick^ 
Who  fpake  aloud What  fcourge  for  Perjury 
Can  this  dark  Monarchy  afford  falfe  Clarence  ? 
And  fo  he  vanifh'd.    Then  came  wand'ring  by, 
A  Shadow  like  an  Angel,  with  bright  Hair 

DabbPd  in  Blood,  and  he  fhriek'd  out  aloud 
Clarence  is  come,  falfe,  fleeting,  perjur'd  Clarence, 
That  ftabb'd  me  in  the  Field  by  Tewksbwry : 
Seize  on  him  Furies,  take  him  unto  torment. 
Wich  that  (methought)  a  Legion  of  foul  Fiends 
Inviron'd  me,  and  howled  in  mine  Ears 
Such  hideous  cries,  that  with  the  very  Noife, 

I  (trembling)  wak'd,  and  for  a  feafon  after, 
Could  not  believe,  but  that  I  was  in  Hell, 
Such  terrible  Impreffion  made  my  Dream. 

Keep.  No  marvel,  Lord,  though  it  affrighted  yon, 
I  am  afraid  (methinks)  to  hear  you  tell  it. 

Cla.  Ah  Keeper,  Keeper,  I  have  done  thefe  things 
(That  now  give  evidence  againft  my  Soul) 

For  Edward's  fake,  and  fee  how  he  requites  me. 
O  God  •'  if  my  deep  Prayers  cannot  appeafe  thee, 
But  thou  wilt  be  aveng'd  on  my  mifdeeds, 
Yet  execute  thy  wrath  in  me  alone : 

O  fpare  my  guiklefs  Wife,  and  my  poor  Children. 
Keeper,  1  prithee  lit  by  me  a  while, 
My  Soul  is  heavy,  and  I  fain  would  fleep. 

Keep.  I  will,my  Lord,God  give  your  Grace  good  reft. 

Enter  Brakenbury  the  Lieutenant. 

Bra.  Sorrow  breaks  Seafons  and  repofing  hourst 

Makes  the  Night  Morning,  and  the  Noon-tide  Night : 
Princes  have  but  their  Titles  for  their  Glories, 
An  outward  Honour,  for  an  inward  Toil, 
And  for  unfelt  Imaginations 
They  often  feel  a  world  of  reftlefs  Cares : 
So  that  between  their  Titles,  and  low  name, 

There's  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  Fame. Enter  two  Murtherers. 

1 .  Mux.  Ho,  who's  here  ? 

Bra.  What  would'ft  thou,  Fellow  ?  And  how  cam'ft  thou lither  ? 

2.  Mitr.  I  would  fpeak  with  Clarence,  and  I  came  hither on  my  Legs. 
Bra.  What,  fo  brief  ? 

i .  'Tis  better  (Sir)  than  to  be  tedious : 
Let  him  fee  our  Commiflion,  and  talk  no  more.  [Reads. 

Bra.  I  am  in  this,  commanded  to  deliver 
The  Noble  Duke  of  Clarence  to  your  hands. 

will  not  reafon  what  is  meant  hereby, 

Becaufel  will  be  guiltlefs  from  the  meaning. 
There  lies  the  Duke  afleep,  and  there  the  Keys. 

pie 
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I'leto  theKing,  and  fignifie  to  him, 
That  thus  I  have  refign'd  to  you  my  charge.  [Exit. 

1.  You  may,  Sir,  'tis  a  point  of  wifdom : 
Fare  you  well. 

2.  What,  fhall  we  ftab  him  as  he  fleeps  ? 

1.  No  :  he'll  fay  'twasdone  cowardly,  when- he  wakes. 
2.  Why  he  Ihall  never  wake ,  until  the  great  Judg- 

ment day. 

1.  Why  then  he'll  fay,  we  ftab'd  him  fleeping. 
2.  The  urging  of  that  word  Judgment,  hath  bred  a 

kind  of  remorfe  in  me. 
1.  What?  art  thou  afraid  ? 

2.  Not  to  kill  him,  having  a  Warrant. 

But  to  be  damn'd  for  killing  him,  from  the  which 
No  Warrant  can  defend  me. 

1.  I  thought  thou  had'lt  been  refolute. 
2.  So  I  am,  to  let  him  live. 
1.  Pie  back  to  the  Duke  of  Glofier,  and  tell  him  fo. 
2.  Nay,  prithee  ftay  a  little : 

I  hope  this  paffionate  humour  of  mine  will  change, 
It  was  wont  to  hold  me  but  while  one  tells  twenty. 

1.  How  do'ft  thou  feel  thy  felf  now  ? 
2.  Some  certain  dregs  of  Confcience  are  yet  within  me. 

1.  Remember  the  Reward,  when  the  deed's  done. 
2.  Come,  he  dies :  I  had  forgot  the  Reward. 

1.  Whert's  thy  Confcience  now? 

2.  O,  in  the  Duke  of  Glofier^s  Purfe. 
1.  When  he  opens  his  Purfe  to  give  us  our  Reward, 

thy  Confcience  flies  out . 
2.  'Tis  no  matter,  let  it  go  :  there's  few  or  none  will 

entertain  it. 

1 .  What  if  it  come  to  thee  again  ? 

2.  I'le  not  meddle  with  it,  it  makes  a  Man  a  Coward  : 
A  Man  cannot  fteal,  but  it  accufeth  him :  A  Man  cannot 
Swear,  but  it  Checks  htm :  A  Man  cannot  lie  with  his 

Neighbours  Wife,  but  it  detects  him.  'Tis  a  blufliing 
lhamefae'd  Spirit,  that  mutinies  in  a  Mans  bofom :  It 
fills  a  Man  full  of  Obftacles.  It  made  me  once  reftore  a 
Purfe  of  Gold  that  (by  chance)  I  found :  It  beggars  any 

Man  that  keeps  it :  It  is  turn'd  out  of  Towns  and  Ci- 
ties for  a  dangerous  thing,  and  every  Man  that  means  to 

live  well,  endeavours  to  truft  to  himfelf,  and  live  with- 
out it. 

1.  'Tis  even  now  at  my  elbow,  perfuading  me  not  to 
kill  the  Duke. 

2.  Take  the  Devil  in  thy  mind,  and  believe  him  not  : 
He  would  infinuate  with  thee  but  to  make  thee  figh. 

1.  1  am  ftrong  fram'd,  he  cannot  prevail  with  me. 
2.  Spoke  like  a  tall  Man,  that  refpefts  thy  Reputation. 

Come,  Ihall  we  fall  to  work  ? 
1.  Take  him  on  the  Coftard,  with  the  Hilts  of  thy 

Sword,  and  then  throw  him  into  the  Malmfie-butt  in  the 
next  room. 

2.  O  excellent  device  ;  and  make  a  Sop  of  him. 
1.  Soft,  he  wakes. 
2.  Strike. 

1.  No.,  we'll  reafonwith  him. 
CU.  Where  art  thou,  Keeper  ?  give  me  a  Cup  of  Wine. 
2.  You  fhall  have  Wine  enough,  my  Lord,  anon. 
Clar.  In  Gods  name,  what  art  thou? 
1.  A  man,  as  you  are. 
Clar.  But  not  as  I  am,  Royal, 
t.  Nor  you  as  we  are,  Loyal. 
Cla.  Thy  voice  is  thunder,  but  thy  looks  are  humble. 
1.  My  voice  is  now  the  Kings,  my  looks  mine  own. 

Cla.  How  darkly,  and  how  deadly  do'ft  thou  fpeak  ? 
Your  Eyes  do  menace  me    why  look  you  pale  ? 
Who  fent  you  hither  ?  wherefore  do  you  come  ? 

2.  To,  to,  to  
Clar.  To  murther  me  ? 
Both.  I,  I. 
Clar.  You  fcarcely  have  the  hearts  to  tell  me  fb. 

And  therefore  cannot  have  the  hearts  to  do  it. 

W  herein,  my  friends,  have  I  offended  you  ? 

J>  
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1.  Offended  us  you  have  not,  but  the  King. 

Clar.  I  fhall  be  reconcil'd  to  him  again. 
2.  Never,  my  Lord?  therefore  prepare  to  dye. 
Clar.  Are  you  drawn  forth  among  a  world  of  Men 

To  flay  the  innocent  ?  What's  my  offence  ? 
Where  is  the  Evidence  that  doth  accufe  me  ? 

What  lawful  Qjelfc  have  given  their  Verdict  up 

Unto  the  frowning  Judge  ?  Or  who  pronounced 
The  bitter  fentcnte  of  poor  Clarences  death  ? 
Before  I  be  convict  by  courfe  of  Law, 
To  threaten  me  witii  death,  is  moft  unlawful. 
I  charge  you,  as  you  hope  for  any  goodnefs, 
That  you  depart,  and  lay  no  hands  on  me : 
The  deed  you  undertake  is  damnable. 

1.  What  we  will  do,  we  do  upon  command, 
2.  And  he  that  hath  commanded,  is  our  King. 
Cla.  Erroneous  VafTals,  the  great  King  of  Kings 

Hath  in  the  Table  of  his  Law  commanded, 
That  Thou  fhak  do  no  Murther,  U  iH  you  then 
Spurn  at  his  Edidt%  and  fulfil  a  Mai;;  ? 
Take  h:ed  ,  for  he  holds  Vengeance  in  his  hand 
Tohurle  upon  their  heads  that  break,  his  Law. 

2.  And  that  lame  Vengeance  doth  he  hurle  on  thee 
For  falfe  forfwearing,  and  for  murther  too  : 
ThoudicUt  receive  the  Sacrament,  to  fight 
In  quarrel  of  the  Houfe  of  L.incajter. 

1.  And  like  a  Tray  tor  to  the  name  of  God, 

Did'fl  break  that  Vow,  and  with  thy  treacherous  blade, 
Unripp'ft  the  Bowels  cf  thy  Soveraign's  Son. 

2.  Whom  thou  was't  fworn  to  chcrifh  and  defend. 
1.  How  canft  thou  urge  Gods  dreadful  Law  to  us, 

When  thou  halt  broke  it  in  fuch  high  degree  ? 
Clar.  Alas !  for  whofe  fake  did  1  that  ill  deed  ? 

For  Edward,  for  my  Brother,  for  his  fake. 
He  fends  you  not  to  murther  me  for  this : 
For  in  that  fin  he  is  as  deep  as  I  . 
If  God  will  be  avenged  for  the  deed, 
0  know  you  yet,  he  doth  it  publickly, 
Take  not  the  quarrel  from  his  powerful  Arm  : 
He  needs  no  indirect,  or  lawlefs  courfe, 
To  cut  off  thofe  that  have  offended  him. 

i .  Who  made  thee  then  a  bloody  Minifter, 

When  gallant  fpringing  brave  Tlantagenet, 
That  Princely  Novice  was  ftruck  dead  by  thee  ? 

Clar.  My  Brother's  love,  the  Devil,  and  my  Rage. 
1.  Thy  Brother's  Love,  our  Duty,  and  thy  Faults, 

Provoke  us  hither  now,  to  flaughter  thee. 
Clar.  If  you  do  love  my  Brother,  hate  not  me: 

1  am  his  Brother,  and  1  love  him  well. 

If  you  are  hir'd  for  meed,  go  back  again, 
And  I  will  fend  you  to  my  Brother  Glofier: 
Who  fhall  reward  you  better  for  my  life, 
Than  Edward  will  for  tidings  of  my  death. 

2.  You  are  deceiv'd, 
Your  Brother  Glofier  hates  you. 

Cla.  Oh  no,  he  loves  me,  and  he  holds  me  dear  : 

Go  you  to  him  from  me. 
i.  I,  fo  we  will. 
Cla.  Tell  him,  when  that  our  Princely  Father  To>\ 

Bleft  his  three  Sons  vvith  his  victorious  Arm, 
He  little  thought  of  this  divided  Friendfhip : 
Bid  Glofier  think  on  this,  and  he  will  weep. 

i.  I,  Milftones,  as  he  leffoned  us  to  weep. 
Clar.  O  do  net  flander  him,  for  he  is  kind. 
i .  Right,  as  Snow  in  Harveit : 

Come,  you  deceive  your  ie if, 
'Tis  hethat  fends  us  to  deftroy  you  here. 

Cla.  It  cannot  be,  for  he  bewept  my  Fortune, 

And  hugg'd  me  in  his  Arms,  and  fwore  with  lobs, 
That  he  would  labour  my  delivery. 

1 .  Why  fo  he  doth,  when  he  delivers  you 
From  this  Earths  thraldom,  to  the  joys  of  Heaven. 

2.  Make  peace  with  God,  for  you  mufl:  die,  my  Lord. 
Cla.  Have  you  that  holy  feeling  in  your  Souls, 
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Tocounfel  me  to  make  my  peace  with  God, 
And  are  you  yet  to  your  own  Souls  fo  blind, 

That  you  will  War  with  God,  by  murd'Yiug  me? O  Sirs,  coniider,  they  that  fet  you  on 
To  do  this  deed,  will  hate  you  for  the  deed. 

2.  What  fhall  we  do'? 
Clar.  Relent,  and  Pave  your  Souls: 

Which  of  y  on,  if  you  were  a  Princes  Son, 
Being  pent  from  Liberty,  as  I  am  now, 
f  two  fuch  murtherers  as  your  felves  came  to  you, 
Would  not  intreat  for  Life,  as  you  would  beg 
Were  you  in  my  diftrefs. 

1.  Relent  ?  no:  'Tis  cowardly  and  womanifh. 
CU.  Not  to  relent,  is  beaftly,  favage,  dcvihlh- 

My  Friend,  I  fpy  fome  pity  in  thy  looks : 
O,  if  thine  Eye  be  not  a  flatterer, 
Come  thou  on  my  fide,  and  intreat  for  me, 
A  begging  Prince  what  Beggar  pities  not  ? 

2.  Look  behind  you,  my  Lord- 
1.  Take  that^and  that,if  all  this  will  not  do,  [Stabs  him 

Tie  drown  you  in  the  Malmfey-Butt  within.  [Exit. 
2.  A  bloody  deed,  and  defperately  difpatcht : 

How  fain  (like  Pilate  J  would  1  walh  my  hands 
Of  this  molt  grievous  murther. 

Ertcr  I.  Murtherer. 

1.  How  now  ? ;  what  mean'ft  thou  that  thou  help'ft  me 
not  ?  By  Heaven,  the  Duke  fhall  know  how  flack  you  have 

been.  • 

2.  Mur,  I  would  he  knew,  that  I  had  fav'd  his  Brother ; 
Take  thou  the  Fee,  and  tell  him  what  i  fay, 
For  1  repent  me  that  the  Duke  is  flain.  [Exit. 

i  .  Mtir.  So  do  not  1 :  go  Coward  as  thou  art. 
Well,  Fie  go  hide  the  Body  in  fome  hole, 
'  Till  that  the  Duke  give  order  for  his  burial : 
Nnd  when  I  have  my  meed,  I  will  away  ; 
For  this  will  out,  and  then  1  muft  not  flay.  [Exit 

Actus  Secundum.  Scena  Prima. 

Ftourifh.  Enter  the  King  fck^,  the  Quten,  Lord  Marquefs 
Dorft,  Rivers,  Mailings,  Catesby,  Buckingham 
Wcodvil. 

Kin ;.  Why  lo  :  now  have  I  done  a  good  days  work. 
You  P.ers continue  this  uiited  League: 
1,  every  day  expect  an  Embaflage 
From  my  Redeemer,  to  redeem  me  hence. 
And  more  to  peace  my  Soul  lhall  part  to  Heaven, 
Since  1  have  made  my  Friends  at  peace  on  earth. 
Dor  ft  and  Rivers,  take  each  others  hand, 
Diflemble  not  your  hatred,  Swear  your  love. 

Rtv.  By  Heaven,  my  Soul  is  purg'd  from  bearing  hate. 
And  with  my  hand  1  feal  my  true  Hearts-love. 

Hafi.  So  thrive  I,  as  I  truly  fvvear  the  like. 
King.  Take  heed  you  dally  not  before  your  King, 

Left  he  that  is  the  fupreme  King  of  Kings 
Confound  your  hidden  falfliood,  and  award 
Either  of  you  to  be  the  others  end. 

Haft.  So  profper  1,  as  I  iwear  perfect  love. 
Riv.  And  I,  as  1  love  Hafiwgs  with  my  heart. 
King.  Madam,  your  felf  is  not  exempt  from  this : 

Nor  you  Son  Dorfa,  Buckingham  nor  you  •, 
You  have  been  factious  one  againft  the  other. 
Wife,  love  Lord  Hafit^gs,  let  him  kifs  your  hand, 
And  what  you  do,  do  itunfeignedly. 

Queen.  There  Haftings,  I  will  never  more  remember 
Our  former  hatred,  fo  thrive  I,  and  mine. 

King.  Dorfet,  embrace  him  •• 
Haftings,  love  Lord  Marquefs, 

Dor.  This  interchange  of  love,  I  here  proteft 

Upon  my  part,  fhall  be  inviolable. 

Hafi.  And  fo  fwear  I. 
King.  Now  Princely  Buckingham,  feal  thou  this  League 

With  thy  embracements  to  my  Wives  Allies 
And  make  me  happy  in  your  unity. 

Bucks  Whenever  Buckingham  doth  turn  his  hate 
Upon  your  Grace,  but  with  all  duteous  love, 
Doth  cherifh  you  and  yours,  God  punifh  me 
With  hate  in  thofe  where  I  expect  molt  love, 
When  1  have  moft  heed  to  imploy  a  Friend, 
And  moft  affured  that  he  is  a  Friend, 
Deep,  hollow,  treacherous,  and  full  of  guile, 
Be  he  unto  me:  this  do  I  beg  of  Heaven, 
When  1  am  cold  in  love,  to  you  or  yours.        f_ Embrace. 

King.  A  pleafing  Cordial,  Princely  Buckingham, 
Is  thibthy  Vow  unto  my  fickly  heart. 
There  wanteth  now  our  Brother  Glofter  here, 

To  make  the  bleffed  Period  of  this  peace.  ' Buck,  And  in  good  time, 
Here  comes  Sir  Richard  Ratsliff,  and  the  Duke. 

Enter  Ratcliff,  and  Gloftef. 

Rich.  Good  morrow  to  my  Sovereign  King  and  Queen, 
And  Princely  Peers,  a  happy  time  of  day. 

King.  Happy  indeed,  as  we  have  fpentthe  day: 
Glofter,  we  have  done  deeds  of  Charity, 
Made  Peace  of  Enmity,  fair  love  of  hate, 
Between  thefe  fwelling  wrong  incenfed  Peers. 

Rich.  A  bleffed  labour,  my  moft  Sovereign  Lord : 
Among  this  Princely  heap,  if  any  here 
By  falfe  intelligence,  or  wrong furmife 
Hold  me  a  Foe  :  if  I  unwillingly,  or  in  my  rage, 
Have  ought  committed  that  is  hardly  born, 
To  any  in  this  prefence,  I  defire 
To  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  peace : 
Tis  death  tome  to  be  at  Enmity: 
I  hate  it,  and  defire  all  good  Mens  love. 
Firft,  Madam,  I  intreat  true  peace  of  you, 
Which  I  will  purchafe  with  my  duteous  fervice, 
Of  you  my  Noble  Coufin  Buckingham, 
If  ever  any  grudge  were  lodg'd  between  us. 
Of  you,  and  you,  Lord  Rivers  and  of  Dorfety 
That  all  without  defer t  havefrown'd  on  me- 
Of  you  Lord  Woodvil,  and  Lord  Scales  of  yon, 
Dukes,  Earls,  Lords,  Gentlemen,  indeed  of  all. 
I  do  not  know  that  Englifhman  alive, 
With  whom  my  Soul  is  any  jot  at  odds, 
More  than  the  Infant  that  is  born  to  night : 
I  thank  my  God  for  my  Humility. 

Queen.  A  Holy  day  fhall  this  be  kept  hereafter : 
I  would  to  God  all  ftrifes  were  well  compounded. 
My  Sovereign  Lord,  I  do  befeech  your  Highnefs 
To  take  our  Brother  Clarence  to  your  Grace. 

Rich.  Why  Madam,  have  I  offer'd  love  for  this, 
To  be  fo  flouted  in  this  Royal  prefence  ? 
Who  knows  not  that  the  gentle  Duke  is  dead  ?  [They 
You  do  him  injury  to  fcorn  his  Coarfe.  all  fiart. 

King.  Who  knows  not  he  is  dead ! 
Who  knows  he  is  ? 

Queen.  All-feeing  Heaven,  what  a  world  is  this  ? 
Buck,.  Look  I  fo  pale,  Lord  Dorfet,  as  the  reft  ? 
Dor.  I,  my  good  Lord,  and  no  Man  in  the  prefence, 

But  his  red  colour  hath  forfook  his  Cheeks. 

King.  Is  Clarence  dead  ?  the  Order  was  revers'd. 
Rich.  But  he  ( poor  Man)  by  your  firft  Order  died, 

And  that  a  winged  Mercury  did  bear: 
Some  tardy  Cripple  bare  the  Countermand, 
That  come  too  Jagg  to  fee  him  buried. 
God  grant,  that  fome  lefs  Noble,  and  lefs  Loyal, 
Nearer  in  bloody  thoughts,  and  not  in  blood, 
Deferve  no  worfe  than  wretched  Clarence  did, 
And  yet  go  currant  from  fulpicion. Enter  Earl  of  Derby. 

Derb.  A  boon,  my  Soveraign,  for  my  fervice'done. KM 
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King.  I  prithee  peace,  my  Soul  is  full  of  forrow. 
Derb.  I  will  not  rife,  unlefs  your  Highnefs  hear  me. 

King.  Then  fay  at  once,  what  is  it  thou  requeft'ft. 
Derb.  The  forfeit  (Soveraign)  of  my  fervants  life, 

Who  flew  to  day  a  Riotous  Gentleman, 
Lately  attendant  on  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^ 

King.  Have  I  a  Tongue  to  doom  my  Brothers  death  ? 
And  fhall  that  Tongue  give  pardon  to  a  Slave  ? 

My  Brother  kill'd  no  man,  his  fault  was  Thought, 
And  yet  his  punifhment  was  bitter  death. 
Who  fued  to  me  for  him  ?  Who  (in  my  wrath) 

Kneel'd  at  my  feet    and  bid  me  be  advis'd  ? 
Who  fpoke  of  Brotherhood  f  who  fpoke  in  love  ? 
Who  told  me,  how  the  poor  Soul  did  forfake 
The  mighty  Warwick,  and  did  fight  for  me : 
Who  told  me  in  the  Field  at  Textkibury, 
When  Oxford  had  me  down,  he  refcued  me : 
And  faid,  dear  Brother  live,  and  be  a  King  ? 
Who  told  me,  when  we  both  lay  in  the  Field, 
Frozen  (almoft)  to  death,  how  he  did  lap  me 
Even  in  his  Garments,  and  did  give  himlelf 
[All  thin  and  naked )  to  the  num  cold  night  ? 
All  this  from  my  Remembrance,  bruitifh  wrath 
Sinfully  pluckt,  and  not  a  Man  of  you 
Had  fo  much  Grace  to  put  it  in  my  mind. 
But  when  your  Carters,  or  your  waiting  Vaffals 

Have  done  a  drunken  (laughter,  and  defac'd 
The  pretious  image  of  our  dear  Redeemer, 
You  ftraight  are  on  your  Knees  for  Pardon,  Pardon, 
And  I  (unjuftly  too)  muft  grant  it  you. 
But  for  my  Brother,  not  a  Man  would  fpcak, 
Nor  I  (ungracious)  Jpeak  unto  my  felf 
For  him,poorSoul.  The  prou  deft  of  you  all, 
Have  been  beholding  to  him  in  his  life  : 
Yet  none  of  you,  would  once  beg  for  his  life. 
O  God !  I  fear  thy  Juftice  will  take  hold 

On  me,  and  you  •,  and  mine,  and  yours  for  this. 
Come  Hajlings  help  me  to  my  Clofet. 
Ah  poor  Clarence.  [Exeunt  fame  with  K.  and  Queen. 

Rich.  This  is  the  fruits  of  rathnefs :  Mark't  you  not, 
How  that  the  kindred  of  the  Queen 

Look'd  pale,  when  they  did  hear  of  Clarence's  death  ? 
O!  they  did  urge  it  ftill  unto  the  King, 
God  will  revenge  it.  Come,  Lords,  will  you  go, 
To  comfort  Edward  with  our  company  ? 

Buck.  We  wait  upon  your  Grace.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  the  old  Dutchefs  of  York,  xoith  the  two  Children  of 
Clarence. 

Edtp.  Good  Grandam  tell  Us,  is  our  Father  dead  ? 
Dutch.  No,  Boy. 

Daagh.  Why  do  you  weep  lb  oft  ?and  beat  your  Breaft  ? 
And  cry,  O  Clarence,  my  unhappy  Son  ? 

Boy.  Why  do  you  look  on  us,  and  (hake  your  head, 
And  call  us  Orphans,  Wretches,  Caftaways, 
If  that  our  Noble  Father  were  alive  ? 

Dut.  My  pretty  Coufins,  you  miftake  me  both, 
1  do  lament  the  ficknefs  of  the  King, 

As  loth  to  lofe  him,  not  your  Father's  death : 
\t  were  loft  forrow  to  wail  one  that's  loft. 

Boy.  Then  you  conclude  (my  Grandam )  he  is  dead : 
The  King  mine  Uncle  is  to  blame  for  it. 
God  will  revenge  it,  whom  1  will  importune 
With  earned  Prayers,  all  to  that  effect. 

Daugh.  And  fo  will  I. 
Dut.  Peace,Children,pcace :  the  King  doth  love  you  well 

Incapable  and  fhallow  Innocents, 

You  cannot  guefs  who  caus'd  your  Father's  death. 
Boy.  Grandam,  we  can  s  for  my  good  Uncle  Glofier 

Told  me,  the  King  provok'd  to  it  by  the  Queen, 
Devis'd  Impeachments  to  Imprifon  him  ; 
And  when  my  Uncle  told  me  fo,  he  wept, 
And  pitied  me,  and  kindly  kift  my  Cheek  • 
Bad  me  rely  on  him,  as  on  my  Father, 
And  he  would  love  me  dearly  as  a  Child. 

Dut.  Ah  !  that  Deceit  fhould  fteal  fuch  gentle  fhape, 
And  with  a  vertuous  Vizor  hide  deep  Vice. 
He  is  my  Son,  I,  and  therein  my  fhame, 
Yet  from  my  Dugs,  he  drew  not  this  deceit. 

Boy.  Think  you  my  Uncle  did  diffemble,  Grandam  .? Dutch.  I,  Boy. 

Boy.  I  cannot  think  it.  Hark,  what  noife  is  this  ? 

Enter  the  Queen  with  her  Hair  about  her  Ears,  Rivers  and 
Dorfet  after  her. 

Queen.  Ah  !  who  (hall  hinder  me  to  wail  and  weep  ? 
To  chide  my  Fortune,  and  torment  my  felf. 
l'le  joyn  with  black  defpair  againft  my  Soul, 
And  to  my  felf  become  an  Enemy. 

Dutch.  What  means  this  Scene  of  rude  impatience  ? 
Queen.  To  make  an  aft  of  Tragick  violence. 

Edward,  my  Lord,  thy  Son,  our  King  is  dead. 
Why  grow  the  Branches*,  when  the  Root  is  gone  ? 
Why  wither  not  the  leaves  that  want  their  fap  ? 
If  you  will  live,  lament :  if  dye,  be  brief, 
That  our  lwift-winged  Souls  may  catch  the  King's^ 
Or  like  obedient  Subjects  follow  him, 

To  his  new  Kingdom  of  ne're-changing  night. 
Dutch.  Ah,  fo  much  intereft  have  I  in  thy  forrow, 

As  I  had  Title  to  thy  Noble  Husband  : 

I  have  bewept  a  worthy  Husband's  death, 
And  liv'd  with  looking  on  his  Images  : 
But  now  two  Mirrors  of  his  Princely  femblance, 

Are  crack'd  in  pieces,  by  malignant  death, 
And  I  for  comfort  have  but  one  falfe  Glafs, 

That  grieves  me,  when  I  fee  my  fhame  in  him. 
Thou  art  a  Widow  \  yet  thou  art  a  Mother, 
And  haft  the  comfort  of  thy  Children  left, 

But  death  hath  fnatch'd  my  Husband  from  mine  arms, 
And  pluckt  two  Crutches  from  my  feeble  hands, 
Clarence,  and  Edward.    O,  what  caufe  have  I, 
(Thine  being  but  a  moiety  of  my  moan ) 

To  over-go  thy  woes,  and  drown  my  cries. 

Boy.  Ah  Aunt !  you  wept  not  for  our  Father's  death  •• 
How  can  we  aid  you  with  our  Kindred  tears  ? 

Daugh.  Our  Fatherlefs  diftrefs  was  left  unmoan'd, 
Your  Widow-dolour  likwife  be  unwept. 

Queen.  Give  me  no  help  in  Lamentation, 
I  am  not  barren  to  bring  forth  Complaints : 
All  Springs  reduce  their  currents  to  mine  Eyes, 

That  I  being  govern'd  by  the  WatryMoon, 
May  fend  forth  plenteous  tears  to  drown  the  World. 
Ah,  for  my  Husband,  for  my  dear  Lord  Edward. 

Chil.  Ah,  for  our  Father,  for  our  dear  Lord  Clarence. 
Dutch.  Alas,  for  both,  both  mine  Edward  and  Clarence. 

Queen.  What  ftay  had  I,  but  Edward  ?  and  he's  gone. 
Chtl.  What  ftay  had  we,  but  Clarence  ?  and  he's  gone 
Dutch.  What  ftays  had  I,  but  they  ?  and  they  are  gone 
Queen.  Was  never  Widow  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 
Chil.  Were  never  Orphans  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 
Dutch.  Was  never  Mother  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 

Alas!  I  am  the  Mother  of  thefe  Griefs. 

Their  woes  arc  parcei'd,  mine  is  general. 
She  for  an  Edward  weeps,  and  fo  do  1 : 
I  for  a  Clarence  weep,  fo  doth  not  fhe  ; 
Thefe  Babes  for  Clarence  weep,  fo  do  not  they. 
Alas !  you  three,  on  me  threefold  diftreffc 
Pour  all  your  tears,  I  am  your  forrows  Nurfe, 
And  I  will  pamper  it  with  Lamentation. 

Dor.  Comfort,  dear  Mother,  God  is  much  difpleas'd, 
That  you  take  with  unthankfulnefs  his  doing. 

In  common  wordly  things  'tis  call'd  ungrateful, 

With 
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With  dull  unwillingnefs  to  repay  a  debt, 
Which  with  a  bounteous  hand  was  kindly  lent : 

Much  more  to  be  thus  oppofite  with  Heaven, 

For  it  requires  the  Royal  debt  it  lent  you. 
Rivers.  Madam,  bethink  you  like  a  careful  Mother 

Of  the  young  Prince  your  Son :  fend  ftraight  for  him, 

Let  him  be  Crown'd,  in  him  your  comfort  lives. 

Drown  defperate  forrow  in  dead  Edward's  Grave,' 

And  plant  your  joys  in  living  Edward's  Throne. 

Enter  Richard,  Buckingham,  Derby,  HaPcings,  and 
Ratcliff. 

Rich.  Sifter,  have  comfort,  all  of  us  have  caufe 

To  wail  the  dimming  of  our  mining  Star: 

But  none  can  help  our  harms  by  wailing  them. 
Madam,  my  Mother,  1  do  cry  you  mercy, 
I  did  not  fee  your  Grace.  Humbly  on  my  Knee 
I  crave  your  Blefling. 

Dutch.  God.blefsthee,  and  put  meeknefs  in  thy  breaft, 

Love,  Charity,  Obedience,  and  true  Dutie. 
Rich.  Amen,  and  make  me  die  a  good  old  man, 

That  is  the  butt  end  of  a  Mothers  Blefling  \ 
I  marvel  that  her  Grace  did  leave  it  out. 

Buck.  You  cloudy-Princefs,  and  heart-forrowing-Peers 
That  bear  this  heavy  mutual  load  of  Moan, 
Now  cheer  each  other  in  each  others  love: 

Though  we  have  fpent  our  Harveft  of  this  King, 
We  are  to  reap  the  Harveft  of  his  Son. 

The  broken  rancour  of  your  high-fwoln  hates, 

But  lately  fplintr'd,  knit,  and  joyn'd  together, 

Muft  gently  be  prcferv'd,  cherifht,  and  kept  : 
Me  feemeth  good,  that  with  fome  little  Train, 
Forthwith  from  Ludlow  the  young  Prince  be  fet 
Hither  to  London,  to  be  crown'd  our  King. 

Rivers.  Why  with  fome  little  Train, 
My  Lord  of  Buckingham  ? 

Buck.  Marry,  my  Lord,  left  by  a  multitude 

The  new-heal'd'wound  of  Malice  fhould  break  out, 
Which  would  be  fo  much  the  more  dangerous, 

By  how  much  theEftate  is  green,  and  yet  ungovern'd. 
Where  every  Horfe  bears  his  commanding  Rein, 

And  may  dired  his  courfe  as  plcale  himft-lf, 
As  well  the  fear  of  harm,  as  harm  apparent, 

In  my  opinion,  ought  to  be  prevented. 
Rich.  1  hope  the  King  made  peace  with  all  of  us, 

And  the  compact  is  firm,  and  true  in  me._ 
Rivers.  And  fo  in  me,  and  fo  (I  think)  in  all, 

Yet  fince  it  is  but  green,  it  mould  be  put 
To  no  apparent  likelyhood  of  breach, 

Which  haply  by  much  company  might  be  urg'd : 
Therefore  1  fay,  with  Noble  Buckingham, 
That  it  is  meet  fo  few  fhould  fetch  the  Prince. 

Haft.  And  fo  fay  L 
Rich.  Then  be  it  fo,  and  go  we  to  determine 

Who  they  fliall  be,  that  ftraight  (hall  poft  to  London. 
Madam,  and  you  my  Sifter,  will  you  go 
To  give  your  cenfures  in  this  bufinefs  ?  [_Exeunt. 

\_M*nent  Buckingham,  and  Richard. 
Buck.  My  Lord,  whoever  journies  to  the  Prince, 

For.  God's  fake  let  not  us  two  Hay  at  home: 
For  by  the  way,  l'l  fort  occafion, 
As  Index  to  the  ftory  we  lately  talk'd  of, 
To  part  the  Queen's  proud  Kindred  from  the  Prince. 

"  Rich.  My  other  felf,  my  Counfel's  Conliftory, 
My  Oracle,  my  Prophet,  my  dear  Coufin, 
I,  as  a  Child,  will  go  by  thy  direction. 

Toward  London  then,  for  we'll  not  ftay  behind.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  one  Citizen  at  one  Door,  and  another  at  the  other. 

2.  Cit.  Good  morrow,  Neighbour,  whither  away  fo  faft  ? 

2.  Ctt.  1  promife  you  1  hardly  know  my  felf : 
Hear  you  the  News  abroad  ? 

.i  Yes,  the  King  is  dead. 
2  -111  News  by'r  Lady,  feldom  comes  the  better: 

I  fear,  I  fear,  'twill  prove  a  giddy  world. Enter  another  Citizen. 

3.  Neighbours,  God  fpeed. 
1.  Give  you  good  morrow,  Sir. 
3.  Doth  the  newsvholdof  good  King  Edward's  death .? 
2.  I  Sir,  it  is  too  true,  God  help  the  while. 
3 .  Ti  en  Maftcrs  look  to  fee  a  troublous  world. 
1.  No,  no,  by  Gods  good  Grace,  hisSon  fliall  Reign. 

3.  Woe  to  that  Land  that's  gouern'd  by  a  Child. 
2.  In  him  there  is  a  hope  of  Government. 

Which  in  his  Non-age,  Counfel  under  him, 
And  in  his  full  and  ripened  years,  himfelf 
No  doubt  (hall  then,  and  till  then  govern  well. 

1.  So  ftood  the  ftate  when  Henry  the  Sixth 

Was  Crown'd  in  Paris,  but  at  nine  months  old. 
3.  Stood  the  State  fo  ?  No,  no,  good  friends,  God  wot  j 

For  then  this  Land  was  famoufly  enrich'd 
Which  politick  grave  Counfel  •,  then  the  King 
Had  vertuous  Uncles  to  protect  his  Grace. 

1.  Why  fo  bath  this,  both  by  his  Father  and  Mother. 
3.  Better  it  were  they  all  came  by  his  Father ; 

Or  by  his  Father  there  were  none  at  all : 
For  Emulation,  who  fliall  now  be  neareft, 
Will  touch  us  all  too  near,  if  God  prevent  not. 
O  full  of  Danger  is  the  Duke  of  Glofter, 
And  the  Queens  Sons,  and  Brothers,  haught  and  proud : 

And  were  they  to  be  rul'd,  and  not  to  rule, 
This  fickly  Land,  might  folace  as  before. 

1 .  Come,  come,  we  fear  the  worft,  all  will  be  well. 
3.  V  V  hen  Clouds  are  feen,wife  men  put  on  their  Cloaks; 

When  great  leaves  fall,  then  Winter  is  at  hand^ 
When  the  Sun  fets,  who  doth  not  look  for  night? 
Untimely  ftorms  make  men  expect  a  Dearth : 
All  may  be  well  \  but  if  God  fort  it  fo, 
'Tis  more  than  we  deferve,  or  I  expect. 

2.  Truly  the  Hearts  of  Men  are  full  of  fear : 
You  cannot  reafon  (almoft)  with  a  Man, 
That  looks  not  heavily,  and  full  of  dread. 

3.  Before  the  days  of  Change,  ftill  is  itfo 
By  a  divine  inftinct,  mens  minds  miftruft 
Purfuing  danger :  as  by  proof  we  fee 
The  VVater  fwell  before  a  boyft'rous  ftorm : 
But  leave  it  all  to  God,  Whither  away  ? 

2.  Marry  we  were  fent  for  to  the  Juftices. 
3.  Andfo  was  I,  Tie  bear  you  company.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  uirch-Bifiof,  young  York,  the  Queen,  and  the 
Dittchefs. 

Arch.  Laft  night  I  heard  they  lay  at  Stony  Stratford, 
And  at  Northampton  they  do  reft  to  night : 
To  morrow,  or  next  day,  they  will  be  here. 

Dutch.  I  long  with  all  my  heart  to  fee  the  Prince ; 
hope  he  is  much  grown  fince  laft  I  faw  him. 
Queen.  But  I  hear  no,  they  fay  my  Sonof2V£_ 

!3as  almoft  overtane  him  in  his  growth. 
Tor.  1  Mother,  but  I  would  not  have  it  fo. 
Dutch.  Why,  my  good  Coufin,  it  is  good  to  grow. 
Tor.  Grandam,  one  night  as  we  did  fit  at  Supper, 

My  Uncle  Rivers  talk'd  how  I  did  grow 
More  than  my  Brother.    I,  quoth  my  Uncle  Clvftcr, 
mall  Herbs  have  Grace,  greet  Weeds  do  grow  apace. 

And  fince,  methinks  I  would  not  grow  10  faft, 
3ecaufe  fweet  Flowers  ate  flow,  and  Weeds  make  hail. 

Dutch.  Good  faith,  good  faith,  the  faying  did  not  hold 
n  him  that  did  object  the  fame  to  thee. 

He 
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'He  was  the  wretched'it  thing  when  he  was  young, 
So  long  a  growing,  and  fo  leifurely, 

That  it'  his  rule  were  true,  he  fhould  be  gracious. 
Tor.  And  fo  no  doubt  he  is,  my  gracious  Madam. 
Dut.  1  hope  he  is,  but  yet  let  Mothers  doubt. 
Tor.  Now  by  my  troth,  if  I  had  been  remembred, 

I  could  have  given  my  Uncles  Grace,  a  flout, 

[To  touch  his  growth,  nearer  than  he  touch'd  mine. 
Dut .  How,  my  young  Tork.-, 

I  prithee  let  me  hear  it. 
I  Tor.  Marry  ( they  fay)  my  Uncle  grew  fo  faft, 
That  he  could  gnaw  a  cruft  at  two  hours  old, 

'Twai  full  two  years  e're  I  could  get  a  Tooth. 
Grandam,  this  would  have  been  a  biting  Jeft. 

Dut.  I  prithee,  pretty  Tork,  who  told  thee  this  ? 
Tor.  Grandam,  his  Nurfe. 

Dut.  HisNurle  ?  why  ihe  was  dead,  e're  thou  waft  born. 
Tor.  If 'twere  not  Ihe,  1  cannot  tell  who  told.  me. 

Queen.  A  parlous  Boy :  go  to,  you  are  too  (hrew'd. 
Dut.  Good  Madam,  be  not  angry  with  a  Child. 

Queen.  Pitchers  have  ears- 
Enter  a  Meffengex. 

Arch.  Here  comes  a  Meffenger :  What  News  ? 
Mef  Such  News,  my  Lord,  as  grieves  me  to  report. 
Queen.  How  doth  the  Prince  ? 

Mef.  Well,  Madam,  and  in  health. 
Dut .  What  is  thy  News  ? 
Mef.  Lord  Rivers  and  Lord  Grey, 

|Are  fent  to  Pomfrct,  and  with  them 
jSir  Thomas  Vaughan^  Prifoners. 

Dut.  Who  hath  committed  them  ? 

Mef.  The  mighty  Dukes,  Glofter  zvA  Buckingham, 
Arch.  For  what  offence  ? 

Mef.  Trie  fum  of  all  I  can,  I  have  difclos'd  : 
Why,  or  for  what,  the  Nobles  were  committed. 
Is  all  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  Lord. 

Queen.  Aye  me  !  I  fee  the  mine  of  my  Houfe : 
IThe  Tiger  now  hath  feizPd  the  gentle  Hmd. 
Infulting  Tyranny  begins  to  jut 

'Upon  the  Innocent,  and  awlefs  Throne : 
[Welcome  Deftruction,  Blood,  andMallacrey 
I  fee  (as  in  a  Map)  the  end  of  all. 
Dm.  Accurfed,  and  unquiet  wrangling  days, 

How  many  of  you  have  mine  Eyes  beheld  ; 

'  My  Husband  loft  his  life,  to  get  the  Grown, 
And  often  up  and  down  my  Sons  were  toft, 
For  me  to  joy,  and  weep,  their  gain  and  lofs. 
I  And  being  feated,  and  Domeftick  broyls 
Clean  over-blown,  themfelves  (the  Conquerors) 
Make  War  upon  themfelves,  Brother  to  Brother  ; 
\  Blood  to  Blood  ;  felf  againft  felf :  O  prepofterous 

And  frantick  outrage  !  end  thy  damn'd  fpleen, 
Or  let  me  die,  to  look  on  Earth  no  more. 

Queen.  Come,  come,  my  Boy,  we  will  to  Sanctuary, 
Madam,  farewel. 

j    Dut.  Stay,  I  will  go  with  you. 
[    Queen.  You  have  no  caufe. 

Arch.  My  gracious  Lady,  go, 
And  thither  bear  your  Treafure  and  your  Goods, 

For  my  part,  I'le  refignunto  your  Grace 
The  Seal  I  keep,  and  fo  betide  it  me, 
As  well  I  tender  you,  and  all  of  yours. 

Go,  Pie  conduct  you  tothe  Sanctuary.  ^Exeunt. 

A&w  Tertius.  Scena  Vrima. 

The  Trumpets  found.  Enter  young  Prince,  the  Dukes  of  Glo- 

cefter  ̂ Buckingham,  Lord  Cardinal, with  others. 

Buck,.  Welcome  fweet  Prince  to  London, 
To  your  Chamber. 

Rich.  Welcome  dear  Coufin,  my  thoughts  Soveraign, 
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The  weary  way  hath  made  you  Melancholy. 

Prin.  No  Uncle,  but  our  crofles  on  the  way- 
Have  made  it  tedious,  wearifom,  and  heavy. 
I  want  more  Uncles  here  to  welcome  me. 

Rich.  Sweet  Prince,  the  untainted  vertue  of  your  years 
Hath  not  yet  divM  into  the  Worlds  deceit : 
No  more  can  you  diftinguifli  of  a  Man, 
Than  of  his  outward  fhew,  which,  God  he  knows, 
Seldom  or  never  jumpeth  with  the  heart. 
Thofe  Uncles  which  you  want  were  dangerous : 
Your  Grace  attended  to  their  Sugred  words, 

But  look'd  not  on  the  poifon  of  their  Hearts : 
God  keep  you  from  them,  and  from  fuch  falfe  Friends. 

Prin.  God  keep  me  from  falfe  Friends, 
But  they  were  none. 
;   Rich.  My  Lord,  the  Mayor  of  London  comes  to  greet  you. Enter  Lord  Mayor. 

Lo.  Mayor.  God  blefs  your  Grace,  with  health  and 
happy  days. 

Prin.  I  thank  you,  good  my  Lord,  and  thank  you  all : 

I  thought  my  Mother,  and  my  Brother  To-f\^ 
Would  long  e're  this,  have  met  us  on  the  way. 
Fie,  what  a  Hug  is  Haftings-,  that  he  comes  not, 
To  tell  us,  whether  they  will  come,  or  no. 

Enter  Lord  Haftings. 

Buck.  And  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  fweating  Lord. 

Prmce.  Welcome,  my  Lord :  what,  will  our  Moth'sr come  ? 

Haft.  On  whatoccalion  God  he  knows,  not  I, 
The  Queen  your  Mother,  and  your  Brother  Tork^t 
Have  taken  Sanctuary  :  The  tender  Prince 
Would  fain  have  come  with  me,  to  meet  your  Grace, 

But  by  his  Mother  was  perforce  with-held. 
Buckz  Fie,  what  an  indirect  and  peevifh  courfe 

Is  this  of  hers  ?  Lord  Cardinal,  will  your  Grace 
Perfuade  the  Queen,  to  fend  the  Duke  of  Tork^ 
Unto  his  Princely  Brother  prefently  ?  > 
If  fhe  deny,  Lord  Haftings,  you  go  with  him, 
And  from  her  jealous  arms  pluck  him  perforce. 

Car.  My  Lord  of  Buckingham^  if  my  weak  Oratory 
Can  from  his  Mother  win  the  Duke  of  Tork^, 
Anon  expect  him  here  •  but  if  fhe  be  obdurate 
To  mild  entreaties,  God  forbid 
We  fhould  infringe  the  holy  Priviledge 
Ofbleffed  Sanctuary :  not  for  all  this  Land, 
Would  I  be  guilty  of  fo  great  a  Sin. 

Buck^  You  are  too  fencelefs  obftinate,  my  Lord, 

Too  ceremonious,  snd  traditional. 
Weigh  it  but  with  the  groflnefs  of  this  Age, 

You  break  not  Sanctuary,  in  feizi'ng  him  : The  benefit  thereof  is  always  granted 

To  thofe,  whofe  dealings  havedeferv'd  the  place, 
And  thofe  who  have  the  wit  to  claim  the  place: 

This  Prince  hath  never  claim'd  it,  nor  deferv'd  it, 
Therefore,  in  mine  opinion,  cannot  have  it. 
Then  taking  him  from  thence,  that  is  not  there2 

:  You  break  no  Priviledge,  nor  Charter  there  • 
Oft  have  I  heard  of  Sanctuary  Men, 

But  Sanctuary  Children,  ne're  till  now. 
Car.  My  Lord,  you  fliall  o're-rule  my  mind  for  once. 

Come  on,  Lord  Haftings,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 
Haft.  I  go,  my  Lord.        [Exit  Cardinal  and  Haftings. 
Prin.  Good  Lords,  make  all  the  fpeedy  hafte  you  may. 

Say,  Uncle  Gloceiler,  if  our  Brother  come, 

'Where  fliall  we  fojourn  till  our  Coronation  ? 
Glo.  Where  it  think'ft  beft  unto  your  Pvoyal  felf. 

If  I  may  counfel  you,  fome  day  or  two 
Your  Highnefs  fhall  repofe  you  at  the  Tower: 

.  Then  where  you  pleafe,  and  fliall  be  thought  moft  fit 
For  your  beft  health,  and  recreation. 

Prin.  I  do  not  like  the  Tower  of  any  place : 

Did  Julius  Cafar  build  that  place,  my  Lord  •' Buck.  He  did,  my  gracious  Lord,  begin  that  place, 

Which  fmce,  fucceeding  Ages  have  re-edify 'd. Prin 
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uio.  nay,  witnout  characters,  fame  lives  long. 
Thus,  like  the  formal  Vice,  Iniquity,  [_Jftde. 
I  moralize  two  meanings  in  one  word. 

Prin.  That  Julius  C&far  was  a  famous  Man  •, 
With  what  his  Valour  did  enrich  his  Wit, 
His  Wit  fet  down,  to  make  his  Valour  live  : 

Death  makes  no  Cortqueft  of  his  Conqueror, 
For  now  he  lives  in  Fame,  though  not  in  Life. 

1'le  tell  you  what,  Coufin  Buckingham. 
Back.  What,  my  gracious  Lord  ? 
Prin.  And  if  I  live  until  I  be  a  man, 

Tie  win  our  ancient  Right  in  France  again, 

Or  die  a  Souldier,  as  I  liv'd  a  King. 
Clo.  Short  Sum/hers  lightly  have  a  forward  Spring, 

Enter  young  York,  Plaftings,  and  Cardinal. 

Bucl^  Now  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  Duke  of  Tork± 
Prin.  Richard  of  York-,  how  fares  our  Noble  Brother  ? 
Tor.  Well,  my  dear  Lord,  fo  mult  1  fall  you  now. 
Prin.  I,  Brother,  to  our  grief  as  it  is  yours : 

Too  latehedy'd,  that  might  have  kept  that  Title, 
Which  by  his  death  hath  loll  much  Majefty. 

Clo.  How  fares  our  Coufin,  Noble  Lord  of  YorkJ 
Tor.  I  thank  you,  gentle  Uncle.  O  my  Lord, 

You  faid,  that  idle  Weeds  are  fait  in  growth  : 
The  Prince  my  Brother  hath  outgrown  me  far. 

Clo.  He  hath,  my  Lord. 
Tor.  And  therefore  is  he  idle. 

Clo.  Oh  my  fair  Coufin,  I  mull  not  fay  fo. 
Tor.  Then  he  is  more  beholding  to  you,  than  I. 
Glo.  He  may  command  me  as  my  Soveraign, 

But  you  have  power  in  me,  as  in  a  Kinfman. 
Tor.  I  pray  you,  Uncle,  give  me  this  Dagger. 
Glo.  My  Dagger,  little  Coufin?  with  all  my  heart. 
Prin.  A  Beggar,  Brother  ? 
Tor.  Of  my  kind  Uncle,  that  I  know  will  give, 

And  being  a  Toy,  it  is  no  grief  to  give. 
Clo.  A  greater  gift  than  that,  Pie  give  my  Coufin. 

Tor.  A  greater  gift  ?■  O,  that's  the  Sword  to  it. 
Clo.  I,  gentle  Coufin,  were  it  light  enough. 
Tor.  O  then  I  fee,  you  will  part  but  with  light  gifts, 

In  weightier  things  you'll  fay  a  Begger  Nay. 
Clo.  It  is  too  weighty  for  your  Grace  to  wear. 
Tor.  I  weigh  it  lightly,  were  it  heavier. 
Clo.  What  would  you  have  my  Weapon,  little  Lord  ? 
Tor.  I  would,  that  I  might  thank  you,  as  you  call  me. 
Clo.  How? 
lor.  Little. 

Prin.  My  Lord  of  Tork^  will  ever  be  crofs  in  talk  : 
Uncle,  your  Grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  him. 

Tor.  You  mean  to  bear  me,  not  to  bear  with  me : 
Uncle,  my  Brother  mocks  both  you  and  me, 
Eecaufe  that  I  am  little,  like  an  Ape, 
He  thinks  that  you  fhonld  bear  me  on  your  fhoulders. 

Buc^.  With  what  a  fharp  provided  Wit  hereafons: 
To  mitigate  the  fcorn  he  gives  his  Uncle, 
He  prettily,  and  aptly  taunts  himfelf : 
So  cunning,  and  fo  young,  is  wonderful. 

Clo.  My  Lord,  wilt  pleafe  you  pafs  along  ? 
My  felf,  and  my  good  Coufin  Buckingham, 
Will  to  your  Mother,  to  entreat  of  her 
To  meet  you  at  the  Tower,  and  welcome  you. 

Tor.  What,  will  you  go  unto  the  Tower,  my  Lord  ? 
Prm.  My  Lord  Protedtor  will  have  it  fo. 

Yor.  1  lhall  not  ileep  in  quiet  at  the  Tower. 
Clo.  Why,  what  fhould  you  fear  ? 
Yor.  Marry,  my  Uncle  Clarence  angry  Ghoft : 

My  Grandam  told  me,  he  was  murther'd  there.  * Prin.  I  fear  110  Uncles  dead. 
Glo.  Nor  none  that  live,  I  hope. 
Prm.  And  if  they  live,  I  hope  I  need  not  fear. 

But  come,  my  Lord,  and  with  a  heavy  heart, 
Thinking  on  them,  go  I  unto  the  Tower. 

{Exeunt  Prime,  York,  Haftings,  ̂ Dorfet. 

Manent  Richard,  Buckingham  and  Catesby. 

Buck^  Think  you,  my  Lord,  this  little  prating  Tork. Was  not  incenfed  by  his  fubtle  Mother, 
To  taunt  and  fcorn  you  thusopprobrioufly  ? 

Glofi.  No  doubt,  no  doubt:  Oh 'tis  a  parlous  Boy, 
Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable : 
He  is  all  the  Mothers,  from  top  to  toe. 

Buck,  Well  let  them  reft:  Come  hither  Catesby, 
Thou  art  fworn  as  deeply  to  effecT;  what  we  intend, 
As  clofely  to  conceal  what  we  impart : 
Thou  know'ft  our  reafons  urg'd  upon  the  way, 
Whatthink'ft  thou  ?  is  it  notaneafie  matter, 
To  make  William  Lord  Haftings  of  our  mind 
For  the  Inftalment  of  this  Noble  Duke 
In  the  feat  Royal  of  this  famous  Ille  ? 
Cms.  He  for  his  Fathers  fake  fo  loves  the  Prince, 

That  he  wiilnotbe  won  to  ought  agaimt  him. 
Buck.  What  think'ft  thou  then  of  Stanley  ?  Will  not  he  ? Cotes,  He  will  do  all  in  all  as  Haftings  doth. 
Buck,,  Well  then,  no  more  but  this : 

Go  gentle,  Catesby,  and  as  it  were  far  off, 
Sound  thou  Lord  Haftings, 
How  he  doth  ftand  affected  to  our  purpofe, 
And  fummon  him  to  morrow  to  the  Tower, 
To  fit  about  the  Coronation. 
If  thou  doft  find  him  tradable  to  us, 
Encourage  him,  and  tell  him  all  our  reafons: 
If  he  be  laden,  icy,  cold,  unwilling, 
Be  thou  fo  too,  and  fo  break  off  the  talk, 
And  give  us  notice  of  his  inclination: 
For  we  to  morrow  hold  divided  Councils, 

Wherein  thy  felf  (halt  highly  beemploy'd. 
Rich.  Commend  me  to  Lord  William;  tell  him  (Catesby) 

His  ancient  Knot  of  dangerous  Adverfaries 
To  morrow  are  let  blood  at  Pomfret  Caftle, 
And  bid  my  Lord,  for  joy  of  this  good  News, 
Give  Miftrefs  Shore  one  gentle  Kiis  the  more. 

Bui k.  Good  Catesby,  go  efFecl  this  bufinefs  foundly. 
Caves.  My  good  Lords  both,  with  all  the  heed  I  can. 
Rich.  Shall  we  hear  from  you  Catesby,  e're  we  fleep  ? Cates.  You  fhall,  my  Lord. 

Rich.  At  Crosby  Houfe  there  fhall  you  find  us  both. 
[Exit  Catesby. 

Buck  Now,  my  Lord, 

What  lhall  we  do,  if  we  perceive 
Lord  Haftings  will  not  yield  to  our  Complots  ? 

Rich.  Chop  off  his  Head : 
Something  we  will  determine: 

And  look  when  I  am  King,  claim  thou  of  me 
The  Earldom  of  Hereford,  and  all  the  moveables 
Whereof  the  King,  my  Brother,  was  polfeft. 

Buckj  Pie  claim  that  promife  at  your  Graces  fend. 
Rich.  And  look  to  have  it  yielded  with  all  kiodaefs. 

Come,  let  us  fup  betimes,  that  afterwards 

We  may  digeft  our  complots  in  fome  form.  \_Exeunt. 

Scena  Secmda. 

Enter  a  Monger  to  the  Boor  of  Halting. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  my  Lord, 

Haft. 

Prm.  Is  it  upon  Record  ?  or  elfe  reported 
Succefiively  from  age  to  age,  he  built  it.? 

Buck^  Upon  Record,  my  gracious  Lord. 
Prin.  But  fay,  my  Lord,  it  were  not  Regiftred, 

Methinksthe  truth  fhould  live  from  age  to  age, 

As  'twere  retail'd  to  all  pofterity, 
Even  to  the  general  ending  day. 

Glo.  So  wife,  fo  young,  they  fay  do  never  live  long. 
Prin.  What  fay  you,  Uncle  ? 
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Haft.  Who  knocks  ? 
Mef.  One  from  the  Lord  Stanly. 
Haft.  Whatis'ta  Clock  ? 
Mef.  Upon  the  ftroak  of  four. 

Enter  Lord  HaftingS. 

Haft, Cannot  my  Lord  Stanly  fleep  thefe  tedious  Nights  ? 
Mef  So  it  appears  by  what  I  have  to  fay  : 

Firft,  he  commends  him  to  your  Noble  felf. 
Haft.  What  then  ? 
Mef  Then  certifies  your  Lordfhip,  that  this  Night 

He  dreamt,  the  Boar  hadraifed  off  his  Helm  : 
Befides,  he  fays  there  are  two  Councils  kept ; 

And  that  may  be  determin'd  at  the  One, 
Which  may  make  you  and  Him  to  rue  at  th'other. 
Therefore  he  fends  to  know  your  Lordlhips  pleafure. 
If  you  will  prefently  take  Horfe  with  him, 
And  with  all  fpeed  poll:  with  him  toward  the  North? 
To  fhun  the  danger  that  his  Soul  divines. 

Haft.  Go  Fellow)  go,  return  unto  thy  Lord, 
Bid  him  not  fear  the  feparated  Councill  : 
His  Honour  and  my  felf  are  at  the  one, 
And  at  the  other  is  my  good  Friend  C  ate  shy ; 
Where  nothing  can  proceed  that  toucheth  us, 
Whereof  I  fhall  not  have  Intelligence  • 
Tell  him  his  Fears  arc  fhallow,  without  inftance. 

And  for  his  Dreams,  I  wonder  he's  fo  limple, 
To  truft  the  mock'ry  of  unquiet  (lumbers. 
To  five  the  Boar,  before  the  Boar  purines, 
Were  toincenfe  the  Boar  to  follow  us, 
And  make  purfuit,  where  he  did  mean  to  chafe. 
Go,  bid  thy  Mailer  rife,  and  come  to  me, 
And  we  will  both  together  to  the  Tower, 
Where  he  fhall  fee  the  Boar  will  ufe  us  kindly. 

Mef  Pie  go,  my  Lord,  and  tell  him  what  you  fay. 

{Exit. 
Enter  Catesby. 

Cates.  Many  good  morrows  to  my  Noble  Lord. 
Haft.  Good  morrow,  Catesby,  you  are  early  ftirring  : 

What  news,  what  news  in  this  our  tott'ring  State  I 
Cates.  It  is  a  reeling  World  indeed,  my  Lord  : 

And  I  believe  will  never  ftand.  upright, 
Till  Richard  wear  the  Garland  of  the  Realm, 

Haft.  How  !  wear  the  Garland  ? 
Do'ft  thou  mean  the  Crown  ? 

Cates.  I,  my  good  Lord. 
Ha.Vle  have  this  Crown  of  mine  cut  from  my  Shoulders, 

Before  Tie  fee  the  Crown  fo  foul  mif-plac'd  : 
But  canft  thou  guefs,  that  he  dothjum  at  it .? 

Cates.  I,  on  my  life,  and  hope's  to  find  you  forward, Upon  his  Party,  for  the  gain  thereof : 
And  thereupon  he  fends  you  this  good  news, 
That  this  fame  very  day  your  Enemies, 
The  Kindred  of  the  Queen,  muft  ̂ te  zi  Pomfret, 

Haft.  Indeed  I  am  no  mourner  for  that  news, 
Becaufe  they  have  been  ftill  my  Adverfaries : 

But  that  Tie  give  my  voice  on  Richard's  fide, 
To  bar  my  Matters  Heirs  in  trueDefcent, 
God  knows  I  will  not  do  it  to  the  death. 

Cates.  God  keep  your  Lordfhip  in  that  gracious  mind. 
Haft.  But  I  fhall  laugh  at  this  a  twelve-month  hence, 

That  they  which  brought  me  in  my  Mafters  hate, 
I  live  to  look  upon  their  Tragedy. 

Well  Catesby,  e're  a  Fort-night  make  me  older, 
I'lefend  fome  packing,  that  yet  think  not  on't. 

Cates.  'Tis  a  vile  thing  to  dye,  my  gracious  Lord, 
When  men  are  unprepar'd,  and  look  not  for  it. 

Haft.  O  monftrous,  monftrous !  and  fo  falls  it  out 

With  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Gray  :  and  fo  'twill  do 
With  fome  men  elfe,  that  think  themfelves  asfafe 

As  thou  and  I,  who  (as  thou  know'ft)  are  dear 
To  Princely  Richard,  and  Buckingham. 

Cates.  The  Princes  both  make  high  account  of  you, 
For  they  account  his  Head  upon  the  Bridge.  [Afuft 

Haft.  I  know  they  do,  and  I  have  well  deferv'd  it. 

Enter  Lord  Stanly.. 

Come  on,  come  on,  where  is  your  Boar-fpear,  man  ? 
Fear  you  the  Boar,  and  go  fo  unprovided V 

Stan.  My  Lord,  good  morrow,  good  morrow, Catesby  • 
You  may  jeaft  on,  but  by  the  holy  Rood, 
I  do  not  like  thefe  feveral  Councils,  I. 

Haft.  My  Lord,  I  hold  my  Life  as  dear  as  yours, 
And  never  in  my  days,  I  do  proteft, 

Was  it  fo  precious  tome,  as 'tis  now: 
Think  you,  but  that  I  know  the  State  fecure, 
I  would  be  fo  triumphant  as  1  am  ? 

St.  The  Lords  at  Pomfrct,  when  they  rode  from  London, 

Were  jocund,  and  fuppos'd  their  ftates  were  fure, 
And  they  indeed  had  no  caufe  to  miftruft  : 

But  yet  you  fee,  how  foon  the  day  o're-caft. Theiudden  ftab  of  Rancour  I  mifdoubt  , 

Pray  God  (I  fay)  I  prove  a  needkfs  Coward. 
What,  fhall  we  toward  the  Tower  ?  the  day  is  fpent. 

Hajl.  Come,  come,  have  with  you : 
Wot  you  what,  my  Lord, 

Today  the  Lords  you  talk  of  are  beheaded. 
5>.They,for  their  truth,might  better  Wear  their  Heads, 

Than  fome  that  have  accusM  them,  wear  their  Hats. 

But  come,  my  Lord,  let's  away. Enter  a  Pitrfuivant. 

Haft.  Goon  before,  I'le  talk  with  this  good  Fellow. 
[_Exit  Lord  Stanly  and  Catesby. 

How  now,  Sirrah  ?  how  goes  the  World  with  thee  ? 
Purf  The  better,  that  your  Lordfhip  pleafe  to  ask- 

Haft.  I  tell  thee  man,  'tis  better  with  me  now, 
Than  when  thou  met'ft  me  laft,  where  now  we  meet : 
Then  was  I  going  Prifoner  to  the  Tower, 
By  the  fuggeftion  of  the  Queens  Allies. 
But  now  1  tell  thee  (keep  it  to  thy  felf) 
This  day  thofe  Enemies  are  put  to  death, 
And  I  in  better  ftate  than  e're  I  was. 

Turf.  God  hold  it,  to  your  Honours  good  content. 

Haft.  Gramercy  Fellow :  there  drink  that  for  me. 
.  [Throws  him  his  Purfe, 

Purf  I  thank  your  Honour.  [Exit  Purfiivant. Enter  a  Prieft. 

Prieft.  Well  met,my  Lord,l  am  glad  to  fee  your  Honour. 
Haft.  I  thank  thee,  good  Sir  Jctm,  with  all  my  heart, 

I  am  in  your  debt,  for  your  laft  Exercife : 
Come  the  next  Sabbath,  and  I  will  content  you, 

Prieft.  I'le  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip. Enter  Buckingham. 

*  Buckj  VVhat,talking  with' a Prieft,Lord  Chamberlain/ 
Your  Friends  at  Pomfret,  they  do  need  the  Prieft, 
Your  Honour  hath  no  fhriving  work  in  hand. 

Haft.  Good  faith,  and  when  I  met  this  holy  Man, 
The  men  ycu  talk  of  came  into  my  mind. 

What,  go  you  toward  the  Tower  ? 
Buck^.  I  do,  my  Lord,  but  long  I  cannot  ftay  there  ; 

1  fhall  return  before  your  Lordfhip  thence. 
Haft.  Nay,  like  enough,  fori  ftay  Dinner  theie. 
Buck.  And  Supper  too,  although  thou  know'ft  it  not. 

Come,  will  you  go  ? 

Haft.  I'le  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip.  [Exeunt . 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  RatclifFeTrn>/>k  Halberds,    carrying  the Nobles  to  Death  at  Pomfret. 

Rivers.  Sir  Richard  Ratclife,  let  me  tell  thee  this, 
To  day  fhalt  thou  behold  a  Subject  die, 
For  Truth,  for  Duty,  and  for  Loyalty, 

Gray.  God  blefs  the  Prince  from  all  the  pack  of  you, 

A  Knot  you  are,  of  damned  Blood-fuckers. 
Vaugh.  You  live,  that  fhall  cry  woe  for  this  hereafter, 
P.at.  Difpatch,  the  limit  of  your  Lives  is  out. 
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The  Life  and  Death  of  Richard  the  "Third. 
Riv.  O  Pomfnt,  Pomfret  !  O  thou  bloody  Prifon  ! 

Fatal  and  ominous  to  Nobk  Peers , 
Within  the  guilty  Clofure  of  thy  Wall?, 
Richard  the  Second  here  was  hackt  to  death  * 
And  for  more  flanderto  thy  dilmal  Seat, 
We  give  to  thee  our  guiltlefs  Blood  to  drink. 

Gray.  Now  Margarets  Curfe  is  fain  upon  our  Heads, 

When  (he  exclaim'd  on  Hafiings,  you,  and  I, 
For  Handing  by,  when  Richard  {t'd\fd  her  Son. 

Riv.  Thencurs'd  file  Richard, 
Then  cur^'d  file  Buch^igham, 
Then  enrs'd  file  Hafiings.  O  remember  God, 
To  hear  her  Prayer  for  them,  as  now  for  us : 
As  for  my  Sillet,  and  her  Princely  Sons, 

Be  fatisli'd,  dear  God,  with  our  true  Blood, 
Which  as  thou  ktiow'll,  unjufily  mull  be  fpilt. 

Rat.  Make  haltc,  the  hour  of  death  is  now  expir'd. 
Rj^.  CdmeGray,  come  ̂ angh.m,  let  us  here  embrace, 

Farewcl,  until  we  meet  a^ain  in  Heaven. 
[Exeunt . 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Buckingham,  Derby,  Hafiings,  Bifiop  of  Ely,  Nor- 
folk, Ratcliffe,  Lovel,  with  others,  at  aTable. 

Haft.  Now  Noble  Peers,  the  caufe  why  we  are  met, 
Is  to  determine  of  the  Coronation  : 

In  Gods  Name  fpeak,  when  is  the  Royal  day  ? 
Buck,  Is  all  things  ready  for  the  Royal  time  ? 
Derb.  It  is,  and  wants  but  Nomination. 
Ely.  To  morrow  then  I  judge  a  happy  day. 
Buck.  Who  knows  the  Lord  Protectors  mind  herein  ? 

Who  is  molt  inward  with  the  Noble  Duke  ? 

Ely.  Your  Grace,  we  think,  fhould  foonell  know  his 
mind. 

Bitcl^.  We  know  each  others  Faces :  for  our  Hearts, 
He  knows  no  more  ofmine,  than  I  of  yours , 
Or  I  of  his,  my  Lord,  than  you  of  mine : 
Lord  Hafiings,  you  and  he  are  near  in  love. 

Hafh.  I  thank  his  Grace,  I  know  he  loves  me  well : 
But  for  his  purpofe  in  the  Coronation, 

I  have  not  founded  him,  nor  he  deliver'd 
His  gracious  pleafure  any  way  therein : 
But  you,  my  Honourable  Lord,  may  name  the  time, 
And  in  the  Dukes  behalf  Fie  give  my  Voice, 

Which  I  prefume  he'll  take  in  gentle  part. Enter  Gloucelter. 

Ely.  In  happy  time  here  comes  the  Duke  himfelf. 
Rich.  My  Noble  Lords,  and  Coufinsall,  good  morrow : 

I  have  been  long  a  fleeper  :  but  I  trull, 
My  abfence  doth  neglect  no  great  defign, 
Which  by  my  prefence  might  have  been  concluded. 

Buck.  Had  you  not  come  upon  your  Q_my  Lord, 

William,  Lord  Hafiings,  had  pronoune'd  your  part  ̂  
I  mean  your  Voice,  for  Crowning  of  the  King. 

Rich.Than  my  Lord  Hafiings,  no  man  might  be  bolder, 
His  Lordfliip  knows  me  well,  and  loves  me  well. 
My  Lord  of  Ely,  when  I  was  laft  in  Holboum, 
I  faw  good  Strawberries  in  your  Garden  there, 
I  do  befeech  you,  lend  for  fome  of  them. 

Ely.  Marry  and  will,  my  Lord,  with  all  my  heart. 
[_Exit  BiJIiop. 

Rich.  Coufin  of  Buckingham,  a  word  with  you. 
Catesby  hath  founded  Hafiings  in  our  bufinefs, 
And  finds  the  telly  Gentleman  fo  hot, 

That  he  will  lofe  his  Head,  e'regiveconfent 
His  Mailer's  Child,  as  worfiiipfully  he  tearms  it, 
Shall  lofe  the  Royalty  of  Englands  Throne. 

Buck-  Withdraw  your  felf  awhile,  Tie  go  with  you. 

[Exeunt. Derb.  We  have  not  yet  fet  down  this  day  of  Triumph : 
To  morrow,  in  my  judgment,  is  too  fudden, 

For  I  my  felf  am  not  fo  well  provided, 
As  elfe  I  would  be,  were  the  day  prolong'd. 

Enter  Biflwp  tf  Ely. 

Ely.  Where  is  my  Lord,  the  Duke  of  Glocefier  ? 
I  have  fent  for  thefe  Strawberries. 

Ha.Hh  Grace  looks  chearfully  and  fmooththis  morning, 
There's  fome  conceit  or  other  likes  him  well, 
When  that  he  bids  Good  morrow  with  fuch  Spirit. 
1  think  there's  never  a  Man  in  Chriftendom 
Can  lefler  hide  his  love,  or  hate  than  he, 
For  by  his  Face  ftraight  (hall  you  know  his  Heart. . 

Derb.  What  of  his  Heart  perceive  you  in  his  Face, 

By  any  livelihood  he  fliew'd  to  day  ? 
Haft.  Marry  that  with  no  man  here  he  is  offended ; 

For  were  he,  he  had  fiiewn  it  in  his  Looks. 

Enter  Richard,  and  Buckingham. 

Rich.  I  pray  you  all,  tell  me  what  they  deferve, 
That  do  confpire  my  death  with  devilifii  Plots 
Of  damned  Witchcraft,  and  that  have  prevail'd 
Upon  my  Body  with  their  Hellifh  Charmes- 

Haft.  The  tender  love  I  bear  your  Grace,  my  Lord, 
Makes  me  moll  forward,  in  this  Princely  prefence, 
To  doom  th'  Offenders,  whofoe're  they  be : 
I  fay,  my  Lord,  they  have  deferved  death. 

Rich.  Then  be  your  Eyes  the  witnefs  of  their  Evil, 
Look  how  I  am  bewitchM  :  behold  mine  Arm 

Is  like  a  blafted  Sapling  wither'd  up : 
And  this  is  Edwardh  Wife,  that  monltrous  Witch, 
Conforted  with  that  Harlot,  Strumpet  Shore, 
That  by  their  Witchcraft  thus  have  marked  me. 

Haw.  If  they  have  done  this  deed,  my  Noble  Lord. 
Rich.  If?  thou  Protector  of  this  damned  Strumpet, 

Talk'ft  thou  to  me  of  IfFs ;  Thou  art  a  Tray  tor, 
Off  with  his  Head  ;  now  by  Saint  Paul  I  fwear, 
I  will  not  dine,  until  I  fee  the  fame. 
Lovel  and  Ratclijfe,  look  that  it  be  done  .• 
The  reft  that  love  me,  rife,  and  follow  rae.  [Exeunt. 

Manent  Lovel  and  RatdifFe  ,  with  the  Lord 
Hafiings. 

Haft.  Woe,  woe  for  England,  not  a  whit  for  me, 
For  I,  too  fond,  might  have  prevented  this  : 
Stanly  did  dream,  the  Boar  did  rowze  our  Helmes, 
And  I  did  fcorn  it,  and  difdain  to  flye : 

Three  times  to  day  my  Foot-Cloth-Horfe  did  Humble, 
And  Itarted,  when  he  looked  upon  the  Tower, 

As  loath  to  bear  me  to  the  flaughter-houfe. 
0  now  1  need  the  Priefl  that  fpake  to  me : 
1  now  repent  I  told  the  Purfuivant, 
As  too  triumphing,  how  mine  Enemies 

To  day  at  Pomfret  bloodily  were  butcher'd, 
And  I  m  y  felf  iecure,  in  grace  and  favour. 
Oh  Margaret,  Margaret,  now  thy  heavy  Curfe 
Is  lighted  on  poor  Hafim£%  wretched  Head. 

Ra.  Come,come,dilpatch,theDuke  would  be  atdinner, 
Make  a  fhort  Shrift,  he  longs  to  fee  your  Head. 

Ha(f.  O  momentary  grace  of  mortal  men. 

Which  we  more  hunt  for,  than  the  grace  of  God  ' Who  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  yonr  good  Looks, 
Lives  like  a  drunken  Sailor  on  a  Mali:, 
Ready  with  every  Nod  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  Bowels  of  the  Deep. 

Lov.  Come,  come,  difpatch,  'tis  bootlefs  to  exclaim. 
Haft.  O  bloody  Richard,  miferable  England, 

I  prophefie  the  fearfull'lt  time  to  thee, 
That  ever  wretched  Age  hath  Iook'd  upon. 
Come,  lead  me  to  the  Block,  bear  him  my  Head, 
They  fmile  at  me,  who  Ihortly  fhai!  be  dead. 

[Exettt.t. 
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Enter  Richard,  <*»<s?  Buckingham,  in  rotten  Armour  tnar- 
vellous  ill-favoured. 

<  Rich.  Com: Coufin, 

Can'ftthou  quak^,  and  change  thy  colour, 
Murtherthy  breath  in  middle  of  a  word, 
And  then  again  b^gin,  and  Hop  again, 
As  if  thou  werediftraught,  and  mad  with  terror  ? 

Buek.  Tut,  1  can  counterfeit  the  deep  Tragedian, 
Speak,  and  look  back,  and  prie  on  every  fide, 
Tremble,  and  ftare  at  wagging  of  a  Straw  ! 
Intending  deep  fufpition,  gaftly  Loo  ks 
Are  at  my  fervice,  like  enforced  Smiles ; 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  Offices, 

At  any  time  to  grace  my  Stratagems. 
But  what,  is  Catesby  gone  ? 

Rich.  He  is>  and  fee  he  brings  the  Mayor  along. 

Enter  the  Mayor  ̂ »^Cat,esby. 

Buck.  Lord  Mayor. 
Rich.  Look  to  the  Draw -bridge  there. 
Bucki  Heark,  a  Drum. 

Rich.  Catesby,  o'relook  the  Walls. 
Buck^  Lord  Mayor,  the  reafon  we  have  fent. 
Rich.  Lookback,  defend  there,  here  are  Enemirs. 
Buck.  God  and  our  Innocency  defend,  and  guard  us. 

Enter  Lovel  and  Ratdiffe,  with  Haftings  Head. 

Rich.  Be  patient,  they  are  Friends  :  Ratdiffe  and  Lovel. 
Lov.  Here  is  the  Head  of  that  ignoble  Traitor, 

The  dangerous  and  unfufpected  Haftings. 
Rich.  So  dear  I  lov'd  the  man,  that  I  muft  weep  : 

I  took  him  for  the  plaineft  harmlefs  Creature, 

That  breath'd  upon  the  Earth,  aChriftian: 
Made  him  my  Book,  wherein  my  Soul  recorded 
The  Hiftory  of  her  fecret  thoughts. 
Sofmooth  he  daub'd  his  Vice  with  fhew  of  Vertue. 
That  his  apparent  open  Guilt  omitted, 

I  mean  his  Converfation  with  Shore'* s  Wife, 
He  livM  from  all  Attainder  of  fufpefts. 

Buck.  Well,  well,  he  was  the  covert'ft  lhelter'd  Traitor 
That  ever  liv'd. 
Would  you  imagine,  or  almoft  believe,  • 

Wer't  not,  that  by  great  prefervation 
We  live  to  tell  it,  that  the  fubtle  Traitor 

Thisday  had  plotted,  in  the  Counfel- Houfe, 
To  murther  me,  and  my  good  Lord  of  Glofter. 

May.  Had  he  done  fo  ? 

Rich.  What  •'  think  you  we  are  Turks,  or  Infidels  ? 
Or  that  we  would,  againft  the  form  of  Law, 
Proceed  thus  rafhly  in  the  Villains  death, 
But  that  the  extream  peril  of  the  cafe, 
The  Peace  of  England,  and  our  Perfons  fafety, 
Enforced  us  to  this  Execution. 

May,  Now  fair  befall  you,  he  deferv'd  his  death, 
And  your  good  Graces  both  have  well  proceeded, 
To  warn  falfe  Traitors  from  the  like  Attempts. 

Buck.  I  never  look'd  for  better  at  his  hands, 
After  he  once  fell  in  with  Miffcrefs  Shore  : 

Yet  had  we  not  determin'd  he  fhould  die, 
Until  your  Lordfhip  came  to  fee  his  end, 
Which  now  the  loving  hafte  of  thefe  our  Friends, 

Something  againft  our  meanings,  have  prevented  j  • 
Becaufe,  my  Lord,  I  would  have  had  you  heard 
The  Traitor  fpeak,  and  timeroufly  confefs 
The  manner  and  the  purpofe  of  his  Treafons : 

That  you  might  well  have  fignify'd  the  fame 
Unto  the  Citizens,  who  haply  may 
Mifconftrue  us  in  him,  and  wail  his  death. 

May.  Eat,  my  good  Lord,your  Grace's  words  fhall  ferve, 
As  well  as  I  had  teen,  and  heard  him  fpeak  : 

And  do  not  doubt,  right  Noble  Princes  both 
But  Pie  acquaint  our  duteous  Citizens 
With  all  your  juft  proceedings  in  this  cafe. 

Rich.  And  to  that  end  we  wifh'd  your  Lordfhip  here, 
T'avoid  the  Cenfures  of  the  carping  World. 

B»;k.  Which  fince  you  come  too  late  of  our  intent 
Yet  witncfs  what  you  hear  we  did  intend  •• 
And  fo,  my  good  Lord  Mayor,  we  bid  farewel. 

[.Exit  Mayor, 

Rich.  Go  after,  after,  Coufin  Buckingham. 
The  Mayor  towards  Guild-Hall  hyes  him  in  all  poft  * 
Th  ere,  at  your  meeteft  vantage  of  the  time, 
Infer  the  Baftardy  of  EdwardPs  Children, 
Tell  them,  how  Edward  put  to  death  a  Citizen, 
Only  for  faying,  he  would  make  his  Son 
Heir  to  the  Crown,  meaning  indeed  his  Houfe, 
Which,  by  the  Sign  thereof  was  termed  fo. 
Moreover,  urge  his  hateful  Luxury, 
And  beftial  appetite  in  change  of  Lull, 
Which  ftretch'd  unto  their  Servants,  Daughters,  Wives 
Even  where  his  raging  Eye,  or  favage  Heart, 
Without  control!,  lufted  to  nuke  a  prey. 
Nay,  for  a  need,  thus  far  come  near  my  Perfon : 
Tell  them,  when  that  my  Mother  went  with  Child 
Of  that  infatiate Edward,  Noble  Tork^ 
My  Princely  Father  then  had  Wars  in  France, 
And  by  true  computation  of  the  time, 
Found,  that  the  lffue  was  not  his  begot : 

Which  well  appear'd  in  his  Lineaments, 
Being  nothing  like  the  Noble  Duke,  my  Father  : 

Yet  touch  this  fparingly,  as  'twere  far  off, 
Becaufe,  my  Lord,  you  know  my  Mother  lives. 

Buck.  Doubt  not,  my  Lord,  Pie  play  the  Orator, 
As  if  the  Golden  Fee,  for  which  I  plead, 
Were  for  my  felf :  and  fo,  ray  Lord,  adieu. 

Rich.  If  you  thrive  well,bring  them  to  Baynards  Caftle, 
Where  you  fhall  find  me  well  accompanied 
With  reverend  Fathers,  and  well-learned  Bifhops. 

Buck.  I  go,  and  towards  three  or  four  a  Clock 
Look  for  the  News  that  the  Guild- Hall  affords. 

[Exit  Buckingham. 

Rich.  Go,  Lovell,  with  all  fpeed  to  Do&or  Shaw, 
Go  thou  to  Fryar  Beukgr,  bid  them  both 
Meet  mc  within  this  hour  at  BaynardPs  Caftle.  [Exit. 
Now  will  I  go  to  take  fome  privy  Order, 
To  draw  the  Brats  of  Clarence  out  of  fight, 
And  to  give  order,  that  no  manner  of  perfon 
Have  any  time  recourfe  unto  the  Princes.  [Exit. 

Enter  a  Scrivener. 

Scr.  Here  is  the  Indiclment  of  the  good  Lord  Haftings, 

Which  in  a  fet  hand  fairly  is  engrofs'd. 
That  it  may  be  to  day  read  o're  in  Pauls. 
And  mark  how  well  the  fequel  hangs  together : 
Eleven  hours  I  have  fpent  to  write  it  over,  \ 

For  yefter-night  by  Catesby  was  it  fent  me, 
The  Precedent  was  full  as  long  a  doing, 

And  yet  within  thefe  five  hours  Haftings  liv'd, 

Untainted,  unexamin'd,  free,  at  liberty. 
Here's  a  good  World  the  while ;  who  is  fo  grofs 
That  cannot  fee  this  palpable  device .? 
Yet  whofo  bold,  but  fay  he  fees  it  not  ? 
Bad  is  the  World,  and  all  will  come  to  nought, 
When  fuch  ill  dealing  muft  be  feen  in  thought.  [Exit. 

Enter  Richard  and  Buckingham  at  feveral doors. 

Rich.  How  now,  how  now,  wh3t  fay  the  Citizens  ? 
Buck,  Now  by  the  holy  Mother  of  our  Lord, 

The  Citizens  are  mum,  fay  not  a  word. 

Rich.  Touch'd  you  the  Baftardy  of  Edwards  Children  ? 
Buck^  1  did,  with  his  Contract  with  Lady  Lucy, 

And  his  Contract  by  Deputy  in  France. 
Th'unfatiate  greedinefs  of  his  defire, 
And  his  enforcement  of  the  City  Wives, 

S  f  2  His 



i?6         The  Life  and  Death  of  Richard  the  Third. 

His  Tyranny  for  Trifles,  his  own  Baltardy,  • 
As  being  got,  your  Father  then  in  France, 
And  his  refemblance,  being  not  like  the  Duke. 
Withal,  1  did  infer  your  Lineaments, 
Being  the  right  Idea  of  your  Father, 
Both  in  your  form,  and  Noblenefs  of  Mind : 
Laid  open  all  your  V  ictories  in  Scotland, 
Your  Difcipline  in  War,  Wifdom  in  Peace, 
Your  Bounty,  Vertue,  fair  Humility  : 
Indeed,  left  nothing  fitting  for  your  purpofe, 
Untoucht,  or  lleightly  handled  in  diicourfe. 
And  when  my  Oratory  grew  toward  end, 
I  bid  them  that  did  lovetheir  Countries  good, 

Cry,  God  fave  Richard,  England's  Royal  King. 
Rich.  And  did  they  lb  ? 
Buck.  No,  fo  God  help  me,  they  fpake  not  a  word, 

But  like  dumb  Statues  or  breathing  Stoces, 

Star'd  each  on  other-  and  look'd  deadly  pale  : 
Which  when!  faw,  1  reprehended  them, 

And  ask'd  the  Mayor,  what  meant  this  wilful  filence  ? 
His  anfvver  was,  the  people  were  not  ufed 
To  be  fpoke  to,  but  by  the  Recorder. 

Then  he  was  urg'd  toteil  my  Tale  again : 
Thus  faith  th:  Duke,  thus  hath  the  Duke  inferr'd, 
But  nothing  fpoke  in  warrant  from  himfelf. 
When  he  had  done-,  fome  followers  of  mine  own, 
At  lower  end  of  the  Hail,  hmTd  up  their  Caps, 

And  feme  ten  voices-cry'd,  God  fave  King  Richard: 
And  thus  I  took  the  vantage  of  thofe  few. 
Thanks,  gentle  Citizens  and  Friends,  quoth  I, 
This  general  applaufe,  and  chearful  fnout, 
Argues  your  witdom,  and  your  love  to  Richard: 
And  even  here  brake  off,  and  came  away. 

Rich.  What  Tongue-  lefs  Blocks  were  they, 
Would  they  not  fpeak  ? 

Will  not  the  Mayor  then,  and  his  Brethren,  come  ?' 
Buck.  The  Mayor  is  here  at  hand  :  intend  fome  fear, 

Be  not  you  fpoke  with,  but  by  mighty  fuit  : 
And  look  you  get  a  Prayer-Book  in  your  hand, 
And  Itand  between  two  Church-men,  good  my  Lord, 
For  on  that  ground  Pie  make  a  holy  Defcant : 
And  be  not  eafily  won  roour  requelts, 
Play  the  Maids  part,  ftill  aniWr  nay,  and  take  it. 

Rich.  I  go:  and  if  you  plead  as  well  for  them, 
As  I  can  fay  nay  to  thee  for  my  felf, 

[No  doubt  we  bring  it  to  a  happy  iilue. 
I    Buck.  Go,  go-up  to  the  Leads*  the  Lord  Mayor  knocks. 

Enter  Lord  Mayor,  and  Citizens. 

j  Welcome  my  Lord,  I  dance  attendance  here,  I 
I  think  the  Duke  will  not  be  fpoke  withall. 

Enter  Catesby. 

,    Buck.  Now  Catesby, wYvax.  fays  your  Lord  to  my  requeft  ? 
Cater.  He  doth  intreat  your  Grace,  my  Noble  Lord, 

To  vifithim  to  morrow,  or  next  day  : 
He  is  within,  with  two  right  Reverend  Fathers, 
Divinely  bent  to  Meditation, 

And  in  no  worldly  Suits  would  he  be  mov'd, 
To  draw  him  from  his  holy  Exercife. 

Buck;  Return,  good  Catesby,  to  the  gracious  Duke, 
Tell  him,  my  felf,  the  Mayoc  and  Aldermen, 
In  deep  defigns,  in  matter  of  great  moment, 
No  Lfs  importing  than  our  general  Good, 
Are  come  to  have  fome  conference  with  his  Grace. 

Cates.  Pie  fignifie  fo  much  unto  him  ftraight.  [_Exit. 
BhcI^  Ah  ha,  my  Lord,  this  Prince  is  not  an  Edward, 

He  is  not  lulling  on  a  lewM  Love-Bed  ■• 
But  on  his  Knees  at  Meditation  : 
Not  dallying  with  a  Brace  of  Curtizans, 
But  meditating  with  two  deep  Divines : 
Not  fleeping,  to  engrofs  hL  idle  Body, 
But  praying,  to  enrich  his  watchful  Soul. 

Happy  wax  England,  would  this  vertuous  Prince 

Take  on  his  Grace  the-  Sovtraignty  thereof.  " But  furel  fear  we  fliall  not  win  him  to  it. 
Mayor.  Marry  God  defend  his  Grace  mould  fay  us  nay. 
Buck.  1  fear  he  will :  here  Catesby  comes  again. Enter  Catesby. 

Now  Catesby,  what  fays  his  Grace  ? 
Cites.  He  wonders  to  what  end  you  have  alTembled 

Such  troops  of  Citizens- to  come  to  him, 
His  Grace  not  being  warn'd  thereof  before  J 
He  fears,  my  Lord,  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 
Bmk  Sorry  I  am,  my  Noble  Coufin  mould 

Sufpect  me,  that  I  mean  no  good  to  him  i 
By  Heaven,  we  come  to  him  in  perfed  love, 
And  fo  once  more  return,  and  tell  his  Grace.  [Exit. 
When  holy  and  devout  Religious  men 
Are  at  their  Beads,  'tis  much  to  draw  them  theqee, 
So  fvveet  is  zealous  Contemplation.  - 

Enter  Richard  aloft,  between  two  Btfhops. 

Ma  See  where  his  Grace  Hands 'tween  two  Clergymen. Buck.  Two  Props  of  Vertue,  for  a  Christian  Prince, 
To  flay  him  from  the  fall  of  Vanity : 
And  fee  a  Book  of  Prayer  in  his  hand, 
True  Ornaments  to  know  a  holy  Man. 
Famous  Plamagenet,  moll  gracious  Prince, 
Lend  favourable  ear  toourrequefts, 
And  pardon  us  the  interruption 
Of  thy  Devotion  and  right  Chriftian  Zeal. 

Rich.  My  Lord,  there  needs  no  fuch  Apology : 
I  dobefeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 
Who  earneft  in  the  fervice  of  thT  high  God, 
Deferred  the  vifitation  of  my  Friends. 
But  leaving  this,  what  is  your  Graces  pleafure  ? 

Buck.  Even  that  (I  hope)  which  pleafeth  God  above, 

And  all  good  men,  of  this  ungovern'd  Ifle. 
Rich.  I  do  fufpeift  I  have  done  fome  offence, 

That  feems  difgracious  in  the  Cities  Eye, 
And  that  you  come  to  reprehend  my  Ignorance. 

Buck-  You  have,  my  Lord, 

Would  it  might  pleafe  your  Grace, 
On  our  entreaties  to  amend  your  fault. 

Rich.  Elfe  wherefore  breathe  I  in  a  Chriftian  Land. 

Buck.  Know  then,  it  is  your  fault  that  you  refiga 
The  Supream  Seat,  tin  Throne  Majeltical, 
The  Sceptred  office  of  your  Anceftors, 
Your  State  of  Fortune,  and  your  due  of  Birth, 
The  Lineal  Glory  of  your  Royal  Houfe, 

To  the  corruption  of  a  blemifh'd  Stock : 
Whiles  in  themildnefs-of  your  fleepy  thoughts, 
(Which  here  we  waken  to  our  Countries  good,) 
The  Noble  Ifle  dotfv  want  his  proper  Limbs : 

His  Face  defae'd  with  skars  of  Infamy, 
His  Royal  Stock  graft  with  ignoble  Plants, 
And  almoft  mouldred  in  the  fvvallowing  Gulf 
Of  dark  forgetfulnefs,  and  deep  Oblivion. 
Which  to  recure,  we  heartily  folicit 
Your  gracious  felf  to  take  on  you  the  charge 
And  Kingly  Government  of  this  your  Land  b 
Not  as  Protestor,  Steward,  Subftitiue, 
Or  lowly  Factor,  for  anothers  gain  ; 
But  as  fuccefiively,:  from  Blood  to  Blood, 
iYour  right  of  Birth,  your  Einpiry,  your  own. 
•For  this,  conforted  with  the  Citizens, 
Your  very  Worfhipful  and  loving  Friends, 
And  by  their  vehement  mitigation, 
In  this  juft  Caufe  come  I  to  move  your  Grace. 

Rich.  I  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  filence, 
Or  bitterly  to  fpeak  in  your  reproof, 
Belt  fitteth  my  Degree,  or  your  Condition. 
For  not  to  anfwer,  you  might  haply  think 

Tongue-ty'd  Ambition,  not  replying,  yielded 
To  bear  the  Golden  Yoak  of  Soveraignty, 
Which  fondly  you  would  here  impoic  on  me. 

If 
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If  to  reprove  you  for  this  fuit  of  yours, 
So  feafon'd  with  your  faithful  love  to  me, 
Then  on  the  other  fide  I  checkM  my  Friends. 
Therefore  to  fpeak,  and  to  avoid  the  firft, 
And  then  in  fpeaking,  not  to  incur  the  laft, 
Definitively  thus  I  aniwer  you. 
Your  love  deferves  my  thanks,  but  my  defert 
Unmeritable,  fhuns  your  high  requeft. 
Firft,  if  all  Obftacles  were  cut  away, 
And  that  my  Path  were  even  to  the  Crown, 
As  the  ripe  Revenue,  and  due  of  Birth : 
Yet  fomuch  is  my  poverty  of  Spirit, 
So  mighty,  and  fo  many  my  defeats, 
That  I  would  rather  hide  me  from  my  Greatnefs, 
Being  a  Bark  to  brook  no  mighty  Sea ; 
Than  in  my  Greatnefs  covet  to  be  hid, 

And  in  the  vapour  of  my  Glory  fmother'd. 
But  God  be  thank'd,  there  is  no  need  of  me, 
And  much  I  need  to  help  you,  were  there  need : 
The  Royal  Tree  hath  left  us  Royal  Fruit, 

Which  meliow'd  by  the  ftealing  hours  of  time, 
Will  well  become  the  Seat  of  Majefty, 
And  make  us  (no  doubt)  happy  by  his  Reign. 
On  him  I  lay  that,  you  would  lay  on  me, 
The  Right  and  Fortune  of  his  happy  Stars, 
Which  God  defend  that  I  fhould  wring  from  him. 

Buck,  My  Lord,  this  argues  Confcience  in  your  Grace, 
But  the  refpects  thereof  are  nice,  and  trivial, 
All  circumftances  well  confidered. 

You  fay,  that  Edward  is  your  Brothers  Son, 

So  fay  we  too,  but  not  by  Edwards  Wife  .• 
For  firft  was  he  contract:  to  Lady  Lucy7 
Your  Mother  lives  a  witnefs  to  his  Vow, 

And  afterward  by  fubftitute  betroth'd 
To  Bona,  Sifter  to  the  King  of  France. 
Thefe  both  put  off,  a  poor  Petitioner, 
A  Care-craz'd  Mother  to  a  many  Sons, 
A  Beauty-waining,  and  diftreffed  Widow, 
Even  in  the  after-noon  of  her  belt  day, 
Made  prize  and  purchafe  of  his  wanton  Eye, 
Seduc'd  the  pitch,  and  height  of  his  degree, 
To  bafe  declenfion,  and  loathM  Bigamie. 
By  her,  in  his  unlawful  Bed,  he  got 
This  Edward,  whom  our  Manners  call  the  Prince. 

More  bitterly  could  I  expoftulate,  _ 
Save  ;hat  for  reverence  of  fome  alive, 

I  give  a  fparing  limit  to  my  Tongue. 
Then,  good  my  Lord,  take  to  your  Royal  felf 

This  proffer'd  benefit  of  Dignity  : 
If  not  to  blefs  us,  and  the  Land  withal, 
Yet  to  draw  forth  your  Noble  Anceftry 
From  the  corruption  of  abufing  times, 
Unto  a  Lineal  true  derived  courfe. 

Mayor.  Do,  good  my  Lord,  your  Citizens  intreat  you. 

Buck,  Refufe  not,  mighty  Lord,  this  profflr'd  love. 
Cates.  O  make  them  joyful,  grant  their  lawful  fuit. 

Rich.  Alas,  why  would  you  heap  this  Care  on  me  ?  . 
I  am  unfit  for  State,  and  Majefty  : 

I  do  befeech  you  take  it  not  amifs, 

I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  yield  to  you. 
Buck.  If  you  refufe  it,  as  in  love  and  zeal, 

Loth  to  depofe  the  Child  your  Brothers  Son, 
As  well  we  know  your  tendernefs  of  Heart, 

And  gentle,  kind,  effeminate  remorfe, 
Which  we  have  noted  in  you  to  your  Kindred, 

And  equally  indeed  to  all  Eftates : 

Yet  know,  where  you  accept  our  fuit,  or  no, 
Your  Brothers  Son  fhall  never  reign  our  King, 

But  we  will  plant  fome  other  in  the  Throne, 

To  the  difgrace  and  down-fall  of  your  Houfe  : 
And  in  this  refolution  here  we  leave  you. 

Come  Citizens,  we  will  intreat  no  more.  \Exemt. 

Cates.  Call  him  again,  fweet  Prince,  accept  their  fuit  • 

If  you  deny  them,  all  the  Land  will  rue  it. 
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Rich.  WiU  you  enforce  me  to  a  world  of  Cares  ? 
Call  them  again,  I  am  not  made  of  Stones, 
But  penetrable  to  your  kind  entreaties, 
Albeit  againft  my  Confcience  and  my  Soul. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  the  refi. 
Coufinof  Buckingham,  and  Sage  men, 
Since  you  will  buckle  Fortune  on  my  back, 
To  bear  her  burthen,  whether,  I  will  or  no, 
I  muft  have  patience  to  endure  the  Load  : 

But  if  black  Scandal,  or  foul-fac'd  Reproach, 
Attend  the  fequel  of  your  Impofition, 
Your  meer  enforcement  fhall  acquittance  me 
From  all  the  impure  blots  and  ftains  thereof, 
For  God  doth  know,  and  you  may  partly  fee, 
How  far  I  am  from  the  defire  of  this. 

Mayor.  God  blefs  your  Grace,  we  fee  it,  and  will  fay  it. 
Rich.  In  faying  fo,  you  fhall  but  fay  the  truth. 
Buck.  Then  I  falute  you  with  this  Royal  Title, 

Long  live  King  Richard-,  Englands  worthy  King. All.  Amen. 

Buck,  To  morrow  may  it  pleafe  you  to  be  Crown'd.' 
Rich.  Even  when  you  pleafe,  for  you  will  have  it  fb. 
Buck^  To  morrow  then  we  will  attend  your  Grace, 

And  fo  moft  joyfully  we  take  our  leave. 
Rich.  Come,  let  us  to  our  holy  Work  again. 

Farewel  my  Coufins,  farevyel  gentle  Friends.  [Exeunt. 

Aftus  Ghartus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  the  Qiisen,  Anne  Dutchefsof  Glocefter,  f/?e  Dutchefs 
of  York,  and  Marque fs  of  Dorfet. 

Dutch,  fork.  Who  meets  us  here  ? 

My  Niece  Plant  agemtt 
Led  in  the  hand  of  her  kind  Aunt  of  Glofier  ? 

Now,  for  my  Life,  fhe's  wandring  to  the  Tower, 
On  pure  hearts  love,  to  greet  the  tender  Prince. 

Daughter,  well  met. 
Anne.  God  give  your  Graces  both  a  happy 

And  a  joyful  time  of  day. 
Qu.  As  much  to  you,  good  Sifter :  whither  away  ? 
A>.ne.  No  farther  than  the  Tower,  andaslguefs, 

Upon  the  like  devotion  as  your  felves, 

To  gratulate  the  gentle  Princes  there. 
Qu.  Kind  Sifter  thanks, we'll  never  enter  all  together. 

Enter  the  Lieutenant. 

And  in  good  time,  here  the  Lieutenant  comes. 
Mafter  Lieutenant,  pray  you,  by  your  leave, 
How  doth  the  Prince,  and  my  young  Son  of  TorkJ 

Lieu.  Right  well,  dear  Madam:  by  your  patience, 

I  may  not  fuffer  you  to  viiit  them, 

The  King  hathftricllycharg'd  the  contrary. 
Qu.  The  King  ?  who's  that  ? Lieu.  I  mean  the  Lord  Protector. 

Qu.  The  Lord  protect  him  from  that  Kingly  Title. 
Hath  he  fet  bounds  between  their  love,  and  me  ? 
I  am  their  Mother,  who  fhall  bar  me  from  them  ? 

Dutch.  Tork,  I  am  their  Fathers  Mother,  I  will  fee  them. 
Anne.  Their  AuntI  am  in  Law,  in  love  their  Mother  : 

Then  bring  me  to  their  fights,  Pie  bear  thy  blame, 
And  take  thy  Office  from  thee,  on  my  peril. 

Lieu.  No,  Madam,  no,  I  may  not  leave  it  fo  : 
I  am  bound  by  Oath,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

{Exit  Lieutenant Enter  Stanly. 

Stan.  Let  me  but  meet  you  Ladies  one  hour  hence, 
And  Fie  falute  your  Grace  of  York^  as  Mother, 
And  reverend  looker  on  of  two  fair  Queens. 

Come  Madam,  you  muft  ftraight  to  IVeftminfter, 
There  to  be  Crowned  Richards  Royal  Queen. 

Qjt.  Ah,  cut  my  Lace  afunder, 
S  f  3  That 
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Sound  a  Sonnet,  Enter  Richard  *'*  pomp,  Buckingham,  Catesr 

by,  Ratcliffe,  Lovel. 
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That  my  pent  Heart  may  have  fome  fcope  to  beat, 

Or  elfe  1  i'woon  with  this  dead-killing  news. 
Ann.  Defpightful  tidings,  O  unpleafing  news. 
Dorf.Be  of good  chear :  Mother,  how  fares  your  Grace  ? 
Qu.  O  Dorfet,  fpeuk  not  tome,  get  thee  gone, 

Death  and  Deftruc'tion  dogs  thee  at  thy  heels, 
Thy  Mothers  Name  is  ominous  to  Children. 
If  thou  wilt  out-ftrip  Death,  go  crofs  the  Seas, 
And  live  with  Richmond,  from  the  reach  of  Hell. 

Go  hye  thee,  hye  thee  from  this  flaughter-houfe, 
Left  thouincreafe  the  number  of  the  dead, 

And  make  me  die  the  thrall  of  Margaret's  Curfe, 

Nor  Mother,  Wife,  nor  England's  counted  Queen. 
Stan.  Full  of  wife  care  is  this  your  Counfel,  Madam  : 

Take  all  the  fwift  advantage  of  the  hours : 
You  fhall  have  Letters  from  me  to  my  Son, 

In  your  behalf,  to  meet  you  on  the  way  : 
Be  not  ta'ne  tardy  by  unwife delay. 

Due  Tor.  O  ill  difperfing  Wind  of  MiCery, 
O  my  accurfed  Womb,  the  Bed  of  Death : 

A  Cockatrice  haft  thou  hatch'd  to  the  World, 
Whofe  unavoided  Eye  is  Murtherous. 

Stan.  Come,  Madam,  come,  I  in  all  hafte  was  fent. 
Ann.  And  I  with  all  unwillingnefs  will  go. 

0  would  to  God,  that  the  inclufive  Verge 
Of  Golden  Metal,  that  mnft  rcmrd  my  Brow, 
Were  red  hot  Steel  to  fear  me  to  the  Brains, 
Anointed  lame  be  with  deadly  Venom, 

And  die  e're  Men  fay,  God  lave  the  Queen. 
Qu.  Go,  go,  poor  Soul,  I  envy  not  thy  Glory, 

To  feed  my  humour  wifh  thy  feif  no  harm. 
Ann.  No  :  why  ?  When  he  that  is  my  Husband  now, 

Came  to  me,  as  I  follow'd  Htnry's  Ccarfe, 
When  fcarce  the  Blood  was  well  wafh'd  from  Lis  hands, 
Which  iflucd  from  my  ether  Angel  Husband, 

And  that  dear  Saint,  which  then  1  weeping  follow'd  : 
O,  when  I  fay,  1  look'd  on  Richard's  Face, 
Thiswasmy  Wifh:  Be  thou  f quoth  I)accurft, 
For  making  me,  fo  young,  fo  old  a  Widow  : 

And  when  thou  wed'ft,  let  Sorrow  haunt  thy  Bed  : 
And  be  thy  Wife,  if  any  be  fo  mad, 
More  miferable,  by  the  Life  of  thee, 
Than  thou  haft  made  me,  by  my  dear  Lords  Death. 

Loe,  e're  I  can  repeat  this  Curie  again, 
Within  fo  fmalla  time  my  Womans  Heart 
Grofsly  grew  captive  to  his  honey  words, 

And  prov'd  the  fubjea  of  mine  own  Souls  Curfe, 
Which  hicherto  hath  held  mine  Eyes  from  reft  : 
For  never  yet  one  hour  in  his  Bed 
Did  I  enjoy  the  golden  dew  of  Sleep, 

But  with  his  timorous  Dreams  was  It  ill  awak'd. 
BcfidiS,  he  hates  me  for  my  Father  Warwick^ 
And  will  (nodoubt )  fliorily  be  rid  of  me. 

Qh.  Poor  heart,  Adieu,  I  pity  thy  complaining. 
Ann.  No  more  than  with  my  Soul  I  mourn  for  yours. 
Dorf.  Farewel,  thou  woful  welcomer  of  Glory. 

Ann.  Adieu,  poor  Soul,  that  tak'ft  thy  leave  of  it. 
Due.  Tor.  Go  thou  to  Richnwnd,and  good  fortune  guide 

thee,  [To  Dorfet. 
Go  thou  to  Richard,  and  good  Angels  tend  thee,  [To  Ann. 
Go  thou  to  Sanctuary,  and  good  thoughts  pofleH,  thee, 

[To  the  Oueen. 
1  to  my  Grave,  where  Peace  and  reft  lye  with  me. 
Eighty  odd  years  of  forrow  havel  feen, 
And  each  hours  joy  wrack'd  with  a  week  of  teen. 

Qii.  Stay,  yet  look  back  with  me  unto  the  Tower, 
Pity,  you  ancient  Stones,  thofe  tender  Babes, 

Whom  Envy  hath  immur'd  within  your  Walls,- 
Rough  Cradle  for  inch  little  pretty  ones, 
Rude  ragged  Nurfe,  old  fullcn  Play-fellow, 
For  tender  Princes :  ufe  my  Babies  well ; 

So  fooiilh  Sorrows  bid  your  Stones  farewel.  {Exeunt. 

Rich.  Stand  all  apart,  Coufin  of  Buckingham. 

Buck;  My  gracious  Sove>aign. 
Rich.  Give  me  thy  hand.  {Sound. 

Thus  high,  by  thy  adviec,  and  thy  affiftance, 

Is  King  Richard  Seated  : 
But  fhall  we  wear  thefc  Glories  for  a  day  ? 
Or  Ihail  they  laft,  and  we  rejoice  in  them  ? 

Buck,  Still  live  they,  and  for  ever  let  them  laft. 
Rich,  Ah  Buckingham^  now  do  I  play  the  Touch, 

To  try  if  thou  be  current  Gold  indeed: 

Young  Edward  lives,  think  now  what  I  would  fpeak. 
Bucl^  Say  on,  my  loving  Lord. 
Rich.  Why,  Buckingham,  I  fay  I  would  be  King. 
Buck.  Why  foyou  are,  my  thrice  renowned  Lord. 

Rich.  Ha?  am  1  King  ?. 'tisfo  :  but  Edward  lives. 
Buck;  "J~nte,  Noble  Prince. 
Rich.  O  bitter  Confequence  ! 

That  Edwurd  ftill  ftould  live  true  Noble  Prince. 
Coufin,  thou  waft  not  wont  to  be  fodull. 
Shall  I  be  plain  ?  i  wifh  the  Baftards  dead, 

And  I  would  have  it  fuddenly  perfcrm'd. 
Whatfay'ft  thou  now  ?  fpeak  luddenly,  be  brief. 

Bi.-cl^  Yc  ur  Grace  may  do  your  pleafure. 
Rich.  Tut,  tut, thou  art  alike,  thy  kindnefs  freezes  : 

Say,  have  I  thy  confent,  that  they  fhall  die  ? 
Buck.Give  me  fome  little  brcath,fome  paufe,dear  Lord, 

Before  1  politively  fpeak  in  this: 
i  willrefclve  you  herein  prefently.     {Exit.  Buckingham. 

Caies.  The  King  is  angry,  fee  he  gnaws  his  L  ip. 
Rich.  I  will  converfe  with fron-witted  Fools, 

And  unrefpedive  Boys :  none  are  for  me, 
That  look  into  me  with  confiderate  Eyes, 

High-reaching  Br.eh^ncham  grows  circumfpect. 
Boy. 

Page.  My  Lord. 
Rich.  Kuow'ft  tliounotany,  whom  corrupting  Gold  I 

Will  tempt  unto  a  clofe  exploit  of  Death  ? 
Page.  1  know  a  difccntentecTGentleman, 

Whofe  humble  means  marcft  not  his  haughty  fpirit  : 
Gold  were  as  good  as  twenty  Orators, 
And  will  (no  doubt)  tempt  him  to  any  thing. 

Rich.  What  is  his  Name  .? 

Page.   His  Name,  my  Lord,  is  Ttrrell. 
Rich.  I  partly  know  the  Man :  go  call  him  hither, 
Boy.  {Exit. 
The  deep  revolving  witty  Buckingham, 
No  more  lhall  be  the  neighbour  to  my  Counfels. 

Hath  he  fo  long  held  cut  with  me  untyr'd, 
And  ftcps  he  now  for  Breath  ?  Well,  be  it  fo. Enter  Stanly. 

How  now,  Lord  Stanly,  what's  the  news? 
Stan.  Know,  my  loving  Lord,  the Marquefs  Dcrfet, 

As  1  hear,  is  fled  to  Richmond, 
In  the  parts  where  he  abides. 

Rich.  Come  hither,  Catesby,  rumor  it  abroad, 
That  Ann  my  Wife  is  very  grievous  fick, 
I  w  ill  take  order  for  her  keeping  clofe. 

Inquire  me  out  fome  mean  poor  Gentleman, 
Whom  1  will  marry  ftraight  to  Clarence  Daughter : 
The  Boy  is  foolifh,  and  1  fear  not  him. 
Look  how  thou  dream'ft:  I  fay  again,  give  wit, 
That  Ann  my  Queen 's        anc*  like  t0  die. 
About  ir,  for  it  ftands  me  much  upon 
To  Hop  all  hopes,  whofe  growth  may  damage  me. 
I  muft  be  married  to  my  Brothers  Daughter  ; 
Or  elfe  my  Kingdom  ftands  on  brittle  Glafs : 
Murther  her  Brothers,  and  then  marry  her, 

Uncertain 
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{Exit. 

Uncertain  way  of  gain-    But  I  am  in 
So  far  iu  blood,  that  fin  will  pluck  on  fin, 

Tear-falling  Pity  dwells  not  in  this  Eye. Enter  Tirrcl. 

Is  thy  Name  Tirrel  ? 
Tir.  James  Tirrel,  and  your  molt  obedient  Subject. 

Rich*  Art  thou  indeed  ? 
Tir.  Prove  me,  my  gracious  Lord. 

Rich.  Dar'ft  thou  refolve  to  kill  a  Friend  of  mine  ? 
Tir.  Pleafe  you : 

But  I  had  rather  kill  two  Enemies. 

Rich.  Why  then  thou  haft  it :  two  deep  Enemies, 
Foes  to  my  Reft,  and  my  fweet  fleeps  difturbas, 

Are  they  that  I  would  have  thee  d'  al  upon 
Tirrel,  I  mean  thofe  Baftardsin  the  Tower. 

Tir.  'Let  me  have  open  means  to  come  to  them, 
AadfoonPle  rid  you  from  the  fear  of  them. 

Rich.  Thou  ling'ft  fweet  Mufick : 
Heark,  come  hither  Tirrel  % 
Go  by  this  token  :  rife,  and  lend  thine  Ear,  {IVhifperj 

There  is  no  more  but  fo  •■  fay  it  is  done, 
And  I  will  love  thee,  and  prefer  thee  for  it. 

Tir.  I  will  difpatch  it  ftraight. 
Evter  Buckingham. 

Buck.  My  Lord,  I  have  confider'd  in  my  mind, 
The  late  requelt  that  you  did  found  me  in. 

Rich.  Well,  let  that  reft :  Dor  fa  is  ikd  to  Richmond. 
Buck.  I  hear  th.eiii.ws,  mv  Lord. 

Rich.  Stanly,  he  is  your  Wives  Son  ••  well,  look  unto  it. 
Buckz  My  Lord,  I  claim  the  gift,  my  due  by  promife, 

For  which  your  Honour  and  your  Faith  ispawn'd. 
Th'  Earldom  of  Hereford,  and  the  Moveables, 
Which  you  have  promifed  1  fha!l  poflels. 

Rich.  Stanly,  look  to  your  Wife  :  if  file  convey 
Letters  to  Richmond,  you  ihall  anfwer  it. 

Buck,.  What  fays  your  Highnefs  to  my  juft  requeft  ? 
Rich.  I  do  remember  me,  Henry  the  Sixth 

Did  Prophefie,  that  Richmond  fhould  be  King, 
When  Richmond  was  a  little  peevifti  Boy. 
A  King  perhaps. 

Bucki  May  it  pleafe  you  to  refolve  me  in  my  fuit, 
Rich.  Thou  troubleft  me,  I  am  not  in  tht  vein.  {Exit, 
Bitchy  And  is  it  thus  ?  repays  he  my  deep  fervice 

With  fuch  contempt  ?  made  1  him  King  for  this  ? 
O  let  me  think  on  Hajlings,  and  be  gone 
To  Brecnock^,  while  my  fearful  head  is  on 

Enter  Tirrel. 

Tir.  The  tyrannous  and  bloody  Aft  is  done, 
The  moft  Arch  deed  of  piteous  mafiacre 
That  ever  yet  this  Land  was  guilty  of : 
Dighton  and  Forrefi-,  whom,  did  fubcrn 
To  do  this  piece  of  ruthful  Butchery, 
Albeit  they  were  ft- flit  Villains,  bloody  Dogs, 
Melted  with  tendernefs,  and  mild  compafiion, 
Wept  like  to  Children,  in  ttuir  deaths  fad  ftory, 
O  thus  (quoth  Dighton)  lay  the  gentle  Babes : 
Thus,  thus  (quoth  F orrefi)  girdling  one  another 
Within  their  Alabafter  innocent  arms : 

Their  lips  were  four  red  Rofes  on  a  ftalk, 
And  their  Summer  Beauty  kill  each  other. 
A  Book  of  Prayers  on  their  Pillow  lay, 
Which  once  (quoth  Forrefi)  almoft  changM  my  mind 
B'it  oh  the  Devil,  there  the  Villain  ftopt  : 
When  Dighton  thus  told  on,  we  fmothered. 
The  moft  replenished  fweet  work  of  Nature, 

That  from  the  prime  Great ion  e're  file  framed. 
'  Hence  both  are  gone  with  Confcienceand  Remorfe, 
They  could  not  fpeak,  and  fo  I  left  them  both, 
To  bear  thefe  tydingsto  the  bloody  King. 

Enter  .Richard. 

And  here  he  comes.  All  health  my  Sovereign  Lord. 
Rich.  Kind  Tim?/,  am  I  happy  in  the  News? 
T;r.  If  to  have  done  the  thing  you  give  in  charge 

Beger  your  happinefs,  be  happy  then, 
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{Exit. 

1  no  j 

For  it  is  done. 
Rich.  But  did'ft  thou  fee  them  dead  ? 
Tir.  I  did,  my  Lord. 
Rich.  And  buried,  gentle  Tirrel  ? 
In.  The  Chaplain  of  the  Tower  hath  buried  them 

But  where  ( to  lay  the  truth)  I  do  not  know. 
Rich.  Come  to  me  Tirrel  foon,  and  after  Supper, 

When  thou  there  fhalt  tell  the  procefs  of  their  death. 
Mean  time,  but  think  how  I  may  do  thee  good And  be  inheritor  of  thy  delire. 
F?rewel  till  then. 

Tir.  I  humbly  take  leave. 
Rich.  The  Son  of  Clarence  have  I  pent  up  clofe, 

His  Daughter  meanly  have  I  match'd  in  marriage, 
1  he  Sons  of  Edward  deep  in  Abrahams  bofom, 

Ajjd  Annmj  Wife  hath  bid  this  World  good'night. Mow  for  I  know  the  Britain  Richmond  aims 
At  young  Eh^bah  my  Brothers  Daughter, 
And  by  that  knot  iooks  proudly  on  the  Crown, 

'  To  her  go  1,  a  jolly  thrivi;  g  \A  ooqr. 
Enter  RatclirE 

Rat.  My  Lord. 

Rich.  Good  or  bad  News,  that  thoucom'ft  ?ri 
Rat.  Bad  news,  my  Lord,  Mourton  is  fed  to  Ricbna 

And  Buckingham,  backt  with  the  ha-xly  Welfhmen, 
Is  in  the  Field,  and  (till  his  pc  v.=    t  rejafeffr. 

Rich.  Ely  with  Richmond  tr<  -ublcs  me  more  near, 
Than  B.,ckjn^ham  and  his  rafii  levied  ftrength. 
Come,  I  have  learnM  that  f arful  commenting 
Is  leaden  Servitor  to  dull  delay. 

Delay  leads  impotent  and  Snail-pac'd  Beggery: Then  fiery  expeditiot!  be  my  wing, 
Joves  Mercury,  and  Herald  for  a  King: 
Go  mufter  men  :  My  Counfel  is  my  Shi  Id, 
We  muft  b«:  brief, when  Traytors  brave  the  Field.  {Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Old  Qjiecn  Margaret. 

Mar.  So  now  profperity  begins  to  mellow, 
And  drop  into  the  rotten  mouth  of  death  : 
Here  in  thefe  Confines  llilyhave  I  lurkt, 
To  watch  the  waining  of  mine  Enemies. 
A  dire  induction  am  I  witnefs  to, 

And  will  to  F ranee,  hoping  the  confequence 
Will  prove  as  bitter,  black,  and  Tragical. 
Withdraw  thee  wretched  Margaret,  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Dutchefs  and  Queen. 

Qtteen.  Ah  my  poor  Princefs .'  ah  my  tender  Babes! 
My  unblown  Flowers,  new  appearing  fweets : 
If  yet  your  guide  Souls  fly  in  the  Air, 
And  bi  not  fixt  in  doom  perpetual,  s 
Hover  about  me  with  your  airy  Wings, 
And  here  your  Mothers  Lamentation. 

Mar.  Hover  about  her,  fay  that  rightfor  right 

Hath  dim'd  your  Infant  morn,  to  Aged  night. 
Dm.  So  many  tniferies  have  craz'd  my  voice, 

That  my  woe-wearied  tongue  is  ftill  and  mute. 
Edward  Plantagenct  why  art  thou  dead  ? 
,  Mar.  PLvnagenet  doth  quit  Vlantagenet, 

Edward  for  Edward  pays  a  dying  debt. 

Qu.  Wilt  thou,  O  God,-  flye  fi'om  fuch  gentle  Lambs, 
And  throw  them  in  the  intrails  of  the  Wolf? 

Why  didft  thou  flecp,  when  fuch  a  deed  was  done? 
Mar.  When  Holy  Hcmy  died,  and  my  lweqt  Son. 
Dut.  Dead  life,  blind  fight,  poor  mortal  living  Ghoft, 

Woes  Scene,  Worlds  fhame,  Graves  due,  by  life  ufurpt, 
Brief  abftract  and  record  of  tedious  days, 
Reft  thy  unreft  oh  tnglands  lawful  Earth, 
Unlawfully  made  drunk  with  innocent  blood. 

Queen.  Ah  that  thou  would'ftas  foon  afford  a  Grave, 

As 
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As  thou  canft  yield  a  melancholy  feat : 
Then  would  1  hide  iny  bones,  not  reft  them  here, 
Ah  who  hath  any  caufe  to  mourn,  but  we  ? 

Mar.  If  ancient  be  molt  reverent, 
Give  mine  the  benefit  of  Signeury, 
And  let  my  griefs  frown  on  the  upper  hand 
If  forrowcan  admit  Society. 
I  had  an  Edward  till  a  Richard  k\\Vd  him  : 

I  had  an  Husband,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him : 
Thou  had'ft  an  Edward,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him: 
Thou  had'ft  a  Richard,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him. 

Dm.  I  had  a  RiJurdtoo  and  thou  did'ft  kill  him-, 
I  had  a  Rutland  too,  thou  holp'ft  to  kill  him. 

Mar.  Thou  had'ft  a  Clarence  too, 
And  Richard  kill'd  him. 
From  forth  the  kennel  of  thy  Womb  hath  crept 

A  Hell-hound  that  doth  hunt  us  all  to  death" 
That  Dog,  that  had  his  Teeth  before  his  Eyes, 

To  worry  Lambs,  and'lap  their  gentle  blood : That  foul  defacerof  Gods  handy  work: 
That  reigns  in  gauled  Eyes  of  weeping  Souls : 
That  excellent  grand  Tyrant  of  the  Earth, 
Thy  womb  let  loofe  to  chafe  us  to  our  Graves. 
0  upright,  juft,  and  true  difpofing  God, 
How  do  1  thank  thee,  that  this  carnal  Cur 
Preys  on  the  ilfue  of  his  Mothers  body, 
And  makes  her  Pue-fellow  with  others  moan. 

Dm.  Oh  Harries  Wife,  triumph  not  in  my  woes : 
God  witnefs  whh  me,  I  have  wept  for  thine. 

Mar.  Bear  with  me  :  1  am  hungry  for  revenge, 
And  now  I  cloy  me  with  beholding  it. 

Thy  Edward  he  is  dead,  that  kill'd  my  Edward. 
The  other  Edwarddezd,  to  quit  my  Edward  : 
Young  Tor^  he  is  but  boot,  becaufe  both  they 

Match'd  not  the  high  perfection  of  my  lofs.  *» 
Thy  Clarence  he  is  dead,  that  ftab'd  my  Edward, 
And  the  beholders  of  this  frantick  Play, 

Th'  adulterate  Haftings,  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Gray, 

Untimely  fmother'd  in  their  dusky  Graves. 
Richard  yet  lives,  Hell's  black  Intelligencer, 
Onely  referv'd  their  Factor,  to  buy  Souls, 
And  fend  them  thither :  But  at  hand,at  hand 
Infues  his  piteous  and  unpitied  end.  , 
Earth  gapes,  Hell  burns,  Fiends  roar,  Saints  pray, 

To  have  him  fuddenly  convey'd  from  hence  •* 
Cancel  his  Bond  of  life,  dear  God,  I  pray, 
That  I  may  live,  and  fay,  The  Dog  is  dead. 

Queen.  O  thou  did'ft  Prophefy,  the  time  would  come, 
That  I  mould  wifh  for  thee  to  help  me  Curfe 

That  bottel'd. Spider,  that  foul  bunch-back'd  Toad. 
Mar  .  I  cail'd  thee  then,  vain  fiourifh  of  my  Fortune 

1  cali'd  thee  then,  poor  Shadow,  painted  Qiieen, 
The  reprefentation  of  but  what  I  was  j 
The  flattering  Index  of  a  direful  Pageant, 

One  heav'da  high,  to  be  hurl'd  down  below: 
A-Mother  onely  mock'd  with  two  fair  Babes , 
A  dream  of  what  thou  waft,  a  garifh  Flag  ■ 
To  be  the  aim  of  every  dangerous  Shot  ; 

A  lign  of  Dignity,  a  Breath,  a  Bubble  : 
A  Queen  inleaft,  only  to  fill  the  Scene. 
Where  is  thy  Husband  now  ?  where  be  thy  Brothers  ? 

Where  be  thy  two  Sons?  Wherein  do'ft  thou  Joy? 
Who  lues,  and  kneels,  and  fays,  God  fave  the  Queen  ? 

Where'be  the  bending  Peers  that  flattered  thee  ? 
Where  be  the  thronging  Troops  that  followed  thee  ? 
Decline  all  this,  and  fee  now  what  thou  art. 

For  happy  Wife,  a  moft  diftrefled  Widow : 

For  joyful  Mother,  one  that  wails  the  name : 
For  one.beingfued  to,  one  that  humbly  fues : 

For  Queen,  a  very  CaytifF,  crown'd  with  care : 
For  flie  thaL  fcorn'd  at  itk  ,  now  fcorn'd  of  me : 
For  fhe  being  feared  of  all,  now  fearing  one  : 

For  (he  commanding  all  obey'd,  of  none. 
Thus  hath  the  courfe  of  Jufticewhirl'd  about, 

And  left  thee  but  a  very  prey  to  time, 
Having  no  more  but  thought  of  what  thou  waft, 
To  torture  thee  the  more,  being  what  thou  art. 
Thou  did'ft  ufurp  my  place,  and  doft  thou  not 
Ufurp  the  juft  proportion  of  my  Sorrow 
Mow  thy  proud  Neck  bears  half  my  burthen'd  yoak, 
From  which,  even  here!  flip  my  wearied  head, 
And  leave  the  burthen  of  it  all,  on  thee. 
Farewtl  Tories  Wife,  and  Queen  of  fad  mifchance, 
Thele  Engliih  woes  (hall  make  me  fmile  in  France. 

Queen.  O  thou  well  skil'd  in  Curfes,  ftay  a  while, 
And  teach  me  how  to  curfe  mine  Enemies. 

Mar.  Forbear  to  ileep  the  night,  and  faft  the  day: 
Compare  dead  happinefs  with  living  woe  : 
Think  that  thy  Babes  were  fweeter  than  they  were- 
And  he  thai  flew  them  fowler  than  he  is : 

Bett'ring  thy  lofs  makes  the  bad  earner  worfe, Revolving  this,,  will  teach  thee  how  to  Curfe. 
Queen.  My  words  are  dull,  O  quicken  them  with  thine. Mar.  Thy  woes  will  make  them  (harp, 

And  pierce  like  mine.  {.Exit  Margaret, 
Dut.  Why  fhould  calamity  be  full  of  words? 
Queen.  Windy  Atturnies  to  their  Clients  Woes, 

Aiery  fucceeders  of  inteltine  joys, 
Poor  breathing  Orators  of  mifcries, 
Let  thenvhave  fcope,  though  what  they  will  impart 
Help  nothing  elfe,  yet  do  they  cafe  the  heart. 

put.  It  fo,  then  be  not  Tongue-ty'd  :  go  with  me 
And  in  the  breath  of  bitter  words,  let's  Another 
My  damned  Son,  that  thy  two  fweet  Sons  fmother'd. 
The  Trumpet  founds,  be  copious  in  exclaims. 

Enter  King  Richard  and  his  Train. 

Rich.  Who  intercepts  me  in  my  Expedition? 
Dut.  O  fhe,  that  might  have  intercepted  thee 

By  ftrangling  thee  in  her  accurft?d  Womb, 
From  all  the  flaughters  f  Wretch)  that  thou  haft  done. 

Qu.  Hid'ftthou  that  Forehead  v\hha  Golden  Crown 
Where't  mould  be  branded,  if  that  right  wer  right?  \ 
The  flaughterof  the  Prince  thatow'd  that  Crown, 
And  the  dire  death  of  my  poor  Sons  and  Brothers. 
Tell  me,  thou  Villain-llave,  where  are  my  Children  ? 

Dut.  Thou  Toad,  thou  Toad, 
Where  is  thy  Brother  Clarence  ? 
And  little  Ned  Plantagentt  his  Son  ? 

Queen.  Where  is  the  gentle  Rivers,  Vauohan,  Gray  ? 
Dut.  Where  is  kind  Hafiings  ? 
Rich.  A  flourifh,  Trumpets ;  ftrike  Alarum,  Drums : 

Let  not  the  Heavens  hear  thefe  Tell  tale  women 
Rail  on  the  Lords  Anointed.    Strike  I  fay. 

Elounfr.  Alarums. 
Either  be  patient,  and  intreat  me  fair, 
Or  with  the  clamorous  reports  of  War, 
Thus  will  I  drown  your  exclamations. 

Dut.  Art  thou  my  Son  ? 

R  c'j.  I,  I  thank  God,  my  Father,  and  your  felf. Dm.  Then  patiently  hear  my  impatience. 
Rich.  Madam,  1  have  a  touch  of  your  condition^ 

That  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  reproof. 
Dut.  O  let  me  fpeak. 

Rich.  Do  then,  but  I'le  not  hear. 

Dut.  I  will  be  mild,  and  gentle  in  my  words.  ' Rich.  And  brief  (good  Mother)  for  I  am  in  haft. 
Dm.  Art  thou  fo  hafty  ?  1  have  ftaid  for  thee 

(God  knows)  in  torment  and  in  agony. 
Rich.  And  came  I  not  at  laft  to  comfort  you  ? 

Dm.  No  by  the  holy  Rood,  thou  know'ft  it  well, 
Thou  cam'fton  Earth,  to  make  the  Earth  my  Hell. 
A  grievous  burthen  was  thy  Birth  tome, 
Tetchy  and  wayward  was  thy  infancy. 

Thy  School-days  frightful,  defperate,  wild,  and  furious, 
Thy  prime  of  Man-hood,  daring,  bold,  and  venturous : 
Thy  Age  confirm'd,  proud,  fubtle,  flye,  aud-bloody, 
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More  mild,  but  yet  more  harmful,  kind  inhatred : 
What  comfortable  hour  canft  thou  name, 

That  ever  grac'd  me  with  thy  company  ? 
Rich.  Faith  none,  but  Humphrey  Hower, 

That  calPd  your  Grace 
To  breakfaft  once,  forth  of  my  company. 
If  I  be  fo  difgracious  in  your  Eye, 
Let  me  march  on,  and  not  offend  you,  Madam. 
Strike  up  the  Drum. 

Ditt.  I  prithee  hear  me  fpeak. 
Rich.  You  fpeak  too  bitterly. 
Dnt.  Hear  me  a  word  : 

For  I  (hall  never  fp*eak  to  thee  again. Rich.  So. 
But.  Either  thou  wilt  die  by  Gods  juft  Ordinance 

E're  from  this  War  thou  turn  a  Conqueror  : 
Or  I  with  grief  and  extream  age  fhall  pcrifh, 
And  never  more  behold  thy  Face  again. 
Therefore  take  with  thee  my  moft  grievous  Curfe, 
Which  in  the  day  of  Battel  tire  thee  more 

Than  all  the  compleat  Armour  that  thou  wear'ft. 
My  Prayers  on  the  adverfe  Party  fight, 
And  there  the  little  Souls  of  Edward%  Children 

Whifper  theSpirits  of  thine  Enemies, 

And  promife  them  fuccefsand  Victory  ■• 
Bloody  thoa  art,  bloody  will  be  thy  end  : 
Shame  ferves  thy  life,  and  doth  thy  death  attend.  [_Exit. 

Queen.  Though  far  more  caufe,  yet  much  lefs  Spirit  to 
Abides  in  me,  I  fay  Amen  to  her.  (curfe 

Rich.  Stay,  Madam,  1  muft  talk  a  word  with  you. 
Queen.  I  have  no  more  Sons  of  the  Royal  blood 

For  thee  to  (laughter.  For  my  Daughters  (Richard  ) 
They  mall  be  praying  Nuns,  not  weeping  Queens : 
And  therefore  level  not  to  hit  their  lives. 

Rich.  You  have  a  Daughter  cail'd  Elizabeth, 
Virtuous  and  fair,  Royal  and  Gracious. 

Queen.  And  mult  (he  die  for  this  ?  O  let  her  live, 

And  I'le  corrupt  her  Manners,  ftain  her  Beauty, 
Slander  my  felf,  as  falfe  to  Edward's  Bed : 
Throw  over  her  the  vail  of  infamy, 

So  (he  may  live  urifcarr'd  of  bleeding  (laughter, 
1  will  oonfefs  (he  was  riot  Edward's  Daughter. 

Rich.  Wrong  not  her  Birth,  (he  is  a  Royal  Princefs. 

Qu&'nl  To  fave  her  life,  I'le  fay  (he  is  not  lb. 
Rich.  Her  life  isfafeft  only  in  her  Birth. 

Queen.  Ard  onely  inthat  fafety  dy'd  her  Brothers. 
Rich.  Lbe,  at  their  Birth  good  Stars  were  oppofite. 
Queen.  No,  to  their  lives  ii!  Friends  were  contrary. 
Rich.  All  unavoided  is  the  doom  of  Deftiny. 
Qimn.  True:  when  avoided  Grace  makes  Deftiny. 

My  Ba&es-were  deftin'd  to  a  fairer  death, 
If  Grace  had  blcft  thee  with  a  fairer  life. 

Rich.  You  fpeak  as  if  that  I  had  (lain  my  Coufins  ? 

Queen.  Coufins  indeed,  and  by  their  Uncle  cozen'd, 
Of  Comfort,  Kingdom,  Kindred,  Freedom,  Life, 

Whofe  hands  fcever  lanch'd  their  tender  hearts, 
Thy  head  (all  indirectly)  gave  direction. 

^No doubt  the  murd'rous- Knife  was  dull  and:blunt, 
Till  it  was  whetted  on  thy  ftone-hard  heart, 
To  revel  in  the  Intrails  of  my  Lambs. 
But  th?.L  ftill  ufe  of  grief  makes  wild  grief  tame? 
My  tongue  fhould  to  thy  ears  not  name  my  Boys, 

T ill  that  my  Nails  were  anchor'd  in  thine  Eyes : 
And  I  in  fuch  adefpVate  Bay  of  death, 
Like  a  poor  Bark,  of  fails  and  tackling  reft, 
Rufh  all  to  pieces  on  thy  Rocky  bofom. 

Rich.  Madam,  fo  thrive  I  in  my  enterprize, 
(And  dangerous  fuccefs  of  bloody  Wars, 
As  I  intend  more  good  to  you  and  yours, 

Than  ever  you  or  yours  by  me  were  harm'd. 
Queen.  What  good  is  cover'd  with  the  Face  of  Heaven, 

To  be  diftovered,  that  can  do  me  good  ? 

Rich.  Th'  advancement  of  your  Children,  gentle  Lady. 
Queen.  Up  to  fome  Scaffold,  there  to  lole  their  head:- 

Rich.  Unto  the  dignity  and  height  of  Fortune, 

The  high  Imperial  Type  of  this  Earth's  glory. 
Quetn,  Flatter  my  forrow  with  report  of  it : 

Tell  me,  whatftate,  what  dignity,  what  honour 
Canft  thou  devife  to  any  Child  of  mine-? 

Rich.  Even  all  I  have-,  I,  and  my  felf  and  all, 
Will  I  withal  endow  a  Child  of  thine : 
So  in  the  Lethe  of  thy  angry  Soul, 
Thou  drown  the  fad  remembrance  of  thofe  wrongs, 
Which  thou  fuppofeft  I  have  done  to  thee. 

Queen.  Be  brief,  left  that  the  procefs  of  thy  kindnefs 
Lalt  longer  telling  than  thy  kindnefs  date. Rich.  Then  know, 

That  from  my  Soul  1  love  thy  Daughter. 
Queen.  My  Daughter's  Mother  thinks  it  with  her  Soul. 
Rich.  What  do  you  think  ? 

Queen.  That  thou  doftlovemy  Daughter  from  thy  Soul. 
So  from  thy  Souls  love  didft  thou  love  her  Brothers 

And  from  thy  hearts  love,  I  do  thank  thee  for  it.' 
Rich.  Be  not  fo  hafty  to  confound  my  meaning.- 

I  mean,  that  with  my  Soul  I  love  thy  Daughter, 

And  do  intend  to  make  her  Queen  of  England.' 
Queen.  Well  then,  who  do'ft  thou  mean  (hall  be  her  King. Rich.  Even  he  that  makes  her  Queen  ; 

Who  elfe  (liould  be  ? 
Queen.  What  thou  ? 
Rich.  Even  fo :  how  think  you  of  it  ? 
Queen.  How  can'ft  thou  woo  her  ? 
Rich.  That  I  would  learn  of  you, 

As  one  being  beft  acquainted  with  her  humour. 
Queen.  And  wilt  thou  learn  of  me  ? 
Rich.  Madam,  with  all  my  heart. 
Queen.  Send  to  her,  by  the  man  that  (lew  her  Brothers 

A  pair  of  bleeding  hearts:  thereon  engrave 
Edward  and  Yor^  then  haply  will  (he  weep : 
Therefore  prefent  to  her,  as  (bmetime  Margaret 

Did  to  thy  Father,  fteept  in  Rutland1*,  blood, 
A  Hand-kerchief,  which  fay  to  her  did  drain 
The  purple  fap  from  her  fweet  Brothers  body, 
And  bid  her  wipe  her  weeping  Eyes  withal. 
If  this  inducement  move  her  not  to  love, 
Send  her  a  Letter  of  thy  Noble  deeds : 

Tell  her,  thou  mad'ftaway  her  Uncle  Clarence^ 

Her  Uncle  Rivers ;  I,  ("and  for  her  fake) 
Mad'it  quick  conveyance  with  her  good  Aunt  Anne. 

Rich.  You  mock  me,  Madam,  this  is  not  the  way 
To  win  your  Daughter. 

Queen.  There  is  no  other  way, 

Unlefs  thou  could'ft  put  on  fome  other  ftiape, 
And  not  be  Richard^  that  hath  done  all  this. 

Rich.  Say,  that  I  did  all  this  for  love  of  her. 
Queen.  Nay  then  indeed  (he  cannot  choofe  but  hate  thee, 

Having  bought  love  with  fuch  a  bloody  fpoyl. 

Rich.  '-  Look  what  is  done,  cannot  be  now  amended  : 
Men  fnall'deal  unadvifedly  fometimes, 
Which  after-hours  gives  leifure  to  repent. 
If  I  did  take  the  Kingdom  from  your  Sons, 

To  make  amends,  I'le  give  it  to  your  Daughter : 
If  I  have  kill'd  the  ilfue  of  your  Womb, 
To  quicken  your  encreafe,  I  will  beget 
Mine  i(Tue  of  your  blood,  upon  your  Daughter : 
A  Grandams  name  is  little  lefs  in  love, 
Than  is  the  doting  Title  of  a  Mother 
They  are  as  Children  but  one  ftep  below, 
Even  of  your  metal,  of  your  very  blood  : 
lOfall  one  pain,  fave  for  anight  of  groans 

'Endur'd  of  her,  for  whom  you  bid  like  forrow. 
Your  Children  were  vexation  to  your  youth, 
But  mine  (hall  be  a  comfort  to  your  age. 
The  lofs  you  have,  is  but  a  Son  being  King, 
And  by  that  lofs  your  Daughter  is  made  Queen. 
I  cannot  make  you  what  amends  I  would, 

Therefore  aocepf  fuch'kindnels  as  I  can. Dorfet,  your  Son,  that  with  a  fearful  Soul, 
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Leads  difcontented  fteps  in  forreign  foyl, 
This  fair  Alliance  quickly  fhall  call  home 
To  high  Promotions,  and  great  Dignity. 
The  King  that  calls  your  beauteous  Daughter  Wife, 
Familiarly  fhall  call  thy  Dorfet  Brother : 
Again  fhall  you  be  Mother  to  a  King : 
And  all  the  ruins  of  diftrefsful  times, 

Repaired  with  double  riches  of  Content.  ' 
What  ?  we  have  goodly  days  to  fee : 
The  liquid  drops  of  tears  that  you  have  fhed, 

Shall  come  again,  transform'd  to  Orient  Pearl, 
Advantaging  their  love  with  intereft 
Often-times  double  gain  of  happinefs. 
Go  then  (my  Mother)  to  thy  Daughter,  go, 
Make  bold  your  bafhful  years  with  your  experience, 
Prepare  her  Ears  to  hear  a  Wooers  tale. 
Put  in  her  tender  heart  th'  afpiring  flame 
Of  golden  Soveraignty  :  Acquaint  thePrincefs 
With  the  fweet  filent  hours  of  Marriage  joys-, 
And  when  this  Arm  of  mine  hath  chaftifed 

The  petty  Rebel,  dull-brain'd  Buckingham, Bound  with  triumphant  Garlands  will  1  come, 
And  lead  thy  Daughter  to  a  Conquerors  Bed  : 
To  whom  I  will  retail  my  Conqueft  won, 
And  fhe  fhall  be  fole  Victrefs,  C&[ar\  C&far. 

Queen.  What  were  I  belt  to  fay,  her  Fathers  Brother 
Would  be  her  Lord  ?  or  fhall  1  fay  her  Uncle  ? 
Or  he  that  flew  her  Brothers  ?  and  her  Uncles  ? 
Under  what  Title  fhall  1  woo  for  thee, 
That  God,  the  Law,  my  Honour,  and  her  Love, 
Can  make  feem  pleafing  to  her  tender  years  ? 

Rich.  Infer  fair  Englands  Peace  by  this  Alliance. 

Qu.  Which  fhe  fhall  purchafe  with  ftill  lafting  War. 

Rich.  Tell  her,  the  King  that  may  command,  intreats. 

Queen.  That  at  her  hands,which  the  King's  King  forbids. 
Rich.  Say,  fhe  fhall  be  a  high  and  mighty  Queen. 
Queen.  To  vail  the  Title,  as  her  Mother  doth. 
Rich.  Say  I  will  love  her  everlaftingly. 
Qu.  But  how  long  fhall  that  Title  ever  laft  ? 

'    Rich.  Sweetly  in  force,  unto  her  fair  lives  end. 
Qu.  But  how  long  fairly  fhall  her  fweet  life  laft  ? 
Rich.  As  long  as  Heaven  and  Nature  lengthens  it. 
Qu.  As  long  as  Hell  and  Richard  likes  of  it. 
Rich.  Say,  I,  her  Soveraign,  am  her  Subject  low. 
Qu.  But  fhe  your  Subject  loaths  fuch  Soveraignty. 
Rich.  Be  eloquent  in  my  behalf  to  her. 
Qu.  An  honeft  tale  fpeeds  beft,  being  plainly  told. 
Rich.  Then  plainly  to  her,  tell  my  loving  tale. 
Qu.  Plain  and  not  honeft,  is  too  harfh  a  ftyle. 
Rich,  Your  Reafons  are  too  fhallow,  and  too  quick. 
Qu.  O  no,  my  Reafons  are  too  deep  and  dead, 

Two  deep  and  dead  (poor  Infants )  in  their  Graves, 
Harp  on  it  ftill  fhall  I,  till  heart-ftrings  break.  _ 

Rich.  Harp  not  on  that  ftring,  Madam,  that  is  paft. 
Now  by  my  George,  my  Garter,  and  my  Crown. 

Qu.  Profan'd,  difhonour'd,  and  the  third  ufurpt. Rich.  I  fwear. 

Qu.  By  nothing,  for  this  is  no  Oath  :  * 

Thy  George  profan'd,  hath  loft  his  Lordly  honour  •/ 

Thy  Garter  blemifh'd,  pawn'd  his  Kingly  Virtue  \ 
Thy  Crown  ufurpt,  difgrae'd  his  Kingly  Glory : 
If  fomething  thou  would'ft  fwear  to  be  believ'd, 
Swear  then  by  fomething  that  thou  haft  not  wrong'd. 

Rich.  Then  by  my  felf. 

Qu.  Thy  felf,  is  felf  mifus'd. 
Rich.  Now  by  the  World. 

Qu.  'Tis  full  of  thy  foul  wrongs. 
Rich.  My  Fathers  death. 

Qu.  Thy  life  hath  it  difhonour'd. 
Rich.  Why  then,  by  Heaven- 

Qu.  Heaven's  wrong  is  molt  of  all : 
If  thou  did'ft  fear  to  break  an  Oath  with  him, 
The  unity  the  King  my  Husband  made, 

Thouhadft  not  broken,  nor  my  Brothers  dy'd, 

j  If  thou  hadft  fear'd  to  break  an  Oath  by  him, 
Th' Imperial  Metal,  circling  now  thy  head, 
Had  grae'd  the  tender  Temples  of  my  Child, 
And  both  the  Princes  had  been  breathing  here, 

Which  now  two  tender  Bed- fellows  for  duft, 
Thy  broken  Faith  hath  made  the  prey  for  Worms. 
What  canft  thou  fwear  by  now  ? 

Rich.  The  time  to  come. 

Qu.  That  thou  haft  wronged  in  the  time  o're-paft: 
For  I  my  felf  have  many  tears  to  wafh 
Hereafter  time,  for  time  paft  wrong'd  by  thee. 
The  Children  live,  whofe  Fathers  thou  haft  flaughter'd, 

Ungovern'd  youth,  to  wail  it  with  theirage. 
The  Parents  live,  whofe  Children  thou  haft  butcher'd 
Old  barren  Plants,  to  wail  it  with  their  age. 
Swear  not  by  time  to  come,  for  that  thou  haft 

Mifus'd  e're  us'd,  by  times  ill-us'd  repaft. 
Rich.  As  I  intend  to  profper,  and  repent: 

So  thrive  I  in  my  dangerous  Affairs 
Of  hoftile  Arms :  My  felf,  my  felf  confound: 
Heaven  and  Fortune  bar  me  happy  hours : 

Day,  yield  me  not  thy  light?  nor  Night  thy  reft. 
Be  oppofite  all  Planets  of  good  luck 
To  my  proceeding,  if  with  dear  hearts  love, 
Immaculate  devotion,  holy  thoughts, 

I  tender  not  thy  beauteous  Princely  Daughter. 
In  her  confifts  my  happinefs  and  thine  : 
Without  her  follows  to  my  felf  and  thee, 
Her  felf,  the  Land,  and  many  a  Chriftian  Soul, 
Death,  Defolation,  Ruine,  and  Decay: 
It  cannot  be  avoided,  but  by  this: 
It  will  not  be  avoided,  but  by  this. 
Therefore  dear  Mother  (I  muft  call  you  fo^ 
Be  the  Atturney  of  my  love  to  her : 
Plead  what  I  will  be,  not  what  I  have  been  j 
Not  my  defires,  but  what  I  will  deferve: 
Urge  the  neceffity  and  ftate  of  times, 
And  be  not  peevifh  found  in  great  Defigns. 

Qu.  Shall  I  be  tempted  of  the  Devil  thus  ? 
Rich.  I,  if  the  Devil  tempt  you  to  do  good. 
Qu.  Shall  I  forget  my  felf  to  be  my  felf  ? 
Rich.  I,  if  your  felf's  remembrance  wrong  yonr  felf. 
Qu.  Yet  thou  didft  kill  my  Children. 
Rich.  But  in  your  Daughters  Womb  I  bury  them. 

Wherein  that  NeftofSpicery  they  will  breed 
Selves  of  themfelves,  toyourrecomforture. 

Qu.  Shall  I  go  win  my  Daughter  to  thy  will/' 
Rich.  And  be  a  happy  Mother  by  the  deed. 
Qu.  I  go,  write  to  me  very  fhortly, 

And  you  fhall  underftand  from  me  her  mind.  [ExitQu. 
Rich.  Bear  her  my  true  loves  kifs,  and  fo  farewel. 

Relenting  Fool,  and  fhallow-changing  Woman. 
How  now,  What  news? 

Enter  Ratcliff! 

Rat.  Moft  mighty  Soveraign,  on  the  Weftern  Coaft 
Rides  a  puiflant  Navy :  To  our  Shores 
Throng  many  doubtful  hollow-hearted  friends, 

Unarm'd,  and  unrefolv'd  to  beat  them  back. 
'Tis  thought,  that  Richmond  is  their  Admiral : 
And  there  they  hull,  expecting  but  the  aid 
Of  Buckingham,  to  welcome  them  afhore. 

Rich.  Some  light-foot  friend  poft  to  the  Duke  of  Nor* 
Ratchjf,  thy  felf,  or  Catesby,  where  is  he  ?  (/°^» 

Cat.  Here,  my  good  Lord. 
Rich.  Catesby,  fly  to  the  Duke. 

Cat.  I  will,  my  Lord,  with  all  convenient  haft. 
Rich.  Catesby,  come  hither,  poft  to  Salisbury. 

When  thou  com'ft  thither :  Dull  unmindful  Villain, 
Why  ftay'ft  thou  heie,  and  go'ft  not  to  the  Duke  ? 

Cat .  Firft,  mighty  Liege,  tell  me  your  Highnefs  pleafure, 
What  from  your  Grace  I  fhall  deliver  to  him. 

Rich.  Otrue,  good  Catesby,  bid  him  levy  ftraight 
The  greateft  ftrength  and  power  that  he  can  make, 
And  meet  me  fuddenly  at  Salisbury. Cat. 
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Cat.  I  go.  [Exit. 

Rat.  What,  may  it  pleafe' you,  mail  I  do  at  Salisbury. 
Rich.  Why,  what  would'lt  thou  do  there  before  I  go  ? 
Rat.  Your  Highnefs  told  me  I  mould  poll  before. 

Rich.  My  mind  is  chang'd : Enter  Lord  Stanly. 

Stanly,  what  news  with  5  ou  ? 

Sta.  None  good,  my  Liege,  to  pleafe  you  with  the  hear- 
Nor  nonefo  bad,  but  well  may  be  reported.  (ing, 

Rich.  Hoyday,  a  Riddle  neither  good  nor  bad : 

What  need'ft  thou  run  fo  many  miles  about, 
When  thou  may'lt  tell  thy  tale  the  neareft  way  ? 
Once  more,  what  News  ? 

Stan.  Richmond  is  on  the  Seas. 

Rich.  There  let  him  fink,  and  be  the  Seas  on  him, 

White-liver'd  Run-a-gate,  what  doth  he  there  ? 
Stan.  1  know  not,  mighty  Soveraign,  but  by  guefs. 
Rich.  Well,  as  you  guefs. 

Stan.  Stirr'd  up  by  Dor  jet,  Buckingham,  and  Morton% 
Ke  makes  for  England,  here  to  claim  the  Crown. 

Rich.  Is  the  Cnair  empty  ?  is  the  Sword  unfvvay'd  ? 
Is  theKingdcad  ?  the  Empire  unpofleft  ? 

,  What  Heir  of  York,  is  there  alive,  but  we  ? 

And  who  is  England's  King,  but  great  Yorkls  Heir  ? 
Then  tell  me,  what  makes  he  upon  the  Seas  ? 

Stan.  Unlefsfor  that,  my  Leige,  I  cannot  guefs. 
Rich.  Unlefs  for  that  he  comes  to  be  your  Liege, 

You  cannot  guefs,  wherefore  the  Welch-man  comes. 
Thou  wile  revolt,  and  fly  to  him,  I  fear. 

Stan.  No,  my  good  Lord,  therefore  miftruft  me  not. 
Rich.  Where  is  thy  power  then  to  beat  him  back? 

Where  be  thy  Tenants,  and  thy  followers  ? 
I  Are  they  not  now  upon  the  Weftern  fhore, 
Safe-conducYing  the  Rebels  from  their  Ships  ? 

Stan.  No,  my  good  Lord,  my  friends  are  in  the  North. 
Rich.  Cold  friends  tome :  what  do  they  in  the  North, 

When  they  mould  ferve  their  Soveraign  in  the  Welt  ? 
Stan.  They  have  not  been  commanded,  mighty  King, 

Pleafeth  your  Majefty  to  give  me  leave, 

j  J'le  multer  up  my  friends,  and  meet  your  Grace, 
Where,  and  what  time  your  Majelty  fhall  pleafe. 

Rich.  I,  thou  would'lt  be  gone,  to  joynwith  Richmond: 
\  But  I'le  not  truft  thee. 

Stan.  Molt  mighty  Soveraign, 
You  have  no  caufe  to  hold  my  friendlhip  doubtful, 
1  never  was,  nor  never  will  be  falfe. 

Rich.  Go  then,  and  multer  men :  but  leave  behind 

Your  Son  George  Stanly :  look  your  heart  be  firm, 
Or  elfe  his  heads  afiurance  is  but  frail. 

Stan.  So  deal  with  him,  as  I  prove  true  to  you. 
[Exit  Stanly. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mefi.  My  gracious  Soveraign,  now  in  Devon-Jhire, 

As  1  by  friends  am  well  advertis'd, 
Sir  Edward  Courtney,  and  the  haughty  Prelate, 
Bifhop  of  Exeter,  his  elder  Brother, 
With  many  more  Confederates  are  in  Arms. 

_  Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  In  Kent,  my  Liege,  the  Gmlford?s  are  in  Arms, 
And  every  hour  Competitors 
Flock  to  the  Rebels,  and  their  power  grows  Itrong. 

,,  Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  My  Lord,  the  Army  of  great  Buckingham. 

Rich.  Out  on  ye,  Owls,  nothing  but  Songs  of  Death. 

[He  jlriketh  him. 
There,  take  thou  that,  till  thou  bring  better  News. 

Mejf.  The  News  I  have  to  tell  your  Majefty, 

-Is,  that  byfuddain  Flood,  and  fall  of  Waters, 

Buckingham's  Army  is  difpers'd  and  fcatter'd, And  he  himfelf  wandred  away  alone, 
No  man  knows  whither. 

Rich.  I  cry  thee  mercy  ̂  

There  is  my  Purfe,  to  cure  that  blow  of  thine. 

Hath  any  well  advifed  friend  proclaimed 
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Reward  to  him  that  brings  the  Tray  tor  in  ? 
Mejf.  Such  Proclamation  hath  been  made,  my  Lord. 

Enter  another  Mejjcnver. 

Mejf.  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  and  Lord  Marquefs  Dorfet, 

'Tis  faid,  my  Liege,  in  Yorkzflnrc  are  in  Arms : 
But  this  good  comfort  bring  I  to  yo-ur  Highnefs, 
The  Britain  Navy  is  difpers'd  by  Tempeit. 
Richmond  in  Dorfet-jlnre  lent  out  a  Boas 
Unto  the  fhore,  to  ask  thofeon  the  Banks, 
If  they  were  his  AfTiltants,  yea,  or  no  ? 

Whoanfwer'd  him,  they  came  from  Buckingham 
Upon  his  party  :  he  mlftrufting  them, 

Hoys'd  fail,  and  made  his  courle  again  for  Britain. 
Rich.  March  on,  march  on,  fince  we  are  up  in  Arms, 

If  not  to  fight  with  Forreign  Enemie% 
Yet  to  beat  down  thefe  Rebels  here  at  home. Enter  Catebby. 

Cat.  My  Liege,  the  Duke, of  Buckingham  is  taken, 
That  is  the  b.ft  News,  thai  the  Earl  of  Richmond 
is  with  a  mighty  power  Landed  at  Milford, 
Is  colder  News,  but  yet  they  mult  be  told. 

Rich.  Away  towards  Salisbury,  while  we  reafon  here, 
A  Royal  Battel  might  be  won  and  loft  : 
Some  one  take  order  Buckingham  be  brought 
To  Salisbury,  the  reft  march  on  v\  ith  me.  [Exeunt . 

Scena  fiharta. 

Enter  Derby,  and  Sir  Chriftopher. 

Der.  Sir  Chriftopher,  tell  Richmond  this  from  me, 
That  in  the  Stye  of  the  moft  deadly  Boar, 
My  Son  George  Stanly  is  frankt  up  in  hold  : 

If  I  revolt,  off  goes  young  George's  head, 
The  fear  of  that  holds  off  my  pfefent  aid. 
So  get  thee  gone :  commend  me  to  thy  Lord. 
Withal  fay,  that  the  Queen  hath  heartily  confented 
He  fhould  efpoufe  Elizabeth  her  Daughter. 
But  tell  me,  where  is  Princely  Richmond  now  ? 

Chri.  At  Vembrook^,  or  at  Hertford  Weft  in  Wales. 
Der.  What  men  of  Name  refort  to  him  ? 
Chri.  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  a  renowned  Souldier, 

Sir  Gilbert  Talbot,  Sir  William  Stanly, 

Oxford,  redoubted  Pembrook^,  Sir  'James  Blunt, 
And  Rice  ap  Thomas,  with  a  valiant  Crew, 
And  many  other  of  great  name  and  worth  : 
And  towards  London  do  they  bend  their  power, 

If  by  the  way  they  be  not  fought  withal, 
Der.  Well,  hye  thee  to  thy  Lord :  I  kifs  his  hand, 

My  Letter  will  refolve  him  of  my  mind. 
Farewel.  [Exeunt. 

Atlus  £)idntM.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Buckingham  with  Halberds  led  to  Execution. 

Bmkt  Will  not  King  Richard  let  mc  fjieak  with  him  ? 
Sher.  No,  my  good  ford,  therefore  be  patient. 

Buck.  Haftings,7Ln&  Edward's  Children,  6  ray,  and  Rivers, 
Holy  King  Henry,  and  thy  fair  Son Edwardj 
Vaughan,  and  all  that  have  mifcarried 
By  under-hand  corrupted  foul  injuftrce, 
If  that  your  moody  difcontented  Souls, 
Do  through  the  Clouds  behold  this  prefent  hour, 
Even  for  revenge  mock  my  deftrtfftion. 
This  is  All  Souls  Day  f  Fellow)  is  it  not  ? 

Sher.  It  is. 

Buck,  Why  then  All-Souls  Day,is  my  Bodies  Doottif-day. 
This  is  the  day,  which  in  King  Edwards  time 
I  wifht  might  fall  on  me,  when  I  was  found 
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Falle  to  his  Children,  and  his  Wives  Allies. 
This  is  the  day,  wherein  I  vvifht  to  fall 
By  the  falfe  Faith  of  him  whom  moft  I  trufted. 

This,  this  All-Souls  Day  to  my  fearful  Soul, 

Isthcdctermin'd  refpite  of  my  wrongs: 
That  high  All-leer*  which  I  dallied  with, 

Hath  turn'd  my  fcign'd  Prayer  on  my  head, 
And  gi\  en  in  earneft,  what  1  begg'd  in  jell. 
Thus  doth  he  force  the  Swords  of  wicked  men 

To  turn  their  own  points  in  their  Matters  bofoms. 

Thus  Afargant's  cmTe  falls  heavy  on  my  neck-' 
When  he  (quoth  She)  will  fplit  thy  heart  withforrow, 
Remember  Margaret  was  a  Prophetefs : 
Come  lead  me  Officers  to  the  Block  of  fhame, 
Wrong  hath  but  wrong,  and  blame  the  due  of  blame. 

[Exeunt  Buckingham  with  Officers. 

Scena  Secmda. 

Enter  Richmond,  Oxford,  Blunt,  Herbert,  and  others, 
with  Drum  and  Colours. 

Richm.  Fellows  in  Arms,  and  my  moft  loving  Friends, 

Bruis'd  underneath  the  yoak  of  Tyranny, 
Thus  far  into  the  Bowels  of  theLand^ 
Have  we  marcht  on  without  impediment  ; 
And  here  receive  we  from  our  Father  Stanly 
Lines  of  fair  comfort  and  encouragement : 
The  wretched,  bloody,  and  ufurping  Boar, 

(That  fpoyl'd  your  Summer-Fields,  and  fruitful  Vines) 
Swills  your  warm  blood  like  wafh,  and  makes  his  trough 

In  your  embowell'd  bofoms:  This  foul  Swine 
Is  now  even  in  the  Center  of  this  Ifle, 
Near  to  the  Town  of  Leicefier,  as  we  learn  : 
From  Tamworth  thither,  is  but  one  days  march. 
In  Gods  name  cheerly  on,  couragious  Friends, 
To  reap  the  Harveft  of  perpetual  peace, 
By  this  one  bloody  cf  yal  of  (harp  War. 

Oxf.  Every  mans  Conference  is  a  thoufand  men, 
To  fight  againft  this  guilty  Homicide. 

Her.  I  doubt  not,  but  his  Friends  will  turn  to  us. 
Blun.  He  hath  no  friends,  but  what  are  friends  for  fear, 

Which  in  his  deareft  need  will  fly  from  him. 
Rich.  All  for  our  vantage,  then  in  Gods  name  march, 

True  hope  is  fwift,  and  flyes  with  Swallow's  wings, 
Kings  it  makes  Gods,  and  meaner  Creatures  Kings. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  King  Richard  in  Arms,  with  Norfolk,  RatclifF, 
and  the  Earl  of  Surrey. 

Rich.  Here  pitch  our  Tent,  even  here  in  Bofworth-fidd ; 
My  Lord  of  Surrey,  why  look  you  fo  fad  ? 

Sur,  My  heart  is  ten  times  lighter  than  my  looks. 
Rich.  My  Lord  of  Norfolk. 
Nor.  Here,  moft  gracious  Liege. 
Rich.  Norfolk  we  muft  have  knocks : 

Ha,  muft  we  not  ? 
Nor.  We  muft  both  give  and  take,my  loving  Lord. 
Rich.  Up  with  my  Tent,  here  will  1  lie  to  night, 

But  where  to  morrow  ?  well,  all's  one  for  that. 
Who  hath  defcried  the  number  of  the  Tray  tors  ? 

Nor.  Six  or  feven  thoufand  is  their  utmoft  power. 
Rich.  Why  our  Battalia  trebble  that  account : 

Befides  the  King's  name  is  a  Tower  of  ftrength, 
Which  they  upon  the  adverfe  Faction  want. 
Up  with  the  Tent :  Come,  Noble  Gentlemen, 
Let  us  furvey  the  vantage  of  the  ground. 
Call  for  fome  men  of  found  direction : 

Let's  lack  no  Difcipline,  make  no  delay, 
For,  Lords,  to  morrow  is  a  bufieday.  [Exeunt. 

_   ,  

Enter  Richmond,  Sir  William  Brandon,  Oxford  and Dorfet. 

Richm.  The  weary  Sun  hath  made  a  Golden  fet 
And  by  the  bright  Tract  of  his  fiery  Car, 
Gives  token  of  a  goodly  day  to  morrow. 
Sir  William  Brandon,  you  fhall  bear  my  Standard : 
Give  me  fome  Ink  and  Paper  in  my  Tent : 
Pie  draw  the  Form  and  Model  of  our  Battel, 
Limit  each  Leader  to  his  feveral  Charge, 
Andpart  in  juft  proportion  our  fmall  Power. 
My  Lord  of  Oxford,  you  Sir  William  Brandon, 
And  you  Sir  Walter  Herbert  ftay  with  me  : 

The  Earl  of  Pembrook^  keeps  his'Regiment ; Good  Captain  Blunt,  bear  my  Good  night  to  him, 
And  by  the  fecond  hour  in  the  morning, 
Delire  the  Earl  to  fee  me  in  my  Tent : 
Yet  one  thing  more,  good  Captain,  do  for  me  : 
Where  is  Lord  Stardy  Quarter'd,  do  you  know  ? 

Blunt.  Unlefs  lhave  mifta'ne  his  Colours  much, 
(Which  well  I  am  alTur'd  I  have  not  done) His  Regiment  lies  half  a  mile  at  leaft 
South,  from  the  mighty  power  of  the  King. Rich.  If  without  peril  it  be  poflible, 
Sweet  Blunt,  make  fome  good  means  to  fpeak  with  him, 
And  give  him  from  me  this  moft  needful  Note. 

Blunt.  Upon  my  felf,  my  Lord,  lie  undertake  it, 
And  fo  God  give  you  quiet  reft  to  night. 

Ruh.  Goodnight,  good  Captain  Blunt : Come  Gentlemen, 

Let  us  confult  upon  to  morrows  Bufincfs ; 
Into  my  Tent,  the  Dew  is  raw  and  cold. 

[7 hey  withdraw  into  the  Tent. 

Enter  Richard,  RatclifF,  Norfolk,  and  Catesby. 

Rich.  What  is't  a  Clock? 

Cat.  It's  Supper  time,  my  Lord,  it's  nine  a  Clock. King.  I  will  not  fup  to  night, 
Give  me  fome  Ink  and  Paper  : 

hat,  is  my  Beaver  eaher  than  it  was  ? 
And  all  my  Armor  laid  into  my  Tent  ? 

Cat.  It  is,my  Liege :  and  all  things  are  in  readinefs. 
Rich.  Good  Norfoik^hyc  thee  to  thy  charge, 

Ufe  careful  Watch,  chufe  trufty  Centinels. 
Nor.  I  go,  my  Lord. 
Rich.  Stir  with  the  Lark  to  morrow,  gentle  Norfolk^ 
Nor.  I  warrant  you,  my  Lord.  [Exit. Rich.  Ratcliff. 

Rat.  My  Lord. 
Rich.  Send  out  a  Purfuivant  at  Arms 

To  Stanly's  Regiment :  bid  him  bring  his  power 
Before  Sun-riling,  left  his  Son  George  fall 
Into  the  blind  Cave  of  eternal  night. 
Fill  me  a  Bowl  of  Wine :  give  me  a  Watch  : 
Saddle  white  Surrey  for  the  Field  to  morrow  : 
Look  that  my  Stives  bej found,  and  not  too  heavy.  R.nclif, 

Rat.  My  Lord. 

Rich.  Saw'ft  the  melancholy  Lord  Northumberland} 
Rat.  Thomas  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  and  himfelf, 

Much  about  Cock-fhut  time,  from  Troop  to  Troop 
Went  through  the  Army,  cheering  up  the  Soukiiers. 

King.  So,  1  am  fatisfied  :  give  me  a  Bowl  of  Wine, 
I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  Spirit, 
Nor  cheer  of  Mind,  that  I  was  wont  to  have. 
Set  it  down.    Is  Ink  and  Paper  ready  ? 

Rat.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

Rich.  Bid  my  Guard  watch.    Leave  me. 
Ratcliff,  about  the  mid  of  night  come  to  my  Tent, 
And  help  to  Arm.  Leave  me  I  fay.  [Exit  Ratcliff. 

Enter  Derby  to  Richmond  in  his  Tcr.t. 
Derb.  Fortune  and  Victory  fit  on  thy  Helm. 
Richm.  All  comfort,that  the  dark  night  can  afford, 
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Be  to  thy  Perfon,  noble  Father-in-Law. 
Tell  me,  how  fares  our  Noble  Mother  ? 

Der.  [,  by  Attourney,  blefs  thee  from  thy  Mother, 

Who  prays  continually  for  Richmond's  good  : So  much  for  that.  The  fileut  hours  fteal  on, 

And  flaky  darknefs  breaks  within  the  Eaft. 

In  brief,  for  fo  the  feafon  bids  us  be, 

Prepare  thy  Battel  early  in  the  morning, 

And  put  thy  Fortune  to  th'  Arbitrement 
Of  bloody  ftroaks,  and  mortal  (taring  War: 

1,  as  I  may,  that  which  I  would,  I  cannot, 
With  belt  advantage  will  deceive  the  time, 
And  aid  thee  in  this  doubtful  (hock  of  Armes. 

But  on  thy  fide  I  may  not  be  too  forward, 

Left  being  feen,  thy  Brother,  tender  George, 
Be  executed  in  his  Fathers  fight. 

Farewel  :  the  leifure,  and  the  fearful  time 
Cuts  off  the  ceremonious  Vows  of  Love, 

And  ample  enterchange  of  fweet  Difccurfe, 

Which  fo  long  fundred  Friends  fhould  dwell  upon  : 

God  give  us  leifure  for  thefe  rites  of  Love. 
Once  more  Adieu,  be  valiant,  and  fpced  well. 

Rtchm.  Good  Lords,  conduct  him  10  his  Regiment : 
Fie  drive,  with  troubled  noife,  to  take  a  N  *p, 
Left  leaden  fiumber  poize  me  down  to  morrow, 
When  1  fhould  mount  with  wings  of  Victory: 

Once  more,  Good  night,  kind  Lords  and  Gentlemen. 
[Exeuh.    Manet  Richmond. 

0  thou,  whofe  Captain  f  account  rriv  (elf, 
Look  on  my  Forces  with  a  gracioi  s  Eye  : 

Put  in  their  hands  thy  brufing  Iror-  of  wrath, 
That  they  maycrufli  down  with  i  heavy  fall, 

Th'  ufurping  Helmets  of  our  Adverfaries. 
Make  us  thy  Minifters  of  Chaftifement, 

That  we  may  praife  thee  in  thy  Victory  •• 
To  thee  I  do  commend  my  watchful  foul* 

E're  I  let  fall  the  windows  of  mine  Eyes : 

Sleeping,  and  waking,  oh  defend  me  full,  [Sleeps. 

Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Prince  Edward,  Son  to  Henry  the  Sixth. 

6  h.  to  Ri.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to  morrow  • 

Think  how  thou  ftabb'ftme  in  the  prime  of  youth 
At  Ttwksbttry  ;  defpair  therefore,  and  die. 

Ghofl  to  Rtchm.  Be  cheerful,  Richmond^ 
For  the  wronged  Souls 

Of  Butcher'd  Princes  fight  in  thy  behalf : 
King  //ewysifiue,  Richmond,  comforts  thee. 

Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Henry  the  Sixth. 

Ghofi.  When  I  was  mortal,  my  Anointed  body 
By  thee  was  punched  full  ot  holes  ; 
Think  on  the  Tower,  and  me  :  Defpair  and  die. 
Henry  the  Sixth  bids  thee  defpair,  and  die. 

To  Eichm.  Virtuous  and  holy,  be  thou  Conqueror. 

Harry  that  prophefied,  thou  fhould'ft  be  King, 
Doth  comfort  thee  in  fleep:  live,  and  flourilh. 

Enter  the  Ghofl  of  Clarence. 
Ghofi.  Let  me  fit  heavy  in  thy  foul  to  morrow. 

1  that  was  wafffd  to  death  in  Fulfom  Wine  : 
Poor  Clarence,  by  thy  guile  betray M  to  death  : 
To  morrow  in  the  Battel  think  on  me, 

And  fall  thy  edglefs  Sword,  defpair  and  dye. 
To  Richm.  Thou  off-fpring  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancafier, 

The  wronged  Heirs  of  York.,  do  pray  for  thee, 
Good  Angels  guard  thy  Battel,  live  and  flourifh. 

Enter  the  Ghofl  s  of  Rivers,  Gray,  and  Vaughan. 
Riv.  Let  me  fit  heavy  in  thy  foul  to  morrow, 

Rivers,  that  di'd  at  Pom  fret :  defpair,  and  die. 
Gray.  Think  upon  Gray,  and  let  thy  foul  defpair. 
Vaugh.  Think  upon  Vaughan,  and  with  guilty  fear 

Let  fall  thy  Lance,  defpair  and  die. 
All  to  Rtchm.  Awake. 

And  think  our  wrongs  in  Richard's  Boibriie 
Will  conquer.  Awake,  and  win  the  day. 

Enter  the  Ghofl  of  Lord  Haftmgs. 

Ghofl.  Bloody  and  guilty  ••  guilty  awake, 
And  in  a  bloody  Battel  end  thy  days, 
Think  on  Lord  Haftirigs^  defpair,  and  die. 

Ghofl  to  Rich,  Quiet  untroubled  foul, 
Awake,  awake: 

Arm,  fight,  and  conquer,  for  fair  Englandsftkz* 
Enter  the  Ghojis  of  the  twoyomg  Princes. 

Ghofis.  Dream  on  thy  Coufins 
Smother'd  in  the  Tower  : 
Let  us  be  laid  within  thy  Bofome,  Richard, 
And  weigh  thee  down  to  ruin,  (ha me,  and  death. 
Thy  Nephews  fouls  bid  thee  defpair  and  die. 

Ghofl s  to  Richm.  Sleep  Richmond ' Sleep  in  peace,  and  wake  in  joy, 
Good  Angels  guard  thee  from  the  Boars  annoy, 
Live,  and  beget  a  happy  race  ofKings. 

Edward's  unhappy  Sons  do  bid  thee  flourifh  : 
Inter  the  Ghofl  nf  Anne  his  Wife. 

Ghofl  to  Rich.  Ruhard,  thy  Wife, 
That  wretched  Anne  thy  Wife, 

That  never  flept  a.quiet  hour  with  thee, 
Now  fills  thy  Ueep  with  perturbation, 
To  morrow  in  the  Battei  think  on  in;, 
And  fall  thy  edglefs  Sword,  defpair  arid  die. 

Ghofl  so  Rtchm.  Thou  quia  Soul, 
Sleep  thou  a  quiet  fleep : 
Dream  of  fuccefs,  and  happy  Victory, 

Thy  Adverfaries  Wife  doth  pray  for  thee- 
Enter  the  Ghofl  of  Buckingham, 

Ghofl  to  Rich.  The  firft  was  < , 

That  help'd  thee  to  the  Crown  : 
Thelaft  was  I,  that  felt  thy  Tyranny. 
O,  in  the  Battel  think  on  Buckingham, 
And  die  in  terror  of  thy  guiltinefs. 
Dream  on,  dream  on,  of  bloody  deeds  and  death, 
Fainting  defpair  ;  defpairingyield  thy  brea.th, 

Ghofl  to  Rtchm.  1  di"*d  for  hope 
E're  I  could  lend  thee  aid  •, 
But  cheer  thy  heart,  and  bz  thou  not  difmay'd  : 

God,  and  good  Angels  fight  on  Richmond's  fide, 
And  Richard  fall  in  height  of  all  his  pride. 

[Richard  fiarts  out  of  his  Dream. 
Rich.  Give  me  another  Horle,  bind  up  my  Wounds : 

Have  mercy,  Jefu.  Soft,  1  did  but  dream. 
O  coward  Conference  !  how  do'lt  thouaffliift  me  ? 
The  Lights  burn  blew.    It  is  not  dead  mid-night, 
Cold  fearful  drops  Hand  on  my  trembling  flelh  : 

What  f  do  1  fear  my  felf  ?  There's  none  clfe  by, 
Richard  loves  Richard,  that  is,  lam  I. 
Is  there  a  Mui  therer  here?  No  ;  Yes,  I  am  : 
Then  flye  ?  what  from  my  felf?  Great  resfon  :  why  ? 
Left  I  revenge.    What  ?  my  felf  upon  my  felf  ? 
Alack,  I  love  my  felf.    Wherefore  ?  For  any  good 

Thatl  my  felf  have  done  upon  my  felf.'' 0  no.  Alas,  I  rather  hate  my  felf, 
For  hateful  Deeds  committed  by  my  felf. 

1  am  a  Villain  •'  yet  I  Lye,  I  am  not . 
Fool,  of  thy  felf  fpeak  well :  Fool,  do  not  flatter. 
My  Conscience  hath  a  thoufand  fcvcral  Tongues, 
And  every  tongue  brings  in  a  feVeral  tale, 
And  every  tale  condemns  me  for  a  Villain 

Perjury,  in  the  high'ft  Degree, 
Murthcr,  ftcrn  muither,  in  the  dir'ft  degree, 
All  feveral  fins,  all  us'd  in  each  degree, 
Throng  all  to  th' Bar,  crying  all,  Guilty,  Guilty, 
I  fhall  defpair,  there  is  no  Creature  loVes  me  ; 
And  if  1  die,  no  foul  fhall  pity  me. 
Nay,  wherefore  fhould  they  ?  fince  that  I  my  felf 

Find  in  my  felt'  no  pity  to  my  felf. 
Methought,  the  Souls  of  all  that  I  had  mnrtherM 
Came  to  my  Tent,  everyone  did  threat 

Tt  To 



To  morrows  vengeance  on  the  head  of  Richard. 
Enter  RatclifFe. 

Rat.  My  Lord.  • 

Kwg.  Who's  there  f 

Rat*.  Ratdifjc,  my  Lord,  'tis  I  :  the  early  Village  Cock Hath  twice  done  falutation  to  the  morn, 
Your  Friends  are  up,  and  buckle  on  their  Armour. 

King.  O  Rat  cliff  e,  I  fear,  I  fear. 
Rat.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  be  not  afraid  of  fhadows. 
King,  By  the  Apoftle  Paul,  fhadows  to  night 

Have  ftruck  more  terrour  to  the  foul  of  Richard, 
Than  can  the  fubftance  of  ten  thoufand  Souldiers 
Armed  in  proof,  and  led  by  fnallow  Richmond. 

'Tis  not  yet  near  day.  Come,  go  with  me, 
Under  our  Tents ;  I'le  play  the  Eaves-dropper, 
To  hear  if  any  man  fhrink  from  me. 

[Exeunt  Richard  and  RatclifFe. 

Enter  the  Lords  to  Richmond  fitting  in  his  Tent. 

Lords.  Good  morrow,  Richmond. 
Rich.  Cvy  you  mercy,  Lords,  and  watchful  Gentlemen, 

That  you  have  ta'rie  a  tardy  fiuggard  here  ? 
Lords.  How  have  you  flept,  my  Lord  ? 
Rich.  The  fweeteft  fleep, 

And  faireft  boading  Dreams, 
That  ever  entredin  a  drowfie  head, 
Have  I  fince  your  departure  had,  my  Lords. 

Methought  their  Souls,  whofe  bodies  Richard  murther'd. 
Came  to  my  Tent,  and  cried  on  Victory  , 

I  promife  you  my  heart  is  very  jocund,' In  the  remembrance  of  fo  fair  a  Dream. 
How  far  into  the  Morning  is  it,  Lords  ? 

Lords.  Upon  the  ftroak  of  four. 

Rich.  Why  then  'tis  time  to  Arm,  and  give  direction. His  Oration  to  his  Souldiers. 

More  than  I  have  faid,  loving  Countrymen, 
The  leifure  and  enforcement  of  the  time 

Forbids  to  dwell  upon :  yet  remember  this, 
God,  and  our  good  caufe,  fight  upon  our  fide, 
.The  Prayers  of  holy  Saints,  and  wronged  Souls, 

Like  high  rear'd  Bulwarks,  ftand  before  our  Faces, 
{Richard  except )  thofe  whom  we  fight  againft, 
Had  rather  have  us  win,  than  him  they  follow. 
For,  what  is  he  they  follow  ?  Truly  Gentlemen, 
A  bloody  Tyrant,  and  a  Homicide  : 

One  rais'd  in  blood,  and  one  in  blood  cftablifh'd  ; 
One  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath. 

And  flaughter'd  thofe  that  were  the  means  to  help  him  : 
A  bafe  foul  Stone,  made  precious  by  the  foyl 

Of  England's  Chair,  where  he  is  falfely  fet : 
One  that  hath  ever  been  Gods  Enemy. 
Then  if  yon  fight  againft  Gods  Enemy, 
God  will  in  juftice  ward  you  as  his  Souldiers. 
If  you  do  fwearto  put  a  Tyrant  down, 
You  fleep  in  peace,  the  Tyrant  being  flain  : 
If  you  do  fight  againft  your  Countries  Foes, 
Your  Countries  Fat  fhall  pay  your  pains  the  hire. 
If  you  do  fight  in  fafeguard  of  your  Wives , 
Your  Wives  fhall  welcome  home  the  Conquerours, 

If  you  do  free  your  Children  from  the  Sword, 
Your  Childrens  Children  quits  it  in  your  Age. 
Then  in  the  name  of  God  and  all  thefe  rights, 
Advance  your  Standards,  draw  your  willing  Swords. 
For  me,  the  ranfom  of  my  bold  attempt, 
Shall  be  this  cold  Corps  on  the  Earths  cold  face. 
But  if  I  thrive,  the  gain  of  my  attempt, 
The  leaft  of  you  fhall  fhare  his  part  thereof. 
Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets  boldly,  and  chearfully, 

God,  and  Saint  George,  Richmond,  arkl  Victory. 
Enter  King  Richard,  Ratcliff,  WCatesby. 

King.  What  faid  Northumberland^  touching  Richmond  ? 
Rat.  That  he  was  never  trained  up  in  Arms. 
Kin?.  He  faid  the  truth :  and  what  faid  Surrey  then. 

Rat.  He  fmil'd  and  faid,  the  better  for  our  purpofe King.  He  was  in  the  right,  and  fo  indeed  it  is. 
Tell  the  Clock  there.  ICloc^jlrikes 
Give  me  a  Kalender,  who  faw  the  Sun  to  day  ? 

Rat.  Not  I,  my  Lord. 
King.  Then  he  difdains  to  fhine :  for,  by  the  Book 

He  fhould  have  brav'd  the  Eaft  an  hour  ago, 
A  black  day  will  it  be  to  feme  body,  Raulife. 

Rat.  My  Lord. 

King.  The  Sun  will  not  be  feen  to  day, 
The  Sky  doth  frown  and  lowre  upon  our  Army. 
1  would  thefe  dewy  Tears  were  from  the  Ground. 
Not  fhine  to  day  ?  why  what  is  that  to  me 
More  than  to  Richmond  ?  for  the  felf-fame  Heaven 
That  frowns  on  me,  looks  fadly  upon  him. Enter  Norfolk. 

iVo/\Arm,arm,my  Lord,  the  Foes  vaunts  in  the  Field. 
King.  Come,  buftle,  buftle.  Caparifonmy  Horfe. 

Call  up  Lord  Stanly,  bid  him  bring  his  Power, 
I  will  lead  forth  my  Souldiers  to  the  plain, 
And  thus  my  Battel  fhall  be  ordered. 
My  foreward  fhall  be  drawn  in  length, 
Con  fifting  equally  of  Horfe  and  Foot  : 
Our  Archers  fhall  be  placed  in  the  midft  ; 
John  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Earl  of  Surrey, 
Shall  have  the  leading  of  the  Foot  and  Horle. 
They  thus  directed,  we  will  follow 
In  the  main  Battel,  whofe  puiflance  on  either  fide 

Shall  be  well  wing'd  with  our  cheifeft  Horfe  : 
This,  and  Saint  George  to  boot. 
What  think'ft  thou,  Norfolkj 

Nor.  A  good  direction,  warlike  Soveraign, 
This  found  I  on  my  Tent  this  Morning, 

Jocky  of  Norfolk,  be  not  fo  bold. 
For  Dickon  thy  Mafler  is  bought  and  fold. 

King.  A  thing  devifed  by  the  Enemy. 
Go  Gentlemen,  every  Man  to  his  Charge, 
Let  not  our  babling  Dreams  affright  our  Souls : 
For  Confcience  is  a  word  that  Cowards  ufe, 
Devis'd  at  firft  to  keep  the  ftrong  in  awe, 
Our  ftrong  Arms  be  our  Confcience,  Swords  our  Law. 

March  on,  joyn  bravely,  let  us  to't  pell  mell, 
If  not  to  Heaven,  then  hand  in  hand  to  Hell. 

What  fhall  I  fay  more  than  I  have  inferr'd  ? 
Remember  whom  you  are  to  cope  withall, 

A  fort  of  Vagabonds,  Rafcals,  Run-aways, 
A  fcum  of  Britams,  and  bafe  Lackey-Peaiants, 

Whom  their  o're-cloyed  Countrey  vomits  forth 
To  defperate  Adventures,  and  aflin'd  Deftiuction. 
You  fleeping  fafe,  they  bring  you  to  unreft :. 
You  having  Lands,  and  blcft  with  beauteous  Wives, 
They  would  reft  rain  the  one,  diftain  the  other. 
And  who  doth  lead  them,  but  a  paltry  Fellow  ? 
Long  kept  in  Britain  at  our  Mothers  coft, 
A  Milk-lbp,  one  that  never  in  his  Life 
Felt  fo  much  cold,  as  over  fhooes  in  Snow  : 

Let's  whip  thefe  ftraglers  o're  the  Seas  again, 
Lafh  hence  thefe  over-weening  Rags  of  Frame, 

Thefe  famifh'd  Beggars,  weary  of  their  lives, 
Who  (but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit) 

For  want  of  means  (poor  Rats)  had  hang'd  themfelves. 
If  we  be  conquered,  let  Men  conquer  us, 

And  not  thele  Battavd-Britains,  whom  our  Fathers 

Have  in  their  own  Land  beaten,  bobb'd  and  thump'd, 
And  on  Record,  left  them  the  Heirs  of  (hame. 
Shall  thefe  enjoy  our  Lands  ?  lie  with  our  Wives  ? 
Ravilh  our  Daughters  ?  [Drum  afar  of. 
Heark,  1  hear  their  Drum, 

Right  Gentlemen  of  England,  fight  boldly,  yeomen, 

Draw,  Archers,  draw  your  Arrows  to  the  head. 
Spur  your  proud  Horfes  hard,  and  ride  in  blood, 
Amaze  the  Welkin  with  your  broken  ftaves. 

Enter 
/ 
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Enter  a  Meffenger. 
What  fays  Lord  Stanly,  will  he  bring  his  Power  ? 

Mef.  My  Lord,  he  doth  deny  to  come. 
King.  Off  with  his  Son  Georges  Head- 
Nor.  My  Lord,  the  Enemy  is  pall  the  Marfh  • 

After  the  Battel  let  George  Stanly  dye. 
King.  A  thoufand  Hearts  are  great  within  my  Bofom. 

Advance  our  Standards,  fet  upon  our  Foes, 
Our  ancient  word  of  Courage,  fair  Saint  George, 
Inlpire  us  with  the  fpleen  of  fiery  Dragons 
Upon  them,  Victory  fits  on  our  Helms. 

Alarum.    Excurfions.    Enter  Catesby. 

Cat.  Refcue,  my  Lord  of  Norfolk^, 
Refcue,  Refcue: 
The  King  enacts  more  wonders  than  a  Man, 
Daring  an  oppofite  to  every  danger  : 
His  Horfe  is  flain,  and  all  on  foot  he  fights, 

Seeking  for  Richmond  in  the  throat  of  Death  •• 
Refcue,  fair  Lord,  or  elfe  the  day  is  loft. 

Alarums.    Enter  Richard. 

Rich.  A  Horfe,  a  Horfe,  my  Kingdom  for  a  Horfe. 
Cat.  Withdraw,  my  Lord,  Tie  help  you  to  a  Horfe. 
Rich.  Slave,  I  have  fet  my  life  upon  a  caft, 

And  I  will  ftand  the  hazard  of  the  Die  : 

I  think  there  be  fix  Richmonds  in  the  Field, 
Five  have  I  flain  to  day,  infteadof  him. 
A  Horfe,  a  Horfe,  my  Kingdom  for  a  Horfe. 

Alarum.    Enter  Richard  and  Richmond,  they  fight,  Rich- 
ard is  flaw. 

Retreat,  and  FlouriJIi.    Enter  Richmond,  Derby  bearing  the 
Crown,  with  divers  other  Lords. 

Rich.  God  and  your  Arms 

Be  prais'd,  Victorious  Friends ; 
This  Day  is  ours,  the  bloody  Dog  is  dead. 

Der.  Coaragious  Richmond, 

Well  haft  thou  acquit  thee  :  Loe, 
Here  thefe  long  ufurped  Royalties, 
From  the  dead  Temples  of  this  Bloody  Wretch, 
Have  1  pluckt  off,  to  grace  thy  Brows  withal. 
Wear  it,  and  make  much  of  it. 

Rich.  Great  God  of  Htaven,  fay  Amen  to  all. 
But  tell  me,  is  young  George  Stanly  living  ? 

Dtr.  He  is,  my  Lord,  andfafein  LeiccfterTown, 
Whither  ( if  youpleafe)  we  may  with-draw  us. 

Rich.  What  men  of  note  are  flain  on  either  f?de  ? 

Der.  John  Duke  of  Norfolk^  Walter  Lord  .Ferns, 
Sir  Robert  Brakenbury,  and  Sir  William  Brandon. 

Rich.  Inter  their  Bodies,  as  become  their  Births, 
Proclaim  a  Pardon  to  the  Souldiers  fled, 
That  in  fubmiflion  will  return  to  us, 

And  then,  as  we  have  ta'ne  the  Sacrament, 
We  will  unite  the  White  Rofe,  and  the  Red. 
Smile  Heaven  upon  this  fair  Conjunction, 

That  long  hath  frown'd  upon  their  Enmity : 
What  Tray  tor  hears  me,  and  fays  not  Amen  ? 

Englandhzth  long  been  mad,  and  fcar'd  her  felf ; 
The  Brother  blindly  filed  the  Brother's  blocd  \ 
The  Father  rafhly  flaughter'd  his  own  Son  ; 
The  Sons,  compell'd,  been  Butchers  to  the  Sire, 
All  this  divided  Tork^  and  Lancajier, 
Divided  in  their  dire  Division. 

O  now  let  Richmond  and  Elizabeth, 
The  true  Succeeders  of  each  Royal  Houfe, 

By  Gods  fair  Ordinance,  conjoyn  together  • 
And  let  thy  Heirs  (God,  if  thy  will  be  fo) 

Enrich  the  time  tocome,  with  fmooth' d-Jac'd  Peace 
With  fmiling  Plenty,  and  fair  profperous  days. 
Abate  the  edge  of  Traytbrs,  Gracious  Lord, 
That  would  reduce  thefe  blo6dy  days  again, 
And  make  poor  England  weep  inftreams  of  Blood. 
Let  them  not  live  to  tafte  this  Lands  encreafe, 
That  would  with  Treafon,  wound  this  fair  Lands  peace. 
Now  Civil  wounds  are  ftopp'd,  Peace  lives  agen  ; 
That  flie  may  long  live  here,  God  fay,  Amen.  [Exeunt, 
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KING  HENRY  VIII. 

The  PROLOGUE. 

I Come  no  more  to  make  yon  laugh  ;  Things  now, 
That  bear  a  Weighty ,  and  a  Serious  Brow, 

Sad,  high,  and  workings  full  of  State  and  Woe  ; 
Such  Nobis  Scenes,  as  draw  the  Eye  to  flow, 
We  now  prefent.  Thofe  that  can  Pity,  here 

May  (if  they  th'xn\  it  well )  let  fall  a  Tear, The  Subject  will  deferve  it.    Such  as  give 
Their  Moey  our  of  hope  they  may  believe, 
May  here  find  Truth  too.    Thofe  that  come 
Only  a  fiow  or  two,  and  fo  agree, 
The  Play  may  pafs  :  If  they  be  fiill,  and  willing, 
Pie  undertake  may  fee  away  their  Shilling 
Richly  in  two  (liort  hours.     Only  they 
That  come  to  hear  a  merry,  bawdy  Play, 
A  noife  of  Targets  :  Or  to  fee  a  Fellow 
In  along  Motley  Coat,  guarded  withTellow^ 

to  fee 

Will  be  deceived :  For,  gentle  Hearers,  know 
To  rank^our  chofen  Truth  with  fuch  a  flaw 
As  Fool,  and  Fight  is,  be  fide  forfeiting 
Our  own  Brains,  and  the  Opinion  that  we  bring 
To  make  that  only  true,  we  now  intend, 
Will  leave  us  never  an  underflanding  Friend. 

Therefore,  for  Goodnefs  fake,  and  as  you  are  known 
The  Firfi  and  Happieft  Hearers  of  the  Town, 
Be  fad,  as  we  would  make  ye.    Think. ye  fee 
The  very  Ptrfuns  of  our  Noble  Story, 

As  they  were  Living:  Thinks  yon  fee them  Great ', 
And  followed  with  the  general  throng,  and  fweat 
Of  thoufand  Friends  •   then,  in  a  moment,  fee 
How  foon  this  Mightinefs  meets  Mifery. 
And  if  you  can  be  merry  then,  Vie  fay, 
A  Akin  may  weep  upon  his  Wedding  Day. 

Aft  us  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  at  one  door.    At  the  other,  the 
Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  the  ZWAburgavenny. 

Buckingham, 
Ood  morrow,  and  well  met.  How  have  ye  done 

Since  laft  we  faw  y'in  France  ? 
Nor.  i  thank  your  Grace  : 
Healthful,  and  ever  fince  a  frefti  admirer 

Of  what  I  faw  there. 
Buck.  An  untimely  Ague 

Staid  me  a  Priibner  in  my  Chamber,  when 

Thofe  Sons  of  Glory,  thofe  two  Lights  of  Men 

Met  in  the  vale  of  Arde. 

Nor.  'Twixt  Guynes  and  Arde, 

I  was  then  prefent,  faw  them  faluteon  Horfe-back, 
Beheld  them  when  they  lighted,  how  they  clung 

In  their  Embracement,  as  they  grew  together, 
Which  had  they, 

What  four  ThronM  ones  could  have  weigh'd 
Such  a  compounded  one  ? 

Buck.  All  the  whole  time 

I  was  my  Chambers  Prifoner. 
Nor.  Then  you  loll 

The  view  of  earthly  Glory  :  Men  might  fay 
Till  this  time  Pomp  was  iingle,  but  now  married 
To  one  above  it  felf.    Each  following  day 
Became  the  next  days  Matter,  till  the  laft 
Made  former  Wonders,  its.    To  day  the  French, 
All  Clinquant  all  in  Gold,  like  Heathens  Gods 

Shone  down  the  EngUfh  ■,  and  to  morrow,  they 
Made  Britain,  India  :  Every  man  that  ltood, 

Shew'd  like  a  Mine.    Their  Dwarfith  Pages  were 
As  Cherubins,  all  gilt :  the  Madams  too, 

Not  us'd  to  toyl,  did  almott  fweat  to  bear 
The  Pride  upon  them,  that  their  very  labour 
Was  to  them  as  a  Painting.    Now  this  Mask 

Was  cry'd  incomparable  ;  and  th'enfuing  night 
Made  it  a  Fool,  and  Beggar.  The  two  Kings 

Equal  in  luftre,  were  now  bett,  now  worft 
As  prefence  did  prefent  them :  him  in  Eye, 
Still  him  in  praife ;  and  being  prefent  both, 

'Twas  faid  they  faw  but  one,  and  no  Difcerner 
Durft 
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Durft  wag  his  Tongue  in  cenfure,  when  thefe  Suns 

( For  fo  they  phrafe'em)by  their  Heralds  challeng'd 
The  Noble  Spirits  to  Arms,  they  did  perform 

Beyond  thought's  compafs,  that  former  fabulous  Story 
Being  now  feen,  poflTible  enough,  got  credit 

That  Btvis  was  believ'd. 
Buck-  Oh,  you  go  far. 
Nor.  As  I  belong  to  worfhip,  and  affect 

In  Honour,  Honefty,  the  tract  of  ev'ry  thing 
Would  by  a  good  Difcourfer  lofe  fome  life> 
Which  Actions  felf  was  tongue  to. 

Buck.  All  was  Royal, 

To  the  difpofingof  it  nought  rebelled, 
Order  gave  each  thing  view.    The  Office  did 
Diftinctly  his  full  Function  :  who  did  guide, 
I  mean  who  fet  the  Body  and  the  Limbs 

Of  this  great  fport  together , 
As  you  guefs  ? 

Nor.  Oncecertes,  that  promifes  no  Element 
In  fuch  a  bulinefs. 

Back.  I  pray  you,  who,  my  Lord  ? 
Nor.  All  this  was  ordered  by  the  good  Difcretion 

Of  the  right  Reverend  Cardinal  of  Fork. 
Bucks.  The  Devil  fpeed  him  :  No  mansPye  is  freed 

From  his  ambitious  Finger.    What  had  he 
To  do  in  thvfe  fierce  Vanities  ?  I  wonder, 
That  fuch  a  Ketch  can  with  his  very  Bulk 

Take  up  the  Raysoth'  Beneficial  Sun 
And  keep  it  from  the  Earth. 

Nor.  Surely,  Sir, 

There's  in  him  fluff,  that  puts  him  to  thefe  ends : 
For  being  notpropt  by  Anceftry,whofe  grace 

Chalks  Succefibrs  their  way  ;  nor  call'd  upon 
For  high  feats  done  to  th'  Crown     neither  Allied 
To'eminent  Affiflants  j  but  Spider-like 
Out  of  his  felf-drawing  Web.  O  !  gives  us  note, 
The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes  his  way, 
A  gift  that  Heaven  gives  for  him,  which  buyes 
A  place  next  to  the  King. 

Abur.-  I  cannot  tell 
What  Heaven  hath  given  him :  let  fome  Graver  eye 
Pierce  into  that,  but  I  can  fee  bis  Pride 
Peep  through  each  part  of  him :  whence  has  he  that, 
If  not  from  Hell  ?  the  Devil  is  a  Niggard, 
Or  has  given  him  all  before,  and  he  begins 

■  ,A  new  Hell  in  himfelf. 
Buck.  Why  the  Devil, 

Upon  this  French  going  out,  took  he  upon  him 

(Without  the  privity  o'th'  King)  t'appoint 
Who  fiiould  attend  on  him  ?  He  makes  up  the  File 
Of  all  the  Gentry,  for  the  mofl  part  fuch 
To  whom  as  great  a  Charge,  as  little  Honour 
He  meant  to  lay  upon  :  and  his  own  Letter 
The  Honourable  Board  of  Council  out 

Mufl  fetch  h,im  in,  he  Papers. 
Abvtr.  I  do  know 

Kinfmen  of  mine,  three  at  the  leafl,  that  have 

By  this  fo  ficken'd  their  Eflates,  that  never 
They  fliall  abound,  as  formerly. 

Buc!{.  O  many 

Have  broke  their  Backs  with  laying  Mannors  on  'em 
For  this  great  Journey.    What  did  this  Vanity 
But  minifter  communication  of 

A  mofl  poor  iffue. 
Nor.  Grievingly,  I  think. 

The  Peace  between  the  Frerch  and  us  not  values 
The  Cofl  that  did  conclude  it, 

Buck.  Every  Man, 

After  the  hideous  ftorm  that  followed,  was 
A  thing  infpired,  and  not  confulting,  broke 
Into  a  general  Prophefie  ;  That  this  tempefl, 
Dafhing  the  Garment  of  this  Peace,  aboaded 
The  hidden  breach  on't. 

Nor.  Which  is  budded  out : 

20^ 

For  France  hath  flaw'd  the  League,  and  hat  h  attach'd 
Our  Merchants  goods  at  Boiirdeaux. 

Abur.  Is  it  therefore 

Th'  AmbafTador  is  fllenc'd  ? 

Nor.  Marry  is't. 
Abur.  A  proper  Title  of  Peace,  and  purchas'd 

At  a  fnperfluous  rate. 
Bink.  Why  all  this  bufinefs 

Our  Reverend  Cardinal  carried. 
Nor.  Like  it  your  Grace, 

The  State  takes  notice  of  the  private  difference 
Betwixt  you,  and  the  Cardinal.  ladvifeyou 

!  (And  take  it  from  a  Heart  that  wifhes  towards  your 
Honour,  and  plenteous  fafety J  that  you  read 
The  Cardinals  Malice,  and  his  Potency 
Together:  To  confider  further,  that 
Wiiat  his  high  Hatred  would  effect,  wants  not 
A  Minifter  in  his  Power.    You  know  his  Nature, 

That  he's  revengeful  j  and  I  know,  his  Sword 
Hath  a  fharp  edge :  It's  long,  and't  may  be  fa;d 
It  reaches  far,  and  where  'twill  not  extend, 
Thither  he  darts  it.    Bofome  up  my  counfcl, 

You'l  find  it  wholefome.    Loe,  where  comes  that  Rock 
That  I  advileyour  fliunning. 

Enter  Cardinal  Wolfey,  the  Purfe  bo-  n  before  him,  certain  of 
the  Guard ,  and  two  Secretaries  with  Papers  ;  the  Cardinal 
in  his  pafiage  fixeth  his  eye  on  Buckingham,  and  Bucking 
ham  on  him,  both  full  of  dtfdain. 

Car.  The  Duke  of  Bnc\<h™ham'i  Surveyor  ?  Ha  ? 
Where's  his  Examination  ? 

Seer-  Here,  fo  pleafe  you. 
Car.  Is  he  in  perfon  ready  ? 

Seer.  I,  an't  pleafe  your  Grace. 
Car.  Well,  we  fhall  then  know  more,  and  Buckingham 

fhall  leffen  his  big  look. 
[Exeunt  Cardinal  and  his  Train. 

Buck.  This  Butchers  Cur  is  venom'd-mouth'd,  and  I 
Have  not  the  power  to  muzzle  him,  therefore  belt 
Not  wake  him  in  his  flumber.    A  Beggars  book 
Out- worths  a  Nobles  blood. 

Wor.  What,  are  you  chaf'd  ? 
Ask  God  for  temp'rance,  that's  th'  appliance  only 
Which  ydur  difeafe  requires. 

Buck.  I  read  in's  looks 

Matter  againft  me,  and  his  Eye  revil'd 
Me  as  his  abject  object,  at  this  inflant 

He  bores  me  with  fome  trick ;  He's  gone  to  th'  King  : 
Tie  follow,  and  out-flare  him. 

N0r.  Stay,  my  Lord, 

And  let  your  Reafon  with  your  Choler  queflion 

What 'tis  you  go  about :  to  climbe  fleep  hills 
Requires  How  pace  at  firft.    Anger  is  like 

A  full- hot' Horfe,  who  being  allow'd  his  way 
Self-mettle  tires  him  :  Not  a  man  in  England 
Can  advife  me,  like  you :  Be  to  your  felf, 

As  you  would  to  your  Friend. 
Buck.  I'le  to  the  King, 

And,  from  a  mouth  of  Honour,  quite  cry  down 

This  Ipfwich  Fellows  infolence  -,  or  proclaim, 
There's  difference  in  noperfons. 

Norf.  Beadvis'd; 
Heat  not  a  Furnace  for  your  Foe  fo  hot 

That  it  do  finge  your  felf.    We  may  out-run 
By  violent  fwiftnefs,  that  which  we  run  at  :, 
And  lofe  by  our  over-running :  know  you  not, 

The  Fire,  that  mounts  the  Liquor  til't  run  o're, 
In  feeming  to  augment  it,  waftesit:  be  advis'd  5 
I  fay  again,  there  is  no  Engllfh  foul 
Moreftronger  to  direct  you  than  ydur  felf, 
If  with  the  fap  of  reafon  you  would  quench, 
Or  but  allay,  the  Fire  of  palfion. Bucl^.  Sir, 

Tt  3  I 
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ii  Lo  you,  ana  l'le  goalong 
I  i^fcnp  ion  :  but  this  tcp-pr cud  Fellow, 

n«     ii  »m  the  Mow  of  gall  I  name  not,  but 
nom  uncere  motions,  by  irtelligence, 
\nu  proofs  as  clear  as  Founts  in  July,  when 
We  fee  each  grain  of  Gravel ,  1  do  know 
To  b.  corrupt  and  trcafoncus. 

Norf.  Say  not,  treafonous. 
£;/c(Toth'Kii]g  riefiy't,and  make  my  vouch  as  ftrong 

Aslhore  of  Rock  ■  attend.    This  holy  Fox, 

Or  Wolf,  or  both  (for  he  is  ecjual  rav'nous 
As  he  is  fubtle,  and  as  prone  to  mifchief, 

As  able  to  perform't )  his  mind  and  place 
Infecting  one  another  •,  yea  reciprocally, 
Only  to  lhew  his  pomp,  as  well  in  France, 
As  here  at  home,  luggefts  the  King  our  Mafter 

To  his  cod ly  Treaty,  th'enterview, 
That  fwallow'd  fo  much  treafure,  and  like  a  glafs 
Did  break  ith'  wrenching 

Norf.  Faith,  and  fo  it  did. 
2?wlPraygivernefavour,Sir  :  This  cunning  Cardinal 

The  Articles  oth' Combination  drew 

As  himfelf  pleas'd  :  and  they  were  ratifi'd 
As  hecri'd,  Thus  let  it  be,  to  as  much  end, 

As  give  a  Crutch  to  th'  dead.    But  our  Count-Cardinal 
Has  done  this,  and  'tis  well :  for  worthy Wolfey* 

("Who  cannot  cxr)  he  did  it.    New  this  follows,  . 
f  Which,  as  I  rake  it,  is  a  kind  of  Puppy 
To  th'old  Dajn,  Treafon )  Charles  the  Emperour, 
Under  preter.ee  to  fee  the  Queen  his  Aunt, 

(For 'twas  indeed  his  Colour,  but  he  came 
To  whifper  Wolfey)  here  makes  vifitation  : 
His  fears  were  that  the  Interview  betwixt 

England  and  France,  might  through  their  amity 

Breed  him  fome  prejudice  •,  for  from  this  League 

Peep'd  harms  that  menae'd  him.    He  privily 
Deals  with  our  Cardinal,  and  as  I  trow, 

Which  I  do  well ;  for  1  am  fure  the  Emperour 

Paid  e're  he  promis'd,  whereby  his  fuit  was  granted 
E're  it  was  ask'd.    But  when  the  way  was  made, 

And  pav'd  with  Gold :  the  Emperour  thus  defir'd, 
That  he  would  pleafeto  alter  the  Kings  courfe, 
And  break  the  forefaid  Peace.  Let  the  King  know 

(As  foon  he  lhall  by  me)  that  thus  the  Cardinal 
Does  buy  and  fill  his  honour  as  he  pleafes, 
And  for  his  own  advantage. 

Nor.  I  amfoiry 

To  hear  this  of  him  ;  and  could  wifh  you  were 

Something  miftaken  in't. 
Buck;  No,  not  a  fyllable  :  , 

I  do  pronounce  lum  in  that  very  fhape 
He  mall  appear  in  proof. 
Enter  Brandon,  a  Serjeant  at  Arms  before  him,and  two  or 

three  oft  he  Guard. 
Brandon.  Your  Office,  Serjeant :  execute  it. 
Serjeant.  Sir, 

My  Lord  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  Earl 

Of  Hertford,  Stafford,  and  Northampton,  I 
Arrefl  thee  of  high  Treafon,  in  the  name 
Of  our  moft  Soveraign  King.  - 

Buck,.  Loe  you,  my  Lord, 
The  net  has  fain  upon  me,  1  (hall  perifh 

Under  device  and  practice. 
Bran.  I  am  forry 

To  fee  you  ta'ne  from  liberty,  to  look  on 

The  bufinef,  prefent.  'Tis  his  Highnefs  pleafure 
You  mall  to  th'  Tower. 

Buck-  It  will  help  mc  nothing 

To  plead  mine  Innocence :  for  that  Dye  is  on  me, 

Which  makes  my  whit'ft  part  black.The  will  of  Heav'n 
Be  done  in  this  and  all  things :  I  obey. 

O  my  Lord  Aburgany ,  Fare  you  well. 
Bra.  Nay,  he  mull  bear  you  company.    The  King 

Is  pleas'd  you  mall  to  th'  Tower  till  you  know, 

How  he  tiaumines  further. 
Abitr,  h:,  the  Duke  faid, 

The  will  of  Heaven  be  done,  and  the  Kings  pleafure 

By  me  obey  M. 
Bran.  Here  is  a  Warrant  from 

The  King,  t'artach  Lord  Mountacute,  and  the  Bodies 
Of  the  Dukes  Confefloi    J  i  bn  de  la  Cary 
OatC'ilbcrt  Peck.,  his  Counicllour. Buck,  So,  fo  } 

Thefe  are  the  Limbs  o\h'  Plot,  no  morel  hope. 
Era.  A  Monk  oth'  Chartreux. 
Buck-  O  Michael  Hopkins. 

Bra.  ,  'e. Buck,.  My  Surveyor  is  falfe  ;  the  o're-great  Cardinal 
Hath  fhew'd  him  gold  j  my  Life  is  fpann'd  already : 
I  am  the  fhadow  of  poor  Buckingham  j 
Whofe  Figure  even  this  inftant  Cloud  puts  on, 

By  darkning  my  clear  Sun.  My  Lords,  Farewel.  [Exeunt, 

Sana  Secmda. 

Cornets.  Enter  King  Henry,  leaning  on  the  Cardinals  fhoul- 
dcr :  the  Cobles.,  and  Sir  Thomas  Levi:  the  Cardinal 

places  him  under  the  Kings  Feet7  on  his  right  fide. 

King.  My  life  it  felf,  and  the  belt  heart  of  it, 

Thanks  you  for  this  great  care  :  Iftood  i'th'  level 
Of  a  full-charg'd  confederacy,  and  give  thanks 
To  you  that  choak'd  it.    Let  be  callM  before  us 
T  nat  Gentleman  of  Buckingbams,  in  perfon, 

l'le  hear  him  his  Confeflions  juftifie, 
And  point  by  point  the  Treafons  of  his  Mailer 
He  (hall  again  relate. 

Anoife,  with  crying,  Room  for  the  Queen,  Vfher>dbythe  Duke 
of  Norfolk.  Enter  the  Queen,  Norfolk  and  Suffolk : 
jhe  kneels.    King  rifeth  from  his  State,  tak$s  her  if,  kjjfes 
and  placet h  her  by  htm. 

Quee.  Nay,  we  mud  longer  kneel ;  I  am  a  Suitor. 
King.  Arife,  and  take  place  by  us ;  half  your  Suit 

Never  name  to  us  •,  you  have  half  our  power  : 
The  other  moiety  e're  you  ask  is  given  j 
Repeat  your  will,  and  take  it. 

Quce .  Thank  your  Majefty. 

That  you  would  love  your  felf,  and  in  that  love 
Notunconfidered  leave  your  Honour,  nor 
The  dignity  of  your  Office,  isthtspoint 
Of  my  Petition. 

King.  Lady  mine,  proceed. 
Quee.  I  am  folicited  not  by  a  few, 

And  thofe  of  true  condition ,  That  your  Subjects 
Are  in  great  grievance  :  There  have  been  CommilTions 

Sent  down  among  'em,  which  have  flaw'd  the  heart 
Of  all  their  Loyalties  j  wherein,  although, 

My  good  Lord  Cardinal,  they  vent  reproaches 
Moft  bitterly  on  yon,  as  putter  on 
Of  thefe  exactions ,  yettheKing,  ourMafter, 
Whofe  honour  heaven  fhield  from  Soil,even  he  efcapes  not 
Language  unmannerly  :  yea,  fuch  which  breaks 
The  fides  of  Loyalty,  and  almoft  appears 
In  loud  Rebellion. 

Ncrf.  Not  almoft  appears, 

It  doth  appear :  for,  upon  thefe  Taxations, 
The  Clothiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 

The  many  to  them  'longing,  have  put  off 
ThtSpinfiers,  Carders,  Fullers,  Weavers,  who, 
Unfit  for  other  life,  compell'd  by  hunger, 
And  lack  of  other  means,  in  defperate  manner, 

Daring  th'  event  to  th'  teeth,  are  all  in  uproar, 
And  danger  ferves  among  than. 

King.  Taxation  ? 

Wherein  ? 
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Wherein  ?  and  what  Taxation  ?  My  Lord  Cardinal, 

You  that  are  blam'd  for  it  alike  with  us, 
Know  you  of  this  Taxation  ? 

Card.  Pkafe  you,  Sir, 
I  know  but  of  a  fingle  part  in  ought 

Pertains  to  th'  State ,  and  front  but  in  that  file 
Where  others  tell  fteps  with  me. 

Quee.  No,  my  Lord  , 
You  know  no  more  than  others :  But  you  frame 
Things  that  are  known  alike,  which  are  not  wholfcme 
To  thofe  which  wculd  not  know  them,  and  yet  mult 
Perforce  be  their  acquaintance.    Thefe  exadions 
(Whereof  my  Soveraign  would  have  note )  they  are 

Molt  peftilent  to  th'  hearing,  and  to  bear  'em, 
The  Back  is  facrifice  to  thMoad^  They  fay, 

They  are  devis'd  by  you,  or  elfe  you  fuffcr Too  hard  an  exclamation. 

King.  Still,  Exadion  ! 

The  nature  of  it,  in  what  kind,  let's  know, Is  this  Exadion  ? 

Quee.  1  am  much  too  venturous 
In  tempting  of  your  patience,  but  am  boldned 

Under  your  promis'd  pardon.    The  Subjeds  grief 
Comes  through  Commifiions,  which  compels  from  each 
The  fixth  part  of  his  fubftance,  to  be  levied 
Without  delay    and  the  pretence  for  this 

Is  nam'd,  ycur  Wars  in  France :  this  makes  bold  mouths, 
Tongues  (pit  their  duties  out,  and  cold  hearts  freeze 
Allegiance  in  them ;  their  Curfesnow 

Live  where  their  Prayers  did :  and  it's  come  to  pafs, 
This  tradable  obedience  is  a  flave 

To  each  incenfed  Will :  I  would  your  Highnefs 
Would  give  it  quick  confideration  ;  for 
There  is  no  primer  bafenefs. 

King.  By  my  Life, 
This  is  againft  our  pleafure. 

Card.  And  for  me, 
.  have  no  further  gone  in  this,  than  by 
A  fingle  voice,  and  that  not  paft  me,  but 
By  learned  approbation  of  the  judges :  if  I  am 

Traduc'd  by  ignorant  Tongues,  which  neither  know 
My  faculties  nor  perfon,  yet  will  be 
The  Chronicles  of  my  doing  :  Let  me  fay, 

'Tis  but  the  fate  of  Place,  and  the  rough  Brake 
That  Virtue  muftgo  through  •,  we  n  "ft  :jOL  flint 
Ourneceffary  adions,  in  the  fear 

To  cope  malicious  Ctnfurers,  which  e-  ,  , 
As  rav'nous  Fifhes,  do  a  Vdfel  follow 
That  is  new  trimm'd    but  benefit  no  further 
Than  vainly  longing.    -What  we  oft  do  bwft, 
By  fick  interpreters  (once  weak  ones)  is 

Not  ours,  or  not'allow'd  ,  what  worft,  as  oft 
Hitting  a  greffer  quality,  iscry'd  up 
For  our  belt  Ad  :  if  we  ftand  ftill, 

In  fear  our  motion  will  be  mock'd  or  cavpM  at, 
We  fhould  take  root  here  where  we  fit  ; 
Or  fit  State-Statues  only. 

King.  Things  done  well, 
And  with  a  care,  exempt  themfelves  from  fear. 
Things  done  without  example,  in  their  iffue 

Are  to  be  fear'd.    Have  you  a  Prefident 
Of  this  Commiffion  ?  1  believe  not  any. 
Wemuft  not  rend  our  Subjeds  from  our  Laws, 
And  ftick  them  in  our  Will.    Sixth  part  of  each  ? 
A  trembling  Contribution :  why  we  take 

From  every  tree,  lop,  bark,  and  part  oth'  timber : 
And  though  we  leave  it  with  a  root  thus  hackt, 
The  Air  will  drink  the  Sap.  To  every  County 

Where  this  is  qi  eft ion'd,  fend  our  Letters,  with 
Free  pardon  to  each  man  that  has  deny'd 
The  Force  of  this  Commiffion  •  pray  look  to't 
Tput  it  to  your  care. 

Card.  A  word  with  you. 
Let  there  be  Letters  writ  to  every  Shire 

Of  the  Kings  Grace  and  Pardon  :  the  grieved  Commons 

Hardly  conceive  of  me.    Let  it  be  nois'd, 
That  through  our  Interceffion,  this  Rcvokemcnt 
And  Pardon  comes:  I  fhall  anonadvife  you 
Further  in  the  proceeding.  \_Exit  Secret. 

Enter  Surveyor. 

Quee.  I  am  forry,  that  the  Duke  of  Buckingham 
Is  run  in  your  diipleafure. 

King.  It  grieves  many  : 

The  Gentleman  is  Learn'd,  andamoff  rare  Speaker, 
To  Nature  none  more  bound,  his  training  fuch, 
That  he  may  furnilh  and  inftrud  great  Ttachers, 
And  never  feek  for  aid  out  of  himfelf :  yet  fee, 
When  thefe  fo  Noble  benefits  fhall  prove 
Not  well  difpos'd,  the  mind  growing  once  corrupt 
They  turn  to  vicious  forms,  ten  times  more  ugly 
Than  ever  they  were  fair.    This  man  fo  compleat, 
Who  was  enroll'd  'mongft  wonders }  and  when  we Almoic  with  ravifht  liftning,  could  not  find 
His  hour  of  fpeech,  a  minute  :  He,  (my  Lady) 
-lath  into  monftrous  habits  put  the  Graces 
That  once  were  his,  and  is  become  as  black, 
As  if  befmear'd  in  Hell.    Sit  by  Us,  and  you  mail  hear 
(This  was  his  Gentleman  in  truft)of  him 
Things  to  ftrike  Honour  fad.    Bid  him  recount 

The  fore- recited  practices,  whereof 
We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 

Card.  Stand  forth,  and  with  bold  fpirit  relate,  what  you 
Moft  like  a  careful  Subjed  !>ave  collected 
Out  of  the  Duke  ol  Buckingham. 

Kmg.  Speak  freely. 
Surv.  Firft,  it  wasufual  with  him  everyday 

t  would  infed  his  Speech  ,  That  if  the  King 

Should  without  iffue  dye  ,  hee'l  carry  it  fo 
To  make  the  Scepter,  his.   Thefe  very  words 
've  heard  him  utter  to  his  Son  in  Law4 
Lord  Abwgany,  to  whom  by  Oath  he  menae'd 
Revenge  upon  the  Cardinal. 

Card.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs,  note 

This  dangerous  conception  in  this  point, 
Not  friended  by  his  wifh  to  your  High  perfon  % 
His  will  is  moft  malignant,  and  it  ftretches 

Beyond  you  to  your  Friends. 
Quee.  My  learned  Lord  Cardinal^ 

Deliver  all  with  Charity. 

Kmg.  Speak  on  •, How  grounded  he  his  Title  to  the  Crown 
Upon  our  fail ;  to  this  point  haft  thou  heard  him, 
At  any  time  fpeak  ought  ? 

Surv.  He  was  brought  to  this, 

By  a  vain  Prophefie  of  Nicholas  Henton, 
King.  What  was  that  Henton .? 
Surv.  Sir,  a  Chartreux  Fryer, 

His  Confeflor,  who  fed  him  every  minute 
With  words  of  Soveraignty. 

Kmg.  How  know'ft  thou  this  ? 
Sur.  Not  long  before  your  highnefs  fpedto  France^ 

The  Duke  being  at  the  Rofe,  within  the  Parifh 
Saint  Larvrence  Poultney,  did  of  me  demand 
What  was  the  fpeech  among  the  Londoners 
Concerning  the  French  Journey    I  reply 'd, 
Men  fear  the  French  would  prov;  perfidious 

To  the  King's  danger :  prefently,  theDnke 
Said,  'twas  the  fear  indeed,  and  that  he  doubted 
'Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certair.  words 
Spoke  by  a  holy  Monk,  that  oft,  fays  he, 
Hath  fentto  me,  wifhing  rne  to  permit 
John  de  la  Car,  my  Chaplain,  a  choice  hour 
To  hear  from  him  a  matter  of  fome  momerit. 
Whom  after  under  the  Commifiions  Seal, 

Hefolemnly  hadfworn,  that  what  he  fpoke 
My  Chaplain  to  no  Creature  living,  but 
To  me,  fhould  utter,  with  demure  Confidence, 

Thus  pawfinglyenfuM  j  Neither  the  King  nor's  Heirs 

(Tell 
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(Tel)  you  the  Duke )  fhallprofper,  bid  him  itrive 

To  gain  the  love  o'th'  Commonalty,  the  Duke 
Shall  govern  England. 

Qneeti.  If  1  know  you  well, 

You  were  the  Duke's  Surveyor,  and  loft  your  Office 
On  the  complaint  o'th'  Tenants  ̂   take  good  heed 
You  charge  not  in  your  fpleen  a  Noble  Perfon, 
And  fpoil  your  Noble  Soul }  I  fay,  take  heed  j 
Yes,  heartily  1  befeech  you- 

King.  Let  him  on.    Go  forward. 

Sitr.  On  my  Soul,  1'lc  fpeak  but  truth. 
I  told  my  Lord  the  Duke,  by  th'  Devils  illufions 
The  Monk  might  be  deceiv'd,  and  that  'twas  dangerous 
For  this  to  ruminate  on  this  fo  far,  until 

Itforg'dhim  fome  defign,  which,  being  believ'd, 
It  was  much  like  to  do :  Heanfwer'd,  Tufh, 
It  can  do  me  no  dammage  j  adding  further, 

That  had  the  King  in  his  laft  ficknefs  fail'd, 
The  Cardinal's,  and  Sir  Tho?nas  Love  IP  %  Heads 
Should  have  gone  off! 

King.  Ha?  What,  forank  ?  Ah,  ha, 

There's  mifchief  in  this  man  •,  camt  thou  fay  further/ 
Stir.  I  can,  my  Liege. 
King.  Proceed. 
Sur.  Being  at  Greenwich, 

After  your  Highnefs  had  reprov'd  the  Duke 
About  Sir  William  Blumer. 

Kt.  I  remember  of  fuch  a  time,  being  my  fworn  fervant, 

The  Duke  retain'd  him,  his.  But  on  :  what  hence  ? 
Shy.  If  (quoth  he)  I  for  this  deed  had  been  committed, 

As  to  the  Tower,  I  thought  ̂   I  would  have  plaid 
The  Part  my  Father  meant  to  act  upon 

Th'  Ufurper  Richard,  who  being  at  Salisbury, 
Made  fuit  to  come  in's  prefence  ;  which,  if  granted, 
( As  he  made  femblance  of  his  duty)  would 
Have  put  his  Knife  into  him. 

King.  A.Gyant  Tray  tor. 
Card.  Now,Madam,  may  his  Highnefs  live  in  freedom, 

And  this  Man  out  of  Prifon. 

Queen.  God  mend  all.  (fay'it? 

King.  There's  fomething  more  would  out  of  thee ;  what 
Sur.  After  the  Duke  his  Father,  with  the  Knife 

He  ftretch'd  him,  and  with  one  hand  on  his  Dagger, 
Another  fpread  on's  Breaft,  mounting  his  Eyes, 
He  did  discharge  a  horrible  Oath,  whofe  tenour 

Was,  were  he  evil  us'd,  he  would  out-go 
His  Father,  by  as  much  as  a  performance 

Do's  an  irrefolute  purpofe. 
King.  There's  his  period, 

To  fheath  his  Knife  in  us ;  he  is  attach'd, 
Call  him  to  prefent  Tryal :  if  he  may 

Find  Mercy  in  the  Law,  'tis  his ;  if  none, 
Let  him  not  feek't  of  us :  By  day  and  night 
He's  Tray  tor  to  th'  height.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  L.  Chamberlain,   and  L.Sandys. 

L.  Ch.  Is't.poffible  the  fpells  of  France  fhould  juggle 
Men  into  fuch  ftrange  Mylteries  ?  • 

L.  San.  New  Cuftoms, 
Though  they  be  never  fo  ridiculous, 

(Nay  let  'em  be  unmanly )  yetare  follow'd- 
L.  Ch.  As  far  as  1  fee,  all  the  good  our  Engltjh 

Have  got  by  the  late  Voyage,  is  but  meerly 

A  fit  or  two  o'th'  Face,  (but  they  are  fhrew'd  ones) 
For  when  they  hold  'em,  you  would  fwear  directly 
Their  very  Nofes  had  b.en  Counfellors 

To  Pepin  or  Clothar  'uts,  they  keep  State  fo. L.  San.  They  have  all  new  Legs, 
And  lame  ones ;  one  would  take  it, 

That  never  fee  'em  pace  before,  the  Spaven 
A  Spring-halt-reign'd  among  'em. L.  Ch.  Deaxh,  my  Lord, 
Their  Cloaths  are  after  fuch  a  Pagan  cut  too, 
That  fure  th'have  worn  out  Chriftendom  ,  how  now  ? 
What  news,  Sir  Thomas  Lovell  ? Enter  Sir  Thomas  Lovell. 

Lovell.  Faith  my  Lord, 

1  hear  of'  none,  but  the  new  Proclamation, That's  clapt  upon  the  Court  Gate. L.Cham.  What  is't  for  ? 

Lov.  The  Reformation  of  our  travell'd  Gallants, 
That  fill  the  Court  with  Quarrels,  Talk,  and  Taylors. 

L.  Cham.  I'm  glad  'tis  there  ; 
Now  1  would  pray  our  Monfieurs 
To  think  an  Enghjh  Courtier  may  be  wife, 
And  never  fee  the  Lovure. 

Lov.  They  mult  either 

(For  fo  run  the  Conditions)  leave  thofe  remnants 
Of  Fool  and  Feather,  that  they  got  in  France, 
With  all  their  honourable  points  of  ignorance 
Pertaining  thereunto  ,  as  Fights  and  Fire-works, 
Abuling  better  men  than  they  can  be 
Out  of  a  foreign  Wifdom,  renouncing  clean 
The  faith  they  have  in  Tennis  and  tall  Stockings, 
Short  bolftred  Breeches,  and  thofe  types  of  Travel ; 
And  undcrltand  again  like  honeft  men  ; 
Or  pack  to  their  old  Play-fellows,  there  I  take  it, 
They  may  Cum  Privilegio  wear  away 
The  Lag-end  of  their  levvdnefs,  and  be  laugh'd  at. 

L.San.  'Tis  time  to  give  them  Phyfick,  their  difeafes Are  grown  fo  catching. 
L.  Cham.  What  a  lofs  our  Ladies 

Will  have  of  thefe  trim  vanities  ? Lovel.  I  marry, 

There  will  be  woe  indeed,  Lords,  the  fly  whorefons 
Have  got  a  fpeeding  trick  to  lay  down  Ladies. 
A  FYench  Song,  and  a  Fiddle,  has  no  Fellow. 

L.  San.  The  Devil  fiddle 'em  j 
I  am  glad  they  are  going, 

For  fure  there's  no  converting  'em  :  now 
An  honeft  Country  Lord,  as  I  am,  beaten 
A  long  time  out  of  play,  may  bring  his  plain  Song, 
And  have  an  hour  of  hearing,  and  byT  Lady 
Held  currant  Mufick  too. 

L.  Cha>n.  Well  faid,  Lord  Sands, 
Your  Colts  tooth  is  not  caft  yet  ? L.  San.  No,  my  Lord, 

Nor  (hall  not,  while  I  have  a  ftump. 
L.  Cham.  Sir  Thomas, 

Whither  were  you  a  going  ? 
Lov.  To  the  Cardinals  ; 

Your  Lordfhip  is  a  guelt  too. 
L.  Cham.  O,  'tis  true  ; 

This  Night  he  makes  a  Supper,  and  a  great  one, 
To  many  Lordsand  Ladies;  there  will  be 

The  Beauty  of  this  Kingdom,  l'le  afliire  you. Lov.  That  Churchman 

Bears  a  bounteous  mind  indeed  5 
A  hand  as  fruitful  as  the  Land  that  feeds  us, 
His  dews  fall  every  where. 

L.  Cham.  No  doubt,  he's  Noble  ; 
He  had  a  black  Mouth  that  faid  other  of  him. 

L.  San.  He  may,  my  Lord, 

Ha's  wherewithallin  him', 
Sparing  would  fhevv  a  worfe  fin,  than  ill  Doctrine. 
Men  of  his  way  fhould  be  moft  liberal, 
They  are  fet  here  for  Examples. 

L.  Cham.  True,  they  are  fo ; 

But  few  now  give  fo  great  ones : 
My  Barge  ftays ; 

Your  Lordfhip  fhall  along :  Come,  good  Sir  Thomas, 
We  fhall  be  late  elfe,  which  I  would  not  be, 
For  I  was  fpoke  to,  with  Sir  Henry  Guilford 

This 
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This  night  to  be  Comptrollers. 
L.  San.  I  am  your  Lordfhips.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  ̂ uarta. 

Hoboys.  A  [nail  Table  under  a  State  for  the  Cardinal,  a 
longer  Table  for  the  Guefls.  Then  inter  Anne  Bullen, 
and  divers  other  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  as  Guefls  at 
one  door  ;  at  another  door  enter  Sir  Henry  Guilford. 

S.  Hen.  Gmlf.  Ladies, 

A  general  welcome  from  his  Grace 

Salutes  ye  all  .*  This  night  he  Dedicates 
To  fair  content,  and  you :  None  here  he  hopes 
In  all  this  Noble  Bevy,  has  brought  with  her 
One  care  abroad  :  he  would  have  all  as  merry, 

Asfirft  good  Company,  good  Wine,  good  Welcome, 
Can  make  good  Peopl  e. 

Enter  L.  Chamberlain,  L.  Sands,  and  Lovel. 

0  my  Lord,  y'  are  tardy  j 
The  very  thought  of  this  fair  Company, 
Clapt  wings  to  me. 

Cham.  You  are  young,  Sir  Harry  Guilford. 
S-m.  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  had  the  Cardinal 

But  half  my  Lay-thoughts  in  him,  fome  of  thefe 

Should  find  a  running  Banquet,  e're  they  refted, 
1  think  would  better  pleafe  'em  :  by  my  life, 
They  are  a  fweet  Society  of  fair  ones. 

Lov.  O  that  your  Lordfhip  were  but  now  Confeflbr 
To  one  or  two  of  thefe. 

San.  I  would  I  were, 
They  mould  find  eafie  penance. 

Lov.  Faith,  how  eafie  ? 
San.  As  eafie  as  a  down  Bed  would  afford  it. 

Cham.  Sweet  Ladies,  will  it  pleafe  you  at ;  Sir  Harry, 
Place  you  that  fide,  Vic  take  the  charge  of  this : 
His  Grace  isentring,  nay  you  mult  not  freeze, 

Two  Women  plac'd  together  makes  cold  weather  : 

My  Lord  Sands,  you  are  one  will  keep  'em  waking : 
Pray  fit  between  thefe  Ladies. 

San.  By  my  Faith, 
And  thank  your  Lordfhip :  by  your  leave,  fweet  Ladies 
If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little  wild,  forgive  me  ; 
I  had  it  from  my  Father. 

An.  Bui.  Was  he  mad,  Sir  ? 
San.  O  very  mad,  exceeding  mad,  in  love  too; 

But  he  would  bite  none,  juft  as  I  do  now, 
He  would  kifs  you  twenty  with  a  breath. 

Cham.  Well  faid,  my  Lord : 

So  now  y'are  fairly  feated  :  Gentlemen, 
The  penance  lies  on  you  •,  if  thefe  fair  Ladies 
Pafs  away  frowning. 

San.  For  my  little  Cure, 
Let  me  alone. 

Hoboys.    Enter  Cardinal  Wolfey,  and  takes  his  State. 

Card.  Y'are  welcome,  my  fair  Guefts ;  that  noble  La» 
Or  Gentleman  that  is  not  freely  merry 
Is  not  my  Friend.  This  to  confirm  my  welcome, 
And  to  you  all  good  health. 

San.  Your  Grace  is  Noble, 
Let  me  have  fuch  a  Bowl  may  hold  my  thanks, 
And  fave  me  fo  much  talking. 

Card.  My  Lord  Sands, 

I  am  beholding  to  you :  cheer  your  Neighbour  ? 
Ladies,  you  are  not  merry ;  Gentlemen, 
Whofe  fault  is  this  ? 

Sun.  The  red  Wine  fir  ft  mull:  rife 

In  their  fair  Cheeks,  my  Lord,  then  we  fhall  have  'em 
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Talk  us  to  uience. 
An.  Bhl.  You  are  a  merry  Gamfter, 

My  Lord  Sands. San.  Yes,  iff  make  my  play  : 

Here's  to  your  Ladilhip,  and  piedgeit,  Madam  * 
For  'tis  to  fuch  a  thing. 

An.  Bui.  You  cannot  fhew  me. 

Drum  and  Trumpets,  Chambers  di [charged. 
San.  I  told  your  Grace,  they  would  talk  anon. 
Card.  What's  that  ? 
Cham.  Look  out  there,  fome  of  ye. 
Car.  What  warlike  voice, 

And  to  what  end  is  this/  Nay,  Ladies,  fear  not ; 

By  all  the  Laws  of  War  y'  are  priviledg'd. Enter  a  Servant. 

Cham.  How  now,  what  is't  ? 
Serv.  A  noble  troop  of  Strangers, 

For  fo  they  feem  ;  they  have  left  their  Barge  and  Landed, 
And  hither  make,  as  great  EmbafTadors 
From  foreign  Princes. 

Card.  Good  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Go,  give  'em  welcome ;  you  can  fpeak  the  French-tongue, 
And  pray  receive  'em  Nobly,  and  conduct  'em 
Into  our  prefence,  where  this  Heaven  of  beauty 
Shall  mine  at  full  upon  them.  Son  e  attend  him. 

All  ariffy  and  Tables  removed. 
You  have  now  a  broken  Banquet,  but  we'll  mend  it. 
A  good  dilgeftion  to  you  all ;  and  once  more 
I  fhowre  a  welcome  on  ye  :  weicome  all. 

Hoboys.  Enter  King  and  Others  as  Maskers,  habited'  like 
Shepherds ,  ujhe^d  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain.  They 
fafi  directly  before  the  Cardinal,  and  gratefully  faint? 
him. 

A  Noble  Company  f  what  are  their  pleafures  ? 
Cham.  Becaufe  they  fpeak  no  EngUjh,  thus  they  pray'd 

To  tell  your  Grace,  that  having  heard  by  fame 
Of  this  fo  noble  and  fo  fair  Aflembly, 
This  night  to  meet  here,  they  could  do  no  lefs, 
(Out  of  the  great  refpectthey  bear  to  beauty ) 
But  leave  their  Flocks,  and  under  your  fair  conduct 
Crave  leave  to  view  thefe  Ladies,  and  entreat 

An  hour  of  Revels  with 'em. 
Card.  Say,  Lord  Chamberlain, 

They  have  done  my  poor  houfe  Grace :  • 
For  which  I  pay  'em  a  thoufand  thanks, 
And  pray  'em  rake  their  pleafures. 

Choofe  Ladies,  King  and  Anne  Bullen. 

King.  The  faireft  hand  I  ever  touch'd :  O  Beauty, 
Till  now  I  never  knew  thee. 

Mufick^,  Dance. Card.  My  Lord. 
Cham.  Your  Grace, 

Card.  Pray  tell  'em  thus  much  from  me  : 
There  fhould  be  one  amongft  'em  by  his  perfon 
More  worthy  this  place  than  my  felf,  to  whom 
(If  I  but  knew  him )  with  my  love  and  duty 
I  would  furrender  it.  [Whifper. 

Cham.  I  will,  my  Lord. 
Card.  What  fay  they  ? 

Cham.  Such  a  one,  they  all  confefs 
There  is  indeed,  which  they  would  have  your  Grace 
Find  out,  and  he  will  take  it. 

Card.  Let  me  fee  then, 

By  all  your  good  leaves,  Gentlemen,  here  I'le  make 

My  royal  choice. King.  Ye  have  found  him  Cardinal, 
You  hold  a  fair  AlTembly,  you  do  well,  Lord. 
You  are  a  Church-man,  or  l'le  tell  you,  Cardinal 

.  I  fhould  judge  now  unhappily. 
'      Card.  I  am  glad 

j  Your  Grace  is  grown  fo  pleafant. 

i|    King.  My  Lord  Chamberlain, 11  Prithec 
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Prithee  come  hither,  what  fair  Lady's  that  ? 
Cham.  An't  pleafe  your  Grace, 

Sir  Thomas  BullerPs  Daughter,  the  Vifcount  Rochford, 
One  of  her  Highnefles  Women. 

King.  By  Heaven  file  is  a  dainty  one ;  Sweet  heart, 

I  were'unmannerly  to  take  you  out, And  not  to  kifs  you.  A  health  Gentlemen, 
Let  it  go  round. 

Card.  Sir  Thomas  Lovely  is  the  Banquet  ready 
Ith'  Privy  Chamber  ? 

Lov.  Yes,  my  Lord. 
Card.  Your  Grace, 

I  fear,  with  dancing  is  a  little  heated. 
King.  1  fear  too  much. 

Card.  There's  frefli  Air,  my  Lord, 
In  the  next  Chamber. 

King.  Lead  in  your  Ladies  every  one  :  Sweet  Partner 

I  muft  not  yet  forfake  you  :  let's  be  merry, 
Good  my  LordCatdinal  :  1  have  half  a  dozen  Healths 
To  drink  to  thefe  fair  Ladies,  and  a  meafure 

To  lead  'em  once  again,  and  then  let's  dream 
Who's  belt  in  favour.  Let  the  Mufick  knock  it. 

[Exeunt  with  Trumpets 

Aclu  Secundm.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen  at  Jeveral  doors. 

1 .  Whither  away  fo  faft  ? 
2.  O,  God  fave  ye : 

Even  to  the  Hall,  to  hear  what  fliall  become 
Of  the  great  Duke  of  Bukingbam. 

1.  I'le  fave  you 

That  labour,  Sir.  All's  now  done,  but  the  Ceremony 
Of  bringing  back  the  Prifoner. 

2.  Were  you  there  ? 
1.  Yes  indeed  was  I. 

2.  Pray  fpeak  what  has  hapned. 
1.  You  may  guefs  quickly  what. 
2.  Is  he  found  guilty  ? 
1 .  Yes  truly  is  he, 

And  condemn'd  upon't. 
2 .  1  am  forry  for'r. 
1.  So  are  a  number  more. 

2.  But  pray  how  part  it  ? 

1 .  I'le  tell  you  in  a  little.  The  great  Duke 
Came  to  the  Bar ;  where,  to  his  accufations 

1  He  pleaded  ftill  Not  guilty,  and  alledged 
Many  (harp  reafons  to  defeat  the  Law. 

The  King's  Atturney,  on  the  contrary, 
IJrgM  on  the  Examinations,  Proofs,  Confeflions 

Of  divers  witnefles,  which  the  Duke  defir'd 
To  have  brought  viva  voce  to  his  Face ; 

1  At  which  appeared  againft  him,  his  Surveyor, 
Sir  Gilbert  Pecke  his  Chancellor,  and  John  Car 
Confeflbr  to  him,  with  that  Devil  Monk, 

Hopkins^  that  made  this  mifchief. 
2.  That  was  he, 

That  fed  him  with  his  Prophecies. 
1 .  The  fame, 

All  thefe  accus'd  him  ftrongly,  which  he  fain 
V/ould  have  flung  from  him  ;  but  indeed  he  could  not  •, 
And  fo  his  Peers  upon  this  Evidence, 
Have  found  him  guilty  of  high  Treafon.  Much 

He  fpoke,  and  learnedly  for  life :  but  all 
Was  either  pitied  in  him,  or  forgotten. 

2.  After  all  this,  how  did  he  bear  himfelf? 

1 .  When  he  was  brought  agen  to  th'  Bar,  to  hear 

His  Knell-rung  cut,  his  Judgment,  he  was  ftirr'd 
With  fuch  an  Agony,  he  fweat  extreamly, 
And  fomething  fpoke  in  choler,  ill  and  hafty  ; 
But  he  fell  to  himfelf  again,  and  fweetly 

In  all  the  reft  fliew'd  a  moft  noble  patience. 
2.  1  do  not  think  he  fears  death. 
1.  Sure  he  does  not, 

He  never  was  fo  womanifh,  the  caufe 

He  may  a  little  grieve  at. 2.  Certainly, 

The  Cardinal  is  the  end  of  this. 1.  'Tis  likely, 

By  all  conjectures :  Firft  Kildareys  Attaindurej 

Then  Deputy  of  Ireland,  who  remov'd, 
Earl  Surrey  was  fent  thither,  and  in  haft  too, 
Left  he  mould  help  his  Father. 

2.  That  trick  of  State 

vVas  a  deep  envious  one. 
1.  At  his  return, 

>Io  doubt  he  will  requite  it  y  this  is  noted 
(  And  generally)  who  ever  the  King  favours, 
The  Cardinal  inftantly  will  find  employment  fort 
And  far  enough  from  Court  too. 

2.  All  the  Commons 

Hate  him  pernicioufly,  and  O*  my  Confcience, 
Wi(h  him  ten  fathom  deep:  This  Duke  as  much 
They  love  and  doaton,  call  him  Bounteous  Buckingham^ 
The  Mirror  of  all  courtefic. 

Enter  Buckingham  from  his  Arraignment.  Tipftaves 

before  him,  the  Ax  with  the  edge  towards  him  ,  Hal- 
berds on  each  fide,  accompanied  with  Sir  Thomas  Lo- 

vel,  Sir  Nicholas  Vaux,  Walter  Sands,  and  Common 

people,  &c. 1  •  Stay  there,  Sir, 

And  fee  the  Noble  ruin'd  man  you  fpeak  of. 
2.  Let's  ftand  clofe  and  behold  him. 
Bucl^.  All  good  people, 

You  that  thus  have  come  to  pity  me-, 
Hear  what  I  fay,  and  then  go  home  and  lofe  me. 

I  have  this  day  receiv'd  a  Traytors  Judgment, 
And  by  that  name  muft  die  •,  yet  Heaven  bear  witnefs, 
And  if  I  have  a  Confcience,  let  it  fink  me, 
Even  as  the  Ax  falls,  if  I  be  not  faithful. 
To  th'  Law  I  bear  no  malice  for  my  death, 

'T  has  done  upon  the  premifes,  but  Juftice  : 
Butthofe  that  fought  it,  Icouldwifli  moreChriftians : 

(Be  what  they  will)  I  heartily  forgive  'em  ; 
Yet  let  'em  look  thty  glory  not  in  mifchief, 
Nor  build  their  evils  on  the  Graves  of  great  men 

For  then,  my  guiltlefs  blood  muft  cry  againft 'eru. 
For  further  life  in  this  world  I  ne're  hope, 
Nor  will  I  fue,  although  the  King  have  mercies 
More  than  I  dare  make  faults. 

You  few  that  lov'd  me, 
And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham, 
His  Noble  Friends  and  Fellows,  whom  to  leave 
Is  onely  bitter  to  him,  onely  dying  : 
Go  with  me  like  good  Angels  to  my  end, 
And  as  the  long  divorce  of  Steel  fells  on  me,  , 
Make  of  your  Prayers  one  fweet  Sacrifice, 
And  lift  my  Soul  to  Heaven. 
Lead  on  a  Gods  name. 

Lov.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  for  Charity, 
If  ever  any  malice  in  your  heart 

Were  hid  againft  me,  now  to  forgive  me  frankly. 
Bucki  Sir  Thomas  Lovely  I  as  free  forgive  you 

As  I  would  be  forgiven :  I  forgive  all. 
There  cannot  be  thofe  numberlefs  offences 

'Gainft  me,  that  I  cannot  take  peace  with : 
No  black  envy  fhall  make  my  Grave. 
Commend  me  to  his  Grace  : 

And  if  he  fpeak  of  Buckingham,  pray  tell  him, 
You  met  him  half  in  Heaven :  my  vows-and  prayers 
Yet  are  the  Kings ;  and  till  my  Soul  forfake  me, 
Shall  cry  for  bleffings  on  him.    May  he  live 
Longer  than  1  have  time  to  tell  his  years  j 

Ever 
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Ever  belov'd  and  loving  may  his  Rule  be  ; 
And  when  old  time  fhall  lead  him  to  his  end, 
Goodnefs  and  he  fill  up  one  Monument. 

Lov.  To  th'  Water-fide  I  muft  conduct  your  Grace, 
Then  give  my  Charge  up  to  Sir  Nicholas  Faux, 
Who  undertakes  you  to  your  end. 

Vaux.  Prepare  there, 
The  Duke  is  coming:  Seethe  Barge  be  ready, 
And  fit  it  with  fuch  furniture  as  fuits 

The  greatnefs  of  his  Perfon. 
Buck-  Nay,  Sir  Nicholas, 

Let  it  alone  ;  my  State  now  will  but  mock  me. 
When  1  came  hither,  I  was  Lord  High  Conftable, 
And  Duke  of  Buckingham  ;  now,  poor  Edward  Bohitn; 
Yet  I  am  richer  than  my  bafe  Accufers, 
That  never  knew  what  Truth  meant :  I  now  feal  it  ; 

And  with  that  blood  will  make  'em  one  day  groan  fort. 
My  Noble  Father,  Henry  of  Buckingham^ 

Who  firft  rais'd  head  againfl  Ufurping  Richard? 
Flying  for  fuccour  to  his  Servant  Banffter, 

Being  diftreft,.  was  by  that  wretch  betray'd, 
And  without  Tryal,  fell ;  Gods  peace  be  with  him. 
Henry  the  Seventh  fucceeding,  truly  pitying 
My  Fathers  lofs,  like  a  moft  Royal  Prince 

Reftor'd  me  to  my  Honours  ••  and  out  of  ruines 
Made  my  Name  once  more  Noble.    Now  his  Son, 
Henry  the  Eighth,  Life,  Honour,  Name,  and  all 
That  made  me  happy,  at  one  ftroke  has  taken 
For  ever  from  the  World.    I  had  my  Tryal, 
And  muft  needs  fay,  a  Noble  one  ;  which  makes  me 

A  little  happier  than  my  wretched  Father  •• 
Yet  thus  far  are  we  one  in  Fortunes,  both 

Fell  by  our  Servants,  by  thofe  men  we  lov'd  moll : 
A  moll  unnatural  and  faithlefs  Service. 

Heaven  has  an  end  in  all :  yet,  you  that  hear  me, 
This  from  a  dying  man  receive  as  certain : 
Where  you  are  liberal  of  your  loves  and  Counfels, 
Be  fure  you  be  not  loofe ;  for  thofe  you  make  friends, 
And  give  your  hearts  to,  when  they  once  perceive 
The  leaft  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 
Like  Water  from  ye,  never  found  again 
Bat  where  they  mean  to  fink  ye :  all  good  People 

Pray  for  me,  1  muft  now  forlake  ye-,  the  laft  hour 
Of  my  long  weary  life  is  come  upon  me : 
Farewel  :,  and  when  you  would  fay  fomething  that  is  fad, 
Speak  how  I  fell. 

1  have  done  •,  and  God  forgive  me. 
{Exeunt  Duke  and  Train 

1.  O,  this  is  full  of  pity,  Sir,  it  calls, 
1  fear,  too  many  curfes  on  their  Heads, 
That  were  the  Authors. 

2.  If  the  Duke  be  guiltlefs, 

'Tis  full  of  woe :  yet  I  can  give  you  inckling  • 
Of  an  enfuing  evil,  if  it  fall, 
Greater  than  this. 

1 .  Good  Angels  keep  it  from  us : 
What  may  it  be.?  you  do  not  doubt  my  faith,. Sir  ? 

2.  This  Secret  isfo  weighty,  'twill  require 
A  ftrong  faith  to  conceal  it, 

1.  Let  me  have  it ; 
I  do  not  talk  much. 

2.  1  am  confident ; 
You  (hall,  Sir:  Did  you  not  of  late  days  hear 
A  buzzing  of  a  Separation 
Between  the  K  ing  and  Katharine  ? 

1.  Yes,  but  it  held  not  •,  j 
For  when  the  King  once  heard  it,  out  of  anger 
He  fent  command  to  the  Lord  Mayor  ftraight 
To  ftop  the  rumour,  and  allay  the  tongues 
That  durft  difperfe  it. 

2.  But  that  flander,  Sir, 
Is  a  found  truth  now  :  for  it  grows  agen 

Frefher  than  e're  it  was ,  and  held  for  certain 
The  King  will  venture  at  it.   Either  the  Cardinal, 

Or  fome  about  him  near,  have,  out  of  malice 
To  the  good  Queen,  pofleft  him  with  a  fcruple 
That  will  undo  her :  To  confirm  this  too, 

Cardinal  Campeius  isarriv'd,  and  lately, 
As  all  think,  for  this  bufinefs. 

1 .  'Tis  the  Cardinal  •, 
And  meerly  to  revenge  him  on  theEmperour, 
For  not  bellowing  on  him,  at  his  asking, 

The  Arch-Bifiioprick  of  Toledo,  this  is  purpos'd. 2.  I  think 

You  have  hit  the  mark  •,  but  is't  not  cruel, 
That  fhe  mould  feel  the  fmart  of  this  ?  the  Cardinal 
Will  have  his  will,  and  file  muft  falh 

1 .  'Tis  woful. 

We  are  too  open  here  to  argue  this : 

Let's  think  in  Private  more.  {Exeunt, 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  reading-  this  Letter. 

MT  Lord-,  the  Horfes,  your  Lordjlup  fent  for,  With  all 
the  care  I  had,  I  Jaw  well  choftn,  ridden,  and  fur - 

ni\h?d.  They  were  yomg  and  handfome,  and  of  the  bejf 
Breed  in  the  North.  When  they  were  ready  to  Jet  out  for  Lon- 

don, a  Man  of  my  Lord  Cardinals,  byCommiJfion,  and  main 
power  took^  'ew  from  me  ,  with  this  reafon »  His  Mafier 
would  be  ferv'd  before  a  Subject,  if  not  before  the  King, 
which  fiepfd  our  /Youths, -Sir. 

I  fear,  he  will  indeed ;  well,  let  him  have  them  ;  he  will 
have  all  I  think. 

Enter  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain ,  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk 
and  Suffolk. 

Norf.  Well  met,  my  Lord  Chamberlain. 
Cham.  Good  day  to  both  your  Graces. 
Suf,  How  is  the  King  employ Mf 
Cham.  I  left  him  private, 

Full  of  fad  thoughts  and  troubles. 

Norf.  What's  the  caufe  ? 
Cham.  It  feems  the  Marriage  with  his  Brothers  Wife 

Has  crept  too  near  his  Confcience. 

Suf.  No,  his  Confciepce 
Has  crept  too  near  another  Lady. 

Norf  'Tis  fo  ; 
This  is  the  Cardinals  doing :  ,the  King-Cardinal, 
That  blind  Priefl,  like  the  eldeft  Son  of  Fortune, 
Turns  what  he  lift.  The  King  will  know  him  one  day. 

Suf.  Pray  God  he  do, 
He'll  never  knowhimfelf  elfe. 

Norf,  How  holily  he  works  in  all  his  bufinefs, 
And  with  what  Zeal  r  For  now  he  has  crackt  the  League 
Between  us  and  the  Emperor  (the  Queens  great  Nephew) 
He  dives  into  the  Kings  Soul,  and  there  fcatters 
Dangers,  Doubts,  wringing  of  the  Confcience, 
Fears,  and  Defpairs,  and  all  thefe  for  his  Marriage. 
And  out  of  all  thefe,  to  reftore  the  King, 
He  counfels  a  Divorce,  a  lofs  of  her, 
That  like  a  Jewel,  has  hung  twenty  years 

About  his  neck,  yet  never  loft  her  lullre  -7 
Ot  her  that  loves  him  with  that  excellence, 
That  Angels  love  good  men  with  :  even  of  her, 
That,  when  the  greateft  ftroke  of  Fortune  falls, 
Will  blefs  the  King :  and  is  not  this  courfe  picus  ? 

Cham.  Heaven  keep  me  from  fuch  counfel :  'tis  moll  true, 
Thefe  news  are  every  where,  every  tongue  fpeaks'em, 
Z&id  every  true  heart  weeps  for't.  All  that  dare 
Look  into  thefe  affairs,  lee  his  main  end, 
The  French  Kings  Sifter.    Heaven  will  one  day  open 
The  Kings  Eyes,  that  fo  long  haveflept  upon 
This  bold  bad  man. 

Suf. 
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Suff.  And  free  us  from  his  flavery. 
Norf.  We  had  need  pray, 

And  heartily,  for  our  deliverance ; 
Or  this  Imperious  man  will  work  us  all 
From  Princes  into  Pages:  ali  mens  Honours 

Lie  like  one  lump  before  him,  to  be  fafhion'd 
Into  what  pitch  he  pleafe. 

Snff'.  For  me,  my  Lords, 
I  love  him  not,  nor  fear  him,  there's  my  Creed : 
As  I  am  made  without  him,  fo  Pie  ftand, 
If  the  King  pleafe :  his  Curfes  and  his  BjeiTings 
Touch  me  alike :  th'  are  breath  I  not  believe  in. 
i  knew  him,  and  I  know  him :  fo  I  leave  him 
To  him  that  made  him  proud,  the  Pope. 

Norf.  Let's  in ; 
And  with  feme  other  bufinef*,  put  the  King 
From  thefe  fad  thoughts,  that  work  too  much  upon  him-, 
My  Lord,  you'l  bear  us  company  ? 

Cham.  Excufeme, 

The  King  has  fent  me  other-where:  Befides 
You'l  find  a  molt  unfit  time  to  difturb  him : 
Health  to  your  Lordfhips. 

Norf.  Thanks,  my  good  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Exit  Lord  Chamberlain,  and  the  King  draws  the  Curtain^ 
and  fits  reading  penfiyely. 

Suff.  How  fad  he  looks  ̂   fure  he  is  much  afflicted. 

Kng.  Who's  there?  Ha? 
Norf.  Pray  God,  he  be  not  angry. 

King.  Who's  there  I  fay  ?  how  dare  you  thruft  your  felves 
Into  my  private  Meditations? 
Who  am  I  ?  ha? 

Norf.  A  gracious  King,  that  pardons  all  offences 

Malice  ne're  meant .  Our  breach  of  Duty  this  way, 
Is  bufinefs  of  Eftate  ;  in  which,  we  come 
To  know  your  Royal  pleafure. 

Kmg.  Ye  are  too  bold  : 
G  o  too  j  Pie  make  ye  know  your  times  of  bufinefs : 
Is  thjs  an  hour  for  temporal  Affairs  ?  ha  ? 

Enter  Wolfey  and  Campeius  with  a  Commiffton. 

Who's  there  ?  my  good  Lord  Cardinal  ?  O  my  Wolfey, 
The  quiet  of  my  wounded  Confcience  5 

Thou  art  a  cure  fit  for  the  King;  you're  welcome, 
Moft  Learned  Reverend  Sir,  into  our  Kingdom, 
life  us,  and  it :  my  good  Lord,  have  great  care, 
1  be  not  found  a  Talker. 

Wol.  Sir,  you  cannot : 
I  would  your  Grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Of  private  conference. 

King.  We  are  bufie ;  go. 
Norf.  This  Prieft  has  no  pride  in  him  ? 
Stiff.  Not  to  fpeak  of : 

I  would  not  be  fo  lick,  though  for  his  place  : 
But  this  cannot  continue. 

Norf.  If  it  do,  l'le  venture  one  heave  at  him. 
Suff  .  I  another.  r       •  [Exeunt  Norfolk  and  Suffolk. 
Wol.  Your  Grace  has  given  a  Precedent  of  Wifdom 

Above  all  Princes,  in  committing  freely 
Your  fcruple  to  the  voice  of  Chriftendom : 
Who  can  be  angry  now  ?  what  Envy  reach  you  ? 

The  Spaniard,  ty'd  by  blood  and  favour  to  her, 
Muft  nowconfefs,  if  they  have  any  goodnefs, 
The  Trial  juft  and  noble.    All  the  Clerks, 
fl  mean  the  learned  ones  in  Chriftian  Kingdoms) 
I  lave  their  free  voices.  Rome  (the  Nurfe  of  Judgment,) 
i  nvitcd  by  your  Noble  felf  hath  fent 
One  general  Tongue  unto  us,  this  good  man, 
This  juft  and  learned  Prieft,  Cardinal  Campeius, 
Whom  once  more  I  prefent  unto  your  Highnefs. 

King.  And  once  more  in  mine  arms  I  bid  him  welcome, 
And  thank  the  holy  Conclave  for  their  Loves, 

They  have  fent  me  fuch  a  Man  1  would  have  wifh'd  for. 
Cam.  Your  Grace  muft  needs  deferveall  Strangers  loves, 

You  are  fo  Noble :  To  your  Highneffes  hand' 
I  tender  my  Commiflion  ^  by  whofe  virtue, 
The  Court  of  Rome  commanding,  You,  my  Lord 

Cardinal  of  Tor^  are  joyn'd  with  me,  their  Servant, 
In  the  impartial  judging  of  this  bufinefs. 

King.  Two  equal  nun  :  The  Queen  (hall  be  acquainted 

Forthwith  for  what  you  come.  W here's  Gardiner  ? 
Wol.  I  know  your  Mai .-fty  has  always  lov'dher 

So  dear  in  heart,  not  to  deny  her  that, 
A  Woman  of  lels  Place  might  ask  by  Law  \ 

Scholars  aliow'd  freely  to  argue  for  her. 
King.  1,  and  the  beft  Iheihall  have  j  and  my  favour 

To  him  that  does  belt,  God  forbid  elie :  Cardinal, 
Prithee  call  Gardiner  to  me,  my  new  Secretary, 
I  find  him  a  fit  F  Jlow. 

Enter  Gardiner. 

Wol.  Give  me  your  hand :  much  joy  and  favour  to  you ; 

You  are  the  King's  now. Gard.  But  to  be  commanded 

For  ever  by  your  Grace,  whofe  hand  has  rais'd  me. 
King.  Come  hither,  Gardiner, {Walks  and  whifpers. 

Camp.  My  Lord  of  Tork_,  was  not  one  Doctor  Pace 

In  this  mans  place  before  him.? Wol.  Yes,  he  was. 
Camp.  Was  he  not  held  a  Learned  man  ? 
Wol.  Yesfurely. 

Camp.  Believe  me,  there's  an  ill  opinion  fpred  then 
Even  of  your  felf,  Lord  Cardinal. 

Wol.  How  ?  of  me  ? 

Can.p.  They  will  not  flick  to  fay,  you  envy'd  him  j 

And  fearing  he  would  rife  ("he  was  ib  virtuoi;  > ) 
Kept  him  a  foreign  man  ftill,  which  fo  griev'd  him, 

That  he  ran  mad,  and  dy'd. 
Wol.  Heavens  peace  be  with  him : 

That's  Chriftian  care  enough :  for  living  murmurers, 
There's  places  of  rebuke.    He  was  a  Fool, 
For  he  would  needs  be  virtuous.  That  good  fellow, 
If  I  command  him,  follows  my  appointment, 
I  will  have  none  fonear  tile.    Learn  this  Brother, 

We  live  not  to  be  grip'd  by  meaner  perlbns. 
Kmg.  Deliver  this  with  modefty  to  th'  Queen. 

[Exit  Gardiner. 
The  moft  convenient  place  that  I  can  think  of, 

For  fuch  receit  of  Learning,  is  Blacky  Fryers  •• 
There  ye  fhall  meer  about  this  weighty  bulinefs. 

My  Wolfiy,  fee  it  furnifh'd.  O  my  Lord, Would  it  not  grieve  an  able  man  to  leave 
So  fweeta  Bedfellow?  But  Confcience,  CoDfcience^ 

O  'tis  a  tender  place,  and  I  muft  leave  her.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Anne  Bullen,  and  an  old  Lady. 

An.  Not  for  that  neither,  here's  the  pang  that  pinches. 
His  Highnefs  having  liv'd  fo  long  with  her,  and  fhe 
So  good  a  Lady,  thac  no  tongue  could  ever 
Pronounce  difhonour  of  her  j  by  my  life, 

She  never  knew  harm-doing :  Oh,  now  afcer 
So  many  courfes  of  the  Sun  enthron'd, 
Still  growing  in  a  Majefty  and  Pomp,  the  which 
To  leave,  a  thoufand  fold  more  bitter,  than 

'Tis  fweet  at  firft  t' acquire.  After  this  Procefs> 
To  give  her  the  avant,  it  is  a  pity 
Would  move  a  Monfter. 

Old  La.  Hearts  of  moft  hard  temper 
Melt  and  lament  for  her. 

An.  O'  Gods  will,  much  better 

She 
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She  ne're  had  known  Pomp  :,  though't  be  temporal, 
Yet  if  that  quarrel,  Fortune,  do  divorce^ 
It  from  the  bearer,  'tis  a  fufFerance,  panging 
As  Soul  and  Bodies  fevering. 

Old  La.  Alas,  poor  Lady, 

She's  Stranger  now  again. 
An.  So  much  the  more 

Muft  pity  drop  upon  her  verily 

I  fwear,  'tis  better  to  be  lowly  born, 
And  range  with  humble  livers  in  Content, 

Than  to  be  perk'd  up  in  a  gliftring  grief, 
And  wear  a  golden  forrow. 

Old  L.  Our  content 

Is  our  beft  having. 

Anne.  By  my  troth,  and  Maiden-head, 
I  would  not  be  a  Queen. 

Old  L.  Belhrew  me,  I  would, 

And  venture  Maiden- head  for'r,  and  fo  would  you 
For  all  this  fpice  of  your  Hypocrilk 
You  that  have  fo  fair  parts  of  Woman  on  you, 
Have  (too  J  a  Womans  heart,  which  ever  yet 
Affected  Eminence,  Wealth,  Sovereignty; 

Which,  to  fay  footh,  are  Bleffings  •,  and  which  gifts 
(Saving  your  mincing)  the  capacity 
Of  your  foft  Chiverel  Confcience  would  receive, 
If  you  might  pleafe  to  flretch  it. 

An.  Nay, '  good  troth. 
Old  L.  Yes,troth  and  troth  :  you  would  not  be  a  Queen  ? 
An.  No,  not  for  all  the  riches  under  Heaven. 

OldL.  'Tis  ff range;  a  three-pence bow'd  now  would 
Old  as  I  am,  to  Queen  it :  but  I  pray  you,       (hire  me, 
What  think  you  cf  a  Dutchefs  ?  have  you  limbs/ 
To  bear  that  load  of  Title  ? 

An.  No,  in  truth. 
OldL.  Then  you  are  weakly  made,  pluck  offa  little, 

I  would  not  be  a  young  Count  in  your  way, 
For  more  than  blufhing  comes  to  :  If  your  back 

Cannot  vouchfafe  this  burthen,  'tis  too  weak 
Ever  to  get  a  Boy. 

An.  How  you  do  talk  • 
I  fwear  again,  I  would  not  be  a  Queen 
For  all  the  world. 

Old  L.  In  faith  for  little  England  . 

You'l!  venture  an  emballing :  I  my  felf 

Would  for  Carnarvanjhire,  although  there  long'd 
No  more  to  th'  Crown  but  that :  Lo,  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain. 

L.  C^.Good  morrow,Ladies ,  what  wer'tworth  to  know 
The  fecret  of  your  Conference .? 

An.  My  good  Lord, 
Not  your  demand  ;  it  values  not  your  asking  : 
Our  Miftrefs  Sorrows  we  were  pitying. 

Cham.  It  was  a  gentle  bufinefs,  and  becoming 
The  action  of  good  women,  there  is  hope 
All  will  be  well. 

An.  Now  I  pray  God,  Amen. 
Cham.  You  bear  a  gentle  mind,and  heavenly  bleffings 

Follow  fuch  Creatures.  That  you  may,  fair  Lady> 
Perceive  I  fpeak  fincerely,  and  high  notes 

Ta'ne  of  your  many  Vertues :  the  Kings  Majefly 
Commends  his  good  opinion  of  you,  to  you  •,  and 
Do'spurpofe  Honour  to  you  no  lefs  flowing 
Than  Marchionefs  of  Pembrook  ;  to  which  Title 

JAthoufand  pound  a  year,  Annual  fupport, 
Out  of  his  Grace,  he  adds- 

An.  I  do  not  know 

What  kind  of  my  obedience,  I  mould  tender; 
More  than  my  All,  is  nothing :  Nor  my  Prayers 
Are  not  words  duly  hallowed,  nor  my  Wilhes 
More  worth  than  empty  vanities :  yet  prayers  and  wilhes 

Are  all  I  can  return.   'Befeech  your  Lordfhip, 
Vouchfafe  to  fpeak  my  thanks,  and  my  obedience, 
As  from  a  blufhing  Handmaid,  to  his  Highnefs 
Whofe  Health  and  Royalty  I  pray  for. 
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Cham.  Lady ; 

I  fhall  not  fail  t'approve  the  fair  conceit 
The  King  hath  of  you.    I  have  perus'd  her  well, 
Beauty  and  Honour  in  her  are  fo  mingled, 
That  they  have  caught  the  King  :  and  who  knows  yet, 
But  from  this  Lady  may  proceed  a  Gem, 

To  lighten  all  this  Ifle?  l'le  to  the  King, 
And  fay  I  fpoke  with  you.  {Exit  Lord  Chamberlain. 

An.  My  honour'd  Lord. 
OldL.  Why  this  it  is :  See,  fee, 

I  have  been  begging  fixteen  years  in  Court 
(Am  yet  a  Courtier  beggarly )  nor  could 
Come  pat  betwixt  too  early,  and  too  late 
For  any  fuit  of  pounds :  and  you,  (oh  fate  J 
Averyfrefh  Filhhere;  fie,  fie,  fie  upon 

This  compell'd  fortune  ,  have  your  mouth  fill'd  up, 
Before  you  open  it. 

An.  This  is  Arrange  to  me. 
OldL.  How  taftesit  ?  Is  it  bitter?  Forty  pence,  no: 

There  was  no  Lady  once  ('tis  an  old  Story,) 
That  would  not  be  a  Queen,  that  would  fhe  not 
For  all  the  mud  in  Egypt ;  have  you  heard  it? 
An.  Come,  you  are  pleafant. 
OldL.  With  your  Theme,  I  could 

O're-mcunt  the  Lark  •  The  Marchionefs  of  PembrookJ 
A  thoufand  pounds  a  year,  for  purerefpecl;  ? 
No  other  obligation  ?  by  my  Life, 
That  prbmifes  moe  thoufands :  Honours  train 
Is  longer  than  his  fore-skirt  ;  by  this  time 
I  know  your  back  will  bear  a  Dutchefs.  Say, 
Are  you  not  ftronger  than  you  were  ? An.  Good  Lady, 

Make  your  felf  mirth  with  your  particular  fancy, 

And  leave  me  out  on't.    Would  I  had  no  being, 
If  this  falute  my  blood  a  jot  ;  it  faints  me 
To  think  what  follows.  ( 
The  Queen  is  comfortlefs,  and  we  forgetful  1 
In  our  long  abfence  :  pray  do  not  deliver, 

What  here  y'ave  heard  to  her. 
Old  L.  What  do  you  think  me-  XJExeunt^ 

Scena  Quarta. 

Trumpets.,  Sonnet,  and  Cornets.  Enter  two  Vergers,  with 
fliort  fdver  wands  ;  next  them  two  Scribes  in  the  habits  of 
Doctors  •'  after  them^  the  Bipop  of  Canterbury  alone  y  af- 

ter him,  the  Bijhops  of  Lincoln,  Ely,  Rochefter,  and  St. 

Afaph  •"  next  them,  with  fomo,  fmall  diftance,  follows  a 
Gentleman  bearing  the  Pnrfe,  with  the  great  Seal,  and  a 
Cardinals  Hat  :  then  two  Priefts,  bearing-  each  a  Silver 
Crofs  :  then  a  Gentleman-VJher  bare-headed,  accompanied 
with  a  Serjeant  at  Arms^  bearing  a  Mace :  then  two  Gentle- 

men, bearing  two  great  Sdver  Pillars  ;  after  them ,  fide 
by  fide,  the  two  Cardinals,  two  Noblemen,  with  the 
Sword  and  Mace.  The  King  takes  place  under  the  Cloth 
of  State.  The  two  Cardinals  jit  under  him  as  Judges. 
The  Queen  takes  place  fame  di ft  ance  from  the  King.  The  Bi- 
Jliops  place  themfelves  on  each  fide  the  Court  in  manner  of  a 
Confifiory  :  Below  them,  the  Scribes.  The  Lords  fit  next  the 
Bifjops.  The  reft  of  the  Attendants  ftand  in  convenient 
order  about  the  Stage. 

Card.  Whil'ftour  Commifllon  from  Rome  is  read, Let  filence  be  commended. 

King.  What's  the  need  ? 
It  hath  already  publickly  been  read, 

And  on  all  fides  th'  Authority  allow'd, 
You  may  then  fpare  that  time. 

Card.  Be'tfo,  proceed. 
Scri.  Say,  Henry  K.  of  England,come  into  the  Court. 
Cryer.  Henry  King  of  England,  &C. 
King.  Here. 

U  u  Scribe, 
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Scribe.  Say,  Kathai  ine  Queen  ot  England, 
Come  into  the  Court. 

Cryer.  Katharine,  Queen  of  England,  &c. 
[The  Queen  >nakes  no  anfwer-,  rifes  cut  of  her  Chair, 

goes  about  the  Court,  comes  to  the  King,  and  kneels  at 
his  Feet.  Then  /peaks. 

Sir,  I  defireyou  to  do  m-  Right  and  Juftice, 
And  to  beftow  your  Pity  on  me  for 
1  am  a  molt  poor  Woman,  and  a  ftranger, 
Born  out  of  your  Dominions :  having  here 

No  Judge  indifferent,  nor  no  more  aflurance 
Of  equal  Friendship  and  Proceeding.  Alas,  Sir, 
In  what  have  1  offended  you  ?  What  caufe 

Hath  my  behaviour  given  to  your  difpleafure, 
That  thus  you  fhould  proceed  to  put  me  off, 
And  take  your  Good  Grace  from  me  ?  Heaven  witnefs, 
I  have  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  Wife, 
At  all  times  to  your  Will  conformable : 
Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  Diflike, 
Yea,  fubject  to  your  Countenance  :  Glad,  orforry, 
As  1  faw  it  inclin'd  ?  when  was  the  hour 
I  ever  contradicted  your  Defire  ? 
Or  made  it  not  mine  too  ?  Or  which  of  your  Friends 
Have  I  not  ftrove  to  Love,  although  I  knew 
He  were  mine  Enemy  ?  What  Friend  of  mine, 

That  had  to  him  deriv'd  your  Anger,  did  I 
Continue  in  my  Liking  ?  nay,  gave  notice 

He  was  from  thence  difcharg'd  I  Sir,  call  to  mind, 
That  I  havebeenyour  Wife,  in  this  Obedience, 

Upward  of  twenty  years,  and  have  been  bleft 
With  many  Children  by  you.   If  in  the  courfe 
And  procefs  of  this  time  you  can  report, 
And  prove  it  too,  againft  mine  Honour  ought, 
My  bond  of  Wedlock,  or  my  love  and  duty 

Againft  your  Sacred  Perfon-,  in  Gods  name 
Turn  me  away :  and  let  foul'ft  Contempt 
Shut  door  upon  me,  andfo  give  me  up 

To  thelharp'ft  kind  of  Juftice.    Pieafe  you,  Sir, 
The  King,  your  Father,  was  reputed  for 
A  Prince  moft  prudent ,  and  an  excellent 
And  unmatch'd  Wit  and  Judgment.  Ferdinand 

My  Father,  King  of  Spam,  was  reckon'd  one 
The  wifeft  Prince,  that  there  had  reign'd,  by  many 
A  year  before.    It  is  not  to  be  queftion'd, 
That  they  had  gathered  a  wife  Council  to  them 
Of  every  Realm,  that  did  debate  this  bufinefs, 

|  Who  deem'd  our  Marriage  lawful.  Wherefore,  I  humbly 
Befeech  you,  Sir,  to  fpare  me,  till  I  may 

Be  by  my  Friends  in  Spain  advis'd    whofe  Counfel 
I  will  implore.    If  not,  i'th'  name  of  God 
Your  Pleafure  be  fulfiU'd. 

Wol.  You  have  here,  Lady, 
(And  of  your  choice )  thefe  Reverend  Fathers,  men 
Of  fingular  Integrity  and  Learning : 

Yea,  the  elect  o'th'  Land,  who  are  affembled 
To  plead  your  Caufe.    It  fhall  be  therefore  bootlefs, 
That  longer  you  defer  the  Court,  as  well 
For  your  own  quiet,  as  to  rectifie 
What  isunfetledin  the  King. 

|    Camp.  His  Grace 
Hath  fpoken  well,  andjuftly,  Therefore,  Madam, 
It's  fit  this  Royal  Selfion  do  proceed, 
And  that  ( without  delay )  their  Arguments 

Be  now  produe'd,  and  heard. 
;    Queen.  Lord  Cardinal,  to  you  I  (peak. 
•    Wol.  Your  pleafure,  Madam. 

Qu.  Sir,  I  am  about  to  weep ;  but  thinking  that 

We  are  a  Queen,  (or  long  have  dream'd  fo )  certain 
j  The  Daughter  of  a  K  ing,  my  drops  of  Tears 
Tie  turn  to  fparks  of  Fire.  . 

Wol.  Be  patient  yet. 
Qu.  I  will,  when  you  are  humble,  nay  before, 

j  Or  God  will  punifh  me.    I  do  believe, 

l(lnduc'd  by  potent  Circumftances)  that 

You  are  mine  Enemy,  and  make  my  Challenge. 
You  fhall  not  be  my  Judge.    For  it  is  you 
Have  blown  this  Coal,  betwixt  my  Lord  and  me; 
('Which  Gods  dew  quench)  therefore,  I  fay  again, I  utterly  abhor,  yea,  from  my  Soul 
Refufe  you  for  my  Judge,  whom  yet  once  more 
1  hold  my  moft  malicious  Foe,  and  think  not 
At  all  a  Friend  to  truth. 

Wol.  1  do  profefs 

You  fpeak  not  like  your  felf,  who  ever  yet 
Have  ftood  to  Charity,  and  d  ifplay'd  th'  eff eds 
Of  Difpofition  gentle,  and  of  Wifdom 

O're-topping  Womans  power.  Madam,you  do  me  wrong,' I  have  no  Jpleen  againft  you,  nor  injuftice 
For  you,  or  any  :  how  far  i  have  proceeded, 
Or  how  far  further  ffhall),  is  warranted 
By  a  Commiffion  from  the  Confiftory, 
Yea,  the  whole  Confiltory  of  Rome.  You  charge  me, 
That  \  have  blown  this  Coal :  I  do  deny  it, 
The  King  isprefent :  If  it  be  known  to  him, 
That  I  gainfay  my  Deed,  how  may  he  wound, 
And  worthily,  my  Falfhood,  yea,  as  much 
As  you  have  done  my  Truth.  If  he  know 
That  I  am  free  of  your  Report,  he  knows 
I  am  not  of  your  Wrong.  Therefore  in  him 
It  lies  to  Cure  me,  and  the  Cure  is  to 

Remove  thefe  thoughts  from  you.    The  which  before 
His  Highnefs fhall  fpeak  in,  I  do  befeech 
You  (gracious  Madam)  to  unthink  your  fpeaking, 
And  to  fay  no  more. 

Queen.  My  Lord,  my  Lord, 

I  am  a  limple  Woman,  much  too  weak 

T'oppofe  your  Cunning.Y'are  meek,and  humble-mouth'd, 
Yon  hgn  your  Place  and  Calling,  in  foil  Teeming, 
With  Meekncfs  and  Humility :  But  your  henrt 

Is  cramm'd  with  Arro?  ..ice,  Spleen,  and  P.ide. 
You  have  by  Forturc  and  his  Highnefs  Favours, 

Gone  (lightly  o're  iowftep?,  and  now  are  mounted 
Wh.rc  rowers  are  your  Retainers,  and  your  words 

(Domefticks  to  you)  ferveyour  Will,  as't  pieafe 
Your  ielf  pronounce  their  Office.  I  muft  tell  you, 

You  tender  more  your  Perfon's  Honour,  than 
Your  high  Profeflion  Spiritual.    That  again 
I  do  refufe  you  for  my  Judge,  and  here 
Before  you  all,  Appeal  unto  the  Pope, 

To  bring  my  whole  Caufe  'fore  his  Holinefs, 
And  to  be  judg'd  by  him. 

She  curtfics  to  the  King,  and  offers  to  depart. 
Camp.  The  Queen  is  obftinate, 

Stubborn  to  Juftice,  apt  to  accufe  it,  and 

Difdainful  to  be  try'd  by't ;  'tis  not  well. 
She's  going  away. 

Kmg.  Call  her  again. 
Cryer.  Katharine,  Q.  of  England,  come  into  the  Court. 

Gent .  VJIj.  Madam,  you  are  call'd  back. 
Qii.  What  need  you  note  it  ?  pray  you  keep  your  way, 

When  you  are  call'd,  return.  Now  the  Lord  help, 
They  vex  me  paft  my  patience,  pray  you  pafs  on  •, 
I  will  not  tarry :  no,  nor  ever  more 
Upon  this  bufinefs  my  appearance  make 
In  any  of  their  Courts. 

[Exit  Queen,  and  her  Attendants. 
King.  Go  thy  ways,  Kate, 

That  man  i'th'  world,  who  fhall  report  he  has 
A  better  Wife,  let  him  in  nought  be  trufted, 
For  fpeaking  falfe  in  that ;  Thou  art  alone 
(If  thy  rare  qualities,  fweet  gentlenefs, 
Thy  meeknefs  Saint-like,  Wife-like  Government, 
Obeying  in  commanding,  and  thy  parts 
Sovereign  and  Pious,  could  fpeak  thee  outj 

The  Queen  of  earthly  Queens :  She's  Noble  born  : And  like  her  true  Nobility,  fhe  has 
Carried  her  felf  towards  me. 

Wol.  Moft  gracious  Sir, 

In 
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Id  humbleft  manner  I  require  your  Highnefs, 
That  it  mail  pleafe  you  to  declare  in  hearing 

Of  all  thefe  ears  ffbr  where  I  am  robb'd  and  bound, 
There  muft  I  be  unloos'd,  although  not  there 
At  once,  and  fully  fatisf?d)whether  ever  I 
Did  broach  this  bufiiiefs  to  your  Highnefs,  or 
Laid  any  fcruple  in  your  way,  which  might 

Induce  you  to  the  queftion  on't :  or  ever 
Have  to  you,  but  with  thanks  to  God  for  fuch 
A  Royal  Lady,  fpake  one,  the  leaft,  word  that  might 
Be  to  the  prejudice  of  her  prefent  State, 
Or  touch  of  her  good  Perfon  ? 

King.  My  Lord  Cardinal, 
I  do  excufe  you  \  yea,  upon  mine  Honour, 

I  free  you  from't :  You  are  not  to  be  taught, 
That  you  have  many  Enemies,  that  know  not 
Why  they  are  fo,  but  like  the  Village  Curs, 
Jark  when  their  fellows  do.    By  fome  of  thefe 

The  Queen  is  put  in  anger  •,  y'are  excus'd  : 
But  will  you  be  more  juftifi'd  ?  You  ever 
3avewinVd  thefleeping  of  this  bntinefs,  never  defir'd 
t  to  be  ftirr'd  ;  but  oft  have  hindred,  oft, 
The  palTages  made  toward  it  j  on  my  Honour, 
I  fpeak,  my  good  Lord  Cardinal  to  this  point ; 
And  thus  far  clear  him. 

Now,  what  mov'd  me  to't, 
will  be  bold  with  time  and  your  attention : 

Then  mark  th'inducement.  Thus  it  came  \  give  heed  to't : 
Vly  Confcience  firft  receiv'd  a  tendernefs, 
Scruple,  and  prick,  on  certain  Speeches  utter'd 
Jy  th'  Bifhop  of  Bay  on,  then  French  Embalfador, 
Who  had  been  hither  fent  on  the  debating 

And  Marriage  'twixt  the  Duke  of  Orleance,  and 
Our  Daughter  Mary :  Ith'  Progrefs  of  this  bufinefs, 
E're  a  determinate  refolution,  he 
jfl  mean  the  Bifliop)  did  require  a  refpite, 
Wherein  he  might  the  King  his  Lord  advertife, 
Whether  our  Daughter  were. Legitimate, 
Refpecling  this  our  Marriage  with  the  Dowager, 
Sometimes  our  Brothers  Wife.  This  refpite  fhook 

The  bofomeof  my  Confcience,  enter'd  me, 
Yea  with  a  fplitting  Power,  and  made  to  tremble 

The  region  of  my  Breaft,  which  forc'd  fuch  way, 
That  many  maz'd  confiderings  did  throng 
And  preft  in  with  this  Caution.    Firft,  methought 
Iitood  not  in  the  fmile  of  Heaven,  who  had 
Commanded  Nature,  that  my  Ladies  womb, 

If  it  conceiv'd  a.Male-child  by  me,  mould 
Do  no  more  Offices  of  life  to't,  than 

The  Grave  does  to  th'  dead  :  For  her  Male  Ifiue, 
Or  dyed  where  they  were  made,  or  fhortly  after 

This  world  had  air'd  them.  Hence  1  took  a  thought, 
This  was  a  Judgment  on  me,  that  my  Kingdom 

( Well  worthy  the  beft  Heir  ot'  world)  mould  not 
Be  glad  in't  by  me.    Then  follows,  that 
I  weigh'd  the  danger  that  my  Realms  ftood  in 
By  this  my  Iflues  fail,  and  that  gave  to  me 
Many  a  groaning  throw :  thus  hulling  in 
The  wild  Sea  of  my  Confcience,  I  did  fleer 
Towards  this  remedy,  whereupon  we  are 

Now  prefent  here  together :  that's  to  fay, 
I  meant  to  rectifie  my  Confcience,  which 
I  then  did  feel  ful  fick,  and  yet  not  well, 
By  all  the  Reverend  Fathers  of  the  Land, 

And  Dodlors  Learn'd.    Firft,  I  began  in  private, 
With  you,  my  Lord  of  Lincoln  j  you  remember 
How  under  my  Oppreflion  I  did  reek, 
When  1  firft  mov'd  you. 

B.  Lin.  Very  well,  my  Liege. 

King.  I  have  fpoke  long,  be  pleas'd  your  felf  to  fay 
How  far  you  fatisfi'd  me. 

Lin.  So  pleafe  your  Highnefs, 
The  Queftion  did  at  firft  fo  ftagger  me, 

Bearing  a  ftate  of  mighty  moment  in't, 
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And  confequence  of  dread,  that  I  committed 

The  daring'ft  Councel  which  I  had  to  doubt, 
And  did  intreat'your  Highnefs  to  this  Courfe, 
W  hich  you  are  running  here. 

King.  I  then  mov'd  you, 
'  My  Lord  of  Canterbury,  and  got  your  leave 
To  make  this  prefent  Summons  unfolicited. 
I  left  no  reverend  Perfon  in  this  Court, 

But  by  particular  confent  proceeded 
Under  your  Hands  and  Seals  i  therefore  go  on, 

For  no  diilike  ith'  world  againft  the  Perfon 
Of  our  good  Queen,  but  the  fharp  thorny  points 
Of  my  alledged  reafons  drives  this  forward  ( 
Prove  but  our  Marriage  lawful,  by  my  Life 
And  Kingly  Dignity,  we  are  contented 
To  wear  h#  mortal  State  to  come,  with  her 
(Katharine  our  Queen)  before  the  primeft  Creature 

That's  Parragon'd  oth'  World. 
Camp.  So  pleafe  your  Highnefs, 

The  Queen  being  abfent,  'tis  a  needful  fitnefs, 
That  we  Adjourn  this  Court  to  a  further  day 
Mean  while  muft  be  an  earned  motion 

Made  to  the  Queen,  to  call  back  her  Appeal 
She  intends  unto  his  Holinefs. 

King.  I  may  perceive 
Thefe  Cardinals  trifle  with  me  :  I  abhor 

This  dilatory  floth,  and  tricks  of  Rome. 

My  Learn'd  and  well  beloved  Servant  Cranmer^ 
Prithee  return  •,  with  thy  approach,  I  know, 
My  comfort  comes  along  :  break  up  the  Court  \ 

I  fay,  fet  on.  {Exeunt,  in  manner  as  they  entered 

ABm  Tertim.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Queen  and  her  Woman ,  as  at  work. 

Queen.  Take  thy  Lute,  Wench, 

My  Soul  grows  fad  with  troubles, 

Sing,  and  difperfe 'em  if  thou  can'ft :  leave  working^ 

SONG. 

ORpheus  with  his  Lute  made  Trees, And  the  Mountain  tops,  that  freeze^ 
Bow  themfelves  when  he  did  Jing. 

To  his  Mufick^,  Plants  and  Flowers 

Ever  fpring ,  as  Sun  and  Showers There  had  made  a  lafting  Spring. 

Every  thing  that  heard  him  play1 
Even  the  Billows  of  the  Sea, 
Hung  their  Heads,  and  then  lay  by. 

In  fweet  Mufic\  is  fuch  Art, 
Killing  care-,  and  grief  of  hearty 
Fall  afleep,  or  hearing  dye. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Quee.  How  now? 
Gent.  And't  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  two  great  Cardinals 

Wait  in  the  Prefence. 

Queen.  Would  they  fpeak  with  me  ? 
Gent .  They  will'd  me  fay  fo,  Madam. 

Queen.  Pray  their  Graces 
To  come  near :.  what  can  be  their  bufinefs 

With  me,  a  poor  weak  woman,  fal'n  from  favour, 
I  do  not  like  their  coming  ̂   now  I  think  on't, 
They  fhould  be  Good  men,  their  affairs  are  righteous, 
But,  All  Hoods  make  not  Monks, 

Enter  the  two  Cardinals,  Wolfey,  and  Campeius. 

Wolf.  Peace  to  your  Highnefs. 
Qu.  Your  Graces  find  me  here  part  ofaHoufewife, 
1  Uu  2  n 
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(I  would  be  all)  againft  the  worft  may  happen  : 
What  are  your  pleafures  with  me,  Reverend  Lords  ? 

Wol.  May  itpleafe  you,  Noble  Madam,  to  withdraw 
Into  your  private  Chamber  ;  we  ihall  give  you 
The  full  caufe  of  our  coming. 

Queen.  Speak  it  here. 

There's  nothing  I  have  done  yet  o'my  Confcience 
Deferves  a  Corner :  would  all  other  Women 

Could  fpeak  this  with  as  free  a  Soul,  as  1  do  •• 
My  Lords,  I  care  not  (fo  much  I  am  happy 
Above  a  number  J  if  my  actions 

Weretry'dby  every  Tongue,  every  Eye  faw'em, 

Envy  and  bafe  opinion  fet  againft  'em, 
I  know  my  life  fo  even.    If  your  bufinefs 
Seek  me  out,  and  that  way  1  am  Wife  in  ; 

■Out  with  it  boldly  ■  Truth  loves  open  dealing. 
Car.Tanta  e(l  crga  te  mentis  integritas  (Rcgina  Serenijfima.) 

Queen.  Good  my  Lord,  noLatine-, 
I  am  not  fuch  a  Truant  fince  my  coming, 

As  not  to  know  the  Language,  I  have  liv'd  in  : 
A  ftrange  Tongue  makes  my  caufe  more  ftrange,fufpkious : 
Pray  fpeak  in  Englijh  }  here  are  fome  will  thank  you, 
If  you  fpeak  truth,  for  their  poor  Miftrefsfake  ; 
Believe  me  fhe  has  had  much  wrong.  Lord  Cardinal, 

The  willing'ft  fin  I  ever  yet  committed, 
May  be  abfolv'd  in  Engliflj. 

Card.  Noble  Lady, 

I  am  forry  my  integrity  fhould  breed 
(And  fervice  to  his  Majdty  and  you) 

So  deep  fufpition,  where  all  Faith  was  meant  ■, 
We  come  not  by  the  way  of  Accufation, 
To  taint  that  honour  every  good  Tongue  blelTes  j 
Nor  to  betray  you  any  way  to  forrow, 
You  have  too  much,  good  Lady  :  But  to  know 
How  you  ftand  minded  in  the  weighty  difference 
Between  the  King  and  you,  and  to  deliver 
(Like  free  and  honeft  menjour  juft  opinions, 
And  comforts  to  your  caufe. 

Camp.  Moft  honoured  Madam, 
My  Lord  of  7o?k,  out  of  his  Noble  nature, 
Zeal  and  Obedience  he  Hill  bore  your  Grace, 

Forgetting  (like  a  good  man)  your  iate  Cenfure 
Both  of  his  truth  and  him  (which  was  too  far) 
Offers,  as  I  do,  in  a  fign  of  peace, 
His  Service,  and  his  Counfel. 

Queen.  To  betray  me. 
My  Lords,  I  thank  you  both  for  your  good  wills, 
Ye  fpeak  like  honeft  men,  (pray  God  ye  prove  fo) 
But  how  to  make  ye  fuddenly  an  Anfwer 
In  fuch  a  point  of  weight,  fo  near  mine  Honour, 
<(More  near  my  Life,  I  fear )  with  my  weak  wit ; 
And  to  fuch  men  of  Gravity  and  Learning  j 
in  truth  I  know  not.  I  was  fet  at  work 

Among  my  Maids,  full  little  (God  knows)  looking 
Either  for  fuch  men,  or  fuch  bufinefs ; 
For  her  fake  that  I  have  been,  for  I  feel 
The  laft  fit  of  my  Greatnefs  \  good  your  Graces 
Let  me  have  time  and  Council  for  my  Caufe  : 
Alas,  I  am  a  Woman  friendlefs,  hopelefs. 

Wol.  Madam, 

You  wrong  the  Kings  love  with  thefe  fears, 
Your  hopes  and  friends  are  infinite. 

Queen.  In  England, 
But  little  for  my  profit :  can  you  think,  Lord, 

That  any  Englifi-man  dare  give  me  Counfel  ? 
Or  be  a  known  friend  'gainft  his  Highnefs  pleafure, 
(Though  he  be  grown  fo  defperate  to  be  honeft) 
And  live  a  Subject?  Nay,  forfooth  my  Friends, 
They  that  muft  weigh  out  my  afflictions, 
They  that  my  truft  muft  grow  to,  live  not  here, 
They  are  (as  all  my  other  comforts)  far  hence 
In  mine  own  Country,  Lords. 

Camp.  I  would  your  Grace 
Would  leave  your  griefs,  and  take  my  Counfel. 

Queen.  How,  Sir  ? 
Camp.  Put  your  main  caufe  into  the  KingYprotection, 

He's  loving  and  moft  gracious.    'Twill  be  much 
Both  for  your  Honour  belter,  and  your  Caufe  : 

For  if  the  Tryal  of  the  Law  o're-take  ye, 
You'l  part  away  difgrae'd. Wol.  Fie  tells  you  rightly. 

Queen.  Ye  tell  me  what  ye  wifh  for  both,  my  ruin: 
Is  this  your  Chriftian  Counfel  ?  Out  upon  ye, 
Heaven  is  above  all  yet  ̂   there  fits  a  Judge, 
That  no  King  can  corrupt. 

Camp.  Your  rage  miftakes  us. 
Qneev.ThQ  more  fhame  for  ye  •,  Holy  men  I  thought  ye, 

Upon  my  Soul,  two  Reverend  Cardinal  Vertues : 
But  Cardinal  Sins,  and  hollow  hearts  I  fear  ye  : 
Mend  'em  for  fhame,  my  Lords :  Is  this  your  comfort  ? The  Cordial  that  ye  bring  a  wretched  Lady  ? 
A  woman  loft  among  ye,  laughM  at,  fcorn'd  ? 
I  will  not  wifh  ye  half  my  miferies, 
I  have  more  Charity.    But  fay  I  warn'd  ye  •, 
Take  heed,  for  Heavens  fake  take  heed,  leaftatonce 
The  burthen  of  my  forrows  fall  upon  ye. 

Car.  Madam,  this  is  a  meer  diffraction, 
You  turn  the  good  we  offer  into  envy. 

Queen.  Ye  turn  me  into  nothing.   Woe  upon  ye, 
And  ail  fuch  falfe  profefTors.    Would  you  have  me 
(If  you  have  any  Juftice,  any  Pity, 
ff  ye  be  any  thing,  but  Churchmens  habit) 
Put  my  lick  caufe  into  his  hands  that  hates  me  ? 
Alas,  ha's  banifhM  me  his  Bed  already, 
His  Love  too ,  long  ago.  I  am  old,  my  Lords, 
And  ali  the  Feiiowfhip  I  hold  now  with  him 
Is  only  by  Obedience.    What  can  happen 
To  me,  above  this  wretchednefs  ?  All  your  Studies 
Make  me  a  Curfe,  like  this : 

Camp.  Your  fears  are  worfe. 

Qu.  Have  I  liv'd  thus  long  flet  me  fpeak  my  felf, 
Since  Virtue  finds  no  FriendsJ  a  Wife,  a  true  one  ? 
A  Woman  (I  dare  fay  without  Vain-glory) 
Never  yet  branded  with  fufpition  ? 
Have  I,  with  all  my  full  Affections 

Still  met  the  King  ?  Lov'd  him  next  Heav'n  f  Obey'd  him  ? 
Been  fout  of  fondnefs)  fuperftitious  to  him  ? 
Almoft  forgot  my  Prayers  to  content  him  ? 
And  am  I  thus  rewarded  ?  'tis  not  well,  Lords. 
Bring  me  a  conftant  woman  to  her  Husband, 

One  that  ne're  dream'd  a  Joy,  beyond  his  pleafure  * 
And  to  that  Woman  (when  fhe  has  done  moft) 
Yet  will  I  add  an  Honour  ;  a  great  Patience. 

Car.  Madam,  you  wander  from  the  good 
We  aim  at. 

Queen.  My  Lord, 
I  dare  not  make  my  felf  fo  guilty, 

To  give  up  willingly  that  Noble  Title 
Your  Mafter  wed  me  to :  nothing  but  death 
Shall  e're  divorce  my  Dignities. 

Card.  Pray,  hear  me. 

Qu.  Would  I  had  never  trod  this  EngUty  Earth, 
Or  felt  the  Flatteries  that  grow  upon  it: 

Ye  have  Angels  Faces,  but  Heaven  knows  your  hearts 
What  fha  11  become  of  me  now,  wretched  Lad,  ? 
I  am  the  moft  unhappy  Woman  living. 

Alas  (poor  Wenches)  where  are  now  your  Fortunes  ? 
Ship-wrack'd  upon  a  Kingdom,  where  no  Pity, 
No  Friends,  no  Hope,  no  Kindred  weep  for  me  ? 
Almoft  no  Grave  allow'd  me  ?  Like  the  Lilly, 

That  once  was  Miftrefs  of  the  Field,  and  lloun.n'd,  # 
I'le  hang  my  head,  and  perifh. 

Car.  If  your  Grace 

Could  but  be  brought  to  know  our  ends  are  honeft, 
You'l  feel  more  comfort.  Why  fhould  we  (good  Lady) 
Upon  what  caufe  wrong  you  ?  Alas,  oar  Places, 
The  way  of  our  Profeflion  is  againft  it ; 

We  are  to  cure  fuch  forrows,  nottofow'em. For 
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For  goodnefs  fake  confider  what  you  do, 
How  you  rimy  hurt  your  felf ,  I,  utter ly 

Grow  from  the  Kings  Acquaintance,  by  this  Carriage. 
The  hearts  of  Princes  kifs  Obedience, 
So  much  they  love  it.    But  to  ftubborn  Spirits, 
They  fwell  and  grow  as  terrible  as  florms. 
1  know  you  have  a  gentle,  noble  temper, 
A  Soul  as  even  as  a  Calm   Pray  think  us, 

Thofe  we profefs,  Peace-makers,  Friends, and  Servants. 

Camf.  Madam,  you'll  find  it  lb  : 

You  wrong  your  Vertue"s With  thefe  weak  Womens  fears.  A  Noble  Spirit, 

As  yours  was,  put  into  you  ever  calls 
Such  doubts  as  falfe  Coyne  from  it.   The  King  loves  you, 
Beware  you  lofe  it  not :  For  us  (if  you  pleafe 
To  trull  us  in  your  bufinefs)  we  are  ready 
To  ufe  our  utmoft  Studies  in  your  Service. 

Qu.  Do  what  you  will,  my  Lords : 
\  And  pray  forgive  me, 

I  If  I  have  us'd  my  felf  unmannerly  •, 
You  know  I  am  a  Woman  lacking  wit 
To  make  a  feemly  anfwer  to  fuch  perfons. 
Pray  domyfervice  tohisMajefty, 
He  has  my  Heart  yet,  and  fhall  have  my  Prayers 
While  I  (hall  have  my  Life.  Come,  Reverend  Fathers, 
;  Bellow  your  Counfeilson  me.    She  now  begs 
i  That  little  thought  when  fhe  let  footing  here, 

|  She  mould  have  bought  her  Dignities  fo  dear.  {^Exeunt, 

Scena  Secanda. 

\  Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Duke  of  Suffolk,  -Lor^Surrey, 
and  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Norf.  If  you  will  now  unite  in  your  Complaints, 
And  force  them  with  a  Conflancy,  the  Cardinal 
Cannot  Hand  under  them.  >  If  you  omit 
J  The  offer  of  this  time,  I  cannot  promife, 
But  that  you  fhall  fuftain  moe  new  difgraces, 
With  thefe  you  bear  already. 

Sur.  I  am  joyful 
To  meet  the  leaftoccafion,  that  may  give  me 

Remembrance  of  my  Father-in- Law  the  Duke, 

j  To  be  reveng'd  on  him. 
Suf.  Which  of  the  Peers 

I  Have  uncontemn'd  gone  by  him,  or  at  leaft 
Strangely  neglected .?  When  did  he  regard 
The  ftamp  of  Noblenefsin  any  perfon 

lOut  of  himfelfi' 
Cham.  My  Lords,  you  fpeak  your  pleafures : 

I  What  he  deferves  of  you  and  me,  I  know  : 
What  we  can  do  to  him  (though  now  the  time 
Gives  way  to  us)  1  much  fear.  If  you  cannot 

|  Bar  his  accefs  to  th'  King,  never  attempt 
Any  thing  on  him  :  for  he  hath  a  witchcraft 

Over  the  King  in's  Tongue. 
Norf.  O  fear  him  not, 

His  fpell  in  that  is  out :  the  King  hath  found 
Matter  againft  him,  that  for  ever  mars 

The  Honey  of  his  Language.  No,  he's  fetl'd 
(Not  to  come  off)  in  his  difpleafure. 

Sur.  Sir, 

I  Ihould  be  glad  to  hear  fuch  News  as  this 
Once  every  hour. 

Norf.  Believe  it,  this  is  true, 
i  In  the  Divorce,  his  contrary  proceedings 
Are  all  unfolded  :  wherein  he  appears* 
As  I  would  wilh  mine  Enemy.  . 

JSur.  How  came 
His  Practices  to  light  ? 

Suf.  Moll  ftrangely. 
Sur.  O  how  ?  how  ? 

Suf.  The  Cardinals  Letters  to  the  Pope  mifcarried, 

And  came  to  th'eyeoth'  King,  wherein  was  read How  that  the  Cardinal  did  intreat  his  Holinefs 

To  flay  the  Judgment  oth'  Divorce  j  for  if 
It  did  take  place,  I  do  (quoth  he )  perceive 

My  King  is  tangled  in  affection  to 
A  Creature  of  the  Queens,  Lady  Anne  Bulltr^ 

Sur.   Ha's  the  King  this  ? 
Suf.  Believeit, 
Sur.  Will  this  work  ? 

Cham.  The  King  in  this  perceives  him,  how  hecoalls 
And  hedges  his  own  way.  But  in  this  point, 
All  his  tricks  founder,  and  he  brings  his  Phyfick 
After  his  Patients  death  ;  the  King  already 
Hath  married  the  fair  Lady. 

Sur.  Would  he  had. 

Suf.  May  you  be  happy  in  your  wilh,  my  Lord, 
For  I  profefs  you  have  it. Sur.  Now  all  my  joy 

Trace  the  Conjunction. 

Suf.  My  Amento't. AV.  All  mens. 

Suf.  There's  order  given  for  her  Coronation  : 
Marry  this  is  yet  but  young,  and  may  be  left 
To  fome  ears  un recounted.    But,  my  Lords, 
She  is  a  gallant  Creature,  and  compleat 
In  mind  and  feature,  I  perfwade  me  from  her 
Will  fall  fome  bleffing  to  this  Land,  which  maii , 

In  itbememoriz'd. Sur.  But  will  the  King 

Digefl  this  Letter  of  the  Cardinals  ? 
The  Lord  forbid. 

Nor.  Marry,  Amen. 

Suf.  No,  no : 
There  be  moe  Wafps  that  buZ  about  his  Nofe, 

Will  make  this  fling  the  fooner.  Cardinal  Camfeiust 

Is  ftoln  away  to  Rome,  hath  ta'ne  no  leave, 
Ha's  left  the  caufe  to  th'  King  unhandled,  and 
Is  polled  as  the  Agent  of  our  Cardinal, 
To  fecond  all  his  plot.  I  do  allure  you, 

The  K  ing  cry'd  Ha,  at  this. Cham.  Now  God  incenfe  him* 

And  let  him  cry  Ha,  louder. 
Norf.  But,  my  Lord, 

When  returns  Cranmer  ?  1 

Suf.  He  is  return'd  in  his  Opinions,  which 
Have  fatisfi'd  the  King  for  his  Divorce, 
Together  with  all  famous  Colledges 
Almoll  in  Chriftendom:  fhortly  (I  believe) 
His  fecond  Marriage  fhall  be  publilhed,  and 
Her  Coronation.    Katharine  no  more 

Shall  be  call'd  Queen,  but  Princefs  Dowager, 
A  Widow  to  Prince  Arthur. 

Nor .  Th  is  fame  Cranmer*s 

A  worthy  Fellow,  and  hath  ta'ne  much  pain 
In  the  Kings  bufinefs. 

Suf.  He  has,  and  we  fhall  fee  him 
:or  it  an  Arch-Bilhop. 

Nor.  So  I  hear. 

Suf.  »Tisfo. 
Enter  VJolfey  and  Cromwel. 

The  Cardinal. 
Nor.  Obferve,  obferve 
Car.  ThePackquet,  Cromml, 

Gav'tyou  the  King  ? 

Crom.  To  his'own  hand,  in's  Bed-chamber. 
Card.  Look'd  he  oth'  infide  of  the  Paper .? Crom.  Prefently, 

He  did  unfeal  them,  and  the  firft:  he  view'd, 
He  did  it  with  a  ferious  mind  :  a  heed 
Was  in  his  Countenance.    You  he  bad 
Attend  him  here  this  Morning. 

Card.  Is  he  ready  to  come  abroad  ? 
Crom.  1  think  by  this  he  is. 

Uu  3 

he's  mocdy. 

Card. 
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Curd.  Leave  ine  a  while.  [Exit  Cromwel. 
Ic  (hall  be  to  the  Dutchefs  of  Alanfon, 

The  French  Kings  Sifter  •,  Hefhall  marry  her. 

yftint  Bnlkn  ?  No :  l'le  no  Anne  Battens  for  him, 
There's  more  in't  than  fair  Vifage.  Butten? 
No,  we'll  no  Bitlkns  \  Speedily  i  wifh 
To  hear  from  Rome :  The  Marchionefs  of  PembrookJ 

Nor.  He's  clifcontcntcd. 
Suf.  May  be  he  hears  the  King 

Does  whet  his  anger  to  him. 

Sur.  S";iarp  enough; 
Lord  for  thy  Juftice. 

Car.  The  late  Queens  Gentlewoman  ? 
A  Knights  Daughter 

To  be  her  Miftrefs's  Miftrefs  ?  the  Queen's  Queen  ? 
This  Candle  burns  not  clear,  'tis  I  muft  fnufF  it, 
Then  out  it  goes.  What  though  I  know  her  virtuous 
And  well-deferving  f  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  ipleeny  Lutheran,  and  not  wholfome  to 

Our  caufe,  that  (he  fhould  lie  rth'bofom  of 
Our  hard-rul'd  King.    Again,  there  is  fprung  up 
An  Heretick,  an  Arch- one  •,  Cranmer,  one 
Hath  craw'ld  into  the  favour  of  the  King, And  is  his  Oracle. 

Nor.  He's  vex'd  at  fomething. 
Enter  King  reading  of  a  Schedule. 

Sur.  I  would  'twere  Something  that  would  fret  the  fixing 
The  Mafter-cord  on's  heart. 

Suf.  The  King,  the  King. 
King.  What  piles  of  Wealth  hath  he  accumulated 

To  his  own  portion  ?  and  what  expellee  by  th'  hour 
iSeernsto  flow  from  him  ?  how,  i'th'  name  <  f.  Thrift 
[Does  he  rake  this  together  ?  Now;  my  Lords, 
Saw  you  the  Cardinal  ? 

;    Nor.  My  Lord,  we  have 
Stood  here  obferving  him.   Some  flrange  Commotion 
Is  in  his  brain  •  he  bites  his  lip  and  ftarts, 
jStops  on  a  Hidden,  looks  upon  the  ground, 
'Then  lays  his  Finger  on  his  Temple  :  ftraight 
Springs  out  into  fall  gate,  then  ltops again, 
.Strikes  his  breaft  hard,  and  anon,  he  calls 
.His  Eyeagainft  the  Moon,  in  molt  ftrange  Poftures 
We  have  feen  him  fet  himfelf. 

King.  It  may  well  be, 

(There  is  a  Mutiny  in's  mind.  This  morning, 
Papers  of  State  he  fent  me  toperufe, 

As  I  requir'd  :  and  wot  you  what  I  found 
There  f  on  my  Confcience  put  unwittingly) 
Forfooth  an  Inventory,  thus  importing 

'The  feverafparcels  of  his  Plate,  histreafure, 
|  Rich  Stuffs  and  Ornaments  of  Houfhold,  which 

!  I  find  at  fuch  a  proud  Rate,  that  it  out-fpeaks 
Poileffion  of  a  Subject. 

Nor.  It's  Heavens  will, 
Some  Spirit  put  this  Paper  in  the  Packquet, 
To  bids  your  Eye  withal. 

King.  If  we  did  think 
His  Contemplations  were  above  the  Earth, 

And  fix'd  on  fpiritual  objects,  he  fhould  ftill 
Dwell  in  his  Millings,  but  I  am  afraid 
His  thinkings  are.below  the  Moon,  nor  worth 
His  ferious  conlidering. 

King  takes  his  Seat,  whifpers  Love],  who  goes  to  the  Cardinal. 

Car.  Heaven  forgive  me, 
Ever  God  blefs  your  Highnefs. 

King.  Good  my  Lord, 
You  are  full  of  Heavenly  ftufF,  and  bear  the  Inventory 
Of  your  beft  Grace,  in  your  mind;  the  which 

You  were  now  running  o're :  you  have  fcarce  time 
To  Ileal  from  Spiritual  leifure,  a  brief  fpan 
To  keep  your  earthly  Audit,  fure  in  that 
I  deem  you  an  ill  Husband,  and  am  glad 

To  have  you  therein  my  Companion. 
Car.  Sir, 

For  Holy  Offices  I  have  a  time  :,  a  time 
To  think  upon  the  part  of  bufineis,  which 
1  bear  i'th'  State  :  and  Nature  does  require 
Her  times  of  prcfervation,  which  perlorce 
I  her  frail  fon,  among'it  my  Brethren  mortal 
Muft  give  my  tendance  to. 

Kmg.  You  have  laid  well. 
Car.  And  ever  may  your  Highnefs  yoke  together, 

(As  I  will  lend  you  caufe)  my  doing  well, With  my  well  faying. 

King.  'Tis  well  faid  again, 
And '  tis  a  kind  of  good  deed  to  fay  well, 
And  yet  words  are  no  deeds.    My  Father  lov'd  you 

-  He  faid  he  did,  and  with  this  deed  did  Crown  • 
His  fword  upon  you.  Since  I  had  my  Office, 
I  have  kept  you  next  my  Heart,  have  not  alone 

Imploy'd  you  where  high  Profits  might  come  home, 
But  par'd  my  prefent  Havings,  to  beftow My  Bounties  upon  you. 

Car.  What  fhould  this  mean  ? 
Sur.  The  Lord  increafe  this  bufinefs. 
King.  Have  1  not  made  you 

The  Prime  man  of  the  State  ?  I  pray  you  tell  me. 
If  w  hat  I  now  pronounce,  you  have  found  true : 
A  nd  if  you  may  confefs  it,  fay  withall 
il  you  are  to  bound  to  us,  or  no.    What  fay  you  ? 

Car.  My  Soveraign,  I  confefs  your  Royal  graces 
Showr'd  on  me  daily,  have  been  more  than  could 
My  ftudied  purpofes  require,  which  went 
Beyond  all  man's  endeavours.  My  endeavours, Have  ever  come  too  fliort  of  my  defires, 
Yet  fiU'd  with  my  Abilities  :  Mine  own  ends 
Have  been  fo,  that  evermore  they  pointed 

To  th'  good  of  your  molt  Sacred  Perfon,  and 
The  profit  of  the  State-  For  your  great  Graces 
Heap'd  upon  me  (poor  Undeferver)  I 
Can  nothing  render  but  Allegiant  thanks, 
My  Prayers  to  Heaven  for  you  ;  my  Loyalty 
Which  ever  has,  and  ever  fhall  be  growing, 
'Till  death  (that  Winter)  kill  it. 

King.  Fairly  anfwer'd  : 
A  Loyal  and  Obedient  Subject  is 
Therein  illuftrated,  the  Honour  of  it 

Does  pay  the  Aft  of  it,  as  i'th'  contrary 
The  foulnefs  is  the  punifhment.    I  prefiime, 

That  as  my  hand  has  open'd  Bounty  to  you, 

My  Heart  dropp'd  Love,  my  Pow'r  rain'd  Honour,  more 
On  you,  than  any  :  So  your  Hand,  and  Heart. 
Your  Brain,  and  every  Function  of  your  Power, 
Should,  notwithftandingthat  your  bond  of  duty, 

As  'twere  in  Loves  particular,  be  more 
To  me,  your  Friend,  than  any. Car.  ldoprofefs, 

That  for  your  Highnefs  good,  I  ever  labour'd 
More  than  mine  own :  that  am,  have,  and  will  be 
(Though  all  the  World  fhould  crack  their  duty  to  you, 
And  throw  it  from  their  Soul ;  though  perils  did 

Abound,  as  thick  as  thought  could  make 'em,  and 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid,  yet,  my  Duty 
As  doth  a  Rock  againft  the  chiding  Flood, 
Should  the  approach  of  this  wild  River  break) 
And  ftand  unlhaken  yours. » 

King.  'Tis  Nobly  fpoken ; 
Take  notice  Lords,  he  has  a  Loyal  Breaft, 

For  you  have  feen  him  open't.    Read  o're  this, And  after  this,  and  then  to  Breakfaft  with 

What  appetite  you  have. 

Exit  King,  frowning  upon  the  Cardinal,  the  Nobles  throng  af' 
ter  him  vahi fpering,  and  fmiling. 

Car.  What  fhould  this  mean  ? What 
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What  fudden  Anger's  this  ?  How  have  I  reap'd  it  ? 
He  parted  frowning  from  me,  as  if  Ruine 

Leap'd  from  his  Eyes.  So  looks  the  chafed  Lion 
Upon  the  daring  Huntfman  that  has  galPd  him, 
Then  makes  him  nothing.  I  muft  read  this  Paper: 

I  fear  the  Story  of  his  Anger.  'Tis  fo : 
This  Paper  has  undone  me  :  'Tis  th'  Account 
Of  all  that  World  of  Wealth  I  have  drawn  together 
For  mine  own  ends,  ( indeed  to  gain  the  Popedom 

And  fee  my  Friends  in  Rome.')  O  Negligence  ! 
Fit  for  a  Fool  to  fall  by  :  What  crofs  Devil 
Made  me  put  this  main  Secret  in  the  Packet 
I  fent  the  King  ?  Is  there  no  way  to  cure  this  ? 
No  new  device  to  beat  this  from  his  Brains  ? 

I  know  'twill  ftir  him  ftrongly ;  yet  I  know 
A  way,  it  it  take  right,  infpight  of  Fortune 

Will  bring  me  off  agam.    What's  this  ?  To  the  Pope  ? 
The  Letter  (as  I  live)  with  all  the  Bufinefs 

I  writ  to's  Holinefs.    Nay  then  farewel : 
I  havetouch'd  the  higheft  point  of  all  my  Greatnefs, 
And  from  that  full  Meridian  of  my  Glory, 
I  hafte  now  to  mySetting,  I  fhall  fall 
Like  a  bright  Exhalation  in  the  Evening, 
And  no  man  fee  me  more. 

Enter  to  Wolfey,  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk  and  Suffolk,  the 
.    Earl  of  Surrey,  and  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Norf.  Hear  the  King's  pleafure,  Cardinal, 
Who  commands  you 
To  render  up  the  great  Seal  prefently 
Into  cur  hands,  and  to  confine  your  felf 

To  After -houfe,  my  Lord  of  Wincbefier\ 
'Till  you  hear  further  from  his  Highnels. 

Car.  Stay  : 

Where's  your  Commiffion  ?  Lords,  words  cannot  carry 
Authority  fb  mighty. 

Suff.  Who  dare  crofs  'em, 
Bearing  the  Kings  will  from  his  mouth  exprefsly  ? 

Car.  Till  I  find  more  than  will,  or  words  to  do  it, 
(I  mean  your  Malice )  know,  Officious  Lords, 
I  dare,  and  mull  deny  it.  Now  I  feel 
Of  what  courfe  Metal  ye  are  molded,  Envy : 
Hew  eagerly  ye  follow  my  Difgrace 
As  if  it  fed  ye,  and  how  fleek  and  wanton 
Ye  appear  in  every  thing  may  bring  my  ruine  ? 

Follow  your  envious  courfes,  Men  of  Malice  •, 
You  have  a  Chriftian  warrant  for  'em,  and  no  doubt 
In  time  will  find  their  fit  Rewards.  That  Seal 

You  ask  with  fuch  a  violence,  the  King 
(Mine,  and  your  Mafter)  with  his  own  hand  gave  me : 
Bad  me  enjoy  it,  with  the  Place,  and  Honours 
During  my  life  \  and  to  confirm  his  goodnefs, 

Ty'd  it  by  Letters  Patents.    Now,  who'l  take  it  ? 
Sur.  The  King  that  gave  it. 
Cdr.  ltmuftbe  himfelfthen. 

Sur.  Thou  art  a  proud  Tray  tor,  Prieft. 
Car.  Proud  Lord,  thou  lyeft  : 

Within  thefe  forty  hours,  Surrey  durfl  better 
Have  burnt  that  Tongue,  than  laid  fo. 

Sur.  Thy  Ambition, 

(Thou  Scarlet  (inner )  robb'd  this  bewailing  Land 
Of  Noble  Buckingham,  my  Father-in-law, 
The  Heads  of  all  thy  Brother  Cardinals, 
( With  thee,  and  all  thy  belt  parts  bound  together) 

Weigh'd  not  a  Hait  of  his.    Plague  of  your  Policy, 
You  fent  me  Deputy  for  Ireland, 
Far  for  his  fuccour ;  from  the  King,  from  all 

That  might  have  mercy  on  the  fault,  thou  gav'ft  him  : 
Whil'ftyour  great  Goodnefs,  out  of  holy  pity, 
Abfolv'd  him  with  an  Ax. 

Wol.  This,  and  all  elfe 
This  talking  Lord  can  lay  upon  my  credit, 
I  anfwer,  is  moft  falfe.    The  Duke  by  Law 

■-4.   .   

Found  his  deferts.    How  innocent  I  was 

From  any  private  malice  in  his  end, 
His  Noble  Jury,  and  foul  Caufecan  witnefs. 
If  I  lov'd  many  words,  Lord,  I  fhould  tell  you, 
You  have  as  little  Honefty,  as  Honour, 
That  in  the  way  of  Loyalty,  and  Truth 

Toward  the  King,' my  ever  Royal  Mailer, Dare  mate  a  Sounder  man  than  Surrey  can  be, 
And  all  that  love  his  follies. 

Sur.  By  my  Soul, 

Your  long  Coat  (Prieft)  protects  you, 
Thou  fiiould'ft  feel 
My  Sword  i'th' life  blood  of  thee  elfe.  My  Lords, 
Can  ye  endure  to  hear  this  Arrogance  ? 
And  from  this  Fellow  ?  If  we  live  thus  tamely, 
To  be  thus  Jaded  by  a  piece  of  Scarlet, 
Farewel  Nobility  •  let  his  Grace  go  forward, 
And  dare  us  with  his  Cap,  like  Larks. Car.  All  Goodnefs 

Is  poifon  to  thy  Stomack. 
Sur.  Yes,  that  Goodnefs 

Of  gleaning  all  the  Lands- wealth  into  one, 
Into  your  own  hands  (Card'nalJ  by  Extortion : 
The  goodnefs  of  your  intercepted  Packets 

You  writ  to  the  Pope,  again'ft  the  King :  your  goodnefs^ Since  you  provoke  me,  fhall  be  moft  notorious. 
My  Lord  of  Norfolk^,  as  you  are  truly  noble, 
As  you  refpeel:  the  Common  good,  the  State 
Of  our  defpis'd  Nobility,  our  IlTues, 
(Who,  if  he  live,  will  fcarce  be  Gentlemen) 
Produce  the  grand  fumof  his  fins,  the  Articles 
Collected  from  his  life.    Pic  ftartle  you 
Worfe  than  the  Sacring  Bel),  when  the  brown  Wench 
Lay  killing  in  your  arms.  Lord  Cardinal. 

Car.  How  much  methinks  I  could  defpife  this  man, 
But  that  I  am  bound  in  Charity  againft  it. 

Nor.  Thofe  Articles,  my  Lord,  are  in  the  Kings  hand : 
But  thus  much,  they  are  foul  ones. 

Wol.  So  much  fairer 

And  fpotlefs  fhall  mine  Innocence  arifc, 
When  the  King  knows  my  Truth. 

Sttr.  This  carmot  fave  you : 

I  thank  my  Memory,  I  yet  remember 
Some  of  thefe  Articles,  and  out  they  fhall. 
Now,  if  you  can  blufh,  and  cry  Guilty,  Cardinal, 
You'll  fhew  a  little  Honefty. 

Wol.  Speak  on,  Sir, 

I  dare  your  worft  Objections :  If  I  blufh, 
It  is  to  fee  a  Nobleman  want  Manners. 

Sur.  I  had  rather  want  thofe,  than  my  Head  • 
Have  at  you. 
Firft,  that  without  the  Kings  affent  or  knowledge, 
You  wrought  to  be  a  Legate,  by  which  power 
You  maim'd  the  Jurifdiction  of  all  Bifhops. Nor.  Then,  that  in  all  you  writ  to  Rom,  or  elfe 
To  Foreign  Princes,  Ego  &  Rex  mens 
Was  ftill  inferib'd :  in  which  you  brought  the  King 
To  be  your  Servant. 

Suff.  Then,  that  without  the  knowledge 
Either  of  King  or  Council,  when  you  went 
Embaffador  to  the  Emperour,  you  made  bold 
To  carry  into  Flanders  the  Great  Seal. 

Sur.  hem,  You  fent  a  large  CommifTion 
To  Gregory  de  Caffado,  to  conclude 
Without  the  Kings  will,  or  the  States  allowance, 
A  League  between  his  Highnefs,  and  Ferrara. 

Suf.  That  out  of  meer  Ambition,  you  have  caus'd 
Your  Holy-Hat  to  be  ftamp'd  on  the  Kings  Coin. 

Sur.  Then,  that  you  have  fent  innumerable  fubftance, 
(By  what  means  got,  I  leave  toyout  own  Confciencc)  . 
To  furnifh  Rome,  and  to  prepare  the  ways 
You  have  for  Dignities,  to  the  meer  undoing 
Of  all  the  Kingdom.    Many  more  there  are, 
Which  lince  they  are  of  you,  and  odious, 

I  will 
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1  will  not  taint  my  mouth  with. 
Cham.  O  my  Lord, 

Prefs  not  a  falling  man  too  far  ;  'tis  Virtue : 
His  faults  lye  open  to  the  Laws,  let  them 
(Not  you)  correct  him.    My  heart  weeps  to  fee  him 
So  little,  of  his  great  Self. 

Siir.  I  forgive  him. 
Suff.  Lord  Cardinal,  the  Kings  further  pleafureis, 

Becaufe  all  thofe  things  you  have  done  of  late 
By  your  power  Legantine  within  this  Kingdom, 
Fall  into  the  compafsof  a  Praemunire  , 
That  therefore  fuch  a  Writ  be  fued  againft  you, 
To  forfeit  all  your  Goods,  Lands,  Tenements, 
Caftles,  and  whatfoever,  and  to  be 
Out  of  the  Kings  Protection.    This  is  my  Charge. 

t    Norf.  And  fo  we'l  leave  you  to  your  Meditations 
How  to  live  better.  For  your  ftubborn  anfwer 
About  the  giving  back  the  great  Seal  to  us, 
The  King  mail  know  it,  and  (no  doubt)  mail  thank  you. 
So  fare  you  well,  my  little  good  Lord  Cardinal. 

{Exeunt  all  but  Wolfey. 
Wol.  So  farewel  to  the  little  good  you  bear  me. 

Farewel  ?  A  long  farewel  to  all  my  Greatnefs. 
This  is  the  ftate  of  Man  j  to  day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  Hopes,  to  morrow  Bloffbms, 
And  bears  his  blufhing  Honours  thick  upon  him : 
The  third  day  comes  a  Froft,  a  killing  Froft, 
And  when  he  thinks,  good  eafie  man,  full  furely 
His  Greatnefs  is  a  ripening,  nips  his  Root, 
And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do.    I  have  ventur'd 
Like  little  wanton  Boys  that  fwim  on  Bladders  • 
This  many  Summers  in  a  Sea  of  Glory, 

But  far  beyond  my  depth :  my  high-blown  Pride 
At  length  broke  under  me,  and  now  has  left  me 
Weary,  and  old  with  fervice,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rude  ftream,  that  muft  for  ever  hide  me. 
Vain  pomp,  and  glory  of  the  World,  1  hate  ye, 

I  feel  my  heart  new  open'd.    Oh  how  wretched 
Is  that  poor  man  that  hangs  on  Princes  Favours? 
There  is  betwixt  that  fmile  we  would  afpire  to, 
That  fweet  Afpect  of  Princes,  and  their  ruine, 
More  pangs,  and  fears  than  Wars  or  Women  have : 
And  when  he  faHs,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 
Never  to  hope  again. 

Enter  Cromwel  ftanding  amazed. 
Why  how  now  Cromwel  ? 

Crom.  1  have  no  power  to  fpeak,  Sir. 

Car.  What,  amaz'd 
At  my  misfortunes  ?  Can  thy  Spirit  wonder 
A  great  man  Ihould  decline.   Nay,  and  you  weep 
I  am  fal'n  indeed. 

Crom.  How  does  your  Grace  ? 
Card.  Why  well : 

Never  fo  truly  happy,  my  good  Cromwel, 
I  know  my  felf  now,  and  I  feel  within  me, 
A  Peace  above  all  Earthly  Dignities, 

A  ftill  and  quiet  Confcience.    The  King  has  cur'd  me, 
I  humbly  thank  his  Grace  :  and  from  thefe  moulders 

'This  ruin'd  Pillet,  out  of  pity,  taken 
A  load  would  fink  a  Navy,  (too  much  honour  J 

0  'tis  a  burden,  Cromwel,  'tis  a  burden 
Too  hear;  for  a  man,  that  hopes  for  Heaven. 

Crom.  \  am  glad  your  Grace 
Has  made  that  right  ufe  of  it. 

Card.  I  hope,  I  have  •• 
1  am  ablf  now  ( methinks) 
(Out  of  a  fortitude  of  Soul,  I  feel) 
To  endure  more  Miferies,  and  greater  far 
Than  my  weak-hearted  Enemies  dare  offer, 
What  news  abroad  ? 

Crom.  The  heavieft,  and  the  worft, 
Is  your  difpleafure  with  the  King. 

Card.  God  blefs  him. 

Crom.  The  next  is,  that  Sir  Thomas  Moor  is  chofen 

Lord  Chancellor,  in  your  place. 
Card.  That's  fomewhatfuddain. 

But  he's  a  Learned  man.  May  he  continue 
Long  in  his  Highnefs  favour,  and  do  Juftice. 
For  Truth's-fake,  and  his  Confcience  ;  that  his  bones, 
When  he  has  run  his  courfe,  and  fleeps  in  Bleffings, 
May  have  a  Tomb  of  Orphans  tears  wept  on  him. What  more  ? 

Crom.  That  Cranmer  is  returned  with  welcome  \ 
Inftall'd  Lord  Arch-bifhop  of  Canterbury. 

Card.  That's  News  indeed. 
Crom.  Laft,  that  the  Lady  Ann, 

Whom  the  King  hath  in  fecrecy  long  married, 
This  day  was  view'd  in  open,  as  his  Queen, 
Going  to  Chappel  and  the  voice  is  now 
Only  about  her  Coronation. 

C ard.  There  was  the  weight  that  pull'd  me  down. 0  Cromwel, 

The  King  has  gone  beyond  me :  All  my  Glories 
in  that  one  Woman  I  have  loft  for  ever. 
No  Sun  fhall  ever  ufher  forth  mine  Honours, 
Or  gild  again  the  Noble  Troops  that  waited 
Upon  my  fmiles.    Go  get  thee  from  me,  Cromwdt 
\  am  a  poor  falkn  man  unworthy  now 
To  be  thy  Lord  and  Mafter.    Seek  the  King, 
.That  Sun,  I  pray  may  never  fet)  I  have  told  him, 
What,  and  how  true  thou  art  ;  he  v\ii!  advance  thee : 
3ome  little  memory  of  me,  will  ftir  him 
I  know  his  Noble  Nature)  not  to  let 

Fhy  hopeful  fervice  penlh  too.  Good  Cromwel, 
Neglect  him  not  •,  make  ufe  now,  and  provide 
For  thine  own  future  fafety. 

Crom.  O  my  Lord, 

Mui>  I  then  leave  you  ?  Muft  I  needs  forgo 
So  good,  fo  ncble,  and  fo  true  a  Mafter  ? 
Bear  witnefs,  all  that  have  not  hearts  of  Iron, 
With  what  a  forrow  Cromwel  leaves  his  Lord. 

The  King  fhall  have  my  fervice  j  but  my  prayers 
For  ever  and  for  ever  fhall  be  yours. 

Card.  Cromwel,  I  did  not  think  to  fhed  a  tear 

In  all  my  miferies :  but  thou  haft  fort'd  me 
(Out  of  thy  honeft  truth)  to  play  the  W  oman. 

Let's  dry  our  Eyes :  And  thus  far  hear  me,  Cromwel^ 
And  when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  fhall  be, 
And  Ileep  in  dull  cold  Marble,  where  no  mention 
Of  me  more  muft  be  heard  of :  Say,  I  taught  thee  ; 

Say,  H  olfcy,  that  once  trod  the  ways  of  Glory, 
And  founded  all  the  Depths  and  Shoals  of  Honour, 
Found  thee  a  way  (out  of  his  wrack)  to  rife  in : 
A  fure,  and  fafe  one,  though  thy  Mafter  mift  it. 

Mark  but  my  Fall,  and  that  that  Ruin'd  me : 
Cromwel,  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  Ambition, 
By  that  fin  fell  the  Angels :  how  can  man  then 
(The  Image  of  his  Maker)  hope  to  win  it? 
Love  thy  felf  laft,  cherifh  thofe  hearts  that  hate  thee : 
Corruption  win  not  more  than  Honefty, 
Still  in  thy  right  hand,  carry  gentle  peace 
To  filence  envious  tongues.  Be  juft,  and  fear  not: 

Let  all  the  ends  thou  aim'ft  at,  be  thy  Countries, 
Thy  God's  and  Truth's :  then  if  thou  fall'ft  (O  Cromwel ) 
Thou  fall'ft  a  blefled  Martyr. 
Serve  the  King  :  and  prithee  lead  me  in : 
There  take  an  Inventory  of  all  I  have, 

To  the  laft  Penny,  'tis  the  Kings.  My  Robe, 
And  my  Integrity  to  Heaven,  is  all, 
1  dare  now  call  mine  own.    O  Cromwel,  Cromwel, 

Had  I  but  ferv'd  my  God,  with  half  the  -Zeal 
I  ferv'd  my  King  ••  he  would  not  in  mine  age 
Have  left  me  naked  fo  mine  Enemies. 

Crom,  Good  Sir,  have  patience. 
Card.  So  I  have.  Farewel  . 

The  hopes  of  Court,  my  hopes  in  Heaven  do  dwell. 

[Exeunt. 



V 

The  Life  of  King  Henry'the  Eighth. 

225 

Actus  £hartus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen,  meeting  one  another. 

1 .  Y'are  well  met  once  again. 
2.  So  are  you. 
1.  You  come  to  take  your  Stand  here,  and  behold 

The  Lady  Anne  pafsfrom  her  Coronation. 

2.  'Tis  all  my  bufinefs.  At  our  laft  encounter, 
The  Duke  of  Buckingham  came  from  his  Tryal. 

1.  'Tis  very  true.    But  that  time  offer'd  forrow, 
This,  general  Joy. 

2.  'Tis  well :  the  Citizens 
I  am  fare  have  fhewn  at  full  their  Royal  minds, 

As  let  'em  have  their  rights,  they  are  ever  forward 
In  Celebration  of  this  day  with  Shews, 

Pageants,  and  Sights  of  Honour. 
1.  Never  greater, 

Nor  Pie  allure  you  better  taken,  Sir. 

2.  May  1  be  bold  to  ask  what  that  contains-, 
That  Paper  in  your  hands  ? 

1.  Yes,  'tis  the  Lift 
Ofthofe  that  claim  their  Offices  this  day, 

By  cuftom  of  the  Coronation.  j 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk,  is  the  firft,  and  claims 

To  be  high  Steward    next  the  Duke  of  Norfolk. , 

He  to  be  Earl  Marfhal :  you  may  read  the  reft. 

2.  I  thank  you,  Sir  :  Had  1  not  known  thofe  cuftoms, 

I  mould  have  been  beholding  to  your  Paper : 

But  1  befeech  you  what's  become  of  Katharine,  ̂  
The  Princefs  Dowager  ?  How  goes  her  bufinefs  ? 

1.  Thatl  can  tell  you  too  :  the  Archbilhop 

Of  Canterbury-,  accompanied  with  other 

Learned,  and  Reverend  Fathers  of  his  Order, 

Held  a  late  Court  at  Dunflabk,  fix  miles  off 

From  Ampthil,  where  the  Princefs  lay,  to  which 

She  was  often  cited  by  them,  butappear'd  not: 
And  to  be  fhorr,  for  not  Appearance,  and 

The  Kings  late  fcrupie,  by  the  main  aflent 

Of  all  thefe  Learned  men,  me  was  Divorc'd, 
And  the  late  Marriage  made  of  none  effect : 

Since  which,  fhe  wasremov'd  to  Kimuolton, Where  fhe  remains  now  fick. 

1.  Alas  good  Lady. 

The  Trumpets  found  ••  ftand  dofe, 

The  Queen  is  coming.  \_Ho-boys, 

The  Order  of  the  Coronatio
n. 

1.  A  lively  Flour ijh  of  Trumpets. 
2.  Then  two  Judges. 

3.  Lord  Chancellor,  with  Purfe  and  Mace  before  him. 

4.  QainO.Qvs  fmging.  
fMufxk. 

5.  Mayor  of  London,  bearing  the  Mace.  T
hen  Garter 

in  his  Coat  of  Arms,  and  on  his  head  he  wore  a  Gilt 

Copper  Crown. 

6.  Marquefs  of  Dorfet,  bearing  a  Scepter  of  Gold,  on  his 
Head  a  Demi-Coronal  of  Gold.  With  htm,  the  Earl  of 

Surrey,  bearing  the  Rod  of  Silver  with  the  Dove,  Cr
owned 

with  an  EarPs  Coronet.  Collars  ofEJfes. 

7.  Duke  of  Suffolk,  in  his  Robe  of  Efiate  ,  his  Coronet  on 

his  Head,  bearing  a  long  white  Wand,  as  High  Steward. 

With  him  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  with  the  Rod  of  Mortal- 

flip  A  Coronet  on  his  Head.  Collars  of  Effes.  . 

8.  ̂ Canopy  born  by  four  of  the  Cinque-  ports,  finder  it  the 

Queen  in  her  Robe ;  in  her  hair,  richly  adorned  with 

Pearl,  Crowned.  On  each  fide  her  the  Bifhops  of  London 
and  Winchefter. 

9.  The  old  Dutchefs  of  Norfolk,  in  a  Coronal  of  Gold, 

wrought  with  Flowers,  bearing  the  Queens  Tram. 

10.  Certain  Ladles  or  Countefles,  with  plain  Circlets  of 
Gold  without  Flowers. 

Exeunt,  firfi  faffing  over  the  St  age  in  Order  and  State^  and 
then,  A  great  Flonrifh  of  Trumpets. 

2.  A  Royal  Train,  believe  me :  thefe  I  know: 
Who's  that  bears  the  Scepter  ? 

1.  Marquefs  Dorfet, 

And  that  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  with  the'Rod. 2.  A  bold  brave  Gentleman.    That  fhould  be The  Duke  of  Suffolk, 

1.  'Tis  the  fame:  High  Steward. 
2.  And  that  my  Lord  of  Norfolk  ? 
1.  Yes. 

r.  Heaven  blefsthee, 

Thou  haft  the  fweeteft  face  I  ever  look'd  on.1 
Sir,  as  1  have  a  Soul,  fhe  is  an  Angel ; 
Our  King  has  all  the  Indies  in  his  Arms, 
And  more,  and  richer,  when  he  ftrains  that  Lady, 
I  cannot  blame  his  Confidence. 

1.  They  that  bear 

The  Cioach  of  Honor  over  her,  are  four  Barons 
Of  the  Cinque-Ports. 2 .  Thofe  men  are  happy, 

And  fo  are  all,  are  near  her, 
I  take  it,  (he  that  carries  up  the  Train, 
Is  that  old  Noble  Lady,  Dutchefs  of  Norfolk^ 

1.  It  is,  and  all  the  reft  are  Countefles. 

2.  Their  Coronets  fay  fo.   Thefe  are  ftars  indeed,' And  fometimes  falling  ones. 
h  No  more  of  that. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

1.  Godfaveyou  Sir.  Where  have  you  been  broiling  ? 

3.  Among  the  croud  i'th'  Abby,  where  a  finger 
Could  not  be  wedg'd  in  more  :  I  am  ftifled 
With  the  meer  ranknefs  of  their  joy. 

2.  You  faw  the  Ceremony  ? 

3.  I  did. 1 .  How  was  it  ? 

3.  Well  worth  the  feeing. 
2.  Good  Sir,  fpeakit  to  us. 
3.  As  well  as  I  am  able.    The  rich  ftream 

Of  Lords,  and  Ladies,  having  brought  the  Queen 

Fo  a  prepar'd  plate  in  the  Quire,  fell  off 
A  diffcance  from  her ;  while  her  Grace  fat  down 
To  reft  a  while,  fbme  half  an  hour,  or  fo, 
In  a  rich  Chair  of  State,  oppofing  freely 

The  Beauty  of  her  Perfon  to  the  People. 
Believe  me,  Sir,  fhe  is  the  goodlieft  Woman 
That  ever  lay  by  man :  which  when  the  people 
Had  the  full  view  of,  fuch  a  noife  arofe, 
As  the  fhrowds  make  at  Sea  in  a  ftiff  Tempeft, 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  tunes.    Hats,  Cloaks, 
Doublets,  (I  think  J  flew  up,  and  had  their  Faces 
Been  looie,  this  day  they  had  been  loft.    Such  joy 
I  never  faw  before.  Great-beliy'd  Women, 
That  had  not  half  a  week  to  go,  like  Rams 
In  the  old-time  of  War,  (hould  fhake  the  prefs 

And  make 'em  reel  before  'em.    No  man  living 
Could  fay,  this  is  my  Wife  there,  all  were  woven 
So  ftrangely  in  one  piece. 

2.  But  whatfollow'd  ? 
3.  At  length,  her  Grace  rofe,  and  with  modeft  paces 

Came  to  the  Altar,  where  file  kneel'd,  and  Saint-like 
Caft  her  fair  Eyes  to  Heaven,  and  pray'd  devoutly. 
Then  rofe  again,  and  bow'd  her  to  the  people : 
When  by  the  Arch  bifhopof  Canterbury , 
She  had  all  the  Royal  makings  of  a  Queen ; 

As  holy  Oyl,  Edward  Confeftbr's  Crown, The  Rod,  and  Bird  of  Peace,  and  all  fuch  Emblems 

Laid  Nobly  on  her  :  which  perform'd,  the  Quire 
With  all  the  choiceft  Mulickof  the  Kingdom, 

Together  fung  Te  Beam.  So  fhe  parted, 

And  with  the  fame  full  State  pae'd  back  again 

T< 
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To  Tork^PLtcc,  w  here  the  Feaft  is  held. 
1.  Sir, 

You  muft  no  more  call  it  York-place,  that's  pall. 
For  fince  the  Cardinal  fell,  that  title's  loft, 
'Tisnow  the  King's,  and  call'd  Whitened. 

3 .  I  know  it : 

But  'tis  fo  lately  alter'd,  that  the  old  name Is  frefh  about  me. 

2.  What  two  Reverend  Bifhops 
Were  thofe,  that  went  on  each  fide  of  the  Queen  ? 

3  Stokefly  and  Gardiner,  the  one  of  Wmcheftery 

Newly  prefer'd  from  the  Kings  Secretary : 
The  other,  London. 

2.  He  of  Winchefter 
Is  held  no  great  good  Lover  of  the  Archbifhop, 
The  virtuous  Cranmer. 

3  All  the  Land  knows  that : 
However  yet  there  is  no  great  breach,  when  it  comes, 
Cranmer.  will  find  a  Friend  will  not  fhrink  from  him. 

2.  Who  may  be  that,  I  pray  you. 
3.  Thomas  Cromwel, 

A  man  in  much  efteem  with  th'  King,  and  truly 
A  worthy  Friend.    The  King  has  made  him 

Mafter  o'th'  Jewel  Houfe, 
And  one  already  of  the  Privy  Councel. 

2.  He  will  deferve  more. 

3.  Yes  without  all  doubt. 
Come  Gentlemen,  ye  fliall  go  my  way, 

Which  is  to  th' Court,  and  there  ye  mail  be  my  Guefts: 
Something  I  can  command  :  as  I  walk  thither 
Tie  tell  ye  more. 

Both.  You  may  command  us,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Katharine  Dowager,  fick.,  led  between  Griffith  her 
Gentlcman-Vjher,  and  Patience  her  Woman. 

Grif.  How  do's  your  Grace  ? 
Kath.  O  Griffith,  fick  to  death  : 

My  Legs  like  loaded  Branches  bow  to  th'  Earth, 
Willing  to  leave  their  burthen :  Reach  a  Chair, 
So  now  (methinks)  I  feel  a  little  eafe. 

Did'ft  thej  not  tell  mc,  Griffith,  as  thou  lead'ft  me, 
That  the  great  Child  of  Honour,  Cardinal  Wolfty 
Was  dead  ? 

Grif.  Yes,  Madam  :  but  I  think  your  Grace 

Out  of  the  pain  you  fuffer'd,  gave  no  earto'c. 
Kath.  Prithee,  good  Griffith,  tell  me  how  de  dy'd. 

If  well,  he  ftept  before  me  happily 
For  my  Example. 

Grif.  Well,  the  voice  goes,  Madam, 
For  after  the  ftout  Earl  Northumberland 

Arretted  htm  at  York,  and  brought  him  forward 
Asa  man  forely  tainted,  to  his  Anfwer, 
He  fell  fick  fuddenly,  and  grevC  fo  ill, 
He  could  not  fit  his  Mule. 

Kath.  Alas,  Poor  man. 
Gnf.  Atlaft,  with  eafie  Roads  he  came  to  Leicefier, 

Lodg'd  in  the  Abby    where  the  reverend  Abbot, 
With  all  his  Covent,  honourably  receiv'd  him  •, 
To  whom  he  gave  thefe  words.  O  Father  Abbot, 
An  old  man  broken  with  the  ftorms  of  State, 

Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye- 
Give  him  a  little  Earth  for  Charity. 
So  went  to  Bed ;  where  eagerly  his  ficknefs 

Purfu'd  him  ftill,  and  three  nights  after  this, 
About  the  hour  of  eight,  which  he  himfelf 

Foretold  fhould"be  his  laft,  full  Repentance, Continual  Meditations,  Tears,  and  Sorrows, 
He  gave  his  Honours  to  the  world  agen, 
His  bleffed  part  to  heaven,  and  llept  in  peace. 

Kath.  So  may  he  reft, 

His  faults  lie  on  him.  .  • 
Yet  thus  far,  Griffith,  give  me  leave  to  fpeak  him, 
And  yet  with  Charity  :  he  was,  a  man 
Of  an  unbounded  Stomach,  ever  ranking 
Himfelf  with  Princes.    One  that  by  fuggeftion 
Ty'd  all  the  Kingdom,  Simony  was  fair  play, 
His  own  Opinion  was  his  Law.    1'th'  Prefence 
He  would  fay  untruths,  and  be  ever  double 
Both  in  his  words,  and  meaning.    He  was  never 
(But  where  he  meant  to  Ruin)  Pitiful. 
HisPromifes  were,  as  he  then  was,  Mighty: 

But  his  Performance,  as  he  is  now,  Nothing  * 
Of  his  own  Body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 
The  Clergy  ill  example. 
•  Grif.  Noble  Madam  : 
Men's  evil  manners  live  in  Brafs,  their  Virtues 
We  write  in  Water,  May  it  pi  eafe  your  Highnefs 
To  hear  me  fp:ak  his  Good  now  ? 

Kath.  Yes,  good  Griffith, 
I  were  malicious  elfe. 

Grif.  This  Cardinal, 

Though  from  an  humble  Stock,  undoubtedly 
Was  Tafhion'd  to  much  Honour.  From  his  Cradle 

He  was  a  Scholar,  and' a  ripe,  and  good  one.- 
Exceeding  wife,  fairfpoken,  and  perfuading: 

Lofty,  and  foure  to  them  that  lov'd  him  not : 
But  to  thofe  men  that  fought  him,  fweet  as  Summer. 
And  though  he  were  unfatisfied  in  getting, 

('Which  was  a  fin)  yet  in  bellowing,  Madam, 
He  was  moft  Princely :  Ever  witnefs  for  him 

Thofe  twins  of  Learning,  that  he  rais'din  you,' 
Jffwich  and  Oxford :  one  of  which,  fell  with  him, 
Unwilling  to  out-live  the  good  that  did  it. 
The  other  ̂ though  unhnifh'd)  yet  lb  Famous, 
So  excenent  in  Art,  and  ftill  fo  riling, 

That  Chi  iftendom  fhall  ever  fpeak  his  Virtue.' 
His  Overthrow  heap'd  happinefs  upon  him: 
For  then,  and  not  till  then,  he  felt  himfelf, 
And  found  the  Bleflednefs  of  being  little. 
And  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  Age 

Than  man  could  give  him:,  he  dy'd,  Fearing  God. 
Kath.  After  my  death,  I  with  no  other  Herald, 

No  other  Speaker  of  my  living  Actions, 
To  keep  mine  Honour  from  Corruption, 
But  fuch  an  honeft  Chronicler,  as  Griffith. 
Whom  I  moft  hated  living,  thou  haft  made  me 
With  thy  Religious  Truth  and  Modefty, 
(Now  in  his  Afhes)  Honour  :  Peace  be  with  him. 
Patience,  be  near  me  ftill,  and  fet  me  lower. 
I  have  not  long  to  trouble  thee.    Good  Griffith^ 
Caufe  the  Muficians  play  me  that  fad  note 

1  nam'dmy  Knell;  whil'ft  I  lit  meditating 
On  that  Celeftial  Harmony,  I  go  to. 

Sad  and  jelemn  Alufuk. 

Gnf.  She  is  afleep  :  Good  wench,  let's  fit  dowa  quiet, 
For  fear  we  wake  her.  Softly,  gentle  Patience. 

The  Vifion.  Enter  folemnly  tripping  one  after  another ,  fx 
Per/onages,  clad  in  white  Robes,  wearing  on  their  head  Gar- 

lands of  Beys,  and  golden  Viz.rrds  on  their  Faces,  Branches 
of  Bays  or  Palm  in  their  hands.  They  fir  ft  Congee  unto  her, 
then  Dance :  and  at  certain  Changes ,  the  fir  ft  two  hold  a 
fpare  Garland  over  her  Head,  at  which  the  otlur  four  make 
reverend  Curtftes.  Then  the  two-,  that  held  the  Garland,  de- 

liver the  fame  to  the  other  next  two,  who  obferve  the  Ja/ne 

order  in  their  Changes,  and  holding  the  Garland  over  her 
Head.  Which  done,  they  deliver  the  fame  Garland  to  the 
laft  two,  who  Itkewife  obfeive  the  fame  Order.  At  which  (as 
it  were  by  Infpiration)  fhe  makes  ( m  her  fieep)  figns  of  re- 
pycing,  and  holdeth  up  her  hands  to  Heaven.  And  fo,  in 
their  Dancing  vanijh,  carrying  the  Garland  With  them. 
The  Mafickcontinues. 

Kath.  Spirits  of  Peace,  where  are  ye  ?  are  ye  all  gone  ? And 
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And  leave  me  here  in  wretchednefs,  behind  ye  ? 
Grif.  Madam,  we  are  here. 
Katb.  It  is  not  you,  I  call  for, 

Saw  ye  none  enter,  fince  1  flept  ? 
Gnf.  None,  Madam. 
Katb.  No  ?  Saw  you  not  even  now  a  blefled  Troop 

Invite  me  to  a  Banquet,  whofe  bright  Faces 
Call  a  thoufand  Beams  upon  me,  like  the  Sun  ? 

They  promis'd  me  eternal  happinefs, 
And  brought  me  Garlands  ( Griffith)  which  I  feel 
I  am  not  worthy  yet  to  wear :  I  fhall  afluredly. 

Grif,  1  am  molt  joyful,  Madam,  fuchgood  Dreams 
Poflefs  your  Fancy. 

Katb.  Bid  the  Mufick  leave, 
They  are  harfh  and  heavy  to  me.  _\Muf\c\_  ceafes. 

Patkuce.  Do  you  note 
How  much  her  Grace  is  alter'd  on  the  fudden  ? 
How  long  her  Face  is  drawn  ?  How  pale  (he  looks, 
And  of  an  earthy  cold  i  Mark  her  Eyes. 

Grif.  She  is  going,  Wench.  Pray,  pray. 
Pati.  Heaven  comfort  her. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  And't  like  your  Grace  » 
Katb.  You  are  a  fawcy  Feilow, 

Deferve  we  no  more  Reverence  ? 

Gnf.  You  are  to  blame, 
Knowing  fhe  will  not  lofeher  wonted  Greatnefs 
Toufelo  rude  behavior.  Goto,  kneel. 

Mef.  I  humbly  do  intreat  your  Highnefs  Pardon, 
My  hafte  made  me  unmannerly.  There  is  flaying 
A  Gentleman  fent  from  the  King,  to  fee  you. 

Katb.  Admit  him  entrance,  Griffith.  But  this  fellow 

Let  me  ne're  fee  again.  [_Exit  Mejftnger. 
Enter  Lord  Capuchius. 

.i  ...y  fight  fail  me  not, 

■  Ycr.  fhould  be  Lord  Ambaffador  from  the  Emperor, 
M)  Royal  Nephew,  and  your  name  Capuchins. 

Cap.  Madam,  the  fame.  Your  Servant. 
Katb,  O  my  Lord, 

The  times  and  titles  now  are  alter'd  ftrangely 
With  me,  fince  firft  you  knew  me. 
Rut  I  pray  you, 
What  is  your  Pleafure  with  me  ? 

Cap.  Noble  Lady, 
Firft  mine  own  ferviceto  your  Grace,  the  next 
The  Kings  requeft  that  I  would  vifit  you, 
Who  grieves  much  for  your  weaknefs,  and  by  me 
Sends  you  his  Princely  commendations, 
And  heartily  intreats  you  take  good  comfort. 

Katb.  O  my  good  Lord,  that  comfort  comes  too  late, 

'Tis  like  a  Pardon  after  Execution  \ 
That  gentle  Phyfick  given  in  time  had  cur'd  me: 
But  now  I  am  paft  all  Comforts  here,  but  Prayers. 

How  does  his  Highncf*/' 
Cap.  Madam,  in  good  health. 
Katb.  So  may  he  ever  do,  and  ever  fiourifh, 

When  I  fhall  dwell  with  Worms,  and  my  poor  Name 

Banifh'd  the  Kingdom.  Patience,  is  that  Letter, 
1  caus'd  you  write,  yet  fent  away. 

Pat.  No,  Madam. 
Katb.  Sir,  I  moft  humbly  pray  you  to  deliver 

This  to  my  Lord  the  King. 
Cap.  Moft  willingly,  Madam. 
Katb.  In  which  I  have  commended  to  his  Goodnefs 

The  Model  of  our  chafte  loves,  his  young  Daughter, 
The  dews  of  Heaven  fall  thick  in  Blelhngs  on  her, 
Befeeching  him  to  give  her  virtuous  breeding. 
She  is  young,  and  of  a  Noble  modeft  Nature, 
I  hope  fhe  will  deferve  well,  and  a  little 

To  love  her  for  her  Mother's  lake,  that  lov'd  him, 
1 1     Heaven  knows  how  dearly. 

My  next  poor  Petition 
Is,  That  his  Noble  Grace  would  have  fome  pity 
Upon  my  wretched  W omen,  that  fo  long 
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Have  followed  both  my  Fortunes,  faithfully, 
Of  which  there  is  not  one,  I  dat  e  avow 
(And  now  1  fhould  not  lye)  but  wejl  deferve 
For  Virtue,  and  true  Beauty  of  the  Soul, 
For  Honefty,  and  decent  Carriage 
A  right  good  Husband  (let  him  be  a  NobleJ 

And  furerhofe  men  are  happy,  that  fhall  have  'em.' 
The  lalt  is  for  my  Men,  they  are  the  pooreft, 

('But  Poverty  could  never  draw  'em  from  me) 
That  they  may  have  their  wages  duely  paid  'em, 
And  fomething  over  to  remember  me  by. 

If  Heaven  had  plcas'dto  have  given  me  longer  life 
And  able  means,  we  had  not  parted  thus. 
Thefe  are  the  whole  Contents,  and  good  my  Lord, 
By  that  you  love  the  deateft  in  this  world, 
As  you  wilh  Chriftian  peace  to  Souls  departed, 
Stand  thefe  poor  Peoples  Friend,  and  urge  the  King 
To  do  me  this  laft  Right. 

Cap.  By  Heaven  1  will, 
Or  kt  me  lofe  the  Falhion  of  a  man. 

Katb.  I  thank  you,  honeft  Lord.  Remember  me 
In  all  humility  unto  his  Highnefs : 
Say,  his  long  trouble  now  is  palling 
Out  of  this  World.    Tell  him,  in  death  I  bleft  him 
(For  fo  I  will :  )  mine  Eyes  grow  dim.  Farewel 
My  Lord.    Griffith  farewel.  Nay,  Patience, 
You  muft  not  leave  me  yet.  I  muft  to  Bed, 
Call  in  more  Women.  When  Lam  dead,  good  Wench, 
Let  me  be  us'd  with  Honour ,  ftrew  me  over 
With  Maiden  Flowers,  that  all  the  world  may  know 
I  was  a  chaft  Wife  to  my  Grave  :  Embalm  me, 

Then  lay  me  forth  (although  un-Queen'd)  yet  like 
A  Queen,  and  Daughter  to  a  King  inter  me. 
I  can  no  more. 

[Exeunt  leading  Katharine. 

Atlas  Ghintm.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Gardiner  Bifhop  of  Winchefter,  a  Page  with  a 
Torch  before  him,  ?net  by  Sir  Thomas  Lovel. 

Gard.  It's  one  a  clock  Boy,  is't  not  ? 

Boy.  It  hath  ftruck. 
Gard.  Thefe  fhould  be  hours  for  neceffities, 

Not  for  delights :  times  to  repair  our  Nature 
With  comforting  repofe,  and  not  for  us 
To  wafte  thefe  times.  Good  hour  of  nighty  Sir  Thomas, 
Whither  fo  late  ? 

Lov.  Came  you  from  the  King,  my  Lord  ? 
Gard.  I  did,  Sir  Thomas,  and  left  him  at  Primero 

With  the  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
Lov.  I  muft  to  him  too, 

Before  he  go  to  Bed.  Tie  take  my  leave. 
Gard.  Not  yet,  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  What's  the  matter  ? 

It  feems  you  are  in  hafte :  and  if  there  be 
No  great  offence  belongs  to't,  give  your  Friend 
Some  touch  of  your  late  bufinefs  ••  Affairs  that  walk 
(As  they  fay  Spirits  do)  at  midnight,  have 
In  them  a  wilder  Nature,  than  the  bufinefs 
That  feeks-difpatch  by  day. 

Lov.  My  Lord,  1  love  you ; 
And  durft  commend  a  Secret  to  your  Ear 

Much  weightier  than  this  work.  "The  Queen's  m  Labour 
They  fay  m  extremity,  and  fear'd 
She'll,  with  i:he  Labour,  end. 

Gard.  The  Fruit  fhe  goes  with 

I  pray  for  heartily  ,  that  if  may  find 
Good  time,  and  live:  but  for  the  Stock,  Sir  Thomas 

I  wifli  it  grubb'd  up  now. Lov.  Methinks  I  could 

Cry  the  Amen,  and  yet  my  Confcience  fays, 
She  is  a  good  Creature,  and  fweet  Lady,  dois 

_____  Deferve 
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Deferve  our  better  wifhes. 
Card.  But  Sir,  Sir. 

Hear  me,  Sir  Thomas,  y'  are  a  Gentleman 
Of  mine  own  way,  1  know  you  are  Wife,  Religious, 

And  let  me  tell  you,  it  will  ne'rebe  well 
'Twill  not,  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  tak't  of  me, 
'Till  Ctamnerl  Cromwel,  her  two  hands,  and  (he 
Sleep  in  their  Graves. 

_  Lov.  Now,  Sir,  you  fpeak  of  two 

The  moll  remark'd  i'th'  Kingdom:  as  for Cromwel, 
Befide  that  of  the  Jewel-houfe,  is  made  Matter 

0'th'  Rolls,  and  the  Kings  Secretary.  Further,  Sir, 
Stands  in  the  gap  and  trade  for  moe  Preferments, 

With  which  the  Time  will  load  him.    Th' Archbifhop 
Is  the  King's  hand,  or  tongue,  and  who  dare  fpeak 
One  fyllable  againft  him  ? 

Gard.  Yes,  yes,  Sir  Thomas, 

There  are  that  dare,  and  I  my  felf  have  ventur'd 
To  fpeak  my  mind  of  him :  and  indeed  this  day, 
Sir  (I  may  tell  it  you)  I  think  I  have 

Incens'd  the  Lords  of  the  Council,  that  he  is 
f  For  fo  I  know  he  is,  they  know  he  is ) 
A  moft  Arch-heretick,  a  Peftilence 
That  does  infeft  the  Land :  with  which  they  moved 
Have  broken  with  the  King,  who  hath  fo  far 
Given  year  to  our  Complaint,  of  his  great  Gracet 
And  Princely  Care,  forefeeing  thofe  fell  Mifchiefs 
Our  Reafons  laid  before  him,  hath  commanded 
To  morrow  morning  to  the  Council  Board 

He  be  Convented.  He's  a  rank  weed,  Sir  Thomas, 
And  we  mult  root  him  out.  From  your  Affairs 
I  hinder  you  too  long  :  Good  night,  Sir  Thomas. 

[Exit  Gardiner  and  Page. 
Lov.  Many  Good  nights,  my  Lord,  I  reityour  Servant. 

Enter  King  end  Suffolk. 
King.  Charles,  I  will  play  no  more  to  night, 

My  mind's  not  on't,  you  are  too  hard  for  me. 
Stiff.  Sir,-  L did  never  win  of  you  before. 
King.  But  little,  Charles, 

Nor  fhall  not  when  my  Fancy's  on  my  Play. 
Now,  Lovel,  from  the  Queen  what  is  the  News. 

Lov.  I  could  not  personally  deliver  to  her 
What  you  commanded  me,  but  by  her  Woman 

I  fent  your  Meffage,  who  return'd  her  thanks 
In  the  greateft  humblenefs,  and  defir'd  your  Highnefs 
Moft  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

King.  What  fay 'ft  thou?  Ha? 
To  pray  for  her,  What,  is  ffas  crying  out  ? 

^  Lov.  So  faid  her  Woman,  and  that  her  fufF'rance  made 
Almoft  each  pang,  a  death. 

King.  Alas,  good  Lady. 
Suff.  God  fafely  quit  her  of  her  Burthen,  and 

With  gentle  travail,  to  the  gladding  of 
Your  Highnefs  with  an  Heir. 

King.  'Tis  midnight,  Charles, 
Prithee  to  Bed,  and  in  thy  Prayers  remember 

Th'  eftate  of  my  poor  Queen.  Leave  me  alone, 
For  I  mult  think  of  that,  which  company 
Would  not  be  friendly  to. 

Suff.  I  wifh  your  Highnefs 
A  quiet  night,  and  my  good  Miftrefs  will 
Remember  in  my  Prayers. 

Kmg.  Charles,  Good  night :  [Exit  Suffolk. 
Well,  Sir,  what  follows  ? 

Enter  Sir  Anthony  Denny. 

Den.  Sir,  I  have  brought  my  Lord  the  Archbifhop, 
As  you  commanded  me- 

Ktnq.  Ha  ?  Canterbury  ? 
Den.  I,  my  good  Lord. 

King.  'Tis  true  :  where  is  he,  Denny  ? 
Den.  He  attends  your  Highnefs  plealure. 
Kmg.  Bring  him  to  us. 
Lov.  This  is  about  that,  which  the  Bifhop  fpake, 

I  am  happ  ly  come  hither. 

The  Life  of  King  Henry  the  Eighth. 
Enter  Cranmer  and  Denny. 

King,  Avoid  the  Gallery.         fXovel  fe-emt\j  tQ  n Ha  ?  1  have  faid,  be  gone. [Exeunt  Lovel  and  Denny. 

Cran.  Iam  fearful:  Wherefore  frowns  he  thus? 
'Tis  his  AfpecT:  of  terror.  All's  not  well. 

King.  How  now,  my  Lord  ? 
You  do  defire  to  know,  wherefore 
I  fent  for  you. Cran.  It  is  my  duty 

T'  attend  your  Highnefs  pleafure. 
Kmg.  Pray  you  arife, 

My  good  and  gracious  Lord  of  Canterbury : 
Come,  youandlmuft  walk  a  turn  together  " I  have  News  to  tell  you. 
Come,  come,  give  me  your  hand. 
Ah  my  good  Lord,  1  grieve  at  what  I  fpeak, 
And  am  right  forry  to  repeat  what  follows, 
I  have,  and  moft  unwillingly,  of  late 
Heard  many  grievous,  I  do  fay,  my  Lord, 
Grievous  complaints  of  you ;  which  being  confider'd, 
Have  mov'd  us,  and  our  Council,  that  you  fhall This  morning  come  before  us,  where  I  know 
You  cannot  with  fuch  freedom  purge  your  felf 

But  that  till  further  Trial,  in  thofe  Charges  ' Which  will  require  your  Anfwer,  you  muft  take 
Your  Patience  to  you,  and  be  well  contented 
To  make  your  houfe  our  Tower :  you,  a  Brother  of  us 

It  fits  we  thus  proceed,  or  elfe  no  witnefs  ' Would  come  againft  you. 
Cran.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs, 

And  am  right  glad  to  catch  this  good  occafion 
Moft  throughly  to  be  winnowed,  where  my  Chaff 
And  Corn  fhall  fiie  afunder.    For  I  know, 
There's  none  ftands  under  more  calumnious  tongues, Than  I  my  felf,  poor  man. 

Kmg.  Stand  up,  good  Canterbury, 
Thy  Truth,  and  thy  Integrity  is  rooted 
In  us,  thy  Friend.    Give  me  thy  hand,  ftand  up, 
Pnthee  let's  walk.    Now  by  my  Holydame, 
What  manner  of  man  are  you  ?  my  Lord,  I  look'd 
You  would  have  given  me  your  Petition,  that 
I  mould  have  ta'ne  fome  pains,  to  bring  together 
Your  felf,  and  your  Accufers,  and  to  have  heard  you Without  indurance  further. 

Cran.  Moft  dread  Liege, 

The  good  I  ftand  on,  is  my  Truth  and  Honefty : 
If  they  fhall  fail,  I,  with  mine  Enemies, 
Will  iriumpho're  my  perfon,  which  I  weigh  not, 
Being  of  thofe  Virtues  vacant.  I  fear  nothing 
What  can  be  faid  againft  me. 

King.  Know  you  not 

How  your  ftate  ftands  i'th'  world,  with  the  whole  world  ? 
Your  Enemies  are  many,  and  not  fmall ;  their  practices 
Muft  bear  the  fame  proportion,  and  not  ever 
The  Juftice  and  the  Truth  o'th'  queftion  carries 
The  due  o'th'  Verdift  with  it ;  at  what  eafe  • 
Might  corrupt  minds  procure  Knaves  as  corrupt 
Tofwear  againft  you:  Such  things  have  been  done. 
You  are  potently  oppos'd  ;  and  with  a  Malice 
Of  as  great  a  fize.    Ween  you  of  better  luck, 
I  mean  in  per jur'd  Witnefs,  than  your  Alafter, 
Whofe  Minifter  you  are,  whiles  here  heliv'd 
Upon  this  naughty  Earth  ?  Go  to,  go  to, 
You  take  a  Precipice  for  no  leap  of  danger, 
And  woo  your  own  deltruction. 

Cran.  God  and  your  Majefty 

Protect  mine  innocence,  or  1  fall  into 
The  trap  is  laid  for  me. 

King.  Be  of  good  cheer, 

They  fhall  no  more  prevail,  than  we  give  way  to: 
Keep  comfort  to  you,  and  this  morning  fee 
You  do  appear  before  them.  If  they  fhall  chance 
In  charging  you  with  matters,  to  commit  you : 

The 
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The  belt  perfuafions  to  the  contrary 
Fail  not  to  life ;  and  with  what  vehemency 

Th'  occafion  (hall  inftruft  you.    If  intreaties 
Will  render  you  no  remedy,  this  Ring 
Deliver  them,  and  your  Appeal  to  us 
There  make  before  them.  Look,  the  Good  man  weeps : 

He's  honeft,  on  mine  Honour.    God's  bleft  Mother, 
I  fwear  he  is  true-hearted,  and  a  foul 
None  better  in  ray  Kingdom.  Get  you  gone, 
And  do,  as  I  have  bid  you.  [Exit  Cranmer. 
He  has  ftrangled  all  his  Language  in  his  Tears. 

Enttr  Old  Lady. 
Gent,  within.  Comeback  -  what  mean  you? 

L.idy.  I'lenot  come  back,  the  tidings  that  I  bring 
Will  make  myboldnefs,  Manners.  Now  good  Angels 

Fly  o're  thy  Royal  Head,  and  fliade  thy  Perfon 
Under  their  blefled  Wings. 

King.  Now  by  thy  looks 

I  guefs  thy  MelTage.  Is  the  Queen  deliver'd  ? 
Say,  I,  and  of  a  Boy. 

Lady.  I,  I,  my  Liege  •, 
And  a  lovely  Boy ;  the  God  of  Heaven 

Both  now,  and  ever  blefs  her  :  'Tis  a  Girl 
Promifes  Boys  hereafter.  Sir,  your  Queen 
Defires  your  Vifitation,  and  to  be 

Acquainted  with  this  Stranger  j  'tis  as  like  you, 
As  Cherry  is  to  Cherry. 

King,  Lovel. 
Lot:  Sir. 

King.  Give  her  an  hundred  Marks. 

I'le  to'the  Queen.  {fix'n  King. 
Lady.  An  hundred  Marks  ?  By  this  light,  Tie  ha  more. 

An  ordinary  Groom  is  for  fuch  payment. 
I  will  have  more,  or  fcold  it  out  of  him. 

Said  I  for  this,  the  Girl  was  like  to  him  ?  I'le 
Have  more,  or  elfeunfay't  :  and  now,  while 'tis  hot, 
l'ie  put  it  to  the  ilfue.  f_ Exit  Lady. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Cranmer,  Archbijhop  of  Canterbury. 

Cran.  I  hope  I  am  not  too  late,  and  yet  the  Gentleman 

That  was  fent  to  me  from  the  Council,  pray'd  me 
To  make  gfeat  hafte.  All  fait  ?  What  means  this  ?  Hoa  ? 
Who  waits  there  ?  Sure  you  know  me  ? 

Enter  Keener. 

Ktep.  Yes,  my  Lord  • 
But  yet  I  cannot  help  you. 

Cran.  Why? 

Keep.  Your  Grace  muft  wait  till  you  be  call'd  for. Enter  Doclor  Bu  ts. 
Cran.  So. 

Butts.  This  is  a  piece  of  Malice :  I  am  glad 
I  came  this  way  fo  haply.  The  King 
Shall  underftand  it  prefently.  f_  Exit  Butts. 

Cran.  'Tis  Butts, 
The  King's  Phyfician,  as  he  pafl:  along 
How  earneftly  he  call  his  Eyes  upon  me : 
Pray  Heaven  he  found  not  mydifgrace  :  for  certain 
This  is  of  purpofe  laid  by  fome  that  hate  me, 
(God  turn  their  Hearts,  1  never  fought  their  malice  J 
To  quench  mine  Honour  ;  they  would  fliame  to  make  me 
Wait  elfe  at  door  :  a  Fellow  Councellor 

'MongBoys,  Grooms,  and  Lackeys. But  their  Pleafures 

Muft  be  fulfill'd,  and  I  attend  with  Patience. 

Enter  the  King,  and  Butts  at  a  Window  above. 

Butts.  Pie  mew  your  Grace  the  ftrangeft  fight. 
King .  What's  that,  Butts  ? 
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Butts.  I  think  your  Highnefs  faw  this  many  a  day. 
King.  Body  a  me  :  where  is  ic  ? 
Butts.  There,  my  Lord  : 

The  high  Promotion  of  his  Grace  of  Canterbury} 
Who  holds  his  State  at  door 'mongft  Purfcvants, Pages,  and  Foot- boys. 

King.  Ha?  'tis  He  indeed. 
Is  this  the  Honour  they  do  one  another  t 
'Tis  well  there's  one  above  'em  yet  \  I  had  thought 
They  had  parted  fo  much  Honeity  among  'em, 
At  leaft  good  Manners ;  as  not  thus  to  fuffer 
A  man  of  his  Place,  and  fo  near  our  Favour 
To  dance  attendance  on  their  Lordlhips  pleafures, 
And  at  the  door  too,  like  a  Poft  with  Packets 

By  holy  Mary,  {Butts )  there's  Knavery ; 
Let  'em  alone,  and  draw  the  Curtain  dole, ■  We  lhall  hear  more  anon. 

A  Council  Table  brought  in  with  Chairs  and  Stools  and 
placed  under  the  State.  Enter  Lord  Chancellor,  places  him- 
felfat  the  upper  end  of  the  Table,  on  the  left  hand  \  A  Seat 
temg  left  void  above  him,  as  for  Canterburies  Seat.  Duk: 
of  Suffolk,  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Surrey,  Lord  Chamber- 

lain^ Gardiner,  feat  themfthes  >«  Order  on  each  fide. 
Cromwel  at  lower  end,  as  Secretary. 

Chan.  Speak  to  the  bufinefs,  Mr.  Secretary  j 
Why  are  we  met  in  Council  ? 

Crom,  Pleafe  your  Honours, 
The  chief  Caufe  concerns  his  Gr  ace  of  Canterbury^ 

Card.  Ha's  he  know  ledge  of  it  ? Crom.  Yes. 

Norf.  Who  waits  there  ? 

Keep.  Without,  my  Noble  Lords. Gard.  Yes. 

Keep.  My  Lord  Archbilhop, 

And  ha's  done  half  an  hour  to  know  your  pleafures? Chan.  Let  him  come  in. 

Keep.  Your  Grace  may  enter  now. 

[Cranmer  approaches  the  Council  Table. 
Chan.  My  good  Lord  Archbilhop,  I'm  very  forry 

To  fit  here  at  this  prefent,  and  behold 
That  Chair  ftand  empty :  But  we  all  are  men 
In  our  own  Natures  trail,  and  capable 
Of  ourflelh,  few  are  Angels ;  out  of  which  Frailty 
And  want  of  Wifdom,  you  that  belt  fhould  teach  us, 

Have  mifdemean'dyourfelf,  and  not  a  little, 
Toward  the  King  firft,  then  his  Laws,  in  filling 
The  whole  Realm,  by  your  teaching  aud  your  Chaplains, 

f  For  fo  we  are  inform'd)  with  new  Opinions 
Divers  and  dangerous,  which  are  Herefies  '7 
And  not  Reform'd,  may  prove  pernicious. 

Gard.  Which  Reformation  muft  be  fudden  too, 
My  Noble  Lords,  for  thofe  that  tame  wild  Horfes, 

Pace 'em  not  in  their  hands  to  make  'em  gentle  ; 
But  flop  their  Mouths  with  ftubborn  Bits,  and  fpur  'em 

'Till  they  obey  the  manage.  If  we  fuffer 
Out  of  our  eafinefs  and  childilh  pity 

To  one  man's  Honour,  this  contagious  ficknefs-, 
Farewel  all  Phyfick :  and  what  follows  then? 
Commotions,  uproars,  with  a  general  taint 
Of  the  whole  State  :  of  late  days  our  Neighbours, 

The  upper  Germany  can  dearly  witnefs, 
Yetfrelnly  pitied  in  our  memories. 

Cran.  My  good  Lords  •,  hitherto,in  all  the  Progrefs, 
Both  of  my  Life  and  Office,  lhave  labour'd, 
And  with  no  little  ftudy ,  that  my  teaching 
And  the  ftrong  courfe  of  my  Authority, 

Might  go  one  way,  andfafely  ;  and  the  end 
'  Was  ever  to  do  well :  nor  is  there  living, 

(I  fpeak  it  with  a  fingle  heart,  my  Lords ) 
A  man  that  more  detcfts,  more  ftirsagainft, 
Both  in  his  private  Confcience,  and  his  Place, 
Def  acers  of  a  publick  Peace,  than  I  do : 

X  x  Pray 
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'  Heaven  the  King  may  never  find  a  heart 
ithlefs  Allegiance  in  it.  Men  that  make 

.  .  d  crooked  malice,  nourifhment, 
iar<  bite  tne  belt.  1  do  beleech  your  Lordfhips, 

That  in  this  cafe  of  Juftice,  my  Accufers, 
Be  what  they  will,  may  ftand  forth  Face  to  Face, 
And  freely  urge  againft  me. 

Snjf.  Nay,  my  Lord, 

That  cannot  be  •,  you  are  a  Counfellor, 
And  by  that  Virtue  nomandareaccufeyou. 
GardMy  Lord,becaufe  we  have  bufinefs  of  more  moment, 

We  will  be  fhort  with  you.  'Tis  his  Highnefs  pleafure 
And  our  confent,  for  better  tryal  of  you, 
From  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tower, 
Where  being  but  a  private  man  again, 
Youlhall  know  many  dare  accufe  you  boldly, 
More  than  ( I  fear)  you  are  provided  for. 

Cran.  Ah,  my  good  Lord  of  Winchefter :  I  thank  you, 
You  are  always  my  good  Friend,  if  your  will  pafs, 
1  fhall  both  find  your  Lordfhip,  Judge,  and  Juror, 
You  are  fo  merciful.    I  fee  your  end, 

'Tis  my  undoing.  Love  and  Meeknefs,  Lord, 
Become  a  Church-man  better  than  Ambition  : 
Win  ftraying  Souls  with  modefty  again, 
Caft  none  away.  That  I  fliall  clear  my  felf, 
Lay  all  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  patience, 
I  make  as  little  doubt,  as  you  do  Confcience 
In  doing  daily  wrongs.   I  could  fay  more, 
But  Reverence  to  your  calling  makes  me  modeft. 

Card.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  you  are  a  Sectary, 

That's  the  plain  truth ;  your  painted  glofs  difcovers 
To  men  that  underftand  you,  words  and  weaknefs. 

Crom.  My  Lord  of  Wwchefter,  y'are  a  little, 
By  your  good  favour,  too  fharp  •,  Men  fo  Noble, 
How  ever  faulty,  yet  fhould  find  refped 

For  what  they  have  been :  'tis  a  cruelty, 
To  load  a  falling  man. 

Card.  Good  Mr.  Secretary, 
I  cry  your  Honour  Mercy,  you  may,  worfb 
Of  all  this  Table,  fay  fo. 

Crom.  Why,  my  Lord  ? 
Card.  Do  not  I  know  you  for  a  Favourer 

Of  this  new  Sed?  ye  are  not  found. 
Crom.  Not  found  ? 

Card.  Not  found,  I  fay. 
Crom.  Would  you  were  half  fo  honeft  ; 

Men's  Prayers  then  would  feek  you,  not  their  Fears. 
Gard.  I  fhall  remember  this  bold  Language. 
Crom.  Do. 

Remember  your  bold  life  too. 
Cham.  This  is  too  much- 

Forbear  for  fhame,  my  Lords. 
Card.  I  have  done. 
Crom.  And  I. 

Cham.  Then  thus  for  you,  my  Lord,  it  Hands  agreed, 
I  take  it,  by  all  voices :  that  forthwith 

You  be  convey'd  to  th'  Tower  a  Prifoner ; 
There  to  remain  till  the  Kings  further  pleafure 
Be  known  unto  us  ;  are  you  all  agreed,  Lords  ? 
M.  We  are. 

Cran.  Is  there  no  other  way  of  Mercy, 

But  I  muft  needs  to  th'  Tower,  my  Lords  ? 
Gard.  What  other 

Would  you  exped  ?  You  are  ftrangely  troublelbme  : 

Let  fome  o'th'  Guard  be  ready  there. 
Enter  the  Guard. 

Cran.  For  me.' 
Muft  I  go  like  a  Traitor  thither? 

Card.  Receive  him, 

And  fee  him  fafe  i'th'  Tower. 
Cran.  Stay,  good  my  Lords, 

I  have  a  little  yet  to  fay.  Look  there,  my  Lords, 
By  virtue  of  that  Ring,  I  take  my  Caufe 
Out  of  the  gripes  of  cruel  men,  and  give  it 

To  a  moft  Noble  Judg,  the  King  my  Mailer. 
Cham.  This  is  the  King's  Ring. 
Suf.  'Tis  no  counterfeit. 
Stiff.  'Tis  his  right  Ring,  by  Heav'n :  I  told  ye  all, When  we  firft  put  this  dangerous  ftone  a  rowling, 

'Twould  fall  upon  our  felves. 
Norf.  Do  you  think,  my  Lords, 

The  King  will  fufter  but  the  little  Finger 

Of  this  man  to  be  vax'd  ft Cham.  'Tis  now  too  certain, 
How  much  more  is  his  Life  in  value  with  him  ? 

Would  1  were  fairly  out  on't. Crom.  My  mind  gave  me, 

In  feeking  Tales  and  Informations 
Againft  this  Man,  whofe  Honefty  the  Devii 
And  his  Difciples  only  envy  at. 
Ye  blew  the  Fire  that  burns  ye  :  now  have  at  ye. 

Enter  King  frowning  on  them  ,  takes  his  Sear. 
Card.  Dread  Soveraign, 

How  much  are  we  bound  to  Heaven, 
In  daily  thanks  ;  that  gave  us  fuch  a  Prince  ; 
Not  only  good  and  wife,  but  moft  Religious : 
One  that  in  all  obedience,  makes  the  Church 
The  chief  aim  of  his  Honour,  and  to  ftrengthen 
That  holy  duty  of  our  dear  refpecl, 
His  Royal  felf  in  Judgment  comes  to  hear 
The  Caufe  betwixt  her,  and  this  great  offender- 

King,  You  were  ever  good  at  fudden  Commendations, 
Bilhopof  Winchefter. But  know,  I  come  not 
To  hear  fuch  flattery  now,  and  in  my  prefence, 
They  are  too  thin,  and  bafe  to  hide  offences, 
To  me  you  cannot  reach.  You  play  the  Spaniel, 
And  think  with  wagging  of  your  Tongue  to  win  me : 
But  whatfoe're  thou  tak'ft  me  for,  I'm  fure 
Thou  haft  a  cruel  Nature,  and  a  bloody  5 
Good  man,  fit  down :  Now  let  me  fee  the  proudeffc 
He,  that  dares  moft,  but  wag  his  Finger  at  thee. 

By  all  that's  holy,  he  had  better  ftarve, 
Then  but  once  think,  this  place  becomes  thee  not. 

Sur.  May  it  pleafe  your  Grace,  . 

King.  No,  Sir,  it  doe's  not  pkafe  me, 

I  had  thought,  1  had  had  men  of  fome  underftanding, ' And  wifdom,  of  my  Council ,  but  I  find  none : 
Was  it  difcre  tion,  Lords,  to  let  this  man, 
This  good  man  (few  of  you  deitrve  the  title ) 
This  honeft  man,  wait  like  a  Jowfie  Foot-boy 
At  Chamber  door  ?  and  one,  as  great  as  you  are  -? 
Why,  what  a  fhame  was  this  ?  Did  my  Commiilion 
Bid  ye  fo  far  forget  your  felves  ?  I  gave  ye 
Power,  as  he  was  a  Counfellour  to  try  him, 

Not  as  a  Groom  ;  there's  fome  of  ye,  1  fee, 
More  out  of  Malice  than  Integrity, 
Would  try  him  to  the  ntmoft,  had  ye  mean, 
Which  ye  fhall  never  have,  while  I  do  live. Cham.  Thus  far, 

My  moft  dread  Soveraign,  may  it  like  your  Grace, 

To  let  my  Tongue  excufe  all.  What  was  purpos'd 
Concerning  his  Imprisonment,  was  rather 
(If  there  be  faith  in  men)  meant  for  his  Tryal, 
And  fair  purgation  to  the  world  than  malice, I'm  fine  in  me. 

King.  Well,  well,  my  Lords,  refped  him,  | 
Take  him,  and  ufe  him  well,  he's  worthy  of  it. 
I  will  fay  thus  much  for  him,  if  a  Prince 
May  be  beholding  to  a  Subjed ,  I 
Am,  for  his  love  and  fervice,  fo  to  him. 
Make  me  no  more  ado,  but  all  embrace  him  ; 
Be  Friends  for  fhame,  my  Lords :  My  Lord  of  Canterbury, 
I  have  a  Suit,  which  you  muft  not  deny  me. 
That  is,  a  fair  young  Maid  that  yet  wants  Baptifme, 
You  muft  be  God-father,  and  anfwer  for  her. 

Cran.  The  greateft  Monarch  now  alive  may  glory 

In 
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la  fuch  an  honour :  how  may  I  deferve  it, 

Thst  am  a  poor  and  humble  Subjedt  to  you  ? 

Kmg.  Gome,  come,  my  Lord, you'd  fpare  your  Spoons : 
You  fhall  have  two  Noble  Partners  with  you :  the  old 

Ducchefs  of  Norfolk^,  and  Lady  Marquefs  of  Vorfet  ? 
Will  thefe  pieafe  you  ? 
Once  more,  my  Lord  of  Winchefter,  I  charge  you 

Embrace,  and  love  this  man. 
Gard.  With  a  true  heart, 

And  Brothers  love  I  doit. 
Cran.  And  let  Heaven 

Witnefs,  how  dear  I  hold  this  Confirmation. 

King.  Good  Man,  thofe  joyful  tears  (hew  thy  true  heart, 
The  common  voice  I  fee  is  verified 

Of  thee,  which  fays  thus :  Do  my  Lord  of  CaMerbkry 

A  fhrewd  turn,  and  he's  your  Friend  for  ever : 
Come,  Lords,  we  trifle  time  away  :  I  long 

To  have  this  young  one  made  a  Chriftian. 

As' I  have  made  ye  one,  Lords,  one  remain  • 

So  I  grow  ftrongtr^  you  more  Honour  gain.  £E'xcttnt. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Noife  and  Tumult  within  :  Enter  Porter  and  bis  man. 

Tort.  You'll  leave  your  noife  anon,  ye  Rafcals :  do  you 
take  the  Court  for  Paris-Garden:  ye  rude  Slaves,  leave 

your  gaping 

'  Within.  Good  Mr.  Porter,  I  belong  to  th'  Larder. 

Port.  Belong  to  th'  Gallows,and  be  hang'd,  ye  Rogue  : 
Is  this  a  pjace  to  roar  in?  Fetch  me  a  dozen  Crab-tree 

ftaves,  and  ftrong  ones  j  thefe  are  but  fwitches  to  'em  : 
Tie  fcratch  your  Heads ;  you  muft  be  feeing  Chriftnings? 

Do  you  look  for  Ale  and  Cakes  here,  you  rude  Rafcals  ? 

Man.  Pray,  Sir,  be  patient  ;  'tis  as  much  impofftble, 
Unlefs  we  fwept  them  from  the  door  with  Cannons, 

To  fcatter  'em,  as  'tis  to  make  'em  fleep 
On  May-day  Morning,  which  will  never  be  : 

We  may  as  well  pufh  againft  Pauls,  as  ltir  'em. 

Port.  How  got  they  in,  and  be  hang'd  ? 
Man.  Alas,  I  know  not,  how  gets  the  Tide  in  ? 

As  much  as  one  found  Cudgel  of  four  foot 

(Ycu  fee  the  poor  remainder)  could  distribute, 
I  made  no  fpare,  Sir. 

Port.  You  did  nothing,  Sir. 

Man.  I  am  not  Sampfon,  nor  Sir  Guy,  nor  Colebrand, 

To  mow  'em  down  before  me  :  but  if  I  fpar'd  any 
That  had  a  head  to  hit,  either  young  or  old, 

He  or  fhe,  Cuckold,  or  Cuckold- maker  ; 
Let  me  ne're  hope  to  fee  a  Chine  again, 
And  that  I  would  not  for  a  Cow,  God  fave  her. 

With.  Do  you  hear,  Mr.  Porter? 
Port.  I  fhall  be  with  you  prefently,  good  Mr.  Puffy. 

Keep  the  door  clofe,  Sirrah. 
Man.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 
Port.  Whatfhouldy.oudo, 

But  knock 'em  down  by  th'  dozens  ?  Is  this  Moor-fields 
tomufter  in  ?  Or  have  we  fame  ftrange  Indian  with  the 

great  Toole,  come  to  Court,  the  women  fo  befiege  us? 

Blefs  me !  what  a  fry  of  Fornication  is  at  the  door  ?  On 

my  Chriftian  Confcience,  this  oneChriftning  will  beget  a 

thoufand,here  will  be  Father,God-father,and  all  together. 

Mm.  The  Spoons  will  be  the  bigger,  Sir:  there  is  a 

Fellow  fomewhat  near  the  door,  he  fhouldbea  Brafier  by 

his  Face,  for  o'  my  Confcience  twenty  of  the  Dog-day^s 

now  reign  in's  Nofe ;  all  that  ftand  about  him  arc  under 

the  Line,  they  need  no  other  penance  :  that  Fire-Drake 
did  1  hit  three  times  on  the  Head,  and  three  times  was  his 

Nofe  difcharged  againft  me;  he  Hands  there  like  a  Mor- 

ter-piecetoblow  us  up.  There  was  a  Haberdafhers  W  lte 

of  fmall  W  it,near  him,that  rail'd  upon  me,till  her  pinck'd 

Porrenger  fell  off  her  Head,  for  kindling  fuch  a  combulb- 

on  in  the  State.  I  mift  the  Meteor  once,  and  hit  that  Wo 

man,  who  cryed  out  Clubs,  when  I  might  fee  from  far, 
fome  forty  Truncheons  draw  to  her  fuccour  ,  which 

were  the  hope  o'th'  Strand,  where  fhe  was  quartered  ̂ they 
fell  on,  I  made  good  my  place  at  length  they  came  to  th' 
Broom-ftaff to  me,  I  defi'd  'em  ftill,  when  fuddenly  a 
FileofBoyes  behind  'em  ,  loofe  fhot,  deliver'd  fuch  a 
fhower  ofPibb!es,that  I  was  fain  to  draw  mine  Honour  in, 

and  let  'em  win  the  Work,the  Devil  was  amongit'em,  1 

think  fiirely'. For.  Thefe  are  the  Youths  that  thunder  at  a  Play-houfe, 
?nd  fight  for  bitten  Apphs,  that  no  Aidimcebut  the  tri- 

bulation of  Tcwir-Hill,  or  the  Li'nbsof  Lime'-houfe,  their 
dear  Brothers  are  able  to  endure.  I  have  fome  of  'em  in 
limbo- Pairum^nd  there  they  arc  liketojdance  thefe  three 
days  ;  behdes  the  running  Banquet  of  two  Beadles,that  is  to 
come. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain. 

L.  Cham.  Mercy  o'me :  what  a  Multitude  are  here  ? 
They  grow  dill  too  ;  from  all  Parts  they  are  coming, 
As  if  wekept  a  Fair  here  ?  Where  arc  thefe  Porters? 

Thefe  lazy  Knaves  ?  Y'ave  made  a  fine  hand,  Fellows  ? 
There's  a  trim  Rabble  let  in  :  are  all  thefe 

Your  faithful  Friends  o'th"'  Suburbs  ?  Wc  fhall  have 
Great  ftore  of  room  no  doubt  left  for  the  Ladies, 
When  they  pafs  back  from  the  Chriftning  ? 

Por.  And't  pieafe  your  Honour, 
We  arc  but  Men,  and  whan  fo  many  may  do, 
Nor  being  torn  in  pieces,  we  have  done: 

An  Army  cannot  rule 'em. Cham.  As  I  live, 

If  the  King  blame  me  for  't ;  I'le  lav  ye  all 
By  th' heels,  and  fuddenly  •  and  on  your  Heads,  , 
Clap  round  Fines  for  neglect :  y'are  lazy  KnaveSj 
And  here  ye  lye  baiting  of  Bombards,  when 
Ye  fliould  do  Service.  ■  Hark,  the  trumpets  found, 
Th'are  come  already  from  the  Chriftning  •, 
Go  break  among  the  prefs,  and  find  a  way  out 
To  let  the  troop  pafs  fairly ,  or  Tie  find 
A  Marihalfey,  frnll  hold  ye  play  thefe  two  Months,  ; 

Por.  Make  way  there,  tor  the  Princefs. 
Man.  You  great  Fellow, 

Stand  clofe  up,  or  I'le  make  your  head  ake. 
Por.  Youi'th'  Chamblet,  get  up  0'  th'  rail, 

I'le  peck  you  o're  the  pales  elfe.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  ̂ hiarta. 

Enter  Trumpets  founding  :  Then  two  Alder -men,  L.  Mayor , 
Garter,  Cranmer,  Duke  of  Norfolk  with  his  MarfhaPs 
Staff,  Dukj!  of  Suffolk,  two  Noblemen,  bearing  great 
funding  Bowls  for  the  Chriftning  Gifts  :  Then  four  Noble- 

men bearing  a  Canopy,  under  which  the  Dutchefs  of  Nor- 
folk, God-mother,  bearing  the  Child  richly  habited  in 

a  Mantle,  &c.  Train  born  by  a  Lady :  Then  fallows  the 
Marchionefs  of  Dorfet,  the  Other  Gcd-mothtr  ,  and  La- 

dies. TheTrooppafs  once  about  the  Stage,  and  Garter  fpeaks. 

Gart.  Heaven, 

From  thy  endlefs  Goodncfsfend  profperous  Life, 
Long,  and  ever  happy,  to  the  high  and  mighty 

Princefs  of  England,  Elizabeth. 

Flourijh.  Er.tcr  King  and  Guard. 
Cran.  And  to  your  Royal  Grace,  and  the  good  Queen, 

My  Noble  Partners,  and  my  felfthus  pray 
All  comfort,  joy  in  this  molt  gracious  Lady, 
Heaven  ever  laid  up  to  make  Parents  happy, 

May  hourly  fall  upon  ye. 

King.  Thank  you  good  Lord  Arch-binop ; 
What  is  her  Name  ? 

Cran.  Elizabeth. 
X  X  2  JBgr 
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King.  Stand  up,  Lord  ; 
With  this  Kifs,  take  my  Blefllng  :  God  protect  thee, 
Into  whofe  hand,  I  give  thy  Life. 

Cran.  Amen. 

King.  My  Noble  Goffips,  y'have  been  too  Prodigal, 
I  thank  ye  heartily :  So  (hall  this  Lady, 
When  (he  has  To  much  EngliJJj. 

Cran.  Let  me  fpeak,  Sir, 
For  Heaven  now  bids  me  \  and  the  words  I  utter, 

Let  none  think  Flattery  j  for  they'll  find 'em  Truth. 
This  Royal  Infant,  Heaven  (till  move  about  her, 
Though  in  her  Cradle,  yet  now  promifes 
Upon  this  Land,  a  thoufand  thoufand  Elefiings, 
Which  time  (hall  bring  to  ripenefs :  She  (hall  be, 
h  at  few  now  living  can  behold  that  Goodnefs) 
A  Pattern  to  all  Princes  living  with  her, 
A  nfd  all  that  (hall  fucceed :  Saba  was  never 
M-  re  covetous  of  Wildom,  and  fair  Virtue 

Tl  p  this  pure  Soul  (hall  be.    All  Princely  Graces 
Tha  .roulci  up  a  mighty  Piece  as  this  is, 
Wil  b  all  the  Virtues  that  attend  the  Good, 
Shall  ftill  be  doubled  on  her.   Truth  (hall  Nurfe  her, 
Holy  and  Heavenly  thoughts  ftill  Ccunfel  her : 

11  be  lov'd  and  fear'd.    Her  own  (hall  blefs  her  ; 
:s  make  like  a  Field  of  beaten  Corn, 

A   Ih     5  their  heads  with  forrow  : 
Good  .  .  >ws  wich  her. 

In  her  days  every  man  (hall  eat  in  fafety, 

Under  his  cwn  Vine  what  he  plants  •,  and  fing 
The  merry  Songs  of  Peace  toall  his  Neighbours. 
Gc  .  fhall  Be  truly  known,  and  thofe  about  her 
Fr  n  hei  (hall  read  the  perfect  ways  of  Honour, 
And  by  thofe  claim  their  Greatnefs,  not  by  Blood. 
Nor  fa  ail  u»i-  Peace  deep  with  her :  But  as  when 
T  h*Bhdof  wonder  dies,  the  Maiden  Phcenix, 
Her  Alhes  new  create  another  Heir, 

As  great  in  admiration  as  her  felf ; 
So  (hall  (he  leave  her  BlefTednefs  to  One, 

("When  Heaven  /hall  call  her  from  this  cloud  ofdarknefs) Wo  from  the  facred  Afhes  of  her  Flonour 
Shall  Star-like  rife,  as  Great  in  fame  asfhe  was, 

And  foftand  fix'd.  Peace,  Plenty,  Love,  Truth,  Terrour, 
That  were  the  Servants  to  this  chofen  Infant, 

Shall  then  be  His,  and  like  a  Vine  grow  to  him  *, 
Where  ever  the  bright  Sun  of  Heaven  (hall  fliine^ 
His  Honour,  and  the  Greatnefs  of  his  name, 
Shall  be,  and  make  new  Nations.    He  fhajl  flourtfh, 
And  like  a  Mountain  Cedar,  reach  his  branches, 

To  all  the  Plains  about  him  ••  Our  Children's  Children 
Shall  fee  this,  and  blefs  Heaven- 

King.  Thou  fpeakeft  Wonders. 
Cran.  She  (hall  be  to  the  Happinefs  of  England^ 

An  Aged  Princefs  •,  many  Days  lhall  fee  her, 
And  yet  no  Day  without  a  deed  to  Crown  it. 
Would  I  had  known  no  more  :  But  (he  muft  dye, 
She  muft,  the  Saints  muft  have  her  j  yet  a  Virgin, 
A  mod  unfpotted  Lilly  (halllhe  pafs 
To  th'  ground,  and  all  the  world  lhall  mourn  her. 

King.  O  Lord  Archbifhop, 
Thou  haft  made  me  now  a  Man  :  never,  before 
This  happy  Child,  did  I  get  any  thing. 

This  Oracle  of  comfort,  has  fo  pleas'd  me, 
That  when  1  am  in  Heaven,  1  fhall  deiire 
To  fee  what  this  Child  does,  and  praife  my  Maker, 
I  thank  ye  all .  To  you,  my  good  Lord  Mayor, 
And  you  good  Brethren,  I  am  much  beholding: 
I  have  receiv'd  much  Honour  by  your  prefence, 
And  ye  ftiall  find  me  thankful.    Lead  the  way,  Lords, 
Ye  muftall  fee  the  Queen,  and  fhe  muft  thank  ye, 
She  will  be  fick  elfe.    This  day,  no  man  thiak 

'Has  bufinefs  at  his  honfe,  for  all  (hall  ftay : 
This  little  One  (hall  make  it  Holy-day.  \Exemt. 

The  EPILOGUE. 

,/"T*/f  ten  to  one  this  Play  can  never  fleafe 
X    All  that  are  here  ■  Some  come  to  take  their  cafe. 

And  fleet)  out  an  Attor  two  ■,  but  thofe  we  fear 

Wy  have  affrighted  with  our  Trumpets :  fo  "'tis  clear , 
They'll  fay  it's  nanght.    Others,  to  hear  the  City 
Abused  extreamly,  and  to  cry  that's  witty. 
Which  we  have  not  done  neither^  that  J  fear 

All  the  expelled  good  n>'  are  like  to  hear, 
For  this  Play  at  this  time,  is  only  in 

The  merciful  confirutlion  of  good  Women  ♦ 
For  fuch  a  one  we  JJjew'd  ''em  ;  if  they  fmiley 
And  fay  "'twill  do,  J  know  within  a  while, 

All  the  beft  Men  are  ours ;  for  ytis  ill  hapy 

Jf  they  hold,  when  their  Laditsbid'em  claf. 

THE 
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Troilus  and  Creffida. 

The  PROLOGUE. 

IiVTroy  there  lies  the  Scene :  from  Ifles  of  Greece 
The  Princes  Orgi  lions,  their  high  Blood  chafd, 

Have  to  the  Fort  o/Athens  fent  their  Ship 
Fraught  with  the  Mimfiers  and  Ivf  rnments 
Of  Cruel  War :  Sixty  and  nine  that  wore 

Their  Crovonets  Regal,  from  th*  Athenian  Bay 
Put  forth  toward  Phrygia,  and  their  Vow  is  made 
To  ranfackJTroy,  within  whofe  firong  Immures 
The  ravijl^d  Helen ,  Menelaus  Queen, 

With  wanton  Paris  fieeps,  and  that's  the  Quarrel. 
To  Tenedos  they  come, 

And  the  deep-drawing  Barks  do  there  dif gorge 
Their  Warlike  fraught  age :  now  on  Dardan  Plains 
The  frefli  and  yet  unbruifed  Greeks  do  pitch 

Their  brave  Pavtllions.  Priam'*  fix-gated  City, 
Dardan,  and  Timbria,  Helias,  Chetas,  Troien, 

And  Aritenonidus  with  maffy  Staples 
And  com fpon five  and  fulfilling  Bolts 
Stir  up  the  Sons  of  Troy. 
Now  Expectation  tickling  skjttifij  Spirits^ 
On  one  and  other  fide,  T rojan  and  Greek., 
Sets  all  on  hazard.    And  hither  am  1  come 

A  Prologue  arm'd,  but  not  in  confidence 
Of  Authors  Pen,  or  Attar's  voice  ;  but  fuited 
In  like  conditions,  as  our  Argument ; 

To  tell  you  (fair  Beholders')  that  our  Play Leaps  (Pre  the  vaunt  and  fir filings  of  thofe  Broils} 
Beginning  in  the  middle :  ftartmg  thence  awayy 
To  what  may  be  digefied  in  a  Play  • 
Like,  or  find  fault,  do  as  your  pleasures  are, 

Now  good,  or  bad,  "'tis  but  the  chance  of  War. 

Actus  Vrimus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Troilus. 

Troilus. 
All  here  my  Varlet,  Pie  unarm  again. 
Why  mould  I  War  without  the  Walls  of  Troy 
That  find  fuch  cruel  battel  here  within  ? 

Each  Trojan  that  is  Mailer  of  his  heart, 
Let  him  to  Field,  Troilus  alas  hath  none. 

Pan.  Will  this  geer  ne're  be  mended  ?  (ftrength, 
Trot.  -Ths  Greeks  are  ftrong,  and  skilful  to  their  I 

Fierce  to  their  skill,  and  to  their  fiercenefs  Valiant : 
But  I  am  weaker  than  a  Womans  tear : 

Tamer  than  fleep,  fonder  than  ignorauce , 
Lefs  valian.  than  the  V  irgin  in  the  night, 

And  skillefs  as  unpracth'd  infancy. 
Fan.  Well,  I  have  told  you  enough  of  this :  For  my 

part,  Pie  not  meddle  nor  make  no  farther.  He  that  will 
have  a  Cake  cut  of  the  Wheat ,  rnuil  needs  tarry  the 
grinding. 

Troi.  Have  I  not  tarried  ? 

Pan.  I  the  grinding  ;  but  you  mufc  tarry  the  boulting. 
Troi.  Have  I  not  tarried  ? 

Fan.  I,  the  boulting ;  but  you  mufl:  tarry  the  leav'ning. 
Troi.  Still  have  I  tarried. 

Pan.  I,  to  the  leavening  :  but  here's  yet  in  the  word 
hereafter,  the  Kneading,  the  making  of  the  Cake,  the 
heating  of  the  Oven,  and  the  Baking ;  nay,  you  muft  ftay 
the  cooling  too,  or  you  may  char<   to  burn  your  lips. 

Troi.  Patiengl  her  felf,  whatGoddeH  e'relhebe, 
Doth  leuer  blench  at  fufferarcr  th^  .  1  do  : 

At  Priam's  Roy il  Table  I  fit , 
And  when  fair  Creffida  comjs  into  my  thoughts, 
So  ( Traitor)  then  (he  comes,  when  fhe  is  thence— — 

Pan.  Well  ? 

She  look'd  yefternight  fairer  than  ever  I  faw  her  look, 
Ot  any  Woman  elfe. 

Troi.  I  was  about  to  tell  rhee,  when  my  heart, 
As  wedged  with  a  figh,  would  rive  in  twain, 

Left  Hetlor,  or  my  Father  mould  perceive' me: 
I  have  ( as  when  the  Sun  doth  lif.ii :  a-fcorn) 
Buried  this  figh,  in  wrinkle  of  a  fmile  : 

But  forrovv,  that  is  couch'd  in  feeming  gladnefs, 
Is  like  that  mirth  Fate  turns  to  hidden  fadnefs. 

Fan.  And  her  hair  were  not  fomewhat  darker  than 
Xx  3  Helens 
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Helns,  well  goto,  there  were  no  more  comparifon  be- 
tween the  Women.  But  for  my  part  fhe  is  my  Kinfwo- 

ma  n,  I  would  not  (as  they  term  it)  praifc  it,  but  I  would 
fome  body  had  heard  her  talk  ycfterday,  as  I  did-'  I  wil 
not  difpiaife  your  Sifter  Cajfandrah  wit,  but  

Troi.  O  Pandarus  !  1  tell  ihee,  Pander  us  ; 

Wb  nl  dp  tell  thee,  there  my  hopes  lie  drown'd, 
Reply  not  in  how  many  Fathoms  deep 

They  lie  iudrench'd.  1  tell  thee,  I  am  mad 

In  Crefid's  Love.  Thou  anfwer'ir,  fhe  is  Fair, 
Pour'ft  in  the  open  Ulcer  of  my  Heart, 
Her  Eyes,  her  Hair,  her  Cheek,  her  Gate,  her  Voice, 
Handleft  in  thy  difcourfe.  O  that  her  Hand 

(In  whofe  comparifon,  all  whites  are  Ink 
Writing  their  own  reproach)  to  whofe  foft  feizure 
The  Cignets  Down  is  harfh,  and  fpirit  of  Senfe 
Hard  as  the  Palm  of  Ploughman.  This  thou  tell'ft  me  ; 
As  true  thou  tell'it  me,  when  I  fay  I  love  her  : 
But  faying  thus,  inftcad  of  Oyl  and  Balm, 

Thou  lay'ft  in  every  gafh  that  love  hath  given  me, 
The  Knife  that  made  it. 

Pan.  I  fpeak  no  more  than  truth. 
Tm.  Thou  doft  not  fpeak  fo  much. 

Pan.  Faith,  I'le  not  meddle  in't.  Let  her  be  as  fhe  is, 
if  (he  be  fair,  'tis  the  better  for  her  :  and  fhe  be  not,  fbe 

ha's  the  mends  in  her  own  hands* 
Troi.  Good  Pandarus  ;  how  now,  Pandarus  ? 
Pan.  I  have  had  my  labour  for  my  travel,  ill  thought 

on  of  her,  and  ill  thought  on  of  you:  Gone  between  and 
between,  but  fmall  thanks  f  jr  my  labour. 

Troi.  What  art  thou  angry,  Pandarus  ?  what  with  me  ? 

Van.  Becaufe  (he  is  Kin  to  me,  therefore  file's  not  fo 
fairasHe/ftf,  and  fhe  were  not  Kin  to  me,  fhe  would  be 
as  fair  on  Fry  day,  as  Helen  is  on  Sunday.  But  what  care  I  ? 
I  care  not  and  fhe  were  a  Black-a-Moor,  'tis  all  one  to  me. 

Troi.  Say  I,  fhe  is  not  fair  ? 
Pan.  I  do  not  care,  whether  yon  do  or  no.  She's  a  Fool 

to  ftay  behind  her  Father:  Let  her  to  the  Greeks,  and  fo 

l'le  tell  her  the  next  time  I  fee  her:  for  my  part,  I'le 
meddle  nor  make  no  more  i'th'  matter. 

Troi.  Pandxrus  ? 
Pan.  Not  I. 

Troi.  Sweet  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Pray  you  fpeak  no  more  to  me,'  I  will  leave  all  as 
I  found  it,  and  there's  an  end.  f_ Exit.  Pand. Sound  Alarum. 

Troi.  Peace  you  ungracious  Clamors,  peace  rude  Sounds, 
Fools  on  both  fides,  Helen  muft  needs  be  fair, 
When  with  your  blood  you  daily  paint  her  thus. 

I  cannot  fight  upon  this  Argument : 

It  is  too  ftarv'd  a  fubjeft  for  my  Sword : 
But  Pandarui :  O  Gods !  How  do  you  plague  me  ? 
I  cannot  come  to  Crejfid,  but  by  Pandar, 

And  he's  as  tea'chy  to  be  woo'd  to  woe, 
As  fheisftubborn,  chaft,  againft  all  fute. 
Tell  me  Apollo  for  thy  Daphnes  Love 
Wnat  Crejfid  is,  what  Pandar,  and  what  we : 
Her  bed  is  India,  there  fhe  lies,  a  Pearl, 
Between  our  Ilium,  and  where  fhe  relides^ 

Let  it  becall'd  the  mild  and  wandring  flood, 
Our  felfthe  Merchant,  and  this  failing  Pandar 
Our  doubtful  Hope,  our  Convoy  and  our  Bark. 

Alarum.  E>ter  iEneas. 

j£ne.  How  now,  Prince  Troilus  ? 
Wherefore  not  a  field  / 

Troi.  Becaufe  not  there ;  this  womans  anfwer  forts, 
Forwomanhh  it  is  to  be  from  thence: 
What  newscAEneas  from  the  field  to  day  ? 

zAlne.  That  Pans  is  returned  home,  and  hurt. 
Troi.  By  whom,  zAlneas  ? 
aALnt.  Troilus  by  Mcnelaus. 

Troi.  Let  Pans  bleed,  'tis  but  a  fear  to  fcorn. 

Paris  is  gor'd  with  Mcnelaus  horn.  [Alarum. 
zAxe.  Heark,  what  good  fport  is  out  of  Town  to  day  / 

Troi.  Better  at  home,  if  Would  I  might,  were  May  •, 
But  to  the  fport  abroad,  are  you  bound  thither  I 

<sAEne.  In  all  fwift  hafhe. 

Troi.  Come,  go  we  then  together.  {Exeunt. 
Enter  Creflid  and  her  Man. 

Cre.  Who  were  thofe  went  by  ? 
Man.  Queen  Hecuba  and  Helen. 

Cre.  And  whither' go  they  ? 
Man.  Up  to  the  Eaftern  Tower, 

Whofe  height  commands  as  fubjeclall  the  Vale^ 
To  fee  the  Battel ,  Hector,  whofe  patience 

Is  as  a  Vertue  fix'd,  to  day  was  mov'd  : 
He  chides  Andromache,  and  ftruck-  his  Armorer, 
And  like  as  there  were  Husbandry  in  War 
Before  the  Sun  rofe,  he  was  harneft  light, 
And  to  the  Field  goes  he  ,  where  every  flower 
Did  as  a  Prophet  weep  what  it  forefaw, 
In  Hector's  wrath. 

Cre.  What  was  his  caufe  of  Anger  ? 
Man.   The  noife  goes  this  ; 

There  is  among  the  Greeks, 
A  Lord  of  Trojan  Blood,  Nephew  to  Elector, 

They  call  him  Ajax. 
Cre.  Good  •,  and  what  of  him  ? 
Man.  They  fay,  he  is  a  very  man  per  fc  and  ffcands  alone. 
Cre.  So  do  all  M.en,  unlefs  they  are  drunk,  lick,  or  have no  Legs. 

Man.  This  Man,  Lady,hath  robb'd  many  Beafts  of  their 
particular  additions,  he  is  as  valiant  as  the  Lyonchurlilh 
as  the  Bear,  flow  as  the  Elephant :  a  man  into  whom  na- 

ture hath  fo  crowded  humours,that  his  valour  iscrulht  into 

folly,his  folly  fauced  with  difcretion-.There  is  no  man  hath 
a  Vertue,  that  he  hath  not  a  glimpfe  of,  nor  any  man  an 
attaint,  but  he  carries  fome  ftain  of  it.  He  is  melancho- 

ly without  caufe,  and  merry  againft  the  hair,  he  hath  the 
joints  of  every  thing,  but  every  thing  fo  out  of  joynt, 
that  he  is  a  gouty  Bnareus,  many  hands  and  no  ufe ;  or 

purblinded  Argus,  all  eyes  and  no  fight. 
Cre.  But  how  mould  this  man,  that  makes  mefmile, 

make  Hector  angry  ? 

Man.  They  fay,  he  yefterday  cop'd  Hector  in  the  bat- 
tel and  ftruck  him  down,  the  difdain  and  fhame  where- 
of hath  ever  fince  kept  Hector  falling  and  waking. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Cre.  Who  comes  here  ? 

Man.  Madam,  your  Uncle  Pandarus. 
Cre.  Hector's  a  gallant  man. 
Man.  As  may  be  in  the  world,  Lady. 

Pan.  What's  that  /  what's  that  ? 
Cre.Good  morrow,  Uncle  Pandarus. 
Pan.  Good  morrow,  Cozen  Crejfid:  what  do  you  talk 

of/  good  morrow,  Alexander,  how  do  you,  Cozen  /  when 

were  you  at  Ilium  ? 
Cre.  This  morning,  Uncle. 

'Pan.  What  were  you  talking  of,  when  I  came  ?  Was 

Hector  arm'd  and  gone,  e're  ye  came  to  Ilium  ?  Helen  was 
not  up  ?  was  Ihe  ? 

Cre.  Hector  was  gone,  bnt  Helen  was  not  up. 
Pan.  E?a  fo  •,  Hector  was  ftirring  early. 
Cre.  That  were  we  talking  of,  and  of  his  Anger. 
Pan.  Was  he  angry  ?• 
Cre.  So  he  fays  here. 

Pan.  True,  he  was  fo  ;  I  know  the  caufe  too,  he'l  lay 

about  him  today  I  can  tell  them  that,  and  there's  Troilus 
will  not  come  far  behind  him,  let  them  take  heed  of  Troi- 

lus ;  I  can  tell  them  that  too. 
Cre.  What  is  he  angry  too  ? 

Pan.  Who,  Troilus  1 
Troilus  is  the  better  man  of  the  two. 

Cue.  Oh  Jupiter  ;  there's  no  comparifon. 
Pan.  What  not  between  Troilus  and  Hector  ?  do  you 

know  a  man  if  you  fee  him  ? 
Cre. .  I,  if  I  ever  faw  him  before  and  knew  him. 
Pan.  Well,  I  fay  Troilus  is  Troilus. Crtf 
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Cre.  Then  you  fay,  as  I  fay, 
For  I  am  fare  he  is  not  Hcclor. 

Pan.  No,  nor  Hellor  is  not  Troilus  in  fome  degrees. 

Cre.  'Tis  juft  to  each  of  them  he  is  himfelf. 

fan.  Himfelf?  alas-poor  Troilus  I  would  he  were. 
Cre.  So  he  is. 

Pan.  Condition  I  had  gone  bare-foot  to  India. 
Cre.  He  is  not  Hellor. 

Pan.  Himfelf?  no?  he's  not  himfelf,  would  a  were 
limfelf;  well,  the  Gods  are  above,  time  muft  friend  or 

end  :  well,  Troilus,  well,  I  would  my  heart  were  in  her  bo- 

dy •,  no,  Hellor  is  not  a  better  man  than  Troilus. 
Cre.  Excufe  me. 
Pan.  He  is  Elder. 

Cre.  Pardon  me,  pardon  me. 

Pan.  Th' other  snot  come  too't,  you  (hall  tell  mc  ano- 
ther tale  when  th'others  come  to't:  Hell  or  fhall  not 

lave  his  will  this  year. 
Cre.  He  fhall  not  need  it,  if  he  have  his  own. 
Pan.  Nor  his  qualities. 
Cre.  N  o  matter. 
Pan.  Nor  his  Beauty. 

Cre.  'Twould  not  become  him,  his  own's  better. 
Pan.  You  have  no  judgment,  Neece  :,  Helen  her  felf 

fwore  th'other  day,  that  Troilus  for  a  brown  favour,  (for 
fo  'tis  1  muft  conf efs)  not  brown  neither. 

Cre.  No,  but  brown. 
Pan.  Faith,  to  fay  truth,  brown  and  not  brown. 
Cre.  To  fay  the  truth,  true  and  not  true. 

Pan.  She  prais'd  his  complexion  above. 
Cre.  Why  Paris  hath  colour  enough. 
Pan.  So  he  has. 

Cre.  Then  Troilus  fhould  have  too  much,  if  me  prais'd 
him  above,  his  complexion  is  higher  than  his,  he  having 
colour  enough,  and  the  other  higher ,  is  too  flaming  a 

praifi  for  a  good  complexion.  I  had  as  lieve  Helens  gol- 
den tongue  had  commended  Troilus  for  a  copper  nofe. 

Pan.  I  fwear  to  you, 
I  think  Helen  loves  him  better  than  Paris. 

.  Cre.  Then  (he's  a  merry  CTree^indeed. 
Pan.  Nay,  I  am  fure  (he  does,  fhe  came  to  him  th'other 

day  into  the  compaft  window,  and  you  know  he  has  not 
paft  three  or  four  hairs  on  his  chin. 

Cre.  Indeed  a  Tapfters  Arithmetique  may  foon  bring 
his  particulars  therein  to  a  Total. 

Pan.  Why  he  is  very  young ,  and  yet  will  he  within 
three  pound  lift  as  much  as  his  Brother  Hellor. 

Cre.  Is  he  fo  young  a  man,  and  fo  old  a  lifter  ? 
Pan.  But  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves  him,  fne 

came  and  puts  me  her  white  hand  to  his  cloven  chin. 
Cre.  Juno  have  mercy,  how  came  it  cloven  ? 

Pan.  Why,  you  know  'lis  dimpled, 
I  think  his  fmiling  becomes  him  better,  than  any  man  in 
all  Pbrigiu. 

Cre.  Oh,  he  fmiles  valiantly. 
Pan.  Does  he  not  ? 

Cre.  Oh  yes,  and  'twere  a  cloud  in  Autumn. 
Pan.  Why  go  to  then,  but  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen 

loves  Troilus. 
Cre.  Trvilus  will  ftand  to  the 

Proof,  if  you'l  prove  it  fo. 
Pan.  Troilus  ?  why  he  efteems  her  no  more, than  I  efteem 

on  addle  Egg. 

Cre.  If  you  love  an  addle  Egg,  as  well  as  you  love  an  i- 
dle  head,  you  would  eat  Chickens  i'th'  fhell. 

Pan.  I  cannot  chufe  but  laugh  to  think  how  (he  tickled 

his  chin,  indeed  Ihe  has  a  marvell's  white hand,l  muft  needs confefs. 
Cre.  Without  the  Rack. 

Pan.  And  fhe  takes  upon  her  to  fpyawhite  hair  on  his 
Chin. 

Cre.  Alas  poor  Chin  ?  many  a  Wart  is  richer. 
Pan.  But  there  was  fuch  laughing,  Queen  Hecuba  hught 

that  her  Eye  run  o're. 
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Cre.  With  Milftones. 

Pan.  And  Caffandr a  laught. 
Cre.  But  there  was  more  temperate  fire  under  the  pot 

of  her  Eyes  :  did  her  Eyes  run  o're  too  ? 
Pan.  And  He'olor  laugh t. 
Cre.  At  what  wasal!  this  laughing  ? 

Pan.  Marry  at  the  white  hair,  that  Helen  fpied  on  Troi- lus^s  chin. 

Cre.  And 'had  been  a  green  hair,  I  mould  have  laught too. 

Pan.  They  laught  not  fo  much  at  the  hair,  as  at  his 

pretty  anfwer. Cre.  What  was  his  anfwer  ? 

Pan.  Quoth  ihe,  here's  but  two  and  fifty  hairs  on 
your  chin  ;  and  one  of  them  is  white. 

Cre.  This  is  her  queftion. 

Pan.^  That's  true,  make  no  queftion  of  that-  two  and 
fifty  hairs,  quoth  he,  and  one  white  ,  that  white  hair  is 
my  Father,  and  ail  the  reft  are  his  Sons.  Jupiter,  quoth 
fhe.  which  of  thefe  hairs  is  Paris,  my  Husband  ?  The  for- 

ked one,  quoth  he,  pluck't  out  and  give  it  him :  but  there 
was  fuch  laughing ,  aud  Helen  fo  blufht,  and  Paris  fo 
chaft,  and  all  the  reft  fo  laught,  that  it  paft. Cre.  So  let  it  now, 

For  it  has  been  a  great  while  going  by. Pan.  Well,  Cozen, 

I  told  you  a  thing  yefterday,  think  on't. Cre.  Sol  do. 

Pan.  Pie  be  fworn  'tis  true ,  he  will  weep  you  an 
'twere  a  man  born  in  April.  {Sound  a  Retreat. 

Cre.  And  Pie  fpring  up  in  his  tears,  an 'twere  a  nettle 
againft  May. 

Pan.  Heark,  they  are  coming  from  the  field,  fhall  we 
ftand  up  here  and  fee  them,  as  they  pafs  toward  Ilium  ? 
good  Neece  do,  fweet  Neece  Creffida. 

Cre.  At  your  pleafure. 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here's  an  excellent  place ,  here  we 
may  fee  moll  bravely,  I'le  tell  you  them  all  by  their  names, 
as  they  pafs  by,  but  mark  Troilus  above  the  reft. Enter  iEneas. 

Cre.  Speak  not  fo  loud. 

Pan.  That's  <iAineas,  is  not  that  a  brave  Man  ?  he's  one 
of  the  flowers  of  Troy,  lean  tell  you,  but  mark  Troilus, 
you  fhall  fee  anon. 

Cre.  Who's  that  ?  Enter  Antenor. 

Pan.  That's  Amenor,  he  has  a  fhrew'd  wit,  1  can  tell 

you,  and  he's  a  man  good  enough,  he's  one  o'th'  foundeft 
judgment  in  Troy  whofoever,  and  a  proper  man  of  perfon  : 
when  comes  Troilus  ?  PL  (hew  you  Tmlut  anon,  if  he  fee 
me,  you  fhall  fee  him  nod  at  me. 

Cre.  Will  he  give  you  the  nod  ? 
Pan.  You  fhall  fee. 

Cre.  If  he  do,  the  rich  fhall  have  more. Enter  Hector. 

Pan.  That's  Hetlor,  that,  that,  look  you,  that,  there's  a 
FelLow.  Go  thy  way  Htblor,  there's  a  brave  man,  Neece, 
O  brave  Hellor  !  Look  how  he  looks  ?  there's  a  counte- 

nance ;  is't  not  a  brave  Man  ? Cre.  O  brave  Man  ! 

Pan.  Is  a  not  ?  It  does  a  Mans  Heart  good  ,  look  you 

what  hacks  are  on  his  Helmet,  look  you  yonder,  do  you' 
fee /'Look  you  there?  There's  no  jefting,  laying  on, \ 
tak't  off  who  will,  as  they  fay,  there  be  hacks. Cre.  Be  thofe  with  Swords  ? 

Enter  Paris. 

Pan.  Swords,  any  thing  he  cares  not,  and  the  Devil 

come  to  him,  it's  all  one,  by  Godslidit  does  ones  heart 
good.  Yonder  comes  Pans,  yonder  comes  Parts :  look  ye 

yonder,  Neece,  is't  not  a  gallant  man  too,  is't  not  ?  Why, 
this  is  brave  now :  who  laid  he  came  hurt  home  today? 

He's  not  hurt,  why  this  will  do  Helens^  heirt  good 
now,  ha?  Would  1  could  fee  Troilus  now,  you  fhall  fee Troilus  anon. 

Cre.  Whofethat  ? 

Entey 
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Enter  Helenus. 

Pan.  That's  Helenus,  I  marvel  where  Troilus  fc,  that's 
Helenus,  I  think  he  went  nof  forth  today  ••  that's  Helenus. 

Cre.  Can  Helenas  fight,  Uncle  f 

Pan.  Helenus,  no :  yes  he'l  fight  indifferent  well,  I 
marvel  where  Troilus  is  ;  heark,  do  you  not  hear  the  peo- 
le  cry  Troilus  ?  Helenus  is  a  Pricft. 

C<e.  What  fneaking  Fellow  comes  yonder  ? 
Enter  Troilus- 

Tan.  Where?  Yonder?  That's  Deiphobus.  'Tis  Troi- 
lus !  There's  a  man,  Niece,hcm ;  Brave  Troilus,  the  Prince 

of  Chivalry. 
Cre.  Peace,  for  fhame,  peace. 
Tand.  Mark  him,  note  him:  O  brave  Troilus:  look 

well  upon  him,  Niece,  look  you  how  his  Sword  is  bloodied, 

and  his  Helm  more  hack'd  than  Hctlors,  and  how  he 
looks,  and  how  he  goes,  O  admirable  youth !  he  ne're 
faw  three  and  twenty.  Go  thy  way  Troilus,  go  thy  way, 
had  I  a  Sifter  were  a  Grace,  or  a  Daughter  a  Goddefs, 
he  fhould  take  his  choice.  O  admirable  man  !  Taris  ?  Pa- 

ns is  dnrt  to  him,  and  I  warrant,  Helen  to  change, 
would  give  money  to  boot. 

Enter  common  Soiildiers. 
Cre.  Here  come  more. 

Tan.  Affes,  Fools,  Dolts,  Chaff  and  Bran,  Chaff  and 

Bran  \  Porridge  after  Meat.  I  could  live  and. dye  i'th'  Eyes 
of  Troilus.  Ne're  look,  ne're  look  ;  the  Eagles  are  gone, 
Crows  and  Daws,  Crows  and  Daws  :  I  had  rather  be  fuch 
a  Man  as  Troilus-,  than  Agamemnon,  and  all  Greece. 

Cre.  There  is  among  the  Greeks.  Achilles,  a  better  Man 
than  Troilus. 

Tan.  Achilles}  a  Dray-m3n,  a  Porter,  a  very  Camel. 
Cre.  Well,  well. 

Tan.  Well,  well  ?  W  hy,have  you  any  difcretion  ?  Have 
you  any  Eyes  ?  Do  you  know  what  a  man  is  ?  Is  not  Birth, 
Beauty,  good  Shape,  Difcourfe,  Manhood,  Learning,Gen- 
tlenefs,  Virtue,  Youth,  Liberality,  and  fo  forth,  the  Spice, 
and  Salt  that  feafons  a  Man  ? 

Cre.  I,  a  mine'd  man,  and  then  to  be  bak'd  wich  no  Date 
in  the  Pye,  for  then  the  man's  date  is  out. 

Tan.  You  are  fuch  another  Woman,  one  knows  not  at 
what  vvaid  you  lie. 

Cref.  Upon  my  Back,  to  defend  my  Belly,  upon  my 
Wit,  to  defend  my  Wiles  j  upon  my  Secreiie,  to  defend 
mine  Honefty    my  Mask  to  defend  my  Beauty,  and  you 

]  to  defend  all  thefe  ••  and  at  all  thefe  wards  I  lie  at  a  thou- 
fand  watches.' 

Tan.  Say  one  of  your  watches. 

Cre.  Nay  Pie  watch  you  for  that,  and  that's  one  of  the 
chiefeftof  them  too  ■,  if  1  cannot  ward  what  I  would  not 
have  hit,  I  can  watch  you  for  telling  how  I  took  the  blow, 
unlefs  it  fvveli  paft  hiding,  and  then  it  is  part  watching. Enter  Boy. 

Tan.  You  are  fuch  another. 

Boy.  Sir,  my  Lord  would  inftantly  fpeak  with  you. 
.-  Tan.  Where  ? 

Boy.  At  your  own  Houfe. 
Tan.  Good  Boy,  tell  him  I  come,  I  doubt  he  be  hurt. 

Fare  ye  well,  good  Niece. 
Cref.  Adieu,  Uncle. 
Tan.  Pie  be  with  you,  Niece,  by  and  by. 
Cref.  To  bring,  Uncle. 
Tan.  I,  .a token  fvomTroihts. 
Cref.  By  the  fame  token,  you  are  a  Bawd.  [Exit  Pand. 

Words,  Vows,  Gifts,  Tears,  and  Loves  full  Sacrifice, 
He  offers  in  anothers  enterpi  ize : 
But  more  in  Troilus  thoufand  fold  I  fee, 

Than  in  the  Glafs  of  Tandar's  praife  may  be, 
Yet  hold  1  off.   Women  are  Angels  wooing, 
Things  won  are  done,  the  fouls  joy  lies  in  doing  : 

That  fhebelov'd,  knows  nought  that  knows  not  this : 
Men  prize  the  thing-ungain'd,  more  than  it  is. 
That  fhe  was  never  yet,  that  ever  knew 

Love  go  fb  fweet,  as  when  defire  did  fuc  :• 

4t  Atclmvmcnt  is  command :  ungated,  befeech, 
Therefore  this  Maxim  out  of  love  1  teach ; 
That  though  my  hearts  Content's  firm  love  doth  bear, Nothing  of  that  (hall  from  mine  Eyes  appear.  {Exit 
Sonnet.  Enter  Agamemnon,  Neftor,  Ulyffes,  Diomedesj Menelaus,  with  others. 

Agam.  Princes : 
What  grief  hath  fet  the  Jaundife  on  your  Cheeks? 
The  ample  Proportion  that  hopes  makes 
In  all  defigns  begun  on  Earch  below, 
Fails  in  the  promis'd  largenefs :  checks  and  difafters 
Grow  m  the  veins  of  Actions  highefl  rcar'd. 
As  knots  by  the  conflux  of  meeting  fap, 
Infeft  the  found  Pine,  and  diverts  his  Grain 
Tortive  and  errant  from  his  courfe  of  growth. 
Nor,  Princes,  is  it  matter  new  to  us, 
That  we  come  fhort  of  our  fuppofe  fo  far, 
That  after  feven  years  fiege,  yet  Trey  Walls  ftand, 
Sith  every  aclion  that  hath  gone  before, 
Whereof  we  have  Record,Tryal  did  draw 
Bias  and  thwart,  not  anfwering  the  aim, 
And  that  unbodied  Figure  of  the  thought 

That  gav't  furmifed  fhape.  Why  then°(yon  Princes) Do  you  with  Cheeks  abafh'd,  behold  our  works, 
And  think  them  fhame,  which  are  (indeed;  nought  elfe 
But  the  protraclive  tryalsof  great  Jove, 
To  find  perfiftive  Conftancy  in  men  ? 
Then"  nenefs  of  which  Metal  is  not  found 
In  Fortunes  love  ■  for  then,  the  Bold  and  Coward, 
The  Wife  and  Fool,  the  Artift  and  un-read, 
The  hard  and  foft,  feem  all  affin'd,  and  kin. 
But  in  the  Wind  and  Tempeft  of  her  frown, 
Diftindion  with  a  loud  and  powerful  Fan, 
Puffing  at  all,  winnows  the  light  away  j 
And  what  hath  Mafs,  or  Matter  by  it  felf, 
Lies  rich  in  Virtue,  a#d  unmingled. 

Nefi.  With  due  obfer  vance  of  thy  godly  Seat> 
Great  Agamemnon,  Nefior  fhall  apply 
Thy  lateft  words. 
In  the  reproof  of  Chance, 
Lies  the  true  proof  of  men  :  The  Sea  being  fmooth, 
How  many  fhallow  bauble  Boats  dare  fail 
Upon  her  patient  breaft,  making  their  way 
With  thofe  of  noble  Bulk  ? 

But  let  the  Ruffian  Boreas  once  enrage 
The  gentle  Thetis,  and  anon  behold 

The  ftrong  ribo'd  Bark,  through  liquid  mountains  cuts 
Bounding  between  the  two  moilt  Elements, 

Like  Per/Zw  Horfe.  Where's  then  the  fawcy  Boat, 
Whofe  weak  untimber'd  fides  but  even  now 

Co-rival'd  Greatnefs.?  Either  to  harbour  fled, 
Or  made  a  Toft  for  Neptune.    Even  fo, 
Doth  Valours  fhew,  and  Valours  worth  divide 
In  ftorms  of  Fortune. 

For,  in  her  ray  and  brightnefs, 
The  Herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  Brize 
Than  by  the  Tyger  :  But,  when  the  fplitting  wind 
Makes  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  Oaks, 
And  flyes  fled  under  fhade,  why  then 
The  thing  of  Courage, 

As  rowz'd  with  rage,  with  rage  doth  fympathize, 
And  with  an  accent  tun'd  in  felf- fame  key, 
Retires  to  chiding  Fortune. 

"Vlyf.  Agamemnon, 

Thou  great  Commander,  Nerve,  and  Bone  of  Greece, 
Heart  of  our  Numbers,  Soul,  and  only  Spirit, 
In  whom  the  tempers,  and  the  minds  of  all 
Should  be  fhut  up ;  Hear  what  Vlyjfes  fpeaks, 

Befides  th'  appLuie  and  approbation 
The  which (moft  Mighty)  for  thy  place  and  merit, 

And  thou  molt  i  eyerepd  for  thy  ftretcht-out  life, 
I  give  to  both  y  o  or  Speeches,  which  were  fuch, 
As  Agamemnon  %x>A  the  hand  o(Greece 
Should  hold  up  high  in  Brafs :  and  fuch  again 

As 



The  Tragedy  of  Troilus  and  Creffida. 

237 

As  venerable  Neftor  (hatch'd  in  Silver) 
Should  with  a  bond  of  Air,  ftrongasthe  Axletree 

On  which  the  Heavens  ride,  knit  all  Greeks  ears 

To  his  experienc'd  tongue  :  yet  let  it  pleafe  both 
(Thou  Great,  and  Wife;  to  hear  Vlyftes  fpeak. 

Aga.  Speak,  Prince  of  Ithaca,  and  be'cof  lefs  exfpect  j That  matter  needlefs  of  importlefs  burthen 

Divide  thy  lips :  then  we  are  confident, 

When  rank  Therftff's  opes  his  Maftick  jaws, 
We  fhall  hear  Mufick,  Wit,  and  Oracle. 

Vlyf.  Troy,  yet  upon  her  Bafis,  had  been  down, 

And  the  great  //cffor's  Sword  had  lack'd  a  Matter, But  for  thefe  inftances. 

The  fpeciality  of  Rule  hath  been  neglected , 
And  look  how  many  Grecian  Tents  do  Hand 

Hollow  upon  this  Plain,  fo  many  hollow  Factions. 
When  that  the  General  is  not  like  the  Hive, 
To  whom  the  Forragers  (hall  all  repair, 

What  Hony  is  expected  ?  Degree  being  vizarded, 
Th'  unworthieft  mews  as  fairly  in  the  Mask. 
The  Heavens  themfelves,  the  Planets,  and  this  Center, 
Obferve  degree,  priority,  and  place,  , 
Infifture,  courfe,  proportion,  fcafon,  form, 

Office,  and  cultom,  in  all  line  of  Order : 
And  therefore  is  the  glorious  Planet  So/, 

In  noble  eminence,  enthron'd  and  fphear'd 

Amidft  the  other,  whofe  Med'cinablc  eye 
Corrects  the  ill  Afpecls  of  Planets  evil, 

And  pofts  like  the  Command'ment  of  a  King, 
Sans  check,  to  good  and  bad.    But  when  the  Planets 
In  evil  mixture  to diforder  wander, 
What  Plagues,  and  what  Portent?,  what  Mutiny  ? 

What  raging  of  the  Sea  ?  making  of  Earth  ? 
Commotion  in  the  Winds  ?  Frights,  changes,  horrours, 
Divert  and  crack,  rend  and  deracinate 

The  unity,  and  married  calm  of  States 

Quite  from  their  fixture  ?  O,  when  Degree  is  fhak'd, 
(Which  is  the  Ladder  to  all  High  defignsj 

The  enterprize  is  fick.    How  could  Communities, 

Degrees  in  Schools,  and  Brother-hoods  in  Cities, 
Peaceful  Commerce  from  dividible  fhores, 

The  Primogenitive,  and  due  of  Birth, 

Prerogative  of  Age,  Crowns,  Scepters,  Lawrels, 

(But  by  Degree)  Hand  in  Authentique  place  ? 
Take  but  Degree  away,  untune  that  firing, 
And  hark  what  Difcord  follows :  each  thing  meets 

In  meer  oppugnancy.    The  bounded  Waters 
Would  lift  their  bofoms  higher  than  the  Shores, 

And  make  a  fop  of  all  this  l'olid  Globe  : Strength  would  be  Lord  of  imbecillity, 
And  the  rude  Son  would  ltrike  his  Father  dead  : 

Force  would  be  right,  or  rather,  Right  and  Wrong, 
(Between  whofe  endlefs  jar,  Juftice  refides) 
Would  lofe  their  names,  and  fo  would  juitice  too. 
Then  every  thing  includes  it  felf  in  Power, 
Power  into  Will,  Will  into  Appetite, 

And  Appetite  (an  univerfal  Wolf, 
So  doubly  feconded  with  Will,  and  Power  j 
Muft  make  perforce  an  univerfal  Prey, 
And  laft,  eat  up  himfelf. 
Great  Agamemnon, 
This  Chaos,  when  Degree  is  fuffocate, 
Follows  the  choaking: 
And  this  neglcclion  of  Degree,  is  it 
That  by  a  pace  goes  backward  in  a  purpofe 
It  hath  to  climb.  The  General's  difdain'd 
By  him  one  Hep  below  ;  he  by  the  next, 
That  next,  by  him  beneath  :  fo  every  ftep 
Exampled  by  the  firft  pace  that  is  fick 
Of  his  Superiour,  grows  to  an  envious  Feaver 
Of  pale,  and  bloodlefs  Emulation. 
And  'tis  this  Feaver  that  keeps  Troy  on  foot, 
Not  her  own  Sinews.  To  end  a  tale  of  length, 

Troy  in.  our  weaknefs  lives,  not  in  her  firength, 

Nefi.  Molt  wifely  hath  Vlyffes  here  difcover'd 
The  Feaver,  whereof  all  our  Power  is  fick. 

Aga.  The  Nature  of  the  ficknefs  found,  (Vlyfles) 
What  is  the  Remedy  ? 

Vlyf.  The  great  Achilles,  whom  Opinion  crowns 
Tfoe  Smew,  and  the  Fore-hand  of  our  Holt, 
Having  his  ear  full  of  his  aiery  Fame, 
Grows  dainty  of  his  Worth,  and  in  his  Tent 
Lies  mocking  our  Dellgns.    With  him  Patroclut 
Upon  a  lazy  Bed,  the  live-long  day 
Breaks  fcurril  Jells, 

And  with  ridiculous  and  aukvvard  action, 
(Which,  Slanderer,  he  imitation  calls) 
He  Pageants  us.  Sometime,  great  Agamemnon^ 
Thy  toplefs  Deputation  he  puts  on  ; 
And  like  a  ftrutting  Player,  whofe  conceit 

Lies  in  his  Ham-firing,  and  doth  think  it  rich 
To  hear  the  wooden  Dialogue  and  found 

'Twixt  his  Itretch'd  footing,  and  the  Scalfoldage, 
(Such  to  be  pitied,  and  o're-refted  feeming 
He  acts  thy  Greatnefs  in)  and  when  he  Ipeaks, 

'Tis  like  a  Chime  a  mending,  with  terms  unfquar'd, 
Which  from  the  tongue  of  roaring  Typhon  dropt, 
Would  feem  Hyperboles.  At  this  fulty  ftufi^ 
The  large  Achilles  (on  his  preft-bed  lolling) 
From  his  deep  Cheit,  laughs  out  a  loud  applaufe, 

Cries,  excellent:  'tis  Agamemnon  jufi. 
Now  play  me  Neftor;  hum,  andftrokethy  Beard 
As  he,  being  dreftto  ibme  Oration, 

That's  done,  as  neer  as  the  extremeft  ends 
Of  Parallels  j  as  like,  as  Vulcan  and  his  Wife, 
Yet  good  Achilles  fiill  cries,  Excellent, 

'T.is  Neftor  right.    Now  play  him  (me)  Patrochs, 
Arming  toanfwer  in  a  Night-alarm, 
And  then  (for footh)  the  faint  defects  of  Age 
Muft  be  the  Scene  of  mirth,  to  cough  and  fpit, 
And  with  a  Pallie  fumbling  on  his  Gorget, 
Shake  in  and  out  the  Rivet  :  and  at  this  fport 
Sir  Valour  dies  j  cries,  O  enough  Patrcclns,  ; 
Or,  give  me  ribs  of  Steel,  I  (hall  fpilt  all 
In  pleafure  of  my  fpleen.  And  in  thisfalhion, 
All  our  abilities,  gifts,  natures,  lhapes, 
Severals  and  generals  of  Grace  exact, 
Atchievements,  plots,  orders,  preventions, 
Excitements  to  the  Field,  or  fpeech  for  Truce, 
Succefs  or  lofs,  what  is,  or  is  not,  ferves 
As  ItufFfor  thefe  two,  to  make  Paradoxes; 

Neft.  And  in  the  Imitation  of  thefe  twain, 
Who  (ziVlyjfes  fays )  Opinion  crowns 
With  an  Imperial  voice,  many  are  infect: 

Ajax  is  grown  felf-will'd,  and  bears  his  head 
In  fuch  a  rein,  in  full  as  proud  a  place, 
As  broad  Achilles,  and  keeps  his  Tent  like  him ; 
Makes  factious  Fealts,  rails  on  our  ftate  of  War, 
Bold  as  an  Oracle,  and  fets  Therfites 
A  Slave  (whofe  Gall  coins  (tenders  like  a  Mint,) 
To  match  us  in  comparifons  with  Dirt, 
To  weaken  and  difcredit  our  expofure, 
How  rank  foever  rounded  in  with  danger. 

Vlyjf,  They  tax  our  policy,  and  call  it  Cowardife, 
Count  Wifdom  as  no  member  of  the  War, 
Fore-ltall  prefcience,  and  efteem  no  act 
But  that  of  hand  :  The  ftill  and  mental  parts, 
That  do  contrive  how  many  hands  fhall  ltrike 
When  fitnefs  calls  them  on,  and  know  by  meafure 
Of  their  obfervant  toyl,  the  Enemies  weight, 
Why  this  hath  not  a  fingers  dignity : 

They  call  this  Bedwork,  Mapp'ry,  Clofet-War, 
So  that  the  Ram  that  batters  down  the  Wall 

For  the  great  fwing  and  rudenefs  of  his  poize, 
They  place  before  his  hand  that  made  the  Engine, 
Or  thofe  that,  with  the  finenefs  of  their  Souls, 
By  Reafon  guide  his  Execution. 

Neft.  Let  this  be  granted,  and  Achilles  horfe Makes 
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Makes  many  Thetis  Sons.  [Tucket. 
A^a.  What  Trumpet  ?  Look  Menclaus. 
Men.  From  Troy. 

Enter  i^Eneas. 

Aga.  What  would  you  'fore  our  Tent  ? 
eAzne.  Is  this  great  Agamemnon's  Tent,  I  pray  you  ? 
Aga,  Even  this. 
*A~ne.  May  one  that  is  a  Herald,  and  a  Prince, 

Do  a  fair  meifage  to  his  Kingly  ears  ? 
Aga.  With  iurety  Itronger  than  Achilles  arm, 

'Fore  all  theGreekilh  heads,  which  with  one  voice 
Call  AgAtntmnon  Head  and  General. 

tABne.  F.iir  leave,  and  large  fecurity.  How  may 
A  ftrangM  10  thofe  moft  Imperial  looks, 
Know  them  trom  eyes  of  other  Mortals  ? 

Aga.  How? 
zAzi7e.  I :  I  ask,  that  I  might  wsken  reverence, 

And  on  the  Cheek  be  ready  with  a  blufh 
Model!:  as  morning,  when  fhe  coldly  eyes 
The  youthful  Phoebus  \ 
Which  is  that  God  in  Office  guiding  men  ? 
Which  is  the  high  and  mighty  -4  amerr.non  ? 

Aga.  This  Trojan  fcorns  lis,  or  the  men  of  Troy 
Are  ceremonious  Courtiers. 

iAzne.  Courtiers  as  free,  as  debonair  }  unarm'd, 
As  bending  Angels    that's  their  Fame,  in  peace  : 
But  when  they  would  feem  Souldiers,  they  have  galls, 
Good  Arms,  ftrong  joynts,  true  Swords,  zndjoves  accord, 
Nothing  fo  full  of  heart.    But  peace,  <tAincas, 
Peace  Trojan,  lay  thy  finger  on  thy  lips,  - 
The  worthinefs.of  praife  diftains  his  worth, 

If  that  he  prais'd  himfelf,  bring  the  praife  forth : 
What  the  repining  Enemy  commends, 
That  breath  fame  blows,  that  praife. fole  pure  tranfeends. 

Aga.  Sir,  you  of  Troy,  call  you  your  fc\t,<AEneas  ? 
tALne.  I,  Greeks,  that  is  my  name. 

Aga.  What's  your  Affair,  I  pray  you  ? 
*Atne.  Sir  pardon,  'cis  for  Agamemnon's  ears. 
Aga.  He  hears  nought  privately, 

That  comes  from  Troy. 
tAne.  Nor  I  from  Troy  come  not  to  whifper  him, 

I  bring  a  Trumpet  to  awake  his  ear, 
To  fet  his  fenfe  on  the  attentive  bent, 
And  then  to  fpeak. 

Aga.  Speak  frankly  as  the  wind, 

It  is  not  Agamemnon's  fleeping  hour-, 
That  thou  fhalt  know,  Trojan,  he  is  awake, 
He  tells  thee  fo  himfelf. 

<iAine.  Trumpet  blow  loud  : 
Send  thy  brafs  voice  through  all  thefe  lazy  Tents, 
And  every  Greek  of  Mettle,  let  him  know, 
What  Troy  means  fairly,  fhall  be  fpoke  alowd. 

f_  The  Truwfcts  found. 
We  have,  great  Agamemnon,  here  in  Troy, 

A  Prince  call'd  Bettor,  Priam  Is  his  Father 
Who  in  this  dull  and  long  continu'd  Truce 
Is  iufty  grown,  he  bad  me  take  a  Trumpet, 

■  And  to  this  purpofe  fpeak :  Kings  Princes,  Lords, 
If  there  be  one  amongft  the  fair'lt  of  Greece, 
That  holds  his  Honour  higher  than  his  cafe, 
That  fecks  his  praife,  more  than  he  fears  his  peril, 
That  knows  his  Valour,  and  knows  not  his  Fear, 
That  loves  his  Miltrefs  more  than  in  Confelhon, 
(With  truant  vows  to  her  own  lips  he  loves) 
And  dare  avow  her  Beauty,  and  her  Worth, 
In  other  arms  than  heVs  :  to  him  this  Challenge. 
Bittor,  in  view  of  Trojans  and  of  Greeks, 
Shall  make  it  good,  or  do  his  bell  to  do  it. 
He  hath  a  Lady,  wifer,  fairer,  truer, 
Than  ever  Greek  did  compafs  in  his  arms, 
And  will  tomorrow  with  his  Trumpet  call, 
Midway  between  your  Tents,  and  Walls  of  Troy, 
To  rowzea  Grecian  that  is  true  in  love. 

If  any  come,  Bettor  fhall  honour  him : 

If  none,  he'll  fay  in  Troy  when  he  retires, 
The  Grecian  Dames  are  fun-burnt,  and  not  worth 
The  fplinter  of  a  Lance  :  Even  fo  much. 

Aga.  This  fhall  be  told  our  Lovers,  Lord  cAEneas. 
If  none  of  them  have  Soul  in  fuch  a  kind, 
We  left  them  all  at  home :  But  we  are  Souldiers, 
And  may  that  Souldier  a  meer  Recreant  prove, 
That  means  not,  hath  not,  or  is  not  in  love ; 
If  then  one  is,  or  hath,  or  means  to  be, 

That  one  meets  Bettor,  if  none,  1'le  be  he. 
Nef.  Tell  him  of  Neftor,  one  that  was  a  Man 

When  Bettor's  Grannie  fuckt  j  he  is  old  now, 
But  if  there  be  not  in  our  Grecian  mould, 
One  Nobleman,  that  hath  onefpark  of  Fire 
Toanfwerfor  his  Love  ;  tell  him.  from  me, 
I'le  hide  my  Silver  Beard  in  a  Gold  Beaver, 
And  in  my  Vantbraceput  this  wither'd  brawn, 
And  meeting  him,  will  tell  him,  that  my  Lady 
Was  fairer  than  his  Grandam,  and  as  chafte 

As  may  be  in  the  world  ••  his  youth  in  flood, 
i'le  pawn  this  truth  with  my  three  drops  of  Blood. zy£ne.  Now  Heavens  forbid  fuch  fear  city  of  youth. 

Vlyf.  Amen. A<ra.  Fair  Lord  zAzneas, 
Let  me  touch  your  hand : 
To  our  Pavillion  fhall  I  lead  you  firft : 
Achilles  fhall  have  word  of  this  intent, 
So  lhall  each  Lord  of  Greece  from  Tent  to  Tent  • 
Your  felf  fhall  fealt  with  us  before  you  go, 
And  find  the  welcome  of  a  Noble  Foe.  [Exeunt. 

Mar.ent  Ulyffes  and  Neftor. 

Vlyf  Neftor. Nef.  What  fays  Vlyjjes? 
Vlyf.  I  have  a  young  conception  in  my  brain, 

Be'you  my  time  to  bring  it  to  fome  fhape. 
Nef.  What  is't  ? 

Vlyf.  This  'tis : Blunt  wedges  rive  hard  knots:  the  feeded Pride 
That  hath  to  this  maturity  blown  up 
In  rank  Achilles,  muftor  now  be  cropt, 
Or  ffhedding)  breed  a  Nurfery  of  like  evil 
To  over-bulk  us  all. 

Neft.  Well,  and  how  ? 
Vlyf  This  challenge,  that  the  gallant  Bettor  fends, 

However  it  is  Ipread  in  general  Name, 

Relates  in  purpofe  only  to  Achilles.  * Neft.  The  purpofe  is  pcrfpicuous  even  as  fubftance, 
Whole  groffhefs  little  Characters  Aim  up, 
And  in  the  publication  make  noftrain, 
Buc  that  Aihtlles,  were  his  brain  as  barren, 
As  banks  of  Libya,  though  (Apollo  knows; 

'Tis  dry  enough,  will  with  great  ipecd  of  judgment, 
I,  with  celerity,  find  Btttor's  purpofe 
Pointing  on  him. 

Vlyf.  And  wake  him  to  the  anfwer,  think  you  ? 
Ni  ft .  Yes,  'tis  moft  meet ;  whom  may  you  die  oppofe 

That  can  from  Better  bring  his  honour  off, 
If  not  Achilles  ;  thought  be  a  fportful  Combat, 
Yet  in  this  Tryal  much  Opinion  dwells. 

For  here  the  Trojans  tafte  our  dear 'it  repute 
With  their  fin'ft  Palare :  and  truft  to  me,  Vlyjjes, 
Our  imputation  fnall  be  odly  poiz'd 
In  this  wild  action.    For  the  i'uecefs 
( Although  particular)  fhall  give  a  fcantling 
Of  good  or  bad,  unto  the  General : 
And  in  fuch  Indexes,  although  iinali  Prfks 
To  their  fubfequent  Volums,  there  is  ffeen 
The  baby  figure  of  the  Giant-mais 
Of  things  to  come  at  large.  It  is  fuppos'd, 
He  that  meets  Bettor,  iflues  from  our  choice ; 
And  choice  being  mutual  act  of  all  our  Soul>, 
Makes  Merit  her  election,  and  doth  boyl 

As 'twere  from  forth  us  all  j  a  man  diftill'd 
Out  of  our  Virtues  •,  who  mifcarrying, What 
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What  heart  from  hence  receives  the  conq'nng  part 
To  fteel  a  ftrong  Opinion  to  themfelvcs, 

Which  entertain'd,  Limbs  are  his  inftrumcnts, 

In  no  lefs  working,  than  are  Swords  and  Bows 

Directive  by  the  Limbs. 

Vlyff.  Give  pardon  to  my  fpeech : 

Therefore 'tis  meet,  Achilles  meet  net  fft&st  ■ 
Let  us  (like  Merchants)  (hew  our  fowled  Wares, 

And  think  perchance  they'll  fell :  if  not, 
The  luftre  of  the  better,  yet  to  fhew, 
Shall  fhew  the  better.    Do  not  confent, 
That  ever  Hctlor  and  Achilles  meet : 

For  both  our  Honour,  and  our  Shame  in  this, 

Are  dogg'd  with  two  ftrange  Followers. 

Nefi.  I  fee  them  not  with  my  old  eyes :  What  are  they  ? 

Vlyj.  What  glory  our  Achilles  (hares  from  Bctto;} 

(Were  he  not  proud)  we  all  mould  wear  with  him : 
But  he  already  is  too  infolent: 

And  we  were  better  parch  in  Africk^Snn 

han  in  the  pride  and  fait  fcornof  his  Eyes, 

Should  he  fcape  Hettor  fair.    If  he  were  foyl'd, 
Why  then  we  did  our  main  Opinion  crufh 

n  taint  of  our  beft  man.  No,  make  a  Lott'ry, 
And  by  device  let  blockifh  Ajax  draw 

The  fort  to  fight  with  Hetlor  :  Among  our  fdves, 
Give  him  allowance  as  the  worthyer  man, 
•or  that  will  Phyfick  the  great  Myrmidon 

Who  broyls  in  lowd  applaufe,  and  make  him  fall 

lis  Creft,  that  prouder  than  blew  Ins  bends, 

f"  the  dull  brainlefs  v^*come  fafe  off, 
We'll  drefs  him  up  in  voices :  if  he  fail, 

Yet  go  we  under  our  Opinion  ftill, 
That  we  have  better  men.  But  hit  or  mifs, 

Our  projects  life  this  (hape  of  fence  aflumes, 

Ajax  imploy'd  plucks  down  Jchilles  Plumes. 
Nefi.  Now  Vlyjfes,  I  begin  to  reliih  thy  advice, 

And  I  will  give  a  raft  of  it  forthwith 

To  Agamemnon,  go  we  to  him  ftreight  j 
Two  Curs  (hall  tame  each  other,  Pride  alone 

Muft  tar  the  MaftifFs  on  as  'twere  their  bone.  [_Exennt. 
Enter  Ajax  and  Therfites- 

Aja.  Therfites. 
Ther.  Agamemnon,  how  if  he  had  Biles  (full)  all  over 

Cobloaf. 
He  would  pun  thee  into  Olivers  with  his  fift,  as 

Aja. 
Ther. 

a  Sailor  breaks  a  bisket. 

Aja.  You  whorlbn  Cur. 
Do,  do. 
Thou  ltool  for  a  Witch. 

I,  do,  do,  thou  fodden-witted  Lord 

Ther. 

Aja. Ther. 

generally 
Aja.  Tlxrji*€s  i 
Ther.  And  thofe  Biles  did  run,  fay  fo ;  did  not  the 

General  run,  were  not  that  a  botchy  core  ? 
Aja.  Dog. 
Ther.  Then  there  would  come  fome  matter  from  him  : 

I  fee  none  now. 

Aja.  Thau  Bitch- Wolfs  Son,  canft  thou  not  hear  ? 
Feel  then.  [Strips  him. 

Ther.  The  Plague  of  Greece  upon  thee,  thou  Mungrel 
beef-witted  Lord 

Aja.  Speak  then,  you  whinid'ft  leaven,  fpeak,  I  will 
beat  thee  into  handfomnefs. 

Ther.  I  (hall  fooner  rail  thee  into  wit  and  holinefs :  but 

I  think  thy  Horfe  will  fooner  con  an  Oration,  than  thou 
learn  a  Prayer  without  book  i  Thou  canft  ftrike,  canft 

thou  ?  A  red  Murren  o'thy  Jades  tricks. 
Aja.  Toads-ftool,  learn  me  the  Proclamation 
Ther.  Doeft  thou  think,  I  have  no  fence  thou  ftrik'ft  me 
Aja.  The  Proclamation.  (thus 

Ther.  Thou  art  proclaim'd  a  Fool,  I  think. 
Aja.  Do  not  Porpentine,  do  not:  my  Fingers  itch. 
Ther.  I  would  thou  didft  itch  from  head  to  foot,  anc 

I  had  the  fcratching  of  thee,  I  would  make  thee  the  loth 
fom'ft  fcab  in  Greece 

Aja.  I  fay,  the  Proclamation. 

Ther.  Thou  grumbleft  and  rayleft  every  hour  on  Achil- 

les, and  thou  art'  as  full  of  envy  at  his  greatnefs,  as  Cerbe- 
rtu  is  at  Proferpina's  beauty.  I,  that  thou  bark'ft  at  him. 

Aja.  Miftrefs  Therfites.. 
Ther.  Thou  fhould'it  ftrike  him; 

thou  haft 
no  more  brain  than  I  have  in  mine  elbows:  An  Afinico 

may  tutor  thee.  Thou  fcurvy  valiant  Afs,  thou  art  here 
but  to  threfh  Trojans,  and  thou  art  bought  and  (old  a- 
mong  thofe  of  any  wit,  like  a  Barbarian  Shve.  If  thouufe 
to  beat  me,  I  will  begin  at  thy  heel,  and  tell  wh?^  thou  art 
by  inches,  thou  thing  of  no  bowels,  thou. 

Aja.  You  dog. 
Ther.  You  fcurvy  Lord. 

Aj.z:  You  Cur.  ., 
Ther.  Mars  his  Idiot:  do  rudenefs,  do  Camel,  do,  do. 

Enter  Achilles,  and  Patroclus. 
Achil.  Why  how  now,  Ajax  ?  wherefore  do  yo  this  f 

How  now,  Therfites  ?  what's  the  matter,  man  ? 
Ther.  You  fee  him  there,  do  you  ? 

Achil.  I,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Ther.  Nay  look  upon  him. 

Achil.  Soldo,  what's  the  matter? 
Ther.  Nay,  but  regard  him  well. 
Achil.  Well,  why  I  do  fo. 
Ther.  But  yet  you  look  not  well  upon  him :  for  whofo- 

ever  you  take  him  to  be,  he  is  Ajax. 
Achil.  I  know  that  fool. 
Ther.  I,  but  that  fool  knows  not  himfelf. 

Aja.  Therefore  1  beat  thee. 
Ther.  Lo,  lo,  lo,  lo,  what  modicums  of  wit  he  utters,  his 

evafions  have  ears  thus  long.  I  have  bobb'd  his  Brain 
more  than  he  has  beat  my  Bones :  I  will  buy  nine  Spar- 

rows for  a  Penny,  and  his  Via  Mater  is  not  worth  the  ninth 

Dart  of  a  Sparrow.  This  Lord  ( Achilles')  Ajax,  who  wears 
lis  wit  in  his  belly,  and  his  guts  in  his  head,  l'le  tell  you 
what  I  fay  of  him. 

Achil.  What.? 
Ther.  I  fay,  this  Ajax  . 
Achil.  Nay,  Good  Ajax. 
Ther.  Has  not  fo  much  wit  - 
Achil.  Nay,  I  muft  hold  you. 
Ther.  As  will  ftop  the  Eye  of  Helens  Needle,  for 

whom  he  comes  to  fight. 
Achil.  Peace,  fool. 
Ther.  I  would  have  peace  and  quietnefs,  but  the  fool 

will  not :  he  there,  that  he,  look  you  there. 

Aja.  O  thoudamn'd  Cur,  Khali  
Achil.  Will  you  fet  your  wit  to  a  Fool's  ?  , 
Ther.  No  I  warrant  you,  for  a  fools  will  fhameit. 
Pat.  Good  words,  Therfites. 

Achil.  What's  the  quarrel  ? 
Aja.  I  bad  thee,  vile  Owl,  go  learn  me  the  tenure  of 

the  Proclamation,  and  he  rails  upon  me. 
Ther.  I  ferve  thee  not. 

Ajax .  We'll,  go  to,  go  to. 
Ther.  I  ferve  here  voluntary. 

Achil.  Your  laft  fervice  was  fufferance,  'twas  not  vo- 
luntary, no  man  is  beaten  voluntary  :  Ajax  was  here  the 

voluntary,  and  you  asunder  an  Imprefs. 
Ther.  E'ne  fo,  a  great  deal  of  your  wit  too  lies  in  your 

Sinews,  or  elfe  there  be  Liars  ••  Bettor  (hall  have  a  great 
catch,  if  he  knock  out  either  of  your  brains,  he  were 
as  good  crack  a  fufty  Nut  with  no  Kernel. 

Achil.  What  with  me  too,  Therfites  ? 

Ther.  There's  Vlyffes,  and  old  Neftor,  whofe  Wit  was 
mouldy  eVe  their  Granlires  had  nails  on  their  toes,  yoke 

you  like  draft-Oxen,  and  make  you  plough  up  the  wair. Achil.  What  ?  what  ? 

Ther.  Yes,  good  footfa,  to  Achilles,  to  Ajax,  to  
Ajax.  I  (hall  cut  out  your  tongue. 

Ther.  'Tis  no  matter,  I  lhall  fpeak  as  much  as  thou 
afterwards. Tat. 
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Pat.  No  more  words,  Tberfttes. 
Ther,  I  will  hold  my  peace  when  Achilles  Brooch  bids 

me,  (hall  I  ? 
Achil.  There's  for  you,  Patroclus. 
Ther.  1  will  fee  you  hang'd  like  Clotpole?,  e're  I  come 

any  more  to  your  Tents,  1  will  keep  where  there  is  wit 
[birring,  and  leave  the  Faction  of  fools.  [Exit. 

Pat.  A  good  riddance. 

Achil.  Marry  this,Sir,  is  proclaim'd  through  all  our  holt, 
That  Hdlor  by  the  fifth  hour  of  the  Sun, 

Will  with  a  Trumpet,  'twixt  our  Tents  and  Troy, 
To  morrow  morning  call  fome  Knight  to  Arms, 
That  hath  a  Stomach,  and  fuch  a  one  that  dare 

Maintain  I  know  not  what :  'tis  train,  Farewel. 
Ajax.  Farewel  ?  who  (hall  anfwer  him  ? 

Achil.  I  know  not,  'tis  put  to  Lott'ry  :  otherwile 
He  knew  his  man . 

Aja.  O,  meaning  you,  I  will  go  learn  more  of  it.  [Exit . 

Enter  Priam,  Hector,  Troilus,  Paris,  and  Helenus. 

Pri.  After  fo  many  hours,  lives,  fpeeches  fpent, 
Thus  once  again  fays  Nejior  from  the  Greeks, 
Deliver  Helen-,  and  all  damage  elfe 
(As  honour,  lofs  of  time,  travel,  expence, 

Wounds,  friends,  and  what  elfe  dear,  that  is  confum'd 
In  not  difgeftion  of  this  Cormorant  War) 

Shall  be  ftruck  off.  Hetlor,  what  fay  you  to't  ? 
Hell.  Though  no  man  lefler  fears  the  Greeks  than  I, 

As  far  as^ouches  my  particular :  yet,  dread  Priam, 
There  is  no  Lady  of  more  fofter  bowels, 
More  fpungy  to  fuck  in  the  fenfe  of  fear, 
More  ready  to  cry  out,  Who  knows  what  follows, 
Than  Hector  is :  the  wound  of  peace  is  furety, 

Surety  fecure :  but  modeft  doubt  is  call'd 
The  Beacon  of  the  wife :  the  Tent  that  fearches 

To'th'  bottom  of  the  worft.    Let  Helen  go. 
Since  the  firft  Sword  was  drawn  about  this  Queftion, 

Every  Tithe  Soul  'mongft  many  thoufand  difmes, 
Hath  been  as  dear  as  Helen,  I  mean  of  ours 
If  we  have  loft  fo  many  Tenths  of  ours 
To  guard  a  thing  not  ours,  nor  worth  to  us 
(Had  it  our  name )  the  value  of  one  Ten  j 
What  merit's  in  that  reafon,  which  denies 
The  yielding  of  her  up  ? 

Troi.  Fie,  fie,  my  Brother : 
Weigh  you  the  worth  and  honour  of  a  King 
(So  great  is  our  dread  Father)  in  a  Scale 
Of  common  Ounces  ?  Will  you  with  Counters  fbrft 
The  paft  proportion  of  his  Infinite  ? 
And  buckle  in  a  waft,  moft  fathomlefs, 
With  fpans  and  inches  fo  diminutive, 
As  fears  and  reafons  ?  Fye  for  godly  fliame  ? 

Hel.  No  marvel,  though  you  bite  fo  fliarp  at  reafons, 
You  are  empty  of  them,  ftiouldnotour  Father 
Bear  the  great  fway  of  his  affairs  with  reafons, 
Becaufe  your  fpeech  hath  none,  that  tells  him  fo  ? 

Troi.  You  are  for  dreams  and  numbers,  Brother  Prieft, 
You  fur  your  Gloves  with  reafon  :  here  are  your  reafons, 
You  know  an  Enemy  intends  you  harm: 

You  know,  a  Sword  imploy'd  is  perillous, 
And  reafon  flies  the  object  of  all  harm  : 
Who  marvels  then,  when  Helenus  beholds 
A  Grecian  and.  his  Sword,  if  he  do  fet 
The  very  wings  of  reafon  to  his  heels : 
Or  like  a  Star  diforb'd.  Nay  ,  if  we  talk  of  reafon, 
And  flye  like  chidden  Mercury  from  Jove, 
Let's  (hut  our  Gates  and  fleep :  Manhood  and  Honour 
Should  have  hard  hearts,  would  they  but  fat  their  thoughts 

With  this  cramm'd  reafon :  reafon  and  refpect 
Makes  lovers  pale,  and  luftiehood  deject. 

Hetl.  Brother,  (he  is  not  worth, 
What  (he  doth  coft  the  holding. 

Troi.  What's  ought,  but  as  'tis  valu'd  ? 
Hetl.  But  value  dwells  not  in  particular  will, 

It  holds  his  eftimate  and  dignity, 

As  well  wherein  'tis  precious  of  it  felf, 
As  in  the  prizer :  'Tis  made  Idolatry, 
To  make  the  Service  greater  than  the  God  j 
And  the  will  dotes,  that  is  inclinable 
To  what  infcctioully  it  felf  affects, 

Without  fome  image  of  th'  affected  merit. 
Troi.  I  take  to  day  a  Wife,  and  my  election 

Is  led  on  in  the  conduct  of  my  Will ; 
My  Will  enkindled  by  mine  eyes  and  ears, 

Two  traded  Pilots  'twixt  the  dangerous  fhores 
Of  Will  and  Judgment.  How  may  I  avoid 
f  Although  my  Will  diftaft  what  is  elected) 
The  Wife  I  chofe,  there  can  be  no  evaflon 
To  blench  from  this,  and  to  ftand  firm  by  honour. 
We  turn  not  back  the  Silks  upon  the  Merchant, 

When  we  have  fpoil'd  them  -,  nor  the  remainder  Viands 
We  do  not  throw  in  unrefpective  place, 
Becaufe  we  now  are  full.  It  was  thought  meet, 
Paris  mould  do  fome  vengeance  on  the  Greeks ; 
Your  breath  of  full  confent  bellied  his  Sails, 
The  Seas  and  Winds  (old  Wranglers)  took  a  Truce, 

And  did  him  fervice  ;  he  touch'd  the  Ports  defir'd 
And  for  an  old  Aunt,  whom  the  Greeks  held  Captive, 
He  brought  a  Grecian  Queen,  whofe  youth  and  irelhnefs 
Wrinkles  Apollo?s,  and  makes  ftale  the  morning. 
Why  keep  we  her  ?  the  Grecians  keep  our  Aun«t : 
Is  Ihe  worth  keeping  ?  Why,  fhe  is  a  Pearl, 
Whofe  Price  hath  launched  above  a  thoufand  Ships, 
And  turn'd  Crown'd  Kings  to  Merchants. 
If  you'l  avouch,j 'twas  Wifdom,  Paris  went, 
f  As  you  muft  needs,  for  you  all  cry'd,  Go,  go : ) 
If  you'l  confefs,  he  brought  home  Noble  Prize, 
(As  you  muft  needs,  for  you  all  clapt  your  hands ) 

And  cry'd,  ineftimable  ;  why  do  you  now 
The  iffue  of  your  proper  Wifdoms  rate, 
And  do  a  deed  that  Fortune  never  did, 

Begger  the  eftimation,  which  you  priz'd 
Richer  than  Sea  and  Land .?  O  Theft  mdft  bafe ! 
That  we  have  ftollen  what  we  do  fear  to  keep. 
But  Thieves,  unworthy  of  a  thing  fo  ftoln, 
That  in  their  Countrey  did  them  that  difgrace, 
Wc  fear  to  warrant  in  our  Native  place. 

Enter  Caffandra  with  her  hair  about  her  cars. 

Crej.  Cry,  Trojans,  cry. 
Priam.  What  noife  ?  what  fhriek  is  this  ? 

Troi.  'Tis  our  mad  Sifter,  I  do  know  her  voice. 

Caf.  Cry,  Trojans. Hec.  It  is  Caffandra. 

Caf.  Cry,  Trojans,  cry  ;  lend  me  ten  thoufand  eyes, 
And  I  will  fill  them  with  Prophetick  tears. 

Hec.  Peace,  Sifter,  peace. 

Caf.  Virgins  and  Boys-,  mid-age  and  wrinkled  old, 
Soft  infancy,  that  nothing  can  but  cry, 
Add  to  my  clamour :  let  us  pay  betimes 
A  moiety  of  that  mafs  of  moan  to  come. 

Cry,  Trojans,  cry,  practife  your  eyes  with  tears, 
Troy  muft  not  be,  nor  goodly  J  Hon  ftand, 
Our  Fire-brand  Brother  Pans  burns  us  all. 

Cry,  T rojans,  cry,  a  Helen  and  a  woe  ; 

Cry,  cry,  Troy  burns,  or  elfe  let  Helen  go.  \_Exit. 
Hec.  Now,  youthful  Troilus,  do  not  thefe  high  ftrains Of  Divination  in  our  Sifter  work 

Some  touches  of  remorfe  ?  Or  is  your  Blood 

So  madly  hot^  that  no  difcourfe  of  reafon, 
Nor  fear  of  bad  Succefs  in  a  bad  caufe, 

Can  qualifie  the  fame  ? 
Troi.  Why  Brother  Hetlor, 

We  may  not  think  the  juftnefs  of  each  act 
Such  and  no  other  than  event  doth  form  it  i 

Nor  once  deject  the  courage  of  our  minds, 

Becaufe  Cafandrah  mad,  her  brainfick  raptures 

Cannot  diftaft  the  goodnefs  of  a  quarrel, 

Which 
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Which  hath  our  feveral  Honours  all  engag'd 
To  make  it  gracious.  For  my  private  part, 

I  am  no  more  touch'd,  than  all'  Priam's  Sons, 
And  Jove  forbid,  there  mould  be  done  amongft  us 
Such  things  as  might  offend  the  weakeft  fpleen, 
To  fight  for,  and  maintain. 

Par.  Elfe  might  the  world  convince  of  Levity, 
As  well  my  undertakings,  as  your  counfels : 
Butlatteft  the  Gods,  your  full  con  fen  t 

Gave  wings  to  my  propenfion,  and  cutoff" All  fears  attending  on  fo  dire  a  project. 
For  what  ( alas)  can  thefe  my  (ingle  arms  ? 
What  propugnation  is  in  one  mans  valour 
To  ftand  the  pulh  and  enmity  of  thofe 
This  quarrel  would  excite  ?  Ytt,  I  proteft, 
Were  I  alone  to  pafs  the  difficulties, 
And  had  as  ample  Power,  as  1  have  Will, 
.Paris  mould  ne're  retract  what  he  hath  done. 
Nor  faint  in  the  purfuit. 

Pri.  Paris,  you  fpeak 
Like  one  befotted  on  your  fweet  delights ; 
You  have  the  Honey  ftill,  but  thefe  the  Gall, 
So  to  be  valiant,  is  no  praife  at  all. 

Par.  Sir,  I  propofe  not  meerly  to  my  felf, 
The  pleafures  fuch  a  beauty  brings  with  it : 
But  I  would  have  the  foyl  of  her  fair  Rape 

Wip'd  off  in  honourable  keeping  her.  , 
What  Treafon  were  it  to  the  ranfack'd  Queen, 
Difgrace  to  your  great  worths,  and  fhame  to  me, 
Now  to  deliver  her  poflelTion  up, 
On  terms  of  bafe  compulfion  ?  Can  it  be, 
That  fo  degenerate  a  ftrain  as  this, 
Should  once  fet  foot  in  your  generous  bofoms  ? 

There's  not  the  meaneft  fpirit  on  our  party, 
Without  a  Heart  to  dare,  or  Sword  to  draw, 
When  Helen  is  defended  :  Nor  none  fo  Noble, 

Whofe  Life  were  ill  beftow'd,  or  death  unfam'd, 
Where  Helen  is  the  Subject.    Then  (I  fay) 
Well  may  we  fight  for  her,  whom  we  know  well, 
The  Worlds  large  fpaces  cannot  parallel. 

Heft.  Paris,  and  Troilus,  you  have  both  faid  well : 
And  on  the  Caufe  and  Queftion,  now  in  hand, 

Have  gloz'd,  but  fuperficially  •,  not  much 
Unlike  young  Men,  whom  Anfiotle  thought 
Unfit  to  hear  Moral  Philofophy, 
The  Reafons  you  alledge,  do  more  conduce 

To  the  hot  paffion  of  diftemper'd  blood, 
Than  to  make  up  a  free  determination 

'Twixt  right  and  wrong  :  For  pleafure  and  reveng  e, 
Have  Ears  more  deaf  than  Adders,  to  the  voice 
Of  any  true  decifion.    Nature  craves 
All  dues  be  rendred  to  their  Owners  ̂   now 
What  nearer  debt  in  all  humanity, 
Than  Wife  is  to  the  Husband  ?  If  this  Law 

Of  Nature  be  corrupted  through  affeclion, 
And  that  great  minds  of  partial  indulgence, 
To  their  benummed  wills  relift  the  fame, 
There  is  a  Law  in  each  well-ordered  Nation> 
To  curb  thofe  raging  appetites  that  are 
Moft  difobedientand  refractory. 

If  /^/ewthen  be  Wife  to  5/wr^'sKing, 
(As  it  is  known  file  isj  thefe  Moral  Laws 
Of  Nature,  and  of  Nation,  fpeak  aloud 

To  have  her  back  return'd.    Thus  to  perfift 
In  doing  wrong,  extenuates  not  wrong, 
But  makes  it  much  more  heavy-    Httlorh  opinion 

Is  this  in  way  of  truth  :  yet  ne're  the  lefs, 
My  fpritely  Brethren,  I  propend  to  you 
In  rdblution  to  keep  Helen  ftill  r 

For  'tis  a  caufe  that  hath  no  mean  dependance, 
Upon  our  joint  and  feveral  Dignities. 

Trot.  Wiry  ?  there  you  touch'd  the  Life  of  our  defign : 
Were  it  not  Glory  that  we  more  affected, 
Than  the  performance  of  our  heaving  fpleens, 
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I  would  not  wifh  a  drop  of  Trojan  blood, 
Spent  more  in  her  defence.  But,  worthy  Hetlor, 
She  is  aTheam  of  Honour  and  Renown, 
A  Spur  to  valiant  and  magnanimous  deeds, 
Whofe  prefent  courage  may  beat  down  our  Foes, 
And  Fame,  in  time  to  come,  canonize  us. 
For  1  prefume,  brave  Heclor  would  not  lofe 
So  rich  advantage  of  a  promis'd  Glory, 
As  fmiles  upon  the  fore-head  of  this  action, 
For  the  wide  Worlds  Revenue. Heel.  I  am  yours, 

You  valiant  OfF-fpring  of  great  Priamus, 
I  have  a  roifting  challenge  fent  amongft 
The  dull  and  factious  Nobles  of  the  Greeks, 
VVillftrike  amazement  to  their  drowfie  Spirits. 
I  was  advertised,  their  great  General  flept, 
Whil'ft  Emulation  in  the  Army  crept : 
This  I  prefume  will  wake  him.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Therlites  folus. 

Now,  now,  Therfnes  ?  what  loft  in  the  Labyrinth  of  thy 
Fury?  Shall  the  Elephant  Ajax,  carry  it  thus  ?  He  beats 
me,  and  I  rail  at  him  :  O  worthy  fatisfaction  ,  would  it 

were  otherwife :  that  I  could  beat  him,  whil'ft  he  rail'd 
at  me  .■  'Sfoot,  I'le  learn  to  Conjure  and  raife  Devils,  but 
1'le  fee  form  ifFueof  my  fpiteful  execrations.  Then  there's 
Achilles,  a  rare  Engineer.  If  Troy  be  not  taken  till  thefe 
two  undermine  it,  the  walls  will  ftand  till  they  fall  of 
themfelves.  O  thou  great  Thunder-darter  of  Olympus, 
forget  that  thou  zvtjove  the  King  of  Gods :  and  Mercury, 
lofe  all  the  Serpentine  craft  of  thy  Caduceus,  if  thou  take 
not  that  little  little  lefs  than  little  wit  from  them  that 

they  have,  which  Ihort-arm'd  ignorance  it  felf  knows,  is 
fo  abundant  fcarce ,  it  will  not  in  circumvention  deliver  a 

Fly  from  a  Spider,  without  drawing  the  maffie  Irons  and 

cutting  the  web  ■•  after  this,  the  vengeance  on  the  whole 
Camp,  or  rather  the  bone-ach,  for  that  methinks  is  the 
curfe  dependant  on  thofe  that  war  for  a  Placket.  I  have 
faid  my  Prayers,  and  Devil,  Envy,  fay,  Amen  :  What 

ho  ?  my  Lord  Achilles  ? Enter  Patroclus. 

Patr.  VVho's  there?  Therjites.  Good  Ther -ft es  come 
in  and  rail. 

Ther.  If  I  could  have  remembred  a  guilt  counterfeit, 

thou  would'ft  not  have  flipt  out  of  my  Contemplation, 
but  it  is  no  matter,  thy  felf  upon  thy  felf.  The  common 
Curfe  of  mankind,  folly  and  ignorance  be  thine  in  great 
Revenue  ;  Heaven  blefs  thee  from  a  Tutor,  and  Diicipline 
come  not  near  thee.  Let  thy  blood  be  thy  direction  till 
thy  death,  then  if  (he  that  lays  thee  out,  fays  thou  art  a 

fair  Coarfe,  I'le  be  fworn  and  fworn  upon't,  fhc  never 
fhrowded  any  but  Laz.ars,  Amen.  V  V  here's  Achilles  ? 

Pan.  What,  art  thou  devout  ?  waft  thou  in  a  Prayer  ? 
Ther.  I,  the  Heavens  hear  me. 

^      Enter  Achilles. 
Achil.  VVho'sthere? 
Patr.  Therjites,  my  Lord- 

Achil.  V  Vhere,  where,  art  thou  come  ?  why,  my  cheefe, 

mydigeftion,  why  halt  thou  not  ftrv'd  thy  felf  into  my 
Table,  fo  many  meals  ?  Come,  what's  Agamemnon  ? 

Ther.  Thy  Commander,  Achilles,  then  tell  me,  Patro- 
clus, what's  Achilles  ? 

Patr.  Thy  Lord,  Therfnes :  then  tell  me,  I  pray  thee, 
what's  thy  fclf.? 

Ther.  Thy  knower,  Patroclus  \  then  tell  me,  Patroclus, what  art  thou  ? 

Patr.  Thou  may'ft  tell,  that  know'ft. Achil.  O  tell,  tell. 

Ther.  I'le  decline  the  whole  queftion  :  Agamemnon  com- 
mands Achilles ,  Achilles  is  my  Lord,  1  am  Patroclus^ 

knower,  and  Patroclus  is  a  Fool. 
Patr.  YouRafcal. 

Ther.  Peace,  Fool,  I  have  not  done. 

AchU.  He  isapriviledg'dman,  proceed,  Therftes. 
Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  Fool,  Achilles  is  a  Fool,  Ther- 

Y  y  fites 
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jites  is  a  Fool,  and,  as  aforefaid,  Fatroclus  is  a  Fool. 
Ach'%1.  Derive  this :  come  ?  I 
Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  Fool  to  offer  to  command  Achil- 

les^ Achillas  is  a  Fool  to  be  commanded  of  Agamemnon, 
Therfites  is  a  Fool  to  ferve  fuch  a  Fool :  and  Fatroclus  is  a 
Fool  pofitive. 

Tatr.  Why  am  I  a  Fool  ? 

Bnter  Agamemnon,  Ulyfles,  Neftor,  Diomedes,  Ajax, 
and  Chalcas. 

Ther.  Make  that  demand  to  the  Creator,  it  fuffices  mc 
thou  art.    Look  you,  who  comes  here.' 

Achil.  Fatroclus,  l'ie  fpeak  with  no  body:  come  in 
with  me,  Therfites.  \_Exit. 

Ther.  Here  is  fuch  Patchery,  fuch  Jugling ,  and  fuch 
Knavery:  all  the  argument  is  a  Cuckold  and  a  Whore,  a 
good  quarrel  to  draw  emulations  Factions,  and  bleed  to 
death  upon  :  Now  the  dry  Serpigo  on  the  fubject ,  and 
War  and  Lechery  confound  all. 

Agam.  Where  is  Achilles  ? 
Patr.  Within  his  Tent,  but  ill  difposM,  my  Lord. 
Agam.  Let  it  be  known  to  him  that  we  are  here. 

He  fent  our  Melfengers,  and  we  lay  by 
Our  appertainiyients,  viliting  of  him  : 
Let  him  be  told  of,  left  perchance  he  think 
We  dare  not  move  the  queftion  of  our  place, 
Or  know  not  what  we  are. 

Tatr.  I  (hall  fo  fay  to  him. 

Vlyf.  We  faw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  Tent, 
He  is  not  fick. 

Aja.  Yes ,  Lion-fick,  fick  of  a  proud  heart :  you  may 
call  it  Melancholy  if  you  will  favour  the  Man,  but  by  my 

head,  'tis  pride  ;  but  why,  why,  let  him  fhew  us  the  caufe  ? 
A  word,  my  Lord. 

Nefi.  Wha  t  moves  Ajax  thus  to  bay  at  him  ? 
Vlyf.  Achilles  hath  inveigled  his  Fool  from  him. 
Nefi.  Who,  Therfites  t 
Vlyf.  He. 
Nefi.  Then  will  Ajax  lack  matter ,  if  he  have  loft  his 

Argument. . 
Vlyf.  No,  you  fee  he  is  his  Argument,  that  has  his  Ar- 

gument, Achilles. 

Nefi.  All  the  better,  their  fi 'action  is  more  our  wifh 
than  their  Faction  -,  but  it  was  a  ftrong  Counfel  that  a 
Fool  could  difunite. 

Vlyf  The  amity  that  Wifdom  knits  not,  Folly  may 
eafily  nntye.  Enter  Patroclus. 
Here  comes  Fatroclus. 

Nefi.  No  Achilles  with  him  ? 

Vlyf.  The  Elephant  hath  joints,  but  none  for  couvtefle  •, 
His  Legs  are  legs  for  neceflity,  not  for  flight. 

Patr.  Achilles  bids  me  fay,  he  is  much  ferry, 
If  any  thing  more  than  your  fportand  pleafure, 
Did  move  your  Greatnefs,  and  this  noble  State, 
To  call  upon  him ;  he  hopes  it  is  no  other, 
But  for  your  health,  and  your  digeftion-fake ; 
An  after  Dinners  breath. 

Aga.  Hear  you,  Fatroclus : 
We  are  too  well  acquainted  with  thefe  anfwers  : 

But  hisevafionwing'd  thus  fwift  with  fcorn, 
Cannot  outflyeour  apprehcnlions. 
Much  attribute  he  hath,  and  much  the  reafon, 
Why  we  afcribe  it  to  him,  yet  all  his  virtues, 
fNot  virtuoully  of  his  own  part  beheld) 
Do  in  our  Eyes,  begin  to  lofc  their  glofs  ; 
And  like  fair  Fruit  in  an  unwholfom  dilh, 
Are  like  to  rot  untafted  5  go  and  tell  him, 
We  come  to  fpeak  with  him,  and  you  fhall  not  fin, 

If  you  do  fay,  we  think  him  over-proud, 
And  under-honeft  :  in  felf-afliimption  greater 
Than  in  the  note  of  judgment :  and  worthier  than  himfelf. 
Here  tends  the  lavage  itrangenefs  he  puts  on, 

Difguife  the  holy  ftrength  of  their  command  • 

And  under  write  in  an  cbferving  kind 
His  humorous  predominance,  yea,  watch 
His  pettifh  lines,  his  ebbs,  his  flows,  as  if 
The  pafiageand  whole  carriage  of  this  action 

Rode  on  his  tide.    Go  teii  him  this,  and  add,v 
That  if  he  over-hold  his  price  fo  much, 
We'll  none  of  him  ;  but  let  him,  like  an  Engine 
Not  portable,  lye  under  this  report. 
Bring  action  hither,  this  cannot  go  to  war: 
A  ftirring  Dwarf,  we  do  allowance  give, 
Before  a  lleeping  Gyant :  tell  him  fo. 

Fat.  I  fhall,  and  bring  his  anfwerprefentfy. 

Aga.  Infccond  voice  we'll  not  befatisfied, 
Wc  come  to  fpeak  with  him,  Vlyjfes,  enter  you. 

lExit  Ulyfles. 
Aja.  What  is  he  more  than  another  ? 
Aga.  No  more  than  what  he  thinks  be  is. 
Aja.  Is  he  fo  much  ?  do  you  not  thbk,  he  thiafcr  him- 

felf a  better  Man  than  lam? 

Aga.  No  queftion. 
Aja.  Will  you  fubferibe  his  thought,  and  fay,  he  i  s  ? 
Aga.  No,  Noble  Ajax,  you  are  as  ftrong,  as  valiant,  as 

wile,  no  lefs  noble,  much  more  gentle,  and  altogether 
more  tractable. 

Aja.  Why  fliouldaMan  be  proud?  How  doth  Pride 
grow  ?  I  know  not  what  it  is. 

Aga,  Your  mind  is  the  clearer,  Ajax,  and  your  virtues 
the  fairer  ;  he  that  is  proud,  eats  up  himfelf,  Pride  is  his 
own  Glafs,  his  own  Trumpet,  his  own  Chronicle,  dfid 
what  ever  praifes  it  felf  but  in  the  deed,  devours  the  deed 
in  the  praife. Enter  Ulyfles. 

Aja.  I  do  hate  a  proud  Man,  as  I  hate  the  engendring 
of  Toads. 

Nejl.  Yet  he  loves  himfelf  :  is't  not  ftrange  ? 
Vlyf.  Achilles  will  nos  to  the  field  to  morrow* 

Aga.  What's  his  excufe  ? 
Vlyf.  He  doth  rely  on  none, 

But  carries  on  the  ftream  of  his  difpofe, 
Without  obfervanceor  refpect  of  any, 

In  will  peculiar,  and  in  felf-admiffion. 
Aga.  Why,  will  he  not  upon  our  fair  requeft, 

Unteut  his  perfon,  and  fhare  the  Ayr  with  us  f 

Vlyf  Things  fmall  as  nothing,  for  requefts  fake  only 
He  makes  important :  pofleft  he  is  with  greatnefs, 
And  fpcaks  not  to  himfelf,  but  with  a  pride 

That  quarrels  at  felf-breath.    Imagin'd  wrath 
Holds  in  his  blood  fuch  fwoln  and  hot  difcourfe, 

That  'twixt  his  mental  and  his  active  parts, 
Kingdom'd  Achilles  in  commotion  rages, 
And  batters  'gainft  it  felf ;  what  fhouldl  fay  ? 
He  is  fo  plaguy  proud,  that  the  death- tokens  of  it 
Cry  no  recovery.  » 

Aga.  Let  Ajax  go  to  him. 
Dear  Lord,  go  you  and  greet  him  in  his  Tent ; 
■  Tis  faid  he  holds  you  well,  and  will  be  led 
At  your  requeft  a  little  from  himfelf. 

Vlyf  O,  Agamemnon,  let  it  not  be  fe. 
V  Ve'll  confecrate  the  fteps  that  Ajax  makes, 
When  they  go  from  Achilles ;  fhall  the  proud  Lord, 
That  baftes  his  arrogance  with  his  own  feam, 
And  never  fuffers  matter  of  the  world 

Enter  his  thoughts,  fave  fuch  asdo revolve 
And  ruminate  himfelf;  Shall  he  be  worfhipt, 
Of  that  we  hold  an  Idol,  more  than  he  i 
No,  this  thrice  worthy,  and  right  valiant  I  ord, 

Muft  notfoftaul  his  Palm,  nobly  acquir'd, 
Nor  by  my  will  aflubjugate  his  Merit, 
As  amply  tilled,  as  Achilles  is,  by  going  to  Achillesy 
That  were  toenlard  his  fat  already  pride, 
And  add  more  Coles  to  Cancer,  when  he  burns 
With  entertaining  great  Hyperion. 
This  Lord  go  to  him  ?  Jupiter  forbid, 
And  fay  in  thunder,  Achilles  go  to  him. 
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Neft.  O  this  is  wel),  he  rubs  the  vein  of  him. 
Dio.  And  how  his  lilence  drinks  up  his  applaufe. 

Aja.  If  I  goto  him,  with  my  armed  Fift,  Pie  path  him 
o're  the  Face. 

Ago..  O  no,  you  fhall  not  go. 
Aja.  And  a  be  proud  with  me,  Tie  phefe  his  Pride :  let 

me  go  to  him. 

Vlyf  Not  for  the  worth  that  hangs  upon  our  quarrel. 
Aja.  A  paultry  infolent  Fellow. 
Neft.  How  he  defcribes  himfelf. 
Aja.  Can  he  not  be  fociable  f 
Vlyf.  The  Raven  chides  blacknefs. 
Aja.  Pie  let  his  humours  blood. 
Aga.  He  will  be  the  Phyfitian,  that  mould  be  the  Patient. 
Aja.  And  all  Men  were  a  my  mind. 
Vlyf.  Wit  would  be  out  of  fafhion. 
Aja.  A  fhould  not  bear  it  fo,  a  mould  eat  Swords  firll  : 

fhall  pride  carry  it  I 

Neft.  And 'twould,  you'ld  carry  half. 
Vlyf.  A  would  have  ten  fhares. 

Aja.  I  will  knead  him,  Tie  make  him  fupple,  he's  not 
yet  through  warm. 

Neft-.  Force  him  with  praifes,  pour  in,  pour  in, 
Ambition  is  dry. 

Vlyf.  My  Lord,  you  feed  too  much  on  this  difiike. 
Neft..  Our  noble  General,  do  not  do  fo. 
Dio.  You  muft  prepare  to  fight  without  Achilles. 

Vlyf.  Why,  'tis  this  naming  of  him  doth  him  harm. 

Here'  is  a  man,  but  'tis  before  his  Face, I  will  be  filent. 

Neft.  Wherefore  mould  you  fo  ? 
He  is  not  emulous,  as  Achilles  is. 

Vlyf,  Know  the  whole  world,  he  is  as  valiant, 
Aja.  A  horfon  Dog,  that  (hall  palter  thus  with  us, 

would  he  were  a  Trojan. 
Neft.  What  a  vice  were  it  in  Ajax  now  — 
Vlyf.  If  he  were  proud. 
Dto.  Or  covetous  of  praife, 
Vlyf.  I,  or  furly  born. 
Dio.  Orftrange,  or  felf-afFetted. 
VI.  Thank  the  Heavens  L.  thou  art  of  fweet  compofure 

5raife  him  that  got  thee,  Ihe  that  gave  thee  fuck  •• 
Fame  be  thy  Tutor,  and  thy  parts  of  Nature 

Thrice  fam'd  beyond,  beyond  all  erudition  5 
Jut  he  that  difciplin'd  thy  arms  to  fight, 
^et  Mars  divide  Eternity  in  twain, 
And  give  him  half,  and  for  thy  vigor, 

Bull-bearing  Milohh  addition  yield 
To  finewy  Ajax  :  I  will  not  praife  thy  wifdom 
Which,  like  a  bourn,  a  pale,  a  fhore,  confines 

Thy  fpacious  and  dilated  parts  ̂   here's  Neftor 
Inftrucled  by  the  Antiquary  times  : 
He  muft,  he  is,  he  cannot  but  be  wife. 
But  pardon,  Father  Neftor,  were  your  days 

As  green  as  Ajax,  and  your  Brain  fo  temper'd, 
You  mould  not  have  the  eminence  of  him, 
But  he  as  Ajax. 

Aja.  Shall  I  call  you  Father  ? 
Vlyf. !,  my  good  Son. 
Dio.  Be  rul'd  by  him,  Lord  Ajax. 
Vlyf.  There  is  no  tarrying  here,  the  Hart  Achilles 

Keeps  thicket  :  pleafe  it  our  General, 

To  call  together  all  this  ftate  of  war  •, 
Frefh  Kings  are  come  to  Troy ;  to  morrow 
We  muft:  with  all  our  main  of  power  ftand  fait : 

And  here's  a  Lord  (come  Knights  from  Eaft  to  Weft, 
And  cull  their  flower)  Ajax  fhall  cope  the  belt; 

Ag.  Go  we  to  Council,  let  Achilles  lleep  ; 
Light  Boats  may  fail  fwift ,  though  greater  bulks  draw 
deep.  \Exeunt.  Mufck.  founds  Within. 

Enter  Pandarus,  and  a  Servant. 

Tan.  Friend,  you,  pray  you  a  word:  Do  not  you  fol- 
low the  young  Lord  Paris  ? 

Ser.  I,  Sir,  when  he  goes  before  me. 

Pan. 
Scr. 

Pan. Ser. 

Pan. 

Pan.  You  depend  upon  him,  I  mean  ? 
Ser.  Sir,  I  do  depend  upon  the  Lord. 
Pan.  You  depend  upon  a  Noble  Gentleman  :  I  muft: 

needs  praife  him. 
Ser.  The  Lord  be  praifed. 

Pan.  You  know  me,  dp  you  not.? 
Ser.  Faith,  Sir,  fuperficially. 

Friend,  know  me  better,  I  am  the  Lord  Pandarus. 
I  hope  I  (hall  know  your  Honour  better. 
I  dodefire  it. 
You  are  in  tte  ftate  of  Grace  ? 

Grace,  not  fo,  Friend,  Honour  andLcrdfhip  are 
my  Titles :  What  Mufick  is  this  ? 

Ser.  I  do  but  partly  know.  Sir  :  it  is  Mufick  in  parts. Pan.  Know  youtheMulicians  ? 
Ser.  Wholly,  Sir. 
Pan.  Who  play  they  to  ? 
Ser.  To  the  hearers,  Sir. 
Pan.  At  whofe  pleafure,  Friend  ? 
Scr.  At  mine,  Sir,  and  theirs  that  love  Mufick, 
Pan,  Command,  I  mean.,  Friend. 
Ser.  Who  fhall  I  command,  Sir  ? 
Pan.  Friend,  we  undedfand  not  one  another :  I  am  too 

courtly,  and  thou  art  too  cunning.  At  whofe  rcqueffc  do thefe  Men  play  ? 

Ser.  That's  to't  indeed,  Sir :  man  y,  Sir,  at  the  requ'eft 
of  Paris,  my  Lord,  who's  there  in  perfon-,  with  him  the 
mortal  V f»«j,the  heart  blood  of  Beauty , loves  invifible  foul. 

Par[.  Who  ?  my  Coufin  Creffida. 

Ser.  No,  Sir,  Helen,  could  you  not  find  out  that  by  her attributes  ? 

Pan.  Itihould  feem,  Fellow,  that  thou  haft  not  feen  the 
,_ady  Creffida.  I  come  to  fpeak  with  Paris  from  the  Prince 
Troilus :  I  will  make  a  complemental  affaulc  upon  him,  for 
my  bufinefs  feethes. 

Ser.  Sodden  bufinefs,  there's  a  ftew'd  phrafe  indeed, Enter  Paris  and  Helena. 

Pan.  Fair  be  to  you,  my  Lord,  and  to  all  this  fair  com- 
pany :  fair  defires  in  all  fair  meafure  fairly  guide  them, 

efpecially  to  you,  fair  Queen,  fair  thoughts  be  your  fair 

pillow. Hel.  Dear  Lord,  you.are  full  of  fair  words. 
Pan.  You  fpeak  your  fair  pleafure,  fweet  Queen  :  fair 

Prince,  here  is  good  broken  Mufick. 
Par.  You  have  broken  it,  Coulin  i  and  by  my  life  you 

fhall  make  it  whole  again,  you  fhall  piece  it  out  with  a 

piece  of  your  performance.  A7e/,  he  is  full  of  harmony. Pan.  Truly,  Lady,  no, 
Hel.  O,  Sir. 

Pan.  Rude  in  footh,  in  good  footh  very  rude. 
Par.  Well  faid,  my  Lord  :  well,  you  fay  fo  in  fits. 
Pan.  I  have  bufinefs  to  my  Lord,dear  Queen  :  my  Lord 

will  you  vouchfafe  me  a  word  ? 

Hel.  Nay,  this  fhall  not  hedge  us  out,  we'l  heat  you 
fing  certainly. 

Pan.  Well,  fweet  Queen,  you  are  pleafant  with  me  5 
but,  marry  thus,  my  Lord,  my  dear  Lord,  and  mofteftee- 
med  Friend,  your  Brother  Troilus 

Hel.  My  Lord  Pandarus,  hony- fweet  Lord. 
Pan.  Go  to,  fweet  Queen,  go  to, 

Commends  himfelf  moft  affectionately  to  you. 
Hel .  You  fhall  not  bob  us  out  of  our  melody : 

If  you  do,  our  melancholy  upon  your  head. 

Pan.  Sweet  Queen,-  fweet  Oueen,  that's  a  fweet  Queen 

Pfaith  ■ Hel.  And  to  make  a  fweet  Lady  fad,  is  a  fower  offence. 
Pan.  Nay,  that  fhall  not  ferve  your  turn,  that  fhall  it 

not  in  truth  la.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  fuch  words,  no,  no. 
And,  my  Lord,  he  defires  you,  that  if  the  King  call  for 
him  at  Supper,  you  will  make  his  excufe. 

Hel.  My  Lord  Pandarus. 
Pan.  What  fays  my  fweet  Queen,  my  very,  very  fweet 

Queen  ? 
Par.  What  exploit's  in  hand,  where  fips  he  to  night  ? 
Y  y  2  Hel. 
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Hel.  Nay,  but  my  Lord- 
Tan.  What  fays  my  fweet  Queen  ?  my  Coufin  will  fall 

out  with  you. 
Hel.  You  muft  not  know  where  he  fups. 
Tar.  With  my  difpofer,  Creffida. 
Tan.  No,  no,  no  fuch  matter,  you  are  wide,  come, 

your  difpofer  is  fick. 
Tar.  Well,  Pie  make  excufe. 

Tan.  I,  good  my  Lord  :  why  Ihould you  fay,  Creffida} 

no,  your  poor  difpofer- s  fick. 
Tar.  I  fpy.  lq  31  < 
Tan.  You  fpy,  what  do  you  fpy  ?  Come ,  give  me  an 

Inftrument  now,  fweet  Queen. 
Hel.  Why  this  is  kindly  done. 
Tan.  My  Niece  is  horrible  in  love  with  a  thing  you  have, 

fweet  Queen. 
Hd.  She  (hall  have  it,  my  Lord,  if  it  be  not  my  Lord 

Taris. 

Tan.  He  ?  no,  (he'll  none  of  him,  they  two  are  twain. 
Hd.  Falling  in  after  falling  out,may  make  them  three. 
Tan.  Come,  come,  Tie  hear  no  more  of  this,  Pie  fing 

you  a  Song  now. 
i     Hd.  1,1,  prithee  now  :  by  my  troth,  fweet  Lord,  thou 
haft  a  fins  fore-head. 

Tan.  t,  you  may,  you  may. 
Hd.  Let  thy  Song  be  Love  :  this  Love  will  undo  us  ali. 

Oh,  Cupid,  Cupid,  Cupid. 

Ta./.'  Love  ?  I,  that  it  Jhall  i'faith. Tar.  I ,  good  now,  Love,  Love,  nothing  but  Love. 
Tan.  In  good  troth  it  begins  fo. 

Love,  Love,  nothing  but  Love,  ftill  more  -, 
For  O,  Loves  Bow 
Shoots  both  Bedki  and  Doe  : 
The  Shaft  confounds  not  that  it  wounds, 
But  tickles  ft  til  the  Sore  : 

Thefe  Lovers  cry,  -oh  ho  they  dye  ; 
Tet  that  which  feems  they  wound  to  kill, 
Doth  turn  oh  ho,  to  ha  ha  he: 
So  dying  love  lives  ftill, 
O  ho  a  while,  but  ha  ha  ha  ; 

O  ho  groans  out  for  ha  ha  m — hey  ho. 

Hd.  In  Love  i'faith  to  the  very  tip  of  the  Nofe. 
Tar.  He  eats  nothing  but  Doves,  Love,and  that  breeds 

hot  blood,  and  hot  blood  begets  hot  thoughts,  and  hot 
thoughts  beget  hot  deeds,  and  hot.  deeds  is  Love. 

Tan.  Is  this  the  generation  of  Love  ?  Hot  blood,  hot 
thoughts,  and  hot  deeds,  why  they  are  Vipers,  is  Love  a 
generation  of  Vipers  ? 

Sweet  Lord,  who's  a  field  to  day  ? 
Tar.  Hetlor,  Deiphobus,  Hdenus,  Anthenor,  and  all  the 

gallantry  of  Troy.  I  would  fain  have  arm'd  to  day,  but 
my  Nell  would  not  have  it  fo. 
How  chance  my  Brother  Troilus  went  not  ? 

Hel.  He  hangs  the  lip  at  fomething  ;  you  know  all, 
Lord  Tandarus  ? 

Tan.  Not  I,  hony-fweet  Queen  :  I  long  to  hear  how 
they  fped  to  day  : 

You'l  remember  your  Brothers  excufe  ? Tar.  To  a  hair. 

Tan.  Farewel,  fweet  Queen. 
Hd.  Commend  me  to  your  Niece. 
Tan.  I  will,  fweet  Queen.  f  Sound  a  Retreat. 

Tar.  They're  come  from  Field :  let  us  to  TrianPs  Hall, 
To  greet  the  Warriors.  Sweet  Helen,  I  muft  woo  you, 
To  help  unarm  our  Hellor  :  his  ftubborn  buckles, 
With  thefe  your  white  enchanting  Fingers  toucht, 
Shall  more  obey,  than  to  the  edg  of  Steel, 
Or  force  of  Grcekifti  finews,  you  fhall  do  more 
Than  all  the  Ifland  Kings,  difarm  great  Hetlor. 

Hel.  'Twill  make  us  proud  to  be  your  Servant,  Taris : 
Yea,  what  he  fhall  receive  of  us  in  duty, 

Gives  us  more  palm  in  Beauty  than  we  have :  . 

Yea,  over-fhines  our  felf. 
Sweet  above  thought,  1  love  thee.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Pandarus,  and  Troilus'*  Man. 
Tan.  How  now,  where's  thy  Matter ,  at  my  Confin 

Creffida**?  ■ Man.  No,  Sir,  he  ftays  for  you  to  conduct  him  thither. Enter  Troilus. 

Tan.  O,  here  he  comes :  How  now,  how  now  ? 

\    Trot.  Sirrah,  walk  off. 
Tan.  Have  you  feen  my  Coufin  ? 
Troi.  No,  Tandarus :  I  ftalk  about  her  door 

Like  a  ftrange  Soul  upon  the  Stygian  banks 
.Staying  for  waftage.    O  be  thou  my  Charon, 
And  give  me  fwift  tranfportance  to  thofe  Fields, 
Where  I  may  wallow  in  the  Lilly  beds 

Propos'd  for  the  deferver.    O  gentle  Tandarus, 
From  C upids  fhoulder  pluck  his  painted  wings, 

And  fly  with  me  to  Crejfid. 
Tan.  Walk  here  l'th'  Orchard,  I'le  bring  her  ftraight. 

[Exit  Pandarus. 
Troi.  I  am  giddy  ;  expectation  whirles  me  round, 

Th'  imaginary  relilh  is  fo  fweet, 
Thai  it  inchants  my  fenfe  •  what  will  it  be 
When  that  the  watry  palatstafte  indeed 

I  Loves  thrice  reputed  Ncttar  ?  Death,  I  fear  me 
S  ending deftru^feion,  or  fome  joy  too  fine, 
1  00  lubtiie,  potent,  and  toofharpin  fweetnefs, 
For  the  Capacity  of  my  ruder  powers ; 
I  fear  it  much,  and  1  do  fear  belides, 
That  I  fhall  lofe  diftinclion  in  my  joys, 

As  doth  a  Battle,  when  they  charge  on  heaps 
The  Enemy  flying. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Tan.  She's  making  her  ready,  fhe'l  come  ftraight ;  you 
muft  be  witty  now,  fhe  does  fo  blufh,  and  fetches  her  wind 
fo  fhort,  as  if  fhe  were  fraid  with  a  fprite :  Pie  fetch  her  ; 
it  is  the  prittieft  villain,  fhe  fetches  her  breath  fb  fhort  as 
a  new  ta'en  Sparrow.  [Exit  Pand. 

Troi.  Even  fuch  a  paffion  doth  embrace  my  bofom  : 
My  Heart  beats  thicker  than  a  feavovous  Pulfe, 
And  all  my  powers  do  their  beftowing  lofe, 
Like  vaflalageat  unawares  encountring 
The  Eye  of  Majefty. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Creffida. 

Tan.  Come,  come,  what  need  you  blufh  ? 

Shame's  a  Baby  ;  here  fhe  is  now,  fwear  the  oaths  now 

to  her,  that  you  have  fworn  to  me.  What  are  you  gone  a- 

gain,  you  muft  be  watcht  e're  you  be  made  tame ,  muft 
you  ?  come  your  ways,  come  your  ways ,  and  you  draw 

Lackward  we'll  put  you  i'th' Files-  why  do  younetfpeak 
to  her  ?  Come  draw  this  Curtain,  and  lets  fee  your  Picture. 

Alas  the  day,  how  loath  you  are  to  cfter.d  day  light  ?  and 
'twere  dark  you'ld  clofe  looner.  So,  fo,  rub  on.  and  kifs 

the  Miftrefs how  now,  akifs  in  fee-farm  5  build  there 
Carpenter ;  the  Ayr  is  fweet.  Nay,  you  mall  fight  your 

Hearts  out  e're  I  part  yon.  The  Faulccn,  as  the  Tercel, 
for  all  the  Ducks  i'th'  River  :  go  to,  go  to. 

Troi.  You  have  bereft  me  of  all  words,  Lady. 

Tan.  Words  pay  no  debts ;  give  her  deeds :  but  fhe'l  1 

bereave  you  o'th' deeds  too,  if  fhe 'call  ycur  activity  in 
queftion  :  what,  billing  again  ?  here's  in  witnefs  whereof 

the  Parties  interchangeably.  Come  in,  come  in,  1'Je  go 
get  a  fire.  1%***  Pand- 

Cref.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  Lord  ? 

Troi.  O  Creffida,  how  often  have  I  wifiit  me  thus  ? 

Cref.  Wifht,  my  Lord  ?  the  Gods  grant ;  O,  my  Lord. 

Troi.  What  fhould  they  grant ;  what  makes  this  pretty 

abruption:  what  too  curious  dreg  efpies  my  fweet  Lady  in 
the  Fountain  of  our  love  ? 

Cref.  More  dregs  than  water,  if  my  tears  have  eyes. 

Troi.  Fears  make" Devils  of  Cherubins  ,  they  never  fee 

Cref.  Blind  fear,  that  feeing  reafon  leads  i  finds  fafer 
footing  I 
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to 
footing,  than  blind  reafon,  ftumbling  without  fear  : 
fear  the  worft,  oft  cures  the  worfe. 

Troi.  O  let  my  Lady  apprehend  no  fear, 

In  all  Cape's  Pageant  there  isprefented  no  Monfter. 
Crcf.  Nor  nothing  monflrous  neither  ? 
Troi.  Nothing,  but  their  undertakings,  when  we  vow 

to  weep  Seas,live  in  Fire,eat  Rocks,  tame  Tygers ,  think- 
ing it  harder  for  our  Miftrefs  to  devife  impofition  enough, 

than  for  us  to  undergo  any  difficulty  impofed^  Tftfe  is 
the  monftrofity  in  .love  ( Lady,)  that  the  will  is  infinite, 

and  the  execution  cbnfin'd  ;  that  the  dtfire  is  boundlcj^ 
and  the  act.  a  flave  to  limit. 

Cref.  They  fay  all  Lovers  fwear  more  performance 
than  they  are  able ,  and  yet  referve  an  ability  that  thev   Or  elfe  ; 

never  perform  vowing  more  than  the  perfection  of  ten£  Exceeds  mans  might,  that  dwells  with  Gods  above, 
and  dikharging  lefs  than  the  tenth  part  of  one.  They, 
that  have  the  voice  of  Lions,  and  the  aft  of  Hares,  ar 

Troi.  What  olfcnds  you,  Lady  ? 

Cnf.  Sir,  mine  own  company. 
Troi.  You  cannot  fhun  your  relf. 
Cref  Let  me  go  and  try : 

1  have  a  kind  of  felf  refides  with  you : 
But  an  unkind  felf,  tltat  it  felf  will  leave, 
To  be  anothers  Fool.  Where  is  my  Wit  ? 
I  would  be  gone:  I  fpeak  1  knovv  not  whit. 

Troi.  Well  know  they  what 'they  fpeak,  that  fpeak  fo wifely. 
Cref  Perchance,  my  Lord,  I  mew  more  craft  than  love. 

And  fell  fo  roundly  to  a  large  Ccnfelfior, 
To  angle  for  your  thoughts :  but  you  are  wife, 
Or  elfe  you  love  not :  for  to  be  wife  and  love, 

Troi.  O  that  1  thought  it  could  be  in  a  woman: 

they  not  Mon  Hers  ? 
Troi.  Are  there  fuch  ?  fuch  are  not  we :  Praife  us  as  we 

are  tailed,  allow  us  as  we  prove :  our  head  (hall  go  bare, 

till  merit  crown*  it :  no  perfection  in  reverlion  fhal!  have  a 
praife  in  prefent ;  we  will  net  name  defert  before  his  birth, 
and  being  born,  his  addition  fhall  be  humble  :  few  words 
to  fa.r  faith.  Troilus  (hall  be  fuch  to  Creffida,  as  what  En- 

vy can  fay  worft,  fhall  be  a  mock  for  his  truth  •,  and  what 
truth  can  lpeak  trueft,  not  truer  than  Troilus. 

Cref  Will  you  walk  in,  my  Lord  ? 

Eifter  Pandarus. 

Pan.  What,blufiiing  ftill  ?  have  you  not  done  talking 

yet  ? 
Cref  Well,  Uncle,  what  folly  I  commit,  I  dedicate  to 

you. Van.  I  thank  you  for  that :  if  my  Lord  get  a  Boy  of 

you.  you'l  give  him  me  :  be  true  to  my  Lord,  if  he  flinch, 
chide  me  for  it. 

Troi.  You  know  now  your  Hoftages:  your  Unckle's 
word  and  my  firm  faith. 

Van.  Nay,  Tie  give  my  word  for  her  too  .*  our  kindred 
though  they  be  long  e're  they  are  wooed ,  they  are  con- 
ftant  being  won  :  they  are  Burs,  I  can  tell  you,  they'l 
ftick  where  they  are  thrown. 

Cref.  Boldnefs  comes  tome  now,  and  brings  me  heart : 

Prince  Troths,  I  have  lov'd  you  night  and  day,  for  many 
weary  Months. 

Troi.  Why  was  my  Creffida  then  fo  bard  to  win  ? 
Cref.  Hard  to  feem  won  :  but  I  was  won,  my  Lord, 

With  the  firft  glance  that  ever  :  pardon  me, 
If  I  confefs  much,  you  will  play  the  Tyrant : 
I  love  you  now,  but  not  till  now  fo  much 
But  1  might  mafter  it ;  in  faith  I  lye : 
My  thoughts  were  like  unbridled  Children,  grown 
Tco  head-ftrong  for  their  Mother  :  fee  we  Fools, 
Why  have  1  blabM  ?  who  fhall  be  true  to  us, 
When  we  are  fo  unfecret  to  our  felves  ? 

But  though  I  lov'd  you  well,  I  wooed  you  not, 
And  yet  good  faith  I  wifht  my  felf  a  Man : 
Or  that  the  Women  had  mens  priviledge 
Of  fpeak ing  firft.  Sweet,  bid  me  hold  my  tongue, 
For  in  this  rapture  I  fhall  furely  fpeak 
The  thing  I  fhall  repent :  fee,  fee  your  filence 
CcmiiJg  in  dumbnefs,  from  my  weaknefs  draws 
Itfv  Sou:  of  Counfel  from  me.  Stop  my  mouth. 

Troi.  And  fhall,  aibeitfweet  Mufick  iflVes  thence. 

Pan.  Pretty,  i'faith. 
Cref  My  Lord,  I  do  befeech  you  pardon  me, 

'Twas  not  my  puipofe  thus  to  beg  a  kifs : 
Bam  afham'd  j  O  Heavens,  what  have  I  done  ! 
For  this  time  will  I  take  my  leave,  my  Lord.  • 

Troi.  Your  leave,  IwzzlCrejfid  ? 

Leave!  and  you  take  leave  till  to  morrow  mor- 

you,  content  you. 

frftnd  if  it  can,  I  will  prcfume  in  you, 
o  feed  for  ay  her  lamp  and  flames  of  love», 

To  keep  her  conftancy  in  plight  and  youth, 
Out-living  beauties  outward,  with  a  mind 

That  doth  renew  fwiftc-r  than  blood  decays: 
Or  that  perfwafion  could  but  thus  convince  me, 
That  my  integrity  and  truth  to  you, 
Might  be  affronted  with  the  match  and  weight 
Of  fuch  a  winnowed  purity  in  love  • 
How  were  I  then  up- lifted  !  but  alas, 
I  am  as  true,  as  truth's  fimplicity, 
And  fimpler  than  the  infancy  of  truth. 

Crcf  In  that  Pie  war  with  you. 
Troi.  O  vertuous  fight, 

When  right  with  right  wars,  who  fhould  be  moft  right  ? 
True  Swains  in  love,  fhall  in  the  world  to  come 
%prove  their  truths  by  Troilus,  when  their  Rhimes, 
Full  of  proteft,  of  oath,  and  big  compare, 
Want  fimilies :  truth  tir'd  with  iteration, 
As  true  as  Steel,  as  plantage  to  the  Moon, 
As  Sun  to  day,  as  Turtle  to  her  mate, 
Aslron  to  Adamant,  as  Earth  to  th'  Center: 
Yet  after  all  comparifons  of  truth, 
(As  truths  Authentick  author  to  be  cited) 
As  true  as  Troilus,  fhall  crown  up  the  verfe, 
And  fanctifie  the  numbers. 

dref.  Prophet  may  you  be  •" 
If  I  befalfe,  or  fwerve  a  hair  from  truth, 
When  time  is  old  and  hath  forgot  it  felf, 

When  water-drops  have  worn  the  ftones  of  Troy, 
And  blind  oblivion  fwallow'd  Cities  up, 
And  mighty  States  characlerlefs  are  grated 

To  dufty  nothing  •,  yet  let  memory, 
From  falfe  to  falfe,  among  falfe  Maids  in  love, 

Upbraid  my  falfehood,  when  they'ave  faid  as  falfe. 
As  Air,  as  Water,  as  Wind,  as  fandy  Earth  j 
As  Fox  to  Lamb  ;  as  Wolf  to  Heifers  Calf ; 

Pard  to  the  Hind,  or  Stepdame  to  her  Son  •, 
Yea,  let  them  fay,  to  ftick  the  heart  of  falfehood, 
As  falfe  as  Creffid. 

Pand.  Goto,  a  bargain  made :  fealit,  fealit,  I'le  be, 
thewitnefs,  here  I  hold  your  hand:  here,  my  Coufins, 
if  ever  you  prove  falfe  to  one  another,  fince  I  have  taken 
fuch  pains  to  bring  you  together,  let  all  pitiful  goers 

between  be  call'd  to  the  worlds  end  after  my  name :  call 
them  all  Panders  ',  let  all  cenftant  men  be  Troiluffes,  all 

falfe  Women  Creffida' V,  and  all  brokers  between,  Panders ; 

fay,  Amen. Troi.  Amen- 

Cref.  Amen- 

Pand.  -Amen'. Whereupon  I  wilifhew  you  a  Chamber,  which  Bed,  be* 
caufe  it  fhall  not  fpeak  of  your  pretty  encounters,  prefs  it 
to  death:  away. 

And  Cupid  grant  all  Tongue-ty'd  Maidens  here, 
Bed,  Chamber,  and  Pander,  to  provide  this  gcer. 

[Exeunt, 

Yy  3 
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Enter  Ulyflos,  Diomedes,  Neftor,  Agamemnon,  Mene- 
laus,  and  Calcas. 

Cal.  Now,  Princes,  for  thefervicel  have  done  you, 

Th'  advantage  of  the  time  prompts  me  aloud, 
To  call  for  recompence :  appear  it  to  your  mind, 
That  through  the  fight  I  bear  in  things  to  come, 

I  have  abandon'd  Troy,  left  my  poffeffion, 
lncurr'd  aTraytors  name,  expos'd  my  felf, 
From  certain  and  pofleft  conveniencies,,. 
To  doubtful  Fortunes,  fequeftring  from  me  all 
That  Time,  Acquaintance,  Cuftom,  and  Condition, 
Made  tame,  and  moft  familiar  to  my  nature  : 
And  here  to  do  you  fervice  am  become 
As  new  into  the  World,  ftrange,  unacquainted. 
I  do  befeech  you,  as  in  way  of  tafte, 
To  give  me  now  a  little  benefit, 
Out  of  thofe  many  regiftred  in  promife, 
Which  you  fay  live  to  come  in  my  behalf. 

Aga.  What  would'ft  thou  of  us,  Trojan  ?  make  de- 
mand ? 

Cal.  You  have  a  Trojan  prifoner,  call'd  Ait  heritor, 
Yelterday  took  :  Troy  holds  him  very  dear. 
Oft  have  you  ( often  have  you,  thanks  therefore j 

Defir'd  my  Crejfid  in  right  great  exqhange, 
Whom  Troy  hath  ftill  deni'd :  but  this  Anthenor, 
I  know  is  fucha  wreft  in  their  affairs, 
That  their  negotiations  all  mufl:  flack, 
Wanting  his  manage :  and  they  will  almoft 

Give  us  a  Prince  o'th'  blood,  a  Son  of  Priam, 
In  change  of  him.  Let  him  be  fent,  great  Princes, 
And  he  fhall  buy  my  Daughter  :  and  herprefence 
Shall  quite  ftrikeoff  all  fervice  I  have  done, 
In  molt  accepted  pain. 

Aga.  Let  Diomedes  bear  him, 
And  bring  us  Crejfid  hither:  Calcas  (hall  have 
What  he  requefts  of  us :  good  Diomede, 
Furnifh  you  fairly  for  this  enterchange  j 
With  all,  bring  word,  if  Heller  will  to  morrow 

Be  anfwer'd  in  his  Challenge.  Ajax  is  ready. 
Dio.  This  fhall  I  undertake,  and 'tis  a  burthen 

W hich  I  am  proud  to  bear.  {Exit. 

Enter  Achilles,  and  Patrodusia  their  Tent. 

Vlyf.  Achilles  ftands  iW  entrance  of  his  Tent? 
Pleafe  it  our  General  to  pais  ftrangely  by  him, 
As  if  he  were  forgot :  and  Princes  all, 
Lay  negligent  and  loofe  regard  upon  him  ; 

1  will  come  laft,  'tis  like  he'll  queflion  me, 
W  hy  fuch  unplaufive  Eyes  are  bent  ?  why  turnM  on  him  ? 
If  fo,  I  have  decifion  medicinable, 
To  ufe  between  your  ftrangenefs  and  his  pride, 

Which  his  own  will  fhall  have  defire  to  drink  •, 
It  may  do  good,  Pride  hath  no  other  glafs 
To  fhew  it  fclf,  but  Pride  :  for  fupple  knees 
Feed  arrogance,  and  are  the  proud  mans  fees. 

Agam.  We'el  execute  your  purpofe,  and  put  on 
A  form  of  ftrangenefs  as  we  pafs  along, 
So  do  each  Lord,  and  either  greet  him  not, 
Or  elfe  difdainfully,  which  fhall  fhake  him  more, 

Than  if  not  look't  on,    I  wifl  lead  the  way. 
Achil.  What,  comes  the  General  to  fpeak  with  me  ? 

You  know  my  mind,  l'le  fight  no  more'gainft  Troy. 
A^a.  What  fays  Achilles,  would  he  ought  with  us  i 
Nefi.  Would  you,  my  Lord,  ought  with  the  General  ? 
AM.  No. 

Nefi.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 
A<?a.  The  better. 

Achil.  Good  day,  good  day. 
Men.  How  do  you  ?  how  do  you 
Achil.  What  dees  the  Cuckold  fcorn  me  ? 

Ajax.  How  now,  Patroclns  ? 

Achd.  Good  morrow,  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Ha. Achil.  Good  morrow. 

Ajax.  I,  and  Good  next  day  too.  \_Exennt. 
Achil.  What  mean  thefe  Fellows  ?  know  they  not  A chilles  ? 

Patr.  They  pafs  ftrangely  :  they  were  us'd  to  bend 
To  fend  their  fmiles  before  them  to  Achilles : 

To  come  as  humbly,  as  they  us'd  to  creep  to  holy  Altars. Achil.  What  am  1  poor  of  late  ? 

'Tis  certain,  Greatneisonre  fal'n  out  with  Fortune 

Muft  fall  out  with  Men  too  :  what  the  declin'd  is,  ' He  fhall  as  foon  read  in  the  Eyes  of  others, 
As  feel  in  his  own  fall :  for  Men  like  Butter.flies, 
Shew  not  their  mealy  wings,  but  to  the  Summer ; 
And  not  a  Man,  for  being  Umple  Man, 

Hath  any  Honour,  but  Honour'd  by  thofe  Honours 
That  are  without  him  ;  as  Place,  Riches,  Favour, 
Prizes  of  accident,  as  oft  as  merit : 
Which  when  they  fall  (as  being  flippery  ftanders) 
The  love  that  lean'don  them  as  flippery  too, 
Doth  one  pluck  down  another,  and  together 

Dye  in  the  fall :  But  'tis  not  fo  with  me, Fortune  and  1  are  Friends,  1  do  enjoy 
At  ample  point  all  that  I  did  poflefs, 
Save  thefe  men's  looks,  who  do  methinks  find  out 
Something  not  worth  in  me  fuch  rich  beholding, 
As  they  have  often  given.    Htre  is  Vlyflts, 

l'le  interupt  his  reading  :  How  n6w,  Vlyjjes  ? 
Vlyf.  Now,  great  Thetis  Son. Achtl.  What  are  you  reading  ? 

Vlyf.  A  ftrange  Fellow  here 
Writes  me,  that  man,  how  dearly  ever  parted, 
How  much  in  having,  or  without,  or  in, 
Cannot  make  boaft  to  have  that  which  he  hath ; 
Nor  feels  not  what  heows,  but  by  reflection , 
As  when  his  Virtues  fhining  upon  others, 
Heat  them,  and  they  retort  that  heat  again 
To  the  firft  giver. 

Achil.  This  is  not  ftrange,  Vlyjfes, 
The  beauty  that  is  born  here  in  the  Face, 
The  bearer  knows  not,  but  commends  itfelf, 

Not  going  from  it  felf ,  but  eye  to  eye  oppos'd, 
Salute  each  other,  with  each  others  form, 
for  [peculation  turns  not  to  it  felf, 
Till  it  hath  travell'd  and  is  married  there 
Where  it  may  fee  it  felf ;  this  is  not  ftrange  at  all. 

Vlyf.  I  do  not  (train  it  at  the  Pofition, 
It  is  familiar  ̂   but  at  the  Authors  drift, 
Whoinhiscircumftance,  exprefly  proves 
That  no  man  is  the  Lord  of  any  thing, 
f  Though  in  and  of  him  there  is  much  confining,) 
Till  he  communicate  his  parts  to  others : 
Nor  doth  he  of  himfelf  know  them  for  ought, 

Till  he  behold  them  formed  in  th'  applaufe, 
Where  they're  extended  •  who  like  an  arch  reverb'rates 
The  voice  again  ,  or  like  a  gate  of  Steel, 
Fronting  the  Sun,  receives  and  renders  back 
His  Figure,  and  his  Heat.  I  was  much  rapt  in  this, 
And  apprehended  here  immediately 
The  unknown  Ajax. 
Heavens,  what  a  man  is  there  ?  a  very  Horfe, 
That  has  he  knows  not  what  Nature,what  things  there  are 
Moft  abject  in  regard,  and  dear  in  ufe  ; 
What  things  again  moft  dear  in  the  efteem, 
And  poor  in  worth  :  now  fhall  we  fee  to  morrow, 
And  act  that  very  chance  doth  throw  upon  him  ? 

Ajax  renown'd  •'  O  Heavens,  what  fome  men  do, 
While  fome  men  leave  to  do  ! 
How  fome  men  creep  in  skittifh  fortunes  Hall, 
Whiles  others  play  the  Idiots  in  her  eyes : 
How  one  man  eats  into  anothers  Pride, 
While  Pride  is  feafting  in  his  wantonnefs 
To  fee  thefe  Grecian  Lords ;  why,  even  already , 
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They  clap  the  lubber  Ajax  on  the  (houlder, 

As  if  his  foot  were  on  brave  Hector's  breaft, 
'  And  great  Troy  (hrinking. Achil.  1  do  believe  it, 

For  they  paft  by  me,  as  Mifcrs  do  by  Beggars, 
Neither  gave  to  me  good  word,  nor  good  look  : 
What,  are  my  deeds  forgot  ? 

Vlyf.  Time  hath  (my  Lord)  a  wallet  at  his  back, 

Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  oblivion  •• 
A  great-fiz'd  Monfter  of  ingratitudes : 
Thofe  fcraps  are  good  deeds  paft, 

Which  are  devour'd  as  faft  as  they  are  made, 
Forgot  as  foon  as  done :  perfeverance,  dear  my  Lord, 
Keeps  Honour  bright :  to  have  done,  is  to  hang 
Quite  out  of  fafhion,  like  a  rufty  Male, 

In  monumental  mockr'y :  take  the  inftant  way, 
For  Honour  travels  in  a  Streightfo  narrow, 
Where  one  but  goes  abreaft,  keep  then  the  path, 
For  Emulation  hath  a  thoufand  Sons, 

That  one  by  onepurfue ;  if  you  give  way 

Or  hedge  afide  from  the  dire-ft  forth-right, 
Like  to  anentredTide,  they  all  rufh  by, 
And  leave  you  hindmoft ; 
Or  like  a  gallant  Horfe  fafn  in  firft  rank, 
Lye  there  for  pavement  to  the  abject,  near 
O're-run  and  trampled  on  :  then  what  they  do  in  prefent, 
Though  lefs  than  yours  in  paft,  muft  o'retop  yours : For  time  is  like  a  fafhionable  Hoft, 

That  flightly  (hakes  his  parting  Gueft  by  th'  hand  -7 
And  with  his  armsout-ftretch'd,  as  he  would  flye, 
Grafps  in  the  comer :  the  welcome  ever  fmiles, 
And  farewels  goes  out  fighing :  O  let  not  virtue  feek 
Remuneration  for  the  thing  it  was :  for  Beauty,  Wit, 

High-birth,  vigor  of  Bone,  defert  in  Service, 
Love,  Friendfhip,  Charity,  are  fubjeds  all 
To  envious  and  calumniating  time : 
One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  World  kin ; 

That  all  with  one  confent  praife  new-born  gauds, 
Though  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  things  paft, 
And  go  to  duft,  that  is  a  little  gilt, 

More  laud  in  gilt  o're-dufted. 
The  prefent  Eye  p  raifes  the  prefent  object. 
Then  marvel  not,  thou  great  and  compleat  Man, 
That  all  the  Greeks  begin  to  worlhip  Ajax 

Since  things  in  motion  'gin  to  catch  the  Eye, 
Than  what  not  ftirs ,  the  cry  went  out  on  thee, 
And  ftill  it  might,  and  yet  it  may  again, 
If  thou  would'ft  not  entomb  thy  felf  alive , 
And  cafe  thy  reputation  in  thy  Tent ; 
Whofe  glorious  deeds,  but  in  thefe  fields  of  late, 

Made  emulous  millions  'mongft  the  Gods  themfelves, 
And  drave  great  Mars  to  Faction. 

Achil.  Of  this  my  privacy, 
I  have  ftrong  reafons. 

Vlyf.  But  'gainft  your  privacy, 
The  reafons  are  more  potent  and  heroical : 

'Tis  known,  Achilles,  that  you  are  in  love 
With  one  of  Priam's  Daughters. 

Achil.  Ha  ?  known  ? 

Vlyf.  Is  that  a  wonder  ? 

The  providence  that's  in  a  watchful  State, 
Knows  almoft  every  grain  of  Pluto's  Gold  j 
Finds  bottom  in  th'  uncomprehenfive  deeps 
Keeps  place  with  thought ;  and,  almoft  like  the  Gods, 
Does  thoughts  unveil  in  their  dumb  Cradles : 
There  is  a  Myftery  (with  whom  relation 
Durft  never  meddle)  in  the  foul  of  ftate  \ 
Which  hath  an  operation  more  divine, 
Than  Breath  or  Pen  can  give  expreflure  to  : 
All  the  commerce  that  you  have  had  with  Troy, 
As  perfectly  is  ours,  as  yours,  my  Lord. 
And  better  would  it  fit  Achilles  much, 
To  throw  down  Hefhr  than  Polyxena, 
But  it  muft  grieve  young  Pyrrhns  now  at  home, 

ti\.~-         5  ~. 
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*  When  Fame  (hall  in  her  Ifland  found  her  Trump  > And  all  the  Greekijh  Girles  (hall  tripping  fing, 
Great  Helloes  Sifter  did  Achilles  win  ; 
But  our  Great  Ajax  bravely  beat  down  him. 
Farewel,  my  Lord  :  I,  as  your  Lover,  fpeak  j 
The  Fool  Aides  o're  the  Ice  that  you  (hould  break. 

Patr.  To  this  efiecl;,  Achilles-,  have  I  mov'd  you ; 
A  woman  impudent  and  mannifh  grown, 

Is  not  more  loath'd,  than  an  effeminate  man, 
In  time  of  aftion  :  1  ftand  condemned  for  this  j 
They  think  my  little  ftomach  to  the  war, 
And  your  great  love  to  me,  reftrains  you  thus 
Sweet,  roufe  your  felf:  and  the  weak  wanton  Cupid 
Shall  from  your  neck  unloofe  his  amorous  fold, 
And  like  a  dew-drop  from  the  Lions  mane, 
Be  (hook  to  airy  air. 

Achil.  Shall  Ajax  fight  with  Hector  ? 
Patr.  I,  and  perhaps  receive  much  Honour  by  him. 
Acini.  I  fee  my  Reputation  is  at  ftake, 

My  Fame  is  (hrewdly  gored. 
Patr.  O  then  beware  : 

Thofe  wounds  heal  ill,  that  men  do  give  themfelves : 
Omiffion  to  do  what  is  necelTary, 
Seals  a  Commiffion  to  a  blank  of  danger^ 
And  danger,  like  an  Ague,  fubtly  taints 
Even  then  when,  we  fit  idly  in  the  fun. 

Achd.  Go  call  Therfues  hither,  fweet  Pamelas, 
I'le  fend  the  Fool  to  Ajax,  and  defire  him 
T'invite  the  Trojan  Lords  after  the  Combat 
To  fee  us  hereunarm'd  :  I  have  a  Womans  longing, 
An  appetite  that  I  am  fick  withall, 
To  fee  great  HeUor  in  the  weeds  of  peace. Enter  Therfites. 

To  talk  with  him,  and  to  behold  his  vifage, 

Even  to  my  full  of  view.  A  labour  fav'd. Ther.  A  wonder. 
Achil.  What? 

Ther.  Ajax  goes  up  and  down  the  Field,  asking  for himfelf. 
Achil.  How  fo  ? 

Ther.  He  muft  fight  fingly  to  morrow  with  Hector,  and 
is  fo  prophetically  proud  of  an  heroical  cudgelling,  that 
he  raves  in  faying  nothing. 

Achil.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Ther.  Why,  he  ftalks  up  and  down  like  a  Peacock,  a 
ftride  and  a  ftand :  ruminates,  like  an  Hoftefs,  that  hath  no 
Arithmetique,  but  her  Brain  to  fet  down  her  reckoning: 
bites  his  lip  with  a  politique  regard,  as  who  (hould  fay, 
there  were  wic  in  his  head,  and 'twoud  out  j  and  fo  there 
is ,  but  it  lies  as  coldly  in  him,  as  Fire  in  a  Flint,  which 
will  not  (hew  without  knocking.  The  man's  undone  for 
ever  5  for  if  Hetlor  break  not  his  Neck  i'th'  Combat,  hee'l 
break't  himfelf  in  vain-glory.  He  knows  not  me :  I  faid, 
good  morrow  Ajax.  And  he  replies,  thanks  Agamemnon. 
What  think  you  of  this  man,  that  takes  me  for  the  Gene- 

ral ?  He's  grown  a  very  Land-filh,  languagelefs,  a  Monfter, 
a  Plague  of  Opinion,  a  man  may  wear  it  on  both  fides  like 
a  Leather  Jerkin. 

Achil.  Thou  muft  be  my  Embaflador  to  him,  therfites. 
Ther.  Who  I  ?  while  he'll  anfwer  no  body  :  he  pro- 

feftes  not  anfwering  fpeaking  is  for  Beggars :  he  wears  his 

Tongue  in's  Arms :  I  will  put  on  his  prefence  \  let  Patroclus 
make  his  demands  to  me,you  fhall  fee  the  Pageant  of  Ajax. 

Achil.  To  him,  Patroclus,  tell  him,  I  humbly  defire  the 
valiant  Ajax,  to  invite  the  molt  valorous  Hetlor,  to  come 

unarm'd  to  my  Tent,  and  to  procure  fafe  conduct  for  his 
perfon,  of  the  magnanimous,  and  moft  illuftrious,  fix  or  fe- 
ven  times  honoured  Captain,  General  of  the  Grecian  Ar- 

my, Agamemnon,  &c.  do  this. 
Patr.  Jove  blefs  great  Ajax. Ther.  Hum. 

Patr.  I  come  from  the  worthy  Achilla. 

Ther.  Ha? 
Patr.  Who  moft  humbly  defires  you  to  invite  Hefhr 

to  his  Tent.  Ther. 
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Thar.  Hum. 

Patr.  And  to  procure  fafe  conduct  from  Agamemnon. 

Tier.  Agamemnon  ?  ' 
Patr.  I,  my  Lord. 

'  .  Ther.  Ha  ?     -  -  • 
Patr.  What  fay  you  to't. 

;  Ther.  Godb'you,  with  all  my  Heart. 
Patr.  Your  anfw'er,  Sir. 

i  Ther.  If  to  morrow  be  a  fair  day,  by  eleven  a  Clock  it 
will  go  one  way  or  other ;  howfoever,  he  fhallpay  for  me 
p're  he  has  me. 

Patr.  Your  anfwer,  Sir. 
Ther.  Fare  you  wel with  all  my  heart. 
Acbil.  Why,  but  he  is  not  in  this  tune,  is  he  ? 

Ther'  No,  but  he's  out  a  tune  thus :  what  Mufick  will  he 
be  in  when  #c#or  has  knockt  out  his  brains,  I  know  not: 
(but  I  am  fure  none,  unlefs  the  Fidler  Apollo  get  his  Sinews 
ito  make  Catlings  on. 

Achil.  Come,  thou  (halt  bear  a  Letter  to  him  ftraight. 

Ther.  Let  me  carry  another  to  his  Horfe  j  for  that's  the 
more  capable  creature. 
AM.  My  mind  is  troubled  like  a  Fountain  ftirr'd, 

And  I  my  felf  fee  not  the  bottom  of  it. 
Ther.  Would  the  Fountain  of  your  mind  were  clear 

again,  that  I  might  water  an  Afs  at  it  :  I  had  rather  be  a 
Tick  in  a  Sheep,  than  fuch  a  valiant  ignorance. 

Enter  at  one  Door  jfLneas  with  a  Torch,  at  another  Paris, 

|  Deiphobus,Anthenor,  Diomede  the  Grecian,  with  Torches. 

Patr.  See  ho,  who  is  that  there  ? 
Deip.  It  is  the  Lord  <AE.neat. 
eyfne.  Is  the  Prince  there  in  perlbn  ?   

|  Had  I  fo  good  occatfon  to  lie  long 
As  you  Prince  Parti)  nothing  but  Heavenly  bufinefs, 
Should  rob  my  Bed-mate  of  my  company. 

Diom.  That's  my  mind  too :  good  morrow,Lord  iAzneas, 
Par.  A  vaiiant  Greek,  tALneas,  take  his  Hand> 

Witnefs  the  procefs  of  your  fpeech  within  j 
You  told  how  Diomede,  in  a  whole  week  by  days 
Did  haunt  you  in  a  Field. 

v£ne.  Health  to  you,  valiant  Sir, 
During  all  queftion  of  the  gentle  Truce  : 

But  when  I  meet  you  arm'd,  as  black  defiance, 
As  heart  can  think,  or  courage  execute. 

Diom.  The  one  -and  other  Diomede  embraces, 
Our  Bloods  are  now  in  calm and  fo  long  health  • 
But  when  contention,'  and  oceafion  meet, 

By  Jove,  1'le  play  the  Hunter  for  thy  life, 
With  all  my  Force,  Purfuit,  and  Policy. 

ts£ne.  And  thou  fhalt  hunt  a  Lion  that  will  flie 

With  his  Face  backward,  in  humane  gentlenefs : 
Welcome  to  Troy  ;  now  by  AnchifesH  life, 
Welcome  indeed  :  by  Venus  hand  I  fyvear, 
No  Man  alive  can  love  in  fuch  a  fort, 
The  thing  he  means  to  kill,  more  excellently. 

Diom.  We  fympathize. .  Jove  teteAIneas  live 
(If  to  my  Sword  his  fate  be  not  the  glory) 
A  thoufand  compleat  courfes  of  the  Sun : 
But  in  mine  emulous  Honour  let  him  die, 
With  every  joynt  a  wound,  and  that  to  morrow. 

<iy£;ie.  We  know  each  other  well. 

Dio.  We  do,  and  long  to  know  each  other  worfe. 

.  Par.  This  is  the  molt  defpightful'fl:  gentle  greeting  j 
The  nobkft  hateful  love,  that  e're  I  heard  of. 
Vvhat  bufinefs,  Lord,  fo  early  ? 

&Ent.  1  was  fent  for  to  the  King ;  but  why,  I  know  not. 
PSn  His  purpofe  meets  you  ;  it  was  to  bring  this  Greek 

To  CakbaPs  houfe :  and  there  to  render  him, 
For  the  enfreed  Anthenor,  the  fair  Creffid : 
Lets  have  your  company  5  or  if  you  pleafe, 
Hafte  there  before  us,  I  conftantly  do  think 

fOr  rather  cr.il  my  thought  a  certain  kuowiedge)  ■ 
My  Brother  Troibts  lodges  thereto  Night. 

Roufehim,  and  give  him  note  of  our  approach, 
With  the  whole  quality,  whereof  1  fear 
We  fliall  be  much  unwelcome. 

IEne.  That  I  allure  you: 
T >  01 Ins  had  rather  Troy  were  born  to  Greece, 
Than  Crc-jjid  born  from  Toy. 

Par.  There  is  no  help: 
The  bitter  difpofition  of  the  time  will  have  itfo. 

On,  Lord,  v/ee'l  follow  you. 
IEne.  Good  morrow  all.  \_Ex'u  /Eltets! 
Par.  And  tell  me,  Noble  Diomede  •  faith  tell  me  true, 

Even  in  the  Soul  of  found  gcod  fdlowfhip, 
Who  in- your  thoughts  merits  fair  thkn  moft  ? 

My  felf,  or  Menelatts  ? Diom.  Both  alike. 

He  merits  well  to  have  her,  that  doth  feck  her, 
Not  making  any  fcruple  of  her  foylure, 
With  fuch  a  Hell  of  pain,  and  world  of  charge. 
And  you  as  well  to  keep  her  that  defend  her, 
Not  palating  the  taft  of  Her  difhonour, 
With  fuch  a  coftly  lofs  of  wealth  and  friends; 
He,  like  a  puling  Cuckold,  would  drink  up 
The  Lees  and  dregs  of  a  flat  tamed  piece  •, 
You  like  a  letcher,  out  of  whcnfli  Loins, 

Are  pleas'd  to  breed  out  your  Inheritors : 
Both  merits  poiz'd,  each  weighs  no  lefs  nor  more, 
But  he  as  he,  which  heavier  for  a  Whore. 

Par.  You  are  too  bitter  to  your  Country-woman. 

'    Dio.  She's  bitter  to  herCoiin trey :  hear  me,  Paris 
For  every  falfe  drop  in  her  baudy  Veins 
A  Grecians  life  hath  funk :  for  every  Scruple 
Of  her  contaminated  Carrion  weight, 
A  Troj.tn  hath  been  flam.  Since  fhe  could  fpeak, 
She  hath  not  given  fo  many  good  words  breath, 
As  for  her  Greek*  and  Trojansfvftxz&  death. 

Par.  Fair  Diomede,  you  do  as  Chapmen  do, 
Difpraife  the  thing  that  you  defire  to  buy : 
But  we  in  filence  hold  this  virtue  well; 
We'll  not  commend,  what  we  intend  to  fell. 
Here  lies  our  way.  ^Exc^t, 

Enter  Troilus  and  Creff.da. 

Troi.  TJear,  trouble  not  your  felf*.  the  morn  is  cold. 

Cref.  Then,  fwcet  my  Lord,  I'le  call  my  Uncle  do wni 
'  He  fhall  unbolt  the  Gates. 

Troi.  Trouble  liimnot: 

To  Bed,  to  Bed:  fletp  ki-I  I  thofe  pretty  Eyes, 
And  give  as  foft  attachment  lo  thy  Sences, 
As  Infants  empty  of  all  thought. 

Cref.  Good  morrow  then. 
Troi.  I  pritftet  now  to  Bed. 
CrtJ,  Are-  yen  a  weary  of  me  ? 
Troi.  O  Crejfida  !  but  that  the  bufy  day 

Wak'd  by  the  Lark,  has  rouz'd  the  Ribald  Crows, 
.  And  dreaming  Night  will  hide  our  Eyes  no  longer : 

I  would  iiot  from  thee.  * 
Cref.  Night  hath  been  too  brief.  (ftays, 
Troi.  Belhrew  the  Witch  !  with  venemous  weights  ihe 

As  hideoufly  as  Hell  •,  but  flies  the  grafps  of  love, 
With  wings  more  momentary,  fwifterthan  thought: 
You  will  catch  cold  and  curfe  me. 

Cref.  Prithee  tarry,  you  men  will  never  tarry  j 

0  foafflhCrejjUtj,  I  might  have  ftttl  held  oft; 
And  then  you  would  have  tarried.  Hcark  there's  one  up. 

Pan.  within.  What's  all  the  doors  open  here  ? 
Troi.  It  is  your  Uncle. 

\_Entcr  Pandarus- 
Cref.  A  Peftilence  on  him  :  now  will  he  be  mocking  : 

1  fhall  have  fuch  a  life. 

Pan.  How  now,  how  now  ?  how  go  Maiden-heads  ? 

Hear,  you  Maid  :  where's  my  Coulin  CreJJid  ? 
Cref.  Go  hang  your  felf,  you  naughty  mocking  Uncle; 

You  bring  me  to  do  and  then  you  flout  me  too. 
Pan.  To  do  what  ?  to  do  what  ?  let  her  fay,  what :  \ 

What  have  I  brought  you  to  do  ?  , 
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Cref.  Come,  come,  befnrew  your  heart :  you'l  ne're  be 
good,  nor  fufFer  others. 

Pan.  Ha,  ha :  alas  poor  wretch :  a  poor  Chipchia,  haft 
not  flept  to  night  !  would  he  not  (a  naughty  man)  let  it 
lleep  :  a  bug- bear  take  him.  {One  knocks. 

Cref.  Did  not  1  tell  you  ?  would  he  were  knock'd  i'th' 
head.  Who's  that  at  door  ?  good  Uncle,  go  and  fee. 
My  Lord,  come  you  again  into  my  Chamber  : 
You  finite  and  mock  me,  as  if  I  meant  naughtily. 

Troi.  Ha,  ha. 

Cref.  Come,  you  are  deceived,  I  think  of  no  fiich  thing. 
How  earneftly  they  knock :  pray  you  come  in.  [Knocks 
I  would  not  for  half  Troy  have  you  feen  here.  {Exeunt. 

Tan.  Who's  there  ?  what's  the  matter  ?  will  you  beat 
down  the  door  ?  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

tAlne.  Good  morrow  Lord,  good  morrow. 

Van.  Who's  there,  my  Lord  tAzneas  ?  by  my  troth  I 
knew  you  not :  what  news  with  you  fo  early  ? 

*s£ne.  Is  not  Prince  Troilus  here  ? 

fan.  Here  ?  what  mould  he  do  here  ? 
tAEne.  Come,  he  is  here,  my  Lord,  do  not  deny  him  : 

It  doth  import  him  much  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Pan.  Is  he  here  fay  you  ?  'tis  more  than  I  know,  I'lebe 
fworn  :  For  my  own  part,  I  came  in  late  j  what  fhould 
he  do  here  ? 

tA-ne.  Who,  nay  then  :  Come,  come,  you'll  do  him 
wrong,  e're  y'  are  ware  .■  you'll  be  fo  true  to  him,  to  be 
falfe  to  him :  Do  not  yon  know  of  him,  but  yet  go  fetch 
him  hither,  go. 

Enter  Troilus. 

Troi.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
zs£ne.  My  Lord,  I  fcarce  have  leifure  to  falute  you, 

My  matter  is  fo  rath  :  there  is  at  hand, 
Pans  your  Brother,  and  Deifhobm, 
The  Grecian  Diomede,  and  our  Anthenor 

Deliver'd  to  us,  and  for  him  forth-with, 
E're  the  firft  Sacrifice,  within  this  hour, 
We  mult  give  up  to  Diomedes  hand 
The  Lady  Creffida. 

Troi.  Is  it  concluded  fo  ? 

<»A.ne.  By  Priam,  and  the  general  State  of  Troyy 
They  are  at  hand,  and  ready  to  effect  it. 

Troi.  How  many  atchievments  mock  me  ? 
I  will  go  meet  them :  and  my  Lord  zAineas, 
We  met  by  chance ,  you  did  not  find  me  here. 

ts£ne.  Good,  good,  my  Lord,  the  fecrets  of  nature 
Have  not  more  gift  in  taciturnity.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Crtffid. 

P*n.  Is't  poffible  ?  no  fooner  got  but  loft  :  the  Devil 
take  Ambenor  ;  the  young  Prince  will  go  mad  :  a  plague 

upon  Anthenor  ;  I  would  they  had  broke's  neck. 
Cref.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ?  who  was  here  ? 
Pan.  Ah,  ah  ■' 
Cref.  Why  Ugh  you  fo  profoundly  ?  where's  my  Lord  ? 

gone?  tell  me,  fweet  Uncle,  what's  the  matter  ? ■ 
Pan.  Would  I  were  as  deep  under  the  earth,  as  I  am 

above. 

Cref.  O  the  Gods !  what's  the  matter  ? 
Pan.  Prithee  get  thee  in  :  would  thou  hadft  ne're  been 

born  •,  I  knew  thou  would'ft  be  his  death.  O  poor  Gen- 
tleman :  a  plague  upon  Anthenor. 

Cref.  Good  Uncle,  I  befeech  you,  on  my  knees,  I  be- 

feech  you,  what's  the  matter? 
Pan.  Thou  muft  be  gone,  wench,  thou  muft  be  gone  , 

thou  art  chang'd  for  Anthenor  :  thou  muft  to  thy  Father, 
and  bi  gone  from  Troilus :  'twill  be  his  death :  'twitt  be 
his  bane,  he  cannot  bear  it. 

Cref.  O  you  immortal  Gods !  I  will  not  go. 
Pan.  Thou  muft. 

Cref.  I  will  not,  Uncle:  I  have  forgot  my  Father. 
I  know  no  touch  of  confanguinity  : 
No  Kin,  no  Love,  no  Blood,  no  Soul  fo  near  me, 
As  the  fweet  Troilus :  O  you  Gods  divine  ! 

Make  CreJ)ld>s  name  the  very  crown  of  falfhood, 

H9 
If  ever  (he  leave  Troilus:  time,  and  death, 
Do  to  this  body  what  extremity  you  can  ; 
But  the  ftrong  Bafe  and  building  of  my  love 
Is  as  the  very  Centre  of  the  earth, 
Drawing  all  things  to.it.    I  will  go  in,  and  weep. Pan.  Do,  do. 

Cref.  Tear  my  bright  Hair,  and  fcratch  my  praifed 
cheeks, 

Crack  my  clear  voice  with  fobs,  and  break  my  heart 
With  founding  Troilus.  I  will  not  go  from  Troy.  {Exit. 

Enter  Paris,  Troilus,  iEneas,  Deiphobus,  Anthenor, and  Diomedes. 

Par.  It  is  great  morning,  and  the  hour  prefixt 
Of  her  delivery  to  this  valiant  Greek 
Comes  faft  upon  :  good  my  Brother  Troilus, 
Tell  you  the  Lady  what  Ihe  is  to  do, 
And  hafte  her  to  the  purpofe. 

Troi.  Walk  into  her  houfe  : 

Pie  bring  her  to  the  Grecian  prefently 
And  to  his  hand  when  I  deliver  her, 
Think  it  an  Altar,  and  thy  Brother  Troilus 
A  Prieft,  there  offering  to  it  his  heart. 

Par.  I  knew,  what  'tis  to  love, 
And  would,  as  I  (hall  pity,  I  could  help. 
Pleafe  you  walk  in,  my  Lords.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Creffid. 

Pan.  Be  moderate,  be  moderate. 

Cref.  Why  tell  you  me  of  moderation  ? 
The  grief  is  fine,  full  perfect  that  I  tafte, 
And  no  lefs  in  a  fenfc  as  ftrong,  as  that 

Which  caufeth  it.  How  can  I  mod'rate  it/ 
If  I  could  temporife  with  my  affection, 

Or  brew  it  to  a  weak  and  colder  palat,  « 

The  like  allayment  could  I  give  my  grief.' 
My  love  admits  do  qualifying  crofs. Enter  Troilus. 

No  more  my  grief,  in  fuch  a  precious  lofs. 
Pan.  Here,  here,  here  he  comes,  a  fweet  Duck. 

Cref.  O  Troilus,  Troilus. 
Pan.  What  a  pair  of  fpectacles  is  here  ?  let  me  embrace 

too:  oh  Heart,  as  the  goodly  faying  is  j  O  Heart,  heavy 
Heart,  why  fitteft  thou  without  breaking  ?  where  he  an 
fwers  again ;  becaufe  thou  canft  not  eafe  thy  fmart  by 
friendfhip,  nor  by  fpeaking :  there  was  never  a  truer  time ; 
let  us  caft  away  nothing,  for  we  may  live  to  have  need  of 

fuch  a  Verfe  •,  we  fee  it,  we  fee  it :  how  now,  Lambs  ? 
Troi.  Creffid,  I  lovethee  in  foftrangea  purity ; 

That  the  bleft  Gods,  as  angry  with  my  fancy, 

More  bright  in  zeal,  than  the  devotion  which 
Cold  lips  blow  to  their  Deities,  take  thee  from  me. 

Cref.  Have  the  Gods  envy  ? 

Pan.  I,  I,  I,  I,  'us  too  plain  a  cafe. 
Cref.  And  is  it  true,  that  I  muft  go  from  Troy? 
Troi.  A  hateful  truth. 

Cref  What,  and  from  Troilus  too  ? 
Troi.  From  Troy,  and  Troilus. 

Cref.  Is't  poffible  ? 
Troi.  And  fuddenly,  where  injury  of  chance 

Puts  back  leave-taking,  juftles  roughly  by 
All  time  of  paufe :  rudely  beguiles  our  lips 
Of  all  rejoyndure :  forcibly  prevents 

Our  lock'd  embrafures    ftrangles  our  dear  vows, 
Even  in  the  birth  of  our  own  labouring  breath. 
We  two,  that  with  fo  many  thoufand  iighs 
Did  buy  each  other,  muft  poorly  fell  our  felves, 
With  the  rude  brevity  and  difcharge  of  cne^ 

Injurious,  time,  now  with  a  Robbers  hafte 
Crams  his  rich  Theevery  up,  he  knows  not  how. 
As  many  farewels  as  be  ftarsin  Heaven, 

With  diftinct  breath,  and  confign'd  kiffes  to  them, 
He  fumbles  up  in  a  loofe  adieu : 
And  fcants  us  with  a  fingle  famifht  kifs, 

Diftafting 
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DiitaJting  with  the  Salt  of  broken  tears. 
Enter  /Eneas. 

tineas  within.  My  Lord,  is  the  Lady  ready  ? 
Trot.  Hark,  you  are  callM :  fome  fay  the  Genius  fo 

Cries,  come,  to  him  that  inftantly  muft  die. 
Bid  them  have  patience  ;  (he  fhall  come  anon. 

Pan.  Where  are  my  tears?  rain,  to  lay  this  wind,  or 
my  Heart  will  be  blown  up  by  the  Root. 

Cref.  I  mult  then  to  the  Grecians  ? 
Troi.  No  remedy. 

Cref.  A  woful  Crefftd  'mongft  the  merry  Greeks. 
Troi.  When  fhall  we  fee  again  ? 

Hear  me,  my  Love  :  be  thou  but  true  of  Heart. 
Cref.  1  true  ?  how  now  ?  what  wicked  deem  is  this  ? 
Troi.  Nay,  we  muft  ufe  expoftulation  kindly, 

For  it  is  parting  from  us: 
I  fpeak  not,  be  thou  true,  as  fearing  thee  : 
For  I  will  throw  my  Glove  to  death  himfelf, 

That  there's  no  maculation  in  thy  Heart ; 
But  be  thou  true,  fay  I,  to  fafhion  in 
My  fequentProteftation  :  be  thou  true, 
And  I  will  fee  thee. 

Cref.  O  you  fhall  be  expos'd,  my  Lord,  to  dangers 
As  infinite,  as  imminent :  but  Pie  be  true. 

Troi.  And  Tie  grow  friend  with  danger  £ 
Wear  this  Sleeve. 

Cref.  And  you  this  Glove. 
When  fhall  I  fee  you  ? 

Troi.  I  will  corrupt  the  Grecian  Centinels 
To  give  thee  nightly  vifitation  : 
But  yet  be  true. 

Cref.  O  Heavens,  be  true  again  ? 
Troi.  Hear  why  1  fpeak  it,  Love :  . 

The  Grecian  youths  are  full  of  quality, 

Their  loving  well  compos'd,  with  gift  of  Nature, 
Flowing  and  fwelling  o're  with  Arts  and  exercife : 
How  novelties  may  move,  and  parts  with  perfon? 
Alas,  a  kind  of  godly  jealoufie, 
Which  1  befeech  you  call  a  vertuous  fin, 
Makes  me  afraid. 

Cfef.  O  Heavens,  you  love  me  not ! 
Troi.  Dye  I  a  villain  then : 

In  this  I  do  not  call  your  Faith  in  queftion 
So  mainly  as  my  merit :  I  cannot  ling, 
Nor  heel  the  high  Lavolt;  not  fweeten  talk  ; 
Nor  play  at  fubtle  games ;  fair  Virtues  all : 
To  which  the  Grecians  are  moft  prompt  and  pregnant : 
But  I  can  tell  that  in  each  grace  of  thefe, 
There  lurks  a  ftill  and  dumb-difcourfive  devil, 
That  tempts  moft  cunningly  :  but  be  not  tempted. 

Cref.  Do  not  think,  I  will. 
Trot.  No,  but  fome  thing  may  be  done  that  we  will  not : 

And  fometimes  we  are  Devils  to  our  felves, 
When  we  will  tempt  the  frailty  of  our  powers, 
Prefuming  on  their  changeful  potencie. 

tAZneas  within.  Nay,  good  my  Lord. 
Troi.  Come  kifs,  and  let  us  part. 
Paris  within.  Brother  Troths. 

Troi.  Good  Brother,  come  you  hither, 
And  bring  tineas  and  the  Grecian  with  you. 

Cref.  My  Lord,  will  you  be  true  ? 
Troi.  Who  1  ?  alas  it  is  my  vice,  my  fault : 

While  others  Fifh  with  craft  for  great  Opinion, 

I,  with  great  truth,  catch  meer  fimplicity-, 
Whil'ft  fomfc  with  cunning  gild  their  Copper  Crowns, 
With  truth  and  plainnefsl  do  wear  mine  bare. 

Enter  the  Creeps. 

Fear  not  my  truth ;  the  moral  of  my  Wit 

Is  plain  and  true,  there's  all  the  reach  of  it. 
Welcome,  Sir  Diomede,  here  is  the  Lady 
Which  for  Anther.or  we  deliver  you. 
At  the  Port  (Lord)  Pie  give  her  to  thy  hand, 

And  by  the  way  pofl'efs  thee  what  (lie  is. Entreat  her  fair ;  and  by  my  Soul,  fair  Greek, 

If  e're  thou  ftand  at  mercy  of  my  Sword, 
Name  Cref  id,  and  thy  life  fhall  be  as  fafe 
As  Priam  is  in  J  lion. 

Dtom.  Fair  Lady  Creffid, 

So  pleafe  you,  fave  the  thanks  this  Prince  experts : 
The  luftre  in  your  Eye,  Heaven  in  your  cheek, 
Pleads  your  fair  ufage,  and  to  Diomede 
You  fhall  be  Miftrefs,  and  command  him  wholly. 

Troi.  Grecian,  thou  doft  not  ufe  me  courteoufly: 
To  fhame  the  Seal  of  my  Petition  towards, 
I  prailiug  her.  I  tell  thee,  Lord  of  Greece, 
She  is  as  far  high-foaring  o're  thy  praifes, 
As  thou  unworthy  to  be  lall'd  her  Servant-. 
I  charge  thee  ufe  her  well,  even  for  my  charge: 
For  by  the  dreadful  Pluto,  if  thou  do'ft  not, 
(Though  the  great  bulk  Achilles  be  thy  Guard) 
Pie  cut  thy  Throat. 
Dwm.  Oh  be  not  mov'd,  Prince  Troilus ; 

Let  me  be  privileg'd  by  my  place  and  melTage, 
To  be  a  fpeaker  free ;  when  I  am  hence, 
Pie  anfwer  to  my  luft  :  and  know,  my  Lord, 
Pie  nothing  do  on  charge  ••  to  her  own  worth 
She  fhall  be  priz'd  :  but  that  you  fay,  be't  fo ; 
Pie  fpeak  in  my  Spirit  and  honour,  no. 

Troi.  Come  to  the  Port.  Tie  tell  thee,  Diomede, 
This  Brave  fhall  oft  make  thee  to  hide  thy  Head : 

Lady,  give  me  your  hand,  and  as  we  walk,  " To  our  own  felves  bend  we  our  needful  talk. 
[Sound  Trumpet. 

Par.  Hark,  HeRor^  Trumpet. 
tAzne.  How  have  we  fpent  this  morning  ? 

The  Prince  muft  think  me  tardy  and  remifs, 

That  fwore  to  ride  before  him  in'the  Field. 
Par.  'TisTraY/w  fault :  come,  come,  to  Field  with  him. 

[Exeunt. Dio.  Let  us  make  ready  ftreight. 

*Atne.  Yea,  with  a  Bridegroom's  frefh  alacrity 
Let  us  addrefs  to  tend  on  Heclorh  heels : 

The  glory  of  our  Troy  doth  this  day  lie 
On  his  fair  worth,  and  fingle  Chivalry. 

Enter  Ajax  armed,  Achilles,  Patrodus,  Agamemnon,  Me- 
nelaus,  Ulyfles,  Ncftor,  Calcas,  &c. 

Aga.  Here  art  thou  in  appointment  frefh  and  fair, 
Anticipating  time.  With  ftarting  courage, 
Give  with  thy  Trumpet  a  loud  note  to  Troy, 
Thou  dreadful  Ajax>  that  the  appauled-Air 
May  pierce  the  head  of  the  great  Combatant, 
And  hale  him  hither. 

Aja.  Thou  Trumpet,  there's  my  Purfe  ; 
Now  crack  thy  Lungs,  and  fplitthy  Brafen  Pipe : 
Blow  villain,  till  thyfphered  Bias  Cheek 
Out-fwell  the  Cholick  of  puft  Aquilon; 
Come,  ftretch  thy  cheft,  and  let  thy  Eyes  fpout  Blood : 
Thou  bloweft  for  Hector. 

Vlyff.  No  Trumpet  anfwers. 
Achtl.  Tisbut  early  days. 

Enter  Diomede  and  Creffid. 

Aga.  Is't  not  young  Diomede  with  Calcas  Daughter  ? 
Vlyf.  'Tis  he/l  ken  the  manner  of  his  Gate, 

He  rifes  on  the  Toe :  that  Spirit  of  his 
In  afpiration  lifts  him  from  the  Earth. 

Aga.  Is  this  the  Lady  Creffid  ? Dio.  Even  fhe. 

Aga.  Moft  dearly  welcome  to  the  Greeks,  fweet Lady. 

Nefi.  Our  General  doth  falute  you  with  a  Kifs. 

Vlyf.  Yet  is  your  kindnefs  but  particular ;  'twere  better fhe  were kift  in  general. 
Neil.  And  very  courtly  counfel  :  Pie  begin.    So  much 

for  Neftor. 
Achil.  Pie  take  that  Winter  from  your  Lips :  fair  Lady, 

Achilles  bids  you  welcome. 
Mene. 
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Men.  I  had  good  argument  for  kiffing  once. 

Patro.  But/that's  no  argument  for  killing  now 

For  thus  pop'd  Paris  in  his  hardiment. 
Vlyf.  Oh  deadly  gall,  and  theam  of  all  our  fcorns, 

For  which  we  lofe  our  heads,  to  gild  his  horns. 
Patro.  The  firffc  was  Menelans  kifs,  this  mine  j 

Putroclus  kifles  you. 
Men.  Oh  this  is  trim. 
Pa.tr.  Pans  and  I  kifs  evermore  for  him. 

Men.  Pie  have  my  kifs,  Sir  :  Lady,  by  your  leave. 
Cref.  In  kiffing  do  you  render,  or  receive  ? 
Patr.  Both  take  and  give. 
Cref  Pie  make  my  match  to  give, 

The  kifs  you  take  is  better  than  you  give  :  therefore  no !kifs. 

Men.  Pie  give  you  boot,  Pie  give  you  three  for  one. 

Cref.  You  are  an  odd  Man,  give  even,  or  give  none. 
Men.  An  odd  Man,  Lady  ?  every  man  is  odd. 

Cref.  No,  Paris  is  not    for  you  know  'tis  true, 
That  you  are  odd,  and  he  is  even  with  you. 

Men.  Yoii  fillip  me  o'th'  head. 
Cref.  No,  Pie  be  fworn. 

Vlyf.  It  were  no  match,  your  Nail  againft  his  Horn 

May  I,  fweet  Lady,  beg  a  kifs  of  you  ? 
Cref  You  may. 

Vlyf  I  do  defire  it. 

Cref  Why  beg  then. 
Vlyf  Why  then  for  V&m  fake,  give  me  a  kifs : 

Whehi#A#  isa  Maid  again,  and  his  - 

Cref.  I  ;un  your  debtor,  claim  it  when  'tis  due. 

Vkf  Never's  my  Day,  and  then  a  kifs  of  you. 
Dlom.  Lady,  a  word,  Pie  bring  you  to  your  Father. 

Nefi.  A  Woman  of  quick  Sence. 

Vlyf.  Fie,  fie  upon  her  : 

There's  language  in  her  Eye,  her  Cheek,  her  Lip  •, 
Nay,  her  Foot  fpeaks,  her  wanton  Spirits  look  ouC 

At  every  joynt,  and  motive  of  her  Body  : 
Oh  thefe  encounters  fo  glib  of  Tongue, 

That  give  a  coafting  welcome  e're  it  comes  ; 
And  wide  unclafp  the  Tables  of  their  thoughts, 

To  every  tickling  Reader    fet  them  down, 

For  fluttilh  fpoilsof  opportunity  -7 
And  Daughters  of  the  game.  [Exeunt . 

Enter  all  of  Troy,  Hector,  Paris,  iEneas,  Helenus,  and 
Attendants. 

All.  The  Trojans  Trumpet. 

Aga.  Yonder  comes  the  Troop. 
lAinc.  Hail  all  you  Hate  of  Greece :  what  (hall  be  done 

To  him  that  Victory  commands  ?  or  do  you  pui  pofe, 
A  Victor  fhall  be  known :  will  you,  the  Knights 

Shall  to  the  edge  of  all  extremity 

Purfue  each  other  j  or  fhall  be  divided 

By  any  voice,  or  order  of  the  Field :  Hettor  bad  ask  ? 

Aga.  Which  way  would  Hettor  have  it  ? 

j£nc.  He  cares  not,  he'll  obey  conditions. 
Aga.  'Tis  done  like  Hettor,  but  fecurely  done, 

A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  difprifing 

TheKnighr  oppos'd. 
lAlne.  If  not  Achilles,  Sir,  what  is  your  name? 
Achd.  If  not  Achilles,  nothing. 

e/£«e.  Therefore  Achilles :  but  what  e're,  know  this, 
In  the  extremity  of  great  and  little  : 
Valour  and  Pride  excel  themfelves  in  Heclor ; 

i  The  one  almoft  as  infinite  as  all, 

The  other  blank  as  nothing  :  weigh  him  well  •• And  that  which  looks  like  Pride,  is  Courtefie  : 
This  Ajax  is  half  made  of  Htiior\  Blood, 

In  love  whereof,  half  Heclor  ftay's  at  home : 
Hak  heart,  half  hand,  half  Heclor,  comes  to  feek 

This  blended  Knight,  half  Trojan  and  half  Creek, 
Achil  A  Maiden  Battel  then  ?  O  I  perceive  you. 
Aga.  Here  is  Sir  IHomeds  :  Go  gentle  Knight, 
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Stand  by  our  Ajax :  as  you  and  Loid  <^£neas 
Confent  upon  the  order  of  their  fight, 
So  be  it ;  either  to  the  uttermoft, 
Or  elfea  breach  :  the  Combatants  being  kin, 
Half  Hints  their  Itrife,  before  their  ftrokes  begird 

Vlyf  They  are  oppos'd  already. 
Aga.  What  Trojan  is  that  fame,  that  looks  fo  he2vy.?  » 
Vlyf.  The  youngeft  Son  of  Priam^ 

And  a  true  Knight  •,  they  call  hixnTroilus ; 
Not  yet  mature,  yet  matchlefs,  firm  of  word, 

'Speaking  in  deeds,  and  deedlefs  in  his  Tongue-, 
Not  ibon  provok'd,  nor  being  provok'd,  fooncahrTdj 
His  heart  and  hand  both  open,  and  both  free : 
For  what  he  has,  he  gives  ;  what  thinks,  he  Ihews  j 
Yet  gives  he  not  till  judgment  guide  his  bounty, 
Nor  dignifies  an  impair  thought  with  Breath : 
Manly  as  Hettor,  but  more  dangerous ; 
For  Heclor  in  his  blaze  of  wrath  fnbfcribes 

To  tender  Objects  j  but  he  in  heat  of  Action 
Is  more  vindicative  than  jealous  love. 
They  call  him  Troilus ;  and  on  him  erect 

A  fecond  hope,  as  fairly  built  as  Heclor. 
Thus  fays  tAzneas,  one  that  knows  the  youth, 
Even  to  his  inches:  and  with  private  Soul, 
Did  in  great  llion  thus  tranflate  him  to  me.  [Alarum. 

Aga.  They  are  in  action. 
Nefi.  Now  Ajax  hold  thine  own. 

Troi.  Hdlor  thou  lkep'lt ,  awake  thee. 

Aga.  His  blows  are  well  dilpos'd  there,  Ajax.  [Trumpets 
Diom.  You  muft  no  more.  ceafe. 
lAzne.  Princes,  enough,  fo  pleafeyou.  I 
Aja.  I  am  not  warm  yet,  let  us  fight  again. 
Diom.  As  Hettor  pleafes. 
Hett.  Why  then  will  I  no  more : 

Thou  art,  great  Lord,  my  Father's  Sifter's  Son  \ 
A  Coufin  Germain  to  great  Priam's  Seed :  ( 
The  obligation  of  our  Blood  forbids  , 

A  gory  emulation  'twixt  us  twain  :  ' 
Were  thy  commixtion  GVee^and  Trojan  fb,  ] 
That  thou  could'ft  fay,  this  hand  is  Grecian  all, 
And  this  is  Trojan  ■  the  Sinews  of  this  Leg 
All  Greeks,  and  this  all  Troy  •  my  Mother's  Blood 
Runs  on  the  dexter  Cheek,  and  this  Sinifter 

Bounds  in  my  Father's :  by  Jove  multipotent, 
Thou  fhould'ft  not  bear  from  me  a  Greekifh  member 
Wherein  my  Sword  had  not  impreflure  made 
Of  our  rank  feud :  but  the  juft  Gods  gainfay, 

That  any  drop  thou  borrow'dft  from  thy  Mother^ 
My  facred  Aunt,  Ihould  by  my  mortal  Sword 

Be  drain'd.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  Ajax:  ( 
By  him  that  thunders,  thou  haft  luftyArmsj 
Hettor  would  have  them  fall  upon  him  thusi 

Coufin,  all  honour  to  thee. 
Aja.  I  thank  thee,  Hettor  : 

Thou  art  too  gentle,  and  too  free  a  man  : 
I  came  to  kill  thee,  Coufin,  and  bear  hence 

A  great  addition,  earned  in  thy  death. 
Hett.  Not  Neoptolenws  fo  mirable, 

On  whofe  bright  Creft,  Fame  with  her  loud'ft  (O  yes) 
Cries,  This  is  he,  could  promifc  to  hirufelf, 
A  thought  of  added  Honour,  torn  from  He&or: 

lALne.  There  is  expectance  here  from  both  the  fides : 
What  further  you  will  do. 

Hett.  We'll  anfwer  it : 
The  iflue  is  embracement :  Ajax  farewel. 

Aja.  [f  I  might  in  entreaties  find\fuccefs, 
As  leld  I  have  the  chance ;  I  would  defire 

My  famous  Coufin  to  our  Grecian  Tents- 

Diom.  'Tis  Agamemnon"'**  wilh,  and  great  Achilks 
Doth  long  to  feeunarin'd  the  valiant  Hettoi-. 

Hett.  tALneai,  call  my  Brother  Troilus  to  me: 
And  iignine  this  loving  enterview 
To  the  expectors  of  our  Trojan  part : 
Defire  them  home.  Give  me  thy  hand,  my  Couiin  ? 

I  will 
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I  will  go  eat  with  the-e,  and  fee  your  Knights. 
Enter  Agamemnon  and  the  reft. 

Aja.  Great  Agamemnon  comes  to  meet  us  here. 
Heft.  The  worthieft  of  them,  tell  me  name  by  name: 

But  {ox  Achilles,  mine  own  fearching  eyes 
Shall  find  him  by  his  large  and  portly  iize. 

Aga.  Worthy  of  Arms*  as  welcome  as  to  one, 
That  would  be  rid  of  fiich  an  Enemy. 
But  that's  no  welcome :  underfland  more  clear, 

What's  paft  and  what's  to  come,  is  ftrew'd  with  husk's And  formlefs  ruin  of  oblivion : 
But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  troth, 

Strain'd  purely  from  all  hollow  bias  drawing, 
Bids  thee  with  molt  divine  integrity, 
From  heart  of  very  heart,  great  Heftor,  welcome. 

Heft.  I  thank  thee,  raoft  imperious  Agamemnon. 

Aga.  My  well  fam'd  Lord  of  Troy,  no  lefs  to  you. 
Men.  Let  me  confirm  my  Princely  Brothers  greeting, 

Yon  brace  of  warlike  Brothers,  welcome  hither. 
Heft.  Whom  muft  we  anfwer  ? 
<tAine.  The  Noble  Menelatu. 

Heft.  O,  you  my  Lord,  by  Mars  his  gauntlet,  thanks, 
Mock  not,  that  I  afFecl  th'  untraded  Oath, 
Your  quondam  wife  fwears  Hill  by  Venus  Glove-, 
She's  well,  but  bad  me  not  commend  her  to  you. 

Men.  Name  her  not  now,  Sir,  flit's  a  deadly  Theam. 
Heft.  O  pardon,  I  offend. 
Neft.  1  have  (thou  gallant  Trojan)  feen  thee  oft 

Labouring  for  deftiny,  make  cruel  way 

Through  ranks  of  Greekifli  youth  •,  and  I  have  feen  thee, 
As  hot  as  Perfeus,  fpur  thy  Phrygian  Ste.d, 
And  feen  thee  fcorning  forfeits  and  fubduements, 

When  thou  haft  hang  thy  advanced  Sword  i'th'  Air, 
Nor  letting  it  decline  on  the  declined  : 
That  1  have  fa  id  unto  my  ftanders  by, 
Lo  Jupiter  is  yonder,  dealing  life. 
And  I  have  feen  thee  paufe,  and  take  thy  breath, 

When  that  a  Ring  of  Greeks,  have  hemm'd  thee  in, 
Like  an  Olympian  wraftling.  This  have  1  feen, 
But  this  thy  countenance  (itill  lockt  in  Steel) 
I  never  faw  till  now.    1  knew  thy  Grandlire, 
And  once  fought  with  him  j  he  was  a  Souldier  good, 
But  by  great  Mars  (the  Captain  of  us  all,) 
Never  like  thee.    Let  an  Old  Man  embrace  thee, 
And  (worthy  Warrior)  welcome  to  our  Tents. 

<sAne.  'Tis  the  old  Ntftor. 
Hi  ft.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  good  old  Chronicle, 

That  haftfo  long  walkt  hand  in  hand  with  time : 
Moft  Reverend  Neftor,  I  am  glad  to  clafp  thee. 

Neft.  I  would  my  Arms  could  match  thee  in  contention, 
As  they  contend  with  thee  in  courtelie. 

Heft.  I  would  they  could. 

Nesl.  Ha  ?  by  this  white  beard  l'ld  fight  with  thee  to 
morrow.  Well,welcome.  welcome  :  I  have  feen  the  time— 

Vlyf.  I  wonder  now  how  yonder  City  ftands, 
When  we  have  here  her  Bafe  and  Pillar  by  us. 

Heft.  I  know  your  favour,  Lord  Vlyfes,  well. 

Ah,  Sir,  there's  many  a  C7ra^and  Trojan  dead  ; 
Since  firft  I  faw  your  felf  and  Diomede 
In  lUon,  on  your  Greekifli  Embafie. 

Vlyf.  Sir,  I  foretold  youthen  what  would  enfue, 

My  Prophecy  is  but  half  his  journey  yet  -7 
For  yonder  Walls  that  partly  front  your  Town  : 
Yond  Towers,  whofe  wanton  tops  do  bufs  the  Clouds, 
Muft  kifs  their  own  Feet. 

Heft.  1  muft  not  believe  you  : 
There  they  ftand  yet :  and  modeftly  I  think, 
The  fall  of  every  Phrygian  Stone  will  coft 
A  drop  of  Grecian  Blood  :  the  end  crowns  all, 
And  that  old  common  Arbitrator,  Time, 
Will  one  Day  end  it. 

Vlyf.  So  to  h  im  we  leave  it. 

Moft  gentle,  and  moft  valiant  Htftor,  welcome  •, 
After  the  General,  1  befeech  you  next 

To  feaft  with  me,  and  fee  me  at  my  Tent. 
AchiU.  1  (hall  foreftal  thee,  Lord  VlyJJes,  thou  : 

Now  Heftorl  have  fed  mine  Eyes  on  thee, 

I  have  with  exact  view  perus'd  thee,  Heftor, 
And  quoted  joynt  by  joynt. 

Heft.  Is  this  Achilles} 
Achil.  I  am  Achilles. 

Heft.  Stand  fair,  I  prithee,  let  me  look  on  thee. 
Achil.  Behold  thy  fill. 
Heft.  Nay,  1  have  done  already. 
AchU.  Thou  art  too  brief,  I  will  the  fecond  time, 

As  I  would  buy  thee,  view  thee,  limb  by  limb. 

Heft.  O  like  a  Book  of  fport  thou'lt  read  me  o're : 
But  there's  more  in  me  than  thou  underftand'ft. 
Why  doeft  thou  fo  opprefs  me  with  thine  Eye  ? 

Achil.  Tell  me,  you  Heavens,  in  which  part  of  his  Body 
Shall  I  deftroy  him  ?  Whether  there,  or  there,  or  there, 
That  1  may  give  the  Local  wound  a  name, 
And  make  diftincT;  the  very  breach,  where-out 
Htftorh  great  Spirit  flew.    Anfwer  me,  Heavens. 

Heft.  It  would  difcredit  the  bleft  Gods,  Proud  Man, 
To  anfwer  fuch  a  Queftion  :  Stand  again  ; 

Think'ft  thou  to  catch  my  life  fo  pleafantly, 
As  to  prenominate  in  nice  conjecture, 
Where  thou  wilt  hit  me  dead  ? 

Achil.  I  tell  thee,  yea. 

Htft.  Wert  thou  the  Oracle  to  tell  me  lb, 

l'ld  not  believe  thee:  henceforth  guard  thee  well, 
For  Pie  not  kill  thee  there,  nor  there,  nor  there, 
But  by  the  Forge  that  ftythied  Mars  his  Helm, 

I'le  kill  thee  every  where,  yea  o're  and  o're. 
You  wifeft  Grecians,  pardon  me  this  brag, 
His  infolence  draws  folly  from  my  Lips, 

But  l'le  endeavour  Deeds  to  match  thefe  Words, 

Or  may  I  never-  
Ajax.  Do  not  chafe  thee,  Coufin :  • 

And  you  Achilles,  let  thefe  threats  alone 

Till  accident,  or  purpofe  bring  you  to't. 
You  may  have  every  day  enough  of  Heftory 
If  you  have  Stomach.    The  general  ftate,  I  fear, 
Can  fcarce  intreat  you  to  be  odd  with  him. 

Heft.  I  pray  you,  letus  fee  you  in  the  Field, 

We  have  had  pelting  Wars  fince  you  refus'd 
The  Grecian's  Caufe. 

Achil.  Do'ft  thou  intreat  me,  Htftor  I 
To  morrow  do  I  meet  thee,  fell  as  death, 

To  Night,  all  Friends. 
Heft.  Thy  hand  upon  that  match. 

Aga.  Firft,  all  you  Peers  of  Greece  go  to  my  Tent, 
There  in  the  full  convive  you :  Afterwards, 
As  Heftorh  leifure,  and  your  bounties  ftiall 

Concur  together,  feverally  intreat  him. 
Beat  loud  the  Taborins,  let  the  Trumpets  blow. 

That  this  great  Souldier  mav  his  welcome  know.  f_ Exeunt. 
trot.  My  Lord  Vlyfes,  tell  me,  1  befeech  you, 

In  what  place  of  the  Field  doth  Calcaskeen  ? 
Vlyf.  At  Menelans  Tent,  moft  Princely  Troilus, 

There  Diomede  doth  feaft  with  him  to  Night, 
Who  neither  looks  on  Heaven,  nor  on  Earth, 

But  gives  all  gaze  and  bent  of  amorous  view 
On  the  fair  C  re  fid. 

Trot.  Shall  I  (fvveet  Lord)  be  bound  to  thee  fo  much, 

After  we  part  from  AgamemnorPs  Tent, 
To  bring  me  thither  t 

Vlyf.  You  fliall  command  me,  Sir : 
As  gentle  tell  me,  of  what  Honour  was 

This  Crefda  in  Troy,  had  fhe  no  Lover  there, 
That  wails  her  abfence  ? 

Trot.  O  Sir,  to  fuch  as  boafting  fhew  their  fears, 

A  mock  is  due :  will  you  walk  on,  my  Lord  ? 

She  was  belov'd,  flie  lov'd  j  ihe  is,  and  doth. 

But  ftill,  fwcet  love  is  Food  for  Fortunes  tooth.  [Exeunt. Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

Achil.  Tie  heat  his  Blood  with  Greekifli  Wine  to  Night, 
Which 



Wtoroclus,  let  us  Fcaft  him  to  the  height. 
far.  Here  comes  Tberftes. 

Enter  Therfites. 

Achil.  How  now,  thou  core  of  Envy  ? 

Thou  cruftv  batch  of  Nature,  what's  the  news  ? 
That:  Why,  thou  Pidture  of  what  thou  feem.'ft,and  Idol 

of  Idiot-worihippers,  here's  a  Letter  for  thee. 
Achil.  From  whence,  Fragment  ? 
Ther.  \\  h/,thou  fuli  dim  of  Fool,  from  Troy. 
Parr.  Who  keeps  the  Tent  now  ? 

Ther.  The  Surgeon's  Box,  or  the  Patient's  Wound. 
Patr.  Wellfaid,  Adveriity,  and  what  need  thefe  tricks  ? 
Ther.  Prithee  be  filent,  Boy,  1  profit  not  by  thy  talk, 

thou  art  thought  to  be  Achilles'*,  male  Varlet. 
Patr.  Male  Varlet,  you  Rogue?  What's  that? 
Ther.  Why,  his  mafculine  Whore.    Now  the  rotten 

difeafesof  the  South,  Guts-griping,  Ruptures,  Catarrhs 
Load^o'graveli'th'  backs,Lethargies,cold  Palfies,  and  the 
like,  take  ar.d  take  again  fuchprepofterous  difcoveries. 

Patr.  Why,  thou  damnable  box  of  Envy,  thou,  what 
mean'it  thou  to  Curte  thus  ? 

Ther.  Do  I  Curfe  thee  ? 

Patr.  Why  no,  you  ruinous  Butt ,  you  whorfon  indi- 
ftinguiihable  Cur. 

Ther.  No  ?  Why  art  thou  then  exafperate  ,  thou  idle 

immaterial  skein  of  llevd  Silk  •,  thou  green  Sarcenet  Hap 
for  afore  Eye,  thou  tofiel  of  a  Prodigals  Purfe,  thou  ?  Ah, 

how  the  poor  World  is  peftred  with  fuch  water-Hies,  di- 
minutives of  Nature. 

Patr.  Out  gall. 
Ther.  Finch  Egg. 

Achtl-  My  fweet  Patrocltts,  I  am  th'warted  quite 
From  my  great  purpofe  in  to  morrows  battel : 
Here  is  a  Letter  from  Queen  Hecuba, 
A  Token  from  her  daughter,  my  fair  Love, 
Both  taxing  me,  and  gaging  me  to  keep 
An  Oath  that  I  have  fworn.  I  will  not  break  it, 

Fall  G'retk^,  fail  Fame,  Honour,  or  go,  or  ftay, 
My  major  Vow  lies  here  \  this  Pie  obey : 
Come,  come,  Therfites,  help  to  trim  my  Tent, 
This  night  in  banqueting  mull:  all  be  fpent. 
Away,  Patroclus.  \_Exit. 

Ther.  With  too  much  blood,  and  too  little  brain,  thefe 

two  may  run  mad  ••  but  if  with  too  much  brain,  and  too 
little  blood,  they  do,  Pie  be  a  Curer  of  Mad-men.  Here's 
Agamemnon,  an  honeft  Fellow  enough,  and  one  that  loves 
Quails,  but  he  has  not  fo  much  Brain  as  Ear-wax ;  and  the 
good  transformation  of  Jupiter  there  his  Brother,  the 
Bull,  the  primitive  Statue,  and  oblique  memorial  of  Cuc- 

kolds, a  thrifty  fhcoing-horn  in  a  chain  ,  hanging  at  his 
Brothers  Leg ;  to  what  form,  but  that  he  is,  mould  wit 
larded  with  malice,  and  malice  forced  with  wit,  turn  him 
to  ?  to  an  Afs  were  nothing,  he  is  both  Afs  and  Ox  ;  to 

an  Ox  were  nothing,  he  is  both  Ox  and  Afs-,  to  be  a 
Dogg,  a  Mule,  a  Cat,  a  Fitchew,  a  Toad,  a  Lizard,  an 
Owl,  a  Puttock,  or  a  Herring  without  a  Roe,  I  would 
not  care :  But  to  be  Mcnelaus,  I  would  confpire  againft 
Deftiny.  Ask  me  not  what  I  would  be,  if  I  were  not  Ther- 
fites  •.  for  I  care  not  to  be  the  Lowfe  of  a  Lazar,  fo  I  were 
not  Menelaus.    Hoy-day,  Spirits  and  Fires. 

ItoerHeftor,  Ajax,  Agamemnon,  UlyfTes,  Neftor,  Dio- 
mede,  with  Lights. 

Aga.  We  go  wrong,  we  go  wrong. 

Aja.  No,  yonder  'tis,  there  where  we  fee  the  Light. 
HeB.  I  trouble  you. 

Ajax.  No,  not  a  whit. 
Enter  Achilles. 

Vlyf.  Here  comes  himfelfto  guide  you. 
Achil.  Welcome  brave  Hector,  welcome  Princes  all. 
Agam.  So,  now  fair  Prince  of  Troy,  I  bid  good  night, 

Aj.-x  commands  the  Guard  to  tend  on  you. 
Hell.  Thasksj  and  good  night  to  the  Gretas  General, 

Men.  Good  night,  my  Lord. 

fJttl,  Good  nigfti  weefc  Lord iMcnelgtii.  » 
Ther.  Sweet  dratigfit!  fweet  quoth  a?   fwcet  Sink tweet  Sure. 

Achil.  Good  night,  and  welcom,  both  at  once,  to  thofe that  go,  or  tarry. 

Aga.  Good  night. 
Achil.  Old  Nejlor  tarries,  and  you  too,  Diomede, 

Keep  Htctor  company  an  hour  or  two. 
Dio.  I  cannot,  Lord,  I  have  important  bufinefs, 

The  tide  whereof  is  now ;  Good  night,  great  HittoY. 
Heel.  Give  me  your  hand. 

Vlyf,  Follow  his  Torch,  he  goes  to  Calchas^s  Tent, Plekeep  you  company. 
Trot.  Sweet  Sir,  you  honour  me. 
Heel.  And  fo  Good  night. 

Achil.  Come,  come,  enter  my  Tent.  [^Exeunt. 
Ther.  That  fame  Dtomedh  a  falfe-hearted  Rogue,  a  molt 

unjuft  Knave ;  I  will  no  more  truft  him  when  he  leers,  than 
I  will  a  Serpent  when  he  hifTes :  He  will  fpend  his  mouth 
and  promife,  like  Brabler  the  Hound  5  but  when  he  per- 

forms, Aftronomers  foretel  it,  that  it  is  prodigious,  there 
will  comefome  change  :  The  Sun  borrows  of  the  Moon, 
when  Diomede  keeps  his  word.  I  will  rather  leave  to  fee 
Heclor,  than  not  to  dog  him :  they  fay,  he  keeps  a  Trojan 
Drab,  and  ufes  the  Traytor  Calchas  his  Tent.  Pie  af- 

ter Nothing  but  Lechery?  All  incontinent  Varlets. 

{Exeunt. Enter  Diomede. 

Dio.  What  are  you  up  here,  ho  ?  fpeak . Chal.  Who  calls? 

Dio.  Diomede,  Calchas,  I  think,  where's  your  Daughter  ? 
Chal.  She  comes  to  you. 

Enter  Troilus,  and  Ulyftes. 

Vlyf.  Stand  where  the  Torch  may  not  difcover  us. 
Enter  Crellid. 

Troi.  Crejfid  come  forth  to  him. 
Dio.  How  now,  my  charge  ? 

Cref.  Now  my  fweet  Guardian :  hark,  a  word  with  you. 
Troi.  Yea,  fo  familiar  ? 

Vlyf  She  will  fing  any  man  at  hxft  fight. 
Ther.  And  any  man  may  find  her,  if  he  can  take  her 

ife :  file's  noted. 
Dio.  Will  you  remember  ? 
Cref  Remember  ?  yes. 
Dio.  Nay,  but  do  then  ,  and  let  your  mind  be  coupled 

with  your  words. 
Troi.  What  ftiould  fhe  remember  ? 

Vlyf  Lift. Cref.  Sweet  honey,  Creek^  tempt  me  no  more  to  folly. Ther.  Roguery. 

Dio.  Nay,  then. 
CreJ.  Pie  tell  you  what. 
Dio.  Fo,  fo, come  tell  a  pin,  you  are  a  forfworn  
Cref.  In  Faith  I  cannot  •*  what  would  you  have  me  do  ? 
Ther.  A  jugling  trick,  to  be  fecretly  open. 

Dio.  What  did  you  fwear  you  would  beftow  on  me .? 
Cref.  I  pretheedo  not  hold  me  to  mine  Oath  5 

Bid  me  do  any  thing  but  that,  fweet  Greeks 
Dio.  Goodnight. 

Troi.  Hold,  Patience. 

Vlyf  How  now,  Trojan 
Cref.  Diomede. 
Dio.  No,  no,  good  night :  Pie  be  your  Fool  no  more. 
Troi.  Thy bettermuft. 
Cref.  Hark,  one  word  in  your  Ear. 
Troi.  O  Plague  and  Madnefs ! 

Vlyf.  You  are  mov'd,  Prince,  let  us  depart,!  pray  you, 
Left  your  difpleafure  ftiould  enlarge  it  felf 
To  wrathful  terms :  this  place  is  dangerous  5 
The  time  right  deadly:  1  befeech  you  go. 

Troi,  Behold,  I  pray  you. 

Vlyf.  Nay,  good  my  Lord  go  off-- You  flow  to  great  diftra&ion  :  come,  my  Lord. 
Z  z  Troi, 
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Trot.  1  pray  thcc  ltay  ? 

Vl)£.  You  have  not  patience,  c:>me. 

*  1  pray  you  ftay  :,  by  Hdl,  and  all  Hells  torments, 
I  vvill  not  fpeak  a  word. 

Dio.  And {b  good  night. 
Cref.  Nay,  but  you  part  in  anger. 
Trot.  Doth  that  grieve  thee  ?  O  withered  truth ! 

Vlyf.  Why,  how  now,  Lord? 
Trot.  By  Jove,  I  vvill  be  patient. 
Cref.  Guardian  ?  why,  GretkJ 
Dio.  Fo,  fo,  adieu,  you  palter. 
Cre.  In  faith,  1  do  not :  come  hither  once  again. 

Vlyf.  Youfhake,  my  Lord,  at  fomething  j  will  you  go  ? 
You  will  break  out. 

Troi.  She  ft  roaks  his  Cheek. 

Vlyf.  Come,  come. 
Troi.  Nay,  ftay,  by  Jove,  I  will  not  fpeak  a  word. 

There  is  between  my  will,  and  all  offences, 
A  guard  of  patience,  ftay  a  little  while. 

Ther.  How  the  Devil  Luxury  with  his  fat  Rump,  and 
Potato  Finger,  tickles  thefe  together :  fry,  Lechery,  fry. 

Dio.  But  will  you  then  ? 
Cref.  In  Faith  I  will  go  5  never  truft  me  elfe. 
Dio.  Give  me  fome  token  for  the  furety  of  it. 
Crtf.  Pie  fetch  you  one. 
Vlyf.  You  have  fworn  patience. 
Trot.  Fear  me  not,  fweet  Lord. 

I  will  not  be  my  fclf,  nor  have  cognition 
Of  what  I  feel:  I  am  all  patience. 

Enter  Creffid- 

Ther.  Now  the  pledge^  now,  now,  now. 
Cref.  Here,  Diomede,  keep  this  Sleeve. 
Troi.  O  Beauty  !  where  is  thy  Faith  ? 

Vlyf.  My  Lord. 
Troi.  I  will  be  patient,  outwardly  I  will. 
Cref.  You  look  upon  that  Sleeve  j  behold  it  well : 

He  lov'd  me  :  O  falfe  Wench  :  give'tme  again. 
Dio.  Whofewas't? 

Cref.  It  is  no  matter  now  I  have't  again. 
I  will  not  meet  with  you  to  morrow  night: 
I  prithee,  Diomede,  vilit  me  no  more. 

Ther.  Now  fhe  fharpens :  well  faid  Whetftone. 
Dio.  I  (hall  have  it. 

Cref.  What,  this. ? 
Dio.  I,  that. 
Cref.  O  all  you  Gods !  O  pretty,  pretty  pledge ; 

Thy  Mafter  now  lies  thinking  in  his  Bed, 
Oftheeandme,  and  fighs,  and  takes  my  Glove, 
And  gives  memorial  dainty  kiffes  to  it : 
As  I  kifs  thee. 

Dio.  Nay,  do  not  fnatch  it  from  me. 
Cref.  He  that  takes  that,  takes  my  Heart  withall. 
Dio.  1  had  your  Heart  before,  this  follows  it. 
Troi.  I  did  fwear  patience. 

Cref  You  mail  not  have  it,  Diomede :  faith  you  lhall  not, 
Pie  give  you  fomething  elfe. 

Dio.  I  will  have  this:  whofewas  it  ? 

Cref.  It  is  no  matter. 
Dio.  Come  tell  me  whofe  it  was  / 

Cref.  'Twas  one  that  lov'd  me  better  than  you  will. 
But  now  you  have  it,  take  it. 

Dio.  Whofe  was  it  ? 

Cref.  By  all  Diana's  waiting  Women  yonder, 
And  by  her  felf,  I  will  not  tell  you  whofe. 

Dio.  To  morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  Helm,t 

And  grieve  his  Spirit  that  dares  not  challenge  it. 
Trot.  Wert  thou  the  Devil,  and  wor'ft  it  on  thy  horn, 

It  fhould  bcchalleng'd. 

Cref.  We'll,  well,  'tis  done,  'tis  paft  \  and  yet  it  is  not, I  will  not  keep  my  word. 
Dio.  Why  then  farewd, 

Thou  never  malt  mock  Diomede  again. 

Cref.  You  (hall  not  go  •  one  cannot  fpeak  a  word, 
But  it  ltrcight  flarts vcu. 

Dio.  I  do  not  like  this  fooling. 
Ther.  Nor  I,  by  Pluto  :  but  that  that  likes  not  me,  plea 

fes  me  beft. 
Dio.  What  fhall  I  come  .?  the  hour. 
Cref.  I,  come  ■  O,  Jove  !  do,  come :  I  fhall  be  plaguU 
Dio.  Farewel till  then.  [Exit 
Cref.  Good  night  :  I  prithee  come  : 

Troilus,  farevvtl  j  one  Eye  yet  locks  on  thee, 
But  with  my  Heart,  the  other  Eye  doth  fee  
Ah  poor  our  Sex;  this  fault  in  us  I  find, 
The  error  of  our  Eye,  directs  our  mind. 
What  error  leads  mufterr  :  O  then  conclude, 

Minds  fway'd  by  Eyes,  are  full  of  turpitude.  [Exit. Ther.  A  proof  of  ftrength  (lie  could  not  publifh  more  • 

Unlefs  fhe  fay,  my  Mind  is  now  turn'd  Whore. 

Vlyf  All's  done,  my  Lord. 
Troi.  It  is. 

Vlyf  Why  ftay  we  then  ? Troi.  To  make  a  recordation  to  my  Soul, 
Of  every  fyllable  that  here  wasfpoke  : 
But  if  I  tell  how  thefe  two  did  co-act  5 
Shall  I  not  lye  in  publifhing  a  truth  ? 
Sith  yet  there  is  a  credence  in  my  Heart, 
An  efperancefoobftinately  ftrong, 
That  doth  invert  that  teft  of  Eyes  and  Ears ; 
As  if  thofe  Organs  had  deceptious  Functions, 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 
Was  Creffid  here  ? 

Vlyf.  I  cannot  conjure,  Trojan. 
Troi.  She  was  not  fure. 

Vlyf.  Moft  fure  fhe  was. 
Troi.  Why,  my  negation  hath  no  taft  of  madnefs. 
Vlyf.  Nor  mine,  my  Lord  :  Creffid  was  here  but  now 
Troi.  Let  it  not  be  believ'd  for  woman-hood  : 

Think  we  had  Mothers  •,  do  not  give  advantage 
To  ftubborn  Criticks,  apt  without  a  Theme 
For  depravation,  to  fquare  the  general  Sex, 

By  Creffid' 's  rule.  Rather  think  this  not  Creffid. 
Vlyf  What  hath  fhe  done,  Prince,  that  can  foyl  our 

Mothers  ? 

Troi.  Nothing  at  all,  unlefs  that  this  were  fhe. 

Ther.  Will  he  fwagger  himfelf  out  on's  own  Eyes  ? 
Troi.  This  fhe.''  no,  this  hDtomedeh  Creffid-, 

If  Beauty  have  a  Soul,  this  is  not  fhe : 
If  Souls  guide  vows,  if  vows  are  Sanctimony ; 
If  Sanctimony  be  the  Gods  delight : 
If  there  be  rule  in  unity  it  felf, 
This  is  not  fhe :  O  madnefs  of  difcourfe  / 

ThatCaufe  fets  up,  with,  and  againft  thy  felf, 
By  foul  Authority  :  where  reafon  can  revolt 
Without  Perdition,  and  lofs  affumfe  all  Reafon, 
V  Vithout  Revolt.    This  is,  and  is  not  Creffid : 
Within  my  Soul,  there  doth  conduces  fight 
Of  this  ftrange  nature,  that  a  thing  infeparate, 
Divides  more  wider  than  the  Sky  and  Earth, 
And  yet  the  fpacious  breadth  of  this  divifion, 
Admits  no  Orifice  for  a  point  as  fubtle, 
As  Ariachnes  broken  woof  to  enter , 

Inftance,  O  inftance  •'  ftrong  as  Flutoh  Gates ; 
Creffid  is  mine,  tied  with  the  bonds  of  Heaven  ; 
Inftance,  O  inftance!  ftrong  as  Heaven  it  felf , 

The  bonds  of  Heaven  are  flipt,  diflblv'd,  and  Ioos'd  : 
And  with  another  knot  five  finger'd  tied, 
The  fractions  of  her  Faith,  ortsof  her  Love  : 
The  fragments,  fcraps,  the  bits,  and  greafie  Reliques, 

Of  her  o're-eaten  Faith,  are  bound  to  Diomede. 
Vlyf.  May  worthy  Troilus  be  half  attached 

V  Vith  that  which  here  his  paffion  doth  exprefs  ? 
Troi.  I,  Greek^  and  that  lhall  be  divulged  well 

In  Characters,  as  red  as  Marshh  heart 
Inflam'd  with  Fentts ;  never  did  young  man  fancy 
With  fo  Eternal,  and  fo  fixt  a  foul. 

Hark,  Greekj.  as  much  as  IdoCreffida  love  ; 

So  much  by  weight,  hate  I  her  Diomede : 

Tliat 
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That  Sleeve  is  mine,  that  he'l  bear  in  his  Helm  : 

Were  it  a  Cask  compos'd  by  Vulcan's  skill, 
My  Sword  fhould  bite  it :  Not  the  dreadful  fpout, 
Which  Ship-men  do  the  Hurricano  call, 

Conftring'd  in  mafsby  the  Almighty  Fenn, 
Shall  dizzy  with  more  clamour  Neptune's  ear 
In  hisdefcent,  than  fhallmy  prompted  Sword 
Falling  on  Diomede. 

Ther.  He1!  tickle  it  for  his  Concupy. 
Trot.  O,  Crejfid !  O  falfe  Crefpd !  falfe,  falfe,  falfe : 

Let  all  untruths  ftand  by  thy  ftained  name, 

And  they'l  feem  glorious. 
Vlyf.  O  contain  your  felf : 

Your  Paffion  draws  ears  hither. 
Enter  iEneas- 

<s£ne.  I  have  been  feeking  you  this  hour,  my  Lord . 
Heclor  by  this  is  arming  him  in  Troy. 

Aj.-tx,  your  Guard,  ftaysto  conduct  you  home. 
Troi.  Have  with  you,Prince :  my  courteous  Lord,  adieu : 

Farewel,  revolted  fair  :  and,  Diomede^ 
Stand  fait,  and  wear  a  Cattle  on  thy  head. 

Vlyf.  I'le  bring  you  to  the  Gates. 
Troi.  Accept  diffracted  thanks. 

{Exeunt  Troilus,  iEneas,  WUlyfTes. 
Ther.  Would  I  could  meet  that  Rogue.  Diomede,  I 

would  croak  like  a  Raven  :  I  would  bode,  I  would  bode  : 
Patroclns  will  give  me  any  thing  for  the  intelligence  of 
this  Whore :  the  Parrot  will  not  do  more  for  an  Almond, 
than  he  for  a  commodious  drab :  Lechery,  Lechery,  Itill 
wars  and  Lechery,  nothing  elfe  holds  fafhion.  A  burning 
Devil  take  them.  [Exit. 

Enter  Hector,  and  Andromache. 

And.  When  was  my  Lord  fo  much  ungently  temper'd, 
To  ftop  his  Ears  againit  admonifhment  ? 
Unarm,  unarm, a  nd  do  not  fight  to  day. 

Hell.  You  train  me  to  offend  you  :  get  you  gone. 
By  the  everlafting  Gods,  Pie  go. 

And.  My  Dreams  will  fure  prove  ominous  to  the  day. 
Hell.  No  more,  I  fay. 

Enter  Caffandra. 

Caf.  Where  is  my  Brother  Hellor  f 

And.  Here  Sifter,  arm' d,  and  bloody  in  intent : 
Confort  with  me  in  loud  and  dear  Petition : 
Purfue  we  him  on  knees :  for  I  have  dreamt 

Of  bloody  turbulence; and  this  whole  night 
Hath  nothing  been  but  fhapes,  and  forms  of  flaughter. 

Caf.O,  'tis  true.  . 
Heel.  Ho  ?  bid  my  Trumpet  found. 
Caf  No  notes  of  (ally,  for  the  Heavens,  fweet  Brother. 
Heel.  Be  gone,  I  fay  :  the  Gods  have  heard  me  fwear. 
Caf  The  Gods  are  deaf  to  hot  and  peevifh  Vows  ; 

They  are  polluted  Offerings,  more  abhorr'd 
Than  fpotted  Livers  in  the  Sacrifice. 

And.  O  be  perfuaded,  do  not  count  it  holy, 
To  hurt  by  being  juft  it  is  as  lawful : 
For  we  would  count  give  much  to  as  violent  thefts, 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  Charity. 

CaJ.  It  is  the  purpofe  that  makes  ftrong  the  Vow ; 
But  Vows  to  every  purpofe  muft  not  hold : 
Unarm,  fweet  Heclor. 

Heel.  Hold  you  ftill,  I  lay  -, 
Mine  Honour  keeps  the  weather  of  my  Fate : 
Life  every  man  holds  dear,  but  the  dear  man 

Holds  Honour  far  more  precious-dear  than  life. 
Enter  Troilus. 

How  now,  young  man  ?  mean'ft  thou  to  fight  to  day  ? 
And.  Caffandra,  call  my  Father  to  perfuade. 

[Exit  Caffandra 
Hell.  No  Faith,young  Troths  ;  doff  thy  harnefs,  Youth  ■ 

I  am  to  day  i'th'  vein  of  Chivalry  : 
Let  grow  thy  Sinew9*till  their  knots  be  ftrong  ; 
And  tempt  not  yet  the  brufhes  of  the  war. 

Unarm  thee,  go,  and  doubt  thou  nor,  brave  Boy, 

I'le  Rand  to  day,  for  thee,  and  me,  and  Troy. ' Troi.  Brother,  you  have-a  vice  of  mercy  in  you  ; 
Which  better  fits  a  Lion,  than  a  Man. 

Hdl.  What  vice  is  that  ?  good  TroHus chide  me  for  it.; 
Troi.  When  many  times  the  Captive  Grecian  falN, 

Even  in  the  fan  and  wind  of  your  fair  Sword, 
You  bid  them  rife,  and  live. 

ffdt,  O,  'tis  fair  play. 
Troi.  Fools  play,  by  Heaven,  Heclor. 
Htll.  How  now  ?  how  now  ? 
Troi.  Forth' love  of  all  the  Gods, 

Let's  leave  the  Hermit  pity  with  our  Mothers ; 
And  when  we  have  our  Armors  buckled  on, 

The  venom'd  vengeance  ride  upon  our  Swords, 
Spur  them  to  rueful  work,  rein  them  from  ruth. Hell.  Fie,  Savage,  fie. 

Troi.  Heclor ,  then  'tis  wars. 
Heel.  Troilus,  I  would  not  have  you  fight  to  day. 
Troi.  Who  fhould  with-hold  me  ? 

Not  Fate,  Obedience,  nor  the  hand  of  Mars, 
Beckning  with  fiery  Truncheon  my  retire ; 
Not  Priamus,  and.  Hecuba  on  knees ; 

Their  Eyes  o're-galkd  with  recourfe  of  Tears ; 
Nor  you,  my  Brother,  with  your  true  Sword  drawn, 
Oppos'd  to  hinder  me,  fhould  ftop  my  way  ; 
But  by  my  ruin. 

Enter  Priam  and  Caffandra. 

Caf.  Lay  hold  upon  him^  Priam,  hold  him  faft : 
He  is  thy  Crutch  ;  now  if  thou  lofe  thy  ftay, 
Thou  on  him  leaning,  and  all  Troy  on  thee, 
Fall  all  together. 

Priam.  Come,  Hellor,  come,  go  back  : 
Thy  Wife  hath  dreamt,  thy  Mother  hath  had  vifions, 
Caffandra  doth  forefee  •,  and  I  my  felf, 
Am  like  a  Prophet  fuddenly  enrapt, 
To  tell  thee  that  this  day  is  Ominous : 
Therefore  come  back. 

Hell.  esEneas  is  a- field, 

And  I  do  ftand  engag'd  to  many  Greeks, 
Even  in  the  faith  of  valour  to  appear 
This  morning  to  them. 

Priam.  I,  but  thou  (halt  not  go. 
Hell.  1  muft  not  break  my  Faith  : 

You  know  me  dutiful,  therefore,  dear  Sir, 
Let  me  not  fhame  refpect ;  but  give  me  leave 
To  take  that  courfe  by  your  content  and  voice, 
Which  you  do  here  forbid  me,  Royal  PrUm. 

Caf.  O,  Priam,  yield  not  to  him. 
And.  Do  not,,  dear  Father. 
Hell.  Andromache,  I  am  offended  with  yoii : 

Upon  the  love  you  bear  me,  get  you  in. 
[Exit  Andromache 

Troi.  This  foolifh,  dreaming,  fuperftitious  Girl, 
Makes  all  thefe  bodements. 

Caf.  O  farewel,  dear  Hellor ; 
Look  how  thou  dieft  •,  look  how  thy  Eye  turns  pale  ̂  
Look  how  thy  wounds  do  bleed  at  many  vents  > 
Hark  how  Troy  roars ;  how  Hecubacrics  out ; 
How  poor  Andromache  fhrils  her  dolour  forth  ; 
Behold  diftra&ion,  frenzy,  and  amazement, 
Like  witlefs  Anticks,  one  another  meet, 

And  all  cry,  Hellor,  Helloes  dead  :  O  Heller* Troi.  Away. 

Caf  Farewel ;  yet,  foft :  Hellor,  I  take  my  leave  \ 

Thou  do'ft  thy  felf,  and  all  our  Troy  deceive.  Exit. 
Hell.  You  areamaz'd,  my  Liege,  at  her  exclaim : 

Go  in  and  cheer  the  Town,  we'll  forth  and  fight  ■ 
Do  deeds  of  praifc,  and  tell  you  them  at  night. 

Priam.  Farewel :  the  Gods  with  fafcry  ftand  abput  thec. 

[Ai.un.ii. 
TVo/'.Thcy  are  at  it,  hark  :  proud  Diomede,  believe 

1 1  come  to  lofe  my  Arm,  or  win  my  Sleeve. 

2  Z  2 

Emer 
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Enter  Pandar. 

Tand.  Do  you  hear,  my  Lord  ?  do  you  hear  ? 
Troi.  What  now  ? 

Tand.  Here's  a  Letter  come  from  yond  poor  Girl. 
Troi.  Let  me  read. 

Tand.  A  whorfon  tifick,  a  vvhorfon  rafcally  tifick,  fo 
troubles  me:  and  the  foolilh  Fortune  of  this  Girl,  and 
what  one  thing,  what  another,  that  1  fliall  leave  you  one 

o'th'days  j  and  I  have  a  Rheum  in  mine  Eyes  coo,  and  iiich 
an  ach  in  my  Bones,  that  unlefs  a  Man  werecurlt  1  cannot 

tell  what  to  think  on't.  What  fays  fhe,  there  ? 
Troi.  Words,  words,  meer  words,  no  matter  from  the 

Heart : 

Th'efFect  doth  operate  another  way. 
Go  wind  to  wind,  there,  turn  and  change  together : 
My  love  with  words  and  errors  ftiil  (he  feeds ; 
But  edifies  another  with  her  deeds. 

Tand.  Why,  but  hear  you  ? 
Troi.  Hence,  brother  Lacky  \  Ignominy  and  Shame 

Purfue  thy  life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  name. 
Alarum.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Therfites  in  excurjion. 

Tber.  Now  they  are  clapper-clawing  one  another,  Pie 
go  look  on:  that  difTembling  abominable  varlet,  Diomede, 
has  got  that  fame  fcuivy,  doting,  foolilh  young  Knaves 
Sleeve  of  Troy,  there  in  his  Helm :  I  would  fain  fee  them 
meet,  that,  that  fame  young  Trojan  afs,  that  loves  the 

Whore  there,  might  fend  that  Greektfi  Whore-mafterly 
Villain,  with  the  Sleeve,  back  to  the difTembling  luxurious 
Drab,  of  a  fleevelefs  errant.  O  Wtother  fide,  the  Policy 

of  thofe  crafty  fwearing  Rafcals^  that  ftale  old  Moufe- 
eaten  dry-cheefe,  Nefior  •.  and  that  fame  dog-fox  Vlyjfes  is 
not  prov'd  worth  a  Black-berry.  They  fet  me  up  in  Poli- 

cy, that  mungril  Cur  Ajax7  againft  that  Dog  of  as  bad 
a  kind,  Achilles.  And  now  is  the  Cur  Ajax  prouder  than 
the  Cur  Achilles,  and  will  not  arm  to  day.  Whereupon 
the  Grecians  began  to  proclaim  Barbarifnv,  and  Policy 
grows  into  an  ill  opinion. 

Enter  Diomede,  and  Troilus. 

Soft,  here  comes  Sleeve,  and  th' other. 
Troi.  Fly  not:  for  Ihould'ft  thou  take  the  River  Styx, I  would  fwira  after. 

Diom.  Thou  do'ft  mifcall,  retire : 
I  do  not  flye,  but  advantagious  care 
Wkh-drew  me  from  the  odds  of  multitude  : 
Have  at  thee. 

Ther.  Hold  thy  Whore,  Grecian  :  now  for  thy  Whore, 
Trojan  ;  Now  the  Sleeve,  now  the  Sleeve. 

Enter  He-ftor. 

Heft.  What  artthou,GVre£ ? artthou  for. Hector's  match? 
Art  thou  of  Blood,  and  Honour  ? 

Ther.  No,  no :  I  am  a  Rafcal ;  a  Scurvy  railing  Knave ; 
a  very  filthy  Rogue. 

HeB.  I  do  believe  thee,  live. 
Ther.  God  a  mercy,  that  thou  wilt  believe  me  ;  but  a 

plague  break  thy  neck  for  frighting  me:  what's  be- 
come of  the  Wenching  Rogues  ?  I  think,  they  have  fwal- 

lowed  one  another.  I  would  laugh  at  that  miracle  yet 
in  a  fort,  Lechery  eats  it  felf :  Pie  feek  them.  [Exit, 

Enter  Diomede  andServant. 

Bio.  Go,  go,  my  Servant,  take  thou  Troilus\  Horfe 
Prefent  the  fair  Steed  to  my  Lady  Creffid  : 
Fellow,  commend  my  Service  to  her  Beauty  : 
Tell  her,  I  have  chaitisM  the  amorous  Trojan, 
And  am  her  Knight  by  proof. 

Ser.  I  go,  my  Lord.         Enter  Agamemnon. 
Aga.  Renew,  renew,  the  fierce  Tolydamus 

Hath  beat  down  Menon :  Ballard  Margarelon  * 
rlath  Doreus  Prifoner, 

And  Hands,  Colojfus  wife,  waving  his  beam, 
Upon  the  pafhed  courfes  of  the  Kings, 
Epifiropus  and  Cedus,  Tolyxines  is  (lain ; 
Amphimachas,  and  Thous,  deadly  hurt ; 

Tatroclus  ta'ne  or  flain,  and  Talamedes 

Sore  hurt  and  bruifed  ;  the  dreadful  Sagittary 

Appals  our  numbers,  halte  we,  Diomede-, 
To  re-inforcement,  or  we  perilh  all. Enter  N  eft  or. 

Nefl.  Go  bear  Tatroclus*?,  Body  to  Achilles, 
And  bid  the  Snail-pac'd  Ajax  arm  for  fhame, 
There  is  a  thoufand  Hell  or  s  in  the  Field  : 

Now  here  he  fights  on  G alathe  his  Horfe  •, 
And  there  lacks  work:  anon  he's  there  a-foot, 
And  there  they  flye  or  dye,  like  fcaled  Sculs, 
Before  the  belching  Whale :  then  is  he  yonder, 
And  there  the  ftraying  Greeks,  ripe  for  his  edge, 

Fall  down  before  him,  like  the  Mower's  Swath ; 
Here,  there,  and  every  where,  he  leaves  and  takes ; 
Dexterity  fo  obeying  appetite, 

That  what  he  will,  he  does,  and  does  fo  much, 

That  Proof  is  call'd  Impofiibility. Enter  Ulyfles. 

Vlyf.  Oh.  Courage,  Courage,  Princes :  great  Achilles 
Is  arming,  weeping,  curling,  vowing  Vengeance  ; 
Tatroclus's  wounds  have  rouz'd  his  drowfie  blood, 
Together  with  his  mangled  Myrmidons, 
That  nofelefs,  handlefs,  hackr,  and  chipt,  come  to  him  j 

Crying  on  HeBor.    Ajax  hath  loft  a  Friend, 

And  foams  at  Mouth,  and  he  is  arm'd,  and  at  it : 
Roaring  for  Troilus ;  who  hath  done  to  day, 
Mad  and  fantaftick  execution  ; 

Engaging  and  redeeming  of  himfelf, 
With  fuch  a  carelefs  Force,  and  forceiefs  Care, 

As  if  that  luck,  in  very  fpight  of  cunning,bad  him  win  all. Enter  Ajax. 

Aja.  Troilus,  thou  Coward,  Troilus.  [Exit. 
Dio.  I,  there,  there. 

Neft.  So,  fo,  we  draw  together.  {Exit. Enter  Achilles. 

Achil.  Where  is  this  HeBor  ? 

Come,  come,  thou  Boy-killer,  Ihew  thy  Face  : 
Know  what  it  is  to  meet  Achilles  angry. 
Hector,  where's  HeBor  ?  I  will  none  but  HeBor.  [Exit. Enter  Ajax. 

Aja.  Troilus,  thou  Coward  Troilus,  fnew  thy  head. Enter  Diomede. 

Diom.  Troilus,  I  fay,  where's  Troilus  ? 
Aja.  What  wouid'ft  thou  ? Dio.  I  would  correct  him. 

Aja.  Were  I  the  General, 
Thou  fhoul'dft  have  my  Office, 

E're  that  Correction  :  Troilus,  I  fay,  what,  Troilus  ? 
Enter  Troilus. 

Troi.  Oh  Tray  tor  Diomede ! 
Turn  thy  falfe  Face,  thou  Traitor, 
And  pay  thy  life,  thou  owefl:  me  for  my  Horfe. 

Dio.  Ha,  art  thou  there  ? 
Aja.  Pie  fight  with  him  alone,  Hand,  Diomede. 
Dio.  He  is  my  prize,  I  will  not  lobk  upon. 
Troi.  Come  both  you  cogging  Greeks,  have  at  you  both. 

[Exit  Troilus. Enter  Hector. 

HeB,  Ycz,Troilus  ?  O  well  fought,my  youngeft  Brother. Enter  Achilles. 

Achil.  Now  do  I  fee  thee ;  have  at  thee,  HeBor. 
HeB.  Paufe,if  thou  wilt. 

Achil.  I  do  difdain  thy  Courtefie,  proud  Trojan  -3 
Be  happy  that  my  Arms  are  out  of  ufe : 
My  reltand  negligence  befriend  thee  now, 
But  thou  anon  Ihalt  hear  of  me  again : 

Till  when,  go  feek  thy  Fortune. HeB.  Fare  thee  well : 

I  would  have  been  much  more  a  frelher  Man, 

Had  I  expected  thee  :  how  now,  my  Brother  ? Enter  Troilus. 

Troi.  Ajax  hath  ta'ne  iASneas ;  (hall  it  be  ? 
No,  by  the  flame  of  yonder  glorious  Heaven, 

He  lhall  not  carry  him :  Pie  be  ta'ne  too, 

Or 
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Or  bring  him  off:  Fate,hear  me  what  I  fay  ; 

I  wreak  not,  though  thou  end  my  Life  to  day.  {Exit. Enter  one  in  Armour . 

Hect  Stand,  ftand,  thou  Greek, 
Thou  art  a  goodly  Mark : 
No  ?  wile  thou  not  ?  I  like  thy  Armour  well, 
I'lefrufhit,  and  unlock  the  Rivets  all, 

But  Tie  be  Matter  of  it :  wilt  thou  not,  bea'ft,  abide  ? 
Why  then  fly  on,  Pie  hunt  thee  for  thy  Hide.  {Exit. 

Enter  Achilles  with  Myrmidons : 

AMI.  Come  here  about  me,  you  my  Myrmidons -. 
Mark  what  I  fay  ;  attend  me  where  1  wheel : 
Strike  not  a  ftroak,  but  keep  your  felves  in  breath  } 
And  whert  I  have  the  bloody  Heftor  found, 
Empale  him  with  your  weapons  round  about : 
In  felle.lt  manner  execute  your  Arms, 

Follow  me,  Sirs,  and  my  proceeding  Eye  •, 
Itisdccreed,  He&or  the  great  mult  die.  {Exit. 

Enter  Therfites,  Menelaus,  and  Paris. 
Ther.  The  Cuckold,  and  the  Cuckold-maker  are  at  it: 

now  Bull,  now  Dog,  'loo  •,  Paris,  'loo  •,  now  my  double 
hen'd  fparrow  ;  .'loo,  Paris,  'loo  the  Bull  has  the  game : 
'ware  Horns,  ho. 

{Exit  Paris,  and  Menelaus. 
Enter  Baftard. 

Baft.  Turn,  Slave,  and  fight. 
Tber.  Wh  at  art  thou  ? 

Baft.  A  Baltard  Son  of  Priam's. 
Tber.  I  am  a  Baftard  too,  I  love  Baftards,  I  am  a  Ba- 

ftard  begot,  Baftard  inftructed,  Baftard  in  mind,  Baftard 
in  valour,  in  every  thing  illegitimate  :  One  Bear  will  not 
bite  another,  and  wherefore  fhould  one  Baftard  ?  Take 

heed,  the  quarrel's  moft  ominous  to  us:  If  the  Son  of  a 
Whore  fight  for  a  Whore,  he  tempts  Judgment :  fare- 
wel,  Baftard. 

Baft.  The  Devil  take  the  Coward,  {Exeunt. 
Enter  Hector.  1 

.  Heel.  Moft  putrified  Core  fo  fair  without : 
Thy  goodly  Armour  thus  hath  coft  thy  Life.  , 

Now  is  my  days  work  done -,  Pie  take  good  breath : 
Reft  Sword,  thou  haft  thy  fill  of  Blood  and  Death. 

Enter  Achilles,  and  his  Myrmidons. 

'  Achil.  Look,  Hettor,  how  the  Sun  begins  to  fet  j 
How  ugly  Night  comes  breathing  at  his  heels, 
Even  with  the  veil  and  darking  of  the  Sun. 

To  clofe  the  day  up,  Hetlor^s  Life  is  done. 
Hett.  I  am  unarm'd,  forgo  this  va ntage,  Greek. 
Achil.  Strike,  Fellows,  ftrike,  this  is  the  Man  I  feek. 

So,  IUon,  fall  thou  :  now,  Troy,  fink  down  : 
Here  lies  thy  Heart,  thy  Sinews,  and  thy  Bone. 
On,  Myrmidons,  cry  you  all  amain, 
Achilles  hath  the  mighty  Hector  flain.  {Retreat. 
Hark,  a  Retreat  upon  our  Grecian  part. 

Gree.  The  Trojan  Trumpets  founds  the  like,  my  Lord. 

Achil.Thz  dragon  wing  of  Night,o're-fpreads  the  Earth. 
And,  Stickler-like,  the  Armies  feparates  :, 
My  half  fupt  Sword,  that  frankly  would  have  fed, 
Pleas'd  with  this  dainty  bit,  thus  goes  to  bed. 
Come,  tye  his  Body  to  my  Horfes  Tail : 

Along  the  Field,  I  will  the  Trojan  trail.  {Exeunt. 
Sound  Retreat,  Shout. 

Enter  Agamemnon,  Ajax,  Menelaus,  Neftor,  Diomede, 
and  the  reft  marching. 

Aga.  Hark,  hark,  what  fhout  is  that  ? 
Neft.  Peace  Drums. 

f    Sold.  Achillea  Achilles,  Heclors  flain,  Achilles, 

Dio.  The  bruit  is,  Hcclor  flain,  and  by  Achilles. 
Aja.  If  it  be  fo,  yet  braglefs  let  it  be : 

Great  Hcclor  was  a  man  as  good  as  he. 
Aga.  March  patiently  along;  let  onebefent 

To  pray  Achilles  fee  us  at  out  Tent. 
If  in  his  death  the  Gods  have  us  befriended, 
Great  Troy  is  ours,  and  our  fharp  Wars  are  ended. 

{Exeunt. 
Enter  iEneas,  Paris,  Anthenor  and  Deiphobus. 

tAEnc.  Stand  ho,  yet  are  we  Mafters  of  the  Field,  ' 
Never  go  home  ;  here  ftarve  we  out  the  night. Enter  Troilus. 

Troi.  Hetlor  is  flain. 
All.  Bettor ?  the  Gods  forbid. 

Troi.  He's  dead:  and  at  the Murtherers  Horfes  tail, 
In  beaftly  fort,dragg'd  th  rough  the  fhameful  Field, 
Frown  on,  you  Heavens,  effect  your  rage  with  fpeed : 
Sit  Gods  upon  your  Throns,  and  finile  at  TVoy. 
I  fay  at  once,  let  your  brief  Plagues  be  mercy, 
And  linger  notourfure  deftructionson. 

z^ne.  My  Lord,  you  do  difcomfortallthe  Hoffc. 
Trot.  Youunderftand  me  not,  that  tell  me  fo: 

I  do  not  fpeak  of  flight,  of  fear,  of  death, 
But  dare  all  imminence,  that  Gods  and  Men 

Addrefs  their  dangers  in.  Heclor  is  gone  : 
Who  fhall  cell  Priam  fo  ?  or  Hecuba  ? 

Let  him  that  will  a  fcriech-oul  ay  be  call'd, 
Go  in  to  Troy,  and  fay  there,  Hectors  dead  •• 
There  is  a  word  will  Priam  turn  to  ftone ; 
Make  wells,  and  NioPs  of  the  Maids  and  Wives  j 

Cool  ftatuesof  the  youth  •,  and  in  a  word, 
Scare  Troy  out  of  felf.    But  march  away, 
Hector  is  dead  :  there  is  no  more  to  fay. 

Stay  yet :  you  vile  abominable  Tents, 
Thus  proudly  pight  upon  our  Phrygian  Plains ; 
Let  Titan  rife,  as  early  as  he  dare, 

I'le  through,and  through  you,  and  thou  great  fiz'd  coward, 
No  fpace  of  Earth  fhall  funder  our  two  hates, 
Pie  haunt  thee,  like  a  wicked  Confidence  ftill. 
That  mouldeth  Goblins  fwift,  as  frenfies  thoughts. 
Strike  a  free  march  to  Troy,  with  comfort  go  : 
Hope  of  revenge,  fhall  hide  our  inward  woe. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Pand.  But  hear  you  ?  hear  you  ? 
Troi.  Hence  brothel,  lacky,  ignominy  and  fhame 

Purfuethy  Life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  name.  {Exeunt. 

Pan.  A  goodly  med'eine  for  mine'aking  bones :  oh  world, 
world,  world  !  thus  is  the  poor  Agent  defpis'd :  Oh  Trai- 

tors, and  Bawds ;  how  earneftly  are  you  fet  a  work,  and 
how  ill  requited  ?  why  fhould  our  endeavour  be  fo  de- 

hr'd,  and  the  performance  fo  loath'd  ?  What  Verfe  for 
it  ?  what  Inftance  for  it  ?  let  me  fee, 
Full  merrily,  the  Humble  Bee  doth  fing, 
Till  he  hath  loft  his  honey,  and  his  fting 

And  being  once  fubdu'din  armed  tail, 
Sweet  Honey,  and  fweet  Notes  together  fail. 
Good  Traders  in  the  Flefh,fet  this  in  your  painted  cloaths, 
As  many  as  be  here  of  Pandars  Hall, 

Your  Eyes  half  out,  weep  out  at  Pandarus  Fall, 
Or  if  you  cannot  weep,  yet  give  fome  groans ; 
Though  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  aking  bones , 
Brethren  and  Sifters  of  the  hold-dore  Trade, 
Some  two  months  hence,  my  will  fhall  here  be  made  : 
It  fhould  be  now,  but  that  my  fear  is  this, 
Some  galled  Goofe  oiWinchefter  would  hifs : 

j  Till  then,  Pie  fwear,  and  feek  about  for  eafes  7 
>  And  at  that  time  bequeath  you  my  difeafes,  {Exeunt. 

Zz  3 
THE 
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TRAGEDY 

CORIOL  ANUS. 

Attus  Vrimus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  a  Company  of  Mutinous  Citizens,  with  Staves,  Clubs , 
and  other  Weapons. 

i  Citizen. 

Efore  we  proceed  any  further,  hear  me  fpeak. 
All.  Speak,  Speak. 
i  Cit.  You  are  all  refolv'd  rather  to  die  than  to 

famifh  ? 

All.  RefolvM,  refolv'd. 
i.  Cit.  Firft,  you  know,  Cains  Martins  is  chief  Enemy 

to  the  People. 

All.  Weknow't: 
1  Cit.  Let  us  kill  him,  and  we'll  have  Corn  at  our  own 

price.  Is'ta  Verdift  ? 
All.  No  more  talking  on't,  Let  it  be  done,  away,  away. 
2  Cit .  One  word,  good  Citizens. 
1  Cit.  We  are  accounted  poor  Citizens,  the  Patrici- 

ans good :  what  Authority  furfeits  on,  would  relieve  us  *, 
If  they  would  yield  us  but  the  fuperfluity,  while  it  were 
wholefom,  we  might  guefs  they  relieved  us  humanly : 
But  they  think  we  are  too  dear  ,  the  leannefs  that  afflicts 
us,  the  object  of  our  Mifery,  is  as  an  Inventory  to  parti- 
cularife  their  abundance,  our  fufferance  is  a  gain  to  them. 

Let  us  revenge  this  with  our  Pikes,  e're  we  become  Racks. 
For  the  Gods  know,  I  fpeak  this  in  hunger  for  Bread,  not 
in  thirft  for  Revenge. 

2  Cit.  Would  you  proceed  efpecially  againft  Cains 
Martins  ? 

All.  Againfl:  him  firft :  He's  a  very  Dog  to  the  Com- 
monalty. 

2  Cit.  Confidcr  you  what  Services  he  has  done  for  his 
Country  ? 

i  Cit.  Very  well,  and  could  be  content  to  give  him  good 

report  for't,  but  that  he  pays  himfelf  with  being  proud. 
AIL  Nay,  but  fpeak  not  maliciouily. 
1  Cit.  I  iky  unro  you  ,  what  he  hath  done  Famoufly, 

he  did  it  to  that  end  ;  though  foft  confeiene'd  men  can  be 
content  to  fay  it  was  for  his  Country,  he  did  it  to  pleafe 
his  Mother,  and  to  be  partly  proud,  which  he  is,  even  to 
the  altitude  of  his  virtue. 

2  Cit.  What  he  cannot  help  in  his  Nature ,  you  ac- 
count a  Vice  in  him :  You  mull  in  no  way  fay,  he  is  Cove- 

tous. 
i  Cit.  If  I  mult  not,  I  need  not  be  barren  of  Accufa- 

tions,  he  hath  faults  (with  furplus J  to  tire  in  repetition. 

[Shouts  within. 

What  fhouts  are  thofc  ?  The  other  fide  o'th'  City  is  rifen, 
why  flay  we  prating  here?  To  th'  Capitol. All.  Come,  come. 

1  Cit.  Soft,  who  comes  here  ? Enter  Menenius  Agrippa. 

2  Cit.  Worthy  Menenius  Agripf *,one  that  ha- h  always lov'd  the  People. 

1  Ctt.  He's  one  honeft  enough,would  all  the  reft  were  fo. 
Men.  What  works  my  Countrymen  in  hand  ? 

Where  go  you  with  your  Bats  and  Clubs  ?  The  matter, 
Speak,  I  pray  you. 

2.  Cit.  Our  bufinefs  is  not  unknown  to  th' Senat,  they 
have  had  inkling  this  fortnight,  what  we  intend  to  do, 
which  now  we'll  fliew'm  in  deeds  .*  They  fay,  poof  Suiters 
have  1-trong  Breaths,  they  fhall  know  we  have  ftrong Arms  too. 

Men.  Why  Matters,  my  good  Friends,  mine  honeft 
Neighbours,  will  you  undo  your  felves  f 

2  Cit.  We  cannot,  Sir,  we  are  undone  already. 
Men.  I  tell  you,  Friends,  moft  charitable  care 

Have  the  Patricians  of  you,  for  your  wants, 
Your  fuffering  in  this  dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  Heaven  with  your  Staves,  as  lift  them 
Againft  the  Roman  State,  vvhofe  courfe  will  on 
The  way  it  takes  :  cracking  ten  thoufand  Curbs 

Of  more  ftrong  link'd  afunder,  than  can  eVef 
Appear  in  your  impediment.    For  the  Dearth* 
The  Gods,  not  the  Patricians  make  it,  and 
Your  Knees  to  them  ( not  Arms)  muft  help.  Alack, 
You  are  tranfported  by  Calamity 
Thither,  where  more  attends  you,  and  you  flander 
The  Helms  o'th'  State  -,  who  care  for  yo»,  like  Fathers^ 
When  you  curfe  them,  as  Enemies. 

2  Cit.  Care  for  us  ?  True  indeed,  they  ne're  cared  for  us 
yet.  Suffer  us  to  famifh,  and  their  Store-houfes  cramm'd 
with  Grain  :  Make  Edi&s  for  Ufury,  to  fupport  Ufurers 
repeal  daily  any  wholefome  Acl  eftablifned  againft  the 
Rich,  and  provide  more  piercing  Statutes  daily,  to  chain 
up  and  reftrain  the  Poor.  If  the  Wars  eat  us  not  up,  they 

will,  and  there's  all  the  love  they  bear  us. 
Men.  Either  you  muff: 

Confefs  your  felves  wondrous  Malicious, 

Or  be  accus'd  of  Folly.   I  fhall  tell  you 
A  pretty  tale,  it  may  be  you  have  heard  it, 
But  lince  it  ferves  my  purpofe,  I  will  venture 
To  fcale't  a  little  more. 2  Cit.  Well, 
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l*Ie  hear  it,  Sir:  yet  you  muft  not  think, 
To  fobb  off  our  difgrace  with  a  tale : 
But  andt  pleafe  you  deliver. 

Men.  There  was  a  time,  when  all  the  bodies  Members 

Rebell'd  againft  the  Belly  •,  thus  accus'd  it , 
That  only  like  a  Gulf  it  did  remain 

I'th'mid'It  o'th'  Body,  idle  and  una&ive, 
Still  cubbording  the  Viand,  never  bearing 

Like  labour  with  the  reft,  where  th' other  Inftruments 
Did  fee,  and  hear,  devife,  inftruct,  walk,  feel, 
And  mutually  participate,  did  minifter 
Unto  the  Appetite,  and  affection  common 

Of  the  whole  Body,  the  Belly  anfwer.'d 
2  Cit.  Well,  Sir,  what  anfwer  made  the  Belly. 
Men.  Sir,  I  (hall  tell  you  with  a  kind  of  fmile, 

Which  ne'er  came  from  the  Lungs,  but  even  thus : 
For  look  you,  I  may  make  the  Belly  fmile, 

As  well  as  fpeak-,  it  tauntingly  reply'd 
To  th*  difcontented  Members,  the  mutinous  parts 
That  envied  his  receit :  even  fo  moft  fitly, 
As  you  malign  our  Senators,  for  that 
They  are  not  fuch  as  you. 

2  Cit.  Your  Bellies  anfwer  :  What 

The  Kingly  Crown'd  head,  the  vigilant  Eye, 
The  Counfellor  Heart,  the  Arm  our  Souldier, 

Our  Steed  the  Leg,  the  Tongue  our  Trumpeter  •, 
With  other  Muniments  and  petty  helps 
In  this  our  Fabrick,  if  that  they  
.  Men.  What  then?  For  me,  this  fellow  fpeaks. 
What  then?  What  then? 

xCit.  Should  by  the  Cormorant  Belly  be  reftrain'd, 
Who  is  the  fink  o'th'  body. 

Men.  Well,  what  then  ? 
2  Cit.  The  former  Agents,  if  they  did  complain, 

What  could  the  Belly  anfwer  ? 
Men.  I  will  tell  you, 

If  you'l  beftow  a  fmall  (of  what  you  have  little) 
Patience  a  while  •,  you'll  hear  the  Bellies  anfwer. 

xCit.  Y'are  long  about  it. 
Men.  Note  me  this,  good  Friend  \ 

Your  moft  grave  Belly  was  deliberate, 
Not  rafh  like  his  Accufers,  and  thus  anfwered  ; 
True  is  it,  my  incorporate  Friends  f quoth  he ) 
That  I  receive  the  general  Food  at  firft 
Which  you  do  live  upon  :  and  fit  it  is, 

Becaufe  I  am  the  Store-houfe,  and  the  Shop 
Of  the  whole  body.    But  if  you  do  remember, 
Tfend  it  through  the  Rivers  of  your  Blood 

Even  to  the  Court,  th'  Heart,  to  th'  feat  o'th'  B  rain, 
And  through  the  Cranks  and  Offices  of  Man, 
Theftrongeft  Nerves,  and  fmall  inferiour  Veins 
From  me  receive  that  natural  competency 
Whereby  they  live.   And  though  that  all  at  once, 
(You,  my  good  Friends,  this  fays  the  Belly)  mark  me. 

2  Cn.  I,  Sir,  well,  well. 
Men.  Though  all  at  once,  cannot 

See  what  I  do  deliver  out  to  each, 

Yet  I  can  make  my  Audit  up,  that  all 
From  me  do  back  receive  the  flowr  of  all, 

And  leave  me  but  the  Bran.  What  fay  you  to't  ? 
2  Ctt.  It  was  an  anfwer,  how  apply  you  this  ? 
Men.  The  Senators  of  Rome,  are  this  good  Belly, 

And  you,  the  mutinous  Members :  For  examine 
Their  Counfels,  and  their  Care  :,  difgeft  things  rightly, 

Touching  the  Weal  o'th'  Common,  youfhall  find 
No  publick  benefit  which  you  receive, 
But  it  proceeds,  or  comes  from  them  to  you, 

And  no  way  from  your  felves.  -  What  do  you  think  ? 
You,  the  great  Toe  of  this  Aflembly  ? 

i  Cit.  I  the  great  Toe  ?  Why  the  great  Toe  ? 

Men.  For  that  being  one  o'th' loweft,  bafeft,  pooreft 
Of  this  moft  wife  Rebellion,  thou  goeft  formoft  : 
Thou  Rafcal,  that  art  worft  in  Blood  to  run, 

Lead'ft  firft  to  win  fome  vantage. 

But  make  you  ready  your  ftilF  Bats  and  Clubs, 
Romey  and  her  Rats,  are  at  the  point  of  Battel; 
The  one  fide  muft  have  Bail. 

Enter  Caius  Martius. 

Hayl,  Noble  Martins. 
A£r.Thanks.  What's  the  matter,you  diffentious  Rogues? 

That  rubbing  the  poor  itch  of  your  Opinion, 
Make  your  felves  Scabs. 

2  Cit.  We  have  ever  your  good  word. 
Mar.  He  that  will  give  good  words  to  thee,  will  flatter 

Beneath  abhorring.  What  would  yon  have,  you  Curs, 
That  like  not  Peace,  nor  War  ?  The  one  affrights  you, 
The  other  makes  you  proud.    He  that  trufts  to  you, 
Where  he  fliould  find  you  Lions,  finds  you  Hares: 
Where  Foxes,  Geefeyou  are  :  Nofurer,  no, 
Than  is  the  coal  of  Fire  upon  the  Ice, 
Or  Hailftone  in  the  Sun.  Your  Virtue  is; 
To  make  him  worthy,  whofe  offence  fubdues  him, 
And  cilrfe  that  Juftice  did  ir.  Who  deferves  Greatnefs, 
Deferves  your  Hate  ••  and  your  Affe&ions  are 
A  fick  mans  Appetite  •,  who  defn  es  moft  that 
Which  would  enereafe  his  evil.  He  that  depends 

Upon  your  favours,  fwims  with  finns  of  Le  ad, 
And  hews  down  Oaks  with  ruflies.  Hang  ye :  truft  ye.? 
With  every  Minute  you  do  change  a  Mind, 
And  call  him  Noble,  that  was  now  your  Hate  : 

Him  vile,  that  was  your  Garland.    What's  the  matter, 
That  in  thefe  fevcral  places  of  the  City, 
You  cry  againft  the  Noble  Senate,  who 
(Under  the  Gods)  keep  you  in  awe,  which  elle 

Would  feed  on  one  another  ?  What's  their  feeking  ? 
Men.  For  Corn  at  their  own  rates,  whereof  they  fay, 

The  City  is  well  ftor'd. Mar.  Hang  'em  :  They  fay, 

They'l  fit  by  th'  Fire,  and  prefume  to  know 

What's  done  i'th'  Capitol :  Who's  like  to  rife,  ' Who  thrives,and  who  declines :  Side  Factions,  and  give  ou 
Conjectural  Marriages,  making  parties  ftrong, 
Andfeebling  fuch  as  ftand  not  in  their  liking, 

Below  their  cobled  Shoes.  They  fay,  there's  Grain  enough Would  the  Nobility  lay  afide  their  Ruth, 

And  let  me  ufe  my  Sword,  I'de  make  a  Quarry 
With  thoufandsof  thefe  quarter'd  Slaves,  as  high 
As  I  could  pick  my  Lance. 

Men.  Nay,  thefe  are  almoft  throughly  perfuaded : 
For  though  abundantly  they  lack  difcretion, 
Yet  are  they  paffing  cowardly.  But,  I  befeech  you, 
What  fays  the  other  Troop  ? 

Mar.  They  are  dilfolv'd  :  Hang  'em  \ 

They  faid  they  were  an  hungry,  figh'd  forth  Proverbs, 
That  Hunger  broke  Stone  walls :  that  Dogs  muft  eat, 
That  Meat  was  made  for  Mouths.  That  the  Gods  fent  not 
Corn  for  the  Rich  men  only :  With  thefe  fhreds 

They  vented  their  Complainings,  which  being  anfwer 'd, 
And  a  Petition  granted»them,  a  ftrange  one, 
To  break  the  heart  of  generofity, 

And  make  bold  power  look  pale,  they  threw  their  Caps 

As  they  would  hang  them  on  the  horns  o'th'  Moon, 
Shooting  their  Emulation. 

Men.  What  is  granted  them  ? 
Mar.  Five  Tribunes  to  defend  their  vulgar  wifdoms, 

Of  their  own  choice.  One's  Junius  Brutus^ 
Skinius  V ilutus^  and  I  know  not.  S'death, 
The  rabble  fhould  have  firft  unroo'ft  the  City 
E're  fo  prevail'd  with  me  ;  it  will  in  time 
Win  upon  power,  and  throw  forth  greater  Themes 
For  Infurreftions  arguing. 

Men.  This  is  ftrange. 

Mar.  Go  get  you  home,  you  Fragments, 
Enter  a  Meffenger  hafiiiy. 

Mef.  Where's  Cains  Martins  ? 
Mar.  Here :  what's,  the  matter/ 
Mef.  The  News  is,  Sir,  the  Volfciei  are  in  Arms. 

Mar.  I  am  glad  on't,  then  welhall  have  means  to  vent 
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Our  mufty  fuperfluity.  See  our  bell  Elders. 

Enter  Sicinius  Velutus,  Junius  Brutus,  Cominius,  Titus 
Lucius,  with  other  Senators. 

i  Sen.  Martins,  'tis  true,  that  you  have  lately  told  us, 
The  Volfcies  are  in  Arms. 

Mar.  They  have  a  Leader, 

Tullus  Aufidius  that  will  put  you  to't : 
I  fin  in  envying  his  Nobility  : 
And  were  I  any  thing  but  what  I  am, 
I  could  wilh  me  only,  he. 

Com.  You  have  fought  together  ? 

Mar.  Were  half  to  half  the  World  by  th'  ears,  and  he 
Upon  my  party,  I'de  revolt  to  make 
Onely  my  Wars  with  him.    He  is  a  Lion 
That  1  am  proud  to  hunt. 

i  Sen.  Then  worthy  Matrius, 
Attend  upon  Cominius  to  thefe  Wars. 

Com.  It  is  your  former  promife. 
Mar.  Sir,  it  is, 

And  I  am  conftant :  Titus  Lucius,  thou 

Shalt  fee  me  once  more  ftrike  at  TuHus?s  Face. 
What  art  thou  fbifF  ?  Stand'ft  out  ? 

Tit-  No,  Cams  Mart ins , 

I'letean  upon  one  Crutch,  and  fight  with  t'other  j 
E're  flay  behind  this  bufinefs. 

Men.  Oh  true-bred. 

Sen.  Your  company  to'ih'  Capitol,  where  I  know 
Our  greateft  Friends  attend  us^ 

Tit.  Lead  you  on  •"  Follow  Cominius,  we  mult  follow 
you,  right  worthy  your  Prioritie. 

Com.  Noble  Martins. 

Sen.  Hence  to  your  homes,  be  gone. 
Mar.  Nay,  let  them  follow, 

The  Volfcies  have  much  Corn  :  take  thefe  Rats  thither 
To  gnaw  their  Garners.  Worfhipful  Mutiners, 
Your  valour  puts  well  forth :  Pray,  follow.  \Exeunt. 

[Citizens  fieal  away.  \  Manent  Sicin.  and  Brutus. 
Skin.  Was  ever  man  fo  proud,  as  is  this  Mrmus  ? 
Bru.  He  has  no  eqnal. 
Sic.  When  we  were  chofen  Tribunes  for  the  People — 

Bru.  Mark'd  you  his  Lip  and  Eyes. 
Sic.  Nay,  but  his  taunts.' 
Bru.  Being  mov'd,  he  will  not  fpare  to  gird  the  Gods. 
Sic.  Be-mock  the  modeft  Moon. 
Bru.  Theprefent  Wars  devour  him,  he  is  grown 

Too  proud  to  be  fo  valiant. 
Ski®,  Such  a  Nature,  tickled  with  good  fuccefs,  dif- 

dains  the  fhadow  which  he  treads  on  at  noon,  but  1  do 
wonder,  his  Infolence  can  brook  to  be  commanded  under 
Cominius  ? 

Bru.  Fame,  at  the  which  he  ayms, 

In  whom  already  he  is  well  grae'd,.  cannot 
Better  be  held,  ncr  more  attain'd  than  by 
A  place  below  the  firft :  for  what  mifcarries 

Shall  be  the  General's  fault,  though  he  perform 
To  th'  utmoft  of  a  man,  and  giddy  cenfure 
Will  then  cry  out  of  Martws  ;■  Oh,  if  he 
Had  born  the  bufinefs. 

Sic.  Befides,  if  things  go  well, 
Opinion,  that  lb  flicks  on  Martins,  fhall 
Of  his  demerits  rob  Conunuts. 

Bm.  Come  :  half  all  CominwSs  Honours  are  to  Martius, 

Though  Martius  earn'd  them  not :  and  all  his  faults 
To  Martins  fhall  be  Honours,  though  indeed 
In  ought  he  merit  not. 

Sic.  Let's  hence,  and  hear 
How  the  difpatch  is  made,  and  in  what  fafhion, 
More  than  his  fingularity,  he  goes 
Upon  this  prefent  Action  • 

Bru.  Let's  along. 

[Exer.nt. 

Enter  Tullus  Aufidius  with  Senators  o/.Coriolus. 

i  Sen.  So,  your  Opinion  is,  Aufidius, 
That  they  of  Rome  are  entred  in  our  Counfels, 
And  know  how  we  proceed. 

Auf.  Is  it  not  yours  ? 
Whatever  hath  been  thought  on  in  this  State, 

That  could  be  brought  to  bodily  act,  e're  Rome 
Had  circumvention  ?  'tis  not  four  Days  gone 
Since  I  heard  thence,  thefe  are  the  words,  I  think 
I  have  the  Letter  here,  yes,  here  it  is ; 

They  have  prefl  a  power,  but  it  is  not  known 
Whether  for  Eafl  or  Weft :  the  Dearth  is  great, 

The  People  Mutinous :  And  it  is  rumour'd Cominius,  Martius  your  old  Enemy, 

('Who  is  of  Rome  worfc  hated  than  of  you) 
And  Titus  Lucius,  a  moft  valiant  Ron.an, 
Thefe  three  lead  on  this  Preparation 

Whither  'tis  bent :  moft  likely,  'tis  for  you : 
Confider  of  it. 

1  Sen.  Qur  Army's  in  the  Field  : 
We  never  yet  made  doubt,  but  Rome  was  ready 
To  anfwer  us. 

Auf.  Nor  did  you  think  it  folly, 

To  keep  your  great  pretences  veil'd,  'till  when 
They  needs  mufl  fhews  themfelves,  which  in  the  hatching 
It  feem'd  appear'd  to  Rome.  By  the  difcovery, 
We  fhall  be  fhortned  in  our  aim,  which  was 

To  take  in  many  Towns,  e're  f almoft)  Rome 
Should  know  we  are  a-foot. 

2  Sen.  Noble  Aufidius, 

Take  your  Commifiion,  hie  you  to  your  Bands, 
Let  us  alone  to  guard  Coriolus: 
If  they  fet  down  before's,  for  the  remove 
Bring  up  your  Army  :  But  (I  think)  you'lfind 
Th'  have  not  prepar'd  for  us. 

Anf.  O,  doubt  not  that, 
I  fpeak  from  certainties.    Nay  more, 
Some  parcels  of  their  Power  are  forth  already, 
And  only  hitherward.    I  leave  your  Honours. 
If  we,  and  Cains  Martius  chance  to  meet, 
'Tis  fworn  between  us,  we  fhall  ever  ftrike, 
'Till  one  can  do  no  more. 

All.  The  Gods  affifl  you. 

Auf.  And  keep  your  Honours  fafe. 1  Sen.  Farewel. 
2  Sen.  Farewel. 

All.  Farewel.  [Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  Volumnia  and  Virgilia,  Mother  andWife  to  Martius: 
They  fet  them  down  cntwo  low  Stools,  and  Sew. 

V ilu.  I  pray  you,  Daughter,  fing,  or  exprefs  your  felf 
in  a  more  comfortable  fort :  If  my  Son  were  my  Huf- 
band,  I  would  freelier  rejoyce  in  that  abfence  wherein  he 
won  Honour,  than  in  the  embracements  of  his  Bed  , 
where  he  fhould  fhew  moft  love.  When  yet  he  was  but 
tender-bodied,  and  the  only  Son  of  my  Womb^  when 

Youth  with  Comlinefs  pluck'd  all  gaze  his  way  :  when 
for  a  Day  of  Kings  entreaties,  a  Mother  fhould  not  fell 
him  an  hour  from  her  beholding,  I  confidering  how  Ho- 

nour would  become  fuch  a  Perfon,  that  it  was  no  better 

than  Picture-like  to  hang  by  th'  wall,  if  Renown  made  it 
not  ftir,  was  pleas'd  to  let  him  feek  Danger,  where  he 
was  like  to  find  Fame:  To  a  cruel  War  I  lent  him,  from 

whence  he  return'd,  his  Brows  bound  with  Oak.  I  tell 
thee,  Daughter,  1  iprang  no  more  in  Joy  at  firft  hearing 
he  was  a  Man-child,  than  now  in  firft  feeing  he  had  pro- 

ved himfelf  a  Man. 

Virg.  But  had  he  died  in  the  bufinefs,  Madam,  how 
then  ? 

Polum.  Then  his  good  Report  fhould  have  been  my 

Son ,  I  therein  would  have  found  iflue.    Heare  me  pro- 

feis 
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fefs  fincerely,  had  I  a  dozen  Sons  each  in  my  love  alike, 
and  none  lefs  dear  than  thine,  and  my  good  Martins,  1 
had  rather  had  eleven  dye  Nobly  for  their  Countrey,  than 

one  voluptuoufly  furfeit  out  of  Action. 

Enter  a  Gentlewoman. 

Gent.  Madam,  the  Lady  Valeria  is  come  to  villt  you. 

Virg .  Befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  retire  my  fell". Volum.  Indeed  thou  fhalt  not : 

Methinks,  I  hear  hither  your  Husband's  Drum  : 

See  him  pluck  Aifidius  down  by  th'  Hair  : 
(As  Children  from  a  Bear )  the  Volfcies  fhunning  him  : 
Methinks  I  fee  him  ftamp  thus,  and  call  thus, 

Come  on,  ye  Cowards,  you  were  got  in  fear 

Though  you  were  born  in  Rome  ;  his  bloody  brow, 
With  his  mail'd  hand,  then  wiping,  forth  he  goes 

Like  to  a  Harveft-man,  what's  task'd  to  mow, 
Or  all,  or  lofe  his  hire. 

Virg.  His  bloody  Brow  ?  Oh  Jupiter,  no  Blood. 
Volum.  Away,  you  Fool ;  it  more  becomes  a  Man 

Than  gilt  his  Trophy.    The  breft  of  Hecuba 

When  Ihe  did  fuckle  Hetlor,  look'd  not  lovelier 
Than  Hector's  Forehead,  when  it  fpit  forth  Blood 
At  Grecian  Swords  contending  •  tell  V zleria 

We  are  fit  to  bid  her  welcome.  [Exit  Gent . 

Virg.  Heavens  blefs  my  Lord  from  fell  Aufidim. . 
Vol.  He'll  beat  Aufidius'sUczd  below  his  Knee, 

And  tread  upon  his  Neck. 

Enter  Valeria  with  an  VJher^  and  a  Gentlewoman. 

Val.  My  Ladies  both,  good  day  to  you. 
Vol.  Sweet  Madam. 

Vir.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Ladyfhip. 
Val.  How  do  you  both  ?  You  are  manifeft  Houfe-keep- 

ers.  What  are  you  fewing  here  ?  A  fine  fpot  in  good 
faith.  How  does  your  little  fon  ? 

Vir.  I  thank  your  Lady-fliip:  Well,  good  Madam. 
Vol.  He  had  rather  fee  the  Swords,  and  hear  a  Drum, 

than  look  upon  his  Schoolmafter. 

Val.  A  my  word  the  Fathers  Son  :  I'le  fwear  'tis  a 

very  pretty  Boy.  A  my  troth  I  look'd  upon  him  a  Wed- 
nesday half  an  hour  together :  h'as  fuch  a  confirm'd  coun- tenance. I  faw  him  run  after  a  gilded  Butterfly,  and 

when  he  caught  it,  he  let  it  go  again,  and  after  it  again, 
and  over  and  over  he  comes,  and  up  again,  and  caught  it 

again :  or  whether  his  fall  enrag'd  him,  or  how  'twas,  he 
did  fo  fet  his  teeth,  and  tear  it.  Oh,  I  warrant  how  he 
oiammockt  it. 

Vol.  One  o's  Fathers  moods. 
Val.  Indeed  la,  'tis  a  Noble  Child. 
Virg.  A  Crack,  Madam. 
Val.  Come,  lay  afide  your  ftitchery,  I  mult  have  you 

play  the  idle  Hufwife  with  me  this  afternoon. 
Virg.  No  fgood  Madam) 

I  will  not  out  of  Doors. 
Val.  Not  out  of  Doors  ? 
Vol.  She  fhall,  Ihe  fliall. 
Vir.  Indeed,  no,  by  your  patience  ;  Pie  not  over  the 

threfhold.  till  my  Lord,  return  from  the  Wars. 
Val.  Fie,  you  confine  your  felf  moft  unreafonably : 

Come,  you  muft  go  vilit  the  good  Lady  that  lies  in. 
Virg.  I  will  wifh  her  fpeedy  ftrength,  and  vifit  her  with 

my  Prayers,  but  I  cannot  go  thither. 
Vol.  Why,  I  pray  you? 

Virg.  'Tisnotto  fave  labour,  nor  that  I  want  love, 
j  Val.  You  would  be  another  Penelope;  yet  they  fay,  all 
the  Yarn  (he  fpun  in  Vlyjfes's  abfence,  did  but  fill  Ithaca 
full  of  Mothes.  Come,  I  would  your  Cambrick  were  fen- 
fible  as  your  Finger,  that  you  might  leave  pricking  it  for 
pity.  Come,  you  fliall  go  with  us. 

Virg.  No,  good  Madam,  pardon  me,  indeed  I  will  not 
forth. 

Val.  In  truth  la  go  with  me,  and  I'le  tell  you  excellent 
News  of  your  Husband. 

Vir.  Oh,  good  Madam,  there  can  be  none  yet. 
Val.  Verily  I  do  not  j  eft  with  you:  there  came  News from  him  laft  Night. 
Vir.  Indeed,  Madam  ? 

V d.  In  earneft  it's  true ;  I  heard  a  Senator  fpeak  it. 
Thus  it  is :  the  V ilfties  have  an  Army  forth,  againft  whom 
CornimHs  the  General  is  gone,  with  one  part  of  our  Ro- 

man Power.  Your  Lord,  and7V*«*  Lucius  are  fet  down, 
before  their  City  Coriolus,  they  nothing  doubt  prevail- 

ing, and  to  make  it  brief  Wars.  This  is  true  on  mine 
Honour,  and  fo,  I  pray,  go  with  us. 

V <r.  Give  meexcufe,  good  Madam,  I  will  obey  you  in 
.every  thing  hereafter. 

V il.  Let  her  alone,  Lady,  as  Ihe  is  now, 
She  will  but  difeafe  our  better  mirth. 

Val.  In  troth,  I  think  Ihe  would  : 
Fare  you  well  then.    Come,  good  fweet  Lady. 
Prithee,  Virgilia,  turn  thy  folemnefs  out  a  Door, 
And  go  along  with  us. 

Virg.  No, 

At  a  word,  Madam;  indeed  I  mult  not, 
I  wifh  you  much  mirth. 

Val.  Well,  thsnfarewel.  [Exeunt  Ladies . 

Enter  Martius ,  Titus  Lucius,  with  Drum  and  Colours, 
with  Captains  and  Souldkrs,  as  before  the  City  Coriolus : 
to  them  a  Meffenger. 

Mart.  Yonder  comes  News : 

A  Wager  they  have  met. 
Luc.  My  Horfe  to  yours,  no. 
Mar.  'Tis  done- 
Luc.  Agreed. 

Mar.  Say,  ha's  our  General  met  the  Enemy  ? 
Mef.  They  lye  in  view ;  but  have  not  fpoke  as  yet. 
Luc.  So,  the  good  Horfe  is  mine. 
Mart.  Pie  buy  him  of  yon. 

Luc.  No,I'le  not  fell,nor  give  him :  Lend  him  you,  I  will, 
For  half  a  hundred  years-,  Summon  the  Town. 

Mar.  How  far  off  liesthefe  Armies  ? 

Mef.  Within  this  mile  and  half. 
Mar.  Then  fliall  we  hear  their  Larum,  and  they  Ours. 

Now,  Mars,  I  prithee  make  us  quick  in  work : 
That  we  with  fmoaking  Swords  may  march  from  hence, 
To  help  our  fielded  Friends.  Come,  blow  thy  blaft. 

They  found     Parley.    Enter  two  Senators  with  others  on the  Walls  of  Coriolus. 

Tullus  Aufidius,  is  he  within  your  Walls  ? 
i  Senat.  No,  nor  a  Man  that  fears  you  lefs  than  he, 

That's  lefler  than  a  little :  [Drum  afar  off. 
Hark,  our  Drums 

Are  bringing  forth  our  Youth  :  We'll  break  our  Walls 
Rather  than  they  fliall  pound  us  up ;  our  Gates, 

Which  yet  feem  fliut,  we  have  but  pinn'd  with  Ruflies, 
They'l  open  of  themfelves.  Hark  you  far  oC 

[Alarum  far  off. 

There  is  Aufidius.  Lift,  what  work  he  makes 

Amonglt  your  cloven  Army. 
Mar.  Oh,  they  are  at  it. 
Luc.  Their  noife  be  our  inftru&ion.  Ladders,  hoe. 

Enter  the  Army  of  the  Volfcies. 

Mar.  They  fear  us  not,  but  iflue  forth  their  City. 
Now  put  your  Shields  before  your  hearts,  and  fight 
W  ith  hearts  more  proof  than  Shields. 
Advance,  brave  Titus, 
They  do  difdain  us  much  beyond  our  Thoughts, 
Which  makes  me  fweat  with  wrath.  Come  on,  my  fellows 

He 
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Be  that  retires,  TJc  take  him  for  a  t'olfcie-, 
And  he  fhall  feel  mine  edge. 

Alarum,  the  Romans  are  beat  back_  to  their  Trenches. 
Enter  Martius  Caring. 

Mar.  All  the  contagion  of  the  South,  light  on  you, 
You  ihamcs  of  Rome  ■  you  Herd  of  Biles  and  Plagues 

Plaifter  you  o're,  that  you  may  be  abhorr'd 
Farther  than  feen,  and  one  infect  another 
Againft  the  Wind  a  mile  :  You  Souls  of  Geefe, 
That  bear  the  fhapes  of  Men,  ,  how  have  you  run 
From  Slaves,  that  Apes  would  beat  ?  Plutoznd  Hell, 

|  All  hurt  behind,  backs  red,  and  faces  pale 
.  With  flight  and  agucd  fear  ?  mend,  and  charge  home, 

Or  by  the  Fires  of  Heaven,  1'le  leave  the  Foe, 
And  make  my  WTars  on  you  {  Look  to't:  Come  on, 
If  you'l  Hand  faft,  we'll  beat  them  to  their  Wives, 
As  they  us  to  our  Trenches  followed. 

Another  Alarum,  and  Martins  follows  them  to 
the  Gates,  and  is  Jhttt  in. 

So,  now  the  Gates  are  ope :  now  prove  good  Seconds, 
'Tis  for  the  Followers,  Fortune  widens  them, 
Not  for  the  Flyers :  Mark  me,  and  do  the  like. 

Enter  the  Gates. 

1  'Sol.  Fool-hardinefs,  not  I. 
2  Sol.  Nor  I.  ' 
1  Sol.  See  they  have  flint  him  in.  [Alarum  continues. 

j     All.  To  ths pot  I  warrant  him. Enter  Titus  Lucius. 
fit.  What  is  become  of  Martins  t 

•     All.  Slain  (Sir)  doubtlefs. 
i  Sol.  Following  the  Flyers  at  the  very  heels, 

i  With  them  he  enters ;  who  upon  the  fudden 
Clapt  to  their  Gates :  he  is  himfelf  alone, 
To  anfwer  all  the  City, 

j     Luc.  Oh  Noble  Fellow! 
:  Who  fenfibly  out-dares  his  fencelefs  Sword, 

'  And  when  it  Bows,  ftand'ft  up:  Thou  art  left,  Martins, 
A  Carbuncle  intire,  as  big  as  thou  art, 
Were  not  fo  rich  a  Jewel.  Thou  waft  a  Souldier 
Even  to  Calves  wifh,  not  fierce  and  terrible 

;  Only  in  ftrokes,  but  with  thy  grim  looks,  and 
|  The  Thunder-like  percuffion  of  thy  founds 
Thou  mad'ft  thine  Enemies  make,  as  if  the  World 

|  Were  feavorous,  and  did  tremble. 

Enter  Martius  bleedings  affatdted by  the  Enemy. 

i  Sol.  Look  Sir. 

Luc.  O,  'tis  Martius. 
Let's  fetch  him  off,  or  make  remain  alike. 

[Thy  fight,  and  all  enter  the  City. 

Enter  certain  Romans  with  fpoils. 

1  Rem.  This  will  I  carry  to  Rome. 
2  Rom.  And  I  this. 

3  Rom:  A  Murrain  on't,  I  took  this  for  Silver.  [Exeunt. 
[Alarum  continues  ftill  afar  off. 

.  Enter  Martins,  and  Titus  with  a  Trumpet. 
■  "'  ■  ■ Mar.  See  here,  thefe  Movers,  that  do  prize  their  hours 

At  a  crack'd  Drachm,  Cufhions,  Leaden  Spoons, 
Irons  of  a  Doit,  Doublets  that  Hangmen  would 
Bury  with  thofe  that  wore  them,  thefe  bafe  Slaves, 
Pre  yet  the  fight  be  done,  pack  up,  down  with  them. 
A  nd  hark,  what  noife  the  General  makes :  To  him, 
There  is  the  Man  of  my  Souls  hate,  Aufdius, 
Piercing  our  Romans :  Then  Valiant  Tttus  take 

.  Convenient  Numbers  to  make  good  the  City, 
Whilft  I  with  thofcthat  have  the  Spirit,  will  hafte 

I  To  help  Comimus. 

Luc'  Worthy  Sir,  thou  bleed'ft, Thy  excrcife  hath  been  too  violent, 

For  a  fecond  courf'e  of  Fight. 
Mar.  Sir,  praifemenot: 

My  work  hath  yet  not  warm'd  me.  Fare  you  well : 
The  Blood  1  drop,  is  rather  Phyfical 
Than  Dangerous  to  me.  To  Aufdius,  thus  I  will  appear 

Lac.  Now  the  fair  Goddefs  Fortune,  (and  fight- 
Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee,  and  her  great  charms 
Mifguidc  thy  Oppcfers  Swords,  bold  Gentleman  ;1 
Proipcrity  be  thy  Page. 

Mar.  Thy  Friend  no  lefs, 

Than  thofe  fhe  placeth  higheft :  So  farewel. 
Lnc.  Thou  worthieft  Martins, 

Go  found  thy  Trumpet  in  the  Market-place, 
Call  thither  all  the  Officers  o'th'  Town, 
Where  they  fhall  know  our  mind.  Away.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cominius  as  it  mere  in  retire,  with  Souldkrs. 

Com.  Breathe  you,  my  friends, well  fought,  we  are  come 
Like  Romans,  neither  Foolifh  in  our  ftands,  (off 
Nor  Cowardly  in  retire :  Believe  me,  Sirs, 

We  fhall  be  charg'd  again.    Whiles  we  have  ftruck 
By  interims  and  conveying  gufts,  we  have  heard 
The  Charges  of  our  Friends.  The  Roman  Gods 
Lead  their  fuccefles,  as  we  wifh  our  own, 
That  both  our  Powers,  with  fmiling  Fronts  encountring, 
May  give  you  thankful  Sacrifice.  Thy  news  ? Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  The  Citizens  of  Coriolus  have  ifTued, 
And  given  to  Lucius  and  to  Martins  Battel. 
I  faw  our  Party  to  their  Trenches  driven, 
And  then  I  came  away. 

Com.  Though  thou  fpeakeft  truth, 

Methinks  thou  fpeak'ft  not  well.  How  long  is't  fince  ? 
Mef.  Above  an  hour,  my  Lord. 
Com.  'Tis  not  a  mile :  briefly  we  heard  their  Drums. 

How  could'll  thou  in  a  mile  confound  an  hour, 
And  bring  thy  News  fo  late  ? 

Mef.  Spies  of  the  Volfaes 
Held  me  in  chace,  that  I  was  fore'dto  wheel 
Three  or  four  Miles  about,  elfe  had  I,  Sir, 
Half  an  hour  fince,  brought  my  report. Enter  Martius. 

Com.  Whofe  yonder, 

That  does  appear  as  he  were.Flea'd  ?  O  Gods, 
He  has  the  ftamp  of  Martins,  and  I  have 
Before  time  feen  him  thus. 

Mar.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com.  The  Shepherd  knows  not  Thunder  from  a  Taber, 
More  than  I  k;now  the  Sound  of  Martiush  Tongue 
From  every  meaner  Man. 

Mar.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com.  I,  if  you  come  not  in  the  Blood  of  others, 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

Mar.  Oh  !  let  me  clip  ye 

In  Arms  as  found,  as  when  I  woo'd  in  Heart ; 
As  merry  as  when  our  Nuptial  Day  was  done, 
And  Tapers  burnt  to  Bed  ward. 

Com.  Flower  of  Warriors,  how  is't  with  Titus  Lucius  ? 
Mar.  As  with  a  Man  bufied  about  Decrees : 

Condemning  fome  to  Death,  and  fome  to  Exile, 

Ranfoming  him,  or  pitying,  threatning  th' other  j 
Holding  Coriolus  in  the  name  of  Rome9 
Even  like  a  fawning  Grey-hound  in  the  Leafh, 
To  let  him  flip  at  will. 

Com.  Where  is  that  Slave 

Which  told  me  they  had  beat  you  to  your  Trenches  ? 
Where  is  he  ?  Call  him  hither. 

Mar.  Let  him  alone, 

He  did  inform  the  truth  :  But  for  our  Gentlemen, 

The  common  file,  (a  Plague  Tribunes  for  them) 
The  Moufene're  ihunn'd  the  Cat,  as  they  did  budg* 
From  Rafcals  worfe  than  they. 

Com.  B  ut  how  prevaiPd  you  ? Mar. 
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Alar.  Will  the  time  ferve  to  tell?  I  do  not  think: 

Where  is  the  Enemy  ?  Are  you  Lords  o'th'  Field? 
If  not,  why  ceafe  you  till  you  are  fo  ? 

Com.  Martins,  we  have  at  difadvantage  fought, 
And  did  retire  to  win  our  purpofe. 
Mar.  Kow  lies  their  Battel  ?  Know  you  on  what  fide 

they  have  plac'd  their  Men  of  trull  ? 
Com.  As  I  guefs,  Martius, 

Their  Bands  i'th'  Vaward  are  the  Ancients 

Of  their  belt  truft ;  O're  them  Aufidius, 
Their  very  heart  of  Hope. 

Mar.  I  do  befeech  you, 
By  all  the  Battels  wherein  we  have  fought, 

By  th'  Blood  we  have  fhed  together, 
By  th'  Vows  we  have  made 
To  endure  Friends,  that  you  dire&ly  fet  me 

Againft  Aufidius,  and  his  Antiats, 
And  that  you  not  delay  the  prefent  (but 

Filling  the  Air  with  Swords  advanc'd)  and  Darts, 
We  prove  this  very  hour. 

Com.  Though  1  Could  vvifh 
You  were  conducted  to  a  gentle  Bath, 
And  Balms  applied  to  you,  yet  dare  i  never 
Deny  your  asking,  take  your  choice  of  thofe 
That  beft  can  aid  your  action. 

Mar.  Thofe  are  they 

That  moll  are  willing  •,  if  any  fuch  be  here  ? 
(As  it  'twere  (in  to  doubt)  that  love  this  painting 
Wherein  you  fee  me  fmear'd,  if  any  fear 
Leffcr  his  perfon,  than  an  ill  report : 
If  any  think,  brave  death  out-weighs  bad  life, 
And  that  his  Country's  dearer  than  himfelf, 
Let  him  alone,  (or,  fo  many  Fo  minded) 
Wave  thus,  to  exprefs  his  diFpofition, 
And  follow  Martins. 

They  all  Jliout,  and  wave  their  Swords,  taJ^e  him  up  in  their 
Arms,  and  call  up  their  Caps. 

Oh  me  alone,  make  you  a  Sword  of  me : 
Ifthefe  fliewsbe  not  outward,  which  of  you 
But  is  four  Volficies  ?  None  of  you,  but  is 
Able  to  bear  againft  the  great  Aufidius. 
A  Shield  as  hard  as  his.    A  certain  number 

(Though  thanks  to  all)  muft  I  felect  from  all : 
The  reft  fhall  bear  the  bufinefs  in  fome  other  fight 

As  caufe  will  be  obey'd :  pleaFe  you  to  march, 
And  four  fhall  quickly  draw  out  my  Command, 

Which  Men  are  beft  inclin'd. 
Com.  March  on,  my  fellows : 

Make  good  this  oftentation,  and  you  fhall 
Divide  in  all,  with  us.  [Exeunt. 

Titus  Lucius,  having  fet  a  Guard  upon  Coriolus,  going 
with  Drum  and  Trumpet  toward  Cominius ,  and  Caius 
Martius,  Enters  with  a  Lieutenant,  other  Souldiers,  and 
a  Scout. 

Luc.  So,  let  the  Ports  be  guarded  •,  keep  your  Duties 
As  I  have  fet  them  down.  If  I  do  Fend,  difpatch 
Thofe  Centuries  to  our  aid,  the  reft  will  ferve 
For  a  fhort  holding  ;  if  we  lofe  the  Field, 
We  cannot  keep  the  Town. 

Lieu.  Fear  not  our  care,  Sir. 

Luc.  Hence  ;  and  fhut  your  Gates  upon's : 

Our  Guider  com|,  to  th'  Roman  Camp  conduct  us.  [Exit. 
[Alarum  as  in  Battel. 

Enter  Martius  and  Aufidius  at  fever -al  Doors. 

Mar.  Pie  fight  with  none  but  thee,  for  I  do  hate  thee 
Worfe  than  a  Promife-breaker. 

Auf.  We  hate  alike  : 
Not  Africk  owns  a  Serpent  I  abhor 
More  than  thy  Fame  and  Envy  :  Fix  thy  Foot. 

Mar.  Let  the  firft  Budger  die  the  others  Slave, 
I  . 

And  the  Gods  doom  him  after. 
Auf.  If  I  flic,  Martms,  hollow  me  like  a  Hare. 
Mar.  Within  thefe  three  hours  Tullus 

Alone  I  fought  in  your  Coriolus  Walls, 
And  made  what  work  I  plea.'d  :  'Tis  not  my  Blood, Wherein  thou  fecit  me.  maskt,  for  thy  Revenge 

Wrench  up  thy  power  to  th'  highelt. 
Auf,  Wer't  thou  the  Hcttor, 

That  was  the  whip  of  your  bragg'd  Progeny, 
Thou  fhould'ft  not  fcape  me  here. 

Here  they  fight,  and  certain  Volfcies  come  to  the  aid  of 

Aufid.  Martius  fights  till  they  be  driven  in  breat'Uef. Officious  and  not  valiant,  you  have  fham'd  me 
In  your  condemned  Seconds. 

Flourifi,.  Alarum.  A  Retreat  is  founded.  Enter  at  one 
Door  Cominius,  with  the  Romans:  At  another  Door 
Martius,  with  his  Arm  in  a  Scarf. 

Com.  If  I  fhould  tell  theeo're  this  thy  Days  work, 
Thou'lt  not  believe  thy  deeds :  but  1'le  report  it, 
Where  Senators  fhall  mingle  tears  with  fmiles, 
Where  great  Patricians  fhall  attend,  and  fhrug, 
Ith'end  admire  :  where  Ladies  fhall  be  frighted, 
And  gkdly  quak'd,  hear  more:  where  the  dull  Tribunes, That  with  the  fully  Plebeians,  hate  thine  Honours, 
Shall  fay  againft  their  hearts,  we  thank  the  Gods 
Our  Rome  hath  fuch  a  Souldier. 

Yet  cam'ftthou  to  a  Morfel  of  this  Feaft, 
Having  fully  din'd  before. 

Enter  Titus  with  his  Power,  from  the  Purfuit. 
Titus  Lucius.  Oh  General 

Here  is  the  Steed,  we  the  Caparifon : 
Hadft  thou  beheld —  

Mar.  Pray  now,  no  more : 
My  Mother,  who  has  a  Charter  to  extol  her  Blood, 
When  fhe  does  praife  me,  grieves  me : 
I  have  done  as  you  have  done,  that's  what  I  can, 
Induc'd  as  you  have  been,  that's  for  my  Country : He  that  has  but  effected  his  good  will, 
Hath  overta'ne  mine  Act- 

Com.  You  fhall  not  be  the  Grave  of  your  deferving 
Rome  muft  know  the  value  of  her  own : 

'Twere  a  Concealment  worfe  than  a  Theft, 
No  lefs  than  a  Traducement, 

To  hide  your  doings,  and  to  filenee  that, 
Which  to  the  fpire  and  top  of  praifes  vouch'd^ 
Would  feem  but  modeft  :  therefore,  I  befeech  you, 
In  fign  of  what  you  are,  not  to  reward 
What  you  have  done,  before  our  Army  hear  me. 

Mari  I  have  fome  wounds  upon  me,  and  they  fmart 
To  hear  themfelves  remembred. 

Com.  Should  they  not: 

Well  might  they  fefter  *gainft  ingratiude, 
And  tent  themfelves  with  death  ••  of  all  the  Horfes, 
Whereof  we  have  ta'nc  good,  and  good  ftore  of  all, 
TheTreafure  in  this  Field  atchiev'd,  and  City, 
We  render  you  the  tenth,  to  be  ta'ne  forth, 
Before  the  common  diftribution, 

At  your  only  choice. 
Mar.  1  thank  you,  General : 

But  cannot  make  my  heart  confent  to  take 
A  Bribe,  to  pay  my  Sword  :  I  do  refufe  it, 
And  ftand  upon  my  common  part  with  thofe, 
That  have  beheld  the  doing. 

A  long  flourish.  They  all  cry,  Martius,  Martius,  caft  up 

their  Caps  and  Launces  ■•  Cominius  and  Lucius  Jfand 
bare. 

Mar.  May  thefe  fame  Inftruments,  which  you  prophane, 
Never  found  more  :  when  Drums  and  Trumpets  fhall 

Vih* 



lie  Tragedy  of Coriolanus. 

L'th'  Field  prove  flatterers,  let  Courts  and  Cities  be 
Made  of  all  falfe-fac'd  fooihing : 
When  Steel  grows  foft,  as  the  ParajimSilk, 
Let  him  be  made  an  Overture  for  th'  Wars : 
No  more,  I  fty,  for  that  I  have  not  wafh'd 
My  Nofc  that  bled,  orfoil'dfome  debile  wretch, 
Which  without  note,  here's  many  clie  have  done, 
You  fhout  me  forth  in  acclamations  hyperbolical, 

As  if  I  lov'd  my  little  mould  be  dieted 
In  praifes,  favve'd  with  Lies. 

Com.  Too  modefc  are  you : 
More  cruel  to  your  gcod  report,  than  grateful 
To  us,  that  give  you  truly  :  by  your  patience, 

If  againft  your  felt  you  be  incens'd,  we'll  put  yon 
(  Like  one  that  means  his  proper  harm)  in  Manacles, 
Then  reafon  fafely  with  you  :  Therefore  be  it  known? 
As  to  us,  to  all  the  World,  that  Cains  Martins 

Wears  this  Wars  Garland  ••  in  token  of  the  which, 
My  noble  Steed,  known  to  the  Camp,  I  give  him, 
With  all  his  trim  belonging,  and  from  this  time, 
For  what  he  did  before  Conolus,  call  him, 

With  all  th'  applaufe  and  clamor  of  the  Holt, 
Martins  Cains  Coriolanus.  Bear  th'  addition  Nobly  ever  .? 

Flourijii.    Trumpets  found,  and  Drums. 
Omncs.  Martins  Cains  Conolanns. 

Mar.  I  will  go  wafh  : 
And  when  my  Face  is  fair,  you  mail  perceive 
Whether  I  blufh,  or  no:  Howbeit,  I  thank  you. 
I  mean  to  ftrideyour  Steed,  and  at  all  times 

To  under-creft  your  good  Addition, 
Toth'fairnefs  of  my  power. 

Com.  So,  to  our  Tent : 

Where,  e're  we  do  repofe  us,  we  will  write 
To  Rome  of  our  fuccefs  :  you  Titus  Lucius 
Mult  to  Coriolus  back,  fend  us  to  Rome 

The  belt,  with  whom  we  may  articulate, 
For  their  own  good,  and  ours. 

Luc.  I  fhall,  my  Lord. 
Mar.  The  Gods  begin  to  mock  me  ; 

I  thatuow  refus'dmoft  Princely  gifts, 
Am  bound  to  beg  of  my  Lord  General. 

Com.  Take't,  'tis  yours,  what  is't  ? 
Mar.  1  fometime  lay  here  in  Coriolusy 

At  a  poor,  mans  Houfe  :  He  us'd  me  kindly. 
He  cry'd  to  me  :  I  faw  him  Prifoner : 
But  then  Aufidms  was  within  my  view, 

And  wrath  o're-whelm'd  my  pity:  I  requeffc  yoa 
To  give  my  poor  Hoft  freedom. 

Com.  Oh  well  begg'd  : 
Were  he  the  Butcher  of  my  Son,  he  mould 
Be  free  as  is  the  Wind,  deliver  him,  Titus. 

Luc.  Martins,  his  name. 
Mar.  By  Jupiter,  forgot  : 

I  am  weary,  yea  my  Memory  is  tir'd  : 
Have  we  no  Wine  here  ? 

Com.  Go  we  to  our  Tent : 

The  Blood  upon  your  Vifage  dries,  'tis  time 
It  mould  be  look'd  too  :  come.  {Exeunt. 

A  Flour ip.  Cornets.  Enter  Tullus  Aufidius,  bloody,  with 
two  or  three  Sonldiers. 

Auf.  The  Town  ista'ne. 
Soul  'Twill  be  dcliver'd  back  on  good  Condition. 
A'-f.  Condition  ? 

I  would  I  were  a  Roman,  For  I  cannot, 
Being  a  Kolfctt,  be,  that  I  am.  Condition? 
v\  hat  good  Condition  can  a  Treaty  find 

l\h'  part  that  is  at  mercy  ?  five  times,  Martiusy 
I  h  ive  fought  with  thee  ;  fo often  halt  thou  beat  me: 

And  would'ft  dofo,  I  think,  mould  we  encounter 
As  often  as  we  eat.    By  the  Elements, 

If  e're  again  I  meet  him  beard  to  beard 
He's  mine,  cr  1  am  his:  Mine  Emulation 

Hath  not  that  honour  in't  it  had  :  For  where 
1  thought  to  crufh  him  in  an  equal  Force, 

True  Sword  to  Sword:  I'le  porch  at  him  feme  way, 
OrWiath,  or  Craft  may  get  him. 

Sol.  Hl's  the  Devi!. 

Auf.  Bolder,  though  not  fo  fubile :  my  valor's  poifon'd, 
With  only  fullering  itain  by  him  :  fcr  him 
Shall  Hie  out  of  itlelf,  norfiecp,  nor  lanclnary, 
Ecing  naked,  fick ;  nofPhane,  not  Capitol, 
The  Prayers  of  Priclh,  nor  t;me  of  Sacrifice  : 
Embarquements  all  of  Fury  fhall  lift  up 

Their  rotten  Priviledge,  and  Cuftom  'gainfr. 
My  hate  to  Martins.  Where  I  find  him,  were  it 

At  home ,  upon  my  Brothers  Guard,  even  there 
Againft  the  Hofpitable  Cannon,  would  I 

Wafh  my  fierce  hand  in's  heart.  Go  you  to  the  City, 
Learn  how  'tis  held,  and  what  they  are  thatmufb 
Be  Hoftages  for  Rome. Sol.  Will  not  you  go  ? 

Auf.  1  am  attended  at  the  Cyprus  Grove.  I  pray  you 
fTis  South  the  City  Mill)  bring  me  word  thitlkr 
How  the  World  goes,  that  to  the  pace  of  it 

I  may  fpur  on  my  Journey. 
Sol.  1  fhall,  Sir: 

AS  us  Secundus. 

Enter  Menenius  with  the  two  Tribunes  of  the  People, 
Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Men.  The  Augurer  tells  me,  we  fhall  have  News  to 

Night. .  Bru.  Good  or  bad  ? 

Men.  Not  according  to  the  Prayer  of  the  People,  for 
they  love  not  Martins. 

Skin.  Nature  teaches  Beafts  to  know  their  Friends. 

Men.  Pray  you,  who  does  the  Wolf  love  ? Sicin.  The  Lamb. 

Men.  I,  to  devour  him,  as  the  hungry  Plebeians  would 
the  Noble  Martins. 

Bru.  He's  a  Lamb  indeed,  that  baes  like  a  Bear. 
Men.  He's  a  Bear  indeed,  that  lives  like  a  Lamb. 

You  two  are  Old  Men,  tell  me  one  thing  that  I  fhall  ask 

you. 

Both.  Well,  Sir. 

Men.  In  what  enormity  is  Martins  poor  in,  that  you 
two  have  not  in  abundance  ? 

Bm.  He's  poor  in  no  one  fault,  but  ftor'd  with  all. 
Sicin.  Efpecially  Pride. 

Bru.  And  topping  all  others  in  boaft. 
Men.  This  is  ffcrange  now :  Do  you  two  know  ,  how 

you  are  cenfured  here  in  the  City,  I  mean  of  us  o'th'  right hand  File,  do  you  ? 

Bru.  Why?  how  are  we  cenfured  ? 
Men.  Becaufe  you  talk  of  Pride  now,  will  you  not  be 

angry  ? 
Both.  Well,  well  Sir,  well. 

Men.  Why 'tis  no  great  matter ;  for  a  very  little  thief 
of  Occafion,  will  rob  you  of  a-  great  deal  of  Patience : 
Give  your  difpofltions  the  Reins,  and  be  angry  at  your 
pleafures  (at  the  leaft )  if  you  take  it  as  a  pleafure  to  you, 

in  being  fo-,  you  blame  Martins  for  beisg  proud. 
Bru.  We  do  it  not  alone,  Sir. 

Men.  I  know  you  can  do  very  little  alone,  for  your 

helps  are  many,  or  elfe  your  aftions  would  grow  won- 

drous fingle  :  your  abilities  are  too  Infant-like,  for  doing 
much  alone.  You  talk  of  Pride :  Oh,  that  you  could  turn 

your  Eyes  toward  the  Napes  of  your  Necks,  and  make 
but  an  interior  furvey  of  your  good  felves.  Oh  that  you 
could  ! 

Men,  What  then,  Sir  ? 

Men.  Why  then  you  mould  difcover  a  brace  of  un- 

meriting, 
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meriting,  proud,  violent,  telly  Magiftrates  (  alias  Foo
ls) 

as  any  in  Rome. 

Stein.  Mcnenms,  you  are  known  well  enough  too. 

$4en.  I  am  known  to  be  a  humorous  Patrician
  and 

one  that  loves  a  cup  of  hot  Wine  with  not  a  drop  of  allay
- 

ing Tiber  in'c :  Said  to  be  fomething  imperfeft  in  favou- 

ring the  firft  complaint,  hafty  and  Tinder-like  upon  to 

crinal  motion:  One,  that converfes more  with  the 
 But- 

tork  of  the  Night,  than  with  the  Fore-head  of  the ̂ Mor- 

ning. What  I  think  I  utter,  and  fpend  my  Malice  in  my 

Breach.  Meeting  two  fuch  Weals-men  as  you  are  (  I  can- 

not call  you  Licurgufs)  if  the  drink  you  give  me,  touch 

my  Palat  adverfly,"l  make  a  crooked  face  at  it.  I  can  lay, 

your  Worfhips  have  deliver'd  the  matter  well,  w
hen 

I  find  the  Afs  in  compound  with  the  Major  part  or 

your  Syllables.  And  though  I  mull:  be  content  to 
 bear 

with  thofe,  that  fay  you  are  Reverend  Grave,  yet  they  lye 

deadly,  that  tell  you  have  good-Faces ;  if  you  fee  this  in
 

the  Map  of  my  Microcofm,  follows  it  that  1  am  kno
wn 

well  enough  too?  What  harm  can  your  Befom  C
on- 

fpeftuities  glean  out  of  this  Character,  if  I  be  know
n 

well  enough  too  I 

Brit.  Come,  Sir,  come,  we  know  you  well  enough. 

Men.  You  know  neither  me,  your  felves,  nor  any 

thing  :  you  are  ambitious  for  poor  Knaves  Caps  and 

Legs:  You  wear  out  a  good  wholefom  Fore-noon,  
m 

hearing  a  Caufe  between  an  Orange-wife,  and  a  Fauf
et- 

feller,  and  then  rejourn  the  Coutroverue  of  three-penc
e 

to  a  fecond  day  of  Audience.  When  you  are  Hearing  a 

matter  between  a  Party  and  Party,  if  you  chance  to  be 

pinch'dwith  the  Cholick,  you  make  Faces  like  Mum- 

mers, fet  up  the  bloody  Flag  againft  all  Patience,  and 

in  roaring  for  a  Chamber-pot,  difmifs  the  Controyerlie 

bleeding,  the  more  intangled  by  your  hearing  :  All  the 

Peace  you  make  in  their  Caufe,  is  calling  both  the  Parti
es 

Knaves.  You  are  a  Pair  of  ftrange  ones. 

Brit.  Come,  come,  you  are  well  underftood  to  be  a 

perfeder  gyberforthe  Table,  than  a  neceflary  Be
ncher 

in  the  Capitol.  •>  ̂  

Men.  Our  very  Priefts  mult  become  Mockers,  11  they 

mall  encounter  fuch  ridiculous  Subjefts  as  you  are  :j  when 

you  fpeak  bell  unto  the  purpofe ,  it  is  not  worth  the  w
ag- 

ging of  your  Beards,  and  your  Beards  deferve  not  fo 

honourable  a  Grave,  as  to  ftuff  a  Botchers  Culhion,  or  to 

beintomb'din  an  AlTes  Pack-faddle  -,  yet  you  muft  be 

faying,  Martins  is  proud  :  who  in  a  cheap  eftimation,  i
s 

worth  all  your  Predecefibrs  fince  Deucalion,  though  per- 

adventure  fome  of  the  belt  of  'em  were  hereditary  Hang- 

men.Good-e'en  to  your  Worfhips,  more  of  your  Conver- 
fation  would  infeftm 7  Brain,  being  the  Heardfmenof  the 

Beaftly  Plebeians.  I  will  be  bold  to  take  my  leave  of  you. 

QBrutus  and  Sicinius.  jifiav. 

Enter  Volumnia  and  Valeria, 

How  nowf  my  as  Fair  as  Noble)Ladies,and  the  Moon  were 

fhe  Earthly,  no  Nobler  j  whither  do  you  follow  your  Eyes fo  fall  ? 

Volum.  Honourable  Menenius,  my  Boy,  Marttus,  approa 

ches  :  for  the  love  of  Juno  let7s  go. 
Men.  Ha  ?  Martius  coming  home  ? 

Volum.  I, worthy  Menenius, with  moftprofperous  Ap- 
probation. 

Men.. Take  my  Cap,  Jupiter,  and  I  thank  th«e  :  I100, 
Martms  coming  home  ? 

2  Ladtes.  Nay,  'tis  true. 

Volum.  Look,  here's  a  Letter  from  him,  the  State  hath 

another,  his  Wife  another,  and  CI  think)  there's  one  at home  for  you. 

Menen.  I  will  make  my  very  houfe  reel  to  night: 
A  Letter  for  me  ? 

Virgil.  Yes,  certain,  there's  a  Letter  for  you,  Ifaw't. 
Menen.  A  Letter  for  me.?  it  gives  me  an  Eftate  of  fe- 

venyears  health  •,  in  which  time,  I  will  make  a  Lip  at 

the  Phyfician :  The  moft  Soveraign  Prefcription  in  Galen 
is  but  Empericktique ,  and  to  this  Prefervative,  of  no 
better  report  than  a  Horfe-drench.  Is  he  not  wounded? 
he  was  wont  to  come  home  wounded  ? 

Virgil.  Oh  no,  110,  no. 

Volum.  Oh,  he  is  wounded,  I  thank  the  Godsfor't. 
Menen.  So  do  1  too,  if  he  be  not  too  much  :  brings  a 

Vi&ory  in  his  Pocket  ?  the  wounds  become  him. 

^  Volum.  On's  Brows  ■■  Menenius ,  he  comes  the  third time  home  with  the  Oaken  Garland. 

Menen.  Has  he  difciplin'd  Aufidius  foundly  ? 
V ilkrn.  Titus  Lucius  writes,  they  fought  together  ,  but 

Aufidius  got  off! 

Menen.  And 'twas  time  for  him  too,  Pie  warrant  him 
that:  and  he  had  ftay'd  by  him,  I  would  not  have  been 
fo  fiddious'd,  for  all  the  Chefts  in  Coriolus,  and  the  Gold 
that's  in  them.    Is  the  Senate  pofTeft  of  this  ? 
V )lum.  Good  Ladies,  let's  go.  Yes,  yes,  yes :  The 

Senate  has  Letters  from  the  General ,  wherun  he  gives 
my  Son  the  whole  Name  of  the  War,  he  hath  in  this 
Aiftion  out-done  his  former  Deeds  doubly. 

Valer.  In  troth  there's  woudrous  things  fpoke of  him. 
Menen.  Wondrous  ?  I,  1  warrant  you,  and  not  with- 

out his  true  Purchafing. 

Virgil.  The  Gods  grant  them  true. 
Volum.  True?  powwaw. 

Mene.  True  i  Pie  be  fworn  they  are  true ,  where  is 
he  wounded,  God  fave  your  good  Worfhips  ?  Martins 
is  coming  home  :  he  has  more  caufe  to  be  proud :  where 
is  he  wounded  ? 

Volum.  Pth'  Shoulder,  and  i'th'  left  Arm,  there  will 
be  large  Cicatrices  to  lliew  the  People,when  he  lhall  ftana 

for  his  place  :  he  receiv'd  in  the  Repuiie  of  Tarquin  feven 
hurts  i'th'  Body. 

Men.  One  i'th'  Neck,  and  two  i'th'  Thigh,  there's  nine 
that  I  know. 

Volum.  He  had,  before  his  laft  Expedition,  twenty 

five  Wounds  upon  him. 

Men.  Now  it's  twenty  feven,  every  gafh  was  an  Ene- 
mies Grave.  Hark,  the  Trumpets. 

{_A  Shout,  and  Flourifij. 
Volum.  Thefe  are  the  Ufhers  of  Martius: 

Before  him,  he  carries  Noife  •, 

And  behind  him,  he  Laves  Tears  •* 
Death,  that  dark  Spirit,  in's  nervy  Arm  doth  lye, 
Which  being  advane'd,  declines,  and  then  Men  dye, 

A  Sonet.  Trumpets  found.  Enter  Cominius  the  General,  and 

Titus  Lucius  :  between  them  Coriolanus,  Crown1  d  with  an 
Oaken  Garland,with  Captains  and  Souldiers,and  a  Herald. 

Hera.  Know,  Rome,  that  all  alone  Martius  did  fight 
Within  Coriolus  Gates  .•  where  he  hath  won, 
With  Fame,  a  Name  to  Martius  Caius : 
Thefe  in  Honour  follows,  Martius  Caius,  Coriolanus. 
Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus. 

Sound.  Flourijh. 
All.  Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus. 
Corio.  No  more  of  this,  it  does  offend  my  heart ;  pray 

now  no  more. 

Com.  Look,  Sir,  your  Mother. 

Corio.  Oh  -'  you  have,  I  know,  petition'd  all  the  Godc 
for  my  Profperity.  [Kneels. 

Volum.  Nay,  my  good  Souldier,  up  .* 
My  gentle  Martius,  worthy  Caius, 

And  by  deed-atchieving  Honour  newly  nam'd, 
What  is  it  (Coriolanus )  muft  I  call  thee  ? 

But  oh,  thy  Wife. 
Corio.  My  gracious  filence,  hail : 

Would'ft  thou  have  laugh'd,  had  I  come  Coffin'd  home, 
Thatweep'ft  to  fee  me  Triumph  ?  Ah,  my  Dear, 
Such  Eyes  the  Widows  in  Coriolus  wear, 
And  Mothers  that  lack  Sons. 

Men.  Now  the  Gods  Crown  thee. 
*  A  a  a  Com 
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Com.  And  live  you  yet .?  Oh  my  fweet  Lady,  Pardon. 
Volum.  1  know  not  whereto  turn. 

Oh  welcome  home  :  and  welcome  General, 

And  y'are  welcome  all. 
Men.  A  hundred  thoufand  Welcomes : 

I  could  weep,  and  I  could  laugh, 

I  am  light,  and  heavy ;  welcome :  1 
A  Curfe  begin  at  very  root  on's  Heart, 
That  is  not  glad  to  fee  thee. 
You  are  Three,  that  Rome  ihould  dote  on : 
Yet  by  the  Faith  of  Men,  we  have 
Some  old  Crab-trees  here  at  home, 
That  will  not  be  grafted  to  your  Rclilh. 
Yet  welcome  Warriors : 
We  call  a  Nettle,  but  a  Nettle  } 
And  the  faults  of  Fools  but  Folly. 

Com.  Ever  right. 
Cor.  Menenius,  ever,  ever. 
Hera.  Give  way  there,  and  go  on. 
Cor.  Your  Hand,  and  yours? 

E're  in  our  own  Houfe  I  do  (hade  my  head, 
The  good  Patricians  mull  be  vifited, 
From  whom  I  havereceiv'd  not  only  Greetings, 
But  with  them,  change  of  Honours. 

Volum.  I  have  lived, 

To  fee  inherited  my  very  Wifhes, 
And  the  Buildings  of  my  Fancy  : 

Only  there's  one  thing  wanting, 
Which  (1  doubt  not)  but  our  Rome 
Willcaft  upon  thee. 

Cor.  Know,  good  Mothe*, 
I  had  rather  be  their  Servant  in  my  way, 

Than  fway  with  them  in  theirs. 

Com.  On,  to  the  Capitol.         IFlourijh.  Cornets. 
[Exeunt  in  State,  as  before. 

Enter  Brutus  and  Sicinius. 

Bru.  All  Tongues  fpeak  of  him,  and  the  bleared  fights 
Are  fpeftacled  to  fee  him.    Your  pratling  Nurfe 
Into  a  rapture  lets  her  Baby  cry, 
While  fhe  chatshim:  the  Kitchin  Malkm  pins 

Her  richelt  Lockram  'bout  her  rcechy  neck, 
Clambring  the  Walls  to  eye  him  i 

Stalls,  Bulks,  Windows,  are  fraother'd  up, 
Leads  fill'd,  and  Ridges  hors'd 
With  variable  Complexions ;  all  agreeing  _ 
In  earneftnefs  to  fee  him :  feld-fhown  Flamins 

Do  prefs  'mong  the  popular  Throngs,  and  puff 
To  win  a  vulgar  ftaiion  I  our  veil'd  Dames Commit  the  Warof  White  and  Damask 

In  their  nicely  gawded  Chesks,  toth1  wanton  fpoil 
Of  Phoebus burning K iffes :  fucha  poother, 
As  if  that  whatfoever  God,  who  leads  him, 

W  ere  flily  crept  into  his  humane  powers, 
And  gave  him  graceful  pofture. 

Sicm.  On  the  fudden,  I  warrant  him  Conlul. 
Bru.  Then  our  Office  may,  during  his  Power,  goileep. 

Sicin.  He  cannot  temp'rately  tranfport  his  Honours, 
From  where  he  Ihould  begin  and  end,  but  will 
Lofe  thofe  he  hath  won. 

Bm.  In  that  there's  comfort. 
Ski.  Doubt  not, 

The  Commoners,  for  whom  we  Hand,  but  they 

Upon  their  ancient  malice,  will  forget 
With  the  lealt  caufe,  thefe  his  new  Honours, 
Which  that  he  will  give  them,  make  I  as  little  queltion, 

As  he  is  proud  to  do't. Bru.  1  heard  him  fwear 
Were  he  toftand  forConful,  never  would  he 

Appear  i'th'  Market-place,  nor  on  him  put 
The  Naples  Velture  of  humility, 
Nor  (hewing  (as  the  manner  is)  his  Wounds 

To  th'  people,  beg  their  ftinking  breaths. 
Sicin.  'Tis  right. 
Bru.  It  was  his  word  : 

Oh  he  would  mifs  it,  rather  than  carry  it, 
But  by  the  fuit  of  the  Gentry  to  him, 
And  the  deilre  of  the  Nobles. 

Sicin.  I  wifli  no  better,  than  have  him  hold  that  pur- 
pofe,  and  to  put  it  in  execution. 

Bru.  'Tis  molt  like,  he  will. 
Sicin.  It  (hall  be  to  him  then,  as  our  good  wills,  a  fure 

defhuction. 
Bru.  So  it  muff  fallout 

To  him,  or  our  Authorities,  for  an  end. 
We  mult  fuggeft  the  People,  in  what  hatred 

He  ftill  hath  held  them :  that  to's  power  he  would 
Have  made  them  Mules,  filene'd  their  Pleaders, 
And  difproporticned  their  Freedoms-,  holding  them, In  humans  Adion,  and  Capacity, 

Of  no  more  Soul,  nor  fitnefs  for  the  World, 
Than  Camels  in  their  War,  who  have  their  Provand 
Only  for  bearing  Burthens,  and  fore  blows 
For  (inking  under  them. 

Sicin.  This  (as  you  fay)  fuggefted, 
At  fome  time,  when  his  foaring  infolence 
Shall  teach  the  People,  which  time  (hall  not  want, 

If  he  be  put  apon't,  and  that's  as  eafie, 
As  to  fct  Dogs  on  Sheep,  will  be  his  fire 
To  kindle  their  dry  Stubble  and  their  Blaze 
Shall  darken  him  for  ever. Enter  a  Me  (fencer. 

Bru.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Mejf.  You  are  fent  for  to  the  Capitol : 
'Tis  thcught,  that  Mf.rtius  lhall  be  Conful : 
I  have  fee:i  the  dumb  men  throng  to  fee  him, 
And  the  blind  to  hear  him  fpeak  :  Matrons  flung  Gloves, 
Ladies  and  Maids  their  Scarfs,  and  Handkerchiefs, 

Upon  him,  as  lie  pafs'd  :  the  Nobles  bended As  to  loves  Statue,  and  the  Commons  made 
A  Showre,  and  Thunder,  with  their  Caps,  and  Shouts: 
I  never  law  the  like. 

Bru.  Let's  to  the  Capitol, 

And  carry  with  us  Ears  and  Eyes  for  th'  time, 
But  Hearts  for  the  event. 

Skin.  Have  with  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Officers^  to  lay  Cuflrions^  as  it  were^  in  the  Capital. 

i  Off.  Come,  come,  they  are  almoft  here  how  many 
Hand  for  Confulfliips  ? 

zOjf.  Three,  they  fay:  but 'tis  thought  of  every  one, 
Coriol.wns  will  carry  it. 

1  Of.  That's  a  brave  Fellow,  but  he's  vengeance  proud, 
and  loves  not  the  Common  People. 

2  Off.  'Faith,  there  have  been  many  great  men  that 
have  ilatter'd  the  People,  who  ne're  loved  them,and  there 
be  many  that  they  have  loved,  they  know  not  wherefore  : 
fo  that  if  they  love  they  know  not  why  ,  they  hate  upon 
no  better  a  ground.  Therefore,  for  Coriolanus  neither  to 
care  whether  they  love,  or  hate  him,  manifelts  the  true 

knowledge  he  has  in  their  difpofition,  and  out  of  his  No- 

ble carelefnefs  lets  them  plainly  fee't. 
1  Off.  If  he  did  not  care  whether  he  had  their  love,  or 

no,  he  waved  indifferently ,  'twixt  doing  them  neither 
good,  nor  harm :  but  he  feeks  their  hate  with  greater 

devotion,than  they  can  render  it  him  •,  and  leaves  nothing 
undone,  that  may  fully  difcover  him  their  Oppofite.  Now 

to  feem  to  affect,  the  Malice  and  Difpleafure  of  the  Peo- 

pie,  is  as  bad,  as  that  which  he  diflikes,  to  flatter  them for  their  love. 

2  Off.  He  hath  deferved  worthily  of  his  Countrey, 
And  his  afcent  is  not  by  fuch  eafie  degrees  as  thofe,  who 

having  been  fupple  and  courteous  to  the  People,  Bon- 
netted,  without  any  further  deed,  to  have  them  at  all  into 

their  eltimation,  and  report :  but  he  hath  fo  planed  his 
Honours  in  their  Eyes,and  his  Actions  in  their  Hearts,that 

for  their  Tongues  to  be  filent,  and  not  confefs  fo  much, 

were  a  kind  of  ingrateful  injury  ;  to  report  othervvife, 

were 
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were  a  Malice,  that  giving  it  felf  the  Lye,  would  pluck 
reproof  and  rebuke  from  every  Ear  that  heard  it. 

1  Of.  No  more  of  him,  he's  a  worthy  man:  make 
may,  they  are  coming. 

A  Sonet.  Enter  the  Patricians,  and  the  Tribunes  of  the  Peo- 

(   fie,  Liitors  before  them  ;  Coriolanus,  Mcnenius ,  Comi- 
nius  the  Conful :  Sicinius^W  Brutus  talzc  their  places  by 
themfelves :  Coriolanus  fiands. 

Men.  Having  determined  of  the  Folfcies, 
And  to  fend  for  Titus  Lucius :  it  remains, 

As  the  main  Point  of  this  our  after-meeting, 
To  gratifie  his  Noble  fervice,  that  hath 
Thus  ftood  for  his  Country.    Therefore  pleafe  you, 
Moft  Reverend  and  Grave  Elders,  todefire, 
The  prefent  Conful,  andlaft  General, 

In  our  well-found  Succefles,  to  report 
A  little  of  that  worthy  Work  perform'd 
By  Martins  Cains  Coriolanus  \  whom 
We  met  here,  both  to  thank,  and  to  remember 
With  honours  like  himfelf. 

i  Sen.  Speak,  good  Cominius  : 
Leave  nothing  out  for  length,  and  make  us  think 

Rather  our  State's  defective  for  requital, 
Than  we  to  ftretch  it  out.  Matters  o'th'  People, 
:We  do  requeft  your  kindeft  Ear,  and  after, 
Your  loving  motion  toward  the  common  Body, 
To  yield  what  panes  here. 

Stein.  We  are  convented  upon  a  pleafing  Treaty  ,  and 
have  Hearts  inclinable  to  Honour,  and  advance  the  Theam 
of  our  AfTembly. 

Bnt.  Which  the  rather  we  fhall  be  bled  to  do  ,  if  he 
remember  a  kinder  value  of  the  People,  than  he  hath 

hereto  priz'd  them  at. 
Men.  That's  off,  that's  off:  I  would  you  rather  had 

been  filent :  Pleafe  you  to  hear  Cominius  fpeak  ? 

Bru.  Moft  willingly--  but  yet  my  Caution  was  more 
pertinent  than  the  rebuke  you  give  it. 

Men.  He  loves  your  people,  but  tye  him  not  to  be  their 
Bedfellow  :  Worthy  Cominius,  fpeak. 

Coriolanus  rifes,  and  offers  to  go  away. 
Nay,  keep  your  place. 
W  Senat.  sir,  Coriolanus,  never  fhame  to  hear 

hat  you  have  Nobly  done. 
1  Cono.  Your  Honours  pardon  : 
had  rather  have  my  Wounds  to  heal  again, 

Than  hear  fay  how  1  got  them. 

Bru.  Sir,  I  hope  my  words  dif-bench'd  you  not  ? 
Corio.  No,  Sir,  yet  oft, 

When  blows  have  made  me  flay,  I  fled  from  words. 

You  footh'd  not,  therefore  hurt  not :  but  your  People, 
1  love  them  as  they  weigh  

Man.  Pray  now,  fit  down. 

Cono.  I  had  rather  have  one  fcratch  my  Head  i'th'  Sun, 
When  the  Alarum  wereftruck,  than  idly  fit 

To  hear  my  Nothings  monfter'd.         {Exit  Coriolanus. 
Men.  Matters  of  the  People, 

Your  multiplying  Spawn  how  can  he  flatter  ? 

That's  thoufand  to  one  good  one,  when  you  now  fee 
He  had  rather  venture  all  his  Limbs  for  Honour, 
Than  one  o's  Ears  to  hear  it.  Proceed  Cominius. 

Com.  I  fhall  lack  Voice  :  the  Deeds  of  Coriolanus 

Should  not  be  utter'd  feebly :  it  is  held, 
That  Valour  is  the  chiefeft  Virtue,  and 

Moft  dignifies  the  Haver :  if  it  be, 
The  man  I  fpeak  of  cannot  in  the  World 

Be  fingly  counter-poys'd .    At  fixteen  years, 
When  Tarquin  made  a  Head  for  Rome,  he  fought 
Beyond  the  mark  of  others :  our  then  Dictator, 
Whom  with  all  praife  I  point  at,  faw  him  fight, 
When  with  his  Amazonian  Chin  he  drove 
The  brizled  Lips  before  him  :  he  beftrid 

An  o'ra-preft  Roman,  and  i'th'  Conful's  view 
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Slew  three  oppofers:  Tarquins  felf  he  met 

And  ftruck  him  on  his  Knee :  in  that  days'  feats, When  he  might  act  the  woman  in  the  Scene, 
He  prov'd  belt  man  i'th'  Field,  and  for  his  meed 
Was  Brow-bound  with  Oak.    His  Pupil-age 
Man-entred  thus,  he  waited  like  a  Sea, 
And  in  the  brunt  of  feventcen  Battels  lince, 
He  lurch t  all  Swords  o'th'  Garland  :  for  this  laft, Before,  and  in  Coriolus,  let  me  fay 
I  cannot  fpeak  him  home :  he  ftopt  the  flyers, 
And  by  his  1  are  example  made  the  Coward 
Turn  terror  intofport :  as  Waves  before 
A  VefTel  under  fayl,  fo  men  obey'd, 
And  fell  below  his  Seem  :  his  Sword  (Deaths  ftamp) 
Where  it  did  mark,  it  took  from  Face  to  Foot : 
He  was  a  thing  of  Blood,  whofe  every  motion 
Was  trimm'd  with  dying  Cries :  alone  he  entred 
The  mortal  Gate  o'ch'  City,  which  he  painted 
Withfhunlefsdefamy  :  aidlefscame  off, 
And  with  a  fudden  re-inforcement  ftruck 
Coriolus,  like  a  Planet  :  now  all's  this, 
When  by  and  by  the  din  of  War  'gan  pierce 
His  ready  fence,  then  ftre  ight  his  doubled  Spirit 
Requickned  what  in  flefh  was  fatigate, 
And  to  the  Battel  came  he,  where  he  did 

Run  reeking  o're  the  lives  of  Men,  as  if 
'Twere  a  perpetual  fpoyl ;  and  tiil  we  call'd 
Both  Field  and  City  ours,  he  never  ftood 
Toeafe  his  Breaft  with  panting. 

Men.  Worthy  man. 
r  Senat.  He  cannot  but  with  meafure  fit  the  Honours 
which  wedevife  him. 

Com.  Ourfpoilshekicktat, 

And  look'd  upon  things  Precious,  as  they  were 
The  common  Muck  o'th'  World :  he  covets  lefs 
Than  Mifery  it  felf  would  give,  rewards  his  deeds 
With  doing  them,  and  is  content 
To  fpend  the  time,  to  end  it. 

Men.  He's  right  Noble,  let  him  be  call'd  for] 
Senat.  Call  Coriolanus. 

Off.  He  doth  appear. 
Enter  Coriolanus- 

Men.  The  Senate,  Coriolanus,  are  well  pleas'd  to  make 
thee  Conful. 

Corio.  I  do  owe  them  ftill  my  Life,  and  Services. 

Men.  It  then  remains  that  y'ou  do  fpeak  to  the  Peo- 

ple. 

Corio.  I  do  befeech  you, 

Let  me  o're-leap  that  Cuftom  ■"  for  I  cannot 
Put  on  the  Gown,  Hand  naked,  and  entreat  them 
For  my  Wounds  fake,  to  give  their  fuffrage : 
Pleafe  you  that  I  may  pafs  this  doing. 

Sicin.  Sir,  the  People  muft  have  their  Voices, 
Neither  will  they  bate  one  jot  of  Ceremony. 

Men.  Put  them  not  to't : 
Pray  you  go  fit  you  to  the  Cuftom, 
And  take  to  you,  as  your  Predeceflbrs  have„ 
Your  Honour  with  your  form. 

Corio.  It  is  a  Part  that  I  fhall  blufh  in  Acting, 
And  might  well  be  taken  from  the  People. 

Bru.  Mark  you  that. 

Corio.  To  brag  unto  them,  thus  I  did,  and  thus, 

Shew  them  th'unaking  Skars,  which  Ifhouldhide, 
As  if  I  had  receiv'd  them  for  the  hire 
Of  their  Breath  only. 

Men.  Do  not  ftand  upon't : 
We  recommend  to  you,Tribunes  of  the  People, 
O  ur  purpofe  to  them,  and  to  our  Noble  Conful 
Wilh  we  all  Joy,  and  Honour. 

Senat.  To  Coriolanus  come  all  Joy  and  Honour. 
Flourip  Cornets. 

Thtn  Exeunt .  Manent  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Bru.  You  fee  how  he  intends  to  ufe  the  People. 

Sicu.  May  they  perceive's  intent :  he  will  require  them 
*  A  a  a  2  As 
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As  if  he  d  id  contemn  what  herequefted, 
Should  b~  in  them  to  give. 

Em.  Come,  we'll  inform  them 

Of  our  proceedings  here  on  th'  Market  place, 
1  know  they  do  attend  us. 

Enter  [even  or  eight  Citizens. 
1  Cit.  Once  if  he  do  require  our  Voices,  we  ought  not 

to  deny  him. 
2  Cu.  We  may,  Sir,  if  we  will. 
3  Cit.  We  have  power  in  our  felves  to  do  it ,  but  it  is 

a  power  that  we  have  no  power  to  do  :  For  ,  if  he  fhew 
us  his  wounds,  and  tell  us  his  deeds,  we  are  to  put  our 
Tongues  into  thofe  wounds,  and  fpeak  for  them:  So,  if 
he  tell  us  his  noble  deeds,  wemuft  alfo  tell  him  our  noble 

acceptance  of  them.  Ingratitude  is  monltrous,  and  for  the 
multitude  to  be  ingrateful,  were  to  make  a  Monfter  of 
the  multitude  ;  of  the  which,  we  being  Members,  mould 
bring  our  felves  to  be  monftrous  Members. 

1  Cit.  And  to  make  us  no  better  thought  of  a  little 
help  will  fcrve :  for  once  we  ftood  up  about  the  Corn, 

he  himfelf  ftuck  not  to  call  us  the  many-headed  Multi- tude. 

3  Cit.  We  have  been  calPd  fo  of  many  ,  not  that  our 
heads  are  fome  brown,  fome  black,  fome  auburn,  fome 

bald  but  that  our  wits  are  fo  diverfly  Colour'd  j  and  tru- 
ly, I  think,  if  all  our  wits  were  to  ilTue  out  of  one  Scull, 

they  would  flye  Eaft,  Weft,  North,  South,  and  their  con- 
fent  of  one  dired  way,  Ihould  be  at  once  to  all  the  points 

o'tlf  Compafs. 
2  Cit.  Think  you  fo  ?  Which  way  do  you  judge  my 

wit  would  flye  ? 
3  Cit.  Nay  your  wit  will  not  fo  foon  out  as  another 

mans  will, 'tis  ftrongly  wedg'd  up  in  a  Block-head:  but 
if  it  were  at  liberty,  'twould  fure  Southward. 

2  Cit.  Why,  that  way .? 
3  Cit.  To  lofe  itfelf  in  a  Fog,  where  being  three  parts 

melted  away  with  rotten  Dews,  the  fourth  would  return 
for  Confcience  fake,  to  help  to  get  thee  a  Wife. 

2  Cit.  You  are  never  without  your  tricks,  you  may, 

you  may. 
3  Cit.  Are  you  all  refolved  to  give  your  Voices  ?  But 

that's  no  matter,  the  greater  part  carries  it,  I  fay.  If  he 
would  incline  to  the  People,  there  was  never  a  Worthier 
man. 

Emer  Coriolanus  in  a  Gown  of  Humility,  with  Menenius. 

Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  Gown  of  Humility  ,  mark  his 
behaviour  :  we  are  not  to  flay  all  together,  but  to  come 
by  him  where  he  ftands,  by  ones,  by  twos,  and  by  threes. 

He's  to  make  his  requefts  by  particulars,  where  every  one 
of  us  has  a  fingle  Honour,  in  giving  him  our  own  Voices 
with  our  own  Tongues,  therefore  follow  me,  and  Tie  di- 

rect you  how  you  fhall  go  by  him. 
All.  Content,  content. 
Men.  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  notright;  have  you  not  known 

The  worthieft  men  ha?e  don't  ? 
Corto.  What  muft  I  fay,  I  pray,  Sir  ? 

Plauge  upon't,  I  cannot  bring 
My  Tongue  to  fuch  a  pace.  Look,  Sir,  my  wounds, 
I  got  them  in  my  Countries  Service,  when 

Some  certain  of  your  Brethren  roar'd,  and  ran 
From  the  noife  of  our  own  drums. 

Men.  O  h  me  the  G  ods,  you  mult  not  fpeak  of  that, 
You  muft  defire  them  to  think  upon  you. 

Corio.  Think  upon  me  ?  Hang  'em, 
I  would  they  would  forget  me,  like  the  Virtues 

Which  our  Divines  lofe  by  'em. 
Men.  You'l  mar  all, 

I'le  leave  you  :  Pray  you  fpeak  to  'em,  I  pray  you 
In  wholefome  manner.  {Exit. 

Enter  three  of  the  Citizens. 
Corio.  Bid  them  wafh  their  Faces, 

And  keep  their  Teeth  clean :  So  here  comes  a  brace, 

You  know  the  caufe  (  Sir)  of  my  ftsnding  here. 
3  Cit.  We  do,  Sir,  tell  us  what  hath  brought  you  to't. Corio.  Mine  own  defert. 
2  Cu.  Your  own  defert  ? 
Corio.  I,  not  mine  own  defire, 
3  Cit.  How,  not  your  own  defire  ? 
Corio.  No,  Sir,  'twas  never  my  defire  yet  to  trouble  the poor  with  begging. 

3  Cit.  You  mult  think,  if  we  give  you  any  thing,  we hope  to  gain  by  you. 

Cono.  Well  then  I  pray,  your  price  o'th'  Confulfhip.  ? 1  Cit.  1  he  price  is,  to  ask  it  kindly. 
Cono.  Kindly,  Sir,  I  pray  let  me  ha't :  I  have  wounds 

to  fhew  you,  which  fhali  be  yours  in  private:  your  good Voice,  Sir,  what  fay  you  ? 
2  Cit.  You  fhall  ha'r,  worthy  Sir. 
Corw.  A  match,  Sir,  there's  in  all  two  worthy  Voices 

begg'd--  I  have  your  Alms,  Adieu. 
3  Cit.  But  this  is  fomething  odd. 

2  Ch.  And  'twere  to  give  again  :  but  'tis  no  matter. Exeunt.  Enter  two  other  Citizens. 
Corio.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  may  ftand  with  the  tune  of 

your  Voices,  that  I  may  be  Conful,  I  have  here  the  Cufto- mary  Gown. 

i.  You  have  defer ved  Ncbly  of  your  Country,  and  you have  not  deferved  Nobly. 
Corio.  Your  Enigma  ? 

1 .  You  have  been  a  fcourge  to  her  Enemies ,  you  have 
been  a  Rod  to  her  Friends,  you  have  not  indeed  loved the  Common  People. 

Corio.  Yon  mould  account  me  the  more  Virtuous,  that 
I  have  not  been  common  in  my  Love ;  I  will,  Sir,  flatter 
my  fwom  Brother,  the  People  to  earn  a  dearer  eftimati- 
on  of  them,  'tis  a  condition  they  account  gentle  :  andfince thewifdom  of  their  choice,  is  rather  to  have  my  Hat, 
than  my  Heart,  1  will  pradtife  the  infinuating  nod,  and  be 
off  to  them  moft  counterfeitly,  that  is,  Sir,  1  will  com  r- 
feit  the  bewitchment  of  fome  popular  man,  and  give  in 
bountiful  to  the  defires :  Therefore,  befeech  you,  I  may be  Conful. 

2.  We  hope  to  find  you  our  Friend  :  and  therefore  give 
you  our  Voices  heartily. 

i.  You  have  received  many  wounds  for  your  Coun- 
trey. 

Corio.  I  will  not  Seal  your  knowledge  with  fhewing 
them.  I  will  make  much  of  your  Voices,  and  fo  trouble 
you  no  farther. 

Both.  The  Gods  give  you  joy,  Sir,  heartily. 
Corio.  Moft  fweet  Voices: 

Better  it  is  to  dye,  better  to  ftarve  \ 
Than  crave  the  hire,  which  firft  we  do  deferve. 
Why  in  this  Woolvifh  Gown  fhould  I  ftand  here, 
To  beg  of  Hob  and  Dick,  that  do  appear, 

Their  needlefs  Vouches  ?  Cuftom  calls  me  to't : 
What  Cuftom  wills  in  all  things,  fhould  we  do't  ? 
TheDuft  on  antique  Time  would  lieunfwept, 
And  mountainous  Error  be  too  highly  heapt, 

For  truth  to  o're-peer.    Rather  than  fool  it  fo, 
Let  the  high  Office  and  the  Honour  go, 
To  one  that  would  do  thus.  I  am  half  through, 

The  one  part  fuffer'd,  the  other  will  I  do. Enter  three  Citizens  more. 
Here  come  more  Voices. 

Your  Voices  ?  for  your  Voices  I  have  fought, 

Watch'd  for  your  Voices :  for  your  Voices,  bear 
Of  Wounds,  two  dozen  odd:  Battels,  thrice  fix 
I  have  feen,  and  heard  of :  for  your  Voices, 
Have  done  many  things,  fome  lefs,  fome  more  : 
Your  Voices  ?  indeed  I  would  be  Conful. 

1  Cit.  He  has  done  Nobly,  and  cannot  go  without  any 
honeft  Mans  Voice. 

2  Cit.  Therefore  let  him  be  Conful  :  the  Gods  give 

him  joy,  and  make  him  good  Friend  to  the  People. 
All.  Amen,  Amen.  God  fave thee,  NobleConfuJ. 

Corio. 
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Corto.  Worthy  Voices. 

Enter  Menenius,  with  Brutus,  and  Sicinius. 

Men.  You  have  flood  your  Limitation  : 
And  the  Tribunes  endue  you  with  the  Peoples  Voice, 

Remains,that  inth'  Official  Marks  invefted, 
You  anon  do  meet  the  Senate. 

Cork.  Is  this  done  ? 

Ski.  The  Cuftom  of  Requeft  you  have  diftharg'd  : 
,  The  People  do  admit  you,  and  are  fummon'd 
To  meet  anon  upon  your  Approbation. 

Corio.  Where  ?  at  the  Senate-houfe  ? 
Ski.  There,  Coriolanus. 
Cori.  May  I  change  thefe  Garments  ? 
Skin.  You  may,  Sir. 

Cork.  Thatl'le  ftraightdo :  and  knowing  my  felf  again 

Repair  to  th'  Senate-houfe. 
Men.  I 'le  keep  you  company.  Will  you  along  ? 
Bru.  We  ftay  here  for  the  People. 
Skin.  Fare  you  well.  \_Exeunt  Coriol.  and  Men. 

He  ha's  it  now  :  and  by  his  Looks,  methinks 
'Tiswarmat's  heart. 

Bm.  With  a  proud  heart  he  wore  his  humble  Weeds : 
Will  you  difmifs  the  People  ? 

Enter  the  Plebeians. 

Sici.  How  now,  my  Matters,  have  you  chofe  this  man  ? 
1  Cit.  He  has  our  Voices,  Sir. 

Bru.  We  pray  the  Gods,  he  may  deferve  your  loves. 
2  Cit.  Amen,  Sir :  to  my  poor  unworthy  notice, 

Hemock'd  us,  when  he  begg'd  our  Voices. 
3  Cit.  Certainly  he  flowted  us  down-right. 
1  Cit.  No,  'tis  his  kind  of  fpeech,  he  did  not  mock  us. 
2  Cit.  Not  one  amongft  us,  fave  your  felf,  but  fays 

He  us'd  us  fcornfully :  he  mould  have  fhew'd  us 
His  Marks  of  Merit,  Wounds  receiv'd  for's  Country. 

Skin.  Why  fo  he  did,  lamfure. 

All.  No,  no  -,  no  man  faw  'em. 
3  Cit.  He  faid  he  had  Wounds? 

Which  he  could  fhew  in  private : 
And  with  his  Hat,  thus  waving  it  in  fcorn, 

I  would  be  Conful,  fays  he  :  aged  Cuftom,  * 
But  by  your  Voices,  will  not  fo  permit  me. 
Your  Voices  therefore  :  when  we  granted  that, 
Here  was,  I  thank  you  for  your  Voices,  thank  you  ̂ 
Your  moft  fweet  Voices :  now  you  have  left  your  Voices 
I  have  no  further  with  you.  Was  not  this  Mockery  ? 

Skin.  Why,  either  were  you  ignorant  to  fee't  ? 
Or  feeing  it,  of  fuch  Childifh  friendlinefs, 
To  yield  your  Voices  ? 

Bru.  Could  you  not  have  told  him, 

As  you  were  leffon'd  ̂   when  he  had  no  Power, 
But  was  a  petty  Servant  to  the  State, 
He  was  your  Enemy,  ever  fpake  again  ft 
Your  Liberties,  and  the  Charters  that  you  bear 

I'th'  Body  of  the  Weal :  and  now  arriving 
At  place  of  Potency,  and  fway  o'th'  State, 
If  he  fhould  ftill  malignantly  remain 

Faft  Foe  to  th'  Plebeii,  your  Voices  might 
Be  Curfes  to  your  felves.    You  fhould  have  faid, 
That  as  his  worthy  Deeds  did  claim  no  lefs 
Than  what  he  flood  for  :  fo  his  gracious  Nature 

Would  think  upon  you,  for  your  Voices,  and 
Tranflate  his  Malice  towards  you,  into  Love, 
Standing  your  frien  dly  Lord. 

Skin.  Thus  to  have  faid, 

As  you  were  fore-advis'd,  had  toucht  his  Spirit, 
And  try'd  his  Inclination :  from  him  pluckt, 
Either  his  gracious  Promife,  which  you  might 

As  caufe  had  call'd  you  up,  have  held  hrm  to 
Or  elfe  it  would  have  gall'd  his  furly  Nature  , 
Which  eafily  endures  not  Article, 
Tying  him  to  ought,  fo  putting  him  to  Rage, 

You  fhould  have  ta'ne  th'  advantage  of  his  Choler, 
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And  pafs'd  him  undented. 
Bru.  Did  you  perceive, 

He  did  folicityou  in  free  Contempt, 
When  he  did  need  your  Loves :  and  do  you  think, 
That  his  Contempt  (hall  not  be  bruifing  to  you, 
When  he  hath  Power  to  crufh  ?  Why  had  your  Bodies 
No  Heart  among  you  ?  Or  had  you  Tongues,  to  cry 
Againft  the  Rectorfhip  of  Judgment? 

Skin.  Have  you,  e're  now,  deny'd  the  Askef : 
And  now  again,  of  him  that  did  not  ask,  but  mock, 
Beftow  your  fu'd-for  Tongues  ? 

3  Ck.  He's  not  confirm'd,  we  may  deny  him  yet. 
2  Cit.  And  will  deny  him  ; 

I'le  have  five  hundred  Voices  of  that  found. 
iCVf.Ltwicefive  hundred, and  their  Friends, to  piece 'em. 
Bru.  Get  you  hence  inftantly,  and  tell  thofe  Friends, 

They  have  chofe  a  Conful,  that  will  from  them  take 
Their  Liberties,  make  them  of  no  more  Voice 
Than  Dogs,  that  are  as  often  beat  for  Barking, 
As  therefore  kept  to  do  fo. 

Skin.  Let  them  aflemble :  and  on  a  fafer  Judgment, 
All  revoke  your  ignorant  Election  :  Enforce  his  Pride, 
And  his  old  Hate  unto  you  :  befides,  forget  not, 
With  what  Contempt  he  wore  the  humble  Weed, 

How  in  his  Suit  he  fcorn'd  you :  but  your  Loves, 
Thinking  upon  his  Services,  took  from  you 

T  h'apprehenfion  of  his  prefent  portance, 
Which  moft  gibingly,  ungravely,  he  did  faflrion 
After  the  inveterate  Hate  he  bears  you. 

Bru.  Lay  a  fault  on  us,  your  Tribunes, 

That  we  labour'd  ( no  impediment  between) 
But  that  you  muft  caft  your  Election  on  him. 

Ski.  Say,  you  chofe  him,more  after  our  Commandment, 
Than  as  guided  by  your  own  true  Affections,  and  that 

Your  minds,  pre-occupi'd  with  what  you  rather  muft  do 
Than  what  you  fhould,  made  you  againft  the  grain 
To  Voice  him  Conful.    Lay  the  fault  on  us. 

Bru.  I,  fpare  us  not :  Say,  we  read  Lectures  to  you, 
How  younglyhe  began  to  ferve  his  Country, 
How  long  continued,  and  what  ftock  he  fprings  of, 
The  Noble  Houfe  o'th'  Martians :  from  whence  came 

That  Ancus  Martins y  Numa?s  Daughter's  Son : 
Who  after  great  Hoflilius  here  was  King, 
Of  the  fame  Houfe  Publius  and  Quintus  were, 
That  our  belt  Water  brought  by  Conduits  hither, 

And  Nobly  nam'd,  fo  twice  being  Cenfor, 
Was  his  great  Anceftor. 

Sici.  One  thus  defcended, 

That  hath  befide  well  in  his  perfon  wrought, 

To  be  fethigh  in  Place,  we  did  commend 
To  your  remembrances :  but  you  have  found, 
Scaling  his  prefent  bearing  with  his  paft, 

That  he's  your  fixed  Enemy  -,  and  revoke 
Your  fudden  Approbation. 

Bm.  Say,  you  ne're  had  don't, 
(Harp  on  that  ftill)  but  by  our  putting  on  : 

And  prefently,  when  you  have  drawn  your  Number, 

Repair  to  th'  Capitol. 
All.  We  will  fo :  almoft  all  repent  in  their  Election. 

\Exeunt  Plebeians. Bru.  Let  them  go  on  : 

This  Mutiny  were  better  put  in  hazard, 
Than  ftay  paft  doubt,  for  greater  : 
If,  as  his  Nature  is,  he  fall  in  rage 

With  their  refufal,  both  obferve  and  anfwer 
The  vantage  of  his  anger. 

Skin.  Toth'Capitol,  come: 

We  will  be  there  before  the  ftream  o'th'  People ; 
And  this  fhall  feem,  as  partly  'tis,  their  own, 

Which  we  hav  e  goaded  onward.  {Exeunt. 

*  A  a  3  -dtt"* 
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Attus  Tertius. 

Cornets.  Enter  Coriolanus,  Menenius,  all  the  Gentry,  Co- 
minius,  Titus  Lucius,  and  other  Senators. 

Corio.  Tulhis  Aufidms  then  had  made  new  head. 

Lit.  He  had  ,  my  Lord,  and  that  it  was  which  caus'd 
Our  fwifter  Compolition. 

Corio.  So  then  the  Vdfcies  ftand  but  as  at  firft, 
Ready  when  tims  ihall  prompt  them,  to  make  road 

Upon's  again. 

Com.  They  are  worn  ("Lord  Conful)fo, That  we  fhall  hardly  in  our  ages  fee 
Their  Banners  wave  again. 

Corio.  Saw  you  Aufdius  ? 
Lit.  On  fafe-gard  he  came  to  me,  anddidcurfe 

Againft  the  Vdfcies,  for  they  had  fo  vilely 
Yielded  the  Town  :  he  is  retired  to  Antium. 

Corio.  Spoke  he  of  me  ? 
Lh.  He  did,,  my  Lord. 
Corio,  How  ?  what  ? 

Lu.  How  often  he  had  met  you  Sword  to  Sword  : 
That  of  all  things  upon  the  Earth,  he  hated 
Your  Perfon  moft  :  That  he  would  pawn  his  Fortunes 
To  hopeleTs  Reftitution,  fo  he  might 

Becali'd  your  Vanquifher. 
Corio.  At  Antium  lives  he  ? 
Lh.  At  Antium. 

Corio.  I  wifhl  had  a  caufe  to  feek  him  there, 
To  oppofe  his  hatred  fully.  Welcome  home. 

Enter  Sicinius,  and  Brutus. 
Behold,  thefe  are  the  Tribunes  of  the  People, 

The  Tongues  o'th'  Common  Mouth,  I  dodefpife  them-' 
For  they  do  prank  them  in  Authority, 
Againft  all  Noble  fufferance. 

Skin.  Pafs  no  further. 
Corio.  Hah  ?  what  is  that  I 

Bm.  It  will  be  dangerous  to  go  on — No  further. 
Corio.  What  makes  this  change  ? 
Men.  The  matter  ? 

Com.  Hath  he  not  pafs'd  the  Noble,  and  the  Commons  ? 
Bru.  Cominius,  no. 
Corio.  Have  I  had  Children's  Voices  ? 

Senat.  Tribunes  give  way,  he  fhall  to  th'  Market  place. 
Bru.  The  People  are  incens'd  againft  him. 
Skin.  Stop,  or  all  will  fall  in  broyl. 
Corio.  Are  thefe  your  Herd  ? 

Mult  thefe  have  Voices,  that  can  yield  them  now, 
And  ftraight  difciaim  theirTongues?what  are  your  Offices? 
You  bang  their  Mouths,  why  rule  you  not  their  Teeth  ? 
Have  you  not  fet  them  on  ? 

Men.  Becalm,  becalm. 

Corio.  It  is  a  purpos'd  thing,  and  grows  by  Plot, 
To  curb  the  will  of  the  Nobility : 

Suffer't,  and  live  with  fuch  as  cannot  rule, 
Nor  ever  will  be  ruled. 

Bru.  Call't  not  a  Plot : 

The  People  cry  you  mock'd  them  :  and  of  late, 
When  Corn  was  given  them,  gratis,  you  repin'd, 
Scandal'dthe  Suppliants  for  the  People,  call'd  them 
Time-pleafers,  Flatterers,  Foes  to  Noblenefs. 

Corio.  Why  this  was  known  before. 
Bru.  Not  to  them  all. 

Corio.  Have  you  inform'd  them  fithence  ? 
Bru.  How  ?  I  inform  them  ? 
Com.  You  are  like  to  do  fuch  bufinefs. 

Bru.  Not  unlike  each  way  to  better  yours. 
Corio.  Why  then  fliould  I  be  Conful  ?  by  yond  Clouds 

Let  me  deferve  fo  ill  as  you,  and  make  me 
Your  fellow  Tribune. 

Stem.  You  fhew  too  much  of  that, 

For  which  the  People  ftir  :  if  you  will  pafs  - 
To  where  you  are  bound,  you  muft  enquire  your  way 
Which  you  are  out  of,  with  a  gentler  Spirit, 
Or  never  be  fo  Noble  as  a  Conful, 
Nor  yoak  with  him  for  Tribune. 

Men.  Let's  be  calm. 
Com.  The  People  are  abus'd  :  fet  on,  this  paltrine 

Becomes  not  Rome  :  Nor  has  Coriolanus 
Deferv'd  thisfo  difhonoured  Rub,  laid  falfely 
I'th'  plain  way  of  his  Merit. Cono.  Tell  me  of  Corn  !  this  was  my  fpeech 

And  I  will  fpeak't  again. 
Men.  Not  now,  not  now- 
Senat.  Not  in  this  heat,  Sir,  now. 
Corio.  Now,  as  I  live,  I  will. 

My  Nobler  Friends,  I  crave  their  pardons : 
For  the  mutable  rank-fcented  Many, 
Let  them  regard  roe,  as  I  do  not  flatter 
And  therein  behold  themfelves :  I  fay  again 
In  foothing  them,  we  nourifh  'gainft  our  Senate The  Cockle  of  Rebellion,  Infolence,  Sedition, 
Which  we  our  felves  have  plowed  for,  fow'd  and  fcatter'd 
By  mingling  them  with  us,  the  honor'd  Number 
Who  lack  not  Virtue,  no,  nor  Power,  but  that' Which  they  have  given  to  Beggars. 

Men,  Well,  no  more. 
Senat.  No  more  words,  we  befeechyou. 
Cork.  How  ?  no  more  ? 

As  for  my  Country,  I  have  fhed  my  blood, 
Not  fearing  outward  force  :  So  fhall  my  Lungs Coin  words  till  their  decay,  againft  thofe  MeaZels 
Which  we  difdain  fhould  Tetter  us,  yet  fought 
The  very  way  to  catch  them. 

Bru.  You  fpeako'th' People,  as  if  you  were  a  God 
To  punifli ,  not  a  Man  of  their  infirmity. 

Stem.  'Twere  well,  we  let  the  People  know't. 
Men.  What,  what?  hisCholer? 
Cor.  Choler  ?  Were  I  as  Patient  as  the  midnight-ileep 

By  Jove,  'twould  be  my  mind.  ~ Skm.  It  is  a  mind  that  fhall  remaiq  a  Poifon 
Where  it  is,  not  poifon  any  further. 

Cork.  Shafl  remain  ? 

Hear  you  this,  Triton  of 'the  Minnoues  ?  Mark  von 

His  abfolute  Shall?  J Com.  'Twas  from  the  Cannon. 
Corio.  Shall  ?  O  God !  but  moft  unwife  Patricians :  why 

You  grave,  but  wreaklefs  Senators,  have  you  thus 
Given  Hydra  here  tochufe  an  Officer, 
That  with  his  peremptory  Shall,  being  but 
The  horn,  and  noife  o'th'  Monfters,  wants  not  Spirit 
To  fay,  he'll  turn  your  Current  in  a  Ditch, And  make  your  Channel  his  ?  if  he  have  power 
Then  vail  your  Ignorance :  if  none,  awake 
Your  dangerous  Lenity :  if  you  are  Learn'd 
Be  not  as  common  Fools ;  if  you  are  not 
Let  them  have  Cufhions  by  you.    You  are  Plebeians, 
If  they  be  Senators  :  and  they  are  no  lefs, 
When  both  your  voices  blended,  the  great'ft  taft 
Moft  palats  theirs.    They  chufe  their  Magiftrate, 
And  fuch  a  one  as  he,  who  puts  his  Shall ; 
His  popular  Shall,  againft  a  graver  Bench 
Than  ever  frown'd  in  Greece.  By  Jove  himfelf, 
It  makes  the  Confuls  bafe  ;  and  my  Soul  akes 
To  know,  when  two  Authorities  are  up, 
Neither  Supream,  how  foon  Confufion 

May  enter  'twixt  the  gap  of  Both,  and  take 
The  one  by  th' other. 

Com.  V  Veil,  on  to  th*  Market-place. 
Cork.  Whoever  gave  that  Counfel,  to  give  fcr& 

The  Corn  o'th'  Store-houfe,^m,  as  'twas  us'd 
Sometime  in  Greece-  = 

Men.  Well,  w  ell,  no  more  of  that. 
Cor.Though  there  the  People  had  more  absolute  power 

I  fay,they  nouiifh'd  difobedience,  fed  the  ruin  of  the  State. 
Bru 
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Bru.  Why  lhall  the  People  give 
One  that  {peaks  thus,  their  Voice  ? 

Corio.  I'legive  my  Reafons, 
More  worthy  than  their  Voices.  They  know  the  Corn 

Was  notour  recompence,  refting  well  aflur'd 
They  ne'redid  fervice  for't}  bang  preft  to  th'  War, 
.Even  when  the  Navel  of  the  State  was  touch'd, 
They  would  not  thred  the  Gates :  This  kind  of  Service 

Did  notdeferve  Corn  Gratis.  Being  i'th'  War, 
Their  Mutinies  and  Revolts,  wherein  theyfhew'd 
Moll  Valour,  fpoke  not  for  them.  Th' Accufation 
Which  they  have  often  made  againft  the  Senate, 
All  caufe  unborn,  could  never  be  the  Native 
Of  our  fo  frank  Donation.  Well,  what  then  ? 

How  fhall  this  Bofom-multiplied,  digefn 
The  Senates  courtefie  ?  Let  deeds  exprefs 

What's  like  to  be  their  words.  We  did  requeft  it, 
We  are  the  greater  Pole,  and  in  true  fear 
They  gave  us  our  demands.  Thus  we  dcbafe 
The  Nature  of  our  Seats,  and  make  the  Rabble 
Call  our  Cares,  Fears  \  which  will  in  time 

Break  open  the  Locks  o'th'  Senate,  and  bring  in 
The  Crows  to  pecjcthe  Eagles. 

Men.  Come,  enough. 

Bru.  Enough,  witUover-nTiafurc. 
Corio.  No,  tafcSjfcre. 

What  may  be  fworni^,  both  Divine  and  Human, 
Seal  what  I  end  withal.  This  double  worfhip, 
Whereon  part  does  difdain  with  caufe,  the  other 
Infult  without  all  feafon  ;  where  Gentry,  Title,  Wifdom, 
Cannot  conclude,  but  by  the  Yea  and  No 
Of  general  ignorance,  it  mull  omit 
Real  Necelfities,  and  give  way  the  while 

To  unliable  Slightnefs :  purpofe  fo  barr'd,  it  follows, 
Nothing  is  done  to  purpofe.  Therefore,  bcfeech  you, 
You  that  will  be  lefs  fearful,  than  difcreet, 
That  love  the  Fundamental  part  of  State 
More  than  you  doubt  the  change  oft  •  that  prefer 
A  Noble  life,  before  a  Long,  and  wifh, 
To  jump  a  Body  with  a  dangerous  Phyflck, 

That's  fure  of  death  without  it :  at  once  pluck  out 
The  Multitudinous  Tongue,  let  them  not  lick 
The  fweet  which  is  their  poifon.  Your  difhonour 
Mangles  true  judgment,  and  bereaves  the  state 

Of  that  Integrity  which  fhonld  becom't: 
Not  having  the  power  to  do  the  good  it  would 
Forth'  ill  which  doth  controul't. 

Bru.  H'as  faid  enough. 
Sicin.  H'as  fpoken  like  a  Traytor,  and  fhall  anfwer 

As  Tray  tors  do. 

Corio.  Thou  Wretch,  defpight  o're-whelm  thee  : 
What  mould  the  People  do  with  thefe  bald  Tribunes  ? 
On  whom  depending,  their  obedience  fails 

To  th'  greater  Bench,  in  a  Rebellion  : 
When  what's  not  meet,  but  what  mull  be,  was  Law, 
Then  were  they  chofen  ••  in  a  better  hoifr, 
Let  what  is  meet,  be  faid  it  muft  be  meet, 

And  throw  their  power  i'th'  dull. 
Bru.  Manifeft  Treafon. 
Stein.  This  a  Conful?  No, 

Enf.r  an  ̂ EdileJ 

Bru.  The  tAEdiles-,  ho    Let  him  be  apprehended. 
Sicin.  Go  call  the  People,  inwhofename  my  Self 

.  Attach  thee  as  a  Traiterouslanovator  • 

A  Foe  to  th'  publick  Weal.  Obey,  I  charge  thee, 
And  follow  to  thine  anfwer. 

Corio.  Hence  old  Goat. 

AH.  We'll  Surety  him. 
Com.  Ag'd  Sir,  hands  off. 
Corio.  Hence  rotten  thing,  or  \  fhall  fhake  thy  bones 

Out  of  thy  Garments. 
Skin.  Help  me,  Citizens. 

Enter  a  Rabble  of  Plebeians  with  the  lEdlks. 

men.  On  both  fides  more  refpedt. 

Stem.  Here's  he,  that  would  take  from  you  all  your 

power. 

Bru.  Seize  him,  zALdiles. 
All.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him. 
2  Senat.  Weapons,  Weapons,  Weapons: 

[They  all  bufile  about  Coriolanus. 
Tribunes,  Patricians,  Citizens :  what  hoe : 
Sicinuis,  Brutus,  Coriolanus,  Citizens. 

All.  Peace,  peace,  peace,  flay,  hold,  peace. 
Men.  V  Vhac  is  about  to  be  ?  I  am  out  of  Breath, 

Confulion'snear,  I  cannot  fpeak.  You  Tribunes 
To  th'  People  :  Coriolanus,  patience :  fpeak,good  Skinius. Sicin.  Hear  me,  People,  peace. 

All.  Let's  hear  our  Tribune :  peace,  fpeak,  fpeak, 

fpeak. 

Sici.  You  are  at  point  to  lofe  your  Liberties : 
Martins  would  lave  all  from  you  ;  Maniuf, 
Whom  late  you  have  nam'd  for  Conful- 

Men.  Fie,  he,  fie,  this  is  the  way  to  kindle,  not,  to 

quench. 
Sena.  To  unbuild  the  City,  and  to  lay  all  fiat. 
Sici .  What  is  the  City,  but  the  People  ? 
All.  True,  the  People  are  the  City. 
Bru.  By  the  confent  of  all,  we  were  eftablilhed  the 

Peoples  M3giftrar.es. 
All.  You  fo  remain. 
Men.  And  fo  are  like  to  do. 
Com.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  theCitv 

To  bring  the  Roof  to  the  Founda^n» 
And  bury  all,  which  yet  dift^ctly  ranges. 
In  heaps,  and  piles  of  ruin. 

Sici.  This  deferves  de^ch. 
Bru.  Or  let  us  ftasd  to  our  Authority^ 

Or  let  us  lofe  it    we  do  here  pronounce, 

Upon  the  part  o'th'  People,  in  whofe  power1 
We  were  elected  theirs,  Martius  is  worthy 

Of  prefent  Death. 
Stem.  Therefore  lay  hold  of  him : 

Bear  him  to  th'  Rock  Ta-qeian,  and  from  thence 
IntoDeftruftion  cafthim. 

Bru.  zAlddes  feize  him. 
All  Tie.  Yield,  Martius,  yield. 

Men.  Hear  me  one  word,  'befeech  you  Tribunes,  hear 
me  but  a  word. 

eAZdiles.  Peace,  peace. 

Men.  Be  that  you  feem,  truly  your  Countries  friend, 

And  temp'rately  proceed  to  what  you  would 
Thus  violently  redrefs. 

Bru.  Sir,  thofe  cofd  ways, 

That  feem  like  prudent  helps,  are  very  poyfonous, 
Where  thedifeafe  is  violent.  Lay  hands  upon  him, 

And  bear  him  totheRoc'k.        £Corio.  draws  his  Sword. 
Corio.  No,  I'le dye  here: 

There's  fome  among  you  haye  beheld  me  fighting, 
Come  try  upon  your  felves,  what  you  have  feen  me. 

Men.  Down  with  that  Sword,  Tribunes  withdraw  a 
while. 

Bra.  Lay  hands  upon  him. 
Men.  Help  Martius,  help ;  you  that  be  noble,  help 

him  young  and  old. 
All.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him.  [Exeunt. 

[In  this  Mutiny,  the  Tribunes,  the  /Ediles,  and 

the  People-are  beat  in. 
Men.  Go,  get  you  to  our  Houfe :  be  gone,  away, 

All  will  be  naught  elfe. 
2  Senat.  Get  you  gone. 

Com.  Stand  faft,  we  have  as  many  Friends  as  Enemies. 
Men.  Shall  it  be  put  to  that  ? 
Senat .  The  Gods  forbid  : 

I  prithee,  noble  Friend,  home  to  thy  houfe, 

Leave 
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Leave  us  to  cure  this  Caufe. 

Men.  For  'tis  a  Sore  upon  us, 

You  cannot  Tent  your  felf :  begone,  'befecch  you. 
Com.  Come  Sir,  along  with  us. 
Men.  I  would  they  were  Barbarians,  as  they  are, 

Though  in  Rome  litter'd :  not  Romans,  as  they  are  not, 
Though  calved  i'th'  Porch  o'  th'  Capitol : 
Be  gone,  put  not  your  worthy  Rage  into  your  Tongue, 
One  time  will  owe  another. 

Com.  On  fair  ground,  I  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Men.  I  could  my  fclf  take  up  a  Brace  o'th'  belt  of  them, 
yea,  the  two  Tribunes. 

Com.  But  now  'tis  odds  beyond  Arithmetic!?, 
And  Manhood  is  calPd  Fool'ry,  when  it  Hands 
Againft  a  falling  Fabrick.    Will  you  hence, 
Before  the  Tag  return  ,  whofe  Rage  doth  rend 

Like  interrupted  waters,  and  o're-bear 
What  they  are  us'd  to  bear. 

Men.  Pray  you  be  gone  : 
Pie  try  whether  my  old  Wit  be  in  rcqueft 
With  thofe  that  have  but  little:  this  mull  be  patcht 
With  Cloth  of  any  Colour. 

Com.  Nay,  come  away. 
[Exeunt  Coriolanus  WCominius. 

Patri.  This  man  has  marrM  his  Fortune. 
Men.  His  Nature  is  too  noble  for  the  World : 

He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  Trident, 

Or  Jove,  for's  power  to  thunder :  his  Heart's  his  Mouth : 
What  his  bread  forges,  that  his  tongue  mult  vent, 
And  being  angry,  does  forget  that  ever 
He  heard  \.w-  name  of  Death.  \_A  noife  within. 
Here's  goodly  v»«rk. 

Patri.  I  would  they  <vere  a-bed. 

Men.  I  would  they  wert  in  Tyber. 

What  the  vengeance,  could  he  not.  fpeak  'em  fair  ? 
Enter  Brutus,  and  Sicinius  with  the  Rabble  again. 

Skin.  Where  is  this  Viper, 
That  would  depopulate  the  City,and  beevery  man  himfelf  ? 

Men.  You  worthy  Tribunes. 
Stem.  He  (hall  be  thrown  down  the  Tarpeian  Rock 

With  rigorous  hands :  he  hath  refilled  Law, 
And  therefore  Law  (hall  fcorn  him  further  Tryal 
Than  the  feverity  of  the  Publick  Power, 
Which  he  fo  fets  at  nought. 

1  Ctt.  He  mall  well  know  the  Noble  Tribunes  are 

The  Peoples  mouths,  and  we  their  hands. 
All.  He  mail  fure  out. 
Men.  Sir,  Sir. 
Skin.  Peace. 

Men.  Do  not  cry  havock,  where  you  fhould  but  hunt 
With  modell  warrant. 

Sicin.  Sir,  how  com'ft  that  you  have  holp 
To  make  this  refcue  ? 

Men.  Hear  me  fpeak  ,  As  I  do  know 
The  Confuls  worthinefs,  focan  I  name  his  faults., 

Sicin.  Conful  ?  what  Conful  ? 
Men.  The  Conful  Coriolanus. 
Bru.  He  Conful? 

All.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 
Men.  If  by  the  Tribunes  leave, 

And  yours,  good  People, 
I  may  be  heard,  I  would  crave  a  word  or  two, 
The  which  (hall  turn  you  to  no  further  harm, 
Than  fomuch  lofs  of  time. 

Sicin.  Speak  briefly  then, 
For  we  are  peremptory  to  difpatch 
This  viperous  Traitor :  to  ejeft  him  hence 
Were  but  one  danger,  and  to  keep  him  here 
Our  certain  death  :  therefore  it  is  decreed, 
He  dies  to  night. 

Men.  Now  the  good  Gods  forbid, 
That  our  Renowned  Rome,  whofe  gratitude 

Towards  her  deferved  Children,  is  enroll'd 
In  Joves  own  Book,  like  an  unnatural  Dam 

Should  now  eat  up  her  own. 

Skin.  He'saDifeafe  that  mull  be  cutaway. 
Men.  Oh,  lie's  a  Limb,  that  has  but  aDifcafc 

Mortal,  to  cut  it  off,  to  cure  it,  eaiie. 

What  has  he  done  to  Rome,  that's  worthy  death  ? 
Killing  our  Enemies,  the  Blood  he  hath  loll 
f  Which  1  dare  vouch,  is  more  than  that  he  hath, 
By  many  an  Ounce)  he  dropt  it  for  his  Country: 
And  what  is  left,  to  lofe  it  by  his  Country, 

Were  tons  all  that  do't,  and  fuffcr  it 
A  brand  to  th'  endo'th'  World. 

Sicin.  This  is  clean  kam. 
Bru.  Meerly  awry  : 

When  he  did  love  his  Country,  it  honour'd  him. 
Men.  The  fervice  of  che  Foot 

Being  once  gangren'd,  is  not  then  refpected 
For  what  before  it  was. 

Bru.  We'll  hear  no  more : 
Purfue  him  to  his  Houfe,  and  pluck  him  thence, 
Left  his  Infection  being  of  a  catching  nature, 

Spread  further. 
Men.  One  word  more,  one  word  • 

This  Tiger-footcci-rage,  when  it  (hall  find 
The  harm  of  unskann'd  fwiftnefs,  will  (too  late) 

Tye  Leaden  pounds  to's  heels.    Pr&eed  by  Procefs, 
Left  Parties  (as  he  is  belov'd)  breal  qpCs 
And  lack  great  Rome  with  Romans.  Sr 

Bru.  If  it  were  fo  
Sicin.  What  do  ye  talk  ? 

Have  we  not  had  a  taft  of  his  Obedience  ? 

Our  iEdiles  fmote,  our  felves  refilled,  corned 

Men.  Confider  this :  He  has  been  bred  i'th'  Wars 

Since  a  could  draw  a  Sword,  and  is  ill-fchool'd 
In  boulted  Language ,  Meal  and  Bran  together 
He  throws  without  diftinclion.  Give  me  leave, 
Pie  goto  him,  and  undertake  to  bring  him  in  peace, 
Where  he  fhali  anfwer  by  a  lawful  Form. 
(In  peace)  to  his  utmoft  peril. 1  Sen.  Noble  Tribunes, 

It  is  the  humane  way.  the  other  courfe 
Will  prove  too  bloody,  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  beginning. 

Sic.  Noble  Menovu^  be  you  then  as  the  Peoples  Officer: 
Mailers,  lay  down  your  Weapons. 

Bru.  Go  not  home. 

Sic.  Meet  on  the  Market-place    we'll  attend  you  there, 

Where,  if  you  bring  not  Martins,  we'll  proceed 
In  our  firft  way. 

Men.  l'le  bring  him  to  you. 
Let  medefire  your  company:  hemuft  come, 
Or  what  is  worft  will  follow. 

Sena.  Pray  you  let's  to  him.  [Exeunt  omnes, 
Enter  Coriolanus  with  Nobles. 

Cork.  Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  Ears,  piefentme 

Death  on  the  Wheel,  or  at  wild  Horfes  heels, 

Or  pile  ten  Hills  on  the  Tarpeian  Rock, 
That  the  Precipitation  might  down  ftretch 
Below  the  beam  of  fight,  yet  will  I  ftill 

Be  thus  to  them. Enter  Volumnia. 

Noble.  You  do  the  Nobler. 

Cork.  I  mufe  my  Mother 

Does  not  approve  me  further,  vho  was  wont 

To  call  them  Wrollen  Vaflals,  things  created 

To  buy  and  fell  with  Groats,  to  fhew  bare  heads 

In  Congregations,  to  yawn,  be  ftill,  and  wonder, 
When  one  but  of  my  Ordirance  flood  up 

To  fpeak  of  Peace,  orWa-,1  talk  of  you, 
Why  did  you  wifh  me  mihier  ?  Would  you  have  me 
Falfe  to  my  Nature  ?  Ra-her  fay,  I  play The  Man  I  am. 

Volum.  Oh,  Sir,  Sir,  Sir. 

I  would  have  had  you  ̂ ut  your  power  well  on, 

Before  you  had  worn  it  out. 

Corto. 
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Corio.  Let's  go. 
Vol.  You  might  have  been  enough  the  man  you  are, 

With  ftriving  lefs  to  be  fo.  Leffer  had  been 
The  things  of  your  difpofitions,  if 

You  had  not  fhew'd  them  how  ye  were  difpos'd 
E're  they  lackM  power  to  crofs  you. 

Corio.  Let  them  hang. 
Volum.  I,  and  burn  too. 

Ewer  Menenius  with  the  Senators. 

Men.  Come,  come,  you  have  been  too  rough,  fomething 
too  rough:  you  muft  return,  and  mend  it. 

Sen.  There's  no  remedy, 
Unlefs  by  not  fo  doing,  our  good  City 
Cleave  in  the  midft  and  perifh. 

Volum.  Pray  be  counfell'd  •, 
I  have  a  Heart  as  little  apt  as  yours, 
But  yet  a  Brain  that  leads  my  ufe  of  Anger 
To  better  vantage. 

Men.  Well  faid,  Noble  Woman : 

Before  he  mould  thus  ftoop  toth'  heart,  but  that 
The  violent  fit  o'th'  time  craves  it  as  Phyfick 
For  the  whole  State ;  I  would  put  mine  Armour  on, 
Which  I  can  fcarcely  bear. 

Cono.  What  muft  I  do  ? 

Men.  Return  to  th'  Tribunes. 
Corio.  Well*  what  then  ?  what  then .? 
Men.  Repent  what  you  have  fpoke. 
Corio.  For  them  ?  I  cannot  doit  to  the  Gods, 

Muft  I  then  do't  to  them  ? 
Volum.  You  are  too  abfolute, 

Though  therein  you  can  never  be  too  Noble, 
But  when  extremities  fpeak.    I  have  heard  you  fay, 

Honour  and  Policy,  like  unfever'd  friends, 
l'th'  War  do  grow  together  :  Grant  that,  and  tell  me 
In  Peace,  what  each  of  them  by  th'other  lofe, 
That  they  combine  not  there  ? 

Corio.  Tufh,  tufh. 
Men.  A  good  demand. 
Volum.  If  it  be  Honour  in  your  Wars,  to  feem 

The  fame  you  are  not,  which  for  your  belt  ends 
You  adapt  your  Policy :  How  is  it  lefs  or  worfe 
That  it  lhall  hold  Companionfhip  in  Peace 
With  Honour,  as  in  War;  fince  that  to  both 
It  ftands  in  like  requeft. 

Corio.  Why  force  you  this  ? 
Volum.  Becaufe,  that 

Now  it  lies  you  on  to  fpeak  to  th'  People  i 
Not  by  your  own  inftruftion,  nor  by  the  matter 
Which  your  Heart  prompts  you  to,  but  with  fuch  words 
That  are  but  roated  in  your  Tongue  : 
Though  but  Baftards,  and  Syllables 
Of  no  allowance,  to  your  bofoms  truth. 
Now,  this  no  more  difhonours  you  at  all, 
Than  to  take  in  a  Town  with  gentle  words, 
Which  elfe  would  put  you  to  your  Fortune,  and 
The  hazard  of  much  Blood. 

I  would  diflemble  with  my  Nature,  where 

My  Fortunes  and  my  Friends  at  ftake,  requir'd I  fnould  do  fo  in  Honour.   I  am  in  this 

Your  Wife,  your  Son :  thefe  Senators,  the  Nobles, 
And  you,  will  rather  mew  our  general  Lowts, 

How  ycu  can  frown,  than  fpend  a  fawn  upon  'em, 
For  the  inhericance  of  their  loves,  and  fafegard 
Of  what  that  want  might  ruine. 

Men.  Noble  Lady, 
Come  go  with  us,  fpeak  fair  :  you  may  falve  fo, 
Not  what  is  dangerous  prefent,  but  the  lofs 
Of  what  is  paft. 

Volum.  I  prithee  now,  my  Son, 
Go  to  them,  with  this  Bonnet  in  thy  hand, 
And  thus  far  having  ftretcht  it  There  be  with  them) 
Thy  Knee  buffing  the  Stones :  for  in  fuch  bufinefs 

A&ion  is  eloquence,  and  the  Eyes  of  th'  ignorant 
I  More  learned  than  the  ears,  waving  thy  head, 

Which  often  thus  cor  reeling  thy  ftout  heart, 
Now  humble  as  the  ripsft  Mulberry, 
That  will  not  hold  the  handling :  or  fay  to  them, 
Thou  art  their  Souldier,  and  being  bred  in  broyls 

Haft  not  the  foft  way,  which  thou  do'ft  confefs 
Were  fit  for  thee  to  ufe,  as  they  to  claim, 
In  asking  their  good  loves,  but  thou  wilt  frame 
Thy  felf  (forfooth)  hereafter  theirs  fo  far, 
As  thou  haft  power  and  perfon. 

Men.  This  but  done, 

Even  as  fhe  fpeaks,  why  their  hearts  were  yours : 

For  they  have  Pardons,  being  ask'd,  as  free, 
As  words  to  little  purpofe. 

Volum.  Prithee  now, 

Go  and  be  ruPd :  although  I  know  thou  hadft  rather 
Follow  thine  Enemy  in  a  Fiery  Gulf, 
Than  flatter  him  in  a  Bower. 

Enter  Cominius. 

Here  is  Cominius. 

Com.  I  have  been  i'th'  Market  place,  and  Sir, 'tis  fit, 
You  make  ftrong  party,  or  defend  your  felf 

By  calmnefs,  or  by  abfence :  all's  in  anger. Aien.  Only  fair  fpeech. 

Com.  I  think  'twill  ferve,  if  he  can  thereto  frame  his 

Spirit. V dum.  He  muft  and  will : 

Prithee  now  fay  you  will,  and  go  about  it. 
Corio.  Muft  I  go  fhew  them  my  unbarb'd  Sconce? 

Muft  I  with  my  bafe  Tongue  give  to  my  Noble  Heart 

A  Lye,  that  it  muft  bear  well?  I  will  do't.' 
Yet  were  there  but  this  fingle  plot,  to  lofe 
This  Mould  of  Mmius,  they  to  Duft  ihould  grind  it, 

And  throw't  againft  the  Wind.  To  the  Market  place : 
You  have  put  me  now  to  fuch  a  part,  which  never 

I  lhall  difcharge  to  th'  Life. 
Com.  Come,  come,  we'll  prompt  you. 
Volum.  I  prithee  now,  fweet  Son,  as  thou  haftfaid 

My  praifes  made  thee  firft  a  Souldier :  fo 
To  have  my  praife  for  this,  perform  a  part 
Thou  haft  not  done  before. 

Corio.  Well,  I  muft  do't : 
Away  my  difpofition,  and  pofTefs  me 
Some  Harlots  Spirit :  my  Throat  of  War  be  turn'd, 
Which  quier'd  with  my  Drum  into  a  Pipe, 
Small  as  an  Eunuch,  or  the  Virgin  voice 

That  Babies  lull  a-fleep:  Thefmiles  of  Knaves 
Tent  in  my  Cheeks,  and  School-boys  Tears  take  up 
The  Glafles  of  my  light :  A  Beggars  Tongue 

Make  motion  through  my  Lips,  and  my  Arm'd  Knees 
Who  bow'd  but  in  my  Stirrop,  bend  like  his 
That  hath  receiv'd  an  Almes.    I  will  not  do't, 
Left  I  furceafe  to  honour  mine  own  Truth, 
And  by  my  Bodies  Action,  teach  my  Mind 
A  moft  inherent  bafenefs. 

Volum.  At  thy  choice  then : 

To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  dif-honour, 
Than  thou  of  them.    Come  all  to  ruine,  let 
Thy  Mother  rather  feel  thy  Pride,  than  fear 
Thy  dangerous  Stoutnefs :  For  I  mock  at  Death 
With  as  big  heart  as  thou.    Do  as  thou  lift, 

Thy  Valiantnefs  was  mine,  thou  fuck'ft  it  from  me : 
But  own  thy  Pride  thy  felf. 

Cono.  Pray  be  content : 

Mother,  I  am  going  to  the  Market  place : 
Chide  me  no  more.    FJe  Mountebank  their  Loves, 

Cog  their  hearts  from  them,  and  come  home  bclov'd 
Of  all  the  Trades  in  Rome.    Look,  I  am  going : 

Commend  me  to  my  Wife,  I'le  return  ConftJ, 
Or  never  truft  to  what  my  Tongue  can  do 
I'th'  way  of  Flattery  further. 

Volum.  Do  your  Will.  {Exit  Volumnia. 
Com.  Away,  the  Tribunes  do  attend  you :  Arm  your 

To  anfwer  mildly  :  for  they  arc  prepar'd  (felf 
With  Accufations,  as  I  hear,  more  ftrong Than 
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Than  are  upon  you  yet.  , 
Corio.  The  word  is,  Mildly.  Pray  you  let  us  go, 

Let  them  accufe  me  by  Invention  :  I 
Will  anfwer  in  mine  Honour. 

Men.  I,  but  mildly. 
Corio.  Well,  mildly  be  it  then,  Mildly.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Bru.  In  this  Point  charge  him  home,  that  he  affects 
Tyrannical  Power  :  if  he  evade  us  there, 
Inforce  him  with  his  envy  to  the  People, 
And  that  the  Spoil  got  on  the  Antiats 

Was  ne're  diftributed.  What,  will  he  come? Enter  an  i/£dile. 

tAldile.  He's  coming. 
Bru.  How  accompanied  ? 
aAEdil.  With  old  Mcnenim,  and  thofe  Senators 

That  always  favour'd  him. 
Skin.  Have  you  a  Catalogue 

Of  all  the  Voices  that  we  have  procur'd,  fet  down  by  th' 
vs£dile.  I  have :  'tis  ready.  f  Pole  •' 
Sicin.  Have  you  collected  them  by  Tribes  ? 
cs£dil.  I  have  :  'tis  ready. 
Skin.  Afiemble  prefently  the  People  hither: 

And  when  they  hear  me  fay,  it  (hall  be  fo, 

I'th'  right  and  ftrength  o'th'  Commons :  be  it  either 
For  Death,  for  Fine,  or  for  Banifhment,  then  let  them, 
If  I  fay  Fine,  cry  Fine  \  if  Death,  cry  Death, 
Infilling  on  the  old  Prerogative 

And  power  i'th' Truth  o'th'  Caufe. 
<tAlM.  I  (hall  inform  them. 

Bru.  And  when  fuch  time  they  have  begun  to  cry, 

Let  them  not  ceafe,  but  with  a  din  confus'd, 
Inforce  the  prefent  Execution 
Of  what  we  chance  to  Sentence. 

zAidil.  Very  well. 
Sicin.  Make  them  be  ftrong,  and  ready  for  this  hint 

When  we  fliall  hap  to  giv't  them. 
Bru.  Go  about  it, 

Put  him  to  Choler  ftreight,  he  hath  been  usyd 
Ever  to  conquer,  and  to  have  his  worth 
Of  Contradiction.  Being  once  chaft,  he  cannot 

Be  rein'd  again  to  Temperance  •,  then  he  fpeaks 
What's  in  his  heart,  and  that  is  there  which  looks 
With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

Enter  Coriolanus ,  Meninius,  and  Cominius,  with  others. 

Skin.  Well,  here  he  comes. 
Men.  Calmly,  I  do  befeech  you. 
Corio.  I,  asanHoftler,  that  for  the  pooreft  piece 

Will  bear  the  Knave  by  th'  Volume : 
Th'  honour'd  Gods 
Keep  Rome  in  fafety,  and  the  Chairs  of  Juftice 
Supplied  with  worthy  men,  plant  love  amongft  you, 
Through  our  large  Temples,  with  the  mews  of  Peace, 
And  not  our  ftreets  with  War. 

1  Sen.  Amen,  Amen. 
Men.  ANoblewilh. 

Enter  the  <y£dile  with  the  Plebeians* 

Sicin.  Draw  near,  ye  People. 
<y£dde.  Lift  to  your  Tribunes :  Audience  5 

Peace,  I  fay. 
Cork.  Firft,  hearmefpeak. 
BothTri.  Well,  fay:  Peace:  ho. 

Cork.  Shall  I  be  charg'd  no  further  than  this  prefent  ? 
Muft  all  determine  here .? 

Sicin.  I  do  demand, 

If  you  fubmit  you  to  the  Peoples  Voices, 
Allow  their  Officers,  and  are  content 
To  fuffer  lawful  Cenfure  for  fuch  faults 

As  fhall  be  prov'd  upon  you  ? Corio.  I  am  content. 
Mene.  Lo,  Ci  tizens,  he  fays  he  is  Content  i 

The  warlike  Service  he  ha's  done,  confider  •,  Think Upon  the  wounds  his  Body  bears,  which  fhew 
Like  Graves  i'th'  Holy  Churc  h  yard. Corio.  Scratches  with  Bryars,  Scars  to  move 
Laughter  only. 

Men.  Confider  further : 

That  when  he  fpeaks  not  like  a  Citizen, 
You  find  him  like  a  Souldier  :  do  not  take 
His  rougher  Actions  for  malicious  founds  t 
But  as  I  fay,  fuch  as  become  a  Souldier, Rather  than  envy  you. 

Com.  Well,  well,  no  more- 
Cork.  What  is  the  matter, 

That  being  paftfor  Conful  with  full  Voice  ; 
I  am  fo  dilhonour'd,  that  the  very  hour You  take  it  off  again  ? 

Ski.  Anfwer  to  us. 

Corio.  Say  then:  'tis  true,  I  ought  fo. 
Ski.  We  charge  you,  that  you  have  contriv'd  to  take 

From  Rome  all  feafon'd  Office,  and  to  wind 
Your  felf  unto  a  Power  Tyrannical, 
For  which  you  are  a  Tray  tor  to  the  People. 

Cork.  How  ?  Traytor  ? 
Mene.  N3y,  temperately:  your  promife. 
Cork.  The  Fires  i'th' loweft  Hell,  Fould  in  the  People Call  me  their  Traytor,  thou  injurious  Tribune. 

Within  thine  Eyesfate  twenty  thoufand  Death's in  thy  hands  clutcht  as  many  Millions,  in 
Thy  lying  Tongue,  both  numbers,  I  would  fay Thou  lyeft  unto  thee,  with  a  voice  as  free 
As  I  do  pray  the  Gods. 

Skin.  Mark  you  diis,  People  ? 
M.  To  th' Rock  with  him. Skin.  Peace : 

We  need  not  put  new  Matter  to  hh  Charge  : 
What  you  havefeen  him  ao,  and  heard  him  fpeak: 
Beating  your  Officers,  curling >our  felvc?, 
Oppofing  Laws  with  ftroaks,  and  here  defying 
Thofe  whofe  great  power  muft  try  him, 
Even  this  fo  Criminal,  and  in  fuch  Capital  kind, 
Deferves  th'  extreameft  death. 

Bru.  But  fince  he  hath  ferv'd  well  for  Rome  
Corio.  What  do  you  prate  of  Service  ? 
Bru.  I  talk  of  that,  that  know  it. Corio.  You  ? 

Men.  Is  this  the  promife  that  you  made  your  Mother  ? Com.  Know,  I  pray  you. 
Corio.  Pie  know  no  farther : 

Let  them  pronounce  the  fteep  Tarpeian  death, 
Vagabond  exile,  Fleaing,  pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a  day,  1  would  not  buy 
Their  Mercy,  at  the  price  of  one  lair  word, 
Nor  check  my  Courage  for  what  they  can  give, 
To  hav't  with  faying,  Good  morrow. 

Sicin.  For  that  he  ha's 
(As  much  as  in  him  lies)  from  time  to  time 

Envy'd  againft  the  People  ;  feeking  means 
To  pluck  away  their  Power ;  as  now  at  iaft, 
Given  Hoftile  ftroaks,  and  that  not  in  theprefence 
Of  dreaded  Juftice,  but  on  the  Minifters 

That  do  diftribute  it.  In  the  name  o'th'  People, 
And  in  the  power  of  us  the  Tribunes,  we 

(Ev'n  from  thisinftant  J  banilh  him  our  City 
In  peril  of  Pre  cipitation 
From  off  the  Rock  Tarpeian,  nevermore 
To  enter  our  Rome  Gates.  I'th5  Peoples  name, 
I  fay  it  fliall  be  fo. 

AU.  It  fhall  be  fo,  it  fhall  befo  :  let  him  away : 
He's  banilh'd,  and  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Com.  Hear  me,  my  Matters,  and  my  common  Friends. 
Skin.  Ke'sftntenc'd  :  No  more  hearing. 

Com 
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Com.  Let  me  fpeak  : 
I  have  been  Conful,  and  can  (hew  from  Rome, 
Her  Enemies  marks  upon  me.    1  do  love 
My  Countries  good,  with  a  refped;  more  tender, 
More  holy,  and  profound,  than  mine  own  life, 
My  dear  Wives  eflimate,  her  wombs  tncreafej 
And  treafure  of  my  Loyns :  then  if  1  would 

Speak  that  
Stan.  We  know  your  drift.    Speak  what? 

Brit.  There's  no  more  to  be  fa  id,  but  he  is  banifh'd- 
As  Enemy  to  the  People,  and  his  Country. 
Itlhallbefo. 

All.  It  fhall  be  fo,  it  fhall  be  fo. 
Corlo.  You  common  cry  of  Curs,  whole  breath  I  hate, 

As  reek  o'th'  rotten  Fenns :  whofe  Loves  I  prize, 
As  the  dead  Carkaffes  of  uuburied  Men, 
That  do  corrupt  my  Air  :  I  banifh  you, 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty. 
Let  every  feeble  Rumour  fnake  your  Hearts : 
Your  Enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  Plumes 
Fan  you  into  defpair  •  Have  the  power  ftill 
To  banifh  your  Defenders,  tili  at  length 
Your  ignorance  (which  finds  not  till  it  feels, 
Making  but  refervation  of  your  felves, 
Still  your  own  Foes)  deliver  you 
As  molt  abated  Captives,  to  fome  Nation 
That  won  you  without  blows,  defpifing 
For  you  the  City.    Thus  I  turn  my  back ; 
There  is  a  World  elfewhere. 

[Exeunt  Coriolanus,  Cominius,  cum  aliis. 
They  e.U  Shout,  and  throw  up  thtir  Caps. 

iAldile.  The  Peoples  Enemy  is  gone,  is  gone. 

All.  Our  Enemy  is  banifh'd,  he  is  gone.  Hoo,  hoo. 
Skin.  Go  fee  him  out  at  Gates,  and  follow  him 

As  he  hath  follow'd  you,  with  all  defpight, 
Give  him  deferv'd  vexation.  Let  a  Guard 
Attend  us  through  the  City. 

All.  Come,  come,  lets  fee  him  out  at  the  Gates,  come. 
The  Gods  preferve  our  Noble  Tribunes,  come-    [Exemt . 

Aclas  £hartus. 

Enter  Coriolanus,  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  Menenius,  Comini- 
us,  with  the  young  Nchihty  of  Rome. 

Cor.  Come,leave  your  Tears:  a  brief  farewel :  the  Beaft 
With  many  heads  butts  me  away.  Nay,  Mother, 

Where  is  your  ancient  Courage  ?  You  were  us'd 
To  fay,  Extremity  was  the  trier  of  Spirits, 
That  common  chances  common  men  could  bear, 
That  when  the  Sea  was  calm,  all  Boats  alike 

Shew'd  Mafterlhip  in  floating.  Fortunes  blows, 
When  molt  (truck  home,  being  gentle  wounded,  craves 
A  Noble  cunning.  You  were  usM  to  load  me 
With  precepts  that  would  make  invincible 
The  Heart  that  conn'd  them. 

Virg.  Oh  Heavens !  O  Heavens ! 
Corio.  Nay,  I  prithee  woman. 
Pb/.Now  the  Red  Peftilence  ftrike  all  Trades  in  Rome, 

And  Occupations  perifn. 
Corio.  What,  what,  what : 

I  fhall  be  lov'd,   when  I  am  lack'd.  Nay,  Mother, 
Refume  that  Spi  rit,  when  you  were  wont  to  fay, 
If  you  had  been  the  Wife  of  Hercules, 

Six  of  his  Labours  youl'd  have  done,  andfav'd 
Your  Husband  fo  much  Sweat.  Cominws, 
Droop  not,  Adieu:  Farewel  my  Wife,  my  Mother, 
Pie  do  well  yet.  Thou  old  and  true  Menenius, 

Thy  Tears  are  falter  than  a  younger  Mans, 
And  venomous  to  thine  Eyes.  My(fometime)  General, 
I  have  feeri  thee  ftern,  and  thou  halt  oft  beheld 
Heart- hardning  fpe&acles.  Tell  thefe  fad  women, 

'Tis  fond  to  wail  inevitable  ftrokes, 
As  'tis  to  laugh  at  'em-    My  Mother,  you  wot  well 
My  hazards ftiil  have  been  your  folace,  and 

Bcliev't  not  lightly,  though  I  go  alone, 
Like  to  a  lenely  Dragon,  that  his  Fen 
Makes  fear'd,  and  talk'd  of  more  than  feen  :  Your  So" 
Will  or  exceed  the  Common,  or  be  caught 
With  cautelous  baits  and  practice. Folam.  My  firft  Son, 

Whither  will  you  gof  Take  good  Cormnms 

With  thee  a  while  ;  determine  on  fome  Cor.  :"e Mere  than  a  wild  cxpolture,  to  each  chance 

That  ftarts  i'ch'  way  before  thee. Cono.  O  the  Gcds !  . 

Com.  Pie  follow  thee  a  Month,  devils  with  thee 

Where  thou  fnak  reft,  that  thou  may'ft  hear  of  us, 
And  we  of  thee.    So  if  the  time  thru!!  forth 

A  cade  for  thy  Repeal,  we  (hall  not  fend 
O're  the  vaft  world,  to  feek  a  (ingle  mar, 
And  lole  advantage,  which  doth  ever  cool 
l'th'  abfenceof  theneeder. 

Corio.  Fare  ye  well : 

Thou  haft  years  upon  thee,  and  thou  art  too  full 
Of  the  W  ars  forfeits,  to  go  rove  with  one 

That's  yet  unbruis'd  :  bring  me  but  out  at  Gate. 
Come  my  fweet  Wife,  my  deareft  Mo'.her,  and 
My  Friends  of  Noble  touch  :  when  I  am  forth, 
Bid  me  Farewel,  and  fmile.  I  pray  you,  come  : 
While  I  remain  above  the  ground,  you  fhall 
Hear  from  me  ftill,  and  never  of  me  ought 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men,  That's  worthily 

As  any  ear  can  hear.  Come,  let's  not  weep, 
TFI  could  fhake  off  but  one  feven  years 

From  thefe  old  Arms  and  Legs,  by  the  good  Gods 
li'd  with  thee  every  foot. 

Cono.  Give  me  thy  hand,  come.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  the  two  Tribunes  Sicinius  and  Brutus,  with  the  i/£dile. 

Sicin.Bid  them  all  home,he's  gone :  and  we'll  no  further, 
The  Nobility  are  vexed,  whom  we  fee  have  fided 
In  his  behalf. 

Eru.  Now  we  have  (hewn  our  Power, 
Let  us  feem  humbler  after  it  is  done, 
Than  when  it  was  a  doing. 

Stan.  Bid  them  home,  fay  their  great  Enemy  is  gone, 
And  they  ftand  in  their  antient  ftrength. 

Em.  Difmifs  them  home.  Here  comes  his  Mother. 

Enter  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  and  Menenius. 

Stein.  Let's  not  meet  her. Brit.  Why? 

Sicln.  They  fay,  fhe's  mad. 
Bnt.  They  have  ta'ne  note  of  us  :  keep  on  your  way. 
V olio??.  Oh  y'are  well  met : 

Th'  hoorded  plague  o'th'  Gods  requite  your  love. 
Men.  Peace,  peace,  be  not  fo  loud. 
Vohtm.  If  that  I  could  for  weeping,  you  fhould  hear, 

Nay,  and  you  fhall  hear  fome.  Will  you  be  gene  ? 

Virg.  You  fhall  ftay  too  ••  I  would  I  had  the  power 
To  fay  fo  to  my  Husband. 

Sian.  Are  you  Mankind  ? 

Volum.  1  Fool,  is  that  a  fhame  ?  Note  but  this  Fool, 

Was  not  a  man  my  Father  ?  Had'ft  thou  Foxfhip 
To  banifh  him  that  ftruck  more  blows  for  Rome 
Than  thou  haft.fpoker.  words- 

Skin.  Oh  blefled  Heavens  •' 
Vol.  More  noble  Blows,  than  ever  thou  wife  Words. 

And  for  Rome's  good,  Pie  tell  thee  what^  yet  go  •, 
Nay,  but  thou  fhalt  flay  too :  I  would  my  Son 
W^re  in  Arabia,  and  thy  Tribe  before  him, 
His  good  Sword  in  his  hand. 

Sic  in. 
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Sitin,  What  then  ? 

^j^WhatthenPHe'ld  make  an  end  of  thy  pofterity. 
Volum.  Baftards,  and  all. 

Good  man,  the  wounds  that  he  does  bear  for  Rome  t 
Menen.  Come,  come,  peace. 
Skin.  I  would  he  had  continued  to  his  Country 

As  he  began,  and  notunknit  himfelf 
The  noble  knot  he  made. 

Br n.  I  would  he  had. 

Vol.  I  would  he  had  :  'Twas  you  incensM  the  Rabble. 
Cats,  that  can  judge  as  fitly  of  his  Worth, 
As  I  can  of  thole  M vfteries  which  Heaven 
Will  not  have  Earth  to  know. 

Bru.  Pray  let's  go. 
Velum.  Now,  pray  Sir,  get  you  gone. 

You  have  done  a  brave  deed :  E're  you  go,  hear  this : 
As  far  as  doth  the  Capitol  exceed 
The  meaneft  Houfe  in  Borne  ;  fo  far  my  Son 
This  Ladies  Husband  here  ;  this  (do  you  fee) 

Whom  you  have  banifh'd,  does  exceed  you  all. 
Bru.  Weil,  well,  we'll  leave  you. 
Sitin.  Why  Hay  you  to  be  baited 

'  With  one  that  wants  her  Wits  ?  [Exeunt  Tribunes. 
Volum.  Take  my  Prayers  with  you. 

[  would  the  Gods  had  nothing  elfe  to  do, 

But  to  confirm  my  Cones.  Could  1  meet  'em 
But  once  a  day,  it  would  unclog  my  Heart 

Of  what  lies  heavy  to't. 
Men.  You  have  told  them  home, 

A  nd  by  my  troth  you  have  caufe :  you'l  fup  with  me  ? 
Volum.  Anger's  my  Meat  :  I  fup  upon  my  felf, 

Andfofhall  ftarve  with  Feeding  ••  Come,  let's  go> 
Leave  this  faint-puling,  and  lament  asl  do, 
In  Anger,  ̂ too-like  :  Come,  come,  come.  [Exeunt. 

Men.  Fie,  fie,  fie.  [Exit. 
Enter  a  Roman,  andaVoKcie. 

Rom.  I  know  you  well,  Sir,  and  you  know  me  :  your 

Name,  I  think,  is  Adrian.  * 
Vol  fete.  It  is  fo,  Sir,  truly  I  have  forgot  you. 
Rom.  I  am  a  Roman,  and  my  Services  are  as  you  are 

againft  'em.    Know  you  me  yet  ? 
Vol  fete.  Nicanor  ?  no. 
Rom.  The  fame,  Sir. 
Volfcte.  You  had  more  Beard  when  I  lad  faw  you  ,  but 

your  Favour  is  well  appear'd  by  your  Tongue.  What's 
the  News  in  Rome  (  I  have  a  Note  from  the  Volfcian  Itate 
to  find  you  out  here.  You  have  well  faved  me  a  days 
Journey. 

Rom.  There  hath  been  in  Rome  ftrange  Infurre&i- 
ons :  the  People,  againft  the  Senators,  Patricians,  and 
Nobles. 

Vol.  Hath  been-,  is  it  ended  then  ?  Our  State  thinks 
not  fo,  they  are  in  a  molt  warlike  preparation,  and  h  .pe 
to  come  upon  them  in  the  heat  of  their  divilion. 

Rom.  The  main  blaze  of  it  is  paft,  but  a  fmall  thing 
would  make  it  flame  again.  For  the  Nobles  receive  fo 
to  hem  the  Banifhment  of  that  worthy  ConoLnus,  chat 
thsy  are  in  a  ripe  aptnefs,  to  take  all  Power  from  tiie  Peo- 

ple, and  to  pluck  from  them  their  Tribunes  for  ever. 
1  his  lies  glowing  1  can  tell  you,  and  is  almoit  mature  for 

,  the  violent  breaking  out. 
Vol.  Coriolanus  Banifh'd  ? 
Rom,  Banifh'd,  Sir. 
Vol.  You  will  be  welcome  with  this  Intelligence ,  Ni- canor. 

Rom.  The  day  ferves  well  for  them  now.  I  have  heard 
itfaid,  the  fitteft  time  to  corrupt  a  Mans  VVife,  is  when 
fhe's  fain  out  with  her  Husband.  Your  Noble  Tullus  An- 
fiduis  will  appear  well  in  thefe  Wars,  his  great  Oppo ft r 
Ct  vidimus  being  now  in  no  requeft  of  his  Country. 

Vol.   He  cannot  chufe :  I   am  molt  fortunate,  thus 

accidentally  to  encounter  you.  You  have  ended  my  Bu- 
iir.efs,  and  I  will  merrily  accompany  you  home. 

Rim.  I  (hall  between  this  and  Supper  tell  you  moft 

ftrange  things  from  Rome  ■  all  tending  to  the  good  of their  Adverfaries.    Have  you  an  Army  ready,  fay  you  ? 
Vol.  A  moft  Royal  one.  The  Centurions,  and  their 

Charges  diftinclly  billetted  already  in  th'  entertainment, 
and  to  be  on  foot  at  an  hours  warning. 

Rom.  I  am  joyful  to  hear  of  their  readinefs,  and  am 
the  man  I  think,  that  fhall  fet  them  in  prefent  Action. 
So,  Sir,  heart'ly  well  met,  and  moft  glad  of  your  Company. Vol.  You  take  my  part  from  me,  Sir,  I  have  the  moft 
caufe,  to  be  glad  of  yours. 

Rom.  Well,  let  us  go  together.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Coriolanus  in  mean  Apparel,  difguis^d  and  muffled. 

Corio.  A  goodly  City  is  this  Antium.  City 
'Tis  I  thaf  made  thy  Widows :  Many  an  Heir 
Of  .  hele  fair  Edifices  for  my  Wars 
Have  I  heard  groan,  and  drop  :  Then  know  me  not, 
Left  that  thy  Wives  with  Spits,and  Boys  with  Stones 
In  puny  Battel  flay  me.    Save  you,  Sir. Enter  a  Citizen. 

Cit.  And  you. 

Corio.  Direft  me,  if  it  be  your  will,  where  great  Aafi- 
dius  lies :  Is  he  in  Antium  ? 

Cit.  He  is,  and  Feaics  the  Nobles  of  the  State,  at  his 
Houfe  this  Night. 

Cono.  Which  is  his  Houfe,  befeech  you  ? 
Cit.  This  here  before  you. 
Corio.  Thank  you,  Sir,  Farewel.  [Exit  Citizen. 

Oh  World,  thy  flipper/  turns  •'  Friends  nowfaft  fworn, Whole  double  bofomsfeem  to  wear  one  Heart, 
Whofe  Hours,  whofe  Bed,  whofe  Meal  and  Exercife 
Are  ftiil  togeiher  :  who  Twine  ( as  'twere)  in  Love, 
Unfeparabu ,  ihall  within  this  hour, 
On  a  diflention  of  a  Doit,  breakout 

To  Sitter;!*:  Enmity.    So  felleft  Foes, 
Whoie  Paffions,  and  whofe  Plots  have  broke  their  fleep 
To  take  the  on  the  other,  by  fome  chance, 
Some  tiick  not  worth  an  Egg,  fhall  grow  dear  Friends 
And  im  er-  jovn  their  ilfues.    So  with  me, 
My  Birch-;  la<  e  have  I,  and  my  Lover  left ;  upon 
This  Enew  ij  '       \  n  He  enter,  if  he  flay  me. 
He  does  rail  Juftite  :  if  he  give  me  way, 

i'le  do  his  Country  Service.  [Exit. 
Muficl^pUys.  Enter  a  Scrvingman.  • iSer.  Wine,  Wine,  Wine:  What  Service  is  here?  I 

think  our  Fellows  are  alleep. 

Enter  another  Servingman. 
2  Ser.  Where's  Cotus  ?  my  Mafter  calls  for  him-.Cotus. Enter  Coriolanus.  [Exit. 
Corio.  A  goodly  Houfe ; 

The  Fea.:  anells^  but  I  appear  not  like  a  Gueft. 
Enter  the  firfl  Servmg-man. 

1  Ser.  What  would  you  have,  Friend  ?  whence  are  you  ? 
Here's  no  place  for  you :  Pray  go  to  the  Door.  [Exit. 

Corio.  1  have  deferv'd  no  better  entertainment,  in  be- 

ing Coriolanus. Enter  fecond  Servant. 

2  Ser.  Whence  are  you,  Sir  ?  Has  the  Porter  his  Eyes  in 
his  head ,  that  he  gives  entrance  to  fuch  Companions  ? 

Pray  get  you  out. Corio.  Away. 

2  Ser.  Away  ?  Get  you  away. 
Corio.  Now  th'  art  troublefome- 

v2  Ser.  Are  you  fo  brave  :  I'le  have  you  talkt  with  anon. 
Enter  three  Servingmen,  the  firft  meets  him. 

3.  What  Fellow's  this? 
1 .  A  ftrange  one  as  ever  1  look'd  on :  I  cannot  get  hiffl 

out  o'th'  Houfe  :  Prithee  call  my  Mafter  to  him. 
*3 .  W hat  have  you  to  do  here,  Fellow  ?  Pray  you  avoid 

the  Houfe. 

Corio.  Let  me  butftand,I  will  not  hurt  your  Hearth. 

3.  What  are  you  ? 
Corio.  A  Gentleman. 

3.  A 
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3.  A  marv'llous  p^orone. 
Corio.  True,  fo  1  am. 

3.- Pray  you,  poor  Gentleman,  take  up  fome  other  fta- 
tion,  here's  no  place  for  you,  pray  you  avoid  :  Come. 

Corio.  Follow  your  Function  ,  go  and  batten  on  cold 

bits.  {PufieS  him  away  from  him. 

3.  What,  you  will  not  ?  Prithee  tell  my  Matter,  what  a 
ftrange  Guett  heh3s  here. 

2.  And  I  (hall. 

3.  Where  dweli'tt:  thou  ? 
Corio.  Under  the  Canopy. 
3.  Under  the  Canopy  / 

{Exit  fecond  Servingman. 

Corio.  I. 

3.  Where's  that/ 
Cono.  l'th'  City  of  Kites  and  Crows. 
3.  l'th' City  of  Kites  and  Crows.  What  an  Afs  it  is, 

then  thou  dweli'tt:  with  Daws  too  ? 
Corio.  No,  I  ferve  not  thy  Matter. 
3.  How,  Sir,  do  you  meddle  with  my  Matter? 

Corio.  i,  'tis  an  honefter  Service,  than  to  meddle  with 

thy  Miftrefs :  Thou  prat'tt,  and  prat'ft,  ferve  with  thy 
trencher  :  Hence.  {Beats  him  away. 

Enter  Aufidius  with  a  Servingmatt.  ■ 

Auf.  Where  is  this  Fellow  ? 

2.  Here,  Sir,  I'de  have  beaten  him  like  a  Dog,butfordi- 
fturbing  the  Lords  within.  (Name  ? 

Auf.  Whence  com'tt  thou  ?  What  would'ft  thou  ?  Thy 
Why  fpeak'tt  not  ?  Speak  man :  what's  thy  Name  ? 

Corid.  If,  Tuilus,  not  yet  thou  know'ft  me,  and  feeing 
me,  doft  not  think  me  for  the  Man  I  am,  necettity  com- 

mands me  name  my  Self. 
Auf.  What  is  thy  Name  ? 
Corio.  A  Name  unmuficalto  the  Folfcians  Ears, 

And  harfh  in  found  to  thine. 

Auf.  Say,  what's  thy  Name  ? 
Thou  Haft  a  grim  appearance,  and  thy  Face 

Bears  a  Command  in't :  Though  thy  Tackle's  torn, 
Thou  lhew'tt  a  Noble  VelTel :  What's  thy  Name  ? 

Corio. Prepare  thy  brow  to  frown :  know'ft  thou  me  yet  ? 
Anf.  I  know  thee  not ;  thy  Name  ? 
Corio.  My  Name  is  Cains  Martins,  who  hath  done 

To  thee  particularly,  and  to  all  the  Folfcies, 
Great  hurt  and  mifchief :  thereto  witnefs  may 

My  Sir-name,  Coriolanus.  The  painful  Service, 
The  extream  Dangers,  and  the  drops  of  Blood 
Shed  for  thy  thanklefs  Country  are  requited  : 
But  with  that  Sirname,  a  good  memory 
And  witnefs  of  the  Malice  and  Diipleafure 

Which  thou  could'ft  bear  me,  only  that  Name  remains. 
The  Cruelty  and  Envy  of  the  People, 
Permitted  by  our  daftard  Nobles,  who 
Have  all  forfook  me,  hathdevour'd  the  rett  : 

And  faffer'd  me  by  th'  voice  of  Slaves  to  be 
Hoop'd  out  of  Rome.  Now  this  extremity, 
Hath  brought  me  to  thy  Hearth,  not  out  of  hope 
(Miftake  me  not)  to  fave  my  Life  :  for  if 

I  had  fear'd  death,  of  all  the  Men  L'th'  W7orld 
I  would  have  voided  thee.    But  in  meer  fpight 
To  be  full  quitofthofe  my  Banifhers, 
Stand  I  before  thee  here :  Then  if  thou  haft 

A  heart  of  wreak  in  thee,  that  wilt  revenge 
Thine  own  particular  wrongs,  and  ftop  thofe  maims 
Offliamefeen  through  thy  Country,  fpeedthee  ftraight 
And  make  my  mifery  ferve  thy  turn  :  So  ufe  it, 
That  my  revengeful  Services  may  prove 
As  benefits  to  thee.    For  I  will  fight 
Againft  my  Cankred  Country,  with  the  fpleen 
Of  all  the  under  Fiends.    But  if  fo  be, 

Thou  dar'ft  not  this,  and  that  to  prove  more  Fortunes 
Th'art  tyr'd,  then  in  a  word,  I  alfo  am 
Longer  to  live  moft  weary ,  and  prefent 

j  My  Throat  to  thee,  and  to  thy  ancient  Malice  : 

Which  not  to  cut,  would  /hew  thee  but  a  Fool, 

Sincel  have  ever  follow 'd  thee  with  hate, 
Drawn  Tuns  of  Blood  out  of  thy  Countries  Breaft, 
And  cannot  live  but  to  thyfhame,  unlefs 
It  be  to  do  thee  Service. 

Auf.  Oh,  Martiut,  Martins, 
Each  word  thou  haft  fpoke,  hath  weeded  from  my  Heart 
A  root  of  Anticnt  Envy.    If  Jupiter 
Should  from  yon  Cloud  fpeak  divine  things, 

And  fay,  'tis  true :  I'de  not  believe  them  more 
Than  thee,  all-Noble  Martins.  Let  me  twine 
Mine  Arms  about  that  Body,  where  againft 
My  grained  Afh  an  hundred  times  hath  broke, 

And  fcarr'd  the  Moon  with  Splinters :  here  I  deep 
The  Anvile  of  my  Sword,  anddoconteft 
As  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  Love, 
As  ever  in  Ambitious  ftrength,  I  did 
Contend  againft  thy  Valour.    Know  thou  firft, 
I  lov'd  the  Maid  I  married :  never  Man 

Sigh'd  truer  Breath.  But  that  I  fee  thee  here, 
Thou  Noble  thing,  more  dances  my  rapt  Heart, 
Than  when  I  firft  my  wedded  Miftrefs  law 
Beftrid  my  Threfhold.    Why,  thou  Marsy  I  tell  thee, 
We  have  a  Power  on  foot :  and  I  had  purpofe 
Once  more  to  hew  thy  Target  from  thy  Brawn, 
Or  lofe  mine  Arm  for't :  Thou  haft  beat  me  out 
Twelve  feveral  times,  and  I  have  nightly  fince 

Dream't  of  Encounters  'twixt  thy  felf  and  me : 
We  have  been  down  together  in  my  Sleep, 

Unbuckling  Helms,  fi/ling  each  others  Throat, 

And  wak'd  half  dead  with  nothing.    Worthy  Martins, 
Had  we  no  Quarrel  elfeto  Rome,  but  that, 

Thou  art  thence  banifh'd,we  would  mufter  all 
From  twelve  tofeventy  :  And  pouring  War 
Into  the  Bowels  of  ungrateful  Rome, 

Like  a  bold  Flood  o're-beat.  Oh  come,  go  in, 

And  take  our  Friendly  Senators  by  th'  Hands, 
Who  now  are  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  me, 

Who  am  prepar'd  againft  your  Territories, 
Though  not  for  Rome  it  felf. 

Cono.  You  blefs  me,  Gods. 

Auf  Therefore,  moft  abfolute  Sir,  if  thou  wilt  have 
The  leading  of  thine  own  Revenges,  take 

Th'  one  half  of  my  Commiffion,  and  fet  down 
As  belt  thou  art  experiene'd,  fincethou  know'ft 
Thy  Countries  ftrength  and  weaknefs,  thine  own  waies 
Whether  to  knock  againft  the  Gates  of  Rome, 
Or  rudely  vifit  them  in  parts  remote, 

To  fright  them,  e're  deftroy.  But  come  in, 
Let  me  commend  thee  firft  to  thofe  that  fhall 

Say  yea  to  thy  defires.  A  thoufand  welcomes, 
And  more  a  Friend,  than  e're  an  Enemy, 
Yet,  Martius,  that  was  much.  Your  hand :  moft  welcome. 

{Exeunt. 
Enter  two  of  the  Servingmen. 

i  .  Here's  a  ftrange  alteration. 
2.  By  my  hand,  I  had  thought  to  have  ftrucken  him 

with  a  Cudgel,  and  yet  my  mind  gave  me,  his  cloaths 
made  a  falfe  report  of  Kim. 

1.  What  an  Arm  he  has,  he  turn'd  me  about  with  his 
Finger,  and  his  Thumb,  as  one  would  fet  up  a  Top. 

2.  Nay,  I  knew  by  his  Face,  that  there  was  foraething 
in  him.  He  had,  Sir,  a  kind  of  Face  methought.  I  cannot 
tell  how  to  term  it. 

1.  He  had  fo,  looking  as  it  were,  would  I  were  hang'd 
but  I  thought  there  was  more  in  him,  than  I  could  think 

2.  So  did  I,  l'le-be  fworn  :  He  is  limply  therareft  man l'th*  world. 

1 .  I  think  he  is :  But  a  greater  Souldier  than  he, 
You  wot  one. 

2.  Who,  my  Mafter  ? 

Nay,  it's  no  matter  for  that. 2.  Worth  fix  on  him. 

1.  Nay,  not  fo  neither 

Souldier.  * 

but  I  take  him  to  be  the  greater 
Bbb  2.  Faith 
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a.  Faith,  look  you,  one  cannot  icll  how  to  lay  that :  for 
the  Defence  of  a  Town,  our  General  is  excellent. 

1 . 1,  and  for  an  A  (fault  too. 
Enter  the  third  Servingman. 

3.  Oh  Slaves,  1  can  tell  you  News,  News,  you  Rafcals : 

Both.  What,  what,  what  ?  Let's  partake. 
3.  1  would  not  be  a  Roman  of  all  Nation's ;  I  had  as 

Lieve  be  a  condemn'd  Man. 
Both.  Wherefore!*  Wherefore? 

3.  Why  here's  he  that  was  wont  to  thwack  our  Gene- 
ral, Cams  Martins. 

1.  Why  do  you  fay,  thwack  our  General  ? 

3.  I  do  not  fay  thwack  cur  General,  but  he  was  al- 
ways good  enough  for  him. 

2.  Come,  we  are  Fellows  and  Friends:  he  was  ever  too 
hard  for  him,  I  have  heard  him  fay  fo  himfelf. 

1 .  He  was  too  hard  for  him  directly,  to  fay  the  Troth 

on't  before  Coriolus  j  he  fcotcht  him,  and  notcht  him  like a  Carbonado. 

if  And  he  had  been'Cannibally  given,  he  might  have 
boy  I'd  and  eaten  him  too. 

1.  But  more  of  thy  News. 
3 .  Why  be  is  fo  made  on  here  within,  as  if  he  were 

Son  and  Heir  to  Mars,  fet  at  upper  end  o'th'  Table :  No 
Qiieftion  askt  him  by  any  of  tlK  Senators,  but  they  ftand 
bald  before  him.  .Our  General  himfelf  makes  a  Miftrefs 

of  him,  Sanctifies  himfelf  with'sHand,  and  turns  up  the 
I  white  o'th'Eye  to  his  difcourfe.  But  the  bottom  of  the 
News  is,  our  General  is  cut  i'th'  middle,  and  but  one  half 
of  what  he  was  yefterday.  For  the  other  has  half  by 

the  intreaty  and  grant  of  the  whole  Table.  He'll  go,  he 
fays,  and  fole  the  Porter  of  Rome  Gates  by  th'  Ears.  He 
will  mow  all  down  before  him,  and  leave  his  paflage 

pou  I'd. 2.  And  he's  as  like  to  do't,  as  any  Man  I  can  imagine. 
3.  Do't/  he  will  do't :  for  look  you,Sir,  he  has  as  ma- 
ny Friends  as  Enemies :  which  Friends,Sir,as  it  were,durft 

not  flook  you,  Sir)  lhew  themfelves  (as  we  term  it)  his 

Friends,  whil'ft  he's  in  Directitude. 
1 .  Directitude  ?  Whatsthat? 

3.  But  when  they  (hall  fee,  Sir,  hisCreft  up  again,  and 
the  man  in  Blood,  they  will  out  of  their  Burroughs  (like 
Conies  after  Rain}  and  revel  all  with  him. 

1 .  But  when  goes  this  forward  ? 
3. To  morrow,  to  day,  prefently,  you  (hall  have  the 

Drum  ftruck  up  this  afternoon  :  'Tisasit  were  a  parcel 
of  their  Feaft,  and  to  be  executed  e're  they  wipe  their  lips. 

2.  Why  then  we  (hall  have  a  ftirring  World  again: 
This  Peace  is  worth  nothing,  but  to  ruft  Iron,  encreafe 
Taylors,  and  breed  Ballad-makers. 

1.  Let  me  have  War,  fay  I,  it  exceeds  Peace,  as  far  as 

day  does  night ,  it's  fprightly  walking,  audible,  and  full 
of  Vent.    Peace  is  a  very  Apoplexy,  Lethargie  ,  mull'd, 
deaf,  fleepy,  infenfible,  a  getter  of  more  Ballard  Chil 
dren,  than  Wars  a  deftroyer  of  Men. 

2.  »Tis  fo,and  as  Wars  in  fome  fort  may  be  faid  to  be  a 
Ravilhcr,  fo  it  cannot  be  denied,  but  Peace  is  a  great  ma- 

j  ker  of  Cuckolds. 
t     if.  I,  and  it  makes  Men  hate  one  another. 

3.  Reafon,  becaufe  they  then  lefs  need  one  another  : 

> The  Wars  for  my^Money.  I  hope  to  fee  Romans  as  cheap  as 
Volfcums.    They  are  rifing,  they  are  rifing. 

In,  in,  in,  in.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  tlrj  two  Tribunes,  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Stem.  We  hear  not  of  him,  neither  need  we  fear  him, 
His  remedies  are  tame,  the  prefent  Peace, 
And  Qiiietnefsof  the  People,  which  before 
Were  in  wild  hurry.    Here  do  we  make  his  Friends 
Blufli,  that  the  World  goes  well :  who  rather  had, 

Though  they  themfelves  did  fufferby't,  behold 
Dillentrous  numbers  peftrmgftreets,  than  fee 
Our  Trades-men  finging  in  their  Shops,  and  going 

About  their  Functions  friendly. 
Enter  Mencnius. 

#ru.  We  flood  to't  in  good  time.  Is  this  Mencnius  ? 
Stan.  'Tis  he,  'tis  he  :  O  he  is  grown  molt  kind  of  late  : 

Hail>  Sir.  Men.  Hail  to  you  both. 
Stan.  Your  Coriolanus  is  not  much  milt,  but  with  his 

Friends:  the  Common-wealth  doth  ftand,  and  fo  would 
do,  were  he  more  angry  at  it. 

Men.  All's  well,  and  might  have  been  much  better,  if  ' 
he  could  have  temporiz'd. Sicm.  Where  ib  he,  hear  you  ? 

Men.  Nay,  I  hear  nothing  : 
His  Mother  and  his  Wife  hear  nothing  fromhira. 

Enter  three  or  four  Citizens. 
All.  The  Godsprelerve  you  both. 
Sicin.  Good-e'en,  Neighbours. 
Bru.  Good-e'en  to  you  all,  good-e'en  to  you  all. 
1  Our  Selves,  our  Wives,  and  Children,  on  our  knees, 

Are  bound  10  pray  for  you  both. 
Sicin,  Live,  and  thrive. 

Bru.  Farewel,  kind  Neighbours: 
We  wilht  Coriolanus  had  lov'd  you,  as  we  did. All,  New  the  Gods  keep  you. 

Both  Tri.  Farewel,  farewel.  [Ex.  Citizens. 
Sicin.  This  is  a  happier,  and  more  comely  time> 

Than  when  thefe  Fellows  ran  about  the  ftreets, 
Crying,  Confufion. 

Bru.  Caius  Martius  was 

A  worthy  Officer  i'th'  War,  but  Infolent, 
O'recome  with  Pride,  Ambitious  pa  ft  all  thinking, 
Self-loving. 

Ski.  And  affecting  one  fole  Throne,without  afiiftance. Aden.  I  think  not  fo. 

Sicin.  We  (hould  by  this  to  all  our  Lamentation, 
If  he  had  gone  forth  Conful,  found  it  fo. 

Bru.  The  Gods  have  well  prevented  it,  and  Rome 
Sits  fafe  andftill  without  him. 

Enter  vsEdiU. 
c^dde.  Worthy  Tribunes, 

There  is  a  Slave,  whom  we  have  put  into  Prifon, 
Reports  the  Volfcies  with  two  feveral  Powers 
Are  entred  in  the  Roman  Territories, 
And  with  the  deepeft  malice  of  the  War, 

Deftroy  what  lies  before 'em. Aden  'TlS  Aufdius, 

Who  hearing  of  our  Martius">%  Banifhment, 
Thrufts  forth  hisHornsagain  into  the  World, 

Which  were  In-fhell'd,  when  Martius  flood  for  Rome, And  durft  not  once  peep  out. 

Sicin.  Come,  what  talk  you  of  Martins} 
Bru.  Go  fee  this  Rumourer  whipt,  it  cannot  be, 

The  V Afcies  dare  break  with  us. 
Men.  Cannot  be  ? 

We  have  Record,  that  very  well  it  can, 
And  three  Examples  of  the  like  have  been 
Within  my  Age.    But  Reafon  with  the  Fellow 
Before  you  punifh  him,  where  he  heard  this, 
Left  you  (hall  chance  to  whip  your  Information, 
And  beat  the  Meflenger,  who  bids  beware 
Of  what  is  to  be  Dreaded. 

Sicin.  Tell  not  me :  I  know  this  cannot  be. 
Bru.  Not  poffible. 

Enter  a  Mejfenper. 

Mef.  The  Nobles  in  great  earneftnefs  are  going 
All  to  the  Senate-houfe :  fome  News  is  coming 
That  turns  their  Countenances. 

Sicin.  'Tis  this  Slave  : 

Go  whip  him  'fore  the  Peoples  Eyes :  His  raifing, 
Nothing  but  his  report. 

Mef.  Yes ,  worthy  Sir, 

The  Slaves  report  is  feconded,  and  more, 

More  fearful  is  deliver'd. 
Sicin,  What  more  fearful  ? 

Mef.  It  is  fpoke  freely  out  of  many  mouths, 
How 
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How  prebable  I  do  not  know,  that  Martins 

Joyn'd  with  Aufidius,  leads  a  Power  'gainft  Rome9 
And  vows  Revenge  as  fpacious,  as  between 

The  young'ft  andoldeft  thing. 
Sicin.  This  is  moft  likely. 

?  Bru.  Rais'd  only,  that  the  weaker  fort  may  wi(h 
Good  Martins  home  again. 

Sicin.  The  very  trick  on't. 
Mm.  This  is  unlikely, 

He  and  Aafdms  can  no  more  atone 

Than  violent'ft  Contrariety. 
Enter  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  You  are  fent  for  to  the^Senate  : A  fearful  Army,  led  by  Cuius  Martins, 
Aflbciated  with  Aufidmsh  Rages 

Upon  our  Territories,  and  have  already 

O're-born  their  way,  confum'd  with  Fire,  and  took 
What  lay  before  them. 

Enter  Cominius. 

Com.  Oh>  you  have  made  good  work. 
Men.  What  news?  What  news? 

Com.  You  have  holp  to  ravifh  your  own  Daughters,and 
To  melt  the  City  Leads  upon  your  pates, 

To  fee  your  Wives  difhonour'd  to  your  Nofes. 
Men.  What's  the  news?  What's  the  news  ? 

Com.  Your  Temples  burned  in  their  Cement ,  and 

Your  Franchifes,  whereon  youftood,  confin'd Into  an  Augers  bore. 
Men.  Pray  now  the  news  ? 

You  have  made  fair  work,  I  fear  me :  pray, your  news  ? 

If  Martins  mould  be  joyn'd  with  Volfcians. 
Com.  If?  He  is  their  God,  he  leads  them  like  a  thing 

Made  by  fome  other  Deity  than  Nature, 

That  fhapes  man  better :  and  they  follow  him 

Againft  us  Brats,  with  no  lefs  Confidence, 

Than  Boyespurfuing  Summer  Butter-flies, 
Or  Butchers  killing  Flyes. 

Men.  You  have  made  good  work, 

You  and  your  Apron-men  :  you,  that  ftood  fo  much 
Upon  the  voice  of  occupation,  and 
The  Breath  of  Garlike-eaters, 

f     Com.  He'll  make  your  Rome  about  your  Ears. 
I    Men.  As  Hercules  did  lhake  down  mellow  Fruit  i 

|  You  have  made  fair  work. 
Bru.  But  is  this  true,  Sir? 

Com.  I,  and  you'll  look  pale 
\  Before  you  find  it  other.  All  the  Regions 
Do  fmilingly  revolt,  and  who  refills 
Are  mock'd  for  valiant  Ignorance, 

And  perifh  conftant  Fools :  who  is't  can  blame  him  ? 
Your  Enemies  and  his  find  fomething  in  him. 

Men.  We  are  all  undone,  unlefs 
The  Noble  man  have  Mercy. 

Com:  Who  mall  ask  it  ? 

The  Tribunes  cannot  do't  for  (hame  ;  the  People 
Deferve  fuch  pity  of  him,  as  the  Wolf 

Do's  of  the  Shepherds:  For  his  belt  Friends,  if  they 

'  Should  fay,  be  good  to  Rome,  they  charg'd  him  even 
As  thofe  fhould  do  that  had  defer v'd  his  hate, 
And  therein  fhew'd  like  Enemies. 

Me?T\%  true,if  he  were  putting  to  myFIoufe,the  biand 
.That  Ihould  confume  it,  I  have  not  the  Face 

"To fay,  befeech  you  ceafe.  You  have  made  fair  hands, 
You  and  your  Crafts,  you  have  crafted  fair. 

Com.  You  have  brought 

A  trembling  upon  Rome,  fuch  as  was  never 
S'incapable  of  help. 

Tri.  Say  not,  we  brought  it. 

Men.  How  ?  Was't  we  ?  We  lov'd  him, 
But  like  Beafts,  and  Cowardly  Nobles, 

Gave  way  unto  your  Clufters,  who  did  hoot 

Him  out  o'th'  City. Com.  But  I  fear 

They'l  roar  him  in  again.    Tullus^  Aufdius^ 
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The  fecond  Name  of  Men,  obeys  his  points 
As  if  he  were  his  Officer  :  Defperation, 
Is  all  the  Policy,  Strength,  and  Defence 
That  Rome  can  make  againft  them. 

Enter  a  Troop  of  Citizens. 
Men.  Here  come  the  Clufters.  . 

And  is  Aufidtus  with  him  ?  YoiPare  they 
That  made  the  Ayr  unwholfomc,  when  you  caft 
Your  ftincking,  greafie  Caps,  in  hooting 
At  Coriolanus  Exile.  Now  he's  coming, 
And  not  Hair  upon  a  Souldiers  Head 
Which  will  not  prove  a  whip  :  As  many  Coxcombes 
As  you  threw  Caps  up,  will  he  tumble  down, 
And  pay  you  for  your  Voices.  Tit  no  matter, 
If  he  could  burn  us  all  into  one  Coal, 
We  have  deferv'd  it. 

Omnes.  Faith,  we  hear  fearful  News. 
i  Cit.  For  mine  own  part, 

When  I  faid  banifh  him,  I  faid  'tW3s  pity. 2.  And  fo  did  I. 

3.  And  fo  did  I ;  and  to  fay  the  truth,  fodid  very  ma- 
ny of  us,  that  we  did,  we  did  for  the  belt :  and  though  we 

willingly  confented  to  his  Banifhment,  yet  it  wa^  againft 
our  will. 

Com.  Y'are  goodly  things,  you  Voices. 
Men.  You  have  made  you  good  work, 

You  and  your  cry.    Shall's  to  the  Capitol  ? 
Com.  Oh  I,  what  elfe  ?  [Exeunt  both. 
Sicin.  Go,  Mafters,  get  you  home,  be  not  difmaid, 

Thefe  are  a  Side,  that  would  be  glad  to  have 
This  true,  which  they  fo  feem  to  fear.  Go  home, 
And  fhew  no  fign-  of  Fear. 

1  Cit.  The  Gods  be  good  to  us :  Come,  Mafters,  let's 
home,  I  ever  faid  we  were  i'th'  wrong,  when  we  banifh'd 

him." 

2  Cit.  So  did  we  all,  but  come,  let's  home.  [Ex.  Cit. 
Bru.  I  do  not  like  this  News. 
Sicin.  Nor  I. 

Bru.  Let's  to  the  Capitol :  would  half  my  wealth 
Would  buy  this  for  a  Lye. 

Sicin.  Pray  lets  go.  [ExeHmTribunes. 

Enter  Aufidius  with  his  Lieutenant. 

Auf.  Do  they  ftill  flie  to  th'  Roman  ? 
Lieu.  I  do  not  know  what  Witchcraft's  in  him :  but 

Your  Souldiers  ufe  him  as  the  grace 'fore  Meat, 
Their  talk  at  Table,  and  their  Thanks  at  end, 
And  you  are  darkned  in  this  action,  Sir, 

Even  by  your  own. 
Auf.  I  cannot  help  it  now,  • 

Unlefs  by  ufing  means  I  lame  the  Foot 
Of  our  defign.  He  bears  himfelf  more  proudly, 
Even  to  my  Perfon,  than  I  thought  he  would 
When  firft  I  did  embrace  him.    Yet  his  Nature 

I  n  that's  no  Changeling,  and  I  muft  excufe What  cannot  be  amended. 
Lieu.  Yet  I  wifii,  Sir, 

(I  mean  for  your  particular)  you  had  not 

Joyn'd  in  Commilfion  with  him  :  but  either  have  born 
The  action  of  your  felf,  or  elfe  to  him  had  left  it  folely. 

Auf.  I  underftand  thee  well,  and  be  thou  fure, 
When  he  fhall  come  to  his  account,  he  knows  not 
What  I  can  urge  againft  him,  although  it  feems 
And  fo  he  thinks,  and  is  no  lefs  apparent 

To  th'  vulgar  Eye,  that  he  bears  allthings  fairly, 
And  (hews  good  Husbandry  for  the  1%fcian  State, 

Fights  Dragon- like,  and  does  atchieve  as  foon 
As  draw  his  Sword :  yet  he  hath  left  undone 
Thatwhfch  fhall  break  his  Neck,  or  hazard  mine, 
When  e're  we  come  to  our  account. 

Lien.  Sir,  I  befeech  you,  think  you  he'll  carry  Rome  ? 
Auf.  All  places  yield  to  him  e'reiie  fits  down, 

And  the  Nobility  of  Rome  are  his : 
*Bbb  ;  The 
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The  Senators  and  Patricians  love  him  too  : 

The  Tribunes  are  noSouldicrs :  and  their  People 
V  V  ill  be  as  rafh  in  the  repeal,  as  hafty 

To  expel  him  thence.  1  think  he'll  be  to  Ron  e, 
An  is  the  Afpiay  to  the  Filh,  who  takes  it 
By  Soveraignty  of  Nature.  Firft,  he  was 

A  Noble  Servant  to  them,"  but  he  could  not 
Carry  his  Honours  even  ••  whether 'twas  Pride 
Which  out  of  daily  Fortune  ever  taints 
The  happy  Man  ̂   whether  defecl  of  Judgment, 
To  fail  in  the  difoofing  of  thofe  Chances 
Which  hewas  Lord  of :  or  whether  Nature, 
Not  to  be  other  than  one  thing,  not  moving 

From  th'  Cask  roth'  Cufhion  :  but  commanding  Peace 
Even  with  the  fame  aufterity  and  garb, 

As  he  control  I'd  the  War.  But  one  of  thefe, 
(Ashe  hath  fpicesof  them  all)  not  all, 

For  I  dare  fo  far  free  him,  made  him  fear'd, 
So  hated,  and  fo  banifh'd  :  but  he  has  a  Merit 
To  choak  it  in  theutt'rance :  So  our  Virtues, 
Lie  in  th'interpretationof  the  time, 
And  Power  unto  it  felf  rnoa  Q  ..endable, 
Hath  not  a  Tomb  fo  evident  as  a  Chair 

T'extol  what  it  hath  done. 

One  Fire  drives  out  one  Fire  •,  one  Nail,  one  Nail  • 
Rights  by  rights  fouler,  ftrengths  by  ftrengths  do  fail. 

Come  let's  away  :  when,  Catusi  Rome  is  thine, 
Thou  artpoor'ftoi  all,thenfhortly  art  thou  mine?.  [Ex. 

Alius  Ghintiis. 

1  £»w  Menenius,  Cominius,  Sicinius,  Brutus,  the  two  Tri- 
bunes, with  others. 

Men.  No,  Pie  not  go:  you  hear  what  he  hath  faid 
Which  wasfometime  his  General:  who  loved  him 

In  a  moll  dear  particular.  He  call'd  me  Father  : 
But  what  o'that  ?  Go  you  that  banifti'd  him 
A  mile  befote  ids  Tent,  fall  down  and  kneel 

The  way  into  hi?  mercy  :  Nay,  if  he  coy'd 
To  hear  Cominius  fpeak,  Pie  keep  at  home. 

Com.  He  would  not  feem  to  know  me. 

Men.  Do  you  hear  ? 
Com.  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  me  by  my  name  : 

!  I  urg'd  our  old  acquaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  bled  together.  ConoUnus, 
He  would  not  anfwerto  :  Forbad  all  Names, 
He  was  a  kind  of  Nothing ,  Titlelefs, 

Till  he  had-forg'd  himfelf  a  Name  o'th'Fire 
Of  burning  Rome. 

Men.  Why,  fo  :  you  have  made  good  work 

A  pair  of  Tribunes,  that  have  wrack'dfor  Rome, 
To  make  Coals  cheap :  A  Noble  memory. 

Com.  I  minded  him,  how  Royal  'twas  to  pardon 
When  it  was  lefs  expecled.    He  reply'd, 
It  was  a  bare  Petition  of  aSta,te 

To  one  whom  they  had  punifh'd. 
Men.  Very  well,  could  he  fay  lefs  ? 
Com.  I  offered  to  awaken  his  regard 

Fcr's  private  Friends.  His  anfwer  to  me  was 
He  could  not  ftay  to  pick  them,  in  a  pile 

Of  r.oyfome  mufty  Chaff.  He  laid,  *twas  folly 
For  one  poor  grain  or  two,  to  leave  imbarnt 
And  ft  ill  to  nofe  th'  offence. 

Men.  for  one  poor  grain  or  two  ? 
I  am  one  of  thofe  :  his  Mother,  Wife,  hisChjld, 
And  this  brave  Fellow  too  :  we  are  the  Grains, 

.  You  are  the  Mufty  Chaff,  and  you  are  fmelt 
'  Above  the  Moon.  We  muft  be  burnt  for  you. 

Sicm.  Nay,  pray  be  patient:  Ify .  refufe  youraid 

]In  this  fo  never-needed  help,  yet  do  no. 
jUpbraid's  with  our  diftrefs.    But  fure  i.  /ou 

Would  be  your  Countries  Pleader,  your  good  Tongue 
More  than  the  inftant  Army  we  can  make 

Might  ftop  our  Country-man. Mm.  No  :  Pie  not  meddle. 

Stan.  Pray  you  go  to  him. 
Men.  What  fhould  I  do  ? 

Br  11.  Only  make  tryal  what  your  Love  can  do 
For  Rome,   towards  Martins. 

Men.  Well,  and  fay  that  Martins  return  me> 
As  Cominius  return'd,  unheard:  what  then  ? 
But  as  a  difcontented  Friend,  grief-fhot 
With  his unkindnefs.  Say'tbefo? 

S.  cin.  Yet  your  gocd  will 

Muft  have  that  thanks  from  Rome,  after  the  meafute 
As  you  intended  well. 

Men.  Pie  undertake't : 

I  think  he'l  hear  me.  Yet  to  bite  his  lip, 
And  hum  at  good  Cominius,  muchunhearts  me. 

H  e  was  not  taken  well,  he  had  not  din'd, 
The  Veins  unfill'd,  our  blood  is  cold,  and  then 
We  powt  upon  the  Morning,  are  unapt 

To  give  or  to  forgive  •,  but  when  we  have  ftufft 
Thefe  Pipes,  and  thefe  Conveyances  of  our  blood 
With  Wine  and  feeding,  we  have  fuppler  Souls 
Than  in  our  Pricft-like  Fafts :   thereiore  Pie  watch  him 
Till  he  be  dieted  to  my  requeft, 
And  then  Pie  fet  upon  him. 

Bru.  You  know  the  very  Rode  into  his  kindnefs, 
And  cannot  loie  your  way. 

Men.  Good  faith,  Pie  prove  him, 

Speed  how  it  will.  I  fhall  e're  long  have  knowledge 
Of  my  fuccefs.  {Exit. 

Com.  He'll  never  hear  him. 
Sicin.  Not  ? 

Com.  I  tell  you,  he  does  fit  in  Gold,  his  Eye 
Red  as 'twould  burn  Rome :  and  his  Injury 

The  Goaler  to  his  Pity.  I  kneel'd  before  him, 
'Twas  very  faintly  he  laid,  Rife  :  difmift  me 
Thus  with  his  fpeechlefs  hand.  What  he  would  do 
He  lent  in  writing  after  me :  what  he  would  not, 
Bound  with  an  Oath  to  yield  to  his  Conditions : 

-.0  that  all  hope  is  vain,  unlefs  his  Noble  Mother, 
And  his  Wife  (who  as  1  hear;  mean  to  folicite  him 

For  Mercy  to  his  Country  :  therefore  let's  hence, 
And  with  our  fair  intreaties  hafte  them  on.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Menenius  to  the  Watch  or  Guard. 

1  Wat .  Stay :  whence  are  you? 
2  Wat.  Stand,  and  go  back. 

Men.  You  guard  like  men,  'tis  well.  But  by  your  leave 
I  am  an  Officer  of  State,and  come  to  fpeak  with  Coriolanus. 

1.  From  whence  ?  Men.  From  Rome. 

1.  You  may  not  pafs,  you  muft  return:  our  General 
will  no  more  hear  from  thence.  ^  • 

2.  You'll  fee  your  Rome  embrae'd  with  Fire,  before 
You'l  fpeak  with  Coriolanus. Men.  Good  my  Friends, 

If  you  have  heard  your  General  talk  of  Row, 
And  of  his  Friends  there,  it  is  Lots  to  Blanks, 

My  Name  hath  touchtyour  Ears ;  it  is Mmenius. 
1.  Be  it  fo,  go  back  :  the  virtue  of  your  Name 

Is  not  here  palfable. 
Men.  I  tell  thee,  Fellow, 

Thy  General  is  my  Lover :  I  have  been 

The  Book  of  his  good  Acls,  whence  Men  have  read 
His  Fame  unparallel'd,  happily  amplified  : 
For  I  have  ever  verified  my  Friends, 

(Of  whom  he's  Chief)  with  all  the  fize  that  verity 
Would  without  lapling  fuffer  :  Nay,  fometimes, 
Like  to  a  Bowl  upon  a  fubtil  ground 

I  have  tumbled  paft  the  throw :  and  in  his  praife 

Have  (aJmoft)ftampt  the  Leafing.  Therefore,  Fellow, I  muft  have  leave  to  pafs.  „  .  , 
1.  Faith, 
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1.  Faith, Sir,  if  you  hadtoid  as  many  lies  in  his  behalf, 
as  you  have  uttered  words  in  your  own  ,  you  mould  not 
pafs  here  :  no,  though  it  were  as  virtuous  to  lye,  as  to 
live  chaftly.  Therefore  go  back. 

Men.  Prithee,  Fellow,  remember  my  name  is  Men&nus, 
always  F aft io nary  on  the  party  of  your  General. 

2.  Howfoever  you  have  been  his  Lyar,  as  you  fay  you 
have;  I  am  one  that  telling  true  under  him,  muft  fay  you 
cannot  pafs.  Therefore  go  back. 

Men.  Has  he  din'd,  can'ft  thou  tell?  Fori  would  not 
fpeak  with  him,  till  after  Dinner, 

j .  You  are  a  Rowan,  are  you  ? 
Men.  I  am,  as  thy  General  is. 
i.  Then  you  mould  hate  Rome,  a:  he  does.    Can  you, 

I  when  you  have  puflit  out  your  Gates  the  very  Defender. 
;  of  them,  and  in  a  violent  popular  igi  orsnce,  given  your 
Enemy  your  Shield,  think  to  front  his  Revenges  with  the 

'  eafie  groans  of  Old  Women,  the  Virginal  palms  of  your 
'  Daughters,  or  with  the  palfied  interceffion  of  fuch  a  de- 

cayed Dotard,  as  you  feem  to  be  ?  Can  you  think  to  blow 
out  the  intended  Fire,your  City  is  ready  to  flame  in,  with 

fuch  weak  breath  as  this  ?  No,you  are  deceiv'd,  therefore 
back  to  Rome,  and  prepare  for  your  Execution :  you  are 
CondeinnM,  our  General  has  fworn  you  out  of  Reprieve 
and  Pardon. 

Men.  Sirrah,  if  the  Captain  knew  I  were  here, 
He  would  ufe  me  with  Eftimation. 

i.  Come,  my  Captain  knows  you  not. 
Men.  I  mean  thy  General. 
i .  My  General  cares  not  for  you.  Back,  I  lay,  go  :  left 

I  let  forth  your  half  pint  of  Blood.  Back,  that's  the  ut- 
moft  of  your  having,  back. 

Men,  Nay,  but  Fellow,  Fellow. 
Enter  Coriolanus  with  Aufidius, 

Corio.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Men.  Now  yon,  Companion  ■•  Pie  fay  an  Errant  for  you : 
you  fhall  know  now  that  I  am  in  Eftimation  :  you  mall 

perceive,  that  a  Jack-gardant  cannot  Office  me  from  my 
Son  Coriolanus ,  guefs  but  my  entertainment  with  him  :  if 

thouftand'ft  not  i'th' State  of  Hanging,  or  of  fome  death 

more  long  in  Speftatorfhip,  and  Crueller  in  fuffering,  be-' 
hold  now  prefently,  and  fwoon  for  what's  to  come  upon 
thee.  The  glorious  Gods  lit  in  hourly  Synod  about  thy 
particular  profperity,  and  love  thee  no  worfe  than  thy  old 

Father  Menenius  does.  O  my  Son,  my  Son  •'  thou  art  pre- 
paring Fire  for  us :  look  thee,  here's  Water  to  quench  it. 

I  was  hardly  mov'd  to  come  to  thee:  but  being  affured 
none  but  my  felf  could  move  thee,  I  have  been  blown 
out  of  our  Gates  with  fighs,  and  conjure  thee  to  par- 

don Rome,  and  thy  petitionary  Countrymen.  The  good 
Gods  aflwage  thy  wrath,  and  tnrn  the  dregs  of  it  upon 
this  Varlet  here :  This,  who  like  a  Block  hath  denied 
my  Accefs  to  thee. 

Corio.  Away. 
Men.  How  ?  Away  ? 
Corio.  Wife,  Mother,  Child,  I  know  not.  My  affairs 

Are  fervanted  to  others :  Though  I  owe 
My  Revenge  properly,  my  Remiffion  lies 
In  Vol  fa  an  Breafts.  That  we  have  been  familiar, 
Ingrate  forgetfulnefs  fhall  poifon  rather 
Than  pity  :  Note  how  much,  therefore  be  gone. 
Mine  Ears  againft  your  Suits  are  ftronger  than 
Your  Gates  againit  my  Force.    Yet  for  I  loved  thee, 
Take  this  along,  I  writ  it  for  thy  fake, 
And  would  have  fen t  it.  Another  word,  Menenius, 
I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak.    This  Man,  Aufidius, 

Was  my  belov'd  in  Rome  :  yet  thou  behold'ft  
Auf.  You  keep  a  conftant  temper.  \Exctmt, 

Manent  the  Guard  and  Menenius. 

1.  Now,  Sir,  is  your  name. Mourn**  ? 

2.  'Tis  a  fpell  you  fee  of  much  Power  : 
You  know  the  way  home  again. 

i.  Do  you  hear  how  we  are  fhent  for  keeping  your 
greatnef  back  ? 

2.  Whaccaufcdoyou  think  I  have  to  fwoon  ? 
Men.  I  neither  care  for  th>  World,  nor  your  General  • 

tor  fuch  things  as  you,  I  can  fcarce  think  there's  any  fare 
fo  flight.  He  that  hath  a  will  to  dye  by  hiir.Llt,  '  fears  it not  from  another  :  Let  your  General  do  his  woi -ft.  For 
you,  be  that  you  are,  long;  and  \our  mifcry  increafe  with 
your  Age.    1  fay  to  you,  as  1  was  fold  to,  Away.  [_Exit. 1.  A  Noble  Fellow,  I  wnrrrnt  him. 

2.  The  worthy  Fellow  is  cur  General.  He's  the  Rock- 
the  Oak  not  to  be  wind-fhaken.  [Exit  Watch. Enter  Ccrioiai.us  and  Aufidius. 

Corio.  We  will  before  the  Walls  of  Romew  morrow 
Set  down  our  Hoft.  My  Partner  in  this  Action 
You  muft  report  to  th'  Vglfcian  Lords,  how  plainly  • I  have  born  this  Buflnefs. 

Anf.  Only  their  Ends  you  have  refpefled. 
Stopt  your  Ears  againft  the  general  Suit  of  Rome : 
Never  admitted  a  private  whifper,no  not  with  fu  h  Friends That  thought  them  fure  of  you. Corio.  This  laft  old  man, 

Whom  with  a  crack'd  Heart  I  have  lent  to  Rome 
Lov'd  me,  above  the  meafure  of  a  Father, 
Nay,  Godded  me  indeed.  Their  latcft  refuge, 

Was  to  fend  him,  for  whofe  Love  I  have    "'.  , (Though  I  fhew*d  fow'rly  to  him)  once  more  offtr'4 The  firft  Conditions  which  they  did  refufe, 
And  cannot  now  accept,,  to  grace  him  only, 
That  thought  he  could  do  more :  Avery  little 
I  have  yielded  to.    Frefti  Embaflies,  and  Suits, 
Nor  from  the  State,  nor  private  Friends  heieafter 
Will  I  lend  Ear  to.  Ha  ?  what  fhout  is  this  ?  tShout  within Shall  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  my  Vow 
In  the  fame  time  'tis  made  ?  I  vviil  not. 

Enter  Virgilia,  Volumnia,  Valeria,  young  Martius,  with Attendants^ 

My  Wife  comes  formoft,  then  the  honour'd  Mould 
Wherein  this  Trunk  was  fram'd,  and  in  her  hand 
The  Grand-child  to  her  blood.  But  our  Affection, 
All  bond  and  priviledge  of  Nature  break  ; 
Let  it  be  Virtuous  to  be  Obftinate. 

What  is  that  Curt'lie  worth  ?  Or  thofe  Doves  Eyes, Which  can  make  Gods  forfworn  ?  I  melt,  and  am  not 
Of  ftronger  Earth  than  others :  my  Mother  bows, 
As  if  Olymyus  to  a  Mole-hill  mould 
In  fupplication  nod :  and  my  young  Boy 
Hath  an  afped  of  interceflion,  which 
Great  Nature  cries,  Deny  not.    Let  the  Volutes 
Plough  Rome,  and  hanjow  Italy,  Pie  never 
Be  fuch  a  Gofling  to  obey  Inftinft :  but  ftand 
As  if  a  man  were  Author  of  himfelf,  and  knew  no  other  kin. 

Virgil.  My  Lord  and  Husband. 
C orw.  Thefe  Eyes  are  not  the  fame  I  wore  in  Rome. 

V'trg.  The  forrow  that  delivers  us  thus  chang'd, Makes  you  think  fo. 
Corio.  Like  a  dull  Actor  now,  I  have  forgot  my  part, 

And  I  am  out,  even  to  a  fulfdifgrace.  Beft  of  my  Flelh, 
Forgive  my  Tyranny,  but  do  not  fay, 
For  that  forgive  our  Romans.    O  a  kifs 
Long  as  my  Exile,  fweet  as  my  Revenge ! 
Now  by  the  jealous  Queen  of  Heaven,  that  kifs 
I  carried  from  thee, Dear  ;  and  my  true  Lip 
Hath  Virgin'd  ite're  fince.  You  Gods,  I  pray, And  the  moft  Noble  Mother  of  the  World 
Leave  upfaluted  ;  Sink  my  knee  i'th'  Earth  ;  foftt&c. 
Of  thy  deep  duty,  more  impreffibn  fhevv 
Than  that  of  common  Sons. 

Volum.  O  ftand  up  bleft.' 
Whim  withnofofter  Cufhion  than  the  flint 
I  kneel  before  thee,  and  improperly 

Shew  Duty  as  miftaken,  all  this  while,' Between  the  Child  and  Parent. 
Cono.  What's  this?  your  knees  to  me? 
*Bbb3  To 



To  ̂ oiir  Corrected  Son  ? 
Then  let  the  Pebbles  on  the  hungry  Beach 

Fillop  the  Stars  •  Then,  let  the  mutinous  Winds 

Strike  the  proud  Cedars  'gainlt  the  fiery  Sun : 
Murd'ring  impollibility,  to  make 
What  cannot  be,  flight  work. 

Volum.  Thou  art  my  Warrior,  I  hope  to  frame  thee, 

Do  you  know  this  Lady  ? 
Corio.  The  Noble  Sifter  of  Publicola  ; 

The  Moon  of  Rome,  Chaft  as  the  Ificle 

That's  curdied  by  the  Froft  from  pureft  Snow, 

And  hangs  on  Dianh  Temple  :  Dear  Valeria. 
Volum.  This  is  a  poor  Epitome  of  yours, 

Which  by  th'interpretationof  full  time, 
May  mew  like  all  your  felf. 

Corio.  The  God  of  Souldiers, 

With  the  confent  of  fupream  Jove,  inform 

Thy  thoughts  with  Noblenefs,  that  thou  mailt  prove 

To  fhame  unvulnerable,  and  ftrike  i'th'  Wars 
Like  a  great  Sea-mark  ftanding  every  flaw, 

And  faving  thofe  that  eye  thee. 
Volum.  Your  knee,  Sirrah. 

Corio.  That's  my  brave  Boy. 
Volum.  Even  he,  your  Wife,  this  Lady,  and  my  felf, 

Are  Suiters  to  you. 
Corio.  I  befeech  you,  Peace  : 

Or  if  you'ld  ask,  remember  this  before  5 

The  thing  I  have  forfworn  to  grant,  may  never 

Be  held  by  you  denial.    Do  not  bid  me 

Difmifs  my  Souldiers,  or  Capitulate 

Again  with  £o««  Mechanicks.    Tell  me  not 

Wherein  I  feem  unnatural :  Defire  not  t'allay 

My  Rages  and  Revenges,  with  your  colder  Reafons. 
Volum.  Oh,  no  more:  no  more: 

You  have  faid  you  will  not  grant  us  any  thing  : 

For  we  have  nothing  elfe  to  ask,  but  that 

Which  you  deny  already :  yet  we  will  ask, 

That  if  you  fail  in  our  requeft,  the  blame 

May  hang  upon  your  hardnefs,  therefore  hear  us. 

Corio.  Jufidius,  and  you,  Volfaes,  mark,  for  we'll 
Hear  nought  from  Rome  in  private.  Your  requeft  ? 

Volum.  Should  we  be  filent  and  not  fpeak,  our  Raiment 

And  ftate  of  Bodies  would  bewray  what  Life 

We  have  led  fince  thy  Exile.  Think  with  thy  felf, 

How  more  unfortunate  than  living  Women 

Are  we  come  hither  ;  fince  that  thy  fight,    which  fhould 

Make  our  Eyes  flow  with  Joy,Hearts  dance  with  Comforts, 

Conftrains  them  weep,  and  lhake  with  Fear  and  Sorrow, 

Making  the  Mother,  Wife,  and  Child  to  fee, 

The  Son,  the  Husband,  and  the  Father  tearing 
His  Countries  Bowels  out :  and  to  poor  we, 

Thine  Enmity's  moft  Capital :  Thou  barr'lt  us 
Our  Prayers  to  the  Gods,  which  is  a  comfort 

That  all  but  we  enjoy.  For  how  can  we? 
Alas!  how  can  we,  for  our  Country  pray, 
Whereto  we  are  bound  ?  together  with  thy  Victory, 
Whereto  we  are  bound  ?  Alack,  or  we  muft  lofe 

The  Country,  our  dear  Nurfe,  or  elfe  thy  Perfon 
Our  comfort  in  the  Country.  We  muft  find 
An  evident  Calamity,  though  we  had 
Our  wifh,  which  fide  fhould  win.  For  either  thou 
Muft  as  a  Foreign  Recreant  be  led 
With  Manacles  through  our  Streets,  or  elfe 

Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  Countries  ruine, 
And  bear  the  Palm,  for  having  bravely  fhed 

Thy  Wife  and  Childrens  blood  •  For  my  felf,  Son, 
I  purpofe  not  to  wait  on  Fortune,  till 
Thefc  Wars  determine  :  If  I  cannot  perfuade  thee 
Rather  to  fhtw  a  Noble  grace  to  both  parts 
Thanfeek  the  end  of  one  ̂   thou  fhalt  no  fooner 
March  to  aflault  thy  Country,  than  to  tread 

(Truft  to't,  thou  fhalt  not)  on  thy  Mothers  Womb 
That  brought  thee  to  this  World. 

Virg.  I,  and  mine,  brought  you  forth  this  Boy, 

To  keep  your  Name  living  to  time. 

Boy.  A  fhall  not  tread  on  me    I'le  run  away" 
Till  I  am  bigger,  but  then  I  'le  fight. Corio.  Not  of  a  Womans  tendernefs  to  be 
Requires  nor  Child,  nor  Womans  Face  to  fee: 
I  have  fate  too  long. 

Volum.  Nay,  go  not  from  us  thus : 
If  it  were  fo,  that  our  Requeft  did  tend 
To  fave  the  Romans,  thereby  to  deltroy 
The  V Jfcies  whom  you  ferve,  you  might  condemn  us, 
As  poyfonous  of  your  Honour.    No,  our  Suit 
Is  that  you  reconcile  them  :  While  ths  Volfcies 

May  fay,  this  Mercy  we  have  Ihew'd ;  the  Romans, 
This  we  receiv'd,  and  each  in  either  fide 
Give  the  All-hail  to  thee,  and  cry,  be  bleft 
For  making  up  this  Peace.    Thou  know'ft  (Great  Son) 
The  end  of  War's  uncertain ;  but  this  certain, 
That  if  thou  conquer  Rome,  the  benefit 
Which  thou  fhalt  thereby  reap,  is  fuch  a  Name, 
Whofe  Repetition  will  be  dogg'd  with  Curfes : 
Whofe  Chronicle  thus  writ,  The  Man  was  Noble, 
But  with  his  laic  Attempt,  he  wip'd  it  out, 
Deftroy'd  his  Country,  and  his  Name  remains 
Toth'infuing  Age,  abhorr'd.  Speak  to  me,  Son  : 
Thou  haft  affected  the  five  ftrains  of  Honour, 
To  imitate  the  Graces  of  the  Gods. 

To  tear  with  Thunder  the  wide  Cheeks  o'th'  Airr 
And  yet  to  change  thy  Sulphur  with  a  Boult, 

That  fhould  but  rive  an  Oak.  Why  do'ft  not  fpeak  ? 
Think'ft  thou  it  Honourable  for  a  Noble  man 
Still  to  remember  Wrongs  ?  Daughter,  fpeak  you : 
He  cares  not  for  your  weeping.    Speak  thou,  Boy, 

Perhaps  thy  Childifhnefs  will  move  him  more 
Than  can  our  Reafons.  There  is  no  Man  in  the  World 

More  bound  to's  Mother,  yet  here  he  lets  me  prate 
Like  one  i'th'  Stocks  Thou  haft  never  in  thy  Life, 
Shew'd  thy  dear  Mother  aj»f  curtefie, 
When  fhe  (poor  Hen )  fond  of  no  fecond  Brood, 

Has  cluck'd  thee  to  the  Wars,  and  fafely  home 
Loaden  with  Honour.    Say  my  Requeft's  unjuft, 
And  fpurn  me  back  :  But  if  it  be  not  fo, 
Thou  art  not  Honeft,  and  the  Gods  will  plague  thee 
That  thou  reftrain'ft  from  me  the  Duty,  which 
To  a  Mothers  part  belongs.  He  turns  away 
Down  Ladies :  let  us  fhame  him  with  our  Knees. 

To  his  Sir-name,  Coriolanns,  'longs  more  Pride, 
Than  Pity  to  our  Prayers.    Down  :  and  end, 
This  is  the  laft.  So,  we  will  home  to  Rome, 

And  dye  among  our  Neighbours:  Nay,  behold's 
This  Boy,  that  cannot  tell  what  he  would  have, 
But  kneels,  and  holds  up  Hands  for  Fellowfhip, 
Does  reafon  our  Petition  with  more  ftrength, 

Than  thou  haft  to  deny'c.    Come,  let  us  go  : 
This  Fellow  had  a  Volfcian  to  his  Mother : 
His  Wife  is  in  Cmotus,  and  his  Child 
Like  him  by  chance  :  yet  give  us  our  difpatch : 

I  am  hufht  until  ourCity  be  afire,and  then  l'le  fpeak  a  little. 
[Holds  her  by  the  hand,  filent. 

Corio.  O  Mother,  Mother  ! 
What  have  you  done?  Behold,  the  Heavens  do  ope, 
The  Gods  look  down,  and  this  unnatural  Scene 

They  laugh  at.  Oh,  my  Mother,  Mother  :  Oh ! 
You  have  won  a  happy  Victory  to  Rome. 
But  for  your  Son,  believe  it,  Oh  believe  it, 

Moft  dangeroufly  you  have  with  him  prevail'd, If  not  moft  mortal  to  him.  But  let  it  come  : 

Jufidius,  though  I  cannot  make  true  Wars, 
Pie  frame  convenient  Peace.    Now,  good  Jufidius, 

Were  you  in  my  ftead,  would  you  have  heard 
A  Mother  lefs  ?  Or  granted  lefs,  Jufidius  ? 

Auf.  I  was  mov'd  withal. Corio.  I  dare  be  fworn  you  were  : 

And,  Sir,  it  is  no  little  thing  to  make 
Mine  Eyes  to  fweat  Compaflion.  But  (good  Sir, ) What 
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What  Peace  you'l  make,  advife  me :  For  my  part, 
Pie  not  to  Rome,  Pie  back  with  you,  and  pray  you 
Stand  to  me  in  this  Caufe.    O  Mother  !  Wire  ! 

Auf.  I  am  glad  thou  hall:  fet  thy  Mercy,  and  thy  Honour 
A  difference  in  thee  :  Out  of  that  I'le  work 
My  felf  a  former  Fortune. 

Corio.  I,  by  and  by  ;  but  we  will  drink  together  : 
And  you  fhall  bear 
A  better  witnefs  back,  than  words,  which  we 

On  like  Conditions,  will  have  counter-feal'd. 
Come  enter  with  us :  Ladies,  you  deferve 
To  have  a  Temple  built  you  :  All  the  Swords 
In  Italy,  and  her  Confederate  Arms 
Could  not  have  made  this  Peace.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Menenius  and  Sicinius. 

Me.Sce  you  yond'Coin  o'th'  Capitol,yond'Corner  Hone? 
Stein.  Why,  what  of  that  ? 
Men.  If  it  be  poffible  for  you  to  difplace  it  with  your 

little  Finger,  there  is  fome  hope  the  Ladies  of  Rome,  efpe- 
cially  his  Mother,  may  prevail  with  him.  But  I  fay,  there 

is  no  hopein't,  our  Throats  are  fentene'd,  and  flay  upon Execution. 

Siein,  Is't  poffible,  that  fo  (hort  a  time  can  alter  the 
condition  of  a  Man. 

Men.  There  is  difference  between  a  Grub  and  a  But- 

terfly, yet  your  Butterfly  was  a  Grub:  this  Martins  is 

grown  from  Man  to  Dragon  :  He  has  wings,  Ik's  more 
than  a  creeping  thing. 

Stein.  He  lov'd  his  Mother  dearly. 
Men.  So  did  he  me:  and  he  no  more  remembers  his 

Mother  now,  than  an  eight  years  old  Horfe.  The  tartnefs 
of  his  Face  fours  ripe  Grapes.  When  he  walks,  he  moves 

like  an  Engine,  and  the  ground  fhrinks  before  his  Trea- 
ding. He  is  able  to  pierce  a  Corflet  with  his  Eye :  Talks 

like  a  Knell,  and  his  hum  is  a  Battery.  He  fits  in  his  State 
as  a  thing  made  for  Alexander.  What  he  bids  be  dene  is 

finifh'dwith  his  bidding.  He  wants  nothing  of  a  God,  but 
Eternity,  and  a  Heaven  to  Throne  in. 

Stan.  Yes,  Mercy,  if  you  report  him  truly. 
Men.  I  paint  him  in  the  Character.  Mark  what  Mercy 

his  Mother  fhall  bring  from  him  :  There  is  no  more  Mer- 
cy in  him,  than  there  is  Milk  in  a  Male-Tyger,  that  fhall 

our  poor  City 'find  :  and  all  this  is  long  of  you. Stem.  The  Gods  be  good  unto  us. 
Men.  No,  in  fuch  a  cafe  the  Gods  will  not  be  good 

unto  us.  When  webanifli'd  him,  we  refpe&ed  not  them  : 
and  he  returning  to  break  our  Necks,  they  refpect  not  us. 

Enter  a  Meffcnger. 

Mef.  Sir,  if  you'ld  fave  your  Life  flye  to  your  Houfe, 
The  Plebeians  have  got  your  Fellow  Tribune, 
And  hale  him  up  and  down  j  all  fwearing,  it 
The  Roman  Ladies  bring  not  Comfort  home, 

They'l  give  him  death  by  Inches. 
Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

Sicin.  What's  the  News  ? 

Mef. Good News,good  News,the  Ladies  have  prevail'd, 
The  Volfcians  are  diflodg'd,  and  Martins  ̂ on^  : 
A  merrier  day  did  never  yet  greet  Rome-, 

No,  not  th'  expulfion  of  the  Tarquins. 
Sicin.  Friend,  art  thou  certain  this  is  true.? 

Is't  molt  certain  ? 
Mef.  As  certain  as  I  know  the  Sun  is  Fire  : 

Where  have  you  lurk'd  that  you  make  doubt  of  it  ? 
Ne're  through  an  Arch  fo  hurried  the  blown  Tide, 
As  the  recomforted  through  th'  gates.  Why,  hark  you. 

(Trumpets,  Hoboys,  Drums  beat,  altogether, 
The  Trumpets,  Sack-buts,  Pfalteries,  and  Fifes, 
Tabors,  and  Cymbals,  and  the  fhouting  Romans 
Make  the  Sun  dance.  Hark  you.  [A Jhont  within 

Men.  This  is  good  News  : 
I  will  go  meet  the  Ladies.    This  Volumnia 
Is  worth  of  Confuls,  Senators,  Patricians, 
A  City  full :  Of  Tribunes,  fuch  as  you, 

A  Sea  and  Land  full :  you  have  pray'd  well  to  day : 

This  Morning,  for  ten  thoufand  of  your  Throats, 
I'd  not  have  given  a  doit.  Hark,  how  they  joy. 

{Sound  fit  II  with  the  Shouts. 
Sicin.  Firft,  the  Gods  blefs  you  for  your  Tidings  i 

Next ,  accept  my  thankfulnefs. 
Mef.  Sir,  we  have  all  great  caufe  to  give  great  thanks. Sicin.  They  are  near  the  City  ? 
Mef.  Almofl  at  point  to  enter. 
Stem.  We'll  meet  them,  and  help  the  joy.  [Exeunt. 

Ent  cr  two  Senator sy  with  Ladies  pajftng  over  the  Stage  with other  Lords. 

Setiat.  Behold  our  Patronefs,  the  lifeof  #9we: 
Call  all  your  Tribes  together,  praife  the  Gods, 
And  make  Triumphant  Fires,  ilrew  Flowers  before  tnem : 
Unfhoot  the  noife  that  baniih'd  Afafiius  ; 
Repeal  him,  with  the  welcome  of  his  Mother: 
Cry  welcome,  Ladies,  welcome. 

All.  Welcome  Ladies,  weicome.  [Exeunt. 
[A  flounjh  with  Drums  and  Trumpets. 

Enter  Tullus  Aufidius,  with  Attendants. 

Anf.  Go  tell  the  Lords  o'th'  City,  I  am  here : Deliver  them  this  Paper  :  having  read  it, 
Bid  them  repair  to  th'  Market-place,  where  I 
Even  in  theirs,  and  in  the  Commons  Ears, 
Will  vouch  the  truth  of  it.  Him  1  accufe 

The  City  Ports  by  this  hath  enter'd,  and 
Intends  t'appear  before  the  People,  hoping 
To  purge  himfelf  with  words.  Difpatch. 

Enter  three  or  four  Confprators  of  Aufidius'* Eattion. 
Mofl  welcome. 

1  Con.  How  is  it  with  our  General  ? 

Auf  Even  fo,  as  with  a  Man  by  his  own  Alms  impoy- 
fon'd,  and  with  his  Charity  flain. 

2  Con.  Mofl  Noble  Sir,  if  you  do  hold  the  fame  intent, 
W  herein  you  wifh'd  us  Parties :  We'll  deliver  you Of  your  great  danger. 
Auf  Sir,  I  cannot  tell, 

We  muft  proceed  as  we  do  find  the  People. 
3  Cow.  The  People  will  remain  uncertain,  whilft 

'Twixt  you  there's  difference  :  but  the  fall  of  either Makes- the  Survivor  Heir  of  all. 
Auf.  I  know  it : 

And  my  pretext  to  ftrike  at  him  admits 

A  good  Conftruclion.  Irais'dhim,  andlpawn'd 
Mine  Honour  for  his  Truth  :  who  being  fo  heighten'd, 
He  watered  his  new  Plants' with  dews  of  Flattery, 
Seducing  fo  my  Friends :  and  to  this  end, 
He  bow'd  his  Nature,  never  known  before, 
But  to  be  rough,  unfwayable,  and  free. 

3  Con.  Sir,  hisitoutnefs 
When  he  did  ftand  for  Conful,  which  he  loft 
By  lack  of  Hooping. 

Auf.  That  1  would  have  fpoke  of : 

Being  banifh'd  for't,  he  came  unto  my  Hearth, 
Prefented  to  my  Knife  his  Throat :  I  took  him, 

Made  him  joynt-fervant  with  me :  Gave  him  way 
In  all  hisowndefires  :  Nay,  let  him  chufe 
Out  of  my  Files,  his  Projects  to  accomplifh, 

My  belt  and  frefheft  Men,  ferv'd  his  Delignments 
In  mine  own  Perfon  :  hop'd  to  reap  the  Fame 
Which  he  did  make  all  his-,  and  took  fome  Pride 
To  do  my  felf  this  wrong ;  till  at  the  laiT, 

1  feem'd  his  Follower,  not  Partner  j  and 
He  wag'd  me  with  his  Countenance,  as  if 
1  had  been  Mercenary. 

1  Con.  So  he  did,  my  Lord : 

The  Army  marvell'd  at  it,  and  in  the  laft, 
When  he  had  carried  Rome,  and  that  we  look'd 

For 
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For  no  lcfs  Spoil,  than  Glory  
jiufi  There  was  it : 

For  which  my  finewsfhall  be  ftrctcht  upon  him : 

At  a'few  drops  of  Womens  Rheum,  which  are 
As  cheap  as  Lies,  he  fold  the  Blood  and  Labour 

Of  our  great  Aftion  •,  therefore  fnall  he  dye, 
And  Pie  renew  me. in  his  fall.    But  hark. 

[_D rums  and  Trumpets  found)  with  great 

fronts  of  the  People. 
1  Con.  Your  Native  Town  you  enter'd  like  a  Poft, 

fold  had  no  Welcomes  home,  but  he  returns 

Eting.the  Air  with  noyfei 
Con.  And  patient  Fools, 

Whofe  Children  he  hath  llain,  their  bafe  throats  tear 

With  giving  him  Glory. 
3  Con.  Therefore  at  your  vantage, 

E're  he  exprefs  himfelf,  or  move  the  People 
With  what  he  would  fay,  let  him  feel  your  Sword : 
Which  wc  will  fecend,  when  he  lies  along, 
After  ycur  way.    His  Tale  pronouncM  fhall  bury 
His  Reafons,  with  his  Body. 

Atf.  Say  no  more,  here  come  the  Lords. 

Enter  the  Lords  of  the  City. 

All  Lords.  You  are  moft  welcome  home. 

Auf.  I  have  not  deferv'd  it. 
But,  worthy  Lords,  have  you  with  heed  perufed 
What  1  have  written  to  you  ? 

All.  We  have. 

1  Lord.  And  grieve  to  hear't 
What  faults  he  made  before  the  lair,  I  think 
Might  have  found  eafie  Fines :  But  there  to  end 
Where  he  was  to  begin,  and  give  away 
The  benefit  of  our  Levies,  aniwering  us 
Vv  ith  our  own  charge,  making  a  Treaty,  where 
There  was  a  yielding  \  this  admits  no  excufe. 

Auf.  He  approaches,  you  fhall  hear  him. 

Enter  Coriolanus  marching  with  Drum  and  Colour the 
Commons  being  with  him. 

Cor  to.  Hail  Lords,  lam  return'd, your Souldier  : 
No  more  infected  with  my  Countries  love, 
Than  when  I  parted  hence  ,  but  ftill  fubfifting 
Under  your  great  Command.    You  are  to  know, 
That  profperoufly  1  have  attempted,  and 
With  bloody  paflage  led  your  Wars,  even  to 

The  Gates  of  Rome ':  Our  fpoils  we  have  brought  home Dcth  more  than  Counterpoifea  full  third  part 
The  charges  of  the  Action.    We  have  made  peace 
With  no  lefs  Honour  to  the  Annates^ 

Than  fliame  to  th'  Romans.  And  we  here  deliver 

Subfcrib'd  by  th'  Confuls,  and  Patricians, 
Together  with  the  Seal  o'th'  Senate,  what 
We  have  Compounded  on. 

Auf.  Read  it  not,  Noble  Lords, 
But  tell  the  Traytor  in  the  higheft  degree 

He  hath  r.bus'd  your  Powers. 
Cor  10.  Traytor?  How  now  ? 

Auf.  I,  Traytor,  Martins. 
Cork,  fldartius? 

Auf.  I5  Martins-,  Caius  Martins  :  Do'ft  thou  think 
Tie  grace  thee  with  that  Robbery,  thy  ftoln  name 
CorioL'.nus  in  Coriolus  ? 

You  Lords  and  Head  o'th'  State,  pcrfidiouhy 
He  has  betray'd  your  bufinefs,  and  given  up 
for  certain  drops  of  Salt,  your  City  Rome^ 
I  fay  your  City,  to  his  Wife  and  Mother, 
Breaking  his  Oath  and  Refolution  like 
A  twill  of  rotten  Silk,  never  admitting 

CounleJ  o'th'  War  :  but  athisNurfcs  Tears 
He  whin'd  androar'd  away  your  Victory, 
That  Pages  bJunYd  at  him,  and  xMen  of  heart 

Look'd  wond'ring  each  at  others. 
Corio.  Hear'ft  thou,  Mars  ? 
Auf  NamenottheGod,  thou  Boy  of  Tears. Corio.  Ha  ? 

Auf.  No  more. 
Corio.  Meafurelefs  Lyar,  thou  haft  made  my  heart 

Too  great  for  what  contains  it.  Boy  ?  O  Slave. 
Pardon  me,  Lords,  'tis  the  firft  time  that  ever 
I  was  fore'd  to  fcould.  Your  Judgements,  my  grave  Lords, Muft  give  this  Cur  the  Lye  :  and  his  own  Notion, 
Who  wears  my  ftripes  impreft  upon  him,  that 
Muft  bear  my  beating  to  his  Grave,  fhall  joya 
To  thruft  the  Lye  unto  him. 

1  Lord.  Peace  both,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 
Corio.  Cut  me  to  pieces,  Volfcies,  Men  and  Lads, 

Stain  all  your  edges  on  me.  Boy,  falfe  Hound  : 
If  you  have  writ  your  Annals  true,  'tis  there, 
That  like  an  Eagle  in  a  Dove-coat,  I 

Flutter'd  your  Volfcians  in  Corwlns. 
Alone  I  did  it,  Boy  •' 

Auf  Why,  Noble  Lords, 
Will  you  be  put  in  mind  of  his  blind  Fortune, 
Which  was  your  fhame,  by  this  unholy  Braggart  ? 
'Fore  your  own  Eyes  and  Ears  ? 

All  Con.  "Let  him  dyefor't. 
All  People.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  do  it  prefently  : 

He  kill'd  my  Son,  my  Daughter,  hekill'd  my  Coufin Marcus,  he  kilPd  my  Father. 
2  Lord.  Peace,  hoe  :  no  out-rage,  peace  : 

The  Man  is  Noble,  and  his  Fame  folds  in 
This  Orb  o'th'  Earth :  His  laft  Offences  to  us 
Shall  have  Judicious  hearing.  Stand,  Aufidius, 
And  trouble  not  the  peace. 

Corio.  O  that  I  had  him,  with  fix  Anjidiujfes,  or  more  • 
His  Tribe  to  ufe  my  lawful  Sword. 

Auf.  Infolent  Villain. 
AllCon.  Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill  him. 

Draw  both  the  Confpirators,  and  kill  Martius,  Who  falls 
and  Aufidius  flands  on  him. 

Lords.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold. 
Auf.  My  Noble  Mafters,  hear  me  fpeak. 
1  Lord.  O,  Tullus. 
2  Lord.  Thou  haft  done  a  deed,  whereat Valour  will  weep. 

3  Lord.  Tread  not  upon  him,  Mafters,  all  be  quiet, 
Put  up  your  Swords. 

Auf.  My  Lords, 

When  you  fhall  know,  ( as  in  this  Rage 

Provok'd  by  him,  you  cannot  J  the  great  danger 
Which  this  mans  Life  did  owe  you,  you'l  rejoyce 
That  he  is  thus  cut  off.  Pleafe  it  your  Honours 

To  call  me  to  your  Senate,  I'le  deliver 
My  felf  your  Loyal  Servant,  or  endure Your  heavieft  Cenfure. 

1  Lord.  Bear  from  hence  his  Body, 
And  mourn  you  for  him.   Let  him  be  regarded 
As  the  moft  Noble  Coarfe,  that  ever  Herald 
Did  follow  to  his  Urn. 

2  Lord.  His  own  impatience 

Takes  from  Aufidius  a  great  part  of  blame  : 
Let's  make  the  beft  of  it. 

Auf  My  Rage  is  gone, 
And  I  am  ftruck  with  Sorrow :  Take  him  up  : 

Help  three  o'th'  chiefeft  Souldiers ;  I'le  be  one. 
Beat  thou  the  Drum  that  it  fpeak  mournfully  •• 
Trail  your  fteel  Pikes.  Though  in  this  City  he 
Hath  widowed  and  unchilded  many  a  one, 
Which  to  this  hour  bewail  the  Injury, 
Yet  he  fhall  have  a  Noble  memory.  Aiftft. 

f_ Exeunt  bearing  the  Body  o/Martius.    A  dead  A  Lirch 
Sounded. 

THE 
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TRAGEDY 

O  F r  J 

Titus  Andronicus. 

Actus  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  the  Tribunes  and  Senators  aloft.  And  then  enter  Satur 
ninus  and  his  Followers  at  one  door ,  and  BafTianus  and  his 
Followers  at  the  other,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

Saturninus. 

NOble  Patricians,  Patrons  of  my  right, 
Defend  the  Juftice  ot  my  Caufe  with  Arms. 
And  Country  men,  my  loving  Followers, 
Plead  my  Succeflive  Title  with  your  Swords, 

was  the  firft-ibm  Sun  of  him  that  laft 
Wore  the  imperial  Diadem  of  Rome : 
Then  let  my. Father*  Honours  live  in  me, 
Nor  wrong  mine  Age  with  this  Indignity. 

Baffian.  Romans,  Friends,  Followers, 
Favourers  of  my  Right : 
If  ever  Bajfunus,  Ctfafs  Son, 
VVeregracious  in  the  Eyes  of  Royal  Rome, 

Keep  then  this  pafTage  t-o  the  Capitol  ; 
And  luffer  not  Difhonour  to  approach 

Th'  Imperial  Seat  to  Virtue ,  Confecrate 
To  Juftice,  Continence,  and  Nobility  : 
But  let  Defert  in  pure  Election  mine ; 
And  Romans,  fight  for  Freedom  in  your  Choice. 

Enter  Marcus  Andronicus  aloft  with  the  Crown. 
Princes  that  ftrive  by  Factions,  and  my  Friends, 
Ambitioufly  for  Rule  and  Empery  : 
Know,  that  the  People  of  Rome,  for  whom  we  ftand 
A  fpecial  Party,  have  by  Common  Voice 
In  Election  for  the  Roman  Empery, 
Chofen  Andronicus,  Sur-nam'd  Ems, 
For  many  good  and  great  deferts  to  Rome. 
A  Nobler  Man,  a  braver  War ior, 
Lives  not  this  day  within  the  City  Walls- 
lie  by  the  Senate  is  accited  home 
From  weary  Wars  againft  the  barbarous Gothesi 
That  with  his  Sons  (a  terror  to  our  Foes ) 

Hath  yoak'd  a  Nation  ftrong,  train'd  up  in  Arms. 
Ten  years  are  (pent,  fince  firit  he  undertook 
This  Caufe  of  Rome,  and  challiled  with  Arms 

Our  Enemies  pride.  Five  times  he  hath  return'd 
Blading  to  Rome,  bearing  his  valiant  Sons 
In  Coffins  from  the  Field. 

And  now  at  lait,  laden  ̂ ith  Honours  Spoyls, 
Returns  the  e;ood  Andronicus  to  Rome, 
Renowrcd  Titus,  flourifhing  in  Arms. 

Let  us  intreat,  by  Honour  of  his  Name 

Whom  (worthily)  you  would  have  now  fucceed, 
And  in  the  Capitol  and  Senates  Right, 
Whom  you  pretend  to  Honour  and  Adore, 
That  you  withdraw  you,  and  abate  your  Strength, 
Difmifs  your  Followers,  and  as  Suiters  (hould, 
Plead  your  Deferts  in  Peace  and  Humblenefs. 

Satumin.  How  fair  the  Tribune  fpeaks, 
To  calm  my  thoughts. 

Bajfia.  Marcus  Andronicus,  (b  I  do  affie 
In  thy  Uprightnefs  and  Integrity  : 
And  fo  I  Love  and  Honour  thee,  and  thine, 
Thy  Noble  Brother  Tttus,  and  his  Sons, 
And  her  (to  whom  my  thoughts  are  humbled  all) 
Gracious  Lavinia,  Rome^s  rich  Ornament, 
That  I  will  here  difmifs  my  loving  Friends : 
And  to  my  Fortunes,  and  the  Peoples  Favour, 
Commit  my  Caufe  in  ballance  to  be  weighM. 

f  Ex.  Sonldiers. Satumin.  Friends  that  have  been 
Thus  forward  in  my  Right, 

I  thank  you  all,  and  here  difmifs  you  all, 
And  to  the  Love  and  Favour  of  my  Countrey, 

Commit  my  Self,  my  Perfon,  and  the  Caufe : 
Rome,  be  as  juftand  gracious  unto  me, 
As  I  am  confident  and  kind  to  thee. 

Open  the  Gates,  and  let  me  in. 
Bajfia.  Tribunes,  and  me,  a  poor  Competitor. 

{They  go  up  into  the  Senate-Houfe. Enter  a  Captain. 
Cap.  Romans,  make  way :  the  good  Andronicus^ 

Patron  of  Virtue,  Rome's  belt  Champion, 
Succefsful  in  the  Battels  that  he  fights, 

V  V  ith  Honour  and  with  Fortune  is  return'd, 
From  whence  he  circumfcribed  with  his  Sword, 
And  brought  to  yoke  the  Enemies  of  Rome. 

Sound  Drums  andTr  umpets.  And  then  Enter  two  of  Titus'^ 
Sons  :  After  them,  two  Men  bearing  a  Cojfn  covered  with 
blacky,  then  two  other  Sons.  After  them,  Titus  Androni- 

cus, and  then  Tamora,  the  Queen  of  Gothes,  and  her  two 
Sons,  Chiron  and  Demetrius,  with  Aaron  the  Moor,  and 
others,  as  many  as  can  be :  Thty  f  U  down  the  Cojfn,  and 

Titus  Jpeaks. 
Andronicus.   Hail,  Rome; 

Victorious 
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Victorious  in  thy  mourning  Weeds : 

Loe  as  the  Bark  that  hath  difcharg'd  her  Fraught, 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  Bay, 

From  whence  at  firft  (lie  weigh'd  her  Anchorage  : 
Cometh  Andronicus  bound  with  Laurel  Boughs, 
Torefalute  his  Country  with  his  Tears, 
Tears  of  true  Joy  for  his  return  to  Rome, 
Thou  great  Defender  of  this  Capitol, 
Stand  gracious  to  the  Rites  that  we  intend. 
Romans,  of  five  and  twenty  Valiant  Sons,  . 
Half  of  the  number  that  King  Priam  had, 
Behold  the  Poor  remains  alive  and  dead  ! 

Thefe  that  Survive,  kt  Rome  reward  with  Love  : 
Thefe  that  I  bring  unto  their  lateft  home, 
With  burial  amongft  their  Anceftors. 
Here  Gothes  have  given  me  leave  to  (heath  my  Sword  : 
Titus  unkindr  and  carelefs  of  thine  own, 

Why  fuffer'ft  thou  thy  Sons  unburied  yet, 
To  hover  on  the  dreadful  fhore  of  Styx  ? 
Make  way  to  lay  them  by  their  Brethren. 

[They  open  the  Tomb There  greet  in  filence  as  the  dead  are  wont, 
And  fleep  in  peace,  flain  in  your  Countries  Wars : 
O  facred  receptacle  of  my  Joys, 

Sweet  Cell  of  V  irtue'and  Nobility, 
How  many  Sons  of  mine  halt  thou  in  ftore, 
That  thou  wilt  never  render  to  me  more  ? 

Luc.  Give  us  the  proudefl  Priforier  of  the  Gothes^ 
That  we  may  hew  his  Limbs,  and  on  a  Pile, 
Ad  manes  fratru?n,  Sacrifice  his  Flefh, 
Before  this  Earthly  prifonof  their  Bones, 

That  fo  the  ihadows  be  not  unappeas'd, 
Nor  we-difturb'd  with  Prodigies  on  Earth. 

Tit.  I  give  him  you,  theNobleft  that  furvives. 
The  Eldeft  Son  of  this  diftrefled  Queen. 

Tam.  Stay,  Roman  Brethren,  gracious  Conquerour, 
Victorious  Titus,  ruth  the  Tears  Iftiedr 
A  Mothers  Tears  inpaffion  for  her  Son : 
And  if  thy  Sons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
Oh  think  my  Sons  to  be  as  dear  to  me. 
Sufficeth  not,  that  we  are  brought  to  Rome,. 
To  beautifiethy  Triumphs,  and  return 
Captive  to  thee,  and  to  thy  Roman  Yoak  ; 
;But  muff  my  Sons  be  flaughtred  in  the  Streets, 
For  Valiant  doings  in  their  Countries  Caufe  ? 

O  !  If  to  fight  for  King  and  Common-weal, 
Were  Piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  thefe  : 
Andronkus,  ftain  not  thy  Tomb  with  blood. 
Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  Nature  of  the  Gods  ? 

Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful, 
Sweet  mercy  is  Nobilities  true  badge, 

Thrice  Noble  Titus,  fpare  my  firit  born-fon. 
Tit.  Patient  your  felf,  Madam,  and  pardon  me. 

Thefe  are  the  Brethren,  whom  you  Gothes  behold 
Alive  and  dead,  and  for  their  Brethren  flain, 

iReligioufly  they  ask  a  Sacrifice^ 
To  this  your  Son  is  markt,  and  die  he  muff, 
To  appeafe  their  groaning  fbadows  that  are  gone. 

Luc.  Away  with  him,  and  make  a  Fire  ftreight. 
And  with  our  Swords  upon  a  Pile  of  Wood, 

Let's  hew  his  Limbs  till  they  be  clean  confum'd'. 
[Exeunt  Sons  with  Alarbus. 

Tarn.  O  cruel  irreligious  Piety. 
Chi.  Was  ever  Scythia  half  fo  barbarous  ? 
Dem,  Oppofe  me,  Scythia,  to  ambitious  Rome, 

Alarbus  go  to  reft,  and  we  furvive, 
To  tremble  under  Titus's  threatning  looks, 

Then,  Madam,  ftand  refolv'd,  but  hope  withall, 
The  felf-fame  Gods  that  a-rm'd  the  Queen  of  Troy, 
With  opportunity  of  fharp  Revenge 
Upon  the  Thracian  Tyrant  in  his  Tent, 
May  favour  Tumor  a,  the  Queen  of  Gothes, 
(When  Gothes  were  Gothest  andTamorawzs  Queen) 
To  quit  the  bloody  Wrongs  upon  her  Foes. 

Enter  the  Sons  of  Andronicus  again. 

Luc.  Sez,  Lord  and  Father,  how  we  have  performed 
Our  Roman  Rites,  Alarbus's  Limbs  are  Iopt, 
And  Intrals  feed  the  facrificing  Fire, 
Whofe  Smoke,  like  Incenfe  doth  perfume  theSkye. 
Rcmaineth  nought  but  to  inter  our  Brethren, 
And  with  loud  Lamms  welcome  them  to  Rome. 

Tit.  Let  it  be  fo,  and  let  Andronicus 
Make  this  his  lateft  farewel  to  their  Souls. 

Then  Sound  Trumpets,  and  lay  the  Coffins  in  the  Tomb. 

In  Peace  and  Honour  reft  you  here,  my  Sons, 
Rcmes  readieft  Champions,  repofe  you  here  in  reft, 
Secure  from  worldly  Chances  and  Milhaps  • 
Here  lurks  no  Treafon,  here  no  Envy  fwells, 
Here  grow  no  damned  Grudges,  here  no  ftorms, 
No  noife,  but  filence  and  Eternal  fleep ; 
In  Peace  and  Honour  reft  you  here,  my  Sons. Enter  Lavinia. 

Lav.  In  Peace  and  Honour,  live  Lord  7>f*;k>ng* 
My  Noble  Lord  and  Father,  live  in  Fame: 
Loe  at  this  Tomb,  my  tributary  Tears 
I  render  for  my  Brethrens  Obfequies : 
And  at  thy  Feet  I  kneel  with  Tears  of  Joy 
Shed  on  the  Earth,  for  thy  return  to  Rome. 
O  blefs  me  here  with  thy  victorious  hand, 
Whofe  Fortune  Romes  beft  Citizens  applaud. Tit.  Kind  Rome, 

That  hall  thus  lovingly  referv'd 
The  Cordial  of  mine  Age,  to  glad  mine  Heart,. 
Lavinia,  live,  out-live  thy  Fathers  days : 
And  Fames  Eternal  date  for  Virtues  praife. 

Mar.  Long  live  Lord  Titus,  my  beloved  Brother,. 
Gracious  Triumpher  in  the  Eyes  of  Rome. 

Tit.  Thanks,  gentle  Tribune, 
Noble  Brother  Marcus.  I 

Mar.  And  welcome  Nephews  from  fuccefsful  Wars, 
You  that  furvive,  and  you  that  fleep  in  Fame : 
Fair  Lords,  your  Fortunes  are  all  alike  in  all, 
That  in  your  Countreys  Service  drew  your  Swords. 
But  fafer  Triumph  is  this  Funeral  Pomp, 
That  haih  afpir'd  to  Solons  happinefs, 
And  Triumphs  over  Chance  in  Honours  bed. 
Titus  Andronicus,  the  People  of  Rome, 
Whofe  Friend  in  Juftice  thou  haft  ever  been, 
Send  thee  by  me  their  Tribune,  and  their  truft, 
This  Palliament  of  white  and  fpotlefsHue, 
And  name  thee  in  Election  for  the  Empire 
With  thefe  our  late  deceafed  Emperours  Sons: 
Be  Candidates  then,  and  put  it  on, 

And  help  to  fet  a  Head  on  headlefs  Rome. 
Tit.  A  better  Head  her  Glorious  body  fits, 

Then  his  that  fhakes  for  age  and  feeblenefs : 

What  fhould  I  d'on  this  Robe  and  trouble  you  ? 
Be  chofen  with  Proclamations  to  day, 
To  morrow  yield  up  Rule,  refign  my  Life, 
And  fet  abroach  new  bulinefs  for  you  all. 
Rome,  I  have  b^enthySouldier  forty  years, 
And  led  my  Countries  ftrength  fuccefsfully, 
And  buried  one  and  twenty  Valiant  Sons,. 
Knighted  in  Field,  flain  manfully  in  Arms, 
In  Right  and  Service  of  their  Noble  Country : 
Give  me  a  ftaffof  Honour  for  mine  Age, 
But  not  a  Scepter  to  contrail  the  World, 
Upright  he  held  it,  Lords,  that  held  it  laft. 

Mar.  Titus ,  thou  lhalt  obtain  and  ask  the  Empery. 

Sat.  Proud  and  ambitious  Tribune,  can*ft  thou  tu IS 

Titus.  Patience,  Prince  Satum'wus. Sat.  Romans,  do  me  right. 
Patricians  draw  your  Swords,  and  fheath  them  not, 
Till  SaturnifiHs  be  Rcmes  Emperour  : 

Andn 
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Andronicus,  would  thou  wert  fhipt  to  Hell, 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  Peoples  Hearts. 

Luc  Proud  Saturnine,  interrupter  of  the  good 
That  Noble-minded  Titus  means  to  thee. 

Tit.  Content  thee  Prince,  1  will  reftore  to  thee, 

The  Peoples  Hearts,  and  wean  them  from  themlelves. 
Bajs.  Andronicus,  I  do  not  flatter  thee, 

But  Honour  thee,  and  will  do  till  I  die  : 
My  Faction,  if  thou  ftrengthen  with  thy  Friends, 
I  will  molt  thankful  be,  and  Thanks  to  men 
Of  Noble  minds  is  Honourable  Meed. 

Tit.  People  of  Rome,  and  Noble  Tribunes  here, 
I  ask  your  Voices,  and  your  Suffrages, 
Will  you  beftow  them  friendly  on  Andronicus  ? 

Tri.  To  gratifie  the  good  Andronicus, 
And  gratulate  his  fafe  return  to  Rome, 
The  People  will  accept  whom  he  admits. 

Tit.  Tribunes,  I  thank  you,  and  this  fait  I  make, 
That  you  create  your  Emperours  Eldeft  Son, 
Lord  Saturnine ,  whofe  Virtues  will,  1  hope, 
Reflect  on  Rome-,  as  Titans  Rays  on  Earth, 

And  ripen  Juftice  in  this  Common-weal : 
Then  if  ycu  will  Elect  by  my  advife, 
Crown  him,  and  fay,  Long  live  our  Emperour. 

Mar.  An.  With  Voices  and  applaufe  of  every  fort, 
'atricians  and  Plebeians,  we  Create 
^ord  Saturmnus,  Romes  Great  Emperour. 
And  fay,  Long  live  our  Emperour,  Saturnine. 

\_A  long  Flourish  till  they  come  down. 
Sat.  Titus  Andronicus,  for  thy  Favours  done, 

To  us  in  our  Election  this  day, 
I  give  thee  thanks  in  part  of  thy  Deferts, 
And  will  with  deeds  requite  thy  gentlenefs : 
And  for  an  Onfet,  Titus,  to  advance 
Thy  Name,  and  Honourable  Family, 
Lavinia  will  I  make  my  Emperefs, 
Romes  Royal  Miftrefs,  Miltrefs  of  my  Heart, 
And  in  the  Sacred  Pantheon  her  Efpoufe : 
Tell  me,  Andronicus,  doth  this  Motion  pleafe  thee  ? 

Tit.  It  doth,  my  worthy  Lord,  and  in  this  Match, 

I  hold  me  highly  Honour'd  of  your  Grace, 
And  here  in  fight  of  Rome,  to  Saturnine, 

King  and  Commander  of  our  Common- weal, 
The  wide  Worlds  Emperour,  do  I  Confecrate 
My  Sword,  my  Chariot,  and  my  Prifoners, 
Prefents  well  worthy  Romes  ImperialLord. 
Receive  them  then,  the  Tribute  that  I  owe, 
Mine  Honours  Enfignes  humbled  at  my  Feet. 

Sat.  Thanks  Noble  Titus,  Father  of  my  Life, 
How  proud  I  am  of  thee,  and  of  thy  Gifts, 
Rome  fhall  record,  and  when  I  do  forget 
The  leaft  of  thefe  unfpeakable  Deferts, 
Romans  forget  your  Fealty  to  me. 

lit .  Now,  Madam,  are  you  Prifoner  to  an  Emperour, 
To  him  that  for  your  Honour  and  your  State, 
Will  ufe  you  Nobly,  and  your  Followers. 

Sat.  A  goodly  Lady,  truft.  me  of  the  Hue 
That  I  would  chufe,  were  I  to  chufe  a  new  : 
Cleer  up,  Fair  Queen,  that  cloudy  countenance, 
Though  chance  of  War  hath  wrought  this  change  of  cheer, 

Thou  com'ft  not  to  be  made  a  fcorn  in  Rom( : 
Princely  (hall  be  thy  ufage  every  way. 
Reft  on  my  word,  and  let  not  difcontent 
Daunt  all  your  hopes:  Madam,  he  comforts  you, 
Can  make  your  Greater  than  the  Queen  of  Gothes  ? 

Lavima,  you  are  not  difpleas'd  with  this  ? 
Lav.  Not  I,  my  Lord,  fith  true  Nobility 

Warrants  thefe  words  in  Princely  Courtefie. 
Sat.  Thanks,  fweet  Lavinia,  Romans,  let  us  go  : 

Ranfomlefs  here  we  fet  our  Prifoners  free, 
Proclaim  our  Honours,  Lords,  wiih  Trumpet  and  Drum. 

Baft.  LovdTitusby  your  leave  this  Maid  is  mine. 
Tit.  How,  Sir  ?  Are  you  in  earneft  then,  my  Lord  .? 
Bafs.  l)NoblcTitus,  andrefolv'd  withall, 
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To  do  my  felf  this  reafon,  and  this  right. 
Mar.  Suum  cuicjuc,  is  our  Roman  Juftice  : 

This  Prince  in  Juftice  feifeth  but  his  own. 
Luc.  And  that  he  will,  and  fhall,  if  L  nc i us  live, 
lit.  Tray  tors,  avant,  where  is  the  Emperours  Guard  ? 

Treafon,  my  Lord,  Lavinia  is  furpris'd. Sat.  Surpris'd,  by  whom  ? 
Bafs.  By  him  that  juftly  may 

Bear  his  Betroth'd  from  all  the  World  away. 
Mut.  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  hence  away. 

And  with  my  Sword  l'le  keep  the  door  clofe. 
Tit.  Follow,  my  Lord,  and  Tie  foon  bring  her  back. 
Mut.  My  Lord,  <  you  pafs  not  here.. 
Tit.  What  Villain,  Boy,  barr'ft  me  my  way  in  Rome  ? 
Mut.  Hz\y,Lucius,  help.  [He  kills  him. 
Lu.  My  Lord,  youare  unjuft,  and  more  than  fo, 

In  wrongful  Quarrel  you  haveflain  your  Son. 
Tu.  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  Sons  of  mine. 

My  Sons  would  never  fo  difhonour  me. 
Tray  tor,  reftore  Lavinia  to  the  Emperour. 

Lhc  Dead,  if  you  will,  but  not  to  be  his  Wife, 

That  is  anothers  lawful  promised  Love. 

Enter  aloft  the  Emperour  with  Tamcra,  and  her  two  Sons,  and 
Aaron  the  Moor. 

Emp .  No,  Titus,  no,  the  Emperour  needs  her  not, 
Nor  her,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  ftock  : 
Pie  truft  by  leifure  him  that  mocks  me  once, 
Thee  never ,  nor  thy  Traiterous  haughty  Sons, 
Confederates  all,  thus  to  difhonour  me. 
Was  there  none  elfe  in  Rome  to  make  a  ftale  of 
But  Saturnine}  Full  well,  Andronicus 
Agree  thefe  Deeds,  with  that  proud  Brag  of  thine, 

That  faid'ft,  I  beggM  the  Empire  at  thy  hands. 
Tit.  O  monftrous,  what  reproachful  words  are  thefe  ? 
Sat .  But  go  thy  ways,  go  give  that  changing  piece, 

To  him  that  flourifh'd  for  her  with  his  Sword  : 
A  Valiant  Son  in  Law  thou  fhalt  enjoy  : 
One,  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawlefs  Sons, 
To  ruffle  in  the  Common-wealth  of  Rome. 

Tit.  Thefe  words  are  Razors  to  my  wounded  Heart. 
Sat.  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamora,  Queen  o{Gothes% 

That  like  the  ftately  Phoebe  'mongft  her  Nymphs, 
Doft  over-fhine  the  Gallant'ft  Dames  of  Rome, 
If  thou  be  pleas'd  with  this  my  hidden  Choice, 
Behold  I  chufe  thee,  Tamora,  for  my  Bride, 
And  will  Create  thee  Emperefs  of  Rome. 
Speak,  Queen  of  Gothes,  doft  thou  applaud  my  Choice  ? 
And  here  I  fwear  by  all  the  Roman  Gods, 
Sith  Prieft  and  Holy-water  are  fo  near, 
And  Tapers  burn  fo  bright,  and  every  thing 
I  n  readinefs  for  Hymeneus  ftand, 

I  will  not  re-falute  the  Streets  of  Rome, 
Or  climb  my  Palace,  till  from  forth  this  place 

I  lead  efpous'd  my  Bride  along  with  me. 
Tarn.  And  here  in  fight  of  Heaven  to  Rome  I  fwear, 

If  Saturnine  advance  the  Queen  of  Gothes, 
She  will  a  Hand-maid  be  to  his  defires. 
A  loving  Nurfe,  a  Mother  to  his  Youth, 

Sat.  Afcend,  Fair  Queen, 
Pantheon  Lords,  accompany 
Your  Noble  Emperour,  and  his  lovely  Bride, 
Sent  by  the  Heavens  for  Prince  Saturnine, 
Whofe  VVifdomhath  her  Fortune  Conquered, 
There  fhall  we  Confummate  our  Sponfal  Rites. 

[Exeunt  omnes. Tit.  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  Bride. 

Titus  when  wer't  thou  wont  to  walk  alone, 
Difhonoured  thus,  and  Challenged  of  wrongs  ? 

Enter  Marcus  and  Titus'*  Sons. 

Mar.  O  Tuns  fee,  O  fee  what  thou  haft  done  ! 
I 
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In  a  bad  quarrel  ilain  a  VertuousSon. 
Tit.  No,  foolifh  Tribune,  no  :  No  Son  of  minej 

Nor  thou,  nor  thefe  Confederates  in  the  deed, 
That  hath  dishonoured  all  our  Family, 
Unworthy  Brother,  and  unworthy  Sons. 

Luc.  But  let  us  give  him  Burial  as  becomes. 
Give  Mutius Burial  with  our  Brethren. 

Tit.  Traitors  away,  he  refts  not  in  this  Tomb : 
This  Monument  five  hundred  years  hath  flood, 

Which  I  have  fumptuoufly  re-edified : 
Here  none  butSouldiers,  and  Romes  Servitors> 
Repofe  in  Fame :  N  one  bafely  llain  in  Brawls. 
Bury  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here. 

Mar.  My  Lord,  this  is  Impiety  in  you, 
My  Nephew  Mutiufs  deeds  do  plead  for  him, 
He  mult  be  buried  with  his  Brethren. 

QTitusV  two  Sons  /peak, 
2  Sons.  And  fhall,  or  him  we  will  accompany. 
Ttt.  And  fhall !  What  Villain  was  it  fpake  that  word  ? 

[Titus'*  Son  [peaks. 
i  Son.  He  that  would  vouch  it  in  any  place  but  here. 
Tit.  What  would  you  bury  him  in  my  defpight  ? 
Mar.  No,  Noble  Titus,  but  intreat  of  thee, 

To  pardon  Mutms,  and  to  bury  him. 
Tit.  Marcus,  even  thou  haft  ftruck  upon  my  Creft, 

And  with  thefe  Boys  mine  Honour  thou  haft  wounded, 
My  Foes,  I  do  repute  you  every  one. 
So  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone . 

1  Son.  He  is  not  himfelf,  let  us  withdraw. 
z  Son.  Not  I,  till  Mutms  Bones  be  buried. 

[The  Brother  and  the  Sons  kneel. 
Mar.  Brother,  for  in  that  name  doth  Nature  plead. 
2  Son.  Father,  and  in  that  Name  doth  Nature  fpeak. 
Tit.  Speak  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  reft  will  fpeed. 
Mar.  Renowned  Titus,  more  than  half  my  Soul. 
Luc.  Dear  Father,  foul  and  fubftance  of  us  alL 
Mar.  Suffer  thy  Brother  Marcus  to  inter 

His  Noble  Nephew  here  in  Virtues  neft, 
That  died  in  Honour,  and  Lavinias  Caufe. 
Thou  art  a  Roman,  be  not  barbarous 
The  Greeks  upon  advice  did  bury  Ajax 
That  flew  himfelf :  And  Laertes  Son 

Didgracioufly  plead  for  his  Funerals : 
Let  not  young  Mutms  then,  that  was  thy  joy, 
Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here.  i 

Tit.  K\k, Marcus,  rife, 

The  difmall'ft  day  is  this  Jiat  e're  I  faw, 
To  be  diPnonoured  by  my  Sons  in  Rome 
Well,  bury  him,  and  bury  me  the  next. 

[1 'hey  put  him  in  theTomb 
Luc.Thzrz  lie  thy  Bones,fweet  Mntius,W\ih  thy  Iriends 

Till  we  with  Trophies  do  adorn  thy  Tomb. 
[They  all  kyeel  and  fay 

No  Man  died  tears  for  Noble  Mutius. 

He  lives  in  Fame,  that  di'd  in  Virtues  Caufe.      1  [Exit 
Mar.  My  Lord,  to  ftep  out  of  thefe  fudden  dumps, 

How  comes  it  that  the  fubtle  Queen  of  Got  he  s 
Is  of  a  fudden  thus  advane'd  in  Rome  ? 

Tit.  I  know  not ,  Marcus :  but  I  know  it  is, 
(  Whether  by  devifeorno)  the  Heavens  can  tell, 
Is  me  not  then  beholding  to  the  man, 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  fofar  ? 
Yts,  and  will  Nobly  him  remunerate. 

Flourijli.  Enter  the  Emperour,  Taniora  ,  and  her  two  Sons, 
with  the  Moor  at  one  Door.  Enter  at  the  other  Door  Ballia- 

andLzvin'ldwith  others. 

Sat.  So,  B.'.ffianus,  you  have  plaid  your  prize, 
God  give  you  joy,  Sir,  of  your  Gallant  Bride. 

Baf.  And  you  of  yours,  my  Lord  :  I  fay  no  more, 
Nor  wifh  no  lefs,  and  fol  take  my  leave. 

Sat.  Traitor,  if  Rome  have  Law,  or  we  have  Power, 
Thou  and  thy  Faction  fhall  repent  this  Rape. 

Baf.  Rape  call  you  it,  my  Lord,  tofeife  ray  own, 
My  true  betrothed  Love,  and  now  my  Wife?- 
But  let  the  Laws  of  Rome  determine  all, 
Mean  while  I  am  pofTeftof  that  is  mine. 

Sat.  'Tis  good,  Sir:  you  are  very  fhort  withuss 
Butifwelive,  we'll  beas  fharp  with  you. 

Baf  My  Lord,  what  I  have  done,  as  I  may, 
Anfwerl  muft,  and  fhall  do  with  ray  Life, 
Only  thus  much  I  give  your  Grace  to  know, 
By  all  the  duties  that  I  owe  to  Rome% 
This  Noble  Gentleman,  Lord  Tuns  here, 
Is  in  opinion  and  in  honour  wrong'd, 
That  in  the  refcue  of  Lavmia, 
With  his  own  hand  did  flay  his  youngeft  Son, 

J  n  zeal  to  you,  and  highly  mov-'d  to  wrath, 
To  be  controll'd  in  that  he  frankly  gave  : 
Receive  him  then  to  favour,  Saturnine, 
That  hath  expreft  himfelf  in  all  his  deeds, 
A  Father  and  a  Friend  to  thee,  and  Rome. 

Tit  .  Prince  Bafianus,  leave  to  plead  my  Deeds, 
'Tis  thou,  and  thofe,  that  have  difhonour'd  me, Romeand  the  Righteous  Heavens  be  my  Judge, 
How  I  have  lov'd  and  honour'd  Saturnine. 

Tarn.  My  worthy  Lord,  if  ever  Tamora 
Were  gracious  in  thofe  Princely  Eyes  of  thine, 
Then  hear  me  fpeak  indifferently  for  all : 
And  at  my  Suit  (Sweet)  pardon  what  is  paft. 

Sat.  What,  Madam,  be  difhonoured  openly, 
And  bafely  put  it  up  without  Revenge  ? Tam.  Not  fo,  my  Lord, 

The  Gods  of  Rome  fore-fend, 
I  fhculd  be  Author  todifhonour  yon, 
But  on  mine  Honour  dare  I  undertake 

For  good  Lord  Titus^s  innocence  in  all  : 
Whofe  Fury  not  difTembled  fpeaks  his  griefs ; 
Then  at  my  Suit  look  gracioully  on  him, 
Lofe  notfo  Noble  a  Friend  on  vain  fuppofe, 
Nor  with  fowre looks  afflivt  his  gentle  Heart. 
My  Lord,  be  rul'd  by  me,  be  won  at  laft, 
Diflemble  all  your  Griefs  and  Difcontents, 
You  are  but  newly  planted  in  your  Throne :, 
Left  then  the  People,  and  Patricians  too, 
Upon  ajuftfurveytaker/rw  part, 
And  fo  fupplant  us  for  Ingratitude, 
Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  hainous  fin. 
Yield  at  intreats,  and  then  let  me  alone : 
i'le  find  a  day  to  maflacreth:m  all, 
And  raze  their  Faction,  and  their  Family, 
The  cruel  Father,  and  his  Traiterous  Sons, 

To  whom  I  fried  -for  my  dear  Sons  Life ; 
And  make  them  know  what 'tis  to  let  a  Queen 
Kneel  in  the  Streets,  and  beg  for  Grace  in  vain. 
Come, come,  fweet  Emperour,  (come  Andronicus) 
Take  up  this  good  old  Man,  and  chear  the  Heart, 
That  dies  in  tempclr  of  thy  angry  frown. 

Sat.  Rife,  Titus,  rife, 

My  Emperefshathprevail'd. Tit.  I  thank  your  Majefty, 

And  her,  my  Lord. 
Thefe  words,  thefe  looks, 
Infufe  new  Life  in  me. 

Tam.  Titus,  I  am  incorporate  in  Rome, 
A  Roman  now  adopted  happily : 

And  muft  advile  the  Emperour  for  his  good, 
This  day  all  quarrels  die,  Andronicus, 

And  let  it  be  my  Honour,  good  my  Lord,' 

That  I  have  reconcil'd  your  Friends  and  you.' 
For  you,  Prince  Baffianus,  I  have  paft 
My  word  and  promife  to  the  Emperour, 
That  you  will  be  more  mild  and  tractable. 
And  fear  not,  Lords  : 

And  you,  Laiinia, 
By  my  advifeall  humbled  on  your  Knees, 
You  fhall  ask  Pardon  of  his  Majefty. Son. 
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Son.  We  do, 
And  vow  to  Heaven,  and  to  his  Highnefs, 
That  what  he  did,  was  mildly,  as  we  might, 

Tendring  our  Sifters  Honour  and  our  own. 

Mar.  That  on  mine  Honour  here  I  "do  proteft. 
*  Sat.  Away,  and  talk  not,  trouble  us  no  more. 

Tarn.  Nay,  nay, 
Sweet  Emperour,  we  muft  all  be  friends, 
The  Tribune  and  his  Nephews  kneel  for  Grace, 
I  will  not  be  denied,  Sweet- heart,  look  back. 

Sat.  Marcus, 

For  thy  fake  and  thy  Brothers  here, 

And  at  my  lovely  Tamord'%  intreats, 
I  do  remit  thefe  young  mens  heinous  faults. 

Stand  up,  Lavima,  though  you  left  me  like  a  churl, 
I  found  a  Friend,  and  fure  as  death  I  fwear, 
I  would  not  part  a  Batchelor  from  the  Prieft. 
Come,  if  the  Emperours  Court  can  feaft  two  Brides, 
You  are  my  Gueft,  Lavmia,  and  your  Friends: 
This  day  (hall  be  a  Love-day,  T amor  a. 

Tit.  To  morrow,  and  it  pleafe  your  Majefty, 
To  hunt  the  Panther  and  the  Hart  with  me, 
With  Horn  and  Hound, 

We'lgive  your  Grace  Bon  jour. 
Sat.  Be  it  fo,  Tittu^  and  Gramercy  too.  {Exeunt. 

Aclus  Secundus. 

Enter  Aaron  alone. 

Aaron.  Now  climbeth  T amor  a  Olympus  top, 
Safe  out  of  Fortunes  Ihot,  and  fits  aloft, 
Secure  of  Thunders  crack,  or  Lightning  flafh, 

Advanc'd  above  pale  Envies  threatning  reach : 
As  when  the  golden  Sun  falutes  the  morn, 
And  having  gilt  the  Ocean,  with  his  Beams, 
Gallops  the  Zodiack  in  his  gliftring  Coach> 
And  over-looks  the  higheft  piring  Hills : 
So  Tamora. 

Upon  her  Wit  doth  early  Honour  wait, 
And  Virtue  ftoopsand  trembles  at  her  frown. 
Then  Aaron  arm  thy  Heart,  and  fit  thy  Thoughts, 
To  mount  aloft  with  thy  Emperial  Miftrefs, 
And  mount  her  pitch ,  whom  thou  in  .triumph  long 
Haft  Prifoner  held,  fettred  in  amorous  Chains, 
And  falter  bound  to  Aarons  charming  Eyes, 

Than  is  Prometheus  ty'd  to  Caucafus. 
Away  with  flavifh  weeds,  and  idle  thoughts, 
I  will  be  bright,  and  fhine  in  Pearl  and  Gold, 
To  wait  upon  this  new  made  Emperefs, 
To  wait,  laid  I  i  To  wanton  with  this  Queen, 
This  Goddefs,.this  Semiramis,  this  Queen, 

This  Syren,  that  will  charm  Rome's  Saturnine, 
'And  fee  his  fhipwrack,  and  his  Common-weals. 
Holla,  what  ftcrm  is  this  ? 

Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius  braving. 

Bern.  Chiron,  thy  years  want  Wit,  thy  wit  wants  edge 

And  manners  to  intrude  where  I  am  grac'd, 
And  may  for  ought  thou  know'ft  affected  be. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  thou  doft  over-ween  in  all, 
And  fo  in  this,  to  bear  me  down  with  Braves, 

'Tis  not  the  difference  of  a  year  or  two 
Makes  me  lefs  Gracious,  or  thee  more  Fortunate: 
lam  as  able,  and  as  fit  as  thou, 
To  ferve,  and  to  deferve  my  Miftrefs  Grace, 
And  that  my  Sword  upon  thee  fhall  approve, 

And  plead  my  paffions  for  Lavinja's  love. 
Aar.  Clubs,  Clubs,  thefe  Lovers  will  not  keep  the  Peace. 

Bern.  Why  Boy,  although  our  Mother  (unadvis'dj 
Gave  you  a  dancing  Rapier  by  your  fide, 

Are  you  fo  defperate.grown  to  threat  your  Friends  ? 
Go  to :  have  your  Lath  glued  within  your  Sheath, 
Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

Chi.  Mean  while,  Sir,  with  the  little  skill  I  have, 
Full  well  malt  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Bern.  I  Boy,  grow  ye  fo  brave  ?  {They  draw 
Aar.  Why  now, Lords/ 

So  near  the  Emperours  Palace  dare  you  draw  ? 
And  maintain  fuch  a  Quarrel  openly  ? 
Full  well  I  wot,  the  ground  of  all  this  grudg. 
I  would  not  for  million  of  Gold, 
The  caufe  were  known  to  them  it  moft  concerns. 
Nor  would  your  Noble  Mother  for  much  more 
Be  fo  difhonoured  in  the  Court  of  Rome. 
For  lhame  put  up. 

Bern.  Not  I,  till  I  have  fheath'd 
My  Rapier  in  his  Bofom,  and  withal 
Thruit  thefe  reproachful  fpee<  hes  down  his  Throat, 
That  he  hath  breath'd  in  my  diihonour  here. 

Chi.  For  that  I  am  prepar'd,  and  full  refolv'd 
Foul  fpoken  Coward, 
That  thundreft  with  thy  Tongue, 

And  with  thy  Weapon  nothing  dar'ft  perform. Aar.  Away,  I  fay. 

Now  by  the  Gods  that  warlike  Goths  adore 
This  pretty  brabble  will  undo  us  all: 
Why  Lords,  and  think  you  not  how  dangerous 
It  is  to  fet  upon  a  Princes  right  ? 
What  is  Lavmia  then  become  fo  loofe, 
Or  Baffiznits  fo  degenerate, 
That  for  her  love  fuch  Quarrels  may  be  broacht 
Without  Controulment,  Juftice,  or  Revenge? 
Young  Lords,  beware,  and  fhouldthe  Emprefs  know 
This  difcord's  ground,  the  Mufick  would  not  pleafe. 

Chi.  I  care  not,  I,  knew  fhe  and  ail  the  World, 
I  love,  Lavmia  more  than  all  the  World. Bern.  Youngling, 

Learn  thou  jo  make  fome  better  choice, 
Lavmia  is  thine  elder  Brothers  hope. 

Aar.  Why.areye  mad  ?  Or  know  ye  not  in  Rome 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  be, 
And  cannot  brook  Competitors  in  love? 

I  tell  you,  Lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  Deaths  * 
By  this  devife. 

Chi.  Aaron,  a  thou  fa  nd  deaths  would  I  propofe, 
To  atchieve  her  whom  I  do  love. 

Aar.  To  atchieve  her,  how  / 

Bern.  Why  mak'ft  thou  it  fo  ftrange  ? 
She  is  a  Woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd, 
She  is  a  Woman,  therefore  may  be  won, 

She  is  Lavmia,  therefore  mult  be  lov'd. 
What  man,  more  Water  glideth  by  the  Mill 
Than  wots  the  Miller  of,  and  eafie  it  is 
Of  a  cut  Loaf  to  fteal  a  Shive  we  know: 

Though  BaJJianus  be  the  Emperours  Brother, 
Better  than  he  have  yet  worn  Vulcans  badge. 

Aar.  I,  and  as  good  as  Saturmms  may. 
Bern.  Then  why  mould  he  defpair  that  knows  to  court  it 

With  words,  fair  looks,  and  liberality  ? 
What  haft  thou  not  full  often  ftruck  a  Doe, 
And  born  her  cleanly  by  the  Keepers  Nofe.? 

Aar.  Why  then  it  feems  fome  certain  fnatch  or  fo 
Would  ferve  your  turns. 

Chi.  I,  fo  the  turn  were  ferved. 
Bern.  Aaron,  thou*  haft  hit  it. 
Aar.  Would  you  had  hit  it  too, 

Then  (hould  not  we  be  tirM  with  this  ado : 

Why,  hark  ye,  hark  ye,  and  are  you  fuch  Fools, 
To  fquare  for  this  ?  Would  it  offend  you  then  ? 

Chi.  Faith,  not  me. 
Bern.  Nor  me,  fo  I  were  one. 
Aar.  For  lhame  be  friends,  and  joyn  for  that  you  jar. 

'Tis  policy  and  ftratagem  muft  do 
That  you  affect,  and  fo  muft  you  refolve, 

*Ccc  That 
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That  what  you  cannot  as  you  would  atchieve, 
You  mulb  perforce  accomplifh  as  you  may  : 
Take  this  of  me,  Lucrece  was  not  more  chaft 
Than  this  Lavinia,  BaffianusH  Love, 
A  fpeeclier  courfethis  lingring  languifhment 
Muft  we  purfue,  and  I  have  found  the  path  : 
My  Lords,  a  folemn  hunting  is  in  hand, 
There  will  the  lovely  Roman  Ladies  troop : 
The  Forreft  walks  are  wide  and  fpacious, 
And  many  unfrequented  Plots  there  are, 
Fitted  by  kind  for  Rape  and  Villany : 
Single  you  thither  then  this  dainty  Doe, 
And  ftrike  her  home  by  force,  if  not  by  words : 
This  way,  or  not  at  all,  ftand  you  in  hope. 
Come,  come,  our  Emprefs  with  her  Sacred  Wit 
To  Villany  and  Vengeance  confecrate, 
Will  we  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend, 
And  Ihe  (hall  file  our  Engines  with  advice, 
That  will  not  fufFer  you  tofquare  your  felves, 
But  to  your  wifhes  height  advance  you  both. 
The  Emperours  Court  is  like  the  Houfe  of  Fame, 
The  Palace  full  of  Tongues,  of  Eyes,  of  Ears : 
The  Woods  are  ruthlefs,  dreadful,  deaf,  and  dull: 
There  fpeak,  and  ftrike,  brave  Boys,  and  take  your  turns. 
There  ferve  your  lulls,  fhadowM  from  Heavens  Eye, 
And  revel  in  Lavinia^  Treafury. 

Chi.  Thy  Counfel,  Lad,  fmells  of  no  Cowardife- 
Dem.  Si  fas  aut  nefas,  till  I  find  the  ftreams 

To  cool  this  heat :  a  Charm  to  calm  their  fits, 
Per  Styga,  per  Manes  vehor.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Titus  Andronicus  and  his  three  Sons,  making  a  noife 
with  Hounds  and  Horns,  and  Marcus. 

Tit.  The  hunt  is  up,  the  Morn  is  bright  and  gray, 
The  Fields  are  fragrant,  and  the  Woods  are  green, 
Uncouple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  Bay, 
And  wake  the  Emperour  and  his  lovely  Bride, 
And  rouze  the  Prince,  and  ring  a  Hunters  peal, 
That  all  the  Court  may  Eccho  with  the  noife. 
Sons,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours, 
To  attend  the  Emperours  perfon  carefully: 
I  have  been  troubled  in  my  fleep  this  Night, 

But  dawning  Day  new  comfort  hath  infpir'd. 

Wind  Horns.  Here  a  cry  of  Hounds,  and  wind  Horns  in  a 
Peal-,  then  enter  Saturninus,  Tamora,  Bafiianus,  Lavinia, 
Chiron,  Demetrius,  and  their  Attendants. 

Tit.  Many  Good  morrows  to  your  Majefty, 
Madam,  to  you,  as  many  and  as  good. 
I  promifed  your  Grace  a  Hunters  Peal. 

Sat.  And  you  have  rung  it  luftily,  my  Lords, 
Somewhat  too  early  for  new  married  Ladies. 

Baf  Lavinia,  Flow  fay  you  ? 
Lav.  I  fay,  no  : 

I  have  been  awake  two  hours  and  more. 

Sat.  Come  on  then,  Horfe  and  Chariots  let  us  have, 
And  to  our  fport :  Madam,  now  (hall  ye  fee 
Our  Roman  Hunting. 

Mar.  I  have  Dogs,  my  Lord, 
Will  rouze  the  proudeft  Panther  in  the  Chafe, 
And  climb  the  higheft  Promontory  top. 

Tit.  And  I  have  Horfe  will  follow,  where  the  Game 

Makes  away,  and  run  like  Swallows  o're  the  plain. 
Dem.   Chiron,  we  hunt  not,  we,  with  Horfe  nor  Hound, 

But  hopeto  pluck  a  dainty  Doe  to  Ground.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Aaron  alone . 

Air.  He  that  had  Wit,  would  think  that  I  had  none, 
To  bury  fo  much  Gold  under  a  Tree, 
And  never  after  to  inherit  it. 

Let  him  that  thinks  of  me  fo  abjectly, 
Know  that  this  Gold  muft  coin  a  ftratagem, 
Which  cunningly  effected,  will  beget 

A  very  excellent  piece  of  Villany  : 
And  fo  repofe  fweet  Gold  for  their  ifnreft, 
That  have  their  Alms  out  of  the  Emprefs  Chcft. 

Enter  Tamora  to  fkMoor. 
Tarn.  My  lovely  Aaron, 

Wherefore  look'ft  thon  fad, 
When  every  thing  doth  make  a  Gleeful  boaft? 
The  Birds  chaunt  melody  on  every  bufli, 
The  Snake  lies  rolled  in  the  chearful  Sun, 
The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind, 
And  make  a  checquer'd  fhaflow  on  the  ground  : 
Under  their  fweet  fhade,  Aaron,  let  us  lit, 

And  whil'ft  the  babling  Eccho  mocks  the  Flounds, 
Replying  fhrilly  to  the  well-tun'd  Horns, 
As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once, 
Let  us  lit  down  and  mark  their  yelping  noife : 
And  after  conflict  fuchas  was  fuppos'd 
The  wandring  Prince  and  Dido  once  enjoy 'd, 
'  Vhen  with  a  happy  ftorm  they  were  furpriz'd, 
And  Curtain'd  with  a  Counfel-keeping  Cave, 
We  may  each  wreathed  in  the  others  arms, 
(Our  paltimes  done)  poffefs  a  Golden  (lumber, 
Whiles  Hounds  and  Horns,  and  fweet  Melodious  Birds 
Be  unto  us,  as  is  aNurfesSong 
Of  Lullaby,  to  bring  her  Babe  afleep. Aar.  Madam, 

Though  Ftr.us  govern  your  defires, 
Saturn  is  Dominator  over  mine : 

Whatfignifies  my  deadly  ftandirg  E -e. 
My  filence,  and  my  Cloudy  Melancholy, 
My  Fleece  of  Woolly  Hair,  that  now  uncurls, 
Even  as  an  Adder  when  fhe  doth  unrowl 
To  do  fome  fatal  Execution  ? 

No,  Madam,  thefe  are  no  Venereal  figns, 
Vengeance  is  in  my  Heart,  death  in  my  Hand, 
Blood  and  revenge  are  hammering  in  my  Head, 
Hark,  Tamora,  the  Emprefs  of  my  Soul, 
Which  never  hopes  more  Heaven,  than  refts  in  thee, 
This  is  the  Day  of  Doom  for  Baffumu  ; 
His  Philomel  mutt:  lofeher  Tongue  to  Day, 
Thy  Sons  make  Pillage  of  her  Chaftity, 

And  wafh  their  Hands  in  Bajfiamts's  Blood. Seeft  thou  this  Letter,  take  it  up  I  pray  thee. 

And  give  the  King  this  fatal  plotted  Scrowl  -, 
Now  queftion  me  no  more,  we  are  efpied, 
Here  comes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  Booty, 
Which  dreads  not  yet  their  lives  deft  ruction. 

Enter  Baflianus  and  Lavinia. 

Tarn.  Ah  my  fweet  Moor, 
Sweeter  to  me  than  Life. 

Aar.  No  more,  Great  Emprefs,  Bafliamu  comes, 

Be  crofs  with  him,  and  l'le  go  fetch  thy  Soqs 
To  back  thy  Quarrels  whatibeYe  they  be. 

Baf.  Wihom  have  we  here  ? 
Romes  Royal  Emprefs, 

Unfurnifh'dof  our  uell-befecming  troop  ? 
Or  is  it  Dion  habited  like  her, 
Who  hath  abandoned  her  hdiy  Groves, 

To  fee  the  general  Hunting  in  this  Foreft  f 
Tarn.  Sawcy  controller  of  our  private  ftcps: 

Had  I  the  Power  that  fome  fay  Di.m  had, 
Thy  Temples  fhould  be  planted  prefently 
With  Horns  as  was  Atlaons,  and  the  Hounds 
Should  drive  upon  his  new  transformed  limbs, 
Unmannerly  Intruder  as  thou  art. 

Lav.  Under  your  Patience,  gentle  Emprefs, 

'Tis  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  Hon;: 
And  to  be  doubted,  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  fingled  forth  to  try  Experiments  : 
Jove  fliield  your  Husband  from  his  Hounds  to  Day, 

'Tis  pity  they  fhould  take  him  for  a  Stag. 
Baf  Believe  me,  Queeen,  y°ur  fwarth  Cymmerian Doth 
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Doth  make  your  Honour  of  his  bodies  hue, 

Spotted,  detefted,  and  abominable.  - 

Why  are  yon  fequeflred  from  all  your  train  ? 

Difmounted  from  your  Snow-white  goodly  Steed, 
And  wandred  hither  to  an  obfeure  plot, 

Accompanied  with  a  barbarous  Moor, 
If  foul  delire  had  not  conducted  you  ? 

Lav.  And  being  intercepted  in  your  fport, 
Great  reafon  that  my  Ncble  Lord  be  rated 

For  Saucinefs ;  I  pray  you  let  us  hence, 

And  let  her  joy  her  Raven-coloured  love, 

This  valley  fits  the  purpofe  palling  well. 

Baf  The  King  my  Brother  fhall  have  notice  of  this. 

Lav.  I,  for  thefe  flips  have  made  him  noted  long, 

Good  King,  to  be  fo  mightily  abufed. 

Tarn.  Why  have  I  patience  to  endure  aH  this  ? 
Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius- 

Don.  How  now,  dear  Soveraign 
And  our  gracious  Mother, 

Why  doth  your  Highnefs  look  fo  pale  and  wan  \ 
Tam.  Have  I  not  reafon,  think  you,  to  look  pale  \ 

Thefe  two  have  tie'd  me  hither  to  this  place, 
A  barren,  detefted  vale  you  fee  it  is. 

The  Trees  (though  Summer)  yet  forlorn  and  lean, 

O're-come  with  Mofs,  and  baleful  Miflelto. 
Here  never  fhines  the  Sun,  here  nothing  breeds, 

Unlefs  the  nightly  Owl,  or  fatal  Raven. 

And  when  they  fliew'd  me  this  abhorred  Pit, 
They  .told  me,  here  at  dead  time  of  the  night, 
A  thoufand  Fiends,  a  thoufand  hiffing  Snakes, 

Ten  thoufand  fwelling  Toads,  as  many  Urchins, 
Would  makefuch  fearful  andconfufed  cries, 
As  any  mortal  body  hearing  it, 

Should  ftreight  fall  mad,  or  elfe  die  fuddenly. 
No  fooner  had  they  told  this  hellifh  Tale, 

But  ftreight  they  told  me  they  would  bind  me  here, 
Unto  the  body  of  a  difmal  Yew, 
And  leave  me  to  this  miferable  death. 

And  then  they  call'd  me  foul  Adulterefs, 
Lafcivious  Goth,  and  all  the  bittereft  terms 
That  ever  Ears  did  hear  to  fuch  effect.. 

And  had  you  not  by  wondrous  fortune  come, 
This  Vengeance  on  me  had  they  executed : 
Revenge  it,  as  you  love  your  Mothers  life, 

Or  be  ye  not  henceforth  call'd  my  Children. 
Dem.  This  is  a  witnefs  that  I  am  thy  Son.    [Subs  him. 
Chi.  And  this  for  me, 

Struck  home  to  fhew  my  ftrength- 
Lav.  1  come  Semtramis,  nay  Barbarous  Tamora, 

For  no  Name  fits  thy  Nature  but  thy  own. 
Tam.  G  ive  me  thy  Poygnard :  you  fliall  know,  my  Boys, 

Your  Mothers  hand  fliall  right  your  Mothers  wrong. 
Dem.  Stay,  Madam,  here  is  more  belongs  to  her, 

Fhft  thrafli  the  Corn,  then  after  burn  the  Straw  : 
This  Mini  jn  flood  upon  her  Chaftity, 
Upon  her  Nuptial  Vow,  her  Loyalty, 
And  with  that  painted  hope  flie  braves  your  Mightinefs, 
And  (hall  (he  carry  this  unto  her  Grave  ? 

Chi.  And  if  fhedo, 
I  would  1  were  an  Eunuch. 

Drag  hence  her  Husband  to  fome  fecret  Hole, 
And  make  his  dead  Trunk  Pillow  to  our  Luft. 

Tam.  But  when  ye  have  the  Floney  ye  defire, 
Let  net  this  Wafp  out-live  us  both  to  fling. 

Chi.  1  warrant  you,  Madam,  we  will  make  that  fure  ; 
Come  Miltrefs,  now  perforce  we  will  enjoy, 
That  nice-prefcrved  honcfty  of  yours. 

Lav.  O  Tamora,  thou  bear'ft  a  Womans  Face. 
Tam.  I  will  not  hear  her  fpsak,  away  with  her. 
Lav.  Sweet  Lords,intreat  her  hear  me  but  a  word. 

Dem.  Liften,  fair  Madam,  let  it  be  your  glory 
To  fee  her  tears,  but  be  your  heart  to  them, 
As  unrelenting  Hints  to  drops  of  rain. 

Lav.  When  did  the  Tygers  young-ones  teach  the  Dam? 

25>I 
O  do  not  learn  her  wrath,  fhe  taught  it  thee, 

The  Milk  thou  fuck'ft  from  her  did  turn  to  Marble, 
Even  at  thy  Teat  thou  had 'ft  thy  Tyranny, 
Yet  every  Mother  breeds  not  Sons  alike, 
Do  thou  intreat  her  fliew  a  Woman  pity. Chi.  What, 

Would'ft  thou  have  me  prove  my  felf  a  Baftard? 
Lav.  'Tistrue, 

The  Raven  doth  not  hatch  a  Lark, 
Yet  have  I  heard,  O  could  I  find  it  now, 
The  Lion  mov'd  with  pity,  did  indure 
To  have  his  Princely  Paws  par'dall  away. 
Some  fay,  that  Ravens  foflcr  forlorn  Children, 
The  whil'ft  their  own  Birds  familh  in  their  nefts : 
Oh  be  to  me  though  thy  hard  heart  fay  no, 
Nothing  fo  kind  but  fomething  pitiful. 

Tam.  I  know  not  what  it  means,  away  with  her. 
Lav.  Oh  let  me  teach  thee  for  my  Fathers  fake, 

That  gave  thee  life,  when  well  he  might  have  flain  thee : 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  Ears. 

Tam.  Had'ft  thou  in  Perfon  ne're  offended  me, 
E  ven  for  his  fake-am  1  now  pitilefs- : 
Remember,  Boys,  I  pour'd  forth  tears  in  vain, 
To  fave  your  Brother  from  the  Sacrifice, 
But  fierce  Androriic'iis  would  not  relent, 
Therefore  away  with  her,  and  ufe  her  as  you  will, 
The  worfe  to  her,,  the  better  lov'd  of  me. Lav.  O  Tamora, 

Be  call'd  a  gentle  Queen, 
And  with  thine  own  Hands  kill  me  in  this  place, 
For  'tis  not  life  that  I  have  begg'd  fo  long, 
Poor  1  was  flain  when  Bajfianus  dy'd. 

Tam.  What  begg'ft  thou  then  ?  fond  Woman,let  me  go. 
Lav.  'Tis  preknt  death  I  beg,  and  one  thing  more, 

That  Womanhood  denies  my  Tongue  to  tell, 
Oh  keep  me  from  their  worfe  than  killing  luft, 
And  tumble  me  into  fome  loathfome  Pit, 
Where  never  mans  Eye  may  behold  my  Body : 
Do  this,  and  be  a  Charitable  Murderer. 

Tam.  So  fliould  I  rob  my  fweec  Sons  of  their  Fee 
No,  let  them  fatisfie  their  Luft  on  thee. 
Dem.  Away. 

For  thou  haft  ftaid  us  here  too  long. 
Lav.  No  Grace  ? 

No  Woman-hood  ?  Ah  beaflly  Creature, 
The  blot  and  Enemy  to  our  general  name, 

Confufion  all  
Chi.  Nay  then  1'le  flop  your  Mouth, 

Bring  thou  her  Husband, 
This  is  the  Hole  where  Aaron  bid  us  hide  him.  [Exeunt. 

Tam.  Farewel,  my  Sons,  fee  that  ye  make  her  fure, 

Ne're  let  my  heart  know  merry  cheer  indeed, 
Till  all  the  Andronici  be  made  away : 
Now  will  1  hence  to  feek  my  lovely  Moor, 
And  let  my  fpleenful  Sons  this  Trul  deflour.  [Exit. 

Enter  Aaron  with  txvo  of  Titus's  Sons. 

Aaron.  Come  on,  my  Lords,  the  better  foot  before, 
Straight  will  1  bring  you  to  the  loathfome  Pit, 
Where  I  efpied  the  Panther  faftafleep. 

Quia.  My  fight  is  very  dull  whate're  it  bodes- 
Mar.  And  mine,  I  promife  you,  were  it  not  for  fhame 

Well  could  1  leave  our  fport  to  lleep  a  while. 
Qutn.  W  hat,  art  thou  fallen  ? 

Whatfubtle  Hole  is  this, 
Whole  Mouth  is  covered  with  Rude  growing  Briers, 
Upon  whofe  leaves  are  drops  of  new-flied- blood, 
As  frefli  as  morning  Dew  diftill'd  on  Howers  ? 
A  very  fatal  place  it  feems  to  me  : 
Speak,  Brother,  haft  thou  hurt  thee  with  the  fall  ? 

Mar.  Oh  Brother, 

With  the  difmal'ft  objeft 
That  ever  Eye  with  fight  made  Heart  lament. 

*Ccc  2  Atr.  Now 
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Aar.  Now  will  1  fetch  the  King  to  find  them  here, 
That  he  thereby  may  have  a  likely  guefs, 
How  thtfc  were  they  that  made  away  his  Brother. 

\_Exit  Aaron. 
Mar.  Why  doft  not  comfort  me  and  help  me  out, 

From  thisunhallow'd  and  blood-ftained  Hole  ? 
Qnin.  1  am  furpriz'd  with  an  uncouth  fear, 

A  chilling  fweat  o're-runs  my  trembling  joynts, 
My  heart  fufpects  more  than  mine  eye  can  fee. 

Mar.  To  prove  thou  haft  a  true  di  vining  heart> 
Aaron  and  thou  look  down  into  this  Den, 
And  fee  a  fearful  fight  of  Blood  and  Death. 

Quw.  jiaron  is  gone, 
And  my  companionate  heart 
Will  not  permit  mine  Eyes  once  to  behold 
The  thing  whereat  it  trembles  by  furmife  : 

Oh  teil  me  how  it  is,  for  ne're  till  now 
Was  I  a  Child,  to  fear  I  know  not  what. 
Mar.  Lord  Bajfumus  lies  embrewed  here, 

All  on  a  heap  like  to  the  flaughter'd  Lamb, 
In  this  detected,  dark,  blood-drinking  pit.  . 

Quw.  If  it  be  dark,  how  doft  thou  know  'tis  he  ? 
Mar.  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  wear 

A  precious  Rin^,  that  lightens  all  the  Hole : 
Which  like  a  Taper  in  fome  Monument, 
Doth  fhine  upon  the  dead  mans  earthly  Cheeks, 
And  fhews  the  ragged  intrails  of  the  Pit : 
So  pale  did  fhine  the  Moon  on  Pyramm, 

When  he  by  night  lay  bath'd  in  Maiden  blood  : 
0  Brother  help  me  with  thy  fainting  hand, 
If  fear  hath  made  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hath, 
Out  of  this  fell  devouring  receptacle, 
As  hateful  as  Cocytus  miftie  mouth. 

Quirt.  Reach  me  thy  hand,  that  1  may  help  thee  out, 
Or  wanting  ftrength  to  do  thee  fo  much  good, 
1  rtiay  be  pluckt  into  the  fwallowing  womb 
Of  this  deep  pit,  poor  Bajjiamts  Grave  : 
I  have  no  ftrength  to  pluck  thee  to  the  brink. 

Mar.  Nor  I  no  ftrength  to  climb  without  thy  help. 
Chun.  Thy  hand  once  more,  I  will  not  loofe  again, 

Till  thou  art  here  aloft,  or  I  below : 

Thou  can'ft  not  come  to  me,  I  come  to  thee.    [Both  fall  in. 

Enter  the  Emperour,  Aaron  the  Moor. 

Sat.  Along  with  me,  Pie  fee  what  hole  is  here, 
And  what  he  is  that  now  is  leapt  into  it. 

Say,  who  art  thou  that  lately  did'tt  deicend 
Into  this  gaping  Hollow  of  the  Earth  ? 

Mar.  The  unhappy  Son  of  old  Andronicus, 
Brought  hither  in  a  moft  unlucky  hour, 
To  find  thy  Brother  Bajjiamts  dead. 

Sat.  My  Brother  dead  ?  I  know  thou  do'ft  but  jeft, 
He  and  his  Lady  both  are  at  the  Lodg, 

Upon  the  North-fide  of  this  pleafant  Chafe, 
'Tis  notan  hour  fmcel  left  him  there. 

Mar.  We  know  not  where  you  left  him  all  alive, 
But  out,  alas,  here  have  we  found  him  dead. 

Enter  Tamora,  Andronicus,  and  Lucius. 

Tarn.  Where  is  my  Lord,  the  King  ? 

Sat.  Here  Tamora,  though  griev'd  with  killing  grie£ 
Tam.  Where  is  thy  Brother  Bajjiamts} 

Sat.  Now  to  the  bottom  do'ft  thou  fearch  my  wound, 
Poor  Bajjianus  here  lies  murthered. 

Tam.  Then  all  too  late  1  bring  this  fatal  writ, 
The  complotof  thistimclefs  Tragedy, 

\nd  wonder  greatly  that  Man's  Face  can  fold 
In  pleafing  fmilcs  fuch  murderous  Tyranny. 

{She  giveth  Saturnine  Letter. 
Saturninus  reads  the  Letter. 

And  if  we  m;f  to  meet  him  handfomly, 

Sweet  Hunt f man,  BalTianus,  'tis  we  mean^ 

Do  thou  fo  much  as  dig  the  Grave  for  him, 
Thou  know'' ft  our  meaning,  look  for  thy  reward Among  the  Nettles  at  the  Elder  tree : 
Which  over-jhades  the  mQitth  of  that  fame  Pit, 
Where  we  decreed  to  bury  Baflianus  ; 
Do  this,  and purchafe  us  thy  lofting  friends. 

Sat.  Oh  Tamora,  was  ever  heard  the  like  ? 
This  is  the  Pit,  and  this  the  Elder-tree, 
Look,  Sirs,  if  you  can  find  the  Huntfmanout, 
That  fhould  have  murthered  Bajjiamts  here. 

Aar.  My  gracious  Lord,  here  is  the  Bag  of  Gold. 
Sat.  Two  of  thy  whelps,  fell  Curs,  of  bloody  kind 

Have  here  bereft  my  Brother  of  his  life : 
Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  Pit  unto  the  Prifon 

There  let  them#bide  until  we  have  devis'd 
Some  never  heard-of  torturing  pain  for  them. 

Tam.  What  are  they  in  this  Pit  ? 
Oh  Wondrous  thing ! 
How  eafidy  Murder  is  difcovered  ? 

Tit,  High  Emperour,  upon  my  feeble  Knee, 
I  beg  this  boon,  with  tears  not  lightly  fhed 

That  this  fell  fault  of  my  accurfed  Sons,  ' Accurfed,  if  the  faults  be  provM  in  them.  
Sat.  It  it  be  prov'd  ?  you  fee  it  is  apparent 

Who  found  this  Letter,  Tamora,  was  it  you  f  ■ 
Tam.  Andronicus  himfelf  did  take  it  up. Tit.  I  did,  my  Lord, 

Yet  let  me  be  their  bail. 

For  by  my  Fathers  reverend  Tomb  I  vow 
They  fhaU  be  ready  at  your  Highnefs  Will, 
To  aiafwer  their  fufpition  with  their  lives. 

Sat.  Thou  fhalt  cot  bail  them,  fee  thou  follow  me  : 
Some  bring  the  murthered  Body,  fome  the  Murtherers 
Let  them  notfpeaka  word,  the  Guilt  is  plain, 
For  by  my  Soul,  were  there  worfe  end  than  death, 
That  end  upon  them  fhould  be  executed. 

Tam.  Andronicus,  I  will  intreat  the  King, 
Fear  not  thy  Sons,  they  fhaU  do  well  enough. 

Tit.  Come  Lucius,  come, 
Stay  not  to  talk  with  them.  TExeunt, 

Enter  the  EmprejPs  Sons,  with  Lavinia,  her  Hands  cut  off,  und 
her  Tongue  cut  out,  and  ravifit. 

Dem.  So  now  go  tell,  and  if  thy  tongue  can  fpeak, 
W  ho  'twas  that  cut  thy  tongue  and  ravifht  thee. 

Chi.  Write  down  thy  mind,  bewray  thy  meaning  fo 
And  if  thy  flumps  will  let  thee  play  the  Scribe. 

Dem.  See  how  with  figns  and  tokens  fhe  can  fcowl. 
Chi.  Go  home, 

Call  for  fweet  water,  wafh  thy  hands. 
Dem.  She  hath  no  tongue  to  call,  nor  hands  to  wafh. 

And  fo  let's  leave  her  to  her  filent  walks. 
Chi.  And 'twere  mycaufe,  I  fhould  go  hang  my  felf. 
Dem.  If  thou  had 'ft  hands  to  help  thee  knit  the  Cord. 

f  Exeunt. 
Wind  Horns.    Enter  Marcus  from  hunting  to  Lavinia. 

Mar.  Who  is  this,  my  Niece,  that  flies  away  fo  faft  ? 
Coufin,  a  word,  where  is  your  Husband  ? 
If  I  do  dream,  would  all  my  wealth  would  wake  me, 
If  I  do  wake,  fome  Planet  ftrike  me  down, 
That  I  may  (lumber  in  eternal fleep. 

Speak,  gentle  Niece,  what  ftern  ungentle  hands 
Hath  lop'd  and  hew'd,  and  made  thy  Body  bare 
Of  her  two  branches,  thofeiweet  Ornaments, 
Whofe  circling  fhadows,  Kings  have  fought  tolleepin, 
And  might  not  gain  fo  great  a  happinefs 

As  half  thy  love  ?  why  do'ft  not  fpeak  to  me  ? 
Alas,  a  Crimfon  River  of  warm  blood, 

Like  to  a  bubling  Fountain  ftir'd  with  Wind, 
Doth  rife  and  fall  between  thy  rofed  lips, 
Coming  and  going  with  thy  Honey  breath. 

But 
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But  lure  fome Terms  hath  deflour'd  thee, 
And  left  thou  fhould'ft  detect  them,  cut  thy  Tongue , 
Ah,  now  thou  turh'ft  away  thy  Face  for  fhame  ! 
And  notwithstanding  all  this  lofs  of  blood, 
As  from  a  Conduit  with  their  ilfuing  Spouts, 

'Yet do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titans  Face, 
Bluthing  to  be  encountred  with  a  Cloud, 

Shall  1  fpeak  for  thee  ?  Shall  I  fay,  'tis  fo  ? 
Oh  that  I  knew  thy  Heart,  and  knew  the  Beaft, 
That  I  might  rail  at  him  to  eafe  my  mind. 
Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  Oven  ftopt, 
Doth  burn  the  heart  to  Cinders  where  it  is. 

Fair  Philomela,  (he  but  loft  her  Tongue, 
And  in  a  tedious  Sampler  fewed  her  mind. 
But  lovely  Niece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee, 
A  craftier  Terms  haft  thou  met  withall, 
And  he  hath  cut  thofe  pretty  Fingers off 
That  coufd  have  better  fewed  than  Philomel. 
Oh  had  the  Monfter  feen  thofe  Lilly  hands 
Tremble  like  Afpen  Leaves  upon  a  Lute, 
And  make  the  fiiken  firings  delight  to  kifs  them, 

,  He  would  not  then  have  toucht  them  for  his  Life. 

{  Or  had  he  heard  the  Heavenly  Harmony, 
Which  that  fweet  Tongue  hath  made  ; 

'  He  would  have  dropthis  Knife  and  fell  afleep, i  As  Cerberus  at  the  Thracian  Poets  feet . 

Come,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  Father  blind, 

■  For  fuch  alight  will  blind  a  Father's  Eye. 
One  hours  ftorm  will  drown  the  fragrant  Meads, 

What  will  whole  Months  of  Tears  thy  Father's  Eyes? 
Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  will  mourn  with  thee : 

Oh  could  our  mourning  eafe  thy  mifery.  {Exeunt . 

AUm  Tertias. 

Enter  the  Judges  and  Senators,  with  Titus'^  two  Sons  bound, 
faffing  on  the  Stage  to  the  place  of  Execution,  and  Titus  go- 
ing  before,  pleading. 

Tit.  Hear  me,  grave  Fathers,  Noble  Tribunes  flay, 
For  pity  of  mine  Age,  whofe  youth  was  fpent 
In  dangerous  Wars,  whilft  youfecurely  llept : 

For  all  my  blood  in  Howe's  great  quarrel  fhed, 
For  all  the  frofty  Nights  that  I  have  watcht, 
And  for  thefe  bitter  Tears,  which  now  you  fee 
Filling  the  aged  wrinkles  in  my  Cheeks, 
Be  pitiful  to  my  condemned  Sons, 

Whofe  Souls  are  not  corrupted,  as  'tis  thought : 
For  two  and  twenty  Sons  1  never  wept, 
Becaufe  they  died  in  Honours  lofty  Bed. 

Andronicus  lyeth  down,  and  the  fudges  ptifs  by  him. 
For  thefe,  thefe,Tribunes,  intheduft  1  write 
My  hearts  deep  languor,  and  my.Souls  fad  Tears : 
Let  my  Tears  ifench  the  Earths  dry  appetite, 
My  Sons  fweet  blood  will  make  it  fhame  and  blufh  : 
O  Earth !  I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain,  {Exeunt. 
That  fhall  diftill  from  thefe  two  ancient  ruins, 
Than  youthful  April  fhall  with  all  his  Showers 

In  Summers  drought :  l'le  drop  upon  thee  ftill, 
In  Winter  with  warm  Tears  l'le  melt  the  Snow, 
And  keep  Eternal  Spring-time  on  thy  Face, 
So  thou  refufe  to  drink  my  dear  Son's  Blood. 

Enter  Lucius  with  his  weapon  drawn. 

Oh  Reverend  Tribunes,  oh  gentle  aged  men, 
Unbind  my  Sons,  reverie  the  doom  of  Death, 
And  let  me  fay  (that  never  wept  before ) 
My  Tears  are  now  prevailing  Orators. 

Ln.  Oh  Noble  Father,  you  lament  in  vain, 
The  Tribunes  hear  you  not,  no  man  is  by, 
And  you  recount  your  forrows  to  a  Stone. 
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Tit.  Ah  Lucius,  for  thy  Brothers  let  me  plead, 
Grave  Tribunes,  once  more  I  intreat  of  you  

Lu.  My  gracious  Lord,  no  Tribune  hears  you  fpeak. 
T it.  Why,  'tis  no  matter,  Man,  if  they  did  hear 

They  would  not  mark  me :  oh  if  they  did  hear,  ' They  would  not  pity  me. 
Therefore  I  tell  my  forrows  bootlefs  to  the  ftones, 
Who  though  they  cannot  anfwer  my  diftrefs, 
Yet  in  fome  fort  they  are  better  than  the  Tribunes, For  that  they  will  not  intercept  my  tale ; 
When  I  do  weep,  they  humbly  at  my  Feet 
Receive  my  tears,  and  feem  to  weep  with  me, 
And  were  they  but  attired  in  grave  weeds, 
Rome  could  afford  no  Tribune  like  to  thefe. 
A  ftone  is  as  foft  Wax, 
Tribunes  more  hard  than  Stones : 
A  itone  is  hien  t,  and  offendeth  not, 
And  Tribunes  with  their  Tongues  doom  men  to  death. 
But  wherefore  ftand'ft  thou  with  thy  weapon  drawn  ? Lu.  To  refcue  my  two  Brothers  from  their  death, 
For  winch  attempt  the  Judges  have  pronoune'd 
My  everlafting  doom  of  Banilhment. 

Tit.  O  happy  man,  they  have  befriended  thee : 
Why  foolifh  Lkcms,  do'ft  thou  not  perceive, 
That  Rome  is  but  a  Wildernefs  of  Tigers  ? 
Tigers  muft  prey,  and  Rome  affords  no  prey 
But  me  and  mine :  how  happy  art  thou  then, From  thefe  devourers  to  be  banifhed  ? 
But  who  comes  with  our  Brother  Marcus,  here  ? Enter  Marcus  and  Lavinia. 

Mar.  Titus,  prepare  thy  Noble  Eyes  to  weep, 
Or  if  not  fo,  thy  Noble  Heart  to  break : 
I  bring  confuming  Sorrow  to  thine  age. 

Tit.  Will  it  confume  me  ?  Let  me  fee  it  then. 
Mar.  This  was  thy  Daughter. 
Tit.  Why,  Marcus,  fofheis. 
Lu.  Ay  me,  this  Object  kills  me. 

Tit.  Fainted-Hearted  Boy,  arife,  and  look  upon  her, ' Speak  my  Lavinia,  what  accurfed  hand 
Hath  made  thee  handlefs  in  thy  Fathers  fight  f 
What  Fool  hath  added  Water  to  the  Sea  ?  J 
Or  brought  a  faggot  to  bright-burning  Troy  ? 
My  grief  was  at  the  height  before  thou  cam'ft,  I And  now  like  Nilus  it  difdaineth  bounds  : 
Give  me  a  Sword,  Tie  chop  off  my  hands  too, 
For  they  have  fought  for  Rome,  and  all  in  vain  : 
And  they  have  nurs'd  this  woe, 
In  feeding  Life :  I 
In  bootlefs  Prayer  have  they  been  held  up, 
And  they  have  ferv'd  me  to  effectlefs  ufe. 
Now  all  the  Service  1  require  of  them, 
Is,  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other : 
'Tis  well,  Lavinia,  that  thou  haft  no  Hands, 
For  Hands  to  do  Rome  fervice,  is  but  vain. 

Lu.  Speak,  gentle  Sifter,  who  hath  martyr'd  thee  ? 
Mar.  O  that  delightful  Engine  of  her  Thoughts, 

That  blab'd  them  with  fuch  pleafing  Eloquence, Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  hollow  Cage, 
Where  like  a  fweet  melodious  Bird  it  fung 
Sweet  various  notes  inchanting  every  Ear. 

Lu.  Oh  fay  thou  for  her, 
Who  hath  done  this  deed  ? 

Mar.  Oh  thus  I  found  her  ftraying  in  the  Park, 
Seeking  to  hide  her  felf,  as  doth  the  Deer 
That  hath  receiv'd  fome  unrecuring  Wound. Tit.  It  was  my  Deer, 

And  he  that  wounded  her 

Hath  hurt  me  more,  than  had  he  kill'd  me'dead : For  now  1  ftand,  as  one  upon  a  Rock, 
Environ'd  with  a  Wildernefs  ofSea, Who  makes  the  waxing  Tide 
Grow  Wave  by  Wave, 

Expecting  ever  when  fome  envious  Surge 
Will  in  his  brinifh  Bowels  fwallow  him. 

*  C  c  c  3  this  I 
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This  way  to  death  my  wretched  Sons  are  gone : 

Here  Hands  my  other  Son,  a  banifh'd  man, 
And  here  my  Brother  weeping  at  my  woes. 
But  that  which  gives  my  Soul  the  greateft  fpurn 
Is  dear  Lavlnux,  dearer  than  my  Soul. 
Had  1  but  feen  thy  Pidure  in  this  plight, 
It  wou.d  have  madded  me.  What  (hall  1  do.? 
Now  I  behold  thy  lively  body  fo  ? 
Thou  baft  no  Hands  to  wipe  away  thy  Tears, 

Nor  Tongue  to  tell  me  who  hath  martyi'd  thee  j 
Thy  Husband  he  is  dead,  and  for  his  death 

Thy  Brothers  are  condemn'd ,  and  dead  by  this. 
Look  Marcus,  ah  Son  Lucius  look  on  her: 
When  I  did  name  her  Brothers,  then  frefh  tears 
Stood  on  her  cheeks,  as  doth  the  Hor.ey  dew, 

Upon  a  gathet'd  Lillie  almoft  withered. 
Mar.  Perchance  me  weeps  becaufe  they  kill'd  her  Huf- 

band. 
Perchance  becaufe  me  knows  him  innocent. 

Tit.  If  they  did  kill  thy  Husband,  then  be  joyful, 

Becaufe  the  Law  hath  ta'ne  revenge  on  them. 
No,  no,  they  would  not  do  fo  foul  a  deed, 
Witnefs  the  forrow  that  their  Sifter  makes. 

Gentle  Lavinia,  let  me  kifs  thy  lips, 
Or  rnake  fome  figns  how  I  may  do  thee  eafe  : 
Shall  thy  good  Uncle,  and  thy  Brother  Lucinsy 
And  thou  and  I  fit  round  about  forae  Fountain, 
Looking  all  downwards  to  behold  our  cheeks 

How  they-are  ftain'd  in  Meadows  yet  not  dry 
With  miery  flime  left  on  them  by  a  flood  : 
And  in  the  Fountain  fhall  we  gaze  fo  long, 
Till  the  frefh  tafte  betaken  from  that  clearnefs, 

And  made  a  Brine-pit  with  our  bitter  tears  ? 
Or  fhall  we  cut  away  our  hands  like  thine  ? 
Or  fhall  we  bite  our  tongues,  and  in  dumb  Shows 
Pafs  the  remainder  of  our  hateful  days  ? 
What  fhall  we  do  ?  Let  us  that  have  our  Tongues 
Plot  fome  devife  of  further  miferies 
To  make  us  wondred  at  in  time  to  come. 

Luc.  Sweet  Father,  ceafe  your  tears,  for  at  your  grief 
See  how  my  wretched  Sifter  fobs  and  weeps- 

Mar.  Patience,  dear  Niece,  good  Titus  drie  thine 
Eyes. 

Tit.  Ah  Marcus,  Marcus,  Brother,  well  I  wot, 
Thy  Napkin  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine, 

For  thou,  poor  Man,  haft  drown'd  it  with  thine  own. 
Luc.  Ah,  my  Lavmia,  I  will  wipe  thy  Cheeks. 
Tit.  Mark,  Marcus,  mark,  I  underftand  her  figns, 

Had  fhe  a  Tongue  to  fpeak,  now  would  fhe  fay 
That  to  her  Brother  which  I  faid  to  thee. 

His  Napkin  with  his  true  tears  all  bewet, 
Can  do  no  fervice  on  her  forrowful  cheeks. 

Oh  what  a  fympathy  of  woe  is  this ! 
As  far  from  help  as  Limbo  is  from  Blifs. 

Enter  Aaron  the  Moor  alone. 
Moor.  Titus  Andronicus,  my  Lord  the  Emperor, 

Sends  thee  this  word,  that  if  thou  love  thy  Sons, 
Let  Marcus,  Lucius.,  or  thy  felf,  old  Titus, 

Or^ny  one  of  you  chop  off" your  Hand, And  fend  it  to  the  King:  he  for  the  fame, 
Will  fend  thee  hither  both  thy  Sons  alive, 
And  that  fhall  be  the  Ranfom  for  their  fault. 

Tit.  Oh  gracious  Emperour,  oh  gentle  Aaron. 
Did  ever  Raven  fing  fo  like  a  Lark, 
That  gives  fweet  tydings  of  the  Suns  Uprife  ? 

With  all  my  heart,  I'le  fend  the  Emperour  my  hand, 
Good  Aaron  wilt  thou  help  to  chop  it  off? 

Luc  Stay,  Father,  for  that  noble  hand;of  thine, 
That  hath  thrown  down  fo  many  Enemies, 
Shall  not  be  fent :  my  hand  will  ferve  the  turn. 
My  youth  can  better  fpare  my  Blood  than  you, 
And  therefore  mine  fhail  fave  my  Brothers  lives. 

Mar.  Which  of  your  hands  hath  not  defended  Rome, 

And  rear'd  aloft  the  bloody  Battel-ax-, 

Writing  deftrudtion  on  the  Enemies  Caftle  ?  * 
Oh  none  of  both  but  are  of  high  defert : 
My  hand  hath  been  but  idle,  leu  it  ferve 
To  ranfome  my  two  Nephews  from  their  death, 
Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end. 

Moor.  Nay,  come  agree,  whofe  hand  fhall  go  along, 
For  fear  they  die  f)efore  their  Pardon  come. 

Mar.  My  hand  fhall  go. 

Lac.  By  Eeaven  it  fhall  not  go. 

Ti.  Sirs,  ftrive  no  more,  fuchwither'd  herbs  as  thefe 
Are  meet  for  plucking  up,  and  therefore  mine. 

Luc.  Sweet  Father,  if  i  mail  be  thought  thy  Son, 
Let  me  redeem  my  Brothers  bothfvom  cieath. 

Mar.  And  for  our  Fathers  fake,  and  Mothers  care, 
Now  let  me  fhevy  a  Brothers  love  to  thee. 

Tu.  Agree  between  you,  I  will  fpare  my  hand. 
Luc.  Then  Pie  go  fetch  an  Ax.  , 
Mar.  But  I  will  ufe  the  Ax.  {Exem. 
Tn.  Come  hither,  Aaron,  pie  deceive  them  both, 

Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  give  thee  mine. 
Moor.  If  that  be  call'd  deceit,  I  will  be  honeft, 

And  never  whil'ft  I  live  deceive  men  fo : 
But  Pie  deceive  you  in  another  fort, 

And  that  you'lfay  e're  half  an  hour  pafs. 
\_He  cuts  off  Titus';  hand. 

Enter  Lucius  and  Marcus  again. 

Tit.  Now  ftay  your  ftrife,  what  fhall  be,  isdifpatcht: 
Good  Aaron,  give  his  Majefty  my  hand: 
Tell  him,  it  was  a  hand  that  warded  him 
From  thoufand  dangers,  bid  him  bury  it, 
More  hath  it  merited  :  That  let  it  have. 

Asfor  mySons,  fa;  ,i  SLConntof  them, 

As  Jewels  purchas'd  at  an  ealie  Price* 
And  yet  dear  too,  becaufe  1  bought  mine  own* 

Aaron.  I  go,  Andronicus,  and  for  thy  hand 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  thy  Sons  with  thee : 
Their  Heads  I  mean :  Oh,  how  this  Villany 
Doth  fat  me  with  the  very  thought  of  it. 
Let  fools  do  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  Grace, 
Aaron  will  have  his  Soul  black  like  his  Face.  £Exit. 

Tit.  O  hear,  1  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  Heaven, 
And  bow  this  feeble  mine  to  the  Earth, 
If  any  Power  pities  wretched  tears, 
To  that  I  call :  what  wilt  thou  kneel  with  me  ? 

Do  then,  dear  heart,  for  Heaven  fhall  hear  our  Prayers, 

Or  with  our  fighs  we'l  breathe  the  welkin  dim, 
And  ftain  the  Sun  with  Fogg,  as  fometime  Clouds, 
When  they  do  hug  him  in  their  melting  bofoms. 

Mar.  Oh,  Brother,  fpeak  with  Poflibilities, 
And  do  not  break  into  thefe  deep  Extreams. 

Tit.  Is  not  my  forrow  deep,  having  no  bottom  ? 
Then  be  my  paffions  bottomlefs  with  them. 

i    Mar.  But  yet  let  Reafon  govern  thy  lament. 

Tit.  If  there  were  Reafon  for  thefe  mife'ries, 
Then  into  limits  could  1  bind  my  woes : 

When  Heaven  doth  weep,  doth  not  the  Earth  o're-flow  ? 
If  the  windsrage,  doth  not  the  Sea  wax  mad, 
Threatning  the  welkin  with  his  big-fwoln  Face  ? 
And  wilt  thou  have  a  reafon  for  this  coil? 

I  am  the  Sea.  Heark  how  her  fighs  do  blow ; 
She  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  the  Earth : 
Then  muft  my  Sea  be  moved  with  her  fighs, 
Then  muft  my  Earth  with  her  continual  tears 

Become  a  deluge,  over-flow'dand  drown'd: For  why,  my  Bowels  cannot  hide  her  Woes, 
But  like  a  Drunkard  muft  I  vomit  them : 

Then  give  nle  leave,  for  lofers  will  have  leave, 
To  eafe  their  Stomachs  with  their  bitter  Tongues. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger  with  two  Heads  and  a  Hand. 

Mcf.  Worthy  Andronicus,  ill  art  thou  repay'd, 
For 
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For  that  good  hand  thou  fent'ft  the  Emperour : 
Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  Noble  Sons. 

And  here's  thy  hand  in  fcorn  to  thee  fent  back : 
Thy  griefs,  their  fports:  Thy  refolution  mockt, 
That  woe  is  me  to  think  upon  thy  woes, 
More  than  remembrance  of  my  Fathers  death.  {Exit. 

Mar.  Now  let  \\oizs£tna  cool  in  Sicily^ 
And  be  my  heart  in  ever-burning  Hell : 
^Thefe  miferies  are  more  than  may  be  born. 
To  weep  with  them  that  weep,  doth  eafe  fome  deal, 
Butforrow  flouted  at,  is  double  death. 

Luc.  Ah  that  this  fight  fhould  make  fo  deep  a  wound, 
And  yet  detefted.life  not  fhrink  thereat : 
That  ever  death  fhould  let  life  bear  his  name, 
Where  life  hath  no  more  intereft  but  to  breathe. 

Mir.  Alas  poor  heart,  that  kifsis  comfonlefs, 
As  frozen  Water  to  a  ltarved  fnake. 

Tit.  When  will  this  fearful  (lumber  have  an  end  ? 

Mar.  Now  farewel  flattery,  die  Andromcus, 
Thou  doff,  notflumber,  fee  thy  two  Sons  heads, 
Thy  warlike  hand,  thy  mangled  Daughter  here  : 
Thy  other  banifht  Son  with  this  dear  light 
Struck  pale  and  bloodlefs,  and  thy  Brother  I, 
Even  like  a  ftony  Image,  cold  and  num. 
Ah  now  no  more  will  I  controul  my  griefs, 
Rent  off  thy  Silver  hair,  thy  other  hand 
Gnawing  with  thy  teeth,  and  be  this  difmal  fight 
The  doling  up  of  our  molt  wretched  eyes ; 

Now  is  a  time  to  ftorm,  'why  art  thou  ftili  ? 
Ttt.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Mar.  Why  doft  thou  laugh  ?  it  fits  not  with  this  hour. 
Tit.  Why  I  have  not  another  tear  to  fhed  : 

Befides,  this  forrow  is  an  Enemy, 
And  would  ufurp  upon  my  watry  eyes, 
And  make  them  blind  with  tributary  tears, 
Then  which  way  fhall  I  find  Revenges  Cave  ?  . 

.  For  thefe  two  Heads  do  feem  to  fpeak  to  me, 
And  threat  mc,  I  fhall  never  come  to  blifs, 

Till  all  thefe  mifchiefs  be  returned  again,  I 
Even  in  their  Throats  that  have  committed  them. 
Come  let  me  fee  what  task  I  have  to  do  ; 

You  heavy  people  circle  me  about,  1 
That  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you, 
And  fwear  unto  my  Soul  to  right  your  wrongs. 
The  Vow  is  made,  come  Brother  take  a  head, 
And  in  this  hand  the  other  will  I  bear, 

Lavinia,  thou  fhalt  be  employ'd  in  thefe  things: 
Bear  thou  my  hand,  fweet  wench,  between  thy  teeth: 
As  for  thee,  Boy,  go  get  thee  from  my  fight, 
Thou  art  an  Exile,  and  thou  muft  not  ftay, 
Hie  to  the  Gothes,  and  raife  an  Army  there, 
And  if  you  love  me,  as  I  think  you  do, 

Let's  kifs  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  do.  {Exeunt. Manet  Lucius. 

Luc  Farewel  Andronicus,  my  Noble  Father  : 
The  wofuPft  man  that  ever  liv'd  in  Rome  : 
Farewel,  proud  Rome,  till  Lucius  come  again, 
He  loves  his  pledges  dearer  than  his  life  : 
Farewel  Lavinia,  my  Noble  Sifter, 
O  would  thou  wert  as  thou  to  fore  haft  been, 

But  now,  nor  Lucius  nor  Lavinia  lives 
But  in  oblivion  and  hateful  griefs : 
If  Lucius  live,  he  will  requite  your  wrongs, 
And  make  proud  Saturninus  and  his  Emprefs 
Beg  at  the  Gates  like  Tarquin  and  his  Queen, 
Now  will  I  to  the  Gothes  and  raife  a  Power, 

To  be  reveng'd  on  Rome  and  Saturnine.        {Exit  Lucius 

A  Banquet. 
Enter  Andronicus,  Marcus,  Lavinia,  and  the  Boy. 

An.  So,  fo,  now  fit,  and  look  you  eat  no  more 
Than  will  preferve  juft  fomuch  ftrength  in  us, 
As  will  revenge  thefe  bitter  woes  of  ours. 

Marcus  unknit  that  forrow-wreathenknot : 
Thy  Niece  audi  (poor  Creatures)  want  our  hands 
And  cannot  pathonate  Ourteri-fold  grief, 
With  foulded  Arms.    This  poor  right  hand  of  bikUj 

Is  left  to  tyrannize  upon  my  breaft,  '  1 Who  when  my  heart,  ail  mad  with  mifery. 
Beats  in  this  hollow  prifonofmy  flefh, 
Then  thus  I  thump  it  down., 
Thou  Map  of  Woe,  that  thus. doft:  talk  in  fign^ 
When  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outragious  beating^ 
Thou  canfl  not  ltrike  it  thus  to  make  it  ftili : 
Wounditwith  fighing,Glrl,  kill  it  with  groans  | 
Or  get  fome  little  knife  between  thy  teeth, 
And  jult  againft  thy. heart  make  thou  a  hole, 
That  all  the  tears  that  thy  poor  eyes  let  fall 
May  run  into  that  fink,  and  foaking  in, 
Drown  the  lamenting  fool  in  Sea-lalt  tears. 

Mar.  Fie,  Brother,  fie,  teach  her. not  thus  to  lay 
Such  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  life. 

An.  How, now    Has-forpofw  made  thee  doat  already  ? 
Why,  Marcus,  no  man  fhould  be  mad  but  I : 
What  violent  hands  can  fhe  lay  on  her  life  ? 
Ah,  wherefore  doft  thou  urge  the  name  of  hands; 
To  bid  zAzneas  tell  the  tale  twice  o're, 
How.Trojwas  burnt,  and  he  made  miferable  ? 
0  handle  not  the  Thearq,  to  talk  of  hands, 
Left. we  remember  ftill.that  we  have  none. 
Fie,  fie,  -how  Frantiquely  I  fquare  my  talk 
As  if  we  fhould  forget  we  had  no  hands, 
If  Marcus  did  not  name  thfe  word  of  hands? 

Come,  let's  fall  too,  and  gentle  Girl  eat  this, 
Here  is  no  drink.;  Heari,  Marcus,  what  fhe  fays; 
1  can  interpret  all  her  martyr'd  figns, 
She  fays,  fhe  drinks  no  other  drink  but  tears 

Brew'd  with  her  farrows,  mefh'd  upon  her  Cheeks] 
Speechlefs  complaint,  O  I  will  learn  thy  thought. 
In  thy  dumb  action. will  ]  be.as  perfect 
As  begging  Hermits  in  their  holy  Prayers. 
Thou  fhalt  not  figh,  nor  hold  thy  ftumps  to  Heaven, 
Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  fign, 
But  1  (of  thefe)  will  wreft  an  Alphabet, 

And  by  ft  ill  Practice,  learn  to  know  thy  meaning.1 
Boy.  Good  Grandfire  leave  thefe  bitter  deep  Laments, 

Make  my  Aunt  merry,  with  fome  plealing  Tale. 
Mar.  Alas,  the  tender  Boy,  in  paflion  mov'd, 

Doth  weep  to  fee  his  Grandlires  heavinefs. 
An.  Peace  tender  fapling,  thou  art  made  of  tears? 

And  tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away. 
Marcus  (hakes  the  diflj  with  a  Knife. 

What  doft  thou  ltrike  UiMarcus  with  thy  Knife  ? 

Mar.  At  that  that  I  have  kill'd,  my  Lord,  a  Fly. 
An.  Out  on  thee,  Murderer :  thou  kill 'ft  my  hearty 

Mine  eyes  are  cloy'd  with  view  of  Tyranny : 
A  deed  of  death  done  on  the  Innocent 

'  Becomes  not  Titus  Brother ;  get  thee  gone, 
I  fee  thou  art  not  for  my  company. 

Mar.  Alas,  (my  Lord)  I  have  but  kill'd  a  Fly. 
An.  But,  how  if  that  Fly  had  a  Father  and  Mother  ? 

How  would  he  hang  his  flender  gilded  wings, 
And  buz  lamenting  doings  in  the  Air  ? 
Poor  harmlefs  Fly, 
That  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melody, 
Came  here  to  make  us  merry, 

And  thou  haft  kill'd  him. 
Mar.  Pardon  me,  Sir, 

It  was  a  black  ill-favour'd  Fly, 
Like  to  the  Emprefs  Moor,  therefore  I  kill'd  him* 

An.  O,  o,  o, 

Then  pardon  me  for  reprehending  thee,  , 
For  thou  haft  done  a  Charitable  deed  : 

Givemc  thy  Knife,  I  will  infulton  him, 
Flattering  my  felf,  as  if  it  were  the  Moor-> 
Come  hither  purpofely  to  poifon  me. 

There's  for  thy  felf,  and  that's  for  Tamora  5  Ah  firra, 

Yet 
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Yet  1  think  we  are  not  brought  fo  low, 
But  that  between  us  we  can  kill  a  Fly, 

That  comes  in  likenefs  of  a  Cole-black  Moor. 
Mar.  Alas  poor  man,  grief  has  fo  wrought  in  him, 

He  takes  falfe  (hadows  for  true  fubftances. 

And,  Come,  take  away    Lavinia,  go  with 

'le  to  thy  Clofet,  and  go  read  with  thee 
Sad  Stories,  chanced  in  the  times  of  old. 
Come,  Boy,  and  go  with  me,  thy  fight  is  young, 

And  thou  (halt  read,  when  mine  begin  to  dazle.  [Exeunt. 

me, 

Alius  Ghartus. 

Enter  young  Lucius,  a»i  Lavinia  running  after  him,  and  the 

Boy  flies  from  her  with  his  Books  under  his  Arm.  Enter 
Titus  and  Marcus. 

t.  butt  'Oo  nc-'r  I  (I 
Boy.  Help,  Grandfire,  help,  my  Aunt  Lavinia 

Follows  me  every  where,  I  know  not  why. 
Good  Uncle  Marcus,  fee  how  fwift  (he  comes : 
Alas,  fwect  Aunt,  lknow  not  what  you  mean. 

Mar.  Stand  by  me,  Lucius,  do  not  fear  thy  Aunt. 
Tit .  She  loves  thee,  Boy,  too  well  to  do  thee  harm. 
Boy.  I,  when  my  Father  was  in  Rome  fhe  did. 
Ma.  What  means  my  Neece  Lavinia  by  thefe  figns  ? 
Jit.  Fear  not,  Lucius,  fomewhat  doth  fhe  mean : 

See,  Lucius,  fee,  how  much  fhe  makes  of  thee : 
Some  whither  would  fhe  have  thee  go  with  her. 
Ah,  Boy,  Cornelia  never  with  more  care 
Read  to  her  Sons,  than  Ihe  hath  read  to  thee, 
Sweet  Poetry,  and  Tallies  Orator  : 
Canft  thou  not  guefs,  wherefore  fhe  plies  thee  thus  ? 

Boy,  My  Lord,  I  know  not,  nor  can  I  guefs, 
Unlefs  fome  fit  or  frenfie  do  poflefs  her : 
For  I  have  heard  my  Grandfire  fay  full  oft, 
Extremity  of  griefs  would  make  men  mad. 
And  I  have  read  that  Hecuba,  of  Troy 
Ran  mad  through  forrow,  that  made  me  to  fear, 
Although,  my  Lord,  1  know  my  Noble  Aunt 

Loves  me  as  dear  as  e're  my  Mother  did, 
And  would  not  but  in  fury  fright  my  Youth, 
Which  made  me  down  to  throw  my  Books,  and  flye 
Cauflefs  perhaps,  but  pardon  me,  fweet  Aunt, 
And,  Madam,  if  my  Uncle  Marcus  go, 
Imoft  willingly  attend  your  Lady-fhip. 

Mar.  Lucius,  I  will. 
Tit.  How  now,  Lavinia  ?  Marcus,  what  means  this  1 

Some  book  there  is  that  fhe  defires  to  fee, 
Which  is  it,  Girl,  of  thefe  ?  Open  them,  Boy, 

But  thou  art  deeper  read,  and  better  skill'd, 
Come  and  take  choice  of  all  my  Library, 
And  fo  beguile  thy  Sorrow,  till  the  Heavens 
Reveal  the  damn'd  contriver  of  this  deed : 
What  Book  ? 

Why  lifts  fhe  up  her  Arms  in  fequence  thus  ? 
Mar.  1  think  fhe  means  that  there  was  more  than  one 

Confederate  in  the  Fait.  I,  more  there  was : 
Or  elfe  to  Heaven  fhe  heaves  them  to  revenge. 

Tit.  Lucius,  what  Book  is  that  fhe  tofleth  fo  ? 

Boy.  Grandfire,  'tis  Ovids  Metamorphofis, 
My  mother  gave  it  me. 

Mar.  Forloveofher  that's  gone, 
Perhaps  fhe  cull'd  it  from  among  the  reft. 

Tit .  Soft,  fo  bufily  fhe  turns  the  leaves. 
Help  her,  what  would  fhe  find  ?  Lavinia,  fhall  I  read  ? 
This  is  the  Tragick  tale  of  Philomel, 
And  treats  oiTertus  Treafon  and  his  Rape, 
And  Rape  I  fear  was  root  of  thine  annoy. 

Mar.  See,Brother,fce,  note  how  fhe  quotes  the  leaves 

Tit . 'Lavinia,  wert  thou  thus  furpriz'd,  fweet  Girl, 
RavifhM  and  wrong'd,  as  Philomela  was, 
Forc'd  in  the  ruthlef,  vaft,  and  gloomy  woods  ? 

See,  fee,  I  fuch  a  place  there  is,  where  we  did  hunt, 
(O  had  we  never,  never  hunted  there) 

Pattern'd  by  that  the  Poet  here  defcribes, 
3y  Nature  made  fcr  Murders  and  for  Rapes. 

Mar.  O,  why  fhculd  Nature  build  fo  foul  a  Den, 
Unlefs  the  Gods  delight  in  Tragedies  ? 

Tit  .Give  figns^weet  Girl,for  here  are  none  butFriends,  | 
What  Roman  Lord  it  was  durft  do  the  deed  ? 

Or  flunk  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin  erft, 
That  left  the  Camp  to  fin  in  Lucrece  bed  ? 

Mar.  Sit  down,  fweet  Neece,  Brother,  fit  down  by  me, 
Apollo,  Pallas,  Jove,  or  Mercury, 
Infpire  me  that  I  may  this  Treafon  find. 
My  Lord,  look  here,  look  hen?.,  Lavinia. 

He  writes  his  Name  with  his  Staff,  and  guides  it  with  his  Feet and  Mouth. 

This  fandy  Plot  is  plain,  guide  if  thou  canft 
This  after  me,  when  I  have  writ  my  Name, 
Without  the  help  of  any  hand  at  all. 
Curft  be  that  Heart  that  fore'd  us  to  this  fhift : 
Write  thou,  good  Niece,  and  here  difplay  at  laft, 

What  God  will  have  difcover'd  for  Revenge, 
Heaven  guide  thy  pen  to  print  thy  Sorrows  plain, 
That  we  may  know  the  Traytors  and  the  Truth. 

She  takes  the  Staff  in  her  Mouth,  and  guides  it  with  her  flumps, 
and  writes. 

Tit.  Oh  do  you  read,  my  Lord,  what  fhe  hath  writ  ? 
.-.<  tfm,  Chiron,  .Demetrius. 

What,  what,  theluftful  Sons  of  Tamora^ 
P»i    rmersof  this  hainons  bloody  dw  J? 

i    .  Mag  it  Daminator  Toli, 
T ant  lent  in  .    n  feeler*  !  tarn  lent  us  vides\ 

Mar.  Oh  jiin  thee,  gentle  Lord  :  Although  I  know 
There  is  enough-JwriaEel  tfpdhthis  Earth, 
Toftir  arMutyajjiii  the  miideft  thoughts, 
And  arm  the  minds  of  Infants  to  exclaims. 

My  Lord,  kneel  down  with  me  :  Lavinia,  kneel, 
And  kneel,  fw  .r  Boy,  the  Roman  HeElors  hope, 
And  fwear  with  me,  as  with  the  woful  Peer, 
And  Father  of  that  chaft  difhonoured  Dame, 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  fware  for  Lucrece  Rape, 
That  we  will  profecute  f  by  good  advice) 

Mortal  revenge  upon  thefe  Trayterous  Gothes, 
And  iee  their  blood,  or  die  with  this  Reproach. 

Tit.  'Tis  fin  e  enough,  and  you  knew  how. 
But  if  you  hunt  thefe  bear-whelps,  then  beware 
The  Dam  will  wake,  and  if  fhe  wind  you  once, 

She's  with  the  Lion  deeply  ftill  in  league, 
And  lulls  him  whilft  fhe  playeth  on  her  back, 
And  whenhefleeps  will  fhe  do  what  fhe  lift. 
You  are  a  young  Huntfman,  Marcus,  let  it  alone: 
And  come,  I  will  go  get  a  leaf  of  Brafs, 
And  with  a  Gad  of  Steel  will  write  thefe  words, 

And  lay  it  by :  the  angry  Northern  wind 
Will  blow  thefe  Sands  like  Sybils  leaves  abroad, 

And  where's  your  Leflbn  then  ?  Boy,  what  fay  you  ? 
Boy.  I  fay,  my  Lord,  that  if  I  were  a  Man, 

Their  Mothers  Bed-chamber  fhould  not  befafe, 
For  thefe  bad  Bond-men  to  the  yoak  of  Rome. 

Mar.  I,  that's  my  Boy,  thy  Father  hath  full  oft 
For  his  ungrateful  Country  done  the  like. 

Boy.  And,  Uncle,  fo  will  I,  and  if  1  live. 
Tit.  Come,  go  with  me  into  mine  Armory, 

Lucius  Pie  fit  thee,  and  withall,  my  Boy 
Shall  carry  from  me  to  the  Emprefs  Sons, 
Preftnts  that  I  intend  to  fend  them  both. 

Come,  come,  thou'lt  do  thy  MefFage,  wilt  thou  not  ? 

Boy.  I,  with  my  Dagger  in  their  Bofome,  Grandfire. 
Tit.  No,  Boy,  not  fo,  Pie  teach  thee  another  Courfe, 

Lavinia,  come  ;  Marcus,  look  to  my  Houfe, 

Lucius  and  l'le  go  brave  it  at  the  Court, 
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I  marry  will  we,  Sir,  and  we'll  be  waited  on.  [Exeunt 
Mar.  O  Heavens,  can  you  hear  a  good  Man  groan, 

And  not  relent,  or  not  companion  him  ? 
[Marcus  attend  him  in  his  extafie, 
That  hath  more  fears  of  Sorrow  in  his  Heart, 
Than  Foe-mens  marks  upon  his  battered  Shield, 

But  yet  fo  juft,  that  he  will  not  revenge, 

,  Revenge  the  Heavens  for  old  An  rank  us.  [Exit. 

Enter  Aaron,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius  a  one  Door  :  and  at 

another  Door  yonn%  Lucius  und  another  ,  with  a  bundle  of 

Weapons,  and  Verfcs  writ  upon  them. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  here's  the  Son  of  Lucius, 
He  hath  fome  mcfiage  to  deliver  ns. 

A.vr.  I,  fome  mad  Menage  from  his  mad  Grandfather. 

Boy.  My  Lords,  with  all  the  humbknefs  Imay, 

I  givet  your  Honours  from  Andromcus, 
And  pray  the         Gods  confound  you  both. 

Dun.  Gramercy  lovely  Luc'uts,  what's  the  News  ? 
Boy.  For  Villains  mark' J  with  Rape.  May  itpleafe  you, 

My  Grandlire,  well  advis'd  hath  fent  by  me, 
Thegocdlieft  Weapons  of  his  Armory, 
To  gratfee  your  Honourable  Youth, 

The  hope  of  Rome,  forfohe  bad  me  fay.* 
And  fo  I  do,  and  with  his  gifts  prefent 
Your  Lordfhips,  whenever  you  have  need, 
You  may  be  armed  and  appointed  well, 

And  fo  I  leave  you  both,  like  bloody  V  illains.  [Exit. 
Dem.  What's  here,  a  Scrole,  and  written  round  about  ? 

Let's  fee. 

Integer  mt&  fcelerijque  purus,  non  eget  Mauri  jaculis  nec 
area. 

Chrr.  O'tisa  Verfe  in  Horace,  I  know  it  well : 
Iread  it  in  the  Grammar  long  ago. 

Moor,  ljuft,  'a  Vzvfe  in -Horace:  right,  you  have  it, 
Mow  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  an  Afs  ? 

H  re's  no  found  jell,  th' old  Man  hath  found  theiir  Guilt, 
|knd  fendsthe  *V capons,  wrapt  about  with  Lines. 
Tha     ound  (be\  ond  their  feeling)  to  the  quick : 
i$ut  were  our  witty  Emprefs  well  a  foot, 
she  would  applaud  Andronicus conceit  : 

tier  reft,  in  herunreft  a  while. 

A        w,  young  Lords,  was't  not  a  happy  Star 
L         o  Rome  ftrangers ,  and  more  than  fo, 

(         >,  to  be  advane'd  to  this  height  ? 
it  did  ge  good  ,  before  the  Palace  Gate 
To  brave  the  Tribune  in  his  Brothers  hearing. 

Dem.  But  me  more  good,  to  fee  fo  great  a  Lord 
Bafely  infinuate,  and  fend  us  gifts. 

'  Moor.  Had  he  not  reafon,  Lord  Demetrius  ? 
Did  you  notufe  his  Daughter  very  friendly  ? 

Dem.  I  would  we  had  a  thoufand  Roman  Dames 

At  fuch  a  bay,  by  turn  to  ferve  our  Lull.  i 
Chi.  A  charitable  wilh,  and  full  of  Love. 
Moor.  Here  lacks  but  your  Mother  for  to  fay,  Amen. 
Chi.  And  that  would  (he  for  twenty  thoufand  more. 
Dem.  Come,  let  us  go,  and  pray  to  all  the  Gods 

For  our  beloved  Mother  in  her  pains. 
Moor.  Pray  to  the  Devils,the  Gods  have  given  us  over. 

[Flourijh. 
Dem.  Why  do  the  Empcrours  Trumpets  flourifh  thus  ? 
Chi.  Belike  for  joy  the  EmperourhathaSon. 
Dem.  Soft,  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Nurfe  with  a  blail^a-Moor  Child. 

Nurfe.  Good  morrow,  Lords : 
O  tell  me,  did  you  fee  Aaron  the  Moor  ? 

Aaron.  Well,  more  or  lefs,or  ne'rea  whit  at  all, 
Here  Aaron  U,  and  what  with  Aaron  now  ? 

Nurfe.  O  gentle  Aaron,  wc  are  all  undone. 
Now  help,  or  woe  betide  thee  evermore. 

AA.ron%  Why,  what  a  Cattrwailingdoft  thou  keep? 

What  doft  thou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  Arms  ? 
Nurfe.  O  that  which  I  would  hide  from  Heavens  Eye, 

Our  Emprefs's  fliame,  and  ltately  Romes  difgrace,  ' She  is  delivered,  Lords,  Ihe  is  delivered. Aaron.  To  whom  ? 

Nurfe,.  I  mean,  Ihe  is  brought  to  bed  ? 
Aaron.  Well,  God  give  her  good  reft. 

What  hath  he  fent  her  ? 
Narje.  A  Devil. 

A.  r.  Why  then  Ihe  is  the  Devils  Dam  :  a  joyful  iflue. 
Nurfe.  A  joyi'.fs,  difmal,  black  and  forrowful  ilTue, Here  is  the  Babe,  as  loathfome  as  a  Toad, 

Amongft  the  faireft  breeders  of  our  clime, 
The  Emprefs  fends  it  thee,  thy  ftamp,  thy  Seal, 
And  bids  thee  Chriften  it  with  thy  Daggers  point. 

Aaron.  Out  you  Whore,  is  black  fo  bafe  a  hue  ? 
Sweet  blovvfe,  you  are  a  beauteous  blolfom  lure. 

Dem.  .Villain,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 
Aaron.  That  which  thou  can'ft  not  undo. 
Chi.  Thou  haft  undone  our  Mother. 
Dem.  And  therein,  hellilh  Dog,  thou  haft  undone  

Woe  to  her  chance,  and  damn'd  her  loathed  choice, 
Accur'ft  the  off  Ipring  of  fo  foul  a  Fiend. Chi.  it  fhall  not  live. 

Aaron.  It  fhall  not  dye. 

Nurfe.  Aaron,  it  muft,  the  Mother  wills  it  fo„ 
Aaron.  What,  muft  it,  Nurfe  t  Then  let  no  man  but  1 

Do  Execution  on  my  flelh  and  blood. 
Dem.  Pie  broach  the  Tadpole  on  rhy  Rapiers  point : 

Nurfe,  give  it  me,  my  Sword  fhall  foon  difpatch  it. 
Aaron.  Sooner  this  Sword  fhall  plough  thy  Bowels  up. 

Stay  murtherous  Villains,  will  you  kill  your  Brother .? 
Now  by  the  burning  Tapers  of  the  Sky, 
That  fhone  fo  brightly  when  this  Boy  was  got, 
He  dies  upon  my  Semiiarsfharp  point, 
That  touches  this  my  firft-born  Sop  and  Heir. 
I  tell  you,  younglings,  not  Enaladus 
With  all  his  threatning  band  of  Typhous  brood, 
Not  Great  Alcides,  nor  the  God  of  War, 
Shall  feizethis  prey  out  of  his  Fathers  Hands : 

What,  what,  ye  fanguine  fhallow-hearted  Boys, 
Ye  white-Iim'd  Walls,  ye  Ale-houfe  painted  Signs, 
Cole-black  is  better  than  another  hue  : 
In  that  it  fcorns  to  bear  another  hue, 
For  all  the  Water  in  the  Ocean 

Can  never  turn  the  Swans  black  legs  to  white, 
Although  ihe  lave  them  hourly  in  the  Flood. 
Tell  the  Emperefs  from  me,  I  am  of  age 
To  keep  mine  own,  excufe  it  how  fhe  can. 

Dem.  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  Noble  Miftrefs  thus  / 
Aaron.  My  Miftrefs  is  my  Miftrefs  :  this,  my  felf, 

The  Vigour,  and  the  Pi&ure  of  my  Youth : 
This,  before  all  the  World  do  I  prefer, 
This,  maugre  all  the  World,  wiil  I  keep  fafe, 
Or  fome  of  you  fhall  fmoke  for  it  in  Rome. 

Dem.  By  this  our  Mother  is  for  evcrfham'd. 
Chi.  Romz  will  defpife  her  for  this  foul  efcape. 
Nur.  The  Emperour  in  his,  rage  will  doom  her  Death. 
Chi.  1  blulh  to  think  upon  this  Ignominy. 

Aaron.  Why  there's  the  priviledge  your  beauty  bears : 
Fie  treacherous  hue,  that  will  betray  with  blufhing 
The  clofeenacls  and  counfels  of  the  Heart : 

Here's  a  young  Lad  fram'd  of  another  leer, 
Look  how  the  black  Slave  fmilesupon  the  Father ; 
As  who  fhould  fay,  old  Lad  I  am  thine  own. 
He  is  your  Brother,  Lords,  fcnlibly  fed 
Of  that  felf-blocd  that  firft  gave  life  to  you, 
And  from  that  Womb  where  you  imprifoned  were, 
He  isinfranchifed  and  come  to  light : 
Nay,  he  is  your  Brother  by  the  hirer  fide, 
Although  my  Seal  beftamped  in  his  Face. 

Nurfe  Aaron,  what  fhall  I  fay  unto  the  Emprefs  ? 
Dem.  Advife  thee,  Aaron,  what  is  to  be  done, 

And  we  will  all  fubflnbeto  thy  atlvkc  : 
Save 
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Save  tliou  the  Child,  io  we  may  all  be  fate. 
Aaron.  Then  fit  we  down,  and  let  us  all  confult. 

My  Son  and  1  will  have  the  wind  of  you  : 
Keep  there,  now  talk  at  pleafure  of  your  fafety. 

Dem.  How  many  women  faw  this  Child  of  his  ? 

^/•ow.Why  fo,  brave  Lords,when  we  all  joyn  in  league 
I  am  a  Lamb :  but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  Boar,  the  Mountain  Lionefs, 
The  Ocean  fwells  not  fo  as  Aaron  ftorms : 

But  fay  again,  how  many  faw  the  Child  ? 
Nnrjt.  Comcha  the  Midwife,  and  my  felf, 

And  none  elfe  but  the  delivered  Emprefs. 
A.iron.  The  Emprefs,  the  Midwife,  and  your  felf, 

Two  may  keep  Counfel,  when  the  third's  away  : 
Goto  the  Emprefs,  tell  her,  this  I  faid,  [HekUlsher. 

Week,  week,  fo  cries  a  Pig  prepar'd  to  th'  Spit. 
Dtm.  What  mean'ft  thou,  Aaron  ? 

Wherefore  did'Xt  thou  this  ?  . 
Aaron.  O  Lord,  Sir,  'tis  a  deed  of  Policy  : 

Shall  ftie  live  to  betray  this  Guilt  of  ours  ? 

A  long-tongu'd  babling  Gofhp  ?  No,  Lords,  no  : 
And  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent. 
Notfar>  one  Muliteus,  my  Country-man, 
His  Wife  but  yefternight  was  brought  to  Bed, 
His  Child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are  : 
Go  pack  with  him,  and  give  the  Mother  Gold, 
And  tell  them  both  the  circumftanceofall, 

And  how  by  this  their  Child  (hall  be  advane'd, 
And  bs  received  for  the  Emperour'sHeir, 
And  fubftituted  in  the  place  of  mine, 
To  calm  this  tempeft  whirling  in  the  Court, 
And  let  the  Emperour  dandle  him  for  his  own. 
Hark  ye,  Lords,  ye  fee  I  have  given  her  Phyfick, 
And  you  mult  needs  beftow  her  Funeral, 
The  Fields  are  near,  and  you  are  gallant  Grooms : 
This  done,  fee  that  you  take  no  longer  Days 
But  fend  the  Midwife  prcfently  to  me. 
The  Midwife  and  the  Nurfe  well  made  away, 
Then  let  the  Ladies  tattle  what  they  pleafe. 

Chi.  Aaron,  I  fee  thou  wilt  not  truft  the  Air  with  fecrets 
Dem.  For  this  care  of  Tamora, 

Her  felf,  and  hers  are  highly  bound  to  thee.  [Exeunt 
Aaron.  Now  to  the  Goths,  as  fwift  as  Swallow  flies, 

There  to  difpofe  this  treafure  in  mine  Anns, 
And  fecretfy  to  greet  the  Emprefs  Friends  : 
Come  on  you  thick-lipt-flave,  Tie  bear  you  hence, 
For  it  is  you  that  puts  us  to  our  fhifes : 
Pie  make  you  feed  on  Berries,  and  on  Roots, 
And  feed  on  Curds,  and  Whay,  and  fuck  the  Goat, 
And  Cabin  in  a  Cave,  and  bring  you  up 
To  be  a  Warriour,  and  command  a  Camp.    •  [Exit. 

Enter  Titus,  old  Marcus,  young  Lucius,  and  other  Gentle- 
men  with  Bows,  and  Titus  bears  the  Arrows  with  Letter* 
on  the  end  of  them. 

Tit.  Come,  Marcut,  come  Kinfmen,thisisthe  way. 
Sir  Boy,  now  let  me  fee  your  Archery, 

Look  ye  draw  home  enough,  and  'tis  there  ftraight : 
Terras  Aftrxarelicjuit,  be  you  remembrcd,  Marcus. 

Slu's  gone,  (he's fled,  Sirs,  take  you  to  your  Tools, 
You,  Coulins,  (hall  go  found  the  Ocean  : 
And  caft  your  Nets,  haply  you  may  find  her  in  the  Sea, 
Yet  there's  as  little  Juftice  as  at  Land : 
No  Publius  and  Sempronius,  you  mu ft  do  it, 

'Tis  you  muft  dig  with  Mattock  and  with  Spade, 
And  pierce  the  inmoftCenter  of  the  Earth  : 

Then  when  you  come  to  Pluto's  Region, 
I  pray  you  to  deliver  him  this  Petition, 
Tell  him  it  is  for  Juftice,  and  for  Aid, 
And  that  it  comes  from  old  Andromcus, 
Shaken  with  for  rows  in  ungrateful  Rome. 
Ah,  Rome]  Weti,  well,  1  made  thee  miferable, 
W  hat  time  I  threw  the  Peoples  Suffrages 

On  him  that  thus  doth  Tyrannize  o're  me. 
Go  get  you  gone,  and  pray  be  careful  a!J, 
And  leave  you  not  a  man  of  War  unfearch'd, 
This  wicked  Emperour  may  have  flhpt  her  hence 
And  Kinfmcn  then  we  may  go  pipe  tor  Juftice.  ' 

Mar.  .O,  Publius,  is  not  this  a  heavy  cafe 
To  fee  thy  Noble  Uncle  thus  diftract  ? 

Tub.  Therefore,  my  Lord,  it  highly  us  concerns 

By  Day  and  Night  t'attend  him  carefully  : And  feed  his  humour  kindly  as  we  may, 
Till  time  beget  tome  careful  remedy. 

Mar.  Kinfmen,  his  Sorrows  are  paft  remedy. 
Joyn  with  the  Goths,  and  with  revengeful  War, 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  Ingratitude, 
And  Vengeance  on  theTraytor  Saturnine. 

Tit.  Publius,  how  now  ?  how  now,   my  Mafters, 
What  have  you  met  with  her  ? 

Pub.  No,  my  good  Lord,  but  Pinto  fends  you  word, 
If  you  will  have  revenge  from  Hell,  you  fliall ; 
Marry  for  Juftice  (he  is  fo  imploy'd, 
He  thinks  with  Jove  in  Heaven,  or  fome  where  elfe : 
So  that  perforce  you  muft  needs  ftay  a  time. 

Tit.  He  doth  me  wrong  to  feed  me  with  delays, 
1'le  dive  into  the  burning  Lake  below, 
And  pull  her  out  of  Acheron  by  the  heels. 
Marcus,  we  are  but  Shrubs,  no  Cedars  we, 
No  big-bon'd-men,  fram'd  of  the  Cyclops  fize, But  Metal,  Marcus,  Steel  to  the  very  back, 
Yet  wrung  with  wrongs  more  than  our  Backs  can  bear. 
And  fith  there's  no  Juftice  in  Earth  nor  Hell, We  will  lolicit  Heaven,  and  move  the  Gods 
To  fend  down  Juftice  for  to  wreak  our  wrongs : 
Come  to  this  Gear,  you  are  a  good  Archer,  Marcus. 

[He  gives  them  the  Arrows. 
Adjovem,  that's  for  you  :  here  ad  Apollonem1 
Ad  Martem,  that's  for  my  felf, 
Here  Boy,  to  Pallas,  here  to  Mercury, 
To  Saturnine,  to  Caius,  not  to  Saturnine, 
You  were  as  good  to  ftioot  againft  the  Wind. 
To  it,  Boy,  Marcus,  loofe  when  1  bid  : 
Of  my  word,  I  have  written  to  effect, 
There's  not  a  God  left  unsolicited. 

Mar.  Kinfmen,  ftioot  all  your  fhafts  into  the  Court, 
We  will  afflict  the  Emperour  in  his  Pride. 

Tit.  Now  Mafters,  draw,  Oh  well  laid,  Lucius : 

Good  Boy  in  V"vrgo\  lap,  give  it  Pallas. 
Mar.  My  Lord,  I  aim  a  Mile  beyond  the  Moon. 

Your  Letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this. 

Tit.  Ha,  ha,  Publius,  PubUus,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 

See,  fee,  thou  haft  fhot  off" one  of  Taurus\  Horns. 
Mar.  This  was  the  fport,  my  Lord,  when  Publius  (hot, 

The  Bull  being  gall'd,  gave  Aries  fuch  a  knock, 
That  down  fell  both  the  Rams  Horns  in  the  Court, 
And  who  fliould  find  them  but  the  Emprefs  Villain  : 

She  laugh'd,  and  told  the  Moor  he  Ihoukl  not  chufe 
But  give  them  to  his  Mailer  for  a  prcfent. 

Tit.  Why  there  it  goes,  God  give  your  Lordftiip  joy. 

Enter  the  Clown  with  a  Basl^t  and  two  Pidgeons. 

Tit.  News,  News  from  Heaven. 
Marcus,  the  Poft  is  come. 
Sirrah,  what  tydmgs,  have  you  any  Letters  ? 
Shall  I  have  Juftice,  what  fays  Jupiter  ? 

Clow.  Ho  the  Gibbet- maker,  he  fays  that  he  hath  taken 

them  down  again,  for  the  Man  muft  not  be  hang'd  till  the 
next  Week. 

Tit.  Tut,  what  fays  Jupiter,  I  ask  thee  ? 
Clow.  Alas,  Sir,  \  know  not  Jupiter, 

I  never  drank  with  him  in  all  my  Life. 
Tit.  Why  Villain,  art  not  thou  the  Carrier  ? 
Clow.  Lofmy  Pidgeons,  Sir,  nothing  elfe. 
Tit.  Why,  did'ft  thou  not  come  from  Heaven  ? 
Clow.  From  Heaven  ?  Alas,  Sir,  1  never  came  there, 

God 
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God  forbid  I  Oiould  be  fo  bold  to  prefs  to  Heaven  in  my 

young  days.  Why  I  am  going  with  my  Pidgeons  to  the 
Tribunal  Plebs,  to  take  up  a  matter  of  brawl,  betwixt 

my  Uncle,  and  one  of  the  Emperials  Men. 
Mar.  Why,  Sir,  that  is  as  fit  as  can  be  to  ferve  for  your 

Oration,  and  let  him  deliver  the  Pidgeons  to  the  Empe- 
rour  from  you. 

Tit.  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  Oration  to  the  Em- 
perour  with  a  Grace  ? 

CW.Nay,truly,  Sir,  I  could  never  fay  Grace  in  all  my 
Life. 

Tit.  Sirrah,  come  hither,  make  no  more  ado,  ■ 
But  give  your  Pidgeons  to  theEmperour. 
By  me  thou  lhalt  have  Juftice  at  his  Hands. 

Hold,  hold,  mean  while  here's  Money  for  thy  Charges. 
Give  me  a  Pen  and  Ink. 

Sirrah,  can  you  with  a  Grace  deliver  a  Supplication  ? 
Clow.  I,  Sir. 
Tit.  Then  here  is  a  Supplication  for  you,  and  when  you 

come  to  him,  at  the  firlt  approach  you  mult  kneel,  then 
kifs  his  Foot,then  deliver  up  your  Pidgeons,  and  then  look 
for  your  reward.  Pie  be  at  hand,Sir,  fee  you  do  it  bravely. 

Clow.  I  warrant  you,  Sir,  let  me  alone. 
Tit.  Sirrah,  haft  thou  a  Knife  ?  Come  let  me  fee  it. 

Here,  Marcus,  fold  it  in  the  Oration, 
For  thou  haft  made  it  like  an  humble  Suppliant, 
And  when  thou  haft  given  it  the  Emperour, 
Knock  at  my  Door,  and  tell  me  what  he  fays. 

Clow.  Ood  be  with  you,  Sir,  I  will. 
Tit.  Come,  Marcus,  let  us  go,  Publics  follow  me. 

[Exeunt, Enter  Emperour  and  Emprefs,  and  her  two  Sons,  the  Emperour 
brings  the  Arrows  in  his  hand,  that  Titus  foot  at  him. 

Sat.  Why  Lords, 
What  wrongs  are  thefe  ?  was  ever  feen 

An  Emperour  in  Rome  thus  over-born, 
Troubled,  confronted  thus,  and  for  the  extent 

Of  equal  Juftice,  us'd  in  fuch  contempt  {  * 
My  Lords,  you  know  the  might'ful  Gods, 
("However  thefe  difturbers  of  our  Peace 
Buz  in  the  Peoples  Ears )  there  nought  hath  paft* 
But  even  with  Law  againft  the  wilfull  Sons 
Of  old  Andronicus.    And  what  and  if 

His  Sorrows  have  fo  over-whelm'd  his  Wits, 
Shall  we  be  thus  afflicted  in  his  wreaks, 
His  fits,  his  frenzy,  and  his  bitternefs  / 
And  now  he  writes  to  Heaven  for  his  redrefs, 

See,  heres  to  Jove,  and  this  to  Mercury, 

This  to  Apollo,  this  to  the  God  of  War  •• 
Sweet  fcrowls  toflie  about  the  ftreets  of  Rome  : 

What's  this  but  Libelling  againft  the  Senate, 
And  blazoning  our  in  juftice  every  where  .? 
A  goodly  humour,  is  it  not,  my  Lords? 
As  who  would  fay,  in  Rome  no  juftice  were. 
But  if  I  live,  his  feigned  Extafies 
Shall  be  no  fhelter  to  thefe  outrages : 
But  heand  his  final  1  know,  that  Juftice  lives 
In  Satuminus  health,  whom  if  he  lleep, 

He'll  fo  awake,  as  he  in  fury  fhall 
Cut  off  the  proud'ft  Confpirator  that  lives. 

Tarn   My  gracious  Lord,  my  lovely  Saturnine, 
Lord  of  my  life,  Commander  of  my  thoughts, 
Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus  age, 

Th'efFects  of  Sorrow  for  his  valiant  Sons, 
Whofe  lofs  hath  pierc'd  him  deep,  and  fcarr'd  his  Heart 
And  rather  comfort  hisdiftrefTed  plight, 
Than  profecute  the  meaneft  or  the  beft 
For  thefe  contempts.    Why  thus  it  fhall  become 
High  witted  Tamora  to  glofe  with  all  : 

But  T'uus,  \  havetouch'd  thee  to  the  quick, 
Thy  life-blood  on't :  if  Aaron  now  be  wife, 
Then  is  all  fafe,  the  Anchor's  in  theTort. 

Enter  Clown. 

How  now,  good  Fellow,  wouldft  thou  fpeak  with  us  ? 
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.    Clow.  Yoa  forfooth,  and  your  Milberfhip  be  Emperiai. 
Turn.  Einprefs  I  am,  but  yonder  (its  the  Emperour. 
Clo.  'Tis  he :  God  and  Saint  Stephen  give  you  gocd-e'en, 

I  have  brought  you  a  Letter,  and  a  couple  of  Pidgeons  here. 
[_He  reads  the  Letter. 

Sat.  Go,  take  him  away,  and  hang  him  prefcntly. 
Clow.  How  much  Money  muft  1  have  ! 

Turn.  Come,  Sirrah,  thou  muft  be  hang'd. 
Clow.  Hang'd.'1  by'r  Lady,  then  1  have  brought  up  a 

Neck  to  a  fair  end.  f_ Exit. 
Sat.  Defpightful  and  intolerable  wrongs, 

Shall  I  endure  this  Monftrous  Villany  ? 
i  know  from  whence  this  fame  device  proceeds : 
May  this  be  born  ?  As  if  his  Trayterous  Sons, 

That  dy'd  by  Law  for  Murther  of  our  Brother, 
Have  by  my  means  been  butcher'd  wrongfully  ? 
Go,  drag  the  Villain  hither  by  the  Hair, 
Nor  Age,  nor  Honour,  fhall  fhape  priviledge  : 
For  this  proud  mock,  i'le  be  thy  Slaughter-man :  - 
Sly  frantick  wretch,  that  holp'ft  to  make  me  great, 
In  hope  thy  felf  fhculd  govern  Rome  and  me. Enter  Nuntius  /Emilius. 

Sat.  What  News  with  thee,  lAimilius  ? 

*Aimil.  Arm  my  Lord?,  Rome  never  had  more  caufe," 
ThzGotbs  havegathei'd  head,  and  with  a  Power 
Of  High  refoived  men,  bent  to  the  fpoyl 
They  hither  march  amain,  under  the  conduct 
Of  Lucius,  Son  to  old  Andronicus : 
Who  threats  in  courfe  of  this  revenge  to  do 
As  much  as  ever  Coriolanus  did. 

Sat.  Is  warlike  Lucius  General  of  the  Goths  ? 

Thefe  tydings  nip  me,  and  I  hang  the  head 
As  Flowers  with  Froft,  or  Grafsbeat  down  with  Storms. 
I,  now  begin  our  forrows  to  approach, 

'Tis  he  the  common  people  love  fo  much, 
My  felf  hath  often  heard  them  fay, 

("When  I  have  walked  like  a  private  man) 
Thatiwwbanilhment  was  wrongfully, 

And  they  have  wifh'd,  that  Lucius  were  their  Emperour. 
Tarn.  Why  fhould  you  fear  ?  Isnot  our  City  ftrong  ? 
Sat.  I,  but  the  Citizens  favour  Lucius, 

And  will  revolt  from  me,  to  fuccour  him. 
Tam.  King,  be  thy  thoughts  imperious  like  thy  Name. 

Is  the  Sun  dim'd,  that  Gnats  do  fliein  it  ? 
The  Eagle  fuffers  little  Birds  to  fing, 
And  is  not  careful  what  they  mean  thereby, 
Knowing  that  with  the  fhadow  of  his  Wings, 
He  can  at  pleafure  flint  their  melody. 

Even  fo  may'ft  thou,  the  giddy  men  of  Rome ; 
Then  cheer  thy  fpirit,  for  know,  thou  Emperour, 
I  will  enchant  the  old  Andronicus, 
With  words  more  fweet,  and  yet  more  dangerous 

Than  baits  to  fifh,  or  honey  'ftalks  to  iheep, 
When  as  the  one  is  wounded  witluhe  bait, 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  Food. 

King .  But  he  will  not  iatfeat  his  Son  for  us. 
Tarn.  \{Tumora  intreat  him,  then  he  will, 

For  I  can  fmooth  and  fill  his  aged  Ear 
With  golden  promifes,  that  were  his  Heart 
Almoit  impregnable,  his  old  ears  deaf, 
Yet  fhould  both  Ear  and  Heart  obey  my  Toitguc, 
Go  thou  before  to  our  Embafladour, 

Say,  that  the  Emperour  requcfts  a  parly 
Of  warlike  Lucius,  and  appoint  the  meeting. 

King.  zAzftuluis,  do  this  mellage  Honourably, 
And  if  he  Hand  on  Hoftage  for  his  fafety, 
Bid  him  demand  what  pledge  willpleafe  him  beft. 

tAzmil.  Your  bidding  (hall  I  do  effectually.  [Exit. 
Tam.  Now  will  1  to  that  old  A.Jromuis, 

And  temper  him  with  all  the  Art  1  have, 

To  pluck  proud  Lucius  from  the  warlike  Goths. 
And  now,  fweet  Emperour,  be  blith  again, 

And  bury  all  thy  Fe3i"  in  my  Devices. 
Sat.  Then  go  fucceflantly  and  plead  for  him.  [Exit. 

Atlus  , 
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Enter  Lucius  with  an  Army  of  Gothes,  with  Drum  and 
Souldiers. 

Lu.  Approved  Warriours,  and  my- faithful  Friends, 
I  have  received  Letters  from  Great  Rome, 
Which  lignifies  what  hate  they  bare  their  Emperour, 
And  how-defirous  of  our  fight  they  are. 
Therefore,  great  Lords,  be  as  your  Titles  witr.efs, 
Imperious  and  impatient  of  your  wrongs, 
And  wherein  Rome  hath  done  you  any  fcathe, 
Let  him  make  treble  fatisfaction. 

Goth.  Brave  (lip,  fprung  from  the  Great  Andronicus, 
Whofe  Name  was  once  our  Terror,  now  our  Comfort, 

Whofc  high  Exploits,  and  honourable  Deeds, 
Ingrateful  Rome  requites  with  foul  contempt : 

Be  bold  in  us,  we'll  follow  where  thou  lead'ft, 
Like  Hinging  Bees  inhottelt  Summers  day, 
Ltd  by  their  Matter  to  the  ilowred  Fields, 

And  be  aveng'd  on  curfed  T amor  a. 
Own.  And  as  he  faith,  fofay  we  all  with  him. 
Lu.  I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  you  all. 

But  who  comes  here  led  by  a  Lilly  Goth  ? 

Enter  a  Goth  leading  Aaron  with  his  Child  in  his  arms. 

Goth.  Renowned  Lucius,  from  our  Troops  I  ftraid 

To  gaze  upon  a  ruinous  Monaftery, 
And  as  learnedly  did  fix  mine  Eye 
Upon  the  wafted  building,  fuddenly 
I  heard  aCnild  cry  underneath  a  wall: 

I  made  unto  the  noife,  when  foon  I  heard, 

The  crying  Babe  controlPd  with  this  difcourfe : 

Peace,  Tawny  Slave,  half  me,  and  half  thy  Dam, 

Did  not  thy  Hue  bewray  whofe  Brat  thou  art, 
Had  Nature  lent  thee  but  thy  Mothers  look, 

Villain,  thou  might'ft  have  been  an  Emperour. 
But  where  the  Bull  and  Cow  are  both  Milk-white, 

They  never  do  beget  a  Cole-black  Calf. 
Peace,  Villain,  peace,  (even  thus  he  rates  the  Babe) 
For  I  muft  bear  thee  to  a  trufty  Goth, 

Who  when  he  knows  thou  art  the  Emprefs  Babe, 

Will  hold  thee  dearly  for  thy  Mothers  fake. 

With  this,  my  Weapon  drawn  I  rufhrupon  him, 

Surpriz'd  him  fuddenly,  and  brought  him  hither, 
To  ufe,  as  you  think  needful  of  the  Man. 

Lu.  Oh  worthy  Goth,  this  is  the  incarnate  Devil, 
That  robbM  Andronicus  of  his  good  hand  : 

This  is  the  Pearl  that  pleas'd  your  Emprefs's  Eye, 
And  here's  the  bafe  Fruit  of  his  burning  Luft. 

Say,  wall-ey'd  Slave,  whither  would'ft  thou  convey 

This 'gro  wing  Image  of  thy  Fiend- like  Face? 
Why  doft  not  fpeak  ?  what  deaf?  no !  Not  a  word  ? 

A  Halter,  Souldiers,  hang  him  on  this  Tree, 

And  by  his  fide  his  Fruit  of  Baftardy. 
Aaron.  Touch  not  the  Boy,  he  is  of  Royal  blood. 
Lu.  Too  like  the  Syre  for  ever  being  good. 

Firft  hang  the  Child,  that  he  may  fee  it  fprall, 

A  fight  to  vex  the  Fathers  Soul  withal. 
Aaron.  Get  me  a  Ladder,  Lucius,  fave  the  Child, 

And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  Emprefs: 

If  thou  do  this,  Pie  (hew  thee  wondrous  things, 

That  highly  may  advantage  thee  to  heari 
If  thou  wilt  not,  befall  what  may  befall, 

Pie  fpeak  no  more  :  but  Vengeance  rot  you  all. 

Lu.  Say  o  i,  and  if  itpleafe  me,  which  thou  fpeak  I 

ThyChildfha'l  live,  and  I  will  fee  itNourifh'd. 
Aaron.  An  I  if  it  pleafe  thee  ?  why  affure  thee,  Lucius, 

'Twill  vex  th  Soul  to  hear  what  I  fhall  fpeak  : 

For  I  mult  vA  o  Murthers,  Rapes,  and  Maffacres, 

Aets  of  Black-night,  abominable  Deeds, 
Complots  of  Michief,  Treafon,  Villanies  \ 

Ruthful  to  hear,  yet  piteoufly  perform'd,      .  V And  this  fliall  all  be  buried  by  my  death, 
Unlefsthou  fvvear  tome  my  Child  mall  live. 

Lu.  Tell  on  thy  mind, 

I  fay  thy  Child  fhall  live. 
Aaron.  Swear  that  he  fhall,  and  then  I  will  begin. 
Lu.  Who  fhould  I  fwear  by  ? 

Thou  believeftnoGod, 

That  granted,  how  can'ft  thou  believe  an  Oath  ? 
Aaron.  What  if  I  do  not,  as  indeed  I  do  not, 

Yet  for  I  know  thou  art  Religious, 

And  haft  a  thing  within  thee  call'd  Confcien.ce, 
With  twenty  Popifh  tricks  and  Ceremonies, 
Which  I  have  feen  thee  careful  to  obferve : 

Therefore  I  urge  thy  Oath,  for  that  I  know 
An  Idiot  holdshis  Bauble  for  a  God, 

And  keeps  the  Oath,  which  by  that  God  he  fwears, 

To  that  l'le  urge  him  :  therefore  thon  fhalt  vow 
By  that  fame  God,  what  God  foe'reit  be 
That  thou  adoreft  and  haft  in  reverence, 

To  fave  my  Boy,  nourifh  and  bring  him  up, 
Or  elfe  I  will  difcover  nought  to  thee. 

Lu.  Even  by  my  God  I  fwear  to  thee,  I  will. 
Aaron.  Firft  know  thou, 

I  begot  him  on  thy  Emprefs. 

Lu.  Oh  moft  infatiate  luxurious  Woman  •' 
Aaron.  Tut,  Litems,  this  was  but  a  deed  of  Charity, 

To  that  which  thou  fhalt  hear  of  me  anon, 

'Twas  her  two  Sons  that  murdered  Baffianus, 
They  cut  thy  Sifters  Tongue,  and  Ravifhther, 

Afid  cut  her  Hands  off,  and  trimm'd  her  as  thou  faw'fl. 
Lu.  Ohdeteftable  Villain-' 

Call'ft  thou  that  trimming  ? 

'iron.  Why  fhe  was  wafht,  and  cut,  and  trimm'd, 
And  'twas  trim  fport  for  them  that  had  the  doingof  it. 

Lu.  0¥.  barbarous  beaftly  Villains  like  thy  fclf  ! 
Aaron.  Indeed,  I  was  their  Tutor  to  Inftrucl  them, 

That  Codding  Spirit  had  they  from  their  Mother, 
As  fure  a  Card, .  as  ever  won  the  Set : 

That  bloody  mind  I  think  they  lcarn'd  of  me, 
As  true  a  Dog  as  ever  fought  at  Head. 
Well,  let  my  Deed-  be  witnefs  of  my  worth : 
I  train'd  thy  Brethren  to  that  guileful  Hole, 

Where  the  dead  Corps  of  B.iJJianus  lay  •• 
I  wrote  the  Letter  that  thy  Father  found, 

And  hid  the  Gold  within  the  Letter  mention'd. 
Confederate  with  the  Opeen,  and  her  two  Sons, 
And  what  not  done  that  thou  haft  caufetorue, 
Wherein  I  had  no  ftroke  of  Mifchief  in  it. 

1  plaid  the  Cheater  for  thy  Fathers  hand, 
And  when  I  had  it,  drew  my  felf  apart, 

And  almoft  broke  my  Heart  with  extream  laughter. 
I  pried  me  through  the  Crevice  of  a  Wall, 
When  for  his  Hand,  he  had  his  two  Sons  Heads, 

Beheld  his  Tears,  and  laugh'd  fo  heartily, 
That  both  mine  Eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his : 
And  when  I  told  the  Emprefs  of  this  fport, 
She  fwooned  almoft  at  my  pleafing  Tale, 

And  for  my  tydings,  gave  me  twenty  kiiles. 
Goth.  What  cauft  thou  fay  all  this,  and  never  blufh  ? 
A.vion.  I,  like  a  black  Dog,  as  the  faying  is. 
Lu.  Art  thou  not  forry  for  thefe  hainous  deeds  ? 
Aaron.  \,  that  I  had  not  done  athoufand  more. 

Even  now  I  curfctheday,  and  yet  I  think 
Few  come  within  theccmpafsof  my  Curie, 
Wherein  1  did  nor  fome  Notorious  ill, 
As  kill  a  Man,  or  elfe  devife  his  death, 
Ravifh  a  Maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  ir, 
Accufefome  innocent,  and  foi  fvvear  my  fclf, 

Set  deadly  Enmity  b^vveen  two  Friends, 
Make  poor  Mens  Cattle  break  their  Necks, 
Set  Fire  on  Barns  and  Hay-ftacks  in  the  night, 
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And  bid  the  Owners  quench  them  with  their  tears : 

Oft  have  I  digg'd  up  dead  men  from  their  Graves, 
Andfet  them  upright  at  their  dear  Friends  Doors, 
Even  when  their  forrow  almoft  was  forgot, 
And  on  their  Skins,  as  on  the  Barque  of  Trees, 
Have  with  my  Knife  carved  in  Roman  Letters, 
Let  not  your  forrow  dye,  though  I  am  dead. 
Tut,  I  have  done  a  thoufand  dreadful  things, 
As  willingly  as  one  would  kill  a  Fly, 
And  nothing  grieves  me  heartily  indeed, 
But  that  1  cannot  do  ten  thoufand  more. 

Luc  Bring  down  the  Devil,  for  he  mult  not  dye 
So  fweet  a  death,  as  Hanging,  prefently. 

Aaron.  If  there  be  Devils,  would  I  were  a  Devil, 
To  live  and  burn  in  evertafting  Fire, 
So  I  might  have  your  company  in  Hell, 
But  to  torment  you  with  my  bitter  Tongue. 

Luc.  Sirs,  ftop  his  Mouth,  and  let  him  lpeak  no  more. 

Enter  jEmilius. 

Goth.  My  Lord,  there  is  a  Meffengcr  from  Rome 
Dc fires  to  be  admitted  to  your  Prefence. 

Lite.  Let  him  come  near. 

Welcome,  sAEmilms,  what's  the  News  from  Rome  ? 
*Aimi.  Lord  Lucius,  and  you  Princes  of  the  Goths, 

Tli-  Roman  Emperour  greets  you  all  by  me, 
And  for  he  underflands  you  are  in  Arms, 
He  craves  a  Parly  at  your  Fathers  Houfe, 
Willing  you  to  demand  your  Hoftages, 
And  they  (hall  be  immediately  delivered. 

Goth.  What  fays  our  General? 
Luc.  \ALmilius,  let  the  Emperour  give  his  Pledges 

Unto  my  Father,  and  my  Uncle  Marcus, 
And  we  will  come  :  March  away.  \JLxeunt. 

Enter  Tamora,  another  two  Sons ■  difguis^d. 

Tam.  Thus  in  this  ftrange  and  fad  Habiliments, 
I  will  encounter  with  Andronicus, 
And  fay,  I  am  Revenge  fent  from  below, 
To  joyn  with  him  and  right  his  heinous  Wrongs: 
Knock  at  his  Study  where  they  fay  he  keeps, 
To  ruminate  ilrange  Plots  of  dire  Revenge, 
Tell  him  Revenge  is  come  to  joyn  with  him, 
And  work  Con fu lion  on  his  Enemies. 

Thty  l^och^,  and  Titus  of  ens  his  Study  Door. 
Tit.  Who  doth  moleft  my  Contemplation? 

Is  it  your  trick  to  make  me  ope  the  Door, 
That  fo  my  fad  Decrees  may  fly  away, 
And  all  my  Study  be  to  no  erFeft  ? 

You  are  deceiv'd,  for  what  I  mean  to  do, 
§ec  here  in  bloody  Lines  I  havefet  down: 
And  what  is  written  fhall  be  executed. 

Tjzm.  Titus,  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 
Tit.  No  not  a  word  :  how  can  I  grace  my  talk, 

Wanting  a  Hand  to  give  it  A&ion  ? 
Thou  hall  the  odds  of  me,  therefore  no  more* 

Tam.  If  thou  did'ftknow  me, 
iThou  wonld'it  talk  with  me. 

Tit .  I  am  not  mad,  I  know  thee  well  enough, 

■Witnefs  this  wretched  flump, 
Witnefs  thefe  Crimfon  lines, 
Witnefs  thefe  Trenches  made  by  grief  and  care, 
Witnefs  the  tyring  Day,  and  heavy  Night, 
Witnefs  all  Sorrow,  that  I  know  thee  well 
Forour  proud  Emprefs,  mighty  Tamora  : 
Is  not  thy  coming  for  my  other  Hand  ? 

Tam.  Know  thou,  fad  man,  I  am  not  Tamora, 
She  is  thy  Enemy,  and  1  thy  Friend, 
I  am  Revenge,  fent  from  the  infernal  Kingdom, 
Toeafe  the  gnawing  Vulture  of  thy  mind  : 
By  working  wreakfyl  vengeance  on  thy  Foes : 
Come  down  and  welcome  me  to  this  worlds  light, 
Confer  with  me  of  Murder  and  of  Death, 
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There's  not  a  hollow  Cave  or  lurking  place, 
No  vaft  Obfcurity  or  Mifty  Vale, 
Where  bloody  Murther  or  detelted  Rape, 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  them  out, 
And  in  their  Ears  tell  them  my  dreadful  Name, 
Revenge,  which  makes  the  foul  Offenders  quake. 

Tit.  Art  thou  Revenge  ?  and  art  thou  fent  to  me, 
To  be  a  torment  to  mine  Enemies  ? 

Tam.  I  am,  therefore  come  down  and  welcome  me. 
Tit.  Do  me  leme  Service,  e're  I  come  to  the; : 

Lo  by  thy  fide  where  Rape  and  Murder  Hands, 
Now  give  fome  furance  that  thou  art  Revenge, 
Stab  them,  or  tear  them  on  thy  Chariot  Wheels, 
And  then  Tie  come  and  be  thy  Waggoner, 
And  whirl  along  with  thee  about  the  Globes. 
Provide  thee  two  proper  Palfries,  black  as  Jet, 
To  hale  thy  vengeful  Waggon  fwift  away, 
And  find  out  Murder  in  their  guilty  Caves. 
And  when  thy  Car  is  loaden  with  their  Heads, 
I  will  difmount,  and  by  the  Waggon  wheel 
Trot  like  a  Servile  Footman  all  day  long, 

Even  from  Hyperion's  riling  in  the  Eaft, 
Until  his  very  downfall  in  the  Sea. 
And  day  by  day  Pie  do  this  heavy  task, 
So  thou  deftroy  Rapine  and  Murder  there. 

Tam.  Thefe  are  my  Minifters,  and  come  with  me. 

Tit.  Are  they  thy  Minifters,  what  are  they  call'd  ? 
Tam.  Rapine  and  Murder,  therefore  called  fo, 

Caufe  they  take  vengeance  of  fuch  kind  of  men. 
Tit.  Good  Lord,  how  like  the  Emprefs  Sons  they  are, 

And  you  the  Emprefs:  But  we  Worldly  men, 
Have  miferable  mad  miltaking  Eyes : 

Oh,  fweet  Revenge,  now  do  I  come  to  thee, 
And  if  one  Arms  imbracement  will  content  thee, 
I  will  imbrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by. 

Tam.  This  doling  with  him  fits  his  Lunacy, 

What  e're  I  forge  to  feed  his  brain-fick  fits, 
Do  you  uphold,  and  maintain  in  your  Speeches, 
For  now1  he  firmly  takes  me  for  Revenge, 
And  being  a-edulous  in  this  mad  thought, 
I'le  make  him  fend  for  Lucius  his  Son, 
And  whil'ft  I  at  a  Banquet  hold  him  fure, 
I'le  find  fome  cunning  Practice  out  of  Hand 
To  fcatter  and  difperfe  the  giddy  Goths, 
Or  at  the  lealt,  make  them  his  Enemies : 
See  here  he  comes,  and  I  muff,  play  my  Theam. 

Tit.  Long  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all  for  thee, 
Welcome,  dread  Fury,  to  my  woful  Houfe, 
Rapine  and  Murther,  you  are  welcome  too, 
How  like  the  Emprefs,  and  her  Sons  you  are, 
Well  are  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor, 
Could  not  all  Hell  afford  you  fuch  a  Devil? 
For  well  I  wote  the  Emprefs  never  wags, 

But  in  her  Company  there  is  a  Moor  •, 
And  would  you  reprefent  our  Queen  aright 
It  were  convenient  you  had  fuch  a  Devil  - 
But  welcome  as  you  are,  what  fhall  we  do  ? 

Tam.  What  wouldft  thou  have  us  do,  Andronicus  ? 

Dem.  Shew  me  a  Murtherer,  I'le  deal  with  him. 
Chir.  Shew  me  a  Villain,  that  hath  done  a  Rape, 

And  I  am  fent  to  be  revengM  on  him. 
Tam.  Shew  me  a  Thoufand  that  have  done  thee  wrong, 

And  I  will  be  revenged  on  them  all. 
Tit.  Look  round  about  the  wicked  ftreets  of  Rome, 

And  when  thou  find'ft  a  Man  that's  like  thy  felf, 
Good  Murder,  flab  him,  he's  a  Murtherer. 
Go  thou  with  him,  and  when  it  is  thy  hap 
To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee, 

Good  Rapine,  flab  him,  he  is  a  Ravifher. 
Go  thou  with  them,  and  in  the  Emperours  Court 
There  is  a  Queen  attended  by  a  Moor, 

Well  may'ft  ihou  know  her  by  thy  own  proportion, 
For  up  and  down  fhe  doth  refemble  thee, 
I  pray  thee  do  on  them  fome  violent  death, 

*Ddd  They 



302 
Jhe  Tragedy  of  Titus  Andronicus. 

They  have  been  violent  to  mc  and  mine. 
T.un.  Well  haft  thou  lcilbnM  us,  this  fhall  we  do. 

But  would  it  pleafe  thee,  good  Andronicus, 
To  fend  for  Lucius  thy  thrice  valiant  Son, 
Who  leads  towards  Rome  a  Band  of  Warlike  Goths, 
And  bid  him  come  and  Banquet  at  thy  Houfe. 
When  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  folemn  Feaft, 
I  will  bring  in  the  Emprefs  and  her  Sons,  . 
The  Emperour  himfelf,  and  all  thy  Foes> 
And  at  thy  mercy  fhall  they  ftoop  and  kneel, 
And  on  them  fhalt  thou  eafe  thy  angry  heart : 
What  fays  Andronicus  to  thisdevife? 

Enter  Marcu  . 

Tit.  Marcus,  my  Brother,  'tis  fad  Titus  calls, 
Go,  gentle  Marcus,  to  thy  Nephew  Lucius f 
Thon  fhalt  enquire  him  out  among  xhcGoths, 
Bid  him  repair  to  me,  and  bring  with  him 
Some  of  the  chiefeft  Princes  of  the  Goths, 
Bid  him  encamp  his  Souldiers  where  they  are, 
Tell  him  the  Emperour  and  the  Emprefs  too, 
Feafts  at  my  Houfe,  and  he  fhall  Feaft  with  them 
This  do  thou  for  my  love,  and  fo  let  fiim, 
As  he  regards  his  aged  Fathers  life. 

Mar.  This  will  1  do,  and  foon  return  again.  {Exit 
Tarn.  Now  will  I  hence  about  thy  bufinefs, 

And  take  my  Minifters  along  with  me. 
Tit.  Nay,  nay,  let  Rape  and  Murder  ftay  with  me, 

Or  elfe  Pie  call  my  Brother  back  again, 
And  cleave  to  no  revenge  but  Lucius. 

Tam.  What  fay  you,  Boys,  will  you  bide  with  him2 
Whiles  I  go  tell  my  Lord,  the  Emperour, 

How  I  have  govern'd  our  determined  jeft  ? 
Yield  to  his  humour,  fmooth  and  fpeak  him  fair, 
And  tarry  with  him  till  I  turn  again. 

Tit.  I  kROw  them  all,  though  they  fuppofe  me  mad, 

And  will  o're-reach  them  in  their  own  devifes, 
A  pair  of  curfed  Hell-hounds,  and  their  Dam. 

Dem.  Madam,  depart  at  pleafure,  leave  us  here. 
Tam.  Farewel,  Andronicus,  Revenge  now  goes 

To  lay  a  Complot  to  betray  thy  Foes. 
Th.  I  know  thou  doft,  and  fweet  Revenge,  farewel. 

CH.  Tell  us,  Old  Man,  how  fhall  we  be  employ'd  ? 
Tit.  Tut,  I  have  work  enough  for  you  to  do, 

Publius  come  hither,  Cains,  and  Valentine. 
Pub.  W  hat  is  your  will  ? 
Tit.  Know  you  thefe  two  ? 
Pub.  The  Emprefs  Sons 

I  take  them,  Chiron,  Demetrius. 
Tit.  Fie,  Publius,  fie,  thou  art  too  much  deceiv'd, 

The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  the  other's  Name, 
And  therefore  bind  them,  gentle  Publius, 
Caius,  and  Valentine,  lay  hands  on  them, 
Oft  have  you  heard  me  wifh  for  fuchan  hour, 
And  now  1  find  it,  therefore  bind  them  fure. 

Chi.  Villains,  forbear,  we  are  the  Emprefs  Sons.  • 
Pub.  And  therefore  do  we,  what  we  are  commanded. 

Stop  clofe  their  Mouths,  let  them  not  fpeak  a  word. 
Is  he  fure  bound  ?  look  that  ye  bind  them  faft.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Titus  Andronicus  with  a  Knife,  and  Lavinia  with 
a  Bafon. 

Tit,  Come,  come,  Lavinia,  look,  thy  Foes  are  bound  ;> 
Sirs,  ftop  their  Mouths,  let  them  not  fpeak  to  me, 
But  let  them  hear  what  fearful  words  I  utter. 

Oh  V  illains,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius, 

Here  ftands  the  Spring  whom  you  have  ftain'd  with  Mud, 
,This  goodly  Summer  with  your  Winter  mixt, 

You  kill'd  her  Husband,  and  for  that  vile  fault, 
Two  of  her  Brothers  were  condemn'd  to  death, 
My  Hand  cut  off,  and  made  a  merry  jeft, 
Both  her  fweet  Hands,  her  Tongue,  and  that  more  dear 
ThanHands.cr  Tongue,  her  fpotlefs  Chaftity, 

Inhumane  Traitors,  you  conftrain'd  andfore'd. 

What  would  you  fay,  if  I  fhould  let  you  fpeak  ? 
Villains,  for  fharae  you  could  not  beg  for  Grace. 
Heark  Wretches,  how  1  mean  to  Martyr  you, 

This  one  Hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  Throats', WhiPft  that  Lavinia  'tween  her  ftumps  doth  hold, 
The  Bafon  thatreceives  your  guilty  Blood. 
You  know  your  Mother  means  to  feaft  with  me, 
And  calls  her  felf  Revenge,  and  thinks  me  mad! 
Heark  Villains,  I  will  grind  your  Bones  to  Duft, 
And  with  your  Blood  and  it  i'le  make  a  Pafte 
And  of  the  Pafte  a  Coffin  will  I  rear, 
And  make  two  Pafties  of  your  fhameful  heads, 
And  bid  that  Strumpet,  your  unhallowed  Dam, Like  to  the  Earth  fwallow  her  own  Increafe. 
This  is  the  Feaft  that  I  have  bid  her  to, 
And  this  the  Banquet  me  fhall  furfeit  on, 
For  worfcthaq  Philomel  you  us'd  mv  Daughter, 
And  worfe  ihzhFroonc,  I  will  be  reveng'd, 
And  now  prepare  your  Throats :  Laviml  come, 
Receive  the  Blood,  and  when  that  they  are  dead 
Let  me  go  grind  their  Bones  to  Powder  fmall, And  with  this  hateful  Liquor  temper  it, 
And  in  that  Pafte  lee  their  wild  heads  be  bak'd. 
Come,  come,  be  every  one  officious 
To  make  this  Banquet,  which  I  wifh  might  prove 
More  ftern  and  bloody  than  the  Centaurs  Feaft. { He.  cuts  their  Throats. 

So  now  bring  them  in,  for  Pie  play  the  Cook, 
And  fee  them  ready  'gainft  the  Mother  comes.  {Exttm. 

Enter  Lucius,  Marcus,  and  the  Goths. 

Luc.  Uncle  Marcus,  fince  'tis  my  Fathers  mind 
That  I  repair  to  Rome,  I  am  content. 

Goth.  And  ours  with  thine,  befal  what  Fortune  will. 
Luc.  Good  Uncle,  take  you  in  this  barbarous  Moor 

This  Ravenous  Tiger,  this  accurfed  Devil, 
Let  him  receive  no  fultenance,  fetter  him, 
Till  he  be  brought  unto  the  Emperours  Face, 
For  teftimony  of  his  foul  proceedings. 
And  fee  the  Ambufli  of  our  F  deads  be  ftrong, 
Ffear  the  Emperour  means  no  goodtc-us. 

Aaron.  Some  Devil  whifper  Curfes  in  my  Ear, 
And  prompt  me,  that  my  Tongue  may  utter  forth 
The  Vencmous  Malice  of  my  fwclling  Heart. 

Luc.  Away,  Inhumane  Dogt  Unhallowed  Slave, 
Sirs,  help  our  Uncle,  to  convey  him  in,  {Flo/m(h. 
The  Trumpets  Ihewthe  Emperour  is  at  hand. 

Sound  Trumpets.     Enter  Emperour  and  Emprefs,  with 
Tribunes  and  others. 

Sat.  What  hath  the  Firmament  more  Suns  than  one  ? 

Luc.  What  boots  it  thee  to  call  thy  felf  a  Sun  ? 
Mar.  Romes  Emperour  and  Nephew  break  the  Parly, 

Thefe  Quarrels  mult  be  quietly  debated, 
The  Fealt  is  ready  whichthe  careful  Titus 
Hath  ordained  to  an  honourable  end, 

For  Peace,  for  Love,  for  League,  and  good  to  Rome : 
Pleafe  you  therefore  draw  nigh  and  take  your  places. 

Satur.  Marcus,  we  will.  {Hoboys. 

A  Table  brought  in.    Enter  Titus  like  a  Cook,  flaring  the 
meat  on  the  Table,  and  Lavinia  with  a  Veil  over  her  Face. 

Titus.  Welcome,  my  gracious  Lord, 
Welcome,  Dread  Qiuen, 

Welcome,  ye  Warlike  C7o/6.r,wclcome  Lucius, 
And  welcome  all :  although  the  cheer  be  poor, 

'Twill  fill  your  Stomachs,  pleafe  you  ear  of  it. 

Sat .  Why  art  thou  thus  attir'd,  Andronicus  ? Tit.  Becaufe  I  would  be  fure  to  have  all  well, 
To  entertain  your  Highnefs,  and  your  Emprefs. 

Tam.  We  are  beholding  to  you,  good  Andronicus. 

Tit. 
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Tit.  And  if  your  Highnefs  knew  my  Heart,  yon  were : 
My  Lord,  the  Emperour,  refolve  me  this, 
Was  it  well  done  of  rafh  Virginius^ 
To  Hay  his  Daughter  with  his  own  Right-hand, 
Becaufe  ihe  was  enforc'd,  ftain'd,  and  deflour'd  ? 

Sat  nr.  It  was,  Andronicus. 
Tit.  Your  Reafon,  Mighty  Lord  ? 
Sat.  Becaufe  the  Girl  ihould  notfurvive  her  fhame, 

And  by  her  prefence  Hill  renew  hisforrows. 
Tit.  A  Reafon  mighty,  ftrong,  and  effectual, 

A  pattern,  prefident,  and  lively  warrant, 
For  me  (molt  wretched)  to  perform  the  like  : 
Dye,  dye,  Lavmia-,  and  thy  fhame  with  thee, 
And  with  thy  fliamethy  Fathers  forrow  dye. 

[_He  kills  her, Sat.  What  haft  thou  done,  unnatural  and  unkind  ? 
Tit.  KilPd  her  for  whom  my  tears  have  made  me  blind. 

1  am  as  wofulas  Virginius  was, 
And  have  a  thoufand  times  more  caufe  than  he. 

Sat.  What,  wasfhe  ravifht  ?  tell,  who  did  the  deed  ? 

Tit.  Wil'tpleafe  you  eat, 
WiPt  pleafe  your  Highnefs  feed  ? 

Tam.  Why  haft  thou  flain  thine  onely  Daughter  thus  ? 

Tit.  Notl,  'tw^s  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 
They  ravifht  her,  and  cut  away  her  Tongue, 

And  they,  'twas  they,  that  did  her  all  this  wrong. 
Sat.  Go  fetch  them  hither  to  us  prefently. 
Tit.  Why  there  they  are  both,  baked  in  that  Pye, 

Whereof  their  Mother  daintily  hath  fed, 
Eating  the  Flefti  that  fhe  her  felf  hath  bred. 

'Tistrue,  'tis  true,  witnefs  my  Knives  fharp  point. 
\_He  ftabs  the  Emprefs. 

Sat.  Dye,  frantick  wretch,  for  this  accurfed  deed. 
Luc.  Can  the  Sons  Eyes,  behold  his  Father  bleed  ? 

There's  meed  for  meed,  death  for  a  deadly  deed. 
Mar.  You  fad-fac'd  Men,  People,  and  Sons  of  Rome, 

By  uprore  fever'd  like  a  flight  of  Fowl, 
Scatter'dby  winds  and  high  tempeftuous  gufts, 
Oh  let  mc  teach  you  how,  to  knit  again 
This  fcattrtd  Corn  into  one  mutual  Sheaf, 
Thole  broken  limbs  again  into  one  Body. 

Goth.  hzx.Romeh.zr  felf  be  bane  unto  her  felf, 
And  fhe  whom  mighty  Kingdoms  curtfie  to, 
Like  a  forlorn  and  defperate  caftaway, 
Do  fhameful  execution  on  her  felf. 

Mar.  But  if  my  frofty  figns  and  chaps  of  age, 
Grave  Witnefies  of  true  experience, 
Canncc  induce  you  to  attend  my  words, 

Speak,  Rome's  dear  friend,  as'erft  our  Anceftor, 
When  with  his  Solemn  Tongue  he  did  difcourfe 
To  Love-fick  Didoes  fad  attending  Ear, 
The  ftory  of  that  baleful  burning  Night, 

When  fubtile  Greeks  furpriz'd  King  Priam's  Troy. 
Tell  uj  what  Smon  hath  bewitch'd  our  Ears, 

Or  who  hath'brought  the  fatal  Engine  in, Thar  gives  our  Troy,  our  Rome  the  civil  wound. 
My  Heart  is  not  compact  of  Flint  nor  Steel, 
Nor  can  I  utter  all  our  bitter  grief, 
But  floods  of  Tears  will  drown  my  Oratory, 
And  break  my  very  utterance,  even  m  the  time 
When  it  fhould  move  you  to  attend  me  molt, 
Lending  your  kind  Hand,  Commiferation. 
Here  is  a  Captain,  let  him  tell  the  Tale. 
Your  Hearts  will  throb  and  weep  to  hear  him  fpeak. 

Luc.  This  Noble  Auditory,  be  it  known  to  you, 
That  curfed  Chiron  and  Demetrius 

Were  they  that  murdred  our  Emperours  Brother, 
And  they  it  were  that  ravifhed  our  Sifter, 
For  their  fell  faults  our  Brothers  were  Beheaded, 

Our  Fathers  tears  defpis'd,  and  bafely  couzen'd 
Of  that  true  Hand,  that  fought  Rome's  Quarrel  out, 
And  fenther  Enemies  unto  the  Grave. 

Laftly,  my  felf  unkindly  banifhed, 

The  Gates  fhut  on  me,  and  turn'd  weeping  out, 

To  beg  relief  among  Rome's  Enemies, 
Who  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  Tears 
And  op'd  their  Arms  to  imbrace  me  as  a  Friend  : 
And  1  am  turn'd  forth,  be  it  known  to  you 
That  have  preferv'd  her  welfare  in  my  Blood 
And  from  her  bofom  took  the  Enemies  point, ' 
Sheathing  the  Steel  in  my  adventrous  Body. ' Alas,  you  know,  1  am  no  Vaunter,  I, 
My  fears  can  witnefs,  dumb  although  they  are 
That  my  report  is  juft  and  full  of  truth : 
But  foft,  methinks  I  do  digrefs  too  much, 
Citing  my  worthlefs  praife:  Oh  pardon  me 
For  when  no  Friends  are  by,  Men  praife  themfelves 

Mir.  Now  is  my  turn  to  fpeak :  Behold  this  Child 

Or  th's  was  Tamora  delivered,  ' 
The  ifl'ue  of  an  Irreligious  Moor, Chief  Architect  and  plotter  of  thefe  woes, 
The  Villain  is  alive  in  Titus's  Houfe, 

And  as  he  is,  to  witnefs  this  is  true. ' 
Now  judge  what  caufe  had  Tuns  to  revenge 
Thefe  wrongs,  unfpeakablc,  paft  Patience, 
Or  more  than  any  living  man  could  bear. 
Now  you  have  heard  the  truth,  what  fay  you  Romans  > 
Have  we  done  ought  amifs  ?  fhew  us,  wherein' 
And  from  the  place  where  you  behold  us  now ' 
The  poor  remainder  of  Androniciis, 
Will  Hand  in  Hand  all  headlong  call  us  down, 
And  on  the  ragged  Stones  beat  forth  our  Brains, 
And  make  a  mutual  clofure  of  our  Houfe  ; 
Speak,  Romans^  fpeak,  and  if  you  fay  we  fhall, 
Lo  Hand  in  Hand  Lucius  and  1  will  fall. 

lALmiL.  Come,  come,  thou  reveren'd  Man  of  Rome 

And  bring  our  Emperour  gently  in  thy  Hand,        '  . Lucius  our  Emperour :  For  well  I  know, 
The  common  voice  do  cry,  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Mar.  Lucius,  all  hail,  Romes  Royal  Emperour 
Go,  go  into  Old  TV^Aforrowful  Houfe, 
And  hither  hale  that  misbelieving  Moor, 
To  be  adjudg'd  fome  direful  flaughtering  death, As  punifhment  for  his  moft  wicked  life. 
Lucius,  all  hail  to  Rome's  gracious  Governour. 

Luc.  Thanks,  gentle  Romans,  may  I  govern  fo 
To  heal  Romes  harms,  and  wipe  away  her  woe. 

But,  gentle  People,  give  me  aima-while, 
Fo  Nature  puts  me  to  a  heavy  task : 
Stand  all  aloof,  but,  Uncle,  draw  you  near 
To  fhed  obfequious  Tears  upon  this  Trunk : 
Oh  take  this  warm  kifs  on  thy  pak  cold  Lips, 
Thefe  forrowful  drops  upon  thy  Blood-ftain'd  Face 
The  laft  true  Duties  of  thy  Noble  Son. 

Mar.  A  tear  for  tear,  and  loving  kifs  for  kifs, 
Thy  Brother  Marcus  tenders  on  thy  Lips : 
O  were  the  fum  of  thefe  that  I  fhould  pay 
Countlefs  and  infinite,  yet  would  I  pay  them. 

Luc.  Come  hither,  Boy,  come,  come,  and  learn  of  us 
To  melt  in  fhowers :  thy  Grandfire  lov'd  thee  well, 
Many  a  time  he  dane'd  thee  on  his  Knee : 
Sung  thee  alleep,  his  loving  Breaft,  thy  Pillow  ; 
Many  a  matter  hath  he  told  to  thee, 
Meet  and  agreeing  with  thine  Infancy: 
In  that  refpecl;  then,  like  a  loving  Child, 
Shed  yet  fome  fmall  drops  from  thy  tender  Spring, 
Becaufe  kind  Nature  doth  require  itfo : 
Friends  fhould  aflbciate  Friends,  in  Grief  and  Woe  ; 
Bid  him  farewel,  commit  him  to  the  Grave, 
Do  him  that  kindnefs,  and  take  leave  of  him. 

Boy.  O  Grandfire,  Grandfire:  even  with  all  my  Heart 
Would  I  were  Dead,  fo  you  did  live  again. 
O  Lord,  I  cannot  fpeak  to  him  for  weeping, 
My  tears  will  choke  me,  if  1  ope  my  mouth. 

Romans.  You  fad  Andronici,  have  done  with  woes, 
Give  fentence  on  this  execrable  Wretch, 
That  hath  been  breeder  of  thefe  dire  events. 

Luc.  Set  him  breaft  deep  in  Earth,  and  famifh  him : 
*Ddd2  There 
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There  let  him  Hand,  and  rave,  and  cry  for  Food : 
If  any  one  relieves,  or  pities  him, 
For  the  offence,  he  dies.    This  is  our  doom : 
Some  flay,  to  fee  him  faftned  in  the  Earth. 

Aaron.  O  why  fhould  wrath  be  mute,  and  fury  dumb  ? 
I  am  no  Baby,  I,  that  with  bafe  Prayers 
I  fhould  repent  the  Evils  I  have  done. 
Ten  thoufand  vvorfe  than  ever  yet  I  did, 
Would  I  perform  if  I  might  have  my  Will : 
I  f  one  good  Deed  in  all  my  life  I  did, 
I  do  repent  it  from  my  very  Soul. 

Luc.  Some  loving  Friends  convey  the  Emperour  hence, 
And  give  him  burial  in  his  Fathers  Grave. 

My  Father,  and  Lavwia,  (hall  forthwith 
Be  clofed  in  our  Houfholds  Monument : 

As  for  that  heynous  Tyger  Tarrora, 
No  funeral  Rite,  nor  Man  in  mournful  Weeds, 
No  mournful  Bell  (hall  ring  her  Burial : 
But  throw  her  forth  to  Beafts  and  Birds  of  Prey  : 
Her  Life  was  Beaft-like,  and  devoid  of  pity, 
And  being  fo,  (hall  have  like  want  of  pity. 

See  Juftice  done  on  Aaron  that  damn'd  Moor, 
From  whom,  our  heavy  haps  had  their  beginning : 
Then  afterwards,  to  Order  well  the  State. 

That  like  events  may  ne're  it  ruinate. 
[Exeunt  omnes. 

THE 
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ROMEO  and  JULIET. 

A&us  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Sampfon  and  Gregory,  with  Swords  and  Bucklers.,  of 
the  Houfe  of  Capulet. 

Samyfon. 

GRegory,  a  my  word
  we'l  not  carry  Coals. 

Greg.  No,  for  then  we  mould  be  Colliars. 

Samp .  I  mean,  if  we  be  in  choler,  we'l  draw. 
Greg.  I,  while  you  live,  draw  your  Neck  out 

o'th'  Collar. 

Samp.  I  ftrike  quickly,  being  irtov'd.  • 

Greg.  But  thou  art  not  quickly  mov'd  to  ftrike. 
Samp.  A  Dog  oftheHoufe  of  Mount  ague  moves  me. 

Greg.  To  move,  is  toltir :  and  to  be  valiant,  is  to  ftand: 

Therefore,  if  thou  art  mov'd,  thou  runn'ft  away. 
Samp.  A  Dog  of  that  Houfe  fhali  move  me  to  ftand  : 

I  will  take  the  Wall  of  any  Man  or  Maid  of  Mount -ague's. 
Greg.  That  mews  thee  weak,  Slave,  for  the  weakeft  goes 

to  the* Wall.  ,  .  , Samp.  True,  and  therefore  Women,  being  the  weakeft 
Veflels,  are  ever  thruft  to  the  Wall :  therefore  I  will  pufh 

Mount  ague's  Men  from  the  Wall,  and  thruft  his  Maids  to 
the  Wall. 

Greg.  The  Quarrel  is  between  our  Matters ,  and  us 
their  Men. 

Samp.  'Tis  all  one,  I  will  (hew  my  felf  a  Tyrant:  when 

I  have  fought  with  the  Men,  I  will  be  civil  with  the 

Maids,  and  cut  off  their  Heads. 

Greg.  The  Heads  of  the  Maids  ? 

Samp.  I,  the  Heads  of  the  Maids,  or  their  Maiden-heads, Take  it  in  what  fenfe  thou  wilt. 

Greg.  They  muft  take  it  in  fenfe  that  feel  it. 

Samp.  Me  they  lhall  feei  while  I  am  able  to  ftand : 
And  'tis  known  I  am  a  pretty  piece  of  Flefh. 

Greg.  'Tis  well  thouart  not  Fifh  :  ifthouhad'ft,  thou 
had'ft  been  Poor  John.  Draw  thy  Tool,  here  comes  of 

the  Houfe  of  the  Mountagues. 

Enter  two  other Servinpneri. 

Samp.  My  naked  weapon  is  out:  quarrel,  I  will  back  thee 
Gre.  How  ?  Turn  thy  back  and  run  ? 

Samp:  fear  me'not. 
Greg.  No,  marly  :  I  fear  thee. 
Samp.  Let  us  take  the  Law  of  our  fides :  let  them  begin. 

Gre.  I  will  frown  as  I  pafs  by,&  let  them'  take  it  as  they  lift. 

Samp.  Nay,  as  they  dare.  I  will  bite  my  Thumb  at  them 
which  is  a  difgrace  to  them,  if  they  bear  it. 

Mr  a.  Do  you  b'ite  your  Thumb  at  us,  Sir  ? SarH.  I  do  bite  my  thumb,  Sir. 
Abra.  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  Sir  ? 
Sam.  Is  the  Law  of  our  fide,  if  I  fay  I  ? 
Greg.  No! 
Sam.  No,  Sir,  I  do  not  bite  ray  thumb  at  you,  Sir :  but 

I  bite  my  Thumb,  Sir. 
Greg.  Do  you  quarrel,  Sir  ? 
Abra.  Quarrel,  Sir  ?  no,  Sir. 
Sam.  If  you  do,  Sir,  lam  for  you,  I  ferve  as  good  a Man  as  ybu. 
Abra.  No  better  ? 

Sam.  Well,  Sir! 

Enter  Benvolio. 

Gr.  Say  better  :here  comes  one  of  my  Mafters  kiafmen. Sum.  Yes,  better. 
Abra.  You  Lye. 

Sam.  Draw  if  you  be  Men.  Gregory,  remember  thy 
warning  blow.  \jhey  fight. 

Ben.  Part,  Fools,  put  up  your  Swords,  you  know  not 
what  you  do. Enter  Tybalt. 

Tyb.  What  art  thou  drawn,  among  thefe  heartlefs 
Hinds  ?  Turn  thee,  Benvolio,  look  upon  thy  death. 

Ben.  I  do  but  keep  the  Peace,  put  up  thy  Sword, 
Or  manage  it  to  part  thefe  men  with  me. 

Tyb.  What  draw,  and  talk  of  Peace?  I  hate  the  word 
As  1  hate  Hell, all  Mountagues,  and  thee : 
Have  at  thee,  Coward.  [Fight. 

Enter  three  or  four  Citizens  with  Clubs. 

Offic.  Clubs,  Bills,  and  Partifans,  ftrike,  beat  them  down, 

Down  with  the'  Capulet s,  down  with  the  Mountagues. 

Enter  Old  Capulet  in  his  Gown,  and  his  Wife. 

Cap.  What  noife  is  this  ?  G  ive  me  my  long  Sword,  ho  ? 
Wife.  A  Crutch,  a  Crutch :  why  call  you  for  a  Sword  ? 
Cap.  A  Sword,  I  fay:  Old  Mountague  is  come, 

*  Odd  3  _  .And 
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And  llourilheshis  blade  in  ipightof  me. 

Enter  Old  Mountague,  and  his  Wife. 

Aioun.  Thou  Villain,  Capulet.  Hold  me  not,  let  me  go. 
2  U  ife.  Thou  (halt  not  ftjr  a  foot  to  feek  a  Foe. 

Enter  Prince  Eskales  with  his  Train. 

Vrin.  Rebellious  Subjetfts,  Enemies  to  Peace, 

Prophaners  of  this  Neighbour-ftained  Steel, 
Will  they  not  hear  ?  What  hoe,  you  Men,  you  Beafts, 
That  quench  the  Fire  of  your  pernicious  Rage, 
With  purple  Fountains  iffuing  from  your  Veins : 
On  pain  of  Torture  from  thefe  bloody  hands, 

Throw  your  miftemper'd  Weapons  to  the  ground, 
And  hear  the  Sentence  of  your  moved  Prince. 
Three  civil  Broils,  bred  of  an  Aiery  word, 
By  thee,  old  Capulet,  and  Mount  ague, 

Have  thrice  difturb'd  the  quiet  of  our  Streets, And  made  Feron<?s  ancient  Citizens 

Call  by  their  grave  befeeming  Ornaments, 
To  weild  old  Partizans,  in  hands  as  old, 

Cankred  with  Peace,  to  part  your  Cankred-hate, 
If  ever  you  difturbour  Streets  again, 
Your  lives  (hall  pay  the  forfeit  of  the  Peace. 
For  this  time  all  the  reft  depart  away  : 

You,  Capulet,  fhall  go  along  with  me  •, 
And,  Mount  ague,  come  you  this  afternoon, 

To  know  our  Father's  pleafure  in  this  cafe, 
To  old  Free-town,  our  common  Judgment- place : 
Once  more,  on  pain  of  death,  all  men  depart.  [Exeunt, 

Moun.  Who  fet  this  ancient  Quarrel  new  abroach  ? 
Speak,  Nephew,  were  you  by  when  it  began  ? 

Ben.  Here  were  the  Servants  of  your  adverfary, 

And  yours,  clofe  fighting  e're  I  did  approach, 
1  drew  to  part  them,  in  the  inftant  came 

The  fiery  Tibalt,  with  his  fword  prepar'd, 
Which  as  he  breathM  defiance  to  my  Ears, 
He  fvvong  about  his  Head,  and  cut  the  Winds, 

Who  nothing  hurt  withall,  hifs'd  him  in  fcorn,  ' 
While  we  were  interchanging  thrufts  and  blows, 
Came  more  and  more,  and  fought  on  part  and  part, 
Till  the  Prince  came,  who  parted  either  part. 

Wife.  O  where  is  Romeo,  law  you  him  to  day  ? 
Right  glad  am  I,  he  was  not  at  this  Fray. 

Ben.  Madam,  an  hour  before  the  worfhipp'd  Sun 
Peer'd  forth  the  golden  window  of  the  Eaft, 
A  troubled  mind  drave  me  to  walk  abroad, 
Where  underneath  the  grove  of  Sycamour, 
That;  Weft- ward  rooteth  from  this  City  fide, 
So  early  walking  did  I  fee  your  Son  •, 
Towards  him  I  made,  but  he  was  ware  of  me, 
And  ftole  into  the  Covert  of  the  Wood  ; 
I  meafuring  his  Affections  by  my  own, 
Which  then  moft  fought,  where  moft  might  not  be  found, 
Being  one  too  many  by  my  weary  felf, 
Purfued  my  Honour,  notpurfuing  his, 

And  gladly  fhun'd,  who  gladly  fled  from  me. 
Mount.  Many  a  morning  hath  he  there  been  feen, 

With  tears  augmenting  the  frefli  morning  Dew, 
Adding  to  Clouds,  more  Clouds  with  his  deep  fjghs, 
But  all  fofoonasthe  all-cheering  Sun, 
Should  in  the  fartheft  Eaft  begin  to  draw 

The  fhady  Curtains  from  Aurora's  Bed, 
Away  from  light  fteals  home  my  heavy  Son, 
And  private  in  his  Chamber  pens  himfelf, 

Shutsup  his  Windows,  locks  fair  Day-light  out, 
And  makes  himfelf  an  artificial  N  ight : 
Black  and  portentous  muft  this  humour  prove, 
Unlefsgood  Counfel  may  the  Caufe  remove. 

Ben,  My  Noble  Uncle,  do  you  know  the  Caufe  ? 
Moun.  1  neither  know  it,  nor  can  learn  of  him. 
Ben.  Have  you  importunM  him  by  any  means  ? 

Moun.  Both  my  felf,  and  many  other  Friends, 
But  he  his  own  affections  Counfellor, 
Is  to  himfelf  (I  will  not  fay  how  true) 
But  to  himfelf  fo  fecret  and  fo  clofe, 
So  far  from  founding  and  difcovery 
As  is  the  bud  bit  with  an  envious  worm, 
E're  he  can  fpread  his  fweet  Leaves  to  the  Air Or  dedicate  his  Beauty  to  the  fame. 
Could  we  but  learn  from  whence  his  Sorrows  grow We  would  as  willingly  give  cure,  as  know. 

Enter  Romeo;  - 

Ben.  See  where  he  comes,  fo  pleafe  you  ftep  afide, 
1  le  know  his  grievance,  or  be  much  deny'd. Moun.  I  would  thou  wert  fo  happy  by  thy  ftay, 
To  hear  true  Shrift.  Come,  Madam,  let's  away.  [Exeunt Ben.  Good  morrow,  Coufin. 

Rom.  Is  the  day  fo  young  ? 
Ben.  But  new  ftrook  nine. 
Rom.  Ay  me,  fad  hours  feem  long  : 

Was  that  my  Father  that  went  hence  fofaft  ? 
Ben.  It  was,  what  fadnefs  lengthens  Romeoh  hours  > 
Ro.  Not  having  that,  which  having,  makes  them  fhort. 
Ben.  In  love. 
Rom,  Out. 
Ben.  Of  Love. 

Rom.  Out  of  her  favour,  where  lam  in  Love. 
Ben.  Alas  that  Lovefo  gentle  in  his  view, 

Should  be  fo  Tyrannous  and  rough  in  proof. 
Rom  Alas  that  Love,  whofe  view  is  muffled  itilL 

bhouid  without  Eyes,  fee  path-ways  to  his  will : 
Where  fhall  we  dine  ?  O  me  :  what  fray  was  here  ? Vet  tell  me  not,  for  1  have  heard  it  all : 
Here's  much  to  do  with  hate,  but  more  with  love  : why  f hen,  O  brawling  Lcve,  O  loving  Hate, 
O  any  thing  ofriothing  firft  create  : 
O  heavy  Iightnefs,  fericus  Vanity, 
Mifhapen  Chaos  of  well-iceming  forms, 
Feather  of  Lead,  bright  Smoke;  cold  Fire,  fick  Health, btifl-waking  Sleep,  that  is  not  what  it  is : 
This  Love  feel  I,  that  feel  no  Love  in  this. Doft  thou  not  laugh  ? 

Ben.  No,  Couz,  I  rather  weep. Rom.  Good  Heart,  at  what  ? 
Ben.  At  thy  good  Hearts  oppreffion. 
Rom.  Whyfuth  is  loves  tranfgreffion. 

Gnefs  of  mine  own  lye  heavy  in  my  Breaft ; 
W  hich  thou  wilt  propagate  to  have  it  preft 
V  Vith  more  of  thine,  this  Love  that  thou  haft  (hewn, Doth  add  more  grief  to  too  much  of  mine  own. 
Love  is  a  fmoke  made  of  the  fume  of  fighs, 
Being  purg'd,  a  fire  fparling  in  Lovers  Eyes, 
Being  vext,  a  Sea  nourifh'd  with  loving  tears, 
V  Vhat  is  it  elfe  ?  a  madnefs  moft  difci  eet, 
Achoakinggall,  and  a  preferving  fweet : Farewel  my  Couz. 

Ben.  Soft,  I  will  go  along. 

And  if  you  leave  me  fo,  you  do  me  wrong. 
Rom.  But  I  have  loft  my  felf,  I  am  not  here, 

This  is  not  Romeo,  he'sfome  other  where. 
Ben.  Tell  me  in  fadnefs,  who  is  that  you  love  ? 
Rom.  What  fhall  I  grone  and  tell  thee  ? 
Ben.  Grone?  why  no  :  but fadly  tell  me, who. 
Rom.  A  fick  man  in  good  fadnefs  makes  his  will : 

O,  word  ill  urg'd  to  one  that  is  fo  ill : 
In  fadnefs,  Con  fin,  I  do  love  a  woman. 

Ben.  I  aim'd  fo  near,  when  I  fuppos'd  you  Iov'd. 
Rom.  A  right  good  Marks-man,  and  (he's  fair  I  love. 
Ben.  A  right  fair  mark,  fair  Couz,  is  fooneft  hit 
Rom.  Well  in  that  hit  you  mifs,  fhe'l  not  be  hie 

V  Vith  Cupids  Arrow,  fhe  hath  Dians  wit : 

And  in  ftrong  proof  of  Chaftity  well  arm'd  : 
From  Loves  weak  childifh Bow,  fhe  lives  uncharm'd. 

She 
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She  will  not  ftay  the  Siege  of  Loving  terms, 

Nor  bide  th'  incounter  of  aflailing  Eyes, 
Nor  ope  her  Lap  to  Saint-feducing  Gold : 
O  Ihe  is  rich  in  Beauty,  only  poor, 
That  when  (he  dies,  with  Beauty  dies  her  ftore. 

Ben.  Then  (he  hath  fworn,  that  Ihe  will  flill  live  chafte  ? 
Rom.  She  hath,  and  in  that  fparing  makes  huge  walte? 

For  Beauty  ftarv'd  with  her  feverity> 
Cuts  Beauty  off  from  all  pofterity. 
She  is  too  fair,  too  wife,  wifely  too  fair, 
To  merit  blifs  by  making  me  defpair  : 
She  hath  forfworn  to  love,  and  in  that  Vow 
Do  I  live  dead,  that  live  to  tell  it  now. 

Ben.  Be  rul'd  by  me,  forget  to  think  of  her. 
Rom.  O  teach  me  how  1  mould  forget  to  think. 
Ben.  By  giving  liberty  unto  thine  Eyes  ; 

Examine  other  Beauties. 

RoS  Tis  the  way  to  call  hers  ( exquifitejin  queftion  more. 
Thofe  happy  Masks  thatkifs  fair  Ladies  brows, 
Being  black,  put  us  in  mind  they  hide  the  fair  : 
He  that  is  ftrucken  blind  cannot  forget 

The  precious  Treafure  of  his  Eye-fight  loft  : 
Shew  me  a  Miftrefs  that  is  palling  fair  : 
What  doth  her  Beauty  ferve  but  as  a  Note, 
Where  I  may  read  who  pair,  that  palling  fair. 
Farewel,  thou  can'ft  not  teach  me  to  forget. 

Benlk  pay  that  do&rine,  or  clfe  die  in  debt.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Capulet,  County  Paris,  and  the  Clown. 

Cap  a.  Mount  ague  is  bound  as  well  as  I, 

In  penalty  alike3  and  'tis  not  hard  I  think, 
For  Men  fo  oLd  as  we  to  keep  the  Peace. 

Par.  Of  honourable  reckning  are  you  both, 

And  pity  'tis  you  liv'd  at  odds  fo  long  : 
But  now,  my  Lord,  what  fay  you  to  my  fuit  ? 

Cap.  But  faying  o're  what  I  have  faid  before, 
My  Child  is  yet  a  ftranger  in  the  World, 
She  hath  not  feen  the  change  of  fourteen  years, 
Let  two  more  Summers  wither  in  their  pride, 

E're  we  may  think  her  ripe  to  be  a  Bride. 
Par.  Younger  than  Ihe,  are  happy  Mothers  made.  ' 
Cap.  And  too  foon  marr'd  are  thofe  fo  early  made : 

Earth  up  hath  fwallowed  all  my  hopes  but  Ihe, 
She  is  the  hopeful  Lady  of  my  Earth : 
But  wooe  her,  gentle  Paw,  get  her  Heart, 
My  will  to  her  confent,  is  but  a  part, 
And  fhe  agree,  within  herfcope  of  choice, 
Lies  my  confent,  and  fair  according  voice : 

This  night  I  hold  an  old  accuftom'd  Feaft, 
Whereto  I  have  invited  many  a  Gueft, 
Such  as  I  love,  and  you  among  the  ftore, 
One  more,  molt  welcome  makes  my  number  more : 
At  my  poor  Houfe,  look  to  behold  this  night, 
Earth-treading  Stars,  that  make  dark  Heaven  light, 
Such  comfort  as  do  lufty  young  Men  feel, 

When  well  apparell'd  April  on  the  heel 
Of  limping  Winter  treads,  even fuch  delight 
Among  frefti  Female  buds  (hall  you  this  night 
Inherit  at  my  Houfe  :  hear  all,  all  fee : 
And  like  her  moll,  whofe  merit  moll  (hall  be : 
Which  one  more  view,  of  many,  mine  being  one, 

May  Hand  in  number,  though  in  reck'ning  none. 
Come,  go  with  me  :  go,  firrah,  trudge  about, 
Through  [air  Verona,  find  thofe  Perfons  out, 
Whofe  Names  are  written  there,  and  to  them  fay, 
My  Houfe  and  Welcome,  on  their  pleafure  ftay.  [Exit 

Ser.  Find  them  out  whofe  Names  are  written.  Here  it 

is  written,  that  the  Shoo-maker  Ihould  meddle  with  his 
Yard,  and  the  Tayler  with  his  Laft,  the  Filher  with  his 
Penfil,  and  the  Painter  with  his  Nets.  But  I  am  fent  to 
find  thofe  perfons  whofe  Names  are  writ,  and  can  never 
find  what  Names  the  writing  perfon  hath  here  writ,  (I 
ra^uft  to  the  Learned)  in  good  time. 

Enter  Benvolio,  and  Romeo. 

Ben.  Tut  man,  one  Fire  burns  out  anothers  burning, 
One  pain  is  lefs'ned  by  anothers  anguilh : 
Turn  giddy,  and  be  holp  by  backward  turning : 
One  defperate  grief  Cures  with  anothers  languifh : 
Take  thou  fome  new  infection  to  the  Eye, 
And  the  rank  Poyfon  of  the  old  will  die. 

Rom.  Your  Plantan  leaf  is  excellent  for  that. 
Ben.  For  what,  1  pray  thee  ? 
Rom.  For  your  broken-fhin. 
Ben.  Why,  Romeo,  art  thou  mad? 
Rom.  Not  mad,  but  bound  more  than  a  Mad  man  is : 

Shut  up  in  Prifon,  kept  without  my  Food, 
Whipt  and  tormented :  and  Good-e'en,good  Fellow, 

Ser.  God  gi'  Gocd-e'en,  I  pray,  Sir,  can  you  read  ? Rom.  I,  mine  own  Fortune  in  my  mifery. 
Ser.  Perhaps  you  have  learn'd  it  without  Book : 

But,  I  pray,  can  you  read  any  thing  you  lee  ? 
Rom.  I,  -if  I  know  the  Letters  and  the  Language, Ser.  Ye  fay  honeftly,  reft  you  merry. 
Rom.  Stay  Fellow,  1  can  read. 

He  reads  the  Letter. 

SEigneur  Uzn'mo,andhis  Wife  and  Daughter  :  County  An- felm  and  his  Beauteous  Sifters  i  the  Lady  Widow  of  V  kru- 
vio,  Seigneur  Placentio,  and  his  lovely  Nieces :  Mercutio  and 
his  Brother  Valentine,  mine  Vncle  Capulet,  his  Wife  and 
Daughters:  my  fair  Niece  Rofaline,  Livia,  Seigneur  Valen- 
tio,  and  his  Coufin  Tybalt:  Lucio,  and  the  lively  Helena. 

A  fair  Afiembly,  whither  Ihould  they  come  ? Ser.  Up. 

Rom.  Whither?  to  Supper? 
Ser.  To  our  Houfe. 
Rom.  Whofe  Houfe  ? 

Ser.  MyMafters. 
Rom.  Indeed  I  Ihould  have  askt  you  that  before. 
Ser.  Now  Pie  tell  you  without  asking.  My  Mafter  is 

the  great  rich  Capulet,  and  if  you  be  not  of  the  houfe  of 
Mount  agues,  I  pray  come  and  crufh  a  cup  of  Wine.  Reft 
you  merry.  [Exit. 

Ben.  At  this  fame  ancient  Feaftof  Capulet  s, 
Sups  the  fair  Rofaline,  whom  thou  fo  loveft  : 
With  all  the  admired  Beauties  of  Verona, 
Go  thither,  and  with  unattainted  Eye, 
Compare  her  Face  with  fome  that  I  fliall  (hew, 
And  I  will  make  thee  think  thy  Swan  a  Crow. 

Rom.  When  the  devout  Religion  of  mine  Eye 

Maintains  fuch  falfe-hood,  then  turn  Tears  to  Fire  : 
And  thefe  who  often  drown'd  could  never  die, 
Tranfparent  Hereticks  be  burnt  for  Liers. 

One  fairer  than  my  Love  !  the  all-feeing  Sun 
Nt're  faw  her  Match,  fince  firft  the  World  begun. 

Ben.  Tut,  tut,  you  faw  her  fair,  none  elfe  being  by, 
Her  felf  poys'd  with  her  felf  in  either  Eye : 
But  in  that  Cryftal  fcales,  let  there  be  weigh'd, 
Your  Ladies  love  againft  fome  other  Maid, 
That  I  will  (hew  you,  (hining  at  this  Feaft, 

Ar.3  (he'll  (hew  fcant  well,  that  now  (hews  beft. 
Rom.  I'le  go  along,  no  fuch  fight  to  be  (hewn, 

But  to  rejoice  in  fplendor  of  mine  own. 

Enter  CapuletV  Wife,  and  Nurfe. 

Wri/c.Nurfe,where's  my  Daughter  ?  call  her  forth  to  me. 
Nurfe.  Now  by  my  Maiden-head,  at  twelve  years  old 

I  bad  her  come,  what  Lamb,  what  Lady-bird,  God  forbid 
Where's  this  Girl  ?  what,  Juliet? Enter  Juliet. 

Juliet.  How  now,  who  calls  ? 
Nurfe.  Your  Mother. 

Juhet.  Madam,  I  am  here,  what  is  your  will. ? 

Wtfe 
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Wife.  This  is  che  macter  :  Nurfe,  give  leave  a  while,  we 
muft  talk  in  fecret.  N  urfe,  come  back  again,  I  have  remem- 
bred  me,  thou'fe  hear  my  Gounfel :  Thou  knoweft  my 
Daughter's  of  a  pretty  age. 

Nurfe.  Faith  1  can  tell  her  age  unto  an  hour. 

Wife.  She's  not  fourteen. 
Nurfe.  l'le  lay  fourteen  of  my  teeth, 

And  yet  to  my  teeth  be  it  fpoken, 

1  have  but  four,  file's  not  fourteen  ; 
How  long  is  it  now  to  Lammas -tids  ? 

Wife.  A  fortnight  and  odd  days. 

Nurfe.  Even  or  odd,  of  all  days  in  the  year,  come  Lam- 
mas Eve  at  night  (hall  (he  be  fourteen.  Sufan  and  (he,  God 

reft  all  Chriftian  Souls,  were  of  an  age.  Well,  Sufan  is  with 

God,  flie  was  too  good  for  me.    But  as  I  faid,  on  Lam- 
mas Eve  at  night  (hall  ihe  be  fourteen,  that  fliall  fhe,  mar- 
ry, I  remember  it  well.  'Tis  fince  the  Earthquake  now  ele- 
ven years,  and  fhe  was  wean'd,  I  never  fhall  forget  it,  of 

all  the  days  in  the  year,  upon  that  day :  for  I  had  then  laid 

1  Worm-wood  to  my  Dug,litthig  in  the  Sun  under  the  Dove- 
houfe  wall,  my  Lord  and  you  were  then  at  Mantua^  nay,  I. 
do  bear  a*  brain.  But  as  I  faid,  when  it  did  taft  the  Worm- 

wood on  the  Nipple  of  my  Dug,  and  felt  it  bitter,  pretty 
fool,  to  fee  it  teachy,  and  fall  out  with  the  Dug.  Shake, 

quoth  the  Dove-houfe,  'twas  no  need  I  trow  to  bid  me 
trudge :  and  fince  that  time  it  is  eleven  years,  for  then  fhe 

could  ftand  alone,  nay,  byth'  Rood  fhe  could  have  run,  and 
wadled  all  about :  for  even  the  day  before  fhe  broke  her 
Brow,  and  then  my  Husband,  God  be  with  his  Soul,  a  was 
a  merry  man,  took  up  the  Child,  yea,  quoth  he,  doftthou 
fall  upon  thy  Face  ?  thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  haft 
more  wit,  wilt  thou  not,  Juliet  ?  And  by  my  Holy-dam, 
the  pretty  wretch  left  crying,  and  fakl,  I :,  to  fee  now  how 
a  Jeft  fhall  come  about.    I  warrant,  and  I  mould  live  a 
rhcufand  years,  I  never  fhould  forget  it :  Wilt  thou  not, 
Juliet,  quoth  he?  and  pretty  fool,  it  ftinted,  and  laid,  I. 

Old  La.  Enough  of  this,  I  pray  thee  hold  thy  peace. 
Nur.  Yes,  Madam,  yet  I  cannot  chufe  but  laugh,  to  think 

it  fhould  leave  crying,  and  fay,  I :  and  yet  I  warrant  it  had 
upon  its  Brow  a  bump  as  big  as  a  young  Cockreis  Stone :  A 
perilous  knock,  and  it,  cried  bitterly.    Yea,  quoth  my 

Husband,  faU'ft  upon  thyTace?  thou  wilt  fall  backward 
when  thcu  comeft  to  age  ■•  wilt  thou  not,  Juliet}- It  ftinted, 
anti  faid,  I. 

Juli.  And  ftint  thee  too,  I  pray  thee,  Nurfe,  fay  I. 
i    Nur.  Peace,  I  have  done:  God  mark  thee  to  his  Grace, 

thou  waft  the  prettieft  Babe  that  e're  I  nurft,  and  I  might 
live  to  fee  thee  married  once,  1  have  my  wifh. 

Old  La.  Marry  that  marry  is  the  very  theam 
I  came  to  talk  of,  tell  me,  Daughter  Juliet, 
How  ftands  your  difpofitipn  to  be  Married  t 

J uii .  'Tis  an  hour  that  I  dream  not  of. 
Nur,  An  hour,  were  not  I  thine  onely  Nurfe,  I  would 

fay  that  thou  hadftfuck'd  wifdom  from  thy  teat. 
Old  La.  Well  think  of  Marriage  now,  younger  than  you 

Here  in  ̂ m/rf,  Ladies  of  efteem, 
Are  made  already  Mothers.    By  my  count, 
I  was  your  Mother,  much  upon  thefe  years, 
That  you  are  now  a  Maid,  thus  thrn  in  brief, 
The  valiant  Parts  feeks  you  for  his  Love. 

Nurfe.  A  Man,  young  Lady,  Lady,  fuch  a  Man  as  all  v..e 

world   Why  lie's  a  Man  of  Was. 
Old  La.  ̂ erond'%  Summer  hath  not  fuch  a  flower. 

Nurfe.  Nay  he's  a  flower,  in  faith  a  very  flower. 
Old  La.  V  V  hat  fay  you,  can  you  love  the  Gentleman  ? 

This  night  you  fhall  bdiold  him  at  our  Feaft, 

Read  o're  the  Volume  of  young  Pansys  Face, 
A  r:d  find  delight  writ  there  with  Beauties  Pen : 
Examine  every  feveral  lineament, 
And  fee  how  one  another  lends  content : 

And  what  obfeur'd  in  this  fair  Volume  lies, 
Finde  written  in  the  Margent  of  his  Eyes. 
This  precious  Book  of  Love,  this  unbound  Lover, 
To  bcautifie  him,  only  lacks  a.  Cover. 

The  Fifh  lives  in  the  Sea,  and  'tis  much  pride 
For  fair  without,  the  fair  within  to  hide : 
That  Book  in  manies  Eyes  doth  fhare  the  glory, 
That  in  Gold  Clafps  locks  in  the  Golden  ftory  : 
So  fhall  you  (hare  all  that  he  doth  poflefs, 

By  having  him,  making  your  felf  no  lefs. 
Nurfe.  No  lefs,  nay  bigger :  Women  grow  by  men. 
Old  La.  Speak  briefly,  can  you  like  of  Paris  love  ? 
Juli.  Pie  look  to  like,  if  looking  liking  move. 

But  no  more  deep  will  I  endart  mine  Eye, 
Than  your  confent  gives  ftrength  to  make  it  fly. 

Enter  a  Servingman. 

Ser.  Madam,  the  G  uefts  are  come,  Supper  ferv'd  up,  you 

call'd,  my  young  Lady  ask'd for,  the  Nurfe  curft  in  the 
Pantry,  and  every  thing  in  extremity :  I  muft  hence  to 
wait,  1  befeech  you  follow  ftraight.  [Exit. 

Mo.  We  follow  thee.  Juliet,  the  County  ftays. 
Nurfe.  Go,  Girl,  feek  happy  nights  to  happy  days. 

[_Exeunt. Enter  Romeo,  Mercutio,  Benvolio,  with  five  or  fx  other 

Maskers,  Torch-bearers. 

Rom.  What  fhall  this  Speech  be  fpoke  to  ourexcufe? 
Or  fhall  we  on.  without  Apology  ? 

Ben.  The  date  is  out  of  fuch  prolixity, 

We'l  have  no  Cupd  hood-winkt  with  a  Scarf, 
j  Bearing  a  Tartars  painted  Bow  of  Lath, 
j  Scaring  the  Ladies  like  a  Crow-keeper. 
;  But  let  them  meafure  us  by  what  they  wilL, 

We'l  meafure  them  a  Meafure,  and  be  gone. 
Rom.  G  ive  me  a  Torch,  I  am  not  for  this  ambling. 

Being  but  heavy,  I  will  bear  the  light. 
|    Mer.  Nay,  gentle  Romeo  i we  muft  have  you  dance, 
j    Rom.  Not  I,  believe  me,  you  have  dancing  Shoes 
i  With  nimble  Soles,  I  have  a  Sole  of  Lead, 
So  Stakes  me  to  the  ground,  I  cannot  move. 

Mer.  You  are  a  Lover,  borrow  Cupids  Wings, 
And  lbar  with  them  above  a  common  bound. 

Rom.  I  am  too  fore  impierced,  with  his  fhaft, 
To  foar  with  his  light  feathers,  and  to  bound : 
I  cannot  bound  a  pitch  above  dull  woe, 
Under  loves  heavy  burden  do  I  fink. 

Hora.  And  to  link  in  it,  fhould  you  burden  love, 
Too  great  oppreflion  for  a  tender  thing. 

Rom.  Is  Love  a  tender  thing  ?  it  is  too  rough, 
Too  rude,  too  boyfterous,  it  pricks  like  Thorn. 

Mer.  If  Love  be  rough  with  you,  be  rough  with  Love, 
Prick  Love  for  pricking,  and  you  beat  Love  down, 
Give  me  a  Cafe  to  put  my  Vilage  in, 
A  Viforfor  a  Vifor  ;  what  care  1 
What  curious  Eye  doth  quote  deformities, 
Here  are  the  Beetle-brows  fhall  blufh  for  me. 

Ben.  Come  knock  and  enter,  and  no  fooner  in, 
But  every  man  betake  him  to  his  Legs, 
i    Rom.  A  Torch  for  me,  let  Wantons  light  of  Heart 
Tickle  the  fenfelefs  Rufhes  with  their  Heels : 

iFor  I  am  proverb'd  with  a  Grandfire  Phrafe, 
l'le  be  a  Candle-holder,  and  look  on, 

The  Game  was  ne'refo  fair,  and  1  am  Dun. 
Mer.  Tut,  Dun's  the  Moufe,  the  Conftables  own  word, 

If  thou  art  Dun,  we'l  draw  thee  from  the  mire. 
Or,  fave  your  reverence,  Love,  wherein  thou  ftickeft 
jUp  to  the  Ears :  come,  we  burn  day-light,  ho. 

j    Rami  Nay^  that's  not  fo. Mer,  Inwan,  Sir,  I  delay. 

'We  wafte  our  Lights  in  vain,  lights,  lights,  by  day  j 
Take  our  good  Meaning,  for  our  Judgment  fits 

Five  times  in  that,  e're  once  in  our  fine  Wits. 
Rom.  And  we  mean  well  in  going  to  this  Mask, 

But 'tis  no  wit  to  go. 
Mer.  Why,  may  one  ask  ?  t 
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Rom.  1  dreamt  a  Dream  to  Night- 
Mtr.  And  fodidl. 

Rom.  Wei!,  what  was  yours  ? 
Mer.  That  Dreamers  often  lie. 

Rom.  In  Bed  afleep  while  tbey  do  dream  things  true. 
Mer.  O  then  I  fee  Queen  Mab  hath  been  with  you : 

She  is  the  Fairies  Mid-wife,  and  fhe  comes  in  fhape  no  big- 

ger than  an  Agat-ftone  on  the  fore-finger  of  an  Alderman, 
drawn  with  a  teem  of  little  Atomies,  over  Mens  Nofes  as 

they  lie  alleep  :  her  Waggon  Spoke's  made  of  long  Spin- 
ners Legs :  the  Cover  of  the  Wings  of  Grafhoppers  i  her 

Trace  of  the  fmalleft  Spiders  Web  \  her  Collars  of  the 
Moon-fliines  watry  beams  j  her  Whip  of  Creckets  bone, 
theLafh  of  filme  her  Waggoner  5  a  fmall  gray  coated 
•Gnat,  not  half  fo  big  as  a  round  little  Worm,prickt  from 

the  Lazy  finger  of  a  Woman.  Her  Chariot  is  an  empty  Ha- 
fel-nut,made  by  the  Joyner  Squirrel  or  old  Grub,  time  out 

of  mind,  the  Fayries  Coach-makers :  and  in  this  ftate  fhe 

gallops  Night  by  Night,  through  Lovers  Brains :  and  then 
they  dream  of  Love.  On  Countries  Knees,  that  dream  on 

Curfies  ftrait :  O're  Lawyers  Fingers,  who  ftrait  dream  on 
Fees :  o're  Ladies  Lips,  who  ftrait  on  Rifles  dream,  which 
oft  the  angry  Mab  with  Blifters  plagues,  becaufe  their 
Breath  with  Sweet-meats  tainted  are.  Sometime  fhe  gal- 

ops o're  a  Courtiers  Nofe,  and  then  dreams  he  of  fmelling 
out  a  Suit :  and  fometime  comes  fhe  with  a  Tith-pigs  tale, 
tickling  a  Parfons  Nofe  as  he  liesafleep,  then  he  dreams 
of  another  Benefice.  Sometime  fhe  driveth  o're  aSouldiers 
Neck,  and  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  Foreign  Throats,  of 
Breaches,  Ambufcadoes,  Spanifi  Blades :  Of  Healths  five 

Fathom  deep  •,  and  then  anon  drums  in  his  Ears,  at  which 
heftarts  and  wakes,  and  being  thus  frighted,  fwears  a 
Prayer  or  two,and  fleeps  again :  this  is  that  very  Mab  that 

plats  the  manes  of  Horfes  in  the  Night :  and  bakes  the  Elf- 
locks  in  foul  fluttifh  Hairs,  which  once  intangled  ,  much 
misfortune  bodes. 

This  is  the  Hag,  when  Maids  lie  on  their  backs, 
That  prefTes  them,  and  learns  them  firft  to  bear, 
Making  them  women  of  good  Carriage  : 
This  is  fhe   , 

Rom.  Peace,  peace,  Mercutio,  peace. 

Thou  talk'ft  of  nothing. 
Mer.  True,  1  talk  of  Dreams : 

Which  are  the  Children  of  an  idle  Brain,  /  ' 
Begot  of  nothing,  but  vain  phantafie, 
Which  is  as  thin  of  fubfbance  as  the  Air, 
And  more  unconftant  than  the  Wind,  who  wooes 
Even  now  the  frozen  bofom  of  the  North  : 

And  being  anger'd,  puffs  away  from  thence 
Turning  his  fide  to  the  dew-dropping  South. 

Ben.  This  wind  you  talk  of  blows  us  from  our  felves, 
Supper  is  done,  and  wefhall  come  too  late. 

Rom.  I  fear  too  early,  for  my  mind  mifgives, 
Some  confequence  yet  hanging  in  the  Stars, 
Shall  bitterly  begin  his  fearful  date 
With  this  Nights  Revels,  and  expire  the  term 

Of  adefpifed  Life  clos'd  in  my  Breaft, 
By  fome  vile  forfeit  of  untimely  death) 
But  he  that  hath  the  fteerage  of  my  courfe, 
Direct  my  fute :  On,  lufty  Gentlemen. 

Ben.  Strike,  Drum. 

Tbey  march  about  the  Stage,  ani  Servingmen  tome  forth  with 
their  Napkins. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Where's  Potpan,  that  he  helps  not  to  take  away  ? 
Hefhift  a  Trencher  ?  He  fcrape  a  Trencher. 

i.  When  good  Manners  fhall  lie  in  one  or  two  Mens 

hands,  and  they  unwafh'd  too,  'tis  a  foul  thing. 
Ser.  Away  with  the  Joyn-ftools,  remove  the  Court- 

cupbord,  look  to  the  Plate  :  good  thou,  fave  me  a  piece  of 

March-pane,  and  as  thou  loveft  rqe,  let  the  Porter  let  in 

 i 

Sujan  Grindjhne,  and  Nell,  Anthony,  and  Potpan. 
2..  I,  Boy,  ready. 

Ser.  You  are  look'd  for,  call'dfor,  ask'd  for,  and  fought 
for,  in  the  great  Chamber. 

1 .  We  cannot  be  here  and  there  too,  chearly  Boys 
Be  brisk  a  while,  and  the  longer  liver  take  all. 

XJLxchm. Enter  all  the  Guefls  and  Gentlewomen  to  the 
Maskers. 

1  Cap.  Welcome,  Gentlemen, 
Ladies  that  have* their  Toes 
Unplagu'd  with  Corns,  will  walk  about  with  you : Ah  me,  Miftrefles,  which  of  you  all 
Will  now  deny  to  Dance  ?  She  that  makes  dainty, 
She,  I'le  fwear,  hath  Corns :  Am  I  come  near  ye  now  ? Welcome  Gentlemen,  I  have  feen  the  day 
That  I  have  worn  a  Vifor,  and  could  tell 
A  whifpering  Tale  in  a  fair  Ladies  Ear, 
Such  as  would  pleafe  :  'tis  gone,  'tis  gone,  tis  gone, 
You  are  welcome,Gentlemen,  come,  Mufitians,  play : 

[Mujick^  plays  :  and  they  dance. 
A  Hall,  Hall,  give  room,  and  foot  it,  Girles, 
More  light,  ye  Knaves,  and  turn  the  Tables  up : 
And  quench  the  Fire,  the  Room  is  grown  too  hot. 
Ah,  Sirrah,  this  unlook'd  for  fpert  comes  well : 
Nay,  fit,  nay  fit,  good  Coufin  Capuict, 
For  you  and  I,  are  pafl  our  dancing  daies : 

How  long  is't  now  fince  laft  your  felf  and  I Were  in  a  Mask  ? 

2  Cap,  By'r  Lady,  thirty  years . 
1  Cap.  What,  man  •  'tis  not  fo  much,  'tis  not  fo  much, 

JTis  fince  the  Nuptial  of  Lucent to, 
Come  Pentecoft,  as  quickly  as  it  will, 

Some  five  and  twenty  years,  and  then  we  Mask'd. 
2  Cap.  'Tis  more,  'tis  more,  his  Son  is  Elder,  Sir : His  Son  is  thirty. 

3  Cap.  Will  you  tell  me  that  ? 
His  Son  was  but  a  Ward  two  years  ago. 

Rom.  What  Lady  is  that  which  doth  enrich  the  hand 
of  yonder  Knight  f 

,  Ser.  I  know  not,  Sir. 
Rom.  O  fhe  doth  teach  the  Torches  to  burn  bright : 

Her  Beauty  hangs  upon  the  cheek  of  night, 
Like  a  rich  Jewel  in  an  ̂ Ethiops  Ear  : 
Beauty  too  rich  for  ufe,  for  Earth  too  dear : 
So  fhews  a  Snowy  Dove  trooping  with  Crows, 

As  yonder  Lady  o're  her  Fellows  fhows  : 
The  meafure  done,  l'le  watch  her  place  of  Hand, 
And  touching  hers,  make  blefled  my  rude  hand. 

Did  my  heart  love  tillnow,'forfwear  it,  fight, 
For  1  never  faw  true  Beauty  till  this  Night. 

Tib.  This  by  his  voice  fhould  be  a  Mountague. 
Fetch  me  my  Rapier,  Boy,  what  dares  the  Slave 
Come  hither  cover'd  with  an  Antique  Face, 
To  fleer  and  fcorn  at  our  Solemnity  ? 
Now  by  the  ftock  and  honour  of  my  kin, 
To  ftrike  him  dead  I  hold  it  not  a  fin. 

Cap.  Why  how  now,  Kinfman, 

Wherefore  ftorm  yo*u  fo  ? Tib.  Uncle  this  is  a  Mountague,  our  Foe  : 
A  Villain  that  is  hither  come  in  fpight, 
To  fcorn  at  our  Solemnity  this  Night. 

Cap,,  Young  Romeo  is  it  ? 
Tib.  'Tis  he,  that  Villain  Romeo. 
Cap.  Content  thee,  gentle  Couz,  let  him  alone, 

A  bears  him  like  a  portly  Gentleman  : 

And  to  fay  truth,  f^erona  brags  of  him, 

To  be  a  vertuous  and  well-govern'd  Youth I  would  not  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  Town, 
Here  in  my  Houfe  do  him  difparagement : 
Therefore  be  patient,  take  no  note  of  him, 
It  is  my  will,  the  which  if  thou  refpect, 

Shew 



310 
The  Tragedy  of  Romeo  and  Juliet. 

Shew  a  fair  prefence,  and  put  ofFthefe  frowns, 
An  ill  befeeming  femblance  for  a  Feaft. 

Tib.  It  fits,  when  fuch  a  Villain  is  a  Gueft, 
Tie  not  endure  him. 

Cap.  He  (hall  be  indur'd. 
What,  goodman-boy.  I  fay  he  (hall,  go  to, 
Am  I  the  Matter  here,  or  you  ?  go  to, 

You'l  not  endure  him,  God  (hall  mend  my  Soul, 
You1!  make  a  mutiny  among  the  Guefts : 
You  will  fet  cock  a  hoop,  you'l  be  the  Man? 

Tib.  Why,  Uncle,  'tis  a  (hame. 
Cap.  Go  to,  go  to. 

You  are  a  fawcy  Boy,  'tis  fo  endeed  ? 
This  trick  may  chance  to  fcathe  you,  I  know  what, 

You  muft  contrary  me,  marry 'tis  time. 

Well  faid,  my  Hearts,  you  are  a  Princox,  go,  ' 
Be  quiet  or  more  light,  for  (hame, 
Tie  make  you  quiet.  What,  cheerly  my  Hearts. 

Tib.  Patience  perforce,  with  willful  choler  meeting, 
Makes  my  flefh  tremble  in  their  different  greeting  : 
I  will  withdraw,  but  this  intrufion  (hall 

Now  feeming  fweet,  convert  to  bitter  gall. 
Rom.  If  I  prophane  with  my  unworthieft  hand, 

This  holy  fhr-ine,  the  gentle  fin  is  this, 
My  lips  two  blufhing  Pilgrims  ready  ftand, 
To  fmopth  that  rough  touch  with  a  tender  kifs. 

Jul.  Good  Pilgrim, 
You  do  wrong  your  Hand  too  much, 
Which  mannerly  devotion  fhews  in  this, 
For  Saints  have  hands,  the  Pilgrims  hand,  do  touch, 
And  palm  to  palm,  is  holy  Palmers  kifs. 

Rom.  Have  not  Saints  Lips,  and  holy  Palmers  too  ? 
Jul.  I,  Pilgrim,  lips  that  they  muft  ufe  in  Prayer. 
Rom.  O  then,  dear  Saint,  let  Lips  do  what  Hands  do, 

They  pray,  (grant  thou,)  leaft  Faith  turn  to  Defpair. 
Jul.  Saints  do  not  move, 

Though  grant -for  Prayers  fake. 
Rom.  Then  move  not  while  my  Prayers  effect  do  take : 

Thus  from  my  Lips,  by  thine  my  fin  is  purg'd. 
Jul.  Then  have  my  Lips  the  fin  that  they  have  took. 

Rom.  Sin  from  my  Lips  ?  O  trefpafs  fweetly  urg'd  : 
Give  me  my  fin  again. 

Jul.  You  kifs  by  th'  Book. 
Nur.  Madam,  your  Mother  craves  a  word  with  you. 
Rom.  What  is  her  Mother  ? 
Nur.  Marry,  Batchelor, 

Her  Mother  is  the  Lady  of  the  Houfe, 
And  a  good  Lady,  and  a  wife,  andvertuous, 

1  Nurs'd  her  Daughter  that  you  talk  withall : 
I  tell  you,(  he  that  can  lay  hold  of  her, 
Shall  have  the  Chinks- 

Rom.  Is  fhe  a  Capulet  ? 
0  dear  account.!  my  Life  is  my  Foes  debt. 

Ben.  A  way,  be  gone,  the  (port  is  at  the  belt. 
Rom.  I,  ft>  I  fear,  the. more  is  my  unreft. 
Cap.  Nay,  Gentlemen,  prepare  not  to  be  gone, 

We  have  a  trifling  foolifh  Banquet  towards : 

Is  it  e'en  fo  ?  why  then*  I  thank  you  all. 
1  thank  you,  honefl  Gentlemen,  good  Night: 

Mpre  Torches  here  come  on,  then  lets  to  Bed. 

Ah  Sirrah,  by  my  Faie  it  waxes  late.  ' 
1'ie  to  my  reft.  •     I  and  « 

[Exeunt. Jul.  Come  hither,  Nur fe, 
What  is  yond'  Gentleman  ? 

Nur.  The  Son  and  Heir  of  old  Tyberio. 
Jul.  What's  he  that  now  is  going  out  of  door? 

Nur.  Marry,  that  I- 'think  to  be  young  Petruchio. 
Jul.  What's  he  that  follows,  here,  that  would  not  dance .? 
Nur.  I  know  not.  ■  ,  • 
Jul.  Go  ask  his  Name ;  if  he  be  Married,  . . 

My  Grave  is  like  to  be  my  wedding  Bed. 
Nur.  His  Name  is  Romeo,  and  a  Mount Ague, 

The  cnty.Scm  of  our  great  Enemy. 

Jul.  My  only  Love  fprung  from  my  only  Hate 

Too  early  feen,  unknown,  and  known,  too  late* Prodigious  birth  of  Love  it  is  to  me, 
That  1  muft  love  a  loathed  Enemy. 

Nur.  What's  this  ?  what's  this  ? 
Jul.  A  Rhime  I  learn'd  even  now 

Of  one  I  danc'd  withall. {One  calls  within,  Juliet. 

Nur.  Anon,  anon.* 

Come  let's  away,  the  Strangers  all  are  gone. 

[Exeunt. Chorus. 

Now  old  defire  doth  in  his  Death -bed  lie, 
And  young  A  flexion  gapes  to  be  his  Heir, 
That  fair,  for  which  Love  groan'd  for  and  would  die, 
With  tender  Juliet  match'd  is  now  not  fair, 
Now  Romeo  is  beloved,  and  loves  again, 
A  like  bewitched  by  the  charm  of  looks : 
But  to  his  Foe  fuppos'd  he  muft  complain, 
And  (he  fteal  Loves  Tweet  bait  from  fearful  hooks. 
Being  held  a  Foe,  he  may  not  have  accefs 
To  breathe  fuch  Vows,  as  Lovers  ufe  to  fwear 
And  fhe  as  much  in  Love,  her  means  much  lefs, 
To  meet  her  new  Beloved  any  where  : 
But  paflion  lends  them  Power,  time,  means  to  meet, 
Tempting  extremities  with  extream  fweet. 

Enter  Romeo  alone. 

Rom.  Can  I  go  forward,  when  my  Heart  is  here  ? 
Turn  back,  Dull  Earth,  and  find  my  Center  out. 

Enter  Benvolio  with  Mercutio. 

Ben.  Romeo,  my  Coufin  Romeo,  Romeo. Mer.  He  is  wife, 

And  on  my  life  hath  ftoln  him  home  to  bed. 

Ben.  He  ran  this  way,  and  leap'd  this  Orchard  wall. 
Call,  good  Mercutio ; 
Nay,  l'le  conjure  too. 

Mer.  Romeo  Humours,  Madam,  Paffion,  Lover, 
Appear  thou  in  the  likenefs  of  a  fight, 
Sp.ak  but  one  time,  and  I  am  fatisfied  : 
Cry  me  but  aim,  Couply  but  Love  and  Day, 
Speak  to  my  Goffi^Venus  one  fair  word, 
One  Nick-name  for  her  pur-blind  Son  and  her, 
Young  Abraham  Cupid,  he  that  (hot  fo  true, 

When  King  Copbetua  lov'd  the  Beggar-maid, 
He  heareth  not,  he  ftirreth  not,  he  moveth  not, 
The  Ape  is  dead,  and  I  muft  conjure  him, 
1  conjure  thee  by  Rofalineh  bright  Eyes, 
By  her  high  Fore-head,  and  her  Scarlet  lip, 
By  her  fine  Foot,  ftreight  Leg,  and  quivering  Thigh, 
And  the  Defmeans  that  there  adjacent  lie, 

.That  in  thy  likenefs  thou  appear  to  us. 

^  Ben.  And  if  he  hear  thee,  thou  wilt  anger  him. 
Mer.  This  cannot  anger  him,  'twould  anger  him, 

To  raife  a  Spirit  in  his  Miftrefs's  Circle, 
Offome  ftrange  Nature,  letting  it  there  ftand 
Till  fhe  had  laid  it,  and  conjur'd  it  down, That  were  fome  fpight. 

My  Invocation  is  fair  and  honeft,and  in  his  Miftrefs's  name, 
I  conjure  only  but  to  raife  up  him. 

Ben.  Come,  he  hath  hid  himfelf  among  thefe  Trees 
To  be  conforted  with  the  humorous  Night : 
Blind  is  his  Love,  and  beft  befits  the  dark. 

Mer.  If  Love  be  blind,  Love  cannot  hit  the  mark, 

Now  will  he  fit  under  a  Medlar- tree, 
And  wifh  his  Miftrefs  wore  that  kind  of  Fruit, 
As  Maids  call  Medlars  when  they  laugh  alone, 
O,  Romeo,  that  fhe  were,  O  that  fhe  were 
An  Open,  or  thou  a  Poprin  Pear, 

Romeo 
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Romeo,  good  night,  l'le  to  my  Truckle-bed, 

|  This  Field-bed  is  too  cold  for  me  to  ileep  : 
Come,  (hall  we  go  ? 

A*.  Go  then,  for  'tis  in  vain  to  feek  him  here  
That  means  not  to  be  found. 

\hxzuat. Rom.  He  jefts  at  Scars  that  never  felt  a  woun  d, 

|  But  foft,  what  light  through  yonder  window  breaks  
? 

I  It  is  the  Eaft,  and  Juliet  is  the  Sun, 

i  Arife,  fair  Sun,  and  kill  the  envious  Moon, 

Who  is  already  tick  and  pale  with  grief, 

That  thou  her  Maid,  art  far  more  fair  than  fhe  : 

Be  not  her  Maid  fince  fhe  is  envious, 

Her  veftal  Livery  is  but  fick  and  green, 

|  And  none  but  Fools  do  wear  it,  caft  it  oft:  / 

It  is  my  Lady,0  it  is  my  Love,  O  that  fhe  knew  fhe  we
re, 

She  fpeaks,  yet  fhe  fays  nothing  7  what  of  that  ? 

Her  Eye  difcourfes,  1  will  anfwer  it  : 

I  am  too  bold,  'tis  not  to  me  fhe  fpeaks  : 

Two  of  the  faireft  Stars  in  all  the  Fleaven, 

Having  fome  bafinefs,  do  intreat  her  Eyes 

To  twinckle  in  their  Spheres  till  they  return. 

'  What  if  her  Eyes  were  there,  they  in  her  Head, 

,  The  brightnefs  of  her  Cheek  would  fhamethofe  Stars, 

'  As  Day-light  doth  a  Lamp,  her  Eye  in  Heaven, 
i  Would  through  the  airy  Region  ftream  fo  bright, 

That  Birds  would  fing,  and  think  it  were  not  N  lght : 

I  See  how  fhe  leans  her  Cheek  upon  her  Hand. 
:  O  that  I  were  a  Glove  upon  that  hand. 

|  That  I  might  touch  that  Cheek.  I 
Jul.  Ay  me. 
Rom.  She  fpeaks. 

Oh  fpeak  again,  bright  Angel,  for  thou  art 

As  glorious  to  this  Night  being  o're  my  Head, 
As  is  a  winged  MefTenger  of  Heaven 

Unto  the  white  upturned  wondringEyes 

(  Of  Mortals  that  fall  back  to  gaze  on  him, 

When  he  beftrides  the  lazy  puffing  Clouds, 

And  fails  upon  the  bofom  of  the  air. 

Jul.  <y,  Romeo,  Romeo,  wherefore  art  thou  Romo} 

I  Deny  thy  Father,  and  refufe  thy  name : 
Or  if  thou  wilt  not,  be  but  fworn  my  Love, 

And  Tie  no  longer  be  a  Capulet. 
Rom.  Shall  I  hear  more,  or  fhall  1  fpeak  at  this? 

Juli.  'Tis  but  thy  name  that  is  my  Enemy  s 
Thou  art  thy  felf,  though  not  a  Mountague, 

What's  Mount  ague  ?  it  is  not  hand  nor  foot, 

Nor  arm,  nor  face,  O  be  fome  other  name 
Belonging  to  a  man. 

What's  in  a  name  ?  that  which  we  call  a  Rofe, 

By  any'  other  word  would  fmell  as  fweet, 
So  Romeo  would,  were  he  not  Romeo  call'd, 
Retain  that  dear  perfection  which  he  owes, 

Without  that  Title  j  Romeo,  doff  thy  Name, 

And  for  thy  Name,  which  is  no  part  of  thee,  ^ 
Take  all  my  felf. 

Rom.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word : 

Call  me  but  Love,  and  Tie  be  new  baptiz'd, 
Henceforth  I  never  will  be  Romno. 

Jul.  What  Man  art  thou,  that  thus  befcreen'd  in  Night, So  ftumbleft  on  my  Counfel  ? 
Rom.  By  a  Name, 

I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am  •• 
My  Name,  dear  Saint,  is  hateful  to  my  felf, 
Becaufe  it  is  an  Enemy  to  thee, 

Had  I  it  written,  I  would  tear  the  word. 

Jul.  My  Ears  have  yet  not  drunk  a  hundred  words 

Of  thy  Tongues  uttering,  yet  I  know  the  found. 
Art  thou  not  Romeo,  and  a  Mount  ague  ? 

Rom.  Neither,  fair  Maid,  if  either  thee  diflike. 

Jul.  How  cam'ft  thou  hither, 
Tell  me,  and  wherefore  ? 
The  Orchard  Walls  are  high,  and  hard  to  climb, 
And  the  place  Death,  confidering  who  thou  art, 

If  any  of  my  Kinfmen  find  thee  here. 
Rom.  With  Loves  light  wings 

Did  I  o're-perchthefe  Walls, 
For  ftony  Limits  cannot  hold  Love  out, 
And  what  Love  can  do,  that  dares  Love  attempt:  / 
Therefore  thy  Kinfmen  are  no  ftop  to  me. 

If  I hey  do  fee  thee,  they 'Will  murder  thee. 
Rom.  Alack  there  lies  more  peril  in  thine  Eye, 

Than  twenty  of  their  fwords,  look  thou  but  fweet, 
And  I  am  proof  againft  their  Enmity. 

Jul.  I  vvould  not  for  the  World  they  faw  thee  here. 
Rom.  I  have  Nights  cloak  to  hide  me  from  their  Eyes, 

And  but  ihou  love  me,  let  them  find  me  here, 
My  L  ife  were  better  ended  by  their  Hate, 
Than  Death  prorogued  wanting  of  thy  Love. 

Jul.  By  whofe  direction  found'ft  thou  out  this  place  ? 
Rom.  By  Love  that  firft  did  prompt  me  to  enquire, 

rle  lent  me  Counfel,  and  I  lent  him  Eyes : 
am  no  Pilot,  yet  wert  thou  as  far 

As  that  vaft-fhore  ,  wafh'd  with  the  fartheft  Sea, 
fhould  adventure  for  fuch  Merchandife. 
Jul.  Thou  knoweft  the  mask  of  Night  is  on  my  Face, 

Elfe  would  a  Maiden  blufh  bepaint  my  Cheek, 
For  that  which  thou  haft  heard  me  fpeak  to  Night, 
Fain  would  I  dwell  on  form,  fain,  fain,  d?ny 
What  I  have  fpoke,  but  farewel,  Complements, 
Doft  thou  Love  ?  O,  I  know  thou  wilt  fay,  I, 

And  I  will  take  thy  word,  yet  if  thou  fwear'ft, 
Thou  may'ft  prove  falfe  ;  at  Lovers  perjuries 
They  fay  Jove  laughs,  oh  gentle  Romeo, 
If  thou  doft  love,  pronounce  it  faithfully : 
Or  if  thou  thinkeft  I  am  too  quickly  won, 

l'le  frown  and  be  perverfe,  and  fay  thee  nay, 
So  thou  wilt  wooe :  But  elfe  not  for  the  world. 

In  truth,  fair  Mountague,  I  am  too  fond  : 
And  therefore  thou  mayeft  think  my  haviour  light, 

But  truft  me,  Gentleman,  l'le  prove  more  true, 
Than  thofe  that  have  more  coyning  to  be  ftrange, 
I  mould  have  been  more  ftrange,  I  muft  confefs, 

B    that  thou  over-heard'ft  e're  I  was  ware 
My  true  Loves  pafTion,  therefore  pardon  me, 
And  not  impute  this  yielding  to  light  Love, 
W  hich  the  d  it Ic  night  hath  fo  difcovered. 

Rom.  Lady,  by  yonder  Moon,  I  vow : 
That  tips  with  Silver  all  thefe  Fruit-tree  tops. 

Jul.  Ofwear  not  by  the  Moon,  th'unconftant  Moon, 
That  monthly  changes  in  her  circled  Orb, 
Left  that  thy  Love  prove  likevvife  variable. 

Rom.  What  fhall  I  fwear  by  ? 

Jul.  Do  not  fwear  at  all  : 
Or  if  thou  wilt,  fwear  by  thy  gracious  felf, 
Which  is  the  God  of  my  Idolatry, 

And  l'le  believe  thee. 

Rom.  If  my  Hearts  dear  love—— — 
Jul.  Well  do  not  fwear  alth.CiUgfe  l  joy  in  thee^ 

I  have  no  joy  of  this  contr  jSrfo  Night, 

It  is  too  rafh,  too  unadvis'd,  too  fudden, 
Too  like  the  lightning  which  doth  ceafetobe, 

E're  one  can  fay,  it  lightens,  Sweet,  good  Night, 
This  bud  of  Love  by  Summers  ripening  breath, 

May  prove  a  beauteous  Flower  when  next  we  meet : 
Good  night :  good  night,  as  fweet  repofe  and  reft, 
Come  to  thy  Heart,  as  that  within  my  breaft. 

Rom.  O  wiLt  thou  leave  me  fo  unfatisfied  ? 

Jul.  What  fatisfaftion  canft  thou  have  to  Night  ? 

Rom.  Th'  exchange  of  thy  Loves  faithful  Vow  of  mine 
Jul.  I  gave  thee  mine  before  thou  didft  requeft  it ; 

And  yet  1  would  it  were  to  give  again. 
Rom.  Would'ft  thou  withdraw  it  ? 

For  what  purpofe,  Love  ? 
Jul.  But  to  be  frank,  and  give  it  thee  again, 

And  yet  I  with  but  for  the  thing  I  have, 
My  bounty  is  as  boundlefs  as  the  Sea, 
My  Love  as  deep,  the  more  I  give  to  thee, 
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312 The  move  I  have,  for  both  are  infinite. 
I  hear  fome  noifc  within,  dear  Love  adieu. 

{Calls  within. 
Anon,  good  Nurfe,  fwect  Mountague  be  true  : 
Stay  but  a  little,  I  will  come  again. 

Rom.  Obleffed,  blefled Night,  lam  afear'd, 
Being  in  night,  all  this  is  but  a  Dream, 
Too  flattering  fweet  to  be  fubftantial. 

Enter. 

Jul.  Three  words,  dear  Romeo, 
And  good  night  indeed, 
If  that  thy  bent  of  Love  be  Honourable, 
Thy  purpofe  Marriage,  fend  me  word  to  morrow, 
By  one  that  Pie  procure  to  come  to  thee, 
Where,  and  what  time  thou  wilt  perform  the  Rite, 
And  all  my  Fortunes  at  thy  Foot  Pie  lay, 

j  And  follow  thee,  my  Lord,  throughout  the  World. 

{Withm :  Madam. 
1  come,  anon :  but  if  thou  meaneft  not  well, 
I  do  befeech  thee, 

{Within:  Madam. 
(By  and  by,  I  come  J 
To  ceafe  thy  ftrife,  and  leave  me  to  my  grief, 
To  morrow  will  I  lend. 

Rom.  So  thrive  my  Soul. 

Jul.  A  thoufand  times,  good  Night.  {Exit. 
Rom.  A  thoufand  times  theworfeto  want  thy  light, 

Love  goes  toward  Love,  as  School-boys  from  their  Books, 
But  Love  from  Love,  towards  School  with  heavy  looks. 

Enter  Juliet  again. 

Jul.  Hift,  Romeo,  hift  :  O  for  a  Falkners  Voice, 
To  lure  this  Taflel  gentle  back  again, 
Bondage  is  hoarfe  and  may  not  fpeak  aloud, 
Elfe  would  I  tear  the  Cave  where  Eccho  lies, 
And  make  her  ayry  Tongue  more  hoarfe,  than  with 
The  repetition  of  my  Romeo. 

Rom.  It  is  my  Soul  that  calls  upon  my  Name. 
How  filver-fwect  found  Lovers  Tongues  by  Night, 

.  Like  fofteftMufick  to  attending  Ears. 
Jul.  Romeo. 
Rom.  My  Sweet. 

Jul.  What  a 'Clock  to  morrow Shall  I  fend  to  thee  ? 

Rom.  By  the  hour  of  Nine. 

Jul.  I  will  not  fail,  'tis  twenty  yqars  till  then, 
I  haye  forgot  why  I  did  call  thee  back. 

Rom.  Let  me  ftand  here  'till  thou  remember  it. 
Jul.  1  fhall  forget,  to  have  thee  ftill  ftand  there, 

Remembring  how  I  love  thy  Company. 
Rom.  And  Pie  ftill  ft  ay  to  have  thee  ftill  forget, 

Forgetting  any  other  name  but  this. 

Jul.  'Tis  almoft  morning,  I  would  have  thee  gone. 
I  And  yet  no  further  then  a  wantons  Bird, 
That  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  his  hand, 

Like  a  poor  Prifon'er  in  his  twifted  Gyves, 
And  with  a  iiiken  thred  plucks  it  aga/in, 
So  loving  jealous  of  his  Liberty. 

Rom.  1  would  I  were  thy  Bird. 
I    Jul.  .Sweet,  fo would  I, 
Yet  1  mould  kill  thee  with  much  cherilhing: 
Good  flight,  good  night. 

Rom.  Parting  is  fuch  fweet  forrow, 
That  I  fhall  fay  Good  night,  till  it  be  morrow. 

Jul.  Sleep  dwell  upon  thine  Eyes,  peace  in  thy  Breaft. 

{Exit. Rom.  Would  I  were  Sleep  and  Peace  fo  fweet  to  reft, 

The  gray-ey'd  Morn  fmileson  the  frowning  Night, 
Check'riug  the  Eaftern  Clouds  with  ftreaksof  light, 
And  Darknefs  ileckel'd  like  a  Drunkard  reels, 

j  From  forth  days  path- way,  made  by  TitatSs  Wheels. 
Hence  will  i  to  my  Ghoftly  Friers  clofe  Cell, 
Jlis  help  to  crave,  and  my  dear  hap  to  tell.  {Exit. 

Enter  Frier  alone  with  a  Basket. 

Fri.  Now  e'retheSun  advance  his  burning  Eye, 
The  day  to  chear,  and  Nights  dank  dew  to  dry, 
I  rnuft  up-filJ  this  Olier  Cage  of  ours, 
With  baleful  Weeds,  and  precious  juiced  Flowers, 
The  Earth  that's  Natures  Mother,  is  her  Tomb, 
What  is  her  burying  Grave,  that  is  her  Womb : 
And  from  her  Womb  Children  of  divers  kind 
We  fucking  on  her  natural  Bofom  find  : 
Many  for  many  Virtues  Excellent : 
None  but  for  fome,  and  yet  all  different. 
0  mickle  is  the  powerful  Grace  that  lies 
In  Plants,  Herbs,  Stones,  and  their  true  Qualities: 
For  nought  fo  vile,  that  on  the  Earth  doth  live, 
But  to  the  Earth  fome  fpecial  good  doth  give. 

Nor  ought  fo  good,  but  ftrain'd  from  that  fair  ufe, 
Revolts  from  true  Birth,  ftumbling  on  abufe. 
Vertueit  felf  turns  vice  being  unapplied. 
And  Vice  fometime  by  action  dignified. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Within  the  infant  Rind  of  this  weak  Flower, 

Poyfon  hath  refidence,  and  medicine  Power : 
For  this  being  fmelt,  with  that  part  cheats  each  part, 
Being  tafted  flays  all  Senfes  with  the  Heart. 

Two  fuchoppos'd  Kings  encamp  them  ftill, 
In  Man  as  well  as  Herbs,  Grace  and  rude  Will : 
And  where  the  worfer  is  predominant, 
Full  foon  the  Canker  Death  eats  up  that  Plant. 

Rom.  Good  morrow,  Father. 
Fri.  Benedicite. 

What  early  Tongue  fo  fweet  falutethem  ? 

Young  Son,  it  argues  a  diftemper'd  Head, 
So  foon  to  bid  Good  morrow  to  thy  Bed  \ 
Care  keeps  his  watch  in  every  old  Mans  Eye, 
And  where  Care  lodgeth,  Sleep  will  never  lie : 
But  where  unbruifed  Youth  with  unftuft  Brain 

Doth  couch  his  Limbs,  there  golden  fleep  doth  raign ; 
Therefore  thy  earlinels  doth  me  allure, 

Thou  art  up-rouz'd  with  fome  diftemperature  , 
Or  if  not  fo,  then  here  I  hit  it  right, 
Our  Romeo  hath  not  been  in  bed  to  Night. 

Rom.  That  laft  is  true,  the  fweeter  reft  was  mine. 
Fri.  God  pardon  fin :  waft  thou  with  RofaHne  ? 
Rom.  With  Rofilwe,  my  Ghoftly  Father  ?  No, 

1  have  forgot  that  Nam:,  and  that  Name's  woe. 
Fri.  That's  my  good  Son,but  where  haft  thou  been  then.? 
Rom.  Pie  tell  thee  e're  thou  ask  it  me  again 

I  have  been  feafting  with  mine  Enemy, 
Wlure  on  afudden  one  hath  wounded  me, 

That's  by  me  wounded  i  both  our  Remedies 
Within  thy  help  and  holy  Phylick  lies : 
T  bear  no  hatred,  BJefied  man,  for  lo 
My  intercefiion  like  wile  fteads  my  Foe. 

Fri.  Be  plain,  good  Son,  reft  homely  in  thy  drifr, 
Ridling  confeilion  finds  but  vidlii.g  Ihrifc. 

Rom.  Then  plainly  know  my  heart's  dear  Love  is  fet 
On  the  fair  Daughter  of  rich  Cupula  j 
As  mine  on  hers,  fo  hers  is  fet  on  mine  ; 

And  all  combin'd,  fave  what  thou  muft  combine 
By  hcly  Marriage  :  when,  and  where,  and  how, 
We  met,  wewoo'd,  and  made  exchange  of  vow, 
Pie  tell  the  as  we  pafs,  but  this  I  pray, 
That  thou  confent  to  marry  us  to  day. 

Fri.  Holy  Saint  Francis,  what  a  change  is  here  ? 
IsRofJine,  that  thoudidft  love  fo  dear, 

So  foon  forfaken  ?  young  mens  Love  then  lies 
Not  truly  in  their  FJearts,  but  in  their  Eyes. 
Jcf  t  Adaria,  what  a  deal  of  brine 
Hath  wafht  thy  fallow  Cheeks  {or  Rof.ilme} 
How  much  fait  Water  thrown  away  in  waftc, 

To 



The  Tragedy  of  Romeo  and  Juliet. 

311 

1 

To  feafon  Love,  that  of  it  doth  not  tafte  ? 
The  Sun  not  yet  thy  fighes  from  heaven  clears, 
Thy  old  groans  yet  ring  in  my  ancient  ears 
Lo  here  upon  thy  cheek  the  ftain  doth  fit, 
Of  an  old  tear  that  is  not  wafht  off  yet. 
If  ere  thou  waft  thy  felf,  and  thefe  woes  thine, 
Thou  and  thefe  woes  were  all  for  Rofaltne. 

And  art  thou  chang'd  ?  Pronounce  this  fentence  then, 
Women  may  fall,  when  there's  noftrength  in  men. 

Rom.  Thou  chidd'ft  me  oft  for  loving  RofaUnc. 
Fri.  For  doting,  not  for  loving,  Pupil  mine. 

Rom.  And  bad'ft  me  bury  Love. 
Fri.  Not  in  a  grave, 

To  lay  one  in,  another  out  to  have. 
Rom.  I  pray  thee  chide  me  not,  her  I  Love  now 

Doth  grace  for  grace,  and  Love  for  Love  allow : 
The  other  did  not  fo. 

Fri.  Oh  fhe  knew  well, 
Thy  Love  did  read  by  rote,  that  could  not  fpell : 
But  come  young  waverer,  come  go  with  me,  • 
In  one  refpeft  Tie  thy  aififtant  be : 
For  this  alliance  may  fo  happy  prove, 
To  turn  your  houfhold-rancour  to  pure  Love, 

Rom.  O  let  us  hence,  I  ftand  on  fudden  hafte. 
Fri.  Wifely  and  flow,  they  Humble  that  run  faft. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Benvoleo  ̂ w^Mercutio. 

Met.  Where  the  devil  fhould  this  RomeobQ  ?  came  he 

not  home  to  night  ? 

Ben.  Not  to  his  Fathers-,  I  fpoke  with  his  man. 
Mer.  Why  that  fame  pale  hard- hearted  wench,  that 

Rofaline  torments  him  fo,  that  he  will  fure  run  mad. 

Ben.  Tybalt,  the  kinfman  to  old  Capulet,  hath  fent  a  Let- 
ter to  his  Fathers  houfe. 

Mer.  A  Challenge  on  my  life. 
Ben.  Romeo  will  anfwer  it. 

Mer.  Any  man  that  can  write,  may  anfwer  a  Letter. 
Ben.Nay  he  will  anfwer  the  Letters  Mafter  how  he  dares, 

being  dared. 

Mer.  Alas  poor  Romeo,  he  is  already  dead,  ftabb'd  with  a 
white  whenches  black  eye,  run  through  the  ear  with  a 

Love-fong,  the  very  pin  of  his  heart  cleft  with  the  blind 
Bow-boyes-but-fhaft,  and  is  he  a  man  to  encounter  Ty- 

balt ? 

Ben.  Why  what  is  Tybalt  ? 

Mer.  More  then  Prince  of  Cats.  Oh  he's  the  Couragi- 
ous  Captain  of  Complements :  he  fights  as  you  ling  prick- 

fongs,  keeps  time,  diftance,  and  proportion  •,  he  relts  his 
minum,  one,  two,  and  the  third  in  your  Bbfom  i  the  very 
butcher  of  a  filk  button,  a  Duellift,a  Duellift  :  a  Gentleman 
of  the  very  firft  houfe  of  the  firft  and  fecond  caufe :  ah  the 
immortal  Paflado,  the  Punto  reverfo,  the  Hay. 

Ben.  The  what  ? 

Mer.  The  Pox  of  fuch  antique  lifping  affecting  phanta- 
fies,  thefe  new  tuners  of  accent :  Jefu,  a  very  good  blade, 
a  very  tall  man,  a  very  good  Whore.  Why  is  not  this  a  la- 

mentable thing  Grandfir,  that  we  fhould  be  thus  afflicted 

with  thefe  Arrange  flies,  thefe  fafhion-mongers,  thefe  par- 

don-me's,  who  ftand  fo  much  on  the  new  form,  that  they 
cannot  fit  at  eafe  on  the  old  bench.  O  their  bones,  their 
bones. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Ben.  Here  comes  Romeo,  here  comes  Romeo. 

Mer.  Without  his  Roe,  like  a  dried  Herring.  O  flefh, 
flefh,how  art  thoufifhified  .?  Now  is  he  for  the  numbers 
that  Petrarch  flowed  in  :  Laura  to  his  Lady  was  a  Kitchen- 
wench,  marry  fhe  had  a  better  love  to  berime  her :  Dido 
a  Dowdy,  Cleopatra,  a  Gipfie,  Heknznd  Hero,  hildings  and 
harlots :  Tbisby  a  gray  eye  or  fo,  but  not  to  the  purpofe. 

Signior  Romeo,  Bonjour,  there's  a  French  falutation  to  your 

French  flop :  you  gave  us  the  counterfeit  fairly  Jaft  night. Romeo.  Good  morrow  to  you  both,  what  counterfeit  did 
I  give  you  ? 

Mer.  The  flip  Sir,  the  flip,  can  you  not  conceive  ? 
Rom.  Pardon  Mercutio,  my  bufinefs  was  great,  and  in 

fuch  a  cafe  as  mine,  a  man  may  ftrain  courtefie. 
Mer.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  fuch  a  cafe  as  yours  con- ftrains  a  man  to  bow  in  the  hams. 
Rom.  Meaning  to  courtefie. 
Mer.  Thou  haft  moft  kindly  hit  it. 
Rom.  A  moft  courteous  expofition. 
Mer.  Nay,  I  am  the  very  pinckof  courtefie. Rom.  Pinke  for  flower. 
Mer.  Right. 

Rom.  Why  then  is  my  Pump  well  fiowr'd.  • 
Mer.  Sure  wit,  follow  me  this  jeft  now  till  thou  haft 

worn  out  thy  Pump,  that  when  the  fingle  fole  of,  it  is 
worn,  the  jeft  may  remain  after  the  wearing,  fole-finpu- lar. 

Rom.  O  fingle-fol'd  jeft. 
Solely  finguIar,for  the  finglenefs.  . 

Mer.  Come  between  us  good  Btnvoho,  my  wit  faints. Rom.  S  wits  and  Spurs, 

Swits  and  Spurs,  or  I'le  cry  a  match. 
Mer.  Nay,  if  our  wits  run  the  Wild-goofe  chafe,  I  am 

done:  For  thou  haft  more  of  the  Wild-goofe  in  one  of 
thy  wits,  then  I  am  fure  I  have  in  my  whole  five.  Was  I 
with  you  there  for  the  Goofe  ? 

Rom.lhciM.  was  never  with  me  for  any  thing,  when 
thou  waft  not  there  for  the  Goofe. 

Mer.  I  will  bite  thee  by  the  ear  for  that  jeft. 
Rom.  Nay,  good  Goofe  bite  not. 
Mer.  Thy  wit  is  a  very  bitter-fweeting, 

It  is  a  maft  lharp  fawce. 
Rom.  And  is  it  not  well  ferv'd  in  to  a  fweet  Goofe .? 
Mer.  Oh  here's  a  wit  of  Cheverell,  that  ftretches  from 

an  inch  narrow,  to  an  ell  broad. 
Rom.  I  ftretch  it  out  for  that  word,  broad,  which  added 

to  the  Goofe,  proves  the  far  and  wide,  a  broad  Goofe. 
Mer.  Why  is  not  this  better  now,  then  groaning  for 

-ove  .^now  art  thou  fociable,  now  art  thou  Romeo  :  now 
art  thou  what  thou  art,  by  Art  as  well  as  by  Nature,  for 
this  driveling  Love  is  like  a  great  Natural,that  runs  lolling 
up  and  down  to  hide  his  bauble  in  a  hole. 

Ben.  Stop  there,  ftop  there.  ' -  j  ■  (hair. 
Mer.  Thou  defireft  me  to  ftop  in  my  Tale  againft  the 
Ben.  Thou  would'ft  elfe  made  thy  tale  large. 
Mer.  O  thou  artdeceiv'd,  I  would  have  made  it  fliort, 

Tor  I  was  come  to  the  whole  depth  of  my  Tale,and  meant 
indeed  to  occupy  the  argument  no  longer. 

Enter  Nurfe  and  her  Man. 

Rom.  Here's  goodly  gear. 
A  fayle,a  fayle. 

Mer.Two,  two,  a  Shirt  and'a  Smock. Nur.  Peter  ? 
Peter.  Anon.  . 

Nur.  My  Fan  Peter, 
Mer,  Good  Peter, to  hide  her  face  : 

For  her  Fan's  the  fairer  face  ? 

Nur. God  ye  good  morrow  Gentlemen.' Mer.  God  yegooden  fair  Gentlewoman. 
Nur.  Is  it  gooden  ? 

Mer.  'Tis  no  lefsl  tell  you ,  for  the  bawdy  hand  of  the 
Dyal  is  now  upon  the  prick  of  Noon. 

Nur.  Out  upon  you  :  what  a  man  are  you  ? 
Rom.  One,  Gentlewoman, 

That  God  hath  madehimfeif  to  mar. 

Nur.  By  my  troth  it  is  fad,  for  himfelf  tc  mar,quotha  ? 
Gentlemen,  can  any  of  you  tell  me  where  I  may  had 

the  young  Romeo  ? 
Romeo.l  can  tell  you:  but  young  Romeo  will  be  older 

Eee  when 
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4- when  you  have  found  him,  than  he  was  when  you  fought 

him :  1  am  the  youngell  of  that  Name,  for  fault  of  a  wovfe- 
AW.  You  fay  well. 
Mer.  Yea,   isthe  worft  well  ? 

Very  w.ll  took,  Ifaith,  wifely,  wifely. 
Nur.  If  you  be  he  Sir, 

I  defire  fome  Confidence  with  you. 
Ben.  She  will  invite  him  to  fome  Slipper. 
Mer.  A  Baud,  a  Baud,  a  Baud.    So  ho. 
Rom.  What  haft  thou  found  i 
Mer.  No  Hare  Sir,  unlefsa  HareSir  in  a  Lenten  Pie, 

that  is  fomething  Stale  and  Hoar  e're  ic  be  fpent. 
An  old  Hare  hoar,and  an  old  HareJioar  is  very  good  meat 

in  Lent. 
But  a  Hare  that  is  hoar,  is  too  much  for  a  Score,  when  it 

hoars  e're  it  be  fpent. 
Romy,  will  you  come  to  your  Fathers  ?  Wee'l  to  Dinner thither. 

Rom.  I  will  follow  you. 
Mer.  FrTewel  ancient  Lady: 

Farewel  Lady,  Lady,  Lady. 
[Ex.  Mercutio,  Benvolio. 

Nur.  I  pray  you  Sir,  what  fawcy  Merchant  was  this  that 
was  fo  full  of  his  Roguery  ? 

Rom.  AGentelman,  Nurfe,  that  loves  to  hear  himfelf 
talk,  and  will  fpeak  more  in  a  minute,  than  he  wiH  ftand 
to  in  a  Month. 

Nur.  And  a  fpeak  any  thing  againft  me,  He  take  him 
down,  and  a  were  luftier  than  he  is,  and  twenty  fuch  Jacks: 
And  if  I  cannot,  Pie  find  thofe  that  fhall :  Scurvy  Knave, 

1  am  none  of  hisflurt-gils,  I  am  none  of  his  skains-Mates. 
And  thoumuft  ftand  by  too,  and  fufFer  every  Knave  to  ufe 
me  at  his  Pleafirre. 

Pet.  I  faw  no  Man  ufe  you  at  his  Pleafure :  if  I  had,  my 
Weapon  fhould  quickly  have  been  out,  I  warrant  you,  I 
dare  draw  as  foon  as  another  Man,  if  I  fee  occafion  in  a 
good  Quarrel,  and  the  Law  on  my  fide. 

Nur.  Now  afore  God,  Iamfo  vext,  that  every  part 
about  me  quivers :  fcurvy  Knave  :  Pray  you  Sir  a  Word 
And  as  I  told  you,my  young  Lady  bid  me  enquire  you  out  \ 
what  fhe  bid  me  fay,  I  will  keep  to  my  felf :  But  firft  let  me 
tell  ye,  if  ye  mould  lead  her  in  a  fools  Paradife,as  they  fay, 
ic  were  a  very  grofs  kind  of  behaviour,  as  they  fay  :  For 
the  Gentlewoman  is  young,  and  therefore,  if  you  fhould 
deal  double  with  her,  truly  it  were  an  ill  thing  to  be  of- 

fered to  any  Gentlewoman,  and  very  weak  dealing. 
Rom.  Nurfe,  commend  me  to  thy  Lady  and  Miftrefs,  I 

proteft  unto  thee  
Nur.  Good  heart,  and  I 'faith  I  will  tell  her  as  much: 

Lord,  Lord,  fhe  will  be  a  joyful  Woman. 
Rom.  What  wilt  thou  tell  her,  Nurfe  ?  Thou  doft  not 

mark  me  ? 

Nur.  I  will  tell  her,  Sir,  that  you  do  proteft,  which,  as  I 
take  it,  is  a  Gentleman-like  offer. 

Rom.  Bid  her  devife  fome  means  to  come  to  fhrift  this 

And  there  fhe  fhall  at  Frier  Lawrence  Cell  (afternoon  \ 

Be  fhriv'd  and  married :  here  is  for  thy  pains. 
Nur.  No  truly  Sir,  not  a  penny. 
Rom.  Goto,  I  fay  you  fhall. 
Nur.  This  afternoon  Sir  ?  Well,  fhe  fhall  be  there. 

Rom,  And  flay  thou,good  Nurfe,befiind  the  Abby-wall, 
Within  this  hour  my  Man  fhall  be  with  thee, 
And  bring  thee  Cords  made  like  a  tackled  ftair, 
Which  to  the  high  top-gallant  of  my  joy 
Muft  be  my  Convoy  in  theflcret  Night. 
Farewel,  betrufty,  and  Pie  quire  thy  pains: 
Farewel,  commend  me  to  thy  Miftrefs. 

Nur.  Now  God  in  Heaven  blefs  thee :  Hark  you  Sir. 
Rom.  What  faift  thou,  my  dear  Nurfe  f 

AW.Is  your  man  fecret?did  you  ne're  hear  fay,Two  may 
keep  Counfel,  putting  one  away  ? 

■Rom.  I  warrant  thee  my  man  as  true  as  Steel. 
Nur.  Well  Sir,  my  Miftrefs  is  the  fweeteft  Lady^Lord, 

I  Lord,  when 'twas  a  little  prating  thing.  O, there  isaNo- 

ble  man  in  Town,  one  Pans,  that  would  fain  lay  Knife  a- 
board:  But  fhe,  good  Sosl,  had  as  live  fee  a  Toad,  a  very 
Toad,  as  fee  him  :  1  anger  her  fometimes,  and  tell  her  that 
Paris  is  the  properer  man,  but  Pie  warrant  you,  when  I  fay 
fo,  fhe  looks  as  pale  as  any  Clout  in  the  verfal  World. 
Doth  not  Rofemary  and  Romeo  begin  both  with  a  letter  i 

Rom.  I  Nurfe,  what  of  that  ?  Both  with  an  R. 
Nur.  A  mocker  that's  the  Dogs  name.  R.  is  for  the  no, I  know  it  begins  with  fome  other  Letter,  and  fhe  hath  the 

prettieft  fententious  of  it,  of  you  and  Rofemary,  that  it 
would  do  you  good  to  hear  it. 

Rom. .  Commeud  me  to  thy  Lady. 
Nur.  I  a  thoufand  times.  Peter? 
Pet.  Anon. 

Nnr.  Before,  and  apace.         [£*.  Nurfe  and Peter. 

Enter  Juliet. 

JuU.  The  Clock  ftrook  nine,when  I  did  fend  the  Nurfe: 
Iq  half  an  hour  fhe  promifed  to  retutn, 
Perchance  fhe  cannot  meet  him :  That's  not  fo  •• 
Oh  fhe  is  Lame,  Loves  Heraulds  fhould  be  thoughts 
Which  ten  times  fafter  glide  than  the  Suns  Beams,  ■ 
Driving  backfhadows  over  lowring  Hills. 
Therefore  do  nimble  Pinnion'd  Doves  draw  Love, 
And  therefore  hath  the  wind-fwift  Cupid  Wings  : 
Now  is  the  Sun  upon  the  highmoft  Hill 
0  f  this  days  journey,  and  from  nine  till  twelve, 
1  three  long  hours,  yet  fhe  is  not  come: 
Had  fhe  affections  and  warm  youthful  Blood, 
She'ld  be  as  fwift  in  motion  as  a  Ball, 
My  words  would  bandy  her  to  my  fweet  Love, 
And  his  tome-,  but  old  Folks, 
Many  fain  as  they  were  Dead, 
Unwieldy,  flow,  heavy,  and  pale  as  Lead. 

Enter  Nurfe. 

O  God  fhe  comes.  O  honey  Nurfe,  what  News? 
Haft  thou  met  with  him  ?  Send  thy  Man  away. Nur.  Peter  ftay  at  the  Gate. 

JuU.  Now  good  fweet  Nurfe  : 

O  Lord  why  look'ft  thou  fad  ? 
Though  News  be  fad,  yet  tell  them  merrily. 
If  good,  thou  fham'ft  theMufickof  fweet  News, 
By  playing  it  to  me  with  fo  fower  a  Face. 

Nur.  1  am  a  weary,  give  me  leave  a  while  ; 
Fie,  how  my  Bones  ake,  what  a  Jaunt  have  I  had  ? 

JhU.  I  would  thou  hadft  my  bones,  and  I  thy  News  : 
Nay  come,  I  pray  thee  fpeak,  good  Nurfe  fpeak. 

Nur.  Jefu,  what  hafte  ?  can  you  not  ftay  a  while  ? 
Do  you  not  lee  how  I  am  out  of  breath  ? 

juli.  How  art  thou  out  of  breath,  when  thou  haft  breath 
To  fay  to  me,  that  thou  art  out  of  breath  ? 
The  Excufe  that  thou  doft  make  in  this  delay, 
Is  longer  then  the  Tale  thou  doft  excufe. 
Is  thy  News  good  or  bad  ?  Anfwer  to  that, 

Say  either,  and  I'le  ftay  the  Circumftance: 
Let  me  be  fatisfied,  is't  good  or  bad  ? 

Nur.  Well,  you  have  made  a  fimple  choice,  you  know 
not  how  to  chufea  man:  &>/wo,nonot  he,  though  his  Face 
be  better  than  any  mans,yet  his  Legs  excell  all  mens,  and 
for  a  Hand  and  a  Foot,and  a  Bawdy,  though  they  be  not  to 

be  talk'd  on,yet  they  are  psft  compare  He  is  not  the  flower 
of  Courtefie,  but  I  warrant  him  as  gentle  a  Lamb :  Go  thy 

waies  Wench,  ferve  God  \  what  have  you  din'd  at  home  ? 
JuU.  No,  no:  Butall  this  did  I  know  before: 

What  faies  he  of  our  Marriage  ?  What  of  that  ? 
Nur.  Lord  how  my  Head  akes,  what  a  Head  have  I  / 

It  beats  as  it  would  fall  in  twenty  Peices. 
My  back  a  tother  fide :  O  my  back,  my  back : 
Beflirew  your  Heart  for  fending  me  about 
To  catch  my  Death  with  jaunting  up  and  down. 

JuU.  I  faith  I  am  forry  that  thou  art  fo  ill, 
Sweet, 
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Sweet,  Tweet,  fweet  Nurfe,  tell  me  what  fays  my  Love  ? 
Nur.  Your  Love  fays  like  an  honeft  Gentleman, 

And  a  courteous,  and  a  kind,  and  a  handfom, 

And  I  warrant  a  vertuous-,  where  is  your  Mother  ? 
Jidi.  Where  is  my  Mother  ? 

Why  fhe  is  within,  where  Ihould  fhe  be  ? 

How  odiy  thou  reply'ft  •' 
Your  Love  fays  like  an  honeft  Gentleman  : 
Where  is  my  Mother  ? 

Nur.  O  Gods  Lady  dear, 
Are  you  fo  hot  ?  marry  come  up  I  trow, 
Is  this  the  Poultis  for  my  aking  bones  f 
Hence  forward  do  your  meffagesyour  felf. 

Juli.  Here's  fuch  a  coil,  come,  what  fays  Romeo  ? 
Nur.  Have  you  got  leave  to  go  to  fhrift  to  day  ? 
Juli.  I  have. 
Nur.  Then  hie  you  hence  to  Frier  Lawrence  Cell, 

There  ftaies  a  Husband  to  make  you  a  W  ife  : 
Now  comes  the  wanton  blood  up  in  your  Cheeks, 

They'l  be  in  Scarlet  ftraight  at  any  news : 
Hie  you  to  Church,  I  mult  another  way,, 
To  fetch  a  Ladder,  by  the  which  your  Love 
Muft  climb  a  Birds  neft  foon,  when  it  is  dark : 

1  am  the  drudge,  and  toil  in  your  delight: 
But  you  (hall  bear  the  Burthen  foon  at  night. 

Go  I'le  to  Dinner,  hie  you  to  the  Cell. 
Jnh.  Hie  to  high  Fortune,  honeft  Nurfe  farewell. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Frier  and  Romeo. 

Frl.  So  fmile  the  Heavens  upon  this  holy  aft, 
That  after  hours  with  forrow  chide  us  not. 

Rom.  Amen,  amen  :  but  come  whatlbrrow  can, 
It  cannot  countervail  the  exchange  of  joy 
That  one  lhort  minute  gives  me  in  her  fight : 
Do  thou  but  dole  our  Hands  with  holy  words, 

Then  Love-devouring  Death  do  what  he  dare, 
It  is  enough  I  may  but  call  her  mine. 

Fri.  Thefe  violent  delights  have  violent  ends, 
And  in  their  triumph  die  like  Fire  and  Powder, 
Which  as  they  kifs  confume.   The  fweeteft  honey 
Is  loathfom  in  his  own  delicioufnefs, 
And  in  the  tafte  confounds  the  appetite  : 
Therefore  love  moderately,  long  Love  doth  fo, 
Too  fwift  arrives  as  tardy  as  too  flow. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Here  comes  the  Lady.   Oh  fo  light  a  foot1 

Will  ne'er  wear  out  the  everlafting  flint ; 
A  Lover  may  beftridethe  Golfamour 
That  idles  in  the  wanton  Summer  Air, 
And  yet  not  fall,  fo  light  is  vanity. 

JuU.  Good-even  to  my  ghoftly  Confeflbr. 
Fri.  Romeo  fliall  thank  thee  Daughter  for  us  both. 
JuU.  As  much  to  him,  elfe  is  his  thanks  too  much. 
Rom.  Ah  Juliet,  if  the  meafure  of  thy  joy 

Be  heapt  like  mine,  and  that  thy  skill  be  more 
To  blafon  it,  then  fweeten  with  thy  breath 
This  neighbour  A^r,  and  let  rich  Muficks  Tongue 

Unfold  the  imagin'd  happinefs  that  both 
Receive  in  either,  by  this  dear  encounter.  _ 

Juli.  Conceit  more  rich  in  matter  then  in  words, 

Brags  of  his  Subftance,  not  of  Ornament  •• 
They  are  but  beggars  that  can  count  their  worth,  . 
But  my  true  Love  is  grown  to  fuch  excefs, 
I  cannot  fum  up  fome  of  half  my  wealth. 

Fri.  Come,  come  with  me,  and  we  will  make  fhort  vyork, 
For  by  your  leaves,  you  fliall  not  ftay  alone, 
Till  holy  Church  incorporate  two  in  one. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Mercutio,  Benvolio,  and  Men. 

Ben.  I  pray  thee  good  Mercutio  lets  retire, 
The  day  is  hot,  the  Capulets  abroad: 
And  if  we  meet,  we  fliall  not  fcapea  brawl,  for  now  thefe 
hot  days  is  the  mad  blood  ftirring. 

Mer.  Thou  art  like  one  of  thofe  Fellows,  that  when 
he  enters  the  confines  of  a  Tavern,  claps  me  his  fword  up- 

on the  table,  and  faies,  God  fend  me  no  need  of  thee :  and 
by  the  operation  of  the  fecond  Cup,  draws  him  on  the 
Drawer,  when  indeed  there  is  no  need. 

Ben.  Am  I  like  fuch  a  fellow  i 

Mer.  Come,  come,  thou  art  as  hot  a  Jack  in  thy  mood, 
as  any  in  Italy  ;  and  as  foon  moved  to  be  moody,  and  as 

foon  moody  to  be  mov'M Ben.  And  what  too? 

Mer.  Nay,  and  there  were  two  fuclr,  we  fhould  have 
none  fhortly,for  one  would  kill  the  other :  thou,  why  thou 
wilt  quarrel  with  a  man  that  hath  a  hair  more,  or  a  hair 
lefs  in  his  Beard  than  thou  haft  :  thou  wilt  quarrel  with  a 
man  for  cracking  Nuts,  having  no  other  reafon,  but  be- 
caufe  thou  haft  hafel  Eyes  ;  what  eye,  but  fuch  an  eye, 
would  fpy  out  fuch  a  quarrel  ?  thy  head  is  as  full  of  quar- 

rels, as  an  Egg  is  full  of  meat,  and  yet  thy  head  hath  been 
beaten  as  addle  as  an  Egg  for  quarrelling  :  thou  haft  quar- 
rell'd  with  a  man  forCoughingin  theftreet,becaufehe  hath 
wakened  thy  Dog  that  hath  lain  afleep  in  the  Sun.  Did'ft 
thou  not  fall  out  with  a  Taylor  for  wearing  his  new  Doub- 

let before  Eafter  ?  with  another,  for  tying  his  new  Shoes 
with  old  Ribband?  and  yet  thou  wilt  Tutor  me  from 

quarrelling  / 
Ben.  And  I  were  foapt  to  quarrel  as  thou  art,  any  man 

fhould  buy  the  Fee-fimple  of  my  Life  for  an  hour  and  a 

quarter. 
Mer.  The  Fee-fimple  ?  O  fimple  ! 

Enter  Tybalt,  Petruchio,  and  others, 0 

Ben.  By  my  head  here  come  the  Capulets. 
Mer.  By  my  heel  I  care  not. 
Tyb.  Follow  me  clofe,  for  I  willfpeak  to  them. 

Gentlemen,  Good-den,  a  word  with  one  of  you. 
Mer.  And  but  one  word  with  one  of  us  ?  couple  it  with 

fomething,  make  it  a  word  and  a  blow. 
Tyb.  You  fhall  find  me  apt  enough  to  that  Sir,  and  you 

will  give  me  occafion. 
Mercu.  Could  you  not  take  fome  occafion  without 

giving  ? 
Tyb.  Mercutio,  thou  confort'ft  with  Romeo. Mer.  Con  fort  ?  what  doft  thou  make  us  Minftrels  ?  and 

thou  make  Minftrels  of  us,  look  to  hear  nothing  but  Dif- 

cords  ••  here's  my  Fiddleftick ;  here's  that  fhall  make  you 
dance.  Comeconfort. 

Ben.  We  talk  here  in  the  pnblick  haunt  of  men : 
Either  withdraw  unto  fome  private  place, 
Or  reafon  coldly  of  your  grievances, 
Or  elfe  depart ;  here  all  Eyes  gaze  on  us. 

Mer.  Mens  Eyes  were  made  to  look,  and  let  them  gaze, 
I  will  not  budge  for  no  mans  pleafurel. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Tyb.  Weil,  peace  be  with  you  Sir,  here  comes  my  man. 

Mer.  But  Pie  be  hang'd  Sir  if  he  wear  your  Livery  ; 
Marry  go  before  to  field,  hee'l  be  your  follower, 
Your  Worfhip  in  that  fenle  may  call  him  man. 

Tyb.  Romeo,  the  love  1  bear  thee,  can  afford 
No  better  term  than  this  j  Thou  art  a  Villain. 

Rom.  Tybalt,  the  reafon  that  I  have  to  love  thee, 
Doth  much  excule  the  appertaining  rage 
To  fuch  a  greeting  : 

Therefore  fareweli,  I  fee  thou  know'ft  me  not. 
Tyb.  Boy,  this  fliall  not  excufe  the  injuries 
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That  thou  haft  done  me,  therefore  turn  and  Draw. 

Rom.  I  do  proteft  1  never  injur 'd  thee,  • 
tut  lov'd  thee  better  than  thou  can'ft  devife  •, 
Fill  thou  (halt  know  theReafon  of  my  Love. 

A  d  fo  good  Cajjuletj  which  Name  I  tender 
As  dearly  as  my  own,  be  fatisfied. 

Mcr.  Ocalm,  difhonourable,  vilefubmifllon! 
jfflMuattbo  carries  it  away. 

Tybalt,  You  Rat-catcher,  will  you  walk  ? 
Tib.  What  wouldft  thou  have  with  me  ? 

Mcr.  Good  King  of  Cats,  nothing  but  one  of  your  nine 
Lives,  that  1  mean  to  make  bold  withal,  and  as  you  lhall 
ufe  me  hereafter  dry  beat  the  reft  of  the  eight.  Will  you 

pluck  your  Sword  out  of  his  Pilcher  by  the  Ears.?  Make 
ha  fee,  left  mine  be  about  your  Ears  e're  it  be  out. 

Tib.  I  am  for  you. 
Rom,  Gentle  Mercutio,  put  thy  Rapier  up. 
Mer,  Come  Sir,  your  Paffado. 
Rom.  Draw  Benvolio,  beat  down  their  Weapons  : 

Geurlemen,  for  lhame  forbear  this  outrage, 
Ty  bJt,  Mercutio,  the  Prince  exprefly  hath 
Forbidden  bandying  in  Verona  Streets, 

Hold  Tybalt,  good  Mercutio. 
{Exit  Tybalt. Mer.  I  am  hurt. 

A  Plague  of  both  the  houfes,  lam  fped 
Is  he  gone  and  hath  nothing  ? 

Ben.  What  art  thou  hurt  ? 

Mcr.  I,  I,  a  Scratch,  a  Scratch,  marry 'tis  enough, 
Where  is  my  Page  ?  Go  Villain  fetch  a  Surgeon. 

Rom.  Courage  man,  the  hurt  cannot  be  much. 

Mer.  No,  'tis  not  fo  deep  as  a  Well,  nor  fo  wide  as  a 
Church-door,  but  'tis  enough,  'twill  ferve :  ask  for  me  to 
morrow,and  you  lhall  find  me  a  Grave  Man.  I  ampepper'd 
I  warrant  for  this  World  :  a  Plague  of  both  your  Houfes. 
What,  a  Dog,  a  Rat,  aMoufe,  a  Cat  tofcratchaMan  to 
Death  !  a  Braggart,  a  Rogue,  a  Villain,  that  fights  by  the 

book  of  Arithmetick.Why  theDiv'l  came  you  between  us  ? 
I  was  hurt  under  your  Arm. 

Rom.  I  thought  all  for  the  belt. 
Mer.  Help  me  into  fome  Houfe  Benvolio, 

Or  I  lhall  faint :  a  Plague  o'bothyour  Houfes, 
They  have  made  worms-meat  of  me, 
I  have  it,  and  foundly  too,  your  Houfes. 

{Exit. 
Rom.  This  Gentleman,  the  Princes  near  Allie, 

My  very  Friend,  hath  got  his  mortal  Hurt 

In  my  behalf,  my  Reputation  ftain'd 
\N\x\\Tybalt*$  flander,  Tybalt,  that  an  Hour 
Hath  been  my  Cozen  :  O  Sweet  Juliet, 
Thy  Beauty  hath  made  me  Effeminate, 

And  in  my  Temper  foftned  Valour's  Steel. 

Enter  Benvolio. 

Ben.  O  Romeo,  Romeo,  brave  Mercntio's  dead, 

That  Gallant  Spirit  hath  aipir'd  the  Clouds, 
Which  too  un,timely  her«  did  fcorn  the  Earth. 

Rom.  This  days  black  Fate,  on  more  days  does  depend, 

This  but  begins  the  Woe,  others  muft  end. 

Enter  Tybalt. 

Ben.  Here  comes  the  furious  Tybalt  back  again. 
Rom.  He  gone  in  Triumph,  and  Mercutio  Slain  ? 

Away  to  Heaven  refpedttve  Lenity, 
And  Fire,  and  Fury  be  my  Conduct  now  : 
Now  Tybalt  take  the  Villain  back  again 

That  late  thou  gav'ft  me,  for  Mercutitfs  Soul 
Is  but  a  little  way  'above  our  Heads, 
Staying  for  thine  to  keep  him  Company  : 

Either  thou  or  I,  or  both,  muft  go  with  him.' Tyb.  Thou  wretched  Boy  that  didft  confort  him  here, 
Shalt  with  hi  in  hence. 

Rom.  This  fliai!  determine  that. 

J  hey  fight.      Tybalt  falls. Ben.  Romeo,  away,  l:  gone: 
The  Citizens  are  up,  and  fjbdt  flain, 
Stand  not  amaz'd,  the  Prince  will  doom  thee  Death If  thou  art  taken  :  Hence,  be  gone,  away. 

Rom.  O  !  I  am  Fortunes  Fool. 

Ben.  Why  doft  thou  ftay  ? 

ZJZxit  Romeo. 
Enter  Citizens. 

Citi.  Which  way  ran  he  that  kili'd  Mercutio  * 
Tybalt  that  Murtherer,  which  way  ran  he  ? 

Ben.  There  lies  that  Tybalt. 
Citi.  Up  Sir,  go  with  me  : 

I  charge  thee  in  the  Princes  Name  obey. 

Enter  Prince,  old  Mountague,  Capulet,  their 
Wives  and  all. 

Trin.  Where  are  the  vile  beginners  of  this  Fray  ? 
Ben.  O  N  ble  Prince  1  can  difcover  all 

The  unlucky  rcamiagfe  of  this  fatal  Brail : 
There  lies  the  man  flain  by  young  Romeo, 
Thatflewthy  Kinfmnn  brave  Mercutio. 

Cap.  Wi.  Tybalt  my  Cozen  ?  O  my  Brothers  Child, 
O  Prince,  O  Cozen,  Husband,  O  the  Blood  is  fpill'd 
Of  my  dear  Kinfman.  Prince  as  thou  art  true, 
For  Blood  of  ours,  (hed  Blood  of  Mountague. 
0  Cozen,  Cozen. 

Tr'w.  Benvolio,  Who  began  this  Fray  ? 
Ben.  Tybalt  here  Slain,  whom  Romeo\  hand  did  Slay 

Romeo  that  fpoke  him  fair,  bid  him  bethink 

How  nice  the  Quarrel  was,  and  urg'd  withal 
Your  High  Difpleafure :  All  this  uttered, 
With  gentle  Breath,  calm  Look,  Knees  humbly  bow'd, 
Could  not  take  Truce  with  the  unruly  Spleen 
Of  Tybalt,  deaf  to  Peace,  but  that  he  Tilts 
With  Piercing  Steel  at  bold  Mercutio* s  Breaft, 
Who  all  as  hot,  burns  deadly  Point  to  Point, 
And  with  a  Martial  fcorn,  with  one  hand  beats 
Cold  Death  aficje,  and  with  the  other  fends 
It  back  to  Tybak,  w  hefe  Dexterity 
Retorts  it :  Romeo  he  cries  aloud, 
Hold  Friends,  friends  part,  and  fwifter  than  his  Tongue 
His  able  Arm  boats  down  their  fatal  Points, 
And  twixt  them  R  ufhes,  underneath  whole  Arm, 
An  envious  thriill  from  Tybalt,  hit  the  Life 
O f  ftout  Mercutio,  3  nd  then  Tybalt  fled. 
But  by  and  by  cornj  I  lomeo, 
Who  had  but  m  Ivl .  ned  Revenge, 

Anto'tthcy  go  i:  aing,  foreVel 
Could  draw  to  pa  was  ftout  Tybalt  Slain  : 
And  as  he  fell,  did        turn  and  Fl>  - 
This  is  the  Truth,  or  iet  Benvolio  Die. 

Cap.  Wi.  He  is  a  Kinfman  to  the  Mount agtte^ 
Affection  makes  him  falfe,  he  fpeaks  not  true. 
Some  twenty  of  them  fought  in  this  black  ftrife, 
And  all  thofe  twenty  could  but  kill  one  Life. 
1  beg  for  Juftice,  which  thou  Prince  muft  give : 
Romeo  flew  Tybalt,  Romeo  muft  not  Live. 

Trin.  Romeo  flew  him,  he  flew  Meripio, 

Who  now  the  Price  of  his  dear  Blood'doth  owe. 
Cap.  Not  Romeo  Prince,  he  was  Mercutio'1 's  Friend 

His  Fault  concludes  but  what  the  Law  fhould  end,  ' 
The  Life  of  Tybalt. 

Trin.  And  for  that  Offence, 

Immediately  we  do  Exile  him  hence : 
I  have  an  intereft  in  your  hearts  Proceeding, 
My  Blood  for  your  rude  Brawls  doth  lye  acceding. 
But I'le  amerce  you  with  fo  ftronga  Fine, 
That  you  fhall  all  Repent  the  lofs  of  Mine. 
I  will  be  deaf  to  Pleading  and  Excufes, 

Nor 
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Nor  Tears,  nor  Prayers  ihall  purchafe  our  abufes. 
Therefore  ufe  none,  let  Romeo  hence  in  hafte, 
Elfe  when  he  is  found,  that  hour  is  his  laft. 
Bear  hence  this  Body,  and  attend  our  Will : 
Mercy  but  Murders,  pardoning  thofe  that  Kill. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Juliet  done. 

Juli.  Gallop  apace,  you  fiery  footed  Steeds? 
Toward  Phoebus  lodging,  fuch  a  Wagoner 
As  Phaeton  would  whip  you  to  the  Welt, 
-And  bring  in  cloudy  night  immediately, 

Spred  thy  clofe  Curtain,  Love-perfcrming  night, 
That  rtin-aways  eyes  may  wink,  and  Romeo 
Leap  tothefe  Arms>  untalktof  andunfeen, 
Lovers  can  fee  to  do  their  Amorous  Rites, 

By  their  own  Beauties :  Or  if  Love  be  blind, 
It  bell  agrees  with  night  :  Come  civil  night, 
Thou  fober-futed  Matron,  all  in  black, 
And  learn  me  how  to  lofe  a  winning  Match, 
Playd  for  a  pair  of  ftainlefs  Maidenheads, 

Hood  my  unmann'd  Blood  baiting  in  my  Cheeks, 
With  thy  black  Mantle,  till  ftrange  Love  grow  bold, 
Think  true  Loveaded  fimple  Modefty  : 
Come  night,  come  Romeo,  come  thou  day  in  night, 
For  thou  wilt  lie  upon  the  Wings  of  night, 
Whiter  than  new  Snow  on  a  Ravens  back : 

Come  gentle  night,  come  loving  black-brow'd  night, Give  me  my  Romeo,  and  when  I  Ihall  die, 
Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  Stars, 
And  he  will  make  the  Face  of  Heaven  fo  fine, 
That  all  the  World  will  be  in  Love  with  night, 

And  pay  no  Worfhip  to  the  Garilh  Sun. 
0  I  have  bought  the  Manfionof  a  Love, 

But  not  poflefs'd  it,  and  though  I  am  fold, 
Not  yet  en  joy'd,  fo  tedious  is  this  Day, 
As  is  the  night  before  fome  Feftival, 
To  an  impatient  Child  that  hath  new  Robes 
And  may  not  wear  them.  O  here  comes  my  Nurfe : 

Enter  Nurfe  with  Cords. 

And  me  brings  news,  and  every  Tongne  that  fpeaks 

But  Romeo'' s  name,  lpeaks  Heavenly  Eloquence : 
Now  Nurfe,  what  News?  What  haft  thou  there .? 
The  Cords  that  Romeo  bid  thee  fetch  ? 

Nur.  I,  I,  the  Cords. 
Juli.  Ay  me,  what  News  ? 

Why  doft  thou  wring  thy  Hands. 

Nur.  A  weladay  he's  dead,  he's  dead, 
We  are  undone,  Lady,  we  are  undone. 

Alack  the  day,  he's  gone,  he'skill'd,  he's  dead. 
Juli.  Can  Heav'n  be  fo  envious  ? 
Nur.  Romeo  can, 

Though  Heaven  cannot.    O  Romeo,  Romeo, 
Who  ever  would  have  thought  it,  Romeo  ? 

Jult.  What  Divel  art  thou, 
That  doft  torment  me  thus? 

This  Torture  fhould  de  roar'd  in  difmal  Hell, 
Hath  Romeo  flain  himfelf  ?  Say  thou  but  I  : 
And  that  bare  Vowel  / (hall  poyfon  more 
Than  the  Death-darting  eye  of  Cockatrice, 
1  am  not  /,  if  there  be  fuch  an  /. 
Or  thofe  Eyes  (hot  that  makes  the  anfwer  I, 
If  he  be  flain  fay  I,  or  if  not,  no. 
Brief  founds  determine  of  my  weal  or  woe. 

Nur.  I  faw  the  Wound,  I  law  it  with  mine  Eyes, 
God  favethe  Mark  here  on  his  manly  Breaft. 
A  pitteous  Coarfe,  a  bloody  pitteousCoarfe  ; 

Pale,  pale  as  Allies,  allbedawb'd  in  Blood, 
All  in  gore  Blood,  I  fwooned  at  the  fight. 

Juli.  O  break  my  heart, 
Poor  Bankrupt  break  at  once, 

3*7 To  Prifon  Eye,  ne'£e  look  on  Liberty, 
Vile  Earth  to  Earth  refign,  end  motion  here, 
And  thou  and  Romeo  prefs  one  heavy  Beer. 

Nur.  O  Tybalt,  Tybalt,  the  belt  Friend  I  had  : 
O  courteous  Tybalt ,  honeft  Gentleman, 
That  ever  I  ftiould  live  to  fee  thee  Dead. 

Juli.  What  ftorm  is  this  that  blows  fo  contrary  i 

Is  Romeo  flaughter'd  ?  and  is  Tybalt  dead  ? 
My  deareft  Cozen,  and  my  dearer  Lord : 
The  dreadful  Trumpet  found  the  general  Doom, 
For  who  is  living,  if  thofe  two  are  gone  ? 

Nur.  Tybalt  is  gone,  and  Romeo  banilhed, 
Romeo  that  kill'd  him,  he  is  Banilhed. 

Juli.  O  God! 
Did  Romeo's  hand  Ihed  Tybalt's  Blood  ? 

Nur.  It  did,  it  did,  alas  the  day,  it  did. 
Juli.  O  Serpent  Heart,  hid  with  a  flowring  face, 

Did  ever  Dragon  keep  fo  fair  a  Cave  ! 
Beautiful  Tyrant,  Fiend  Angelical, 

Ravenous  Dove,  feather'd  Raven, 
Wolvilh-ravening  Lamb, 

Defpifed  fubftance  of  Divined  (how : 

Juft  oppofite  to  what  thou  juftly  feem'ft, 
A  damned  Saint,  an  Honourable  Villain  : 
O  Nature  !  What  hadft  thou  to  do  in  Hell, 
When  thou  didft  bower  the  Spirit  of  a  Fiend 
In  mortal  Paradife  of  fuch  fweet  flefti  ? 

Was  ever  Book  containing  fuch  vile  matter 
So  fairly  bound  ?  O  that  deceit  fliould  dwell 
In  fuch  a  gorgeous  Pallace. 

Nur.  There's  no  Truft,  no  Faith,  no  honefty  in  men, 
Allperjur'd,  all  forfworn,  all  nought,  all  diflemblers, 
Ah  where's  my  man  ?  Give  me  fome  Aqua-vit*  ? 
Thefe  Griefs,  thefe  woes,  thefe  forrows  make  me  old  / 
Shame  come  to  Romeo. 

Juli.  Blifter'd  be  thy  Tongue 
For  fuch  a  wifh,  he  was  not  born  to  fliame  : 

Upon  his  Brow  lhame  is  afham'd  to  fit : 
For  'tis  a  Throne  where  Honour  may  be  Crown'd 
Sole  Monarch  of  the  Univerfal  Earth  : 
O  what  a  Beaft  was  I  to  chide  him  fo  f 

Nur.  Will  you  fpeak  well  of  him 

That  kill'd  your  Cozen  ? 
Juli.  Shall  1  fpeak  ill  of  him  that  is  my  Husband  ? 

Ah  poor  my  Lord,  what  Tongue  (hall  fmooth  thy  name, 
When  I  thy  three  hours  Wife  have  mangled  it ! 
But  wherefore  Villain  didft  thou  kill  my  Cozen  ? 

That  Villain  Cozen  would  have  kill'd  my  Husband  : 
Back  foolifh  Tears,  back  to  your  native  Spring, 
Your  Tributary  drops  belong  to  Woe, 
Which  your  miftaking  offer  up  to  Joy : 
My  Husband  lives  that  Tybalt  would  have  Slain, 

And  Tybalt  dead  that  would  have  kill'd  my  Husband, 
All  this  is  Comfort,  wherefore  weep  1  then  ? 

Some  word  there  was  worfer  then  Tybalt's  Death 
That  Murdered  me,  1  would  forget  it  fain, 
But  oh  it  prefles  to  my  Memory, 
Like  damned  guilty  deeds  to  finners  minds, 
Tybalt  is  dead,  and  Romeo  Banilhed : 
That  Banilhed,  that  one  word  Banilhed, 

Hath  (lain  ten  thoufand  Tybalts  \  Tybalt's  death 
Was  woe  enough  if  it  had  ended  there : 
Or  if  fower  woe  delights  in  Fellowfhip, 

And  needly  willberank'd  with  other  Griefs, 
Why  followed  not,  when  Ihefaid  Tybalt's  dead,, 
Thy  Father,  or  thy  Mother,  nay  or  both, 

Which  modern  Lamentation  might  have  mov'd. 
But  with  a  Rere-ward  following  Tybalt1  s  death, 
Romeo  is  banilhed,  to  fpeak  that  word, 

Is  Father,  Mother,  Tybalt,  Romeo,  Juliet, 
All  Slain,  allDead:  Romeo  is  banilhed, 
There  is  no  end,  nolimit,  meafure,  bound, 
In  that  words  death,  no  words  can  thac  woe  found. 
Where  is  my  Father  and  my  Mother,  Nurfe  ? 

*  E  e  e  3  -Ww. 
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 Nur.  Weeping  and  wailing  over  Tybalts  Coarfc. 

,  Will  you  go  to  them  ?  I  will  bring  you  thither- 

,   Jiili.  Wafh  they  his  wounds  with  tcars-.mine  fliall  be  fpent 
J  When  theirs  are  dry  for  Romeos  Banifhment. 
I  Take  up  thofe  Cords,  poor  Ropes  you  are  bcguiPd, 
Both  you  and  I,  for  Romeo  is  ExiFd : 
He  made  you  for  an  High-way  to  my  bed, 
But  I  a  Maid,  dye  Maiden  widowed. 
Come  Cord,  come  Nurfe,  Pie  to  my  Wedding-bed, 
And  Death,  not  Romeo.,  take  my  Maiden- head. 

Nnr.  Hie  to  your  Chamber,  i'le  find  Romeo 
To  comfort  you,  I  wot  well  where  he  is : 
Hark  ye,  your  Romeo  will  be  here  at  N  ight, 
Pie  to  him,  he  is  hid  at  Lawrence  Cell. 

Juli.  O  find  him,  give  this  Ring  to  my  true  Knight, 
And  bid  him  come,  to  take  his  laft  Farewel. 

{Exit. Enter  Frier ',  and  Romeo. 

Fri.  Romeo,  come  forth, 
Come  forth,  thou  fearful  Man, 

Affliction  is  enamour'd  of  thy  Parts : 
And  thou  art  wedded  to  Calamity. 

Rom.  Father,  what  News? 
What  is  the  Princes  Doom  ? 

What  Sorrow  craves  admittance  at  my  hand, 
That  1  yet  know  not  ? 

Fri.  Too  familiar 

Is  my  dear  Son  with  fuch  fowr  Company : 
I  bring  thee  Tydings  of  the  Princes  Doom. 

Rom.  What  lefs  than  Dooms-day, 
Is  the  Princes  Doom  ? 

Fri.  A  gentle  Judgment  vanifht  from  his  Lips, 
Not  Bodies  Death,  but  Bodies  Banilhment. 

Rom.  Ha,  Banilhment?  Be  merciful,  fay  Death: 
For  Exile  hath  more  terror  in  his  look, 
Much  more  than  Death,  do  not  fay  Banilhment. 

Fri.  Here  from  V '.rona  art  thou  banifhed ': 
Be  patient,  for  the;  world  is  broad  and  wide. 

Rom.  There  is  no  world  without  Verona- walls, 
But  Purgatory,  Torture,  Hell  it  felf : 
Hence  banifhed,  is  banifht  from  the  World, 
And  worlds  Exile  is  death.    Then  banifhed 

Is  Death  mis-term'd,  calling  Death  Banifhed. 
Thou  cut'ft  my  Head  off  with  a  Golden  Ax, 
And  fmiPft  upon  the  ftroak  that  Murders  me. 

'  Fri.  O  deadly  fin,  O  rude  unthankfulnefs  ! 
Thy  fault  our  Law  calls  Death,  but  the  kind  Prince 
Taking  thy  part  hath  rufht  afide  the  Law, 

And  turn'd  that  black  word  Death,  to  Banifhment. 
This  is  dear  Mercy,  and  thou  fecit  it  not. 

Rom  'Tis  Torture  and  not  Mercy,  heaven  is  here 
Where  Jnhet  lives,  and  every  Cat  and  Dog, 
And  little  Moufe,  every  unworthy  thing 
Live  here  in  heaven,  and  may  look  on  her, 
But  Romeo  may  not.    More  Validity, 
More  honourable  State,  more  Courtfhip  lives 
In  Carrion  Flies,  than  Romeot  They  may  feize 
On  the  white  wonder  of  dear  Juliets  hand, 
And  Ileal  immortal  bleOings  from  her  lips, 
Who  even  in  pure  and  Veftal  Modefty 
Still  blufh,  as  thinking  their  own  kiffes  fin. 
This  may  Flies  do,  when  I  from  this  muft  fly, 
And  faift  thou  yet,  that  Exile  is  not  Death  ? 
But  Romeo  may  not,  he  is  banifhed. 
Hadfl  thou  no  poifon  mixt,  no  fharp-ground  knife, 
No  fudden  mean  of  Death,  though  nere  fo  mean, 
But  banifhed  to  kill  me  ?  Banifhed  ? 
O  Frier,  the  Damned  ufe  that  word  in  Hell: 
Howlings  attend  it,  how  haft  thou  the  heart 
Beinga  Divine,  a  Ghoftly  Confeffor, 
A  Sin- Abfolver,  and  my  Friend  profeft, 
To  mangle  me  with  that  word  Banifhed  ? 

Fri.  Fond  Mad-man,  hearmefpeak. 
Rom.  O  thou  wilt  fpeak  again  of  banifhment. 
Fri.  Pie  give  thee  Armour  to  keep  off  that  word, 

Adverfiries  fweet  milk,  Philofophy, 

To  comfort  thee,  though  thou  art  banifhed. 
Rom.  Yet,  banifhed  ?  Hang  up  Philofophy, 

Unlefs  Philofophy  can  make  a  Juliet^ . 
Difplant  a  Town,  1  everfe  a  Princes  Doom, 
It  helps  not,  it  prevails  not,  talk  no  more : 

Fn.  O  then  1  fee,  that  mad-men  have  no  ears. 
Rom.  How  fhou'd  they, 

When  wife-men  have  no  eyes  ? 
Fri.  Let  me  defpair  with  thee  of  thy  Eftate. 
Rom.  Thou  canft  not  fpeak  of  that  thou  doft  not  feel, 

Wert  thou  as  young,  as  Juliet  my  Love: 
An  hour  but  married,  Tybalt  murdered, 
Doting  like  me,  and  like  me  banifhed. 
Then  might'fc  thou  fpeak, 
Then  nugh'ft  thou  tear  thy  hair, 
And  fail  upon  the  ground  as  I  do  now, 
Taking  the  meafure  of  an  unmade  Grave. 

Enter  Nurfe  and  knocks. 

Fri.  Arife,  one  knocks, 
Good  Romeo  hide  thy  felf. Rom.  Not  I, 

Unlefs  the  breath  of  Heart-fick  groans 
Mill-like  infold  me  irom  the  fearch  of  eyes. 

Fri.  Hark,  how  they  knock, 

(Who's  there)  Romeo,  arife, 
Thou  wilt  be  taken,  ftay  a  while,  ftand  up  :  / 

IKnock, 
Run  to  my  ftudy  •  By  and  by,  Gods  will  ? 
What  Simplencfs  is  this :  1  come,  I  come. 

Who  knocks  lb  hard  ? 

Whence  come  you  ?  what's  your  Will  ? 
Enter  Nurfe. 

Nur.  Let  me  come  in,  * 
And  you  fhall  know  my  Errand : 
I  come  from  Lady  Juliet. 

Fri.  Welcom  then. 

Nur.  O  holy  Frier,  O  tell  me  holy  Frier, 

Wher's  my  Ladies  Lord  ?  wheres  Romeo. Fri.  There  on  the  ground, 
With  his  own  tears  made  drunk. 

Nur.  O  he  is  even  in  my  Miftrefs  cafe, 
Juft  in  her  cafe,  O  woful  Sympathy ! 
Piteous  predicament,  even  fo  lies  (he, 
Blubbring  and  weeping,  weeping  and  blubbring, 
Stand  up,  ftand  up,  ftand  and  you  be  a  Man, 
For  Juliets  fake,  for  her  fake  rife  and  ftand  : 
Why  fhould  you  fall  into  fo  deep  an  O. 

Rom.  Nurfe. 

Nur.  Ah  fir,  ah  fir,  death's  the  end  of  all. 
Rom.  Sp.ak'ft  thou  of  Juliet?  How  is't  with  her  ? 

Doth  not  Ihe- think  me  an  old  Murtherer, 

Now  I  have  ftain'd  the  Child-hood  of  our  joy 
With  blood,  removed  but  little  from  her  own  ? 
Where  is  fhe  ?  and  how  does  fhe  ?  and  what  fays 

My  conceal'd  Lady  to  our  conceal'd  Love  ? 
Nur.  Oh  fhe  fays  nothing,Sir,  but  weeps  and  weeps, 

And  now  falls  on  her  bed ,  and  then  ftarts  up. 
And  Tybalt  calls,  and  then  Romeo  cries, 
And  then  downfalls  again. 

Ro.Asit'  that  Name  (hot  from  the  deadly  level  of  a  Gun Did  murder  her,  as  that  Names  curfedhand 
Murdered  her  Kinfman.    Oh  tell  me,  Frier,  tell  me, 
In  what  vile  part  of  this  Anar.  omy 
Doth  my  Name  lodge  ?  Teli  me,  that  I  may  fack 
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Fri.  Hold  thy  defperate  hand  : 
Art  thou  a  man  ?  Thy  form  cries  out,  thou  art  I 
Thy  tears  are  womanifh,  thy  wild  A<fts  do  note 
The  unreafonable  fury  of  a  Beaft. 
Unfeemly  Woman,  in  a  feeming  Man, 
And  ill  befeeming  Beaft  in  feeming  both, 

Thou  halt  amaz'd  me.    By  my  holy  Order, 
I  thought  thy  difpofition  better  temper'd. 
Haft  thou  flain  Tybalt  ?  Wilt  thou  flay  thy  felf  ?  ; 
And  flay  thy  Lady,  that  in  thy  life  lives, 
By  doing  damned  hate  upon  thy  felf? 

Why  rail'ft  thou  on  thy  birth  ?  the  Heaven  and  Earth  ? 
Since  birth,  and  heaven,  and  earth,  all  three  do  meet 
In  thee  at  once  which  thou  at  once  wonld'it  lofe. 

Fie,  fie,  thou  fham'ft  thy  fhape,  thy  Love,  thy  Wit : 
Which  like  an  Ufurer  abound'ft  in  ail : 
And  ufeft  none  in  that  true  ufe  indeed, 
Whichfhould  bedeck  thy  fhape,  thy  Love,  thy  Wit : 
Thy  Noble  fhape  is  but  a  Form  of  Wax, 
Digreffing  from  the  Valour  of  a  Man, 
Thy  dear  Love  fworn,  but  hollow  Perjury, 

Killing  that  Love  which  thou  haft  vow'd  toCherifh, 
Thy  Wit,  that  Ornament  to  fhape  and  Love, 

Mif-fhapen  in  the  Conduct  of  them  both  : 
Like  Powder  in  a  skillefs  Souldiers  flask, 
Is  fet  a  fire  by  thine  own  ignorance, 
And  thou  difmembrcd  with  thine  own  Defence. 

What,  roufe  thee,  Man,  thy  Juliet  is  alive, 
For  whofe  dear  fake  thou  waft  but  lately  dead. 
There  art  thou  happy.    Tybalt  would  kill  thee, 

But  thou  flew'ft  Tybalt,  there  art  thou  happy  too, 
The  Law  that  threatned  Death  became  thy  friend, 

And  turn'd  it  to  Exile,   there  art  thou  happy. 
A  pack  of  Bkflings  light  upon  thy  back, 
Happinefs  courts  thee  in  her  beft  Array, 

But  like  a  mif-fhapen  and  a  fullen  Wench, 

Thou  putteft  up  thy  Fortune  and  thy  Love* 
Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  fuch  die  miferable. 
Go  get  thee  to  thy  Love  as  was  decreed, 
Afcend  her  Chamber,  hence  and  comfort  her: 
But  look  thou  ftay  not  till  the  Watch  be  fet, 
For  then  thou  canft  not  pafs  to  Mantua, 
Where  thou  fhalt  live  till  we  can  find  a  time 

To  blaze  your  Marriage,  reconcile  your  Friends, 
Beg  pardon  of  thy  Prince,  and  call  thee  back, 
With  twenty  hundred  thoufand  times  more  Joy 
Than  thou  went'ft  forth  in  Lamentation. 
Go  before,  Nurfe,   commend  me  to  thy  Lady, 
And  bid  her  haften  all  the  Houfe  to  Bed, 
Which  heavy  Sorrow  makes  them  apt  unto. 
Romeo  is  coming. 

Nur.  O  Lord,  I  could  have  ftaid  here  all  nighc, 

To  hear  good  Connfel :  Oh  what  Learning  is  •' 
My  Lord,  I'le  tell  my  Lady  you  will  come. 

Rom.  Do  fo,  and  bid  my  Sweet  prepare  to  chide. 
Nur.  Here,  Sir,  a  Ring  fhe  bid  me  give  you,  Sir : 

Hie  you,  make  hafte,  for  it  grows  very  late. 

Rom.  How  well  my  comfort  is  reviv'd  by  this, 
fri.  Go  hence. 

Goodnight,  and  here  ftands  all  your  flate: 
Either  be  gone  before  the  Watch  be  fet, 

Or  by  the  Break  of  day  dilguis'd  from  hence, 
Sojourn  in  Mantua,  I'le  find  out  your  man, 
And  he  fnall  fignine  from  time  to  time, 
Every  good  hap  to  you  that  chanced  here  : 

Give  me  thy  hand,  'tis  late,  farewel,  Goodnight. 
Rom.  But  that  a  joy,  pall  joy,  calls  out  on  ms, 

It  were  a  grief,  fo  brief  to  part  with  thee : 
Farewel.  [Exeunt, 

.  Enter  old  Capnlet,  his  Wife,  and  Paris. 

Cap.  Things  have  fain  out,  Sir,  fo  unluckily, 

That  we  have  no  time  to  move  our  Daughter.* 
Look  you,  fhe  lov'd  her  Kinfman  Tybalt  dearly, 
And  lb  did  I.    Weil,  we  were  born  to  die. 

'Tis  very  late,  fhe'll  not  come  down  to  Night : 
I  promife  you,  bat  for  your  Company, 
I  would  have  been  a  bed  an  hour  ago. 

P  tr.  Tlicfe  times  of  woe  afford  no  times  to  wooc : 
Madam,  Goodnight,  Commend  me  to  your  Daughter. 

Lad.  I  will,  and  know  her  mind  early  to  morrow ; 
To  night  fhe  is  mewed  up  to  her  heavinefs. 

Ccp.  Sir  Paris',  I  will  make  a  defperate  tender 
Of  my  Childs  Love:  V  think  fhe  will  be  rul'd 
In  all  refpects  by  me,  nay  more,  I  doubt  it  not. 
Wife,  go  you  to  her  e're  you  go  to  bed, 
Acquaint  her  here  of  my  Son  Paris  Love, 
And  bid  her,  mark  you  me,  on  Wednefday  next, 
But  foft,  what  day  is  this  ? 

Par.  Monday,  my  Lord. 

Cap.  Monday,  ha,  ha,  well,  Wednefday  is  too foon, 
A  Thurfday  let  it  be :  A  Thurfday  tell  her 
She  fhall  be  married  to  this  Noble  Earl : 
Will  you  be  ready  ?  Do  you  like  this  hafte  ? 
Wee'l  keep  no  great  a-do,  a  friend  or  two, 
For,  hark  you,  Tybalt  being  flain  fo  late, 
It  may      thought  we  held  him  carelefly, 
Being  our  Kinfman,  if  we  revel  much: 

Therefore  we'll  have  fome  half  a  dozen  Friends, 
And  there  an  end.    But  what  fay  you  to  Thurfday  ? Par.  My  Lord, 

I  would  that  Thurfday  were  to  morrow. 
Cap.  Well,  get  you  gone,  a  Thurfday  be  it  then : 

Go  you  to  Juliet  e're  you  go  to  bed, 
Prepare  her  Wife,  againft  this  wedding  day. 
Farewel,  my  Lord,  light  to  my  Chamber,  hoa, 
Afore  me,  it  is  fo  late,that  we  may  call  it  early  by  and  by. Good  night. 

[Exeunt. Enter  Romeo  and  Juliet  aloft. 

Juli.  Wilt  thou  be  gone  ? 
It  was  the  Nightingale,  and  not  the  Lark, 
That  piere'd  the  fearful  hollow  of  thine  Ear, 
N  ightly  fhe  fings  on  yond  Pomgranate  Tree, 
Believe  me  Love,  it  was  the  Nightingale. 

Rom.  It  was  the  Lark,  the  Herauld  of  Morn : 
No  Nightingale  :  Look,  Love,  what  envious  ftreaks 
Do  lace  the  fevering  Clouds  in  yonder  Eaft: 
Nights  Candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 
Stands  tiptoe  on  the  mifty  Mountain  tops, 
I  mult  be  gone  and  live,  or  ftay  and  die. 

Juli.  Yon  light  is  not  Day-light,  I  know  it,  I : 
It  is  fome  Meteor  that  the  Sun  exhales, 
To  be  to  thee  this  night  a  Torch-bearer, 
And  light  thee  on  thy  way  to  Mantua. 

Therefore  ftay  yet  thou  need'ft  not  to  be  gone. 
Rom.  Let  me  be  ta'ne,  let  me  be  put  to  death, 

I  am  content,  fo  thou  w*ilt  have  it  fb. 
I'le  fay  yon  gray  is  not  the  Mornings  eye, 
'Tis  but  the  pale  reflex  of  CynthiaH  brow. 
Nor  that  is  not  the  Lark  whofe  Notes  do  beat 

The  vaulty  Heavens  fo  high  above  our  Heads, 
I  have  more  care  to  ftay,  than  will  to  go  1 
Come  Death  and  welcome,  Juliet  wills  it  fo. 

How  is'r,  my  Soul,  let's  talk,  it  is  not  day. 
Juli.  It  is,  it  is,  hie  hence,  be  gone,  away  : 

It  is  the  Lark  that  fings  fo  out  of  Tune, 
Straining  harfh  Difcords,  and  unpleafing  Sharps. 
Some  fay  the  Lark  makes  fweet  Divhion  ; 
This  doth  not  fo  :  For  fhe  divideth  us. 

Some  fay,  the  Lark,  and  loathed  Toad  change Eies, 
O  now  I  would  they  had  changM  voices  too : 
Since  arm  from  arm  that  Voice  doth  us  affray, 

Hunting  thee  henee,,  with  Huntf-up  to  the  day, 
*  E  e  el  4  .  o 



O  now  be  gone,  more  light,  and  it  light  grows.  . 
Ro.  More  light  and  light,  more  dark  and  dark  our  woes. 

<7-  -£3  . .     V.:..  -:—      •  *-i>.r    .1 ;,: k  ",:r  kW ft 
£;;ttr  Madam  and  Nnrfe. 

Nur,  Madam.'  " 
J  nil.  Nnrfe.  . 
A'/:r.  Your  Lady  Mother  is  coming  to  your  Chamber, 

The  Day  is  broke,  be  wary,  look  about. 
IffiHl  Then  Window  let  Day  in,  and  let  Lifeout. 

Rom.  FareWel,  farewel,  one'kifs,  and  Pie  defcend. 
Jul}.  Art  thou  gone  fo  ?  Love,Lprd,ah  Husband,  Friend, 

I  muft  hear  from  thee  every  day  in  the  hour, 
For  in  a  minute  there  are  many  days, 

0  by  this  count  1  fhall  be  much  in  years, 

E're  i  again  behold  my  Romeo. 
£o/«.cFarewel : 

1  will  omit  no  opportunity, 

That  may  convey-my- greetings,  Love,  to  thee. 
Juli.  6  thinkeft  thou  we  (hall  ever  meet  again  ? 
Rom.  I  doubt  it  not,  and  all  thefe  woeslhall  ferve 

For  fweet  Difcourfes  in  our  time  to  come. 

Juli.  O  God  !  1  have  an  ill  Divining  Soul, 
Methinks  I  fee  thee  now,  thou  art  fo  low, 
As  one  dead  in  the  bottom  of  a  Tomb, 

Either  my  Eye-fight  fails :  or  thou  look'ft  pale. Rom.  And  try  It  me,  Love,  in  my  Eye  fo  do  you: 
Dry  for  row  drinks  our  Blood.    Adieu,  adieu. ■  {Exit, 

J uli.  O  Fortune,  Fortune,  all  men  call  thee  fickle. 
If  thou  art  fickle,  whatdoft  thou  with  him 

That  is  renowri'd  for  Faith  ?  be  fickle  Fortune : 
For  then  I  hope  thou  wilt  not  keep  him  long, 
But  fend  him  back. 

Enter  Mother. 

La.  Ho  Daughter,  are  you  up  ? 
Juli.  Whois't.that  calls  ?  is  it  my  Lady  Mother  ? 

Is  (lie  not  down  fo  late,  or  up  fo  early  ? 

What  unaccuftom'd  caufe  procures  her  hither  ? 
La.  \\  hy  how  now,  Juliet  ? 
Juli.  Ma  J  am,  I  am  not  well. 

La.  Evermore  weeping'  for  your  Coufins  death  ? What  wilt  thou  warn  him  from  his  Grave  with  tears  ? 
And  if  thou  couldft,  thou  couldft  not  make  him  live  : 
Therefore  have  done,  fome  grief  Ihews  much  of  Love, 
But  much  of  grief  fhews  ftill  fome  want  of  wit. 

Juli.  Yet  let  me  weep,  for  fuch  a  feeling  lofs. 
La.  So  fhall  you  feel  the  lofs,  but  not  the  Friend 

Which  you  weep  for. 
Juli,.  Feeling  fo  the  lofs, 

I  cannot  chufe  but  ever  weep  the  Friend. 

La.  Well  Girl,  thou  weep'ft  not  fo  much  for  his  death, 
As  that  the  Villain  lives  which  flaughter'd  him. 

Juli.  What  Villain,  Madam? 
La.  That  fame  Villain,  Romeo. 
Jifli.  Villain  and  he  be  many  miles  afunder  : 

God  Pardon  him,  I  do  with  all  my  heart, 
And  yet  no  man  like  he  doth  grieve  my  heart. 

La.  That  is  becaufe  the  Traitor  lives, 

Juli.  1,  Madam,  from  the  reach  of  thefe  my  hands : 

Would  nonebut  I  might  venge my  Coufin's death. 
La.  We  will  have  vengeance  for  it,  fear  thou  not. 

Then  weep  no'mofe.    Pie  fend  to  one  in  Mantua, 
Where  that  fame  banifh'd  Runnagate  doth  live, 

Shall  give  him  fuch  an  unaccuftom'd  dram, 
That  he  fhall  foon  kccpTybalt  Company  : 

And  then  JL  hope  thou  wilt  be  fatisfied. 
Juli.  Indeed  I  never  fhall  be  fatisfied 

With  Kcmeo,  till  I  behold  him.  Dead 

Is  my  poor  heart,  fo  for  a  Kinfman  vext : 

Madam,  if  you  could  find  out  but  a  man 
To  bear  a  Poifon,  I  would  temper  it ; 

That  Romeo  fhould  upon  receipt  thereof, 
Soon  lleep  in  quiet.  Oh  how  my  heart  abhors 
To  hear  him  nam'd,  and  cannot  come  to  him 

To  wreak  the  lovel  bore  my  Coufin  Tybalt,  ' 
Upon  his  Body  that  hath  flanghtei'd  him.' Mo.  Find  thou  the  means,  and  1'le  find  fuch  a  man, But  now  Tie  tdl  thee  joyful  tidings,  Girl. 

Juli.  And  joy  comes  well,  in  fuch  a  needy  time, 
What  are  they,  I  befeech  your  Ladyfhip  ? 
Mo.  Well,  well,  thou  hail  a  careful  Father,  Child  ; 

One,  who  to  put  thee  from  thy  heavinefs, 
Hath  for  ted  out  a  fudden  day  of  joy, 

That  thou  expecls  not,  nor  I  look'd  not  for. 
Juli.  Madam,  in  happy  time,  what  day  is  this  ? 
Mo.  Marry,  my  Child,  early  next  Thurfday  morn, 

The  gallant,  Young,  and  Noble  Gentleman, 
The  County  Pansat  St.  Peter's  Church, 
Shall  happily  make  thee  a  joyful  Bride. 

Juli.  Now  by  Saint  Peter's  Church,  and  Peter  too, He  fhall  not  make  me  there  a  joyful  Bride. 
[  wonder  at  this  hafte,  that  I  muft  wed 

E're  he  that  fhould  be  Husband  comes  to  wooe. 
I  pray  you  tell  my  Lord  and  Father,  Madam, 
I  will  not  marry  yet,  and  when  I  do,  I  fwear 
It  fhall  be  Romeo,  whom  you  know  I  hate, 
Rather  than  Pans.   Thefe  are  News  indeed. 
Mo.  Here  comes  your  Father,  tell  him  fo  your  fejf, 

And  fee  how  he  will  take  it  at  your  hands. 

Enter  Capulet  and  Nurfe. 

Cap.  When  the  Sun  fets,  the  Earth  doth  drizzle  Dew  j 
But  for  the  Sunfet  of  my  Brother's  Son, 
It  rainN  down-right. 
How  now  ?  a  Conduit  Girl,  what  Hill  in  tears/ 
Evermore  fliowring  in  one  little  Body  ? 

Thy  CounterfeiL'^a  Bark,  a  Sea,  a  Wind : 
For  (till  thy  Eyes,  which  I  may  call  the  Sea, 
Do  ebb  and  flow  with  tears,  the  Bark  thy  Body 
Sailing  in  this  Salt  flood,  the  Winds  thy  Sighs, 
Who  raging  with  the  Tears,  and  they  with  them, 
Without  a  fudden  calm  will  over-fet 

Tly  tenipelt-tolfed  Body.    How  now,  Wife  ? 
Have  you  delivered  to  her  our  Decree  ? La.  I,  Sir  ̂  

But  fhe  will  none,  fhe  gives  you  thanks  ? 
I  would  the  Fool  were  married  to  her  Grave. 

Cap.  Soft,  take  me  with  you,  take  me  with  you,  Wife 
Hew,  will  fhe  none  ?  doth  fhe  not  give  us  thanks  ? 
Is  he  not  proud  ?  doth  fhe  not  count  her  bleft, 
Un/vorthy  as  fhe  is,  that  we  have  wrought 
So  worthy  aGentkman  to  be  her  Bridegroom  ? 

Juli.  Not  proud  you  have, 

But  thankful  that  you  have. 
Proud  can  I  never  be  of  what  I  have, 
But  thankful  even  for  Hate,  that  isuneant  Love. 

dp.  How  now  ? 
How  now  ?  Chopt  Logick  ?  what  is  this  ? 
Proud,  and  I  thank  you:  and  I  thank  you  not. 
Thani  me  no  thankings,  nor  proud  me  no  prouds, 

But  feztle  your  fine  joints  'gainft  Thurfday  next, 
To  gc  with  Pans  to  Saint  Peter's  Church : 
Or  1  will  drag  thee  on  a  Hurdle  thither. 
Out  you  Green-ficknefs  Carrion, out  you  baggage, 

Out  you  Tallow-face. 
Lad.  Fie,  fie,  what  are  you  mad  ? 
Jul.  Good  Father,  I  bellechyou  on  my  Knees 

Hear  ne  with  patience,  but  to  fpeak  a  word. 
Fa.  Hang  thee,  Young  Baggage,  difobedicnt  wretch, 

I  tell  thee  what,  get  thee  to  Church  a  Thurfday, 
Or  never  after  look  me  in  the  Face. 

Speak  not,  reply  not,  do  net  aniwer  me. 
My  Fingers  itch,  Wife :  we  fcarce  thought  us  bleft, 
That  God  had  lent  us  but  this  only  Child, 

But 
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But  now  I  fee  this  one  is  one  too  much, 
And  that  we  have  a  Curfe  in  having  her : 
Out  on  her,  Hiiding. 

Nnr.  God  in  Heaven  blcfs  her, 
You  are  to  blame,  my  Lord,  to  rate  her  fo. 

Fa.  And  why,  my  Lady  Wifdom  ?  hold  your  tongue, 
Good  Prudence,  fmatter  with  your  Goflip,  go. 

Nnr.  I  (peak  no  Treafon, 

O  God  gi'goode'en, 
May  not  one  fpeak  ? 

Fn.  Peace  you  mumbling  Fool,  \  \ 

litter  your  Gravity  o're  a  Goffips  bowl, For  here  we  need  it  not. 
La.  You  are  too  hot. 

Fa.  Gods  bread,  it  makes  me  mad  •" 
Day,  night,  hour,  tide,  time,  work,  play, 
Alone,  in  company,  ftill  my  care  hath  been 

To  have  her  macht'd,  and  having  now  provided 
A  Gentleman  of  Noble  Parentage, 
Of  fair  Demeans,  Youthful,  and  Nobly  Allied, 
Stuft,  as  they  fay,  with  Honourable  parts, 

Proportion'd  as  ones  thought  would  wilh  a  Man. 
And  then  to  have  a  wretched  puling  Fool, 
A  whining  Mammet,  in  her  Fortunes  tender, 
To  anfwer  Pie  not  wed,  I  cannot  Love, 
I  am  too  young,  I  pray  you  pardon  me. 
But,  and  you  will  not  wed,  Fie  pardon  you. 
Graze  where  you  will,  you  fhall  not  Houfe  with  me : 

Look  to't,  think  on't,  I  do  not  ufe  to  jeft.  ' 
Tharfday  is  near,  lay  Hand  on  Heart,  advife 
And  you  be  mine,  Pie  give  you  to  my  Friend  : 
And  you  be  not  Hang,  Beg,  Starve,  die  in  the  Streets, 

For,  by  my  Soul,  Pie  ne're  acknowledge  thee, 
Nor  what  is  mine,  fhall  never  do  thee  good  i 

Truft  td't,  bethink  you,  Pie  not  be  forfworn. 

Jul.  Is  there  no  pity  fitting  in  the  Clouds, 
That  fees  into  the  bottom  of  my  grief? 
O  fweet  my  Mother,  caft  me  not  away, 
Delay  this  Marriage  for  a  Month,  a  Week, 
Or  if  you  do  not,  make  the  Bridal  Bed 
In  that  dim  Monument  where  Tybalt  lies. 

Mo.  Talk  not  to  me,  for  Pie  not  fpeak  a  word, 
Do  as  thou  wilt,  for  I  have  done  with  thee. 

{Exit. 

Jtl.  O  God ! 
0  Nurfe,  how  fuall  this  be  prevented  ? 
My  Husband  is  on  Earth,  my  Faith  in  Heaven, 
How  fhall  that  Faith  return  again  to  Earth, 
Unlefs  that  Husband  fend  it  me  from  Heaven, 
By  leaving  Earth  ?  Comfort  me,  counfel  me , 
Alack,  alack,  that  Heaven  fhould  prattife  Stratagems 
Upon  fo  fofc  a  Subjecl,  as  my  felf 

What  fay'ft  thou  ?  haft  thou  not  a  word  of  joy  ? 
Some  comfort,  Nurfe. 

Nnr.  Faith  here  it  is, 
Romeo  is  banifhed,  and  all  the  World  to  nothing 

That  he  dares  ne're  come  back  to  challenge  you  : 
Or  if  he  do,  it  needs  muft  be  by  Health. 
Then  fince  the  cafe  fo  ftands  as  now  it  doth, 
1  think  it  beft  you  married  with  the  Count, 

Oh  he's  a  lovely  Gentleman  : 
^owo'sadifh-cloutto  him  :  an  Eagle,  Madam, 
Hath  not  fo  green,  fo  quick,  fo  fair  an  Eye 
As  Paris  hath,  befhrew  my  very  Heart, 
I  think  you  are  happy  in  this  feccnd  match, 
For  it  excels  your  firft  :  or  if  it  did  not, 

Your  firft  is  dead,  or  'twere  as  go6d  he  were, 
As  living  here,  and  you  no  ufe  of  him. 

Jul.  Speakeft  thou  from  thy  Heart? 
Nnr.  And  from  my  Soul  to, 

Or  elfe  befhrew  them  both. 

Jul.  Amen. 
Nnr.  What  ? 

{Exit. 

Jul.  Well,  thou  haft  comforted  me  marv'ious  much- 

Go  in,  and  tell  my  Lady  I  am  gone,  7 
Having  difpleas'd  my  Father,  to  Lawrence  Cell To  make  Confcffion,  and  to  be  Abfolved. 
Nnr.  Marry  I  will,  and  this  is  wikly  done. 

l~  Exit 

Jul.  Ancient  Damnation,  O  moft  wicked  Fiend. 
Is  it  more  Sin  to  wifh  me  thus  forfworn, 
Or  to  difpraife  my  Lord  with  thatfameYongue 
Which  fhe  hath  prais'd  him  with  above  compare, 
So  many  thoufand  times  ?  Go,  Counfellor, 
Thou  and  my  bofom  henceforth  fhall  be  twain  : 
Pie  to  the  Frier  to  know  his  remedy. 
If  all  elfe  fail,  my  felf  have  power  to  die. 

{Exeunt. 
Enter  Frier  and  Count  Paris. 

Fri.  On  Thurfday,  Sir,  the  time  is  very  fhort 
Par.  My  Father  Capdet  will  have  it  fo, 

And  I  am  nothing  flow  to  flack  his  hafte. 
Fri.  You  fay  you  do  not  know  the  Ladies  mind  • Uneven  is  the  courfe,  I  like  it  not. 
Pa.  Immoderately  fhe  weeps  for  Tybalt's  death, 

And  therefore  have  I  little  talk  of  Love, 
For  Venus  fmiles  not  in  a  Houfe  of  Tears, 

Now,  Sir,  her  Father  counts  it  dangerous' That  fhe  fhould  give  her  forrow  fo  much  fway  : 
And  in  his  Wifdom,  haftes  our  Marriage, 

To  ftopthe  inundation  of  her  Tears,  ° Which  too  much  minded  by  her  felf  alone, 
May  be-  put  from  her  by  Society. 
Now  do  you  know  the  reafon  of  this  hafte  ? 

Fn.  I  would  I  knew  not  why  it  fhould  be  flow'd. 
Look,  Sir,  here  comes  the  Lady  towards  my  Cell. x7TOu»w 9fl(. SDtffT?  oven  rLIo3  ftudj  'ityft.  cr  a  1 

Enter  Juliet. 

Par.  Happily  met,  my  Lady  and  my  Wife. 
Jul.  That  maybe,  Sir,  when  I  may  be  a  Wife. 
Par.  That  may  be,  muft  be,  Love,  on  Thurfday  next. 
Jul.  What  muft  be,  fhall  be. 
Fri.  That's  a  certain  Text. 
Par.  Come  you  to  make  Confefllon  to  this  Father  ? 
Jul.  To  anfwer  that,  I  fhould  confefs  to  you. 
Par.  Do  not  deny  to  him,  that  you  love  me. 
Jul.  1  will  confefs  to  you  that  I  Love  him. 
Par.  So  will  ye,  I  am  fure,  that  you  Love  me. 
Jul.  If  I  do  fo,  it  will  be  of  more  Price, 

Being  fpoke  behind  your  back,  than  to  your  Face. 
Par.  Poor  Soul,  thy  Face  is  much  abus'd  with  Tears. 
Jnl.  The  Tears  have  gotfmall  Victory  by  that : 

For  it  was  bad  enough  before  their  fpight. 
Pa.Thou  wrong'ft  it  more  than  Tears  with  that  report. Jnl.  That  is  no  flander,  Sir,  which  is  truth, 

And  what  I  fpeak,  I  fpeak  it  to  my  Face. 
Par.  Thy  Face  is  mine,  and  thou  haft  flandred  it. 
Jnl.  It  may  be  fo,  for  it  is  not  mine  own. 

Are  you  at  leifure,  Holy  Father  now, 
Or  fhall  I  come  to  you  at  evening  Mafs  ? 

Fri.  My  leifure  ferves  me,  penfive  Daughter,  now. 
My  Lord,  I  muft  intreatthe  time  alone. 

Par.  God  fhield ,  I  fhould  difturb  Devotion : 
Juliet,  on  Tlmrjday  early  will  I  rowze  ye, 
Till  then  adieu,  and  keep  this  holy  kifs. {Exit  Paris. 

Jnl.  O  fhut  the  Door,  and  when  thou  haft  done  fo, 
Come  weep  with  me,  paft  hope,  paft  care,  paft  help. 

Fri.  O,  Juliet,  I  already  know  thy  grief, 
It  ftrains  me  paft  the  compafs  of  my  wits : 
I  hear  thou  muft,  and  nothing  may  prorogue  it, 
On  Thurfday  next  be  married  to  this  Count. 

Jul.  Tell  me  not,  Frier,  that  thou  heareft  of  this, 
Unlefs  thou  tell  me  how  1  may  prevent  it : 

If 
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It  in  thy  mldom,  thou  canft  give  no  help, 
Do  thou  but  call  my  reiblution  Wife, 
And  with  this  Knife,  Tie  help  it  prefently. 

God  joynM  my  heart  and  Romeo's)  thou  our  hands, 
And  e're  this  hand,  by  thee  to  Rowco  feal'd, 
Shall  be  the  Label  to  another  Deed, 
Or  my  true  Heart  with  treacherous  revolt, 
Turn  to  another,  this  (hall  flay  them  boih  : 

Therefore  out  of  thy  long  experiene'd  Time, 
Give  me  fome  prefent  Gounfel,  or  behold 
'Twixt  my  extreamsand  me,  this  bloody  Knife 
Shall  play  the  umpire,  arbitrating  that, 
Which  the  Commiilion  of  my  years  and  Art, 
Could  to  no  I  flue  of  true  Honour  bring  : 
Be  not  fo  long  to  fpeak,  1  long  to  die, 

If  what  thou  fpeak'ft  fpeak  not  of  Remedy. 
Fn.  Hold,  Daughter,  I  do  fpie  a  kind  of  hope, 

Which  craves  as  deiperate  an  Execution, 
As  that  is  defperate  which  we  would  prevent. 
If  rather  than  to  marry  County  Parist 
Thou  haft  the  ftrengthof  Will  to  flay  thy  felf, 
Then  it  is  likely  thou  wilt  undertake 
A  thing  like  Death  to  chide  away  this  lhame, 

Thatcop'ft  with  Death  himfelf,  to  fcape  from  it : 
And  if  thou  dar'ft,  Tie  give  thee  remedy. 

Juli.  O  bid  me  leap,  rather  than  marry  Paris , 
From  off  the  Battlements  of  any  Tower, 
OrwalkinThievifh  ways,  or  bid  me  lurk 

Where  Serpents  are  .*  Chain  me  with  roaring  Bears 
Or  hide  me  nightly  in  aCharnel  Houfe, 

O're  covered  quite  with  dead  Mens  rati  ing  Bones, 
With  reeky  (hanks,  and  yellow  chaplefs  skuls : 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new  made  Grave,  , 
And  hide  me  with  a  dead  Man  in  his  Grave, 
Things  that  to  hear  them  told,  have  made  me  tremble, 
And  I  will  do  it  without  fear  or  doubt, 

To  live  an  unftain'd  Wife  to- my  fweet  Love. 
Fri.  Hold  then  :  Go  home,  be  merry,  give  confent, 

To  marry  Pans,  -.  Wednefday  is  to  morrow, 
To  morrow  Night  look  that  thou  lie  alone, 
Let  not  thy  Nurfe  lie  with  thee  in  thy  Chamber: 
Take  thou  this  Viol  being  then  in  Bed, 
And  this  diftilling  Liquor  drink  thou  off, 
When  prefently  through  all  thy  Veins  Ihall  run 
A  cold  and  drowfie  Humour    For  no  Pulfe 

Shall  keep  his  Native  Progrefs,  but  Surceafe 
No  warmth,  no  breath  Ihall  teftifie  thou  liveft. 

The  Rofes  in  thy  Lips  and  Cheeks  Ihall  fade 
To  mealy  afhes,  the  eyes  windows  fall 
Like  Death  when  he  fruits  up  the  day  of  Life ; 

Each  part  dt-priv'd  of  fupple  Government, 
Shall  ftiff  and  ftark,  and  cold  appear  like  Death, 
And  in  this  borrowed  likenefs  of  frirunk  Death, 
Thou  fhalt  continue  two  and  forty  Hours, 
And  then  awake,  as  from  a  pleafant  Sleep, 
Now  when  the  Bridegroom  in  the  morning  comes 
To  rowfe  thee  from  thy  Bed,  there  art  thou  Dead : 
Then  as  the  manner  of  our  Country  is, 

In  thy  beft  Robes  uncover'd  on  the  Beer, 
Be  born  to  Burial  in  thy  Kindreds  Grave, 
Thou  fhalt  be  born  to  that  lame  Ancient  Vault, 
Where  all  the  Kindred  of  the  Capulets  lie, 
In  the  mean  time,  againft  thou  fhalt  awake, 
Shall  Romeo  by  my  Letters  know  our  drift, 
And  hither  (hall  he  come,  and  that  very  Night 
Shall  Romeo  bear  thee  hence  to  Mantua, 
And  this  fhall  free  thee  from  this  prefent  fhame , 
If  no  unconftant  Toy  nor  Womanifli  fear, 
Abate  thy  Valour  in  the  acting  it. 

'  Juli.  Give  me,  give  me,  O  tell  not  me  of  fear. 
Hold,  get  you  gone,  be  ftrong  andprofperous 

In  this  reiolve,  I'le  lend  a  Frier  with  fpeed 
To  Mantua  with  my  Letters  to  thy  Lord. 

Jul.  Love  give  me  ftrength, 

And  ftrength  fhall  help  afford  : 
Farewel,  dear  Father. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Father  Capulet,  Mother,  Nurfe,  and 

ferving-men,  two  or  three.  , 

Cap.  So  many  Guefts  invite  as  here  are  writ, 
Sirrah,  go  hire  me  twenty  cunning  Cooks. 
_  Ser.  You  fhall  have  none  ill,,  Sir,  for  Tie  try  if  they  can lick  their  fingers. 

Cap.  How canft  thou  try  them  fo  ? 
Ser.  Marry,  Sir,  'tis  an  ill  Cook  that  cannot  lick  his  own 

fingers  :  Therefore  he  that  cannot  lick  his  fingers,  goes not  with  me. 

Cap.  Go,  begone,  we  fhall  be  much  unfurnihVd  for  this 
time :  What  is  my  Daughter  gone  to  Frier  Lawrence  ? Nur.  I  forfooth. 

Cap.  Well  he  may  chance  to  do  fome  good  on  her, 
A  peevifh  felf-wild  Harlotry  it  is. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Nitr.  See  where  fhe  comes  from  fhrift 
With  merry  look. 

,   Cap,  How  now,  my  Headftrong, 
Whtre  have  you  been  gadding  ? 

Juli.  Where  I  have  learnt  me  to  repent  the  Sin 
Of  difobedient  Oppofition 

To  you  and  your  behefts,  and  am  enjoyn'd 
By  holy  Lawrence,  to  fall  proftrate  here, 
To  beg  your  Pardon :  Pardon  1  befeech  you, 
Henceforward  I  am  ever  ruPd  by  you. 

Cap.  Send  for  the  Count,  go  tell  him  of  this, 

I'le  have  this  Knot  knit  up  to  morrow  morning. 
Jul.  I  met  the  youthful  Lord  at  Lawrence  Cell, 

And  gave  him  what  becomed  Love  I  might, 

Notltepping  o're  the  bounds  of  Modefty. 
Cap.  Why  1  am  glad  on't,  this  is  well,  Hand  up, 

This  is  as't  fhould  be,  let  me  fee  the  County  : 
I  marry,  go  1  fay,  and  fetch  him  hither. 
Now  afore  God,  this  reverend  Holy  Frier, 
All  our  whole  City  is  much  bound  to  him. 

JuU.  Nurfe,  will  you  go  with  me  into  my  Clofet, 
To  help  me  fort  fuch  needful  Ornaments, 
As  you  think  fit  to  furmfh  me  to  morrow  ? 

Mo.  No  not  till  Thurfday,  there  is  time  enough. 
Fa.  Go  Nurfe,  go  with  her, 

Wee'l  to  Church  to  morrow. 

[Exeunt  Juliet  and  Nurfe. 
Mo.  Wefhall  befhort  in  our  Provifion, 

'Tis  now  neer  Night. 

Fa.  Tufh,  I  will  ftir  about, 
And  ail  things  fhall  be  well,  I  warran  tthee,  wife : 
Go  thou  to  Juliet,  help  to  deck  up  her, 

I'le  not  to  bed  to  night,  let  me  alone : 

I'le  play  the  Hufwife  for  this  on  ce.    What  ho  ? 
They  are  all  forth,  well  I  will  walk  my  felf 
To  County  Pans,  to  prepare  him  up 
Againft  to  morrow,  my  heart  is  wondrous  light, 

Since  this  fame  way-ward  Girl  is  fo  reclaim'd. 
[Exeunt  Father  and  Mother 

Enter  Juliet  and  Nurfe. 

Juli.  I,  thofe  attires  are  beft,  but  gentle  Nurfe, 
I  pray  thee  leave  me  to  my  felf  to  Night : 
For  I  have  need  of  many  Orifons, 
To  move  the  Heavens  to  fmile  upon  my  ftate, 

Which  well  thou  know'ft  is  crofs  and  full  of  fin. 

Enter  Another. 

Mo.  What  are  you  bufie,  ho  ?  Need  you  my  help  ? 

Juli. 
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Juli.  No,  Madam,  we  have  cull'd  fuch  neceffaries As  are  behoveful  for  our  ftate  to  morrow  : 

So  pleafe  you,  let  me  now  be  left  alone  -, 
And  let  the  Nurfe  this  night  fit  up  with  you, 
Fori  am  fureyou  have  your  hands  full  all, 
In  this  fo  fudden  bufinefs. 

Mo.  Goodnight, 
Get  thee  to  bed  and  reft,  for  thou  haft  need. 

\_Exennt. Juli.  Farewel : 
God  knows,  when  we  fhall  meet  again. 
I  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  Veins, 
That  almoft  freezes  up  the  heat  of  Fire  : 
Pie  call  them  back  to  comfort  me. 
Nurfe,  what  fhould  (he  do  here  ? 

My  difmal  Scene,  I  needs  muft  aft  alone : 
Come  Vial,  what  if  this  mixture  do  nut  work  at  all  ? 
Shall  1  be  married  to  morrow  morning  ? 
No,  no,  this  fhall  forbid  it.    Lie  thou  there, 
What  if  it  be  a  Poyfon,  which  the  Frier, 
Subtilly  hath  Minified  to  have  me  Dead, 

Left  in  this  Marriage  he  fhould  be  difhonour'd, 
Becaufe  he  Married  me  before  to  Romeo  ? 
I  fear  it  is,  and  yet  methinks  it  fhould  not, 
For  he  hath  ftill  been  tryed  a  Holy  Man. 

How,  if  when  I  am  laid  into  the  Tomb, 
1  wake  before  the  time  that  Romeo 

Come  to  redeem  me  ?  There's  a  fearful  Point : 
Shall  I  not  then  beftified  in  the  Vault .? 
To  whofe  foul  mouth  no  healthfome  Air  breaths  in, 

And  there  die  ftrangled  e're  my  Romeo  comes. 
Or  if  I  live,  is  it  not  very  like, 
The  horrible  conceit  of  Death  and  Night, 

Together  with  the  Terror  of  the  Place, 
As  in  a  Vault,  an  ancient  Receptacle, 
Where  forthefe  many  hundred  years  the  Bones 

Of  all  my  buried  Anceftors  are  packt, 
Where  bloody  Tybalt,  yet  but  green  in  Earth, 

Lies  feftring  in  his  Shrow'd,  where,  as  they  fay, 
At  fome  hours  in  the  night,  Spirits  refort : 

Alack,  alack  is  it  not  like  that  I 

So  early  waking,  what  with  loathfome  fmells, 
And  fhrieks  like  Mandrakes  torn  out  of  the  Earth, 

That  living  Mortals,  hearing  them,  run  mad. 
Or  if  I  walk,  fhall  I  not  be  diftraught, 
Inviron'd  with  all  thefe  Hideous  fears, 

And  madly  play  with  my  fore-fathers  joynts  ? 

And  pluck  the  mangled  Tybalt  from  his  fhrow'd  ? And  in  this  rage,  with  fome  great  Kinfmans  Bone, 

As  (with  a  Club)  dafh  out  my  defperate  Brains. 

O  look,  methinks  I  fee  my  Cozens  Ghoft, 

Seeking  out  Romeo  that  did  fpit  his  Body 

Upon  his  Rapiers  point:  Stay,  Tybalt  ftay ; 

Romeo,  Romeo,  Romeo,  here's  drink  :  I  drink  to  thee. 

Enter  Lady  of  the  houfe  and  Nurfe. 

Lady.  Hold, 
Take  thefe  Keies  and  fetch  more  Spices,  Nurfe. 

Nur.  They  call  for  Dates  and  Quinces  in  the  Paftry. 

Enter  old  Capulet. 

C  ap.  Come,  ftir,  ftir,  ftir, 
The  fecond  Cock  hath  Crow'd, 

The  Curphew  Bell  hath  rung',  'tis  three  a  Clock: 
Look  to  the  Bak'd  Meats,  good  Angelica. 

Spare  not  for  coft. 
Nur.  Go,  you  Cot-quean,  go, 

Get  you  to  Bed,  faith  you'l  be  fick  to  morrow 
For  this  nights  Watching. 

Cap.  No  not  a  whit,  I  have  watch'd  e're  now 
All  Night  for  a  lefs  Caufe,  and  ne're  been  fick. 

La.  I,  you  have  been  a  Moufe-hunt  in  your  time, 

But  I  will  watch  you  from  fuch  watching  now. 

{Exit  Lady  and  Nurfe. 
Cap.  A  jealous-hood,  a  jealous-hood, 

Now,Fellow,  what's  there  ? 

Enter  three  or  four  with  Spits,  and  Logs,  and  Baskets. 

Eel,  Things  for  the  Cook,  Sir,  but  I  know  not  what. 
Cap.  Make  hafte,  make  hafte,  firrah,  fetch  drier  Logs. 

Call  Peter,  he  will  fhew  thee  where  they  are. 

Eel.  I  have  a  head,  fir,  that  will  find  out  Logs.  1 
And  never  trouble  Peter  for  the  matter. 

Cap.  Mafs  and  well  faid,  a  merry  Horfon,  ha. 

Thou  fhalt  be  Logger-head,  good  Faith,  'tis  day. 

{Play  Mufick. The  County  will  be  here  with  Mufick  ltraight, 
For  fo  he  faid  he  would,  I  hear  him  near, 
Nurfe,  Wife,  what  ho  ?  What,  Nurfe,  I  fay  ? 

Enter  Nurfe, 

Go  waken  Juliet,  go  and  trim  her  up, 

Pie  go  and  chat  with  Pans  •  Hie,  make  hafte, 
Make  hafte,  the  Bridegroom,  he  is  come  already : 
Make  hafte,  I  fay. 

2Vw.Miftrefs,what  Miftrefs  ?  Juliet  ?  Faft  I  warrant  her. 

Why  Lamb,  why  Lady  ?  Fie  you  flug-a  bed, 
Why  Love,  I  fay  ?  Madam,  Sweet-heart  s  Why  Bride  ? 
What,  not  aword  ?  You  take  your  Penniworthsnow, 
Sleep  for  a  week,  for  the  next  night  I  warrant 
The  County  P^m  hath  let  up  his  r.ft, 
That  you  fhall  reft  but  litde,  God  forgive  me  : 
Marry  and  Amen  :  How  found  is  fhe  aflecp  ? 
I  muft  needs  wake  her  :  Madam,  Madam,  Madam, 

I,  Jet  the  County  take  you  in  your  Bed  ; 

Hee'l  fright  you  up  y'faith.    Will  it  not  be  ? 
What  dreft,  and  in  your  Cloths,  and  down  again  / 
I  muft  needs  wake  you  :  Lady,  Lady,  Lady? 

Alas,  alas,  help,  help,  my  Lady's  dead. 
Oh  wel-a-day,  that  ever  I  was  born, 
Some  Afta~vit&\so,  my  Lord,  my  Lady  ? 

Enter  Mother, 

Mo.  What  noife  is  here? 
Nur.  O  lamentable  day. 
Mo.  What  is  the  matter  ? 
Nur.  Look,  look,  oh  heavy  day. 
Mo.  O  me,  O  me,  my  Child,  my  only  life : 

Revive,  look  up,  or  I  will  die  with  thee  : 

Help,  help,  call  help. 

Enter  Father. 

Fa.  For  fhame  bring  Juliet  forth,  her  Lord  is  come. 
■Nur.  She's  dead:  Deceaft,  fhe'sdead:  Alack  the  day. 

Mo.  Alack  the  day,  fhe's  dead,  fhe's.  dead,  file's  dead. 
Fa.  Ha  ?  Let  me  fee  her  :  Out  alas,,  fhe's  cold, 

Her  blood  isfetled,  and  her  joynts  are  ftiff: 
Life  and  thefe  Lips  have  long  been  feparated : 
Death  lies  on  her  like  an  untimely  Froft 

Upon  the  fweeteft  flower  of  all  the  Field. 
Nur.  O  lamentable  day! 
Mo.  O  woful  time. 

Fa.  Death  that  hath  ta'ne  her  hence  to  make  me  waile 

Ties  up  my  Tongue  and  will  not  let  me  fpeak. 

Enter  Frier  and  the  County. 

Fri.  Come,  is  the  Bride  ready  to  go  to  Chmch  ? 
Fa.  Ready  to  go,  but  never  to  return. 

O  Son,  the  night  before  thv  Wedding  day, 
Hath  Death  lain  with  thy  Wife  :  See,  there  fhe  lies, Flower 
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I  Flower  as  (he  was,  Deflowr'd  now  by  him, 
.'  eath  is  my  Son  in  Law,  Death  is  my  Heir, 
My  Daughter  he  hath  wedded.    I  will  die, 
And  leave  him  all  Life  living,  all  is  Deaths. 

Pa.  Have  I  thought  long  to  fee  this  mornings  face, 
And  doth  it  give  me  fuch  alight  as  this  ? 

Mo.  Accurlr,  unhappy,  wretched,  hateful  day, 

Molt  mifcrable  Hour,  that  e're  time  faw 
In  lafting  Labour  of  his  Pilgrimage. 
But  one,  poor  one,  one  poor  and  loving  Child, 
But  one  thing  to  rejoyce  and  folace  in, 
And  cruel  Death  hath  catcht  it  from  my  fight. 

Nur.  O  wo,  O  woful,  woful,  woful  Day, 
Moft  lamentable  Day,  moft  woful  Day, 
That  ever,  ever,  1  did  yet  behold, 
Oday,  O  day,  Oday,  O  hateful  day, 
Never  was  feen  fo  blick a  day  as  this: 
O  woful  day,  O  woful  day. 

Pa.  Beguil'd,  divorced,  wronged,  fpighted,  flain, 
Moft  deteltable  death,  by  thee  beguiPd, 
By  cruel,  cruel  thee  quite  overthrown : 
O  love,  O  life;  not  Life,  but  Love  in  Death. 

Fa.  Defpis'd,  diftrefi'ed,  hated,  martyr'd,  kill'd, 
Uncomfortable  time,  why  cam'It  thou  now 
To  murther,  murther  our  Solemnity  ? 
O  Child,  O  Child  \  my  Soul  and  not  my  Child, 
Dead  art  thou,  alack  my  Child  is  Dead, 
And  with  my  Child,  my  joys  are  Buried. 

Fri.  Peace  ho  for  fhame,  Confufions :  Care  lives  not 
In  thefe  Confufions,  Heaven  and  your  felf 
Had  part  in  this  fair  Maid,  now  Heaven  hath  all, 
And  all  the  better  is  it  for  the  Maid  •• 
Your  part  in  her,  you  could  not  keep  from  Death, 
But  Heaven  keeps  his  part  in  Eternal  Life  : 
The  mofl;  you  fought  was  her  Promotion, 

For 'twas  your  Heaven  that  lhe  fhould  be  advanced  *, 
And  weep  ye  now,  feeing  lhe  is  advane'd 
Above  the  Clouds,  as  high  as  Heaven  it  felf? 
O  in  this  love,  you  love  your  Child  fo  ill, 
That  you  run  mad,  feeing  that  lhe  is  well, 

She's  not  well  married,  that  lives  married  long, 
But  Ihe's  belt  married,  that  dies  married  young. 
Dry  up  your  tear?,  and  ftick  your  Rofemary 
On  this  fair  Coarfe,  and  as  the  Cuftom  is, 
And  in  her  bell  Array,  bear  her  to  Church  : 
For  though  ford  Nature  bids  all  us  lament, 
Yet  Natures  te  rs  are  Reafons  merriment. 

Fa.  All  things  that  we  ordained  Feftival, 
Turn  from  their  Office  to  black  Funeral 

Our  lnftruments  to  melanc  holly  Bells, 
Our  wedding  Chear,  to  a  fad  burial  Feaft : 

Our  folemn  Hymns,  to  fullen  Dyrges  change- 
Our  Bridal  Flowers  ferve  for  a  buried  Coarfe  j 
And  all  things  change  them  to  the  contrary. 

Fri.  Sirgoycuin,  and  Madam,  go  with  him, 
And  go  Sir  Parisy  everyone  prepare 
To  follow  this  fair  Coarfe  unto  her  Grave  •• 
The  Heavens  do  lowre  upon  you,  for  fome  ill : 
Move  them  no  more,  by  crolling  their  high  Will. 

f_  Exeunt. Mu.  Faith  we  may  put  up  our  Pipes  and  be  gone. 
Nur.  Honed  good  fellows  ■  Ah  put  up,  put  up, 

For  wdl  you  know  this  is  a  pittiful  Cafe. 
Mu.  I  by  my  Troth,  the  cafe  may  be  amended. 

Enter  Peter. 

Pet.  Mufitians,  oh  Mufitians, 
Hearts  eafe,  hearts  eafe, 
O,  and  you  will  have  me  live,  play  hearts  eafe. 

Mh.  W h'y  htc rts  eafe  ? 
Pet.  O  Mufitians, 

j  Becaufe  my  heart  it  felf  plays,  my  heart  is  full, 
i    M*<  Not  a  dump  we,  'tis  no  time  to  play  now. 

I  

Pet.  You  will  not  then  ? 
Mu.  No. 

Pet.  I  will  then  give  it  you  foundly. 
Mu.  What  will  you  give  us  ? 
Pet.  No  Money  on  my  Faith,  but  the  Gleek. 

I  will  give  you  the  Miniftrel. 
Mu.  Then  will  I  give  you  the  Serving  Creature. 
Pet.  Then  will  1  lay  the  ferving  Creatures  Dagger  on 

your  Pate.  1  will  carry  no  Crotchets,l'le  Re  you,l'le  Fa  you, 
do  you  Note  me  ? 

Mu.  And  you  Re  us,  and  Fa  us,  you  Note  us. 
2  Mu.  Pray  you  put  up  your  Dagger, 

And  put  out  your  Wit. 
Then  have  at  you  with  my  Wit. 

Pet.  I  will  drie-beat  you  with  an  Iron  Wit, 
And  put  up  my  Iron  Dagger. 
Anfwer  me  like  Men  : 

When  griping  griefs  the  Heart  doth  wound,then  Mufick 
With  her  filver  found. 
Why  Silver  found  ?  Why  Mufick  with  her  Silver  found  ? 

What  fay  you  Simon  Catling  ? 
Mu.  Marry  Sir,  becaufe  Silver  hath  a  fvveet  found. 
Pet.  Prateft,  what  fay  you  Hugh  RebickJ 
z  Mu.  I  fay  Silver  found,becaufe  Mufitians  found  for  Sil- 
Pet.  Prateft  tco,  what  fay  you  James  Sonnd-Pofi  ?  (ver. 
3  Mu.  Faith  I  know  not  what  to  fay. 
Pet.  O  1  cry  you  mercv,  you  are  the  Singer. 

I  will  fay  for  you,  it  is  Mufick  with  her  Silver  found, 
Becaufe  Mufitians  have  no  Gold  for  founding  : 
Then  Mufick  with  her  Silver  found,  with  fpeedy  help  doth 
lend  redrefs. 

f_  Exit. 

Mu.  What  a  peftilent  Knave  is  this  fame  ? 

2  Mu.  Hang  him  Jack,  come  we'll  in  here,  tarry  for 
the  Mourners,  and  ftay  dinner. 

.  lExit. 
Enter  Romeo. 

Rom.  If  I  may  truft  the  flattering  truth  of  fleep, 
My  Dreams  prefage  fome  joyful  news  at  hand  : 
My  bofoms  Lord  fits  lightly  in  his  Throne  : 

And  all  this  winged  unaccuftom'd  Spirit, 
Lifts  me  above  the  ground  with  chearful  Thoughts. 
I  dreamt  my  Lady  came  and  fouhd  me  Dead, 
(Strange  Dream  that  gives  a  dead  man  leave  to  think) 
And  breath'd  fuch  iife  with  Killes  in  my  lips, 
That  I  reviv'd,  and  was  an  Emperour. 
Ah  me,  how  fweet  is  Love  it  felf  poffcfr, 
When  but  Loves  Shadows  are  fo  rich  in  Joy. 

Enter  RomeoV  Man. 

News  from  Verona,  how  now  Balthazar  ? 
Dolt  thou  not  bring  me  Letters  from  the  Frier  ? 
How  doth  my  Lady  ?  Is  my  Father  well  ? 
How  doth  my  Lady  Juliet  ?  That  I  ask  again, 
For  nothing  can  be  ill,  if  (he  be  well. 

Man.  Then  fhe  1?  well,  and  nothing  can  be  ill.1 
Her  Body  fleeps  in  Cupula's  Monument, 
And  her  immortal  part  with  Angels  lives, 
I  faw  her  laid  low  in  her  K  indreds  Vault, 
And  prefently  took  Poft  to  tell  it  you : 
O  pardon  me  for  bringing  thele  ill  News, 
Since  you  did  leave  it  for  my  Office,  Sir. 

Rom.  Is  it  even  fo  ? 

Then  I  deny  you  Stars. 
Thou  knoweft  my  Lodging,  get  me  Ink  and  Paper, 
And  hire  Poft-Horfes,  I  will  hence  to  Night. 

Man.  I  do  befeech  you,  Sir,  have  Patience  •* 
Your  looks  are  pale  and  wild,  and  do  import 
Some  mifadventure. 

Rom.  Tufh,  thou  art  deceiv'd, 
Leave 
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Leave  me,  and  do  the  thing  Ibid  thee  do  : 

Haft  thou  no  Letters  to  me  from  the  Frier  ? 

Mm.  No,  my  good  Lord.  . 

{Exit  Man. Rom.  No  matter  :  Get  thee  gone, 

And  hire  thofe  Horfes,  Pie  be  with  thee  ftreight. 

Well  Juliet,  I  will  lie  with  thee  to  Night : 
Let's  fee  for  means:  O  mifchief  thou  art  fwift 

To  enter  in  the  Thoughts  of  defperate  Men  : 
I  do  remember  an  Apothecary, 

And  hereabouts  he  dwells,  which  late  I  noted 

In  tatter'd  Weeds,  with  overwhelming  Brows, 

Culling  of  Simples,  Meager  were  his  Looks, 

Sharp  Mifery  had  worn  him  to  the  Bones : 
And  in  his  needy  Shop  a  Tortoife  hung, 
An  Allegator  ftuft,  and  other  Skins 

Of  ill-fhap'd  Fifties,  and  about  his  Shelves 
A  beggarly  Account  of  empty  Boxes ; 
Green  earthen  Pots,  Bladders,  and  mufty  Seeds, 

Remnants  of  Packthred,  and  old  Cakes  of  Rofes 

Were  thinly  fcattered,  to  make  up  a  fhew. 

Noting  this  Penury,  to  my  Self  I  faid, 
And  if  a  Man  did  need  a  Poyfon  now, 

Whofe  fale  is  prtfent  Death  in  Mantua, 
Here  lives  a  Caitiff  Wretch  would  fell  it  him. 

O  this  fame  Thought  did  but  fore-run  my  need, 
And  this  fame  needy  Man  muft  fell  it  me. 

As  I  remember,  this  mould  be  the  Houfe, 

Being  holy  day,  the  Beggars  Shop  is  tout. 
What  ho  ?  Apothecary  * 

Enter  Apothecary. 

Jo.  Who  call's  fo  lowd  ? 
Rom.  Come  hither  Man,  I  fee  that  thou  ark  Poor, 

Hold,  there  is  forty  Duckets,  let  me  have 

A  Dram  of  Poyfon,  fuchfoon-fpeedingGeer, 
As  will  difperfe  it  felf  through  all  the  Veins, 
That  the  Life-weary-taker  may  fall  Dead, 

And  that  the  Trunk  may  be  difcharg'd  of  Breath, 

As  violently,  as  hafty  Powder  fir'd 
Doth  hurry  from  the  fatal  Cannons  Womb. 

Ap.  Such  Mortal  Drugs  I  have,  but  Mantua's  Law Is  Death  to  any  he  that  utters  them. 
Rom.  Art  thou  fo  bare  and  full  of  Wretchednefs, 

And  fear'ft  to  die  ?  Famine  is  in  thy  Cheeks, 
Need  and  Oppreffion  ftarveth  in  thine  Eyes, 

Contempt  and  Beggary  hang  on  thy  Back  ! 

The  world  is  not  thy  Friend,  nor  the  world's  Law : 
The  world  affords  no  Law  to  make  thee  Rich. 

Then  be  not  Poor,  but  break  it,  and  take  this. 

Ap.  My  Poverty,  but  not  my  Will  confents. 

Rom.  1  pray  thy  Poverty,  and  not  thy  Will. 
Ap.  Put  this  in  any  Liquid  thing  you  will, 

And  drink  it  off,  and  if  you  had  the  Strength 
Of  twenty  men,  it  would  difpatch  you  ftreight. 

Rom.  There's  thy  Gold, 
Worfe  Poyfon  to  Men$  Souls, 
Doing  more  Murder  in  this  loathfom  World, 

Than  thefe  poor  Compounds  that  thou  raaift  not  fell : 
I  fell  thee  Poyfon,  thou  haft  fold  me  none. 

Farewel,  buy  Food,  and  get  thy  felf  in  Flelh. 
Come  Cordial,  and  not  Poyfon,  go  with  me 
To  Juliets  Grave,  for  there  rauft  I  ufe  thee. 

{Exeunt. 

Enter  Erier  John  to  Frier  Lawrence. 

John.  Holy  Fraaciftan  Frier,  Brother,  ho.? 

Enter  Frier  Lawrence. 

Law.  This  famefhould  be  the  Voice  of  Frier  John. 
Welcome  from  Mantua-,  what  fays  Romeo  ? 
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Joh.  Going  to  find  a  bare-foot  Brother  out, 
One  of  our  Order,  to  afTociate  me, 
Here  in  this  City  vifiting  the  Sick, 
And  finding  him,  the  Searchers  of  the  Town 
Sulpe&ing  that  we  both  were  in  a  Houfe 
Where  the  infectious  Peftilence  did  reign^ 

Seal'd  up  the  Doors,  and  would  not  let  us  forth, 
So  that  my  fpeed  to  Mantua  there  was  ftaid. 

Law.  Who  bare  my  Letter  then  to  Romeo  ? 
Joh.  I  could  not  fend  it,  here  it  is  again, 

Nor  get  a  Meflenger  to  bring  it  thee, 
So  fearful  were  they  of  Infection. 

Law.  Unhappy  Fortune  !  by  my  Brotherhood 
The  Letter  was  not  nice,  but  full  of  charge 
Of  dear  Import,  and  the  neglecting  it 
May  do  much  Danger  :  Frier  Johny  go  hence, 
Get  mean  Iron  Crow,  and  bring  it  ftreight 

Unto  my  Cell. 
John.  Brother,  I'le  go  and  bring  it  thee. 

{Exit. 

Law.  Now  muft  I  to  the  Monument  alone, 
Within  this  three  Hours  will  fair  Juliet  wake, 
She  will  befhrew  me  much  that  jtomen 
Hath  had  no  notice  of  thefe  Acc  idents : 

But  I  will  write  again  to  Mantua, 
And  keep  her  at  my  Cell  till  Romeo  come, 

Poor  living  Coarfe,  clos'd  in  a  dead  Man's  Tomb. 

{Exit. 

Enter  Paris  and  his  Page. 

Far.  Give  me  thy  Torch,  Boy,  hen.se  and  ftand  aloof; 
Yet  put  it  out,  for  I  would  not  be  feen : 
Under  yond  young  Trees  lay  thee  all  along, 
-aying  thy  Ear  clofe  to  the  hollow  ground, 
So  ftiail  no  foot  upon  the  Church-yard  tread, 
Being  loofe,  unfirm,  with  digging  up  of  Graves, 
But  thou  fhalt  hear  it :  Whiftle  then  to  me, 
As  fignal  that  thou  heareft  fbmething  approach. 
Give  me  thofe  Flowers.    Do  as  I  bid  thee,  go. 

Pag.  I  am  almoft  afraid  to  ftand  alone 
Here  in  the  Church-yard,  yet  I  will  adventure. 

{Exit. 

Pa.  Sweet  Flower,vvith  Flowers  thy  Bridal  bed  I  itrew : 

O  woe,  thy  Canopy  is  duft  and  ftones, 
Which  with  fweet  Water  nightly  I  will  dew, 

Or  wanting  that,  with  tears  diftill'd  by  Mones  j 
The  Obfequies  that  I  for  thee  will  keep, 

Nightly  (hall  be,  to  ftrew  thy  Grave  and  weep. 
flVbiftk  Boy. 

The  Boy  gives  warning,  fornethingdorh  approach, 
What  curfed  Foot  wanders  tbfs  way  to  night, 
Tocrofs  my  Obfequies,  and  true  Loves  Right  ? 
What  with  a  Torch  ?  Muffle  me  NTgTit  a  while. 

Enter  Romeo  and  Peter- 

Rom.  Give  me  that  Mattock,  and  the  wrenching  Iron, 
Hold,  take  this  Letter,  early  in  the  Morning 
Sec  thou  deliver  it  to  my  Lord  and  Father, 
Give  me  the  Light :  upon  thy  Life  I  charge  thee, 
What-e're  thou  hear'ft  or  feeft,  ftand  all  aloof, 
And  do  not  interrupt  me  in  my  Courfe. 
Why  I  defcend  into  this  Bed  of  Death, 

Is  partly  to  behold  my  Lady's  Face : 
But  chiefly  to  take  thence  from  her  dead  finger, 

A  precious  Ring,  A  Ring  that  I  muft  ufe 
,  In  dear  Employment,  therefore  hence  be  gone  : 

But  if  thou,  Jealous,  doft  return  to  Pry 
In  what  I  further  fhall  intend  to  do, 
By  Heaven  I  will  tear  thee  joynt  by  joynt, 

And  ftrew  this  hungry  Church-yard  with  thy  Limbs : 
The  time,  and  my.intents  are  Savage  Wild  : 

More 
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More  fierce,  and  more  inexorable  far, 
1  ban  empty  Tygers,  or  the  Roaring  Sea. 

Pet.  1  will  be  gone  Sir,  and  not  trouble  you. 
Ro.  So  (halt  thou  fhew  me  Friendihip  :  Take  thou  that, 

Live  and  be  Profperous,  and  farewel  good  Fellow. 
Pet.  For  all  this  fame,  Pie  hide  me  here  about, 

His  Looks  1  fear,  and  his  Intents  1  doubt. 

{^Exit. 
Rom.  Thou  deteftable  Maw,  thou  Womb  of  Death, 

Gorg'd  with  the  deareft  Morfel  of  the  Earth  : 
Thus  I  enforce  thy  rotten  Jaws  to  open, 

And  in  defpight,  1'le  cram  thee  with  more  Food. 
Par.  This  is  that  Banifht  haughty  Mount  ague 

That  murdred  my  Loves  Cozin  j  with  which  Grief, 
It  is  fuppofed  the  Fair  Creature  died, 
And  here  is  come  to  do  fome  Viilanous  Shame 

To  the  Dead  Bodys :  1  will  apprehend  him. 
Stop  thy  unhallowed  Toyl,  vile  Monntague : 
Can  Vengeance  be  purfued  further  then  Death  f 
Condemned  Villain,  I  do  apprehend  thee ; 
Obey,  and  go  with  me,  for  thou  mull  Die. 

Rom.  I  mult  indeed,  and  therefore  came  I  hither. 
Good  gentle  Youth,  tempt  not  a  ddperate  Man, 
Fly  hence  and  leave  me,  think  upon  thofe  gone, 
Let  them  affright  thee.    I  befeech  thee  Youth, 
Put  not  another  Sin  upon  my  Head, 
By  urging  me  to  Fury.    O  be  gone, 
By  Heaven  1  Love  thee  better  than  my  felf, 

For  I  come  hither  Arm'd  againft  my  felf : 
Stay  not,  begone,  Live,  and  hereafter  fay, 

A  mad  Man's  Mercy  bid  thee  run  away. 
Par.  I  do  defie  thy  Commiferation, 

And  apprehend  thee  for  a  Fellon  here. 
Rom.  Wilt  thou  provoke  me  ?  Then  have  at  thee  Boy. 
Pet.  O  Lord  they  fight,  I  will  go  call  the  Watch. 
Pa.  O I  am  Slain  J  if  thou  be  Merciful, 

Open  the  Tomb,  lay  me  with  Juliet. 
Rom.  In  Faith  I  will :  let  me  perufe  this  Face, 

MercuticPs  Kinfman,  Noble  County  Paris. 
What  faid  my  Man,  when  my  betolfed  Soul 
Did  not  attend  him  as  we  Rode  ?  I  think 

He  told  me  Paris  fhould  have  Married  Juliet. 
Slid  he  not  fo  ?  Or  did  I  Dream  it  fo  ? 

Or  am  I  Mad,  hearing  him  talk  of  Juliet, 
To  think  it  was  fo  ?  O  give  me  thy  Hand, 
One  writ  with  me  in  fowr  Misfortunes  Book, 
He  bury  thee  in  a  Triumphant  Grave. 

A  Grave,  O  no  a  Lanthorn,  flaughter'd  Youth  : 
For  here  lies  Juliet,  and  her  Beauty  makes 
This  Vault  a  Feafting  prefence  full  of  L,ight. 

Death,  be  thou  there  by  a  Dead  Man  increr'd. 
How  oft  when  Men  are  at  the  Point  of  Death, 
Have  they  been  Merry  ?  Which  their  Keepers  call 
A  Lightning  before  Death  ?  Oh  how  may  I 
Call  this  a  Lightning?  O  my  Love,  my  Wife, 
Death  that  hath  fuckt  the  Honey  of  thy  Breath, 
Hath  had  no  Power  yet  upon  thy  Beauty  : 

Thou  art  not  Conquer'd,  Beauties  Enlign  yet 
Is  Crimfom  in  thy  Lips,  and  in  thy  Cheeks, 
And  Deaths  pale  Flag  is  not  advanced  there. 

Tybalt,  ly'ft  thou  there  in  thy  Bloody  Sheet  ? 
O  what  more  Favour  can  I  do  to  thee, 
Then  with  that  Hand  that  cut  thy  Youth  in  twain, 
To  Hinder  his  that  was  thy  Enemy  ? 
Forgive  me  Cozen.    Ah  dear  Juliet : 
Why  art  thou  yet  fo  fair  ?  I  will  believe, 
Shall  I  believe,  that  unfubftantial  Death  is  Amorous  ? 
And  that  the  lean  abhorred  Monfter  keeps 
Thee  here  in  Dark  to  be  his  Paramour  ? 
For  fear  of  that,  I  ftill  will  ftay  with  thee, 
And  never  from  this  Palace  of  dim  Night 
Depart  again  :  Come  lie  thou  in  my  Arms, 

Here's  to  thy  Health,  where  e're  thou  tumbleft  in. 
O  true  Apothecary ! 

Thy  Drugs  are  quick.    Thus  with  a  Kifs  I  Die*, 
Depart  again  •,  here,  here  will  I  remain, 
With  Worms  that  are  thy  Chamber-Maids  :  O  here 
Will  I  fet  up  my  Everlafting  reft  : 
And  fhake  thy  Yoak  of  inaufpicious  Stars 
From  this  Worlds  wearied  Flefh  :  Eyes  look  your  laft : 
Arms  take  your  laft  Embrace :  And  Lips,  O  you 
The  Doors  of  Breath,  feal  with  a  Righteous  Kifs 
A  datelefs  Bargain  to  engrofling  Death  : 
Come  bitter  Conduct,  come  unfavoury  Guide, 
Thou  defperate  Pilot,  now  at  once  run  on 

The dalhing Rocks  thy  Sea-fick weary  Bark* 
Here's  to  my  Love.    O  true  Apothecary  ! 
Thy  Drugs  are  quick.    Thus  with  a  Kifs  I  Die. 

Enter  Frier  rvith  Lanthorn,  Crw,  and  Spade. 

Fri.  St.  Francis  be  my  fpeed,  how  oft  to  Night 
Have  my  old  Feet  ftumbled  at  Graves  ?  Who's  there  ? 

Man.  Here's  one,a  Friend,and  one  that  knows  you  well. Fn .  Blifs  be  upon  you.  Tell  me  good  my  Friend 
What  Torch  is  yond,  that  vainly  lends  his  Light 
To  grubs  and  eyelefs  Sculls?  As  I  difcern, 
It  burnetii  in  the  CapHlet\  Monument. 

Man.  It  doth  fo,  Holy  Sir. 

And  there's  my  Mafter,  one  that  you  Love. Fri.  Who  is  it  ? 

Man.  Romeo. 

Fri.  How  long  hath  he  beqn  there  ? 
Man.  Full  half  an  hour. 
Fri.  Go  with  me  to  the  Vault. 
Man.  I  dare  not,  Sir. 

My  Mafter  knows  not  but  I  am  gone  hence, 
And  fearfully  did  Menace  me  with  Death, 
If  I  did  ftay  to  look  on  his  Intents. 

Fri.  Stay,  then  I'le  goe  alone,  fears  come  upon  me. 
0  much  I  fear  fome  ill  unlucky  thing. 
Man.  As  I  did  fleep  under  this  young  Tree  here, 

1  dreamt  my  Mafter  and  another  fought, 
And  that  my  Mafter  flew  him. 

Frier.  Romeo. 

Alack,  alack,  what  Blood  is  this  which  ftains 
The  ftony  entrance  of  this  Sepulchre  ? 
What  meanthefe  Mafterlefsand  Goary  Swords 

To  lie  difcolour'd  by  this  place  of  Peace? 
Romeo,  oh  pale  !  Who  elfe  ?  What  Paris  too  ? 

And  fteep'd  in  Blood  ?  Ah  what  an  unkind  Hour 
Is  guilty  of  this  Lamentable  chance  ? 
The  Lady  ftirs. 

J uli.  O  comfortable  Frier,  where's  my  Lord? 
I  do  remember  well  where  1  Ihouldbe : 

And  there  I  am,  where  is  my  Romeo  ? 
Fri.  I  hear  fome  noife  Lady,  come  from  that  Ncft 

Of  Death,  contagion,  and  unnatural  Sleep  j 
A  greater  Power  than  we  can  contradict 
Hath  thwarted  our  intents  j  come,  come  away, 
Thy  Husband  ia  thy  Bofome  there  lies  Dead, 
And  Paris  too  :  Come  I'le  difpofe  of  thee, 
Among  a  Sifterhoodof  Holy  Nuns  : 
Stay  not  to  queftion,  for  the  Watch  is  coming, 
Come,  go  good  Juliet,  I  dare  no  longer  ftay. 

Juli.  Go,  get  thee  hence,  for  I  will  not  away. 
What's  here  ?  A  Cupclos'd  in  my  true  Loves  hand  ? 
Poyfon  I  fee  hath  been  his  timelefs  End. 
O  Churle,  drink  all,  and  left  no  Friendly  drop, 
To  help  me  after  ?  I  will  Kifs  thy  Lips, 

Haply  fome  Poyfon  yet  doth  Hang  on  them, 
To  make  me  Die  with  aReftorativc. 

Thy  Lips  are  warm. 

Enter  Boy  and  Watch. 

Watch.  Lead  Boy,  which  way  ? 

{Exit. 

Juli. 
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Juli.  Yea,  noife  ? 
Then  Pie  be  brief.    O  happy  Dagger, 

'Thin  thy  fhcath,  there  rult  and  let  me  die.  • 3  IKills  her  felfe 
Boy.  This  is  the  place, 

There  were  the  Torch  doth  burn. 

Watch.  The  ground  is  bloody, 
Search  about  the  Churchyard. 

Go  fome  of  you,  who  e're  you  find  attach. 
Pittyful  fight,  heres  lies  the  County  flain, 
And  Juliet  bleeding,  warm,  and  newly  dead, 
Whoherehath  lain  thefe  twodaies  Buried. 

Go  tell  the  Prince,  run  to  the  Capulets, 
Raife  up  the  Mountagues,  fome  others  fear ch, 
We  fee  the  Ground  whereon  thefe  Woes  do  lye. 
But  the  true  Ground  of  all  thefe  piteous  Woes 
We  cannot  without  Circumftancedefcry. 

Enter  Romeo's  Man. 

Wat.  Here's  Romeo's  Man, 
We  found  him  in  the  Churchyard. 

Con.  Holdhiminfafety,  till  the  Prince  comes  hither. 

Enter  Frier  and  another  Watchman. 

3.  Wat.  Here  is  a  Frier  that  trembles, fighs,and  weeps: 
We  took  this  Mattock  and  this  Spade  from  him, 

Ashe  was  coming  from  this  Church- yard  fide. 
Con.  A  great*Sufpicion,  ftay  the  Frier  too. 

Enter  the  Prince. 

Tri.  What  mifadventure  is  fo  early  up, 
That  calls  our  Perfon  from  our  Mornings  Reft  ? 

Enter  Capulet  and  hisWife. 

Cop.  What  mould  it  be  that  they  fo  fhriek  abroad  ? 
Wife.  O  the  People  in  the  Street  cry  Romeo-, 

Some  Juliet ,  and  fome  Parts,  and  all  run 

With  open  out-cry  toward  our  Monument. 
Pn .  What  Fear  is  this  which  ftartles  in  your  Ears  ? 
Wat.  Soveraign,  here  lies  the  County  Paris  flain, 

And  Romeo  dead,  and  Juliet  dead  before, 
Warm  and  new  kill'd- 

Pri.  Search, 
Seek,  and  know  how  this  foul  Murther  comes. 

Wat.  Here  is  a  Frier,  and  flanghter'd  Romeo^s  Man, 
With  Inftruments  upon  them  fit  to  open 
Thefe  Dead  mens  Tombs. 

Cap.  O  Heaven ! 
O  Wife,  look  how  our  Daughter  Bleeds ! 
This  Dagger  hath  miftaine,  forloe  his  Houfe 
Is  empty  on  the  back  of  Mountague, 
And  is  mif  fheathed  in  my  Daughters  Bofom. 

Wife.  O  me,  this  fight  of  Death  is  as  a  Bell, 
That  warns  my  old  Age  to  a  Sepulcher. 

4  Enter  Mountague. 

Pri.  Come  Mountague,  for  thou  art  early  up 
To  fee  thy  Son  and  Heir  now  early  down. 

Moun.  Alas  my  Liege,  my  Wife  is  dead  to  Night, 
Grief  of  my  Sons  Exile  hath  flopt  her  Breath  : 
What  further  Woe  confpires  againft  my  Age  ? 

Pri.  Look,  and  thou  (halt  fee. 
Moun.  O  thou  untaught,  what  Manners  is  in  this, 

To  prefs  before  thy  Father  to  a  Grave  ? 
Pri.  Seal  up  the  Mouth  of  out-rage  for  a  while, 

Till  we  can  clear  thefe  Ambiguities, 
And  know  their  Spring,  their  Head,  their  true  Defcent, 
And  then  will  1  be  General  of  your  Woes, 

And  lead  you  even  to  Death  •,  mean  time  forbear, 

And  JetMifchancebe  Slave  to  Patience. 

Bring  forth  the  Parties  of  fofpicion. 
Eri.  I  am  the  greateft,  able  to  do  Ieafr, 

Yetmoft  fufpected,as  the  Time  and  Phcz 
Doth  make  againft  me,  of  this  direful  Murrher: 
And  here  I  fland  both  to  Impeach  and  Purge 

My  felf  Condemned,  andmyfelf  Excus'd. 
Pri.  Then  fay  at  once  what  thou  deft  know  in  this  ? 
Eri.  I  will  be  brkf,  for  my  fhort  date  of  Breath 

Is  not  fo  long  as  is  a  tcdicus  Tale. 
Romeo  there  Dead,  was  Husband  to  that  Juliet, 

And  fhe  there  Dead,  that's  Romeo"*;  faithful  Wife : 
I  Married  them  :  and  their  fioln  Marriage  Day 

Was  TybalPs  Dooms-day,  whofe untimely  Death 
BanifiYd  the  new-made  Bridegroom  from  this  City : 
For  whom  (and  not  for  Tybalt)  Juliet  pin'd. 
You,  to  remove  that  Siege  of  Grief  from  her, 
Betroth'd,  and  would  have  Married  her  perforce 
To  County  Paris.    Then  comes  fhe  to  me, 
And  f  with  wild  Looks)  bid  me  devife  fome  means 
To  rid  her  from  this  fecond  Marriage, 
Or  in  my  Cell  there  would  fhe  kill  her  felf. 

Then  gave  I  her  (fo  tutor'd  by  my  Art) 
A  fleeping  Potion ,  which  fo  took  Effeft 
As  I  intended,  for  it  wrought  on  her 
The  Form  of  Death.    Mean  time  I  writ  to  Romeo, 
That  he  fhould  hither  come,  as  this  dire  Night, 
To  help  to  take  her  from  her  borrowed  Grave, 
Being  the  time  the  Potions  force  fhould  ceafe. 

But  he  which  bore  my  Letter,  Frier  John,  - 
Was  ftay'd  by  accident,  and  yefternight 
Return'd  my  Letter  back  ;  then  all  alone, 
At  the  prefixed  Hour  of  her  waking, 
Came  I  to  take  her  from  her  Kindreds  Vault, 
Meaning  to  keep  her  clofely  at  my  Cell, 
Till  I  conveniently  could  fend  to  Romeo. 
But  when  1  came  ( fome  Minute  e're  the  time 
Of  her  awaking)  here  untimely  lay 
The  Noble  Paris,  and  true  Romeo  dead. 
She  wakes,  and  I  intreat  her  to  come  forth, 
And  bear  this  Work  of  Heaven  with  Patience : 

But  then,  a  Noife  did  fcare  me  from  the  Tomb, 
A  nd  fhe  (too  defperate)  would  not  go  with  me, 
But  (as  it  feems)  did  Violence  on  her  felf. 
All  this  I  know,  and  to  the  Marriage  her  Nurfe  is  privy  : 
And  if  ought  inthismifcarricd  by  my  fault, 

Let  my  old  Life  be  facrifie'd  fome  Hour  before  the  time, 
Unto  the  Rigor  of  fevereft  Law. 

Pri.  We  ftill  have  known  thee  for  an  Holy  man. 
Where's  Romeo^sMan  ?  What  can  he  fay  to  this  ? 

Boy.  I  brought  my  Mafter  News  of  Juliets  Death, 
And  then  in  Pofte  he  came  from  Mantua 

To  this  fame  place,  to  this  fame  Monument. 
This  Letter  he  early  bid  me  give  his  Father, 
And  threatned  me  with  Death,  going  in  the  Vault, 
If  I  departed  not,  and  left  him  there. 

Prin.  Give  me  the  Letter,  I  will  look  on  it. 

Where  is  the  Counties  Page  that  rais'd  the  Watch  ? 
Sirrah,  what  made  your  Mafter  in  this  Place  ? 

Pag.  He  came  with  Flowers  to  ftrew  his  Ladies  Grave, 
And  bid  me  ftand  aloof,  and  fo  I  did : 
Anon  comes  one  with  light  to  ope  the  Tomb, 
And  by  and  by  my  Mafter  drew  on  hiai, 
And  then  I  ran  away  to  call  the  Watch. 

Prin.  This  Letter  doth  make  good  the  Friers  words, 
Their  Courfe  of  Love,  the  tydings  of  her  Death: 
And  here  he  Writes,  that  he  did  buy  a  Poyfon 
Of  a  poor  Pothecary,  and  therewithal 
Came  to  this  Vaultto  die,  and  lie  with  Juliet. 
W  here  be  thefe  E  nemies  ?  Capulet,  Afountague, 
See  what  a  Scourge  is  laid  upon  your  Hate, 
That  Heaven  finds  means  to  kill  your  Joyes  with  Love ; 
And  I,  for  winking  at  your  difcords  too, 

Have  loft  a  brace  of  Kinfmen  :  All  are  punilh'd. 

Can 
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Ca>.  O  Brother  Mountagtiz,  give  me  thy  Hand, 
This  is  my  Daught  ers  Joynture,  for  no  more 
Can  I  demand. 

Monn.  But  I  can  give  thee  more, 
For  I  will  raife  her  Statue  in  pure  Gold, 
That  whiles  Ferona  by  that  Name  is  known, 
There  (hall  no  Figure  at  that  rate  be  fet, 
As  that  of  true  and  faithful  Jul  teii 

As  rich  (hall  tfw«eo  by  his  Lady  lie, 
Poor  Sacrifices  of  our  Enmity. 

T  Tritt.  A  gloomy  Peace  this  Morning  with  it  brings, The  Sun  for  Sorrow  will  not  fhew  his  Head  \ 
G  0  hence  to  have  more  talk  of  thefe  fad  things, 
Some  fhall  be  pardon'd,  and  fome  punifticd. 
For  never  was  a  Story  of  more  woe, 
Than  this  of  Juliet,  and  her  itao.  \txemtmms. 

• 
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THE 

LIFE 

OF 

TIMON  of  ATHENS. 

The  A&ors  Names. 

Timon  of  Athens. 

Lucius,    \rr    n  T  , 

Lucullus,        flatterin
g  Lords. 

Apemantus,  a  Chnrlifh  Philofopher. 
Sempronius,  another  flattering  Lord. 
Alcibiades,  an  Athenian  Captain. 
Poer. 
Painter. 

Jeweller. 
Merchant. 

Certain  Senators. 
Certain  Maskers. 
Certain  Thieves. 

Flaminius,  one  of  Timon'/  Servants. 
Servilius,  another^ Caphis, 
Varro, 

Titus!        ̂ Several  Servants  to  Vfurers* 
Lucius, 

Hortenfius.  _ 

Ventidius,  one  of  Timon' '/  falfe  Friends. 
Cupid. 
Sempronius. 
With  divers  other  Servants  and  Attendants. 

qA&us  'Primus.    Sc<ena  'Prima. 

Enter  Poet,  Painter,  Jeweller,  Merchant,  and  Mercers 
feveral  doors 

G 

Poet.  ̂   """X  Ood  day,  Sir. 
Pain.  1  am  glad  ye  are  welh 
Toet.  1  have  not  fcen  you  long,  how  goes 

the  World  ? 

Pain,  It  wears,  Sir,  as  it  grows. 

Poet.  I,  that's  well  known. 
But  what  particular  Rarity  ?  What  ftrange, 
Which  manifold  record  not  matches  :  See 

Magick  of  Bounty,  all  thele  fpirits  thy  power 

Hath  conjnr'd  to  attend, I  know  the  Merchant. 

Pain.  1  know  them  both,  tl.'other's  a  Jeweller 
Mer.  Oh  'tis  a  worthy  Lord. 
Jew.  Nay,  that's  moftfixt. 
Mer.  A  moft  incomparable  man,  breath'd  as  it  were, 

To  an  untyrable  and  continuate  goodnefs : 
He  pa  lies. 

Jew.  I  have  a  Jewel  here. 

Mer.  O  pray  let's  fee'e.    For  the  Lord  Timon,  Sir  ? 
Jew.  If  he  will  touch  the  eftimate,  but  for  that  

Poet.  When  we  for  recompence  have  prais'd  the  vild, 
It  ftaines  the  Glory  in  that  happy  Verfe, 
Which  aptly  fings  the  good. 

Mer.  'Tis  a  good  form. 
Jew.  And  rich:  here  is  a  Water,  look  ye. 
Paw.  You  are  rapt,  Sir,  in  fome  work,  fome  Dedication 

to  the  Great  Lord. 

Poet.  A  thing  flipt  idly  from  me. 
Our  Potfie  is  as  a  Gown,  which  ufes 

From  Whence  'tis  nourifht :  The  fire  i'th'  Flint, 
shews  not  'till  it  be  ftruck  :  Our  gentle  Flame 
Provokes  it  felf,  and  like  the  current  flies 
Eich  bound  it  chafes.    What  have  you  there  ? 

Pain.  A  Picture,  Sir:  When  comes  your  Book  forth  ? 
Poet .  Upon  the  Heels  of  my  preftntmenr,  Sir. 

Let's  fee  your  piece. 

Paim  'Tis  a  good  Piece. 
Poet.  So 'tis,  this  comes  off  well,  and  excellent. 
Pain.  Indifferent. 
Poet.  Admirable!  How  this  Grace 

Speaks  his  own  Handing :  what  a  mental  power 
This  eye  fhoots  forth  ?  How  big  imagination 

Moves  in  this  Lip    to  th'  dumbnefs  of  the  gefture. 
One  might  interpret. 

Pam.  It  is  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  life : 

Here  is  a  touch :  Is't  good  ? 'Toet.  I  will  fay  of  it, 
It  tutors  Nature,  Artificial  ftrife 
Lives  in  thefe  touches  livelier  than  lite 

Enter  certain  Senators. 

Pain.  How  this  Lord  is  followed ! 
Poet  The  Senators  of  tsitbens,  happy  men, 
Pain.  Look  moe„ 

/W.You  fee  this  confluence,  this  great  flood  of  ViflWftJ 

I  have  in  this  rough  work  fhap'd  out  a  man, A  a  a  Whom  : 
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Whom  this  beneath  world  doth  embrace  and  hugg 
With  ampltft  entertainment :  My  free  drift 
Halts  not  particularly,  but  moves  it  felf 

In  a  wide  Sea  of  Wax,  no  levell'd  malice 
Infects  one  comma  in  the  courfe  I  hold, 
But  flies  an  Eagle  flight,  bold,  and  forth  on, 
Leaving  no  Trad  behind. 

'Tain.  How  fliall  I  underftaad  yoi  ? 
Poet.  I  will  unbolt  to  you. 

You  fee  how  all  Conditions,  howal  Minds, 

As  well  of  glib  and  flipp'ry  Creatures,  as 
Of  grave  and  auftere  quality,  tender  down 
Their  fervices  to  Lord  Timon :  His  large  Fortune, 
Upon  his  good  and  gracious  Nature  hanging, 
Subdues  and  properties  to  his  love  and  tendance 

AH  forts  of  hearts^  yea  from  the  glafs  fae'd  Flatterer 
To  Apemantm,  that  few  f  hrhgs  loves  better 
Than  to  abhor  himfelf,  even  he  drops  down 
The  knee  before  him,  and  returns  in  peace 

Moll  rich  in  Timon 's  nod. 
Pain.  I  faw  them  fpeak  together. 
Poet.  Sir,  I  have  upon  a  high  and  pleafant  hill 

Feign'd  Fortune  to  be  thron'd. 
The  Bafe  o'th'  Mount 

'T  * 

Is  rank'd  with  all  deferts,  all  kind  of  Natures 
That  labour  on  the  bofom  of  this  Sphere, 
To  propagate  their  ftates  5  amongft  them  all, 
Whofe  eyes  are  on  this  Sovereign  Lady  fixt, 
One  do  I  perfonate  of  Lord  Tim^s  frame, 
Whom  Fortune  with  her  Ivory  hand  wafts  to  her, 
Whole  prefent  grace,  to  prefent  flaves  and  fervants 
Tranflates  his  Rivals.  v 

Tain.  Tis  conceiv'd,  tofcops  . 
This  Throne,  this  Fortune,  and  this  Hill  methinks 

With  one  man  beckn'd  from  the  reft  below, 
Bowing  his  head  againft  the  fteepy  Mount, 
To  climb  his  happinefs,  would  be  well  expreft 
In  our  Condition. 

Poet.  Nay,  Sir,  but  hear  me  on : 
All  thofe  which  were  his  Fellows  but  of  late, 
Some  better  than  his  value  ;  on  the  moment 
Follow  his  ftrides,  his  Lobbies  fill  with  tendance, 
Rain  Sacrificial  whifperings  in  his  ear, 
Make  Sacred,  even  his  Stirrop,  and  through  him 
Drink  the  free  Air. 

Pain.  I  marry,  what  of  thefe? 
Poet.  When  Fortune  in  her  fhift  and  change  of  mood 

Spurns  down  her  late  beloved  ;  all  his  Dependants 

Which  labour'd  after  him  to  the  Mountains  top, 
Even  on  their  knees  and  hands  let  him  fit  down, 
Not  one  accompanying  his  declining  foot. 

Pain.  'Tis  common : 
A  thoufand  moral  Paintings  I  can  fhew, 
That  (hall  demonftrate  thefe  quick  blowes  of  Fortune, 

More  pregnantly  than  words.    Yet  you  do  well, 
To  fhew  Lord  Timon,  that  mean  eyes  have  feen 
The  foot  above  the  head. 

Trumpets  found. 
Enter  Lord  Timon,  addreffwg  himfelf  courteottfly 

to  every  Suitor* 

Tim.  Imprifoned  is  he,  fay  you  ? 

Mef.  I  my  good  Lord,  five  Talents  is  his  debt, 
His  means  moft  fhorr,  his  Creditors  moft  ftraight : 
Your  honourable  Letter  he  defires 
To  thofe  have  fhut  him  up,  which  failing  to  him, 
Periods  his  comfort. 

Tim.  Noble  Ventidiui,  well : 
I  am  not  of  that  Feather,  to  fhake  off 

My  friend  when  he  moft  needs  me.    I  do  know  him 
A  Gentleman,  that  well  defervesa  help, 

Which  he  mall  have.  I'll  pay  the  debt,  and  free  him. 
Mef.  Your  Lordfhip  ever  binds  him. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  him,  I  will  fend  his  ranfom 
And  being  enfranchized ,  bid  him  come  to  me ;  ' 'Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up, 
Bat  to  fupport  him  after.  Fare  you  we]/. 
Mef  All  happinefs  to  your  Honour. 

Enter  an  Old  Athenian. 

O.  Ath.  Lord  Timon,  hear  me  fpeak. 
Tim.  Freely,  good  Father. 
O.  Ath.  Thou  haft  a  fervant  nam'd  LucilUu. Tim.  I  have  fo :  What  of  him  ? 
O  Ath.  Moft  Noble  Timon,  cail  the  man  before  thee 
Tim.  Attends  he  here,  or  no?  Lucilius. 
Luc.  Here,  at  your  Lordfhips  fervice. 
O.  Ath  .This  fellow  here,  L.  Timon,  this  thy  Creature 

By  night  frequents  my  houfe.  I  am  a  man 
That  from  my  firft  have  been  inclin'd  to  thrift 
And  my  eftate  delerves  an  Heir  more  rais'd  ' Than  one  which  holds  a  Trencher. 

Tim.  Well :  What  further  ? 
O.  Ath.  One  only  Daughter  have  I,  no  Kin  elfe 

On  whom  I  may  confer  what  I  have  got : 
The  Maid  is  fair,  a'th'youngeft  for  a  Bride, 
And  I  have  bred  her  at  my  deareft  coft,  ' In  Qualities  of  the  beft.   This  man  of  thine 
Attempts  her  Love.-  I  pray  thee  (Noble  Lord) 
Joyn  with  me  to  forbid  him  her  refort, 
My  felf  have  fpoke  in  vain. 

Tim.  The  man  is  honeft. 
O.  Ath.  Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon, 

His  Honefty  rewards  him  in  it  felf, 
It  muft  not  bear  my  Daughter. 

Tim.  Does  fhe  love  him  ? 
O.  Ath.  She  is  young  and  apt: 

Our  own  precedent  paffions  do  inftrucT:  us 

What  levity's  in  Youth. 
Tim.  Love  you  the  Maid  ? 
Luci.  I  my  good  Lord,  and  fhe  accepts  of  it. 
O.  Ath.  If  in  her  Marriage  my  confent  be  miffine 

I  call  the  Gods  to  witnefs,  I  will  chufe 
Mine  Heir  from  forth  the  Beggars  of  the  World 
And  difpoffefs  her  all. 

Tim.  How  fhall  fhe  be  endowed, 
If  flie  be  mated  with  an  equal  Husband  ? 

O.  Ath.  Three  Talents  on  the  prefent,  in  future,  all. Tim.  This  Gentleman  of  mine 
Hath  ferv'd  me  long : 
To  build  his  Fortune  I  will  ftrain  a  little, 
For  'tis  a  Bond  in  men.  Give  him  thy  Daughter 
What  you  beftow,  in  him  I'll  counterpoize, And  make  him  weigh  with  her. 

O.  tAth.  Moft  Noble  Lord, 
Pawn  me  to  this  your  Honour,  fhe  is  his. 

Tim.  My  Hand  to  thee, 
Mine  Honour  on  my  Promife. 

Luci.  Humbly  I  thank  your  Lordfhip,  never  may That  State  or  Fortune  fall  into  my  keeping, 
Which  is  not  owed  to  you.  ZJExit. Poet.  Vouchfafe  my  Labour, 
And  long  live  your  Lordfhip. 

Tim.  I  thank  you,  you  fhall  hear  from  me  anon : 
Go  not  away.  What  have  you  there,  my  Friend  ? 

Pain.  A  piece  of  Painting,  which  I  do  befeech 
Your  Lordfhip  to  accept. 

Tim.  Painting  is  welcome. 
The  Painting  is  almoft  the  Natural  Man  ; 
For  fince  Difhonour  trafheks  with  mans  Nature, 

He  is  but  outfide  .•  The  Penfil'd  Figures  are 
Even  fuch  as  they  give  out.  I  like  your  work, 
And  you  fhall  find  I  like  it :  Wait  Attendance 
Till  you  hear  further  from  me. 

Pain.  The  Gods  preferve  ye. 
Tim.  Well  fare  you  Gentleman :  Give  me  your  hand. We 
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[  We  mud  needs  dine  together :  Sir,  your  Jewel 
Hath  fuflerec  under  praife. 

Jew.  What  my  Lord,  difpraife  ? 
T im.  A  meer  fatiety  of  Commendations, 

If  I  Ihould  pay  you  ior't  as  'tis  extoll'd, 
It  would  unclew  me  quite. 

Jew.  My  Lord,  'tis  rated 
As  thofe  which  fell  would  give :  But  you  well  know, 
Things  of  like  value  differing  in  the  Owners, 

Are  priz'd  by  their  Mailers.    Believ't,  dear  Lord, 
You  mend  the  Jewel  by  the  wearing  it. 

TVw.Well  mock'd.  {Enter  Apemantus. 
Mer.  No,  my  good  Lord,  he  fpeaks  the  common  tongue 

Which  all  men  fpeak  with  him. 
Ttm.  Look  who  comes  here,  will  you  be  chid  ? 

Jew.  We'll  bear  with  your  Lordlhip. 
tJMer.  He'll  fpare  none. 
Tim.  Good  morrow  to  thee, 

Gentle  Apemantus. 
Apem.  Till  I  be  gentle,  ftay  thou  for  thy  good  morrow. 

When  thou  art  Timon 's  dog,  and  thefe  Knaves  honeft. 
Tim.  Why  dolt  thou  call  them  Knaves,  thou  know'ft them  not  ? 
Apem.  Are  they  not  Athenians  ? 
Tim.  Yes. 

Apem.  Then  I  repent  not. 
Jew.  You  know  .me,  Afemanttts  ? 

Apem.  Thou  know'ft  I  do,  1  call'd  thee  by  thy  name^ 
Ttm.  Thou  art  proud,  Apemantus. 
Apem.  Of  nothing  fo  much,  as  that  I  am  not  like  Timon. 
Tim.  Whither  art  going  ? 
Apem.  To  knock  out  an  honeft  Athenians  brains. 
Ttm.  That's  a  deed  thou'lt  die  for. 

Apem.  Rights  if  doing  nothing  be  death  by  th'  Law. 
Tim.  How  lik'ft  thou  this  Picture,  Apemantus  ? 
Apem.  The  beft,  for  the  Innocence. 
Tim.  Wrought  he  not  well  that  painted  it  ? 
Apem.  He  wrought  better  that  made  the  Painter,  and  yet 

he's  but  a  filthy  piece  of  work. 
Paw.  Y'are  a  Dog. 

Apem.  Thy  Mother's  of  my  generation :  What's  fhe, 
If  I  be  a  Dog  ? 

Tim.  Wilt  dine  with  me,  Apemantus  ? 
Apem.  No,  I  eat  not  Lords. 

Tim.  And  thou  fhould'ft,  thou'd'ft  anger  Ladies. 
Apem.  O  they  eat  Lords, 

So  they  come  by  great  bellies. 

Tim.  That's  a  lafcivious  apprehenfion. 
Apem.  So  thou  apprehend'ft  it. 

Take  it  for  thy  labour. 
Tim.  How  doffc  thou  like  this  Jewel,  Apemantus  ? 
Apem.  Not  fo  well  as  plain-dealing ,  which  will  not 

coft  a  man  a  Doit. 

Tim.  What  doft  thou  think  'tis  worth  ? 
Apem.  Not  worth  my  thinking. 

How  now,  Poet  ? 

Poet.  How  now,  Philolopher? 
Apem.  Thon  lieft. 
Poet.  Art  not  one  ? 

Apem.  Yes. 
Poet .  Then  I  lie  not. 

Apem.  Art  not  a  Poet? 
Poet.  Yes. 

Apem.  Then  thou  lieft : 

Look  in  thy  Iaft  work,  where  thou  haft  feign'd  him  a 
wo-thy  Fellow. 

Poet.  That's  not  feign'd,  he  is  fo. 
Apem.  Yes,  he  is  worthy  of  thee,  and  to  pay  thee  for 

thy  labour.  He  that  loves  to  be  flattered  is  worthy  o'th' 
flatterer.  Heavens,  that  I  were  a  Lord. 

Tim.  What  wouldft  do  then,  Apemantus  f 

Apem.  E'en  as  Apemantus  does  now,  hate  a  Lord  with 
my  heart. 

Tim.  What  thy  felf? 

Apem.  I. Tim.  Wherefore? 

Apem.  That  I  had  ro  angry  wit  to  be  a  Lord. 
Art  not  thou  a  Merc  ant  ? 

Mer.  I,  Apemantus. 
Apem.  TrafHck  confound  thee,  if  the  Gods  will  nor. 
Mer.  If  Traffick  do  it,  the  God„  do  it. 

Apem.  Traffick's  thy  God,  and  thy  God  confound  thee. 

Trumpet  founds.  Enter  a  Meflenger, 

Tim.  What  Trumpet's  that  ? 
Mef.  'Tis  Alcihiadest  and  fome  twenty  Horfe, All  of  Companionlhip. 
Tim.  Pray  entertain  them,  give  them  guide  to  us 

You  muft  needs  dine  with  me :  Go  not  you  hence 
Till  I  have  thankt  you ,  and  when  dinner's  done 
Shew  me  this  piece.  I  am  joyful  of  your  lights* 

Enter  Alcibiades  with  the  reft. 
Moft  welcome  Sir. 

Apem.  So  fo,  their  Aches  contract,  and  ftarve  your  fup 
ple  Joynts :  That  there  Ihould  be  fmall  love  amongft  thefe 
fweet  Knaves,  and  all  this  Courtefie.  The  ftrain  of  man's 
bred  out  into  Baboon  and  Monkey. 

c^lci.  You  have  fav'd  my  longing,  and  I  feed Moft  hungerly  on  your  fight. 
Tim.  Right  welcome,  Sir. 

E're  we  depart,  we'll  fhare  a  bounteous  time 
In  different  pleafures. 
Pray  you  let  us  in.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Lords. 

1.  Lord.  What  time  a  day  is't,  apemantus  ? 
Apem.  Time  to  be  honeft. 
*.  That  time  ferves  Hill. 

Apem.  The  moft  accurfed  thou  that  fir  ill  omit  t'ftit. 
2.  Thou  art  going  to  Lord  Timon's  Feaft. 
Apem.  r,  to  fee  Meat  fill  Knaves,  and  Wine  heat  Fools. 
2.  Fare  thee  well,  fare  thee  well. 

Apem.  Thou  art  a  Fool  to  bid  me  farewel  twice. 
2.  Why,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  Should'ft  have  kept  one  to  thy  felf.for  I  mean  to 
give  thee  none. 

1.  Hang  thy  felf. 

Apem.  No,  Iwill  do  nothing  at  thy  bidding: 
Make  thy  requefts  to  thy  Friend. 

2.  Away  unpeaceable  Dog, 

Or  I'll  fpurn  thee  hence. 

Apem.  I  will  fly  like  a  Dog,  the  heels  a'th'  Afs, 
1 .  He's  oppofite  to  humanity. 

Come,  fhall  we  in, 

And  tafte  Lord  Timon's  Bounty  ?  He  outgoes 
The  very  heart  of  kindnefs. 

2.  He  pours  it  out:   2>/«w,  the  God  of  gold. 
Is  but  his  Steward  \  no  meed  but  he  repaies 
Seven-fold  above  it  felf :  No  gift  to  him, 
But  breeds  the  giver  a  return :  Exceeding 
All  ufe  of  quittance. 

1.  The  Nobleft  mind  he  carries, 

that  ever  govern'd  man. 
2.  Long  may  he  live  in  Fortunes :  Shall  we  in  ? 

I'll  keep  you  company.  [Exeunt. 

Hoboyes  playing,  Loud  Mufick. 
A  great  Banquet  ferv'dm;  and  then  enter  Lcr</ Timon,  the 

States,  the  Athenian  Lords,  Ventidius  which  Timon  re. 
deemed  from  prifon.  Then  comes  dropping  after  all,  Apeman- 

tus dtfcontentedly  Itke  himjelf. 

Ventid.  Mcrft  honoured  Timon, 

It  hath  pleas'd  the  Gods  to  remember  my  Fathei's  age, And  call  him  to  long  peace : 

He  is  gone  happy,  and  has  left  me  rich: 
Aaa  2  Then, 
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Then  as  in  grateful  virtue  I  am  bound 
To  your  free  heart,  I  do  return  thofe  Talents 
Doubled  with  thanks  and  fervice,  from  whofehelp 

I  deriv'd  liberty. 
Tim.  O  by  no  means, 

Honeft  Ventidius :  You  miftake  my  Love, 

1  gave  it  freely  ever,  and  there's  none 
Can  truly  fay  he  gives,  if  he  receives : 
If  our  betters  play  at  that  game,  we  muft  not  dare 
To  imitate  them.    Faults  that  are  rich  are  fair. 

Ventid.  A  Noble  Spirit. 

Tim.  Nay  my  Lords,  Ceremony  was  but  devis'd  at  firft 
To  fet  a  glofs  on  faint  deeds,  hollow  welcomes, 

Recanting  goodnefs,  forry  ere  'tis  fhown  t 
But  where  there  is  true  friendfhip  there  needs  none. 

Pray,  fit,  more  welcome  are  ye  to^my  Fortunes, 
Than  my  Fortunes  to  me. 

1  Lord  My  Lord,  we  alwaies  have  confeft  it. 

Apem.  Ho,  ho,  confeft  it  ?  Hang'd  it  ?  Have  you  not  ? 
Tim.  O  dpemantus,  you  are  welcome. 

Apem.  No :  You  fhall  not  make  me  welcome. ' 
I  come  to  have  thee  thruft  me  out  of  doors. 

Tim.  Fye,  th'art  a  Churle ,  ye  have  got  a  humour  there 
Does  not  become  a  man,  'tis  much  to  blame : 
They  fay,  my  Lords,  Ira  furor  brevis  eft, 
But  yond  man  is  very  angry. 
Go,  let  him  have  a  Table  by  himfelf  s 
For  he  does  neither  affect  company, 

Nor  is  he  fit  for't  indeed. 
csfpem.  Let  me  ftay  at  thine  apperil,  Timon, 

1  come  to  obferve,  I  give  thee  warning  on't. 
T tm.  I  take  no  heed  of  thee ;  Th'art  an  Athenian,  there- 

fore welcome  :  I  my  felf  would  have  no  power,  prethee 
let  my  meat  make  thee  filerit. 

Apem.  I  fcorn  thy  meat,  'twould  choak  me :  For  I  (hould 
ne'er  flatter  thee.  Oh  you  Gods  /  What  a  number  of  men 
eats  Timon,  and  he  fees  'em  hot  ?  It  grieves  me  to  fee  fo 
many  dip  their  meat  in  one  mans  blood ,  and  all  the  mad 
nefs  is,  he  cheers  them  up  too. 
1  wonder  men  dare  trull  themfelves  with  men. 

Methinks  they  fhould  invite  them  without  knives, 
Good  for  their  meat,  and  fafer  for  their  lives. 

There's  much  example  for't,  the  fellow  that  fits  next  him 
now,  parts  bread  with  him,  pledges  the  breath  of  him  in 

a  divided  draught :  is  the  readieft  man  to  kill  him.  'T  has 
been  proved,  if  I  were  a  huge  man,  I  Ihould  fear  to  drink 
at  meals,  left  they  fhould  fpy  my  wind-pipes  dangerous 
notes ,  great  men  fhould  drink  with  harritfs  on  their 
throats. 

Tim.  My  Lord  in  heart :  and  let  the  health  go  round. 
2  Lord.  Let  it  flow  this  way  ,  my  good  Lord. 
Apem.  Flow  this  way?  A  brave  fellow ,  he  keeps  his 

tides  well,  thofe  healths  will  make  thee  and  thy  Hate  look 
ill,  Timon. 

Here's  that  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  finner, 

Honeft  water,  which  ne'er  left  man  i'th'mire : 
This  and  my  food  are  equal,  there's  no  ods, 
Feafts  are  too  proud  to  give  thanks  to  the  Gods. 

Apemantus'j  Grace. 
Immortal  Gods,  I  crave  no  pelf, 
I  pray  for  no  man  but  my  felf, 
Grant  I  may  never  prove  fo  fond, 
To  truft  man  on  his  Oath  or  Hond  : 
Or  a  Harlot  for  her  Weeping: 
Or  a  Dog  that  feems  a  fleeping  : 
Or  a  Keeper  with  my  Freedom  t 

Or  my  Friends  if  I  fliould  need  yem. 
Amen.  So  fall  too't : 
7{tch  men  fin,  and  I  eat  root. 

Much  good  dich  thy  good  heart,  Apemantu*. 
Tim.  Captain^ 

zAkibiades,  your  heart's  in  the  field  now. 
tAlci.  My  heart  is  ever  at  your  fervice,  my  Lord. 

Tim.  You  had  rather  be  at  a  breakfaft  of  Enemies  than 
a  dinner  of  Friends. 

Aid.  So  they  were  bleeding  new  my  Lord,  there's  no 
meat  like  'em,  I  could  wifh  my  friend  atfuch  a  Feaft. Apem.  Would  all  thofe  flatterers  were  thine  Enemies 
then,  that  then  thou  might'ft  kill  'em :  And  bid  me  to  \  m. i  Lord.  Might  we  but  have  that  happinefs,  my  Lordj 

that  you  would  once  ufe  our  hearts,  whereby  we  might  ex' prefs  fome  part  of  our  zeals ,  we  fhould  think  our  felves 
for  ever  perfect. 

Tim.  Oh  no  doubt,  my  good  Friends,  but  the  Gods 
themfelves  have  provided  that  I  fhall  have  much  help  from 
you :  How  had  you  been  my  Friends  elfe  ?  Why  have  you 
that  charitable  title  from  thoufands?  Did  not  you  chiefly 
belong  to  my  heart?  I  have  told  more  of  you  to  my  felf 
than  you  can  with  modefty  fpeak  in  your  own  behalf! 
And  Thus  far  I  cofirm  you.  Oh  you  Gods  (think  I J  what 
need  we  have  any  Friends  if  we  fhould  never  have 
need  of 'em?  They  were  the  moft  needlefs  Creatures  li- 

ving ,  fhould  we  ne'er  have  ufe  for  'em.  And  would  moft refemble  fweet  Inftruments  hung  up  in  Cafes,  that  keep 
their  founds  to  themfelves.  Why  I  have  often  wifht  my 
felf  poorer,  that  I  might  eome  nearer  to  you:  We  are 
born  to  do  benefits.  And  what  better  or  properer  can  we 
call  our  own,  than  the  riches  of  our  Friends  ?  Oh  what  a 
precious  comfort  'tis  to  have  fo  many  like  Brothers  com- 

manding one  anothers  Fortunes !  Oh  Joys,  e'en  made  a- 
way  e're't  can  be  born ,  mine  eyes  cannot  hold  out  water 
methinks,  to  forget  their  faults.  I  drink  to  you. 

Apem.  Thou  weep'ft  to  make  them  drink,  Timon. 
2.  Lord  Joy  had  the  like  conception  in  our  eyes, 

And  at  that  inftant  like  a  Babe  fprung  up. 
zslpem.  Ho,  ho,  I  laugh  to  think  that  Babe  a  Baftard. 

3  Lord  I  promife  you  my  Lord  you  mov'd  me  much. 

Apem.  Much. 

Sound  Tucket.  Enter  the  Maskers  of  ts4maz.ons  with 
Lutes  in  their  hands ,  dancing  and  playing. 

Tim.  What  means  that  Trump  ?  How  now  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Pleafe  you,  my  Lord  ,  there  are  certain  Ladies 
Moft  defirous  of  admittance. 

Tim.  Ladies  ?  What  are  their  wills  ? 
Ser.  There  comes  with  them  a  Fore-runner,  my  Lord, 

which  bears  that  office  to  fignifie  their  pleafures. 
Tim.  I  pray  let  them  be  admitted. 

Enter  Cupid  with  the  Mas\  of  Ladies. 

Cup.  Hail  to  thee,  worthy  Timon,  and  to  all  that  of  his 
Bounties  taft :  The  five  beft  Senfes  acknowledge  thee  their 
Patron,  and  come  freely  to  gratulate  thy  plenteous  Bofom. 

There  taft,  touch  all,  pleas'd  from  thy  Table  rife  : 
They  only  now  come  but  to  feaft  thine  eyes. 

T»'w.They're  welcome  an  ;  let  'em  have  kind  admittance. Mufick  make  their  welcome. 

Luc.  You  fee,  my  Lord,  how  ample  you  are  belov'd. 

Apem.  Hoyday.' What  a  fweep  of  vanity  comes  this  way. 
They  dance,  they  are  mad  Women. 
Like  Madnefs  is  the  Glory  of  this  life, 
As  this  pomp  fhews  to  a  little  oyl  and  root. 
We  make  our  felves  fools ,  to  difport  our  felves, 
And  fpend  our  flatteries  to  drink  thofe  men, 
Upon  whofe  Age  we  void  it  up  agen. 
With  poyfonous  Spight  and  Envy. 

Who  lives,  that's  not  deprav'd»  or  depraves  ? 
Who  dies,  that  bears  not  one  fpurn  to  their  graves 
Of  their  friends  gift  ? 

I  fhould  fear,  thofe  that  dance  before  me  now, 

Would  one  day  ftamp  upon  me :  'T'as  been  done, 

Men 
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Men  flint  their  doors  againft  a  Setting  Sun. 

The  Lords  rife  from  Table,  with  much  adoring  of  Timon^  and 
to  fhexv  their  loves,  each  [ingle  out  an  Amazon,  and  all 

dance,  Men  with  Women,  a  lofty  jlrain  or  two 
to  the  Hoboyes,  and  ceafe, 

Tim.  You  have  done  your  pleafures, 
Much  Grace  (Fair  Ladies) 
Sets  a  fair  fafhion  on  our  entertainment 
Which  was  not  half  fo  beautiful,  and  kind : 

You  have  added  worth  unto't,  and  lively  luftre, 
And  entertain'd  me  with  mine  own  device. 
I  am  to  thank  you  for  it. 

i  Lord.  My  Lord,  you  take  us  even  at  the  belt. 
Apem.  Faith  for  the  worft  is  filthy,  and  would  not  hold 

taking,  I  doubt  me. 
Tim.  Ladies,  there  is  an  idle  Banquet  attends  you. 

Pleafe  you  to  difpofe  your  felves. 
All  La.  Moft  thankfully,  my  Lord.  Exeunt. 
Tim.  Flavins. 

Flav.  My  Lord. 
Tim.  The  little  Casket,  bring  me  hither. 
Fla.  Yes,  my  Lord.   More  Jewels  yet  ? 

There  is  no  crofling  him  in 's  humour, 
Elfelmould  tell  him  well,  i' faith  1  mould, 
When  all's  fpent,  he'd  be  crofs'd  then,  and  he  could : 
Tis  pity  bounty  has  not  eyes  behind, 

That  man  might  ne'r  be  wretched  for  his  mind. 
1 .  Lord.  Where  be  our  men  ? 

Serv.  Here,  my  Lord,  in  readinefs. 
2.  Lord.  Our  Horfes. 
Tim.  O  my  Friends ! 

I  have  one  word  to  fay  to  you :  Look  you,  my  good  Lord  : 
I  mutt  entreat  you,  honour  me  fo  much, 
As  to  advance  this  Jewel,  accept,  and  wear  it, 
Kind  my  Lord.  _ 

i .  Lord.  I  am  fo  far  already  in  your  Gifts. 
All.  So  are  we  all. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord,  there  are  certain  Nobles  of  the  Senate 
newly  alighted,  and  come  to  vifit  you. 

Tim.  They  are  fairly  welcome. 

Enter  Flavius. 

Fla.  I  beteech  your  Honour,  vouchfafe  me  a  word,  it 
does  concern  you  near. 

Tim.  Near !  Why  then  another  time  I'll  hear  thee. 
I  prethee  let's  be  provided  to  Ihew  them  entertainment. Fla.  I  fcarce  know  how. 

Enter  another  Servant. 

Ser.  May  it  pleafe  your  Honour,  Lord  Lucius 
(Out  of  his  free  Love)  hath  prefented  to  you 
Four  Milk-white  Horfes  trapt  in  Silver. 

Tim.  I  [hall  accept  them  fairly :  Let  the  Prefents 

Be  worthily  entertain'd. Enter  a  third  Servant. 
How  now?  What  News? 

3  Serv.  Pleafe  you,  my  Lord,  that  honourable  Gentle- 
man, Lord  Lucullus,  entreats  your  company  to  morrow, 

to  hunt  with  him,  and  h'asfent  your  Honour  two  brace  of 
Grey.Hounds. 

Tim.  I'll  hunt  with  him. 
And  let  them  be  received,  not  without  fair  Reward. 

Fla.  What  will  this  come  to  ? 

He  commands  us  to  provide,  and  give  great  gifts,  and  all 
out  of  an  empty  Coffer : 
Nor  will  he  know  his  purfe,  or  yield  me  this, 

To  (hew  him  what'  a  Beggar  his  heart  is, 
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Being  of  no  Power  to  make  his  wifhes  good, 
His  promifes  fly  fo  beyond  hisftate, 
That  what  he  fpeaks  is  all  in  debt ,  owes  for  ev'ry  word  : 
He  is  fo  kind,  that  he  now  payes  interelt  for't  •, 
His  Land's  put  to  their  Books.  Well,  would  I  were 
Gently  put  out  of  Office,  e'er  I  were  forc'd : 
Happier  is  he  that  has  no  friend  to  feed, 
Than  fuch  that  do  e'en  Enemies  exceed. 
I  bleed  inwardly  for  my  Lord.  tkkiti 

Tim.  You  do  your  felves  much  wrong, 
You  bate  too  much  of  your  own  merits. 
Here,  my  Lord,  a  trifle  of  our  love. 

2  Lord  With  more  than  common  thanks 
I  will  receive  it. 

3  Lord.  O  ha's  the  very  foul  of  Bounty. Tim.  And  now  I  remember,  my  Lord,  you  gave  good 
words  the  other  day  of  a  Bay  Courfer  I  rode  on.  Tis  yours 

becaufe  you  lik'd  it. i  L.  Oh,  I  befech  you,  pardon  me,  my  Lord,  in  that. 
Tim.  You  may  take  my  word,  ray  Lord:  I  know  no 

man  can  juftly  praite,  but  what  he  does  affect.  I  weigh 
my  friends  affection  with  my  own?  I'il  tell  you  true 

f*U  call  to  you.  ' <s4ll  Lords.  O  none  fo  welcome. 

Tim.  I  take  all,  and  your  feveral  vifitations 

So  kind  to  heart,  'tis  not  enough  to  give  : 
Methinks  I  could  deal  Kingdoms  to  my  Friends, 
And  ne'er  be  weary.  Alabiades, 
Thou  art  a  Souldier,  therefore  feJdom  rich, 
It  comes  in  charity  to  thee ;  for  all  thy  living 
Is  'mongft  the  dead ;  and  all  the  Lands  thou  haft 
Lie  in  a  Pitcht  Field, 

Alci.  I  defie  Land,  my  Lord. 
1  Lord.  We  are  fo  vertuoufly  bound. 
Tim.  And  fo  am  I  to  you. 

2  Lord.  So  infinitely  endear'd. 
Tim.  All  to  yo  you.   Lights,  more  Lights,  more  Light. 
i  Lord.  The  beft  of  Happinefs,  Honour  and  Fortunes, 

Keep  with  you,  Lord  Timon. 
Tim.  Ready  for  his  Friends.  {Exeunt  Lords. 

Apem.  What  a  coils  here,  ferving  of  becks  and  jutting 
out  of  bumms,  I  doubt  whether  their  Legs  be  worth 

the  fummes  that  are  given  for  'em. 
Friendfhip's  full  of  Dreggs : 
Methinks  falfe  hearts  mould  never  have  found  legs. 

Thus  honeft  fools  lay  out  their  wealth  on  Court'lits. 
Tim.  Now,  Apemantm  (if  thou  wert  not  fullen) 

I  would  be  good  to  thee. 

Apem.  No,  I'll  nothing  •,  for  if  I  fliould  be  brib'd  too, 
there  would  be  none  left  to  rail  upon  thee ,  and  then  thou 

wouldft  fin  the  fafter.  Thou  giv'ft  fo  long,  Timon  (I  fear 
me)  thou  wilt  give  away  thy  feif  in  paper  fliordy;  What 
need  thefe  Feafts,  Pomps,  and  Vain- glories? 

Tim.  Nay,  and  you  begin  to  rail  on  Society  once,  I 
am  fworn  not  to  give  regard  to  you.  Farewell,  and  arme 
with  better  Mufick.  {Exit. 

Apem.  So :  Thou  wilt  not  hear  me  now,  thou  fhak  not 

then.  I'll  lock  thy  Heaven  from  thee: 
Oh  that  mens  ears  Ihould  be 

To  Counfel  deaf,  but  not  to  flattery.  {JExit. 

Enter  a  Senator." Sen.  And  late  five  thoufand :  to  Varro  and  to  lfidore 
He  owes  nine  thoufand,  befidesmy  former  fumme, 
Which  make  it  five  and  twenty.  Still  in  motion 

Of  raging  wafte  >  It  cannot  hold,  it  will  not. 

If  I  want  Gold,  Ileal  but  a  Beggar's  Dog, 
And  give  it  Timon,  why  the  Dog  coins  Gold. 
If  I  would  fell  rhy  Horfe,  and  buy  twenty  more 
Better  than  he    why  give  my  horfe  to  Timon. 
Ask  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  foals  me  ftraight 
An  able  Horfe :  No  Porter  at  his  gate, 
But  rather  one  that  fmiles  and  ftill  invites 

All  that  pafs  by.   It  cannot  hold,  no  reafon 
Aaa  3  Can 
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Can  found  his  [late  in  fafety.  Caphis,  hoa. 
Caphis  1  fay. 

Snter  Caphis. 

Caph.  Here,  Sir,  what  is  your  pleafure  ? 
Sen.  Get  on  your  Cloak,  and  hafte  you  to  Lord  Timon  \ 

Importune  him  for  my  monies,  be  not  ceaft 

With  flight  denial ;  nor  then  filenc'd,  then 
Commend  me  to  your  Mailer,  and  the  Cap 
Plaies  in  the  right  hand,  thus :  But  tell  him,  firrah, 

My  ufes  cry  to  me  •,  1  mult  ferve  my  turn 
Out  of  mine  own,  his  dayes  and  times  are  paft, 
And  my  reliances  on  his  trailed  dates 
Have  fmit  my  credit.  I  love  an4  honour  him, 

But  mull  not  break  my  back,  to  heal  his  finger.' Immediate  are  my  needs,  and  my  relief 

Mult  not  be  toft  and  turn'd  to  me  in  words, 
But  find  fupply  immediate.  Get  you  gone, 
Put  on  a  moll  importunate  afpecl:, 
A  vifage  of  demand :  For  I  do  fear 
When  every  Feather  flicks  in  his  own  wing, 
Lord  Timon  will  be  left  a  naked  gull, 
Which  flafhes  now  a  Phcenix,  get  you  gone, 

Caph.  I  go,  Sir. 
Sen.  I  go,  Sir  ? 

Take  the  Bonds  along  with  you, 
And  have  the  dates  in.  Come. 

Caph.  I  will,  Sir. 
Sen.  Go.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Steward ,  with  many  Bills  in  his  hand. 

Stew.  No  care,  no  flop,  fo  fenfelefs  of  expence, 
That  he  will  know  neither  how  to  maintain  it, 
Nor  ceafe  his  flow  of  Riot.  Takes  no  account 

How  things  go  from  him,  nor  refume  no  care 
Of  what  is  to  continue:  Never  mind 
Was  to  be  fo  unwife,  to  be  fo  kind. 
What  fliall  be  done,  he  will  not  hear,  till  feel : 
I  muft  be  round  with  him,  now  he  comes  from  hunting. 

Fie,  fie,  fie,  fie. 

Enter  Caphis,  Ifidore,  and  Varro. 

Caph.  Good  even,  Varro,  what,  you  come  for  money  ? 

Var.  Is't  not  your  bufinefs  too  ? 
Caph.  It  is,  and  yours  too,  Ifidore  ? 

I  fid.  It  is  fo. 

Caph.  Would  we  were  all  difcharg'd, Var.  I  fear  it. 

Caph.  Here  comes  the  Lord. 

Enter  Timon,  and  his  Train. 

Tim.  So  foon  as  dinner's  done,  we'll  forth  again , 
My  Alcibiades.  With  me,  what  is  your  will  ? 

Caph.  My  Lord,  here  is  a  note  of  certain  dues. 
Tim.  Dues?  Whence  are  you? 

Caph.  Of  Athenshzie:  My  Lord. 
Tim.  Go  to  my  Steward. 
Caph.  PleafeityourLordfhip,  he  hath  put  me  off 

To  the  fucceflion  of  new  dayes  this  month  : 

My  Mafter  is  awak'd  by  great  occafion, 
To  call  upon  his  own,  and  humbly  prays  you, 

That  with  your  other  Noble  parts,  you'll  fuit, 
In  giving  him  his  right. 

Tim.  Mine  honeft  Friend, 

I  prethee  but  repair  to  me  next  morning,, 

Caph.  Nay,  good  my  Lord. 
Tim.  Contain  thy  felf,  good  Friend. 
Far.  One  Varro  %  fervant,  ray  good  Lord. 

Jfid.  From  Ifidore,  he  humbly  prays  your  fpeedy  pay- 
ment. 

Caph.  If  you  did  know,  my  Lord,  my  Mailer's  wants. 
Var.  'Twas  due  on  forfeiture,  my  Lord,  fix  weeks,  and 

pafl. 

lfid.  Your  Steward  pats  me  off,  my  Lord,  and  I 
Am  fent  exprefly  to  your  Lordfhip. 

Tim.  Give  me  breath : 
I  do  befeech  you,  good  my  Lords,  keep  on, 
I'll  wait  upon  you  inftantly.  Come  hither,  pray  you 
How  goes  the  world  that  I  am  thus  encountred 
With  clamorous  demands  of  debt,  broken  Bonds, 
And  the  detention,  long  fince  due  debts 

Againfl  my  Honour  ? 
Stew.  Pleafeyou,  Gentlemen, 

The  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  bufinefs : 
Your  importunacy  ceafe,  till  after  dinner, 
That  I  may  make  his  Lordfhip  underftand 
Wherefore  you  are  not  paid. 

Tim.  Do  fo,  my  Friends,  fee  them  well  entertain'd. 
Stew.  Pray  draw  near.  [_Exu. 

Snter  Apemantus  and  Fool. 

Caph.  Stay,  flay,  here  comes  the  Fool  with  Apemantus, 
let's  have  fome  fport  with  'em. 

Var.  Hang  him,  he'll  abufe  us 
I  fid.  A  plague  upon  him  dog. 
Var.  How  dofl,  Fool  ? 

zsfpem.  Dofl  dialogue  with  thy  fhadow  ? 
Var.  I  fpeak  not  to  thee. 

Apem.  No  ,  'tis  to  thy  felf.  Come  away. 
lfid.  There's  the  Fool  hangs  on  your  back  already 
Apem.  No,  thou  ftandft  fingle,  thou  art  not  on  him  j 

Caph.  Where's  the  Fool  now  ? 
Apem.  Helaftask'd  the  Queftion.  Poor  Rogues  and 

Ufurers  men,  Bawds  between  Gold  and  want. 
All.  What  are  we,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  AfTes. 
All.  Why? 

esfpem.  That  you  ask  me  what  you  are,  and  do  not  know 

your  felves.  Speak  to  'em  Fool. Fool.  How  do  you,  Gentlemen  ? 
All.  Gramercies,  good  Fool : 

How  does  your  Miftrefs  ? 

Fool.  She's  e'en  fetting  on  water  to  fcald  fuch  Chickens 
as  you  are.  Would  we  could  fee  you  at  Corinth. 

Apem.  Good,  Gramercy. 

Snter  Page. 

Fool.  Look  you,  here  comes  my  Matter's  Page. 
Page.  Why  how  now,  Captain  ?  What  do  you  in  this wife  company  ? 

How  doft  thou,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  W'ould  1  had  a  Rod  in  my  mouth  ,  that  I  might 

anfwer  thee  profitably.- 
Page.  Prethee,  esfpemantus,  read  me  the  fuperfcription 

of  thefe  Letters,  I  know  not  which  is  which. 

Apem.  Canfl  not  read  > 
Page.  No. Apem.  There  will  little  learning  die  then  that  day  thou 

art  hang'd.  This  is  to  Lord  Timon,  this  to  Alcibiades.  Go 
thou  waft  born  a  Baftard  and  thou'lt  die  a  Bawd. 

Page.  Thou  waft  whelpt  a  Dog,  and  thou  fhalt  famifh  a 

Dogs  death. Anfwer  not,  I  am  gone.  {Exit. 

Apem.  E'enfo  thou  out-runft  Grace, 
Fool,  I  will  go  with  you  to  Lord  Timons. 

Fool.  Will  you  leave  me  there  ? 

Apem.  If  Timon  ftay  at  home. 
You  three  ferve  three  Ufurers  ? 

All.  I  wou'd  they  ferv'd  us. 
Apem.  So  would  I : 

As  good  a  trick  as  ever  Hangman  ferv'd  Thief. Fool.  Are  vou  three  Ufurers  men  ? *  All. 
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tSfll  I;  Fool. 
Fool.  I  think  no  Ufurer  but  has  a  fool  to  his  Servant. 

My  Miftrefs  is  one,  and  I  am  her  fool :  when  men  come 
to  borrow  of  your  Mailers,  they  approach  fadly,  and  go 
away  merrily :  but  they  enter  my  matters  houfe  merrily, 
and  go  away  fadly.  The  reafon  of  this? 

Var.  I  could  render  one. 

Apem.  Do  it  then,  that  we  may  account  thee  a  Whore- 
mafter,  and  a  Knave,  which  notwithstanding  thou  Ihalt 
be  no  lefs  efteemed. 

Far.  What  is  a  Whore-mafter,  Fool? 
Fool.  A  Fool  in  good  cloaths,  and  fomething  like  thee. 

Tis  a  fpirit,  fomtime 't  appears  like  a  Lord,  fometimes 
like  a  Lawyer,  fometime  like  a  Philofopher,  with  two 

Itones  more  than's  artificial  one.  He  is  very  often  like  a 
Knight •,  and  generally,  in  all  fliapes  that  man  goes- up 
and  down  in,  from  fourfcore  to  thirteen,  this  Spirit 
walks  in. 

Var.  Thou  art  not  altogether  a  fool. 
Fool.  Nor  thou  altogether  a  wife  man, 

As  much  foolery  as  I  have,  fo  much  wit  thou  lack'ft. 
Apem.  That  anfwer  might  have  become  vdfemantns. 
All.  Afide,  afide,  here  comes  Lord  Timon. 

Enter  Timon  and  Steward. 

Apem.  Come  with  me  (fool)  come. 
Fool.  I  do  not  always  follow  Lover,  elder  Brother, 

and  Woman,  fometime  the  Philofopher. 
Stew.  Pray  you  walk  near, 

I'll  fpeak  with  you  anon.  XjExeunt. 
Tim.  You  make  me  marvel  wherefore  e'er  this  time 

Had  you  not  fully  laid  my  ftate  before  me, 
That  I  might  fo  have  rated  my  expence, 
As  I  had  leave  of  means. 

Stew.  You  would  not  hear  me : 

At  many  leifures  I  propos'd. Tim.  Go  to: 

Perchance  fome  (ingle  vantages  you  took, 
When  my  indifpofition  put  you  back, 
And  that  unaptnefs  made  you  minifter 
Thus  to  excufe  your  felf. 

Stew.  O  my  good  Lord, 
At  many  times  I  brought  in  my  accompts, 
Laid  them  before  you,  you  would  throw  them  off, 
And  fay  you  found  them  in  mine  honefty, 
When  for  fome  trifling  Prefent  you  have  bid  me 

Return  fo  much,  I  have  fhook  my  head,  and  wept  *, 

Yeaagainft  th'  Authority  of  manners,  pray'd  you 
To  hold  your  hand  more  clofe :  1  did  endure 
Not  feldom,  nor  no  flight  checks,  when  I  have 
Prompted  you  in  the  Ebbe  of  your  Eftate, 

And  your  great  flow  of  Debts;  my  dear  lov'd  Lord, 
Though  you  here  now  ( too  late  )  yet  now's  a  time 
The  greateft  of  your  having,  lacks  a  half, 
To  pay  your  prefent  debts. 

Tim.  Let  all  my  Land  be  fold. 

Stew.  'Tis  all  engag'd,  fome  forfeited  and  gone, 
And  what  remains  will  hardly  flop  the  mouth 
Of  prefent  dues,  the  future  comes  apace:  - 
What  fhall  defend  the  interim,  and  at  length 

How  goes  our  reck'ning? 
Tim.  To  Lacedemon  did  my  Land  extend. 
Stew.  O  my  good  Lord ,  the  world  is  but  a  world 

Were  it  all  yours,  to  give  it  in  a  breath, 
How  quickly  were  it  gone  ? 

Ttm.  You  tell  me  true  ? 

Stew.  If  you  fofpecl:  my  Husbandry  or  Falfhood, 
Call  me  before  the  exacleft  Auditors, 
And  fet  me  on  the  proof.  So  the  Geds  blefs  me, 
When  all  our  Offices  have  been  opprefb 
With  riotous  Feeders,  when  our  Vaults  have  wept 
With  drunken  Spilth  of  wine}  when  every  Room 

Hath  b'.az'd  with  Lights,  and  braid  with  M'mltrelfie, 

I  have  retir'd  me  to  a  wafteful  cock, 
And  let  mine  eyes  at  flow. 

Ttm.  Preethee  no  more. 
Stew.  Heavens  have  I  faid ,  the  bounty  of  this  Lord ! 

How  many  prodigal  bits  have  Slaves  and  Peazants 

This  night  englutted  !  who  is  not  Timon's  ? What  heart,  head,  fword,  foi  ce,  means,  but  is  L.  Timonh  ? 
Great  Timon}  Noble,  Worthy,  Royal  Timon  s  • 
Ah,  when  the  means  are  gone,  that  buy  this  praile 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praile  is  made : 
Feaft  won,  Faft  loft,  one  cloud  of  winter  fhowres, 
Thefe  flies  are  coucht. 

Tim.  Come  fermon  me  no  further. 
No  villanous  bounty  yet  hath  paft  my  heart; 
Unwifely  not  ignobly  have  I  given. 
Why  doft  thou  weep,  canft  thou  the  confeience  lack, 
To  think  1  (hall  lack  Friends?  Secure  thy  heart 
If  I  would  broach  the  Veffels  of  my  Love, 
And  try  the  argument  of  hearts,  by  borrowing, 
Men  and  mens  Fortunes  could  I  frankly  ufe, 
As  1  can  bid  thee  fpeak. 

Stew.  Aflurance  blefs  your  thoughts. 
Tim.  And  in  fome  fort  thefe  wants  of  mine  are  crown'd 

That  I  account  them  Bleffings.  For  by  thefe 
Shall  I  try  Friends.  You  fhall  perceive 
How  you  miftake  my  fortunes : 
I  am  wealthy  in  my  friends. 
Within  there,  Flavins1  Servilim  ? 

Enter  three  Servants. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 
Tim.  I  will  difpatch  you  feverally. 

You  to  Lord  Lucius,  to  Lord  Lucullta  you,  I  hunted  with 

his  Honour  to  day  •,  you  to  Sempronius;  commend  me  to 
their  loves,  and  I  am  proud,  fay,  that  my  occafions  have 

found  time  to  ufe  'em  toward  a  fupply  of  money  j  let  the 
requeft  be  fifty  Talents. 

Flam.  As  you  have  faid,  my  Lord. 
Stew.  Lord  Lucius  and  LhchIIus  ?  Humb. 

Tim.  Go  you,  Sir,  to  the  Senators  \ 
Of  whom,  even  to  the  States  belt  health,  I  have 

Deferv'd  this  hearing;  bid 'em fend  o'th' inflant 
A  thoufand  Talents  to  me. 

Stew.  I  have  been  bold 
(For  that  1  knew  it  the  molt  general  way ) 
To  them  to  ufe  your  Signet  and  your  Name, 
But  they  do  fhake  their  heads,  and  I  am  here 
No  richer  in  return. 

Tim.  Is't  true.?  Can't  be? 
Stew.  They  anfwer  in  a  joint  and  corporate  voice, 

That  now  they  are  at  fall,  want  Treafure,  cannot 
Do  what  they  would,  areforry.  You  are  Honourable, 
But  yet  they  could  have  wifht,  they  know  not, 

Something  hath  been  amifs*,  a  Noble  Nature 
May  catch  a  wrench   would  all  were  well ;  'tis  pity, 
And  fo  intending  other  lerious  matters, 
After  diftaftful  looks,  and  thefe  hard  Fractions, 
With  certain  half-caps,  and  cold  moving  nods, 
They  froze  me  into  filence. 

Tim.  You  Gods  reward  them  : 

Prethee  man,  look  cheerly.  Thefe  old  Fellows 
Have  their  Ingratitude  in  them  Hereditary : 

Their  blood  is  cak'd,  'tis  cold,  it  feldom  flowes, 
'Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth,  they  are  not  kind  j 
And  Nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  earth, 

Is  fafhion'd  for  the  journey,  dull  and  heavy. 
Go  to  Ventidius  ( prethee  be  not  fad, 
Thou  art  true,  and  honeft  ;  ingenuoufly  I  fpeak, 

No  blame  belongs  to  thee:)  Ventidius  lately 

Buri'd  his  Father,  by  whole  death  he's  Itepp'd 
Into  a  great  eftate :  when  he  was  poor, 

Imprifon'd,and  in  fcarcity  of  friends, 
1  clear'd  him  with  five  Talents.  Greet  him  from  me, 

Bic 
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Bid  him  fuppofe,  fome  good  neceflity 
Touches  his  Friend,  which  craves  to  be  remembred 

With  thofe  five  Talents ;  that  had,  giv't  thefe  Fellows 
To  whom  'tis  inftant  due.  Nev'r  fpeak,  or  think, 
That  Timon  %  fortunes  'mong  his  Friends  can  fink. 

Stew.  I  would  I  could  not  think  it : 

That  thought  is  bounties  Foe : 
Being  free  it  felf  it  thinks  all  others  fo.  [Exeunt . 

Flaminius  waiting  to  fpeakjvith  a  Lord  from  hit  Mafler  '. enters  a  Servant  to  him. 

Ser.  I  have  told  my  Lord  of  you,  he  is  coming  down 

to  you. 
Flam.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Enter  Lucullus. 

Ser.  Here's  my  Lord. 
Luc.  One  of  Lord  Timon's  men  ?  A  Gift  I  warrant. 

Why,  this  hits  right :  I  dreamt  of  a  Silver  Bafon  and 
Ewre  to  night.  Flaminius,  honeft  Flaminius,  you  are  ve- 

ry reflectively  welcome,  Sir,  Fill  me  fome  Wine.  And 
bow  does  that  Honourable,  Compleat,  Free-hearted 
Gentleman  of  Athens ,  thy  very  bountiful  good  Lord 
and  Matter. 

Flam.  His  health  is  well,  Sir. 

Luc.  I  am  right  glad  that  his  health  is  well,  Sir-,  and 
what  haft  thou  there  under  thy  Cloak,  pretty  Flaminius  ? 

Flam.  Faith,  nothing  but  an  empty  box,  Sir,  which  in 
my  Lords  behalf,  I  come  to  intreat  your  honour  to  fupply, 
who  having  great  and  inftant  occafion  to  ufe  fifty  Talents, 
hath  fent  to  your  Lordfhip  to  furnilh  him,  nothing  doubt- 

ing your  prefent  aififtance  therein. 
Luc.  La,  la,  la,  la :  Nothing  doubting ,  fays  he  ?  Alas, 

good  Lord,  a  Noble  Gentleman  'tis,  if  he  would  not  keep 
fo  good  a  houfe.  Many  a  time  and  often  I  ha'  din'd  with 
him,  and  told  him  on't,  and  come  again  to  fupper  to  him 
on  purpofe  to  have  him  fpend  lefs,  and  yet  he  would  em- 

brace no  counfel,  take  no  warning  by  my  coming,  every 

man  hath  his  fault,  and  honefty  is  his.  I  ha'  told  him  on't, 
but  I  could  never  get  him  from't. 

Enter  Servant,  with  Wine. 

Ser.  Pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  here  is  the  Wine.' Luc.  Flaminius,  I  have  noted  thee  always  wife. 
Here's  to  thee. 

Flam.  Your  Lordfhip  fpeaks  your  pleafure. 
Luc.  I  have  obferved  thee  alwaies  for  a  towardly 

prompt  fpirit,  give  thee  thy  due,  and  one  that  knowes 
what  belongs  to  reafon;  andcanft  ufe  the  time  well,  if 
the  time  ufe  thee  well.  Good  parts  in  thee ;  get  you  gone, 

Sirrah.  Draw  nearer,  honeft  Flaminius.  Thy  Lord's  a  boun- 
tiful Gentleman,  but  thou  art  wife,  and  thou  knoweft  well 

enough  ( although  thou  comeft  to  me )  that  this  is  no 
time  to  lend  money,  efpecially  upon  bare  J  Friendfhip 

without  fecurity.  Here's  three  Solidares  for  thee,  Good 
Boy,  wink  at  me,  and  fay  thou  faw'ft  me  not.  Fare  thee well. 

Flam.  Is't  poffible  the  world  mould  fo  much  differ, 
And  we  alive  thatliv'd?  Fly  damned  bafenefs 
To  him  that  worfhips  thee. 

Lie.  Ha?  Now  1  fee  thou  art  a  Fool,  and  fit  for  thy 
Matter.  {Exit  Lucullus. 

Flam.  May  thefe  add  to  the  number  that  may  fcald  thee : 
Let  molten  Coyn  be  thy  damnation, 
Thou  difeafe  of  a  Friend,  and  not  himfelf  .• 
Has  Friendfhip  fuch  a  faint  and  milky  heart, 
It  turns  in  lefs  than  two  nights  ?  O  you  Gods ! 
I  feel  my  Matters  paffion.  This  Slave  unto  his  honour 
Has  my  Lords  meat  in  him : 
Why  fhould  it  thrive  and  come  to  Nutriment, 

When  he  is  turn'd  to  poyfon  ? 

O  may  difeafes  only  work  upon't : 
And  when  he's  fick  to  death,  let  not  that  part  of  Nature, Which  my  Lord  paid  for,  be  of  any  power, 
To  expel  ficknefs,  but  prolong  his  hour.  {Exit. 

Enter  Lucius,  with  three  Strangers. 

Luci.  Who,  the  Lord  Timon  ?  He  is  my  very  good 
Friend,  and  an  honourable  Gentleman. 

1.  We  know  him  for  no  lefs,  though  we  are  but  ftran- 
gers  to  him.  But  I  can  tell  you  one  thing,  my  Lord,  and 
which  I  hear  from  common  rumours,  now  Lord  Timon's 
happy  hours  are  done  and  paft,  and  his  eftate  Ihrinks 
from  him. 

Luci.  Fye,  no,  do  not  believe  it :  He  cannot  want  for 
Money. 

2.  But  believe  you  this,  my  Lord,  that  not  long  ago, 
one  of  his  men  was  with  the  Lord  Lucullus,  to  borrow  fo 
many  Talents ,  nay ,  urg'd  extreamly  for't,  and  mewed 
what  neceffity  belong'd  to't,  and  yet  was  deny'd. Luci.  How? 

2.  I  tell  you,  deny'd,  my  Lord. 
Luci.  What  a  ftrange  cafe  was  that  ?  Now  before  the 

Gods  I  am  afham'd  on't.  Deny'd  that  honourable  man  ? 
There  was  very  little  honour  fhew'd  in  that.  For  my  own 
part,  I  muft  needs  confefs,  I  have  received  fome  fmali 
kindneffes  from  him,  as  money,  Plate,  Jewels,  and  fuch 
like  Trifles  j  nothing  comparing  to  his:  Yet  had  he 
miftook  him,  and  fent  him  to  me,  I  mould  ne'er  have 
denyed  his  occafion  fo  many  Talents. 

Enter  Servilius. 

Servil.  See,  by  good  hap  yonder's  my  Lord,  I  have 
fwet  to  fee  his  honour.  My  honoui'd  Lord. 

Luci.  Servilius?  You  are  kindly  met,  Sir.  Fare  thee 
well,  commend  me  to  thy  honourable  vertuous  Lord,  my 

very  exquifite  Friend. 
Servil.  May  it  pleafe  your  honour,  my  Lord  hath  fent 

Luci.  Ha/  What  hath  he  fent?  I  am  fo  much  endeared 

to  that  Lord ;  he's  ever  fending :  How  fhall  I  thank  him, 
think'ft  thou  ?  And  what  has  he  fent  now  ? 

Servil.  H'as  only  fent  his  prefent  occafion  now,  my 
Lord  requefting  your  Lordfhip  to  fupply  his  inftant  ufe, 
with  fo  many  Talents. 

Luci.  I  know  his  Lordfhip  is  but  merry  with  me, 
He  cannot  want  fifty  five  hundred  Talents. 

Servil.  But  in  the  mean  time  he  wants  lefs,  my  Lord. 
If  his  occafion  were  not  vertuous, 
I  fhould  not  urge  it  half  fo  faithfully. 

Luci.  Doft  thou  fpeak  ferioufly,  Servilius  ? 

Servil.  Upon  my  Soul  'tis  true,  Sir. 
Luci.  What  a  wicked  Beaffc  was  I ,  to  disfurnifh  my 

felf  againft  fuch  a  good  time,  when  I  might  ha'  fhewn 
my  felf  honourable  ?  How  unluckily  it  hapned,  that  I 
fhould  purchafe  the  day  before  for  a  little  part,  and  undoe 
a  great  deal  of  honour !  ServUtus,  now  before  the  Gods  I 
am  not  able  to  do  ( the  more  beaft  I  fay)  I  was  fending 
to  ufe  Lord  Timon  my  felf,  thefe  Gentlemen  can  witnefs ; 

but  I  would  not  for  the  wealth  of  Athens  1  had  don't  now. 
Commend  me  bountifully  to  his  good  Lordfhip,  and  I 
hope  his  honour  will  conceive  the  faireft  of  me,  becaufe 
I  have  no  power  to  be  kind.  And  tell  him  this  from  me, 

I  count  it  one  of  my  greateft  afflictions,  fay,  that  I  can- 
not pleafure  fuch  an  honourable  Gentleman.  Good  Servi- 
lius, will  you  befriend  me  fo  far,  as  to  ufe  my  own  words 

to  him  ? 
Servil.  Yes,  Sir,  I  fhill.  [_Exit  Servilius. 

Luci.  I'll  look  you  out  a  good  turn,  Servilius. 
True  as  you  faid,  Timon  is  fhrunk  indeed, 

And  he  that's  once  deny'd  will  hardly  fpeed.  [Exit. 
1 .  Do  you  obferve  this,  HofitUns  ? 
2.  I,  too  well.  t i.  Why 
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i.  Why,  this  is  the  worlds  foul, 
And  juft  of  the  fame  piece 
Is  every  flatterers  fport:  Who  can  call  him  his  Friend 
That  dips  in  the  fame  difh  ?  For  in  my  knowing, 
Timon  has  been  this  Lords  Father, 

And  kept  his  credit  with  his  purfe : 
Supported  his  eftate,  nay,  Timon  %  money 

Has  paid  his  men  their  wages.  He  ne'er  drinks, 
But  Timons  Silver  treads  upon  his  lip  •, 
And  yet  Oh  fee  the  monftroufnefs  of  Man, 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  fhape : 
He  does  deny  him  (in  refpeft  of  his  J 
What  Charitable  Men  afford  to  Beggars. 

3.  Religion  groans  at  it. 
1.  For  mine  own  part  I  never  tailed  Timon  in  my  life, 

Nor  came  any  of  his  bounties  over  me, 
To  mark  me  for  his  Friend.  Yet  I  proteft, 
For  his  right  Noble  Mind,  llluftrious  vertue, 
And  Honourable  Carriage, 
Had  his  neceffity  made  ufe  of  me, 
I  would  have  put  my  wealth  into  Donation, 

And  the  bell  half  fhould  have  return'd  to  him, 
So  much  I  love  his  heart :  But  I  perceive, 
Men  mult  learn  now  with  pity  to  difpence. 

For  policy  fits  above  Confcience.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  a  third  Servant  with  Sempronius,  another 

of  Timon'*  Friends. 

Scmp.  Muft  he  needs  trouble  me  in't?  Humb. 
'Bove  all  others  i 
He  might  have  tried  Lord  Lucitu,  or  Lucullm^ 
And  now  Ventidins  is  wealthy  too. 

Whom  he  redeem'd  from  prifon.   AH  thefe 
Owe  their  Eftates  unto  him. 

Ser.  My  Lord, 

They  have  all  been  touch'd,  and  all  are  found  bafe  Mettal, 
For  they  have  all  deny'd  him. 

Semp.  How  ?  Have  they  deny'd  him  ? 
Has  Ventiditu  and  Lucullm  deny'd  him  ? 
And  does  he  fend  to  me  ?  Three  ?  Humb. 
It  fhews  but  little  love  or  judgment  in  him. 

Mull  I  be  his  laft  Refuge  >  His  Friends  (like  Phyficians) 

That  thriv'd,give  him  over.  Muft  1  take  th'Cure  upon  me  ? 
Has  much  difgrac'd  me  in't,  I'm  angry  at  him, 

That  might  have  known  my  place,  I  fee  no  fenfe  for't But  his  occafions  might  have  wooed  me  firft : 
For  in  my  confcience  I  was  the  firft  man 

That  e'er  received  gift  from  him. 
And  does  he  think  fo  backwardly  of  me  now, 

That  I'll  requite  it  laft?  No: 
So  it  may  prove  an  argument  of  laughter 

To  th'reft,  and  'mongft  Lords  I  be  thought  a  fool 
I'd  rather  than  the  worth  of  thrice  the  fum, 
H'ad  fent  to  me  firft,  but  for  my  minds  fake  i 
I'd  fuch  a  courage  to  do  him  good.  But  now  return, 
And  with  their  faint  reply  this  anfwer  joyn 
Who  bates  mine  honour,  fhall  not  know  my  Coyn.  [Exit. 

Ser.  Excellent:  Your  Lordfhip's  a  goodly  Villain ,  the 
Devil  knew  not  what  he  did,  when  he  made  man  Poli- 

tick-, he  crofied  himfelf  by't:  And  I  cannot  think,  but 
in  the  end  the  villanies  of  man  will  fet  him  clear.  How 

fairly  this  Lord  ftrives  to  appear  foul  ?  Takes  vertuous 

Copies  to  be  wicked :  Like  thofe  that  under  hot,  ardent 

zeal,  would  fet  whole  Realms  on  fire,  of  fuch  a  nature  is 
his  politick  love. 

This  was  my  Lord's  bell;  hope,  now  all  are  fled, 
Save  only  the  Gods,  now  his  Friends  are  dead, 

Doors  that  were  ne'er  acquainted  with  their  Wards, 

Many  a  bounteous  year,  muft  be  imploy'd Now  to  guard  fure  their  Mafter. 
And  this  is  all  a  liberal  courfe  allows ; 

Who  cannot  keep  his  wealth,  muft  keep  his  houfe.' 

[Exit. 

Enter  Varro'j  man,  meeting  others.   M  Timon'*  Creditors  to 
wait  for  his  coming  out.  Then  enter  Lucius 

and  Hortenfius. 

Var.  man.  Well  met,  good  morrow,  Titm  and  Hortenfius. 
Tit.  The  like  to  you,  kind  Varro. 
Hort.  Lucius^  what  do  we  meet  together  ? 
Luc.  I,  and  I  think  one  buflnefs  do's  command  us  all. For  mine  is  money. 

Tit.  So  is  theirs,  and  ours. 

Enter  Philotus. 

Luci.  And  Sir  Philotus  too. 
Phi.  Good  day  at  once. 
Luci.  Welcome,  good  Brother. 

What  do  you  think  the  Hour  ? 
Phi.  Labouring  for  nine. 
Luci.  So  much  ? 

Phil.  Is  not  my  Lord  feen  yet  ? 
Luci.  Not  yet. 

Thil.  I  wonder  on't,  he  was  wont  to  fhine  at  feven. 
Luci.  I,  but  the  days  are  waxM  fhorter  with  him : 

You  muft  confider  that  a  prodigal  courfe 
Is  like  the  Suns,  but  not  like  his  recoverable,  I  fear : 

'Tis  deepeft  Winter  in  Lord  Timon's  purfe,  that  is :  One 
may  reach  deep  enough,  and  yet  find  little. 

Phil.  I  am  of  your  fear  for  that. 

Tit .  I'll  (hew  you  t'obferve  a  ftrange  event % 
Your  Lord  fends  now  for  money  ? 

Hon.  Mofttrue,  he  does. 

Tit.  And  he  wears  Jewels  now  of  Timon's  gift, 
For  which  I  wait  for  money. 

Hon.  It  is  againft  my  heart. 
Luci.  Mark  how  ftrange  it  fhows, 

Timon  in  this  fhould  pay  more  than  he  owes : 

And  e'en  as  if  your  Lord  fhould  wear  rich  Jewels, 

And  fend  for  money  for  'em. 
Hort.  I'm  weary  of  this  Charge, 

The  Gods  can  witnefs : 

I  know  my  Lord  hath  fpent  of  Timon's  wealth, 
And  now  ingratitude  makes  it  worfe  than  ftealth. 

Var.  Yes,  mine's  three  thoufand  Crowns  -. 
What's  yours  ? 

Luci.  Five  thoufand  mine,' 
Var.  'Tis  much  deep,  and  it  fhould  feem  by  th'  fum, 

Your  Matter's  confidence  was  above  mine, 

Elfe  furely  his  had  equalled. 
Enter  Flaminius. 

Tit.  One  of  Lord  Timon  %  men. 

Luc.  Flaminius?  Sir,  a  word  :  Pray  is  my  Lord  ready 
to  come  forth  ? 

Flam.  No,  indeed  he  is  not. 
Tit.  We  attend  his  Lord fhip:  Pray  fignifie  fo  much. 
Flam.  I  need  not  tell  him  that,  he  knows  you  are  too 

diligent. 

Enter  Steward  in  a  Cloak^muffled. 

Luci.  Ha/  Is  not  that  his  Steward  muffled  fo  ? 

He  goes  away  in  a  Cloud :  Call  him,  call  him. 
Tit.  Do  you  hear,  Sir  ? 
2.  Varro.  By  your  lieve,  Sir. 

Stew.  What  do  you  ask  of  me,  my  Friend  ? 
Tit .  We  wait  for  certain  money  here,  Sir. 
Stew.  If  money  were  as  certain  as  your  waiting, 

'Twere  fure  enough. 

Why  then  preferr'd  you  not  your  Sums  and  Bill*, 
When  your  falfe  Mafterseat  of  my  Lords  meat? 
Then  they  would  fmile  and  fawn  upon  his  debts, 

,  And  take  down  th'intereft  into  their  glutt'nous  Maws. 

You 
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You  do  your  lelves  but  wrong  to  ftir  me  up, 
Letm?  pafs quietly: 

Bdiev'r,  my  Lord,  and  I  have  made  ao  end, 
Ihave  no  more  to  reckon,  he  to  fpend. 

Luci.  I,  but  this  anfwer  will  not  ferve. 

Stew.  If  'twill  not  ferve,  'cis  not  fo  bafe  as  you, 
For  you  ferve  Knaves. 

1.  Karro.  How?  What  does  his  cafhier'd  worfliip  mut- ter? 

2.  Varro.  No  matter  what,  he's  poor,  and  that's  re- 
venge enough.  Who  can  fpeak  broader,  than  he  that  has 

no  houfe  to  put  his  head  in  ?  Such  may  rail  againft  great 
buildings. 

Enter  Servilius. 

Ttt.  Oh,  here's  Servilw,  now  we  fhall  know  fome anfwer.  ► 

Strvil.  If  I  might  befeech  you ,  Gentlemen,  to  repair 

fome  other  hour,  I  mould  derive  much  from't.  For  tak't 
of  my  Soul,  my  Lord  leans  wondroufly  to  difcontent:  His 

comfortable  temper  has  forfook  him,  he's  much  out  of 
health,  and  keeps  his  Chamber. 

Luci.  Many  do  keep  their  Chamber.*,  are  not  lick : 
And  if  it  be  fo  far  beyond  his  health, 
Methinks  he  fhouid  the  fooner  pay  his  debts, 
And  make  a  clear  way  to  the  Gods. 

Servil.  Good  Gods/ 
Tit.  We  cannot  take  this  for  anfwer,  Sir. 

Flaminius  within.  Servilius,  help,  my  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Enter  Timon  in  a  rage. 

Tim.  What,  are  my  doors  oppos'd  againft  my  paflage  ? 
Have  I  been  ever  free,  and  mutt  my  houfe 
Be  my  retentive  Enemy  ?  My  Gaol  ? 
The  place  which  I  have  feafted,  does  it  now 
(Like  all  Mankind)  fhew  me  an  Iron  heart  ? 

Luci.  Put  in  now,  Titus. 

Tit.  My  Lord,  here's  my  Bill. 
Luci.  Here's  mine. 
1.  Varro.  And  mine,  my  Lord. 
2.  Varro.  And  ours,  my  Lord. 
Philo.  All  our  Bills. 

Tim.  Knock  me  down  with  'em ,  cleave  me  to  the Girdle. 

Luci.  Alas,  my  Lord. 
Tim.  Cut  out  my  heart  in  fums: 
Tit.  Mine,  fifty  Talents. 
Tim  Tell  out  my  Blood. 
Luci.  Five  thoufand  Crowns,  my  Lord. 
Tim.  Five  thoufand  drops  pays  that, 

What  yours  ?  And  yours  ? 
i.  Varro.  My  Lord. 
2  Varro.  My  Lord. 

Tim.  Tear  me,  take  me,  and  the  gods  fall  upon  you. 
Exit  Timon. 

Harf. Faith,  I  perceive  our  Matters  may  throw  their  caps 

at  their  money,  thefe  debts  may  well  be  call'd  defperate 
ones,  for  a  mad  man  owes  'em.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Timon. 

Tim.  They  have  e'ne  put  my  breath  from  me,  the  flaves. Creditors?  Devils 

Steve.  My  dear  Lord. 
Tim.  What  if  it  fliould  be  fo  ? 

Stew.  My  Lord. 

Tim.  I'll  have  it  fo.  My  Steward  ? 
Stew.  Here,  my  Lord. 
Tim.  So  fitly  ?  Goe,  bid  all  my  Friends  again, 

Lucius,  Lucullus,  and  Sempronius :  All, 
I'll  once  more  Feaftthe  Rafcals. 

Stew.  O  my  Lord,  you  only  fpeak  from  your  diffracted 

fbuH  there's  not  fo  much  left  to  furnilh  out  a  moderate 
Table. 

Tim.  Be  it  not  in  thy  care : 
Go  I  charge  thee,  invite  them  all,  let  in  the  tide 
Of  Knaves  once  more :  My  Cook  and  I'll  provide.  Exeunt. 

Enter  three  Senators  at  one  door,  Alcibiades  meeting 
thtm,  with  Attendants. 

1.  Sen.  My  Lord,  you  have  my  voice  to't, The  fault's  bloody  j 

'Tis  neceflary  he  mould  die  : 
Nothing  emboldens  fin  fo  much  as  Mercy. 

2.  Mofttrue}  the  Law  fliallbruife  'em. 
Aid.  Honour,  health  and  companion  to  the  Senate, 
i.  Now,  Captain. 
Alci.  I  am  an  humble  Suitor  to  your  Vertues  • 

For  pity  is  the  Vertueof  the  Law, 
And  none  but  Tyrants  ufe  it  cruelly. 
It  pleafes  Time  and  Fortune  to  lie  heavy 
Upon  a  Friend  of  mine,  who  in  hot  bloud 
Hath  ftept  into  the  Law :  which  is  pafl;  depth 
To  thofe  that  ( without  heed)  do  plunge  into't. 
He's  a  man  (fetting  his  Fate  aiide)  of  comely  Vertues Nor  did  he  foyl  the  fact  with  Cowardife. 
And  honour  in  him,  which  buyesout  his  fault) 
But  with  a  Noble  Fury  and  Fair  Spirit, 

Seeing  his  reputation  touch'd  to  death, 
He  did  oppole  his  Foe  \ 
And  withfuch  fober  and  unnoted  paffion 
He  did  behoove  his  anger  e're  'twas  fpent, 
As  if  he  had  but  prov'd  an  Argument. i.  Sen.  You  undergo  too  ftrict  a  Paradox, 
Striving  to  make  an  ugly  deed  look  fair : 
Your  words  have  took  fuch  pains,  as  they  labour'd 
To  bring  Man-flaughter  into  form,  and  fet  Quarrelling 
Upon  the  head  of  Valour ;  which  indeed 
Is  Valour  mis-begot,  and  came  into  the  world, 
When  Sects  and  Factions  were  newly  born. 
He's  truly  valiant,  that  can  wifely  fufFer The  worftthat  man  can  breath, 
And  make  his  wrongs  his  Out-fides, 
To  wear  them  like  his  Rayment,  carelefly, 
And  ne'er  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart, 
To  bring  it  into  danger. 
If  wrongs  be  evils,  and  enforce  us  kill, 

What  Folly  'tis  to  hazzard  life  for  ill. 
ay4lci.  My  Lord. 
1.  Sen.  You  cannot  make  grofs  fins  look  clear, 

To  revenge  is  no  Valour,  but  to  bear. 
ts4lci.  My  Lords,  then  under  favour,  pardon  mej 

If  I  fpeak  like  a  Captain. 
Why  do  fond  men  expofe  themfelves  to  Battel, 
And  not  endure  all  threats?  Sleep  upon't, 
And  let  the  Foes  quietly  cut  their  throats 
Without  repugnancy  ?  If  there  be 
Such  Valour  in  the  bearing,  what  make  we 
Abroad?  Why  then,  Women  are  more  valiant 
That  flay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  it  : 
And  the  Afs,  more  Captain  than  the  Lion  ?  The  Fellow 
Loaden  with  Irons,  wifer  than  the  Judge? 
If  Wifdom  be  in  fuffering.    Oh  my  Lords, 
As  you  are  great,  be  pitifully  good, 
Who  cannot  condemn  rafhnefs  in  cold  blood  ? 

To  kill,  I  grant,  is  fins  extreameft  Guft, 

But  in  defence,  by  Mercy  'tis  moft  juft. To  be  in  Anger,  is  impiety : 
But  who  is  man,  that  is  not  Angry  ? 

Weigh  but  the  Crime  with  this. 
2.  Sen.  You  breath  in  vain. 
Alci.  In  vain  ? 

His  fervice  done  at  Lacedemon,  and  Bizantinm, 
Were  a  fufiicient  Briber  for  his  life, 

i.  What's  that? 

Alci. 
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tsilcib.  Why,  I  fay  my  Lords  h'  as  done  fair  fervice, 
And  flain  in  Fight  many  of  your  Enemies : 
How  full  of  Valour  did  he  bear  himfelf 
In  the  laft  Conflict,  and  made  plenteous  Wounds  ? 

2.  He  has  made  too  much  plenty  with  'em, 
He's  a  fworn  Rioter,  he  has  a  fin 
That  often  drowns  him,  and  takes  his  valour  Prifoner. 
If  there  were  no  Foes,  that  were  enough 
To  overcome  him.    In  that  beaftly  fury, 
He  has  been  known  to  commit  outrages, 

And  cherifh  Factions.    Tis  inferr'd  to  us, 
His  days  are  foul,  and  bis  drink  dangerous. 

i.  He  dyes. 

Akib.  Hard  Fate!  He  might  have  dy'd  in  War. 
My  Lords,  if  not  for  any  Parts  in  him, 
Though  his  right  arm  might  purchafe  his  own  time, 
And  be  in  debt  to  none :  yet  more  to  move  you, 

Take  my  deferts  to  his,  and  joyn  'em  both. 
And  for  1  know,  your  Reverend  Ages  love  Security, 

I'll  pawn  my  Victories,  all  my  Honours  to  you, 
Upon  his  good  returns. 
If  by  this  Ci  irae,  he  owes  the  Law  his  life, 

Why  let  the  War  receive 't  in  valiant  Gore, 
For  Law  isftrict,  and  War  is  nothing  more. 

1.  We  are  for  Law,  he  dyes,  urge  it  no  more 
On  heighth  of  oui  difpleafure :  Friend,  or  Brother, 
He  forfeits  his  own  bloud,  that  fpills  another. 

Akib.  Muft  it  be  fo  ?  It  muft  not  be : 

My  Lords,  1  do  befeech  you  know  me. 
2.  How? 
Alcib.  Call  me  to  your  remembrances. 
3.  What! 
Alctb.  I  cannot  think  but  your  Age  hath  forgot  me, 

;  It  could  not  elfe  be,  1  Ihould  prove  fo  bafe, 

I  To  fue,  and  be  deny'd  fuch  common  Grace. 
!  My  Wounds  ake  at  you. 

i.  Do  you  dare  our  anger? 

'Tis  few  words,  but  fpacious  in  effeft. 
We  banifh  thee  for  ever. 

Alctb.  Banifhme,  banifh  your  dotage,  banilhllfury, 
That  makes  the  Senate  ugly. 

i.  If  after  two  days  fhine,  Athens  contain  thee, 
Attend  our  weightier  Judgment. 
And,  not  to  fwell  our  Spirit, 
He  (hall  be  executed  prefently.  Exeunt. 

Alctb.  Now  the  Gods  keep  you  old  enough, 
That  you  may  live 
Only  in  Bone,  that  none  may  look  on  you. 
I'm  worfethan  mad  :  I  have  kept  back  their  Foes 
While  they  have  told  their  Money,  and  let  out 
Their  Coin  upon  large  Interelr.    I  my  felf 
Rich  only  in  large  hurts ;  All  thofe,  for  this  ? 
Is  this  the  Balfom  that  the  ufuring  Senate 

Pours  into  Captains  wounds?  Ha  /  Banifhment .' 
It  comes  not  ill :  I  hate  not  to  be  banifht,  t 
It  is  a  Caufe  worthy  my  Spleen  and  Fury, 

That  I  may  ftrike  at  Athens.    I'll  cheer  up 
my  difcontented  Troops,  and  lay  for  hearts : 

'Tis  honour  with  moll  Lands  to  be  at  odds, 
Souldiers  mould  brook  as  little  wrongs  as  gods.  Exit. 

Enter  divers  Friends  at  fevers  I  Doors. 

1.  The  good  time  of  day  to  you,  Sir. 
2.  Ialfowifiiit  to  you:  I  think  this  honourable  Lord  did 

but  try  us  this  other  day. 
1.  Upon  that  were  my  thoughts  tiring  when  we  encoun 

tred.  I  hope  it  is  not  fo  low  with  him  as  he  made  it  feem 
in  the  tryal  of  his  feveral  Friends. 

2.  It  ihould  not  be,  by  the  perfwafion  of  his  new  Feafl: 
ing. 

i.  I  (hould  think  fo:  He  hath  fentmean  earneft  invi- 
ting, which  many  my  near  occafions  did  urge  me  to  put 

off:  but  he  hath  conjur'd  me  beyond  them,  and  I  muft needs  appear. 

2.  In  like  manner  was  I  in  debt  to  my  importunate  bu- 
finefs  i  but  he  would  not  hear  my  excufe.  I  am  forry, 
when  he  fent  to  borrow  of  me,  that  my  Provifion  was 
out. 

i.  I  am  fjck  of  that  grief  too,  as  I  underftand  how  all things  go. 

2  Every  man  here's  fo What  would  he  have  borrow- 
ed of  you  ? 
1.  Athoufand  Pieces. 
2.  A  thoufand  Pieces ! 
1.  What  of  you  ? 
2.  He  fent  to  me,  Sir — -  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Timon  and  Attendants. 

Tim.  With  all  my  heart,  Gentlemen  both ;  and  how 
fare  you  ? 

1.  Ever  at  the  beft,  hearing  well  of  your  Lord fhip. 
2.  The  Swallow  follows  not  Summer  more  willingly, 

Than  we  your  Lordfliip. 
Tim.  Nor  more  willingly  leaves  Winter,  fuch  Summer- 

Birds  are  men.    Gentlemen,  our  Dinner  will  not  recom 
pence  this  long  ftay :  Feafl  your  ears  with  the  Mufick  a 

while  :  if  they  will  fare  fo  harfhly  o'  th'  Trumpets  found : 
we  fhall  to't  prefently. 

1.  I  hope  it  remains  not  unkindly  with  your  Lordfbip, 

that  I  return'd  you  an  empty  MefTenger. 
Tim.  O  Sir,  let  it  not  trouble  you. 

2.  My  Noble  Lord. 
Tim.  Ah  my  good  Friend,  what  Cheer  ? 

The  Banquet  brought  in, 

2.  My  moft  honourable  Lord,  I  am  e'en  lick  of  fham^ 
that  when  your  Lordfliip  the  other  day  fent  to  me,  I  was 
fo  unfortunate  a  Beggar. 

Tim.  Think  not  on't,  Sir. 
2.  If  you  had  fent  but  two  hours  before  . 
Tim.  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  remembrance. 

Come,  bring  in  all  together. 
2.  Allcovei'JDifhes! 
i.  Royal  Chear,  I  warrant  you. 
3.  Doubt  not  that,  if  Money  and  the  Seafoncan  yield  it. 

1.  How  do  you?  What's  the  News? 
3 .  Alcibiades  is  banifht :  Hear  you  of  it  ? 

Both.  Alcibiades  banifh'd  ! 
3.  Tis  fo,  be  fure  of  it. 
1.  How  ?  How  ? 

2.  I  pray  you  upon  what  ? 
Tim.  My  worthy  Friends  will  you  draw  near  ? 

3.  I'll  tell  you  more  anon.  Here's  a  Noble  Feaft  toward. 
2.  This  is  the  Old  man  ftill. 

3.  Will *t hold?  Will 't hold? 
2.  It  does,  but  time  will,  andfo— * 
3.  I  do  conceive. 
Tim.  Each  man  to  his  Stool,  with  that  Spur  as  he  would 

to  the  Lip  of  his  Miftris :  Your  Diet  fhall  be  in  all  places  a- 

like.  Make  not  a  City-Feaft  of  it,  to  let  the  Meat  cool}  e're 
we  can  agree  upon  the  firft  place.  Sir,  Sir. 

The  Gods  require  our  thanks. 

Ton  great  BenifaElors,  fprinklt  our  Society  with  Thankful* 

nefs.  For  your  own  giftst  make  your  [elves  prais'd  i  But  re 
ferve  ftill  to  give ,  left  your  Deities  be  defpifed.  Lend  to  each 
man  enough,  that  one  neednot  lend  to  another.  For  were  your 
godheads  to  borrow  of  men,  men  would  forf.ike  the  gods.  Makf 
the  meat  be  beloved,  more  than  the  man  that  gwt-tt.  Let  no 
Affembly  of Twenty,  be  without  a  Score  of  Villains,  lj  there 
fit  twelve  Women  at  the  Table,  let  a  Dozen  of  them  be  as  they 

'  are  ■  The  reft  of  your  Fees,  O  gods,  the  Senators  of  A 
thens,  together  With  the  common  leg  of  People,  what  is  a»nf  in 
them,  you  gods,  make  futablc  for  deftruilion.  For  thtfe  my 
prefent  Friends,  a*  they  are  to  me  nothing-,  fo  in  nothing  blef 
them,  and  to  nothing  are  they  welcome. 

Uncover 
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Uncover    Dogs,  and  lap. 
Some  /peak.  What  does  his  Lord  (hip  mean  ? 
Some  other.  1  know  not. 
Tim.  Mav  vou  abettei  Feaft  never  behold, 

You  Knot  of  Mouth  Friends :  Smoke,and  lukewarm  Water 

Is  your  perfection'.    This  is  Timor?*  lad, 
Who  thick  and  fpangled  you  with  flatteries, 
Wafhes  it  off,  and  fprinkles  in  your  faces 

Your  reekingviilany.    Live  loath'd,  and  long 
Mod:  finding,  fmooth,  detefted  Parafites, 
Courteous  D  ftroyers,  affable  Wolves,  meek  Bears: 
You  Fools  of  Fortune,  Trencher-fi  iends,  Timt-flies, 
Cap  and  Knee  Slaves,  Vapours  and  Minute  Jacks 
Of  Man  and  Beaft,  the  infinite  Malady 
Cruft  you  quite  oV.    What  doft  thou  go  ? 
Soft,  take  thy  Phyfick  firft ;  thou  too,  and  thou  ; 
Stay,  1  will  lend  thee  Money,  borrow  none. 
What !  all  in  motion  ?  Henceforth  be  no  Feaft, 

Whereat  a  Villain's  not  a  welcome  Gueff. 
Bum  houfe,  fink  Athens,  henceforth  hated  be 
Of  Timon,  Man,  and  all  humanity.  Exit. 

titer  the  Senators,  with  other  Lords. 

\.  How  now,  my  Lords? 

2.  Kiow  you  the  quality  of  Lord  Ttmon 's  fury? 
3.  Pum,  did  you  fee  my  Cap  ? 
4  I  have  loft  my  Gown. 

1.  He's  but  a  mad  Lord,  and  nought  but  humour  fways 
him.  He  gave  me  a  Jewel  th'  other  day,  and  now  he  has beat  it  out  of  my  Hat. 

Did  you  fee  my  Jewel  ? 
2.  Did  you  fee  my  Cap  ? 

3.  Here  'tis. 4  Here  lyes  my  Gown. 

1.  Let's  make  no  ftay. 
2  Lord  Timon's  mad. 

3.  I  feel't  upon  my  Bones. 
4.  One  day  he  gives  us  Diamonds,  next  day  Stones. 

Sxtunt  the  Senators. 

Enter  Timon. 

Tim.  Let  me  look  back  upon  thee.    O  thou  Wall, 
Thar  girdles  in  thofe  Wolves,  dive  in  the  Earth, 
And  fence  not  zSlthe:  s     Matrons,  turn  incontinent ; 
Obedience  fail  in  Children  :  Slaves  and  Fools 

Pluck  the  grave  wrinkled  Senate  from  the  Bench, 
And  minifter  in  their  (leads  to  general  Filths. 

Convert  o'  th'  inftant  gteen  Virginity, 
Do'c  in  your  Parents  eyes.    Bankrupts,  hold  faff, 
Rather  than  render  back  •,  out  with  your  Knives, 
And  cut  your  Trufters  throats.    Bound  Servants,  fteal, 
Large-handed  Robbers  your  grave  Mafters  are, 
And  Pill  by  Law.    Maid,  to  thy  Mafters  Bed, 

Thy  Milirefs  is  o'th'  Brothel.    Son  of  fixteen, 
Pluck  the  lin'd  Ciutch  from  thy  old  limping  Sire, 
With  it,  beat  out  his  Brains     Piety,  and  fear, 
Religion  to  the  gods,  Peace,  Juft  ice,  Truth, 
Domeftick  awe,  Nighr-reff,  and  Neighbourhood, 
Inftruction,  Manners,  Mylteries,  and  Trades, 
Degrees,  Obfervances,  Cuftoms,  and  Laws, 
Decline  to  your  confounding  contraries. 
And  yetconfufion  live  :  Plagues  incident  to  men, 
Your  patent  and  infectious  Feavers,  heap 
On  Athens  ripe  for  ftroke.    Thou  cold  Sciatica, 
Cripple  our  Senators,  that  their  Limbs  may  halt 
As  lamely  as  their  Manners.    Luft  and  liberty 
Creep  in  the  Minds  and  Marrows  of  our  Youth, 

That  'gainft  the  Stream  of  Vertue  they  may  ftrive, 
And  drown  themfelves  in  Riot.    Itches,  Blains, 
Sow  all  the  Athenian  bofoms,  and  their  Crop 
Be  general  Leprofie  :  Breath  infect  breath, 
That  their  Society  (as  their  friendfhip)  may 

Be  meerly  Poyfon.    Nothing  I'll  bear  from  thee, But  Nakednefs,  thou  deteftable  Town. 
Take  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  Banns : 
Timon  will  to  the  Woods,  where  he  fqall  find 

Th'unkindeft  Beall  much  kinder  than  Mankind. 
The  gods  confound  (hear  me  you  good  gods  all) 
Th'  Athenians  both  within  and  out  that  Wall  ; 
And  grant  as  Ttmon  grows,  his  hate  may  grow 
To  the  whole  Race  of  Mankind,  high  and  low. 
Amen. 

Enter  Steward  with  two  or  three  Servants. 

Extt. 

1.  Here  you,  Mafter  Steward,  where's  our  Matter  > 
Are  we  undone,  caftofF,  nothing  remaining  ? 

Stew.  Alack,  my  Fellows,  what  fhou Id  I  fay  to  you  ? 
Let  me  be  recorded  by  the  righteous  gods, 
lamas  poor  as  you. 

1.  Such  a  Houfe  broke? 
So  Noble  a  Mafter  fain,  all  gone,  and  not 
One  Friend  to  rake  his  Fortune  by  the  Aim, 

And  go  along  with  him. 
2.  As  we  do  turn  oui  Backs 

From  our  Companion,  thrown  into  his  Grave, 
So  his  Familial  s  to  his  bu.  led  F01  tunes 
Slink  all  away,  leave  their  falle  Vows  with  him 
Like  empty  Purfes  pickt.    And  his  poor  felf 
A  dedicated  Beggar  to  the  Air, 

With  his  Difeafe,  of  all  fhun'd  poverty, 
Walks  like  contempt  alone.    More  of  our  Fellows. 

Enter  other  Servants. 

Stew.  All  broken  Implements  of  a  ruin'd  Houfe. 
3.  Yet  do  our  hearts  wear  Timon 's  Livery, 

That  fee  I  by  our  faces :  we  are  Fellows  ftill, 

Serving  alike  in  forrow  :  Leak'd  is  our  Bark, 
And  we  poor  Mates  ftand  on  the  dying  Deck, 
Hearing  the  Surges  threat :  we  mufl:  all  part 
Into  this  Sea  at  Air. 

Stew.  Good  Fellows  all, 
The  lateftof  my  wealth  1 II  fhare  amongft  you. 

Whereever  we  ihall  meet,  for  Timon's  fake, 
Let's  yet  be  Fellows.    Let's  (hake  our  heads,  and  fay, 
As  'twere  a  Knell  unto  ou.  Mafters  Fortunes, 
We  have  fcen  better  days     Let  each  take  fome  : 
Nay  put  out  all  your  hands :  Not  one  word  more, 
Thus  part  we  rich  in  forrow,  parting  poor. 

Embrace^  and  fart  feveral  Ways. 
Oh  the  fierce  wretchednels  that  Glory  brings  us ! 
Who  would  not  wilh  to  be  from  wealth  exempt, 
SinceRiches point  to  Mifery  and  Contempt  ? 

Who  would  be  fo  motk'd  with  Glory,  or  to  live 
But  in  a  Dream  of  Friendfhip, 

To  have  his  Pomp,  and  all  what  ftate  compounds, 
But  only  painted  like  his  vamifht  friends : 
Poor  honelt  Lord,  brought  low  by  his  own  heart, 
Undone  by  goodnefs :  ftrange  unufual  blood, 

When  man's  worft  finis,  he  does  too  much  good. 
Who  then  dares  to  be  half  fo  kind  agen  ? 
For  Bounty  that  makes  gods,  does  ftill  mar  men, 
My  deareft  Lord,  bleft  to  be  moft  accurft, 

Rich  only  to  be  wretched  ;  thy  great  Fortunes 
Are  made  thy  chief  afflictions.    Alas  (kind  Lord) 

He's  flung  in  Rage  from  this  ungrateful  Seat Of  monftrous  Friends : 
Nor  has  he  with  him  to  fupply  his  life, 
Or  that  which  can  command  it : 

I'll  follow  and  enquire  him  out. 
I'll  ever  ferve  his  mind .  with  my  beft  will, 
Whilft  I  have  Gold,  I'll  be  his  Steward  ftill.  Exit. Enter  Timon///  the  Woods. 

Tim.  O  bleffed  breeding  Sun,  draw  from  the  Eaith 
Rotten  humidity  :  below  thy  Sifters  Orb 

Infcfl 
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Infe<ft  the  air.  Twin'd  Brothers  of  one  womb, 
Whofe  procreation,  refidence,  and  birth, 
Scarce  is  dividanr,  touch  them  with  feveral  fortunes, 
The  greater  fcorns  the  lefler.  Not  Nature 
f  To  whom  ail  fores  lay  Siege )  can  bear  great  Fortune 
But  by  contempt  of  Nature. 
Raife  me  this  Beggar,  and  denyt  that  Lord, 
The  Senators  mail  bear  contempt  Hereditary, 
The  Beggar  Native  honour. 
It  is  the  Paftor  Lords,  the  Brothers  fide?, 
The  want  that  makes  him  lean  :  who  dares  ?  who  dares 

In  purity  of  Manhood,  Hand  upright 

And  fay,  this  man's  a  Flatterer  ?  If  one  be, 
So  are  tney  all,  for  every  grize  of  fortune 

Is  fmooth'd  by  that  below.  The  Learned  pate 
Ducks  to  the  Golden  Fool.  All's  obliquy  : 
There's  nothing  level  in  our  curfed  Natures 
But  direct  Villany.  Therefore  be  abhorr'd, 
AH  Feafts,  Societies,  and  Throngs  of  men. 
His  femblable,  yea  himfelf  Timon  difdains, 
Deftruction  phang  mankind,  Earth  yield  me  Roots, 
Who  feeks  for  better  of  thee,  fawce  his  pallate 
With  thy  molt  operant  poifon.  What  is  here  ? 
Gold?  Yellow,  glittering,  precious  Gold  ? 
No  gods,  I  am  no  idleVotanft, 
Roots  you  clear  Heavens.  Thus  much  of  this  will  make 
Black,  white  j  fowl,  fair  ̂   wrong,  right; 

Bafe,  Noble;  Old,  Young-,  Coward,  Valiant. 
Ha  you  gods.'  why  this?  what  this  you  gods  ?  why,  this 
Will  lug  your  Priefts  and  Servants  from  your  fides : 
Pluck  ftout  mens  Pillows  from  below  the  Heads. 

This  yellow  Slave 

Will  knit  and  break  Religions,  blefs  th'accurft, 
Make  the  hoar  Leprofie  ador'd,  place  Thieves. 
And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation 
With  Senators  on  the  Bench  ?  This  is  it 

That  makes  the  wapen'd  Widdow  wed  again  > 
She,  whom  the  Spittle-Houfe,  and  ulcerous  Sores, 
Would  caft  the  gorge  at.  This  Embalms  and  Spices 

To  th'  ̂ April  day  again.  Come  damn'd  Earth, 
Thou  common  Whore  of  Mankind,  that  puts  odds 
Among  the  rout  of  Nations,  I  will  make  thee 
Do  thy  right  Nature.  cJkfarch  afar  of. 

Hal  a  Drum?  Th' art  quick, 

But  yet  f  II  bury  thee  :  Thou'It  go  (ftrong  Thief ; 
When  Gouty  Keepers  of  thee  cannot  (land  : 

Nay  ftay  thou  out  for  earned. 

Enten  Alcibiades  with  Drum  and  Fife  in  warlike  manner, 
WPhrinia,  and  Timandra. 

Alci.  What  art  thou  there  ?  fpeak. 
T%m.  A  Beaft  as  thou  art.  The  Canker  gnaw  thy  heart 

For  (hewing  me  again  the  Eyes  of  man. 
ts4lci.  What  is  thy  name  ?  is  man  fo  hateful  to  thee, 

That  art  thy  felf  a  man  ? 
Tim.  I  am  Mtfanthropos ,  and  hate  Mankind. 

For  thy  part,  I  do  wifh  thou  wert  a  Dog, 
That  1  might  love  thee  fomething. 

Alci.  I  know  thee  well : 

But  in  thy  fortunes  am  unlearn'd,  and  ftrange. Tim.  I  know  thee  too,  and  more  than  that  I  know  thee 
I  not  defire  to  know.  Follow  thy  Drum, 
With  mans  blood  paint  the  ground  Gules,  Gules : 
Religious  Cannons,  civil  Laws  are  cruel, 
Then  what  fhould  War  be  ?  This  fell  Whore  of  thine, 
Hath  in  her  more  deftruction  than  thy  Sword, 
For  all  her  Cherubin  look. 

Phrin.  Thy  Lips  rot  off. 
Tim.  I  will  not  kifs  thee,  then  the  rot  returns 

To  thine  own  Lips  again. 
Alci.  How  came  the  Noble  Timon  to  this  change  ? 

Ttm.  As  the  Moon  do's,  by  wanting  light  to  give : 
But  then  renew  I  could  not,  like  the  Moon, 

There  were  no  Suns  to  borrow  of. 

Alci.  Noble  Timon,  what  Friendfhip  may  I  do  thee  ? 
Ttm.  None,  but  to  maintain  my  opinion. 
Alci.  What  is  it  Timon  ? 
Tim.  Promife  me  Friendfhip,  but  perform  none. 

If  thou  wilt  not  promife,  the  Gods  plague  thee,  for  thou 
art  a  man :  if  thou  dolt  perform,  confound  thee,  for  thou 
art  a  man. 

Alci.  I  have  heard  in  fome  fort  of  thy  Miferies. 

Ttm.  Thou  faw'ft  them  when  I  had  profperity. 
Alci.  I  fee  them  now,  then  was  a  blefled  time. 
Tim.  As  thine  is  now,  held  with  a  brace  of  Harlots. 

Timan.  Is  this  th' Athenian  Minion,  whom  the  World, 
Voic'd  lo  regardfully  ? 

Tim.  Art  thou  Timandra  ?  Timandra.  Yes, 
Tim.  Be  a  Whore  (till,  they  love  thee  not  that  ufe  thee, 

give  them  Difeafes,  leaving  with  thee  their  Luft  Make 
ufe  of  thy  fait  hours ,  feafon  the  Slaves  for  Tubs  and 

Baths ,  bring  down  Rofe-cheek'd  Youth  to  the  Fubfaft, and  the  Diet. 

Timan.  Hang  thee  Monfter. 
Alci.  Pardon  him,  fyettTimandra,  for  his  Wits 

Are  drown'd  and  loft  in  his  Calamities. 
I  have  but  little  Gold  of  late,  bi  ave  Timon, 
The  want  whereof,  doth  daily  make  revolt 

In  my  penurious  Band.  I  have  heard  andgriev'd, How  Curfed  Athens,  mindlefs  of  thy  worth, 

Forgetting  thy  great  deeds,  when  Neighbour  ftates 
But  for  thy  Sword  and  Fortune  trod  upon  them. 

Tim.  I  prethee  beat  thy  Drum,  and  get  thee  gone, 
Alci.  I  am  thy  Friend,  and  pity  thee,  dear  Timon. 
Tim  How  doft  thou  pity  him,  whom  thou  doft;  trouble, 

I  had  rather  be  alone. 

Alci.  Why  fare  thee  well : 
Here  is  fome  Gold  for  thee. 

Ttm.  Keep  it,  I  cannot  eat  it. 
Alci.  When  f  have  laid  proud  Athens  on  a  heap. 

Tim.  War'ftthou'gainft^ew.;> 
Alci.  I,  Timon,  and  have  caufe. 
Tim.  The  gods  confound  them  all  in  thy  Conqueft, 

And  thee  after,  when  thou  haft  conquer'd. 
Alci.  Why  me,  Timon? 
Tim.  That  by  killing  of  Villains 

Thou  was't  born  to  conquer  my  Country. 
Put  up  thy  Gold.  Go  on,  here's  Gold,  goon  j 
Be  as  a  Planetary  plague,  whomjow 

Will  o're  fome  high-vie'd  City  hang  his  poifon 
In  the  fick  air :  let  not  thy  Sword  skip  one. 

Pity  not  honour'd  Age  for  his  white  Beard, 
He  is  an  Ufurer.  Strike  me  the  counterfeit  Matron, 
It  is  her  habit  only,  that  is  honeft, 

Her  felf's  a  Bawd.   Let  not  the  Virgins  cheek 
Make  foft  thy  trenchant  Sword  :  for  thofe  Milk-Paps 
That  through  the  Window  Barn  bore  at  mens  Eyes, 
Are  not  within  the  Leaf  of  pity  writ, 
Butfet  them  down  horrible  Traitors.  Spare  not  the  Babe 
Whofe  dimpled  fmiles  from  Fools  exhauft  their  mercy ; 
Think  it  a  Baftard  ,  whom  the  Oracle 

Hath  doubtfully  pronounced,  the  throat  fhall  cut, 
And  mince  it  fans  remorfe.  Swear  againft  Objects, 
Put  Armour  on  thine  Ears,  and  on  thine  Eyes, 
Whofe  proof,  nor  yels  ofMothers,  Maids,  nor  Babes, 
Nor  fight  of  Priefts  in  holy  Veftments  bleeding, 

Shall  pierce  a  jot.  There's  Gold  to  pay  thy  Souldiers. 
Make  large  confufion :  and  thy  fury  fpent, 
Confounded  be  thy  felf.  Speak  not,  be  gone. 

Alci.  Haft  thou  gold  yet  ?  I'll  take  the  gold  thou  givelt 
me,  not  all  thyCounfel. 

Tim.  Doft  thou,  or  doft  thou  not,  Heavens  Curfe  upon thee. 

Both.  Give  us  fome  gold,  good  Timon,  haft  thou  more  ? 
Ttm.  Enough  to  make  a  Whore  forfwear  her  Trade, 

And  to  make  Whores  a  Bawu.  Hold  up  you  Sluts, 

Your  Aprons  Mountant,  you  are  not  Othable, 
B  b  b  Although 
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Although  I  know  you'l  fwear,  terribly  fwear 
Intolhong  fliuddcrs,  and  to  Heavenly  Agues 

Th*  immortal  gods  that  hear  you.  Spare  your  Oaths : 
lletruft  to  your  conditions,  be  Whores  ftill. 
And  he  whofe  pious  breath  fceks  to  convert  you, 
Be  ftrong  in  Whore,  allure  him,  burn  him  up. 
Let  your  clofe  fire  predominate  his  fmoak, 
And  be  no  Turn-Coats :  yet  may  your  pains  fix  months 
Be  quite  contrary.  And  Thatch 
Your  poor  thin  Roofs,  with  burthens  of  the  dead, 

(Some  that  were  hang'd)  no  matter: 
Wear  them,  betray  with  them ;  Whore  ftill. 
Paint  till  a  Horle  may  mire  upon  your  face : 
A  Pox  of  wrinkles. 

Both.  Well,  more  Gold,  what  then? 

Belicv't  that  we'l  do  any  thing  for  Gold. 
Tim.  Confumptions  fow 

In  hollow  bones  of  man,  ftrike  their  fharp  fhins, 
And  mar  mens  fpurring.  Crack  the  Lawyers  Voice, 
That  he  may  never  more  falfe  Title  plead, 
Nor  found  his  Quillets  Ihrilly.  Hoar  the  Flamen, 

That  fcold'ft  againft  the  quality  of  flefli, 
And  not  believes  himfelf,  Down  with  Nofe, 
Down  with  it  flat,  take  the  Bridge  quite  away 
Of  him,  that  his  particular  to  forefee  (bald 

Smells  from  the  general  weal.  Make  curl'd  pate  Ruffians 
And  let  the  unfcarr'd  Braggarts  of  the  War 
Derive  fome  pain  from  you.  Plague  all, 
That  you  activity  may  defeat  and  quell 

The  fource  of  all  Erection.  There's  more  Gold. 
Do  you  damn  others,  and  let  this  damn  you, 
And  Ditches  grave  you  all. 

Both.  More  counfel  with  more  Money ,  bounteous 
Timon. 

Jim,  More  Whore,  more  mifchief  firft,  I  have  given 
you  earneft. 

Aid.  Strike  up  the  Drum  towards  Athens ,  farewel 

Timon :  if  I  thrive  well,  I'll  vifit  thee  again. 
Tim.  If  I  hope  well,  I'll  never  fee  thee  more. Aid.  1  never  did  thee  harm. 

Tim.  Yes,  thou  fpok^ft  well  of  me. 
tsflci.  Call'ft  thou  that  harm  ? 
Tim.  Men  daily  find  it.  Get  thee  away, 

And  take  thy  Beagles  with  thee. 
Alci.  We  but  offend  him,  ftrike.  {Exeunt. 
Tim.  That  Nature  being  fick  of  mans  unkindnefs 

Should  yet  be  hungry  :  Common  Mother,  thou 
Whofe  Womb  unmeafurable,  and  infinite  breaft 
Teems  and  feeds  all:  whofe  felf  fame  mettle 

Whereof  thy  proud  Child  (arrogant  man)  is  puft, 
Engenders  the  black  Toad,  and  Adder  blew, 

The  gilded  Newt,  and  Eyelefs  venom'd  Worm, 
With  all  th'  abhorred  Births  below  Crifp  Heaven, 
Whereon  Hyperions  quickning  fire  doth  Ihine : 
Yield  him,  who  all  the  humane  Sons  do  hate, 
From  forth  thy  plenteous  bofom,  one  poor  root 
Enfear  thy  Fertile,  and  Conceptions  Womb, 
Let  it  no  more  bring  out  ingrateful  man. 
Go  great  with  Tygers,  Dragons,  Wolves,  and  Bears, 
Teem  with  new  Monfters,  whom  thy  upward  face 
Hath  to  the  Marbled  Manfion  all  above 

Never  prefented.   O,  a  Root,  dear  thanks: 

Dry  up  thy  Marrows,  Vines,  and  Plough-torn  Leas, 
Whereof  ingrateful  man  with  Liquorifii  draughts 
And  Morfels  Unctious,  greafes  his  pure  mind, 
That  from  it  all  confideration  flips  . 

Enter  Apemantus. 

More  man  ?  Plague,  Plague. 
Ape.  I  was  directed  hither.  Men  report, 

Thou  doft  affect  my  Manners,  and  doft  ufe  them. 

Tim.  'Tis  then,  becaufe  thou  doft  not  keep  a  Dog 
Whom  I  would  imitate,  Confumption  catch  thee. 

Ape.  This  is  in  thee  a  Nature  but  infected, 
A  poor  unmanly  Melancholly  fprung 
From  change  of  future.  Why  this  Spade  ?  this  place? 
This  Slave  like  Habit,  and  thefe  looks  of  Care  ? 
Thy  Flatterers  yet  wear  Silk,  drink  Wine,  lye  fofr, 
Hug  their  difeafed  Perfumes,  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Timon  was.  Shame  not  thefe  Woods, 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  Carper. 
Be  thou  a  Flatterer  now,  and  feek  to  thrive 
By  that  which  has  undone  thee^  hindge  thy  Knee, 

And  let  his  very  breath  whom  thou'lt  obferve 
Blow  off  thy  Cap :  praife  his  moft  vicious  ftrain, 
And  call  it  excellent:  thou  waft  told  thus : 

Thou  gav'ft  thine  Ears  (like  Tapfters,  that  bid  welcome  J 
To  Knaves,  and  all  approaches :  Tis  moft  juft 
That  thou  turn  Rafcal,  hadft  thou  wealth  again, 
Rafcals  mould  hav't.  Do  not  afliime  my  likenefs. 

Tim.  Were  I  like  thee,  I'de  throw  away  my  felf. 
Ape.  Thou  haft  call  away  thy  felf,  being  like  thy  felf 

A  Madman  fo  long,  now  a  Fool:  whatthink'ft 
That  the  bleak  Air,  thy  boifterous  Chamberlain 
Will  put  thy  Shirt  on  warm  ?  Will  thefe  moift  Trees, 
That  have  out-liv'd  the  Eagle,  page  thy  heels, 
,And  skip  when  thou  point'ft  out  ?  Will  the  cold  Brook 
Candied  with  Ice,  Cawdle  thy  Morning  tafte 

;  To  cure  thy  o're-nights  furfeit  ?  Call  the  Creatures, Whofe  naked  Natures  live  in  all  the  fpight 
I  Of  wreekful  Heaven,  whofe  bare  unhoufed  Trunks, 

To  the  conflicting  Elements  expos'd i  Anfwer  meer  Nature :  bid  them  flatter  thee. 

jO  thouftialt  find. Tim.  A  Fool  of  thee :  depart. 
Ape.  1  love  thee  better  now  than  ere  I  did. 
Tim.  I  hate  thee  worfe. 

Ape.  Why? 

Tim.  Thou  flatter'ft  mifery.  . 
tsfpe.  I  flatter  not,  but  fay  thou  art  a  CaytifF. 
Tim.  Why  doft  thou  feek  me  out  ? 

Ape.  To  vex  thee. 
Tim.  Always  a  Villains  Office,  or  a  Fools. 

\  Doft  pleafe  thy  felf  in't  ? 

Ape.  I. Tim.  What,  a  Knave  too  ? 
Ape.  If  thou  didft  put  this  fowre  cold  habit  on 

To  caftigate  thy  pride,  'twere  well:  but  thou 
Doft  it  enforcedly :  Thou'dft  Courtier  be  again 
Wert  thou  not  Beggar :  willing  mifery 

Out-lives :  in  certain  pomp,  is  crown'd  before : 
The  one  is  filling  ftill,  never  compleat : 
The  other,  at  high  wifh :  beft  ftate  Contentlefs, 
Hath  a  diffracted  and  moft  wretched  being, 
Worfe  than  the  worft,  content. 
Thou  ftiouldft  defire  to  die,  being  miferable. 

Tim.  Not  by  his  breath,  that  is  more  miferable. 
Thou  art  a  Slave,  whom  Fortunes  tender  arm 
With  favour  never  clafpt :  but  bred  a  Dog. 
Hadft  thou  like  us  from  our  firft  fwath  proceeded, 
The  fweet  degrees  that  this  brief  World  affords, 
To  fuch  as  may  the  paffive  drugs  of  it 

Freely  command'ft:  thou  would  ft  have  plung'd  thy  felf 
In  general  Riot,  melted  down  thy  youth 

In  different  beds  of  Luft,  and  never  learn'd 
The  Icy  precepts.of  refpect,  but  followed 
The  Sugared  Game  before  thee.  But  my  felf 
Who  had  the  world  as  my  Confectionary, 

The  mouths,  the  tongues,  the  eyes,  the  hearts  of  men, 
At  duty  more  than  I  could  frame  employments : 
That  numberlefs  upon  thee  ftuck,  as  leaves 
Do  on  the  Oak,  have  with  one  Winters  brufh 
Fell  from  their  boughs,  and  left  me  open  bare, 
For  every  ftorm  that  blows.  I  to  bear  this, 
That  never  knew  but  better,  is  fome  burthen 

Thy  Nature  did  commence  in  fufferance,  Time 

Hath  made  thee  hard  in't.  Why  ftiouldft  thoo  hate  men  ? 
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They  never  flatter'd-thee.  What  haft  thou  given  ? 
if  thou  wiltCurfe  :  thy  Father  (that  poor  rag) 
Muft  be  thy  Subject  }  who  in  fpight  put  fluff 
To  fome  Slie-Begger,  and  compounded  thee 
Poor  Rogue,  hereditary.  Hence  be  gone, 
If  thou  hadft  not  been  born  the  worft  of  men, 
Thou  nadir,  been  a  Knave  and  Flatterer. 

Ape.  Art  thou  proud  yet  ? 
Tim.  I,  that  I  am  not  thee. 
Ape.  I,  that  I  was  no  Prodigal. 
Tim.  I,  that  1  am  one  now. 

Were  all  the  wealth  I  have  fhut  up  in  thee, 

I'ld  give  thee  leave  to  hang  it.  Get  thee  gone : 
That  the  whole  life  of  Athens  were  in  this, 
Thus  would  I  eat  it. 

Ape.  Here,  I  will  mend  thy  Feaft. 
Tim.  Firfl  mend  thy  Company,  takeaway  thy  felf. 

Ape.  So  I  fhalJ  mend  mine  own,  by  th'lack  of  thine. 
Ttm.  'Tis  not  well  mended  fo,  it  is  but  botcht  j 

If  not,  I  would  it  were. 
Ape.  What  wouldft  thou  have  to  Athens? 
Tim.  Thee  thither  in  a  Whirlwind :  if  thou  wilt, 

Tell  them  there  I  have  Gold,  look,  fo  I  have. 
Ape .  Here  is  no  ufe  for  Gold. 
Tim.  The  belt,  and  trueft : 

For  here  it  fleeps,  and  do's  no  hired  harm. 
Ape.  Where  ly'ft  a  nights,  Timon  ? 
Tim.  Under  that's  above  me. 

Where  feed'ft  thou  a  daies,  Apemantns? 
Ape.  Where  my  Itoraach  finds  meat,  or  rather  where 

I  eat  it. 

Tim.  Would  poifon  were  obedient,  and  knew  my  mind. 
Ape.  Where  wouldft  thou  fend  it? 
Tim.  To  fawce  thy  Difhes. 
Ape.  The  middle  of  humanity  thou  never  kneweft,  but 

the  extremity  of  both  ends.  When  thou  waft  in  thy  Gilt, 

and  thy  Perfume,  they  mocktthee,  for  too  much  curio- 

fity :  iothy  Rags  thou  knoweft  none,  but  artdefpis'd  for 
the  contrary.  There's  a  Medler  for  thee,  eat  it. 

Tim.  On  what  I  hate,  1  feed  not. 
Ape .  Doft  hate  a  Medler  ? 
Tim.  I,  though  it  look  like  thee. 

zApe .  And  th'hadft  hated  Medlers  fooner,thou  fhould'ft 
have  loved  thy  felf  better  now.  What  man  did'ft  thou  ever 
know  unthrift,  that  was  beloved  after  his  means  ? 

Tim.  Who  without  thofe  means  thou  talk'ft  of,  didft 
thou  ever  know  belov'd  ? 

Ape.  Mv  felf. 
Ttm  I  underftand  thee,  thou  hadft  fome  means  to  keep 

a  Dog. 

Ape.  What  things  in  the  World  canft  thou  neareft  com 
pare  to  thy  Flatterers? 

Tim.  Women  neareft,  but  men :  men  are  the  things 
themfelves.  What  wouldft:  thou  do  with  the  World  Ape- 
manttu,  if  it  lay  in  thy  power  ? 

Ape.  Give  ittheBeafts,  to  be  rid  of  the  men. 
Tim.  Wouldft  thou  have  thy  felf  fall  in  the  confufion 

of  men,  and  remain  a  Beaft  with  theBeafts. 

Ape.  I  Timon. 
Tim.  A  beaftly  ambition  ,  which  the  Gods  grant 

thee  t'attain  to.  If  thou  wertthe  Lyon,  the  Fox  would 
beguile  thee:  if  thou  wert  the  Lamb,  the  Fox  would 
eat  thee  :  if  thou  wert  the  Fox,  the  Lyon  would  fufpedt 

thee,  when  peradventure  thou  wert  accus'd  by  the  AfTe  : 
<lf  thou  wert  the  AfTe,  thy  dulnefs  would  torment  thee  : 

and  ft  ill  thou  liv'dft  but  as  a  Breakfaft  to  the  Wolf.  If 
thou  wert  the  Wolf,  thy  greedinefs  would  afflift  thee, 
and  oft  thou  fhouldft  hazard  thy  life  for  thy  Dinner.  Wert 
thou  the  Unicorn,  pride  and  wrath  would  confound  thee, 
and  make  thine  own  felf  the  conqueft  of  thy  fury.  Wert 

thou  a  Bear,  thou  wouldft  be  kill'd  by  the  Horfe:  wert 
thou  a  Horfe,  thou  wouldft  be  feiz'd  by  the  Leopard  : 
wert  thou  a  Leopard,  thou  wert  German  to  the  Lion,  and 
thefpots  of  thy  Kindred,  were  Jurors  on  thy  life.  All 

thy  fafety  were  remotion,  and  thy  defence  abfence.  What 
Beaft  couldft  thou  be,  that  were  not  fubjeft  to  a  Beaft : 
and  what  a  Beaft  art  thou  already,  that  feeft  not  thy  lofs in  transformation. 

Ape.  If  thou  couldft  pleafeme 

With  fpeaking  to  me  thou  might'ft Have  hit  upon  it  here. 
The  Commonwealth  of  Athens  is  become 
A  Foreft  of  Beafts. 

Tim.  How  has  the  Afs  broke  the  Wall,  that  thou  art out  of  the  City. 

Ape.  Yonder  comes  a  Poet  and  a  Painter: 
The  Plague  of  Company  light  upon  thee : 
I  will  fear  to  catch  it,  and  give  way. 
When  I  know  not  what  elfe  to  do, 
lie  fee  thee  again. 

Tim.  When  there  is  nothing  living  but  thee.; 
Thou  fhalt  be  welcome. 
I  had  rather  be  a  Beggars  Dog 

Than  Apemantm. 
Ape.  Thou  art  the  Cap 

Of  all  the  Fools  alive. 

Tim.  Would  thou  wert  clean  enough 
To  fpit  upon. 

Ape.  A  Plague  on  thee, 
Thou  art  too  bad  to  Curfe. 

Tim.  All  Villains 

That  do  Hand  by  thee,  are  pure. 
Ape.  There  is  no  Leprofie, 

But  what  thou  fpeak'ft. 
Tim.  If  I  name  thee,  111  beat  thee  j 

But  I  fhould  infeft  my  hands. 
Ape.  I  would  my  tongue 

Could  rot  them  off. 

Ttm.  Away  thou  ifiue  of  a  mangy  Dog. 
Choler  does  kill  me, 

That  thou  art  alive,  I  fwound  to  fee  thee. 

Ape.  Would  thou  would'ft  burft. 
Tim.  Away  thou  tedious  Rogue,  I  am  forry  I  fhall  lofe 

a  ftone  by  thee. 

Ape.  Beaft. Ttm.  Slave. 

Ape.  Toad. 
Tim.  Rogue,  Rogue,  RogUe. 

I  am  iickofthis  falfe  World,  and  will  love  nought 

But  even  the  meer  neceffities  upon't : 
Then  Timon  prefently  prepare  thy  Grave: 
Lye  where  the  light  Foam  of  the  Sea  may  beat 
Thy  Grave  ftone  daily,  make  thine  Epitaph, 
That  Death  in  me,  at  others  lives  may  laugh. 

O  thou  fweet  King-Killer,  and  dear  divorce 
Twixt  natural  Sun  and  Fire :  thou  bright  defiler 
Of  Hymens  pureft  Bed,  thou  valiant  sJ%farsy 
Thou  ever,  young,  frefh,  loved,  and  delicate  wooer, 
Whofe  blufh  doth  thawe  the  confecrated  Snow 
That  lies  on  Dians  Lap. 
Thou  vifibleGod, 

Thatfouldreft  clofe  Impoffibilities. 

And  mak'ft  themkifs}  that  fpeak'ft  with  every  Tongue 
To  every  purpofe^  O  thou  touch  of  hearts, 
Think  thy  flave  man  Rebels,  and  by  thy  vertue 
Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  Beafts 
May  have  the  World  in  Empire. 

Ape.  Would 'twere  fo, 
But  not  till  I  am  dead.   He  fay  th'haft  Gold  : 
Thou  wilt  be  throng'd  too  fhortly. 

Ttm.  Throng'd  too  ? 

Ape.  I. Tim.  Thy  back  I  prythee. 

Ape.  Live,  and  love  thy  mifery. 
Tim.  Long  live  fo,  and  fo  die.  I  am  quit. 
Ape.  Mo  things  like  men  \ 

Eat,  Timon,  and  abhor  then.  [Exit.  Apeman. 

B  b  b  2  Enter  | 
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Enter  the  Banditti. 

1.  Where  fhould  he  have  this  Gold  ?  It  is  fome  poor 
Fragment,  fome  flenderOrt  of  his  remainder :  the  meer 
want  of  Gold,  and  the  falling  from  of  his  Friends,  drove 
him  into  this  Melancholy. 

2.  It  is  nois'd 
He  hath  a  Mafs  of  Treafure. 

3.  Let  us  make  the  allay  upon  him,  if  he  care  not  for't, 
he  will  fupply  us  eafily:  if  hecovetoufly  referveit,  how 

(hall's  get  it? 
2.  True  :  for  he  bears  it  not  about  him : 

'Tis  hid. 
1.  Is  not  this  he  ? 
All.  Where? 

2.  'Tis  his  defcription. 
3.  He ?  I  know  him. 
<*All.  Save  thee,  Timon. 
Tim.  Now  Thieves. 
All.  Souldiers,  not  Thieves. 
Tim.  Both  too,  and  Womens  Sons. 
All.  We  are  not  Thieves,  but  men 

That  much  do  want. 

Tim,  Your  greateft  want  is,  you  want  much  of  meat : 
Why  fhould  you  want  ?  Behold,  the  Earth  hath  Roots : 
Within  this  Mile  break  forth  an  hundred  Springs : 
The  Oaks  bear  Maft,  the  Briers  Scarlet  Hips, 
The  bounteous  Hufwife  Nature,  on  each  Bufh, 
Lays  her  full  Mefs  before  you.   Want  ?  why  want? 

1.  We  cannot  live  on  Grafs,  on  Berries,  Water, 
As  Beafts,  and  Birds,  and  Fifhes. 

Tim.  Nor  on  the  Beaftsthemfelves,  the  Birds  and  Fifhes, 
You  muft  eat  men.  Yet  thanks  I  mult  you  con, 
That  you  are  Thieves  profeft:  that  you  work  not 
In  holier  fhapes :  for  there  is  boundlefs  theft 
In  limited  profeffions,  Rafcal  Thieves, 

Here's  Gold.  Go,  fuck  the  fubtle  blood  o'th  Grape, 
Till  the  high  Feaver  feeth  your  Bloud  to  Froth, 
And  fo  fcape  hanging.  Truft  not  the  Phyfician, 
His  Antidotes  are  poyfon,  and  he  flayes 
More  than  you  Rob  :  Take  wealth,  and  live  together, 

Do  Villain  do,  fi nee  you  proteft  to  do't. 
Like  Workmen,  lie  Example  you  with  Thievery  : 

The  Sun's  a  Thief,  and  with  his  great  attraction 
Robs  the  vaft  Sea.  The  Moon's  an  Arrant  Thief, 
And  her  pale  fire  file  fnatches  from  the  Sun. 

The  Sea's  a  Thief,  whofe  liquid  Surge  refolves 
The  Moon  into  Salt  tears.  The  Earth's  a  Thief, 
That  feeds  and  breeds  by  acompofture  ftoln 

From  gen'ral  Excrement :  Each  thing's  a  Thief. 
The  Laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough  power 

Ha's  uncheck'd  theft.  Love  not  your  felves,  away, 
Rob  one  another,  there's  more  Gold,  Cut-Throats ; 
All  that  you  meet  are  Thieves :  to  <s4thens  go, 
Break  open  Shops,  nothing  can  you  fteal 
But  Thieves  do  lofe  it :  fteal  lefs,  for  this  I  give  you, 
And  Gold  confound  you  howfoere  :  tAmen. 

3.  H'as  almoft  charm'd  me  from  my  Profeflion,  by  per- 
fwading  me  to  it. 

1.  'Tis  in  the  malice  of  mankind,  that  he  thus  advifes  us 
not  to  have  us  thrive  in  our  myftery. 

2.  He  believe  him  as  an  Enemy, 
And  give  over  my  Trade. 

1.  Let  us  firft  fee  peace  in  Alt  bens, there  is  no  time  fo  re- 
ferable but  a  man  may  be  true.  \Sxemt  Thieves. 

Enter  the  Steward  to  Timon. 

St  eve.  Oh  you  Gods ! 

Is  yond  defpis'd  and  ruinous  man  my  Lord  ? 
Full  of  decay  and  failing?  Oh  Monument 

And  wonder  of  good  deeds,  evilly  beftow'd ! 
What  an  alteration  of  honour  has  defp'rate  want  made  ? 

What  vilder  thing  upon  the  Earth,  than  Friends, 
Who  can  bring  Nobleft  minds  to  bafeft  ends, 
How  rarely  does  it  meet  with  this  times  guife, 
When  man  was  wifht  to  love  his  Enemies : 
Grant  I  may  ever  love,  and  rather  woo 
Thofe  that  would  mifchief  me,  than  thofethatdo. 

H'as  caught  me  in  his  Eye,  1  willprefent  my  honeft  grief Unto  him  ;  and  as  my  Lord,  ftill  ferve  him  with  my  life. 
My  deareft  Mafter. 

Tim.  Away:  what  art  thou? 
Steve.  Have  you  forgot  me,  Sir  ? 
Tim.  Why  doft  ask  that  ?  I  have  forgot  all  men. 

Then  if  thou  grunt'ft  th'  art  a  man, 
I  have  forgot  thee. 

Steve.  An  honeft  poor  Servant  of  yours. 
Tim.  Then  I  know  thee  not : 

I  nev'r  had  honeft  man  about  me,  I,  all 
I  kept  were  Knaves,  to  ferve  in  meat  to  Villains. 

Steve.  The  Gods  are  witnefs, 

Never  did  poor  Steward  wear  a  truer  grief 
For  his  undone  Lord,  than  mine  Eyes  for  you. 

Tim.  What  doft  thou  weep  ? 
Come  nearer,  then  I  love  thee 

Becaufe  thou  art  a  Woman,  and  difclaim'ft 
Flinty  Mankind  :  whof  Eyes  do  never  give, 

But  through  Luft  and  Laughter:  pitie's  fleeping: 
Strange  times  that  weep  with  laughing,  not  with  weeping. 

Steve  I  beg  of  you  to  know  me,  good  my  Lord 
T»  accept  my  grief,  and  whilft  this  poor  wealth  lafts, 
To  entertain  me  as  your  Steward  ftill. 

Tim.  Had  I  a  Steward 

So  true,  fo  juft,  and  now  fo  comfortable  ? 
It  almoft  turns  my  dangerous  Nature  wild. 
Let  me  behold  thy  face :  Surely,  this  man 
Was  born  of  Woman. 

Forgive  my  general,  and  exceptlefs  rafhnefs 
You  perpetual  fober  Gods.  I  do  proclaim 
One  honeft  man:  Miftake  me  not,  but  one: 

No  more  I  pray,  and  he's  a  Steward. 
How  fain  would  I  have  hated  all  mankind, 

And  thou  redeem'ft  thy  felf :  But  all  fave  thee, 
I  fell  with  Curfes. 
Me  thinks  thou  art  more  honeft  now  than  wife : 

For,  by  oppreffing  and  betraying  me, 

Thou  might'ft  have  fooner  got  another  Service : 
For  many  fo  arrive  at  fecond  Mafters, 
Upon  their  firft  Lords  neck.  But  tell  me  true, 

(For  I  muft  ever  doubt,  though  ne'refofure) 
Is  not  thy  kindnels  fubtle,  covetous, 
If  not  a  Ufuring  kindnefs,  and  as  rich  men  deal  Gifts, 
Expecting  in  return  twenty  for  one  ? 

Steve.  No,  my  moft  worthy  Mafter,  in  whofe  brefi 

Doubt  and  fufpect  (alas)  are  plac'd  too  late : 
You  fhould  have  fear'd  falfe  times,  when  you  did  Feaft. 
Sufpect  ftill  comes  where  an  eftate  is  leaft. 
That  which  I  fhew,  Heaven  knows,  is  meerly  Love, 

Duty,  and  Zeal,  to  your  unmatched  mind, 
Care  of  your  Food  and  Living,  and  believe  it, 

My  moft  honour'd  Lord, 
For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me, 

Either  in  hope,  or  prefent,  I'de  exchange 
For  this  one  wifh,  that  you  had  power  and  wealth 
To  requite  me,  by  making  rich  your  felf. 

Tim.  Look  thee  'tis  fo :  thou  fingly  honeft  man, 
Here  take :  the  Gods  out  of  my  mifery, 

Ha's  fent  thee  treafure.  Go,  live  rich  and  happy. 
But  thus  condition'd  :  Thou  fhalt  build  from  men : 
Hate  all,  Curfe  all,  fhew  Charity  to  none, 
But  let  the  famifht  flefh  Aide  from  the  bone, 
Ere  thou  relieve  the  Beggar.  Give  to  Dogs 

What  thou  denyeft  to  men.  Let  Prifons  Iwallow  'em, 
Debts  wither 'm  to  nothing,  be  men  like  blafted  Woods 
And  may  Difeafes  lick  up  their  falfe  blouds, 
And  fo  farewel,  and  thrive. Stew. 
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Timon  of  Athens; 

Stew.  O  let  roe  flay  and  comfort  you  ray  Mailer : 

Tim.  Ifthou  hat'ft,  Curfes, 
Stay  not :  flee,  whil'ft  thou  art  bleft  and  free : 
Ne're  fee  thou  man,  and  let  me  ne're  fee  thee.  [Exit. 

Enter  Poet  and  Painter. 

Pain.  As  I  took  note  of  the  place,  it  cannot  be  far 
Where  he  abides. 

Toet.  What's  to  be  thought  of  him  ? 
Does  the  Rumour  hold  for  true, 
That  he's  fo.fuil  of  Gold  ? 

Pain.  Certain. 

Alcibtades  reports  it:  Phrinia  and  Timandra 

Had  Gold  of  him,  he  Jikewife  enrich'd 
Poor  ftragling  Souldiers,  with  great  quantity. 
Tis  faid,  he  gave  unto  his  Steward 
A  mignty  Summ. 

Poet.  Then  this  breaking  of  his, 
Has  been  but  a  try  for  his  Friends. 

Tain.  Nothing  elfe: 
You  (hall  fee  him  a  Palm  in  Athens  again, 
And  flourish  with  the  higheft  > 

Therefore,  'tis  not  amils,  we  tender  our  loves 
To  him,  in  this  fuppos'd  diftrefs  of  his : 
It  will  (hew  honeftly  in  us, 
And  is  very  likely  to  load  our  purpofes 
With  what  they  travail  for, 
If  it  be  a  juft  and  true  report,  that  goes 
Of  his  having. 

Pott.  What  have  you  now 
To  prefent  unto  him  ? 

Pawter.  Nothing  at  this  time 
!  But  my  Vifitation  :  only  I  will  promife  him 
An  excellent  Piece. 

Poet.  1  muft  ferve  him  fo  too  ; 

Tell  him  of  an  intent  that's  coming  toward  him. 
Painter.  Good  as  the  beft, 

Promifing  is  the  very  Air  o'th' Time} 
It  opens  the  Eyes  of  Expectation. 
Performance  is  ever  the  duller  for  his  act, 
And  but  in  the  plainer  and  limpler  kind  of  people, 
The  deed  of  Saying  is  quite  out  of  ufe. 
To  promife,  is  mod:  Courtly  and  falhionable} 
Performance  is  a  kind  of  Will  orTeflament, 
Which  argues  a  great  ficknefs  in  his  judgment 
That  makes  it. 

Enter  Timon  from  bis  Cave. 

Timon.  Excellent  Workman, 
S  Thou  canft  not  paint  a  man  fo  bad 

As  is  thy  felf. 
Poet.  I  am  thinking 

What  I  (hall  fay  I  have  provided  for  him : 
It  muft  be  a  perfonating  of  himfelf: 
A  Satyre  againft  the  foftnefs  of  Profperity, 
With  a  Difcovery  of  the  infinite  Flatteries 
That  follow  youth  and  opulency. 

Timon.  Muft  thou  needs 
Stand  for  a  Villain  in  thine  own  Work  ? 
Wilt  thou  whip  thine  own  faults  in  other  men  ? 
Do  fo,  I  have  Gold  for  thee. 

Poet.  Nay  let's  feek  him. 
Then  do  we  fin  againft  our  own  eltate, 
When  we  may  profit  meet,  and  come  too  late. 

T  aimer.  True: 

When  the  day  ferves  before  black  corner'd  night ; 
Find  what  thou  want'ft,  by  free  and  ofTer'd  light. Come. 

Tim.  He  meet  you  at  the  turn  : 

What  a  God 's  Gold,  that  he  is  worfhipt 
In  a  bafer  Temple,  than  where  Swine  feed  ? 

'Tis  thou  that  rigg'ft  the  Bark,  and  plow'ft  the  Fome, 
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Setleft  admired  reverence  in  a  Slave, 

To  thee  be  worlhip't,  and  thy  Saints  for  aye : 
Be  crown*d  with  Plagues,  that  thee  alone  obey. Fit  I  meet  them. 

Poet.  Hail,  worthy  Timon. 
Pam.  Our  late  Noble  Matter, 

Timon.  Have  I  once  liv'd To  fee  two  honelt  men  ? 
Poet.  Sir : 

Having  often  of  your  open  Bounty  tailed, 

Hearing  you  were  retir'd,  your  Friends  fain  off, Whofe  thanklefs  Natures  (O  abhorred  Spirits,) 
Not  all  the  Whips  of  Heaven  are  large  enough, What,  to  you, 

Whofe  Star-  like  Noblenefs  gave  life  and  influence  • 
To  their  whole  being  ?  1  am  rapt,  and  cannot  cover 
The  monftrous  bulk  of  this  Ingratitude 
With  any  fize  of  words. 

Timon.  Let  it  go, 

Naked  men  may  lee't  the  better  : 
You  that  are  honeft,  by  being  what  you  are, 
Make  them  bell  feen,  and  known. 

Pain.  He,  and  my  felf 

Have  travel'd  in  the  great  Ihowre  of  your  giftss 
And  fweetly  felt  it. 

Timon.  I,  you  are  honeft  men. 
Paint.  We  are  hither  come 

To  offer  you  our  fervice. 
Timon.  Moll  honeft  men  : 

Why  how  fhall  1  requite  you  ? 
Can  you  eat  Roots,  and  drink  cold  Water,  no  ? 

Both.  Wiiat  we  can  do, 

Wee'l  do,  to  do  you  fervice. 
Tim.  Y  'are  honeft  men, 

Y'have  heard  that  I  have  Gold, 

I  am  fure  you  have,  fpeak  truth,  y'are  honeft  meil 
Pain.  So  it  is  faid, my  Noble  Lord,  but  therefore 

Came  not  my  Friend,  nor  I. 

Tim  Good  honeft  man :  thou  draw'ft  a  counterfeit 
Beft  in  all  Athens,  tha'rt  indeed  the  beft, 
Thou  counterfeit'lt  molt  lively. 

Pain.  So.  foi  my  Lord. 

Tim.  E'ne  fo,  Sir,  as  I  fay.  And  for  thy  fiction, 
Why  thy  Verfe  fwells  with  fluff  fo  fine  and  fmooth, 
That  thou  art  even  Natural  in  thine  Art. 

But  for  all  this  (my  honeft  Natur'd  Friends) 
I  mull  needs  fay  you  have  a  littie  fault, 

Marry  'tis  not  monftrous  in  you,  neither  wilh  I 
You  take  much  pains  to  mend. 

Both.  Befeech  your  Honour 
To  make  it  known  to  us. 

Tim.  You'l  take  it  ill. 
"Both.  Moft  thankfully,  my  Lord. 
Tim.  Will  you  indeed  ? 
Both.  Doubt  it  not,  worthy  Lord. 

Tim.  There's  never  a  one  of  you  but  trulls  a  Knave, 
That  mightily  deceives  you. 

Hoth,  Do  we, my  Lord  ? 
Tim.  I,  and  you  hear  him  cogge, 

See  him  diffemble, 

Know  his  grols  patchery,  love  him,  feed  him, 

Keep  in  your  bofom,  yet  remain  aflur'd 
That  he's  a  made-up  Villain. 

Pain.  1  know  none  fuch^  my  Lord. 
Toet.  Nor  I. Tim.  Look  you^ 

I  love  you  well,  ile  give  you  Gold, 
Rid  me  thefe  Villains  from  your  Companies ; 

Hang  them,  orftabthem,  drown  them  indraught, 
Confound  them  by  fome  courfe,  and  come  to  me, 
He  give  you  Gold  enough 

Both.  Name  them,  my  Lord,  let's  know  them-. Tim.  You  that  way,  and  you  this: 
But  two  in  Company  : 

Bbb  3  Each 
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Each  man  apart,  all  fingle  and  alone, 
Yet  an  arch  Villain  keeps  him  company : 
If  where  thou  art,  two  villains  (hall  not  be, 

Come  not  near  him.  If  thou  would'ft  not  recide 
But  where  one  villain  is,  then  him  abandon. 

Hence,  pack,  there's  Gold,  ye  came  for  Gold  ye  Slaves ; 
You  have  work  forme-,  there's  payment,  thence, 
You  are  an  Alchy  mitt,  make  Gold  of  that : 
Out  Rafcal  Dogs.  {Exeunt . 

Enter  Steward,  and  two  Senators. 

Stew.  It  is  in  vain  that  you  would  fpeak  mthTimo* : 
For  he  is  fet  fo  onely  to  himfelf, 
That  nothing  but  himfelf,  which  looks  like  man, 
Is  friendly  with  him. 

1  Sen.  Bring  us  to  his  Cave. 

It  is  our  part  and  promife  to  th'  Athenians 
To  fpeak  with  Timon. 

2  Sen.  At  all  times  alike 

Men  are  not  ftill  the  fame:  'twas  Time  and  Griefs 

That  fram'd  him  thus.    Time  with  his  fairer  hand, 
Offering  the  Fortunes  of  his  former  days, 
The  former  man  may  make  him :  bring  us  to  him 
And  chance  it  as  it  may. 

Stew.  Here  is  his  Cave  : 

Peace  and  content  be  here,  Timon,  Timon, 

Look  ouc,  and  fpeak  to  Friends:  Th* Athenians 
By  two  of  their  moft  reverend  Senate  greet  thee : 
Speak  to  them,  Noble  Timon. 

Enter  Timon  out  of  his  Cave. 

Tim.  Thou  Sun  that  comfort  burn, 

Speak  and  be  hang"d  : For  each  true  word,  a  blifter,  and  each  falfe 

Be  as  a  Catherizing  to  the  rooto'th  tongue. 
Confuming  it  with  fpeaking. 

I  Wormy  Timon. 
Tim.  Of  none  but  fuch  as  you, 

And  you  of  Timon. 
I.  The  Senators  of  Athens  greet  thee,  Timon. 
Tim.  1  thank  them. 

And  would  fend  them  back  the  plague, 
Could  1  but  catch  it  for  them : 

1.  O  forget 
What  we  are  forry  for  our  felves  in  thee : 
The  Senators,  with  one  confent  of  love, 
I  ntreat  thee  back  to  Athens,  who  have  thought 
On  fpecial  Dignities,  which  vacant  lie 

'  For  thy  belt  ufe  and  wearing. 
2.  They  confefs 

Toward  thee,  forgetfalnefs  too  general  grofs ; 
Which  now  the  publickBody,  which  doth  feldom, 
Play  the  Re-canter,  feeling  in  it  felf 
A  lack  of  Timons  aid,  hath  fince  withal 
Of  it  own  fall,  reftraining  aid  to  Timon, 
And  fend  forth  us  to  make  their  forrowed  render, 
Together,  with  arecompence  more  fruitful 
Than  their  offence  can  weigh  down  by  the  Dram, 
I  even  fuch  heaps  and  fums  ol  Love  and  Wealth, 
As  fhall  to  thee  blot  out,  what  wrongs  were  theirs, 
And  write  in  thee,  the  Figures  of  their  Love, 
Ever  to  read  them  thine. 

Tim.  You  witch  me  in  it  ? 

Surprize  me  to  the  very  brink  of  tears ; 
Lend  me  a  Fools  heart,  and  a  Womans  Eyes, 
And  ile  beweep  thefe  comforts,  worthy  Senators. 

i.  Therefore  fopleafe  thee  to  return  with  us, 
And  of  our  Athens,  thine  and  ours  to  take 

TneCaptainfhip,  thou  fhalt  be  met  with  thanks, 
Allowed  with  abfolute  power,  and  thy  good  name 
Live  with  authority  :  fo  foon  we  (hall  drive  back 

Of  Akibiades  h'approaches  wild 

Who  like  a  Boar  too  favage,  doth  root  up 
His  Countreys  Peace. 

2.  And  (hakes  his  threatning  Sword 

Againft  the  Walls  of  Athens. 
i.  Therefore,Tiw<>/7. 
Tim.  Well  Sir,  1  will :  therefore  I  will  Sir  thus : 

If  Alcibtades  kill  my  Countreymen, 
Let  akibiades  know  this  of  Timon, 
That  Ttmon  cares  not.  But  if  he  fack  fair  tAthens, 

And  rake  our  goodly  aged  men  by  th'Beards, 
Giving  our  holy  Virgins  to  theflain 

Of  contumelious,  beaftly,  mad-brain'd  War : 
Then  let  him  know,  and  tell  him  Timon  fpeaks  it. 
In  pitty  of  our  aged,  and  our  youth, 
I  cannot  chufe  but  tell  him  that  I  care  not, 

And  let  him  tak'tatworft:  For  their  Knives  care  not, 
While  you  have  throats  to  anfwer.  For  my  felf, 
There's  not  a  whittlfe  in  th'unruly  Camp, 
But  I  do  prize  it  at  my  love,  before 
The  reverendft  Throat  in  Athens.  So  I  leave  you 
To  the  protection  of  the  profperous  Gods, 
As  Thieves  to  Keepers. 

Stew.  Stay  not,  all's  in  vain. Tim.  Why  I  was  writing  of  my  Epitaph, 
It  will  be  feen  to  Morrow.  My  long  (Icknefs 
Of  Health,  and  Living,  now  begins  to  mend, 
And  nothing  brings  me  all  things.  Go,  live  ftill, 
Be  A'ctbiabes  your  plague   you  his, 
And  lad  fo  long  enough. 

I.  We  fpeak  in  vain. 
Tim.  But  yet  I  love  my  Countrey,  and  am  not 

One  that  rejoices  in  the  common  wrack, 
As  common  bruit  doth  put  it. 

i.  That's  well  fpoke. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  my  loving  Countrey  men.' 
1.  Thefe  words  become  your  Lips  as  they  pafs  thorow them. 

2.  And  enter  into  our  Ears,  like  great  Triumphers 
In  their  applauding  Gates. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  them, 
And  tell  them,  that  to  eafe  them  of  their  griefs, 
Their  fears  of  Hoftile  ftrokes,  their  Aches,lo(Tes, 
Their  pangs  of  Love,  with  other  incident  throes 
That  Natures  fragile  VefTel  doth  fuftain 
In  lifes  uncertain  Voyage,  I  will  fome  kindnefs  do  them, 
Ile  teach  them  to  prevent  wild  Alcibiades  wrath. 

1.  I  like  this  well,  he  will  return  again. 
Tim.  I  have  a  Tree  which  grows  here  in  my  Clole, 

That  mine  own  ufe  invites  me  to  cut  down, 
And  fhortly  muft  I  fell  it.  Tell  my  Friends, 
Tell  Athens,  in  the  frequence  of  degree, 
From  high  to  low  throughout,  that  whofo  pleafe 
To  (top  Affliction,  let  him  take  his  hafte ; 
Come  hither  ere  my  Tree  hath  felt  the  Axe, 
And  hang  himfelf.  I  pray  you  do  my  greeting. 

Stew.  Trouble  him  no  further,  thus  you  ftill  fhall 
Find  him. 

Tim.  Come  not  to  me  again,  but  fay  to  Athens, 
Ttmon  hath  made  his  Everlafting  Manfion 
Upon  the  Beached  Verge  of  the  fait  Flood, 
Which  once  a  day  with  hisembofTed  Froth 
The  turbulent  Surge  (hall  cover ;  thither  come, 
And  let  my  Grave-ftone  be  your  Oracle : 
Lips,  let  four  words  go  by,  and  Language  end  : 
What  is  amifs,  Plague  and  Infection  mend. 
Graves  onely  be  mens  works,  and  Death  their  gain ; 
Sun,  hide  thy  beams,  Ttmon  hath  done  his  Reign. 

[Exit  Timon. r.  His  dilcontents  are  unremoveably  coupled  to  Na- ture. 

2.  Our  hope  in  him  is  dead  :  let  us  return, 
And  ftrain  what  other  means  is  left  unto  us 
In  our  dear  peril. 

i.  It  requires  fwift  foot.  [Exe*nt. 
Enter 
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*         Enter  two  pther  Senators,  with  a  MefTenger. 

t.  Thou  haft  painfully  difcover'd :  are  his  Files 
As  full  as  thy  report  ? 

Mef.  I  have  fpoke  the  leaft. 
Befides,  his  expedition  promifes  prefent  approach. 

2.  We  ftand  much  hazard,  if  they  bring  not  Timon. 
Mef.  I  met  a  Currier,  one  mine  ancient  Friend, 

Whom  though  in  general  part  we  were  oppos'd, 
Yet  our  old  love  made  a  particular  force, 
And  made  us  fpeak  like  Friends.  This  man  was  riding 
Froni  Alcibiades  to  Timons  Cave, 
With  Letters  of  intreaty,  which  imported 

His  Fellowlhip  i'th'caufe  againft  your  City, 

In  part  for  his  fake  mov'd. 

Enter  the  other  Senators. 

i.  Here  come  our  Brothers. 

3.  No  talk  of  Timon,  nothing  of  him  expect, 
The  Enemies  Drum  is  heard  and  fearful  fcouring 
Doth  choak  the  air  with  Duft:  In,  and  prepare, 
Ours  is  the  fall  I  fear,  our  Foes  the  Snare.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  a  Souldier  in  the  Woods  feeling  Timon. 

Sol.  By  all  defcription  this  fhould  be  the  place. 

Who's  here  ?  Speak  ho.  No  anfwer  ?  What  is  this  i 
Timon  is  dead,  who  hath  out-ftretcht  his  fpan, 
Some  Beafh  read  this ;  There  do's  not  live  a  Man. 
Dead  fure,  and  this  his  Grave,  what's  on  this  Tomb? 
I  cannot  read  :  the  Character  ile  take  with  Wax, 
Our  Captain  hath  in  every  figure  skill, 

An  ag'd  interpreter,  though  young  in  days : 
Before  proud  Athens  he's  fet  down  by  this, 
Whofe  fall  the  mark  of  his  ambition  is.  F_£ xit. 

T rum  pets  found.  Enter  Alcibiades  with  his  Powers 
before  Athens. 

Ale.  Sound  to  this  Coward  and  lafcivious  Town, 
Our  terrible  approach. 

Sounds  a  parley. 

The  Senators  appear  upon  the  Walls. 
Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  fill'd  the  time 
With  all  Licentious  meafure,  making  your  wills 
The  fcope  of  Juftice.  Till  now  my  felf  and  fuch 
As  flept  within  the  fhadow  of  your  power 

Have  wander'd  with  our  traverfl  Arms,  and  breath'd 
Our  fufferance  vainly.  Now  the  time  is  flufh, 
When  crouching  Marrow  in  the  bearer  ftrong 
Cries  (of  it  felf)  no  more:  Now  breathlefs  wrong, 
Shall  fit  and  pant  in  your  great  Chairs  of  cafe, 
And  purfy  Infolence  (hall  break  his  wind 
With  fear  and  horrid  flight. 

1.  Sen.  Noble  and  young  ; 
When  thy  firft  griefs  were  but  a  meer  conceit, 
Ere  thou  had  ft  power,  or  we  had  caufe  to  fear, 
We  fent  to  thee,  to  give  thy  rages  Balm, 
To  wipe  out  our  ingratitude,  with  Loves 
Above  their  quantity. 

2.  So  did  we  wooe 
Transformed  Timon  to  our  Cities  love 

By  humble  MefTage,  and  by  promis'd  means: 
We  were  not  all  unkind,  nor  all  deferve 
The  common  ftroke  of  War. 

1.  Thefe  Walls  of  ours 

W'ere  not  erected  by  their  hands,  from  whom 
You  have  receiv'd  your  grief:  Nor  are  they  fuch, 
That  thefe  great  Towres,Trophees,andSchools  fhould  fall 
For  private  faults  in  them. 

2.  Nor  are  they  living 

Who  were  the  motives  that  you  firft  went  out, 
Shame  (that  they  wanted  cunning  in  excefs) 
Hath  broke  their  hearts,  March,  Noble  Lord, 
Into  our  City  with  thy  Banners  fpred, 
By  decimation  and  a  tythed  death  ; 
If  thy  Revenges  hunger  for  that  Food 

Which  Nature  loaths,  take  thou  thedeftin'd  tenth, 
And  by  the  hazard  of  the  fpotted  die, 
Let  die  the  fpotted. 

• 1.  All  have  not  offended  : 

For  thofe  that  were,  it  is  not  fquare  to  take, 
On  thofe  that  are,  Revenge  :  Crimes,  like  Lands 
Are  not  inherited,  then  dear  Countryman, 
Bring  in  thy  ranks,  but  leave  without  thy  rage, 
Spare  thy  Athenian  Cradle,  and  thofe  Kin 
Which  in  the  bfufter  of  thy  wrath  muft  fall 
With  thofe  that  have  offended,  like  a  Shepherd, 

Approach  the  Fold,  and  cull  th'  infected  forth, 
But  kill  not  ali  together. 

2.  What  thou  wilt, 

Thou  rather  fhalt  enforce  it  with  thy  fmile, 

Than  hew  to't  with  thy  Sword. 
1.  Set  but  thy  foot 

Againft  our  rampyr'd  Gates,  and  they  fhall  ope  : 
So  thou  wilt  fend  thy  gentle  heart  before, 

To  fay  thoul't  enter  Friendly. 2.  Throw  thy  Glove, 

Or  any  token  of  thine  honour  elfe, 
That  thou  wilt  ufe  the  Wars  as  thy  redrefs, 
And  not  as  our  Confufion :  All  thy  Powers 
Shall  make  their  harbour  in  our  Town  till  we 

Have  feal'd  thy  full  defire. 
iAlc,  Then  there's  my  Glove, 

Defcend  and  open  your  uncharged  Ports, 
Thofe  Enemies  of  Timons,  and  mine  own 
Whom  you  your  felves  fhall  fet  out  for  reproof, 
Fall  and  no  more   and  to  atone  your  fears 
With  my  more  Noble  meaning,  not  a  man 
Shall  pafs  his  quarter,  or  offend  the  ftream 
Of  Regular  Juftice  in  your  Cities  bounds, 
But  fhall  be  remedied  by  your  publick  Laws 
At  heavieft  anfwer. 

Both.  'Tis  moft  Nobly  fpoken. 
Ale.  Defcend,  and  keep  your  words. 

Enter  a  MefTenger. 

xJMef.  My  Noble  General,  Timon  is  dead, 

Entomb'd  upon  the  very  hem  o'th'  Sea, 
And  on  his  Graveftone,  this  Infculpture  which 
With  Wax  I  brought  away  :  whofe  fofc  Impreffion 
Interprets  for  my  poor  Ignorance. 

Alcibiades  reads  the  Epitaph. 
Here  lies  a  wretched  Coarfe,  of  wretched  Sod  bereft, 
Seek,  not  my  name :  tA  Plague  confume  you  Catijfs  left ; 
Here  lie  I  Timon,  who  all  living  men  did  hate., 
Tafs  by,  and  curfe  thy  fill,  but  ft  ay  not  here  thy  gate. 

Thefe  wellexprefs  in  thee  thy  latter  fpirits : 

Though  thou  abhorrd'ft  in  us  our  humane  grief?, 
Scornd'ft  our  Brains  flow,  and  thofe  our  droplets,  which 
From  niggard  Nature  fail;  yet  Rich  Conceit 
Taught  thee  to  make  vaft  7{eptune  weep  for  aye 
On  thy  low  Grave  :  on  faults  forgiven.  Dead 
Is  Noble  Timon,  of  whofe  Memory 
Hereafter  more?  Bring  me  into  your  City, 
And  I  will  ufe  the  Olive  with  my  Sword : 
Make  War  breed  Peace ;  make  peace  flint  War.make  each 

Prefcribe  to  other,  as  each  others  Leach-, 
Let  our  Drums  ftrike.  tExe  nt 

THE 
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Enter  Flavius ,  Mu;ellus,'  and  certain  Commoners  over the  Stave. 
.  D2  J  iiS.il \',{-.-  □!'.  •■  .»  .  O       v^>.  .  .-I 

'Jiol^d  11C  '         Li''  »"  . j 
F/*v  "H     ffEnce:  home  you  idle  Creatures,  get  you  home: 

B — I  Is  this  a  Holy  day  ?  What,  know  you  not 

1    JL  (feeing  Mechanical)  you  ought  not  walk  ' 
Upon  a  labouring  day.  fwithout  the  fign 
Oi  your  Profeflion  ?  Speak,  what'Trade  art  thou  ? 

Car.  Why  Sir,  a  Carpenter. 
Where  is  thy  Leather  Apron,  and  {hy  Rule? 

What  doft  thou  with  thy  belt  apparel  on  ? 
You  fir,  what  Trade  a*e  you  ?:  .    ,  i 

Cob.  Truly  Sir,  in  \  e-fjft c°t  of  a  fine  workman,  Tarn  but as  you  would  fay,  a  Cobler. 
Mur.  But  what  Trade  art  thou  ?  anfwer  me  directly. 
Cob.  A  Trade,  Sir,  that  I  hope  1  may  ufe  with  a  fafe 

Confidence,  which  is  indeed,  Sir,  a  mender  of  bad  Toals. 
FU.  What  Trade  thou  Knave  ?  Thou  naughty  Knave, 

what  Trade  ? 

Cob.  Nay  I  hefecch  you  Sir,  be  not  out  with  me:  yet 
if  you  be  out  Sir,  1  can  nagm]  you. 

Mur.  What  meau'It  thou  by  that .•  Mend  me,  thou 
fawcy  fellow  ? 

Cob.  Why  Sir,  Cobble  you. 
FU.  Thou  art  a  Cobler,  art  thou? 

Cob.  Truly  Sir,  all  that  I .  live  by  is  with  the  AwL-  1 
meddle  with  no  Tradefmans  matters,  nor,  Womans  mat- 

ters; but  withal,  I  am  indeed,  Sir'  a.  Surgeon  to  old  Shooes, 
when  they  are  in  great  danger,  I  recover  them.  As  pro- 
per  men  as  ever  trod  upon  Neats-Leather,  have  gone  up 
on  my  handy  work. 

FU.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  Shop  to  day  ? 
Why  dolt  thou  let d  thefe  men  about  the  ftreets  ? 

Cob.  Truly  Sir,  to  wear  out  their  Shooes,  to  get  my 
felf  into  more  work.  But  indeed  Sir,  we  make  Holy- day 
to  fee  Cafar,  and  to  rejoyce  in  his  Triumph. 

Murl  Wherefore  rejoyce  ? 
What  Conqueft  brings  he  home  ? 
What  Tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome, 
To  grace  in  Captive  Bonds  his  Chariot  Wheels  ? 
You  blocks,  you  Hones,  you  worfe  than  fenfelefs  things : 
O  you  hard  hearts,  you  cruel  men  of  Some, 
Knew  you  not  Pompey  many  a  time  and  oft  ? 

Have  you  climb'd  up  to  Walls  and  Battlements, 
To  Towers  and  Windows  ?  Yea  to  Chimney  tops, 
Your  Infants  irt  your  Arms,  and  there  have  fate 
The  live-long  day  with  patient  expectation, 
To  Re  great  Pompey  pafs  the  ftreets  of  Rome  : 
And  when  you  faw  his  Chariot  but  appear, 
Have  you  not  made  an  Univerfal  Ihout, 
That  Tyber  trembled  underneath  her  banks 

To  hear  the  replication  of  your  founds, 
Made  in  her  Concave  Shores  ? 

And  do  you  now  put  on  your  belt  attire  ? 
And  do  you  now  cull  out  an  Holy-day  ? 
And  do  you  now  ftrew  Flowers  in  his  way, 
That  comes  io  Triumph  over  Pomfeys  blood  ? Be  gone, 

Run  to  your  Houfes,  fall  upon  your  knees, 
Pray  to  the  Gods  to  intermit  the  Plague 
That  needs  mull  light  on  this  ingratitude. 

FU.  Go,  go,  good  Countrymen,  and  for  this  fault 
Afiemble  all  the  poor  men  of  your  fort ; 
Draw  them  to  Tyber  bank.*,  and  weep  your  tears 
Into  the  Channel,  till  the  loweft  ftream 
Do  kils  the  mofi  exalted  Shores  of  all. 

XJLxemt  all  the  Commoners. 

See  where  their  bafelt  mettle  be  not  mov'd, 
They  vanilh  tongue-ty'd  in  their  guiltinels : 
Go  you  down  that  way  towards  the  Capitol, 
This  way  will  1 :  Difrobethe  Images, 

If  you  do  find  them  deck'd  with  Ceremonies. 
Mur.  May  we  do  fo  ? 

You  know  it  is  the  Feaft  of  Lupercal. 
FU.  It  is  no  matter,  let  no  Images 

Be  hung  with  the  C&fars  Trophies :  I'll  about, 
And  drive  away  the  Vulgar  from  the  ftreets  ; 
So  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 

Thefe  growing  Feathers,  pluck'd  from  Cafar's  wing, Will  make  him  fly  an  ordinary  pitch, 
Who  elfe  would  fore  above  the  view  of  men. 

And  keep  us  all  in  fervile  fearfulnefs.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Caster,  Antony  for  the  Courfe^  Calphurnia,  Portia, 
Decius,  Cicero,  Brutus,  CalDus,  Caska ,  a  Sooth- 

fayer  :  after  them  Murellus  and  Flavius. 

Csf.  Calphurnia. 
Ca  k^  Peace  ho,  C*jar  fpeaks. 
Csf.  Calphurnia. 

•  Calp.  Here  my  Lord. 

Ctf.  Stand  you  directly  in  Antonio's  way, When  he  doth  run  his  courfe.  ts4ntonio. 
Ant.  C&far,  my  Lord. 

Ctf.  Forget  not  in  your  fpeed,  Antonio, 
To  touch  Calphurnia  :  for  our  Elders  fay, 
The  barreaiouched  in  this  holy  chafe, 
Shake  off  their  fteril  curfe. 

Ant.  I  fliall  remember 

When  Cafar  fays,  Do  this  •,  it  is  perform'd. 
C<tf  Set  on,  and  leave  no  Ceremony  out. 
Sooth.  Cafar. 
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Gef.  Ha!  Who  calls? 

Ca  k-  Bid  every  noife  be  ftill  j  peace  yet  again. 
C af  Who  is  it  in  the  prefs,  that  calls  on  me  ? 

I  hear  a  tongue  Ihriller  than  all  the  Mufick 
Cry,  Gefar  :  Speak,  Cafar  is  turn'd  to  hear; 

Sooth.  Beware  the  Ides  of  March. 
Caf.  What  man  is  that  ? 

Br.  A  Sooth- layer  bids  you  beware  the  Ides  of  March. 
Caf  Set  him  before  me,  let  me  fee  his  face, 
Cap,  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng,  look  upon  Cafar. 
Caf.  What  fay'ft  thou  to  me  now  ?  Speak  once  again. Sooth.  Beware  the  Ides  of  March. 
Caf.  He  is  a  Dreamer,  let  us  leave  him  :  Pafs. 

Senate.  Exeunt.  Manent  Brut.  &  Cafli. 
Cap.  Will  you  go  fee  the  order  of  the  courfe  ? Brut.  Not  I. 

Cap.  I  pray  you  do. 
Brut.  I  am  not  Gamefom  :  I  do  lack  fome  part 

Of  that  quick  Spirit  that  is  in  Antony  : 
Let  me  not  hinder  Caput,  your  defires  ; 
I'll  leave  you. 

Cap.  Brutus,  I  do  obferve  you  now  of  late  : 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentlenefs 
And  (hew  of  Love,  as  I  was  wont  to  have  : 
You  bear  too  ftubborn,  and  too  Grange  a  hand 
Over  your  Friends,  that  love  you. 

Brit.  Capita. 

Be  not  deceiv'd  .•  if  I  have  veiPd  my  look, 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  my  Countenance 
Meerly  upon  my  felf.    Vexed  I  am 
Of  iate,  with  paflions  of  fome  difference, 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  my  felf, 
Which  give  fome  foil  (perhaps)  to  my  Behaviours : 
But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  griev'd 
(Among  which  number  Caputs  be  you  one) 
Nor  conftrue  any  further  my  neglect, 

•  Than  that  poor  Brutus  with  himielf  at  War, 
Forgets  thelhewsof  Love  to  other  men. 

Cap.  Then  "Brutta,  I  have  much  miftook  your  paflion, By  means  whereof,  this  Breaft  of  mine  hath  buried 
Thoughts  of  great  value,  worthy  Cogitations. 
Tell  me  good  Brutta,  can  you  fee  your  face  ? 

Brit.  No  Captu.- 
For  the  eye  fees  not  himfelf ;  but  by  reflection, 
By  fome  other  things. 

dp  'Tis  juft, 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brutus, 
That  you  have  no  fuch  mirrors,  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  worthinefs  into  your  eye, 
That  you  might  fee  your  ftiadow : 
I  have  heard, 

Where  many  of  the  bell  refpect  in  Rome, 
(Except  Immortal  Gefar )  fpeaking  of  Brutus, 
And  groaning  underneath  this  ages  yoak, 

Have  wilh'd  that  Noble  Brutta  had  his  eyes. Bru.  Into  what  dangers  would  you 
Lead  me,  Capus  ? 
That  you  would  have  me  feek  into  my  felf, 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

Cap..  Therefore  good  Brutus  be  prepar'd  to  hear ; 
And  fince  you  know  you  cannot  fee  your  felf 
So  well  as  by  reflection  ;  I  your  Glafs, 
Will  modeftly  difcover  to  your  felf 
That  of  your  felf,  which  yet  you  know  not  of, 

And  be  not  jealous  on  me,  gentle  "Brutus, 
Were  I  a  common  Laughter,  or  did  ufe 
To  ftale  with  ordinary  Oaths  my  Love 
To  every  new  Proteftor :  if  you  know, 
That  I  do  fawn  on  men,  and  hug  them  hard, 
And  after  fcandal  them  :  or  if  you  know, 
That  I  profefs  in  Banqueting 
To  all  the  Rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous. 

Flourip  and  Shout. 
Bru.  What  means  this  Shouting  ? 

I  do  fear  the  people  choofe  Gtfar For  their  King. 

Cap..  I,  do  you  fear  it  ? 
Then  mult  I  think  you  would  not  have  it  fo. 

Bru.  I  would  nor,  Capus,  yet  I  love  him  well  .- 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  fo  long  ? 
What  is  it,  that  you  would  impart  to  me? 
If  it  be  ought  toward  the  general  good, 
Set  Honour  in  one  eye,  and  Death  i'tff  other, And  I  will  look  on  both  indifferently  : 
For  let  the  Gods  fo  fpeed  me,  as  I  love 
The  name  of  Honour,  more  than  I  fear  Death. 

Cap.  I  know  that  vertue  to  be  in  you,  Brutus, 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  favour, 
Well,  Honour  is  the  Subject  of  my  Story  : 
1  cannot  tell,  what  you  and  other  men 
Think  of  this  life  :  But  my  fingle  felf, 
I  had  as  lief  not  be,  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  of  fuch  a  thing,  as  I  my  felf. 
I  was  born  free  as  Cafar,  fo  were  you, 
We  both  have  fed  as  well,  and  we  can  both 
Endure  the  Winters  cold,  as  well  as  he. 
For  once  upon  a  Raw  and  Gofty  Day, 
The  troubled  Tyber  chafing  with  her  Shores, 
Gefar  fays  to  me,  dar'fl  thou  Capus  now Leap  in  with  me  into  this  angry  Flood, 
And  fwim  to  yonder  Point  ?  Upon  the  word, Accounted  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in, 
And  bad  him  follow  i  fo  indeed  he  did. 
The  Torrent  roar'd,  and  we  did  buffet  it 
With  lufty  Sinews,  throwing  it  afide, 
And  Hemming  it  with  hearts  of  Controverfle. 
But  e're  we  could  arrive  the  Point  propos'd, 
Cafar  cry'd,  Help  me  Capus,  or  I  fink. I  fas  <is£neas,  our  great  Anceftor, 
Did  from  the  Flames  of  T roy,  upon  his  moulder 
The  old  tsinchifes  bear )  fo,  from  the  Waves  of  Tyber 
Did  I  the  tired  Cafar And  this  Man 
Is  now  become  a  God,  and  Capus  is 
A  wretched  Creature,  and  mult  bend  his  body, 
If  Cafar  carelefly  but  nod  on  him. 
He  had  a  Feaver  when  he  was  in  Spain 
And  when  the  Fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 

Flow  he  did  make :  'Tis  true,  this  God  did  fliake, 
His  Coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  flye, 
And  that  fame  eye,  whofe  bend  doth  awe  the  World, 
Did  lofe  his  Luftre  :  I  did  hear  him  groan  : 
I,  and  that  tongue  of  his  that  bad  the  Romans 
Mark  him,  and  writ  his  Speeches  in  their  Books, 
Alas!  itcryed,  Give  me  fome  drink,  Titinius, 
As  a  fick  Girl :  Ye  Gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 
A  man  of  fuch  a  feeble  temper  mould 
So  get  the  ftart  of  the  Majeftick  World, 
And  bear  the  Palm  alone. 

Shout.  Flourifh. 
Bru.  Another  general  Ihout  ? 

I  do  believe,  that  thefe  applaufes  are 

For  fome  new  Honours  that  are  heap'd  on  Cafar. 
Cap.  Why  man,  he  doth  beftride  the  narrow  World 

Like  a  Cohpus,  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  huge  Legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  our  felves  dilhonourable  Graves. 

Men  at  fome  time,  are  Matters  of  their  Fates. 
The  fault  ( dear  Brutus )  is  not  in  our  Stars, 
But  in  our  felves,  that  we  are  Underlings. 

"Brutus  and  Cafar  :  What  Ihould  be  in  that  Gefar  ? 
Why  Ihould  that  name  be  founded  more  than  yours  ? 
Write  them  together  :  yours  is  as  fair  a  Name : 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well, 

Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy  :  Conjure  with 'em  man, 
Brutus  will  ftart  a  Spirit  as  foon  as  Cafar. 
Now  in  the  names  of  all  the  Gods  at  once, 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Cafar  feed, 

That  he  is  grown  fo  great  ?  Age,  thou  art  fliam'd. 

Rome, 
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thou  haft  loft  the  breed  of  noble  Blouds. 

When  went  there  by  an  Age,  fince  the  great  Floud, 
But  it  was  fam'd  with  more  than  with  one  man  ? 

When  could  they  fay  (till  now)  that  talk'd  of  "jRome, 
That  her  wide  walks  incompaft  but  one  man  ? 
Now  is  it  Rome  indeed,  and  Room  enough 
When  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  man. 
0  !  you  and  1,  have  heard  our  Fathers  fay, 

There  was  a  Brutm  once,  that  would  have  brook'd 
Tli'  eternal  Devil  to  keep  his  State  in  Rome, 
Aseafily  as  a  King. 

Bru.  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous: 
What  you  would  work  me  to,  I  have  fome  aim : 
How  I  have  thought  of  this,  and  of  thefe  times 
1  (hall  recount  hereafter :  For  this  prefent, 
1  would  not  fo  (with  love  I  might  entreat  you) 

Be  any  further  moy'd  :  What  you  have  faid, 
I  will  conlider :  what  you  have  to  fay 
I  will  with  patience  hear,  and  find  a  time 
Both  meet  to  hear,  and  anfwer  fuch  high  things. 
Till  then,  my  noble  Friend,  chew  upon  this : 
Brutm  had  rather  be  a  Villager, 
Than  to  repute  himfelf  a  Son  of  Rome 
Under  thefe  hard  Conditions,  as  this  time 
Is  like  to  lay  upon  us. 

Cajfi.  I  am  glad  that  my  weak  words 
Have  ftruck  but  thus  much  Ihew  ot  fire  from  "Brum. 

Enter  Gefar  and  his  Train. 

Bru.  The  Games  are  done, 
And  Cafar  is  returning. 

Cajfi.  As  they  pafs  by, 
Pluck  Caska  by  the  Sleeve, 
And  he  will  (after  his  fowre  fafhion J  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded  worthy  note  today. 

Brn.  I  will  do  fo  :  but  look  you,  Cajfms, 
The  angry  fpot  doth  blow  on  Cafars  brow, 
And  all  the  reft  look  like  a  chidden  train  ; 

Calphurnia'%  Cheek  is  pale,  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  fuch  Ferret,  and  fuch  fiery  Eyes 
As  we  have  feen  him  in  the  Capitol 
Being  crofc.  in  Conference,  by  fome  Senators. 

Cajfi.  Caska  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is* 

fof.  Antonio, Ant.  Cefar. 

C&f.  Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are  fat, 
Sleek-headed  men,  and  fuch  as  fleep  a  nights  : 
Yond  Cajfius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look, 
He  thinks  too  much luch  men  ace  dangerous. 

Ant.  Fear  him  not,  C*far,  he's  not  dangerous, 
He  is  a  Noble  %oman,  and  well  given. 

C&f  Would  he  were  fatter ;  But  1  fear    m  not : 
Yet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 
I  do  not  know  the  man  I  mould  avoid, 
So  foon  as  that  fpare  Caffius.  He  reads  much, 
He  is  a  great  Obferver,  and  he  looks 
Quite  through  the  Deeds  of  men.  He  loves  no  Playes, 
As  thou  doft  Antony :  he  hears  no  Mufick : 
Seldom  he  fmiles,  and  fmiles  in  fuch  a  fort 

As  if  he  mock'd  himfelf,  and  fcorn'd  his  fpirit 
That  could  be  mov'd  to  fmile  at  any  thing, 
Such  men  as  he,  be  never  at  hearts  eafe 
Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  than  themfelves, 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 

I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd, 
Than  what  I  fear  :  for  always  I  am  C<efart 
Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  thisEar  is  deaf, 

And  tell  me  truly,  what  thou  think'ft  of  him. 
Sennit. 

[Exeunt  Cajfar  and  his  Train. 

Cask,  You  pull'd  me  by  the  Cloak,  would  you  fpeak 
with  me  > 

Bru.  I  Caskay  tell  us  what  hath  chanc'd  to  day 

That  Cafar  looks  fo  fad. 

Cask.  Why  you  were  with  him,  were  you  not  ? 
Bru.  I  fhould  not  then  ask  Caska  what  had  chanc'd. 

Cask.  Why  there  was  a  Crown  offer'd  him  5  and  being 
ofFer'd  him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his  hand  thus, and  then  the  people  fell  a  fhouting. 

Bru.  What  was  the  fecond  noife  for  ? 

{ask.  Why  for  that  too. 
Cajfi.  They  fhouted  thrice :  what  was  the  laft  cry  for  ? 
Cask^  Why  for  that  too. 
Bru.  Was  the  Crown  ofFer'd  him  thrice  ? 
Cask.  1  marry  was't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice,  every time  gentler  than  other ;  and  at  every  putting  by,  mine 

honeft  Neighbours  fhouted. 

Cajfi.  Who  offer'd  him  the  Crown  ? Cask.  Why,  Antony. 
Bru.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Caska. 
Cask,  I  can  as  well  be  hang'd  as  tell  the  manner  of  it : 

It  were  meer  Foolery,  I  did  not  mark  it.  I  faw  Mark, 
Antony  offer  him  a  Crown,  yet  'twas  not  a  Crown  neither, 
'twas  one  of  thefe  Coronets :  and  as  I  told  you,  he  put  it by  once  :  but  for  all  that,  to  my  thinking,  he  would  fdin 
have  had  it.  Then  he  offered  it  to  him  again :  then  he 
put  it  by  again :  but  to  my  thinking  ,  he  was  very  lot/ 
to  lay  his  Fingers  oft  it.  And  then  he  offered  it  the  thii  d 

time :  he  put  it  the  third  time  by,  and  ftill  as  he  refus'c 
it,  the  rabblement  houted,  and  clapp'd  their  chopt  hands, and  threw  up  their  fweaty  Night-Caps,  and  uttered  fuch 
a  deal  of  ftinking  breath ,  becaufe  Cajar  refus'd  tbt 
Crown ,  that  it  had  (almoft J  choaked  Cafar  .-  for  be 
fwoonded ,  and  fell  down  at  it :  And  for  mine  own  part. 
I  durft  not  laugh,  for  fear  of  opening  my  Lips,  and  re- 

ceiving the  bad  Air. 
Cajfi.  But  foft  I  pray  you :  what  did  Cxfar  fwound  ? 

Cask^.  He  fell  down  in  the  Market-place,  and  foam'd 
at  mouth,  and  was  fpeechlefs. 

Brut.  'Tis  very  like  he  hath  the  falling.ficknefs. 
Cajfi.  No,  Cefar  hath  it  not :  but  you,  and  I. 

And  honeft  Caska,  we  have  the  falling  ficknefs. 
Caskt  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that,  but  I  am  fure 

Cafar  fell  down,  if  the  tag  rag  people  did  not  clap  him, 

and  hifs  him ,  according  as  he  pleas'd ,  and  difpleas'd 
them,  as  they  ufe  to  do  the  Players  in  the  Theatre,  I  am 
no  true  man. 

"Brut.  What  faid  he,  when  he  came  unto  himfelf? 
Cask.  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  he  perceiv'd 

the  common  Herd  was  glad  he  refus'd  the  Crown,  he 
pluckt  me  ope  his  Doublet,  and  offer'd  them  his  Throat 
to  cut :  and  I  had  been  a  man  of  any  Occupation ,  if  I 
would  not  have  taken  him  at  a  word,  1  would  I  might 
go  to  Hell  among  the  Rogues,  and  fo  he  fell.  When 
he  came  to  himfelf  again  ,  he  faid,  If  he  had  done,  or 

faid  any  thing  amifs,  he  defir'd  their  worftiips  to  think 
it  was  his  infirmity.  Three  or  four  Wenches  where  I 

flood  ,  cryed,  Alas  good  Soul,  and  forgave  him  with 
all  their  hearts :  But  there's  no  heed  to  be  taken  of  them ; 
if  Cafar  had  ftabb'd  their  Mothers,  they  would  have  done no  lefs. 

Brut .  And  after  that,  he  came  thus  fad  away. 
Cask,  I. 

Cajfi.  Did  Cicero  fay  any  thing? 

Ca'ki  I,  he  fpokc  Greek. 
Cajfi.  To  what  effect  ? 

Cask^  Nay,  and  I  tell  you  that,  I'le  ne're  look  you  i'  th' 
face  again.  But  thofe  that  underftood  him,  fmil'd  at  one 
another,  and  fhook  their  heads :  but  for  mine  own  part  it 
was  Greek  to  me.  I  could  tell  you  more  news  too :  Mu- 
rellus  and  Flavins,  for  pulling  Scarffs  off  Cafars  Images, 
are  put  to  filence.  Fare  you  well.  There  was  more  Foolery 
yet,  if  I  could  remember  it. 

(faffi.  Will  you  fup  with  me  to  night,  Caska  ? 

Cask.  No,  I  am  promis'd  forth. Cajf.  Will  you  dine  with  me  to  morrow  ? 

Cask 
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Cafk.  I,  if  1  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold,  and  your 
Dinner  worth  the  eating. 

Catfi.  Good,  I  will  expert  you. 
Cask.  Do  fo  :  farewel  both.  Zfixit. 
Bru.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be  ? 

He  was  quick  Mettle,  when  he  went  to  School. 

Catfi.  So  is  he  now,  in  Execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  Enterprise, 
How-ever  he  puts  on  this  tardy  form : 
This  Rudenefs  is  a  Sawce  to  his  good  wit, 
Which  gives  men  ftomach  to  digeft  his  words 
With  better  Appetites. 

Brut.  And  fo  it  is  : 
For  this  time  I  will  leave  you  : 

To  morrow  if  you  pleafe  to  fpeak  with  me, 
!  I  will  come  home  to  you  ;  or  if  you  will, 
Come  home  to  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  you. 

Cajfi.  I  will  do  fo  :  till  then,  think  of  the  World. 
{Exit  Brutus. 

Well  Brutus ,  thou  art  Noble :  Yet  I  fee 
Thy  honourable  Metal  may  be  wrought 

From  that  it  is  difpos'd,  therefore  'tis  meet, 
That  Noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes : 

For  who  fo  firm,  that  cannot  be  feduc'd  ? 
Ctfar  doth  bear  me  hard,  but  he  loves  Brutus. 
If  I  were  Brutm  now,  and  he  were  Cajfius, 
He  mould  not  humor  me.  I  will  this  nighr, 
In  feveral  hands,  in  at  his  Windows  throw, 

As  if  they  came  from  feveral  Citizens, 
Writings,  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 
That  %ome  holds  of  his  Name :  wherein  obfcurely 

Cafars  ambition  fhall  be  glanced  at. 
And  after  this,  let  Cejar  feat  him  fure, 
For  we  will  lhake  him,  or  worfe  days  endure.  {Exit. 

Thunder  and  Lightning.  Snter  Caska,, 
and  Cicero. 

Cic.  Good  even,  Caska ;  brought  you  fafar  home  ? 
Why  are  you  breathlefs,  and  why  flare  you  fo  ? 

Cask.  Are  not  you  raov'd,  when  all  the  fway  of  Earth 
Shakes,  like  a  thing  unfirm?  O  Cicero, 
I  have  feen  Tempefts,  when  the  fcolding  Winds 

Have  riv'd  the  knotty  Oaks,  and  1  have  feen 
Th' ambitious  Ocean  fwell,  and  rage,  and  foam, 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threatning  Clouds: 
But  never  till  to  night,  never  till  now, 

Did  1  go  through  a  Tempeft-dropping-fire. 
Either  there  is  a  Civil  ftrife  in  Heaven, 
Or  elfe  the  World,  too  fawcy  with  the  Gods, 
Incenfes  them  to  fend  deftruftion. 

Gc  Why,  faw  you  any  thing  more  wonderful  ? 
Cask,  A  common  Have,  you  know  him  well  by  light, 

Held  up  his  left  hand,  which  did  flame  and  burn 

Like  twenty  Torches  join'd  ;  and  yet  his  hand, 
Not  fenfible  of  fire,  remain'd  unfcorch'd. 
BeGdes,  I  ha'  not  fince  put  up  my  Sword, 
Againft  the  Capitol  I  met  a  Lion, 

Who  glaz'd  upon  me,  and  went  furly  by, . 
Without  annoying  me.  And  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap,  a  hundred  gaftly  Women, 
Transformed  with  their  fear,  who  fwore,  they  faw 

Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  ftreets. 
And  yefterday,  the  Bird  of  Night  did  fit, 
Even  at  Noon  day,  upon  the  Market  place, 
Houting,  and  fhreeking.  When  thefe  Prodigies 
Do  fo  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  fay, 
Thefe  are  their  Reafons,  they  are  Natural : 
For  1  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  Climate,  that  they  point  upon. 

Gc.  Indeed,  it  is  a  ftrange  difpofed  time : 
But  men  may  conftrue  things  after  their  fafhion, 
Clean  from  the  purpofe  of  the  things  themfelves. 
Comes  Cxfar  up  the  Capitol  to  morrow  ? 

Cask..  He  doth :  for  he  did  bid  Antomo 
Send  word  to  you,  he  would  be  there  to  morrow. 

Cic  Good  night  then,  Caska: 
This  difturbed  Sky  is  not  to  walk  in. 

Cask.  Farewel,  Cicero.  [exit  Cicero. 

Enter  Caflius. 

Catfi.  Who's  there  ? 
Cask,.  A  Romane. 

Catfi.  Caska,  by  your  Voice. 
Cask.  Your  Ear  is  good. 

Cajfius,  What  nighris  this  ? 
Catfi.  A  very  pleafi.ng  night  to  honeft  men. 
Cask±  Who  ever  knew  the  Heavens  menace  fo  ? 
Catfi.  Thofe  that  have  known  the  Earth  fo  full  of faults. 

For  my  part  I  have  walk'd  about  the  ftreets, 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perillous  Night :  i. 
And  thus  unbraced,  Caska,  as  you  fee, 

Have  bar'd  my  Bofom  to  the  Thunder-ftone : 
And  when  the  crofs  blue  Lightning  feem'd  to  open 
The  Breaft  of  Heaven,  I  did  prefent  my  felf 
Even  in  the  aim,  and  very  flam  of  it.  (vens  ? 

Cask^  But  wherefore  did  you  fp  ijnpch  tempt  the  Hea 
It  is  the  part  of  men,  to  fear  and  tremble, 
When  the  moft  Mighty  Gods  by  tokens  fend 
Such  dreadful  Heralds,  to  aftonifh  us. 

Catfi.  You  ace  dull,  Caska: 
And  thofe  fparks  of  Life  that  mould  be  in  a  Romdn, 
You  do  want,  or  elfe  you  ule  not, 
You  look  pale,  and  gaze,  and  put  on  fear, 
And  call:  your  felf  in  wonder, 

To  fee  the  ftrange  impatience  of  the  Heavens : 
But  if  you  would  confider  the  true  caufe, 
Why  all  thefe  fires,  why  all  thefe  gliding  Ghofts, 
Why  Birds  and  Beads,  from  quality  and  kind, 
Why  Old  men,  Fools,  a;nd  Children  calculate. 
Why  all  thefe  things  change  from  their  Ordinance, 
Their  Natures,  and  pre-formed  Faculties, 
To  monftrous  quality  ;  why  you  fhall  find, 

That  Heaven  hath  infus'd  them  with  thefe  Spirits, 
To  make  them  inftruments  of  fear,  and  warning, 
Unto  fome  monftrous  State. 

Now  could  I  (Caska J  name  to  thee  a  man, 
Moft  like  this  dreadful  Night, 

That  Thunders,  Lightens,  opens  Graves,  and  tears, 
As  doth  the  Lyon  in  the  Capitol  j 
A  man  no  mightier  than  thy  felf,  or  me, 

In  perfonal  action  *,  yet  prodigious  grown, 
And  fearful  as  thefe  ftrange  eruptions  are* 

Cask.  'Tis  Cafar  that  you  mean, 
Is  it  not,  Cajfius  ? 

Catfi.  Let  it  be  who  it  is :  for  'Rjmans  now Have  Sinews  and  Limbs  like  to  their  Anceftors 

But  woe  the  while,  our  Fathers  minds  are  dead„ 

And  we  are  govern'd  with  our  Mothers  fpirits, 
Our  yoke,  and  fuflerance,  fhew  us  Womanifh. 

Cask.  Indeed,  they  fay,  the  Senators  to  morrow  . 
Mean  toeftablifh  Ctfar  as  a  King: 
And  he  fhall  wear  his  Crown  by  Sea,  and  Land, 

In  every  place,  fave  here  in  Italy. 
Catfi.  I  know  where  I  will  wear  this  Dagger  then  j 

Caffm  from  bondage  will  deliver  Catfius : 
Therein,  ye  Gods,  you  make  the  weak  moftftrong; 
Therein,  ye  Gods,  you  Tyrants  do  defeat. 
Nor  ftony  Tower,  nor  Walls  of  beaten  Brafs, 
Nor  air-lefs  Dungeon,  nor  ftrong  Links  of  Iron, 
Can  be  retentive  to  the  ftrength  of  Spirit : 
But  Life  being  weary  of  thefe  Worldly  Bars, 
Never  lacks  power  to  difmifs  it  felf. 
If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  World  beGdes, 
That  part  of  Tyranny  that  I  do  bear, 
I  can  make  off  at  plealure.  [Thunder  fti/l. 
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Cask^  So  can  I : 
So  every  Bondman  in  his  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  Cancel  his  Captivity. 

Cajfi.  And  why  (hould  fofar  be  a  Tyrant  then? 
Poor  man,  I  know  he  would  not  be  a  Wolf^ 

But  that  he  fees  the  Romans  are  but  Sheep  *, 
He  were  no  Lyon,  were  not  Romans  Hinds. 
Thofe  that  with  hafte  will  make  a  mighty  fire, 

Begin  it'with  weak  Straws.    What  trafh  is  Romt? 
WhatRubbifh,  and  what  Offal?  when  it  ferves 
For  the  bafe  matter,  to  illuminate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  C&far.  But  oh  grief ! 
Where  haft  thou  led  me  ?  I  (perhaps)  fpeak  this 
Before  a  willing  Bondman :  then  I  know 

My  anfwer  muft  be  made.  But  I  amarm'd, 
And  dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Cask.  You  fpeak  to  Ca*ka,  and  to  fuch  a  man, 
That  is  no  flearing Tell-tale.  Hold,  my  hand: 
Be  faftious  for  redrefs  of  all  thefe  Griefs, 
And  I  will  fet  this  foot  of  mine  as  far, 
As  who  goes  fartheft. 

Cajfi.  There's  a  Bargain  made. 
Now  know  you,  Cask*,  I  have  mov'd  already Some  certain  of  the  Nobleft  minded  Romans 

To  under-go,  with  me,  an  enterprize, 
Of  Honourable  dangerous  confequence ; 
And  1  do  know  by  this,  they  ftay  for  me 

In  Pompey's  Porch    for  now  this  fearful  night, 
There  is  no  ftir,  or  walking  in  the  ftreets, 
And  the  Complexion  of  the  Element 
Is  Favours,  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand, 
Moft  bloody,  fiery,  and  moft  terrible. 

Enter  Cinna. 

Caskt  Stand  clofe  a  while,  for  here  comes  one  in 
haftc. 

Cajft.  'TisC/»»4,  I  do  know  him  by  his  Gate, 
He  is  a  Friend.  Cinna,  where  hafte  you  fo  ? 

Ctnna.   To  find  out  you  :  ,  Who's  that ,  Metellm 
Cymbtr  ? 

Cajft.  No,  it  is  Cask*,  one  incorporate 
To  our  Attempts.  Am  I  not  ftaid  for,  Cinna? 

(ftn.  I  am  glad  on't. What  a  feartul  Night  ? 

There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  feen  ftrange  fights. 
Caffi.  Am  I  not  ftaid  for  ?  tell  me. 
Cjn.  Yes,  you  are,  O  Cajfius, 

If  you  could  but  win  the  Noble  Brutut 
To  our  party  

Caffi.  Be  you  content.  Good  Ctnna  take  this  paper, 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  Prjetors  Chair, 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it :  and  throw  this 
In  at  his  Window ;  fet  this  up  with  Wax 
Upon  old  Brutus  Statue  :  all  this  done, 

Repair  to  Pompey's  Porch,  where  you  fliall  find  us. Is  Decitu  Brutus  and  Irebonius  there  ? 

Cin.  All,  but  MetellusCymber,  and  he's  gone 
To  feek  you  at  your  Houfe.  Well,  I  will  hie, 
And  fo  bellow  thefe  papers  as  you  bad  me. 

Cajfi.  That  done,  repair  to  Pompey's  Theater. 
{Exit.  Cinna. Come  Caskay  you  and  I  will  yet,  ere  day, 

See  Brutus  at  his  Houfe  :  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already,  and  the  man  entire 
Upon  the  next  encounter,  yields  him  ours. 

Cask.  O,  he  fits  high  in  all  the  peoples  hearts : 
And  that  which  would  appear  offence  in  us, 
His  Countenance,  like  richeft  Alchymy, 
Will  change  to  Vertue,  and  to  Worthinefs. 

Caff.  Him,  and  his  worth,  and  our  great  need  of  him, 
You  have  right  well  conceited  :  let  us  go, 
For  it  is  after  Mid-nighr,  and  ere  day, 
We  will  awake  him,  and  be  fure  of  him.  {Exeunt. 

ABhs  Secundus. 

Enter  Brutus  in  his  Orchard. 

Bru.\]^ 'Hat  Lucius,  hoe? *  *    I  cannot,  by  the  progrefs  of  the  Stars, 
Give  guefs  how  near  to  day  —  Lucius,  I  fay? 
I  would  it  were  my  fault  to  fleep  fo  foundly. 
When  when?  awake,  I  fay:  what  Lucius? 

Enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Call'd  you,  my  Lord  ? 
Bru.  Get  me  a  Taper  in  my  Study,  Lucius : 

When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 
Luc.  I  will,  my  Lord.  {Exit. 
Bru.  It  muft  be  by  his  death :  and  for  my  part, 

I  know  no  perfonal  caufe,  to  fpurn  at  him, 

But  for  the  general.  He  would  be  crown'd  : 
How  that  might  change  his  Nature,  there's  the  queftion  ? 
It  is  the  bright  day,  that  brings  forth  the  Adder, 
And  that  craves  wary  walking  :  Crown  him  that, 
And  then  I  grant  we  put  a  fling  in  him, 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 

Th'abufe  ofGreatnefs,  is,  when  it  disjoins 
Remorle  from  power :  And  to  fpeak  truth  of  Cofar 

I  have  not  known,  when  his  affedlions  fway'd  ' 
More  than  his  Reafon.  But  'tis  a  common  proof, 
That  Lowlinefs  is  young  Ambitions  Ladder, 
Whereto  the  Climber  upward  turns  his  face  : 
But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmoft  Round, 
He  then  unto  the  Ladder  turns  his  back. 

Looks  in  the  Clouds,  fcorning  the  bafe  degrees 
By  which  he  did  afcend :  fo  Cafar  may  ; 

Then  left  he  may,  prevent.  And  fince  the  quarrel 
Will  bear  no  colour,  for  the  thing  he  is, 
Falhion  it  thus ;  that  what  he  is  augmented, 
Would  run  to  thefe,  and  thefe  extremities : 
And  therefore  think  him  as  a  Serpents  Egge, 

Which  hatch'd,  would  as  his  kind  grow  mifchievous ; 
And  kill  him  in  the  (hell. 

Enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  The  Taper  burneth  in  your  Clofet,  Sir : 
Searching  the  Window  for  a  Flint,  I  found 

This  Paper,  thus  feal'd  up,  and  I  am  fure 
It  did  not  lye  there  when  1  went  to  Bed. Gives  hiMthe  Letter. 

"Bru.  Get  you  to  Bed  again,  it  is  not  day : 
Is  not  to  Morrow  (Boy)  the  fir  ft  of March? 

Luc.  I  know  not,  Sir. 

'Bru.  Look  in  the  Kalendar,  and  bring  me  word. 
Luc.  I  will,  Sir.  {Sxit. 
Bru.  The  exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  air, 

Give  fo  much  light :  that  I  may  read  by  them. 
Opens  the  Letter  and  reads. 

BrutUS,  thou  jleep^  j  awake,  andjeethy  felf: 
Shall Rome,  &c.  fpeakj,  flrikfy  redrefs. 
BrutUS,  thou  jleep  ft  ;  axvake. 
Such  inftigations  have  been  often  dropt. 
Where  I  have  took  them  up  : 

Shall  Rome,  &c.  Thus  muft  I  piece  it  out : 
Shall  Rome  (land  under  one  mans  awe?  What  T^me  ? 

My  Anceftorsdid  from  the  ftreets  of  Rome 

TheTarcjuin  drive,  when  he  was  call'd  a  King. 

Speak.,  fink',  redrefs,  Am  I  entreated To  fpeak,  andftrike?  O  Rome,  I  make  thee  promiff, 
If  the  redrefs  will  follow,  thou  receiveft 

Thy  full  Petition  at  the  hand  of  "Brutus. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Sir,  March  is  wafted  fifteen  days. 
[Knocks  within. 

'Bru.  'Tis  good.    Go  to  the  Gate,  fome  body  knocks ; 
Since  Cafjius  firft  did  whet  me  againft  Cafar, 
I  have  not  fkpt. 
Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing, 
And  the  firfl:  motion,  all  the  Interim  is 
Like  a  Phantafma,  or  a  hideous  Dream  : 
The  Genius,  and  the  mortal  inftruments 

Are  then  in  counfel  •,  and  the  ftate  of  man, 
Like  to  a  little  Kingdom,  fuffers  then 
The  nature  of  an  infurreftion. 

Enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Sir,  'tis  your  Brother  Cajfius  at  the  door, 
Who  doth  defire  to  fee  you. 

Bru.  Is  he  alone  ? 

Luc.  No,  Sir,  there  are  moe  with  him. 
Bru.  Do  you  know  them  ? 

Luc.  No,  Sir,  their  Hats  are  pluck'd  about  their  Ears, 
And  half  their  Faces  buried  in  their  Cloaths, 
That  by  no  means  I  may  difcover  them, 
By  any  mark  of  favour. 

Brn.  Let  them  enter : 

They  are  the  Faction.    O  Confpiracy, 

Sham'ft  thou  to  Ihew  thy  dang'rous  Brow  by  Night, 
When  evils  are  mod  free  ?  Othen,  by  day 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  Cavern  dark  enough, 
To  mask  thy  monflxous  Vifage  ?  Seek  none,  Confpiracy, 
Hide  it  in  Smiles,  and  Affability  : 
For  if  thou  path  thy  native  femblanceon, 
Not  Erebus  it  felf  were  dim  enough, 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

Enter  the  Confpirators ,  Cafllus,  Caska,  Decius,  Cinna, 
Metellus,  and  Trebonius. 

Cajfi.  I  think  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  Reft : 
Good  morrow,  Brutus,  do  we  trouble  you  ? 

'Bru.  I  have  been  up  this  hour,  awake  all  Night : 
Know  I  thefe  men,  that  come  along  with  you  ? 

Cajfi.  Yes,  every  man  of  them    and  no  man  here 
But  honours  you :  and  every  one  doth  wifli, 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  your  felf, 
Which  every  Noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebomm. 

'Bru.  He  is  welcome  hiiher. 
Cajfi.  This,  Decim  Brutus. 
Bru.  He  is  welcome  too. 

Cajfi.  This  ,  Caska ;  this,  Cinna  ;  and  this  Metellus 
Cimbtr. 

Urn.  They  are  all  welcome. 
What  watchful  cares  do  interpofe  themfelves 
Betwixt  your  Eyes  and  Night  ? 

Cajfi,  Shall  I  intreat  a  word  ?  [They  xvhijper. 
Dec.  Here  lies  the  Eaft :  doth  not  the  Day  break  here  ? 
Cask,  No. 
On.  O  pardon,  Sir,  it  doth,  and  yon  grey  Lines, 

That  fret  the  Clouds,  are  Meflengers  of  Day. 

Cask.  You  fhall  coofefs  that  you  are  both  deceiv'd : 
Here  as  I  point  my  Sword,  the  Sun  arifes, 
Which  is  a  great  way  growing  on  the  South, 
Weighing  the  youthful  Seafon  of  the  year. 
Some  two  months  hence,  up  higher  toward  the  North 
3e  firft  prefents  his  fire,  and  the  high  Eaft 
Stands  as  the  Capitol,  direftly  here. 

Bru.  Give  me  your"  hands  all  over,  one  by  one. 
Cajfi.  And  let  us  fwear  our  rcfolution. 
Bru.  No,  not  an  Oath  :  if  not  the  face  of  men, 

The  iufferance  of  our  fouls,  the  times  abufe  ; 

If  thefe  be  motives  weak,  break  off  betimes, 

And  every  man  hence,  to  his  idle'bed  : 
So  let  high-fighted-Tyranny  range  on, 

Tiil  each  man  drop  by  Lottery.    But'if  thefe 
(As  I  am  fure  they  do)  bear  fire  enough 
To  kindle  Cowards,  and  to  fteeJ  with  valour 
The  melting  Spirits  of  women ;  Then,  Countrymen, 
What  need  we  any  fpur,  but  our  own  caufe 
To  prick  us  to  redrefs  >  What  other  Bond, 
Then  fccret  Romans,  that  have  fpoke  the  word, 
And  will  not  palter  ?  And  what  other  Oath* 
Than  Honefty  to  Honefty  engag'd, 
That  this  (hall  be,  or  we  will  fall  for  it. 
Swear  Priefts  and  Cowards,  and  men  cautelous, 
Old  feeble  Carrions,  and  fuch  fuffering  fouls 
That  welcome  wrongs :  Unto  bad  caules,  fwear 
Such  Creatures  as  men  doubt  \  but  do  not  ftain 
The  even  vertue  of  our  Enterprize, 

Nor  th'infuppreffive  Mettle  of  our  Spirits, 
To  think,  that  or  our  Caufe,  or  our  Performance 
Did  need  an  Oath.    When  every  drop  of  blood 
That  every  Roman  bears,  and  nobly  bears,. 
Is  guilty  of  a  feveral  Baftardy, 
If  he  doth  break  the  fmalleft  Particle 

Of  any  promife  that  bath  paft  from  him. 
Cajfi.  But  what  of  Cicero?  Shall  we  found  him? 

I  think  he  will  ft^nd  very  ftrong  with  us. 
Cask^  Let  us  not  leave  him  out, 
Cin.  No,  by  no  means. 
Met.  O  let  us  have  him,  for  his  filver  hairs 

Will  purchafe  us  a  good  opinion. 
And  buy  mens  voices,  to  commend  our  deeds: 

It  Ihall  be  faid,  his  judgment  rul'd  our  hands, 
Our  youths,  and  wildnefs,  Ihall  no  whit  appear, 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  gravity. 

Bru.  O  name  him  not  ;  let  us  not  break  with  him. 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing 
That  other  men  begin. 

Cajfi.  Then  leave  him  out. 
Cask.  Indeed,  he  is  not  fit, 

Dec.  Shall  no  man  elfe  be  touch'd,  but  only  Cafar  ? 

Cajfi.  Decius,  Wellurg'd:  I  think  it  is  not  meet 
Mari^z/fntony,  fo  well  belov'd  of  Cafar, 
Should  out-live  Cafar,  we  Ihall  find  Of  him 
A  Ihrewd  Contriver.    And  you  know,  his  meansj 
If  he  improve  them,  may  well  ftretch  fo  far 
As  to  annoy  us  all :  which  to  prevent, 
Let  Antony  and  Cafar, fall  together. 

Bru.  Our  courfe  will  feem  too  bloody,  Caius  Cajjius, 
To  cut  the  Head  off,  and  then  hack  the  Limbs : 
Like  wrath  in  death,  and  Envy  afterwards. 
For  Antony  is  but  a  Limb  of  Cafar. 

Let's  be  Sacrifices,  but  not  Butchers,  C^w  ' 
We  all  Hand  up  againft  the  Spirit  of  Cafar, 
And  in  the  Spirit  of  men,  there  is  no  blood  : 

O  that  we  then  could  come  by  Cafar's  Spirits, 
And  not  difmember  Cafar  !  But  (alas) 
Cafar  muft  bleed  for  it.    And  gentle  Friends, 

Let's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfully  ; 
Let's  carve  him,  as  a  Difh  fit  for  the  Gods, 
Not  hew  him  as  a  Carkafs  fit  for  Hounds  \ 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  fubtle  Maftejs  do, 
Stir  up  theit  Servants  to  an  act  of  rage, 
And  after  feem  to  chide  them.    This  Ihall  make 

Our  purpofe  necefiary,  and  not  envious. 
Which  fo  appearing  to  the  common  eyes, 

We  Ihall  be  call'd  Purgers,  not  Murderers. 
And  for  Mark^  Antony,  think  not  of  him  : 

For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Cafar's  Arm, 
When  Cafar>%  head  is  off 

Cajfi.  Yet  I  fear  him, 
For  in  the  ingrafted  Love  he  bears  to  Cafar. 

Bru.  Alas,  good  Cajfius,  do  not  think  of  him  ; 
If  he  love  Cafar,  all  that  he  can  do 

C  c  c  Is 
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Is  tohimfelf,  take  thought,  and  dye  for  Cafar. 
And  that  were  much  he  mould  :  for  he  is  given 
To  fports,  to  wildnels,  and  much  company. 

Treb.  There  is  no  fear  in  him  ;  let  him  not  die, 

For  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter. 

[Clock  ftrikes. 
Bru.  Peace,  count  the  Clock. 
Caffi.  The  Clock  hath  ftricken  three. 

Treb.  'Tis  time  to  part. 
Cajfi.  But  it  is  doubtful  yet, 

Whether  Cafar  will  come  forth  to  day,  or  no : 
For  he  is  fuperftitious  grown  ofc  late, 
Quite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  once, 
Of  Fantalie,  of  Dreams,  and  Ceremonies : 
It  may  be,  thefe  apparent  Prodigies, 

The  unaccuftom'd  terrour  of  this  Night, 
And  the  perfwafion  of  his  Augurers, 
May  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to  day, 

Dec.  Never  fear  that :  if  he  be  fo  refolv'd, 
I  can  o're-fway  him :  for  he  loves  to  hear, 
That  Unicorns  may  be  betray'd  with  Trees, 
And  Bears  with  Glaffes,  Elephants  with  Holes, 

Lyons  with  Toils,  and  Men  with  Flatterers. 
Bur,  when  I  tell  him,  he  hates  Flatterers, 
He  lays,  he  does  j  being  then  molt  flattered. 
Let  me  work : 

For  I  can  give  his  humour  the  true  bent ; 
And  I  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Caffi.  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch  him. 

Bru.  By  the  eighth  hour,  is  that  the  uttermoft  ? 
Cm.  Be  that  the  uttermoft,  and  fail  not  then. 
Met.  Cains  Liganus  doth  bear  C&far  hatred, 

Who  rated  him  for  fpeaking  well  of  Pompey ; 
I  wonder  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 
•   Bru.  Now  good  Metellus  go  along  by  him  : 
He  loves  me  well,  and  1  have  given  him  Reafons, 

Send  him  but  hither,  and  I'll  fafhion  him. 

Cajft.  The  Morning  comes  upon's  .- 
Wee'l  leave  you,  Brutus, 
And  Friends  difperfe  your  felves :  but  all  remember 

What  you  have  laid,  and  Ihew  your  felves  true  Romans. 
Bru.  Good  Gentlemen,  lookfrelh  and  merrily, 

Let  not  our  looks  put  on  our  purpofes, 
But  bear  it  as  our  Roman  Actors  do, 

With  untir'd  fpirits,  and  formal  Conftancy, 
And  fogood  morrow  to  you  every  one.  [_£xtnnt. 

Manet  Brutus. 

Boy:  Luaus :  faftafleep?  It  is  no  matter, 
Enjoy  the  hony-heavy-dew  of  Slumber 
Thou  haft  no  Figures,  nor  no  Fantafies, 
Which  bufie  care  draws  in  the  Brains  of  men  ; 

Therefore  thou  fleep'ft  fo  found. 

Enter  Portia. 

Tor.  Brutus,  my  Lord. 
Bru.  Portia^  What  mean  you  ?  wherefore  rife  you  now  ? 

It  is  not  for  your  health,  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  condition  to  the  raw  cold  Morning. 

Por.  Nor  for  yours  neither.  Y'have  ungently,  rBrMtu1 
Stole  from  my  Bed  :  and  yefternight  at  Supper 

You  fuddenly  arofe,  and  walk'd  about, 
Muling,  and  fighing,  with  your  arms  a-crofs : 
And  when  I  ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was, 
You  ftar'd  upon  me  with  ungentle  looks. 
I  urg'd  you  further,  then  you  fcratch'd  your  head, 
And  too  impatiently  ftamp'd  with  your  foot : 
Yet  I  infilled,  yet  you  anfwer'd  not, 
But  with  an  angry  wafter  of  your  hand 
Gave  fign  for  me  to  leave  you :  So  I  did, 
Fearing  to  ftrengthen  that  impatience 

Which  feem'd  too  much  inkindled,  and  withal, 
Hoping  it  was  but  an  effect  of  Humour, 
Which  fometime  hath  his  hour  with  every  man. 

It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  fkep  ;  • 
And  could  it  work  fo  much  upon  your  fhape, 

As  it  hath  much  prevail'd  on  your  Condition' I  Ihould  not  know  you,  Brutus.   Dear,  My  Lord 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  caufe  of  grief. 

Bru.  I  am  not  well  in  health,  and  that  is  all. 
Por.  Brutus  is  wife,  and  were  he  not  in  health, 

He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 
Bru.  Why  fo  I  do :  good  Portia,  go  to  Bed. 
Por.  Is  Brutus  fick  ?  and  is  it  Phylical 

To  walk  unbraced,  and  fack  up  the  humors 
Of  the  dark  Morning  ?  What,  is  Brutus  fick  ? 
And  will  he  Ileal  out  of  his  wholfom  Bed, 
To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  Night  ? 
And  tempt  the  Rheumy,  and  unpurged  Air 
To  add  unto  his  ficknefs  ?  No,  my  Brutw, 
You  have  fome  fick  offence  within  your  mind, 
Which  by  the  Right  and  Vertue  ot  my  place 
I  ought  to  know  of :  And  upon  my  knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once  commended  Beauty 
By  all  your  vows  of  Love,  and  that  great  Vow 
Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one, 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  your  felf,  your  half; 

Why  you  are  heavy,  and  what  men  to  night' Have  had  refort  to  you  :  for  here  have  been 
Some  fix  or  feven,  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from  darknefs. 

Bru.  Kneel  nor,  gentle  Portia. 
Tor.  I  fhould  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle  Brutus. 

Within  the  bond  of  Marriage,  tell  me,  Brutus, 
Is  it  excepted,  I  fhould  know  no  fecrets 
That  appertain  to  you  ?  Am  1  your  felf, 
But  as  it  were  in  fort,  or  limitation  ? 
To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  Bed, 
And  talk  to  you  fometimes  ?  Dwell  I  but  in  the  Suburbs 
Of  your  good  pleafure  ?  If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus  Harlot,  not  his  Wife. 

Bru.  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  Wife, 
As  dear  to  me,  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  vifit  my  fad  heart. 

Por.  If  this  were  true,  then  fhould  I  know  this  fecret. 
I  grant  I  am  a  woman  j  but  withal, 
A  woman  that  Lord  Brutus  took  to  Wife : 

I  grant  lam  a  woman  ;  but  withal, 

A  woman  well  reputed :  Cato's  Daughter. 
Think  you,  I  am  no  ftronger  than  my  Sex, 

Being  fo  Father'd,  and  fo  Husbanded  ? 
Tell  me  your  Counfels,  I  will  not  difclofe  them  : 
I  have  made  ftrong  proof  of  my  Conftancy, 
Giving  my  felf  a  voluntary  wound 
Here,  in  the  Thigh  :  Can  I  bear  that  with  patience, 

And  not  my  Husband's  Secrets? 
Bru.  O  ye  Gods ! 

Render  me  worthy  of  this  Noble  Wife.  [Knocks 
Hark,  hark,  one  knocks :  Portia,  go  in  a  while, 
And  by  and  by  thy  bofome  fhall  partake 
The  fecrets  of  my  heart. 

All  my  engagements,  I  will  conftrue  to  thee, 
All  the  Charactery  of  my  fad  brows : 
Leave  me  with  hafte  [Exit  Portia. 

Enter  Lucius  and  Ligarius. 

Lucius,  who's  that  knocks  ? 
Luc.  Here  is  a  fick  man  that  would  fpeak  with  you. 
Bru.  Cuius  Ligarius,  that  Metellus  fpake  of. 

Boy,  ffcand  afide.  Catus  Liganus,  how  ? 
Cai.  Vouchfafe  good  morrow  from  a  feeble  tongue. 

"Bru.  O  what  a  time  have  you  chofe  out,  brave  Cains, 
To  wear  a  Kerchief?  Would  you  were  not  fick. 

Cai.  I  am  not  fick,  if  "Brutus  have  in  hand 
Any  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  Honour. 

Bru.  Such  an  exploit  have  I  in  hand,  Ligarius, 
Had  you  an  healthful  Ear  to  hear  of  it. 

Cai 
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Cat.  By  all  the  Gods  that  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  difcard  my  ficknefs.  Soul  of  Rome, 

Brave  Son,  deriv'd  from  honourable  Loins, 
Thou  like  an  Exorcift,  haftconjur'd  up 
My  mortified  Spirit.  Now  bid  me  run, 
And  I  will  ftrive  with  things  impoffible, 

Yea  get  the  better  of  them.  What's  to  do? 
Brit.  A  piece  of  work, 

That  will  make  fick  men  whole. 
Cat.  But  are  not  fome  whole  that  we  muft  make  fick  ? 

Bru.  That  muft  we  alfo.  What  it  is,  my  Cairn, 
I  fhall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  are  going, 
To  whom  it  muft  be  done. 

Cat.  Set  on  your  foot, 

And  with  a  heart  new  fir'd,  I  follow  you, 
To  do  I  know  not  what:  But  it  fufficeth 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on.  {Thunder. 

Bru.  Follow  me  then.  {Exeunt. 
Thunder  and  Lightning. 

Enter  Julius  Casfar  in  h'u  l^jght-Cjoxvn 

Caf.  Nor  Heaven,  nor  Earth, 
Have  been  at  peace  to  night : 
Thrice  hath  Calphurnia  in  her  fleep  cryed  out 

Help,  ho:  They  murder  Cafar.  Who's  within? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

$er.  My  Lord. 
faf.  Go,  bid  the  Priefts  do  prefent  Sacrifice, 

And  bring  me  their  opinions  of  Succefs. 
Scr.  I  will,  my  Lord.  {Exit, 

Enter  Calphurnia. 

Cal.  What  mean  you,  Cafar  I  Think  you  to  walk  forth  ? 
You  fhall  not  ftir  out  of  your  houfe  to  day. 

Caf.  Cafar  (ball  forth  ;  the  things  that  threatn'd  me, 
Ne'r  lookt  but  on  my  back :  When  they  (hall  fee 
The  face  of  Cafar,  they  are  vanifhed. 

falph.  Cafari  1  never  ftood  on  Ceremonies, 
Yet  now  they  fright  me:  There  is  one  within, 
Befides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  feen, 
Recounts  moft  horrid  fights  feen  by  the  Watch. 
A  Lionefs  hath  whelped  in  the  ftreets, 

And  Graves  have  yawn'd  and  yielded  up  their  dead  ; 
Fierce  fiery  warriours  fight  upon  the  Clouds 
In  Ranks  and  Squadrons  and  right  form  of  war 

Which  drizzcl'd  blood  upon  the  Capitol : The  noife  of  Battel  hurried  in  the  Air : 

Horfes  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan, 
And  Ghoft  did  fhriek  and  fqueal  about  the  ftreets. 
O  Cafar,  thefe  things  are  beyond  all  ufe, 
And  I  do  fear  them. 

faf.  What  can  be  avoided 

Whofe  end  is  purpos'd  by  the  mighty  Gods? 
Yet  Cafar  fhall  go  forth :  For  thefe  Predictions 
Are  to  the  world  in  general,  as  to  Cafar. 

Calph.  When  Beggars  die  there  are  no  Comets  feen, 
The  Heavens  themfelves  blaze  forth  the  death  of  Princes. 

Caf.  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths, 
The  valiant  never  tafte  of  death  but  once : 

Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard, 
It  feems  to  me  moft  ftrange  that  men  fhould  fear, 
Seeing  that  death,  a  neceffary  end 
Will  come,  when  it  will  come. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

What  fay  the  Augurers? 
Ser.  They  would  not  have  you  ftir  forth  to  day< 

Plucking  the  Entrails  of  an  Offering  forth, 
They  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beaft. 

Caf.  The  Gods  do  this  in  fhame  of  Cowardife : 
Cafar  fhould  be  a  beaft  without  a  heart 

If  he  fhould  ftay  at  home  to  day  for  fear : 
No,  G«/*r  fhall  not;  Danger  knows  full  well 

That  (,'afur  is  more  dangerous  than  he. 
We  hear  two  Lions  litter'd  in  one  day* 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible, 
And  Cafar  fhall  go  forth. 

Cat.  Alas,  my  Lord, 

Your  wifdom  is  confum'd  in  confidence : 
Do  not  go  forth  to  day  :  Call  it  my  fear, 
That  keeps  you  in  the  houfe,  and  not  your  own. 
We'll  fend  CMark  Antony  to  the  Senate  houfe, 
And  he  fhall  fay  your  are  not  well  to  day  : 
Let  me  upon  my  knee  prevail  in  this. 

Caf.  zJWark^  tAntony  fhall  fay  I  am  not  well, 
And  for  thy  humour,  I  will  ftay  at  home. 

Enter  Decius. 

Here's  Decius  Brutus,  he  fhall  tell  them  fo. 
Dec  Cafar,  all  hail:  Good  morrow,  worthy  Cafar, 

I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  Senate  houfe. 
Caf.  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time, 

To  bear  my  greeting  to  the  Senators, 
And  tell  them  that  I  will  not  come  to  day : 
Cannot  is  falfe  :  and  that  I  dare  not,  falfer : 
I  will  not  come  to  day,  tell  them  fo,  Decius. 

Qd.  Say  he's  fick. Caf.  Shall  Cafar  fend  a  Lie  ? 
Have  I  in  Conqueft  ftretcht  mine  arm  fo  far, 
To  be  afraid  to  tell  Grey-beards  the  truth : 
Decius,  go  tell  them  Cafar  will  not  come. 

Dec.  Moft  mighty  Cafar,  let  me  know  fome  caufe, 
Left  I  be  laught  at  when  I  tell  them  fo. 

Caf  The  caufe  is  in  my  will,  I  will  not  come, 
That  is  enough  to  fatisfie  the  Senate. 
But  for  your  private  fatisfaction, 
Becaufe  I  love  you,  I  will  let  you  know. 
Calphurnia  here  my  wife,  ftays  me  at  home  i 
She  dreamt  to  night  (he  faw  my  Statue, 

Which  like  a  Fountain  ,  with  an  hundred  (pouts,  • 
Did  run  pure  blood  :  and  many  lufty  Romans 
Came  fmiling,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it : 
And  thefe  does  (he  apply,  for  warnings  and  portents, 

And  evils  imminent  •,  and  on  her  knee 

Hath  begg'd  that  I  will  ftay  at  home  to  day. 
Dec  This  dream  is  all  amifs  interpreted, 

It  was  a  vifion  fair  and  fortunate  : 
Your  Statue  fpouting  blood  in  many  Pipes, 

In  which  fo  mahy  fmiling  Romans  bath'd, 
Signifies  that  from  you  great  Rome  fhall  fuck 
Reviving  blood,  and  that  great  Men  fhall  prefs 
For  Tinctures,  Stains,  Reliques,  and  Cognifance6 

This,  by  Calphurnia  %  dream  is  fignified. 
C&f.  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it. 
Dec  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  fay, 

And  know  it  now,  the  Senate  have  concluded 
To  give  this  day  a  Crown  to  mighty  Cafar. 
If  you  (hall  fend  them  word  you  will  not  come, 
Their  minds  may  change.  Befides  it  were  a  mock 

Apt  to  be  render'd  for  fome  one  to  fay, 
Break  up  the  Senate  till  another  time, 
When  Cafa.rh  wife  (hall  meet  with  better  Dreams : 
If  Cafar  hide  himfelf,  fhall  they  not  whifper, 

Lo,  fafar  is  afraid  ? 
Pardon  me,  Cafar,  for  my  dear  dear  love, 
To  your  Proceeding,  bids  me  tell  you  this : 
And  reafon  to  my  love  is  liable. 

•  fif  How  foolifh  do  your  fears  feem  now,  Calphurnia  f 
I  am  afhamed  I  did  yield  to  them. 
Give  me  my  Robe,  for  I  will  go. 

CcC  2  Enter 
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Enter  Brutus ,  Ligarius ,  Metellus ,  Caska ,  Trebonius , 
Cinna,  and  Fublius. 

And  look  where  Publius  is  come  to  fetch  me. 
Pub.  Good  morrow,  Cafar. 
Caf.  Welcom,  Publius.  . , 

What,  Brutus,  are  you  ftirr'd  fo  early  too  ? 
Good  morrow,  Caska,  Cairn  Ligarius, 

Cafar  was  ne're  fo  much  your  Enemy, 
As  that  fame  Ague  which  hath  made  you  lean. 
What  is'r  a  Clock  > 

"Bru.  Cafar,  'tis  ftrucken  eight. 
Caf.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  curtefie. 

Snter  Antony. 

See  Antony,  that  revels  long  a-nights, 
Is  notwithftanding  up.    Good  morrow,  Antony. 

Ant.  So  to  moft  noble  Gefar. 
Caf.  Bid  them  prepare  within : 
am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. 

Now  Cinna,  now  Metellus :  what,  Trebonius, 
I  have  an  hours  talk  in  ftore  for  yoif : 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to  day : 
Be  near  me,  that  I  may  remember  you. 

Treb.  Cafar,  I  will ;  and  fo  near  wHl  I  be, 
Tnat  your  belt  Friends  (hall  with  1  had  been  further. 

Caf.  Good  Friends  go  in,  and  talk  fome  Wine  with  me, 
And  we  (like  Friends)  will  ftraightway  go  together. 

Bru.  That  every  like  is  not  the  fame,  O  Caf  or, 
The  heart  of  Brutus  earns  to  think  upon.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Artemidorus. 

'Casfar,  beware  of  Brutus,  take  heed  of  Caflius,  come  not 
near  Caska,  have  an  eye  to  Cinna,  truft  not  Trebonius,  mark 
well  Metellus  Cymber,  Decius  Brutus  loves  thee  not :  Thou 
haft  wrong  d  Caius  Ligarius.  There  is  but  one  mind  in  all 

thefe  men,  and  it  is  bent  againft  Casfar  :  //  thou  beeft  not  Im- 
mortal, look^about you  :  Security  gives  way  to  Confer acy.  The 

mighty  Cods  defend  thee. 
Thy  Lover  Artemidorus. 

Here  will  I  ftand,  till  Cafar  pafs  along, 
And  as  a  Sutor  will  I  give  him  this: 
My  heart  laments,  that  Vertue  cannot  live 
Out  of  the  teeth  of  Emulation. 

If  thou  read  this,  O  Cafar ,  thou  mayeft  live-, 
If  not,  the  Fates  with  Traytors  do  contrive. 

Enter  Portia  and  Lucius. 

Tor.  I  prythee,  Boy,  run  to  the  Senate-houfe, 
Stay  not  to  anfwer  me,  but  get  thee  gone, 
Why  dofl:  thou  flay  ? 

Luc.  To  know  my  Errand,  Madam. 
Tor.  I  would  have  had  thee  there  and  here  again 

E're  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  ftiould^ft  do  there : 
0  Conftancy,  be  ftrong  upon  my  fide, 

Set  a  huge  Mountain  'tween  my  Heart  and  Tongue : 
1  have  a  mans  mind,  but  a  womans  might 
How  hard  it  is  for  women  to  keep  counfel. 
Art  thou  here  yet  ? 

Lac  Madam,  what  fhould  I  do  ? 
Run  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  elle  ? 
And  fo  return  to  you,  and  nothing  elfe  ? 

For.  Yes,  bring  me  word  if  thy  Lord  look  well, 
For  he  went  (Ickly  forth  :  and  take  good  note 
What  Cafar  doth,  what  Suitors  prefs  to  him. 
Hark  Boy,  what  noife  is  that  ? 
.  Luc.  I  hear  none,  Madam. 
For.  Prythee  liften  well : 

I  heard  a  bufsling  Rumour  like  a  Fray, 

And  the  wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol. 
Luc.  Sooth,  Madam,  I  hear  nothing, 

Enter  the  Soothfayer. 

Tor.  Come  hither  fellow,  which  way  haft  thou  been? 
Sooth.  At  mine  own  houfe,  good  Lady. 
For.  What  is't  a  Clock  ? 
Sooth.  About  the  ninth  hour,  Lady. 

For.  Is  Cafar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol  ? 
Sooth.  Madam,  not  yet,  I  go  to  take  my  ftand, 

To  fee  him  pafs  on  to  the  Capitol. 
For.  Thou  haft  fome  fate  to  Cafar,  haft  thou  not  ? 
Sooth.  That  I  have,  Lady,  if  it  will  pleafe  Ctfar 

To  be  fo  good  to  Cafar,  as  to  hear  me  : 
I  lhall  'befeech  him  to  befriend  himfelf. 

For.  Why  know'ft  thou  any  harm's  intended  towards him  ? 

Sooth.  None  that  I  know  wiil  be, 
Much  that  I  fear  may  chance  : 
Good  morrow  to  you :  here  the  ftreet  is  narrow : 
The  throng  that  follows  Cajar  at  the  heels 
Of  Senators,  of  Prastors,  common  Suitors, 
Will  crowd  a  feeble  man  ( almoft  to  death  : 

I'll  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  Cafar  as  he  comes  along.  [Exit. 

For.  I  muft  go  in : 

Aye  me !  How  weak  a  thing 
The  heart  of  Woman  is  ?  O  Brutus, 
The  Heavens  fpeed  thee  in  thine  enterprize. 
Sure  the  Boy  heard  me :  Brutm  hath  a  fuit 
That  Cafar  will  not  grant.    O,  I  grow  faint : 
Run,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  Lord, 

Say  1  am  merry  •,  Come  to  me  again, 
And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  fay  to  thee. 

ABus  Tertim. 

Flour  if). 

Snter  Casfar,  Brutus,  Caflius,  Caska,  Decius,  Metellus, 
Trebonius,  Cinna,  Antony,  Lepidus,  Artemi- 

dorus, Popilius,  and  the  Soothfayer. 

Caf.  *"Tphe  Ides  of  March  are  come. X    Sooth.  I,  Cafar,  but  not  gone. 

Art.  Hail,  {"afar:  read  this  Schedule. 
Dec.  Trebonius  doth  defire  you  to  o're  read 

(At  your  beft  leifurej  this  bis  humble  fuit. 

<j4rt.  O  Cafar,  read  mine  firft  :  for  mine's  a  fuit 
That  touches  Cafar  nearer.  Read  it,  great  C*far. 

C&f.  What  touches  us  our  felf,  (hall  be  laft  ferv'd. 
Art.  Delay  not,  Cafar,  read  it  inftantly. 

Caf.  What,  is  the  fellow  mad  ? 
Pub.  Sirrah,  give  place. 

Cap.  What  urge  you  your  Petitions  in  the  ftreet  ? 
Come  to  the  Capitol. 

Pop.  I  wi(h  your  Enterpiize  to  day  may  thrive. 
Cap.  What  Enterprize,  TopUius  ? 

Pop.  Fare  you  well. 
Bru.  What  faid  Popilius  Lena  ? 

Cap.  He  wifh'd  to  day  our  Enterprize  might  thrive : 
I  fear  our  purpofe  is  difcovered. 

Bru.  Look  how  he  makes  to  Cafar :  mark  him. 

Cap.  Caska,  be  fudden,  for  we  fear  prevention. 
Brutus,  what  mall  be  done  ?  If  this  be  known, 
Capus  or  Cafar  never  lhall  turn  back, 
For  I  will  flay  my  felf. 

Bru.  Capus  be  conftant : 
"Popilius  Lena  fpeaks  not  of  our  purpofes. 
For  look  he  fmiles,  and  Cafar  doth  not  change. 

Cap.  Trebonius  knows  his  time  :  for  look  you,  Brutus, 
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He  draws  Mark,  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

'Dec.  Where  is  Metellns  Cimber  ?  let  him  go, 
And  prefently  prefer  his  fait  to  Cefar. 

Bra,  He  is  addreft :  prefs  near,  and  fecond  him. 
Cm.  Casket,  you  are  the  firft  that  rears  your  hand. 
Caf.  Are  we  all  ready  ?  What  is  now  amifs, 

That  C&far  and  his  Senate  muft  redrefs  ? 
Met.  Moft  high,  moft  mighty,  and  moftpuifTantCe/rtr, 

Metellui  Cimber  throws  before  thy  Seat, 
An  humble  heart. 

C&f.  I  muft  prevent  thee,  Cimber  : 
Thefe  couchings,  and  thefe  lowly  curtfies 
Might  fire  the  biood  of  ordinary  men, 
And  turn  pre-Ordinance,  and  firft  Decree, 
Into  the  lane  of  Children,    Be  not  fond, 
To  think  that  Cafar  bears  fuch  Rebel  Blood 

That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  quality 
With  that  which  raelteth  Fools,  I  mean,  fweet  words, 
Low-crooked-curtfies,  and  bafe  Spaniel  fawning  : 
Thy  Brother  by  Decree  is  banifhed  : 
If  thou  doft  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him, 

I  fpurn  thee  like  a  Cur  out  of  my  way  .* 
Know,  Cajar  doth  not  wrong,  nor  without  caufe 
Will  he  be  fatisfied. 

Met.  Is  there  no  voice  more  worthy  than  my  own, 

To  found  more  fweetly  in  great  C<efar*s  Ear, 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banifh'd  Brother  ? 

Bru.  1  kifs  thy  hand,  but  not  in  flattery,  C<efar : 
Defiring  thee  that  Publius  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 

C&f.  What  Brutus  ? 
Cajfi  Pardon,  fafar  :  Gefar,  pardon  : 

As  low  as  to  thy  Foot  doth  Cajfttu  fall,- 
To  beg  infranchifement  for  Publius  Gmber. 

C*f.  I  could  be  well  mov'd,  if  I  were  as  you, 
If  I  could  pray  to  move,  Prayers  would  move  me  : 
But  I  am  conftant  as  the  Northern  Star, 
Of  whofe  true  fixt,  and  refting  quality 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  Firmament, 
The  Skies  are  painted  with  unnumbred  fparks, 
They  are  all  fire,  and  every  one  doth  fnine  : 
But  there's  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place. 

So,  in  the  World,  'tis  furnifh'd  well  with  men, 
And  men  are-flefh  and'blood,  and  apprehenfive  ; 
Yet  in  the  number,  I  do  know  but  one 
That  unaffailable  holds  on  his  rank, 

Unfhak'd  of  motion :  and  that  1  am  he, 
Let  me  a  little  fhew  it,  even  in  this :  , 

That  I  was  conftant  Cimber  fhould  be  banifh'd, 
And  conftant  do  remain  to  keep  him  fo. 

Cm.  O  Cafar. 
C*f.  Hence  :  wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus  ? 
Dec.  Great  Cafar. 
C&f-  Do  not  Brutus  bootlefs  kneel  ? 
Cask^  Speak  hands  for  me. 

They  flab  Csefar. 
C&f.  Et  tu  Brute  Then  fall  C&far. 

Cm.  Liberty,  Freedom  •,  Tyranny  is  dead, 
Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  ftreets. 

'  Cajfi.  Some  to  the  common  Pulpits,  and  cry  out, 
Liberty,  Freedom,  and  Enfranchifement. 

Bru.  People  and  Senators,  be  not  affrighted  : 
Fly  not,  ftandftill,  ambitions  debt  is  paid. 

Cask±  Go  to  the  Pulpit,  Brutus. 
Dec.  And  Cajfms  too. 

Bru.  Where's  Publius  ? 
Cm.  Here  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny.  . 

Met.  Stand  faft  together,  left  fome  friend  of  Cafor's Should  chance  

Bru.  Talk  not  of  Handing.    Publius,  good  cheer, 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  Perfon, 
Nor  ot  no  Roman  elk :  fo  tell  them,  Publius. 

Cajfi.  And  leave  us,  Publius,  left  that  the  People 
Rufhing  on  us,  fhould  do  your  age  fome  mifchief. 

Bm.  Do  fo,  and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed, 
But  we  the  Doers. 

Enter  Trebonius. 

Caff.  Where  is  Antony  ? 

Treb.  Fled  to  his  houfe  amaz'd, 
Men,  Wives,  and  Children,  ftare,  cry  out,  and  run, 
As  it  were  Doomefday. 

Bru.  Fates,  we  will  know  your  pleafures : 

That  we  fhall  dye  we  know,  'tis  but  the  time 
And  drawing  days  our,  that  men  ftand  upon. 

Cask.  Why  he  that  cuts  ofFtwenty  years  of  life, 
Cuts  of  fo  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

Bru.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit : 

So  are  we  0/*r's  friends,  that  have  abridg'd His  time  ot  fearing  death,  ftoop  Romans,  ftoop, 
And  let  us  bath  our  hands  in  Gejar's  blood 
Up  to  the  Elbows,  and  befmear  our  Swords : 
Then  walk  we  forth  even  to  the  Market  Place^ 

And  waving  our  red  Weapons  o're  our  heads, 
Let's  all  cry  Peace,  Freedom,  and  Liberty. 

Cajf.  Stoop  then,  and  wafh.  Kow  many  ages  hence 
Shall  this  our  lofty  Scene  be  acted  over, 
in  States  unborn,  and  Accents  yet  unknown  ? 

Bru.  How  many  times  fhall  Cafar  bleed  in  fport, 
That  now  on  Pompey's  Bafis  lies  along, No  worthier  than  the  duft  ? 

Cajfi.  So  oft  as  that  fhall  be, 

So  often  fhall  the  knot  of  us  be  call'd, 
The  men  that  gave  their  Country  Liberty. 

Dec.  What,  fhall  we  forth? 

Cajfi.  I,  every  man  away. 
'Brutus  fhall  lead,  and  we  will  grace  his  heels 
With  the  moft  boldeft,  and  beft  hearts  of  Rome. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Bru.  Soft,  who  comes  here  ?  a  friend  of  Antony's, 
Ser.  Thus,  Brutus,  did  my  Mafter  bid  me  kneel  j 

Thus  did  Mark^Aritony  bid  me  fall  down, 
And  being  proftrate,  thus  he  bad  me  fay, 

'Brutus  is i noble,  Wife,  Valiant,  and  Honeft  ; 
Cafar  was  Mighty,  Bold,  Royal,  and  Loving : 
Says  Wove  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him ; 

Say,  I  fear'd  Cafar,  honour'd  him,  and  lov'd  him. 
If  Brutus  will  vouchfafe,  that  Antony 

May  fafely  come  to  him,  and  be  refolv'd 
How  Cafar  hath  deferv'd  to  lye  in  death, 
Mark^Antony  fhall  not  love  Gefar  dead 
So  well  as  Brutus  living  ;  but  will  follow 
The  Fortunes  and  Affairs  of  Noble  Brutus, 
Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  State, 
With  all  true  Faith.    So  fays  my  Mafter  Antony, 

Bru.  Thy  Mafter  is  a  Wife  and  Valiant  Roman, 
I  never  thought  him  worfe  : 
Tell  him,  fopleafe  him  come  unto  this  place 
He  (hall  be  fatisfied,  and  by  my  honour 

Depart  untouch'd. Ser.  I'll  fetch  him  prefently.  {Exit  Servant. Bru.  I  know  that  we  fhall  have  him  well  to  Friend. 

Cajfi.  I  wifh  we  may :  But  yet  have  I  a  mind 
That  fears  him  much  :  and  my  mifgiving  ftill 
Falls  fhrewdly  to  the  purpofe. 

Enter  Antony. 

Bru.  But  here  comes  Antony  : 
Welcome,  Marl^Anteny, 

Ant.  O  mighty  Gefar  !  doft  thou  lye  folowf 
Are  all  thy  Conquefts,  Glories,  Triumphs,  Spoils, 
Shrunk  to  this  little  Meafure  ?  Fare  thee  well. 
I  know  not,  Gentlemen,  what  you  intend, 
Who  elfemuft  be  let  blood,  who  clfe  is  rank: 

Ccc  3  If 



The  Tragedy  of  Julius  Casfar. 

if  I  my  felf,  there  is  no  hour  fo  fit 

As  Gtjkfs  deaths  hour-,  nor  no  internment 
(  i  half  that  worth,  as  thofe  your  Swords ;  made  rich 
With  the  mod  Noble  Blood  of  all  this  World. 

I  do  befeech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard, 

1  >w,  whil'ft  your  purpled  hands  do  reek  and  fmoak 
Fulfil  your  pleafure.    Live  a  thoufand  years, 
i  fhali  not  find  my  felf  foapt  to  dye. 
No  place  will  pleafe  me  fo,  no  mean  of  death, 
As  here  by  C<epr,  and  by  you  cut  off, 
The  Choice  and  Mafter  Spirits  of  this  age. 

Bru.  O  Antony  !  Beg  not  your  death  of  us : 
Though  now  we  muft  appear  bloody  and  cruel, 
As  by  iur  hands,  and  this  our  prefent  Act 

fee  we  do  :  yet  fee  you  but  our  hands, ' 
And  this,  the  bleeding  bufinefs  they  have  done  .• 
Our  hearts  you  fee  not,  they  are  pitiful : 
And  pity  to  tne  general  wrong  of  Rome, 
As  fire  drives  out  fire,  fo  pity,  pity, 
Hath  done  this  deed  on  Gefar.    For  your  part, 
To  you,  our  Swords  have  leaden  points,  Mark.  Antony, 
Our  Arms  in  ftrength  of  malice,  and  our  Hearts 
Of  Brothers  temper,  do  receive  you  in, 
With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 

Cajfi.  Your  voice  fhall  be  as  ftrongas  any  mans, 
In  the  difpofing  of  new  Dignities. 

Bru.  Only  be  patient  till  we  have  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  befide  themfelves  with  fear, 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  caufe, 
Why  I,  that  did  love  Ctfar  when  1  ftrook  him, 
Have  thus  proceeded, 

Ant.  i  doubt  not  of  your  wifdom  : 
Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand. 
Fir  ft,  Mircus  Brutus       I  fhake  with  you  ; 
Next,  Cams  Cajfius,  do  I  take  your  hand., 
Now,  Deciits  Brutus,  yours,  now  yours,  Metellus 

Yours,  Cinna ;  and  ray  valiant  Cask*,  yours  •, 
Though  laft,  not  leaft  in  love,  yours,  good  Trebonius : 
Gentlemen  all,  alas,  what  fhall  I  fay, 
My  credit  now  Hands  on  fuch  flippery  ground, 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  muft  conceit  me, 
Either  a  Coward,  or  a  Flatterer. 

That  1  did  love  thee,  Cafar,  O  'tis  true  : 
If  then  thy  Spirit  look  upon  us  now, 
Shall  it  not  grieve  thee  dearer  than  thy  death, 
To  fee  thy  Antony  making  his  peace, 
Shaking  the  bloo.ly  fingers  of  thy  foes? 
Moft  Noble  in  the  prefence  of  thy  Coarfe, 
Had  1  as  many  eyes,  as  thou  haft  wounds, 
Weeping  as  fall  as  they  ftream  forth  thy  blood, 
It  would  become  me  better,  than  to  clofe 
In  terms  of  friendfhip  with  thine  Enemies. 

Pardon  me,  Julius,  here  was't  thou  bay'd  brave  heart. 
Here  didft  thou  fall,  and  here  thy  Hunters  (land 

Sign'd  in  thy  fpoil,  and  Crimfon'd  in  thy  Lethe. 
O  World  i  thou  waft  the  Foreft  to  this  Hart, 
And  this  indeed,  O  World,  the  Hart  of  thee. 
How  like  a  Deer,  ftricken  by  many  Princes, 
Doft  thou  here  lye  > 

Cajfi.  Mark^  Antony. 
Ant.  Pardon  me,  Cuius  Caffius  : 

The  Enemies  of  Crfar  fhall  fay  this : 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  Modefty. 

Cajfi.  1  blame  you  not  for  praifing  Gefxr  fo, 
But  what  compact  mean  yon  to  have  with  us  ? 

Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  friends, 
Or  mail  we  on  \  and  not  depend  on  you  ? 

is4m.  Therefore  I  took  ycur  hands,  but  was  indeed 

Sway'd  from  the  point,  by  looking  down  on  Crfar. 
Friends  am  1  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all, 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  (hall  give  me  Reafons, 
Why,  and  wherein  C<efar  was  dangerous. 

Bru.  Or  elfe  were  this  a  favage  fpectacle : 
Our  reafons  are  fo  full  of  good  regard, 

That  were  you  Antony  the  Son  of  C<efar. 
You  fhould  be  fatisfied. 

Ant .  That's  all  I  feek, 
And  am  moreover  fuitor  that  I  may 
Produce  his  Body  to  the  Market-place, 
And  in  the  Pulpit  as  becomes  a  friend, 
Speak  in  the  order  of  his  Funeral. 

'Bru.  You  fhall,  Mark^Ant ony. 
Cajfi.  Brutus,  a  word  with  you  : 

You  know  not  what  you  do  ;  do  not  confent 

That  Antony  fpeak  in  his  Funeral : 
Know  you  how  much  the  people  may  be  mov'd 
By  that  which  he  will  utter, 

'Bru.  By  your  pardon  : 
I  will  my  felf  into  the  Pulpit  firfr, 

And  fhew  the  reafon  of  our  Cafar's  death, 
What  Antony  fhall  fpeak,  I  will  proteft 
He  fpeaks  by  leave,  and  by  permifDon : 
And  that  we  are  contented  Ctfar  fhall 
Have  all  true  Rites,  and  lawful  Ceremonies, 
It  fhall  advantage  more,  than  do  us  wrong. 

Cajfi.  1  know  not  what  may  fall,  I  like  it  not. 
Bru.  Mark.  Antony,  here  take  you  Cafars  Body  : 

You  fhall  not  in  your  Funeral  fpeech  blame  us, 
But  fpeak  all  good  you  can  devife  of  Cafar, 
And  fay  you  dot  by  our  permiQion  : 
Elfe  fhall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  Funeral.    And  you  fhall  fpeak 
In  the  fame  Pulpit  whereto  I  am  going, 
After  my  fpeech  is  ended. 

Ant.  Be  it  fo  : 
I  do  defire  no  more. 

'Bru.  Prepare  the  Body  then,  and  follow  us.  [Exeunt 
Manet  Antony.  ^ 

O  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  Earth  : 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  thefe  Butchers. 
Thou  art  the  Ruines  of  the  Nobleft  man 
That  ever  lived  in  the  Tide  of  Times. 
Woe  to  the  hand  that  fhed  this  coftly  Blood. 
Over  thy  wounds,  now  do  I  prophefie, 
(Which  like  dumb  mouths  do  ope  their  ruby  lips, 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue) 
A  Curfe  fhall  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men  ; 
Domeftick  fury,  and  fierce  civil  ftrife, 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy : 
Blood  and  deftruction  fhall  be  fo  in  ufe, 
And  dreadful  objects  fo  familiar, 
That  Mothers  fhall  but  fmile,  when  they  behold 
Their  Infants  quartered  with  the  hands  of  War: 

All  pity  choak'd  with  cuftom  of  fell  deeds, 
And  Char's  Spirit  ranging  for  revenge, 
With  Ate  by  his  fide,  come  hot  from  Hell, 

Shall  in  thefe  Confines,  with  a  Monarch'*  voice, 
Cry  havock,  and  let  flip  the  Dogs  of  War, 
That  this  foul  deed  fhall  fmell  above  the  earth 

With  Carrion  men,  groaning  for  burial. 

Enter  Octavio'j  Servant. 

You  ferve  Ottavius  Ctfar,  do  you  not  ? 
Ser.  l  do,  Mar Antony. 
Ant.  Ctfar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Rome. 
Ser.  He  did  receive  his  Letters,  and  is  coming, 

And  bid  me  fay  to  you  by  word  of  mouth  
O  Ctfar  1 

Ant .  Thy  heart  is  big,  get  thee  a-part  and  weep : 
Pafhon  I  fee  is  catching,  for  mine  eyes, 
Seeing  thofe  Beads  of  forrow  ftand  in  thine, 
Began  to  water.    Is  thy  Mafter  coming  ? 

Ser.  He  lies  to  night  within  feven  Leagues  of  Rome. 
Ant.  Poft  back  with  fpeed, 

And  tell  him  what  hathchane'd: Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome  of  fafety  for  Ottavhts  yet, 

Hie 
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Hie  hence,  and  tell  him  fo.    Yet  ftay  a  while, 
Thou  (halt  not  back,  till  I  have  born  this  Coarfe 

Into  the  Market-place :  There  (hall  I  try 
In  my  Oration,  how  the  people  take 
The  cruel  iffue  of  thefe  bloody  men, 
According  to  the  which,  thou  fhalt  difcourfe 
To  young  Otlavius  of  the  flate  of  things. 
Lend  me  your  hand.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Brutus,  and  goes  into  the  Tulpit  ;  and  Caflius, 
mth  the  Plebeians. 

Pleb.  We  will  be  fatisfied  ;  let  us  be  fatisfied. 

"Brut.  Then  follow  me,  and  give  me  audience,  Friends. 
fojfms,  go  you  into  the  other  Street, 
And  part  the  Numbers: 

Thofe  that  will  hear  me  fpeak,  let  'em  flay  here  •, 
Thofe  that  will  follow  C  a  fins,  go  with  him, 
And  publick  Reafons  lhall  be  rendred 

Of  Ctfar's  death. 
1.  Tleb.  1  will  hear  'Brut us  fpeak. 
2.  I  will  hear  Cajftus,  and  compare  their  Reafons, 

When  feverally  we  hear  them  rendred. 
3.  The  noble  Brutus  is  afcended  :  Silence. 
Brut.  Be  patient  till  the  laft. 
Romans,  Country-men,  and  Lovers,  hear  me  for  my 

Caufe,  and  be  filent,  that  you  may  hear.  Believe  me  for 
mine  Honour,  and  have  refpcct  to  mine  Honour,  that  you 
may  believe.  Cenfure  me  in  your  wifdom,  and  awake 
your  Senfes,  that  you  may  the  better  judge.  If  there  be 
any  in  this  Affembly,  any  dear  Friend  of  Cafars,  to  them 
I  fay,  That  Brutus  love  to  Cxfar  was  no  lefs  than  his.  If 
then,  that  Friend  demand,  why  Brutus  rofe  againfl  C*farx 

this  is  my  Anfwer :  Not  that  I  lov'd  Cafar  lefs,  but  that 
I  lov'd  Rome  more.  Had  you  rather  Ofar  were  living, 
and  dye  all  Slaves  ;  than  that  Cafar  were  dead,  to  live  all 

Free-men  ?  As  Cafar  lov'd  me,  1  weep  for  him j  as  he  was 
fortunate,  I  rejoyce  at  it;  as  he  was  valiant,  I  honour 
him :  But,  as  he  was  ambitious,  I  flew  him.  There  is 
Tears  for  his  Love,  Joy  for  his  Fortune,  Honour  for  his 
Valour,  and  Death  for  his  Ambition.  Who  is  here  fo 
bafe  that  would  be  a  Bond-man  ?  If  any,  fpeak;  for  him 
have  I  offended .  Who  is  here  fo  rude,  that  would  not  be 
a  Roman  ?  If  any,  fpeak ;  for  him  have  I  oflended.  Who 
is  here  fo  vile,  that  will  not  love  his  Countrey  ?  If  any, 
fpeak  \  for  him  have  I  offended.    I  paufe  for  a  reply. 

All.  None,  Brutus,  none. 
Brut.  Then  none  have  I  offended.    I  have  done  no 

more  to  Cafar  than  you  fhall  do  to  Brutus.    The  Qucftion 

of  his  Death  is  inroll'd  in  the  Capitol ;  his  Glory  not  ex- 
tenuated, wherein  he  was  worthy ;  not  his  offences  en 

forc'd,  for  which  he  fuffered  death. 
Enter  Mark  Antony,  with  Ca?far\r  Body. 

Here  comes  his  Body,  mourn'd  by  Mark^Antony,  who 
though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  death,  fhall  receive  the  bene- 

fit of  his  dying,  a  Place  in  the  Commonwealth \  as  which 
of  you  fhall  not?  With  this  I  depart,  That  as  I  flew  my 
beft  Lover  for  the  good  of  Rome,  1  have  the  fame  Dagger 
for  my  felf,  when  it  fhall  pleafe  my  Countrey  to  need  my 
Death. 

All.  Live,  Brutus,  live,  live. 
1.  Bring  him  with  Triumph  home  unto  his  houfe. 
2.  Give  him  a  Statue  with  his  Anceftors. 

3.  Let  him  be  Cafar. 

4.  Cafars  better  Parts 

Shall  be  crown'd  in  Brutus. 

1.  We'll  bring  him  to  his  houfe 
With  Shouts  and  Clamors. 

'Brut*  My  Country-men — 
2.  Peace,  filence,  Brutus  fpeaks. 
I.  Peace,  Ho. 
Brut.  Good  Country-men,  let  me  depart  alone, 

And  (for  my  fake)  ftay  here  with  Antony : 
Do  grace  to  C*f*r\  Corps,  and  grace  his  Speech 
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Tending  to  fofar's  Glories,  which  *JMark.  Antony 
(By  our  permiflion )  is  allow'd  to  make. 1  do  entreat  you,  not  a  man  depart, 
Save  I  alone,  till  Antony  have  fpoke.  \Exit. 

1,  Stay,  Hoe,  and  let  us  hear  Mark^Antony. 
3.  Let  him  go  up  into  the  Publick  Chair, 

We'll  hear  him  :  Noble  Antony,  go  up 
Ant.  ̂ oxBrntus\  fake  I  am  beholden  to  you. 
4.  What  does  he  fay  of  Brutus  ? 

3.  He  fays  for  Brutus'*  fake He  finds  himfelf  beholden  to  us  all. 

4.  'Twere  beft  fpeak  no  harm  of  Brutus  here. 
1.  This  Cafar  was  a  Tyrant. 

3.  Nay,  that's  certain  : We  are  glad  that  %ome  is  rid  of  him. 
2.  Peace,  let  us  hear  what  Antony  can  fay. 

Ant .  You  gentle  Romans  
All.  Peace,  Hoe,  let  us  bear  him. 
Ant.  Friends,  Romans,  Country-men,  lend  me  your  ears: 

I  come  to  bury  Cafar,  not  to  praife  him  : 
The  evil  that  men  do,  lives  after  them, 
The  Good  is  oft  interred  with  the  Bones ; 
So  let  it  be  with  Cafar.    The  Noble  Brutus 
Hath  told  you,  Cafar  was  ambitious : 
If  it  were  fo,  it  was  a  grievous  fault, 

And  grievoufly  hath  Cafar  anfwer'd  it Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus,  and  the  reft, 
(For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man, 
So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men) 

Come  I  to  fpeak  xnCafar's  Funeral. 
He  was  my  Friend,  faithful  and  juft  to  me ; 
But  Brutus  fays,  He  was  ambitious, 
And  Brut/  s  is  an  Honourable  man. 

He  hath»brought  many  Captives  home  to  "Rjme, 
Whofe  Ranfomes  did  the  general  Coffers  fill ; 
Did  this  in  Cajar  feem  ambitious  ? 

When  that  the  poor  have  cry'd,  Cafar  hath  wept : Ambition  mould  be  made  of  fterner  Stuff: 

Yet  Brutus  fays,  He  was  ambitious, 
And  Brutus  is  an  Honourable  man. 

You  all  did  fee,  That  on  the  Lupercal, 
I  thrice  prefented  him  a  Kingly  Crown, 
Which  he  did  thrice  refufe.    Was  this  Ambition  ? 
Yet  Brutus  fays,  He  was  ambitious, 
And  fui  e  he  is  an  Honourable  man. 

I  fpeak  not  to  difprove  what  Brutus  fpoke, 
But  here  I  am  to  fpeak  what  I  do  know ; 
You  all  did  love  him  once,  not  without  caufe, 
What  caufe  with-holds  you  then  to  mourn  for  him  ? 
O  Judgment !  thou  art  fled  to  Brutifh  Beafts, 
And  Men  have  loft  their  Reafon.    Bear  with  me, 
My  heart  is  in  the  Coffin  there  with  Cajar, 
And  I  muft  paufe  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

1.  Methinks  there  is  much  reafon  in  his  Sayings. 
If  thou  confider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
Cafar  has  had  great  wrong.  (place. 

3.  Has  he,  Matters  ?  I  fear  there  will  a  worfe  come  in  his 

4.  Mark'd  ye  his  words?  He  would  not  take  the  Crown, 
Therefore  'tis  certain,  he  was  notambkious. 

1.  If  it  be  found  fo,  fome  will  dear  abide  it. 
2.  Poor  Soul  !  his  eyes  are  red  as  fire  with  weeping. 

3.  There's  not  a  nobler  man  in  Rome  than  zAmojiy. 
4.  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to  fpeak. 
Ant .  But  yefterday  the  word  of  Cajar  might 

Have  flood  againfl:  the  World  ;  Now  lyes  he  there, 
And  none  fo  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  Matters!  If  1  weredifpos'd  to  ftir 
Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 
1  fhould  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Caftus  wrong ; 

Who  (you  all  know )  are  Honourable  men. 
I  will  not  do  them  wrong :  I  rather  chufe 
To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  my  felf  and  you, 
Than  I  will  wrongfuch  Honourable  men. 
But  here's  a  Parchment,  with  the  Seal  of  Cafar, 

I  found 
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I  found  it  in  his  Clofet,  'tis  his  Will : 
Let  but  the  Commons  hear  thisTeftament : 

(Which  pardon  me)  I  do  not  mean  to  read, 

And  they  would  go  and  kifs  dead  Cafar1*  Wounds, 
And  dip  their  Napkins  in  his  Sacred  blood : 
Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  Memory, 
And  dying,  mention  it  within  their  Wills, 
Bequeathing  it  as  a  rich  Legacy 
Unto  their  iflue. 

4  Wee'll  hear  the  Will,  read  it,  Mark.  Antony. 
All.  The  Will,  the  Will ;  we  will  hear  Cafar'*  Will. 
Ant.  Have  patience,  gentle  Friends,  I  muft  not  read  it. 

It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Cafar  lov'd  you : 
You  are  not  Wood,  you  are  not  Stones,  but  men: 
And  being  men,  hearing  the  Will  of  Cafar, 
t  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad  ; 

'Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  Heirs, 
For  if  you  mould,.  O  what  would  come  of  it  ? 

4.  Read  the  Will,  wee'll  hear  it,  Antony: 
You  (hall  read  us  the  Will,Ge/«r's  Will. 

Ant.  Will  you  be  Patient  ?  will  you  (lay  a  while? 

I  have  o're  (hot  my  felf  to  tell  you  of  it, 
I  fear  I  wrong  the  Honourable  men, 

Whofe  Daggers  have  ftabb'd  Cafar  :  I  do  fear  it. 
4.  They  were  Traytors,  Honourable  men  ? 
vtll.  The  Will,  theTeftament. 
2.  They  were  Villains,  Murderers:  the  Will,  read  the 

Will. 

is4nt .  You  will  compel  me  then  to  read  the  Will  • 
Then  make  a  Ring  about  the  Corps  of  Cafar, 
And  let  me  lhew  you  him  that  made  the  Will : 
Shall  I  defcend  ?  and  will  you  give  me  leave  ? 

All.  Come  down. 
2.  Defcend.  , 
3.  You  (hall  have  leave. 
4.  A  Ring,  (land  round. 
1.  Stand  from  the  Hearfe,  ftand  from  the  Body. 
2.  Room  for  Antony,  mod  Noble  Antony. 
Ant.  Nay  prefs  not  fo  upon  me,  ftand  far  off. 
All.  Stand  back,  room,  bear  back. 
Ant.  If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  fhed  them  now. 

You  all  do  know  this  Mantle,  I  remember 
The  firft  time  ever  fofar  put  it  on, 

'Twas  on  a  Summers  Evening  in  his  Tent, 
That  day  he  overcame  the  Nervii 

Look,  in  this  place  ran  Cafius'*  Dagger  through  : See  what  a  Rent  the  envious  Caska  made : 

Through  this,  the  well  beloved  Brutus  ftab'd, 
And  as  hepluck'd  his  curfed  Steell  away, 
Mark  how  the  blood  of  Cafar  followed  it. 

As  rufhing  out  of  Doors,  to  be  refolv'd, 
If  BrutM  fo  unkindly  knock'd,  or  no : 
For  Brutus  as  you  know,  was  Gear's  Angel. 

Judge,  O  you  Gods,  how  dearly  Cafar  lov'd  him  : This  was  the  moft  unkindeft  cut  of  all. 

For  when  the  Noble  Cafar  faw  him  ftab, 
Ingratitude,  more  ftrong  than  Traitors  arms, 

Qjite  vanquifh'd  him  :  then  burft  his  Mighty  heart, 
And  in  his  Mantle,  muffling  up  his  face, 
Even  at  the  Bafe  of  Pomfef*  Statue 
f  Which  all  the  while  ran  blood)  great  Cafar  fell. 
O  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  Country-men? 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down, 

WhiFft  bloody  Treafon  flourifh'd  over  us. 
O  now  you  weep,  jtrid  I  perceive  you  feel 
The  dint  of  pity  :  Thefe  are  gracious  drops. 
Kind  Souls,  what  weep  you,  when  you  but  behold 

Our  Cafar**  Vefture  wounded  ?  Look  you  here, 
Here  is  Himfelf,  marr'd  as  you  fee  with  Traytors. 

1.  O  piteous  Spectacle  !  ' 
2.  O  Noble  C4ar  ■' 
3.  O  woful  day  ! 
4.  O  Traytors,  Villains ! 
1.  Omoft  bloody  fight/ 

2.  We  will  bereveng'd:  Revenge 
About,  feek,  burn,  fire,  kill,  flay, 
Let  not  a  Traytor  live. 

Ant.  Stay,  Country  men. 
1.  Peace  there,  hear  the  Noble  Antony, 
2.  Wee'll  hear  him,  wee'Jl  follow  him,  wee'll  dye with  him. 

Ant.  GoodFriends,fweet  Friends,  let  me  not  ftir  you  up 
To  fuch  a  fudden  Flood  of  Mutiny  : 
They  that  have  done  this  Deed,  are  Honourable, 
What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas  I  know  not, 
That  made  them  do  it :  They  are  wife  and  honourable, 

And  will  no  doubt  with  reafons  anfwer  you." I  come  not  (Friends,)  to  fteal  away  your  hearts ; 
I  am  no  Orator,  as  Brutus  is ; 

But  (as  you  know  me  all)  a  plain  blunt  man 
That  love  my  Friend,  and  that  they  know  full  well, 
That  give  me  publick  leave  to  fpeak  of  him : 
For  I  have  neither  Wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth, 
Action  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  fpeech, 
To  ftir  mens  Blood.  I  only  fpeak  right  on  : 
I  tell  you  that,  which  you  your  felves  do  know, 
Shew  you  fweet  Cajarh  Wounds,poor,  poor  dumb  mouths, 
And  bid  them  fpeak  for  me  :  But  were  I  'Brutus, And  Brutus  ̂ Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  ruffle  up  your  Spirits,  and  put  a  Tongue 
In  every  Wound  of  Cafar,  that  fhould  move 
The  (tones  of  Rome  to  rife  and  mutiny. 

All.  Wee'll  Mutiny. 
1.  Wee'll  burn  the  Houfe  of  Brutus. 
3.  Away  then,  come  feek  the  Confpirators. 
<sfnt.  Yet  hear  me,  Country-men,  yet  hear  me  fpeak. 
All.  Peace  ho,  hear  Antony,  moft  Noble  tAntony. 
Ant.  Why,  Friends,  you  go  to  do  you  know  not  what. 

Wherein  hath  Cafar  thus  deferv'd  your  loves  ? 
Alas  you  know  not,  I  muft  tell  you  then : 
You  have  forgot  the  Will  I  told  you  of. 

All.  Moft  true,  the  Will,  let's  (lay  and  hear  the  Will. 
tsint .  Here  is  the  Will,  and  under  Cafar'*  Seal : 

To  every  Roman  Citizen  he  gives, 
To  every  feveral  man,  feventy  five  Drachmaes. 

2.  PU.  Moft  noble  Cafar,  wee'll  revenge  his  Death. 
3.  Tie.  O  Royal  Cafar. 
Ant.  Hear  me  with  patience. 
All.  Peace  ho. 

i/int. .  Moreover  he  hath  left  you  all  his  Walks, 
His  private  Arbours,  and  new-planted  Orchards: 
On  this  fide  Tyber,  he  hath  left  them  you, 
And  to  your  Heirs  for  ever :  common  pleafures 
To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  your  felves. 
Here  was  a  Cafar when  comes  fuch  another  ? 

1.  Vie.  Never,  never:  come,  away,  away: 
Wee'll  burn  his  body  in  the  holy  place, 
And  with  the  Brands  fire  all  the  Traytors  Houfes. 
Take  up  the  Body. 

2.  Tie.  Go  fetch  fire. 

3.  Tie.  Pluck  down  Benches. 
4.  Tie.  Pluck  down  Forms,  Windows,  any  thing. 

{Exeunt  Plebeians 
Ant .  Now  let  it  work  .-  Mifchief  thou  art  a  foot, 

Take  thou  what  courfe  thou  wilt. 
How  now,  Fellow  ? 

Enter  Servant. 
Ser.  Sir,  OElavUu  is  already  come  to  Rome. 
Ant.  Where  is  he  ? 

Ser.  He  and  Lepidus  are  at  Cafar1*  Houfe. 
Ant .  And  thither  will  I  ftraight,  to  vifit  him  : 

He  comes  upon  a  wifh.  Fortune  is  merry, 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Ser.  I  heard  him  fay,  Brutus  and  fajfiits 
Are  rid  like  Madmen  through  the  Gates  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Belike  they  had  (bme  notice  of  the  people. 
How  I  had  moved  them.  Bring  me  to  Ottavtus.  [Exeunt. 

Entrn 
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Snter  Cinna fta  Poet,  and  after  him  the  Plebeians. 

Cin.  I  dreamt  to  Night,  that  I  did  Feaft  with  Cafar, 
And  things  unluckily  charge  my  Fantafie  : 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  Doors, 
Yet  fomething  leads  me  forth. 

1.  What  is  your  Name  ? 
2.  Whither  are  you  going  ? 
3.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 
4.  Are  you  a  Married  Man,  or  aBatchellor? 
2.  Anfwer  every  man  directly. 
1.  I,  and  briefly. 

4.  1,  and  wifely. 
3.  1,  and  truly,  you  were  belt. 
Cin.  What  is  my  Name?  Whither  am  I  going  ?  Where 

do  I  d  well  ?  Am  I  a  Married  Man,  or  a  Batchellor  ?  Then 
to  Anfwer  every  Man  directly  and  briefly,  wifely  and 
truly  :  wifely,  I  fay,  I  am  a  Batchellor. 

2.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  they  are  Fools  that  Marry : 
you'll  bear  me  a  bang  for  that  I  fear :  Proceed  directly. 

Cm.  Directly,  lam  going  to  Cafar  s  Funeral. 

1.  As  a  Friend,  or  an  Enemy/" 
Cin.  As  a  Friend. 
2.  That  matter  is  anfwered  directly. 
4.  For  your  Dwelling :  briefly. 
Cin,  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  Capitol. 
3.  Your  Name,  Sir,  truly. 
Cin.  Truly  my  Name  is  Cinna. 

1.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  Confpirator. 
Cin.  I  am  Cinna  the  Poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  Poet. 
4.  Tear  him  for  his  bad  Verfes,,  tear  him  for  his  bad 

Verfes. 
Cm.  I  am  not  Cinna  the  Confpirator. 

4.  It  is  no  matter ,  his  Name's  Cinna  y  pluck  but  his 
name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn  him  going. 

3.  Teai him,  tear  him ;  Come  Brands  ho,  Firebrands: 

to  Brutus^  to  Caffius,  burn  all.  Some  to  Decimh  Houfes, 
and  fome  to  Caskas,  fome  to  Ligarim :  Away,  go. 

{Exeunt  all  flw-Plebeians. 

ABus  Quartm. 

Enter  Antony,  Octavius,  W  Lepidus. 

^.TpHefe  many  then  lhall  die,  their  Names  are 
1  prickt. 

OB.  Yonr  Brother  too  muft  die  :  confent  you,  Le- 
pidus / 

Lep.  I  do  confent. 
Ocl.  Prick  him  down,  Antony. 
Lep.  Upon  condition  Publms  lhall  not  live, 

Who  is  your  Sifters  Son,  Mark^  Anton). 
Ant.  He  lhall  not  live    look,  with  a  fpot,  I  damn  him. 

But  Lepidus,  go  you  to  Gefar's  Hpufe  : Fetch  the  Will  hither,  and  we  fhall  determine 
How  to  cut  off  fome  charge  in  Legacies. 

Lep.  What  ?  fhall  I  find  you  here  ? 
Oil.  Or  here,  or  at  the  Capitol.  {Exit  Lepidus. 
Ant .  This  is  a  flight  unmeritable  man, 

Meet  to  be  fent  on  Errands :  is  it  fit 

The  three-fold  World  divided,  he  fhould  Hand 
One  of  the  three  to  fhare  it  ? 

Oil.  So  you  thought  him, 
And  took  his  Voice  who  fhould  be  prickt  to  die 
In  our  black  Sentence  and  Profcription. 

Ant.  Ottavius,  I  have  feen  more  days  than  you  *, 
And  though  we  lay  thefe  honours  on  this  man, 

To  eafe  our  felves  of  divers  fland'rous  loads, 

He  fhall  but  bear  them,  as  the  Afs  bears  Gold, 
To  groan  and  fweat  under  the  Bufinefs, 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  print  the  way: 
And  having  brought  our  treafure,  where  we  will, 
Then  take  we  down  his  load,  and  turn  him  off 

(Like  to  the  empty  Afs)  to  fhake  his  Ears, 
And  graze  in  Commons. 

Oil.  You  may  do  your  will : 
But  he's  a  tri'd  and  valiant  Souldier. 

Ant.  So  is  my  Horfe,  Otlavius,  and  for  that, 
I  do  appoint  him  ftore  of  Provender. 
It  is  a  Creature  that  I  teach  to  fight, 
To  wind,  to  ffcop,  to  run  directly  on  : 

His  corporal  Motion,  govern'd  by  my  Spirit, 
And  in  fome  taff,  is  Lepidus  but  fo  : 

He  muft  be  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth  ? 
A  barren  fpirited  Fellow,  one  that  feeds 
On  Objects,  Arts,  and  Imitations. 

Which  outofufe,  and  ftall'd  by  other  men 
Begin  his  fafhion.  Do  not  talk  of  him, 
But  as  a  property  :  and  now,  OUavius, 

Liften  great  things.  "Brutus  and  Caffllts 
Are  levying  Powers ;  We  muft  ftraight  make  head  : 

Therefore  let  our  Alliance  be  combin'd, 
Our  belt  Friends  made,  and  our  belt  means  ftretcht  out, 
And  let  us  prefently  go  fit  in  Council, 

How  covert  matters  may  be  belt  difclos'd, 
And  open  Perils  fureft  anfwered. 

Ocl.  Let  us  do  fo:  for  we  are  at  theftake, 
And  bayed  about  with  many  Enemies, 
And  fome  that  fmile  have  in  their  hearts,  1  fear, 
Millions  of  Mifchiefs.  {Exeunt. 

Drum.  Enter  Brutus,  Lucilius,  and  the  Army.  Titinius 
and  Pindarus  meet  them. 

Bru.  Stand,  ho. 

Luc.  Give  the  word,  ho,  and  Stand. 
Bru.  What  now,  Lucilius,  is  Caffius  near  ? 

N  Luc.  He  is  at  hand,  and  Tindarus  is  come 
To  do  you  falutation  from  hisMafter. 

Uru.  He  greets  me  well.  Your  Mafter  Pindarus, 
In  his  own  change,  or  by  ill  Officers, 
Hath  given  me  fome  worthy  caufe  to  wifh 
Things  done,  undone  :  But  if  he  be  at  hand, 

I  fhall  be  fatisfied.  ■ 
Pin.  I  do  not  doubt 

But  that  my  Noble  Mafter  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard,  and  Honour. 

Uru.  He  is  not  doubted.  A  word,  Lucilius, 

How  he  receiv'd  you :  let  me  be  refolv'd. Luc.  With  curtefie,  and  with  refpect  enough, 
But  not  with  fuch  familiar  inftances, 
Nor  with  fuch  free  and  friendly  Conference, 

As  he  hath  us'd  of  old. 

Bru.  Thou  haft  defcrib'd 
A  hot  Friend,  cooling :  Ever  note,  Lucilius, 
When  Love  begins  to  ficken  and  decay, 
It  ufeth  an  enforced  Ceremony. 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  fimple  Faith  : 
But  hollow  men,  like  Horfes  hot  at  hand, 

Make  gallant  fhew,  and  promife  of  their  Mettle : 
Low  Mtircb  within. 

But  when  they  fhould  endure  the  bloody  Spur, 
They  fall  their  Creft,  and  like  deceitful  Jades, 
Sink  in  the  Trial.  Comes  his  Army  on  ? 

Luc.  They  mean  this  Night  in  Sardis  to  be  quarter'd : 
The  greater  part,  the  Horfe  in  general 
Are  come  with  Caffuts. 

Enter  Caffios  and  his  Powers. 

Bru.  Hark,  he  is  arriv'd  : 
March  gently  on  to  meet  him. Caffi. 
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Cajfi.  Stand,  ho. 
Bru.  Stand,  ho,  fpeak  the  word  along. 

Stand. 
Stand. 
Stand. 

Cajfi.  Moft  Noble  Brother :  you  have  done  me  wrong. 
Bru.  Judge  me,  you  Gods ;  wrong  I  mine  Enemies  ? 

And  if  not  fo,  how  fhould  I  wrong  a  Brother  ? 
Caff.  Brutus,  this  fober  form  or  yours,  hides  wrongs, 

And  when  you  do  them  

"Bru.  Cajfius,  be  content, 
Speak  your  griefs  foftly,  I  do  know  you  well. 
Before  the  Eyes  of  both  our  Armies  here 
(Which  mould  perceive  nothing  but  Love  from  us) 
Let  us  not  wrangle.  Bid  them  move  away : 
Then  in  my  Tent  Cajfius  enlarge  your  Griefs, 
And  I  will  give  you  Audience. 

Cajfi.  Pindarus, 
Bid  our  Commanders  lead  their  Charges  off 
A  little  from  this  ground. 

Bru.  Lucilius,  do  you  the  like,  and  let  no  man 
Come  to  our  Tenr,  till  we  have  done  our  Conference. 
Let  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  our  Door.  [Exeunt. 

Manent  Brutus  and  Caflius. 

Cafft.  That  you  have  wrong'd  me,  doth  appear  in  this 
You  have  condemn'd,  and  noted  Lucius  Fella 
For  taking  Bribes  here  of  the  Sardians, 
Wherein  my  Letter,  praying  on  his  fide, 
Becaufe  I  knew  the  man,  was  flighted  off 

Bru.  You  wrong'd  your  felf  to  write  in  fuch  a  cafe. 
Cajfi.  In  fuch  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet, 

That  every  nice  offence  fhould  bear  his  Comment. 
Bru.  Let  me  tell  you,  Cajfius,  you  your  felf, 

Are  much  condemn'd  to  have  an  itching  Palm, 
To  fell,  and  Mart  your  Offices  for  Gold 
To  Undefervers. 

Cajfi.  I,  an  itching  Palm  ? 
You  know  that  you  are  Brutus  that  fpeaks  this, 
Or  by  the  Gods,  this  fpeech  were  elfe  your  Iaft. 

Bru.  The  name  of  Cajfius  honours  this  Corruption, 
And  Chaftifement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 

Cajfi.  Chaftifement? 
Bru.  Remember  tJWarchjhe  Ides  of  March  remember : 

Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  Juftice  fake  ? 

What  Villain  touch'd  his  Body,  that  did  ftab, 
And  not  for  Juftice  ?  What,  fhall  one  of  Us, 
That  ftruck  the  Formoft  man  of  all  this  World, 
But  for  fupporting  Robbers  :  fhall  we  now 
Contaminate  our  Fingers  with  bale  Bribes? 
And  fell  the  mighty  fpace  of  our  large  Honours 
For  fo  much  trafh,  as  may  be  grafped  thus  ? 
I  had  rather  be  a  Dog,  and  bait  the  Moon, 
Than  fuch  a  Roman. 

Cajfi.  Brutus,  bait  not  me, 

I'll  not  endure  it :  you  forget  your  felf, 
To  hedge  me  in,  1  am  a  Souldier,  I, 
Older  in  practice,  abler  than  your  felf 
To  make  Conditions. 

Bru.  Go  to :  you  are  not  Cajfius. 

Cajfi,  I  am. 
Bru.  I  fay,  you  are  not. 
Cajfi.  Urge  me  no  more,  I  fhall  forget  my  felf : 

Have  mind  upon  your  health :  Tempt  me  no  farther. 
Bru.  Away,  flightman. 

Cajfi.  Is'tpoffible? 
Bra.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  fpeak. 

Muft  I  give  way,  and  room  to  your  rath  Choler  ? 
Shall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  mad  man  flares  ? 

Cajfi.  O  ye  Gods,  ye  Gods,  muft  I  endure  all  this? 
Bru.  All  this  ?  I  more.  Fret  till  your  proud  heart  break, 

Go  Ihew  your  Slaves  how  Cholerick  you  are, 
And  make  your  Bondmen  tremble.  Muft  I  budge? 
Muft  I  obferve  you  ?  Muft  I  ftand  and  crouch 
Under  your  tefty  humour?  By  the  Gods 

You  fliall  digeft  the  Venom  of  your  fpleen 
Though  it  do  fplit  you.    For  from  this  day  forth, 
I'll  ufe  you  for  my  Mirth,  yea  for  my  Laughter, 
When  you  are  wafpifh. 

Cajfi.  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Bru.  You  fay,  you  are  a  better  Souldier :  ' Let  it  appear  fo ;  make  your  vaunting  true, 
And  it  fhall  pleafe  me  well.  For  mine  own  part, 
I  fhall  be  glad  to  learn  of  Noble  men. 

Cajfi.  You  wrong  me  every  way  : 

You  wrong  me,  Brutus  : 
I  faid,  an  Elder  Souldier,  not  a  Better. 
Did  I  fay  Better  ? 

Bru  If  you  did,  I  care  not. 

Cajfi.  When  Cafar  liv'd,  he  durft  not  thus  have  mov'd me. 

Bru.  Peace,  peace,  you  durft  not  fo  have  tempted  him. 

Cajfi.  I  durft  not. Bru.  No. 

Cajfi.  What  ?  durft  not  tempt  him  ? 
Bru.  For  your  life  you  durft  not  ? 
Cajfi.  Do  not  prefume  too  much  upon  my  love, 

I  may  do  that  I  fhall  be  forry  for. 
Bru.  You  have  done  that  you  fhould  be  forry  for. 

There  is  no  terror,  Cajfius,  in  your  threats. 

For  I  am  arm'd  fo  ftrong  in  honefty, 
That  they  pars  by  me,  as  the  idle  wind, 
Which  I  refpect  nor.  I  did  fend  to  you 

For  certain  fums  of  Gold,  which  you  deny'd  me, 
For  I  can  raife  no  money  by  vile  means : 
By  Heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart, 
And  drop  my  blood  for  Drachmaes,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  hands  of  Peazants,  their  vile  trafh 

By  any  indirection.  1  did  fend 
To  you  for  Gold  to  pay  my  Legions, 

Which  you  deny'd  me  :  was  that  done  like  Cajfius  ? 
Should  I  have  anfwer'd  Caius  Cajfius  fo  ? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  fo  covetous, 
To  lock  fuch  Rafcal  Counters  from  his  Friends, 

Be  ready  gods  with  all  your  Thunder-bolts, 
Dalh  him  to  pieces. 

-  Cajfi.  I  deny'd  you  not. Bru.  You  did. 

Cajfi.  I  did  not.  He  was  but  a  Fool 

That  brought  my  anfwer  back.  Brutus  hath  riv'd  my  heart, 
A  Friend  fhould  bear  his  Friends  infirmities, 

But  Brutus  makes  mine  grearer  than  they  are. 
Bru.  I  do  not  rill  you  piactife  them  on  me. 

Cajfi.  You  love  me  nou Bru.  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 

Cajfi.  A  Fi  lendly  Eye  could  never  fee  fuch  faults. 
Bru.  A  Flatterers  would  not,  though  they  do  appear 

As  huge  as  high  Olympw. 

Cajfi.  Come,  Antony,  and  young  OBav'w  come, Revenge  your  felves  alone  on  Cajfius, 
For  Cajfius  is  a  weary  of  the  World : 

Hated  by  one  he  loves,  brav'd  by  his  Brother, 
Check'd  like  a  Bondman,  all  his  faults  obferv'd, 
Set  in  a  Note-Book,  learn'd,  and  con'd  by  roat 
Tocaftinto  my  Teeth.  O  I  could  weep 
My  Spirit  from  mine  Eyes :  There  is  my  Dagger, 
And  here  my  naked  Breaft :  Within  a  heart 
Dearer  than  Pluto's  Mine  :  Richer  than  Gold : 
If  that  thou  beeft  a  %oman,  take  it  forth. 

I  that  deny'd  thee  Gold,  will  give  my  Heart : 
Strike  as  thou  didft  at  C<efary  for  I  know, 

When  thou  didft  hate  him  worft,  thou  lovedft  him  better 
Than  ever  thou  lovedft  Cajfius. 

Bru.  Sheath  your  Dagger : 

Re  angry  when  you  will,  it  fhall  have  fcope, 
Do  what  you  will,  difhonour  fhall  be  humour. 

O,  Cajfius,  you  are  yoaked  with  a  Lamb 
That  carries  anger,  as  the  Flint  bears  fire, 
Who  much  inforced,  fbews  a  hafty  fpark, 
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And  ftraight  is  cold  again. 

Caffi.  Hath  Caffms  Jiv'd To  be  but  Mirth  and  Laughter  to  his  Brutus, 

When  grief  and  blood  ill  temper'd,  vexeth  him? 
Bru.  When  I  fpoke  that,  1  was  ill-temper'd  too. 
Caffi.  Do  you  confefs  fo  much?  Give  me  your  hand. 
Bru.  And  my  heart  too. 

Caffi.  O  Brutus! 
Bru.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Caffi.  Have  not  you  love  enough  to  bear  with  me, 

When  that  rafh  humour  which  my  Mother  gave  me 
Makes  me  forgetful? 

Bru.  Yes,  Caffms,  and  from  henceforth 
When  you  are  over-earneft  with  your  Brutus, 

Hee'il  think  your  Mother  chides,  and  leave  you  fo. 

Enter  a  Poet. 

To.  Let  me  go  in  to  fee  the  Generals, 

There  is  forae  grudge  between  'em,  'tis  not  meet 
They  be  alone. 

Luci.  You  (hall  not  come  to  them. 

Poet .  Nothing  but  Death  (hall  ftay  me. 

Caffi.  How  now  ?  What's  the  matter  ? 
'Poet.  For  fhame  you  Generals  ?  what  do  you  mean? 

Love,  and  be  Friends,  as  two  fuch  men  mould  be, 

For  1  have  feen  more  years  I'm  fore  than  ye. 
Caffi.  Ha,  ha,  how  vilely  doth  this  Cynick  rhime: 

'Bru.  Get  you  hence, Sirrah:  Sawcy  fellow,  hence. 

Caffi.  Bear  with  him,  Brutus,  'tis"his  fafiiion. 
Bru.  I'll  know  his  humour,  when  he  knows  his  time : 

What  mould  the  Wars  do  with  thefe  jigging  Fools  ? 
Companion,  hence. 

Caffi.  Away,  away,  be  gone.  {Exit  Poet. 
Brut.  Lucilms  and  Titinius,  bid  the  Commanders 

Prepare  to  lodge  their  Companies  to  Night. 
Caffi.  And  come  your  felves,and  bring  Meffala  with  you 

Immediately  to  us. 

"Bru.  Lucius,  a  Bowl  of  Wine. 
Caffi.  1  did  not  think  you  could  have  been  fo  angry. 
Bru.  O  Cajfius,  I  am  fick  of  many  griefs. 
Cajfi.  Of  your  Philofophy  you  make  no  ufe, 

If  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils. 
Brut.  No  man  bears  forrow  better.  Tortia  is  dead. 

Caffi.  Ha!  Tortia? 
Bru.  She  is  dead. 

Cajfi.  How  fcap'd  I  killing,  when  I  croft  you  fo  ? 
0  inmpportable,  and  touching  lofs ! 
Upon  what  (icknefs  ? 

Bru.  Impatient  of  myabfence: 
And  grief,  that  young  Otlavius  with  Mark^  Antony, 
Have  made  themfelves  fo  ftrong :  For  with  her  Death 
That  tydings  came.  With  this  (he  fell  diftract, 

An:!  (her  Attendants  abfent )  fwallow'd  fire. 

C*Jfi-  And  dy'd  fo  ? Bru.  Even  fo. 

Caffi.  O  ye  immortal  Gods  / 

Enter  Boy  with  Wine  and  Tapers. 

Uru.  Speak  no  more  of  her:  Give  me  a  Bowl  of  Wine. 
In  this  I  bury  all  unkindnefs,  Caffius  {Drinks. 

C4fi-  My  heart  is  thirfty  for  that  Noble  pledge, 

Fill,  Luciusy  till  the  Wine  o're  fwell  the  Cup : 
1  cannot  drink  too  much  of  Brutus's  love. 

Snter  Titinius,  and  Meffala. 

Bru.  Come  in,  Titinius : 
Welcome,  good  Meffala : 
Now  fit  we  clofe  about  this  Taper  here, 
And  call  inqueltion  our  neceflities. 

Caffi.  Tortia,  art  thou  gone  ? 

Bru.  No  more,  I  pray  you. 

Meffala,  I  have  here  received  Letters, 
That  young  Octavins,  and  Marl^  Antony, 
Come  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  power, 
Bending  their  expedition  toward  Phitipp. 

Meff.  My  felt  have  Letters  of  the  felf  fame  tenure. 
Bru.  With  what  Addition. 

Meff.  That  by  profcription,  and  Bills  of  Outlawry, 
Ottavius,  Antony,  and  Lepidus, 
Have  put  to  Death  an  hundred  Senators. 

Bru.  Therein  our  Letters  do  not  well  agree: 

Mine  fpeak  of  feventy  Senators,  that  dy'd 
By  their  piofcriptions,  Cicero  being  one. 

Cajfi.  Cicero  one  ? 
Meff.  Cicero  is  dead,  and  by  that  order  of  profcription. 

Had  you  your  Letters  from  your  Wife,  my  Lord  ? 
Brut.  No,  Meffala. 

cJkfejf.  Nor  nothing  in  your  Letters  writ  of  her? 
Bru.  Nothing,  Meffala. 

Meff.  That  methinks  is  ftrange. 
Bru.  Why  ask  you  ? 

Hear  you  ought  of  her,  in  yours  ? 
Meff.  No,  my  Lord. 
"Bru.  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman,  tell  me  true, 
Meff.  Then  like  a  Roman,  bear  the  truth  I  tell, 

For  certain  (he  is  dead,  and  by  ftrange  manner. 
Bru.  Why,  farewel,  Portia  :  we  muft  die,  Meffala, 

With  meditating  that  (he  muft  die  once, 
I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Meff.  Even  fo  great  men,  great  lofles  (hould  endure. 
Caffi.  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  Art  as  you, 

But  yet  my  Nature  could  not  bear  it  fo. 
Bru.  Well,  to  our  work  alive.  What  do  you  think 

Of  marching  to  Thtlippi  prefently. 

Caffi.  I  do  not  think  it  good. 
Bru.  Your  reafdn  ? 

Caffi.  This  it  is : 
'Tis  better  that  the  Enemy  feek  us, 
So  (hall  he  wafte  his  means,  weary  his  Souldiers, 
Doing  himfelf  offence,  whilft  we  lying  ftill, 
Are  full  of  reft,  defence,  and  nimblenefs. 

Bru.  Good  reafons  muft  of  force  give  place  to  better : 

The  people  'twixt  Philippi,  and  this  ground 
Do  ftand  but  in  a  forc'd  affecnon : 

For  they  have  grudg'd  us  Contribution. 
The  Enemy,  marching  along  by  them, 
By  them  (hall  make  a  fuller  number  up, 

Come  on  refrefht,  new  added,  and  encourag'dj 
From  which  advantage  (hall  we  cut  him  off. 
If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there, 
Thefe  people  at  our  back. 

Caffi.  Hear  me,  good  Brother. 
Bru.  Under  your  Pardon.  You  muft  note  befide, 

That  we  have  try'd  the  utmoft  of  our  Friends : 
Our  Legions  are  brim  full,  our  caufe  is  ripe, 
The  Enemy  encreafeth  every  day, 

We  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  Tide  in  the  affairs  of  men, 
Which  taken  at  the  Flood,  leads  on  to  Fortune : 
Omitted,  all  the  Voyage  of  their  Life, 
(s  bound  in  Shallow?,  and  in  Miferies. 
On  fuch  a  full  Sea,  are  we  now  a-Hoat, 
And  we  muft  take  the  current  when  it  ferves, 
Or  loofe  our  ventures. 

Caffi.  Then  with  your  will  go  on  .•  we'll  along Our  felves,  and  meet  them  at  Philippi 
Bru.  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  talk, 

And  Nature  muft  obey  Neceflity, 

Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  reft ; 
There  is  no  more  to  fay. 

Caffi.  No  more,  good  night, 

Early  to  Morrow  will  we  rife,  and  hence. 
Enter 



36
 

The  Tragedy  of  Julius  Csefar. 

Enter  Lucius. 

Bru  Luciuf,  my  Gown  :  farewel,  good  Mejfala, 
Good  Night, Titintus :  Noble,  Noble Cafftnsy 
J ood  Night,  and  good  repofe. 

Caff.  O  my  dear  Brother: 
This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night : 

Never  come  fuch  divifion  'tween  our  Souls : 
Let  it  not,  Brutus. 

Enter  Lucius  with  the  Gown. 

Bnt.  Every  thing  is  well. 
Caffi.  Good  Night,  my  Lord. 
Bnt.  Good  Night,  good  Brother, 

Ttt.  MejJ'a.  Good  Night,  Lord  Brutus. 
Bm.  Farewel,  every  one.  [Exeunt. 

Give  me  the  Gown.  Where  is  thy  Inftrument  ? 
Luc.  Here  in  the  Tent. 

.  Br u.  What,  thou  fpeakeft  drowfily  ? 

Poor  Knave,  1  blame  thee,  thou  art  o're-watch'd. 
Call  Claudioy  and  fome  other  of  my  men, 

I'll  have  them  fleep  on  Culhions  in  my  Tent. Luc.  Farms  and  Claudto. 

Enter  Varrus  and  Claudio. 

V^r.  Calls  my  Lord  ? 
Bm.  I  pray  you,  Sirs,  lie  in  my  Tent,  and  fleep, 

It  may  be  I  fhall  raife  you  by  and  by 
On  bufinefs  to  my  Brother  Cafftus. 

Far.  Sopleafeyou,  we  will  Hand, 
And  watch  your  pleafure. 

Bru.  I  will  not  have  it  fo :  lie  down,  good  Sirs, 
It  may  be  I  (hall  otherwife  bethink  me. 

Look  Lucius,  here's  the  Book  I  fought  for  fo: 
I  put  it  in  the  Pocket  of  my  Gown. 

Luc.  I  was  fure  your  Lordlhip  did  not  give  it  me. 
Bm.  Bear  with  me,  good  Boy,  I  am  much  forgetful. 

Canft  thou  hold  up  thy  inftrument  a  drain  or  two. 
And  touch  thy  heavy  Eyes  a  while. 

L'ic.  I,  my  Lord,  an't  pleafe  you. 
Bm.  It  does,  my  Boy  ; 

I  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing. 
Luc  It  is  my  duty,  Sir. 
Bru.  I  (hould  not  urge  thy  duty  pair,  thy  might, 

1  know  young  bloods  look  for  a  time  of  reft. 
Luc.  I  have  flept,  my  Lord,  already. 
Bru.  It  was  well  done,  and  theu  lhalt  fleep  again : 

I  will  not  hold  thee  long.  If  I  do  live, 
I  will  be  good  to  thee. 

Mufick^  and  a  Song. 

This  is  a  fleepy  Tune  :  O  murderous  flumbcr .' 
Layeft  thou  thy  Leaden  Mace  upon  my  Boy, 
That  plays  thee  Mufick?.  Gentle  Knave,  goodnight: 
I  will  not  do  thee  fomuch  wrong  to  wake  thee : 

If  thou  doft  nod,  thou  break'ft  thy  Inftrument, 
I'll  take  it  from  thee,  and  (good  Boy)  good  night. 
Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee  ?  is  not  the  Leaf  turn'd  down 
Where  I  left  reading  ?  Here  it  is,  I  think. 

inter  the  Ghofl  of  Csfar. 

How  ill  this  Taper  burns.   Ha!  Who  comes  here  ? 
I  think  it  is  the  weaknefs  of  mine  Eyes 
Thatfhapes  thismonftrous  Apparition. 
It  comes  upon  me  :  Art  thou  any  thing  ? 
Art  thou  fome  God,  fome  Angel,  or  fome  Devil, 

That  mak'ft  my  blood  cold,  and  my  hair  to  flare  ? 
Speak  to  me,  what  thou  art. 

Ghoft.  Thy  evil  Spirit,  Brutus, 

Bru.  Why  com'ft  thou? 
Ghoft.  To  tell  thee  thou  fhalt  fee  me  at  Philippi. 
Brut.  Well  :  then  I  fhall  fee  thee  again  ? 
Ghoft.  I,  at  Philtppi. 
Bru.  Why,  I  will  fee  thee  at  Philippi  then: 

Now  I  have  taken  heart,  thou  vanifheft. 
Ill  Spiiit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee. 

Boy,  Luciu.',  Varrus,  Claudia,  Sirs  :  awake  : Claudio. 

Luci.  The  firings,  my  Lord,  are  falfe. 
Bm.  He  thinks  he  is  ftill  at  his  Inftrument.  - 

Lucius,  awake. 
Luci.  My  Lord. 
Bm.  Didft  thou  dream,  Lucius,  that  thoufocryedft out  ? 

Luc.  My  Lord,  I  do  not  k  now  that  I  did  cry. 
Bru.  Yes,  that  thou  didft  j  Didft  thou  fee  any  thing? 
Luc.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

'Bru.  Sleep  again,  Lucius Sirrah,  Claudio,  Fellow, 
Thou,  awake. 

Far.  My  Lord. 
Clau.  My  Lord. 
Bru  Why  did  you  fo  cry  out,  Sirs,  in  your  Sleep? 
Both.  Did  we,  my  Lord  ? 
Bru.  I :  faw  you  any  thing  ? 

Far.  No,  my  Lord,  I  faw  nothing. 
Clau.  Nor  I,  my  Lord. 
Bru.  Go,  and  commend  me  to  my  Brother  Cajfms  .- 

Bid  him  fet  on  his  powers  betimes  before, 
And  we  will  follow. 

Both.  It  fhall  be  done,  my  Lord.  [_Excnnt 

ABus '  Quintuf. 

Enter  Oftavius,  Antony,  and  their  tArmy. 

O^.IV  TO  W,  Antony,  our  hopes  are  anfwered, 
1  >|  You  faid  the  Enemy  would  not  come  down, 

But  keep  the  Hills  and  upper  Regions : 
It  proves  not  fo  :  their  Battels  are  at  hand, 
They  mean  to  warn  us  at  Philippt  here : 
Anfwering  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

Ant.  Tut  I  am  in  their  bofoms,  and  1  know 
Wherefore  they  do  it :  They  could  be  content 
To  vifit  other  places,  and  come  down 
With  fearful  bravery  :  thinking  by  this  face 
To  fallen  in  our  thoughts  that  they  have  Courage : 
But  'tis  not  fo. 

Enter  <?MefKnger. 

Mff.  Prepare  you  Generals, 
The  Enemy  comes  on  in  gaUant  fhew: 
Their  bloudy  fign  of  Battel  is  hung  out, 
And  fomething  to  be  done  immediately. 

tsint.  Otlavtus,  lead  your  Battel  foftly  on 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  evil  Field. 

Oil  a.  Upon  the  right  hand  I,  keep  thou  the  left.  . 
Ant .  Why  do  you  crofs  me  in  this  exigent  ? 
Oila.  I  do  not  crofs  you :  but  I  will  do  fo.  [March. 

Brum.    Enter  Brutus,  Caffius,  and  their  A/my. 

Bru.  They  ftand,  and  would  have  parley. 
Caffi.  Stand  faft,  Titinius,  we  muftout  and  talk. 
Oila.  «J^/ark^Antonyy  fhall  we  give  fign  of  Battel  ? 
Ant.  No,  Cafar,  we  will  anfwer  on  their  Charge. 

Make  forth,  the  Generals  would  have  fome  words. 
Oila.  Stir  not  until  the  Signal 
Bru.  Words  before  blows :  is  it  fo,  Country- men  ? 

Oila 
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Otta.  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 
Bru.  Good  words  are  better  than  bad  ftrokes,  Ottavius. 
Ant.  In  your  bad  ftrokes,  Brutus, you  give  good  words, 

Witnefs  the  hole  you  made  in  (f&fars  heart, 
d  ying,  long  live,  hail  Cxfar. 

Caffi.  Antony, 
The  pofture  ot  your  blows  are  yet  unknown^ 
But  for  your  words,  they  rob  the  Hi bla  Bees, 
And  leave  them  Honey-lefs. 

Ant.  Not  ftinglefs  too. 
Bru.  O  yes,  and  foundlefs  too  : 

For  you  have  ftoln  their  buzz\ngyAntony, 
And  very  wifely  threat  before  you  fting. 

Ant.  Villains:  you  did  not  fo,  when  your  vile  Daggers 
Hack  one  another  in  the  fides  of  C&far  : 

You  fhew'd  your  teeth  like  Apes, 
And  fawn'd  like  Hounds, 
And  bow'd  like  Bondmen,  killing  C<tfar%  feet : 
Whilft  damned  Caska,  like  a  Cur,  behind 
Struck  C&far  on  the  neck.  O  you  flatterers ! 

Caffi.  Flatterers  ?  Now  Brutus  thank  your  felf : 
This  tongue  had  not  offended  fo  to  day, 

M  Caffius  might  have  rul'd. 
Otta.  Come,  come,  the  caufe.  If  arguing  make  us  fwet, 

The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops : 
Look,  I  draw  a  Sword  againft  Confpirators, 
When  think  you  that  the  Sword  goes  up  again  ?  I 
Never  till  Cafa/s  three  and  thirty  wounds 

Be  well  aveng'd  ;  or  till  another  Caf  or 
Have  added  Slaughter  to  the  Sword  of  Traytors. 

Bru.  Cafar,  Thou  cauft  not  die  by  Traytors  hands, 
Unlefs  thou  bringft  them  with  thee. 

Otta.  So  I  hope  : 
I  was  not  born  to  die  on  Brutus  Sword. 

Bru.  O  if  thou  wert  the  Nobleft  of  thy  Strain, 
Young-man,  thou  couldft  not  die  more  honourable. 

Caffi.  A  peevifii  School-Boy,  worthies  of  fuch  honour 
.  Join'd  with  a  Masker  and  a  Reveller. 

Ant.  Old  Cajfms  ftill. 
Otta.  Come,  Antony  :  away  : 

Defiance,Traytors,  hurle  we  in  your  teeth. 
If  you  dare  fight  to  day,  come  to  the  field : 
If  not,  when  you  have  ftomachs. 

[Exit  Octavius,  Antony,  and  Army. 
Caffi.  Why  now  blow  wind,  fwell  billow, 

And  fwim  Bark : 

The  Storm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard. 

'Bru.  Ho,  Lucillim,  hark,  a  word  with  you. 
Lucillius,  and  Meflala  fiand forth. 

Luc.  My  Lord. 
Caf.  Meffala. 
Mejfa.  What  fayes  my  General  > 
Caf  Meffala,  this  is  my  Birth-Day:  as  this  very  day 

Was  Caffms  born.  Give  me  thy  hand,  Meffala : 
Be  thou  my  witnefs,  that  againft  my  will, 
( As  Pompey  was)  am  I  compelPd  to  fet 
Upon  one  Battel  all  our  Liberties. 
You  know  that  I  held  Epicurus  ftrong, 
And  his  opinion  :  Now  I  change  my  mind, 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  prefage. 
Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  former  Enfign, 

Two  mighty  Eagles  fell,  and  there  they  pearch'd, 
Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  Souldiers  hands, 
Who  to  Philtppi  here  conforted  us: 

This  Morning  are'  they  fled  away,  and  gone, And  in  their  fteads,  do  Ravens,  Crows  and  Kites, 

Fly  o're  our  heads,  and  downward  look  on  us 
As  we  were  fickly  prey ;  their  fhadows  feem 
A  Canopy  moft  fatal,  under  which 
Our  Army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  Ghoft. 

Meffa.  Believe  not  fo. 
Cajft.  I  but  believe  it  partly, 

For  I  am  frefli  of  fpirit,  and  refolv'd 
To  meet  all  peril,  very  conftantly. 

Bru.  Even  fo,  Lucilliw. 

Caffi.  Now  moft  Noble  Brutus, 
The  gods  to  day  ftand  friendly,  that  we  may 
Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  days  to  age. 
But  fince  the  affairs  of  men  refts  ftill  incertain, 
Letsreafon  with  the  worft  that  may  befal. 
If  we  do  lofe  this  Battel,  then  is  this 
The  very  laft  time  we  fhall  fpeak  together  : 
What  are  you  then  determined  to  do  ? 

Bru.  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  Philofophy, 
By  which  I  did  blame  Cato,  for  the  death 
Which  he  did  give  himfelf,  I  know  not  how : 
But  I  do  find  it  Cowardly,  and  vile, 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  fo  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life,  arming  my  felf  with  patience, 
To  ftay  the  providence  of  fome  high  Powers, 
That  govern  us  below. 

Caffi.  Then  if  we  lofe  this  Battel, 
You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Through  the  ftreets  of  Rome. 

Bru.  No,  Caffms,  no.- 
Think  not  thou,  Noble  Roman, 
That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome, 
He  bears  too  great  a  mind,  But  this  fame  day 
Muft  end  that  work,  that  Ides  of  <JMarch  begun. 
And  whether  we  fhall  meet  again,  I  know  not : 
Therefore  our  everlafting  farewel  take  : 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewel,  Caffius, 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why,  we  fhall  lmile : 
If  nor,  why  then  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Cajft.  For  ever,  and  for  evr,  farewel,  Brutus  .- 
If  we  do  meet  again,  wee'l  finile  indeed ; 
If  not,  'tis  true,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Bru.  Why  then  lead  on.  O  that  a  man  might  know 
The  end  of  this  days  bufinefs,  ere  it  come : 
But  it  fufficeth,  that  the  day  will  end, 
And  then  the  end  is  known.  Come  ho,  away.    {Exeunt . 

ts4Urum,       Enter  Brutus  and  Meflala. 

Bru.  Ride,  ride,  Meffala,  ride  and  give  thefe  Bills 
Unto  the  Legions,  on  the  other  fide. 

ZLoud  Alarum. 

Let  them  fet  on  at  once :  for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanour  in  Ottavio\  Wing  : 

And  Hidden  pofh  gives  them  the  overthrow : 
Ride,  ride,  Meffala,  let  them  all  come  down.     f_  Exeunt. 

Alarums.       Enter  Caffius  and  Titinius. 

Caffi.  O  lookj  Titinius,  look,  the  Villains  fly  : 

My  felf  have  to  mine  own  turn'd  Enemy  : 
This  Enfign  here  of  mine  was  turning  back, 
I  flew  the  Coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

Titin.  O  Caffius,  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  early^ 
Who  having  fome  advantage  on  Ottavius 
Took  it  too  eagerly  :  his  Souldiers  fell  to  fpoil, 

Whilft  we  by  Antony  are  all  inclos'd. 
Enter  Pindarus. 

Pmd.  Fly  further  off  my  Lord  :  fly  further  off,, 
Mark^  Antony  is  ir!  your  Tents,  my  Lord  : 
Fly  therefore,  Noble  Caffius,  fly  far  off. 

Caffi.  This  Hill  is  far  enough.  Look,  look,  Titinmsi 
Are  thofe  my  Tents  where  I  perceive  the  fire  ? 

Tit.  They  are,  my  Lord. 

Caffi.  Titinius,  if  thou  loveft  me, 
Mount  thou  my  Horfe,  and  hide  thy  Spurs  in  hirri, 
Till  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  Troops, 

And  here  again,  that  I  may  reft  aflur'd Whether  yond  Troops  are  Friend  or  Enemy. 
Tit.  I  will  be  here  again,  even  with  a  thought.  {Exit. 

Caffi.  Go,  Ptndarus,  get  thither  on  that  Hill, D  d  d  My 
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My  fight  was  ever  thick  :  regard,  Titinius, 
And  tell  me  what  Viou  not'ft  about  the  field. 

This  day  1  breath'd  firft,  time  is  come  round, 
And  wnere  1  .  id  begin,  there  fhall  I  end, 
My  life  is  run  his  compafs.  Sirrah,  What  news  ? 

Tind.  Above.  O,  my  .Lord. 
Caffi.  What  news  ? 
Find.  Titimus  is  enclofed  round  about 

With  Horfcmen,  that  make  to  him  on  the  Spur, 
Yet  he  fpurs  on.  Now  they  are  almoft  on  him : 
Now  Tuimus,  Now  fome  light :  O  he  lights  too. 
He's  tane.  [Short. 
And  hark,  they  fhout  for  joy. 

(faff.  Come  down,  behold  no  more : 
O  Coward,  that  I  am,  to  live  fo  long, 

To  fee  my  belt  Friend  tane  before  my  Face .' 

Enter  Pindarus. 

Come  hither  Sirrah  •,  In  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  Prifoner, 
And  then  I  fwore  thee,  faving  of  thy  life, 
Tnat  whatfoever  I  did  bid  thee  do, 
Thou  fhouldft  attempt  it.  Come  now,  keep  thine  Oath, 
Now  be  a  Freeman,  and  with  this  good  Sword 
That  ran  through  C&fars  Bowels,  fearch  this  Bofom. 
Stand  not  to  Anfwer:  Here,  take  thou  the  Hilts, 

And  when  ray  face  is  cover'd,  as  'tis  now, 
Guide  thou  the  Sword  —  Cejar  thou  art  reveng'd, 
Even  with  the  Sword  that  kill'd  thee,  [Kill]  bint. 

Pin.  So,  1  am  free, 
Yet  would  not  fo  have  been, 
Durft  1  have  done  my  will.  O  Caffms, 

Far  from  rhis  Country  cPindarm  fhall  run, 
Where  never  Roman  fhall'  take  note  of  him. 

Enter  Titinius, '  and  MefTala. 

Meffa.  It  is  but  change,  Titinius  \  for  Otlavius 

Is  overthrown  by  Noble  'Brutus  power, 
As  Caffms  Legions  are  by  Antony,  >■ 

Titin.  Thefe  tidings  will  well  comfort  Caffms. 
eJMeffa.  Where  did  you  leave  him? 
Tit  in.  All  difconfolate,  rn 

With  Pindarus  his. Bondman,  on  this  Hill, 
Me  ft.  Is  not  that  he  that  lies  upon  the  ground  ? 
Tut.  He  lies  not  like  the  Living.  O  my  heart ! 
Mtjfa.  Is  not  that  he  ? 
Titin.  No,  this  was  he,  Meffala, 

But  Caffms  is  no  more.  O  fetting  Sun : 
As  in  thy  red  Rayes  thou  doft  fink  to  night  \ 
So  in  his  red  blood  Caffius  day  it  fet.  | 
The  Son  of  Rqme  is  fer:  Our  day  is  gone, 

Clouds,  D~ws,  and  Dangers,  come  ;  our  deeds  are  done  : 
Miftrultof  my  luccefs  hath  done  this  deed. 

Meffa.  Miftrufh  of  good  fuccefs  hath  done  this  deed. 
O  hateful. Error,  Melancholies  Child  : 

Why  doll:  thou  fhew  ro  the  apt  thoughts  of  men, 

The  things  that  are  not?  O  Error  foon conceiv'd, 
Thou  never  com'fl:  unto  a  happy  Bitth, 
But  kill'ft  the  Mother  that  engendred  thee. 

Tit.  What  Pmdams.?   Where  art  thou,  Tindarus  ? 
Meffa.  Seek  him, Tttimus  :  whilft  I  go  to  meet 

The  Noble  Brutus,  thrufting  tin's  report 
Into  his  Ears ,  I  may  fay,  thruftjngdt : 
For  piercing  Steel,  and  Darts  inve.nomed 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  Ears  aiBrutm, 

As  tydings  of  this  fight. 
Tit.  Hye  you,  Meffala, 

And  I  will  feek  for  Pindarus  the  while : 

Why  didft  thou  fend  me  forth,  brave  Caffim  ? 
Did  I  not  meet  thy  Friends,  and  did  not  they 
Put  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  Victory, 
And  bid  me  give  it  thee  ?  Didft  thou  not  hear  their  fhouts? 

Alas,  thou  haft  mifconftrued  every  thing. 
But  hold  thee,  take  this  Garland  on  thy  Brow, 
Thy  Brutus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  I 
Will  do  his  bidding.  Brutus,  come  apace, 
And  fee  how  1  regarded  Cams  Caffms  : 
By  your  leave,  gods :  This  is  a  Romans  part, 
Come  Caffms  Sword,  and  find  Tittnius  heai  t.        £  Dies. 

Alarum.    Enter  Brutus,  MefTala  ,  young  Cato, 
Strato,  Volumnius,  and  Lucillius. 

Bru.  Where,  where, Me tfala,  doth  his  Body  lie? 
Meffa.  Lo  yonder,  and  Titinius  mourning  it. 
Bru.  Titinius  face  is  upward. 
Cato.  He  is  (lain. 

'Bru.  O  Julius  Cafar,thou  art  mighty  yet, 
Thy  Spirit  waiks  abroad,  and  turns  our  Swords 
In  our  own  proper  Entrails.  [Uw  Alarum,. 

Cato.  Brave  Titinius, 

Look  where  he  have  not  Crown'd  dead  Caffms. Bru.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living  fuch  as  tticfe  ? 
The  laft  of  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well: 
It  is  impoffible  that  ever  Home 
Should  breed  thy  Fellow:  Friends  I  owe  moe  tears 
To  this  dead  man,  than  you  fhall  fee  me  pay. 
I  fhall  find  time,  Caffms  t  I  fhali  find  time. 
Come  therefore,  and  to  Tharfus  fend  his  body, 
His  Funerals  fhall  not  be  in  our  Camp, 
Left  it  difcomfort  us.  Lucillius  come, 
And  come,  young  Cato ,  let  us  to  the  Field, 
Labio  and  Flavius,  fet  our  Battels  on : 
Tis  three  a  Clock,  and  Romans  yet  ere  night, 
We  fhall  try  Fortune  in  a  fecond  fight.  [Exeunt. 

Alarum.   Enter  Brutus,  Meffala,  Cato,  Lucillius, 
and  Flavius. 

Bru.  Yet  Countrymen :  O  yet,  hold  up  your  heads. 
Qato  What  Ballard  doth  not?  who  will  go  with  me? 

I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field. 
I  am  the  Son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho. 
A  Foe  to  Tyrants,  and  my  Countreys  Friend. 
I  am  the  Son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho. Enter  Souldiers  and  fight. 

And  I  am  'Brutus,  Marcus  Brutus,  I. 
Brutus  my  Countries  Friend :  know  me  for  Brutus. 

Luc.  6  young  and  Noble  Cato,  art  thou  down  ? 
Why  now  thou  dyeft,  as  bravely  as  Titinius, 

And  may'ft  be  honour'd  being  Cato's  Son. 
Sould.  Yield,  or  thou  dyeft. 
Luc.  Only  I  yield  to  die: 

There  is  fo  much,  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  ftraight : 

Kill  'Brutus,  and  be  honour'd  in  his  Death. 
Sould.  We  muft  not :  a  Noble  Prifoner. 

Enter  Antony. 

2.  Sould.  Room  ho  :  tell  Antony,  "Brutus  is  tane. 
l.  Sould.  I'll  tell  thee  news,  here  comes  the  General, 

Brutus  is  tane,  Brutus  is  tane,  my  Lord. 
Ant.  Where  is  he  ? 

Luc.  Safe  is4ntonyy  "Brutus  is  fafe  enough  : 
I  dare  allure  thee,  that  no  Enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  the  Noble  Brutus : 

The  gods  defend  him  from  fo  great  a  fharae, 
When  you  do  find  him  or  alive,  or  dead, 
He  will  be  found  like  Brutus,  like  himfelf. 

Ant.  This  is  not  Brutus,  Friend,  but  I  afTure  you, 
A  prize  no  lefs  in  worth  :  keep  this  man  fafe, 
Give  him  all  kindnefs.  I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  Friends,  than  Enemies.  Go  on, 
And  fee  where  Brutus  be  alive  or  dead, 
And  bring  us  unto  Otlavius  Tent, 

How  every  thing  is  chane'd.  [Exeunt 

Entt 
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Enter  Brutus,  Dardanius,  Clitus,  Strato, 
and  Volumnius. 

Bru.  Come,poor  remains  of  Friends,  reft  on  this  Rock 

Git.  StattlUm  mew'd  the  Torch-light,  but,  myTord, 
He  came  not  back,  he  is,  or  taM,  or  (lain.  . 

Hrn.  Sit  theedowd,  C  lit  its :  lliying  is  the*  word, 
It  is  a  deed  in  fafhiorv  Hark  thee,  Clitus. 

CUt.  What  I;  my  Lord  ?  No,  not  for  all  the  World. 

"Bru.  Peace  then,  no  worcis. 
CUt.  I'll  rather  kill  myfelf. 
'Bru.  Hark  thee,  Dardanius. 
Dard.  Shall  I  do  fuch  a  Deed  ? 
Cht.  O  Dardanius. 
Dar.  O  Clitus. 

CUt.  What  ill  requeft  did  Brutus  make  tc|jthe^/ 

Dar.  To  kill  him,  CUt  us :  look  he  meditates.,  * 
Clit.  Now  is  that  Noble  Ve fill  full  of  grief, 

That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  Eyes. 
Bru.  Come  hither,  good  Volumnius,  lift  a  word. 
Volum.  What  fays,  my  Lord  ? 
Bru.  Why  this,  Volumnius  : 

The  Ghoft  of  Cajar  hath  appear'd  to  me 
Two  feveral  times  by  night :  at  Sardis,  once  ; 

And  this  laft  night,  here  in  Philtppi-fields : 
I  know  ray  hour  is  come. 

Volum.  Not  To,  my  Lord. 
T>ru.  Nay,  I  am  fure  it  is,  Volumnius. 

Thou  feeft  the  World,  Volumnius,  how  it  goes, 
Our  Enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  Pit :        [Low  Alarum. 
It  is  more  worthy,  to  leap  in  our  felves, 
Than  tarry  till  they  puth  us.  Good  Volumnius, 
Thou  knoweft  that  we  two  went  to  School  together  : 
Even  for  that  our  love  of  old,  I  prethee 
Hold  thou  my  Swords  Hilt,  while  I  run  on  it. 

Vol.  That's  not  an  office  for  a  Friend,  my  Lord. 
[Alarum  ftill. 

Clit.  Fly,  fly,  my  Lord,  there  is  no  tarrying  here. 
Bru.  Farewel  to  you,  and  you,  and  you,  Volumnius. 

Strato,  thou  haft  been  all  this  while  afleep : 
Farewel  to  thee,  to  Strato,  Countrymen  : 
My  heart  doth  joy,  that  yet  all  my  life, 
I  found  no  man,  but  he  was  true  to  me. 
I  fhall  have  glory  by  this  looting  day, 
More  than  OElavius  and  Mark^Antony, 
By  this  vileConqueft  fhall  attain  unto. 
So  fare  you  well  at  once,  for  Brutus  tongue 

Hath  almoft  ended  his  lives  Hiftory : 

■iight  hangs  upon  mine  Eyes,  my  Bones  would  reft, 
That  have  but  labour'd,  to  attain  this  hour. Alarum.      Cry  mt bin.  Flie  flie,  flie. 
CU.  Flie,  my  Lord,  flie. 
Bru.  Hence:  I  will  follow: 

I  prethee,  r'Srrato,  ftay  thou  by  thy  Lord, 
Thou  ai  t  ̂Fellow  of  a  good  refpect : 
Thy  life  hath  ha,cl  forne  fmatch  of  honour  in  it. 
Hold  then  my  Sword,  and  turn  away  thy  face, 
While  I  do  run  upon  it.  Wilt  thou,  Strato  ? 

Strat.  Give  me  your  hand  firft.  Fare  you  well,  my  Lord. 
Bru.  Farewel,  good  Strato.  C&far,  now  be  ftill, 

i  kill'd  not  thee  with  half  fo  good  a  will.  [Dies. 

Alarum.  !{etreat.\  Enter  Antony,  Octavius,  Meflala, 
Lucillius,  and  the  Army. 

Whatman  is  that? 

Me  fa.  My  Mafters  man.  Strati,  where  is  thy  Mafter  ? 
Stra.  Free  from  the  Bondage  you  are  in,  Mefala  j 

The  Conquerours  can  bUT  make  a  fire  of  him  : 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himfelf, 
And  no  man  elfe  hath  honour  by  his  Death. 

Luci.  So  Brutus  fhould  be  found.  1  thank  thee,  Brutus, 

That  thou  haft  prov'd  Lucillius  faying  true. 
Otla.  All  that  ferv'd  Brutus  1  wit!  entertain  them, 

Fellow,  wilt  thou  beftow  thy  time  with  me? 
Stra.  I,  if  Mefala  will  prefer  me  to  you. 
Otta.  Do  fo,  good  Mefala. 
Me  fa.  How  died  my  Lord,  Strato  ? 
Stra  I  held  the  Sword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 
Mefa.  Ottavius,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee, 

That  did  the  lateft  ferviceto  my  Mafter. 
Am .  This  was  the  Nobleft  Roman  of  them  all : 

All  the  Confpirators  fave  only  he, 
Did  that  they  did,  in  envy  of  great  Crfar: 
He,  only  in  a  general  honeft  thought, 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  life  was  gentle,  and  the  Elements 
So  mixt  in  him,  that>Jature  might  ftand  up, 
And  fay  to  all  the  World  ;  This  was  a  man. 

Otta.  According  to  hisVertue,  let  usufehim 
With  all  refpect,  and  rices  of  Burial. 
Within  my  Tent  his  Bones  to  night  fhall  lie, 
Moftlike  aSouldier,  ordered  honourably: 

So  call  the  field  to  reft,  and  let's  away, 
To  part  the  glories  of  this  happy  day.      [Exeunt  omnes. 
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<&AUus  primus.  Sc&na  'Prima. 

Thunder  and  Lightning.  Enter  three  Witches. 

W 

3- 

i. 
2. 

3- 

1. 

HEN  fhall  we  three  meet  again  ? 
In  Thunder,  Lightning,  or  in  Rain? 

2.  When  the  Hurly-burly's  done, 
When  the  Battel's  loft  and  won. 

That  will  bee'rethe  fetof  Sun.  ; 
Where  the  place  ? 
Upon  the  Heath. 
There  to  meet  with  Macbeth. 

I  come,  Gray-Malkin. 
is4U.  Padocke  calls  anon:  Fair  h  foul,  and  foul  is  fair. 

Hover  through  the  fog  and  filthy  air.  [Exeunt. 

Sc&ncL  Secunda* 

Alarum  within.  Enter  King,  Malcolme,  Donalbaine, 
Lenox,  with  Attendants ,  meeting 

a  bleeding  Captain. 

King.  What  bloody  man  is  that  ?  He  can  report, 
Asfeemethby  his  plight,  of  the  revolt 
The  neweft  ftate. 

zsMal.  This  is  the  Serjeant, 
Who  like  a  good  and  hardy  Souldier  fought 

'Gainft  my  Captivity :  Hail,  hail,  brave  Friend  ; 
Say  to  the  King,  the  knowledge  of  the  broyl, 
As  thou  didft  leave  it. 

Cap.  Doubtful  it  flood, 
As  two  lpent  Swimmers,  that  do  cling  together, 
And  choak  their  Art :  The  mercilefs  Macdonnel 
^Worthy  to  be  a  Rebel,  for  to  that 
The  multiplying  villanies  of  Nature 
Do  fwarm  upon  him )  from  the  weftern  Ifles 

Of  Kernes  and  Gallow  glafTes  isfupply'd, 
And  Fortune  on  his  damned  Quarry  fmiling, 

Shew'd  like  a  Rebels  whore :  But  all's  too  weak : 
For  brave  Macbeth  (well  he  deferves  that  name ) 
Difdainihg  Fortune  with  his  brandifht  Steel, 

Which  fmoak'd  with  bloody  execution 
Like  Valours  Minion)  carv'd  out  his  paffage, 
Till  he  fae'd  the  Slave: 
Which  never  fhook  hands,  nor  bid  farewel  to  him, 

Till  he  unfeam'd  him  from  the  Nave  to  th5  Chops, 
And  fix'd  his  head  upon  our  Battlements. 

King.  O  valiant  Coufin,  worthy  Gentleman. 
Cap.  As  whence  the  Sun  gins  his  reflection, 

Shipwracking  ftormsand  direful  Thunders  breaking 

So  from  that  fpring ,  whence  comfort  feem'd  to  come 

Difcomfort  fwells :  Mark,  King  of  Scotland,  mark,  ' 
No  fooner  Juftice  had  with  Valour  arm'd, 
CompelPd  thefe  skipping  Kernes  to  truft  their  heels, 
But  the  Norweyan  Lord  furveyiDg  vantage, 
With  furbufht  arms  and  new  fupplies  of  men, 
Began  a  frefh  affault. 

King-.  Difmaid  not  this  our  Captains,  Macbeth  and 
Banqm  ? 

Cap.  Yes,  as  Sparrows  Eagles  •, Or  the  Hare  the  Lion. 

If  I  fay  footh,  I  muft  report  they  were 

As  Cannons  overcharg'd  with  double  Cracks, 
So  they  doubly  redoubled  ftroaks  on  the  Foe.- 
Except  they  meant  to  bathe  in  reeking  Wounds, 
Or  memorize  another  Golgotha, 
I  cannot  tell:  But  I  am  faint, 

My  Gafhes  cry  for  help. 
King.  So  well  thy  words  become  thee,  as  thy  wounds, 

They  fmack  of  Honour  both :  Go,  get  him  Surgeons. 

Enter  Rofle  and  Angus. 

Who  comes  here  ? 

Mai.  The  worthy  Thane  of  Roffe. 
hen.  What  haft  looks  through  his  eyes  ? 

So  fhould  he  look,  that  feems  to  fpeak  things  ftrange. 
Roffe.  God  fave  the  King, 

King.  Whence  cam'ft  thou,  worthy  Thane  ? 
Roffe.  From  Fife ,  great  King, 

Where  the  Norweyan  Banners  flout  the  Sky, 
And  fan  our  people  cold. 
Norway  himfelf,  with  terrible  numbers, 
Affifted  by  that  molt  difloyal  Traytor, 
TheThane  of  Cawdor,  began  a difmal  Conflict, 

Till  that  Bellona's  Bridegroom,  Japt  in  proof, 
Confronted  him  with  felf-comparifons, 

Point  againft  Point,  rebellious  Arm  "gainft  Arm, 
Curbing  his  lavifh  fpirit :  And  to  conclude, 
The  victory  fell  on  us. 

King.  Great  happinefs. 
Roffe.  That  now  Sweno,  the  Norwayes  King, 

Craves  compofition : 

Nor  would  we  deign  him  burial  of  his  men, 

'Till  he  disburfed,  at  Saint  Colmes-h\\\, 
Ten  thoufand  Dollars,  to  our  general  ufe. 

King.  No  more  that  Thane  of  Cawdor  fhall  deceive 
Our  bofom  intereft :  Go,  pronounce  his  prefent  death, 

And 



The  tragedy  of  Macbeth. 

And  with  his  former  Title,  great  Macbeth. 

l{ofe.  I'll  fee  it  done. 
Kwg.  What  he  hath  loft,  noble  Macbeth  hath  won. 

[Exeunt, 
Sc<ena  Tenia. 

Thunder.  Enter  the  three  Witches. 

r.  Where  haft  thou  been,  Sifter  ? 
2.  Killing  Swine. 
3.  Sifter,  where  thou? 
1.  A  Saylors  wife  had  Cheftnuts  in  her  Lap, 

And  mouncht,  and  mouncbt,  and  raouncht: 
Give  me,  quoth  I. 
Anoynt  thee.  Witch,  the  Rump-fed  Ronyon  cries. 

Her  husband's  to  Aleppo  gone,  Matter  o'th'  Tiger : 
But  in  a  fieve  I'll  thither  fail, 
And  like  a  Rat  without  a  Tail, 

I'll  do,  I'll  do,  and  I'll  do. 
2.  Til  give  thee  a  wind. 
1.  Th 'art  kind. 
3.  And  I  another. 
1.  I  my  felf  have  all  the  othef, 

And  the  very  Ports  they  blow, 
All  the  Quarters  that  they  know. 

Pth'  Shipman's  Card. 
I'll  drain  him  dry  as  Hay  : 
Sleep  (hall  neither  night  nor  day, 
Hang  upon  his  Pent-houfe  Lid : 
He  (hall  live  a  man  forbid : 

Weary  Sev'nights,  nine  times  nine, 
Shall  he  dwindle,  peak  and  pine : 
Though  his  Bark  cannot  be  loft, 
Yet  it  fhall  be  Tempeft-toft. 
Look  what  I  have. 

2.  Shew  me,  fhew  me. 

1.  Here,  I  have  a  Pilot's  Thumb, 
Wrackt  as  homeward  he  did  come.  [Drum  within. 

3.  A  Drum,  a  Drum : 
cJPfacbeth  doth  come. 

All.  The  weyward  Sifters,  hand  in  hand, 
Pollers  of  the  Sea  and  Land. 

Thus  do  go,  about,  about, 
Thrice  to  thine,  and  thrice  to  mine, 
And  thrice  again  to  make  up  nine. 

Peace,  the  Charm's  wound  up. 

Enter  Macbeth  and  Banquo. 

Macb.  So  foul  and  fair  a  day  I  have  not  feen. 

Banq.  How  far  is't  call'd  to  Sorts  ?  what  are  thefe  ? 
So  wither'd,  and  fo  wild  in  their  attire, 
That  look  not  like  th'  inhabitans  o'th'  Earth, 
And  yet  are  on't  ?  Live  you,  or  are  you  ought 
That  man  may  queftion  ?  You  feem  to  underftand  me, 
By  each  at  once  her  choppy  finger  laying 
Upon  her  skinny  Lips ;  You  fhould  be  Women, 
And  yet  your  Beards  forbid  me  to  interpre-t 
That  you  are  fo. 

Macb.  Speak  if  you  can:  What  are  you? 
1.  All  hail,  Macbeth,  hail  to  thee,  Thane  of  Glamis. 
2.  All  hail,  Macbeth,  hail  to  thee,  Thane  of  Cawdor. 
3.  All  hail,  Macbeth,  that  (halt  be  King  hereafter 
Han.  Good  Sir,  why  do  you  ftart  and  feem  to  fear 

Things  that  do  found  fo  fair  ?  I'th'  name  of  Truth, 
Are  ye  fantaftical,  or  that  indeed 
Which  outwardly  ye  (hew  ?  My  noble  Partner, 
You  greet  with  prefent  Grace,  and  great  Prediction 
Of  Noble  having,  and  of  Royal  hope, 
That  he  feems  wrapt  withal ;  to  me  you  fpeak  not. 
If  you  can  look  into  the  Seeds  of  Time, 
And  fay,  which  Grain  will  grow,  and  which  will  not, 
Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg,  nor  fear 
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Your  favours,  nor  your  hate. 
1.  Hail. 
2.  Hail. 

3.  Hail. 1.  Lefier  than  Macbeth,  and  greater. 
2.  Not  fo  happy,  yet  much  happier. 
3.  Thou fhalt  get  Kings,  though  thou  be  none: 

So  all  hail,  Macbeth  and  Banquo. 
I.  Banquo  and  Macbeth,  all  hail. 
Macb.  Stay,,  you  imperfect  Speakers,  tell  me  more: 

By  Sincl's  death  I  know  I  am  Thane  of  damn, 
But  how  of  Cawdor  ?  The  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives, 
A  profperous  Gentleman :  And  to.be  King , 
Stands  not  within  the  profpect  of  belief, 
No  more  than  to  be  Cawdor.  Say  from  whence 
You  owe  this  Orange  intelligence,  or  why, 
Upon  this  blafted  heath  you  ftop  our  way 
With  fuch  Prophetique  greeting  ? 

Speak,  I  charge  you.  QWitches  vanijhi 
Banq.  The  Earth  hath.bubbles,  as  the  water  has. 

And  thefe  are  of  them  :  Whither  are  they  vanifh'd  ? 
iJMacb.  Into  the  Air :  and  what  feem'd  corporal, 

Melted,  as  breath  into  the  wind. 
Would  they  had  ftaid. 

Banq.  Were  fuch  things  here,  as  we  do  fpeak  about  ? 
Or  have  we  eaten  of  the  infane  Root, 
That  takes  the  Reafon  Prifoner  ? 

Macb.  Your  Children  fhall  be  Kings. 
Banq.  You  fhall  be  King. 
Macb.  And  Thane  of  Cawdor  too :  Went  it  not  fo  ? 

Banq.  To  th' felf  fame  tune,  and  words:  Who's  here? 

Enter  Roue  and  Angus. 

%offe.  The  King  hath  happily  receiv'd,  Macbeth, 
The  news  of  thy  Succefs:  and  when  he  reads 
Thy  perfonal  Venture  in  the  Rebels  fight, 
His  wonders  and  his  Praifes  do  contend, 

Which  fhould  be  thine  or  his :  Silenc'd  with  that, 
In  viewing  o're  the  reft  o'th'  felf-fame  day, 
He  finds  thee  in  the  ftout  Norweyan  Ranks, 
Nothing  afraid  of  what  thy  felf  didft  make 
Strange  Images  of  death,  as  thick  as  tale 
Can  poft  with  Poll:,  and  every  one  did  bear 
Thy  praifes  in  his  Kingdoms  great  defence, 

And  pour'd  them  down  before  him. 
isfng.  We  are  fent, 

To  give  thee,  from  our  Royal  Mafter,  thanks, 
Only  to  herald  thee  into  his  fight, 

Not  pay  thee. 
7{offe.  And  for  an  earneft  of  a  greater  honooY, 

He  bad  me,  from  him,  call  thee  Thane  of  Cawdor  1 
In  which  addition,  hail ,  moft  worthy  Thane, 
For  it  is  thine. 

Banq.  What,  can  the  Devil  fpeak  true  ? 
nJMacb.  The  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives  : 

Why  do  you  drefs  me  in  his  borrowed  Robes  ? 
Ang.  Who  was  the  Thane,  lives  yet, 

But  under  heavy  judgment  bears  that  life, 
Which  he  defer ves  to  Iofh 

Whether  he  was  combin'd  wilh  thofe  of  T^orway, 
Or  elfe  did  line  the  Rebel  with  hidden  help, 

And  vantage ,  or  that  with  both  he  labour'd 
In  his  Countreys  wrack,  I  know  not : 

But  Treafons  Capital,  confefs'd,  and  prov'd, Have  overthrown  him. 

Macb.  Clamis,  and  Thane  of  Cawdor : 

The  greateft  is  behind.  Thanks  for  your  pains. 
Do  you  not  hope  your  Children  fhall  be  Kings, 
When  thofe  that  gave  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  to  me^ 
Promis'dnolefstothem  ? 

Banq.  That  trufted  home, 

Might  yet  enkindle  you  into  the  Crown, 

Befides  the  Thane  of  Cawdor.  But  'tis  ftrange : 
Ddd  3  And 



42
 

The  Tragedy  of  Macbeth. 

And  oftentimes,  to  win  us  to  our  harm, 
The  inftruments  of  Darknefs  tell  us  Truths, 

Win  us  with  honeft  trifles,  to  betray's 
In  deepeft  confequence. 
Coufins,  a  word,  I  pray  you. 

Macb.  Two  truths  are  told, 
As  happy  Prologues  to  the  fuelling  Act, 
Of  the  imperial  Theam.  I  thank  you,  Gentlemen : 
This  fupernatural  folliciting 

Cannot  be  ill  •,  cannot  be  good. 
If  ill  ?  Why  hath  it  given  meearneftof  fuccefs, 
Commencing  in  a  Truth  Mam  Thane  of  Cm  dor. 
If  good  ?  Why  do  I  yield  to  that  fuggeftion, 
Whofe  horrid  Image  doth  unfix  my  heir, 
And  make  my  feated  heart  knock  at  my  Ribs, 
Againft  the  ufe  of  nature  ?  Prefent  fears 
Are  lefs  than  horrible  imaginings : 
My  thought,  whofe  murther  yet  is  but  fantaftical, 
Shakes  fo  my  fingle  ftate  of  man. 

That  function  is  fmother'd  in  furmife, 
And  nothing  is,  but  what  is  not. 

Ban.  Look  how  our  Partner's  rapt. 
Macb.  If  Chance  will  have  me  King, 

Why  Chance  may  crown  me 
Without  my  ftirr. 

Ban.  New  honours  come  upon  him, 
Like  our  ftrange  Garments,  cleave  not  to  their  mould, 
But  with  the  aid  of  ufe. 

Macb.  Come  what  come  may, 
Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  rougheft  day. 

Ban.  Worthy  Macbeth,  we  Hay  upon  your  leifure. 
Macb.  Give  me  your  favour  : 

My  dull  brain  was  wrought  with  things  forgotten. 
Kind  Gentlemen,  your  pains  are  regiftred, 
Where  every  day  I  turn  the  Leaf, 
To  read  them. 

Let  us  toward  the  King ;  think  upon 

What  hath  chane'd  :  and  at  more  time, 
The  interim  having  weigh'd  it,  let  us  fpeak Our  free  hearts  each  to  other. 

Ban.  Very  gladly. 
Macb.  Till  then  enough  :  . 

Come,  friends.  \Exeunt. 

Scdna  Quart  a. 

Flourish.  Enter  King,  Lenox,  Malcolme, 
Donalbain,  and  Attendants. 

King.  Is  execution  done  on  Cawdor  i 

Are  not  thofe  in  commiffion  yet  return'd  ? 
Mai.  My  Liege,  they  are  not  yet  come  back. 

But  I  have  fpoke  with  one  that  faw  him  die  : 
Who  did  report,  that  very  frankly  he 

Confefs'd  his  Treafons,  implor'd  your  Highnefs  pardon, 
And  fet  forth  a  deep  Repentance  : 
Nothing  in  his  life  became  him, 

Like  the  leaving  it.  He  dy'd, 
As  one  that  had  been  ftudied  in  his  death, 

To  throw  away  the  dcareft  thing  he  ow'd, 
As  'twere  a  carelefs  trifle. 

King.  There's  no  Art, To  find  the  minds  conftruttion  in  the  face : 
He  was  a  Gentleman  on  whom  I  built 
An  abfolute  truft. 

Enter  Macbeth ,  Banquo,  Rofle,  and  Angus. 

O  worthieft  Coufin, 
The  fin  of  my  Ingratitude  even  now 
Was  heavy  on  me.  Thou  art  fo  far  before, 
That  fwifteft  Wine  of  Recompence  is  flow : 

To  overtake  thee.   Would  thou  hadft  lefs  deferv'd, 

That  the  Proportion  both  of  thanks  and  payment, 
Might  have  been  mine  :  Only  I  have  left  to  fay, 
More  is  thy  due,  than  more  than  all  can  pay. 

Macb.  The  fervice  and  the  loyalty  I  owe, 
In  doing  it,  paies  it  felf. 
Your  Highnefs  part  is  to  receive  our  Duties : 
And  our  Duties  are  to  your  Throne  and  State. 
Children  and  Servants ;  which  do  but  what  they  fliould 
By  doing  every  thing  fafe  toward  your  love And  honour. 

King.  Welcome  hither: 
I  have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 

To  make  thee  full  of  growing.  Noble  "Banquo, 
That  haft  no  lefs  deferv'd ,  nor  muft  be  known, 
Nor  lefs  to  have  done  fo :  Let  me  enfold  thee, 
And  hold  thee  to  my  heart. 

Ban.  There  if  I  grow, 

The  Harveft  is  your  own. 
King.  My  plenteous  joys, 

Wanton  in  fulnefs,  feek  to  hide  themfelves 
In  drops  of  Sorrow.  Sons,  Kinfman,  Thanes, 
And  you,  whofe  places  are  the  neareft,  know, 
We  will  eftablifh  our  Eflate  upon 
Oureldeft,  Malcolm,  whom  we  name  hereafter, 
The  Prince  of  Cumberland:  Which  honour  muft 

Not  unaccompanied,  invert  him  only. 
But  figns  of  Noblenefs,  like  Stars  fhall  fhine 
On  all  Defervers.  From  hence  to  Envernes, 
And  bind  us  further  to  you. 

Mai.  The  reft  is  labour,  which  is  not  us'd  for  you  : 
HI  be  my  felf  the  Harbenger,  and  make  jo)  ful 
The  hearing  of  my  wife  with  your  approach : 
So  humbly  take  my  leave.  v 

King.  My  worthy  fawdor. 
■    Macb.  The  Prince  of  Cumberland :  That  is  a  ftep, 

On  which  I  muft  fall  down,  or  elfe  o'r  leap, 
;  For  in  my  way  it  lies.  Stars  hide  your  fires, 
Let  not  light  fee  my  black  and  deep  defires : 
The  eye  wink  at  the  hand  :  Yet  let  that  be, 
Which  the  eye  fears,  when  it  is  done  to  fee.  [Exit. 

King.  True,  worthy  Banquo  :  He  is  full  fo  valiant, 
And  in  his  commendations,  1  am  fed : 

It  is  a  Banquet  to- me,  let's  after  him, 

Whofe  care  is  gone-before,  to  bid  us  welcome  :' It  is  a  peerlefs  kinfman.  {Exeunt. 

Sc<ma  Quinta. 

Enter  Macbeth'*  wife  alone  with  a  Letter. 

Lady.  They  met  me  in  the  day  of  fuccefi :  and  1  have  learned 
by  the  perfefffi  report,  they  have  more  in  them,  than  mortal 
knowledge.  When  I  burnt  in  defire  to  queftion  them  further, 

they  made  themfelves  Air.  Into  which  they  vanifli'd.  Whiles  1 
flood  raft  in  the  Wonder  of  it,  came  Mijfives  from  the  King, 
who  all  haifd  me  Thane  of  Cawdor  ,  by  which  Title  before, 

thife  weyward  Sifters  fainted  me  ,  and  referred  me  to  the  co- 
ming on  of  time  ,  with  hail  King  that  fhalt  be.  This  have  J 

thought  good  to  deliver  thee  ( my  dearefl  partner  of  Greatnef) 

that  thou  might  'fl  not  lofe  the  dues  of  rejoycing  by  being  ignorant 

of  what  Great nef  u  promts' d  thee.  Lay  it  to  thy  heart ,  and 

farewel. Glamis  thou  at t,  and  Qawdor,  and  (halt  be 

What  thou  art  promis'd :  Yet  I  do  fear  thy  Nature, 
It  is  too  full  o'th'  milk  of  humane  kindnefs, 
To  catch  the  rfeareft  way.  Thou  wouldft  be  great, 
Art  not  without  ambition:  But  without 

The  lllnefs  fhould  attend  it.  What  thou  would'ft  highly, 
That  wouldft  thou  holily   Would'ft  not  play  falfe, 
And  yet  would'ft  wrongly  win. 
Thou'd'ft  have,  great  Glamis,  that  which  cries. 
Thus  thou  muft  do  if  thou  have  if, 
And  that  which  rather  thou  doft  fear  to  do, 

Than' 



The  Tragedy  of  Macbeth. 

Than  wifheft  Ihould  be  undone.   Hie  thee  hither, 
Thaf  I  may  pour  my  Spirits  in  thine  ear, 
And  chaftife  with  the  valour  of  my  tongue 
All  that  thee  hinders  from  the  Golden  Round, 
Which  Fate  and  Metaphyfical  aid  doth  feem 

To  have  thee  crown'd  withal. 

Enter  MelTenger. 

What  is  your  tidings? 
MtjJ.  The  King  comes  here  to  night, 

Lady.  Thou'rt  mad  to  fay  it. 
Is  not  thy  Mailer  with  him  ?  who,  wer't  fo, 
Would  have  inform'd  for  preparation. 

Mejf.  So  pleafe  you,  it  is  true  :  our  Thane  is  coming, 

One  or"  my  fellows  had  the  fpeed  of  him  ; Who  almoft  dead  for  breath,  had  fcarcely  more 
Than  would  make  up  his  Mefiage. 

Lady.  Give  him  tending, 
He  brings  great  News,  L^xit  MeiTenger. 
The  Raven  himfelf  is  hoarfe, 
That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  Duncane 

Under  my  Battlements.   Come  you  Spirits. 
That  tend  on  mortal  thoughts,  unfex  me  here, 
And  fill  me  from  the  Crown  to  the  Toe,  top-full 
Of  direft  Cruelty  :  make  thick  my  blood, 
Stop  up  the  accefs  and  paflage  to  Remorfe, 
That  no  compunctious  vifitings  of  Nature 
Shake  my  fell  purpofe,  nor  keep  peace  between 

Th'effect,  and  it.    Come  to  my  Womans  Breads, 
And  take  my  Milk  for  Gall,  you  murth'ring  Minifters, 
Where-ever  in  your  fightlefs  fubftances, 
You  wait  on  Natures  Mifohief.   Come,  thick  Night, 
And  pall  thee  in  the  dunneft  fraoak  of  Hell, 
That  my  keen  knife  fee  not  the  wound  it  makes, 
Nor  Heaven  peep  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark, 
To  cry,  hold,  hold. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Great  Glamis,  worthy  Cawdor, 
Greater  than  both,  by  the  all  hail  hereafter,. 
Thy  Letters  have  tranfported  me  beyond 
This  ignorant  prefent,  and  I  feel  now 
The  future  in  the  inftant. 

Macb.  My  deareft  Love, 
Duncane  comes  here  to  Night. 

Lady.  And  when  goes  hence  ? 
Macb.  To  morrow,  as  he  purpofes. 
Lady.  O  never, 

Shall  Sun  that  morrow  fee. 

Your  Face,  my  Thane  ,  is  as  a  book,  where  men 
May  read  ftrange  matters  to  beguile  the  time. 
Look  like  the  time,  bear  welcome  in  your  eye, 

Your  hand,  your  tongue-,  look  like  the  innocent  flower, 
But  be  the  Serpent  under't.    He  that's  coming, 
Mutt  be  provided  tor :  and  you  (hall  put 
This  Nights  great  bufinefs  into  my  difpatch, 
Which  fhall  to  all  our  Nights  and  Days  to  come, 
Give  folely  Soveraign  Sway  and  Mafterdom. 

Macb.  We  will  fpeak  further. 

Lady.  Only  look  up  clear : 
To  alter  favour  ever  is  to  fear : 

Leave  all  the  reft  to  me.  [Exeunt. 

Scotia  Sexta. 

Hoboys,  andTorches.   Enter  King,  Malcolm,  Donalbain. 
Banquo,  Lenox,  Macduffe,  Roue,  Angus, 

and  Attendants. 

King.  This  Caftle  hath  a  pleafant  feat, 
The  air  nimbly  and  fweetly  recommends  it  felf 
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Unto  our  gentle  fenfes. 
Banq.  This  Gueft  of  Summer, 

The  Temple-haunting  Barlet  does  approve, 
By  his  loved  Manfonry,  that  the  Heavens  breath, 
Smells  wooingly  here  :  No  Jutty  frieze, 
Buttrice,  nor  Coigne  of  Vantage,  But  this  Bird 
Hath  made  this  pendant  Bed,  and  procreant  Cradle, 
Where  they  mult  breed,  and  haunt.-  I  haveobfeiv'd The  air  is  delicate, 

Enter  Lady. 

King.  See,  fee,  our  honour'd  Hoftefs : 
The  love  that  follows  us,  fornetirae  is  our  trouble, 
Which  ftill  we  thank  as  Love.    Herein  I  teach  you, 
How  you  fhall  bid  god-eyld  us  for  your  pains, 
And  thank  us  for  your  trouble. 

Lady.  All  our  fervice, 
In  every  point  twice  done,  and  then  done  doub!e3 
Were  poor ,  and  fingle  Bufinefs,  to  contend 
Againft  thofe  honours  deep,  and  broad, 
Wherewith  your  Majefty  loads  our  houfe : 
For  thofe  of  old,  and  the  late  Dignities, 

Heap'd  up  to  them,  we  reft  your  Hermits. 
King.  Where's  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  ? 

We  courft  him  at  the  heels,  and  had  a  purpofe 
To  be  his  Purveyor :  But  he  rides  well, 
And  his  great  Love  fiharp  as  his  Spur)  hath  holp  him 
To  his  home  before  us :  Fair  and  Noble  Hoftefs, 
We  are  your  gueft  to  Night. 

Lady.  Your  Servants  ever, 
Have  theirs,  themfelves,  and  what  is  theirs  in  compt, 
To  make  their  Audit  at  your  highnefs  pleafure, 
Still  to  return  your  own. 

King.  Give  me  your  hand  : 
Conduct  me  to  mine  Hoft,  we  love  him  highly, 
And  mall  continue,  our  Graces  towards  him. 

By  your  leave,  Hoftefs.  [.Exeunt. 

Scoria  Septima. 

Hoboys.  Torches. 
Enter  a  Sewer,  and  divers  Servants  with  Dijhes  and  Service 

over  the  Stage.    Then  enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  If  it  were  done,  when  'tis  done,  then  'twere  well, 
It  were  done  quickly :  if  th'Affafiination 
Could  trammel  up  the  Confequence,  and  catch 
With  hisfurceafe,  Succefs:  that  but  this  blow 
Might  be  the  be  all,  and  the  end  all.  Here, 
But  here,  upon  this  Bank  and  School  of  time. 

We'ld  jump  the  life  to  come.    But  in  thefe  Cafes, 
We  ftill  have  judgment  here,  that  we  but  teach 
Bloody  initructions,  which  being  taught,  return 

To  plague  th'ingredience  of  our  poyfon'd  Chalice 
To  our  own  lips.    He's  here  in  double  truft  ; 
Firft,  as  I  am  his  Kinfman,  and  his  Subject, 
Strong  both  againft  the  Deed :  then,  as  his  Holt, 
Who  fliould  againft  his  Murderer  fhut  the  door, 
Not  bear  the  knife  my  felf.    Befides  this  Duncane 
Hath  born  this  Faculty  fo  meek  :  hath  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  Office,  that  his  Vertues 

Will  plead  like  Angels,  Trumpet  tongu'd  againft 
The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking  off; 
And  Pity,  like  a  naked  new- born- babe, 

Striding  the  blaft,  or  Heavens  Cherubin,  hors'd 
Upon  the  fightlefs  Curriors  of  the  Air, 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  every  eye, 
That  tears  fhall  drown  the  Wind.    1  have  no  Spur 
To  prick  the  fides  of  my  intent,  but  only 

Vaulting  Ambition,  which  o're-leapsit  felf, Enter 
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Enter  Lady. 

And  falls  on  th'other. 
How  now  ?  What  News  ? 

La.  He  has  almoft  fup'd-.why  have  you  left  the  chamber? 
Mac.  Hath  he  ask'd  for  me  ? 
Lady.  Know  you  not,  he  has  ? 
Mac.  We  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  Bufinefs : 

He  hath  honour'd  me  of  late,  and  I  have  bought 
Golden  Opinions  from  all  forts  of  People, 
Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  neweft  glofs, 
Not  cad  afide  fo  foon. 

Lady.  Was  the  hope  drunk, 
Wherein  you  dreft  your  felf  ?  Hath  it  flept  fince  ? 
And  wakes  it  now  to  look  fo  green  and  pale  ? 
At  what  it  did  fo  freely  ?  From  this  time, 
Such  I  account  thy  love.  Art  thou  afraid 
To  be  the  fame  in  thine  own  Act,  and  Valour, 
As  thou  art  in  defire  ?  Wouldft  thou  have  that 

Which  thou  efteem'ft  the  Ornament  of  Life, And  live  a  Coward  in  thine  own  efteem  ? 

Letting  I  dare  not,  wait  upon  I  would, 

Like  the  poor  Cati'th'  Adage. 
Much.  Prethee ,  peace  .• 

I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man ; 
Who  dares  no  more  is  none. 

Lady,  What  beaft  was't  then, 
That  made  you  break  this  enterprize  to  me  I 
When  you  durft  do  it,  then  you  were  a  man : 
And  to  be  more  than  what  you  were,  you  would 
Be  fo  much  more  the  man.  Nor  time,  nor  place 
Did  then  adhere,  and  yet  you  would  make  both  : 
They  have  made  themfclves,  and  that  their  fitnefs  now 

Do's  unmake  you.  I  have  given  Suck,  and  know 
How  tender  'tis  to  love  the  Babe  that  milks  me, 
I  would,  while  it  was  fmilingin  my  face, 
Have  pluckt  my  Nipple  from  his  bonelefs  Gumms, 
And  dafht  the  Brains  out,  had  I  but  fo  fworn 
As  you  have  done  to  this. 

tJMacb.  If  we  fhould  fail  ? 

Lady.  We  fail? 
But  fcrew  your  courage  to  the  flicking  place, 

And  we'll  not  fail  ■  When  Uucan  is  afleep, 
('Whereto  the  rather  (ball  his  days  hard  Journey 
foundly  invite  him )  his  two  Chamberlains 
Will  I  with  Wine  and  Waffel,  fo  convince, 
That  memory,  the  warder  of  the  Brain, 
Shall  be  a  Fume,  and  the  Receipt  of  Reafon 
A  Limbeck  only  ,  when  in  fwinifh  fleep, 
Their  drenched  Natures  lie  as  in  a  Death, 
What  cannot  you  and  I  perform  upon 

Th'unguarded  Duncan  .?What,  not  put  upon 
His  fpungy  Officers  ?  Who  (hall  bear  the  guilt 
Of  our  great  Quell  ? 

Macb.  Bring  forth  Men-Children  only : 
For  thy  undaunted  Metal  fhould  compofe 

Nothing  but  Males.  Will  it  not  be  receiv'd, 
When  we  have  mark'd  with  blood  thofe  fleepy  two 
Of  his  own  Chamber,  and  us'd  their  very  Daggers, 
That  they  have  don't  ? 

Lady.  Who  dares  receive  it  other, 
As  we  (hall  make  our  Griefs  and  Clamour  roar, 

Upon  his  Death  > 
Macb.  1  am  fetled,  and  bend  up 

Each  corporal  Agent  to  this  terrible  Feat, 
Away,  and  mock  the  time  with  faireft  (how, 
Falfe  Face  mult  hide  what  the  falfc  heart  doth  know. 

Exeunt. 

AUus  Secnndm.  Sc<ena  Prima. 

Enter  Banquo,  and  Fleance,  with  a  Torch 
before  him. 

Banq.T  T  O  W  goes  the  Night,  Boy  ? 
jn  Fleance.  The  Moon  is  down :  I  have  not 

heard  the  Clock. 

Banq.  And  flie  goes  down  at  Twelve. 

Fleance.  I  tak't 'tis  later ,  Sir. 
Bancj.  Hold,  Take  my  Sword : 

There's  Husbandry  in  Heaven, 
Their  Candles  are  all  out :  Take  thee  that  too. 
A  heavy  Summons  lies  like  lead  upon  me, 
And  yet  I  would  not  fleep: 
Merciful  Powers,  reftrain  in  me  the  curfed  thoughts 
That  Nature  gives  way  to  in  repofe. 

£nter  Macbeth ,  and  a  Servant  with  a  Torch. 

Give  me  my  Sword  :  Who's  there? Macb.  A  Friend. 

Banq.  What,  Sir,  not  yet  at  reff?  The  King's  a  bed He  hath  been  in  unufual  pleafure. 
And  fent  forth  a  great  Largefs  to  your  Offices. 
This  Diamond  he  greets  your  Wife  withal , 
By  the  name  of  moll  kind  Hoftefs, 
ADd  fhut  it  up  in  meafurelefs  content. 

Macb.  Being  unprepar'd, 
Our  will  became  the  fervant  to  defect, 
Which  elfe  mould  free  have  wrought. 

Banq.  All's  well. I  dreamt  laft  night  of  the  three  weyward  Sifters : 

To  you  they  have  fhew'd  fome  truth. Macb.  I  think  not  of  them : 

Yet  when  we  can  intreat  an  hour  to  ferve, 
We  would  fpend  it  in  fome  words  upon  that  Bufinefs, 
If  you  would  grant  the  time. 

Banq.  At  your  kind  leifure. 
Macb.  If  you  fhall  cleave  to  my  confent, 

When  'tis,  it  fhall  make  honour  for  you. 
Banq.  So  I  lofenone, 

In  feeking  to  augment  it,  but  ftill  keep 

My  bofom  franchis'd,  and  allegiance  clear, 

I  fhall  be  counfell'd. 
Macb.  Good  repofe  the  while. 
Banq.  Thanks,  Sir:  The  like  to  you.     [Exit  Banquo. 
Macb.  Go,  bid  thy  Miftrefs ,  when  my  drink  is  ready, 

She  ftrike  upon  the  Bell.  Get  thee  to  bed.  [.Exit . 
Is  this  a  dagger  which  I  fee  before  me, 
The  handle  toward  my  hand  ?  Come  let  me  clutch  thee : 
1  have  thee  not ,  and  yet  1  fee  thee  ftill, 
Art  thou  not  fatal  Vifion,  fenlible 
To  feeling,  as  to  light  ?  Or  art  thou  but 
A  Dagger  of  the  Mind,  a  falfe  Creation, 
Proceeding  from  the  heat  oppreffed  Brain  ? 
I  fee  thee  yet,  in  form,  as  palpable 
As  this  which  now  I  draw. 

Thou  marfhal'ft  me  the  way  that  I  was  going, 
And  fuch  an  Inftrument  I  wastoufe. 

Mine  eyes  are  made  the  fools  o'th'  other  Senfes, 
Or  elfe  worth  all  the  reft :  I  fee  thee  ftill, 

And  on  thy  blade,  and  Dudgeon,  Gouts  of  blood, 

Which  was  not  fo  before.  There's  no  fuch  thing : 
It  is  the  bloody  Bufinefs,  which  informs 

Thus  to  mine  eyes  Now  o're  the  one  half  world 
Nature  fcems  dead,  and  wicked  Dreams  abufe 

The  Curtain'd  fleep :  Witchcraft  celebrates 
Pale  Hecates  Offerings :  and  wither'd  Murther, 
Alarum'd  by  his  Sentinel,  the  Woolf, 

Whofe 
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Whofe  howl's  his  watch,  thus  with  his  ftealthy  pace, 
With  Tarquins  ravifhing  fides,  towards  his  defign 
Moves  like  a  Ghoft.  Thou  four  and  firm-fet  Earth , 
Hear  not  my  fteps,  which  they  may  walk,  for  fear 
Thy  very  Hones  prate  of  my  wnt re- about, 
And  take  the  prefent  horrour  from  the  time, 
Which  now  fuits  with  it.  Whiles  1  threat,  he  lives: 
Words  to  the  heat  of  deeds  too  cold  breath  gives. 

A  Bell  rings. 

I  go,  and  it  is  done  :  the  Bell  invites  me. 

Hear  it  not,  'Duncane,  for  it  is  a  Knell, 
That  fummons  thee  to  Heaven,  or  to  Hell .  [Exit 

Scotia  Secunda. 

Enter  Lady. 

(bold 

La.  That  which  hath  made  them  drunk,  hath  made  me 

[What  hath  quench'd  them,  hath  given  me  fire. 
jHeark,  peace :  It  was  the  Owl  that  fhriek'd, 
I  The  fatal  Bell-man,  which  gives  the  ftern'ftgood  night, 
|He  is  about  it,  the  doors  are  open: 
And  the  furfeited  Grooms  do  mock  their  charge 

With  Snores.  I  have  drugg'd  theire  Poflets, 
That  Death  and  Nature  do  contend  about  them, 
Whether  they  live  or  die. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Who's  there?  What  ho? 

Lady.  Alack,  1  am  afraid  they  have  awak'd, 
Aol  'as  not  done :  The  attempt^  and  not  the  deed, 
Confounds  us :  Hark :  I  laid  their  Daggers  ready, 
He  could  not  mifs  'em.  Had  he  not  refembled 

My  Father  as  he  flept,  I  had  done't. 
My  Husband  ? 

Macb.  1  have  done  the  deed  : 
Didft:  not  rhou  hear  a  noife  ? 

Lady.  1  heard  the  Owl  fcream,  and  the  Crickets  cry. 
Did  not  you  lpeak? 

Macb.  When  ? 

Lady.  Now. 
Macb.  As  I  defcended  ? 

Lady.  I. 

Macb.  Hark,  who  lies  i'th'  fecond  Chamber  ? 
Lady.  Donalbaine 
Macb.  This  is  a  forry  fight. 
Lady  A  foolifh  thought,  to  fay  a  forry  fight. 

Macb.  There's  one  did  laugh  in's  fleep, 
And  one  cry'd  Murder,  that  they  did  wake  each  other : 
I  iiood,  and  heard  them :  But  they  did  fay  their  Prayers, 
And  addrelf.  them  again  to  fleep. 

Lady.  There  are  two  lodg'd  together. 
Macb.  One  cry'd,  God  blefs  us ,  and  Amen  the  other, 

As  they  had  feen  me  with  thefe  Hangmans  hands : 
Liftning  their  fear,  I  could  not  fay  Amen, 
When  thev  did  fay,  God  blefs  us. 

Lady.  Confider  it  not  fo  deeply. 
Macb.  But  wherefore  could  not  I  pronounce  Amen  ? 

I  had  mod  need  of  blefling,  and  Amen  ftuck  in  my  throat. 
Lady.  Thefe  deeds  mult  not  be  thought 

Afcer  thefe  ways:  fo,  it  will  make  us  mad. 
Macb.  Methought  I  heard  a  voice  cry ,  fleep  no  more  : 

Macbeth  does  murder  fleep,  the  innocent  fleep, 

Sleep  that  knits  up  the  ravell'd  Sleeve  of  Care, 
The  death  of  each  daies  Life,  fore  Labours  Bath, 
Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  Natures  fecond  Courfe, 
Chief  Nourifher  in  Lifes  Feaft. 

Lady.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Macb.  Still  it  cry'd,  fleep  no  more  to  all  the  houfe : 
qiarwA  hath  murther'd  fleep,  and  therefore  £a\vdor 
Shall  fhep  no  more  i  Macbeth  Ihali  fleep  no  more. 

La.  Who  was  it  that  thus  cry'd  ?  Why,  worthy  Thane, 
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You  do  unbend  your  noble  ftrength,  to  think 
So  brain- fickly  of  things :  Go,  get  fome  water, 
And  wafh  this  filthy  witnefs  from  your  Hand, 
Why  did  you  briDg  thefe  Daggers  from  the  place  ? 
They  muft  lie  there  :  Go,  carry  them,  and  fmear 
The  fleepy  Grooms  with  bioud. 

Macb.  I'll  go  no  more: 
I  am  afraid,  to  think  what  I  have  done : 
Look  on't  again  ,  1  dare  nor. 

Lady.  Infirm  of  purpofe: 
Give  me  the  Daggers  :  The  fleeping  and  the  dead, 
Are  but  us  PKtures :  'Tis  the  Eye  of  Child-hood, 
That  fears  a  paintta*  Devil.  If  he  do  bleed  , 
I'll  gild  the  Paces  of  the  Grooms  withal, 
For  it  mull;  feem  their  Guilt.  [Exit. 

Knocks  within. 
Macb.  Whence  is  that  Knocking  ? 

How  is'c  with  me,  when  every  noife  appalls  me  ? 
What  Hands  are  here?  Hah:  they  pluck  out  mine  eyes. 
Will  all  great  T^eptme's  Ocean  wafh  this  bloud 
Clean  from  my  Hand  ?  No:  This  my  Hand  will  rather 
The  multitudinous  Sear  incarnardine, 
Making  the  Green  one  Red. 

Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  My  hands  are  of  your  colour :  But  I  fhame 
To  wear  a  heart  fo  white.  [Knock. 
I  hear  a  Knocking  at  the  South  Entry  : 
Retire  we  to  our  Chamber  : 
A  little  Water  clears  us  of  this  deed. 
Howeafie  is  it  then?  Your Conftancy 
Hath  left  you  unattended,  r_ Knock. 
Heark,  more  Knocking. 

Get  on  your  Night-Gown,  left  occafion  call  us, 
And  fhew  us  to  be  Watchers :  Be  not  loft 

So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 
Macb.  To  know  my  deed,  [Knock, 

'Twere  beft  not  know  my  felf. 
Wake  Duncane  with  thy  Knocking : 

I  would  thou  could'ft.  [Exeunt. 

Sc^na  Tenia. 

Enter  a  Porter. 

[ Knocking  within. 

Porter.  Here's  a  knocking  indeed  If  a  man  were 
Porter  of  Hell  Gate,  he  fhould  have  old  turning  the 

Key.  Knock.  Knock,  knock,  knock.  Who's  there, 
iW  name  of  Belaebub  ?  Here's  a  Farmer ,  that  hang'd 
himfelf  on  th'expe&ation  of  Plenty :  Come  in  time,  have 
Napkins  enough  about  you,  here  you'll  fwe-at  for'r.  Knock 
Knock,  kneck,  Who's  there ,  in  th'other  Devils  Name  ? 
Faith,  here's  an  Equivocator ,  that  could  fwear  in  both 
the  Scales ,  againft  either  Scale,  who  committed  Treafon 

enough  for  God's  fake ,  yet  could  not  equivocate  to  Hea- 
ven :  Oh  come  in ,  Equivocator.  Knock,  Knock, 

knock,  knock.  Who's  there?  Faith,  here's  an  Enghp) Taylor  come  hither  for  ftealing  out  of  a  French  Hole: 
Come  in,  Taylor,  here  you  may  roaft  your  Goofe.  Knock. 
Knock,  knock,  never  at  quiet!  What  are  you?  But  this 

place  is  too  cold  for  Hell.  I'll  Devil-Porter  it  no  further : 
had  thought  to  have  let  in  fome  of  all  profeffions ,  that 

go  thePrimrofe  way  to  th'  everlafling  Bonfire.  Kncck± 
Anon,  anon,  I  pray  you  remember  the  Porter. 

Enter  Macduff,  and  Lenox. 

Macd.  Was  it  fo  late,  Friend,  e're  you  went  to  bed, 
That  you  do  lie  fo  late? 

Port.  Faith,  Sir,  we  were  caroufing  till  the  fecond  Cock : 
And  Drink,  Sir,  is  a  great  Provoker  of  three  things. Macd. 
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Macd.  VV  hat  three  things  does  Drink  efpecially  pro- 
voke ? 

Port.  Marry,  Sir,  Nofe-painting,  Sleep,  and  Urine. 
Letchery,  Sir,  it  provokes,  and  unprovokes  :  it  Provokes 
thedefire,  but  it  takes  away  the  performance.  Therefore 
much  Drink  may  be  faid  to  be  an  Equivocator  with  Le- 

chery :  it  makes  him  and  it  mars  him  ;  it  fets  him  on, 

and  it  takes  him  off;  it  perfwades  him,  and  difhearte-ns 
him-,  makes  him  ftand  to,  and  not  Hand  to:  in  conclu- 
lion,  equivocates  him  in  a  fleep,  and  giving  him  the  Lye, 
leaves  him. 

Macd.  I  believe,  Drink  gave  thee  the  Lye  laft  Night. 

'Port.  That  it  did,  Sir,  i' the  very  Throat  on  me :  but  I 
requited  him  for  his  Lye,  and  (I  think)  being  too  ftrong 
for  him,  though  he  took  up  my  Legs  fometime,  yet  I  made 
a  Shift  to  catt  him. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macd.  Is  thy  Mafter  ftirring  ? 

Our  knocking  has  awak'd  him  :  here  he  comes. 
Lenox.  Good  Morrow,  Noble  Sir. 
Macb.  Good  Morrow  both. 

Macd.  Is  the  King  ftirring,  worthy  Thane  f 
Mack*  Not  yet. 
Macd.  He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  on  him, 

I  have  almoft  flipt  the  hour. 

Math.  I'll  bring  you  to  him. 
tJWacd.  I  know  this  is  a  joyful  trouble  to  you: 

But  yet  'tis  one. 
Mack  The  labour  we  delight  in,  Phyfick's  pain : This  is  the  Door. 

Macd.  I'll  make  fo  bold  to  call ,  for  'tis  my  limited 
favice.  [Exit  Macduffe. 

Lenox.  Goes  the  King  hence  to  day. 
tjVacb.  He  does  :  he  did  appoint  fo. 
Lenox.  The  Night  has  been  unruly  : 

Where  we  lay,  our  Chimneys  were  blown  down. 

And  (as  they  fay  J  lamentings  heard  i'th'  Air  ; 
Strange  Screems  of  Death, 
And  Prophefying,  with  Accents  terrible, 

Of  dire  combuftions,  andconfus'd  Events, 
New  hatch'd  to  th'  woful  time. 

The  obfcure  Bird  clamor'd  the  live-long  Night, 
Some  fay,  the  Earth  was  feaverous, 
And  did  (hake. 

Macb.  'Twas  a  rough  Night. 
Lenox.  My  young  remembrance  cannot  parallel 

A  fellow  to  it. 

Enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  O  horrour,  horrour,  horrour ! 

Tongue  nor  Heart  cannot"  conceive,  nor  name  thee. 
Macb.  and  Lenox.  What's  the  matter  ? 
iJMacd.  Confufion  now  hath  made  his  Mafter-piece  : 

Molt  facrilegious  Murther  hath  broke  ope 

The  Lord's  annointed  Temple,  and  fiole  thence 
The  Life  o'th'  Building. 

vJMacb.  What  is't  you  fay  ?  the  Life  ? 
Lfnox.  Mean  you  his  Majefty? 
Macb.  Approach  the  Chamber,  and  de  [troy  your  fight 

With  a  new  Gorgon.   Do  not  bid  me  fpeak  : 
See,  and  then  fpeak  your  felves :  awake,  awake. 

{f  xeunt  Macbeth  and  Lenox. 
Ring  the  Alarum-Bell :  Murther,  and  Treafon, 
Bariqtto,  and  Donalbaine  :  tJWalcolme  awake, 

Shake  off  this  Downy  fleep,  Death's  counterfeit, 
And  look  on  Death  it  felf :  up,  up,  and  fee 

The  great  Doom's  image :  *_7l>lalcolme,  Banquo, 
As  from  your  Graves  rife  up,  and  walk  like  Sprights, 
To  countenance  this  horror.  Ring  the  Bell. 

Bell  rings.    Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  What's  the  bufinefs  ? 
That  fuch  a  hideous  Trumpet  calls  to  parley 
The  fleepers  of  the  Houfe  ?  fpeak,  fpeak. Macd.  O  gentle  Lady, 

'Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  I  can  fpeak  : 
The  repetition  in  a  Woman's  Ear, Would  murther  as  it  fell. 

Enter  Banquo. 

0  Banquo,  'Banquo,  Our  Royal  Matter's  murther'd. 
Lady.  Woe,  alas :  £ 

What,  in  our  Houfe  ? 
'Ban.  Too  cruel,  any  where. 

Dear  Dnf,  I  pry  thee  contract  thy  felf, 
And  fay,  it  is  not  fo. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Lenox,  and  RoITe. 

Macb.  Had  I  butdy'd  an  hour  before  this  chance 
1  had  liv'd  a  blefTed  time :  for  from  this  inftant 
There's  nothing  ferious  in  Mortality  : 
All  is  but  toyes  :  Renown  and  Grace  is  dead, 
The  Wine  of  Life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  Lees 
Is  left  this  Vault  to  brag  of. 

Enter  Malcolme,  and  Donalbaine. 

Dona/.  What  is  amifs  ? 

Macb.  You  are,  and  do  not  know't : 
The  Spring,  the  Head,  the  Fountain  of  your  Bloud 
Isftopr,  the  very  Source  of  it  is  ftopt. 

iJMacd.  Your  Royal  Father's  murther'd. 
tJMal.  Oh,  by  whom  ? 

Lenox.  Thofe  of  his  Chamber,  as  it  feem'd,  had  don't : 
Their  Hands  and  Faces  were  all  badg'd  with  bloud, 

So  were  their  Daggers,  which  unwip'd,  we  found' Upon  their  Pillows :  they  ftar'd,  and  were  diftratted, 
No  man's  life  was  to  be  trufted  with  them. 

tJMacb.  O,  yet  I  do  repent  me  of  my  fury, 
That  I  did  kill  them. 

Macd.  Wherefore  did  you  fo  ? 

Macb.  Who  can  be  wife,amaz'd,temp'rate,and  furious, Loyal,  and  Neutral,  in  a  moment  ?  No  man : 

Th'  expedition  of  my  violent  Love 
Our  run  the  paufer,  Reafon.  Here  lay  Duncan, 
His  filver  skin,  lae'd  with  his  Golden  Bloud, 
And  his  gafh'd  Stabs,  look'd  like  a  Breach  in  Nature, 
For  Ruins  wailful  entrance :  there  the  Murtherers, 
Sceep'd  in  the  Colours  of  their  Trade ;  their  Daggers 
Unmannerly  breech'd  with  gore  :  who  could  refrain, That  had  a  heart  to  love,  and  in  that  heart, 

Courage,  to  make's  love  known  ? 
Lady.  Help  me  hence,  ho. 
tJWacd.  Look  to  the  Lady. 
zJMal.  Why  do  we  hold  our  tODguey, 

That  molt  may  claim  this  argument  for  ours  ? 
Donal.  What  fhould  be  fpoken  here, 

Where  our  Fate  hid  within  an  awger-hole, 

May  rufh,  and  feize  us  ?  Let's  away, 
Our  tears  are  not  yet  brew'd. 

tJMal.  Nor  our  Itrong  Sorrow 
Upon  the  foot  of  Motion, 

Banc].  Look  to  the  Lady  : 
And  when  we  have  our  naked  Frailties  hid, 
That  fuffer  in  expofure ;  let  us  meet, 
And  queftion  this  molt  bloudy  piece  of  work, 
To  know  itlurther.  Fears  and  fcruples  ftake  us : 
In  the  great  Hand  of  God  I  ftand,  and  thence, 

Againft  the  un-divulg'd  pretence  I  fight 
Of  treafonous  Malice. 

tjl/acd. 
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tJMacd.  And  fo  do  I. 
All.  So  all. 

Macb.  Lei's  briefly  put  on  manly  readinefs, 
And  meet  i'  th'  Hall  together. 

All.  Wellconten  ted.  [SxeUnt 
tJMalc.  What  will  you  do  ? 

Let's  not  confort  with  them  : 
To  (hew  an  unfelt  Sorrow,  is  an  Office 

Which  the  falle  man  do's  eafie. 
I'll  to  England. 

Don.  To  Ireland,  I : 

Our  feparated  fortune  fhall  keep  us  both  the  fafer : 

Where  we  are,  trier's  Daggers  in  mens  Smiles-, 
The  near  in  bloud,  the  nearer  bloudy. 

Male.  This  murtherous  lhaft  that's  (hot, 
Hath  not  yet  lighted  :  and  our  fafeft  way, 
Is  to  avoid  the  aim.  Therefore  to  Houfe, 
And  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leave-taking, 

But  (hift  away :  there's  warrant  in  that  Theft 
Which  (teals  it  felf,  when  there's  no  mercy  left. 

[Exeunt. 

Sc<zna  Quarta. 

Enter  Rofle,  with  an  Old  man. 

Old  man.  Threefcore  and  ten  I  can  remember  well, 
Within  the  Volume  of  which  time,  I  have  feen 
Hours  dreadful,  and  things  ftrange  :  but  this  fore  Night 
Hath  trifled  former  knowings. 

\ofle.  Ha,  good  Father, 
Thou  feeft  the  Heavens,  as  troubled  with  man's  Aft, 
Threatens  his  bloudy  Stage :  by  th'  Clock  'tis  Day, 
And  yet  dark  Night  ftrangles  the  travelling  Lamp : 

Is't  Night's  predominance,  or  the  Day's  fhame, 
That  Darknefs  do's  the  face  of  Earth  intomb, 
When  living  Light  mould  kifsit? 

Old  man.  'Tis  unnatural, 
Even  like  the  deed  that's  done :  on  Tuefday  laft, 
A  Faulcon  towring  in  her  pride  of  place, 

Was  by  a  MoufingOwl  hawktat,  and  kill'd. 
7{oJfe.  And  Duncan  sYioiks, 

(A  thing  molt  ftrange,  and  certain) 
Beauteous,  and  fwift,  the  Minions  of  their  Race, 

Turn'd  wild  in  nature,  broke  their  (tails,  flung  out, 
Contending  'gainft  Obedience,  as  they  would Make  War  with  Mankind: 

Old  man.  'Tis  fa  id,  they  eat  each  other. 
Rojfe.  They  did  fo: 

To  th'  amazement  of  mine  Eyes  that  look'd  upon't. 

Enter  Macduff. 

Here  comes  the  good  tJWacdup. 
How  goes  tne  World,  Sir,  now  ? 

Macd.  Why  fee  you  not  ? 

Rope.  Is't  known  who  did  this  more  than  bloody  deed  ? Macd.  Thofe  that  Macbeth  hath  (lain. 

'Rope.  Alas  the  day, 
What  good  could  they  pretend  ? 

Macd.  They  were  fuborned, 

Malcolm,  and  Donalbain  the  King's  two  Sons 
Are  ftoln  away  and  fled,  which  puts  upon  them 
Sufpicion  of  the  deed. 

Rope.  'Gainft  Nature  ftfll« 
Thriftlefs  Ambition,  that  will  raven  upon 

Thine  own  lives  means :  then  'tis  mod  like, 
The  Soveraignty  will  fall  upon  Macbeth. 

Macd.  He  is  already  nam'd,  and  gone  to  Scone To  be  inverted. 

Rope.  Where  is  Duncan's  Body? 
Macd.  Carried  to  Colmekill, 

The  Sacred  Store-houfe  of  his  Predeceflbrs, 
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And  Guardian  of  their  Bones. 

Rope.  Will  you  to  Scone  ? 

tslfacd.  No  Coufin,  I'll  to  Fife 
Rope.  Well,  I  will  thither. 
Macd.  Well  may  you  fee  things  well  done  there  :  Adieu. 

Left  our  old  R  tries  lit  eafier  than  our  new. 
Rope.  Farewcl,  Father. 
Oid.M.  God's  benifon  go  with  you,  Sir,  and  with  thofe That  would  make  good  of  bad,  and  Friends  of  Foes. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 

A&us  Tertms.  Sc<ena  Prima. 

Enter  Banquo. 

Banq.'-T^Hou  haft  it  now,  King,  Cawdor,  Glamis,  all, 
X    As  the  weyward  Woman  piomis'd,  and  I  fear 

Thou  playd'ft  moft  foully  for't :  yet  it  was  faid It  fhould  not  ftand  in  thy  Pofterity, 
But  that  my  felf  fhould  be  the  Root,  and  Father 
Of  many  Kings.  If  there  come  truth  from  them, 
As  upon  thee,  Macbeth,  their  Speeches  fhine, 
Why  by  the  verities  on  thee  made  good, 
May  they  not  be  my  Oracles  as  well, 
And  fet  me  up  in  hope  ?  But  hufh,  no  more. 

Senit  founded.  Enter  Macbeth  as  King,  Lady  Lenox,  RofTe, 
Lords,  and  ̂ Attendants. 

Macb.  Here's  our  chief  Gueft. 
La.  If  he  had  been  forgotten, 

It  had  been  as  a  gap  in  our  great  Feaft, 
And  all  things  unbecoming. 

tJMacb.  To  night  we  hold  a  folemn  Supper,  Sir, 
And  I'll  requeft  your  prefence. 

Banq.  Let  your  Highnefs 
Command  upon  me,  to  the  which  my  duties 
Are  with  a  moft  indiflbluble  tye 
For  ever  knit. 

Macb.  Ride  you  this  Afternoon  ? 

"Sana,  I,  my  good  Lord. 
Macb.  We  fhould  have  elfe  defir'd  your  good  advice, 

('Which  (till  hath  been  both  grave,  and  profperous) 
In  this  dayes  Councel :  but  we'll  take  to  Morrow. 
Is't  far  you  ride? 

"Banq.  As  far,  my  Lord,  as  will  fill  up  the  time 
'Twixt  this  and  Supper.    Go  not  my  Horfe  the  better, 
I  muft  become  a  borrower  of  the  Night, 
For  a  dark  hour  or  twain. 

Macb.  Fail  not  our  Feaft. 

Ban.  My  Lord,  I  will  not. 

Macb.  We  hear  our  bloudy  Coufins  are  beftow'd 
In  England,  and  in  Ireland,  not  confeffing 
Their  cruel  Parricide,  filling  their  hearers 
With  ftrange  invention.  But  of  that  tomorrow, 
When  therewithal  we  fhall  have  caufe  of  State,  . 
Craving  us  jointly.  Hye  you  to  Horfe : 
Adieu,  till  you  return  at  Night. 
Goes  Fleance  with  you  ? 

Ban.  I,  my  good  Lord  :  our  time  does  call  upon's. 
zJMacb.  I  wifh  your  Horfes fwift,  andfureof  foot: 

And  fo  do  I  commend  you  to  their  backs. 
Farewel.  [Exit  Banquo. 
Let  every  man  be  mafter  of  his  time, 

'Till  feven  at  Night,  to  make  Society 
The  fweeter  welcome : 

We  will  keep  our  felf  till  Supper  time  alone  : 
While  then,  God  be  with  you.  [Exeunt  Lords. 
Sirrah,  a  word  with  you :  Attend  thofe  men 
Our  pleafure  ? 

Servant.  They  are,  ray  Lord,  without  the  Pallace 
Gate. Macb. 



4$
 

The  Tragedy  of  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Bring  them  before  us.  [_Exit  Servant. 
To  be  thus,  is  nothing,  but  to  be  fafely  thus : 
Our  fears  in  Banquo  flick  deep, 
And  in  his  Royalty  of  Nature  reigns  that 

Which  would  be  fear'd.  Tis  much  he  dares, 
And  to  that  dauntlefs  temper  of  his  Mind, 
He  hath  a  Wifdom,  that  doth  guide  his  Valour, 
To  act  in  fafety.  There  is  none  but  he, 
Whole  being  I  do  fear  :  and  under  him, 

My  Cenitu  is  rebuk'd,  as  it  is  faid 
M.irk^  Anthonys  was  by  C<tfar,  He  chid  the  Sifters, 
When  firft  they  put  the  Name  of  King  upon  me, 
And  bad  them  fpeak  to  him.  Then  Prophet  like, 

They  hayl'd  him  Father  to  a  line  of  Kings. 
Upon  my  Head,  they  plac'd  a  fruitlefs  Crown, 
And  put  a  barren  Scepter  in  my  Gripe, 

Thence  to  be  wrench'd  with  an  unlineal  Hand, 
No  Son  of  mine  fucceeding :  if't  be  fo, 
For  Banquo"*  Iflue  have  I  filPd  my  Mind, 
For  them,  the  gracious  Duncan  have  I  murther'd, 
Put  Rancours  in  the  Veffel  of  my  Peace 
Only  for  them,  and  mine  Eternal  Jewel 
Given  to  the  common  Enemy  of  Man, 
To  make  them  Kings,  the  Seeds  of  Banquo  Kings : 
Rather  than  fo,  come  Fate  into  the  Lift, 

And  Champion  me  to  th'  utterance. 
Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Servant,  and  two  Murtherers. 
....  \  •» m ffcv >  V. i  ^ 

Now  go  to  the  Door,  and  flay  there  'till  we  call. 
{Exit  Servant. 

Was  it  not  yefterday  we  fpoke  together  ? 
Murth.  It  was,  fo  pleafe  your  Highnefs. 
Macb.  Well  then, 

Now  you  have  confider'd  of  my  fpeeches  ? 
Know,  that  it  was  he,  in  the  times  paft; 
Which  held  you  fo  under  fortune, 
Which  you  thought  had  been  our  innocent  felf, 
This  I  made  good  to  you,  in  our  laft  Conference, 
Pail  in  probati  m  with  you  : 
How  you  were  born  in  hand,  how  croft: 
The  Instruments :  who  wrought  with  them  : 
And  all  things  elfe,  that  might 

To  half  a  Soul,  and  to  a  Notion  craz'd, 
Say,  thus  did  Banquo. 

i.  Murth.  You  made  it  known  to  us. 
Macb.  I  did  fo  : 

And  went  further,  which  is  now 
Our  point  of  fecond  meeting. 
Do  you  find  your  patience  fo  predominant 
In  your  nature,  that  you  can  let  this  go  ? 

Are  you  foGofpell'd  to  pray  for  this  good  man, 
And  for  his  Ilfue,  whole  heavy  hand 

Hath  bow'd  you  to  the  Grave,  and  begger'd Yours  for  ever? 

i  Mtrth.  We  are  men,  my  Liege. 
Macb.  I,  in  the  Catalogue  ye  go  for  men, 

As  Hounds,  and  Greyhounds,  Mungrels,  Spaniels,  Curs, 
Showghes,  Water-Rugs,  and  Demy-Wolves  are  dipt 
All  by  the  Name  of  Dogs :  the  valued  file 
Diftinguifhes  the  fwift,  the  flow,  the  fubtle, 
The  Houfe  Keeper,  the  Hunter,  every  one 
According  to  the  gift,  which  bounteous  Nature 

Hath  in  him  clos'd :  whereby  he  does  receive 
Particular  addition,  from  the  Bill, 
That  writes  them  all  alike:  and  fo  of  men. 

Now,  if  you  have  a  ftation  in  the  file, 

Not  i'  th'  worft  rank  of  Manhood,  fay't, 
And  I  will  put  the  bufinefs  in  your  Bofoms, 
Whofe  Execution  takes  your  Enemy  off, 
Grapples  you  to  the  heart ;  and  love  of  us, 
Who  wear  our  Health  but  fickly  in  his  Life, 
Which  in  his  Death  were  perfect. 

2.  Murth.  I  am  one,  my  Liege 
Whom  the  vile  Blows  and  Buffets  of  the  World 
Hath  fo  incens'd  that  1  am  recklefs  what  I  do, 
To  fpight  the  World. 

1.  tJMurth.  And  I  another, 

So  weary  with  Difafters,  tugg'd  with  Fortune, That  I  would  fetmy  Life  on  any  Chance, 

To  mend  it,  or  be  rid  on't. Macb.  Both  of  you  know  Banquo  was  your  Enemy, Murth.  True,  my  Lord. 
Macb.  So  is  he  mine :  and  in  fuch  bloody  diftance, 

That  every  minute  of  his  being,  thrufts 

Againft  my  near'ft  of  Life :  and  though  I  could 
With  bare  fae'd  power  fweep  him  from  my  fight, And  bid  my  will  avouch  it ;  yet  1  muft  not, 
For  certain  Friends  that  are  both  his,  and  mine, 
Whofe  loves  I  may  not  drop,  but  wail  his  fall, 
Who  I  my  felf  (truck  down  :  and  thence  it  is, 
That  I  to  your  affiftance  do  make  love, 
Masking  the  bufinefs  from  the  common  Eye,  1 
For  fundry  weighty  Reafons. 

2.  Murth.  We  fhall,  my  Lord, 
Perform  what  you  command  us. 

r.  Murth.  Though  our  Lives  
Macb.  Your  Spirits  (hine  through  you. 

Within  this  hour,  at  molt, 
I  will  advife  you  where  to  plant  yourfelves, 

Acquaint  you  with  the  perfect  Spy  o'th'time, 
The  moment  on't,  for't  muft  be  done  to  Night, And  fomethiug  from  the  Palace :  always  thought, 
That  I  require  a  clearnefs ;  and  with  him, 
To  leave  no  Rubs  nor  Botches  in  the  Work : 
Fleance,  his  Son,  that  keeps  him  company, 
Whofe  abfence  is  no  lefs  material  to  me, 
Than  is  his  Fathers,  muft  embrace  the  fate 
Of  that  dark  hour  :  refolve  your  felves  a-part, 
I'll  come  to  you  anon. 

Murth.  We  are  refolv'd,  my  Lord. 
Macb.  I'll  call  upon  you  ftraight :  abide  within, 

It  is  concluded  :  Banquo,  thy  Soul's  flight, 
If  it  find  Heaven,  muft  find  it  out  to  Night.  {Jxemt. 

ScMia  Secunda. 

Enter  Macbeth'*  Lady,  and  a  Servant. 

Lady.  Is  Banquo  gone  from  Court  ? 
Servant.  I,  Madam,  but  returns  again  to  Night. 
Lady.  Say  to  the  King,  I  would  attend  his  leifure, 

For  a  few  words. 

Servant.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit. 

Lady.  Nought's  had,  all's  fpent, 
Where  our  defire  is  got  without  content : 

'Tis  fafcr,  to  be  that  which  we  deftroy, 
Than  by  deftruction  dwell  in  doubtful  joy. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

How  now,  my  Lord,  why  do  you  keep  alone  ? 
Of  forrieft  Fancies  your  Companions  making, 

Llfing  thofe  Thoughts,  which  fliould  indeed  have  dy'd 
With  them  they  think  on  :  things  without  all  remedy 

Should  be  without  regard  :  what's  done,  is  done. 
Macb.  We  have  fcorch'd  the  Snake,  not  kill'd  it : 

She'll  clofe,  and  be  her  felf,  whileft  our  poor  Malice 
Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  Tooth. 
But  let  the  frame  of  things  disjoint, 
Both  the  Worlds  fuffer, 

E're  we  will  eat  our  Meal  in  fear,  and  fleep 
In  the  affliction  of  thefe  terrible  Dreams, 

That  fliake  us  Nightly :  Better  be  with  the  dead, 
Whom  we,  to  gain  our  place,  have  fent  to  peace  : 
Than  on  the  torture  of  the  Mind  to  lie 

In 
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Inreftlefsecftafie  : 
Duncan  is  in  his  Grave  : 

After  Life's  fitful  Fever,  he  fleeps  welJ, 
Treafon  has  done  his  worft :  nor  Steel  nor  Poifon, 
Malice  domeftick,  Foreign  Levy,  nothing 
Can  touch  him  further. 

Lady.  Come  on : 

Gentle,  my  Lord,  fleek  o'reyour  rugged  Looks, 
Be  bright  and  Jovial  'mong  your  Guelts  to  Night. 

Macb.  So  mall  I,  Love,  and  fo  1  pray  be  you : 
Let  your  remembrance  ftill  apply  to  Banquo^ 
Prefent  nim  Eminence,  both  with  Eye  and  Tongue : 
Unfafe  the  while,  that  we  muft  lave 
Our  Honours  in  thefe  flattering  ftreams, 
And  make  our  Faces  Vizards  to  our  Hearts, 
Difguifing  what  they  are. 

Lady.  You  mult  leave  this. 
Macb.  O,  full  of  Scorpions  is  my  Mind,  dear  Wife : 

Thou  know'ft,  that  Banquo  and  his  Fleans  lives. 
Lady.  But  in  them,  Nature's  Copie's  not  eterne. 
Mack  There's  comfort  yet,  they  are  available, 

Then  be  thou  jocund  :  e're  the  Bat  hath  flown 

His  Cloyfter'd  flight,  e're  to  black  Hecat's  Summons 
The  fliard-born  Beetle,  with  his  drowfie  hums, 

Hatn  rung  Night's  yawning  Peal, There  fhaU  be  done  a  deed  of  dreadful  note. 

Lady.  What's  to  be  done  ?  k 
Macb  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  deareffc  Chuck, 

'Till  thou  applaud  the  deed  :  Come,  feeling  Night, 
Skarf  up  the  tender  Eye  of  pitiful  Day, 
And  with  thy  bloudy  and  invifible  Hand 
Cancel  and  tear  to  pieces  that  great  Bond, 
Which  keeps  me  pale.   Light  thickens, 

And  the  Crow  makes  Wing  to  th'  Rooky  Wood : 
Good  things  of  Day  begin  to  droop,  and  drowze, 

Whiles  Night's  black  Agents  to  their  Preys  do  rowze. 
Thou  marvelPft  at  my  words:  but  hold  thee  ftill : 
Things  bad  begun,  make  ftrong  themfelves  by  ill : 
So  prythee  go  with  me.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Tenia, 

Enter  three  Murtherers. 

s.  But  who  did  bid  thee  join  with  us  ? 
3.  Macbeth. 
2.  He  needs  not  onr  miftruft;  fince  he  delivers 

Our  Offices,  and  what  we  have  to  do, 
To  the  direction  juft. 

1   Then  ftand  with  us. 

The  Weft  yet  glimmers  with  fome  ftreaks  of  Day. 
Now  fpurs  the  lateft  Traveller  apace, 
To  gain  the  timely  Inn,  and  near  approaches 
Tne  fubjeft  of  our  Watch. 

3.  Hark,  IhearHorfes. 
Banquo  within.  Give  us  a  Light  there,  ho. 
2.  Then  'tis  he : 

The  reft,  that  are  within  the  note  of  expectation, 

Already  are  i'  th'  Court. 
1.  His  Horfes  go  about. 
3.  Almoftamile:  but  he  does  ufually, 

So  all  men  do,  from  hence  to  th'  Palace  Gate 
Make  it  their  walk. 

Enter  Banquo  and  Fleans,  with  a  Torch. 

2.  A  Light,  a  Light. 

3.  'Tis  he, 
1.  Stand  to't. 
Ban.  It  will  be  Rain  to  Night. 
1.  Let  it  come  down. 

Ban  O,  Treachery ! 
Fly,  good  Fleans,  flie,  flie,  flie, 

Thou  may'ft  revenge.  O  Slave ! 
3.  Who  did  ftrike  out  the  light  ? 
1.  Was't  not  the  way  ? 
3.  There's  but  one  down  :  the  Son  is  fled, 2.  We  havt;  loft 

Beft  half  of  our  Affair. 

1.  Well,  lei's  away,  and  fay  how  much  is  done. 

\_ExeHnt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Banquet  prepared.    Enter  Macbeth,  Lady,  Rofle,  Lenox, 
Lords,  and  Attendants. 

dMacb.  You  know  your  own  degrees,  fit  down  : 
At  firft  and  laft,  the  hearty  welcome. 

Lords.  Thanks  to  your  Majefty. 
Macb.  Our  felf  will  mingle  with  Society, 

And  play  the  humble  Hoft  : 
Our  Hoftefs  keeps  her  State,  but  in  the  beft  time 
We  will  require  her  welcome. 

Lady.  Pronounce  it  for  me,  Sir,  to  all  our  Friends, 
For  my  heart  fpeaks,  they  are  welcome. 

Enter  firjl  Murtherer. 

Macb.  See  they  encounter  thee  with  their  hearts  thanks, 

Both  fides  are  even :  here  III  fit  i'  th'  mid'ft, 
Be  large  in  Mirth,  anon  we'll  drink  a  Meafure 
The  Table  round.  There's  bloud  upon  thy  Face. 

Mur.  'Tis  Banqno,s  then. 

tJMicb.  'Tis  better  thee  without,  than  he  within. 
Is  he  difpatch'd  ? 

CMnr.  My  Lord,  bis  Throat  is  cut,  that  I  did  for  him. 

Macb.  Thou  art  the  beft  o'th'Cut  Throats, 
Y et  he!s  good  that  did  the  like  for  Fleans : 

If  thou  did'ft.it,  thou  art  the  Non-pareil, Mur.  Moft  Royal  Sir, 

Fleans  is  fcap'd. 
Macb.  Then  comes  my  Fit  again  : 

I  had  elfe  been  perfect; 

Whole  as  the  Marble,  founded  as  the  Rock, 
As  broad,  and  general,  as  the  cafing  Air  : 

But  now  I  am  cabin'd,  crib'd,  confin'd,  bound  in 
To  fawcy  doubts,  and  fears.  But  Banquo  %  fafe  ? 

Mur.  I,  my  good  Lord :  fafe  in  a  Ditch  he  bides, 
With  twenty  trenched  gafheson  his  head  ; 
The  leaft  a  Death  to  Nature. 

Macb.  Thanks  for  that,  1 

There  the  grown  Serpent  lies,  the  Worm  that's  fled 
Hath  Nature,  that  in  time  will  Venom  breed, 

No  teeth  for  th'  prefent.  Get  thee  gone,  to  morrow 
Well  hear  our  felves  again.  {Exit  Murtherer. 

Lady.  My  Royal  Lord, 
You  do  not  give  the  Cheer,  the  Feaft  is  fold 

That  is  not  often  vouch'd,  while 'tis  making  : 
'Tis  given  with  welcome  :  to  feed  were  beft  at  home : 
From  thence,  the  fa  wee  to  meat  is  Ceremony, 
Meeting  were  bare  without  it. 

Enter  the  (jhofi  e/Banquo,  and  fits  in  Macbeth'j/>/4Cf. 

Macb.  Sweet  Remembrancer : 

Now  good  digeftion  wait  on  Appetite, 
And  health  on  both. 

Lenox.  May't  pleafe  your  Highnefs  fit. 
Macb.  Here  had  we  nowourConntrit'sHonour,roord, 

Were  the  grae'd  perfon  of  our  'Banquo  prefent : 
Who  may  I  rather  challenge  for  unkindnefs, 
Than  pity  for  Mifchance.  ! 

Roffe.  Hisabfence  (Sir)  ' 
Layes  blame  upon  his  promife.  Pleas't  your  Highnefs 
To  grace  us  with  your  Royal  Company  ? 

E  e  e  vJMacb. 
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Much.  The  Table's  full. 
Lemx.  Here  is  a  place  referv'd,  Sir. 
Macb.  Where? 
Lenox.  Here,  my  good  Lord. 

What  is't  that  moves  your  Highnefs  ? 
Macb.  Which  of  you  have  done  this  ? 

Lord*-.  What,  my  good  Lord  ? 
Macb.  Thou  canft  not  fay  I  did  it ;  never  fhake 

Thy  goary  Locks  at  me. 

Rojj'e.  Gentlemen  rife,  his  Highnefs  is  not  well. 
Lady.  Sit,  worthy  Friends :  my  Lord  is  often  thus, 

And  hath  been  from  his  youth.  Pray  you  keep  feat, 
The  fit  is  momentany,  upon  a  thought 
He  will  again  be  well.  If  much  you  note  him 
You  fhall  offend  him,  and  extend  his  Paflion, 
Feed,  and  regard  him  not.  Are  you  a  man  ? 

Macb.  I,  and  a  bold  one,  that  dare  look  on  that 
Which  might  appall  the  Devil. 

Lady.  O,  proper  fluff! 
This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear: 
This  is  the  Air-drawn-Dagger  which  you  faid 
Led  you  to  'Duncan.  O,  thefe  flaws  and  flarts 
(Impofrors  to  true  fear )  would  well  become 

A  Woman's  flory  at  a  Winter's  fire 
Authoriz'd  by  her  Grandam :  fhame  it  felf, 
Why  do  you  make  fuch  faces  ?  When  all's  done You  look  but  on  a  ftool. 

Macb.  Prythee  fee  there : 
Behold,  look,  loe,  how  fay  you  : 
Why  what  care  I,  if  thou  canft  nod,  fpeak  too. 
If  Charnel-Houfes,  and  our  Graves  muft  fend 
Thole  that  we  bury,  back ;  our  Monuments 
Shall  be  the  Mawes  of  Kites.       J  {Exit  Ghoft. 

Lady.  What?  quite unmann'd  in  folly. Macb.  If  I  ftand  here,  1  faw  him. 

Lady.  Fie  for  fhame. 

Macb.  Bloud  hath  been  fhed  e're  now,  i'  th'  olden  time 
E're  humane  Statue  purg'd  the  gentle  Weal : 
I,  and  fince  too,  Murthers  have  been  perform'd Too  terrible  for  the  Ear  :  the  times  have  been, 
That  when  the  Brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die, 
And  there  an  end  ;  But  now  they  rife  again 
With  twenty  mortal  murthers  on  their  Crowns, 
And  pufh  us  from  our  ftools  :  this  is  more  ftrange 
Than  fuch  a  Murther  is. 

Lady.  My  worthy  Lord, 
Your  Noble  Friends  do  lack  you. 

Macb.  I  do  forget : 
Do  not  mufe  at  me,  my  molt  worthy  Friends, 

I'have  a  ftrange  infirmity,  which  is  nothing 
To  thofe  that  know  me.  Come,  love  and  health  to  all, 

Then  I'll  fit  down  :  Give  me  fome  Wine,  fill  full : 

Enter  Ghoft. 

I  drink  to  th'  general  joy  o'  th'  whole  Table, 
And  to  our  dear  Friend  Rancjuo,  whom  we  mifs : 
Would  he  were  here :  to  all ;  and  him  we  thirft, 
And  all  to  all. 

Lords.  Our  duties,  and  the  pledge. 
Macb.  Avant,and  quit  my  fight,let  the  Earth  hide  thee : 

Thy  bones  are  marrowkfs :  thy  bloud  is  cold  : 
Thou  haft  no  fpeculation  in  thofe  Eyes 
Which  thou  doft  glare  with. 

Lady,  Think  of  this  good  Peers 

But  as  a  thing  of  Cuftom :  'tis  no  other, 
Only  it  fpoils  the  pleafure  of  the  time. 

Macb.  What  man  dare,  I  dare  : 
Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Ruffian  Bear, 

The  arm'd  Rhinoceros,  or  th'  Hyrcan  Tyger, 
Take  any  fhape  but  that,  and  my  firm  Nerves 
Shall  never  tremble.  Or  be  alive  again,  . 
And  dare  me  to  the  Defart  with  thy  Sword  : 
If  trembling  1  inhabit,  then  protect  me 

The  Baby  of  a  Girl.  Hence  horrible  fhadow,  [Exit. 
Unreal  mock'ry  henee.  Why  fo,  be  gone 
I  am  a  man  again :  pray  you  fit  ftill. 

Lady.  You  have  difplac'd  the  mirth, 
Broke  the  good  meeting,  with  moft  admir'd  diforder. Macb.  Can  fuch  things  be, 

And  overcome  us  like  a  Summer's  Cloud 
Without  our  fpecial  wonder  ?  You  make  me  ftrange 
Even  to  the  difpofition  that  I  owe, 
When  now  1  think  you  can  behold  fuch  fights, 
And  keep  the  natural  Ruby  of  your  Cheeks, 
When  mine  is  blanch'd  with  fear. 

Rojfe.  What  figns,  my  Lord  ? 
Lady.  I  pray  you  fpeak  not :.  he  grows  worfe  and  worfe, 

Queftion  enrages  him :  at  once,  goodnight. 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going, 

But  go  at  once. 
Lenox.  Good  night,  and  better  health 

Attend  his  Majefty. 

Lady.  A  kind  goodnight  to  all.  [Exeunt  Lords. 
Macb.  It  will  have  bloud  chey  fay  : 

Bloud  will  have  Bloud  : 

Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  trees  to  fpeak  : 
Augures,  and  underftood  Relations,  have 
By  Maggot  Pyes,  and  Choughs,  and  Rooks  brought  forth 

The  fecret'ft  man  of  bloud.  What  is  the  night  ? 
La.  Almofl  at  odds  with  Morning,  which  is  which. 

Macb.  How  fay'ft  thou  that  Macduff  denies  his  perfon 
At  our  great  bidding  ? 

La.  Did  you  fend  to  him,  Sir  ? 
Macb.  I  hear  it  by  the  way  :  But  I  will  fend  : 

There's  not  a  one  of  them  but  in  his  Houfe 

I  keep  a  Servant  Fee'd.  I  will  to  morrow 
( And  betimes  I  will)  to  the  wizard  Sifters. 
More  (hall  they  fpeak  :  for  now  I  am  bent  to  know 
By  the  worft  means,  the  worft,  for  mine  own  good, 
All  caufes  fhall  give  way,  I  am  in  bloud 
Spent  in  fo  far,  that  fhould  I  wade  no  more, 

Returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o're : 
Strange  things  1  have  in  head,  that  will  to  hand, 

Which  muft  be  acted,  e're  they  may  be  fcann'd. 
Lady.  You  lack  the  feafon  of  all  Natures,  fleep. 

Macb.  Come,  we'll  to  fleep  •,  My  ftrange  and  felf-abufe 
Is  the  initiate  fear,  that  wants  hard  ufe : 
We  are  yet  but  young  indeed.  {Exeunt. 

Sc<ma  Qumta. 

Thunder.    Enter  the  three  Witches,  meeting  Hecate. 

i.  Why  how  novfyfJecate,  you  look  angerly  ? 
Hec.  Have  I  not  reafon  (Beldams)  as  you  are  ? 

Sawcy,  and  over-bold,  how  did  you  dare 
To  trade,  and  traffick  with  Macbeth^ 
In  Riddles,  and  Affairs  of  death  \ 
And  I  the  Miftrefs  of  your  Charms. 
The  clofe  contriver  of  all  harms, 

Was  never  call'd  to  bear  my  part, 
Or  fhew  the  glory  of  our  Art  ? 
And  which  is  worfe,  all  you  have  done 
Hath  been  but  for  a  wayward  Son, 

Spightful,  and  wrathful,  who  ( as  others  do) 
Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you. 
But  make  amends  now :  Get  you  gon, 
And  at  the  Pit  of  Acheron 

Meet  me  i' th' Morning :  thither  he 
Will  come,  to  know  his  Deftiny, 

Your  Veffels,  and  your  Spells  provide, 
Your  Charms,  and  every  thing  befide  $ 
I  am  for  th'  Air :  this  night  HI  fpend 
Unto  a  difmal,  and  a  fatal  end. 

Great  bufinefs  muft  be  wrought  e're  Noon. 
Upon  the  Corner  of  the  Moon 

There 
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There  hangs  a  vap'rous  drop,  profound, 
I'll  catch  it  e're  it  come  to  ground  ; 
And  that  diftill'd  by  Magick  flights, 
Shall  raife  fuch  Artificial  Sprights, 
As  by  the  ftrength  of  their  illufion, 
Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  Confufion. 

He  fliall  ipurn  Fate,  fcorn  Death,  and  bear 

His  hopes 'bove  Wifdom,  Grace,  and  Fear: 
And  you  all  know,  Security 
Is  mortals  chiefeft  Enemy. 

[^Mujick.)  and  a  So  g. 
Hark,  I  am  call'd :  my  little  Spirit  lee 
Sits  in  a  foggy  Cloud,  and  flays  for  me. 

Sing  within.  Come  away,  come  away.,  &C. 

i.  Come,  let's  make  haft,  fhee'l  foon  be 
Back  again.  XJSxumt. 

Scena  Sexta. 

Enter  Lenox,  and  another  Lotd: 

Lenox.  My  former  Speeches 
Have  but  hit  your  Thoughts, 
Which  can  interpret  farther :  Only  I  fay 
Things  have  been  ftrangely  born.    The  gracious  Duncan 
Was  pitied  of  Macbeth  :  marry  he  was  dead  : 

And  the  right  valiant  Banejuo  walk'd  too  late. 

Whom  you  may  fay,  (if'r  pleafe  you )  Fleans  kill'd, For  Fleans  fled  :  Men  muft  not  walk  too  late. 
Who  cannot  want  the  thought,  how  monftrous 
it, was  for  Malcolm,  and  for  Donalbane 
To  kill  their  gracious  Father  ?  Damned  Fact, 
How  it  did  grieve  Macbeth  ?  Did  he  not  ftraight 
In  pious  rage,  the  two  delinquents  tear, 
That  were  the  flaves  of  Drink,  and  thralls  of  Sleep  ? 
Was  that  not  nobly  done  ?  I,  and  wifely  too : 

For  'twould  have  anger'd  any  heart  alive 
To  hear  the  men  deny't.    So  that  I  fay. 
He  has  born  all  things  well,  and  I  do  think, 
That  had  he  Duncans  Sons  under  the  Key, 

( As,  and't  pleafe  Heaven  he  fhall  not)  they  fhall  find 
What  'twere  to  kill  a  Father :  So  fhould  Fleans. 

But  peace  \  for  from  broad  words,  and  caufe  he  fail'd 
His  prefence  at  the  Tyrant's  Feafb ;  I  hear 
Macduffe  lives  in  difgrace.   Sir,  can  you  tell 
Where  he  bellows  himfelf  ? 

Lord.  The  Sons  of  Duncan 

(From  whom  this  Tyrant  holds  the  due  of  Birth ) 

Live  in  the  Engltfh  Court,  and  is  receiv'd 
Of  the  moft  Pious  Edward,  with  fuch  grace, 
That  the  malevolence  of  Fortune,  nothing 
Takes  from  his  high  refpecl..   Thither  Macduffe 
Is  gone,  to  pray  the  holy  King,  upon  his  aid 
To  wake  Northumberland,  and  warlike  Seyward, 
That  by  the  help  of  thefe  (with  him  above 
To  ratifie  the  Work)  we  may  again 
Give  to  our  Tables  Meat,  Sleep  to  our  Nights : 
Free  from  our  Feafcs,  and  Banquets  bloody  Knives ; 
Do  faithful  Homage,  and  receive  free  Honours, 
AH  which  we  pine  for  now.    And  this  report 
Hath  fo  exafperate  their  King,  that  he 
Prepares  for  fome  attempt  of  War. 

Lenox.  Sent  he  to  Macduffe  ? 
Lord.  He  did  :  and  with  an  abfolute,  Sir,  not  I, 

The  cloudy  MefTenger  turns  me  his  back, 

And  hums;  as  who  fhould  fay,  you'll  rue  the  time 
That  clogs  me  with  this  Anfwer. 

Lenox.  And  that  well  might, 

Advife  him  to  a  caution,  t'hold  what  diftance 
His  wifdom  can  provide.    Some  Holy  Angel 
Fly  to  the  Court  of  England,  and  unfold 

His  Meflage  e're  he  come,  that  a  fwift  bleffing 

May  foon  return  to  this  our  fufferine  Country, 

Under  a  hand  accurs'd. 
Lord.  I'll  fend  my  Prayers  with  him. 

[_Excunt . 

ABus  Quintus.    Scena  Prima. 

Thunder.  Enter  the  three  Witches. 

i   HpHrice  the  brinded  Cat  hath  mew'd. J[     2.  Thrice,  and  once  the  Hedges  Pig  whiiAl. 

3.  Harpiercrys,  'tis  time,  'tis  time. 
1.  Round  about  tlie  Cauldron  go  : 

In  the  poifon'J  Entrails  throw 
Toad,  that  under  cold  ftone, 
Days  and  Nights,  has  thirty  one  : 
Sweltred  Venom  fleeping  got, 

Boil  thou  firft  i'th'  charmed  Pot. 
All.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble 

Fire  burn,  and  Cauldron  bubble. 
2.  Fillet  of  a  Fenny  Snake, 

In  the  Cauldron  Boil  and  Bake : 

Eye  of  Newt,  and  Toe  of  Frog : 
Wool  of  Bat,  and  Tongue  of  Dog : 
Adders  Fork,  and  Blind-worms  Sting, 

Lizards  Leg,  and  Howlet's  Wing  : 
For  a  Charm  of  powerful  trouble, 
Like  a  Hell  broth,  boil  and  bubble. 

All.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble, 
Fire  burn,  and  Cauldron  bubble. 

3.  Scale  of  Dragon,  Tooth  of  Wolf, 
Witches  Mummy,  Maw,  and  Gulf 
Of  the  ravin'd  fak  Sea  Shark : 

Root  of  Hemlock,  digg'd  i'th'  dark  : Liver  of  Blafpheming  Jew : 
Gall  of  Goat,  and  Slips  of  Yew, 

Sliver'd  in  the  Moon's  Eclipfe  : 
Nofe  of  Turl^,  and  Tartar's  lips, 
Finger  of  Birth-ftrangled  Babe, 
Ditch-deliver'd  by  a  Drab, 
Make  the  Gruel  thick,  and  flab. 

Add  thereto  a  Tyger's  Chawdron, 
For  th'Ingredience  of  our  Cauldron. 

All.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble, 
Fire  burn,  and  Cauldron  bubble. 

2.  Cool  it  with  a  Baboon's  blood, 
Then  the  Charm  is  firm  and  good. 

Enter  Hecate,  and  the  other  three  Witches. 

Hec.  O  well  done :  I  commend  your  pains, 

And  every  one  fhall  (hare  i'th'  gains  .• And  now  about  the  Cauldron  fing 
Like  Elves  and  Fairies  in  a  Ring, 

Inchanting  all  that  you  put  in. 

Mufc'^anda  Song.  Blacky  Spirits,  &C. 2.  By  the  pricking  of  my  thumbs, 
Something  wicked  this  way  comes  : 
Open  Locks,  whoever  knocks. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

<jMac.  How  now  you  fecret,  black,  and  midnight  Hags? 
What  is'tyoudo  ? AH.  A  deed  without  a  name. 

Mac.  I  conjure  you,  by  that  which  you  profefs, 

(How  e're  you  come  to  know  it )  anfwer  me : 
Though  you  untie  the  Winds,  and  let  them  fight 
Againlt  the  Churches :  Though  the  yefty  Waves 
Confound  and  fwallow  Navigation  up : 

Though  bladed  Corn  be  lodg'd,  and  Trees  blown  down, 
Though  Caftles  topple  on  their  Warders  heads : 

Eee  2  Though 
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Though  Palaces,  and  Pyramids  do  flope 
Their  heads  to  their  Foundations :  though  the  treafure 
Ot  Natures  Germain,  tumble  altogether, 
Even  till  deftruftion  ficken  :  Anfwer  me 
To  what  1  ask  you. 

1.  Speak. 
2.  D.mand. 

3.  We'll  anfwer. 
1.  Say,  if  th'  had'ft  rather  hear  it  from  our  mouths, Or  from  our  Mailers. 

Math.  Call  'em :  let  me  fee  'em. 
1.  Pour  in  Sowes  bloud,  that  hath  eaten  1 

Her  nine  Farrow  :  Greace  that's  fweaten 
Fiom  the  Murtherers  Gibbet,  throw 
Into  the  Fiame. 

All.  Come  high  or  low  : 

Thy  Self  and  Office  deftly  fhow.  {Thunder. 
1.  Apparition,  an  termed  Head. 

ALicb.  Tell  me  thou  unknown  power. 
1.  He  knows  thy  thought: 

Hear  his  Speech,  but  fay  thou  nought. 
1  Appar.  Macbeth,  Macbeth,  Macbeth  : 

Beware  Macduff, 

Beware  the  Thane  of  Fife ;  difmifs  me.  Enough 

[He  Defcends. Macb.  What-e're  thou  art,for  thy  good  caution,thanks. 

Thou  haft  harp'd  my  fear  aright.  But  one  word  more. 
1.  He  will  not  be  commanded  :  here's  another 

More  potent  than  the  firft.  [Thunder. 
2.  Apparition,  a  Bloudy  (fhild. 

2,  Appar.  cJMacbetb,  tJMacbeth,  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Had  I  three  Ears,  I'd  hear  thee. 
2.  Appar.  Be  bloudy,  bold,  and  refolute : 

Laugh  to  fcorn 
The  power  of  man :  For  none  of  Woman  born 
Shall  harm  Macbeth.  [Defcends. 

Macb.  Then  live  Macduff:  what  need  I  fear  of  thee  ? 

But  yet  I'll  make  aflurance,  double  fure, 
And  take  a  Bond  of  Fate  :  thou  (halt  not  live, 
That  I  may  tell  pale  hearted  Fear,  it  lies ; 

And  fleep  in  fpight  of  Thunder.  {Thunder. 

5,  Apparition,  a  Child  crowned,  with  a  Tree  in  his  hand. 
What  is  this,  that  rifes  like  the  iflue  of  a  King, 

And  wears  upon  his  Baby-brow,  the  round 
And  top  of  Soveraignty  ? 

All.  Liften,  but  fpeak  not  to't. 
3.  Appar.  Be  Lyon  metled,  proud,  and  take  no  care: 

Who  chafes,  who  frets,  or  where  Confpirers  are : 

Macbeth  (hall  never  vanquifh'd  be,  until 
Great  Birnam  Wood  to  high  Dun/inane  Hill 
Shall  come  againft  him.  {fDefcend. 

Macb.  That  will  never  be: 
Who  can  imprefs  the  Foreft,  bid  the  Tree 
Unfix  his  Earth-bound  Root  ?  Sweet  Boadments,good  : 

Rebellious  dead,  rife  never 'till  the  Wood 

Of  Birnam  rife,  and  our  high- plac'd  Macbeth 
Shall  live  the  Leafe  of  Nature,  pay  his  breath 
To  time,  and  mortal  Cuftom.  Yet  my  heart 
Throbs  to  know  one  thing :  tell  me,  if  your  Art 

Can  tell  fo  much  :  Shall  Banquo's  iflue  ever 
Reign  in  this  Kingdom  ? 

All.  Seek  to  know  no  more. 
Macb.  I  will  be  fatisfied.  Deny  me  this, 

And  an  eternal  Curfe  fall  on  you :  Let  me  know. 
Why  finks  that  Cauldron  ?  and  what  noife  is  this  l[Hoboys. 

1.  Shew. 
2.  Shew. 

3.  Shew. 
All.  Shew  his  Eyes,  and  grieve  his  Heart, 

Come  like  (hadows,  fo  depart. 
A  jhew  of  eight  Kings,  and  Banquo  lafi,  with  a 

glafs  in  his  hand. 
Macb.  Thou  art  too  like  the  Spirit  ofBanquo :  Down  : 

Thy  Crown  do's  fear  mine  Eye-Balls.  And  thy  hair 

Thou  other  Gold-bound-brow,  is  like  the  firft  :. 
A  third,  is  like  the  former.  Filthy  Haggs, 

Why  do  you  (hew  me  this  ?  —  A  fourtfi  ?  Start  Eye  ! 
What  will  the  Line  ftretch  out  to  th'  crack  of  Doom  ? 
Another  yet  ?  A  feventh  ?  I'll  fee  no  more  : 
And  yet  the  eighth  appears,  whobearsaGlafs, 
Which  (hews  me  many  more  :  and  fome  I  fee, 

"hat  twofold  Balls,  and  treble  Scepters  carry. 
Torrible  fight :  Now  I  fee  'tis  true, 
For  the  Bloud  bolter'd  'Banquo  fmiles  upon  me, 
And  points  at  them  for  his.  What  is  this  fo  ? 

r.  I  Sir,  all  this  is  fo.  But  why 
Stands  CMacbeth  thus  amazedly  ? 
Come  Sifters,  cheer  we  up  his  fprights, 
And  (hew  the  belt  of  our  delights. 

'11  Charm  the  Air  to  give  a  found, 
While  you  perform  your  Antique  round  : 
That  this  great  King  may  kindly  fay, 
Our  duties  did  his  welcome  pay.  f_ Mufic\ TheWitches  Dance,  and  vanifi. 

tJMacb.  Where  are  they  ?  Gone  ? 
^et  this  pernicious  hour, 
Stand  aye  accurfed  in  the  Kalender. 
Come  in,  without  there.  Enter  Lenox. 

Lenox.  What's  your  Graces  will  ? 
tJMacb.  Saw  you  the  Wizards  Sifters  ? 
Lenox.  No,  my  Lqrd. 
Macb.  Came  they  not  by  you  ? 
Lenox.  No  indeed,  my  Lord. 
Macb.  Infected  be  the  Air  whereon  they  ride, 

And  damn'd  all  thofe  that  truft  them.  I  did  hea/ 

The  gallopping  of  Horfe.  Who  was't  came  by  ? 
Lenox.  'Tis  two  or  three,my  Lord,that  bring  you  word  : 

Macduff  is  fled  to  England. 
Macb.  Fled  to  England  ? 
Len.  I,  my  good  Lord. 

Macb.  Time,  thou  anticipat'ft  my  dread  exploits : 

The  flighty  purpofe  never  is  o're-took Unlefs  the  deed  go  with  it.  From  this  moment, 
The  very  firftlingof  my  heart  (hall  be 
The  firftlings  of  my  hand.  And  even  now 
To  Crown  my  thoughts  with  AcTs:be  it  thought  and  done : 
The  Caftle  of  Macduff  I  will  furprize. 

Seize  upon  Fife ;  give  to  th'  edge  o'  th'  Sword His  Wife,  his  Babes,  and  all  unfortunate  Souls, 
That  trace  him  in  his  Line.  No  boafting  like  a  Fool, 

This  deed  I'll  do,  before  this  purpofe  cool, 
But  no  more  fights.  Where  are  thefe  Gentlemen  ? 
Come,  bring  me  where  they  are.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Macduft'j  Wife,  her  Son,  and  Rofle. 

Wife.  What  had  he  done,  to  make  him  fly  the  Land  ? 
Roffe.  You  muft  have  patience,  Madam. 
Wife.  He  had  none  : 

His  flight  was  madnefs :  when  our  Adions  do  not, 
Our  fears  do  make  us  Traytors. 

Roffe .  You  know  not 
Whether  it  was  his  wifdom,  or  his  fear. 

Wife.  Wifdom  ?  to  leave  his  Wife,  to  leave  his  Babes, 
HisManfion.  and  his  Titles,  in  a  place 
From  whence  himfeK  does  flie  ?  He  loves  us  not. 
He  wants  the  natural  touch  :  for  the  poor  Wren 

(The  mod:  diminutive  of  Birds )  will  fight, 
Her  young  ones  in  her  Neft,  againft  the  Owle : 
All  is  the  Fear,  and  nothing  is  the  Love ; 
As  little  is  the  Wifdom,  where  the  flight 

So  runs  againft  all  reafon. 

Roffe.  My  deareft  Couz, 
I  pray  you  School  your  felf  But  for  your  Husband, 
He  is  Noble,  Wife,  Judicious,  and  beft  knows 

The 
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The  fits  o'th'  Seafon.  I  dare  not  fpeak  much  further, 
But  cruel  are  the  times,  when  we  are  Traytors, 
And  do  not  know  our  felves :  When  we  hold  Rumour 

From  what  we  fear,  yet  know  not  what  we  fear, 
But  float  upon  a  wild  and  violent  Sea 
Each  way,  and  move.  I  take  my  leave  of  you  : 

Shall  not  be  long  but  I'll  be  here  again : 
THings  at  the  worft  will  ceafe,  or  elfe  climb  upward 
To  what  they  were  before,  my  pretty  Coufin, 
Bitfling  upon  you. 

Wife.  Father'd  he  is, 
And  yet  he's  Fatherlefs. 

%ojfe.  1  am  fo  much  a  Fool,  fhould  I  ftay  longer, 
It  would  be  my  difgrace,  and  your  difcomfort. 
I  take  my  leave  at  once.  [Exit  Rofle. 

Wtfe.  Sirrah,  your  Father's  dead, 
And  what  will  you  do  now  r"  How  will  you  live  ? Son.  As  Birds  do,  Mother. 

Wtfe.  What  with  worms  and  flies  ? 
Son.  With  what  I  get,  and  fo  do  they. 
Wife.  Poor  Bird, 

Thoud'ft  never  fear  the  Net,  nor  Line, 
The  Pit  fall,  nor  the  Gin. 

Son.  Why  fhould  I,  Mother? 
Poor  Birds  they  are  not  fet  for : 
My  Father  is  not  dead  for  all  your  faying. 

Wife.  Yes,  he  is  dead: 
How  wilt  thou  do  for  a  Father  ? 

Son.  Nay,  how  will  you  do  for  a  Husband  ? 
Wife.  Why,  I  can  buy  me  twenty  at  any  Market. 

Son.  Then  you'll  buy  'em  to  fell  again. 
Wife.  Thou  fpeak'ft  with  all  thy  wit, 

And  yet  i' faith  with  wit  enough  for  thee. 
Son.  Was  my  Father  a  Tray  tor,  Mother? 
Wife.  I,  that  he  was^ 
Son.  What  is  a  Tray  tor? 
Wife.  Why,  one  that  fwears  and  lies. 
Son.  And  be  all  Traytors  that  do  fo  ? 
Wife.  Every  one  that  does  fo  is  a  Traytor, 

And  muft  behang'd. 
Son.  And  muft  they  all  be  hang'd  that  fwear  and  lie  ? 
Wife.  Everyone. 
Son.  Who  muft  hang  them  ? 
Wife.  Why,  honeft  men. 
Son.  Then  the  Liars  and  Swearers  are  Fools :  for  there 

are  Liars  and  Swearers  enow,  to  beat  the  honeft  men, 
and  hang  up  them. 

Wife.  God  help  thee,  poor  Monkey: 
But  how  wilt  thou  do  for  a  Father  ? 

Son.  If  he  were  dead ,  you'd  weep  for  him :  If  you 
would  not  it  were  a  good  fign ,  that  I  fhould  quickly 
have  a  new  Father. 

Wife.  Poor  Pratler,  how  thou  talk'ft ! 

Enter  a  MefTenger. 

Mejf.  Blefs  you,  fair  Dame,  I  am  not  to  you  known, 
Though  in  your  ftate  of  honour  I  am  perfect  5 
I  doubt  fome  danger  does  approach  you  nearly. 

If  you  will  take  a  homely  man's  advice, 
Be  not  found  here  :  Hence  with  your  little  ones : 
To  fright  you  thus,  methinks  I  am  too  favage : 
To  do  worfe  to  you,  were  fell  Cruelty, 
Which  is  too  nigh  your  perfon.  Heaven  preferve  you, 
I  dare  abide  no  longer.  [Exit  MefTenger. 

Wife.  Whither  fhould  I  fly  ? 
I  have  done  no  harm.  But  I  remember  now 

I  am  in  this  earthly  world :  where  to  do  harm 
Is  often  laudable,  to  do  good  fometime 
Accounted  dangerous  Folly.  Why  then  ( alas) 
Do  I  put  up  that  womanly  defence, 
To  fay  I  had  done  no  harm  ? 
What  are  thefe  faces  ? 

Enter  Murtherers. 

zJMur.  Where  is  your  Husband  ? 
Wife.  I  hope  in  no  place  fo  unfanftified, 

Where  fuch  as  thou  may'ft  find  him. 
<JMHr.  He's  a  Traytor. 
Son.  Thou  ly'ft  thou  fhag-eard  Villain, nJMnr.  What  you  Egg  ? 

Young  f  ry  of  Treachery  ? 
Son.  He  has  kill'd  me,  Mother, 

Run  away,  I  pray  you.  [Exit,  crying  marcher. 

Scdna  Tenia. 

Enter  Malcolm  WMacduffe. 

tJkfal.  Letusfeekoutforaedefolatefhade,  and  there 
Weep  our  fad  bofomes  empty. 

tJkfacd.  Let  us  rather 
Hold  faft  the  mortal  Sword  :  and  like  good  men, 
Beftride  our  downfal  Birth-dome :  Each  new  Morn, 
New  widows  howl,  new  Orphans  cry,  new  forrows 
Strike  Heaven  on  the  face,  that  it  refounds 

As  if  it  felt  with  Scotland,  and  yell'd  out 
Like  Syllable  of  Dolour. 

<JWal.  What  I  believe,  I'll  wail 
What  know,  believe   and  what  I  can  redrefs, 
As  I  fhall  find  the  time  to  friend ,  I  will. 
What  you  have  fpoke,  it  may  be  fo  perchance. 
This  Tyrant,  whofe  fole  Name  blifters  our  Tongues, 
Was  once  thought  honeft :  You  have  Iov'd  him  well, 
He  hath  not  touch'd  you  yet.  I  am  young,  but  fomeching 
You  may  difcern  of  him  through  me,  and  wifdom 
To  offer  up  a  weak,  poor  innocent  Lamb, 

T'appeafe  an  angry  God. 
tJMacd.  I  am  not  treacherous. 
Mai.  But  Macbeth  is. 

A  good  and  virtuous  Nature  may  recoil 
In  an  imperial  charge.  But  I  fhall  crave  your  pardon  : 
That  which  you  are,  rily  thoughts  cannot  tranfpofe ; 
Angels  are  bright  ftill,  though  the  brighteft  fell. 
Though  all  things  foul  would  bear  the  brows  of  Grace, 
Yet  Grace  muft  ftill  look  fo. 

zJMacd.  I  have  loft  my  hopes. 
Male.  Perchance,  even  there 

Where  I  did  find  my  doubts, 

Why  in  that  rawnefs  left  you  wife  and  Children  ? 
Thole  precious  Motives,  thofe  ftrong  knots  of  Love, 
Without  leave  taking.  I  pray  you, 

Let  not  my  Jealoufies,  be  your  Difhonours, 
But  mine  own  fafetks:  you  may  be  rightly  juft, 
Whatever  I  fhall  think. 

Macd.  Bleed,  bleed,  poor  Country, 
Great  Tyranny,  lay  thou  thy  Bafis  fure, 
For  goodnefs  dares  not  check  thee  :  wear  thou  thy  wrongs, 
The  Title  is  afeard.  Fare  thee  well,  Lord, 

I  would  not  be  the  Villain  that  thou  think'rT, 
For  the  whole  fpace  that's  in  the  Tyrants  Grafp, 
And  the  rich  Eaft  to  boot. 

Mai.  Be  not  offended  : 

I  fpeak  not  as  in  abfolute  fear  of  you : 
I  think  our  Country  finks  beneath  the  yoke, 
It  weeps,  it  bleeds,  and  each  new  day  a  gafh 
Is  added  to  her  wounds.   I  think  withal, 

There  would  be  hands  up-lifted  in  my  right : 
And  here  from  gracious  England  have  I  offer 
Of  goodly  thoufands.  But  for  all  this, 

When  I  fhall  tread  upon  the  Tyrant's  head, 
Or  wear  it  on  my  Sword  \  yet  my  poor  Country 
Shall  have  more  vices  than  it  had  before, 
More  fuffer,  and  more  fundry  ways  than  ever, 

By  him  that  fhall  fucceed. 
E  e  e  3  Macd. 
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Macd.  What  fhould  he  be  ? 

Mai.  It  is  my  felf  I  mean,  in  whom  I  know 
All  the  particulars  of  Vice  fo  grafted, 

That  when  they  fhall  be  open'd  black  Macbeth 
Will  fetm  as  pure  as  Snow,  and  the  poor  State 

Efteem  hira  as  a  Lamb,  being  compai'J 
With  my  confinelefs  harms. 

Macd.  Not  in  the  Legions 

Of  horrid  Hell,  can  come  a  Devil  more  damn'd 
la  evils,  to  top  Macbeth. 

Macb,  I  grant  him  Bloudy, 
Luxurious,  Avaricious,  Falfe,  Deceitful, 
Sudden,  Malicious,  fmoaking  of  every  fin 

That  has  a  name.  But  there's  no  bottom,  none 
In  my  Voluptuoufnefs :  Your  Wives,  your  Daughters, 
Your  Matrons,  and  your  Maids,  could  not  fill  up 
The  Ciltern  of  my  Luft,  and  my  Defire 

All  continent  Impediments  would  o're-bear 
That  did  oppofe  my  will.  Better  Macbeth, 
Than  fuch  an  one  to  reign. 

Macd.  Bonndlefs  intemperance 
In  Nature  is  a  Tyranny :  It  hath  been 

Th'  untimely  emptying  of  the  happy  Throne, 
And  fall  of  many  Kings.  But  fear  not  yet 
To  take  upon  you  what  is  yours :  you  may 
Convey  your  pleafures  in  a  fpacious  plenty, 
And  yet  feem  cold.  The  time  you  may  fo  Hoodwink : 
We  have  willing  Dames  enough :  there  cannot  be 
That  Vulture  in  you,  to  devour  fo  many 
As  will  to  Greatnefs  dedicate  themfelves, 

Finding  it  fo  inclin'd. 
Mai.  With  this,  there  grows 

In  my  mod  ill-compos'd  Affection,  fuch 
A  ftanchlefs  Avarice,  that  were  I  King, 
I  Ihould  cut  off  the  Nobles  for  their  Lands, 
Defire  his  Jewels,  and  this  others  Houfe, 

And  my  more-having  would  be  as  a  Sawce 
To  make  me  hunger  more,  that  I  fhould  forge 
Quarrels  unjuft  againft  the  Good  and  Loyal, 
Deftroying  them  for  wealth. 

Macd.  This  Avarice 

Sticks  deeper :  grows  with  more  pernicious  root 
ThanSummer-feeming  Luft :  and  it  hath  been 
The  Sword  of  our  flain  Kings :  yet  do  not  fear, 
Scotland  hath  Poifons  to  fill  up  your  will 
Of  your  mere  Own.  All  thefe  are  portable, 

With  other  Graces  weigh'd. 
Mai.  But  I  have  none,  The  King-becoming  Graces, 

Asjuftice,  Verity,  Temp'rance,  Stablenefs, 
Bounty,  Perfeverance,  Mercy,  Lowlinefs, 
Devotion,  Patience,  Courage,  Fortitude  ; 
I  have  no  relifh  of  them,  but  abound 
In  the  divifion  of  each  feveral  Crime, 
Acting  it  many  ways.  Nay  had  I  power  I  fhould 
Pour  the  fweet  Milk  of  Concord,  into  Hell, 
Uproar  the  univerfal  peace,  confound 
All  unity  on  earth. 

Macd.  O  Scotland^  Scotland ! 
Mai.  If  fuch  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  fpeak : 

lam  as  lhave  fpoken. 
Macd.Fit  to  govern?  No  not  to  live.O  Nation  miferable ! 

With  an  untitled  Tyrant,  bloudy  Sceptred, 
When  fhalt  thou  fee  thy  wholefome  days  again  ? 
Since  that  the  truefl  Iflue  of  thy  Throne 
By  his  own  Interdiction  ftands  accurft, 

And  do's  blafpheme  his  breed  ?  thy  Royal  Father 
Was  a  moft  Sainted  King :  the  Queen  that  bore  thee, 
Oftner  upon  her  Knees,  than  on  her  feet, 

Dy'd  every  day  fhe  liv'd.  Fare  thee  well, 
Thefe  Evils  thou  repeat'ft  upon  thy  felf, 
Hath  banifht  me  from  Scotland.  O  my  Breaft, 
Thy  hope  ends  here. 

Mai.  Macduff,  this  Noble  paflion 
Child  of  Integrity,  hath  from  my  Soul 

of  Macbeth. 

Wip'd  the  black  Scruples,  reconcil'd  my  thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth,  and  honour.  Devillifh  Macbeth, 
By  many  of  thefe  trains,  hath  fought  to  win  me 
Into  his  power :  and  modeft  Wifdom  plucks  me 
From  over-credulous  hafte :  but  God  above 
Deal  between  thee  and  me ;  For  even  now 
I  put  my  felf  to  thy  direction,  and 
Unfpeak  mine  own  detraction.  Here  abjure 
The  taints,  and  blames  I  laid  upon  my  felf, 
For  ftrangers  to  my  Nature,  I  am  yet 
Unknown  to  Women,  never  was  forfwore, 
Scarcely  have  coveted  what  was  mine  own, 
At  no  time  broke  my  Faith,  would  not  betray 
The  Devil  to  his  Fellow,  and  delight 
No  lefs  in  truth  than  life.  My  firfl  falfe  fpeaking 
Was  this  upon  my  felf,  what  I  am  truly 
Is  thine,  and  my  poor  Countries  to  command  : 
Whether  indeed,  before  thy  here  approach, 
Old  Seyward  with  ten  tboufand  warlike  men 
Already  at  a  point,  was  fetting  forth  ? 

Now  we'll  together,  and  the  chance  of  goodnefs Be  like  our  warranted  Quarrel.  Why  are  you  filent  ? 
Macd.  Such  welcome,  and  unwelcome  things  at  once 

'Tis  bard  to  reconcile. 

Enter  a  Doctor. 

Mai.  Well,  more  anon.  Comes  the  King  forth 
I  pray  you  ? 

Doil.  I  Sir :  there  are  a  crew  of  wretched  Souls 
That  ftay  his  Cure :  their  malady  convinces 
The  great  affay  of  Art.  But  at  his  touch, 
Such  fanctity  hath  Heaven  given  his  hand, 
They  prefently  amend.  [Exit. 

Mai.  I  thank  you,  Doctor. 

Mac d.  What's  the  Difeafe  he  means  ? 
Mai.  'Tis  call'd  the  Evil, 

A  mofl  miraculous  work  in  this  good  King, 
Which  often  fince  my  here  remain  in  England, 
I  have  feen  hira  do :  How  he  folicits  Heaven, 
Himfelf  beft  knows :  but  ftrangely  vifited  people, 
All  fwoln  and  Ulcerous,  pitiful  to  the  Eye, 
The  mere  defpair  of  Surgery,  he  cures, 

Hanging  a  golden  ftamp  about  their  Necks, 

Put  on  with  holy  Prayers,  and  'tis  fpoken 
To  the  mcceeding  Royalty  he  leaves 
The  healing  Benediction  :  with  this  ftrange  virtue, 
He  hath  a  Heavenly  Gift  of  Prophecy, 

And  fundry  Bleffings  hang  about  his  Throne, 
That  fpeak  hira  full  of  Grace. 

Enter  Roffe. 

Macd.  See,  who  comes  here. 

tJWalc.  My  Countreyman :  but  yet  I  know  him  not. 
eJMacd.  My  ever  gentle  Coufin,  welcome  hither. 
t^Halc.  I  know  him  now.  Good  God  betimes  remove 

The  means,  the  means  that  makes  us  ftrangers. 

Roffe.  Sir,  Amen. 
zJHacd.  Stands  Scotland  where  it  did  ? 
Roffe.  Alas  poor  Countrey, 

Alraoft  afraid  to  know  it  felf.  It  cannot 

Be  call'd  our  Mother,  but  our  Grave ;  where  nothing 
But  who  knows  nothing  is  once  feen  to  fmile : 
Where  fighs  and  groans,  and  fhrieks  that  rent  the  air 
Are  made,  not  mark'd  :  Where  violent  forrow  feems 
A  Modern  ecftafie  :  the  Dead-man's  Knell, 

Is  there  fcarce  ask'd  for  who,  and  good  men's  lives 
Expire  before  the  Flowers  in  their  Caps, 

Dying,  or  e're  they  ficken. 
<sJMacd.  Oh  relation;  too  nice,  and  yet  too  true. 

Male.  What's  the  aeweft  grief? 
Roffe.  That  of  an  hours  age,  doth  hifs  the  fpeaker, 

Each  minute  teems  a  new  one. 

nJMacd. 
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CMacd.  How  does  ray  Wife? 
Rojfe.  Why,  well. 
Macd.  And  all  my  Children? 
Rojfe.  Well  too. 

tJMacd.  The  Tyrant  has  not  batter'd  at  their  peace  ? 
Rofj'e.  No,  they  were  well  at  peace  when  I  did  leave  'em. 
tjMacd.  Be  not  a  niggard  of  your  fpeech  :  how  go's  it  ? 
Rojfe.  When  I  came  hither  to  tranfport  the  Tidings 

Which  I  have  heavily  born,  there  ran  a  Rumour 
Of  many  worthy  Fellows,  that  were  out, 
Which  was  to  ray  belief  witneft  the  rather, 

For  that  I  law  the  Tyrant's  Power  a-foot, 
Now  is  the  time  of  help :  your  Eye  in  Scotland 
Would  create  Souldiers,  make  our  Women  fight, 

To  doff*  their  dire  diftrefles. 
tJMalc.  Be't  their  comfort 

We  are  coming  thither :  Gracious  England  hath 
Lent  us  good  Seyward,  and  ten  thoufand  men, 
An  older,  and  a  better  Souldier,  none 
That  Chriftendom  gives  out. 

Rojfe.  Would  I  could  anfwer 
This  comfort  with  the  like.  But  I  have  words 

That  would  be  howl'd  out  in  the  defert  air, 
Where  hearing  mould  not  latch  them. 

tJMacd.  What  concern  they, 
The  general  caufe,  or  is  it  a  Fee  grief 
Due  to  fome  fingle  Breaft  ? 

Rojfe.  No  mind  that's  honeft 
But  in  it  fliares  fome  woe,  though  the  main  part 
Pertains  to  you  alone. 

nJMacd.  If  it  be  mine 
Keep  it  not  from  me,  quickly  let  me  have  it. 

Rojfe.  Let  not  your  Ears  defpife  my  tongue  for  ever, 
Which  lhall  pofiefs  them  with  the  heavieft  found  I , 
That  ever  yet  they  heard. 

CMacd.  Humh  :  I  gnefs  at  it. 

Rojfe.  Your  Caftle  is  furpriz'd :  your  Wife,  and  Babes 
Savagely  flaughter'd:  to  relate  the  manner  . 
Were  on  the  Quarry  of  thefe  murther'd  Deer 
To  add  the  Death  of  you. 

zJHalc.  Merciful  Heaven : 

What  man,  ne're  pull  your  Hat  upon  your  brows : 
Give  forrow  words  ;  the  grief  that  do's  not  fpeak, 
Whifpers  the  o're-fraught  heart,  and  bids  it  break. 

Macd.  My  Children  too  ? 
Rojfe.  Wife,  Children,  Servants,all  that  could  be  found. 

Macd.  And  I  mull;  be  from  thence  ?  My  Wife  kill'd  too? 
Rojfe.  I  have  faid. 
tJMalc.  Be  comforted. 

Let's  make  us  Med'cines  of  our  great  Revenge, 
To  cure  this  deadly  grief. 

Macd.  He  has  no  Children.  All  my  pretty  ones  ? 
Did  you  fay  All  ?  O  Hell  Kite  !  All  ? 
What,  All  my  pretty  Chickens,  and  their  Damm 
Ar  one  fell  fwoop  ? 

tJMalc.  Difpute  it  like  a  man. 
Macd.  I  fhall  dofo. 

But  I  mud  alfo  feel  it  as  a  man ; 
I  cannot  but  remember  fuch  things  were 
That  were  molt  precious  tome :  Did  Heaven  look  on, 
And  would  not  take  their  part  >  Sinful  Macduff, 
They  were  all  ftrook  for  thee :  Naught  that  I  am, 
Not  for  their  own  demerits,  but  for  mine 

Fell  (laughter  on  their  Souls :  Heaven  reft  them  now. 
Mai  Be  this  the  Whetftone  of  your  Sword,  let  grief 

Convert  to  anger  :  blunt  not  the  heart,  enrage  it. 
Macd.  O I  could  play  the  Woman  with  mine  Eyes, 

And  Braggart  with  my  tongue.  But  gentle  Heavens, 
Cut  fhort  all  intermiffion  :  Front  to  Front, 

Briiig  thou  this  Fiend  of  Scotland,  and  my  felf 
Within  my  Swords  length  fet  him,  if  he  fcapc, 
Heaven  forgive  him  too. 

iJMal.  This  time  goes  manly : 
Come  go  we  to  the  King,  our  Power  is  ready, 

Our  Jack  is  nothing  but  our  leave.  <Jlfs.:heth 
Is  ripe  for  making,  and  the  Powers  above 
Put  on  their  Inftruments :  Receive  what  cheer  you  may, 
The  Night  is  long  that  never  finds  the  Day.  [Exeunt. 

ABus  Quintus.  Sc<ena  Prima. 

Enter  a  Doctor  of  Thyfick^.,  and  a  Waiting 
Gentlewoman. 

Doll.  T  Have  two  Nights  watch'd  with  you,  but  can  per- 
X  ceive  no  truth  in  your  report.  When  was  it  me 

laft  walk'd  ? 
gent.  Since  his  Majefly  went  into  the  Field,  I  have  feen 

her  rife  from  her  Bed.  throw  her  Night-Gown  upon  her, 

unlock  her  Clofet,  take  forth  Paper,  fold  it,  write  upon't, 
read  it,  afterwards  Seal  it,  and  again  return  to  Bed  yet 
all  this  while  in  a  molt  fall  llcep, 

Dotl.  A  great  perturbation  in  Nature,  to  receive  at 
once  the  benefit  of  fleep  and  do  the  effects  of  watching. 
In  this  flumbry  agitation,  befides  her  walking,  and  other 
actual  performances,  what  ( at  any  time)  have  you  heard her  fay  ? 

Gent.  That  Sir,  which  I  will  not  report  after  her. 

Boil.  You  may  to  me,  and  'tis  moft  meet  you  mould. 
Cent.  Neither  to  you,  nor  any  one,  having  no  witnels 

to  confirm  my  fpeech.  Enter  Lady  with  a  lap.. 
Lo  you,  here  fhe  comes :  This  is  her  very  guife,  and  up- 

on my  life  faft  afleep ;  obferve  her,  ftand  clofe. 
Doll.  How  vcame  fhe  by  that  light  > 
Cent .  Why,  it  ftood  by  her :  me  has  light  by  her  con- 

tinually, 'tis  her  command. 
Doll.  You  fee  her  Eyes  are  open. 
Gent.A  but  their  fenfe  areAut. 

Doll.  What  is  it  fhe  Jo's  now  ? 
Look  how  fhe  rubs  her:  hands. 

Cent.  It  is  an  accuftom'd  action  with  her,  to  feem  thus 
warning  her  hands :  I  have  known  her  continue  in  this  a 

quarter  of  an  hour. 
Lad.  Yet  here's  a  jfpot, 
Doll.  Hark,  fhe  fpeaks,  I  will  fet  down  what  comes 

from  her,  to  fatisfie  my  remembrance  the  more  ftrongly. 
La.  Out  damned  fpot :  out  I  fay.  One :  Two :  Why 

then  'tis  time  to  do't :  Hell  is  murky.  Fie,  my  Lord,  Fie, 
a  Souldier,  and  afear'd  ?  what  need  we  fear  ?.  who  knows 
it,  when  none  can  call  our  power  to  account:  yet  who 
would  have  thought  the  old  man  to  have  had  fo  much 
bloud  in  him. 

Doll.  Do  you  mark  that  ? 
Lad.  The  Thane  of  Fife,  had  a  Wife :  where  is  fhe  now  ? 

What  will  thefe  hands  ne're  be  clean  ?  No  more  o'  that, 
my  Lord,  no  more  o'  that :  you  marr  all  with  ftarting. Doct .  Go  to,  go  to : 

You  have  known  what  you  fhould  not. 
Cent.  She  has  fpoke  what  fhe  fhould  not,  I  am  fure  of 

that :  Heaven  knows  what  fhe  has  known. 

La.  Here's  the  fmell  of  bloud  ftill :  all  the  perfumes 
of  Arabia  will  not  fweeten  this  little  hand. 

Oh,  oh,  oh. 
Doll.  What  a  figh  is  there  ?  The  heart  is  forely  charg'd, 
Cent.  I  would  not  have  fuch  a  heart  in  my  bofome,  for 

dignity  of  the  whole  body. 
Doct.  Well,  well,  well. 
Gent.  Pray  God  it  be,  Sir. 
Doct.  This  Difeafe  is  beyond  my  practice :  yet  I  have 

known  thofe  which  have  walkt  in  their  fleep,  who  have 
died  holily  in  their  Beds. 

Lad.  Wafh  your  hands,  put  on  your  Night-Gown,look 

not  fo  pale :  I  tell  you  yet  again,  tBanqno\  buried  ,  he  can- 
not come  out  on's  Grave. Doct.  Even  fo  ? 

Lady.  To  Bed,  to  Bed :  there's  knocking  at  the  Gate  : 

Come, 
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Come,  come,  come,  come,  give  me  your  hand :  What's 
done,  cannot  be  undone.  To  bed,  to  bed,  to  bed. 

{Exit  Lady. 
Dott.  Will  flie  go  now  to  bed  ? 
Gent.  Directly. 

DoEt.  Foul  whifperings  are  abroad :  unnatural  deeds 
Do  breed  unnatural  troubles  :  Infected  minds 

To  their  deaf  pillows  will  difcharge  their  fecrets: 
More  needs  fhe  the  Divine  than  the  Phyfician : 
God,  God  forgive  us  all.  Look  after  her, 
Remove  from  her  the  means  of  all  annoyance, 
And  ftill  keep  eyes  upon  her:  So  good  night: 

My  mind  fhe  has  mated,  and  araaz'd  my  fight. 
1  think,  but  dare  not  fpeak. 

Gent.  Good  night,  good  Doctor.  {Exeunt. 

Sc<ena  Secunda. 

Brum  and  Colours.  Enter  Menteth,  Cathnes, 
Angus,  Lenox,  Souldiers. 

Ment.  The  Englifh  power  is  near,  led  on  by  Malcolm, 
His  Uncle  Seyrvard,  and  the  good  Macduff \ 
Revenges  burn  in  them :  For  their  dear  caufes 
Excite  the  mortified  man. 

Ang.  Near  Bimam  wood 
Shall  we  meet  them,  that  way  are  they  coming. 

Cutis.  Who  knows  if  Dondbaine  be  with  his  Brother  ? 
Lenox.  For  certain,  Sir,  he  is  not :  I  have  a  File 

Of  all  the  Gentry ;  there  is  Seyrvard's  Son, 
And  many  unruff  Youths,  that  even  now 
Proteft  their  firft  of  Manhood. 

Ment.  What  do's  the  Tyrant? 
Catb.  Great  Dunfmane  he  ftrongly  fortifies, 

Some  fay  he's  mad  :  Others,  that  lefler  hates  him, 
Do  call  it  valiant  Fury,  but,  for  certain, 

He  cannot  buckle  his  diftemper'd  caufe 
Within  the  belt  of  Rule. 

Ang.  Now  do's  he  feel  lg 
His  fecret  Murthers  flicking  on  his  hands, 
Now  minutely  Revolts  upraid  his  faith-breach  : 
Thofe  he  commands  move  only  in  command, 
Nothing  in  love :  Now  does  he  feel  his  Title 
Hang  loofe  about  him,  like  a  Giants  Robe 
Upon  a  Dwarfifh  Thief. 
Mmt.  Who  then  fhall  blame 

His  pefter'd  Senfes  to  recoyl,  and  ftarf, 
When  all  that  is  within  him  do's  condemn. 
It  felf  for  being  there. 

Catb.  Well,  march  we  on, 

To  give  obedience  where  'tis  truly  ow'd : 
Meet  we  the  Med'cine  of  the  fickly  Weal, 
And  with  him  pour  we  in  our  Countries  purge, 
Each  drop  of  us. 

Lenox.  Or  fo  much  as  it  needs, 
To  dew  the  Sovereign  Flower,  and  drown  the  Weeds. 

Make  we  our  March  towards  "Bimam. 
{Exeunt  Marching, 

Sc&na,  Tenia, 

Enter  Macbeth,  Doctour,  and  Attendants. 

Mac.  Bring  me  no  more  Reports ,  let  them  fly  all : 
Till  Bimam  Wood  remove  to  Dun/inane, 

I  cannot  taint  with  fear.  What's  the  Boy,  Malcolme  ? 
Was  he  not  born  of  Woman  ?  The  Spirits  that  know 

All  mortal  Confequences,  have  pronoune'd  me  thus : 
Fear  nor,  Macbeth,  no  man  that's  born  of  woman 
Shall  e're  have  power  upon  thee.  Then  fly  falfe  Thanes, 
And  mingle  with  the  Englijh  Epicures, 
The  mind  I  fway  by ,  and  the  heart  I  bear, 
Shall  never  fag  with  doubt,  nor  fhake  with  fear. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

The  Devil  damn  thee  black,  thou  cream-fae'd  Lown : 
Where  got'ft  thou  that  Goofe-Look  ? 

Ser.  There  is  ten  tboufand. 
Macb.  Geefe,  Villain? 
Ser.  Souldiers,  Sir. 

Macd.  Go,  prick  thy  face,  and  over-red  thy  fear, 
Thou  Lilly-liver'd  Boy.  What  Souldiers,  Patch? 
Death  of  thy  Soul,  thofe  linnen  cheeks  of  thine 
Are  Counfellours  to  fear.  What,  Souldiers,  Whay.face  ? 

Ser.  The  EngUjh  Force,  lb  pleafe  you. 
Macb.  Take  thy  face  hence,  S*yton,  I  am  fick  at  heart, 

When  I  behold :  Seyton,  I  fay,  this  pufh 
Will  cheer  me  ever,  or  difeafe  me  now. 

I  have  liv'd  long  enough  :  My  way  of  life Is  fain  into  the  Sear,  the  yellow  leaf, 
And  that  which  fhould  acompany  Old  Age, 
As  Honour,  Love,  Obedience,  troops  of  Friends, 
I  mufl  not  look  to  have :  But  in  their  ftead, 
Curies,  not  loud  but  deep,  Mouth-honour  breath, 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  fain  deny,  and  dare  not. 

Seyton  ? Enter  Seyton. 

Sey.  What's  your  Gracious  pleafure  > Macb.  What  news  more 

Sey.  All  is  confirm'd,  my  Lord,  which  was  reported. 
Macb.  I'll  fight,  till  from  my  bones  my  flefh  is  hackt. Give  me  my  Armour. 

Sey.  'Tis  not  needed  yet. 
Macb.  I'll  put  it  on  : 

Send  out  more  horfes,  skir  the  Country  round, 
Hang  thofe  that  ftand  in  fear.  Give  me  mine  Armour : 

How  do's  your  Patient,  Doctor? Dotl.  Not  fo  fick,  ray  Lord, 

As  fhe  is  troubled  with  thick-coming  Fancier, 
That  keep  her  from  her  reft. 

Macb.  Cure  her  from  that : 

Canft  thou  not  minifter  to  a  mind  difeas'd, 
Pluck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  Sorrow, 
Rafe  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  Brain, 
And  with  forfie  fweet  oblivious  Antidote, 
Cleanfe  the  ftuft  bofome  of  that  perillous  fluff, 
Which  weighs  upon  the  heart  ? 

Dott.  Therein  the  Patient 
Mufl  minifter  unto  himfelf. 

Macb.  Throw  Phyfick  to  the  Dogs,  I'll  none  of  it. 
Come,  put  my  Armour  on,  give  me  my  Staffe : 
Seyton,  Send  out :  Doctor,  the  Thane s  fly  from  me : 

Come,  Sir,  difpatch.  If  thou  could'ft,  Doctor,  caft 
The  water  of  my  Land,  find  her  difeafe, 
And  purge  it  to  a  found  and  priftine  Health, 
I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  Echo, 

That  fhould  applaud  again.  Pull't  of,  I  fay, 
What  Rubarb,  Senna ,  or  what  Purgative  Drug, 

Would  fcour  thefe  Englijh  hence :  Hear'ft  thou  ol  them  ? 
Dotl.  I,  my  good  Lord :  Your  Royal  preparation 

Makes  us  hear  foraething. 
Macb.  Bring  it  after  me: 

I  will  not  be  afraid  of  Death  and  Bane, 
Till  Bimam  Foreft  come  to  Dan/inane. 

Doll.  Were  I  from  Dunfmane  away,  and  clear, 
Profit  again  fhould  hardly  draw  me  here.  {Exeunt. 

Sc<&ia  Quarta. 

Drum  and  Colours.  Enter  Malcolme,  Sey  ward,  Macduffe, 

Seyward'-f  Son,  Menteth,  Cathncs,  Angus, 
and  Souldiers  arching. 

Mai.  Coufin,  1  hope  the  days  are  near  at  hand, 
That  Chambers  will  be  fafc. 

Ment 
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tjlfent .  We  doubt  it  nothing. 
Seyvo.  What  Wood  is  this  before  us  ? 
Ment.  The  Wood  of  Birnam. 

Male.  Let  every  Souldier  hew  him  down  a  Bough, 
And  bear't  before  him,  thereby  fhall  we  fhadow 
The  numbers  of  our  Hoaft,  and  make  difcovery 
Erre  in  report  of  us. 

Sould.  It  fhall  be  done. 

Seyrv.  We  learn  no  other,  but  the  confident  Tyrant, 
Keeps  Itill  in  Dunfmane,  and  will  endure 

Our  fecting  down  befor'r. 
tJMalc.  'Tis  his  main  hope: 

For  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  given, 
Both  more  and  lefs  have  given  him  the  Revolt, 
And  none  ferve  with  him,  but  conftrained  things, 
Whofe  hearts  are  abfent  too. 

CMacd.  Let  our  befb  Cenfures 

Before  the  true  event,  and  put  we  on 
Induftrious.  Souldierfhip. 

Sty.  The  time  approaches, 
That  will  with  due  decifion  make  us  know 

What  we  fhall  fay  we  have,  and  what  we  owe : 
Thoughts  fpeculative,  their  unfure  hopes  relate, 
But  certain  iffue,  ftrokes  muft  arbitrate, 

Towards  which,  advance  the  War.     {Exeunt  marching. 

Scena  Quintet. 

Enter  Macbeth ,  Seyton ,  and  Souldiers,  with 
Drum s  and  Colours. 

Macb.  Hang  out  our  Banners  on  the  outward  Walls, 
The  Cry  is  ftill,  they  come :  Our  Caftles  ftrength 
Will  laugh  a  Siege  to  fcorn :  Here  let  them  lie, 
Till  Famine  and  the  Ague  eat  them  up : 

Were  they  not  fore'd  with  thofe  that  mould  be  ours, 
We  might  have  met  them  dareful,  beard  to  beard, 
And  beat  them  backward  home.  What  is  that  noife  ? 

{A  cry  within  of  Women. 
Sey.  It  is  the  cry  of  Women,  my  good  Lord. 
Macb.  I  have  almoft  forgot  the  tafte  of  Fears : 

The  time  has  been,  my  fenfes  would  have  cool'd 
To  hear  a  Night-fhriek,  and  my  Fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  difmal  Treatife  rouze,  and  ftir 

As  life  were  in't.  I  have  fupt  full  with  horrors, 
Direnefs  familiar  to  my  flaughterous  thoughts 
Cannot  once  ftart  me.  Wherefore  was  that  cry  ? 

Sey.  The  Queen  ( my  Lord )  is  dead. 

Macb.  She  fhould  have  dy'd  hereafter  ; There  would  have  been  a  time  for  fuch  a  word : 

To  morrow,  and  to  morrow,  and  to  morrow, 
Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day, 
To  the  laft  Syllable  of  Recorded  time : 
And  all  our  yefterdays  have  lighted  Fools 
The  way  to  ftudy  death.   Out,  out,  brief  Candle, 

Life's  but  a  walking  Shadow,  a  poor  Player, 
That  ftruts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  Stage, 
And  then  is  heard  no  more.  It  is  a  tale 

Told  by  an  Ideot,  full  of  found  and  fury 
Signifying  nothing. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Thou  com'ft  to  ufe  thy  tongue  :  thy  ftory  quickly. 
tJMef.  My  Graciou  Lord, 

1  fhould  report  that  which  I  fay  I  faw, 
But  know  not  how  to  do'r. 

iJMacb.  Well,  fay,  Sir. 
tJMef.  As  I  did  ftand  my  Watch  upon  the  HilJ, 

I  look'd  toward  rBimam1  and  anon  me  thought 
The  Wood  began  to  move. 

Macb.  Lyar,  and  Slave. 

Mtf.  Let  me  endure  your  wrath,  if 't  be  not  fo : 

Within  this  three  mile  you  may  fee  it  coming. 
I  fay,  a  moving  Grove.  C 
Macb  If  thou  fpcak'ft  falfe, 

Upon  the  nextT.  ee  Pnaltthou  hang  alive 
Till  Famine  cling  thee :  If  thy  fpeech  be  footh, 
I  care  not  if  thou  do'ft  for  me  as  much. 
I  pull  in  Refolution,  and  begin 
To  doubt  the  Equivocation  of  the  Fiend, 
That  lies  like  truth.  Fear  not,  till  Btmam  Wood 
Do  come  to  Dmfinane,  and  now  a  Wood 
Comes  toward  Dmfinane.  Arm,  arm,  and  out, 

If  this  which  he  avouches  do's  appear, 
There  is  no  flying  hence,  nor  tarrying  here, 
•'gin  to  be  a  weary  of  the  Sun, 

And  wifh  th'eftate  o'  th'  World  were  now  undone." 
Ring  the  alarum  Bell,  blow  Wind,  come  wrack, 

At  Ieaft  we'll  die  with  Harnefs  on  our  back.  {Exeunt. 

Scena  Sexta. 

Drams  and  Colours. 

Enter  Malcolme,  Sey  ward,  Macduffe,  and  their  Army  y 
with  Boughs. 

Mai.  Now  near  enough : 
Your  Leavy  Screens  throw  down, 
And  fhew  like  thofe  you  are :  You  (worthy  Uncle) 
Shall  with  my  Coufin,  your  right  Noble  Son, 
Lead  our  fir  ft  Battel.  Worthy  Macduffe,  and  we 

Shall  take  upon's  what  elfe  remains  to  do 
According  to  our  order. 

Seyw.  Fare  you  well : 
Do  we  but  find  the  Tyrants  power  to  night, 
Let  us  M  beaten,  if  we  cannot  fight.  (breath, 

Macd.  Make  all  our  Trumpets  fpeak,  give  them  all 
Thofe  clamorous  Harbingers  of  bloud  and  death.  {Exeunt. 

{vAlarums  continued. 

Scena  Septima. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  They  havety'd  me  toaftake,  I  cannot  fly, 
But  Bear-like  I  muft  fight  the  courfe.  What's  he That  was  not  born  of  Woman  ?  Such  a  one 
Am  I  to  fear,  or  none. 

Enter  Young  Seyward. 

T.  Sey.  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Macb.  Thou'lt  be  afraid  to  hear  it. 
T.  Sey.  No :  though  thou  calFft  thy  felf  a  hotter  name 

Than  any  is  in  Hell. 

Macb.  My  name's  Macbeth. 
T.  Sey.  The  Devil  himfelf  could  not  pronounce  a  Title 

More  hateful  to  mine  Ear. 
aJMacb.  No:  nor  more  fearfuL 
T.Sey.  Thou  lieft  thou  abhorred  Tyrant,with  my  Sword 

I'll  prove  the  lye  thou  fpeak'ft. 

Eight,  and  young  Seyward'^ flain. 
Macb.  Thou  waft  born  of  Woman  -, 

But  Swords  I  fmile  at,  Weapons  laugh  to  fcorn, 

Brandifh'd  by  man  that's  of  a  Woman  born.  {Exit. 

Alarums.    Enter  Macduffe. 

Macd.  That  way  the  noife  is :  Tyrant,  fhew  thy  face, 
.If  thou  beeft  flain,  and  with  no  ftroke  of  mine, 
My  Wife  and  Childrens  Ghofts  will  haunt  me  ftill : 
I  cannot  ftrike  at  wretched  Kernes,  whofe  arms 

Are  hir'd  to  bear  their  Staves ;  either  thou,  aJ^facbeth, 
Or  elfe  my  Sword  with  an  unbattered  edge 

I  fheath 
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1  (heath  again  undeeded.  There  thou  fhould'ft  be 
By  this  great  clatter,  one  of  greateft  note 
Seems  bruited.  Let  me  find  him  Fortune, 
And  more  I  beg  not.                       {Exit.  Alarums. 

Enter  Malcolme  and  Seyward. 

Seyw.  This  way,  my  Lord,  the  Caftles  gently  rendred : 
The  Tyrants  people,  on  both  fides  do  fight, 
The  Noble  Thanes  do  bravely  in  the  War, 
The  day  almoft  it  felf  profefies  yours, 
And  little  is  to  do. 

Male.  We  have  met  with  Foes 
That  ftrike  betide  us. 

Seyw.  Enter,  Sir,  the  Caftle.         {Exeunt.  Alarum. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Mac.  Why  fhould  I  play  the  Roman  Fool,  and  die 
On  mine  own  Sword  ?  whiles  I  fee  lives,  the  galhes 
Do  better  upon  them. 

Enter  Macduffe. 

Macd.  Turn  Hell-hound,  turn. 
Macb.  Of  all  men  elfe  1  have  avoided  thee  : 

But  get  the  back,  my  Soul  is  too  much  charg'd 
With  bloud  of  thine  already. 

Macd.  I  have  no  words, 
My  Voice  is  in  my  Sword,  thou  bloudier  Villain 
Than  terms  can  give  thee  out.            {Fight.  Alarum. 

Macb.  Thou  lofeft  Jabour, 

As  eafie  may'fl;  thou  the  intrenchant  Air 
With  thy  keen  Sword  imprefs,  as  make  me  bleed  : 
Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  Crefts, 
I  bear  a  charmed  life,  which  muft  not  yield 
To  one  of  Woman  born. 

Macd.  Defpair  thy  Charm, 

And  let  the  Angel  whom  thou  ftill  haft  ferv'd 
Tell  thee,  Macduffe  was  from  his  Mothers  Womb 
Untimely  ripr. 

Macb.  Accurfed  be  that  tongue  that  tells  me  fo  j 

For  it  hath  Cow'd  my  better  part  of  man : 
And  be  ihefe  Jugling  Fiends  no  more  believ'd, 
That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  fenfe, 
That  keep  the  word  of  promife  to  our  Ear, 

And  break  it  to  our  hope.  I'll  not  fight  with  thee. 
Macd.  Then  yield  thee  Coward, 

And  live  to  be  the  mew,  and  gazeo'  th'time. 
We'll  have  thee,  as  our  Rarer  Monfters  are 
Painted  upon  a  Pole,  and  under-writ, 
Here  may  you  fee  the  Tyrant. 

Macb.  1  will  not  yield 
To  kifs  the  ground  before  young  Malcolms  feet, 
And  to  be  baited  with  the  Rabbles  Curfe, 
Though  Birnam  Wood  be  come  to  Dun/inane, 

And  thou  oppos'd,  being  of  no  Woman  born, 
Yet  I  will  try  the  laft.  Before  my  Body, 

I  throw  my  Warlike  Shield  :  Lay  on  Macduffe; 
And  damn'd  be  him,  that  firft  cries  hold,  enough. {Exeunt  fighting.  Alarums. 

Enter  fighting,  and  Macbeth  flam. 
Retreat  and  Flourijh.       Enter  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

Malcolme,  Seyward,  Rofle,  Thanes,  and  Souldiers. 

Mai.  I  would  the  Friends  we  mifs,  were  fafc  arriv'd. 
■Sey.  Some  muft  go  off :  and  yet  by  thefe  I  fee, 

So  great  a  day  as  this  is  cheaply  bought. 
Mai.  Macduffe  is  miffing,  and  your  noble  Son. 
Rojf.  Your  Son,  my  Lord,  ha's  paid  a  Souldiers  Debt, 

He  only  liv'd  but  till  he  was  a  man, 
The  which  no  fooner  had  his  prowefs  confirm'd 
In  the  unfhrinking  ftation  where  he  fought, 

But  like  a  man  he  dy'd. 
Sey.  Then  he  is  dead  ? 
Rojfe.  I,  and  brought  off  the  Field  :  your  caufe  of  forrow 

Muft  not  be  meafur'd  by  his  worth,  for  then It  hath  no  end. 

Sey.  Had  he  his  hurts  before. 

Rojf.  [;  on  the  Front. 
Sey.  Why  then,  Gods  Souldier  be  he : 

Had  I  as  many  Sons  as  I  have  hairs, 
I  would  not  wi(h  them  to  a  fairer  death : 

And  fo  his  Knell  is  knoll'd/ 
tJMal.  He's  worth  more  forrow, 

And  that  I'llfpend  for  him. 
Sey.  He's  worth  no  more, 

They  fay  he  parted  well,  and  paid  his  fcore, 
And  fo  God  be  with  him.  Here  comes  newer  comfort. 

Snter  Macduffe,  with  Macbeths  Head. 

Macd.  Hail,  King,  for  fo  thou  art. 
Behold  where  ltands 

Th'  Ufurpers  Curfed  Head ;  the  time  is  free : 
I  fee  thee  compaft  with  thy  Kingdoms  Pearl, 
That  fpeak  my  falutation  in  their  minds : 
Whofe  Voices  I  defire  aloud  with  mine. 
Hail  King  of  Scotland. 

vAll.  Hail ,  King  of  Scotland.  {Flonrifln 
Mai.  We  fhall  not  fpend  a  large  expence  of  time, 

Before  you  reckon  with  your  feveral  loves, 
And  make  us  even  with  you.  My  Thanes  and  Kinfmen 
Henceforth  be  Earls,  the  firft  that  ever  Scotland 

In  fuch  an  honour  nam'd  :  What's  more  to  do 
Which  would  be  planted  newly  with  the  time, 

As  calling  home  our  exil'd  Friends  abroad, 
That  fled  the  Snares  of  watchful  Tyranny, 
Producing  forth  the  cruel  Minifters 
Of  this  dead  Butcher,  and  his  Fiend-like  Queen  •, 

Who  (as  'tis  thought)  by  felf  and  violent  hands, 
Took  offher  life.  This,  and  what  needful  elfe 
That  calls  upon  us,  by  the  Grace  of  Grace, 
We  will  perform  in  meafure,  time  and  place  : 
So  thanks  to  ail  at  once,  and  to  each  one, 

Whom  we  invite,  to  fee  us  Crown'd  at  Scone. 
{Flourtjh.     Exeunt  omnes. 

THE 
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<&A&us  'Primus.  Scxna  Vrima. 

Enter  Barnardo  and  Francifco,  two  Centinels. 

Bar. 

w 

Ho's  there? 
Fran.  Nay  anfwer  me : 

and  unfold  your  felf. 
Bar.  Long  live  the  King. 

Stand 

Fran.  Barnardo. 

"Bar.  He. 
Fran.  You  come  moll  chearfully  upon  your  hour. 

Bar.  'Tis  now  (truck  twelve,  get  thee  to  Bed^Francifco. 
Fran.  For  this  relief  much  thanks :  'tis  bitter  cold, 

And  1  am  fick  at  heart. 
Bar.  Have  you  had  quiet  Guard. 
Fran.  Not  a  Moufe  ftirring. 
Bar.  Well,  good  Night.  If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and 

Marceilttiy  the  Rivals  of  my  Watch,  bid  them  make  haft. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

Fran.  I  think  I  hear  them.  Stand,  who's  there  ? 
Hor.  Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mar.  And  Liege-men  to  the  Dane. 
Fran.  Give  you  good  Night. 

Mar.  O  farewel,honeftSouIdier,  who  hath  reliev'd  you? 
Fran.  Barnardo  has  my  place :  give  you  good  Night. 

\F.xit  Francifco. 
tJMar.  Holla,  Barnardo. 
Bar.  Say,  what  is  Horatio  there  ? 
Hor.  A  piece  of  him. 
Bar.  Welcome,  Horatio^  welcome,  good  tJMarcelltu. 

Mar.  What,  has  this  thing  appear'd  again  to  Night. 
Bar.  I  have  feen  nothing. 

Mar.  Horatio  fays,  'tis  but  our  phantafie, 
And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him 

Touching  this  dreaded  fight,  twice  feen  of  us, 
Therefore  I  have  intreated  him  along 
With  us,  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  Night, 
That  if  again  this  Apparition  come, 
He  may  approve  our  Eyes,  and  fpeak  to  it. 

Hor.  Turn,  turn,  'twill  not  appear. 
Bar.  Sit  down  a  while, 

And  let  us  once  again  aflail  your  Ears, 
Th»t  are  fo  fortified  againfl:  our  ftory, 
What  we  two  Nights  have  feen. 

Hor.  Well,  fit  we  down, 

And  let  us  hear  Barnardo  fpeak  of  this, 
Bar.  Laft  night  of  all, 

When  yon  fame  Star,  that's  weftward  from  the  Pole 
Had  made  his  courfe  t'illume  that  part  of  Heaven. 
Where  now  it  burns,  ̂ arctllm  and  my  felf, 
The  Bell  then  beating  one. 

isMar.  Peace,  break  thee  off : 

Enter  the  Ghoft. 

Look  where  it  comes  again. 

Bar.  In  the  fame  figure  like  the  King  that's  dead. 
<JMar.  Thou  art  a  Scholar,  fpeak  to  it,  Horatio. 
Bar.  Looks  it  not  like  the  King  ?  Mark  it,  Horatio. 
Hor.  Molt  like  :  It  harrows  me  with  fear  and  wonder. 

'Bar.  It  would  be  fpoke  to. 
Mar.  Queftion  it,  Horatio. 

Hor.  What  art  thou  that  ufurp'fl  this  time  of  Night, 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  form 
In  which  the  Majefty  of  buried  Denmark^ 
Did  fometimes  march :  By  Heaven  I  charge  thee  fpeak. 

sJMar.  It  is  offended. 
Bar.  See,  it  ftalks  away. 

Hor.  Stay :  fpeak ;  fpeak :  I  charge  thee,  fpeak. 

[Extt  Ghoft. 
Mar.  'Tis  gone,  and  will  not  anfwer. 
Bar.  How  now,Horatio  ?  You  tremble  and  look  pale : 

Is  not  this  fomething  more  than  fantafie  ? 

What  think  you  on't  ? Hor.  Before  my  God  I  might  not  this  believe 
Without  the  fenfible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  Eyes. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  like  the  King. 
Hor.  As  thou  art  to  thy  felf, 

Such  was  the  Armour  he  had  on, 

When  th'ambitious  Norway  combated  : 
So  frown'd  he  once,  when  in  an  angry  parle 
He  fmote  the  fledded  Poleaxe  on  the  Ice. 

Tis  ftrange. 

Mar.  Thus  'twice  before,  and  juft  at  this  fame  hour, 
With  Martial  ftalk,  hath  he  gone  by  our  Watch. 

Hor.  In  what  particular  thought  to  work,  I  know  not : 
But  in  the  grofs  and  fcope  of  my  opinion, 

This 



oo The  Tragedy  of  Hamlet. 

f  his  boaas  fome  ftrange  eruption  to  our  State. 
Mir.  Good  now  lit  down,  and  tell  me  he  that  knows 

Why  this  fame  lirict  and  moft  obfervant  watch, 
So  nightly  toils  the  fubjed  of  the  Land, 
And  why  fuch  daily  call  of  Brazen  Cannon 
And  foreign  Mart  for  Implemeuts  of  War : 
v\  hy  fuch  lmpreffe  of  Shipwrights,  whofe  fore  Task 

Dos't  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week, 
Wiiat  might  be  toward,  that  this  fweaty  hafte 
Doth  make  the  night  joynt-labourer  with  the  day  : 
Wno  L't  that  can  informe  me  ? 

Hor.  That  can  I, 

At  leaft  the  whifper  goes  fo ,  Our  laft  King, 

Whofe  Image  even  but  now  appear'd  to  us, 
Was  (  as  you  know  )  by  Fortinbras  of  Norway, 

(  Thereto  prick'd  on  by  a  moft  emulate  pride  ) 
Dar'd  to  thecombate.  In  which,  our  valiant  Hamlet^ 
(  For  fo  this  fide  of  our  known  world  efteem'd  him  ) 
Did  flay  this  Fonmbrat :  who  by  a  feal'd  Compact, 
Well  ratified  by  Law,  and  Heraldry, 
Did  forfeit  (  with  his  life)  all  thofe  his  Lands 

Which  he  flood  leiz'd  on,  to  the  Conqueror : 
Againfr  rhe  which,  a  Moity  competent 

Was  gaged  by  our  King:  which  had  return'd 
Toth^  Inheritance  of  Fortinbras, 

Had  he  bin  Vanquifher,  as  by  the  fame  Cov'nant 
And  carriage  of  the  Article  defign'd, 
His  iell  to  Hamlet.  Now  fir,  young  Fortinbras, 
Of  unimproved  mettle,  hot  and  full, 
Hath  in  c tie  skirts  of  Norway ,  here  and  there, 

S  lark'd  up  a  Lift  of  Landlefs  Refolutes, 
For  food  and  Dyet,  to  forae  enterprize 
That  hath  a  ftomach  in't :  which  is  no  other 
(  And  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  Scate  ) 
But  to  recover  of  us  by  ftrong  hand 
And  terms  compulfative,  thofe  forefaid  Lands 
So  by  his  father  loft :  and  this  ( I  take  it ) 
Is  the  main  motive  of  our  Preparations, 
The  fourceof  this  our  watch,  and  the  chief  head 
Of  this  poll  hafte,  and  Romage  in  the  Land. 

Enter  Ghoft  again. 

But  fofr,  behold  :  Lo,  where  it  comes  again  : 
Tie  crofs  it,  though  it  blaft  me.  Stay,  IHufion : 
If  thou  haft  any  found,  or  ufeof  voice, 
Speak  to  me.  If  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done, 

That  may  to  thee  do  ea(e,and  grace  to  me  \  fpeak  to  me. ' If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  Countries  Fate 
(  Which  happily  foreknowing  may  avoid  )  Oh  fpeak. 
Or,  if  thou  haft  uphorded  in  thy  life 
Extorted  Treafure  in  the  womb  of  Earth, 

(  For  which,  they  fay,  you  fpirits  oft  walk  in  death) 
Speak  of  it.  Stay,  and  Ipeak.  Stop  it,  Marcellttt. 

Mar.  Shall  I  ftrike  at  it  with  my  Partizan  ? 
Hor.  Do  if  it  will  not  ftand. 

Barn.  'Tis  here. 
Hor.  'Tis  here. 

Mar.  'Tis  gone.  [Sxit  Ghoft. 
We  do  it  wrong,  being  fo  Majeftical 
To  offer  it  the  fhew  of  Violence, 
For  it  is  as  the  air,  invulnerable, 
And  our  vain  blows,  malicious  mockery. 

Barn.    It  was  about  to  fpeak,  when  the  Cock  crew. 
Hor.  And  then  it  flarted,  like  a  guilty  thing 

Upon  a  fearful  Summons.  I  have  heard, 
The  Cock  that  is  the  Trumpet  to  the  day, 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  fhrill-founding  throat 
Awake  the  God  of  Day :  and  at  his  warning, 
Whether  in  Sea,  or  Fire,  in  Earth,  or  Air, 

Th'extravagantand  erring  fpirit  hyes  • 
To  his  Confine.  And  of  the  truth  herein, 
This  prefent  Object  made  probation. 

Mar.  It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  Cock. 

Some  fayes,  that  ever  'gainft  that  feafon  comes 
Wherein  our  Saviours  Birth  is  celebrated, 
The  Bird  of  Dawning  fingeth  all  night  Jong : 
And  ( they  fay  )  no  fpirit  can  walk  abroad, 
The  nights  are  wholfome,  then  no  Planets  ftrike, 
No  Fairy  talks,  no  Witch  hath  power  to  charm , 

So  hallo w'd,  and  fo  gracious  is  the  time. 
Hor.  So  have  I  heard,  and  do  in  part  believe  it, 

But  look,  the  Morn  in  Ruflet  Mantle  clad, 
Walks  o're  the  Dew  of  yon  high  Eaftern  hill, 
Break  we  our  Watch up,and  by  my  advice 
Let  us  impart  what  we  have  feen  to  night 
Unto  young  Hamlet.  For  upon  my  life, 
This  fpirit  dumb  to  us,  will  fpeak  to  him  : 
Do  you  confent  we  mail  acquaint  him  with  it, 
As  needful  in  our  Loves,  fitting  our  duty  ? 

Mar.  Let's  do't,  I  pray,  and  I  this  morning  know Where  we  fhaJl  find  him  raoft  conveniently.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Clandius,  King  of  Denmark,  Gertrude  the 

Queen,  Hamlet,  Po'lonius,  Laertes,  and  hts  Si- 
fter Ophelia,  Lords,  Attendants. 

King.  Though  yet  of  Hamlet  our  dear  Brothers  death, 
The  Memory  be  green  :  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  hearts  in  grief,  and  our  whole  Kingdom 
To  be  contracted  in  one  brow  of  woe  .• 
Yet  fo  far  hath  Difcretion  fought  with  Nature, 
That  we  with  wifeft  forrow  think  on  him, 
Together  with  remembrance  of  our  felves. 
Therefore  our  fometimes  Sifter,  now  our  Queen, 

Th'  Imperial  Joyntreffe  of  this  warlike  State, 

Have  we,  as  'twere,  with  a  defeated  joy,'* With  one  Aufpicious,  and  one  Dropping  eye, 
With  mirth  in  Funeral,  and  with  Dirge  in  Marriage, 
In  equal  Scale  weighing  delight  and  Dole 

Taken  to  wife ;  nor  have  we  herein  barr'd 
Your  better  wifdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 
With  this  affair  along,  for  all  our  thanks. 
Now  follows,  that  you  know  young  Fortinbras, 
Holding  a  weak  fuppofa!  of  our  worth ; 
Or  thinking  by  our  late  dear  Brothers  death, 
Our  State  to  be  disjoynt,  and  out  of  Frame, 
Colleagued  with  the  dream  of  his  Advantage  ; 

He  hath  not  fail'd  to  pefter  us  with  MefTage, 
Importing  the  furrender  of  thofe  lands 
Loft  by  his  Father,  with  all  Bonds  of  Law 
To  our  moft  valiant  Brother.  So  much  for  him. 

Enter  Voltimand  and  Cornelius. 

Now  for  our  felf,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting : 
Thus  much  the  bufinefs  is.  We  have  here  writ 

To  'Njrtvay,  Uncle  of  young  Fortinbras, 
Who  impotent  and  bedrid,  fcarcely  hears 
Of  this  h  is  Nephews  purpofe,  to  fupprefs 
His  further  gate  herein.  In  that  he  levies, 
The  Lifts,  and  full  proportions  are  all  made 
Out  of  his  fubject :  and  we  here  difpatch 

You,  good  Cornelitu,  and  you  Voltimand, 
For  bearing  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norway, 
Giving  to  you  no  further  perfonal  power 
To  bufinefs  with  the  King,  more  than  the  fcope 
Of  thefe  dilated  Articles  allow  : 

Farewell, and  let  your  hafte  commend  your  duty. 
Volt.  In  that,  and  all  things,  will  we  fhew  our  duty. 

King.  We  doubt  in  nothing,  heartily  farewell. 
[Exeunt  Voltimand  and  Cornelius 

And  now  Laertes,  what's  the  news  with  you  ? 
You  told  us  of  fome  fuit.  What  is't,  Laertes, 
You  cannot  fpeak  of  Reafon  to  the  Dane, 

And 
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61 And  lofe  your  voice.  What  wculdft  thou  beg  ,  Laertes, 
Tnat  lhall  not  be  my  Offer,  not  thy  Asking  ? 
The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart, 
The  hand  more  inftrumental  to  the  mouth, 

Than  is  the  Throne  of  'Denmark,  to  thy  father. 
What  would  ft  thou  have, Laertes  ? 

Laer.  Dread  my  Lord, 
your  Jeave  and  favour  to  return  to  France : 

From  whence,  though  willingly  I  came  to  Denmark, 
To  Ihew  my  duty  in  your  Coronation, 
Vet  now  I  mule  confefs,  that  duty  done, 
My  thougncs  and  wifties  bend  again  towards  France, 
And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and  pardon. 
Kmg.  Have  you  your  Fathers  leave  ? 

What  fays  Polonim  ? 
Pol.  He  hath,  my  Lord  : 

I  do  befeech  you  give  him  leave  to  go. 
Kmg.  Take  thy  fair  hour,  Laertes,  time  be  thine, 

And  thy  beft  graces  fpend  it  at  thy  will : 
But  now,  my  Coufin  Hamlet,  and  my  Son  ? 

Ham.  A  little  more  than  kin,  and  lefs  then  kind. 
Kmg.  How  is  it  that  the  Clouds  ftill  hang  on  you  ? 

Ham.  Not  fo,  my  Lord,  I  am  too  much  i'th'  Sun, 
Queen.  Good  Hamlet  call:  thy  nightly  colour  off, 

And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  Friend  on  Denmark. 
Do  not  forever  with  thy  veiled  lids 

.  Seek  for  thy  Noble  Father  in  the  duft  •, 

Thou  know'ft 'tis  common,  all  that  live  mult  dye, 
Palling  through  Nature  to  Eternity. 

Ham.  I,  Madam,  it  is  common. 
Queen  If  it  be; 

Why  feems  it  fo  particular  with  thee  ? 
Ham.  Seems,  Madam?  Nay,  it  is :  I  know  not  Seems : 

'Tis  not  alone  my  Inky  Cloak  ('good  Mother,) 
Nor  Cuftomary  fuits  of  folemn  Black, 

Nor  windy  fufpiration  of  fore'd  breath, 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  River  in  the  Eye, 
Nor  the  dejected  haviour  of  the  Vifage, 
Together  with  all  Forms,  Moods,  (hews  of  Grief, 
That  can  denote  me  truly.    Thefe  indeed  Seem, 
For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  play  : 
But  f  have  that  within,  which  pafteth  mow : 
Thefe,  but  the  Trappings,  and  the  Suits  of  woe. 

Kmg.  'Tis  fweet  and  commendable 
In  your  Nature,  Hamlet, 
To  give  thefe  mourning  duties  to  your  Father : 
But  you  mult  know,  your  Father  loft  a  Father, 
The  Father  loft,  loft  his,  and  the  furviver  bound 
In  filial  Obligation,  for  fome  term 
To  do  obfequious  Sorrow.    But  to  perfevere 
In  obftinate  condolement,  is  a  courfe 

Of  impious  ftubbornnefs.    'Tis  unmanly  grief, 
It  (hews  a  will  moft  incorrect  to  Heaven, 
A  heart  unfortified,  a  mind  impatient, 

An  Underftanding  limpie,  and  unfchool'd : 
For  what  we  know  mult  be,  and  is  as  common 
As  any  the  moft  vulgar  thing  to  fence, 
Why  mould  we  in  our  peevilh  Oppofition 

Take  it  to  heart  ?  Fie,  'tis  a  fault  to  Heaven, 
A  fault  againft  the  Dead,  a  fault  to  Nature, 
To  Reafon  moft  abfurd,  whofe  common  theam 

Is  death  of  Fathers,  and  who  (till  hath  cry'd, 
From  the  firft  Coarfe,  till  he  that  dyed  to  day, 
This  muft  be  fo.    We  pray  you  throw  to  earth 
This  unprevailing  woe,  and  think  of  us, 
As  of  a  Father :  For  let  the  world  take  note, 
You  are  the  moft  immediate  to  our  Throne, 
And  with  no  lefs  Nobility  of  Love, 
Than  that  which  deareft  Father  bears  his  Son, 

Do  I  impart  towards  you.    For  your  intent 

In  going  back  to  School  in  Wittenberg,  • 
It  is  m oil  retrograde  to  our  defire : 
And  we  befeech  you,  bend  you  to  remain 
Here  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  Eye, 

Our  chiefeft  Courtier,  Coufin,  and  our  Son. 
Queen.  Let  not  thy  Brother  lofe  her  Prayers,  Hamlet: 

I  prituee  ftay  with  us,  go  not  to  Wittenberg, 
Ham.  1  (hall  in  ail  my  beft- 

Obey  you,  Madam. 
Kmg.  Why  'tis  a  loving,  and  a  fair  Reply, 

Be  as  our  felf  in  Denm-irk.    Madam,  come, 
This  gentle  and  unfore'd  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  (mding  to  my  heart,  in  grace  whereof, 
No  jocund  Health  that  Denmark^ drinks  today, 
But  the  great  Cannon  to  the  Clouds  (hall  tell, 
And  the  Kings  Rouce,  the  Heaven  (hall  bruit  again, 

Re-fpeaking  earthly  Thunder.  Come  away.  [Exeunt. 

Manet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  O  that  this  too  too  folid  Flefli  would  melt, 
Thaw,  and  refolve  it  felf  into  a  Dew : 
Or  that  the  Everlafting  had  not  fixt 

His  Cannon  'gainft  felf  (laughter.   O  God,  O  God  / 
How  weary,  ftale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
Seems  to  me  all  the  ufes  of  this  World  ? 

Fieon't!  Ofie!  'tis  an  unweeded  Garden 
That  grows  to  Seed :  things  rank,  and  grofs  in  Nature 
Pofiefs  it  meerly.    That  it  (hould  come  to  this  : 
But  two  Months  dead :  Nay,  not  fo  much  ;  not  two, 
So  excellent  a  King,  that  was  to  this 
Hyperion  to  a  Satyr :  fo  loving  to  my  Mother, 
That  he  might  not  between  the  winds  of  Heaven 
Vilit  her  face  too  roughly.    Heaven  and  Earth 
Muft  I  remember :  why  (he  would  hang  on  him, 
As  if  increafe  of  Appetite  had  grown 
By  what  it  fed  on  ;  and  yet  within  a  Month  ? 

Let  me  not  think  on't :  Frailty,  thy  name  is  woman  : 
A  little  Month,  or  e're  thofe  (hooes  were  old, 
With  which  (he  followed  my  poor  Fathers  Body, 
Like  Nwbe,  all  tears.    Why  (he,  even  (he, 
(O  Heaven !  A  Bead  that  wants  difcourfe  of  Reafon 

Would  have  mourn'd  longer)  married  with  mine  Uncle, 
My  Fathers  Brother :  but  no  more  like  my  Father, 
Than  I  to  Hercules.    Within  a  Month  ? 

E're  yet  the  fait  of  moft  unrighteous  tears 
Had  left  the  flufhing  of  her  gauled  eyes, 
She  married.    O  moft  wicked  fpeed,  to  poft 
With  fuch  dexterity  to  inceftuous  fheets : 
It  is  not,  nor  itcanmot  come  to  good. 
But  break,  my  heart,for  I  muft  hold  my  tongue. 

Enter  Horatio,  Barnard,  and  Marcellus. 

Hor.  Hail  to  your  Lordlhip. 
Ham.  Iara  glad  to  fee  you  well, 

Horatio,  or  I  do  forget  my  felf. 
Hor.  The  fame,  my  Lord, 

And  your  poor  fervant  ever. 
Ham.  Sir,  my  good  friend, 

I'll  change  that  name  with  you  : 
And  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg,  Horatio  ? 
Marcellus. 

Mar.  My  good  Lord. 

Ham  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you.-  good  even,  fir. 
But,  in  faith,  make  you  from  Wittenberg. 

Hor.  A  Truaut  difpofition,  good  my  Lord. 
Ham.  I  would  have  your  Enemy  fay  fo  ; 

Nor  (hall  you  do  mine  ear  that  violence, 
To  take  it  trufter  of  your  own  report 

Againft  your  felf.    I  know  you  are  no  Truant : 
But  what  is  your  affair  in  g'fenoore  ? 
We'll  teach  you  to  drink  d  <  p  e're  vou  depart. 

Hor.  My  Lord,  I  came  to  fee  your  Father's  Funeral. Ham.  1  pi  ithee  do  noc  mock  me  (fellow  Student ) 
[  think  it  was  to  fee  my  Mot  hers  Wedding. 

Hor.  Indeed,,  my  Lord,  it  followeth  hard  upon. 

Ham.  Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio :  the  Funeral  bak'd  Meats F  f  f  Did 
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Did  coldly  furnifh  forth  the  Marriage  Tables  *, 
Would  I  had  met  my  deareft  Foe  in  Heaven, 

E're  I  had  ever  leen  that  day  ̂Horatio. 
My  Father,  methinks  I  fee  my  Father. 

Hor.  O  where,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  In  my  mirrds  eye  {Horatio) 
Hor.  1  Paw  him  once,  he  wasa goodly  King. 
Ham.  He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all : 

I  fhould  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 
Hor.  My  Lord,  I  think  I  faw  him  yefternight. 
Him.  Saw  ?  Who? 

Hor.  My  Lord,  the  King  your  Father. 
H.im.  The  King  my  Father  ! 
Hor.  fkafon  your  admkation  for  a  while 

With  an  attentive  Ear ;  till  I  may  deliver 
Upon  the  witnefs  of  thefe  Gentlemen, 
This  marvel  to  you. 

Hum.  For  Heavens  love,  let  me  hear. 
Hor.  Two  nights  together,  had  thefe  Gentlemen 

(Marcellus  and  Barnardo )  on  their  Watch 
In  the  dead  wafte  and  middle  of  the  night 
Been  thus  encountred.  A  figure  like  your  Father, 

Arm'd  at  all  points  exactly,  Cap  a  Te, 
Appears  before  them,  and  with  folemn  March 

Goes  flow  and  (lately  :  By  them  thrice  he  walk'd, 
By  their  opprefl:  and  fear-furprized  Eyes, 

Within  his  Truncheons  length ;  whilft  they  be  ftill'd 
Almoft  to  Jelly  with  the  Act  of  fear, 
Stand  dumb  and  fpeak  not  to  him.  This  to  me 
In  dreadful  fecrecy  impart  they  did, 
And  1  with  them  the  third  night  kept  the  Watch, 

Whereas  they  had  deliver'd  both  in  time, 
Form  of  the  thing ;  each  word  made  true  and  good, 
The  Apparition  comes.  I  knew  your  Father  : 
Thefe  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Ham.  But  where  was  this  ? 

Mar.  My  Lord,  upon  the  platform  where  we  watcht 
Haw.  Did  you  not  fpeak  to  it  ? 
Hor.  My  Lord,  I  drd  } 

But  anfwer  made  it  none :  yet  once  methought 
It  lifted  up  its  head,  and  did  addrefs 
It  felf  to  motion,  like  as  it  would  fpeak  : 
But  even  then,  the  Morning  Cock  crew  loud 
And  at  the  found  it  fluunk  in  hafte  away, 
And  vanilht  from  our  light. 

Ham.  'Tisvery  ftrange. 

Hor.  As  I  do  live,  my  honourable  Lord,  'tis  true  j 
And  we  did  think  it  writ  down  in  our  duty 
To  let  you  know  of  it. 

Ham.  Indeed,  indeed,  Sirs,  but  this  troubles  me. 
Hold  you  the  Watch  to  nigh  t  ? 

Both.  We  do,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Arm'd,  fay  you  ? 
Both.  Atm'd,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  From  top  to  toe  ? 
Both.  My  Lord,  from  head  to  foot. 
Ham.  Then  faw  you  not  his  face  ? 
Hor.  O  yes,  my  Lord,  he  wore  his  Beaver  up. 
Ham.  What,  lookt  he  frowningly  ? 
Hor.  A  countenance  more  in  forrow  than  in  anger. 
Ham.  Pale,  or  red? 
Hor.  Nay,  very  pale. 
Ham.  And  fixt  his  Eyes  upon  you  ? 
Hor.  Mod  conftantly. 
Ham.  I  would  I  had  been  there. 

Hor.  It  would  have  much  amaz'd  you. 
Ham.  Very  like,  very  like :  ftaid  it  long  ?      ( dred 
Hor.  While  one  with  moderate  hafte  might  tell  a  nun 
lAil  Longer,  longer. 

Hor.  Not  when  I  faw't. 
Ham.  His  Peard  was  grifly  ? 
Hor.  It  was,  I  have  Teen  it  in  his  life, 

ASdbie  Silver'd. 

Ham.  I'll  watch  to  night  •,  perchance  'twill  walk  again 

Hor.  I  warrant  you  it  will. 
Ham.  If  it  afTume  my  noble  Fathers  perfon, 

I'll  fpeak  to  it,  though  Hell  it  felf  (hould  gape 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.  I  pray  you  all, 
If  you  have  hitherto  concealed  this  light  \ 
Let  it  be  treble  in  your  filence  ftill : 
And  whatfoever  elfe  /hall  hap  to  night, 
Give  it  an  underftanding  but  no  tongue ; 
I  will  require  your  loves ;  fo,  fare  ye  well  : 

Upon  the  Platform  'twixt  eleven  and  twelve, I'll  vifit  you. 

AU.  Our  duty  to  your  Honour.  {Exeunt. 
Ham,  Your  love,  as  mine  to  you:  farewel. 

My  Fathers  fpirit  in  Arms !  All  is  not  well : 
I  doubt  fome  foul  play  :  would  the  night  were  come  \ 
Till  then  fit  ftill,my  Soul ;  foul  deeds  will  rife, 

Though  all  the  Earth  o're  whelm  them  tomens  Eyes.Cf^. 

Scena  Tenia, 

Enter  Laertes  and  Ophelia. 

Laer.  My  necefiaries  are  imbark'd,  farewel : 
And  Sifter,  as  the  Winds  give  benefit, 

And  Convoy  is  affiftant  •,  do  not  fleep, 
But  let  me  hear  from  you. 

Of  he.  Do  you  doubt  that  ? 
Laer.  For  Hamlet,  and  the  trifling  of  his  favours, 

rlold  it  a  falhion  and  a  toy  in  Bloud  ; 
A  Violet  in  the  youth  of  Primy  Nature  ; 
Forward,  not  permanent  ̂   fweet,  not  lafting 

The  fuppiiance  of  a  minute  *,  No  more. 
Ophe.  No  more  but  fo. 
Laer.  Tnink  it  no  more : 

ror  nature  crefcent  does  not  grow  alone, 
n  thews  and  Bulk :  but  as  his  Temple  waxes, 
The  inward  fei  vice  of  the  mind  and  foul 
Grows  wide  withal.  Perhaps  he  loves  you  now, 
And  now  no  foil  nor  cautel  doth  befmerch 
The  vertue  of  his  fear :  but  you  mult  fear 

His  greatoefs  weigh'd,  his  will  is  not  his  own  : 
For  he  himfelf  is  fubject  to  his  Birth : 
rle  may  not,  as  unvalued  perfons  do, 
Carve  for  himfelf;  for,  on  his  choice  depends 
The  fanctity  and  health  of  the  whole  State. 

And  therefore  mull  his  choice  be  circumfcrib'd 
Unto  the  voice  and  yielding  of  that  body, 
Whereof  he  is  the  head.  Then  if  he  fays  he  loves  you, 
It  fits  your  wifdom  fo  far  to  believe  it ; 
As  he  in  his  peculiar  Sect  and  force 
May  give  his  faying  deed  :  which  is  no  further, 
Than  the  main  Voice  of  Denmark,  goes  withal. 
Then  weigh  that  lofs  your  honour  may  fuftain, 
If  with  too  credent  Ear  you  lift  his  Songs ; 
Or  loofe  your  heart ,  or  your  chafte  treafure  open 
To  his  unmaftered  importunity. 

Fear  it,  Ophelia,  fear  it,my  dear  Sifter, 
And  keep  within  the  rear  of  your  affection  ; 
Out  of  the  fhot  and  danger  of  defire. 
The  charieft  maid  is  prodigal  enough, 

If  fhe  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  Moon  : 
Vertue  it  felf  fcapes  not  calumnious  ftrokes, 
The  Canker  galls  the  infant  of  the  fpring 

Too  oft  before  the  Buttons  be  difclos'd, 
And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  Youth, 
Contagious  blaftments  are  moft  imminent. 
Be  wary  then,  beft  fafety  lies  in  fear  \ 
Youth  to  it  felf  rebels,  though  none  elfe  near. 

Ophe.  I  fhall  th'  effect  of  this  good  LefTon  keep, 
As  Watchmen  to  my  heart :  but  good  my  Brother, 
Do  not  as  fome  ungracious  Paftors  do, 
Shew  me  the  fleep  and  thorny  way  to  Heaven 
Whilft  like  a  puft  and  recklefs  Libertine 

Himfelf, 
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Himfelf,  tne  Pfifnrofe  path  of  dalliance  treads, 
And  reaks  not  ,is  own  read. 

L*cr.  Oh,  fear  me  not. 

Enter  Polonius. 

I  flay  too  long  \  but  here  my  Father  comes  ; 
A  double  bltffing  is  a  double  grace  ; 
Occafion  fmilesupon  a  iecond  leave. 

Polon.  Yet  here,  Laertes  ?  Aboard,  aboard  for  fhame, 
The  wind  fits  in  the  moulder  of  your  fail, 
And  you  are  ftaid  for  there  :  my  bleffing  with  you  : 
And  thefe  few  Precepts  in  thy  memory, 
See  thou  Character.  Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue, 

Nor  any  unproportion'd  thought  his  Act : 
Be  thou  familiar  }  but  by  no  means  vulgar : 

The  friends  thou  haft,  and  their  adoption  try'd, 
Grapple  them  to  thy  Soul,  with  hoops  of  fteel 
But  do  not  dull  thy  palm,  with  entertainment 

Of  each  unliatch'd,  unftedg'd  Comrade.  Beware 
Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel :  but  being  in 

Bear'tthat  th'oppofed  may  beware  of  thee. 
Give  every  man  thine  ear ;  but  few  thy  voice  ; 
Take  each  mans  cenfure :  but  referve  thy  judgment : 
Coftly  thy  habit  as  thy  purfe  can  buy  ; 
But  not  expreffc  in  fancy  ;  rich,  not  gaudy  : 
For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man. 
And  they  in  France  of  the  beft  rank  and  ftation, 
Are  of  a  moft  felect  and  generous  cheff  in  that, 
Neither  a  borrower,  nor  a  lender  be  : 
For  Loan  ofc  lofes  both  it  felf  and  friend 

A  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  Husbandry. 
This  above  all ;  to  thine  own  felf  be  true  .• 
And  it  muft  follow,  as  the  night  the  Day, 
Thou  canft  not  then  be  falfe  to  any  man. 

Farewel  .•  my  bleffing  feafon  this  in  thee. 
Laer.  Mod  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave,  my  Lord. 
Polon.  The  time  invites  you,  go,  your  fervants  tend. 
Laer.  Farewel,  Ophelia,  and  remember  well 

What  I  have  faid  to  you. 
Ophe.  Tis  in  my  memory  lockt, 

And  you  your  felf  fhall  keep  the  key  of  it. 
Laer.  Farewel.  [SxitLzex. 

Polon.  What  WtyOphelia^  he  faid  to  you  > 
Ophe. So  pleafe  you,fomething  touching  the  Lord  Hamlet. 
Polon.  Marry,  well  bethought: 

'Tis  told  me  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private  time  to  you ;  and  you  your  felf 
Have  of  your  audience  been  moft  free  and  bounteous, 
If  it  be  fo,  as  lb  it  is, put  on  me  ; 
And  that  in  way  of  caution :  I  muft  tell  you, 
You  do  not  underftand  your  felf  fo  clearly, 
As  it  behooves  my  Daughter,  and  your  honour. 
What  is  between  you,  give  me  up  the  truth  ? 

Ophe.  He  hath  my  Lord  of  late,  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  affection  to  me. 

Polon.  Affection,  puh.  You  fpeak  like  a  green  Girle, 
Unfifted  in  fuch  perillous  circumftance. 
Do  you  believe  his  tenders  as  you  call  them  ? 

Ophe.  I  do  not  know,  my  Lord,  what  1  mould  think. 

Pol.  Marry  Pie  teach  you  •,  thin  ky or."  felf  a  Baby, 
That  you  have  tane  his  tenders  for  true  pay, 
Which  are  not  ftarling.  Tender  your  felf  more  dearly ; 
Or  not  to  crack  the  w  ind  of  the  poor  phrafe, 

Roaming  it  thus,  you'll  render  me  a  fool. 
Ophe.  My  Lord,  he  hath  importun'd  me  with  Iov  e, In  honourable  fafnion. 

Polon.  I,  fafnion  you  may  call  it,  go  to,  go  to. 
Ophe.  And  hath  given  countenance  to  his  fpeech, 

My  Lord,  with  all  the  vows  of  heaven. 
Polon.  I,  Springs  to  catch  Woodcocks.  Idoknow 

When  the  bloud  burns,  how  prodigal  the  Soul 
Gives  the  tongue  vows thefe  blazes,  daughter, 
Giving  more  light  than  heat  j  extinct  in  both, 

Even  in  their  promife,  as  it  is  a  inking  J  * 
You  mult  net  rake  for  fire.  For  this  time,  Daughter, 
Bj  fomewhat  fcanter  of  your  Maiden  prefence, 
Set  your  cntreatmcnts  at  a  higher  rate, 
Than  a  command  to  parley.  For  Lord  Hamlet, 
3elieve  fo  much  in  him,  that  he  is  young, 
And  with  a  larger  tether  may  he  waik, 
Than  may  be  given  you.  In  few,  Ophelia, 
Do  not  believe  his  Vows  •,  for  they  art  Brokers, 
Notofthe  eye,  which  their  invcltments  fhew  : 
But  meer  implorarors  of  unholy  Suits, 
breathing  like  fanctified  and  pious  bonds, 
The  better  to  beguile.  This  is  for  all  ; 
!  would  not,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  forth, 
Have  you  fo  flander  any  moment  leifure, 
As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  Lord  Hamlet : 
Look  to't,  I  charge  you ;  come  your  way. 

Ophe.  1  fhall  obey  my  Lord.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Hamlet,  Horatio,  Marcellus. 

Ham.  The  air  bites  fhrew'dly  :  it  is  very  cold 
Hot.  It  is  a  nipping  and  eager  air. 
Ham.  What  hour  now? 
Hor.  I  think  it  lacks  of  twelve. 

Mar,  No,  it  ha's  ftruck.  (feafon, 
Hor.  Indeed  I  heard  it  not :  then  it  draws  near  the 

Wherein  the  Spirit  held  his  wont  to  walk. 
What  do's  this  mean,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  The  King  doth  wake  to  night,and  takes  his  roufe, 

Keeps  wafTels,  and  the  fwaggenng  upfpring  reels, 
And  as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  Rhenifh  down, 
The  Kettle  Drum  and  T;  umpet  thus  bray  out 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

Hor.  Is  it  a  cuftom? 

Ham.  I  marry  is't  : 
And  to  my  mind,  though  I  am  native  here, 
And  to  the  manner  born  :  Itisacuftom 

More  honour'd  in  the  breach,  than  the  obfervance. 

Enter  Ghoft. 

Hor.  Look,  my  Lord,  it  come'. 
Ham.  Angels  and  Minifters  of  grace  defend  us : 

Be  thou  a  Spirit  of  health,  or  Goblin  damn'd, 
oring  with  thee  airs  from  heaven,  or  blafts  from  hell, 
Be  thy  events  wicked  or  charitable, 

Thoucom'ft  in  fuch  a  queftionable  (hape, 
That  I  will  fpeak  to  thee.  Pie  call  thee  Hamlet, 
King,  Father,  Royal  Dane :  Oh,  oh,  anfwer  me, 
Let  me  not  burft  in  ignorance :  but  tell 

Why  thy  Canouiz'd  bones  heai  fed  in  death, 
Have  burft  their  Cearments,  wny  the  Sepulcher 

Wherein  we  faw  thee  quietly  Inurn'd, 
Hath  op'd  his  ponderous  and  Marble  ja#s, 
To  caft  thee  up  again  ?  What  may  this  mean  ? 
That  thou  dead  Coarfe  again  in  compleat  fteel, 

Revifit'ft  thus  the  gl  impfes  of  the  Moon, 
Making  night  hideous  ?  and  we  fools  of  Nature, 
So  horridly  to  fhake  our  difpofition, 
With  thoughts  beyond  thee  ;  reaches  of  our  Souls, 
Say,  why  is  this,  wherefore  ?  what  fhould  we  do  ? 

f_  Ghoft  beck*ns  Hamlet; Hor.  It  beckens  you  to  go  away  with  it, 
As  if  it  fome  impartment  did  defire 

To  you  alone. 
tJtear.  Look  with  what  courteous  action 

It  wafts  you  to  a  more  removed  ground  : 
But  do  not  go  with  it. 

Hor.  No,  by  no  means, 

Ham.  It  will  not  fpeak  :  then  will  I  follow  it* 
Hor.  Do  not,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Why,  what  mould  be  the  fear? 
I  do  not  fet  my  life  at  a  Pins  fee  ? 

F  f  f  2  And 
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And  for  my  Soul  what  oan  it  do  to  that  ? 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  it  felf : 
It  waves  me  forth  again    He  follow  it. 

•  Hor.  What  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  Floud,my  Lord 
Or  to  the  dreadful  Sonnet  of  the  Cliff, 

That  beetles  o're  his  bale  into  the  Sea, 
And  there  ?  flumes  fome  other  horrible  form, 
Which  migtit  deprive  your  Soveraignty  of  Reafon, 
And  draw  you  into  madnefs  ?  think  of  it. 
Ham.  It  wafts  me  ftill :  go  on,  Tie  fallow  thee. 
Mar.  You  (hall  notgo,my  Lord. 
Ham.  Hold  off  your  hand. 

Hor.  Be  rul'd,  you  fliall  notgo. 
Ham.  My  fate  cries  out, 

And  makes  each  petty  Attire  in  his  body, 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  Lions  Nerve : 

Still  am  1  call'd  ?  Unhand  me,Gentlemen  .• 
By  heav'n,  Tie  make  a  Ghoft  of  him  that  letts  me : 
I  fay  away,  go  on,  Tie  follow  thee. 

XJLxemt  Ghoft,  and  Hamlet. 
Hor.  He  waxes  defperate  with  imagination. 

Mar.  Let's  follow  ;  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 
Hor.  Have  after,  to  what  ifiue  will  this  come  ? 
Mar.  Something  is  rotten  in  the  State  of  Denmark. 
Hor.  Heaven  will  direct  it. 

Mar.  Nay,  let's  follow  him.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Ghoft  and  Hamlet. 

Ham,  Where  wilt  thou  lead  me  ?  fpeak  •,  Tie  go  no 
Ghoft.  Mark  me.      Ham.  I  will.  ( further. 
Ghoft.  My  hour  is  almoft  come, 

When  I  to  fulphurous  and  tormenting  Flames 
Muft  render  up  my  felf. 
Ham.  Alas  poor  Ghoft. 
Ghoft.  Pitty  me  not,  but  lend  thy  ferious  hearing 

To  what  I  fliall  unfold. 

Ham.  Speak,  I  am  bound  to  hear. 
Ghoft.  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  malt  hear. 
Ham.  What  ? 

Ghoft.  I  am  thy  fathers  fpirit, 

Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night  ; 
And  for  the  day  conhVd  to  fall  in  fires, 
Till  the  foul  crimes  done  in  my  dayes  of  Nature, 

Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  ftcrets  of  my  Prifon  houfe ; 
I  could  a  Tale  unfold,  whofe  lighteft  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  foul,  freez  thy  young  bloud, 
Make  thy  two  eyes  like  Stars,  ftart  from  their  Spheres, 
Thy  knotty  and  combined  locks  to  parr, 
And  each  particular  hair  to  ftand  an  end 
Like  Quills  upon  the  fretful  Porperitine  : 
But  this  eternal  blazon  muft  not  be 

To  ears  of  flefh  and  bloud  ;  lift  Hamlet^  oh  lift, 
If  thou  didft  ever  thy  dear  father  love. 
Ham.  Oh  heaven  ! 

Ghoft.  Revenge  his  foul  and  moft  unnatural  Murther. 
Ham.  Murther  ? 

Ghoft.  Murther  moft  foul,  as  in  the  beft  it  is  •, 
I3ut  this  moft  foul,  ftrange,and  unnatural. 

Ham.  Hafte,  hafte  me  to  know  it, 
That  I  with  wings  as  fwift 
As  Meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  Love 
May  fweep  to  my  Revenge. 

Ghoft.  I  find  thee  apt, 

And  duller  fhould'ft  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 
That  rots  it  felf  in  eafe  on  Lethe  Wharf, 

Would'ft  thou  not  ftir  in  this.  Now,/i/Wff,  hear  .- 
t's  given  out,  that  fleeping  in  mine  Orchard, 
A  Serpent  ftung  me :  fo  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark., 
s  by  a  forged  procefs  of  my  death 

lankly  abus'd  :  But  know,  thou  noble  youth, 
The  Serpent  that  did  fting  thy  fathers  life, 
>Jow  wears  his  Crown. 

Ham.  O  my  Prophetick  Soul :  mine  Uncle  ? 
Ghoft.  I,  that  inceftuous,  that  adulterate  Beaft 

With  witchcraft  of  his  wits,  and  traiterous  gifts 
(  Oh  wicked  wit,  and  gifts,  that  have  the  power 
So  tofeduce  )  !  won  to  his  ihameful  luft 
The  will  of  my  moft  feeming  vertuous  Queen : 
Oh  Hamlet^  what  a  falling  ofFwas  there, 
From  me,  whofe  love  was  of  that  dignity, 
That  it  went  hand  in  hand,  even  with  the  Vow 
I  made  to  her  in  Marriage  ;  and  to  decline 
Upon  a  Wretch,  whofe  natural  gifts  were  poor Tothofeofmine.  Butvertue,  as  it  never  will  be  moved 
Though  Lewdnefs  court  it  in  a  fhape  of  heaven : 

So  luft,  though  to  a  radiant  Angel  link'd, 
Will  feat  it  felf  in  a  Celeftial  bed,  and  p'rey  in  Garbage Butfoft,  methinks  1  fcent  the  mornings  Air  : 
Brief  let  me  be  :  fleeping  within  mine  Orchard, 
My  cuftom  always  in  the  afternoon  ; 
Upon  my  fecure  hour  thy  Uncle  ftole 
With  juyce  of  curfed  Hebenon  in  a  Viol, 
And  in  the  Porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 
The  leprous  Diftilment ;  whofe  effect 
Holds  fuch  an  enmity  with  bioud  of  man, 
That  fwift  as  Quick-lilver  it  courfes  through 
The  natural  Gates  and  Allies  of  the  body , 
And  with  a  hidden  vigour  it  doth  pofFet 
And  curd,  like  Aygre  droppings  into  Milk, 
The  thin  and  whollom  bloud  :  lb  did  it  mine 

And  a  moft  inftant  Tetter  bak'd  about, 
Moft  Lazar-Iike,  with  vile  and  loathfome  cruft, 
All  my  fmooth  body. 
Thus  was  I,  fleeping,  by  a  Brothers  hand, 

Of  Life,  of  Crown,  and  Queen  at  once  difpatcht :  ' Cut  ofFeven  in  the  bloflbms  of  my  Sin, 
Unhouzzled,  difappointed,  unnaneld, 
No  reckoning  made,  but  fent  to  my  account 
With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head, 
Oh  horrible,  Oh  horrible,  moft  horrible ! 
If  thou  haft  nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not  \ 
Let  not  the  Royal  Bed  of  Denmark.be 

,  A  Couch  for  Luxury  and  damned  Inceft, 
But  howfoever  thou  purfueft  this  Act, 
Taint  not  thy  mind ;  nor  let  thy  Soul  contrive 

I  Againft  thy  Mother  ought ;  leave  her  to  heaven, 
And  to  thofe  thorns  that  in  her  bofom  lodge, 

■  To  prick  and  fting  her.  Fare  thee  well  at  once, 
.  The  Glow-worm  fhews  the  Matine  to  be  near, 

And  'gins  to  pale  his  uneffectual  Fire : 
Adieu,  adieu,  Hamlet :  remember  me.  {Exit. 
Ham.  Oh  all  you  hoft  of  heaven !  Oh  Earth  ;  what  elfe  ? 

And  fliall  I  couple  hell  ?  Oh  fie  :  hold  my  heart ; 
Arid  you  my  finews,  grow  not  inftant  Old  ; 
But  bear  me  ftiffty  up :  remember  thee  ? 
f,  thou  poor  Ghoft,  while  memory  holds  a  feat 
In  this  diftracted  Globe :  Remember  thee  ? 
Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memory, 

I'le  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  Records, 
All  faws  of  books,  all  forms,  all  preflures  paft, 
That  youth  and  obfervation  copied  there  : 
And  thy  Commandment  all  alone  fhall  live 
Within  the  book  nd  Volume  of  my  brain, 
Unmixt  with  bafer  matter ;  yes,  yes,  by  heaven  : 
Oh  moft  pernicious  woman  ! 
Oh  Villain,  Villain  fmiling  damned  Villain ! 
My  Tables,  my  Tables :  meet  it  is  I  fet  it  down, 
That  one  may  fmile,  and  fmile,  and  bea  Villain  j 

At  leaft  I'm  fure  it  may  be  fo  in  Denmark.; 
So  Uncle,  there  you  are :  now  to  my  word  •, 
It  is    adieu,  adieu,  Remember  me  .•  I  have  fwoiti't. 

Hor.  &  Mar.  within.  My  Lord, my  Lord. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

Mar.  Lord  Hamlet. Hor.  Heaven  fecure  him. 

CMar. 
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tJMar.  So  be  it. 
Hor.  Ulo,  ho,  ho,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy  ;  come  bird,  come. 

Mar.  How  is'r,  myNoble  Lord  ? 
Hor.  What  news,  my  Lord? 
Ham.  Oh  wonderful ! 

Hor.  Good  my  Lord, tell  it. 

Ham.  No,  you'll  reveal  it. 
Hor.  Not  I,  my  Lord,  by  heaven. 
Mar.  Nor  I,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  How  fay  you  then,would  heart  of  man  once  think 

But  you'll  be  feciet?  ( it? 
Both.  I,  by  heav'n,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  There's  ne're  a  villain  dwelling  in  all  Denmark^, 

But  he's  an  arrant  Knave. 
Hot,  There  needs  no  Ghoft,  my  Lord,  come  from  the 

Grave  to  tell  us  this. 

Ham.  Why,  right,  you  are  i'th'right  j And  fo  without  more  circumftance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  fit  that  we  (hake  hands,  and  part : 
You  as  your  bufinefs  and  defires  lhall  point  you : 
For  every  man  has  bufinefs  and  defire, 
Such  as  it  is :  and  for  mine  own  poor  part, 

Look  you,  I'le  go  pray. 
Hor.  Thefe  are  but  wild  and  hurling  words,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  I'm  forry  they  offended  you,heartily  : 
Yes  faith  ,  heartily : 

Hor.  There's  no  offence,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Yes,  by  Saint  Tatrick^  but  there  is  my  Lord, 

And  much  offence  too,  touching  this  Vifion  here : » 
It  is  an  honeft  Ghoft:,  that  let  me  tell  you : 
For  your  defire  to  know  what  is  between  us, 

O're-mafter't  as  you  may.  And  now,  good  friends, 
As  you  are  Friends,  Scholars,  and  Souldiers, 
Give  me  one  poor  requeft. 

Hor.  What  is't,  my  Lord  ?  we  will. 
Ham,  Never  make  known  what  you  have  feen  to  night. 
Both.  My  Lord,  we  will  not. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  fwear't. 
Hor.  In  faith,  my  Lord,  not  I. 
Mar.  Nor  I,  my  Lord,  in  faith. 
Ham.  Upon  my  Sword. 
Mar.  We  have  fworn,  my  Lord,already. 
Ham.  Indeed,  upon  my  fword,  indeed. 
Cjho.  Swear.  r_Ghoft  cries  under  the  Stage. 

Ham.  Ah,  ha  boy,  fay'ft  thoufo.J  Art  thou  there  true- 
penny ?  Come  on,  you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  Celleridge. 

Confent  to  fwear. 

Hor.  Propofe  my  oath,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  feen. 

Swear  by  my  Sword. 
Gho.  Swear. 

Ham.  Hie  &  ubiqne  ?  Then  we'll  jhifc  for  ground, Come  hither  Gentlemen. 

And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  fword. 
Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  heard  : 
Swear  by  my  Sword. 

Gho.  Swear.  (fall? 

Ham.  Well  faid,  old  Mole,  can'ft  work  i'th'  ground  fo 
A  worthy  Pioneer,once  more  remove,good  friend. 

Hor.  Oh  day  and  night,  but  this  is  wondrous  ftrange. 
Ham.  And  therefore  as  a  ftranger  bid  it  welcom. 

There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  Horatio^ 

Than  arc  dream't  of  in  our  Philofophy.  But  come, 
Here  as  before,  never  fo  help  you  mercy, 

How  ftrange  or  odde  fo  ere  I  bear  my  fell  \  • 
(  As  I  perchance  hereafter  lhall  think  meet 
To  put  an  antick  djfpofition  on : ) 
That  you  at  fuch  time  feeing  me,  never  lhall 

With  armes  encumbred  thus,  or  thus,  head  (hake  •, 
Or  by  pronouncing  of  fome  doubtful  phrafe  ; 
As  well,  we  know,  or  we  could,  and  if  we  would, 

Or  if  we  lift  to  fpeak  •,  or  there  be  and  if  there  might, 
Or  fuch  ambiguous  giving  out  to  note, 
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That  you  know  ought  of  me  ;  this  not  to  do : 
So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  moft  need  help  you : Swear. 

Ghoft.  Swear. 

Ham.  Reft,  reft  perturbed  Spirit :  fo,  Gentlemen,  ' 
With  all  my  love  commend  me  to  you ; 
And  what  lb  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is, 

May  do  t'exprefs  his  love  and  friending  to  you, 
God  willing  (hall  not  lack :  let  us  go  in  together, 
And  ftill  your  fingers  on  your  lips  1  pray, 
The  time  is  out  of  joynt :  Oh  curfed  fpight, 
That  ever  I  was  born  to  fee  it  right. 

Nay,  come,  let's  go  together.  [Exeunt . 

ABus  Secundum. 

Enter  Polonius,  and  Reynoldo. 

Pol.  Give  him  his  mony,  and  thofe  notes,  Reynoldo. 
Reynol.  I  will  my  Lord. 
Tol.  You  lhall  do  marvels  wifely ,  good  Reynoldo. 

Before  you  vifit  him,you  make  inquiry 
Of  his  behaviour. 

Reyn.  My  Lord,  I  did  intend  it. 
Pelon.  Marry,  well  faid  : 

Very  well  faid.  Look  you,  fir, 

Enquire  me  firft  what  Danskers  are  in  PayU  ; 

And  how,  and  who  j  what  means-,  and  where  they  keep : 
What  company,  whatexpence  :  and  finding 
By  this  encompaflement  and  drift  of  queftion, 
That  they  do  know  my  fon ;  Come  you  more  near, 
Then  your  particular  demands  will  touch  it, 

Take  you  as  'twere  fome  diftant  knowledge  of  him, 
And  thus,  I  know  his  father  and  his  friends, 

And  in  part  him.  Do  you  mark  this,  "Reynoldo  ? 
Reynol.  I,  very  well,  my  Lord, 
Polon.  And  in  part  him,  but  you  may  fay  not  well ; 

Bur  if 't  be  he  I  mean,  he's  very  wild ; 
Addicted  fo  and  fo  •,  and  there  put  on  him 
What  forgeries  you  pleafe  :  marry,  none  fo  rank, 

As  may  dilhonour  him  :  take  heed  of  that  .• 
Bur,  fir,  fuch  wanton,  wild,  and  ufual  flips, 
As  are  companions  noted  and  moft  known 
To  youth  and  liberty. 

Reyno.  As  gaming,  my  Lord. 
Polon.  I,  or  drinking,  fencing,  fwearing, 

Quarrelling,  Drabbing.  You  may  go  fo  far. 

Rey.  My  Lord,  that  would  dilhonour  him. 
Polon.  Faith  no,  as  you  may  feafon  it  in  the  charge  j 

You  muft  not  put  another  fcandal  on  him, 
That  he  is  open  to  Incontinency, 

That's  not  my  meanings  but  breath  his  faults  fo  quaintly, 
That  they  may  feem  the  taints  of  liberty  -, 
The  flalh  and  out-break  of  a  fiery  mind, 

A  favagenefs  in  unreciaim'd  bloud  of  general  aflault. 
Reynol.  But,  my  good  Lord. 
Polon.  Wherefore Ihould  you  do  this? 

Reynol.  I,my  Lord,  I  would  know  that 
Polon.  Marry,  fir,  here's  my  drift, 

And  I  believe  it  is  a  fetch  of  warrant : 
You  laying  thefe  flight  fullies  on  my  Son, 

As  'twere  a  thing  a  little  foil'd  i'th'working : 
Mark  you  your  party  in  converfe  •,  him  you  would  found, 
Having  ever  feen.  In  the  prenomir.ate  crimes, 

The  youth  you  breath  of  guilty,  be  aflur'd He  clofes  with  you  in  this  confequence : 
Good  fir,  or  fo,  or  friend,  or  Gentleman. 
According  to  the  Phrafe  and  the  addition, 
Of  man  and  Country. 

Reynol.  Very  good,  my  Lord. 

'Polon.  And  then,  fir,  do's  he  this  ? 
He  do's  :  what  was  I  about  to  fay  ? 
I  was  about  to  fay  nothing :  where  did  I  leave  ? 

F  f  f  3  Reynol. 
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Rtynol.  At  clofes  in  the  confequence  : 
At  friend,  or  fo,  and  Gentleman. 

Polon.  At  doles  in  the  confequence,  I  marry, 
He  clofes  with  you  thus.  1  know  the  Gentleman, 

I  faw  him  yefterday,  or  'tother  day  ; 
Or  then,  or  then,  with  fuch  and  fuch,  and  as  you  fay, 

There  was  he  gaming,  there  o'retook  in's  Roufe, 
There  falling  out  at  Tennis ;  or  perchance, 
I  faw  him  enter  fuch  a  houfe  of  fail, 
Videlicet,  a  Brothel,  or  fo  forth.  See  you  now ; 
Your  bait  of  fallhood,  takes  this  Cape  of  truth  j 
And  thus  do  we  of  wifdom  and  of  reach 

With  windlaces,  and  with  affayesof  Byas, 
By  indirections  find  directions  out: 
So  by  my  former  Lefture  and  advice 

Shall  you  my  fon  ■■,  yo$  have  me,  have  you  not  ? 
Reynol.  My  Lord,  I  have. 

Polon.  God  b'w'  you  y  fare  you  well. 
Reynol.  Good  my  Lord. 

"Polon.  Obferve  his  inclination  in  your  felf. 
Reynol.  I  fhall,  my  Lord. 
Polon.  And  let  him  ply  his  Mufick. 
Reynol.  Well,  my  Lord.  \_£xit. 

•  Enter  Ophelia. 

Polon.  Farewell  : 

How  now,  Ophelia,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Ophe.  Alas,  my  Lord',  I  have  been  fo  affrighted. 
Polon.  With  what,  in  the  Name  of  Heaven  ? 
Ophe.  My  Lord,  asT  was  fowing  in  my  Chamber, 

Lord  Hamlet  with  his  doublet  all  unbrae'd, 

No  Hat  upon  his  head,  his  ftockings  foul'd, 
Ungarter'd,  and  down-gyved  to  his  Ancle, 
Pale  as  his  fhirt,  his  knees  knocking  each  other, 
And  with  a  look  fo  pitious  in  purport, 
As  if  he  had  been  loofed  out  of  Hell, 
To  fpeak  of  horrors :  he  comes  before  me. 

Polon.  Mad  for  thy  love  ? 
Ophe.  My  Lord,  1  do  not  know :  but  truly  I  do  fear  it. 
Polon.  What  faid  he  ? 

Ophe.  He  took  me  by  the  wrifr. 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  Arme  ; 

And  with  his  other  hand,  thus  o're  his  brow, 
He  falls  to  fuch  perufal  of  my  face, 
As  he  would  draw  it.  Long  ftaid  he  fo, 
At  laft,  a  little  making  of  my  arme, 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down, 

He  rais'd  a  figh,  fo  hideous  and  profound, 
That  it  did  feem  to  matter  all  his  bulk, 
And  end  his  being.  That  done,  he  lets  go, 

And  with  his  head  over  his  fnoulders  turn'd, 
He  feem'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes, 
For  out  adoors  he  went  without  their  help ; 
And  to  the  laft,  bended  Ijheir  light  on  me. 

Polon.  Go  with  me,  1  will  go  feek  the  King, 
This  is  the  very  ecftafie  of  Love, 
Whofe  violent  property  foredoes  it  felf, 
And  leads  the  will  to  defperate  Undertakings, 
As  oft  as  any  paffion  under  heaven, 

That  do's  afflitft  our  Natures.  I  am  forry, 
What  have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  of  late  ? 

Ophe.  No,  my  good  Lord :  but  as  you  did  command, 

I  did  repeil  his  Letters,  and  deny'd His  accefs  to  me. 
Polon.  That  hath  made  him  mad. 

I  am  forry  that  with  better  fpeed  and  judgment 
I  had  not  quoted  him.  I  fear  he  did  but  trifle, 
And  meant  to  wrack  thee :  but  befhrew  my  jealoufie :  , 
It  feems  it  is  as  proper  to  our  Age, 
To  caft  beyond  our  felves  in  our  opinions, 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  fort 
To  lack  difcretion.  Come,go  we  to  the  King. 

j  This  muft  be  known,  which  being  kept  clofe  might  move 

More  grief  to  hide,  than  hate  to  utter  love.      '  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Secmda. 

Enter  King,  Qiieen,  Rofincrofs,  and  Guil- 
denftare  cum  aliu. 

King.  Welcome  dear  Rofincrofi  and  Gmldenfl.rre, 

Moreover,  that  we  much  did  long  to  fee  you,  ' The  need  we  have  to  ufe  you,  did  provoke 
Our  hafty  fending.  Something  have  you  heard 
Of  Hamlet's  transformation  :  fo  I  call  it, 
Since  not  th'exterior,  nor  the  inward  man Refembles  that  it  was.  What  it  fhould  be 
More  than  his  fathers  death,  that  thus  hath  put  him 
So  much  from  th'underftanding  of  himfelf, I  cannot  deem  of.  I  intreat  you  both, 
That  being  of  fo  young  dayes  brought  up  with  him  : 
And  fince  fo  Neighbour'd  to  his  youth,  and  humour, 
That  you  vouchfafe  your  reft  here  in  our  Court 
Some  little  time ,  fo  by  your  Companies 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleafures,  and  to  gather 
So  much  as  from  Occafions  you  may  glean, 
That  open'd  lies  within  our  remedy, 
Qu.  Good  Gentlemen,  he  hath  much  talk'd  of  you, And  lure  I  am,  two  men  there  are  not  living, 

To  whom  he  more  adheres.  I  f  it  w  ill  pleafe  y  ou 
To  fhew  us  fo  much  gentry  and  good  will, 
As  to  expend  your  time  with  us  a  while, 
For  the  fupply  and  profit  of  our  hope, 
Your  Vifitation  fhall  receive  fuch  thanks, 
As  fits  a  Kings  remembrance. 

Ho/in.  Both  your  Majefties 
Might  by  the  Soveragin  power  you  have  of  us, 
Put  your  dread  pleafures,  more  into  command 
Than  to  Entreaty. 

Gutl.  We  both  obey, 

And  here  give  up  our  felves,  in  the  full  bent, 
To  lay  our  fervices  freely  at  your  feet, 
To  be  commanded. 

King.  Thanks,  Rofincrofs  and  gentle  Guildenfiare, 
Que.  T 'hanks ,G '& Idenfi are ,and  gentle  Rofincrofs, 

And  1  befeech  you  inftantly  to  vifit 
My  too  much  changed  fon. Go  fome  of  ye, 

And  bring  the  Gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 
GhU.  Heavens  make  our  prefencc  and  our  practices 

Pleafant  and  helpful  to  him.  f_  Exeunt. 
Queen.  Amen. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  The  Ambaffadors  from  Norway,  my  good  Lord, 

Are  joyfully  returned. 
King.  Thou  £1: ill  hall  been  the  father  of  good  news. 
Pol.  Have  I,  my  Lord  ?  Affure  you,  my  good  Liege, 

I  hold  my  duty,  as  I  hold  my  Soul, 
Both  to  my  God,  one  to  my  gracious  King : 
And  I  do  think,  or  elfe  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trail  of  Policy,  fo  be  fure 

As  I  have  us'd  to  do,  that  I  have  found 
The  very  caufe  of  Hamlet's  Lunacy. 

King.  O  fpeak  of  that,  that  I  do  long  to  hear. 
Pol.  .Give  firft  admittance  to  th' Ambaffadors, 

My  News  fhall  be  the  News  to  that  great  Feaft. 

King.  Thy  felf  do  grace  to  them,  and  bring  them  in. 
He  tells  me,my  fweet  Queen,  that  he  hath  found 
The  head  and  fburce  of  all  your  fonsdiftemper. 

Queen.  I  doubt  it  is  no  other,  but  the  main, 

His  fathers  death,  and  our  o're-hafty  Marriage. 

Enter 
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Enter  Polonius,  Voltimand,  and  Cornelius. 

King.  Well,  we  (hall  fife  him.  VVelcom,  good  Friends 
Say  Poltimand,  what  from  oar  Brother  Norway  ? 

Volt.  Molt  fair  return  of  Greetings,  anddefires. 
Upon  our  firft,  he  fent  out  to  fupprefs 

His  Nephews  Levies,  which  to  him  appear'd 
"To  be  a  preparation  'gainft  the  Polak : 
But  better  look'd  into,  he  truly  found 
Ic  was  againft  your  Highnefs,  whereat  grieved, 
That  fo  his  Sic knefs,  Age,  and  Impotence 
Was  falfely  born  in  hand,  fends  out  Arrefls 
On  Eortmbras,  which  he  (  in  brief)  obeys, 
Receives  rebuke  from  Norway:  and  in  fine, 
Makes  Vow  before  his  Uncle,  never  more 

To  give  th'afTay  of  armes  againlt  your  Majefty. 
Wnereonold  Norway,  overcome  with  joy, 
Gives  him  three  thouland  Crowns  in  annual  Fee, 
And  his  commiffion  to  imploy  thofe  Souldiers 

So  levied  as  before,  againft' the  Polak  : 
With  an  intreaty  herein  further  fhewn, 
That  it  might  pleafe  you  to  give  quiet  pals 
Through  your  Dominions  for  his  enterprize. 
On  fuch  regards  of  fafety  and  allowance, 
As  therein  are  fet  down. 

Ktng.  It  likes  us  well : 

And  at  our  more  confider'd  time  we'll  read, 
Anfwer,  and  think  upon  this  bufinefs. 

Mean  time  we  thank  you,  for  your  well-look't  labor. 
Go  to  your  reft,  at  night  we'll  Feaft  together. 
Moft  welcom  home.  f_  £jm>.  Ambaf. 

Pol.  This  bufinefs  is  very  well  ended. 
My  Liege  and  Madam,  to  expoftulate 
What  Majefty  fhould  be,  what  duty  is, 

Why  day  is  day  •,  night,  night  •,  and  time  is  time, 
Were  nothing  but  to  watte  Night,  day,  and  time. 
Therefore,  fince  Brevity  is  the  Soul  of  wit, 
And  tedioufnefs,  the  limbs  and  outward  flourifhes,  p 
I  will  be  brief.  Your  noble  Son  is  mad  : 

Mad  call  I  it  \  for  to  define  true  Madnefs, 

What  is't,  but  to  be  nothing  elfe  but  mad. 
But  let  that  go. 

Queen.  More  matter,  with  lefs  Art. 
Pol.  Madam,  I  fwear  I  ufe  no  Art  at  all : 

That  he  is  mad  'tis  true  ;  'Tis  true,  'tis  pity, 
And  pity  it  is  true.-  A  foolifh  figure, 
But  farewell  it:  for  I  will  ufe  no  art. 

Mad  let  us  grant  him  then .-  and  new  remains 
That  we  find  out  the  caufe  of  this  effect, 
Or  rather  fay,  the  caufe  of  this  defect ; 
For  this  effect  defective,  comes  by  caufe, 
Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus.  Perpend. 

I  have  a  Daughter :  have,  whil'ft  fhe  is  mine, 
Who  in  her  duty  and  Obedience,  mark, 
Hath  given  me  this :  now  gather,  and  furmife. 

The  Letter. 

To  the  Celestially  and  my  Souls  Idol,  the  moft  beautified 
Ophelia. 

That's  an  ill  Phrafe  ,  a  vile  Phrafe,  beautified  is  a  vile 
Phrafe  :  but  you  fhall  hear  thefe  in  her  excellent  white 
bofome,  thefe. 

Queen.  Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her. 
Pol.  Good  Madam  flay  a  while,  I  will  be  faithfull. 

Doubt  thou,  the  Stars  are  fire, 
Doubt,  that  the  Sun  doth  move : 
Doubt  Truth  to  be  a  Lyar, 
But  never  Doubt,  I  lovt. 

9  dear  Ophelia,  /  am  ill  at  thefe  Numbers:  J  have  not 
Art  to  reckon  my  groans  ;  but  that  I  love  thee  be  ft  ,  oh 
moft  Heft, believe  it.  Adieu. 

Thine  evermore,  moft  dear  Lady,  whilft  this 
Machine  is  to  him,  Hamlet. 

This  in  Obedience  hath  my  Daughter  fhew'd  me  : 
And  more  above  hath  his  foliciting^ 
As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place, 
All  given  to  mine  ear. 

Kmg.  But  how  hath  fhe  receiv'd  his  Love  ? 
Pol.  What  do  you  think  of  me  ? 
King.  As  of  a  man,  faithfull  and  honourable. 
Pol.  I  would  fain  prove  fo.  But  what  might  you  think  ? 

When  I  had  feen  his  hot  love  on  the  wing, 
As  I  perceived  it,  I  muft  tell  you  that 
Before  my  Daughter  told  me,  what  might  yon 
Or  my  dear  Majefty  your  Queen  here,  think, 
If  I  had  play'd  the  Desk  or  Table-book, 
Or  given  my  heart  a  winking,  mute  and  dumb,1 
Or  look'd  upon  this  love,  with  idle  fight, 
What  might  you  think  ?  No,  I  went  round  to  work, 
And  my  young  Miftris  thus  I  did  befpeak  ; 
Lord  Hamlet  is  a  Prince  out  of  thy  Sphere, 
This  muft  not  be  :  and  then,  I  precepts  gave  her, 
That  fhe  fhould  lock  her  felf  from  his  Refort, 
Admit  no  MefFengers,  receive  no  Tokens : 
Which  done,  fhe  took  the  fruits  of  my  advice, 
And  he  repulfed,  a  fhort  Tale  to  make, 
Fell  into  a  Sadnefs,  then  into  a  Faft, 
Thence  to  a  Watch,  thence  into  a  weaknefs, 
Thence  to  a  Lightnefs,  and  by  this  declenfion 
Into  the  Madnefs  whereon  now  he  raves, 
And  all  we  wail  for. 

Ktng.  Do  you  think  'tis  this  ? 
Queen.  It  may  be  very  likely. 
Pol.  Hath  there  been  fuch  a  time,  fde  fain  know  that, 

That  I  have  pofitively  faid,  'tis  fo, 
When  it  prov'  I  otherwife  ? 

King.  Not  that  I  know. 
Pol.  Take  this  from  this,  if  this  be  otherwife, 

If  Circumftanceslead  me,  I  will  find 

Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed Within  the  Center. 

King.  How  may  we  try  it  further  ? 
Tol.  You  know  fometimes 

He  walks  four  hours  together,  here 
In  the  Lobby. 

Queen.  So  he  has  indeed. 
Pol.  At  fuch  a  time  Tie  loofe  my  Daughter  to  him, 

Be  you  and  I  behind  an  Arras  then, 
Mark  the  encounter:  If  he  love  her  not, 
And  be  not  from  his  reafon  fain  thereon  j 
Let  me  be  no  Affiftant  for  a  State, 
And  keep  a  Farm  and  Carters, 

King.  We  will  try  it. 

Enter  Hamlet  reading  on  a  Book. 

Queen.  But  look  where  fadly  the  poor  wretch Comes  reading. 

Pol.  Away,  I  do  befeech  you,  both  away, 
Tie  board  him  prefently.  [Exit  King  and  Queen. 
Oh  give  me  leave.  How  does,  my  good  Lord  HamUt  ? 

Ham.  Well,  god-a-mercy. 
Tol.  Do  you  know  me,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Excellent,  excellent  well :  y'are  a  Fiflmonger  i Pol.  Not  I ,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Then  I  would  you  were  fo  honefl  a  man. 
Pol.  Honeft,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  I,  Sir,  to  be  honeft  as  this  world  goes,  is  to  be 
one  pick'd  out  of  two  thoufand. 

Pol.  That's  very  true,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  For  if  the  Sun  breed  Maggots  in  a  dead  Dog, 

being  a  good  kiffing  Carrion  * 
Have  you  a  Daughter? 

Pol.  1  have,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Let  her  not  walk  Ufa?  Sun :   Conception  is  a 
bleffing,  but  not  as  your  Daughter  may  conceive, 

look  to't. 

Friend 

Pol. 
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Pel.  How  fay  you  by  that  ?  Still  harping  on  my  Daugh- 
ter :  yet  he  knew  me  not  at  firft  ̂   he  faid  1  was  a  Ftfhmon- 

ger :  he  is  far  gone,  far  gone :  and  truly  in  my  youth,  I 
fuffered  much  extremity  for  love :  very  near  this.  Tie  (peak 
to  him  again.  What  do  you  read,my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Words,  words,  words. 
Tel.  What  is  the  matter,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Between  whom  ? 

Tol.  I  mean  the  matter  you  mean,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Slanders,  Sir  :  for  theSatyrical  flave  fayes  here, 

that  old  men  have  gray  Beards ;  that  their  faces  are  wrin- 
kled^ their  eyes  purging  thick  Amber,  or  Plum  Tree- 

Gum:  and  that  they  have  a  plentifull  lock  of  Wit, 
together  with  weak  Hams,  All  which,  Sir,  though  I 
mod:  powerfully,  and  potently  believe,  yet  I  hold  it  not 
Hon .>fty  to  have  it  thus  fet  down:  For  you  your  felf, 
Sir,  fhould  be  old  as  I  am,  if  like  a  Crab  you  could  go 
backward. 

Pol.  Though  this  be  madnefs, 

Yet  there  is  Method  in't :  will  you  walk 
Out  of  the  air,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Into  my  Grave? 
Pol.  Indeed  that  is  out  oth'  air : 

How  pregnant  (fometimes)  his  replies  are  ? 
A  happinefs, 
That  often  Madnefs  hits  on, 
Which  Reafon  and  Sanity  could  not 

So  profperoofly  be  deliver'd  of. 1  will  leave  him, 
And  fuddenly  contrive  the  means  of  meeting 
Between  him  and  my  Daughter. 
My  honourable  Lord,  I  will  moll  humbly 
Take  my  leave  of  you. 

Ham.  You  cannot,  Sir,  take  from  me  any  thing,  that 
I  will  more  willingly  part  withall,  except  my  life,  my life. 

Po'oit.  Fare  you  well,  my  Lord. Ham.  Thefe  tedious  old  fools. 

Polon.  You  go  to  feek  my  Lord  Hamlet  j  there  he  is. 

Enter  Rofincros  and  Guildenftare. 

Rofm.  God  fave  you,  Sir. 
Guild.  Mine  honour'd  Lord  ? 
Rofm.  My  moll:  dear  Lord  ? 
Ham.  My  excellent  good  friends  ?  How  doll  thou 

Guildenftare  ?  Oh,  Rofincros ,  good  Lads:  How  do  ye both  ? 

Rofm.  As  the  indifferent  Children  of  the  earth. 
Guild.  Happy ,  in  that  we  are  not  over-happy :  on 

Fortunes  Cap,  we  are  not  the  very  Button. 
Ham.  Nor  the  Soals  of  her  Shooe  ? 
Rofm.  Neither,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Then  you  live  about  her  wafte,  or  in  the  middle 

of  her  favour  ? 

Guild.  Faith,  her  privates  we. 
Ham.  Inthefecret  parts  of  Fortune  ?  Oh,  moffctrue: 

(lie  is  a  Strumpet.  Whats  the  news. 

Rofm.  None,  my  Lord ,  but  that  the  World's  grown honeffc. 

Ham.  Then  is  Dooms  day  near :  but  your  News  is  not 
true.  Let  me  queftion  more  in  particular :  what  have  you, 
mj  good  friends,  deferved  at  the  hands  of  fortune,  that 
ihe  fends  you  to  prifon  hither  ? 

Guild.  Prifon,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Denmark^  a  Prifon. 
Rofm.  Then  is  the  World  one. 
Ham.  A  goodly  one,  in  which  there  are  many  Con 

fines ,  Wards ,  and  Dungeons  \  Denmark^,  being  one 
o'  th'  worfh 

Rofm.  We  think  not  fo,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Why  then,  'tis  none  to  you  \  for  there  is  nothing 
either  good  or  bad,  but  thinking  makes  it  fo :  to  me  it  is 
a  prifon. 

Rofm.  Why  then  your  Ambition  makes  it  one:  'tis  too 
narrow  for  your  mind. 

Ham.  O  God,  I  could  be  bounded  in  a  Nut-fhell,  anc 
count  my  felf  a  King  of  infinite  fpace  ;  were  it  not  that 
have  bad  dreams. 

Guild.  Which  breams  indeed  are  Ambition :  for  the 
very  fubffance  of  the  Ambitious,  is  meerly  the  fhadow  of 
a  Dream. 

Ham.  A  dream  it  felf  is  but  a  fhadow. 

T{ofm.  Truly,  and  I  hold  Ambition  of  fo  airy  and  light  a 
quality,  that  it  is  but  a  fhadows  fhadow. 

Ham.  Then  are  our  Beggars  bodies ;  and  our  Monarchs, 

and  out-ftretcht  Heroes,  the  Beggars  fhadows fhall  we  to' 
th'  Court :  for,  by  my  tey  I  cannot  reafon  ? 

Both.  We'll  wait  upon  you. 
Ham.  No  fuch  matter.  1  will  not  fort  you  with  the  rcf : 

of  my  fervants :  for  to  fpeakto  you  like  an  honeft  man 
I  am  moft  dreadfully  attended  ?  but  in  the  beaten  way  ol 
friend  (hip.  What  make  you  at  Slfmoore  9 

%ofn.  To  vifit  you,  my  Lord,  no  other  occafion. 
Ham.  Beggar  that  I  am,  I  am  even  poor  in  thanks  £  but 

I  thank  you:  and  fure,  dear  friends,  my  thanks  are  too 

dear  a  half-penny  •,  were  you  not  fent  for  ?  Is  it  your  own 
inclining  /  Is  it  a  free  vifitation  ?  Come,  deal  juftly  with 
me  .•  come,  come ;  nay,  fpeak. 

Guild.  What  fhould  we  fay,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Why,  any  thing.  But  to  the  purpofe  ;  you  were 
fent  for  \  and  there  is  a  kind  of  confeffion  in  y  our  looks  : 
which  your  modefties  have  not  craft  enough  to  colour,  1 
know  the  good  King  and  Queen  have  fent  for  you. 

Rofm.  To  what  end,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  That  you  muft  teach  me  .•  but  let  me  conjure  you 
by  the  rights  of  your  fellowfhip,by  the  confonancy  of  our 
youth,  by  the  obligation  of  our  ever-preferved  love,  and 
by  what  more  dear,  a  better  propofer  could  charge  you 
withall ;  be  even  and  direct  with  me,  whether  you  were 
fent  for  or  no. 

Rofm.  What  fay  you? 
Ham.  Nay  then  I  have  an  eye  of  you:  ifyouloveme, 

hold  "not  off 

Guild.  My  Lord,  we  were  fent  for. 

Ham.  I  will  tell  you  why  •,  fo  (hall  my  anticipation 
prevent  your  difcovery  of  your  fecrecy  to  the  King  and 
Queen.-  moult  no  feather,  I  have  of  late,  but  wherefore  I 
know  not,  loft  all  my  mirth.forgone  all  cullom  of  exercife ; 
and  indeed,  it  goes  fo  heavenly  with  my  difpofition ;  that 
this  goodly  frame,  the  earth,  feems  to  me  a  fteril  Pro- 

montory ;  this  mofb  excellent  Canopy  the  air,  look  you 

this  brave  o're-hanging,  this  Majeftical  Roof,  fretted  with 
golden  fire:  why,  it  appeared  no  other  thing  to  me,  than 
a  foul  and  peftilent  congregation  of  vapours.  What  a 
piece  of  work  is  a  man  !  How  Noble  in  Reafen  ?  how  in- 

finite in  faculty?  in  form  and  moving  how  exprefsand 
admirable  ?  in  action,  how  like  an  Angel  ?  in  apprehenfion 
how  like  a  god  ?  the  beauty  of  the  world,  the  Parragon 
of  Animals  \  and  yet  to  me,  what  is  this  quinteffence  of 
Duft  ?  Man  delights  not  me ;  no,  nor  Woman  neither, 
though  by  your  fmiling  you  feem  to  fay  fo. 

Rofm.  My  Lord ,  there  was  no  fuch  fluff  in  my 
thoughts. 

Ham.  Why  did  you  laugh,  when  I  faid,  Man  delights 
not  me? 

Rofm.  To  think,  my  Lord,  if  you  delight  not  in  Man, 
whatLenton  entertainment  the  Players  fhall  receive  from 
you we  coated  them  on  the  way,  and  hither  are  they 
coming  to  offer  you  Service. 

Ham.  He  that  playes  the  King  fhall  be  welcome:,  his 
Majefty  fhall  have  Tribute  of  me :  the  adventurous  Knight 
fhall  ufe  his  Foyleand  Target :  The  Lover  fhall  not  ligh 
gratis,  the  humorous  man  fhall  end  his  part  in  peace;  the 

Clown  fhall  make  thofe  laugh,whofe  lungs  are  tickl'd  ath' fere :  and  the  Lady  fhall  fay  her  mind  freely  ;  or  the  blank 

Verfe  fhall  halt  for't ,  what  Players  are  they  ? 
Rofm.  Even  thofe  you  were  wont  to  take  delight  in,  the 

Tragedians  of  the  City.  Ham. 
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Ham.  How  chances  it  they  travell  ?  their  refidence  both 
in  reputation  and  profit  was  better  both  wayes. 

Rofin.  1  think  their  Inhibition  comes  by  the  means  of 
the  Jate  innovation  ? 

Ham.  Do  they  hold  the  fame  eftimation  they  did  when 

I  was  in  the  City  ?  Are  they  fo  follow'd  ? 
Rofin.  No  indeed,  they  are  not. 
Ham.  How  comes  it  ?  do  they  grow  rufty  ? 
Rofin.  Nay,  their  endeavour  keeps  in  the  wonted  pace  \ 

But  there  is,  Sir,an  Airy  of  Children,  little  Yafes,  that  cry 
out  on  the  top  of  queftion ;  and  are  moft  tyrannically  clapt 

for't :  thefe  are  now  the  falhion ,  and  fo  be-rattle  the 
common  Stages  (fothey  call  them)  that  many  wearing 
Rapiers ,  are  afraid  of  Goofe  Quills,  and  dare  fcarce  come 
thither, 

Ham.  What  are  they  Children  ?  Who  maintains 'em  ? 
How  are  they  efcoted  ?  Will  they  purfue  the  Quality  no 
longer  than  they  can  ling  ?  Will  they  noc  fay  afterwards 
if  they  fhould  grow  themfelves  to  common  Players  (  as  it 
is  like  molt  if  their  means  are  no  better )  their  Writers 
do  them  wrong  to  make  them  exclaim  againft  their  own 
Succeffion. 

Rofin.  Faith  there  has  been  much  to  do  on  both  fides : 
and  the  Nation  holds  it  no  fin ,  to  tarre  them  to  contro- 
verlie.  There  was  for  a  while,  no  money  bid  for  argu- 

ment, unlefs  the  Poet  and  the  Player  went  to  Cuffs  in  the 
Queftion1. 

Ham.  Is't  poffible  ? 
Guild.  Oh  there  has  been  much  throwing  about  of 

brains. 

Ham.  Do  the  Boyes  carry  it  away  ? 
Rofin.  I  that  they  do,my  Lord, Herculet  and  his  load  too. 

Ham.  It  is  not  ftrange,  for  mine  Unkle  is  King  of  'Den. 
mark^,  and  thofe  that  would  make  mowes  at  him  while  my 
Father  lived,  give  twenty,  forty,  an  hundred  Ducates  a 
piece,  for  his  pi&ure  in  little.  There  is  fomething  in  this 
more  than  Natural,  if  Philofophy  could  find  it  out. 

f_  Floimfkjor  the  Players. 
Guild.  There  are  the  Players. 
Ham.  Gentlemen,  you  are  welcome  to  Elfinoore :  your 

hands,  come:  The  appurtenance  of  Welcome,  is  Falhion 
and  Ceremony.  Let  me  comply  with  you  in  the  Garbe, 
left  my  extent  to  the  Players  (  which  I  tell  you  muft  fhew 
fairly  outward)  mould  more  appear  like  entertainment 
than  yours.  You  are  welcome :  but  my -Unkle  Father,  and 
Aunt  Mother  are  deceiv'd. 

Guild.  In  what,  my  dear  Lord  ? 
Ham.  I  am  but  mad  North,  North-Weft :  when  the 

Wind  is  Southerly,  I  know  a  Hawk  from  a  Handfaw. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Polo.  Well  be  with  you,  Gentlemen. 
Ham.  Hark  you,  Giiildenfiare,  and  you  too,  at  each  ear  a 

hearer  :  that  great  Baby  you  fee  there,  is  not  yet  out  of  his 
fwathing  clouts. 

Rofin.  Haply  he's  the  fecond  time  come  to  them :  for 
they  fay,  an  old  man  is  twice  a  Child. 

Ham.  I  will  Prophefie ,  He  comes  to  tell  me  of  the 

Players.  Mark  it,  you  fay  right,Sir :  for  on  Munday  mor- 
ning 'twas  fo  indeed. 

Pol.  Mv  Lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 
Ham.  My  Lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you, 

When  Rofctut  an  Atftor  in  Rome  
Pol.  Tne  Actors  are  come  hither,my  Lord. 
Ham.  Buzze,  buzze. 
Tol.  Upon  mine  honour. 
Ham.  Then  can  each  Actor  on  his  Afs  
To!.  The  beft  Actors  in  the  world,  either  for  Tragedy, 

Corned y.Hiftory,  Paftoral:  Paftorical-Comical  Hiftorical 
Paftoral :  Tragical  Hiftorical ;  Tragical-Comical-Hiftori- 
cal-Paftoral :  Scene  indivible,  or  Poem  unlimited.  Seneca 
cannot  be  too  heavy,  nor  Plautm  too  light,  for  the  law  of 
Writ,  and  the  liberty.  Thefe  are  theonlymen. 

Ham.  O  Jepbta,  Judge  of  Ifrael,  what  a  Treafure  hadft thou  ? 

Pol.  What  a  Treafure  had  he,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Why  one  fair  Daughter,  and  no  more, 

The  which  he  loved  paffing  well. 
Pol.  Still  on  my  Daughter. 

Ham.  Am  I  not  ith'  right,  old  Jephta  ? 
Pol.  If  you  call  me  Jephta,  my  Lord,  I  have  a  Daughter 

that  I  love  paffing  well. 

Ham.  Nay  that  follows  not. 
Pol.  What  follows  then,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Why,  as  by  lot,  God  wot  ?  and  then  you  know, 
it  came  to  pais,  as  moft  like  it  was :  the  firft  row  of  the 
Pans  Chanfon  will  fhew  you  more.  For  look  where  my 
Abridgements  come. 

Enter  four  or  five  Players. 

Y'are  welcome  Mafters,  welcome  all.  I  am  glad  to  fee  thec 
well}  welcome  good  friends.  Oh  my  old  fritnd  !  Thy 
face  is  valiant  fince  I  law  theelaft:  Com'ft  theu  to  beard 
me  in  Denmark^?  what  my  young  Lady. and  Miftris? 
Berlady  your  Lordfhip  is  nearer  heaven,  than  when  I  faw 
youlaft,  by  the  altitude  ofaChoppine.  Pray  God  your 

voyce,  like  a  piece  ol  uncurrant  gold,  be  not  crack'd  with- 
in  the  Ring.  Mafters,  you  are  all  welcome  :  we'll  e'neto't 
like  French  Faulconers,  flye  at  any  thing  we  fee :  we'll  have 
a  fpeech  ftraight.  Come,  give  us  a  tafte  of  youi  quality  : 
come,  a  paffionate  fpeecii. 

i.  Play.  What  fpeech,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  1  heard  theefpeak  me  a  fpeech  once,  but  it  was 

never  Acted  :  or  if  it  was,  not  above  once,  for  the  Flay  1 

remember  pleas'd  not  the  Million,  'twas  Canary  to  the 
General :  but  it  was  (as  I  received  it,  and  others,  whofe 
judgment  in  fuch  matters,  cryed  in  the  top  ol  mine  )  an 

excellent  Play  •,  well  digefted  in  the  Scenes,  fet  down  with 
as  much  modefty,  as  cunning.  I  remember  one  faid,  there 

was  no  Sallets  in  the  lines,  to  make  the  matter  favoury  •, 
nor  no  matter  in  the  phrafe,  that  might  indite  the  Author 

of  affectation,  but  call'd  it  an  honeft  method.    One  chief 
fpeech  in  it,  I  chiefly  lov'd,  'twas  <^£ncas  Tale  to  Dido,  and 
thereabout  of  it  especially  ,  where  he  fpeaks  of  Prtams 
flaughter.  If  it  live  in  your  memory,  begin  at  this  Line,let 
me  fee,  let  me  fee  :  The  rugged  Pyrrhus,  like  the  Hyrcani- 
an  Beaft.  It  is  not.fo  :  it  begins  with  Pyrrhus. 

The  rugged  Pyrrhus,  he  whole  Sable  Amies 
Black  as  his  purpofe,  did  the  night  refemble 
When  he  lay  couched  in  the  Ominous  Horfe, 

Hath  now  this  dread  and  black  Complexion  fmeai'd 
With  Heraldry  more  difmal :  head  to  foot 
Now  is  he  to  take  Geules,  horridly  Trickt 
With  blood  of  Fathers,  Mothers,  Daughters,  Sons, 

Ba'k  and  impafted,  with  the  parching  ftreets, 
That  lend  a  tyrannous,  and  damned  light 
To  their  vile  Murthers,  roafted  in  wrath  and  fire, 

And  thus  o'refized  with  coagulate  gore, 
With  eyes  like  Carbuncles,  the  hellifh  Tyrrhm 
Old  Grandfire  Priam  feeks. 

Pol.  'Fore  God, my  Lord, well  fpoken,with  good  accent, 
and  good  difcretion. 

i.  'Tlay.  Anon  he  finds  him, 
Striking  too  fliort  at  Greeks.  His  antick  Sword, 
Rebellious  to  his  Arm,  lies  where  it  falls 
Repugnant  to  command :  unequal  match, 
Pyrrhus  at  Priam  drives,  in  rage  ftrikes  wide : 
But  with  the  whiff  and  wind  of  his  fell  Sword, 

Th'unnerved  father  falls.  Then  fenfelefs  Ilium, 
Seeming  to  feel  his  blow,  with  flaming  top 

Stoops  to  his  Bace,  and  with  a  hideous  crafh 
Takes  Prifoner  Pyrrhus  ear.  For  lo,  his  Sword 
Which  was  declining  on  the  Milky  head 

Of  Reverend  Prww,  feem'd  ith'  Air  to  flick : So  as  a  Tyrant  Pyrrhus  flood, 
And  like  a  Neutral  to  his  will  and  matter,  did  nothing. 

But 
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But  as  we  often  fee  againfl.  fome  ftorm, 
A  iilence  in  the  heavens,  the  Rack  ftand  Hill, 
Tue  bold  winds  fpeechlefs,  and  the  Orbe  below 
As  fuifli  as  death  :  Anon  the  dreadful  Thunder 

Dotn  rend  the  Region.  So  after  Pyrrhm  pawfe, 
A  rowfed  Vengeance  fets  him  new  a  work, 
And  never  did  the  Cyclops  hammers  fall 

On  Mars  his  Armours,  forg'd  for  proof  Eterne,  * 
With  lefs  remorfe  than  l}yrrhm  bleeding  Sword 
Now  falls  on  Triam, 

Out,  out,  thou  Strumpet-Fortune,  all  you  gods, 
In  general  Synod  take  away  her  power : 
Break  all  the  Spokes  and  Fellies  from  her  wheel, 
And  bowl  the  round  Nave  down  the  hill  of  heaven, 
As  low  as  to  the  fiends. 

Pol.  This  is  too  long. 

H-.tm.  It  mail  to  th'  Barbers  with  your  Beard.  Prethee 
fay  on  :  He's  for  a  Jigge,  or  a  tale  of  Bawdry,  or  he  fleeps. 
Say  on  \  come  to  Hecuba. 

i.  Play.  But  who,  O  who,  had  feen  the  Mobled  Queen  ? 
Ham.  The  Mobled  Q^ieen  ? 

Pol.  That's  good  :  Mobled  Qieen  is  good. 
i .  I3  lay.  Ron  bare  foot  up  and  down, 

Threatning  the  flame 
With  Biflon  Rheum :  a  clout  about  that  head, 
Where  late  the  Diadem  flood,  and  for  a  Robe 

About:  her  lank  and  all  o're  teamed  Loyns, 
A  Blanket  in  th'alarum  of  fear  caught  up. 
Who  this  had  feen,  with  tongue  in  Venome  fleep'd, 
Gainft  fortunes  State,  would  treafon  have  pronoune'd  ? 
But  if  the  gods  themfelvcs  did  fee  her  then, 
When  (lie  law  Pyrrhm  make  malicious  fport 
In  mincing  with  his  Sword  her  Husbands  limbs. 
The  inftant  Burft  of  Clamour  that  flie  made 

(  Unlefs  things  mortal  meant  them  not  all) 
Would  have  made  milch  the  burning  eyes  of  heaven, 
And  paflion  in  the  Gods. 

Pol.  Look  where  he  has  not  turn'd  his  colour,  and  has 
tears  in's  Eyes.  Pray  you  no  more. 

Ham.  'Tis  well,  l'le  have  thee  fpeak  out  the  reft  foon. 
Good  my  Lord,  wi  1  you  fee  the  Players  well  beflow'd. 
Do  ye  hear,let  them  be  well  us'd :  for  they  are  the  abftracts, 
and  brief  Chronicles  of  the  time.   After  your  death,  you 
were  better  have  a  bad  Epitaph,  than  their  ill  report  while 

you  lived. 
Pol.  My  Lord,  I  will  ufe  them  according  to  their  de- 
fer t. 
Ham.  Gods  bodikins  man,  better,  life  every  man  after 

his  defert,  and  who  Ihould  fcape  whipping :  ufe  them  after 
your  own  Honour  and  Dignity.  The  lefs  they  deferve,the 
more  merit  is  in  your  bounty.  Take  them  in. 

Pol.  Come,  Sirs.  \_£xit  Polonius. 

Ham.  Follow  him,  Friends :  We'll  hear  a  Play  to  mor- 
row. Doft  thou  hear  me,  old  Friend,  can  you  Play  the 

murther  of  Gonz.ago  ? 

Play.  I ,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  We'll  ha't  to  morrow  night.  You  could  for  a 

need  Itudy  a  fpeechof  fome  dozen  or  fixteen  lines,  which 

1  would  let  down,  and  infert  iu't  ?  Could  ye  not  ? 
Play.  I,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Very  well.  Follow  that  Lord,  and  look  you  mock 

him  not.  My  good  friends,  1'Ie  leave  you  till  night,you  are 
welcom  to  Elfirwore. 

Rofin.  Good  my  Lord.  {Exeunt. 
<jllamt  Hamlet. 

Ham.  I  fo,  god  b'w'ye :  Now  I  am  alone. 
O  what  a  Rogue  and  Pezant  flave  ami.' 
Is  it  not  monftrcus  that  this  Player  here, 
But  in  a  Fiction,  in  a  dream  of  Paflion, 
Could  force  his  Soul  fo  to  his  whole  conceit, 

That  from  her  working,  all  hisvifage  warm'd  t, 
Tears  in  his  eyes,  difcraction  in's  afpecT, 
A  broken  voyce,  and  nis  whole  Function  fuiting 
With  forms,  to  his  conceit  ?  and  all  for  nothing  ? 

For  Hecuba? 

What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba, 
That  he  fhould  weep  for  her  ?  what  would  he  do, 
Had  he  the  motive  and  the  Cue  for  paflion 
That  I  have,  he  would  drown  the  Stage  with  tears, 
And  cleave  the  general  ear  with  horrid  lpeech :  • 
Make  mad  the  guilty,  and  apale  the  free  : 
Confound  the  ignorant,  and  amaze  indeed, 
The  very  faculty  of  Eyes  and  Ears.  Yet  1, 
A  dull  and  muddy. metled  Rafcal,  peak 
Like  John  a-deameSy  unpregnant  of  my  caufe, 
And  can  fay  nothing  :  No,  not  for  a  King, 
Upon  whole  property,  and  molt  dear  life, 
A  damn'd  defeat  was  made.  Am  I  a  Coward  ? 
Who  calls  me  Villain  ?  breaks  my  pate  a-crofs, 
Plucks  ofTmy  Beard,  and  blows  it  in  my  race  ? 

Tweaks  me  by  th'Nofe,  gives  me  the  Lye  ith'  Throat, 
As  deep  as  to  the  Lungs.  Who  does  me  this  / 
Ha  ?  Why  Ihould  1  take  it  ?  for  it  ca.inot  be, 

But  I  am  Pigeon.  Liver'd,  and  lack  Gail 
To  make  Oppreffion  bitter,  or  ere  this, 
I  Ihould  have  fatted  all  the  Region  Kites 

With  this  Slaves  Oflall,  b'oooy  :  a  Bawdy  villain, 
Remorfelefs,  Treacherous, Lecherous,  kindlefi.  villain! 
Oh  Vengeance  ! 
Who?  what  an  Afs  am  I  ?  I  fure,  this  is  moil;  brave, 
That  I,  the  Son  of  the  dear  murthered, 
Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven,  and  hell, 
Muff  (like  a  Whore)  unpack  my  heart  with  words, 
And  fall  a  curling  like  a  very  Drab, 

A  Scullion  ?  Fye  upon'c.  Foh.  About  my  Brain. 
1  have  heard,  that  guilty  Creatures  fitting  at  a  Play, 
Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  Scene, 
Been  ftruck  fo  to  the  Soul,  that  prefently 

They  have  proclaim'd  their  Malefactions. 
For  Murther,  though  it  have  no  tongue,  will  fpeak 

With  molt  miraculous  Organ,  l'le  have  thefe  Players, 
Play  fomething  like  the  murder  of  my  Father, 
Before  mine  Uuk;e.  l'le  oblerve  bis  looks, 

l'le  rent  him.to  the  quick  :  if  he  but  blench, 
I  know  my  courfe.  The  Spi:  it  that  I  have  feen, 
May  be  the  Devil,  and  the  Devil  hath  power 

T'aflume  a  pleafing  ftiape,  yea,  and  perhaps 
Out  of  my  weaknels,and  my  melancholy, 
As  he  is  very  poteut  with  fuch  Spirits, 

Abufes  me  to  damn  me.  l'le  have  grounds 
More  relative  than  ttiis :  The  Play's  the  thing, 

I  Wherein  Tie  catch  the  Confcience  of  the  King.  {Exit. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Polonius,  Ophelia,  Rofincros, 
Guildenftare,  and  Lords. 

King.  And  can  you  by  no  drift  of  circumftance 
Get  from  him  why  he  puts  on  this  Confufion, 
Grating  fo  harfhly  all  his  dayes  of  quiet 
With  turbulent  and  dangerous  Lunacy. 

Rofin.  He  does  confefs  he  feels  himfelf  diffracted, 
But  from  what  caufe  he  will  by  no  means  fpeak. 

Guil.  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  founded, 
But  with  a  crafty  Madnefs  keeps  aloof: 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  fome  Confeffion 
Of  his  true  ftate, 

Qween.  Did  he  receive  you  well  ? 

T{o[m.  Molt  like  a  Gentleman. 
Guild.  Bur  with  much  forcing  of  his  difpofition. 

Rofin.  Niggard  of  queftion,  but  of  our  demands Moft  free  in  his  reply. 

Queen.  Did  you  aflay  him  to  any  paftime  ? 

T^ofm.  Madam,  it  fo  fell  out,  that  certain  Players 
We  o're-took  on  the  way  ;  of  thefe  we  told  him, 
And  there  did  feem  in  him  a  kind  of  Joy 

To  hear  of  it  .•  They  are  about  the  Court, 
And  (as  I  think)  they  have  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him. 
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TV.  'Tis  molt  true  : 
And  he  befeech'd  me  to  intreat  your  Majefties To  hear  and  fee  the  matter. 

King.  With  all  my  heart,  and  it  doth  much  content  me 

To  hear  him  fo  inclined.  Good  Gentlemen, 
Give  him  a  further  edge,  and  drive  hispurpofeon 
To  thefe  delights. 

\ofm.  WefhaH,myLord.  \_£xcunt. 
Ktng.  Sweet  (jertrude,  leave  us  too, 

For  we  have  clofely  tent  for  Hamlet  hither, 

That  he,  as 'twere  by  accident,  may  there 
Affront  Ophelia.  Her  Father,  and  my  felf  (lawful  efpials) 
Will  fo  bellow  our  felves,  that  feeing  unfeen 
We  may  of  their  encounter  frankly  judge, 
And  gather  by  him,  as  he  is  behavtd, 

If 't  be  th'afflidtion  of  his  love,  or  no, 
That  thus  he  fuffers  for. 

Queen.  I  fhall  obey  you : 
And  for  your  part,  Ophelia,  I  do  wifh 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  caufe 

Of  Hamlet's  wildnefs  .•  fo  mall  I  hope  your  Virtues 
Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again, 
To  both  your  Honours. 

Ophe.  Madam,  Iwiihitmay. 
Pol.  Ophelia,  walkyou  here.  Gracious,  lb  pleafe  ye, 

We  will  beftow  our  felves :  Read  on  this  Book, 
That  fhew  of  fuch  an  exercife  may  colour 
Your  lonelinefs.  We  are  oft  to  blame  in  this, 

Tis  too  much  prov'd,  that  with  Devotions  vifage, 
And  pious  Adtion,  we  do  furge  o're The  Devil  himfeif. 

King.  Oh  'tis  true : 
How  fmart  a  lafh  that  fpeech  doth  give  my  Confcience  ? 
The  Harlots  Cheek  beautied  with  plaftiring  Art 
Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it, 
Than  is  my  deed  to  my  moft  painted  word. 
Oh  heavy  burthen ! 

Pol.  I  hear  him  coming,  let's  withdraw,  my  Lord. 

f_  Exeunt. 
Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  To  be,  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  Queftion: 

Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind  to  fuffer 
The  Slings  and  Arrows  of  outragious  Fortune, 
Or  to  take  Arms  againft  a  Sea  of  troubles,  \ 
And  by  oppofing  end  them :  to  dye,  to  fleep 
No  more :  and  by  a  fleep,  to  fay  we  end 
The  heart-ache,  and  the  thoufand  natural  lhocks 
That  flelh  is  heir  to.   'Tis  a  confummation 

Devoutly  to  be  wifh'd.  To  die  to  fleep, 
To  fleep,  perchance  to  dream ;  I,  there's  the  rub, 
For  in  that  fleep  of  death,  what  dreams  may  come, 
When  he  hath  muffled  off  this  mortal  coyle, 

Muft  give  us  pawfe.  There's  the  refpedt 
That  makes  Calamity  of  fo  long  life : 
For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  fcornsof  time, 
The  oppreffors  wrong,  the  poor  mans  Contumely, 

Thepangsof  difpriz'd  Love,  the  Laws  delay, 
The  infolenceof  office,  and  the  fpurns 
That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes, 
When  he  himfeif  might  his  Quietm  make 
With  a  bare  Bodkin  ?  Who  would  thefe  Fardles  bear 

To  grunt  and  fweat  under  a  weary  life, 
But  that  the  dread  of  fomething  after  death, 
The  undifcovered  Country,  from  whofe  Born 
No  Traveller  returns,  puzzles  the  will, 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  thofe  ills  we  have, 
Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of. 
Thus  Confcience  does  make  Cowards  of  us  all, 
And  thus  the  Native  hue  of  Refolution 

Is  licklied  o're,  with  the  pale  caft  of  thought, 
And  enterprizes  of  great  pith  and  moment, 
With  this  regard  their  Currents  turn  away, 

And  Iofe  the  name  of  adtion.  Soft  you  now,- 
The  fair  Ophelia  ?  Nymph,  in  thy  Horizons 
Be  all  my  fins  remembred. 

Ophe.  Good  my  Lord, 

How  does  your  honour  for  this  many  a  day  ? 
Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you  :  well,  well,  well. 
Ophe.  My  Lord,  I  have  remembrances  of  yours, 

That  I  have  longed  long  to  re-deliver. 
I  pray  you  now  receive  them. 

Ham.  No,  no,  I  never  gave  you  ought. 

Ophe.  My  honour'd  Lord,  I  know  right  well  you  did, 
And  with  them  words  of  fo  fweet  breath  compos'd, 
As  made  the  things  more  rich,  than  perfume  left : 
Take  thefe  again,  for  to  the  noble  mind 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  unkind. 
There,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha :  are  you  honeft  ? 

Ophe.  My  Lord. 
Ham.  Are  you  fair .? 
Ophe.  What  means  your  Lord/hip  ? 
Ham.  That  if  you  be  honeft  and  fair,your  honefty  mould 

admit  no  difcourfe  to  your  beauty. 

Ophe.  Could  beauty,  my  Lord,  have  better  Commerce 
than  your  honefty  ? 

Ham.  I  truly  :  for  the  power  of  beauty,  will  fooner 
transform  honefty  from  what  it  is,  to  a  bawd,  than  the 
force  of  honefty  can  tranflate  beauty  into  his  likenefs. 
This  was  fometimes  a  Paradox,  but  now  the  time  gives  it 
proof.  I  did  love  you  once. 

Ophe.  Indeed,my  Lord,  you  made  me  believe  fo. 
Ham.  You  fhould  not  nave  believed  me.  For  virtue 

cannot  fo  inocualte  our  old  ftock,  but  we  fhall  rellifh  of 
it.  I  loved  you  not. 

Oph.  I  was  the  more  deceived. 

Ham.  Get  thee  to  a  Nunnery.  Why  would'ft  thou  be  a 
breeder  of  Sinners  ?  I  am  my  felf  indifferent  honeft,  but 
yet  I  could  accufe  me  of  fuch  things,  that  it  were  better, 
mv  Mother  had  not  born  me.  I  am  very  proud,revengeful, 
Ambitious,  with  more  offences  at  my  beck,  than  1  have 
thoughts  to  put  them  in  imagination,  to  give  them  Ihape, 
or  time  to  adt  them  in.  What  mould  fuch  Fellows  as  I 

do  crawling  between  Heaven  and  Earth.  We  are  arrant 
Knaves  all ,  believe  none  of  us.  Go  thy  ways  to  a 

Nunnery.  Where's  your  Father  ? 
Ophe.  At  home,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Let  the  doors  be  Ihut  upon  him ,  that  he  may 

play  the  Fool  no  way,  but  in's  own  houfe.  Farewel. 
Ophe.  O  help  him,  you  fweet  heavens. 

Ham.  If  thou  do'ft  Marry,  Tie  give  thee  this  Plague 
for  thy  Dowry.  Be  thou  as  chafte  as  Ice,  as  pure  as  Snow, 
thou  fhaltnot  efcape  Calumny.  Get  thee  to  a  Nunnery. 
Go,  farewel.  Or  if  thou  wilt  needs  marry  ,  marry  a 
fool:  for  wife  men  know  well  enough,  what  monffcers 
you  make  of  them.  To  a  Nunnery  go,  and  quickly  too  . 
Farewel. 

Ophe.  O  heavenly  Powers,  reftorehim. 
Ham.  I  have  heard  of  your  pratling  too,  well  enough. 

God  has  given  you  one  pace,  and  you  make  your  felf  an- 
other .•  you  gidge,  you  amble,  and  you  lifp,  and  nick- name 

Gods  Creatures.and  make  your  wantonnt fs,your  ignorance. 
Go  I'le  no  more  on'r,  it  hath  made  mt  mad.  1  lav,  we 
will  have  no  more  Marriages.  Thofe  that  are  married  al- 

ready, all  but  one  fhall,  the  reft  fhall  keep  as  they  are.  To 

a  Nunnery,  go.  \_Exit  Hamlet. 

Ophe.  O  what  a  Noble  mind  is  here  o're-thrown  ? The  Courtiers,  Souldiers,  Scholars !  Eye,  tongue,  Sword, 

Th'expectancy  and  Rofe  of  the  fair  State, 
The  glafs  of  fafhion,  and  the  mould  of  foim, 
Th'obferv'd  of  all  obfervers,  quire,  quite  down, 
I  amofLadiesmoftdejedtand  wretched, 

That  fuck'd  the  Hony  of  his  Mufick  Vows : 
Now  fee  that  Noble,  and  moft  Sovcraign  Reafbn, 
Like  fweet  Bells  jangled  out  of  tune,  and  harlh, 

That  unmatch'd  fortune  and  feature  of  blown  youth, Blafted  ! 
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Blafted  with  ecftafie.  Oh  woe  is  me, 

T'have  feen  whac  i  have  feen :  fee  what  I  fee. 

Enter  King  and  Polonius. 

King.  Love  >  his  affections  do  not  that  way  tend, 
Nor  what  he  fpake,  though  it  Jack'd  form  a  little, 
Was  not  like  Madnefs.  There's  fomefching  in  his  Soul, 
O're  which  his  Melancholy  fits  oq  brood, 
And  1  do  doubt  the  hatch,  and  thedifclofe 
Will  be  Tome  danger,  which  how  to  prevent, 
I  have  in  quick  determination. 
Thus  fet  it  down.  He  (hall  with  fpeed  to  England 
For  the  demand  of  our  neglected  tribute : 
Haply  the  Seas  and  Countreys  different 
With  variable  objects,  (hall  expel 
This  fomething  fetkd  matter  in  his  heart : 
Whereon  his  brains  ftill  beating,  pats  him  thus 

From  fafhion  of  himfelf.  What  think  you  on't  ? 
Pol.  It  (hall  do  well.  But  yet  do  I  believe 

The  Origin  and  Commencement  of  this  grief 
Sprung  from  neglected  love.  How  now,  Ophelia  ? 
You  need  not  tell  us,  what  Lord  Hamlet  faid, 
We  heard  it  all.   My  Lord,  do  as  you  pleafe, 
But  if  vou  hoid  it  fat  afierthe  Play, 
Let  his  Queen  Mother  all  alone  intreat  him 
To  fhew  his  grief? ;  let  her  be  round  with  him: 

And  l'le  be  plac'd,  fo  pleafe  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  confe  rence.  If  fhe  find  him  not, 
To  England  fend  him  :  or  confine  him  where 
Your  wifdom  beft  fhall  think. 

King.  It  fhall  befo  : 

Madnefs  in  great  Ones  muft  not  unwatch'd  go. 
r.  Exeunt 

Enter  Hamlet,  and  two  or  three  of  the  Players. 

Ham.  Speak  the  Speech  I  pray  you,  as  I  pronoune'd 
it  to  you  trippingly  on  the  Tongue.  But  if  you  mouth  it, 
as  many  of  your  Players  do,  I  had  as  lieve  the  Town 
Oyer  had  fpoke  my  Lines:  Nor  do  not  faw  the  air  too 
much  with  your  hand  thus,  but  ufe  all  gent/y  ;  for  in  the 
very  torrent,  tempeft,  and  (as  I  may  fay)  the  whirl  wind 
of  paffion,  you  mud  acquire  and  beget  a  temperance  that 
may  give  it  fmoothnefs.  O  it  offends  me  to  the  Soul,  to 
fee  a  robuftous  Perriwig  parted  fellow,  tear  a  Paffion  to 
tatters,  to  very  rags,  to  fplit  the  ears  of  the  Groundlings : 
who  (for  the  moft  part)  are  capable  of  nothing,  but  in- 

explicable dumb  (hews,  and  noife :  I  could  have  fuch  a  fel 

low  whipt  for  o're  doing  Termagant .-  itont-Herods  Hered. 
Pray  you  avoid  it. 

Player.  I  warrant  your  Honour. 
Hum.  Be  not  too  tame  neither :   but  let  your  own  Dif- 

cretion  be  your  Tutor.  Sute  the  Action  to  the  word,  the 
word  to  the  action,  with  this  fpecial  obfervance :  that  you 

o're-ftop  not  the  modefty  of  nature  •,  for  any  thing  fo  over- 
done, is  from  thepurpofe  of  Playing,  whofe  end  both  at 

the  firftand  now,  was  and  is,  to  hold  as 'twere  theMirrour 
up  to  nature  ^  to  (hew  Virtue  her  own  Feature,  fcorn  her 
own  Image,  and  the  very  Age  and  Body  of  the  time,  his 
form  and  preflure.  Now,  this  over-done,  or  come  tardy 
off,  though  it  make  the  unskilful  laugh,  cannot  but  make 
the  judicious  grieve  :  the  cenfure  of  the  which  one,  muft 

in  your  allowance  o're-fway  a  whole  Theatre  of  others. 
Oh,  there  be  Players  that  I  have  feen  Play,  and  heard  o- 
therspraife,  and  that  highly  (nottoJpeak  it  prophanely) 
that  neither  having  the  accent  of  Chriftians,  nor  the  gate 
of  Chriftian,  Pagan,  or  Norman,  have  foftrutted  and  bel- 
owed,  that  I  have  thought  fome  of  natures  Journey-men 
had  made  men,  and  not  made  them  well,  they  imitated 
Humanity  fo  abominably. 

Play.  I  hope  we  have  reform'd  that  indifferently  with 
us,  Sir. 
Ham.  O  reform  it  altogether.  And  let  thofe  that  play  j 

your  Clowns,fpeak  no  more  than  is  fet  down  for  them.  For 
there  be  of  them,  that  will  of  themfelves  laugh,  to  fet  on 
fome  quantity  of  barren  Spectators  to  laugh  too,  though 
in  the  mean  time,  fome  neceffary  queftion  of  the  Play  be 
then  to  be  conlidered :  that's  Villanous,  and  fhews a  moft 
pitiful  Ambition  in  the  Fool  that  ufes  it.  Go  make  you 
re»dy.  ^  iSxeunt  Mayer.'. 

Enter  Polonius,  Rofincros,  and  Guildenftare. 

How  now ,  my  Lord  ? 
Will  the  King  hear  this  piece  of  work  ? 

Pol.  And  the  Queen  too,  and  that  prefently. 
Ham.  Bid  the  Players  make  hafte.  [Exit  Polonius. 

Will  you  two  help  to  haften  them  ? 
Both.  We  will,  my  Lord.  £  Exeunt, 

Enter  Horatio. 

Ham.  What  ho,  Horatio? 
Hora.  Here,  fweet  Lord,  at  your  fervice. 

Ham.  Horatio,  thou  art  e'ne  as  juft  a  man 
As  e're  my  Converfation  coap'd  withal. 

Hora.  O  my  dear  Lord. 

Ham.  Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter : 
for  what  advancement  may  I  hope  from  thee, 
That  no  Revenue  haft,  but  thy  good  Spirits 
To  feed  and  cloathethee.  Why  fhouldthe  poor  be  flatted  ? 
No,  let  the  Candied  tongue,  like  abfurd  pomp, 
And  crook  the  pregnant  Hindges  of  the  knee, 
Where  thrift  may  follow  feigning  ?  Doft  thou  hear, 
Since  my  dear  Soul  was  Miftris  of  my  choice, 
And  could  of  men  diftinguilh,  her  election 
Hath  feal'd  thee  for  her  felf.  For  thou  haft  been 
As  one  in  fuffering  all,  that  fuffers  nothing. 
A  man  that  fortune  buffets,  and  rewards 
Hath  tane  with  equal  thanks.    And  bleft  are  thofe, 
W  hofe  blood  and  Judgement  are  fo  well  co-mingled, 
T  at  they  are  not  a  Pipe  for  fortunes  finger, 
To  found  what  flop  fne  pleafe.  Give  rat  that  man, 
That  is  not  Paffions  Slave,  and  I  will  wear  him 
In  my  heai  ts  Core :  I  in  my  heart  of  heart, 
As  I  do  tiiee.  Something  too  much  of  this. 
There  is  a  Play  to  night  before  tiie  King, 
One  Scene  of  it  comes  near  the  Circumftance 

Which  I  have  told  thee,  of  my  Fathers  death. 
1  prethee,  when  thou  feeft  that  Act  a  foot, 
Even  with  the  Comment  of  my  Soul 
Obferve  mine  Unkle ;  if  his  occulted  guilt 
Do  not  it  felf  unkennel  in  one  fpeech, 
It  is  a  damned  Ghoft  that  we  have  feen : 

And  my  imaginations  are  as  foul 
As  r#/crfH'sStyth.  Give  him  heedful  note, 
For  I  mine  eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face, 
And  after  we  will  both  our  judgements  joyn, 
To  cenfure  of  his  feeming. 

Hora.  Well,  my  Loid. 

If  he  Ileal  ought  the  whil'ft  this  Play  is  playing, 
And  fcape  detecting,  I  will  pay  the  Theft. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Polonius,  Ophelia,  Rofincros,  Guil- 
denftare, andother  Lords  Attendant,  with  his  Cuardcar- 

rying  Torches.  Damfli  March.  Sound  a  Flourijlj. 

Ham.  They  are  coming  to  the  Play  .•  I  muft  be  idle. 
Get  you  a  place. 

King.  How  fares  my  Coufin  Hamlet  ? 

Ham.  Excellent  ifaith,of  the  Chamelion'sd ifh  :  I  eat  the 
Air  promife  cram m'd,  you  cannot  feed  Capons  fo. 

King.  I  have  nothing  with  this  anfwer,  Hamlet,  thefe words  are  not  mine. 

Ham.  No,  nor  mine.  Now  my  Lord,  you  plaid  once 
ith'  Univerfity,  you  fay  ? 

Polon.  That  I  did,  my  Lord,  and  was  accounted  a  good 
Actor.  Ham. 
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Ham.  And  what  did  you  enact  ? 

Polon.  1  did  enact  Julius  Cdfar,  I  was  kill'd  ith'  Capitol : 
Brutm  kill'd  me. 
Ham.  It  was  a  bruit  part  of  him,to  kill  fo  Captial  a  Calf 

there.  Be  the  Players  ready  ? 

Rofm.  1  my  Lord,  they  ilay  upon  your  patience. 
Queen.  Come  hither,  my  good  Hamlet,  fit  by  me. 

Ham.  No,good  Mother,  here's  mettle  more  attractive. 
Polo.  Oh  ho,  do  you  mark  that  ? 
Ham.  Lady,  fhall  I  lye  in  your  Lap  ? 
Ophe.  No,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  I  mean,  my  head  upon  your  Lap  ? 

Ophe.  I,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Do  you  think  I  meant  Country  maters  ? 

Ophe.  1  think  nothing,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  That's  a  fair  thought  to  lie  between  Maids  Legs. 
Ophe.  What  is  my  Lord  ?  Ham.  Nothing. 
Ophe.  You  are  merry,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Who  1  ?         Ophv.  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Oh  God,  your  only  Jigge- maker:  whatfhoulda 
man  do,  but  be  merry.  For  look  you  how  cheerfully  my 

Mother  looks,  and  my  Father  di'd  within's  two  hours. 

Ophe.  Nay,  'tis  twice  two  months,  My  Lord. 
Ham.  So  long  ?  Nay  then  let  the  Devil  wear  black,  for 

L'le  have  a  Suit  of  Sables.  Oh  heavens !  dye  two  months 

ago,  and  not  forgotten  yet  ?  then  there's  hope,  a  great 

mans  Memory  may  out-live  his  life  half  a  year :  But  by'r 
lady  he  muft  build  Churches  then  :  or  elfe  fhall  he  fuffer 

not  thinking  on,  with  the  Hobby-horfe,  whofe  Epitaph  is, 
for  o,  for  o,  the  Hobby-horfe  is  forgot. 

Hoboyes  Play.  The  dumb  fl:ew  enters. 

Enter  a  King  and  Queen,  very  lovingly  ;  the  Queen  embracing 
him.  She  kneels  ;  and  makes  JIjcw  of  Proteftation  unto 

him.  .  He  takes  her  Hp,  and  declines  his  head  upon  her  neck. 

Layes  him  down  upon  a  Bank^  of  Flowers.  She  feeing  him 
a-fleep,  leaves  him.  Anon  comes  in  a  Fellow,  takes  off  hts 

Crown,  kiffes  it,  and  pours  poyfon  in  the  Kings  tan,  and 
Exits.  The  Queen  returns ,  finds  the  King  dead ,  and 

makes  paffionate  Action.  The  poyfoner,  with  fome  two  or 
three  nJfyfutes  come  in  again ,  feeming  to  lament  with  her. 

The  dead  Body  is  carried  away  :  The  Poyfoner  wooes  the 

Queen  with  Gifts,  (hefeems  loth  and  unwilling  a  while,  but 
in  the  end  accepts  his  love.  C  Exeunt. 

Ophe.  What  means  this, ,my  Lord? 
HamMarty  this  is  Miching/l^/^o,that  means  mifchief. 

Op  h.  Belike  this  (hew  imports  the  Argument  of  the  Play  > 
Ham.  We  (hall  know  by  thefe  fellows: the  Players  can- 

not keep  counfel,  they'll  tell  all. 
Ophe.  Will  they  tell  us  what  this  Ihew  meant  ? 

Ham.  I,  or  any  (hew  that  you'll  Ihew  him.  Be  not  you 
afham'd  to  mew,he'll  not  lhame  to  tell  you  what  it  means. 

Ophe.  You  are  naught,  you  are  naught,  l'le  make  the Play. 
Enter  Prologue. 

For  us ,  and  for  our  Tregedy, 
Here  fiooping  to  your  Clemency  ; 
We  beg  your  hearing  patiently. 

Ham.  Is  this  a  Prologue,  or  the  Pofie  of  a  Ring  ? 

Ophe.  'Tis  brief,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  As  Wcmans  love. 

6'ntcr  King,  and  Qneem 

King.  Full  thirty  times  hath  Phabus  Cart  gon  round, 
Neptunes  fait  Walh,  and  Telku  Orbed  ground  : 
And  thirty  dozen  Moons  with  borrowed  fheen, 
About  the  world  have  time,  twelve  thirties  been, 
Since  Love  our  hearts,  and  Hymen  did  our  hands 
Unite  co-mutual,in  moft  facred  Bands 

Queen.  So  many  Journeys  may  the  Sun  and  Moon 

Make  us  again  count  p're,  ere  love  be  done. 
But  wee  is  me,  you  are  lo.fick  of  late, 
So  far  from  cheer,  and  froiti-yow  former  flrate, 
That  I  diftruft  you  J  yet  though  I  diftruft, 
Difcomfort  you  (my  Lord)  it  nothing  mull : 
For  wome/tis  Fear  and  Love,  holds  quantity, 
In  neither  ought,  or  in  extremity  : 
Now  what  my  love  is,  proof  hath  made  you  know, 
A^jd  as  my  love  is  fixt,  my  fear  is  fo. 

King.  Faith  I  mult  leave  thee,  Love,and  fhortiy  too  ; 
My  operant  Powers  myfanclions  leave  to  do, 
And  thou  (halt  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Honour'd,bclov'd,  and  haply,  one  as  kind. 
For  Husband  (halt  thou  

Queen.  Oh  counfound  the  reft  : 
Such  Love  mull  needs  be  Treafon  in  my  breft  : 
In  fecond  Husband  let  me  be  accurft, 

None  wed  the  fecond,  but  who  kill'd  the  fir  ft. 
Ham.  Wormwood,  Wormwood. 
Queen.  The  inftantes  that  fecond  Marriage  move, 

Are  bafe  refpeds  of  Thrift,  but  none  of  Love. 
A  fecond  time,  I  kill  my  Husband  dead, 
When  fecond  Husband  kiffes  me  in  Bed. 

Kmg.  I  do  believe  you.  Think  what  now  you  fpeak : 
But  what  we  do  determine,oft  we  break : 
Purpofe  is  but  the  Have  to  Memory, 
Of  violent  Birth,  but  poor  validity : 
Which  now  like  fruit  unripe  flicks  on  the  Tree, 
But  fall  unfhaken,  when  they  mellow  be. 

Moft  neceffary  'tis  that  we  forget 
To  pay  our  felves ,  what  to  our  felves  is  debt  .- 
What  to  our  felves  in  paffion  we  propofe, 
The  paffion  ending,  doth  the  purpofe  lofe. 
The  violence  of  other  Grief  or  Joy, 
Their  own  enactors  with  therafelves  deftroy : 
Where  Joy  moft  revels,  Grief  doth  moft  lament : 

Grief  joys,  Joy  grieves  on  flender  accident. 

This  world  is  not  for  aye,  nor  'tis  not  ftrange 
That  even  our  Loves  fnould  with  our  Fortunes  change. 

For  'tis  a  queftion  left  us  yet  to  prove, 
Whether  Love  lead  Fortune,  or  elfe  Fortune  Love. 

The  great  man  down,  you  mark  his  favourite  flyes, 

The  poor  advane'd  makes  friends  of  Enemies : 
And  hitherto  doth  Love  on  Fortune  tend, 
For  who  not  needs,  fhall  never  lack  a  friend  ? 
And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  try, 
Directly  feafons  him  his  Enemy. 
But  orderly  to  end  where  I  begun, 
Our  Wills  and  Fates  do  fo  contrary  run, 
That  our  Devices  ftill  are  overthrown, 
Our  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our  own. 
So  think  thou  wilt  no  fecond  husband  wed, 
But  dye  thy  thoughts,  when  thy  firft  Lord  is  dead. 

Quun.  Nor  Earth  to  give  me  food,  nor  heaven  light, 
Sport  and  repofe  lock  from  me  day  and  night : 
Eachoppofite  that  blanks  the  face  of  joy, 
Meet  what  I  would  have  well,  and  it  deitroy : 
Both  here,  and  hence,  purfue  me  lafting  ftrife, 
If  once  a  Widow,  ever  I  be  Wife. 

Ham.  If  (he  Ihould  break  it  now. 

Kmg.  'Tis  deeply  fworn  .• 
Sweet,  leave  me  here  a  while,  •  * 
My  Spirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  I  would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  fleep. 

Queen.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain,  f_ Sleeps. 
Ana  never  come  mifchance  between  us  twain.  [Exit. 

Ham.  Madam,  how  like  you  the  Play  ? 
Queen.  The  Lady  protefts  too  much  raethinks. 

Ham.  Oh  butfhe'Il  keep  her  word. 
Kmg.  Have  you  heard  the  Argument,  is  there  no  Of- 

fence in't  ? Ham.  No,  no,  they  do  but  jeft,  poyfon  in  jeft,  no  Of- 
fence ith'  world. 

King.  What  do  you  call  the  Play  ? 

Ggg  Ham 
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Ham.  The  Moufe  trap :  Marry  bow  ?  Tropically  : 
This  Play  is  the  image  of  a  murder  done  in  Vienna  : 

Gonz.a/0  is  the  Dukes  name,  his  Wife  "Baptifia :  you 
lhall  lee  anon :  'tis  a  knavifli  piece  of  work  ;  but  what 
o'  that  ?  Your  Majelty,  and  we  that  have  free  fouls,  it 

touches  us  not:  let  the  gall'd  jade  winch:  our  withers 
are  unwrung, 

Enter  Lucianus. 

This  is  one  Lucianus,  nephew  to  the  King. 
Ophe.  You  are  a  good  Chorus,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  I  could  interpret  between  you  and  your  love : 

if  I  could  fee  the  Puppets  dallying. 
Ophe.  You  are  keen,  my  Lord,  you  are  keen. 
Ham.  It  would  colt  you  a  groaning ,  to  take  off  my 

edge. 
Ophe.  Still  better  and  worfe. 
Ham.  So  you  miltake  Husbands. 

Begin  Murther.  Pox,  leave  thy  damnable  Faces,and  begin. 
Come,  the  croaking  Raven  doth  bellow  for  Revenge. 

Lucian.  Thoughts  black  ,hands  apt, 
Df  ugs  fit,  and  Time  agreeing : 
Confederate  feafon,  elie  no  Creature  feeing : 

Thou  mixture  rank,  of  Midnight-  Weeds  collected, 
With  Hecates  Bane,thrice  blafted,  thrice  infected, 
The  natural  Magick,  and  dire  property, 
On  wholfome  life,  ufurp  immediately. 

[Pours  the  poyfon  in  his  ears. 
Hm.  He  poyfons  him  ith' Garden  for's  eftate:  His 

names  Gonzago  :  the  Story  is  extant,  and  writ  in  choice 
Italian.  You  (hall  fee  anon  how  the  Murtherer  gets  the 

love  of  Gonz.ago's  Wife. 
Ophe.  The  King  rifes. 
Ham.  What,  frighted  with  falfe  fire. 
Queen.  How  fares  my  Lord  > 

Vol.  Give  o're  the  Play. 
King.  Give  me  fome  Light.  Away, 
ts4U.  Lights,  Lights,  Lights.  {.Exeunt. 

CManent  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  Why  let  the  ftrucken  Deer  go  weep, 
The  Hart  ungated  play : 
For  fome  mult  watch,  while  fome  mult  fleep? 
So  runs  the  world  away. 
Would  not  this,  Sir,  and  a  Forefl;  of  Fathers,  if  the  reft 
of  my  fortunes  turn  Turk  with  me :  with  two  Provinical 

Rofes  on  my  rac'd  Shooes,  get  me  a  Fellow/hip  in  a  cry  of 
Players,  Sir.         Hor.  Half  a  (hare. 

Ham.  A  whole  one  I. 
For  thou  doft  know :  Oh  Damon  dear, 
This  Realm  difmantled  was  of  Jove  himfelf, 
And  now  reigns  here, 
A  very  very  Pajock. 

Hora.  You  might  have  Rim'd. 
Ham.  Oh  good  Horati;  Tie  take  the  Ghofls  word  for  a 

thoufand  pounds.  Didft  perceive  ? 
Hora.  Very  well,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Upon  the  talk  of  the  poyfoning  ? 
Hora.  I  did  very  well  note  him. 

#         Enter  Rofincros  and  Guildenltare. 

Ham.  Oh,ha!  come  fome  Mufick.  Come  the  Recorders, 
For  if  the  King  like  not  the  Comedy  : 
Why  then  belike  he  likes  it  not  perdy. 
Come,  fome  Mufick. 

Guild.  Good  my  Lord,  vouchfafe  me  a  word  with  you. 
Ham.  Sir,  a  whole  Hiftory. 
Guild.  The  King,  Sir. 
Ham.  I,  Sir,  what  of  him. 

Guild.  Is  in  his  retirement,  marvellous  diftemper'd. 
Ham.  With  drink,  Sir? 

Guild.  No,  my  Lord,  rather  with  choler. 

Ham.  Your  wifdom  fhould  fhew  it  felf  more  rich 
to  fignifie  this  to  this  Doctor  •,  for  me  to  put  him  to  his 
Purgation ,  would  perhaps  plunge  him  into  far  more 
Choler. 

Guild.  Good  my  Lord  ,  put  your  difcourfe  into  fome 
frame,  and  flart  not  fo  wildly  from  my  affair. 

Ham.  I  am  tame,  Sir,  pronounce. 

guild.  The  Queen  your  Mother,  in  moil  great  affliction 
of  Spirit,  hath  fent  me  to  you. 

Ham.  You  are  welcom. 

Guild.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  this  courtefie  is  not  of  the 
right  breed.  If  it  mail  pleafe  you  to  make  me  a  wholfom 
anfwer,  I  will  do  your  Mothers  commandment :  if 

not,  your  pardon,  and  my  return  fliall  be  the  end  of  my 
bufinefs.  Ham.  Sir,  I  cannot. 

Guild.  What  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholfom  anfwer :  my  wit's  difeas'd 
But  Sir,  fuch  anfwers  as  I  can  make,  you  lhall  command  : 
or  rather  you  fay,  my  mother  :  therefore  no  more  but  to 
the  matter.  My  mother  you  fay. 

Rofin.  Then  thus  Ihe  fays:  your  behaviour  hath  ftruck 
her  into  amazement,  and  admiration. 

Ham.  Oh  wonderful  Son,  that  can  foaftonifh  a  Mother. 
But  is  there  no  fequel  at  the  heels  of  this  Mother-admi- ration ? 

Rofin.  She  defires  to  fpeak  with  you  in  her  Clofet  ere  you 

go  to  bed. Ham.  We  fliall  obey,  were  (he  ten  times  our  Mother. 
Have  you  any  further  Trade  with  us  ? 

Rofin.  My  Lord,  you  once  did  love  me. 
Ham.  So  I  do  ftill,  by  thefe  pickers  and  flealers. 
Rofin.  Good  my  Lord,  what  is  your  caufe  of  diftemper  ? 

You  do  freely  bar  the  door  of  your  own  liberty,  if  you 

deny  your  griefs  to  your  friend. 
Ham.  Sir,  I  lack  advancement. 
l{ofm.  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  voice  of  the 

King  himfelf,  for  your  fucceffion  in  Denmark? 
Ham.  I ,  but  while  the  grafs  grows ,  the  Proverb  is 

fomething  multy. 

Enter  one  with  a  Recorder. 

O  the  Recorder.  Let  me  fee  to  withdraw  with  you,  why 
do  you  go  about  to  recover  the  wind  of  me,  as  if  you  would 
drive  me  into  a  t,oil  ? 

Guild.  Omy  Lord,  if  my  Duty  be  too  bold,  my  love  is 
too  unmannerly. 

Ham.  I  do  not  well  underftand  that.  Will  you  play  up- 
on this  Pipe? 

Guild.  My  Lord,  I  cannot. 
Ham.  I  pray  you. 

Guild.  Believe  me,  I  cannot. 
Ham.  I  do  befeech  you. 
Guild.  I  know  no  touch  of  it,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  'Tis  as  eafie  as  lying :  govern  thefe  Ventiges  with 
your  finger  and  thumb,  give  it  breath  with  your  mouth, 
and  it  will  difcourfe  molt  excellent  Mufick. 

Look  you,  thefe  are  the  flops. 
Guild.  But  thefe  cannot  I  command  to  any  utterance  of 

harmony,  I  have  not  the  skill. 
Ham.  Why  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing  you 

make  of  me  you  would  play  upon  me  :  you  would  feem 
.  to  know  my  flops :  you  would  pluck  out  the  heart  of  my 
Myftery :  you  would  found  me  from  my  Ioweft  note,to  the 
top  of  my  compafs :  and  there  is  much  Mufick,  excellent 
Voice,  in  this  little  Organ,  yet  cannot  you  make  it.  Why 
do  you  think,  that  I  ameafier  to  be  plaid  on  than  a  Pipe  i 
Call  me  what  Inftrument  you  will,though  you  can  fret  me, 

you  cannot  play  upon  me.  God  blefs  you,  Sir. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Folon.  My  Lord,  the  Queen  would  fpeak  with  you,  and 
prefently. 

Ham. 
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Ham.  Do  you  fee  that  Cloud,  thats  almoll:  in  ihapc  like 
a  Camel? 

Polon.  By  th'  Mafs,  and  it's  like  a  Camel  indeed. 
Ham.  Methinks  it  is  like  a  Weazjel. 

Polon.  It  is  back'd  like  a  Weasel. 
Ham.  Or  like  a  Whale* 
Polon.  Very  like  a  Whale. 
Ham.  Then  will  I  come  to  my  Mother  by  and  by  : 

They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent. 
I  will  come  by  and  by. 

Polon.  I  will  fay  fo.  {Exit. 
Ham.  By  and  by  is  eafily  fa  id.  Leave  me,  friends : 

'Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night, 
When  Church-yards  yawn,  and  Hell  it  felf  breathes  out 
Contagion  to  this  world.  Now  could  I  drink  hot  blood, 
And  do  fuch  bitter  bufinefs  as  the  day 
Would  quake  to  look  on.  Soft  now,  to  my  Mother : 

Oh  heart,  loofe  not  thy  nature  •,  let  not  ever 
The  Soul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  bofom  : 
Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural, 
I  will  fpeak  Daggers  to  her,  but  ufe  none : 
My  tongue  and  Soul  in  this  be  Hypocrites. 
How  in  my  words  fomever  fhe  be  fhent, 
To  give  them  feals,  never  my  Soul  confent. 

Enter  King,  Rofincros,  and  Guildenftare. 

King.  I  like  him  not,  nor  ftands  it  fafe  with  us, 
To  let  his  madnefs  range.  Therefore  prepare  you, 
I  your  Commiflion  will  forthwith  difpatch, 
And  he  to  England  fhall  along  with  you, 
The  terms  of  our  eftate  may  not  endure 
Hazard  fo  dangerous  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  Lunacies. 

Guild.  We  will  our  felves  provide : 
Molt  holy  and  Religious  fear  it  is 
To  keep  thofe  many  bodies  fafe 
That  live  and  feed  upon  your  Majefty. 

Rofn.  The  fingle 
And  peculiar  life  is  bound 
With  all  the  ftrength  and  Armour  of  the  mind, 
To  keep  it  felf  from  noyance :  but  much  more ; 
That  Spirit,  upon  whofe  Spirit  depends  and  refts 
The  lives  of  many,  the  ceafe  of  Majefty 
Dies  not  alone  .-  but  like  a  Gulf  doth  draw 

What's  near  it,  with  it,  It  is  a  maflie  wheel 
Fixton  the  Somnet  of  the  higheft  Mount, 

To  whofe  huge  Spoaks,  ten  thoufand  lefler  things 

Are  mortiz'd  and  adjoin'd :  which  when  it  falls, 
Each  fmall  annexment,  petty  confequence 
Atcends  the  boyftrous  Ruine.  Never  alone 
Did  the  King  figh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

King.  Arrae  you,  I  pray  you  to  this  fpeedy  Voyage ; 
For  we  will  Fetters  put  upon  this  fear, 
Which  now  goes  too  free  footed. 

Both.  We  will  haft  us.  {.Exeunt  Gent. 

Enter  Polonius. 

'Pol.  My  Lord,  he's  going  to  his  mothers  Clofet : 
Behind  the  Arras  Tie  convey  my  felf 

To  hear  the  Procefs.  1'le  warrant  fhe'll  tax  him  home. 
And  as  you  faid,  and  wifely  was  it  faid, 

'Tis  meet  that  fome  more  audience  than  a  Mother, 
Since  Nature  makes  them  partial,  mould  o're-hear 
The  fpeech  of  vantage.  Fare  you  well  my  Liege, 

I'le  call  upon  you  e're  you  go  to  bed, 
And  tell  ,you  whac  I  know.  {Exit. 

King.  Thanks,  dear  my  Lord. 
OhmyoJence  is  rank,  it  frnells  to  heaven, 

It  hath  the  primal  eldeft  curfeupon 't. 
A  Brothers  mtirther.  Pray  can  I  not, 
Though  i  nclination  be  as  fharp  as  will : 
My  ftronj  er  guilt  defeats  my  ffcrong  intent, 

75 And  like  a  man  to  double  buiinels  bound, 
1  Hand  in  pawfe  where  1  fhall  firft  begin, 
And  both  neglect}  whatif  this  curled  hand 
Were  thicker  than  it  felf  with  Brothers  blood, 

Is  there  not  Rain  enough  in  the  l'weet  hcavtns To  warn  it  white  as  Snow  I  whereto  fei  ves  mercy,? 
But  to  confront  the  vilage  of  Offence  ? 
And  whatsin  Prayer,  but  this  two-fold  force, 
To  be  fore-ftalled  ere  we  come  to  fall, 

Or  pardon'd  being  down  >  Then  I'Je  look  up, 
My  fault  is  paft.  But  oh,  what  form  of  Prayer 
Can  ferve  my  turn  ?  Forgive  me  my  foul  Mother  : 
That  cannot  be,  fince  1  am  ftill  pofTeft 
Of  thofe  effects  for  which  I  did  the  Murther, 
My  Crown,  mine  own  Ambition,  and  my  Queen. 

May  one  be  pardoa'd,  and  retain  th'oflence  t 
In  the  corrupted  currants  of  this  world, 
Offences  gilded  hand  may  fhove  by  Juftice, 

And  oft  'tis  feen,  the  wicked  prize  it  felf 
Buys  out  the  Law  \  but  'tis  not  fo  above, 
There  is  no  fhuffiing,  there  the  Action  lies 

In  his  true  Nature,  and  we  our  felves  compell'd 
Even  to  the  teeth  and  fore  head  of  our  faults, 
To  give  in  evidence.    What  then?  what  refts? 
Try  what  Repentance  can.  What  can  it  not  ? 
Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  cannot  repent  ? 
Oh  wretched  ftate  ?  oh  bofom,  black  as  death ! 
Oh  limed  Soul,  that  ftrugling  to  be  free, 

Art  more  ingag'd  s  Help  Angels,  make  afTay  : 
Bow  ftubborn  kees,  and  heart  with  ftrings  of  Steel, 
Be  foft  as  finews  of  the  new.  born  Babe, 
All  may  be  well. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Now  might  I  do  it  pat ,  now  he  is  praying, 

And  now  I'Je  do't,  and  fo  he  goes  to  heaven, 

And  fo  am  I  revenged :  that  would  be  fcann'd, 
A  Villain  kills  my  Father,  and  for  that 
I  his  foul  Son,  do  this  fame  Villain  fend 
To  heaven.  O  this  is  hire  and  Sallery,  not  Revenge* 
He  took  my  Father  groffely,  full  of  bread, 
With  all  his  Crimes  broad  blown,  as  frefh  as  May, 
And  how  his  Audit  ftands,  who  knows,  fave  heaven : 
But  in  our  circumftance  and  courfe  of  thought, 

'Tis  heavy  with  him :  and  am  I  then  reveng'd, 
To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  Soul, 

When  he  is  fit  and  feafon'd  for  his  paffage  ?  No. 
Up  Sword,  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  bent 
When  he  is  drunk  afleep :  or  in  his  Rage, 

Or  in  th'inceftuous  pleafure  of  his  bed, 
At  gaming,  fwearing,  or  about  fome  act 

That  has  no  rellifh  of  Salvation  in 't, 
Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  heaven, 

And  that  his  Soul  may  be  as  damn'd  and  black 
As  hell,  whereto  it  goes.  My  Mother  ftays, 
This  Phyfick  but  prolongs  thy  fickly  dayes.  {Exit. 

King.  My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below, 
Words  without  thoughts  never  to  heaven  go.  [Exit. 

Enter  Queen  and  Polonius. 

To/o.  He  will  come  ftraight : 
Look  you  lay  home  to  him, 
Tell  him  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear  with, 

And  that  your  Grace  hath  fcreen'd,  and  flood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.  I'le  filence  me  e'ne  here : 
Pray  you  be  round  with  him. 

Ham.  within.  Mother,  mother,  mother. 

Queen.  I'le  warrant  you,  fear  me  not. 
Withdraw,  I  hear  him  coming. 

Ggg  2,  Enter 
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Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Now,  Mother,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Que.  Hamlet ,  thou  haft  thy  Father  much  offended. 
Ham.  Mother,  you  have  my  Father  much  offended. 
Que.  Come,  come,  you  anfwer  with  an  idle  tongue. 
Ham.  Come,  go,  you  queltion  with  an  idle  tongue. 
Que.  Why  how  now,  Hamlet? 
Ham.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 
Que.  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 
Ham.  No,  by  the  Rood,  not  Co  : 

You  are  the  Queen,  your  Husbands  Brothers  Wife, 
But  would  you  were  not  fo.  You  are  my  Mother. 

Que .  Nay,  then  I'll  fet  thofe  to  you  that  can  fpeak. 
Ham.  Come,  come,  and  lit  you  down,  you  mail  not 

budge : 
You  go  not  till  I  fet  up  a  Glafs. 
Where  you  may  fee  the  inmoft  part  of  you  ? 
Que .  What  wilt  thou  do  ?  thou  wilt  not  murther  me  ? 

Help,  help,  ho. 
Tol.  What  ho,  help,  help,  help. 
Ham.  How  now,  a  Rat  ?  dead  for  a  Ducate,  dead. 
Tel.  Oh  I  am  flain.  [Kills  Polonius. 
Que.  Oh  me,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 
Ham.  Nay  I  know  not,  is  it  the  King  ? 
Q«e.  Oh  what  a  rafh  and  bloody  deed  is  this  ? 
Ham.  A  bloody  deed,  almoifc  as  bad,  good  Mother, 

As  kill  a  King,  and  marry  with  his  Brother. 

Que.  As  kill'd  a  King  ? 
Ham.  I,  Lady,  'twas  my  word. 

Thou  vn  etched,  rafh,  intruding  Fool,  farewel, 
I  took  tnee  for  thy  Betters,  take  thy  fortune, 

Thou  find'fi:  to  be  too  bufie,  is  fome  danger. 
Leave  wringing  of  your  hands,  peace,  lit  you  down, 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart,  for  fo  I  fhall 
It  it  be  made  of  penetrable  fluff ; 

If  damned  Cuftom  have  not  braz'd  it  fo, 

That  it  is  proof  and  bulwark  againfl  Senfe.  ' 
Qu.  Whan  have  I  done,that  thou  dar'ft  wag  thy  tongue, 

In  noife  fo  rude  againfl  me  ? 
Ham.  Such  an  Acft 

That  blurs  the  grace  and  blufh  of  Modefty, 
Calls  Virtue  Hypocrite,  takes  off  the  Rofe 
From  the  fair  Fore-head  of  an  innocent  love, 
And  makes  a  blifler  there.   Makes  marriage  vows 
As  falfe  as  Dicers  Oaths.  O  fiich  a  Deed, 
As  from  the  body  of  contraction  plucks 
The  very  Soul,  and  fweet  Religion  makes 
A  rhapfody  of  words.  Heavens  face  doth  glow, 
Yea  this  folidity  and  compound  mafs, 
With  triftful  vifage  as  againfl:  the  doom, 
Is  thought-fick  at  the  act. 

Que.  Aye  me,  what  act,  that  roars  foloud,  and  thun- 
ders ;n  the  Index. 

Him.  Look  here  upon  this  Picture,  and  on  this, 
The  counterfeit  prefentment  of  two  Brothers  : 
S^e  what  a  grace  feated  on  his  Brow, 
Hyperions  Curls,  the  front  of  Jove  himfelf, 
An  Eye  like  Mars^  to  threaten  or  command 
A  Station  like  the  Herald  Mercury, 
Now  lighted  on  a  Heaven  kifling  Hill  : 
A  Combination,  and  a  form  indeed, 
Where  every  god  did  feem  to  fet  his  Seal, 
To  give  the  World  afTurance  of  a  man. 
This  was  your  Husband.  Look  you  now  what  follows. 

Here  is  your  Husband,  like  a  Mildew'd  Deer 
Blafting  his  wholfome  breath.  Have  you  Eyes  ? 
Could  you  on  this  fair  Mountain  leave  to  feed, 
And  batten  on  this  Moore  ?  Ha  ?  have  you  Eyes  ? 
You  cannot  call  it  Love  :  For  at  your  Age^ 

The  hey  day  in  the  blood  is  tame,  it's  humble, 
And  waits  upon  the  judgment :  and  what  judgment 

Would  ftep  from  this  to  this  ?  What  Devil  was't, 

That  thus  hath  cozen'd  you  at  Hoodman-blind  ? 
O  Shame !  where  is  thy  blufh  ?  Rebellious  Hell,  . 
If  thou  canft  mutine  in  a  Matrons  bones, 
To  flaming  youth,  let  Virtue  be  as  Wax. 
And  melt  in  her  own  fire.  Proclaim  no  fhame, 
When  the  compulfive  Ardure  gives  the  charge, 
Since  Froft  it  felf,  as  actively  doth  burn, 
AsReafon  panders  Will. 

Que.  O  Hamlet^  fpeak  no  more. 
Thou  turnft  mine  Eyes  into  my  very  Soul, 
And  there  I  fee  fuch  black  and  grained  fpots, 
As  will  not  leave  their  Tinct. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  to  live 
In  the  rank  fweat  of  an  enfeamed  Bed, 

Stew'd  in  Corruption  ;  honying  and  making  love Over  the  nafty  Sty. 

Que.  Oh  fpeak  to  me,  no  more, 
Thefe  words  like  Daggers  enter  in  mine  Ears. 
No  more,  fweet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  A  Murderer,  and  a  Villain: 
A  Slave,  that  is  not  twentieth  part,  the  tythe 
Of  your  precedent  Lord.  A  vice  of  Kings, 
A  Cutpurfe  of  the  Empire  and  the  Rule. 
That  from  a  fhelf,  the  precious  Diadem  dole, 
And  put  it  in  his  Pocket. 

Que.  No  more. 

Snter  Gholt. 

Ham.  A  King  of  flireds  and  patches. 

Save  me  :  and  hover  o're  me  with  your  Wings 
You  Heavenly  Guards.  What  would  you  gracious  figure  ? 

Qttf.  Alafs  he's  mad. Ham.  Do  you  not  come  your  tardy  Son  to  chide, 

That  laps'd  in  Time  and  Paflion,  let's  go  by 
Th'  important  acting  of  your  dread  command  ?  Oh  fay. 

Ghofi.  Do  not  forget:  this  Vifitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almoft  blunted  purpofe. 
But  iook  Amazement  on  thy  Mother  fits ; 
O  ftep  between  her,  and  her  fighting  Soul, 
Conceit  in  weakefl:  bodies,  ftrongeft  works. 
Speak  to  her,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  How  is  it  with  you,  Lady  ? 

Que.  Alas,  how  is't  with  you  ? 
That  thus  you  bend  your  Eye  on  vacancy, 
And  with  the  Corporal  air  do  hold  difcourfe. 
Forth  at  your  Eyes,  your  fpirits  wildly  peep, 

And  as  the  fleeping  Souldiers  in  th'  Alarm, 
Your  bedded  hair,  like  life  in  Excrements, 
Start  up,  and  ftandanend.  O  gentle  Son, 
Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  diftemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience.  Whereon  do  you  look  ? 

Ham.  On  him,  on  him,  look  you  how  pale  he  glares, 

His  form  and  caufe  conjoin'd,  preaching  to  ftones, 
Would  make  them  capable.  Do  not  look  upon  me, 
Left  with  this  pitious  action  you  convert 
My  ftern  effects :  then  what  have  I  to  do, 
Will  want  true  colour  }  tears  perchance  for  blood. 

Que.  To  whom  do  you  fpeak  this  ? 
Ham.  Do  you  fee  nothing  there  ? 

Que.  Nothing  at  all,  yet  all  that  is  I  fee. 
Ham.  Nor  did  you  nothing  hear  ? 

Que.  No,  nothing  but  our  felves. 
Ham.  Why  look  you  there  :  look  how  it  ftealsaway ; 

My  Father  in  his  habit,  as  he  lived. 

Look  where  he  goes  even  now  out  at  the  Portal.     f  Exit. 
Que.  This  is  the  very  Coinage  of  your  brain, 

This  bod  ilefs  Creation  ecftafie  is  very  cunning  in. 
Ham.  Ecftafie? 

My  Pulfe,  as  yours,  doth  temperately  keep  time, 
And  makes  as  healthful  Mufick.  It  is  not  madnefs 

That  I  have  uttered  $  bring  me  to  the  Teft 
And  I  the  matter  will  re-word:  which  madnefs 
Would  gamboll  from.  Mother,  for  love  of  Grace, 

Lay 
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Lay  not  a  flattering  Unction  to  your  Soul, 
That  not  your  trefpafs,  but  my  madnefs  fpeaks : 
It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  Ulcerous  place, 
Whilftrank  Corruption  running  all  within, 
Infefts  unfeen.  Confefsyour  fclf  to  Heaven, 
Repent  whats  paft,  avoid  what  is  to  come, 
And  do  not  fpread  the  Compoft  or  the  Weeds, 
To  make  them  rank.  Forgive  me  this  my  Virtue, 
For  in  the  fatnefs  of  thefe  purfy  times, 
Virtue  it  felf,  of  Vice  mult  pardon  beg, 
Yea  curb,  and  wooe,  for  leave  to  do  him  good. 

Que.  Oh,  Hamlet, 
Thou  haft  cleft  my  heart  in  twain. 

Ham.  O  throw  away  the  worfer  part  of  it, 
And  live  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 

Good  night,  but  go  not  to  mine  Unkle'sBed, 
Afluma  a  Virtue,  if  you  have  it  not,  refrain  to  night, 
And  that  (hall  lend  a  kind  of  eafinefs 

To  the  next  abflinence.  Once  more  good  night, 
And  when  you  are  defirous  to  be  bleft, 

I'll  blefling  beg  of  you.  For  this  fame  Lord, 
I  do  repent :  but  Heaven  hath  pleas'd  it  fo. 
To  punilh  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me, 
That  I  muft  be  their  Scourge  and  Minifter. 
1  will  bellow  him,  and  will  anfwer  well 

The  death  I  gave  him:  fo  again,  good  night. 
I  muft  be  cruel,  only  to  be  kind  •, 
Thus  bad  begins,  and  worfe  remains  behind. 

Que.  What  fliall  I  do  ? 
Ham.  Not  this  by  no  means  that  I  bid  you  do : 

Let  the  blunt  King  tempt  you  again  to  Bed , 
Pinch  Wanton  on  your  cheek,  call  you  his  Moule, 
And  let  him  for  a  pair  of  reechy  kifles, 

Or  padling  in  your  neck  with  his  damn'd  fingers, 
Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out, 
That  I  eflentially  am  not  in  madnefs. 

But  mad  in  craft.  'Twere  good  you  let  him  know, 
For  who  thats  but  a  Queen,  fair,  fober,  wife, 
Would  from  a  Paddock,  from  a  Bat,  a  Gibbe, 
Such  dear  concernings  hide  ?  Who  would  do  fo? 
No,  in  defpight  of  Senfe  and  Secrecy, 
Unpeg  the  Basket  on  the  Houfes  top : 
Let  the  Birds  fly,  and  like  the  famous  Ape, 
To  try  Conclulions,  in  the  Basket  creep, 
And  break  your  own  neck  down. 

Que.  Be  thou  aflur'd,  if  words  be  made  of  breath, And  breath  of  life  :  I  have  no  life  to  breathe 
What  thou  halt  faid  to  me. 

Ham.  1  mull  to  England,  you  know  that  ? 

Que.  Alack,  I  had  forgot:  'Tis  fo  concluded  on. 
Ham.  This  man  fhall  fet  me  packing  : 

I'll  lug  the  Guts  into  the  Neighbour  room ; 
Mother,  good  night.  Indeed  this  Counfellor 
Is  now  moft  ftill,  molt  fecret,  and  moft  grave, 
Who  was  in  life  a  Foolifh  prating  Knave. 
Come,  Sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you. 
Good  night,  Mother. 

{Exit  Hamlet  tugging  in  Polonius. 

Enter  King. 

King.  There's  matters  in  thefe  fighs. 
Thefe  profound  heaves 
You  muft  tranflate :  'tis  fit  we  underftand  them. 
Where  is  your  Son  ? 

Que.  Ah,  ray  good  Lord,  what  have  I  feen  to  night  ? 

•   Ktng.  What,  Gertrude  ?  How  does  Hamlet  ? 
Que.  Mad  as  the  Seas,  and  Wind,  when  both  contend 

Which  is  the  Mightier,  in  his  lawlefs  fit 
Behind  the  Arras,  hearing  fomething  ftir, 
He  whips  his  Rapier  out,  and  cries  a  Rat,  a  Rat, 
And  in  his  brainilh  apprehenfion  kills 
The  unfeen  good  old  man, 

King.  Oh  heavy  deed. 

It  had  been  fo  with  us  had  we  been  there  : 
His  Liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all, 
To  you  your  felf,  to  us,  to  every  one. 
Alas,  how  (hall  this  bloody  deed  be  anfwered  ? 
It  will  be  laid  to  us,  whofe  providence 

Should  have  kept  fhort,  reftrain'd,  and  out  of  haunt, 
This  mad  young  man.  But  fo  much  was  our  love, 
We  would  not  underftand  what  was  moft  fit, 
But  like  the  Owner  of  a  fou!  Difeafe, 

To  keep  it  from  divulging,  let's  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  life.  Where  is  he  gone  ? 

Qjai,  To  draw  apart  the  body  he  hath  kill'd, 
O're  whom  his  very  madnefs  like  fome  Ore 
Among  a  Mineral  of  Mettals  bafe 
Shews  it  felf  pui  e.  He  weeps  for  what  is  done. 

King.  Oh  Gertrude,  come  away: 
The  Sun  no  fooner  fhall  the  Mountains  touch, 
But  we  will  (hip  him  hence,  and  this  vile  deed, 
We  muft  with  all  our  Majefty  and  Skill 
Both  countenance,  and  excufe. 

Enter  Rofincros,  WGuildenftare. 

Ho  Guildenflare : 

Friends  both,  go  join  you  with  fome  further  aid  : 
Hamlet  in  madnefs  hath  Polonius  flain, 

And  from  his  Mothers  Clofet  hath  he  dragg'd  him. 
Go  feek  him  out,  fpeak  fair,  and  bring  the  body 
Into  the  Chappel.  I  pray  you  hafte  in  this.    {Exit.  Gent. 

Come,  Gertrude,  we'll  call  up  our  wifeft  Friends, 
To  let  them  know  both  what  we  mean  ro  dc, 

And  what's  untimely  done.  Oh  corm-  away, 
My  Soul  is  full  ot  difcord  and  difmay.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Safely  flowed. 
Gentlemen  within.     Hamlet,  Lord  Hamlet, 
Ham,  What  noife  ?  who  calls  on  Hamlet  ? 

Oh  here  they  come. 

Enter  Rofincros,  and  Guildenftare. 

Rof.  What  have  you  done,myLord,with  the  dead  body  ? 

Ham.  Compounded  it  with  duft,  whereto 'tis  kin. 
Rofm.  Tell  us  where  'tis,  that  we  may  take  it  thence, 

And  bear  it  to  the  Chappel. 
Ham.  Do  not  believe  it. 

Rofm.  Believe  what  ? 
Ham.  That  I  can  keep  your  Counfel,  and  not  mine 

own.  Befides,  to  be  demanded  of  a  Spunge,  what  repli- 
cation fliould  be  made  by  the  Son  of  a  King. 

Rofm.  Take  you  me  for  a  Spunge,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  I,  Sir,  thatfokes  up  the  Kings  Countenance,  his 

Rewards,  his  Authorities  (but  Inch  Offirersdo  the  King 
belt  fer vice  in  the  end.)  He  keeps  them  like  an  A^e  in 

corner  of  his  Jaw,  firf]  mouth'd  to  be  laft  fwallowe.tk, 
when  he  needs  what  you  have  gl<  an'd,  it  is  but  jqueezing 
you,  and  Spunge  you  fhall  be  dr\  again. 

Rcfin.  I  underftand  you  not,  iny  Lord. 
Ham.  I  am  glad  of  it :  a  Knavifh  fpeech  fleeps  in  a 

Foolifh  Ear. 
Rofm.  My  Lord,  you  muft  tell  us  where  the  body  is, 

and  go  with  us  to  the  King. 
Ham.  The  Body  is  with  the  King,  but  the  King  is  not 

with  the  Body.  The  King,  is  a  thing  . 
Guild.  A  thing,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Of  nothing?  bring  me  to  him,  hide  Fox,  arci 

all  after.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  King. 

King.  I  have  fent  to  feek  him,  and  to  find  the  Body  : 
How  dangerous  is  it  that  this  man  goes  loofe  s 

Ggg3  Yet 

\ 
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Yet  muff  not  we  put  the  ftrong  Law  on  him : 

He's  lov'd  of  the  diffracted  multitude, 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgment,  but  their  Eyes : 

And  where  'tis  lb,  th'  Offenders  fcourge  is  weigh'd 
But  nearer  the  offence:  to  bear  all  fmooth,  and  even, 
This  fiiJden  fending  him  away,  muff:  feem 
Deliberate  pawfe,  difeafes  delperate  grown, 
By  defperate  appliance  are  relieved, 
Or  not  at  all. 

Enter  Rofincros.  " 
How  now  ?  what  hath  befaln  ? 

Rofm.  Where  the  dead  body  is  beftow'd,  my  Lord, 
We  cannot  get  from  him. 

King.  But  where  is  he  ? 

Rofm.  Without,  my  Lord,  guarded  to  know  your  plea- fure. 

Kmq.  Bring  him  before  us. 
Rofm.  Ho,  Gmldenftare  ?  bring  in  my  Lord. 

Enter  Hamlet,  and  Guildenftare. 

King.  Now,  Hamlet ,  Where's  Volonius  ? 
Ham.  At  Supper. 

Kmg.  Ac  Supper  ?  Where  ? 
Ham.  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten,  a  cer- 

tain Convocation  of  Worms  are  e'ne  at  him.  Your  Worm 
is  your  only  Emperour  for  diet.  We  fat  all  Creatures  elfe 
to  fat  us,  and  we  fat  our  felves  for  Maggots.  Your  fat 
King  and  your  lean  Beggar  is  but  variable  fervice,  two 

Difhes,  but  to  one  Table,  that's  the  end. 
King.  What  doff;  thou  mean  by  this  ? 
Ham.  Nothing  but  to  ffV:w  you  how  a  King  may  go  a 

Progrefs  through  the  gut  of  a  Beggar. 

King.  Where  is  Polo'nius  ?  '  v 
Ham.  In  Heaven,  fend  thither  to  fee.  If  your  Meflen- 

ger  find  him  not  there ,  feek  him.  i'  th'  other  place  your 
felf :  but  indeed,  if  you  find  him  not  this  month  ,  you 
(hall  nofe  him  as  you  go  up  the  flairs  into  the  Lobbey. 

King.  Go  feek  him  there. 

Ham.  He  will  ffay  'till  ye  come. 
Kt.  Ham'et,  this  deed  of  thine,  for  thine  efpecial  fafety 

Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  halt  done,  mult  fend  thee  hence 
With  fiery  quicknefs :  -therefore  prepare  thy  felf, 
The  Bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  at  help, 

Th'  AiTociatcs  tend,  and  every  thing  at  bent 
For  England. 

Hum.  For  England  ? 
King.  I,  Hamlet. 
Ham.  Good. 

King.  So  is  it,  if  thou  knew'ftour  purpofes. 
Ham.  I  fee  a  Cherub  thai  lets  him:  but  come,  for 

England.  Farewel,  dear  Mother. 
King.  Thy  loving  Father,  Hamlet. 
Hamltt.  My  Mother:  Father  and  Mother  is  Man  and 

Wife  :  Man  and  Wife  is  one  ficfh,  and  fo  my  Mother. 

Come,  for  England.  [Exit. 
King.  Follow  him  at  foot, 

Tempt  him  with  fpeed  aboard  : 

Delay  it  not,  I'll  have  him  hence  to  night. 

Away,  for  every  thing  is  feal'>!aod  done 
That  die  leans  on  th*  Affair,  pr.iv  you  make  hafte. 

And  England,  if  my  love  thou  noid'lb  at  ought, 
As  mv  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  fenfe, 
Since  yet  thv  Cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 

After  the  Damfr  Sword,  and  tl-v  free  awe 

Paje*  homage  to  us ;  thou  may'ft  not  coldly  fet  . 
Our  Sovaeign  Procefs,  which  imports  at  full 
By  Letters  conjuring  to  tha*.  eff  cl: 
The  prefent  Dea:  h  of  Hamltt    Do  it  in  England, 
For  like  the  Hcctick  in  my  bloud  he  t  ages, 
And  thou  muff  cure  me :  'rill  I  know  'tis  done, 

How-eYe  my  haps,  my  joyes  were  ne're  begun.  \_Exit. 

Enter  Fortinbras  with  an  Army. 

For.  Go,  Captain,  from  me  to  the  Danifr  King, 
Tell  him  that  by  his  Licence ,  Fortinbras 

Claims  the  conveyance  of  a  promis'd  March Over  his  Kingdom.  You  know  the  Rendevouz : 
If  that  his  Majefty  would  ought  with  us, 
We  (hall  exprefs  our  duty  in  his  Eye, 
And  let  him  know  fo. 

Cap.  I  will  do't,  my  Lord. 
For.  Gofafelyon.  [_Ex'u. 

Enter  Queen  and  Horatio. 

Q>u  I  will  not  fpeak  with  her. 
Hor.  She  is  importunate ,  indeed  diftraft,  her  mood 

will  needs  be  pitied. 

Qa  What  would  fhe  have? 
Hor.  She  fpeaks  much  of  her  Father   fayes  fhe  hears 

There's  tricks  i'  th'  World,and  hems,and  beats  her  heart, 
Spurns  envioufly  at  Straws,  fpeaks  things  in  doubt, 
That  carry  but  half  fenfe  :  Her  fpeech  is  nothing, 
Yet  the  unffiaped  r.fe  of  it  doth  move 

The  hearers  to  Collection  -T  they  aim  at  it, 
And  both  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thoughts, 
Which  at  her  winks,  and  nods,  and  geftures  yield  them, 
Indeed  would  make  one  think  there  would  be  thoughts 
Though  nothing  fure,  yet  much  unhappily. 

'Twere  good  fhe  were  fpoken  with, 
For  Ihe  may  ftrow  dangerous  conjectures 
In  ill  breeding  minds.  Let  her  come  in 

To  my  fick  Soul  (as  fin's  true  nature  is ) 
Each  toy  feems  Prologue  to  fome  great  amtfs, 
So  full  of  Artlefs  jealoufie  is  guilt, 
It  fpills  it  felf  in  fearing  to  be  fpilt. 

Enter  Ophelia  diftracled. 

Oph.  Where  is  the  beauteous  Majefty  of  Denmark^? 
Qh.  How  now,  Ophelia. 

Oph.  How  frould  I  your  true  love  know  front  another  one  ? 
*By  his  cockle  hat  and  ft<*ff,  and  his  fandal  froon. 

Qh.  Alas,  fweet  Lady  :  what  imports  this  Song? 
Oph.  Say  you  ?  Nay,  pray  you  mark. 

He  is  dead  and  gone,  Lady,  he  is  dead  and  gone, 
At  his  head  a  grafs-green  Tnrf,  at  his  heels  a  ft  one. 

Enter  King. 

Qu.  Nay,  but  Ophelia. 
Oph.  Pray  you  mark. 

White  his  Shrowd  as  the  ̂ fountain- Snow. 

S£h.  Alas,  look  here,  my  Lord. 
Oph.  Larded  with  fweet  flowers  : 

Which  bewept  to  the  grave  did  not  go, 
With  True  love  flowers. 

Km^.  How  do  ye,  pretty  Lady  ? 

Oph.  Well,  God  dil'd  you.  They  fay  the  Owlewasa 
Baker's  Daughter  Lord,  we  know  what  we  are,  but  know 
not  what  we  may  be.  God  be  at  your  Table. 

Kmg.  Conceit  upon  her  Father. 

Oph.  Pray  you  let  us  have  no  words  of  this :  but  when 
they  ask  vou  what  it  means,  fay  you  this : 

To  morrow  is  S.  Valentine';  day,  all  in  the  morn  betimt, 
And  I  a  Maid  at  your  window,  to  be  your  falt'tine. 

Then  up  he  rofe,and  don  d hi <  cloth >, and dnpt  the  chamber  door  :  j 
Let  in  a  <JWaid,  that  out  a  Maid  never  departed  more. 

King.  Pretty  Ophelia. 

Oph  Indeed  la  ?  without  an  Oath,  I'll  make  an  end  on't. ! ByGts,  and  by  S.  Charity :  .  I 

Alack^  an  fie  for  frame.  ...        .  | 
Young  men  will  do't,  if  thty  come  to  f, 
By  Cock  they  are  to  blame. 
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Quota  fie,  bsfore  yon  tumbled  me, 

Ton  pr amis 'd me  to  Wed: 
So  would  1  ha  done,  by  yonder  Sun, 
And  thou  hadft  not  come  to  my  Bed. 
King.  How  iong  hath  (he  been  thus  ? 
Oph.  1  hope  all  will  be  well.  We  muft  be  patient, 

but  i  cannot  clufe  but  weep  ,  to  think  they  fhould 

lay  him  i'th'cold  ground  :  My  Brother  fliall  know  of  it, 
and  fo  I  thank  you  for  your  good  counfel.  Come,  my 
Coach  :  Goodnight,  Ladies :  Goodnight,  fweet  Ladies : 
Goodnight,  goodnight.  {Exit. 

King.  Foiiow  her  clofe, 
,  Give  her  good  watch  1  pray  you : 
Oh  this  is  the  poifon  of  deep  grief,  it  fprings 

All  from  her  Father's  death.    Oh  Gertrude,  Gertrude, 
When  Sorrows  come,  they  come  not  fingle  fpies, 
But  in  Battels.    Firft,  her  Father  flain, 
Next  your  Son  gone,  and  he  molt  violent  author 

Of  his  own  juft  remove.-  the  people  muddied, 
Thick  and  unwholfome  in  their  thoughts  and  whifpers, 
For  good  Polonius  death  ;  and  we  have  done  but  greenly, 
in  hugger  mugger  to  interr  him.    Poor  Ophelia 
Divided  from  her  felf,  and  her  fair  judgment, 
Without  the  which  we  are  Pictures,  or  mere  Beafts, 
Laft,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  the fe, 
Her  Brother  is  in  fecret  com.  from  France, 
Keeps  on  his  wonder,  keeps  himfelf  in  clouds, 
And  wants  not  Buzzers  to  infect  his  ear 

With  peftilent  fpeeches  of  his  Fathers  death, 

Where  in  ne<-eflity  of  matter  beggar'd 
Will  nothing  flick  our  peifons  to  arraign 
In  ear  and  ear.    O  my  dear  Gertrude,  this, 
Like  to  a  murdering  Piece  in  many  places, 
Gives  me  fuperfiuous  death.  \_A  Noife  within. 

Enter  <n  Meflenger. 

Queen.  Alack,  what  noife  is  this? 
Kwg.  Where  are  my  Smtzxrs  ? 

Let  them  guard  the  door.    What  is  the  matter  ? 
Mejf.  Save  your  felf,  my  Lord. 

The  Ocean  (over  peering  of  his  Lift ) 
Eats  not  the  Flats  with  more  impetuous  hafte 
Than  young  Laertes,  in  a  riotous  head, 

O 're- bears  your  Officers,  the  rabble  call  him  Lord, 
And  as  the  World  were  now  but  to  begin, 
Antiquity  forgot,  Cuftome  not  known, 
The  Ratifiers  and  props  of  every  word, 
They  cry,  choofe  we  ?  Laertes  fliall  be  King. 
Caps,  hands,  and  tongues,  applaud  it  to  the  Clouds, 
Laertes  (hall  be  King,  Laertes  King. 

Queen.  How  chearfully  on  the  falfe  Trail  they  cry, 
Oh  this  is  the  Counter,  you  falfe  Danifi  Doggs. 

[_Noife  within. Enter  Laertes. 

King.  The  doors  are  broke. 
Laer.  Where  is  the  King,  Sirs  ?  Stand  you  all  without. 

All.  No,  let's  come  in. 
Laer.  I  pray  you  give  me  leave. 

/  All  We  will,  we  will. 
Laer.  I  thank  you  :  Keep  the  door. 

O  thou  vile  King,  give  me  my  Father. 
Queen.  Calmly,  good  Laertes, 
Laer.  That  drop  of  blood  that  calms, 

Proclaims  me  Baftard  : 

Crys  Cuckold  to  my  Father,  brands  the  Harlot 
Even  here  between  thechafte  unfmitched  brow 
Of  my  true  Mother. 

King.  What  is  thecaule,  Laertes^ 

That  thy  Rebellion  looks  fo  Gvan  -Iike  ? 
Let  him  go,  Gertrude :  Do  not  fear  our  Perfon : 

There's  fuch  Divinity  doth  hedge  a  King, 
That  treafon  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would, 

Acts  little  of  his  will.    Te!>  me,  Laertes, 
Why  art  thou  thus  inanftr  Let  him  go,  Gertrude, 
Speak  man. 

Laer.  Where's  my  Father  I 
King.  Dead. 
Qhten.  But  not  by  him. 
Kmg.  LeE  him  demand  his  fill. 
Laer.  How  came  he  dead  ?  1'il  not  be  joggl'd  with 

To  Hell  Allegiance :  Vowstothebiackeft  Devil: 
Confcience  and  Grace,  to  the  profonndeft  Pit. 
I  dare  Damnation  :  to  this  point  I  ftand, 
That  both  the  Worlds  I  give  to  negligence, 

Let  come  what  comes  :  only  Til  be  reveng'd 
Mofl  throughly  for  my  Father. 

Kwg.  Who  fliall  ftay  you  ? 

Laer.  My  Will,  not  all  the  World. 
And  for  my  means,  Til  husband  them  fo  well, 
They  fhall  go  far  with  little. 

King.  Good  Laertes  : 
If  you  defire  to  know  the  certainty 

Of  your  dear  Father's  death,  if  writ  in  your  revenge, 
That  Soop-ftake  you  will  draw  both  friend  and  foe, 
Winner  and  Lofer. 

.  Laer.  None  but  his  Enemies. 

King.  Will  you  know  them  then  ? 

Laer.  To  his  good  Friends  thus  wide  I'll  ope  my  Arms, 
And  like  the  kind  life  rendring  Pelican, 
Repaft  them  with  my  blood. 

King.  Why  now  ?  what  noife  is  that  ? 
Like  a  good  Child,  and  a  true  Gentleman, 

i That  i  am  guiltlefs  of  your  Father's  death, 
And  am  molt  fenfible  in  grief  for  it, 
It  fliall  as  level  to  your  Judgment  pierce, 

As  day  do's  to  your  eye. 
f_/4  Noife  within.    Let  her  come  in. 

Enter  Ophelia. 

Laer.  How  now  ?  what  noife  is  that  ? 

O  heat  dry  up  my  brains,  tears  even  times  fait, 
Burn  out  the  fenle  and  virtue  of  mine  Eye. 
By  Heaven  thy  madnefs  fhall  be  paid  by  weight, 

'Tili  our  Scale  turns  the  Beam.    O  Role  of  May, 
Dear  Maid,  kind  Sifter,  fweet  Ophelia : 

O  Heavens,  is't  poflible,  a  young  Maid's  wits, 
Should  be  as  mortal  as  an  old  Man's  life  ? 

Nature  is  fine  in  love,  and  where  'tis  fine, 
It  fends  fome  precious  inftance  of  it  felf 
After  the  thing  it  loves. 

Oph.  They  bore  him  bare-facd  on  the  'Beer. Hey  non  noney,  noney,  hey  nonty  : 
And  on  his  grave  rains  many  a  tear, 
Fare  you  well,  my  Dove. 

Laer.  Had'ft  thou  thy  wits,  and  did'ft  peifwade  Re- 
venge, it  could  not  move  thus. 

Oph.  You  mull:  fing  down  a-down ,  and  you  call  him 
a  down-a.  O  how  the  wheels  become  ?  It  is  the  falfe 

Steward  that  ftole  his  Mailer's  daughter. 
Laer.  This  nothing's  more  than  matter. 
Oph.  There's  Rofemary,  that's  for  remembrance. 

Pray  Love  remember :  and  there's  Pancies ,   that's  for Thoughts. 

Laer.  A  document  in  madnefs,  thoughts  and  remem- 
brance fitted. 

Oph.  There's  Fennel  for  you,  and  Columbines :  there's 
Rue  for  you,  and  here's  fome  for  me.  We  mavcall  it 
Herb-Grace  a  Sundays:  O  you  muft  wear  your  Rue 

with  a  difference.  There's  a  Dafie,  I  would  give  you  fome 
Violets,  but  they  withered  ail  when  my  Father  dyed: 
They  fay,  he  made  a  good  end  ; 

For  bonny  fweet  Robin  is  allmy  joy. 

Laer.  Thought,  and  Affliction,  Paflion,  Hell  it  felf: 
She  turns  to  favour ;  arid  to  prettinefs , 

Opb.  I 



8o The  Tragedy  of Hamlet. 

Oph.  And  will  be  not  come  again 
And  will  be  not  come  again  ? 

Aro,  no,  he  is  dead,  go  to  thy  Death-bed, 
He  never  will  come  again. 

'Beard  as  white  as  Snow. 
All  flaxen  was  hts  Pole  : 

He  is  aonc,  he  is  gone,  and  we  cafl  away  mone, 
Cramer cy  on  his  Soul. 

And  of  all  Chriftian  Souls,  I  pray  God. 

God  b'w'ye.  [Exit  Ophelia. 
Laer.  Do  you  fee  this,  you  gods  ? 
King.  Laertes,  I  mull  commune  with  your  grief, 

Or  you  deny  me  right:  Go  but  a-part, 
M  ike  choice  of  whom  your  wifeft  friends  you  will, 

And  they  (hail  hear  and  judge  'twixt  you  and  me ; 
If  by  direct  or  by  Collateral  hand 

They  find  us  touch'd,  we  will  our  Kingdom  give, 
Our  Crown,  our  Life,  and  all  that  we  call  Ours, 
To  you  in  fatisfaclion.  But  if  not, 
Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us, 

*\nd  we  fhail  joyntly  labour  with  your  foul, 
To  give  it  due  content. 

Laer.  Let  this  be  fo  .• 
His  means  of  death,  his  obfeure  burial : 

NoTrophee,  Sword,  nor  Hatchment  o'er  his  bones, 
No  Noble  Rite,  nor  Formal  orientation, 

Cry  lo  be  heard,  as  'twere  from  Heaven  to  Earth, 
That  I  mufi:  call  in  queftion. 

King.  So  you  fhall : 

And  where  th'ofFence  is ,  let  the  great  Axe  fall. 
1  pray  you  go  with  me.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Horatio,  with  an  Attendant. 

Hora.  What  are  they  that  would  fpeak  with  me  ? 
Ser .  Sailors,  Sir,  they  fay  they  have  letters  for  you. 
Hora.  Let  them  come  in, 

I  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  world 
1  fhould  be  greeted,  if  not  from  Lord  Hamlet. 

Enter  Sailor, 

Sail.  God  blefsyou.  Sir. 
Hora.  Let  him  blefs  thec  too. 

Sail.  He  (hall,  Sir,  an't  pleafe  him.  There's  a  Letter 
for  you,  Sir :  It  comes  from  th'AmbalTadour  that  was 
bound  for  England,  if  your  name  be  Horatio ;  as  I  am  let 
to  know  it  is. 

Treads  the  Letter. 

T  "f  Oratio  ,  when  thou  fpalt  have  overlooked  this,  give 
jLJL  thefe  fellows  fame  means  to  the  King :  They  have 
Letters  for  him.  £Vf  we  were  two  days  old  at  Sea,  a  Ti- 
rate  of  very  Warlike  appointment  ,  gave  m  Chace.  Find- 

ing our  fehes  too  flow  of  Sail,  we  put  on  a  compelled  Va- 
lour. In  the  Grapple,  I  boarded  thim:  On  the  inflant  they 

ijot  clear  of  our  Ship,  So  I  alone  became  their  Prisoner. 
They  have  dealt  with  me ,  like  Thieves  of  Mercy  ,  but 
they  knew  what  they  did.  I  am  to  do  a  good  turn  for 
them.  Let  the  King  have  the  Letters  I  have  fent,  andre- 
pair  thou  to  me  with  as  much  hafle  as  thou  wotildft  flie 
Death.  I  have  words  to  fpealz^in  your  ear ,  will  make  thee 
dumb,  yet  are  they  much  too  light  for  the  bore  of  the 
Matter.  Thefe  good  fellows  will  bring  thee  where  I  am. 
Rofincrofs  and  Guildenftare  hold  their  courfe  for  England. 
Of  them  J  have  as  much  to  tell  thee,  Farewell. 

He  that  thou  knowefl  thine, 

Hamlet. 

Come,  I  will  give  you  way  for  thefe  your  Letters, 

And  do't  the  fpeedier,  that  you  may  direct  me 
To  him,  from  whom  you  brought  them.  {Exit. 

Enter  King  and  Laertes. 

King.  Now  muft  your  Confcience  my  Acquitance  feal 
And  you  muft  put  me  in  your  heart,  for  friend, 
Sith  you  have  heard,  and  with  a  knowing  ear, 
That  he  which  hath  your  Noble  Father  flain, 
Purfued  my  life. 

Laer.  It  well  appears.  But  tell  me, 

Why  you  proceeded  not  againft  thefe  feats, 
So  Crimeful  and  fo  Capital  in  Nature, 
As  by  your  Safety,  Wifdom,  all  things  elfe, 
You  mainly  were  ftirr'd  up  ? 

King.  O  for  two  fpecial  Reafons, 

Which  may  to  you  ( perhaps)  feem  much  unfinewed, 
And  yet  to  me  they  are  flrong.  The  Queen,  his  Mother, 
Lives  almoft  by  his  looks :  and  for  my  felf, 
My  Virtue  or  my  Plague,  be  it  either  which, 
She's  fo  conjunctive  to  my  Life  and  Soul ; 
That  as  the  Star  moves  not  but  in  his  Sphere, 
I  could  not  but  by  her.  The  other  Motive, 
Why  to  a  publick  count  I  might  not  go, 
Is  the  great  love  the  general  gender  bear  him, 
Who  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affection, 
Would  like  the  Spring  that  turneth  Wood  to  Stone, 
Convert  his  Gives  to  Graces.  So  that  my  Arrows 
Too  flightly  Timbred  for  foloud  a  wind, 
Would  have  reverted  to  my  Bow  again, 
And  not  where  I  had  aim'd  them. 

Laer.  And  fo  have  I  a  Noble  Father  loft, 
A  Sifter  driven  into  defperate  terms, 
Who  was  (\i  praifes  may  go  back  again ) 
Stood  Challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  Age 
For  her  perfections.    But  my  revenge  will  come. 

King.  Break  not  your  fleepsfor  that, 
You  muft  not  think 

That  we  are  made  of  ftuff  fo  flat  and  dull, 
That  we  can  let  our  Beard  be  fliook  with  danger, 
And  think  it  paftime.  You  fhortly  fhall  hear  more, 

I  lov'd  your  Father,  and  we  love  your  felf 
And  that  I  hope  will  teach  you  to  imagine  

Enter  Meflenger. 

How  now?  What  News? 

vJMef.  Letters,  my  Lord,  from  Hamlet.   This  to  your 
Majefty :  This  to  the  Queen. 

King.  From  Hamlet?  Who  brought  them  ? 
Mef.  Sailors,  my  Lord,  they  fay,  Ifawthemnot: 

They  were  given  me  by  Claudw,  he  receiv'd  them. 
Kmg.  Laertes,  you  fhall  read  them : 

Leave  us.  [Exit  MelTenger. 

High  and  Mighty,  you  fliall  know  I  am  fet  nakfd  on  your 
Kingdom.  To  Morrow  fhall  I  beg  leave  to  fee  your  King- 

ly Eyes.  When  I  fhall  (firft  asking  you  Pardon  thereunto) 
recount  tW  Occafions  of  my  fudden,  and  more  flrange  re- 
turn. 

,  Hamlet. 

What  fhould  this  mean  ?  Are  all  the  reft  come  back  ? 
Or  is  it  fome  abufe  ?  Or  no  fuch  thing  ? 

Laer.  Know  you  the  hand  ? 

King.  'Tis  Hamlet's  Character,  naked,  and  in  a  Poft- 
fcript  here  he  fays  alone :  Can  you  advife  me  ? 

Laer.  I'm  loft  in  it,  my  Lord,  but  let  him  come, 
It  warms  the  very  ficknefs  in  my  heart, 
That  I  fhall  live  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth : 
Thusdiddeft  thou. 

King.  If  it  be  fo,  Laertes,  as  how  fhould  it  be  fo  ? 

How  otherwife  ?  will  you  be  rul'd  by  me. 
Laer.  If  fo,  you'll  not  o'er-rule  me  to  a  peace. 

King.  To  thine  own  peace :  If  he  be  now  return'd, 
As  checking  at  his  Voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it ;  I  will  work  him 

To 
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To  an  exploit  now  ripe  in  my  Device, 
Under  the  which  he  fhall  not  choofe  but  fall : 
And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  fhall  breathe, 
Bat  even  his  Mother  (hall  uncharge  the  practice, 
And  call  it  accident :  Some  two  Months  hence 

Here  was  a  Gentleman  of  Normandy, 

I've  feen  my  felf  and  ferv'd  againft  the  French. 
And  they  ran  well  on  horfe-back  •,  but  this  Gallant 

Had  witchcraft  in'r,  he  grew  into  his  Seat, 
And  to  fuch  wondrous  doing  brought  his  Horfe, 

As  had  be  been  encorps't  and  demy-Natur'd 
With  the  brave  Bead,  fo  far  he  paft  my  thought, 
That  I  in  forgery  of  Shapes  and  Tricks, 
Gome  fhort  of  what  he  did. 

Laer.  A  Norman  was't  ? 
Kwg,  A  Norman. 
Laer.  Upon  my  life,  Lamound. 
King.  The  Very  fame. 
Laer.  I  know  him  well,  he  is  the  brooch  indeed, 

And  Gemm  of  all  our  Nation. 

King.  He  made  confeflion  of  you, 
And  gave  you  fuch  a  mafterly  report, 
For  art  and  exercife  in  your  defence ; 
An  for  your  Rapier  moft  efpecially, 

That  he  cry'd  out,  'twould  be  a  fight  indeed, 
If  one  could  match  you,  Sir.    This  Report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  fo  envenom  with  his  Envy, 
That  he  could  nothing  do  but  wifh  and  beg, 
Your  fudden  coming  over  to  play  with  him  > 
Now  out  of  this  

Laer.  Why  out  of  this,  my  Lord  ? 
King.  Laertes,  was  your  Father  dear  to  you  ? 

Or  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a  Sorrow, 
A  face  without  a  heart  ? 

Laer.  Why  ask  you  this  ? 
King.  Not  that  I  think  you  did  not  love  your  Father, 

But  that  I  know  Love  is  begun  by  Time : 
And  that  I  fee  in  paffages  of  proof, 
Time  qualifies  the  fpark  and  fire  of  k : 
Hamlet,  come  back,  what  would  you  undertake, 

To  fhew  your  felf  your  Father's  Son  in  deed, More  than  in  words  ? 

Laer.  To  cut  his  Throat  i'th'  Church. 
King*  No  place  indeed  mould  murther  fanctuarize ; 

Revenge  fhould  have  no  bounds :  but,  good  Laertes, 
Will  you  do  this,  keep  clofe  within  your  Chamber  ? 

Hamlet  return'd,  fhall  know  you  are  come  home : 
We'll  put  on  thofe  fhall  praife  your  excellence, 
And  fet  a  double  varnifh  on  the  fame 

The  Frenchman  gave  you  ,  bring  you  in  fine  together, 
And  wager  on  your  heads,  he  being  remifs, 
Moft  generous,  and  free  from  all  contriving, 
Will  not  perufe  the  Foils  ?  So  that  with  eafe, 
Or  with  a  little  muffling,  you  may  choofe 
A  Sword  un- baited,  and  in  a  pafs  of  practice, 
Requite  him  for  your  Father. 

Laer.  1  will  do't, 
And  for  that  purpofe  I'll  anoint  my  Sword : 
I  bought  an  Unction  of  a  Mountebank, 
So  mortal,  I  but  dipt  a  Knife  in  it, 
Where  it  draws  blood,  no  Cataplafm  fo  rare, 
Collected  from  all  Simples  that  have  Virtue 

Under  the  Moon,  can  fave  the  thing  from  death, 

That  is  but  fcratcht  withal :  I'll  touch  ray  point, 
With  this  contagion,  that  if  I  gall  him  flightly, 
It  may  be  death. 

King.  Let's  further  think  of  this. 
Weigh  what  convenience  both  of  time  and  means 
May  fit  us  to  our  fhape  if  this  fhould  fail ; 
And  that  our  drift  lookt  through  our  bad  performance, 

Twere  better  notafTay'd  ;  therefore  this  Project 
Should  have  a  back,  or  fecond,  that  might  hold, 
If  this  fhould  blaft  in  proof:  Soft,  let  me  fee, 

We'll  makeafolemn  wager  on  your  comings, 

\  ha't :  When  in  your  motion  you  are  hot  and  dry, 
As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  the  end, 

And  that  he  calls  for  drink-,  I'll  have  prepared  him 
A  Chalice  for  the  nonce ;  whereon  buc  lipping, 

if  he  by  chance  efcape  your  venom'd  ftuck, 
Our  purpofe  may  hold  there  j  how  now,  fweet  Queen. 

tnter  Queen. 

Queen.  One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel, 
Sofaffc  they'll  follow :  Your  Sifter's  drown'd,  Laertes. 

Laer.  Drown'd  !  O  where  ? 
Qjieen.  There  is  a  Willow  grows  aflant  a  Brook, 

Thac  fhews  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glaffie  flream  : 
There  with  fantaftick  Garlands  did  fhe  come, 
Of  Crow-flowers,  Nettles,  Daifies,  and  long  Purples, 
That  liberal  Shepherds  gave  a  grofler  name  \ 

But  our  cold  Maids  do  dead  men's  Fingers  call  them : 
There  on  the  pendant  boughs,  her  Coronet  weeds 

Clambring  to  hang  •,   an  envious  fliver  broke, 
When  down  the  weedy  Trophies,  and  her  felf, 
Fell  in  the  weeping  Brook,  her  cloaths  fpread  wide, 
And  Maremaid-like,  a  while  they  bear  her  up, 
Which  time  fhe  chaunted  fnatches  of  old  Tunes, 
As  one  incapable  of  her  own  diftrefs, 
Or  like  a  Creature  Native,  and  deduced 
Unto  that  element :  But  long  it  could  not  be, 

'Till  that  her  Garments  heavy  with  their  dnnk, 
Pull'd  the  poor  wretch  from  her  melodious  by 
To  muddy  death. 

Laer.  Alas  then,  is  fhe  drown'd  ? 

Queen.  Drown'd,  drown'd. Laer,  Too  much  of  water  haft  thou,  poor  Ophelia, 
And  therefore  I  forbid  my  tears :  But  yet 
It  is  our  trick,  Nature  her  cuflom  holds, 

Let  fhame  fay  what  it  will  -,  when  thefe  are  gone, 
The  woman  will  be  out:  Adieu,  my  Lord, 
I  have  a  fpeech  of  fire  that  fain  would  blaze, 
But  that  this  folly  drowns  it. 

King.  Let's  follow,  Cjertrttde  : 
How  much  I  had  to  do  to  calm  his  Rage  ? 
Now  fear  I  this  will  give  it  ftart  again, 

Therefore  let's  follow.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Clowns. 

Clown.  Is  fhe  to  be  buried  in  Chriftian  burial,  that  wil- 
fully feeks  her  own  falvation  ? 

Other.  I  tell  thee,  fhe  is,  and  therefore  make  her  Grave 
ftraight ,  the  Crowner  hath  fate  on  her,  and  finds  it 
Chriftian  burial. 

Clown.  How  can  that  be,  unlefs  fhe  drowned  her  felf 
in  her  own  defence  ? 

Other.  Why 'tis  found  fo. 
Clown.  It  muft  be  Se  ofendendo,  it  cannot  be  elfe:  For 

here  lies  the  point:  If  I  drown  my  felf  wittingly,  it  argues 
an  Act :  And  an  Act  hath  three  branches.  It  is  an  Act  to 

do ,  and  to  perform  \  argall  fhe  drown'd  her  felf  wit- tingly. 

Other.  Nay,  but  hear  you  Goodman  Delver. 
Clown.  Give  me  leave-,  here  lies  the  water,  good: 

here  Hands  the  man ,  good :  If  the  man  go  to  this  Water, 
and  drown  himfelf:  it  is  will  he ,  nillhe,  hegoes^  mark 

you  that :  But  if  the  water  come  to  him,  and  drown  him ; 
he  drowns  not  himfelf.    Argall,  he  that  is  not  guilty  of 
his  own  death,  fhortensnot  his  own  life. 

Other.  But  is  this  Law? 

Clown.  I  marry  is't,  Crowner's  Queft  Law. 
Other.  Will  you  ha'  the  truth  on't :  if  this  had  not 

been  a  Gentlewoman,  fhe  fhould  have  been  buried  out  of 
Chriftian  Burial. 

Clown.  Why  there  thou  fay'ft.  And  the  more  pity  that 
great  Folk  fhould  have  countenance  in  this  World  to 

drown  or  hang  themfelves,  more  than  their  even  Chri- ftian. 
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ftian.  Come,  my  Spade  •,  there  is  no  ancient  Gentlemen 
but  Gardiners,  Ditchers  and  Grave-makers ;  they  hold  up 
Adws  profellion. 

Other.  Was  he  a  Gentleman  ? 
Clo.  He  was  the  firft  that  ever  bore  Armes, 
Other.  Why,  he  had  none. 
Clo.  What,  art  a  Heathen  ?  how  doft  thou  underftand 

the  Scripture?  the  Scripture  fayes  Adam  digg'd  ;  could 
be  dig  without  Armes  ?  Tie  put  another  queftion  to  thee ; 
if  thou  anfwereft  me  not  to  the  purpofe,  confefs  thy 
felf  

Other.  Go  to. 

Clo.  What  is  he  that  builds  ftronger  than  either  the 

Malbn,  the  Ship-wright,  or  the  Carpenter  ? 
Other.  The  Gallows-maker,  for  that  Frame  out-lives  a 

thoufand  Tenants. 

Clo.  I  like  thy  wit  well  in  good  faith,  the  Gallows  does 
well ;  but  how  does  it  well  ?  it  does  well  to  thofe  that  do 

ill :  now  thou  do'ft  ill  to  fay  the  Gallows  is  built  ftronger 
than  the  Church  :  Argal,  the  Gallows  may  do  well  to  thee. 

To't  again,  Come. 
Other.  Who  builds  ftronger  than  a  Mafon,  a  Ship- 

wright, or  a  Carpenter/ 
Clo.  I,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 
Other.  Marry,  now  1  can  tell. 

Cb.  To't. 
Other.  Mafs,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio  afar  off. 

Clo.  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it ;  for  your  dull 

Afs  will  not  mend  his  pace  with  beating-,  and  when  you 
are  askt  this  quellion  next,  fay  a  Grave-maker :  the  houfes 
that  he  makes,  laft  till  Dooms-day:  go,get  thee  to  Taughan, 
fetch  me  a  ftoup  of  Liquor. 

Sings. 

In  youth  when  I  did  love,  did  love, 
me  thought  it  was  very  fweety 

To  contrail  O  the  for  amy  behove, 
O  me  thought  there  was  nothing  meet. 

Ham.  Has  this  fellow  no  feeling  of  his  bufinefs,  that  he 
fings  at  Grave-making. 

Hor.  Cuftom  hath  made  it  in  him  a  property  of  eafi- 
nefs. 

Ham.  'Tis  e'en  fo ;  the  hand  of  little  imployment  hath 
the  daintier  fenfe. 

Clown  fingf. 
But  Age  with  his  ftealing  fieps 

hath  caught  me  in  his  dutch  : 
And  hath  jhipped  me  inttllthe  Land-, 

as  if  1  never  had  bin  fuch. 

Ham.  That  Scull  had  a  tongue  in  it,  and  could  fing  once : 

how  the  Knave  jowlesit  toth'ground,  as  if  it  were  Cain's 
Jaw-bone,  that  did  the  firft  murther :  It  might  be  the  pate 
of  a  Politician  which  this  Afso're-offices  .•  one  that  could 
circumvent  God,  might  it  not  I 

Hor.  It  might,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Or  of  a  Courtier,  which  could  fay, Good  Morrow, 

fweet  Lord  :  how  doft  thou,  good  Lord  ?  this  might  be 

my  Lord  fuch  a  one,that  prais'd  my  Lord  fuch  a  ones  horfe, 
when  he  meant  to  beg  it  -,  might  it  not  ? 

Hor.  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Why  e'en  fo  :  and  now  my  Lady  Worm's,  Chap 
lefs,  and  knockt  about  the  Mazzard  with  a  Sexton's  Spade, 
here's  fine  Revolution,  if  we  had  the  trick  to  fee't.  Did 
thefe  bones  coft  no  more  the  breeding,  but  to  play  at  Log 

gers  with  'em  t  mine  ake  to  think  on't. 

Clown  fings. 

A  Pick^axe  and  a  Spade,  a  Spade , 
for  and  a  flirowdtng  facet : 

0  a  Pit  of  Clay  for  to  be  made, 

for  Juch  a  Gueji  is  meet. 

Ham.  There's  another :  why  might  not  that  be  the  Scul 
ofaLawyer?  where  be  his  Quiddits  now?  his  Quillets  ? 
his  Cafes?  his  Tenures ,  and  his  Tricks  ?  why  does  he 
fufFer  this  rude  knave  now  to  knock  him  about  the  Sconce 
with  a  dirty  Shovel,  and  will  not  tell  him  of  his  Adion  of 
Battery  ?  hum.  This  fellow  might  be  in's  time  a  great  buyer 
of  Land,  with  his  Statutes,  his  Recognizances,  his  Fines, 
his  double  Vouchers,  his  Recoveries Is  this  the  fine  of  his 
Fines,  and  the  recovery  of  his  Recoveries,  to  have  his  fine 
Pate  full  of  fine  Dirt  >  will  his  Vouchers  vouch  him  no 
more  of  his  Purchaces,and  double  ones  too,than  the  length 
and  breadth  of  a  pair  of  Indentures  ?  the  very  Conveyances 
of  his  Lands  will  hardiy  lye  in  this  Box ,  and  mull:  the  In 
heritor  himfelf  have  no  more?  ha? 

Hor.  Not  a  jot  more,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Is  not  Parchment  made  of  Sheep  skins  ? 
Hor.  1  my  Lord,  and  of  Calve-skins  too. 
Ham.  They  are  Sheep  and  Calves  that  feek  out  aflu 

ranee  in  that.  I  will  fpeak  to  this  fellow :  whofe  Grave's 
this,  Sir  ? 

fro.  Mine,  Sir 
O  a  pit  of  Clay  for  to  be  made, 

for  fuch  a  Guefl  is  meet. 
Ham.  I  think  it  be  thine  indeed  :  for  thou  liefl  in't. 

Clo.  You  Jye  out  on't,  Sir,  and  therefore  it  is  not  yours 
for  my  part  I  do  not  lie  in't,  and  yet  it  is  mine. 

Ham.  Thou  doft  lye  in't,  to  be  in't,  and  fay  'tis  thine, 
'tis  for  the  dead,  not  for  the  quick,  therefore  thou  Iyeft. 

Clo.  Tis  a  quick  lye,  Sir,  'twill  away  again  from  me 
to  you. 

Ham.  What  man  doft  thou  dig  it  for  ? 
Clo.  For  no  man,  Sir. 
Ham.  What  woman  then? 
Clo.  For  none  neither. 

Ham.  Who  is  to  be  buried  in't  ? 
Clo.  One  that  was  a  Woman,  Sir  j  but  reft  her  Soul, (he's  dead. 

Ham.  How  abfolute  the  Knave  is  ?  we  mult  fpeak  by 
the  Card,  or  equivocation  will  follow  us:  by  the  Lord, 
Horatio,  thefe  three  years  I  have  taken  note  of  it,  the  Age 
is  grown  fo  picked,  and  the  toe  of  the  Pefant  comes  fo  near 
the  heel  of  our  Courtier ,  he  galls  his  Kibe.  How  long 
haft  thou  been  a  Grave-maker  ?  • 

Clo.  Of  all  the  dayes  i'th'year,  I  came  to't  that  day  that 
our  laft  King  Hamlet  o'recame  Fortinbras. 

Ham.  How  long  is  that  ilnce  ? 
Clo.  Cannot  you  tell  that  ?  every  fool  can  tell  that :  It 

was  the  very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was  born,  he  that  was 
mad  and  fent  into  England. 

Ham.  I  marry,  why  was  he  lent  into  England  ? 
Clo.  Why,  becaufe  he  was  mad  •,  he  fhall  recover  his 

wits  there ;  or  if  he  do  not,  it's  no  great  matter  there. Ham.  Why  ? 

Clown.  Twill  not  be  feen  in  him,  there  the  men  are  as 
mad  as  he. 

Ham.  How  came  he  mad  ? 
Clo.  Very  ftrangely  they  fay. 
Ham.  How  ftrangely  ? 

Clo.  Faith  e'en  with  lofing  his  wits. 
Ham.  Upon  what  ground  ? 
Clo.  Why  here  in  Denmark.:  I  have  been  Sexton  here, 

Man  and  Boy  thirty  years. 

Ham.  How  long  will  a  man  lie  i'th'earth  'ere  he  rot  ? 
Clo.  Ifaith,  if  he  be  rotten  before  he  dye  (as  we  have 

many  pocky  Coarfes  now  adays,  that  will  fcarce  hold  the 
aying  in)  he  will  laft  you  fome  eight  year,  or  nine  year. 
A  Tanner  will  laft  you  nine  years. 

Ham.  Why  he,  more  than  another  ? 

Clo.  Why  Sir,  his  hide  istann'd  with  his  Trade,  that 
he  will  keep  out  water  a  great  while.  And  your  water 

is  a  fore  Decayer  of  your  whorefon  dead  body,  here's  a 
Scull 
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Scull  now :  this  Scull  has  lain  in  the  Earth  three  and 

twenty  years. 
Ham.  Whofe  was  it  ? 

Clo.  A  whorefon  mad  Fellow's  it  was ; 
Whofe  do  you  think  it  was  ? 

Ham.  Nay,  1  know  not. 

Clo.  A  peftilence  on  him  for  a  mad  Rogue,  a  pour'd  a 
Flagon  of  Rhenifh  on  my  head  once.  This  fame  Scull,  Sir, 
this  fame  Scull,  Sir,was  Tericf£s  Scull,  the  Kings  Jefter. 

Ham.  This? 

Clo.  E'en  that. 
Ham.  Let  me  fee.  Alas  poor  Yorick^l  knew  him,Horatio, 

a  fellow  of  infinite  Jeft  \  of  mod  excellent  fancy,  he  hath 
born  me  on  his  back  a  thoufand  times :  And  how  abhor- 

red my  imagination  is,  my  gorge  rifes  at  it.  Here  hung 
thofe  lips,  that  I  have  kill:  1  know  not  how  oft.  Where 
be  your  Jibes  now  ?  Your  Gambals  ?  Your  Songs  ?  Your 
flalhes  of  Merriment  that  were  wont  to  let  the  Table  on  a 

Roar  ?  No  one  now  to  mock  your  own  Jeering  ?  Quite 
chop  falFn  ?  Now  get  you  to  my  Ladies  Chamber,  and  tell 
her,  let  her  paint  an  inch  thick,  to  this  favour  fhe  muft 
come.  Make  her  laugh  at  that :  prethee,  Horatio,  tell  me 
one  thing. 

Hor.  What's  that,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Do'ft  thou  think  Alexander  lookt  o'this  falhion 

i'th'earth  ? 
Hor.  E'en  fo. 
Ham.  And  fmelt  fo  ?  Puh. 

Hor.  E'en  fo,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  To  what  Safe  ufes  we  may  return,  Horatio.  Why 

may  not  imagination  trace  the  Noble  dull  of  Alexander, 

'rill  he  find  it  flopping  a  bung-hole  ? 
Hor.  'Twere  to  confider :  too  curioufly  to  confider  fo. 
Ham.  No  faith,  not  a  jot.  But  to  follow  him  thither 

with  modefty  enough,  and  likelyhood  to  lead  it    as  thus, 
Alexander  died  :  Alexander  was  buried  :  Alexander  re- 
turneth  into  dull;  the  duft.  is  earth;  of  earth  we  make 
Lome,  and  why  of  that  Lome  (whereto  he  was  converted) 
might  they  not  flop  a  Beer-barrel  ? 

Imperial  C^r,dead  and  turn'd  to  clay, 
Might  flop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away. 
Oh,  that  that  earth,  which  kept  the  world  in  awe, 

Should  patch  a  Wall,  t'expell  the  Winter's  flaw. 
But  foft,  but  foft,  afide  .•  here  comes  the  King. 

Fnter  King,  Queen,  Laerts,  and  a  Coffin, 
with  Lords  attendant. 

The  Queen,  the  Courtiers.  What  is't  that  they  follow, 
And  with  fuch  maimed  rights  ?  This  doth  betoken, 
The  Coarfe  they  follow,  did  with  defperate  hand, 

Foredo  it's  own  life  •,  'twas  fome  Eftate. 
Couch  we  a  while,  and  mark. 

Laer.  What  Ceremony  elfe? 
Ham.  That  is  Laertes,  a  very  Noble  youth Mark. 
Laer.  What  Ceremony  elfe  ? 

'  Priefi.  Her  Obfequies  have  been  as  far  enlarg'd, As  we  have  warrantie,  her  death  was  doubtful, 

And  but  that  great  command  o'refways  the  order, 
Shefhould  in  ground  unfanctified  havelodg'd, 
'Till  the  laft  Trumpet.  For  charitable  prayer, 
Shards,  Flints,  and  Pebbles,  fhould  be  thrown  on  her : 
Yet  here  fhe  is  allowed  her  Virgin  Rites, 
Her  Maiden  ftrewments,  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  Bell  and  Burial. 

Laer.  Muft  there  no  more  be  done  ? 

Pneft.  No  more  be  done : 
We  fhould  prophane  the  fervice  of  the  dead, 
To  fing  fage  rR^eqmem,  and  fuch  reft  to  her 
As  to  peace  departed  Souls. 

Laer.  Lay  her  i'th'earth, 
And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  fiefh, 
IVhy  Violets  fpring.  I  tell  thee  (churlifh  Prieft) 
A  Miniftring  Angel  fhall  my  Sifter  be, 

When  thou  lieft  howling. 
Ham.  What,  the  fair  Ophelia  ? 
Queen.  Sweets,  to  thee  fweet  farewell, 

I  hop'd  thou  would'ft  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wife  ? I  thought  thy  Bride-bed  to  havedeckt  (fweet Maid) 
And  not  t'have  itrew'd  thy  Grave. 

Laer.  Oh  terrible  wooer, 
Fall  ten  times  treble  on  that  curfed  head, 
Whofe  wicked  deed,  thy  moft  ingenious  fenfe 
Depriv'd  theeof.  Hold  offthe  earth  a  while, 
'Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  arms.- 

[.Leaps  into  the  Grave. 
Now  pile  your  duft  upon  the  quick  and  dead, 
Till  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made 
To  o're-top  old  Pelion,  or  the  skyifh  head Of  blue  Olympus. 

Ham.  What  is  he,  whofe  griefs 
Bear  fuch  an  Ernphafis  ?  whofe  phrafe  of forrow 
Conjures  the  wandring  Stars,  and  makes  them  ftand 
Like  wonder- wounded  hearers  ?  This  is  I, 
Hamlet  the  Dane. 

Laer.  The  Devil  take  thy  Soul. 

Ham.  Thou  pray'ft  not  well, 
I  prithee  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat  .• 
Sir,  though  1  am  not  fpleenative  and  rafh, 
Yet  have  I  fomething  in  me  dangerous, 
Which  let  thy  wifenefs  fear.  Away  thy  hand. 

King.  Pluck  them  afunder. 
Queen.  Hamlet-,  Hamlet. 
Gen.  Good  my  Lord  be  quiet. 
Ham.  Why  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  Theme, 

Until  my  eye-lids  will  no  longer  wag. 
Queen.  Oh  my  Son,  what  Theme  ? 
Ham.  llov'dOpbelta'i  forty  thoufand  brothers 

Could  not  (with  all  their  quantity  of  love) 
Make  up  my  fumm.  What  wilt  thou  do  for  her .? 

King.  Oh  he  is  mad,  Laertes. 
Queen.  For  love  of  God  forbear  him. 

Ham.  Come  fhew  me  what  thou'lt  do. 
Woo'c  weep  ?  woo't  fight  ?  woo'ttear  thy  felf  ? 
Woo't  drink  up  £fde%  eat  a  Crocodile  ? 
Fie  do't  Do'ft  thou  come  hither  to  whine  ̂  
To  out-face  me  with  leaping  in  to  her  Grave  ? 
Be  buried  quick  with  her,  and  fo  will  1, 
And  if  thou  prate  of  Mountains  j  let  them  throw 

Millions  of  Acres  on  us,  'till  our  ground 
Sindging  his  pate  againft  the  burning  Zone, 

Make  Off  a,  like  a  wart.  Nay,  and  thou'lt  mouth} 
He  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

King.  This  is  mere  madnefs 
And  thus  a  while  the  fit  will  work  on  him  : 

Anon  as  patient  as  the  female  Dove, 

When  that  her  golden  Cuplet  are  difclos'd His  filence  will  fit  drooping. 

Ham.  Hear  you  Sir  : 
What  is  the  reafon  that  you  ufe  me  thus  ? 

I  lov'd  you  ever ;  but  it  is  no  matter: 
Let  Hercules  himfelf  do  what  he  may, 
The  Cat  will  mew,  and  Dog  will  have  his  day.  [Exit. 

King.  I  pray  you  good  Hor*tio,wah  upon  him, 
Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  laft  nights  fpeech, 

We'll  put  the  matter  to  the  prefentpufh. 
Good  Gertrude  fet  fome  watch  over  your  Son, 
This  Grave  fhall  have  a  living  Monument  : 

An  hour  of  quiet  fhortly  fhall  we  fee  •, 
'Till  then  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  f_  Exeunt. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  So  much  for  this,  Sir ;  now  let  me  fee  the  other, 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumftance. 

Hor.  Remember  it, my  Lord. 
Ham.  Sir,  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fighting, 

That  would  not  let  me  fleep  ;  me  thought  1  lay 

Worfe 
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Worfe  than  the  murines  in  the  Bilboes,  ralhly, 
(And  praile  berafhnels  for  it)  let  us  know 
Our  indifcretion  fometim.es  ferves  us  well, 
When  our  dear  Plots  do  pall,  and  that  mould  teach  lis, 

There's  a  Divinity  that ffiapes  our  ends, 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  will. 
Hor.  That  is  molt  certain. 

Ham.  Up  from  my  Cabin. 
My  Sea-Gown  fcarft  about  me  in  the  dark, 

Grop'd  I  to  find  out  them  j  had  my  defire, 
Finger'd  their  Packet,  and  in  fine  withdrew 
To  mine  own  Room  again,  making  fo  bold, 
(My  tears  forgetting  manners)  to  unfeal 
Their  grand  Commiffion,  where  I  found,  Horatio^ 

Oh  royal  knavery .-  An  exact  command, 
Larded  with  many  feveral  forts  of  reafon  : 

Importing  Denmark's  health,  and  England's  too, 
With  hoo,  fuch  Buggs  and  Goblins  in  my  life, 
That  on  the  fupervize  no  leifure  bated, 
No  not  to  ftay  the  grinding  of  the  Axe, 
My  head  Ihould  be  ftruck  off. 

Hor.  Is'tpoffible? 
Ham.  Here's  the  Commiffion,  read  it  at  more  leifure  : 

But  wilt  thou  hear  how  1  did  proceed  ? 
Hor.  I  befeech  you. 
Ham.  Being  thus  benetted  round  with  Villains, 

E're  I  could  make  a  Prologue  to  my  Brains 
They  had  begun  the  Play.  1  fate  me  down, 

Devis'd  a  new  Commiffion,  wrote  it  fair, 
I  once  did  hold  it  as  our  Statifts  do, 

A  bafenefs  to  write  fair ;  and  labour'd  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning  .-  But,  Sir,  now, 
It  did  me  yeoman's  fervice :  wilt  thou  know The  effects  of  what  I  wrote  ? 

Hor.  I,  good  my  Lord. 
Ham.  An  earneft  Conjuration  from  the  King, 

As  EngUnd  was  his  faithful  Tributary, 
As  love  between  them,  as  the  Palm  mould  flourifh, 
As  Peace  fhould  frill  her  wheaten  Garland  wear, 

And  Hand  a  Comma  'tween  their  amities, 
And  many  fuch  like  Affisof  great  charge, 
That  on  the  view  and  know  of  thefe  contents, 
Without  debatement  further,  more  or  lefs, 
He  fhould  the  bearers  put  to  fudden  death, 
No  thriving  time  allowed. 

Hor.  How  was"  this  feal'd.? 
H  im.  Why  even  in  that  was  heaven  ordinate  j 

I  had  my  Father's  Signet  in  my  Purfe, 
Which  was  the  model  of  that  Danijh  Seal  .- 
Folded  the  Writ  up  in  form  of  the  other, 

Subfcrib'd  it,  gav'th'lmpreffion,  plac'd  it  fafely, 
The  Changling  never  known.-  Now,  the  next  day 
Was  our  Sea-fight,  and  what  to  this  was  fement, 
Thou  know'ft  already. 

Hor.  So,  Guildenftare and  T{nfmcrofi,  go  to't. 
Him.XWhy  mar,-heydid  make  love  to  this  imployment, 

They  are  not  near  my  confeience ;  their  debate 

Doth  by  their  own  infinuation  grow.- 
'Tis  dangerous  when  bafer  nature  comes 
Between  the  pafs,  and  fell  incenfed  points 
Of  mighty  oppofites. 

Hor.  Why,  what  a  King  is  this  ? 

Ham.  Does  it  not,  think'ft  thee,  (land  me  now  upon, 
He  that  hath  kill'd  my  King,  and  whor'd  my  Mother, 
Popt  in  between  th'election  and  my  hopes, 
Thrown  out  his  Angle  for  my  proper  life , 

And  with  fuch  cozenage:,  is'tnot  perfect  conference, 
To  quit  him  with  his  arm?  And  is't  not  to  be  damn'd To  let  this  Canker  of  our  Nature  come 
In  further  evil. 

Hor.  It  muft  be  fhortly  known  to  him  from  England, 
What  is  the  iffue  of  the  bufinefs  there. 

Ham.  It  will  be  fhort. 

The  Interim's  mine,  and  a  man's  life's  no  more 

Than  to  fay  one :  But  I  am  very  forry,  good  Horatio 
That  to  Laertes  I  forgot  my  felf ; 
For  by  the  Image  of  my  caufe  I  fee 
The  Pourtraiture  of  his    I'll  count  his  favours : 
But  fure  the  bravery  of  his  grief  did  put  me 
Into  a  Towring  paffion. 

Hot.  Peace,  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Ofrick. 

Ofr.  Your  Lord  [hip  is  right  welcome  back  to  Denmark 
Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you,Sir  ;doft  know  this  water-fly? 
Hor.  No,  my  good  Lord. 
Ham.  Thy  ftate  is  the  more  gracious  ,  for  'tis  a  Vice  to 

know  him:  he  hath  much  Land,  and  fertile;  let  a  Be  aft 
be  Lord  of  Beafts ,  and  his  Crib  mail  ftand  at  the  King's 
Meffe ;  'tis  a  Chough  ̂   but  as  1  fay,  fpacious  in  the  poflef fion  of  dirt. 

Ofr.  Sweet  Lord ,  if  your  friend/hip  were  at  leifure  I 
fhould  impart  a  thing  to  you  from  his  Majefty. 

Ham.  I  will  receive  it  with  all  diligence  of  fpiritj  put 
your  Bonnet  to  his  right  ufe,  'tis  for  the  head. 

Ojr.  I  thank  your  Lordfhip,  'tis  very  hot. 
Him.  No,  believe  me,  'tis  very  cold,  the  wind  is Northerly. 

Ofr.  It  is  indifferent  cold,  my  Lord,  indeed. 
Ham.  Methinks  it  is  very  foultry ,  and  hot  for  my 

Complexion. 

Ofr.  Exceedingly,  my  Lord,  it  is  very  foultry,  as  'twere 
I  cannot  tell  how.-  but,  my  Lord,  his  Majefty  bid  me  fig. 
nifie  to  you,  that  he  has  laid  a  great  wager  on  your  head  .- 
Sir,  this  is  the  matter. 

Ham.  I  befeech  you  rememher. 
Ofr.  Nay  in  good  faith,  for  mine  eafe  in  good  faith: 

Sir,  you  are  not  ignorant  of  what  excellence  Laertes  is  at his  weapon. 

Ham.  What's  his  weapon  ? 
Ofr.  Rapier  and  Dagger. 

Ham.  That's  two  of  his  weapons ;  but  well. 

Ofr.  The  King,  Sir,  has  wag'd  with  him  fix  Barbary 
Horfes,  againft  the  which  he  impon'd,  as  I  take  it,  fix 
French  Rapiers  and  Poinards,  with  their  affigns,  as  Gir- 

dle Hangers,  or  fo :  Three  of  the  carriages  in  faith  are  ve- 
ry dear  tofancie,  very  refponfiveto  the  hilts,  moft  deli- 

cate carriages,  and  of  very  liberal  conceit. 
Ham.  What  call  you  the  carriages? 
Ofr.  The  carriages,  Sir,  are  the  Hangers. 
Ham.  The  Phrafe  would  be  more  germane  to  the 

matter :  If  we  could  carry  Cannon  by  our  fides ;  1  would 

in  might  be  Hangers  'till  then ;  but  on ,  fix  "Barbary 
Horfes,  againft  fix  French  Swords.-  their  Affigns  and 
three  liberal  conceited  carriages,  that's  the  French,  but 
againft  the  Danijh ,  why,  is  this  impon'd  as  you  call  it  / 

Ofr.  The  King,  Sir,  hath  laid  that  in  a  dozen  paffes 
between  you  and  him,  he  fhall  not  exceed  you  three  hits ; 
He  hath  one  twelve  for  mine,  and  that  would  come  to 
immediate  tryal ,  if  your  Lordfhip  would  vouchfafe  the 
Anfwer. 

Ham.  How  if  I  anfwer  no  ? 

Ofr.  I  mean,  my  Lord,  the  oppofition  of  your  perfon in  tryal. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  will  walk  here  in  the  Hall ;  if  it  pleafe 

his  Majefty,  'tis  the  breathing  time  of  day  with  me ;  let 
the  Foyles  be  brought,  the  Gentleman  willing,  and  the 
King  hold  his  purpofe ;  I  will  win  for  him  if  I  can :  if 

not,  I'll  gain  nothing  but  my  fhame,  and  the  odd  hitts. 
Ofr.  Shall  I  redeliver  you  e'en  fo.? 
Ham.  To  this  effect,  Sir,  after  what  flourifh  your  nature 

will. 
Ofr.  I  commend  my  duty  to  your  Lordfhip.  [Exit. 
Ham.  Yours,  yours  \  he  does  well  to  commend  it 

himfelf,  there  are  no  tongues  elfe  for's  tongue. Hor.  This  Lapwing  runs  away  with  the  fhell  on  his head. 

Ham. 
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Ham.  He  did  comply  with  his  Dug  before  he  fuck't 
it :  thus  had  he  and  nine  more  of  the  fame  Beavy  that  I 
know  the  droflie  Age  doats  on  ;  only  got  the  tune  of  the 
time,  and  outward  habit  of  encounter,  a  kind  of  yefty 

Coiledion,  wnich  car;  °s  them  through  and  through  the 
moft  fond  auJ  winnowed  opinions  ;  and  do  but  blow  them 
to  their  Tryals,  the  Bubbles  are  out. 

Hot.  You  will  lofe  this  Wager,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  I  do  not  think  fo,  lince  he  went  into  France , 

I  have  been  in  continual  practice  ;  I  lhall  win  at  the  odds  \ 
but  thou  wouldeft  not  think  how  all  here  about  my  heart : 
but  it  is  no  matter. 

Hor.  Nay,  good  my  Lord. 
Ham.  It  is  but  foolery ;  but  it  is  fuch  a  kind  of  gain- 

giving  as  would  perhaps  trouble  a  Woman. 
Hor.  If  your  mind  diflike  any  thing,  obey.  I  will 

foreftal  their'repair  hither,  and  fay  you  are  not  fit. 
Ham.  Not  a  whit,  we  defle  Augury  ;  there's  a  fpecial 

Providence  in  the  fall  of  a  Sparrow.  If  it  be  now  'tis  not 
to  come :  if  it  be  not  come,  it  will  be  now .  if  it  be 
not  now  ;  yet  it  will  come  $  the  readinefs  is  all ,  fince 

no  man  has  ought  of  what  he  leaves.  What  is't  to  leave betimes  ? 

Enter  King,  Queen ,  Laertes  and  Lords ,  with  other  At- 
tendants  with  Foyles,  and  Gantlet     a  Table 

and  Flaggons  of  Wtne  on  it. 

Kin.  Come,  Hamlet,  come,  and  take  this  hand  from  me. 

Ham.  Give  me  your  pardon,  Sir,  I've  done  you  wrong, 
But  pardon't  as  you  are  a  Gentleman. 
This  prefence  knows, 

And  you  muft  needs  have  heard  how  I  am  punifli'd With  fore  diffraction  ?  What  have  I  done 

That  might  your  natures  honour,  and  exception 
Roughly  awake,  I  here  proclaim  was  madnefs : 

Was't  Hamlet  wrong'd  Laertes  ?  Never  Hamlet : 
If  Hamlet  from  himfelf  be  tane  away  : 

And  when  he's  not  himfelf,  do's  wrong  Laertes, 
Then  Hamlet  does  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it : 

Who  does  it  then  ?  His  madnefs?  If't  be  fo, 
Hamlet  is  of  the  Faction  that  is  wrong'd, 
His  Madnefs  is  poor  Hamlet's  Enemy. 
Sir,  in  this  Audience, 

Let  my  difclaiming  from  apurpos'd  evil, 
Free  me  fo  far  in  your  moft  generous  thoughts, 

That  I  have  (hot  mine  Arrow  o're  the  Houfe, 
And  hurt  my  Mother. 

Laer.  I  am  fatisfied  in  Nature, 
Whofe  Motive  in  this  cafe  mould  ftir  me  moil 

To  my  Revenge.  But  in  my  terms  of  honour 
I  ftand  aloof,  and  will  no  reconcilement, 

'Till  by  fome  elder  Matters  of  known  honour, 
I  have  a  voice,  and  prefident  of  peace 

To  keep  my  name  ungorg'd.  But  'till  that  time, 
1  do  receive  your  ofFer'd  love  like  love, 
And  will  not  wrong  it. 
Ham.  I  do  embrace  it  freely, 

And  will  this  Brother's  Wager  frankly  play. 
Gives  us  the  Foyles :  Come  on. 

Laer.  Come  on  for  me. 

Ham.  I'll  be  your  Foyle,  Laertes,  in  mine  ignorance, 
Your  skill  (hall  like  a  Star  i'  th'  brighteft  night, 
Stick  fiery  off  indeed. 

Laer.  You  mock  me,Sir. 

Ham.  No,  by  this  hand. 
King.  Give  the  Foyles  young  Ofrick, 

Coufm  Hamlet,  you  know  the  Wager. 
Ham.  Very  well,  my  Lord, 

Your  Grace  hath  laid  the  odds  o'  th'  weaker  fidel 
King.  I  do  not  fear  it, 

I  have  feen  you  both  : 

But  lince  he  is  better'd,  we  have  therefore  odds. 
Laer.  This  is  too  heavy, 

Let  me  fee  another. 
Ham.  <es  me  well, 

Theft-  Foyles  have  all  a  length.  [Prepare  to  Play. 
Ofr.  I,  my  good  Lord. 
King.  Set  me  the  Stopes  of  Wine  upon  that  Table: 

If  Hamlet  give  the  ant,  or  fecond  hit, 
Or  quit  in  anfwer  of  a  third  exchange, 
Let  all  the  Battlements  their  Ordnance  fire, 

The  Kin£  fhall  drink  to  Hamlet's  better  breath, 
And  in  the  Cup  an  Union  fhall  he  throw 
R'cher  tiian  that,  which  four  fucceffive  Kings 
In  Denmarl£s  Crown  have  worn. Give  me  the  Cups, 

And  lathe  Kettle  to  the  Trumpets  fpeak, 
The  Trumpets  to  the  Canoneer  without, 
The  Canons  to  the  Heavens,  the  Heaven  to  Earth, 
Now  the  King  drinks  to  Hamlet.  Come,  begin, 
And  you  the  Judges  bear  a  wary  Eye. 

Ham.  Come  on,  Sir. 
Laer.  Come  on,  Sir.  [They  play. 
Ham.  One. 
Laer.  No. 

Ham.  Judgment. 
Ofr.  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit. 
Laer.  Well:  again. 

King.  Stay,  give  me  drink. 
HamUt,  this  Pearl  is  thine, 

Here's  to  thy  health.  Give  him  the  Cup. 
[Trumpet  found,  fhot  goes  off. 

Ham.  I'll  play  this  bout  firft,  fet  by  a  while. 
Come  i  another  hit  \  what  fay  you  ? 

Laer.  A  touch,  a  touch,  I  do  confefs. 
King.  Our  Son  fhall  win. 

Qu.  He's  fat,  and  fcant  of  breath. Heres  a  Napkin,  rub  thy  brows, 

The  Queen  caroufes  to  thy  fortune,  Hamltt. 
Ham.  Good  Madam. 

King.  Gertrude,  do  not  drink. 
Qu.  I  will,  my  Lord 

I  pray  you  pardon  me. 

Kmg.  It  is  thepoifon'd  Cup,  it  is  too  late. Ham.  I  dare  not  drink  yet,  Madam, 

By  and  by. 
Qu.  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face. 

Laer.  My  Lord,  I'll  hit  him  now. 

King.  I  do  not  think't. 
Laer.  And  yet  'tis  almoft  'gainlt  my  Confcience. 
Ham.  Come,  for  the  third. 

Laertes,  you  but  dally, 

I  pray  you  pafs  with  your  beft  violence, 
I  am  afeard  you  make  a  wanton  of  me. 

Laer.  Say  you  fo  ?  Come  on.  [Fty. 
Ofr.  Nothing  neither  way. 
Laer.  Have  at  you  now. 

[In  fencing  they  change  Rapiers. 

King.  Part  them,  they  are  incen'sd. Ham.  Nay,  come  again. 

Ofr.  Look  to  the  Queen  there,  ho. 

Hor.  They  bleed  on  both  fides.  How  is't,  my  Lord  ? 
Ofr.  How  is't,  Laertes  ? 
Laer.  Why  as  a  Woodcock 

To  my  Sprindge,  Ofrick., 

I  am  juftly  kill'd  with  mine  own  treachery, 
Ham.  How  does  the  Queen  ? 

King.  She  fwounds  to  fee  them  bleed. 
Qu.  No,  no,  the  drinkj  the  drink, 

Oh  my  dear  Hamlet,  the  drink,  the  drink, 

I  am  poifon'd. Ham.  Oh  Villany!  How?  Let  the  door  be  lock'd  .° Treachery,  feek  it  out. 
Laer.  It  is  here,  Hamlet. 

Hamlet,  thou  art  flain, 
No  Medicine  in  the  World  can  do  thee  good. 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hour  of  life  ; 

Hhh  The 



86 
The  Tragedy  of  Hamlet. 

I 

l'lic  treacherous  Inftrumcnt  is  in  thy  hand, 
Unbared  and  envenom'd  :  the  foul  praftic^  "*  • 
Hath  turn'd  it  felf  on  me.  Lo,  here  I  lye,'' 
Never  to  rife  again  :  thy  Mother's  poifon'd  : 
I  can  no  mote,  the  King,  the  King's  to  blame. 

Ham.  The  point  envenom'd  too, 
Then  venom  to  thy  work. 

[Hurts  the  Ktng, 
All.  Tieafon,  Treafon. 

King.  O  yet  defend  me  Friends',  I  am  but  hurt. 
Ham.  Here  thou  inceftuous,  murd'rous 

Damned  Dane, 

Drink  offthis  Potion :  Is  thy  Union  here  ? 
Follow  my  Mother.  {.King  dies. 

Laer.  He  is  juftly  ferv'd. 
It  is  a  poifon  tcmp'red  by  himfelf : 
Exchange  forgivenels  With  me,  Noble  Hamlet; 

Mine  and  my  father's  Death  come  not  upon  thee, 
Nor  thine  on  me.  [fDies. 

Ham.  Heaven  make  thee  free  of  it,  I  follow  thee. 
I  am  dead,  Horatio ,  wretched  Queen,adieu, 
You  that  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance, 
That  are  but  Mutes  or  audience  at  this  adt : 

Had  I  but  time  ( as  this  fell  Serjeant  Death 
Is  ftrict  in  this  Arreft )  oh  I  could  tell  you, 
But  let  it  be  :  Horatio,  I  am  dead, 

Thou  liv'ft,  report  me  and  my  caules  right To  be  unfatisfied. 
Hor.  Never  believe  it. 

I  am  more  an  Antick  Roman  than  a  Dane : 

Here's  yet  fome  Liquor  left. 
Ham.  As  th'art  a  man,  give  me  the  Cup, 

Let  go,  by  Heaven  I'll  hav't. Oh,good  Horatio,  what  a  wounded  name, 
(Things  ftanding  thus  unknown)  fhall  live  behind  me, 

If  thou  did'ft  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart, 
Abfent  thee  from  felicity  a  while, 
And  in  this  harfh  World  draw  thy  breath  in  pain, 
To  tell  my  Story. 

[vJHarch  afar  off,  and  Jhout  within. 
What  Warlike  noife  is  this? 

I 
Enter  Ofrick. 

Ofr.  Young  Fortinbr *w,with  conqueft  come  from  Poland, 

To  th'  Ambafiadors  of  England  gives  this  Warlike  Volley. 
Ham.  0,1  die, Horatio  : 

The  potent  poifon  quite  o're-crows  my  fpirit, 
I  cannot  live  to  hear  the  News  from  England. 

But  I  do  prophefie  th'  election  lights 
On  Fortinbras,  he  has  my  dying  Voice, 
So  tell  him  with  the  occurrents  more  or  lefs, 
Which  have  folicited.  The  reft  is  filence,  O,  o,  o.  {.Dies. 

Hor  a.  Now  cracks  a  Noble  heart : 
Goodnight,  fweet  Prince, 
And  flights  of  Angels  fing  thee  to  thy  reft, 

Why  do's  the  Drum  come  hither  ? 

Enter  Foftinbras  and  EngUfl,  AmbafTador ,  with  Drum, 
Colours,  and  Attendants. 

Fort.  Where  is  the  fight  ? 
Hor.  What  is  it  you  would  fee ; 

If  ought  of  woe  or  wonder,  ceafe  your  fearch. 
Fort.  His  quarry  cryes  on  Havock.  Oh  proud  death, 

What  Feaft  is  toward  in  thine  eternal  Cell, 
That  thou  fo  many  Princes  at  a  fhoot, 
So  bloudily  haft  flrook. 

Amb.  The  fight  is  difmal, 
And  our  affairs  from  England  come  too  late, 
The  Ears  are  fenfelefs  that  fhould  give  us  hearing. 

To  tell  him  his  Command'ment  is  fulfilPd, 
That  i{nfmcrofs  and  Gmldenflare  are  dead  : 
Where  mould  we  have  our  thanks  ? 

Hor.  Not  from  his  mouth, 

Had  it  th'  ability  of  life  to  thank  you : 
He  never  gave  Command'ment  for  their  Death. 
But  fince  fo  jump  upon  this  bloudy  queftion, 
You  from  the  Polack.  Wars,  and  you  from  England 
Are  here  arrived  :  Give  order  that  thefe  bodies 
High  on  a  Stage  be  placed  to  the  view, 

And  let  me  fpeak  to  th'  yet  unknowing  World, 
How  thefe  things  came  about.  So  fhall  you  heat 
Of  carnal,  bloudy,  and  unnatural  acls, 
Of  accidental  judgments,  cafual  flaughters, 

Of  Deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  fore'd  caufe, 
And  in  this  upfhot,  purpofes  miftook, 
Fal'n  on  the  Inventor's  heads.  AM  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

Fort.  Let  us  hafte  to  hear  it, 
And  call  the  Nobleft  to  the  Audience. 

For  me,  with  forrow,  I  embrace  my  Fortune, 
I  have  fome  Rites  of  memory  in  this  Kingdom, 
Which  are  to  claim,  my  vantage  doth 
Invite  me. 

Hor.  Of  that  I  fhall  always  caufe  to  fpeak, 
And  from  his  mouth 
Whofe  Voice  will  draw  on  more  : 

But  let  this  fame  be  prefently  perform'd, 
Even  whiles  men's  minds  are  wild, 
Left  more  mifchance 

On  plots,  and  errours  happen. 
Fort.  Let  four  Captains 

Bear  Hamlet  like  a  Souldier  off  the  Stage, 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on 

To  have  prov'd  moft  royally  : And  for  his  paffage, 

The  Souldiers  Mufick,  and  the  rites  of  War 

Speak  loudly  for  him. 
Take  up  the  Body  ;  Such  a  fight  as  this, 
Becomes  the  Field,  but  here  fliews  much  amifs. 

Go,  bid  the  Souldiers  fhoot. 
{Exennt  tJM arching  :  after  which,  a  Peal 

of  Ordnance  are  Jlwt  off. 

THE 
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qABus  primus.   Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Kent,  Glofter,  and  Edmund. 
Thought  the  King  had  more  affecled  the  Duke 
of  Albany ;  than  Cornwall. 
Glo.  It  did  always  feem  to  us :  But  now  in 

the  divifion  of  the  Kingdom,  it  appears  not 
which  of  the  Dukes  he  values  molt,  for  qualities  are  fo 

weigh'd,  that  curiofity  in  neither,  can  make  choice  of 
eithers  moiety. 

Kent.  Is  not  this  your  Son,  my  Lord? 
Glo.  His  breeding,  Sir,  hath  been  at  my  charge.  I  have 

fo  often  blufh'd  to  acknowledge  him ,  that  now  I  am 
braz'd  to't. 

Kent.  I  cannot  conceive  you. 

glo.  Sir,  this  young  Fellows  Mother  could  •,  where- 
upon (he  grew  round  womb'd,  and  had  indeed  (Sir)  a 

Son  for  her  Cradle,  e're  Ihe  had  a  Husband  for  her  bed. 
Do  you  fmell  a  fault  ? 

Kent.  I  cannot  wifh  the  fault  undone,  the  ilTue  of  it 
being  fo  proper. 

Glo.  But  I  have  a  Son,  Sir,  by  order  of  Law,  fome 

Year  elder  than  this ;  who,  yet  is  no  dearer  in  my  ac- 
count, though  this  Knave  came  fomewhat  fawcily  to  the 

World  before  he  was  fent  for :  yet  was  his  Mother  fair, 
there  was  good  fport  at  his  making,  and  the  whorfon 
mutt  be  acknowledged.  Do  you  know  this  Nobleman, 
Edmond  ? 

Edm.  No,  my  Lord. 
Glo.  My  Lord  of  Kent : 

Remember  him  hereafter,  as  my  honourable  Friend. 
Edm.  My  fervices  to  your  Lordlhip. 
Kent.  I  mull  love  you,  and  fue  to  know  you  better. 
Edm.  Sir,  I  (hall  ftudy  deferving. 
Glo.  He  hath  been  out  nine  years,  and  away  he  fhall 

again.    The  King  is  coming. 
Sennet.  Enter  King  Lear ,  Cornwall,  Albany,  Goneril), 

Regan,  Cordelia,  and  Attendants. 
Lear.  Attend  the  Lords  of  France  and  Burgundy, Glofter. 
Glo.  I  (hall,  my  Lord.  {Exit. 
Lear.  Mean  time  we  fliall  exprefs  our  darker  purpofe. 

Give  me  the  Map  here.  Know,  that  we  have  divided 

Into  three,  our  Kingdom:  and 'tis  our  fall  intent, 
To  (hake  all  cares  and  bufinefs  from  our  Age, 
Conferring  them  on  younger  ftrengths,  while  we 

Unburthen'd  crawl  toward  Death.  Our  Son  of  Cornwall, 
And  you  our  no  lefs  loving  Son  of  Albany, 
We  have  this  hour  a  confbant  will  to  publilh 

Our  Daughter's  feveral  Dowers,  that  future  ftrife 
May  be  prevented  now.  The  Prince,  France  and  Burgundy, 

Great  Rivals  in  our  younger  Daughter's  Love, 

Long  in  our  Court,  have  made  their  amorous  fojourn, 

And  here  are  to  be  anfwer'd.  Tell  my  Daughters 
(Since  now  we  will  diveft  us  both  of  Rule, 
Intereft  of  Terrority,  Care3  of  State  ) 
Which  of  you  (hall  we  fay  doth  love  us  molt, 
That  we,  our  largeft  bounty  may  extend 
Where  nature  doth  with  merit  challenge.  Goneril!, 
Our  eldeft  born,  fpeak  firft. 

t?o».Sir,I  love  you  more  than  word  can  wield  the  matter, 
Dearer  than  Eye  fight,  fpace,  and  liberty, 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued,  rich  or  rare, 
No  lefs  than  life,  with  grace,  health,  beauty,  honour : 

As  much  as  Child  e're  lov'd,  or  Father  found. 
A  love  that  makes  breath  poor,  and  fpeech  unable, 
Beyond  all  manner  of  fo  much  I  love  you. 

Cor.  What  fhall  Cordelia  fpeak  ?  Love,  and  be  filent. 
Lear.  Of  all  thefe  bounds,even  from  this  Line,  to  this, 

With  fhadowy  Forefts,  and  with  Champions  rich'd 
With  plenteous  Rivers,  and  wide-skirted  Meads 
We  make  thee  Lady.  To  thine  and  Albany's  Idlies 
Be  this  perpetual.  What  fayes  our  fecond  Daughter, 
Our  deareft  Regan^  Wife  of  Cornwall  ? 

Reg.  I  am  made  of  that  felf-metal  as  my  Sifter, 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth.  In  my  true  heart, 
I  find  (he  names  my  very  deed  of  love  : 
Only  (he  comes  too  (hort,  that  I  profefs 
My  felf  an  Enemy  to  all  other  joyes, 
Which  the  molt  precious  fquare  of  fcnfc  piofelTes, 
And  find  I  am  alone  felicitate 

In  your  dear  Highnefs  love. 
Cor.  Then,  poor  Cordelia, 

And  yet  not  fo,  fince  I  am  fure  my  love's 
More  ponderous  than  my  tongue. 

Lear.  To  thee,  and  thine  hereditary  ever  : 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  Kingdom, 
No  lefs  in  fpace,  validity,  and  pleafure 

Than  that  confer'd  on  Gonenll.  Now  our  Joy,  , 
Although  our  laft  and  leaft ,  to  whole  young  love, 
The  Vines  of  France,  and  Milk  of  Burgundy, 
Strive  to  be  intereft.  What  can  you  fay,  to  draw 
A  third,  more  opulent  than  your  Sifters  ?  fpeak. 

Cor.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 
Lear.  Nothing? 
Cor.  Nothing. 

Leaf.  Nothing  will  come  of  nothing,  fpeak  again. 

Cord.  Unhappy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  have 
My  heart  into  my  mouth :  I  love  your  Majefty 

According  to  my  bond,  no  more  nor  lefs. 
Lear.  How,  how,  Cordelia  ?  Mend  your  fpeech  a  little, 
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Left  you  may  marr  your  fortunes. 
Cor.  Good,  my  Lord, 

You  have  begot  me,  bred  me,  lov'd  me. 
1  return  thole  duties  back  as  are  right  fit, 
Obey  you,  love  you,  and  moft  honour  you. 
Why  have  my  Sifters  husbands,  if  they  fay 
They  love  you  all  ?  Happily  when  1  (hall  wed, 
That  Lord,  whofe  had  muft  take  my  plight,  (hall  carry 
Half  my  Love  with  him,  half  my  Care,  and  Doty, 
Sure  1  fhall  never  marry  like  my  Sifters. 

Lear.  But  goes  thy  heart  with  this  ? 
Cor.  1  my  good  Lord. 
Lear.  So  young,  and  fo  untender  I 
Cor.  So  young,  my  Lord,  and  true  ? 
Lear.  Let  it  be  fo,  the  truth  then  be  thy  dowre  : 

For  by  the  facred  radiance  of  the  Sun, 
The  myftei  ies  of  Hecate,  and  the  night : 

By  all  the  operations  of  the  Orbs,  N 
From  whom  we  do  exift,  and  ceafe  to  be, 
Here  1  difclaim  all  my  Paternal  care, 
Propinquity  and  property  of  blood, 
And  as  a  ftranger  to  my  heart  and  me, 
Hold  thee  from  this  for  ever.  The  Barbarous  Scythian, 
Or  he  that  makes  his  Generation  Meffes 

To  gorge  his  appetite,  fhall  to  my  bofom 

Be  as  well  neighbour'd,  pitied,  and  reliev'd, 
As  thou  my  fometime  Daughter. 

Kent.  Good  my  Liege.  Lear.  Peace,  Kent  j 
Come  not  between  the  Dragon  and  his  wrath, 

I  lov'd  her  moft,  and  thought  to  fet  my  reft 
On  her  kind  nurfery.  Hence,  and  avoid  my  fight; 
So  be  my  grave  my  peace,  as  here  I  give 

Her  Father's  heart  from  her ;  call  France,  who  ftirs  ? 
Call  'Burgundy,  Cornwall,  and  Albany, 
With  my  two  Daughters  Dowres,  digeftthe  third, 
Let  pride,  which  fhe calls  plainnefs,  marry  her : 

I  do  inveft'you  joyntly  with  my  power, 
Preheminence,  and  all  the  large  effects 
That  troop  with  Majefty.  Our  felf  by  monthly  courfe 
Withrefervation  of  an  hundred  Knights, 

By  you  to  be  fuffain'd,  fhall  our  abode 
Make  with  you  by  due  turn,  only  we  fhall  retain 

The  name,  and  all  th'additiontoa  King  .•  the  Sway, 
Revenue,  Execution  of  the  reft, 

'Beloved  Soas  be  yours,  which  to  confirm, 
This  Coronet  part  between  you. 

Kent.  Royal  Lear, 

Whom  I  have  ever  honour'd  as  a  King, 
Lov'd  as  my  Father,  as  my  Mafter  follow'd, 
As  my  Patron,  thought  on  in  my  Prayers. 

Lear.  The  bow  is  bent  and  drawn,  make  from  the  fhaft. 
Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 

The  region  of  my  heart,  be  Kent  unmannerly, 
When  Lear  is  mad,  what  wouldft  thou  do,  old  man  ? 

Think'ft  thou  that-Duty  fhall  have  dread  to  fpeak, 
When  Power  to  Flattery  bows  ? 

To  plainnefs  honour's  bound, 
When  Majefty  falls  to  folly,  referve  thy  ftate, 
And  thy  beft  confideration,  check 
This  hideous  rafhnefs,  anfwer  my  life,  my  judgment: 

Thy  youngelt  Daughter  do's  not  love  thee  leaft, 
Nor  are  thofe  empty  hearted,  whofe  low  founds 
Reverb  no  hollownefs. 

Lear.  Kent,  on  my  life  no  more. 
Kent.  My  life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 

To  wage  againft  thine  enemies ,  ne'er  fear  to  lofe  it, 
Thy  fafety  being  motive.         Lear.  Out  of  my  fight. 

Kent.  See  better,  Lear,  and  let  me  ftill  remain 
T  ie  true  blank  of  thine  eye.        Lear.  Now  by  Apollo. 

Kent.  Now  by  isf polio,  King, 

Thou  fwear'ft  thy  gods  in  vain. Lear.  OVafTal!  Mifcreant. 
Alb.  Corn.  Dear  Sir.  forbear. 

Kent.  Kill  thy  Phyfician,  and  thy  Fee  beftow 

Upon  the  foul  difeafe,  revoke  the  gift, 
Or  whil'ft  I  can  vent  clamour  from  my  throat 
I'll  tell  thee  thou  do'ftevil. 

Lear.  Hear  me  Recreant,  on  thine  allegiance  hear  me- 
That  thou  haft  lought  to  make  us  break  our  vows, 
Which  we  durft  never  yet ;  and  with  ftrain'd  pride, To  come  betwixt  our  fentenceand  our  power. 
Which,  nor  our  nature,  nor  our  place  can  bear  • 
Our  Potency  made  good,  take  thy  reward. 
Five  days  we  do  allot  thee  for  provifion, 
To  fhield  thee  from  difafters  of  the  world, 
And  on  the  fixth  to  turn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  Kingdom  •,  if  the  tenth  day  following, 
Thy  banifht  Trunk  be  found  in  our  Dominions, 
The  moment  is  thy  death,  away.    By  Jupiter, 
This  fhall  not  berevok'd. 

Kent.  Fare  thee  well,  King,  fith  thus  thou  wilt  appear 
Freedom  lives  hence,  and  banifhment  is  heie  ; 
The  gods  to  their  dear  fhelter  take  thee ,  Maid 

That  juftly  thinks,  and  haft  moft  rightly  faid  : ' And  your  large  fpeeches  may  your  deeds  approve, 
That  good  effects  may  fpring  from  words  of  love : 
Thus  Kent,  O  Princes,  bids  you  ail  adieu, 

He'll  fhape  his  old  courfe  in  a  Countrey  new.  [Exit Enter  Glofter,  With  France  ̂ Burgundy  Attendants. 
Cor.  Here's  France  and  Burgundy,  my  Noble  Lord. Lear.  My  Lord  of  Burgundy, 

We  firftaddrefs  toward  you,  who,  with  this  King, 
Hath  rivall'd  for  our  Daughter-,  what  in  the  leaft  ' 
Will  you  require  in  prefent  Dowre  with  her, 
Or  ceafe  your  CMieft  of  Love  ? 

Bur.  Moft  Royal  Majefty, 

I  crave  no  more  than  what  your  Highnefs  ofTer'd, 
Nor  will  you  tender  lefs. 

Lear.  Right  Noble  Burgundy, 
When  fhe  was  dear  to  us  we  held  her  fo, 

But  now  her  price  is  fall'n  :  Sir,  there  fhe  ftands, 
If  ought  within  that  little  feeming  fubftance, 

Or  all  of  it  with  our  difpleafure  piee'd, 
And  nothing  more  may  fitly  like  your  Grace, 
She's  there,  and  fhe  is  yours. 

Bur.  I  know  no  anfwer. 

Lear.  Will  you  with  thofe  infirmities  fhe  owes, 
Unfriended,  new  adopted  to  our  hate, 

Dowr'd  with  our  curfe,  and  ftranger'd  with  our  oath, Take  leave,  or  leave  her. 
Bur.  Pardon  me,  Royal  Sir, 

Election  makes  not  up  in  fuch  conditions. 
Lear. Than  leave  her,Sir,  for  by  the  power  that  made  me, 

I  tell  you  all  her  wealth.  For  you,  great  King, 
I  would  not  from  your  love  make  fach  a  ftray, 
To  match  you  where  I  hate,  therefore  befeech  you 

T'avert  your  liking  a  more  worthier  way, 
Than  on  a  wretch  whom  nature  is  afham'd 
Almoft  t'acknowledge  hers. 

Fra.  This  is  moft  ftrange, 

That  fhe,  who  even  but  now,  was  your  beft  object, 
The  argument  of  your  praile,  balm  of  your  age, 
The  beft,  thedeareft,  mould  in  this  trice  of  time 
Commit  a  thing  fo  monftrous,  to  difmantle 
So  many  folds  of  favour :  fure  her  offence 
Muft  be  of  fuch  unnatural  degree, 

That  monfters  it :  Or  your  fore-voucht  affection 
Fall  into  Taint ;  which  to  believe  of  her 
Muft  be  a  faith,  that  reafon  without  miracle 
Should  never  plant  in  me. 

Cor.  I  yet  befeech  your  Majefty, 
If  fori  want  thatgliband  oylie  Art, 

To  fpeak  and  purpofe  not,  fince  what  I  will  intend, 
I'll  do't  before  I  fpeak,  that  you  make  known  . 
It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murther,  or  foulnefs, 
No  unchafte  action,  or  difhonoured  ftep, 

That  hath  depriv'd  me  of  your  Grace  and  Favour, 
But  even  for  want  of  that,  for  which  I  am  richer, 
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A  ftill  foliciting  eye,  and  fuch  a  tongue, 
That  1  am  glad  I  have  not,  though  not  to  have  it, 
Hath  loft  nK  in  your  liking. 

Lear.  Better  thou  had'ft 

Not  been  born,  than  not  t'have  pleas'd  me  better. 
Fra.  Is  it  but  this  ?  A  tardinefs  in  nature, 

Which  often  leaves  the  Hiftory  unfpoke 
That  it  intends  to  do ,  my  Lord  of  Burgundy, 
What  fay  you  to  the  Lady  ?  Love's  not  love 
When  it  is  mingled  with  regards,  thatftands 
A'ooffrom  th'intire  point,  will  you  have  her  ? Sne  is  her  felf  a  Dowry. 

Bur.  Royal  King, 

Give  but  that  portion  which  your  felf  propos'd, 
And  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand, 

Dutchefs  of  'Burgundy. 
Lear.  Nothing,  I  have  fworn,  I  am  firm. 
Bur.  1  am  forry  then  you  have  fo  loft  a  Father, 

That  you  muft  Iofe  a  Husband. 
Cor.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy, 

Since  that  refpect  and  fortunes  are  his  love, 
I  fhall  not  be  his  wife. 

Fra.  Faireft  Cordelia,  that  art  molt  rich  being  poor, 
Moft  choice  forfaken,  and  moft  lov'd  defpis'd, 
Thee  and  thy  Virtues  here  I  feize  upon, 

Be  it  lawful  I  take  up  what's  caft  away, 
Gods,  gods !  'Tis  ftrange,  that  from  their  coldTb  neglect 
My  love  mould  kindle  to  enflam'd  refpect. 
Thy  dowrelefs  Daughter,  King,  thrown  to  my  chance, 
Is  Queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France  : 
Not  all  the  Dukes  of  watrifli  Burgundy, 
Can  buy  this  unpriz'd  precious  Maid  of  me. 
Bid  them  farewel,  Cordelia,  though  unkind, 
Thou  lofeft  here  a  better  where  to  find. 

Lear.  Thou  haft  her  France,  let  her  be  thine,  for  we 
Have  no  fuch  Daughter,  nor  fhall  ever  fee 

That  face  of  her's  again,  therefore  be  gone, 
Without  our  Grace,  our  Love,  our  Benizon  : 
Come  Noble  Burgundy.  Flourift.  {Exeunt. 

Fra.  Bid  farewel  to  your  Sifters. 

Cor.  The  Jewels  of  our  Father,  with  wafh'd  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you,  I  know  you  what  you  are, 
And  like  a  Sifter  am  moft  loth  to  call 

Your  faults  as  they  are  named.  Love  well  our  Father : 
To  your  profefTed  bofoms  I  commit  .him, 
But  yet  alas,  flood  I  within  his  Grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  better  place, 
So  farewel  to  you  both. 

Reg.  Prefcribe  not  us  our  duty. 
Con.  Let  your  ftudy  * 

Be  to  content  your  Lord,  who  hath  receiv'd  you, 
At  fortunes  alms,  you  have  obedience  fcanted, 
And  well  are  worth  the  want  that  you  have  wanted. 

Cor.  Time  fhall  unfold  what  plighted  cunning  hides, 
Who  covers  faults,  at  laft  with  fhame  derides. 
Well  may  you  profper. 

Fra.  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia.    \Exeunt  France  andCot. 
gon.  Sifter,  it  is  not  little  1  have  to  fay, 

Of  what  moft  nearly  appertains  to  us  both, 
I  think  our  Father  will  hence  to  night.  (with  us. 

Reg.  That's  moft  certain,  and  with  you  !  next  month 
Gon.  You  fee  how  full  of  changes  his  age  is,  the  obferva 

tion  we  have  made  of  it  hath  been  little  :  he  always  lov'd 
our  Sifter  moft,  and  with  what  poor  judgement  he  hath 
now  caft  her  off,  appears  too  too  groffely. 

Reg.  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  Age,  yet  he  hath  ever  but 
flenderly  known  himfelf. 

Gon.  The  beft  and  foundeft  of  his  time  hath  been  but 
rafh,  then  muft  we  look  from  his  Age,  to  receive  not  alone 

the  imperfections  of  long  engrafted  condition,  but  there- 
withal the  unruly  way  wardnefs,  that  infirm  and  cholerick 

years  bring  with  them. 
Reg.  Such  unconftant  ftarts  are  we  like  to  have  from 

him,  as  this  of  Kent's  banifhment. 
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Gon.  There  is  further  complement  of  leave  taking,  be- 
tween France  and  him,  pray  you  let  us  fit  together,  if  our 

Father  carry  Authority  with  iuch  difpofition  as  he  bears, 
this  laft  furrender  of  his  will  but  offend  us. 

Reg.  We  fhall  further  think  of  it. 

Con.  We  muft  do  lbraethi'ng,  and  i'th'heat.     {Exeunt . 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Baftard. 

Baft.  Thou  Nature  art  my  Goddefs,  to  thy  Law 
My  fervicesare  bound,  wherefore  fhould  I 
Stand  in  the  plague  of  cuftom,  and  permit 
The  curiofity  of  Nations  to  deprive  me  ? 
For  that  I  amlome  twelve,  or  fourteen  Moonfhines 
Lag  of  a  Brother  i  Why  Baftard  ?  wherefore  bafe  ? 
When  my  Dimenllons  are  as  well  compact, 
My  mind  as  generous,  and  my  fhape  ds  true 

As  honeft  Madam's  ifTue  ?  why  brand  they  us 
With  Bafe  ?  with  bafenefs  Baftardy  ?  Bafe,  Bafe  ? 
Who  in  the  lufty  ftealth  of  nature,  take 
More  compofition,and  fierce  quality, 
Than  doth  within  a  dull  ftale  tyred  bed 
Go  the  creating  a  whole  Tribe  of  Fops 

Got  'tween  a  fleep,  and  wake  ?  Well  then, 
Legitimate  Edgar,  I  muft  have  your  land, 

Our  Father's  love  is  to  the  Baftard  Edmund, 
As  to  th'legitimate  .-  fine"  word:  legitimate. 
Well,  my  Legitimate,  if  this  Letter  fpeed, 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund the  bafe 

Shall  to  th'Legitimate :  I  grow,  I  profper : 
Now  gods,  ftand  up  for  Baflards, 

Enter  Gloucefter. 

Glo.  Kent  banifh'd  thus  ?  and  France  in  choler  parted  ? 
And  the  King  gone  to  night  ?  Prefcrib'd  his  power, 
Confin'd  to  exhibition  t  All  this  gone 
Upon  the  gad?  Edmund,  how  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Baft.  So  pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  none. 
Glo.  Why  fo  earneftly  feek  you  to  put  up  that  letter  ? 
Baft.  I  know  no  news,  my  Lord. 
Glo.  What  Paper  were  you  reading 

Baft.  Nothing  my  Lord. 
Glo.  No.?  what  needed  then  that  terrible  difpatch  of  it 

into  your  Pocket  ?  the  quality  of  nothing,  hath  not  fuch 

need  to  hide  it  felf.  Let's  fee:  come,  if  it  be  nothing,  I 
fhall  not  need  Spectacles. 

Baft.  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  pardon  me ;  it  is  a  letter  from 

my  Brother,  that  I  have  not  all  o're-read  -,  and  for  fo  much 
as  I  have  perus'd,  I  find  it  not  fit  for  your  o're-looking. Glo.  Give  me  the  Letter,  Sir. 

Baft  I  fhall  offend,  either  to  detain,  or  give  it: 
The  Contents,  as  in  part  I  underftand  them, 
Are  to  blame. 

Glo.  Let's  fee,  let's  fee. 
Baft.  I  hope  lor  my  brother's  jufiifkation,  he  wrote  this 

but  as  an  efTay,  or  tafte  of  my  Virtue. 
Glou.  reads.  This  policy,  and  reverence  of  Age,  makes 

the  World  hitter  to  beft  of  our  times  keeps  our  Fortunes  from 

ut  ,  'till  our  oldnejs  cannot  rellift  them.  J  begin  to  find  an  idle 
and  fond  bondage  ,  in  the  epprejfion  of  aged  tyranny  ,  who 

faayes  not  as  it  hath  power,  but  as  it  is  fuffer'd.  Come  to 
me,  that  of  this  I  may  Jpeak,  mere.  If  our  Father  would  fleep 
till  I  wak^d  him,  you  ftould  enjoy  half  his  Revenue  for  ever, 
and  live  the  beloved  of  your  Brother.  Edgar.  Hum?  Con 

fpiracy  ?  Sleep  'till  1  wake  him,  you  fhould  enjoy  half  his 
Revenue ;  my  Son  Edgar,  had  he  a  hand  to  write  this  ?  A 
heart  and  brain  to  breed  it  in  ?  When  came  this  to  you  ? 
who  brought  it  ? 

'Baft.  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  Lord ;  there's  the 
cunning  of  It.  I  found  it  thrown  in  at  the  Cafement  of  my 
Cloffet.  Hhh  3  Glo. 
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Glo.  You  know  the  character  to  be  your  Brother's  ? 
Baft.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  Lord,  I  durft  fwear 

it  were  his :  but  in  refpect  of  that,  I  would  fain  think  it 
were  not. 

Glo.  It  is  his. 

"BJft.  It  is  his  hand,  my  Lord :  I  hope  his  heart  is  not  in the  Contents. 

Glo.  Has  he  never  before  founded  you  in  this  bufinefs  ? 
Baft.  Never,my  Lord  .  But  I  have  heard  him  oft  maintain 

it  to  be  fit,  that  Sons  at  per  feci;  age,  and  Fathers  declin'd, 
She  Father  fhould  be  as  Ward  to  the  Son,  and  the  Son  ma- 

nage his  Revenue. 
Glo.  O  Villain,  villain:  his  very  opinion  in  the  Letter. 

Abhorred  Villain,  unnatural,  detefted,  bruitifh  Villain 

worfethrnbruitim:  Go, firrah, feekhim :  1'le apprehend 
him.   Abominable  Villain,  where  is  he? 

Baft.  I  do  not  well  know,  my  Lord  ;  if  it  fhall  pleafe 

you  to  fufpend  your  indignation  againfl  my  Brother,  'till 
you  can  derive  from  him  better  Teftimonyof  his  intent, 
you  Ihould  run  a  certain  courfe :  where,  if  you  violently 
proceed  againft:  him,  miftaking  his  purpofe,  it  would  make 
a  great  gap  in  your  honour,  and  (hake  in  pieces  the  heart 
of  his  obedieuce.  I  dare  pawn  down  my  life  for  him,  that 
he  hath  writ  this  to  feel  my  affection  to  your  honour,  and 
to  no  other  pretence  of  danger. 

Glo,  Think  you  fo? 

Baft.  If  your  honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place  you 
where  you  fhall  hear  us  confer  this,  and  by  an  Auricular 
aflurance  have  your  fatisfaction ,  and  that  without  any 
further  delay,  than  this  very  Evening. 

Glo.  He  cannot  be  fuch  a  Monfter.  Edmund,  feek  him 
out:  wind  me  into  him,  I  pray  you:  frame  the  Bufinefs 
after  your  own  wifdora.  I  would  unftatemy  felf,tobe  in  a 
due  refolution. 

Baft.  I  will  feek  him,  Sir,prefently  :  convey  the  bufinefs 
as  I  fhall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withal. 

Glo.  Thefe  late  Eclipfes  in  the  Sun  and  Moon  portend  no 
good  to  us :  though  the  wifdom  of  Nature  can  reafon  it 

thus,  and  thus,  yet  Nature  finds  it  felf  fcourg'd  by  the  fe- 
quent  effects.  Love  cools,  Fiiendfhip  falls  off,  Brothers 
divide.  In  Cities,  mutinies;  in  Countries,  difcordj  in 

Palaces,  Treafon  ;  and  the  Bond  crack'd,  'twixtSonand 
Father.  This  Villain  of  mine  comes  under  the  prediction  : 

there's  Son  againft  Father,  the  King  falls  from  biafsofna- 
ture,there's  Father  againfl  Child.  We  have  feen  the  belt  of 
our  time.  Machinations,  hoflownefs,  treachery,  and  all 
ruinous  diforders  follow  us  difquietly  to  our  Graves.  Find 
out  this  Villain,  Edmund,  it  fhall  lofe  thee  nothing,  doit 

carefully:  and  the  Noble  and  true  hearted  Kent  banifh'd  ; 
his  offence,  honefly.  Tisftrange. 

Baft.  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  world,  that 
when  we  are  flck  in  fortune,  often  the  furfeits  of  our  own 
behaviour,  we  make  guilty  of  our  difafters,  the  Sun,  the 
Moon  ,  and  Stars ,  as  if  we  were  Villains  on  neceffity, 
Fools  by  heavenly  compulfion ,  Knaves ,  Thieves ,  and 
Treachers  by  Spherical  predominance,  Drunkards,  Lyars, 

and  Adulterers  by  an  inforc'd  obedience  of  Planetary  in- 
fluence-, and  all  that  we  are  evil  in,  by  a  divine  thrufting 

on.  An  admirable  evafion  of  Whore-mafter  man,  to  lay 
his  Goatifh  difpofition  on  the  charge  of  a  Star :  My  Father 

compounded  with  my  Mother  under  the  Dragon's  tail, 
and  my  Nativity  was  under  Vrfa  major,  fb  that  it  follows, 
I  am  rough  and  Lecherous.  1  fhould  have  been  that  I  am, 
had  the  Maidenlieft  Star  in  the  Firmament  twinkled  on 
my  Baftardizing. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Pat :  he  comes  like  the  Cataftrophe  of  the  old  Comedy  : 
my  Cue  is  villanous  Melancholy,  with  a  figh  like  Tom 

o'  Bedlam  O  thefe  Eclipfes  do  portend  thefe  divifions : 
Fa,  Sol,  La,  Me. 

Edg.  How  now,  Brother  Edmund,  what  ferious  contem- 
plation are  you  in  ? 

Baft.  I  am  thinking,  Brother,  of  a  Prediction  I  read 

this  other  day,  what  fhould  follow  thefe  Eclipfes." 
Edg,  Do  you  bufie  your  felf  with  that  ? 
Baft.  I  promife,  the  effects  he  writes  of,  fucceed  un happily. 

When  faw  you  my  Father  laft  ? 
Edg.  The  night  gone  by. 

Baft.  Spake  you  with  him  ? 
Edg.  I,  two  hours  together. 
Baft.  Parted  you  in  good  terms?    Found  younodif- 

pleafurein  him,  by  word,  nor  countenance  ? 
Sdg.  None  at  all. 
Baft.  Bethink  your  felf  wherein  you  have  offended 

him :  and  at  my  entreaty  forbear  his  prefence,  until  fome 
little  time  hath  qualified  the  heat  of  his  difpleafure,  which 
at  this  inftant  fo  rageth  in  him,  that  with  the  mifchief  of 
your  perfon,  it  would  fcarcely  allay. 

Edg.  Some  Villain  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Edm.  That's  my  fear,  I  pray  you  have  a  continent  for- 
bearance till  the  fpeed  of  his  rage  goes  flower :  and  as  I 

fay,  retire  with  me  to  my  lodging,  from  whence  I  will  fitly 

bring  you  to  hear  my  Lord  fpeak  :  pray  ye  go,  there's  my 
key:  if  you  do  ftir  abroad,  goarm'd. 

Edg.  Arm'd, Brother? 
Edm.  Brother,  I  advifeyouto  the  belt,  I  amnohoneft 

man,  if  there  be  any  good  meaning  toward  you  :  I  have 
told  you  what  I  have  feen,  and  heard  :  But  faintly.  No- 

thing like  the  image,  and  horrour  of  it,  pray  you  away. 
Edg,  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon  ?  [Exit 
Edm.  I  do  ferve  you  in  this  bufinefs : 

A  Credulous  Father,  and  a  Brother  Noble, 
Whofc  nature  is  fo  far  from  doing  harms, 
That  he  fufpects  none :  on  whofe  foolifh  honefty 
My  practices  ride  eafie :  I  fee  the  bufinefs. 
Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit, 

All  with  me's  meet,  that  I  can  fafhion  fit.  [Exit. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Goneril,  and  Steward. 

C]on.  Did  my  Father  ftrike  my  Gentleman  for  chiding of  his  fool  ? 

Stew.  I,  Madam. 

Gon.  By  day  and  night,  he  wrongs  me  •,  every  hour. 
He  flafhes  into  one  grofs  crime,  or  other, 
That  fetsus  all  at  odds:  fie  not  endure  it  \ 

His  Knights  grow  riotous,  and  himfelf  upbraids  us 
On  every  trifle.  When  he  returns  from  hunting, 
I  will  not  fpeak  with  him,  fay  I  am  fick, 
If  you  come  flack  of  former  fervices, 
You  fhall  do  well,  the  fault  of  it  fie  anfwer. 

Stew*  He's  coming,  Madam,  I  hear  him. 
Gon.  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you  pleafe. 

You  and  your  Fellows :  I'd  have  it  come  to  queflion  -7 If  he  diftafte  it,  let  him  to  my  Sifter, 
Whofe  mind  and  mine  I  know  in  that  are  one, 
Remember  what  I  have  faid. 

Stew.  Well,  Madam. 

Gon.  And  let  his  Knights  have  colder  looks  among  you : 
what  grows  of  it  no  matter,  advife  your  fellows  fo,  fie 
write  ftraight  to  my  Sifter  to  hold  my  courfe :  prepare  for 
dinner.  [Exeunt. 

Scena'  Quart  a* 

Enter  Kent. 

Kent.  Ifbutaswell  1  other  accents  borrow, 

That  can  my  fpeech  diffufe,  my  good  intent 

May  carry  through  it  felf  to  that  full  iffue 
For  which  I  rais'd  my  likenefs.  Now,banifht  Kent, 

If 
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It  thou  canft  ferve  where  thou  doft  Hand  condemn'd, 
So  may  it  come,  thy  Matter  whom  thou  lov'ft, Shall  find  thee  full  of  labours. 

Horns  within.    Enter  Lear  and  Attendants. 

Lear.  Let  me  not  ftay  a  jot  for  dinner,  go  get  it  rea- 
dy :  how  now,  what  art  thou? 
Kent.  A  man,  Sir. 

Lear.  What  doft  thou  profefs  ?  what  would'fl:  thou with  us  ? 

Keit.  I  do  profefs  to  be  no  lefs  than  I  feem  •,  to  ferve 
him  truly  that  wiil  put  mc  in  truft,  to  love  him  that  is 
honeft,  to  convert  with  him  that  is  wife,  and  fays  lit- 

tle, to  fear  judgment,  to  fight  when  I  cannot  chufe,  and 
to  eat  no  fifh. 

Lear.  What  art  thou? 

Kent.  A  very  honeft  hearted  Fellow,  and  as  poor  as 
rhe  King. 

Lear.  If  thou  be'ft  as  poor  for  a  Subject,  as  he's  for  a 
King,  thou  art  poor  enough.    What  woulcTft  thou  ? 

Kent.  Service. 

Lear.  Whom  would'fl:  thou  ferve  ? 
Kent.  You. 

Lear.  Do'ft  thou  know  me,  fellow  ? 
Kent.  No,  Sir,  but  you  have  that  in  your  countenance, 

which  I  would  fain  call  Matter. 

Lear.  What's  that  ? 
Kent.  Authority. 
Lear.  What  fervices  canft  thou  do  ? 

Kent.  1  can  keep  honett  counfels,  ride,  run,  marr  a 
curious  tale  in  telling  it ,  and  deliver  a  plain  mefTage 
bluntly :  that  which  ordinary  men  are  fit  for,  I  am  qua- 

lified in,  and  the  beft  of  me,  is  diligence. 
Lear.  How  old  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  Not  fo  young,  Sir,  to  love  a  woman  for  finging, 
nor  fo  old  to  doat  on  her  for  any  thing.  I  have  years  on 
my  back  forty  eight. 

Lear.  Follow  me,  thou  (halt  ferve  me,  if  I  like  thee  no 
worfe  after  Dinner,  I  will  not  part  from  thee  yet.  Dinner 

ho,  Dinner,  where's  my  Knave  >  my  Fool.?  go  you  and  call 
my  Fool  hither.  You,  you,  Sirrah,  where's  my  Daughter  ? 

Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  So  pleafe  you——  [Exit- 
Lear.  What  fays  the  fellow  there  ?  Call  the  Clotpole 

back :  where's  my  Fool  ?  Ho,  I  think  the  World's  afleep, 
how  now  ?  where's  that  Mungrel  ? 

Knight.  He  fays,  my  Lord,  your  Daughter  is  not  well. 
Lear.  Why  came  not  the  flave  back  to  me  when  I 

calPdhim? 

Knight.  Sir,  he  anfwered  in  the  roundeft  manner,  he 
would  not. 

Lear.  He  would  not  ? 

Knight.  My  Lord,  I  know  not  what  the  matter  is,  but 

to  my  judgment,  your  Highnefs  is  not  entertain'd  with 
that  Ceremonious  Affection  as  you  were  wonr,  there's  a 
great  abatement  of  kindnefs  appears  as  well  in  the  gene- 

ral dependents,  as  in  the  Duke  himfelf  alfo,  and  your 
Daughter. 

Lear.  Ha!  fay'ftthoufo? 
Knight.  I  befeech  you,  pardon  me,  my  Lord,  if  I  be 

miftaken,  for  my  duty  cannot  be  filenr,  when  I  think  your 

Highnefs  is  wrong'd. 
Lear.  Thou  but  remembreft  me  of  my  own  Concepti- 

on, I  have  perceiv'd  a  moft  faint  neglecT:  of  late,  which 
I  have  rather  blamed  as  my  own  jealous  curiofity,  than  as 
a  very  pretence  and  purpofe  of  unkindnefs ;  1  will  look 

further  into't :  but  where's  my  Fool  ?  1  have  not  feen  him 
this  two  days. 

Knight.  Since  my  young  Ladies  going  into  France,  Sir, 
the  Fool  hath  much  pined  away. 

Lear.  No  more  of  that,  I  have  noted  it  well ;  go  you 

and  tell  my  Daughter,  I  would  fpeak  with  her.  Go  you 
call  hither  my  Fool  i  O  you  Sir ,  come  you  hither,  Sir, who  am  I  Sir  ?  v 

Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  My  Ladies  Father. 

Lear.  My  Ladies  Father  ?  my  Lords  Knave,  you  whor- 
fonDog,  you  Slave,  you  Cur. 

Stew.  I  am  none  of  thefe,  my  Lord  \ 
I  befeech  your  pardon. 

Lear.  Do  you.  bandy  looks  with  me,  you  Rafcal?  • 
Stew.  I'll  not  be  ftrucken,  my  Lord. 
Kent.  Nor  tript  neither,  you  bafe  Foot-ball  Player. 
Lear.  I  thank  thee,  fellow. 

Thou  ferv'ft  me,  and  I'll  love  thee. 

Kent.  Come,  Sir.arife,  away,  I'll  teach  you  differences : 
away,  away,  if  you  will  meafure  your  lubbers  length  a- 
gain,  tarry,  but  away,  go  to,  have  you  wifdom,  fo. 

Lear.  Now  my  friendly  Knave  I  thank  thee,  there's earneft  of  thy  fervice. 

Enter  Fool. 

Fool.  Let  me  hire  him  too,  here's  my  Coxcomb. 
Lear.  How  now  my  pretty  Knave  ?  how  doft  thou  ? 
Fool.  Sirrah,  you  were  beft  take  my  Coxcomb. 
Kent.  Why,  my  Boy  ? 

Fool.  Why?  for  taking  one's  part  that  is  out  of  favour^ 
nay,  and  thou  can'ft  not  fmile  as  the  wind  fits,  thouPt 
catch  cold  fhortly ,  there  take  my  Coxcomb ;  why  this 

fellow  has  banifii'd  two  on's  Daughters,  and  did  the  third 
a  blefilng  againft  his  will ;  if  thou  follow  him,  thou  mull 
needs  wear  my  Coxcomb.  How  now  Nunkle  ?  would  I 
had  two  Coxcombs,  and  two  Daughters. Lear.  Why,  my  Boy  ? 

Fool.  If  I  give  them  all  my  living,  fid  keep  my  Cox- 

comb my  felf,  there's  mine,  beg  another  of  thy  Daugh- 
ters. 

Lear.  Take  heed,  Sirrah,  the  whip. 

Fool.  Truth's  a  Dog  mult  to  kennel ,  he  mutt  be 
whip'd  out,  when  the  Lady  Brach  may  ftand  by  th'fire and  ftink. 

Lear.  A  peftilent  gall  to  me. 

Fool.  Sirrah,  I'll  teach  thee  a  fpeech. Lear.  Do. 
Fool.  Mark  it  Nunkle } 

Have  more  than  thou  Ihoweft, 
Speak  lefs  than  thou  knowett, 
Lend  lefs  than  thou  oweft, 
Ride  more  than  thou  goeft, 
Learn  more  than  thou  troweft, 
Set  lefs  than  thou  throweft  : 

Leave  thy  Drink  and  thy  Whore, 
And  keep  in  Door, 
And  thou  (halt  have  more, 
Than  two  tens  to  a  fcore. 

Kent.  This  is  nothing,  Fool. 

Fool.  Then  it  is  like  the  breath  of  an  unfee'd  Lawyer, 
you  give  me  nothing  for't,  can  you  make  no  ufe  of  no- 

thing, Nunkle? Lear.  Why  no,  Boy, 

Nothing  can  be  made  out  of  nothing. 
Fool.  Prithee  tell  him,  fo  much  the  rent  of  his  Land 

comes  to,  he  will  not  believe  a  Fool. 
Lear.  A  bitter  Fool. 

Fool.  Do'ft  thou  know  the  difference,  my  Boy ;  be- 
tween a  bitter  Fool,  and  a  fweet  one  ? 

Lear.  No  Lad  ;  teach  me. 

Fool.  Nunkle,  give  me  an  egg,  and  I'll  give  thee  two Crowns. 
Lear.  What  two  Crowns  mail  they  be  ? 

Fool.  Why  ?  after  I  have  cut  the  egg  i'th'  middle,  and 
eat  up  the  meat,  the  two  Crowns  ot  the  egg:  when  thou 

cloveft 



92
 

The  Tragedy  of  King  Lear 

cloveft  thy  Crown  i'th'middle,  and  gav'ft  away  both  parts,  | 
thou  bor'ft  thine  Afs  on  thy  back  o're  the  dirt.thou  had'ft 
little  wit  in  thy  bald  crown,  when  thou  gav'ft  thy  golden 
one  away  :  if  1  fpeak  like  my  felf  in  this,  let  him  be  whipt 
that  full  finds  itfo. 

Fools  had  ne're  left  grace  in  ay ear , For  wifemen  are  grown  foppifo, 
And  know  not  how  their  wtts  to  wear, 
Their  manners  are  fo  apijh. 

Lear.  When  were  you  wont  to  be  fo  full  of  Songs , 
Sirrah  ? 

Fool.  I  have  ufed  it  Nuncle,  e're  fince  thou  mad'ft  thy 
Daughters  thy  Mothers,  for  when  thou  gav'ft  them  the 
rod,  and  put'ft  down  thine  own  breechs,  then  they 

For  fudden  joy  did  weep, 
And  I  for  forrow  fang, 
That  fuch  a  Ktng  jhould  play  bo  peep, 
And  go  the  Fools  among. 

Pry  thee  Nuncle  keep  a  School  Matter  that  can  teach  thy 
Fool  to  lye,  1  would  fain  learn  to  lye. 

Lear.  And  you  lye,  Sirrah,  we'll  have  you  whipt. 
Fool.  I  marvel  what  kin  thou  and  thy  Daughters  are : 

thy'll  have  me  whipt  for  fpeaking  true :  thou'Jt  have  me 
whipt  for  lying,  and  fometimes  lam  whipt,  for  holding 

my  peace.  I  had  rather  be  any  kind  o'thing  than  a  fool, 
and  yet  I  would  not  be  thee,  Nuncle ;  thou  haft  pared  thy 

wito'both  fides,and  left  nothing  i'th'middle  ;  here  comes 
one  o'the  parings. 

Enter  Goneril. 

Lear.  How  now,  Daughter  ?  what  makes  that  Frontlet 

on  ?  You  are  too  much  of  late  i'th'  frown. 
Fool.  Thou  waft  a  pretty  fellow  when  thou  had'ft  no 

need  to  care  for  her  frowning  \  now  thou  art  an  O  without 
a  figure,  I  am  better  than  thou  art  now,  I  am  a  fool,  thou 
art  nothing.  Yes  forfooth  I  will  hold  my  tongue,  fo  your 
face  bids  me,  though  you  fay  nothing. 
Mum,  Mum,  he  that  k*cps  nor  crnfit  nor  crum, 

Weary  of  all,Jhall  want  fome.  That's  a  fheal'd  Pefcod. 
Con.  Not  only,  Sir,  this,  your  all  licenc'd  Fool, 

But  other  of  your  infolent  retinue 
Do  hourly  Carp  and  Quarrel,  breaking  forth 
In  rank,  (and  not  to  be  endured)  riots,  Sir. 
I  had  thought  by  making  this  well  know  unto  you, 
To  have  found  a  fafe  redrefs,but  now  grow  fearful 
By  what  your  felf  too  late  have  fpoke  and  done, 
That  you  protect  this  courfe,  and  put  it  on 
By  your  allowance,  which  if  you  fhould,  the  fault 
Would  not  fcape  cenfure,  noc,the  redrefies  fleep, 
Which  in  the  tender  ofawholefome  weal, 
Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offence, 
Which  elfe  were  fhame,  that  then  neceffity 
Will  call  difcreet  proceeding. 

Fool.  For  you  know,  Nuncle,the  Hedge  fparrow  fed  the 

Cuckooe  fo  long,  that  it  had  it's  head  bit  offby  it's  young, 
fo  out  went  the  Candle,  and  we  were  left  darkling. 

Lear.  Are  you  our  Daughter  ? 
Con.  I  would  you  would  makeufe  of  your  good  wifdom, 

(Whereof  I  know  you  are  fraught)  and  put  away 
Thefe  difpofitions,  which  of  late  tranfportyou 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

Fool.  May  not  an  Afs  know,  when  the  Cart  draws  the 
Horfe  ? 

Whoop  Jug  I  love  thee. 

Lear.  Do's  any  here  know  me  ? This  is  not  Lear: 

Do's  Lear  walk  thus  ?  Speak  thus  ?  Where  are  his  eyes  ? 
Either  his  Notion  weakens,  his  Difcernings 

Are  Lethargied.  Ha  ?  Waking  ?  'Tis  not  fo ; 

Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  1  am  ? 
Fool.  Lear's  fhadow. 
Lear.  Your  name,  fair  Gentlewoman  ? 

Gon.  This  admiration,  Sir,  is  much  o'th'favour 
Of  other  your  new  pranks.  I  do  befeech  you 
Tounderftand  my  purpofes  aright : 
As  you  are  Old,  and  Reverend,  fhould  be  Wife. 
Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  Knights  and  Squires 
Men  fodiforder'd,  fo  debofh'd,  and  bold, That  this  our  Court  infected,  with  their  manners 
Shews  like  a  riotous  Inn ;  Epicurifm  and  Luft 
Makes  it  more  like  a  Tavern,  or  a  Brothell, 
Than  a  grac'd  Palace.  The  fhame  it  felf  doth  fpeak 
For  inftant  remedy.  •  Be  then  defir'd, 
By  her  that  elfe  will  take  the  thing  fhe  begs,  i 
A  little  to  difquantity  your  Train, 
And  the  remainders  that  fhall  ftill  depend, 
To  be  fuch  men  as  may  befort  your  Age, 
Which  know  themfelves,  and  you. 

Lear.  Darknefs,  and  Devils, 
Saddle  my  Horfes :  call  my  Train  together. 
Degenerate  Baftard,  Tie  not  trouble  thee ; 
Yet  have  I  left  a  Daughter. 

gon.  You  ftrike  my  people,  and  your  diforder'd  rabble 
make  Servants  of  their  Betters. 

Enter  Albany. 

Lear.  Woe,  that  too  late  repents : 
Is  it  your  will,  fpeak,  Sir  ?  Prepare  my  Horfes. 
Ingratitude !  thou  Marble- hearted  Fiend, 

More  hideous  when  thou  fhew'ft  thee  in  a  Child, Than  the  Sea-ntonfter. 

Alb.  Pray,  Sir,  be  patient. 
Lear.  Detefted  Kite,  thou  Iyeft. 

My  Train  are  men  of  choice,  and  rareft  parts, 
That  all  particulars  of  duty  know, 
And  in  the  moft  exact  regard,  fupport 

Their  worfhips  of  their  name.  O  moft  fmall  fault, 

How  ugly  did'ft  thou  in  firdelia  fhew  ? 
Which  like  an  Engine,  wrencht  my  frame  of  Nature 
From  the  fixt  place :  drew  from  my  heart  all  love, 
And  added  to  the  gall.  O  Lear,  Lear,  Lear  ! 
Beat  at  this  gate  that  let  thy  Folly  in, 
And  thy  dear  Judgement  out.  Go,  go,  my  people. 

Alb.  My  Lord,  I  am  guiltlefs,  as  I  am  ignorant 
Of  what  hath  moved  you. 

Lear.  It  may  be  fo,  my  Lord,  - 
Hear  Nature,  hear,  dear  Goddefs,  hear : 

Sufpend  thy  purpofe,  if  thou  did'ft  intend  v To  make  this  Creature  fruitful : 
Into  her  Womb  convey  fterility, 

Dry  up  in  her  the  Organs  of  increafe, 
And  from  her  derogate  body,  never  fpring 
A  Babe  to  honour  her.  If  fhe  muft  teem, 
Create  her  Child  of  Spleen,  that  it  may  live 

And  be  a  thwart,  difnatur'd  torment  to  her. 
Let  it  ftamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth, 
With  cadent  Tears  fret  Chanels  in  her  Cheeks, 

Turn  all  her  Mother's  pains,  and  benefits 
To  laughter,  and  contempt :  That  fhe  may  feel, 

How  fharper  than  a  Serpent's  tooth  it  is, 
To  have  a  thanklefs  Child.  Away,  away.  [.Exit. 

Alb.  Now  gods  that  we  adore. 
Whereof  comes  this  ? 

Gon.  Never  afflict  your  felf  to  know  of  it : 
But  let  his  difpofition  have  that  fcope 

As  dotage  gives  it. 

Enter  Lear. 

Lear.  What  fifty  of  my  followers  at  a  clap  ? 
Within  a  fortnight  ? 

Alb.  What's  the  matter,  Sir  ? 
Lear. 



The  Tragedy  of  King  Lear. 

Lear.  I'll  tell  thee  : 

Life  and  Deatli,  I  am  afham'd 
That  thou  haft  power  to  make  my  manhood  thus, 
That  thefe  hot  tears,  which  break  from  me  perforce, 

Should  make  thee  worth  them, 

Blafts  aad  Fogs  upon  thee  : 

TV  undented  wcundings  of  a  Father's  Curfe 
Pierce  every  fenfe  about  thee.  Old  fond  Eyes, 

Beweep  thee  once  again,  I'll  pluck  ye  out, 
And  caft  you  with  the  Waters  that  you  lofe 

To  temper  Clay.  Ha  ?  Let  it  be  fo. 
I  have  another  Daughter, 
Who  I  am  fure  is  kind  and  comfortable : 

When  fhc  {hall  hear  this  of  thee,  with  her  nails 

Shee'll  flea  thy  Wolvilh  vifage.  Thou  fhalt  find, 

That  I'll  refume  the  fhape  which  thou  doft  think 

I  have  call  off"  for  ever. 
Gon.  Do  you  mark  that? 
Alb.  I  cannot  be  fo  partial,  GonerM, 

To  the  great  love  I  bear  you. 

qon.  pray  you  content.  What,  Ofivald,  ho  ? 

You,  Sir,  more  Knave  than  Fool,  after  your  Mailer. 
Fool.  Nuncle  Lear%  Nuncle  Lwr, 

Tarry,  take  the  Fool  with  thee : 

A  Fox,  when  one  has  caught  her, 
And  fuch  a  Daughter, 
Should  fure  to  the  (laughter, 

If  my  Cap  would  buy  a  Halter, 
So  the  Fool  follows  after.  LExit. 

Gon.  This  man  hath  had  good  counfel, 
A  hundred  Knights? 

'Tis politick,  and  fafe  to  let  him  keep 

At  point  a  hundred  Knights:  yes,  that  on  every  Dream, 

Each  buz,  each  fancy,  each  complaint,  diflike, 

He  may  enguard  his  dotage  with  their  powers, 

And  hold  our  lives  in  mercy.  Ofveald,  1  fay. 

Alb.  Well,  you  may  fear  too  far ; 

Gon.  Safer  than  truft  too  far , 

Let  me  ftill  take  away  the  harms  I  fear, 

Not  fear  ftill  to  be  taken.  I  know  his  heart, 

What  he  hath  utter'd,  I  have  writ  my  Sifter : 
If  fhe'll  fultain  him,  and  his  hundred  Knights 

When  I  have  Ihew'd  th'  unfitnefs. 

•   •  £nter  Steward. 

How  now,  Ofveald  ? 

What  have  you  writ  that  Letter  to  my  Sifter  ? 
Stew.  I,  Madam. 

gon.  Jake  you  fome  Company,  and  away  to  Horfe, 

Inform  "her  full  of  my  particular  fear, And  thereto  add  fuch  reafons  of  your  own, 

As  may  compact  it  more.  Get  you  gone, 

And  haften  your  return    no,  no,  my  Lord, 

This  milky  gentlenefs,  and  courfe  of  yours 

Though  I  condemn  not,  yet  under  pardon 
You  are  much  more  at  task  for  want  of  wifdom, 

Than  prais'd  for  harmful  mildnefs. 
<s4lb.  How  far  your  Eyes  may  pierce  I  cannot  tell ; 

Striving  to  better,  oft  we  mar  what's  well. 
Gon.  Nay  then  

Alb.  Well,  well,  the 'vent.  {Exeunt. 

Scena  Quinta. 

£»to-Lear,  Kent,  Gentleman,  WFool. 

Lear.  Go  you  before  to  Glofter  with  thefe  Letters ;  ac- 

quaint my  Daughter  no  further  with  any  thing  you  know, 

than  comes  from  her  demand  out  of  the  Letter,  if  your 

diligence  be  not  fpeedy,  I  fhall  be  there  afore  you. 

Kent.  I  will  not  fleep,  my  Lord,  till  I  have  delivered 

your  Letter.  {Exit. 

Fool.  If  a  man's  brains  were  in  his  heels,  wert  net  in 
danger  of  kibes  ? Lear,  I,  Boy. 

Fool.  Then  I  prythee  be  merry,  thy  Wit  ihall  not  eo 
flip-lhod. 

Lear.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Fool.  Shalt  fee  thy  other  Daughter  will  ufe  thee  kindly, 

for  though  fhe's  as  like  this;  as  a  dab's  like  an  Apple,  yet I  can  tell  what  I  can  tell. 
Lear.  What  canft  tell,  Boy  ? 

Fool.  She  will  tafte  as  like  this,  as  a  Crab  do's  to  a 
Crab:  canft  thou  tell  why  ones  Nofe  ftands  i'  th'  middle on's  face  ? 

Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Why  to  keep  ones  Eyes  of  either  fide's  nofe,  that 
what  a  man  cannot  fmell  out,  he  may  Ipy  into. 

Lear.  I  did  her  wrong. 
Fool.  Canft  tell  how  an  Oyfler  makes  his  (hell  ? 
Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Nor  I  neither  •,  but  I  can  tell  why  a  Snail  has  a Houfe. 

Lear.  Why  ? 

Fool.  Why  to  put's  head  in,  not  to  give  it  away  to  his 
Daughters,  and  leave  his  Horns  without  a  Cafe. 

Lear.  I  will  forget  my  Nature,  fo  kind  a  Father  ?  Be 
my  Horfes  ready  ? 

Fool.  Thy  Alfes  are  gone  about  'em  ;  the  reafon  why 
the  feven  Stars  are  no  more  than  feven,is  a  pretty  reafon. 

Lear.  Becaufe  they  are  not  eight. 

Fool.  Yes  indeed,  thou  would'ft  make  a  good  Fool. 
Lear.  To  tak't  again  perforce?  Monfter  ingratitude! 
Fool.  If  you  were  my  Fool,  Nuncle,  H'd  have  thee  beat 

en  for  being  old  before  thy  time. 

Lear.  How's  that  ? 
Fool.  Thou  fhould'ft  not  have  bin  old,  till  thou  had'ft bin  wife. 

Lear.  O  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  fweet  Heaven : 
keep  me  in  temper,  I  would  not  be  mad.  How  now,  are 
the  Horfes  ready  ? 

gent .  Ready,  my  Lord. Lear.  Come,  Boy. 

Fool.  She  that's  a  Maid  now.and  laughs  at  my  departure, 
Shall  not  be  a  Maid  long,  unlefs  things  be  cut  fliorter. 

f_  Exeunt. 

ABus  Secundus.   Seem  Prima. 

Enter  Baftatd,  and  Curan,  fever  ally. 

Baft  QAve  thee,  Curan. O   Cur.  And  you,  Sir,  I  have  bin 
With  your  Father,  and  given  him  notice 
That  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  and  Regan  his  Dutchefs 
Will  be  here  with  him  this  night. 

'Baft.  How  comes  that  ? 
Cur.  Nay  I  know  not,  you  have  heard  of  the  news  a- 

broad,  I  mean  the  whifper'd  ones,  for  they  are  yet  but 
Ear-kiffing  Arguments. 

Baft.  Not  I  :  pray  you  what  are  they  ? 
Cur.  Have  you  heard  of  no  likely  Wars  toward, 

'Twixt  the  Dukes  of  Cornwall  and  Albany  ? 

Baft.  Not  a  word. 
Cur.  You  may  do  then  in  time, 

Fare  you  well,  Sir.  {Exit. 

Baft.  The  Duke  be  here  to  night  ?  the  better  belt, 
This  weaves  it  felf  perforce  into  my  bufinefs, 
My  Father  hath  fet  guard  to  take  my  Brother, 
And  I  have  one  thing  of  a  queazy  queftion 

Which  I  muft  aft,  briefnefs,  and  fortune  work. 

Enter 
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Enter  Edgar. 

Brother, a  word,  defcend,  brother  I  fay, 
My  Father  watches ;  O  Sir,  fly  this  place, 
Intelligence  is  given  where  you  are  hid  ̂  
You  have  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  night, 

Have  you  not  fpoken  'gainft  the  Duke  of  Cornwall? 
He's  coming  hither,  now  i'th'  night,  i'th'hafte, 
And  Regan  with  him,  have  you  nothing  faid 

Upon  liis  party 'gainft  the  Duke  of  Albany? 
Advife  your  (elf. 

Edg.  I  am  fure  on't,  not  a  word. 
Baft.  I  hear  my  Father  coming,  pardon  me : 

In  cunning,  I  mull  draw  my  Swo;  d  upon  you : 
Draw,  fee tn  to  defend  your  felf, 
Now  quit  you  well. 
Yield, come  before  my  father,  light  hoa,  here, 
Fly,  brother,  Torthes,  fo  farewel,  t  Exit  Edgar. 
Some  bloud  drawn  on  me  would  beget  opinion 
Of  my  more  fierce  endeavour.  1  have  feen  drunkards 
Do  more  than  this  in  fport ;  Father,  father, 

Stop,  flop,  no  help? 

Enter  Glofter,  and  Servants  with  Torches. 

Clo.  tfaWyEdmund,  where's  the  villain  ? 
Baft.  Here  Hood  he  in  the  dark,  his  lharp  Sword  out, 

Mumbling  of  wicked  Charms,  conjuring  the  Mooa 
To  Hand  his  aufpicious  Mtftreis. 

Gh.  But  where  is  he  ? 

'Bafl.  Look,  Sir,  I  bleed. 
Clo.  Where  is  the  villain,  Edmund? 

Bafl.  Fled  this  way,Sir,  when  by  no  means  He  could — 
Ch.  Purfue  him,  ho ;  go  after.  By  no  means,  what  ? 
Baft.  Perfwade  me  to  murther  of  your  Lordlhip, 

But  that  I  told  him  the  revenging  gods, 

'Gainft  Parricidesdid  all  the  thunder  bend, 
Spoke  with  how  manifold,  and  ftrong  a  Bond 

The  Child  was  bound  to  th'  Father.  Sir,in  fine, 
Seeing  how  lothly  oppofite  I  Hood 
To  his  unnatural  purpofe,  in  fell  motion 
With  his  prepared  Sword,  he  charges  home 

My  unprovided  body,  latch'd  mine  Arm  : 
And  when  he  faw  my  beft  alarm'd  Spirits 

Bold  in  the  quarrels  right,  rouz'd  to  th'encounter, 
Or  whether  galled  by  the  noife  I  made, 
Full  fuddenly  he  fled. 

Clo.  Let  him  flye  far: 
Not  in  this  land  (hall  he  remain  uncaught 

And  found  •,  difpatch,  the  Noble  Duke  my  Matter, 
My  worth  Arch  and  Patron  comes  to  night, 
By  his  Authority  I  will  proclaim  it, 
That  he  which  finds  him  (hall  deferve  our  thanks, 

Bringing  the  murderous  Coward  to  the  (take  : 
He  that  conceals  him ,  death. 

'Bafl.  When  I  diflwaded  him  from  his  intent, 
And  found  him  pight  to  do  it,  with  curft  fpeech 

I  threatned  to  difcover  him  •,  he  replied, 
Thou  unpofltfllng  Baftard,  doll  thou  think, 
If  I  would  (land  againftthee,  would  the  repofal 

Of  any  truft;,  virtue,  or  worth  in  thee 

Make  thy  words  faith'd  ?  No,  what  (hould  I  deny, 
(  As  this  I  would,  though  thou  did'ft  produce 

My  very  Character  )  I'll  turn  it  all 
To  thy  fuggeftion,  plot,and  damned  practice : 
And  thou  mud  make  a  dullard  of  the  world, 
If  they  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death 
Were  very  pregnant  and  potential  Spirits 
To  make  thee  leek  it.  C  Tucket  within. 

gio.  O  ftrangeand  faftned  Villain! 
Would  he  deny  his  Letter,  faid  he  ? 

Heark,  the  Duke's  trumpets,  I  know  not  where  he  comes, 
AH  Ports  Tie  bar,  the  villain  (hall  not  fcape, 

The  Duke  mult  grant  me  that :  befides,  his  picture 
I  will  fend  far  and  near,  that  all  the  Kingdom 
My  have  due  note  of  him,  and  of  my  land, 

(  Loyal  and  natural  Boy)  1'le  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  and  Attendants. 

Corn.  How  now,  my  noble  friend,  (Ince  I  came  hither 
(Which  I  can  call  but  now)  I  have  heard  ftrangenefs. 

Reg.  If  it  be  true,  all  vengeance  comes  too  (hort 
Which  can  purfue  th'offender :  how  does  my  Lord  ? 

Clo.  O  Madam,  my  old  heart  is  crack'd,  it's  crack'd. 
Reg.  What,  did  my  Father's  Godfon  feek  your  life  ? 

He  whom  my  father  nam'd,  your  Edgar : 
Glo.  O  Lady,  Lady,  (hame  would  have  it  hid. 
Reg.  Was  he  not  compainon  with  the  riotous  Knights 

That  tended  upon  my  father  ? 

Glo.  I  know  not,  Madam,  'tis  too  bad,  too  bad. 
'Bafl.  Yes,  Madam,  he  was  of  that  confort. 
Reg.  No  marvel  then,  though  he  were  ill-afTtcted, 

'Tis  They  have  put  him  on  the  old  man's  death, 
To  have  th'cxpence  and  waft  of  Revenues ; 
I  have  this  prefent  evening  from  my  Sifter 

Been  well  inform'd  of  them,  and  with  fuch  cautions, 
That  if  they  come  to  fojourn  at  my  Houfe, 
I'le  not  be  there. 

Cor.  Nor  I,  afture  thee,  Regan ; 

Edmund,  I  hear  that  you  have  (hewn  your  Father 
A  Child-like  Office. 

Bafl.  It  is  my  duty,  Sir. 

Glo.  He  did  bewray  his  practice,  and  receiv'd 
This  hurt  you  fee,  ftriving  to  apprehend  him. 

Cor.  Is  he  purfued  ? 

Gh.  I,  my  good  Lord. 
Cor.  If  he  be  taken,  he  (hall  never  more 

Be  fear'd  of  doing  harm,  make  your  own  purpofe, 
How  in  my  ftrength  you  pleafe :  as  for  you,  Edmund, 
Whofe  virtue  and  obedience  doth  this  inftant 

So  much  commend  it  felf,  you  (hall  be  ours, 
Natures  of  fuch  deep  truft,  we  (hall  much  need : 
You  we  firftfeizeon. 

Bafl.  I  (hall  ferve  you,  Sir,  truly,  how  ever  elfe. 
Glo.  For  him  I  thank  your  Grace. 
Cor.  You  know  not  why  we  came  to  vific  you.  _ 

Reg.  Thus  out  of  feafon,  thredding  dark-ey'd  night, Occafions  Noble  Glofter  of  fome  prize. 
Wherein  we  mull  have  ufe  of  your  advice. 
Our  Father  he  hath  writ,  fo  hath  our  Sifter, 
Of  differences,  which  I  beft  thought  it  fit 
To  anfwer  from  our  home :  the  feveral  Meffengers 
From  hence  attend  difpatch,  our  good  old  friend 
Lay  comforts  to  your  boforae,  and  beftow 
Your  needful  counfel  to  our  bufinefles, 
Which  craves  the  inftant  ufe. 

Glo.  I  ferve  you,  Madam, 

Your  Graces  are  right  welcom.  [Exeunt . 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Kent,  and  Steward,  [ever ally. 

Stew.  Good  dawning  to  thee,  friend,  art  of  this  houfe  ? Kent,  t 

Stew.  Where  may  we  fet  our  horfes  ? 

Kent.  I  th'mire. 

Stew.  Prythee  if  thou  Iov'ft  me,  tell  me. Kent.  I  love  thee  not.  - 

Stew.  Why  then  I  care  not  for  thee. 
Kent.  If  I  had  thee  in  Lipsbury  Pinfold,  I  would  make 

thee  care  for  me. 

Stew.  Why  doft  thou  ufe  me  thus  ?  I  know  thee  not. 
Kent.  Fellow,  1  know  thee. 

Stew. 
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Stew.  What  doft  thou  know  me  for  ? 

Kent.  A  Knave,  a  Rafcal,  and  eater  of  broken  meats,  a 

bafe,proud, (hallow,  beggarly,  three-fuited, hundred  pound, 
filthy  woofted  flocking  Knave,  a  Lilly  fivered  ,  Aftion- 
taking  ,  whorfon  glafs  gazing  ,  fuper-ferviceable  finical 
Rogue,  one-Trunk-inheriting  flave,  one  that  would'ftbe  a 
Bawd  in  way  of  good  fervice ,  and  art  nothing  but  the 
compofition  of  a  Knave,  Beggar,  Coward,  Pander,  and 
the  Son  and  Heir  of  a  Mungt  il  Bitch,  one  whom  I  will  beat 

into  clamorous  whining,  if  thou  deny'ft  the  leaft  fyllabk 
of  thy  addition. 

Stew.  Why,  what  a  monftrous  fellow  art  thou  ,  thus 
to  rail  on  one,  that  is  neither  known  of  thee,  nor  knows 
thee  ? 

Kent.  What  a  brazen  fae'd  Varlet  art  thou  ,  to  deny 
thou  knoweft  me  ?  Is  it  two  days  fince  I  tript  up  thy  heels, 
and  beat  thee  before  the  King  ?  Draw  you  Rogue  ,  for 

though  it  be  night ,  yet  the  Moon  fliines,  l'le  make  a  fop 
o'th'Moonfhine  of  you ,  you  whorfon  Gulleinly  Barbar 
monger,  draw. 

Stew.  Away,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 
Kent.  Draw,  you  Rafcal,  you  come  with  letters  againd 

the  King,  and  take  Vanity  the  puppet's  part,  againftthe 
Royalty  of  her  father :  draw,you  rogue.or  l'le  fo  carbonado 
your  Ihanks,  draw  you  Rafcal,  come  your  ways. 

Stew.  Heip,  ho,  murther,  help. 
Kent .  Strike  you  flave :  ftand,  Rogue,  ftand  you  neat 

flave,  ftrike. 
Stew.  Help  ho,  murrher,  murther. 

Enter  Baftard,  Cornwal,  Regan,  Glofter,  Servant. 

Baft.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ?  Part. 
Kent.  With  you,goodman  boy,  if  you  pleafe,  come, 

l'le  flefh  ye,  come  on  young  Matter. 
Glo.  Weapons?  Arms?  what's  the  matter  here  ? 
Cor.  Keep  peace  upon  your  lives,  he  dyes  that  ftrikes  a- 

gain,  what  is  the  matter  ? 
Reg.  The  MefTengers  from  our  Sifter, and  the  King? 
Cor.  What  is  your  difference,  fpeak  ? 
Stew.  I  am  fcarce  in  breath,  my  Lord. 

*Kent.  No  marvel,  you  have  fo  beftir'd  your  Valour,  you 
cowardly  Rafcal,  nature  difclaims  in  thee :  a  Taylor  made 
thee. 

Com.  Thou  art  a  ftrange  fellow,  a  Taylor  make  a  man? 
Kent.  A  Taylor,  Sir ;  a  Stone-cutter,  or  a  Painter,  could 

not  have  made  him  fo  ill,  though  they  had  been  but  two 

years  o'th'trade. 
Cor.  Speak  yet,  how  grew  your  quarrel  ? 

Stew.  The  ancient  Ruffian,  Sir,  whole  life  I  have  fpar'd 
at  fute  of  his  gray  beard. 

Kent.  Thou  whorefon  Zed,  thou  unneceflary  letter,  my 
Lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  1  will  tread  this  unboulted 
villain  into  mortar,and  daub  the  wall  of  a  Jakes  with  him, 
Spare  my  gray-beard,  you  wag-tail  ? 

Cor.  Peace,  Sirrah, 
You  beaftly  knave,  know  you  no  reverence  ? 

Kent.  Yes,  Sir,  but  anger  hatha  priviledge. 
Cor.  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 
Kent.  That  fuch  a  flave  as  this  fhould  wear  a  Sword, 

Who  wears  no  honefty :  fuch  fmiling  rogues  as  thefe, 
Like  Rats  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  a-twain, 

Which  art  t'intrince,  t'unloofe :  fmooth  every  paffion 
That  in  the  natures  of  their  Lords  rebel, 
Being  oil  to  fire,fnow  to  the  colder  moods, 
Renege,  affirm,  and  turn  their  Halcyon  beaks, 
With  every  gale,  and  vary  of  their  Matters, 
Knowing  nought  (like  dogs)  but  following : 
A  plague  upon  your  Epileptick  vifage, 
Smile  you  my  fpeeches,  as  I  were  a  fool  ? 
Goofe,  if  1  had  you  upon  Sarum  plain 

l'le  drive  ye  cackling  home  to  Camelot'. Corn.  What  art  thou  mad,  old  fellow? 
Gloft.  How  fell  you  out,  fay  that  ? 

Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy, 
Than  I,  and  fuch  a  Knave. 

Corn.  Why  doft  thou  call  him  Knave  ? 
What  is  his  fault  t 

Kent.  His  countenance  likes  me  not. 

Cor.  No  more  perchance  do's  mine,nor  his.nor  h:rs. 
Kent.  Sir,  'tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain, 

I  have  feen  better  faces  in  my  time, 
Than  ftands  on  any  fnoulder  that  1  fee 
Before  me,  at  this  inlknr. 

Corn.  This  is  fome  fellow, 

Who  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntnefs,  doth  affect 
A  fkwey  rougnnefs,and  conftrains  the  garb 
Qiute  from  his  Nature.  He  cannot  flatter,  he, 
An  honeft  mind  and  plain,  he  muft  fpeak  truth, 

And  they  will  take  it  fo,  if  not,  he's  plain. 
Thefe  kind  of  Knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plainnefs. 
Harbour  more  craft,  and  more  corrupter  ends, 
Then  twenty  filly-ducking  obfervants, 
That  ftretch  their  duties  nicely. 

Kent.  Sir,  in  good  faith,  in  fincere  verity, 

Under  th'aliowance  of  your  great  afpett, 
Whole  influence  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  fire 

On  flicking  Pbcebus  front. 

Com.  What mean'ft  by  this? 
Kent.  To  go  out  of  my  dialect:  which  you difcemmend 

fomuchj  I  know,  Sir,  I  am  no  flatterer,  he  that  beguil'd 
you  in  a  plain  accent,  was  a  plain  Knave,  which  for  my 
part  I  will  not  be,  though  I  fhould  win  your  difpleafure  to 
intreat  me  to't.  . 

Com.  What  was  th'offenceyou  gave  him  ? 
Stew.  I  never  gave  him  any  : 

It  pleas'd  the  King  his  Mafter  very  late 
To  ftrike  at  me  upon  his  mifconftruction, 
When  he  compact,  and  flattering  his  difpleafure 

Tript  me  behind :  being  down,  infulted,  rail'd, 
And  put  upon  him  fuch  a  deal  of  Man, 
That  worthied  him,  got  praifes  of  the  King, 
For  him  attempting,  who  was  felf-fubdued, 
And  in  the  fklhment  of  this  dead  exploit, 
Drew  on  me  hereagain. 

Kent.  None  of  thefe  Rogues,  and  Cowards, 
But  Ajax  is  their  fool. 

Com.  Fetch  forth  the  Stocks  ? 

Yc  u  ftubborn  ancient  Knave,  you  reverent  Braggart, 
We'll  teach  you. 

Kent .  Sir,  1  am  too  old  to  learn : 
Call  not  your  Stocks  for  me,  I  ferve  the  King ; 
On  whofe  imployment  I  was  fent  to  you, 
You  (hall  dofmall  refpects,  fhew  too  bold  malice 
Againlt  the  Grace,  and  Perfon  of  my  Mafter, 
Stocking  his  MefTenger. 

Com.  Fetch  forth  the  Stocks ; 

As  I  have  life  and  honour,  there  (hall  he  fit  'till  Noon. 
Reg.  'Till  noon  ?  'till  night  my  Lord,  and  all  night  too. 
Ke  t.  Why  Madam,  if  I  were  your  Father's  dog, You  fhould  not  ufe  me  fo. 

Rfg.  Sir,  being  his  Knave,  I  will.     f_  Stocks  brought  out. 
Com.  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  felf-fame  colour, 

Our  Sifter  fpeaks  of.  Come,  bring  away  the  Stocks. 
Glo.  Let  me  befeech  your  Grace,  not  to  do  fo, 

The  King  his  Mafter  needs  muft  take  it  ill 

That  he's  fo  flightly  valued  in  his  MefTenger, 
Should  have  him  this  reftrained . 

Corn.  l'le  anfwer  that. 
Reg.  My  Sifter  may  receive  it  much  more  worfe, 

To  have  her  Gentleman  abus'd,  aflaulted. 
Com.  Come,  my  Lord,  away.  [Exit . 

qio.  I  am  forry  for  thee,  friend,  'tis  the  Dukes  pleafure, 
Whofe difpofition  all  the  world  well  knows 

Will  not  be  rubb'd  nor  ftopt,I'le  intreat  for  thee. 

Ken.  Pray  do  not,  fir,  I  have  wateh'd  and  travefd  hard, 
Some  time  I  lhall  fleep  out,  the  reft  l'le  whiffle : 
A  good  man's  fortune  may  grow  out  at  heels : 

Give 
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Give  you  Good  morrow. 

Glo.  The  Duke's  to  blame  in  this, 
'Twill  be  ill  taken.  {Exit. 

Kent.  Good  King,  that  muft  approve  the  common  faw, 

Thou  out  of  Heaven's  benediction  com'ft 
To  the  warm  Sun. 

Approach  thou  Beacon  to  this  under  Globe, 
That  by  thy  comfortable  Beams  1  may 
Pcrufc  this  Letter.  Nothing  almoftfees  miracles 

But  mifery.  1  know  'tis  from  Cordelia, 
Who  hath  molt  fortunately  been  inform'd 
Of  my  obfeured  com  fe.  And  Ihall  find  time 
From  this  enormous  State,  feeking  to  give 

LofTes  their  remedies.  All  weary  and  o're-watch'd, 
Take  vantage  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  lhameful  lodging.  Fortune,  good  night, 
Smile  once  more,  turn  thy  wheel. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  I  have  heard  my  felf  proclaim'd, 
And  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  Tree, 

Efcap'd  the  hunt.  No  Port  is  free,  no  place 
That  guard,  and  moft  unufual  vigilance 

Do's  not  attend  my  taking.  Whiles  I  may  fcape 
I  will  preferve  my  felf :  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  bafeft  and  moft  pooreft  lhape 
That  ever  penury  in  contempt  of  man, 

Brought  near  to  Beaft :  My  face  I'll  grime  with  filth, 
Blanket  my  loins,  put  all  my  hair  in  knots, 
And  with  prefented  nakednefs  out-face 
The  winds,  and  perfections  of  the  Sky: 
The  Country  gives  me  proof  and  prefident 
Of  Bedlam  beggars,  who  with  roaring  voices 

Strike  in  their  numm'd  and  mortifi'd  Arms, 
Pins,  Wooden  pricks,  Nails,  Sprigs  of  Rofemary : 
And  with  this  horrible  object ,  from  low  Farms, 
Poor  pelting  Villages,  Sheeps-Coats,  and  Mills, 
Sometimes  with  Lunatick  Bans,  fometimes  with  Prayers, 
Inforce  their  charity poor  Turlygod,  poor  Tom. 

Thai'ofomething  yet :  Edgar  I  nothing  am.  \Exit. 

Enter  Lear,  Fool,  and  Gentleman. 

Lear  .Tis  ftrange  that  they  mould  fo  depart  from  home, 
And  not  fend  back  my  MelTenger. 

Gent.  As  1  learn'd, 
The  night  before,  there  was  no  purpofe  in  them 
Of  this  remove. 

Kent.  Hail  to  thee,  Noble  Mailer. 

Lear.  Ha,  mak'ft  thou  this  fhame  thy  paftime  ? 
Kent.  No,  my  Lord. 

Fool.  Ha,  ha,  he  wears  Crewel  Garters;  Horfes  are  ty'd 
by  the  heads,  Dogs  and  Bears  by  th'neck,  Monkies  by 
th  loins,  and  men  by  th'  legs ,  when  a  man  is  overlufty 
at  legs,  then  he  wears  wooden  nether  flocks. 

Lear.  What's  he, 
That  hath  fo  much  thy  place  miftook 
To  fet  thee  here  ? 

Kent.  At  is  both  he  and  Ihe, 
Your  Son  and  Daughter. 

Lear.  No. 
Kent.  Yes. 
Lear.  No,  I  fay. 
Kent.  I  fay,  yea. 
Lear.  By  Jupiter,  I  fwear  no. 
Kent.  By/awo,  I  fwear  I. 

Lear.  They  durft  not  do't  .• 
They  could  not,  would  not  do't :  'tis  worfe  than  murther 
To  do  upon  refpect  fuch  violent  outrage : 
Refolve  me  with  all  modeft  haft,  which  way 

Thou  might'ft  deferve,  or  they  impofe  this  ufage, 
Coming  from  us. 
Km.  My  Lord,  when  at  their  home 

I  did  commend  your  Highnefs  Letters  to  them, 
E're  I  was  rifen  from  the  place,  that  Ihewed  . 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  there  a  reeking  Poft, 
Stew'd  in  his  haft,  half  breathlefs,  panting  forth From  Conenll  his  Miftrefs,  falutation  ̂  
Deliver'd  Letters  fpight  of  intermiflion, 
Which  prefently  they  read ;  on  thofe  contents 
They  fummon'd  up  their  meiny,  ftraight  took  horfe, Commanded  me  to  follow  and  attend 
The  leifure  of  their  anfwer,  gave  me  cold  looks, 
And  meeting  here  the  other  MelTenger, 
Whofe  welcome  I  perceiv'd  had  poyfon'd  mine, 
Being  the  very  fellow  which  of  late 

Difplay'd  fo  fawcily  againftyour  Highnefs , 
Having  more  man  than  wit  about  me ,  drew  •, 
He  rais'd  the  houfe,  with  loud  and  coward  cries, 
Your  Son  and  Daughter  found  this  trefpafs  worth 
The  fhame  which  here  it  fufFers.  (way, 

Fool,  Winter's  not  gone  yet,  if  the  wild  Gtefe  fly  that Fathers  that  wear  Rags  do  make  their  Children  blind. 
But  Fathers  that  bear  Bags,  mail  fee  their  Chi!  drenkind. 
Fortune,  that  arrant  whore,  ne'er  turns  the  key  to  th'poor. But  for  all  this  thou  fhalt  have  as  many  dolours  for  thy  dear 
Daughters,  as  thou  canft  tell  in  a  year. 

Lear.  Oh  how  this  Mother  fwells  up  toward  my  hear*! 
Hyfierka  pajjio,  down  thou  climing  forrow, 
Thy  Element's  below,  where  is  this  Daughter  ? Kent.  With  the  Earl,  Sir,  here  within. 

Lear.  Follow  me  not,  ftay  here.  [Exit. 
Gen.  Made  you  more  offence, 

But  what  you  fpeak  of. Kent.  None  ; 

How  chance  the  King  comes  with  fo  fmall  a  number  ? 
Fool.  And  thou  hadft  been  fet  i'th'  Stocks  for  that 

queftion,  thoud'ft  well  deferv'd  it.. Kent.  Why,  Fool? 

Fool.  We'll  fet  thee  to  fchool  to  an  Ar.t,  to  teach  thee 
there's  no  labouring  i'th'  winter.  All  that  follow  their 
nofes.areled  by  their  eyes,  but  blind  men  •,  and  there's  not 
a  nofe  among  twenty,  but  can  fmell  him  that's  liinking ! 
let  go  thy  hold,  when  a  great  wheel  runs  down  a  hill,  left 
it  break  thy  neck  with  following.   But  the  great  one  that 
goes  upward ,  let  him  draw  thee  after :  When  a  wife  man 
gives  thee  better  counfel,  give  me  mine  again,  I  would 
have  none  but  Knaves  follow  it,  flnce  a  fool  gives  it. 
That,  Sir,  which  ferves  and  feeks  for  gain, 
And  follows  but  for  form ; 

Will  pack  when  it  begins  to  rain, 
And  leave  thee  in  a  ftorm, 

And  I  will  tarry,  the  fool  will  ftay, 

And  let  the  wife  man  fly  .• 
The  Knave  turns  fool  that  runs  away, 
The  fool  no  Knave  perdy. 

Enter  Lear,  and  Glofter. 

Kent.  Where  learn'd  you  this,  fool? 
Fool.  Not  i'th'  Stock.*,  fool. 
Lear.  Deny  to  fpeak  with  me  ? 

They  are  fick,  they  are  weary, 

They  have  travell'd  all  the  night  ?  meer  fetches, 
The  Images  of  revolt  and  flying  ofF. 
Fet  me  a  better  anfwer. 

Glo.  My  dear  Lord, 

You  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  Duke, 
How  unremoveable  and  fixt  he  is 
In  his  own  courfe. 

Lear.  Vengeance,  Plague,  Death,  Confufion: 
Fiery?  What  quality?  Why,  Glofier,  Glojhr, 

I'ld  fpeak  with  the  Duke  of  Cornwall,  and  his  wife. 

Glo.  Well,  my  good  Lord,  I  have  inform'd  them  fo. Le.  Inform'd  them  ?  Doft  thou  underftand  me,  man  ? 
Glo.  I,  ray  good  Lord. 
Lear.  The  King  would  fpeak  with  firnwallt The 
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Would  with  his  Daughter  fpeak,commands,tends,fervice, 

Are  they  iuibrm'd  of  this  ?  My  breath  and  blood  : 
Fiery  ?  TU  fiery  Duke,  tell  the  hot  Duke  that  
No,  but  not  yet,  may  be  he  is  not  well, 
Infirmity  duch  (til!  neglecl  all  office/ 
Whereto  our  health  is  bound,  we  are  not  our  felves, 
When  Nature  being  oppreft,  commands  the  mind 

To  fuffer  with  the  body  ,  I'll  forbear, 
And  am  fall'n  out  with  my  more  headier  will, 
To  take  the  indifpos'd  and  fickly  fit, 
For  the  found  man.  Death  on  my  ftate :  wherefore 
Should  he  lit  here  ?  This  aft  perfwades  me, 
That  this  remotion  of  the  Duke  and  her 

Is  practice  only,  give  me  my  fervant  forth  ; 

Go,  tell  the  Duke  and's  Wife,  Fid  fpeak  with  them : 
Now  prefently  :  Bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  me, 

Or  at  their  Chamber  door  I'll  beat  the  Drum, 
'Till  it  cry  Deep  to  death. 

Glo.  I  would  have  all  well  betwixt  you.  [Exit. 
Lear.  Oh  me,  my  heart!  My  rifing  heart  /  But  down. 
Fool.  Cry  to  it,  Nuncle,  as  the  Cockney  did  to  thk 

Eels,  when  he  put  them  i'th'  Pafte  alive ,  fhe  knapt'ern 
o'th'  Coxcombs  with  a  flick  ,  and  cryed  down  wantons, 
down ;  'twas  his  Brother,  that  in  pure  kindnefs  to  his 
Horfe  buttered  his  Hay. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Glofter,  Servants. 

Lear.  Good  morrow  to  you  both, 
Corn.  Hail  to  your  Grace.        fJKent  here  fet  at  liberty. 
Reg.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Highncis. 
Lear.  Regan,  I  think  you  are,  1  know  what  reafon, 

I  have  to  think  fo,  if  thou  fhould'ft  not  be  glad, 
I  would  divorce  me  from  thy  Mother's  Tomb, 
Sepulchring  an  Adulterefs.  O,  are  you  free  ? 
Some  other  time  for  that.  Beloved  Regan, 

Thy  Sifter's  naught :  Oh  Regan,  fhe  hath  tyed 
Sharp-tooth'd  unkindnefs ,  like  a  Vulture  here, 
I  can  fcarce  fpeak  to  thee,  thou'lt  not  believe 
With  how  deprav'd  a  quality.  Oh  Regan, 

Reg.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  take  patience,  I  have  hope 
You  lefs  know  how  to  value  her  defert, 
Than  fhe  to  fcant  her  duty. 

Lear.  Say?  How  is  that  ? 
Reg.  I  cannot  think  my  Sifter  in  the  Ieaft 

Would  fail  her  Obligation.  If,  Sir,  perchance 

She  have  reftrain'd  the  Riots  of  your  Followers, 
'Tis  on  foch  ground,  and  to  fuch  wholefome  end, As  clears  her  from  all  blame. 

Lear.  My  curfes  on  her. 
Reg.  OSir,  you  are  old, 

Nature  in  you  ftands  on  the  very  Verge 

Of  her  confine :  You  fhould  be  rul'd  and  led 
By  fome  difcretion,  that  difcerns  your  ftate 
Better  than  you  your  felf :  Therefore  I  pray  you, 
That  to  our  Sifter  you  do  make  return, 

Say  you  have  wrong'd  her. 
Lear.  Ask  her  forgivenefs  ? 

Do  you  but  mark  how  this  becomes  the  houfe  ? 
Dear  Daughter,  I  confefs  that  I  am  old 
Age  is  unneceffary :  On  my  my  knees  I  beg, 

That  you'il  vouchfafe  me  Rayment,  Bed,  and  Food. 
Reg.  Good  Sir,  no  more ;  thefe  are  unfightly  tricks : 

Return  you  to  my  Sifter. 
Lear.  Never,  Regan: 

She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  Train : 

Look'd  black  upon  me ,  ftrook  me  with  her  Tongue 
Moft  Serpent-like,  upon  the  very  heart. 

All  the  ftor'd  vengeances  of  heaven  fall 
On  her  ingrateful  top  :  Strike  her  young  bones, 
You  taking  Airs,  with  Lamenefs. 

Corn.  Fie,  Sir,  fie. 
Lear.  You  nimble  Lightnings,  dart  your  blinding  flames 

Into  her  fcornful  eyes :  Infedt  her  Beauty, 
You  Fen-fuck'd  Fogs,  drawn  by  the  powerful  Sun To  fall,  and  blifter. 

Keg.  O  the  bleft  gods ! 
So  will  you  wifh  on  me,  when  the  rafh  mood  is  on. 

Lear.  No,  Regan,  thou  flialt  never  have  my  curfe  ; 
Thy  tende;  hefted  nature  fhall  not  give 
Thee  o'er  toharfhnefs :  Her  eyes  are  fierce,  but  thine 
Do  comfort,  and  not  burn.  'I  j*  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  pleafures,  to  cut  off  my  Train, 
To  bandy  hafty  words,  to  fcant  my  fizes, 
And  in  cordufion,  to  oppofe  the  bolt 

Againft  my  coming  in.  Thou  better  know'it 
The  Offices  of  Nature,  Bond  of  Child-hood, 
FfFeftsof  Couitefie,  Dues  of  Gratitude: 
Thy  half  o'th'  Kingdom  haft  thou  not  forgot, 
Wherein  I  theeendow'd. 

Reg.  Good. Sir,  to  th'purpofe.  [Tucket  within: 
Lear.  Who  put  my  man  i'th'  Stocks  ? 

Enter  Steward. 

Com.  What  Trumpet's  that  ? 
Reg.  I  know't,  my  Sifter's :  This  approves  her  Letter, That  fhe  would  foon  be  here.  Is  your  Lady  come  ? 
Lear.  This  is  a  Slave,  whofeeafie  borrowed  pride 

Dwells  in  the  fickly  grace  of  her  he  follows. 
Out  Varlet,  ft  cm  my  fight. 

Corn.  What  means  your  Grace  ? 

Enter  Gonerill. 

Lear.  Who  ftockt  my  Servant  ?  Regan,  I  have  good  hope 
Thou  didft  not  know  on't. 
Who  comes  here  ?  O  Heavens .' 
If  you  do  love  old  men  ;  if  your  fweet  fway 
Allow  Obedience;  if  you  your  felves  are  old, 
Make  it  your  caufe :  Send  down  and  take  my  part. 

Art  not  afham'd  to  look  upon  this  Beard  ? 
0  Regan,  will  you  take  her  by  the  hand  ? 

Gon.  Why  not  by  th' hand,  Sir  ?  How  have  I  ofKnded  ? 
All's  not  offence  that  indifcretion  finds 
And  dotage  terms  fo. 

Lear.  O  fides,  you  are  too  tough ! 
Will  you  yet  hold  ? 

How  came  my  man  i'th'  Stocks  ? 
Com.  I  fet  him  there,  Sir:  But  his  own  DXorders 

Deferv'd  much  lefs  advancement. 
Lear.  Yqu  ?  Did  you  > 
Reg.  I  pray  you,  Father,  being  weak,  feemfo. 

If,  'till  the  expiration  of  your  Month, 
You  will  return  and  fojourn  with  my  Sifter, 
Difmiffing  half  your  train,  come  then  to  me, 
1  am  now  from  home,  and  out  of  that  provifion, 
Which  fnall  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear.  Return  to  her  ?  and  fifty  men  dismifs'd  ? 
No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roofs,  and  chufe 

To  wage  againft  the  enmity  o'th'air, To  be  a  Comerade  with  the  Wolf  and  Owl, 
Neceffities  fharp  pinch.  Return  with  her  ? 
Why?  The  hot  bloodied  France,  that  Dowerlefs  took 
Our  youngeft  born,  I  could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  Throne,  and  Squire-like  penfion  beg, 
To  keep  bafe  life  a-foot ;  return  with  her  ? 
Perfwade  me  rather  to  be  flave  and  fumpter 
To  this  detefted  Groom. 

Gon.  At  your  choice,  Sir; 

Lear.  I  prithee,  Daughter,  do  not  niake  me  mad, 
1  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  Child  ;  Farewell : 

We'll  no  more  meet,  no  more  fee  one  another, 
But  yet  thou  art  my  flefh,  my  blood,  my  daughter, 

Or  rather  a  difeafe  that's  in  my  flefh, 
Which  I  muft  needs  call  mine.  Thou  art  a  Bile, 

A  plague-fore,  or  imboffed  Carbuncle 
Hi  In 
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I  d  my  corrupted  blood.  But  I'll  not  chide  thee. Let  lhame  come  when  it  will,  1  do  not  call  it, 
1  do  not  bid  the  Thunder  Bearer  (hoot, 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high  judging  Jove, 
Mend  when  thou  canft,  be  better  at  thy  leifure, 
I  can  be  patient,  I  can  ftay  with  Regan, 
I  and  my  hundred  Knights. 

Reg.  Not  altogether  fo, 

I  look'd  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome,  give  ear,  Sir,  to  my  Sifter, 
Forthofe  that  mingle  reafon  with  yourpaflion, 
Muft  be  content  to  think  you  old,  and  fo, 
But  Hie  knows  what  (he  does. 

Lear.  Is  this  well  fpoken  ? 

7{eg.  I  dare  avouch  it,  Sir,  what  fifty  followers  ? 
Is  it  not  well  ?  What  Ihould  you  need  of  more  ? 
Yea.  or  fo  many  ?  Sich  that  both  charge  and  danger, 

Speak  'gainft  fo  great  a  number :  How  in  one  houfe 
Should  many  people,  under  two  commands 

Hold  amity  ?  'Tis  hard,  almoft  impoffible. 
gon.  Why  might  not  you,  my  Lord,  receive  attendance 

From  thole  that  (he  calls  fervants,  or  from  mine  ? 

Reg.  Why  not,  my  Lord  ? 

If  then  they  chane'd  to  flack  ye, 
We  could  controll  them;  if  you  will  come  to  me, 
(For  now  I  fpy  a  danger)  1  intreat  you 
To  bring  five  and  twenty,  to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place  or  notice. 

Lear.  I  gave  you  all.- 
Reg.  And  in  good  time  you  gave  it. 
Lear.  Made  you  my  Guardians  my  Depofitaries, 

But  keep  a  refervation  to  be  followed 
With  fuch  a  number  ?  What  muft  I  come  to  you 
With  five  and  twenty  ?  Regan,  laid  you/o  ? 

Reg.  And  fpeak't  again,  my  Lord,  no  more  with  me. 
Lear.  Thofe  wicked  Creatures  yet  do  look  well  favor'd 

When  others  are  more  wicked,  not  being  the  worft 

Stands  in  fome  rank  of  praife ;  I'll  go  with  thee, 
Thy  fifcy  yet  doth  double  five  and  twenty. 
And  thou  art  twice  her  Love. 

Con.  Hear  me,  my  Lord 
What  need  you  five  and  twenty  ?  Ten  ?  Or  five  ? 
To  follow  in  a  houfe,  where  twice  fo  many. 
Have  a  command  to  tend  you  ? 

'■   Rtg.  What  need  one  ? 
Lear.  O  reafon  not  the  need :  Our  bafeft  Beggars 

Are  in  the  pooreft  thing  fuperfluous, 
Allow  not  Nature,  more  than  nature  needs : 

Man's  life  is  cheap  as  Beafts.  Thou  art  a  Lady ; 
If  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous : 

Why  Nature  needs  not  what  thou  gorgeous  wear'ft, 
Which  fcarcely  keeps  thee  warm,  but  for  true  need, 
You  Heavens,  give  me  that  patience,  patience  I  need, 
You  fee  me  here  (you  gods)  a  poor  old  man, 
As  full  of  grief  as  age,  wretched  in  both, 
If  it  be  you  that  ftiis  thefe  Daughters  hearts 
Againft  their  Father,  fool  me  not  fo  much : 

To  bear  it  tamely :  Touch  me  with  Noble  anger,' 
And  let  not  Women's  weapons,  water  drops, 
Stain  my  man's  cheeks  No,  you  unnatural  Hags, 
I  will  have  fuch  revenges  on  you  both, 

That  all  the  world  fhall  j  I  will  do  fuch  things, 
What  they  are  yer,  I  know  not,  but  they  (hall  be 

The  terrors  of  the  Earth,  you  think  I'll  weep, 
No,  I'll  not  weep,  I  have  full  caufe  of  weeping. 

[Storm  and  Tempefi. 
I  But  this  heart  fhall  break  into  a  hundred  thoufand  flaws, 

•  Or  e'er  I  weep.  O  fool,  I  fhall  go  mad.  [Exeunt. 
Com.  Let  us  withdraw,  'twill  be  a  ftorm. 

Reg.  This  houfe  is  little,  the  old  man  and's  people 
Cannot  be  well  beftow'd. 

Gon.  'Tis  his  own  blame  hath  put  himfelf  from  refly 
And  muft  needs  tafte  his  folly. 

Reg.  For  his  particular  I'll  receive  him  gladly, 

But  not  one  follower. 

gon.  So  am  I  purpos'd, 
Where  is  my  Lord  of  Glofler  ? 

Enter  Glofter. 

Corn.  Followed  the  old  man  forth,  he  isreturn'd. 
Glo.  The  King  is  in  high  rage. 
Corn.  Whither  is  he  going  ? 
Glo.  He  calls  to  horfe,  but  will  I  know  not  whither. 

Com.  'Tis  beft  to  give  him  way,  he  leads  himfelf. 
Gon.  My  Lord,  intreat  him  by  no  means  to  ftay. 
Glo.  Alack  the  night  comes  on: and  the  high  winds 

Do  forely  ruffle,  for  many  Miles  about 
There's  fcarce  a  Bufh. 

Reg,  O  Sir,  to  wilful  men, 
The  injuries  that  they  themfelves  procure, 
Muft  be  their  School-Mafters :  Shut  up  your  doors, 
He  is  attended  with  a  defperate  train, 
And  what  they  may  incenfe  him  to,  being  apt, 

To  have  his  ear  abus'd,  wifaorn  bids  fear. 
Corn.  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  Lord,  'tis  a  wild  night, 

My  Regan  Counfels  well :  Come  out  o'th'  ftorm. 

[Exeunt. 

ABus  Tertius.    Scena  Prima, 

Storm  fii/l.  Enter  Kent,  and  a  Gentleman,  feverally. 

Kent.  ITT  7 Ho's  there  befides  foul  weather ?  fly. 
Gent .    W   One  minded  like  the  weather,moft  unquiet- 

Kent.  I  know  you:  Where's  the  King  ? 
Gent .  Contending  with  the  fretful  Elements. 

Bids  the  wind  blow  the  earth  into  the  Sea, 

:  Or  fwell  the  curled  Waters  'bove  the  Main, 
'  That  things  might  change,  or  ceafe. 

Kent.  But  who  is  with  him  ? 
Gent.  None  but  the  Fool,  who  labours  to  out-jefb 

His  heart-ftrook  injuries. 
Kent .  Sir,  I  do  know  you, 

i  And  dare  upon  the  warrant  of  my  note 
;  Commend  a  dear  thing  to  you.  There  is  divifion 

( Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  is  cover'd 
With  mutual  cunning)  'twixt  Albany  and  Cornwall: 
Who  have,  as  who  have  not,  that  their  great  Stars 

Thron'd  and  fet  high  $  Servants  who  feem  no  lefs, 
i  Which  are  to  France  the  Spies  and  Speculations 
i  Intelligent  of  our  State.  What  hath  bin  feen, 
I  Either  in  fnuffs  and  packings  of  the  Dukes, 
i  Or  the  hard  Rein  which  both  of  them  have  born 
I  Againft  the  old  kind  King ;  or  fomething  deeper, 

j  Whereof  (perchance J  thefe  are  but  furnifhings. 
Gent.  I  will  talk  further  with  you. 
Kent.  No,  do  not: 

For  confirmation  that  I  am  much  more 

Than  my  out-wall  ;  open  this  purfe  and  take 
What  it  contains.  If  you  fhall  fee  Cordelia, 
(As  fear  not  but  you  fhall)  fhew  her  this  Ring, 
And  fhe  will  tell  you  who  that  fellow  is, 
That  yet  you  do  not  know.    Fie  on  this  ftorm, 
I  will  go  feek  the  King. 

gent.  Give  me  your  hand, 
Have  you  no  more  to  fay  ? 

Kent.  Few  words,  buttoeffecT:  moretha'h  all  yet; That  when  we  have  found  the  King,  in  which  your  pain 

That  way,  I'll  this :   He  that  firft -lights  on  him, Hollow  the  other. 

[Exeunt. 

Scena 
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Scena  Secunda* 

Storm  ft  ill.  Enter  Lear,  and  Fool. 

Lear.  Blow  winds,and  crack  your  cheeks  *,  Rage, blow 
You  Cataracts,  and  Hurricano's  fpout, 
'Till  you  have  drench'd  our  Steeples,  drown  the  Cocks. 
You  Suiph\ous  and  thought-excuting  fires, 
Vaunt-curriors  of  Oak-cleaving  Thunder-bolts, 
Sin^ge  my  white  head.  And  thou  ali-lliaking  Thunder, 

Strike  flat  the  thick  Rotundity  o'th'world, 
Crack  nature's  moulds,  all  germanes  fpill  at  once 
That  makes  ingrateful  Man. 

Fool.  O  Nuncle,  Court  holy-water  in  a  dry  Houfe ,  is 

better  than  the  Rain-water  out  o'door.  Good  Nunkle,in,ask 

thy  Daughters  blefling,  here's  a  night  pities  neither  wife- 
men,  nor  Fools. 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  belly  full :  fpit  Fire,  fpout  Rain ; 
Nor  Rain,  Wind,  Thunder,  Fire  are  my  Daughters, 
I  tax  not  you,  you  Elements  with  unkindnefs. 

I  never  gave  you  Kingdom,  call'd  yon  Children  : 
You  owe  me  no  fubfeription.    Then  let  fall 
Your  horrible  pleafure.  Here  1  ftand  your  Slave, 

A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  defpis'd  old  man  : 
But  yet  I  call  you  fervile  Mmifters, 
That  will  with  two  pernicious  Daughters  join 

Your  high-engender'd  Battles,  'gainft  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.  O,  ho  !  'tis  foul. 

Fool.  He  that  has  a  Houfe  to  put's  head  in,  has  a  good 
Head- piece : 
The  Codpiece  that  will  houfe,  before  the  head  has  any  : 
The  head,  and  he  (hall  Lowfe  :  fo  beggars  marry  many. 
That  man  that  makes  his  toe,  what  he  his  heart  mould 

make, 

Shall  of  a  Corn  cry  woe,  and  turn  his  fleep  to  wake. 
For  there  was  never  yet  fair  woman,  but  file  made 

mouths  in  a  glafs.  Enter  Kent. 
Lear.  No,  I  will  be  the  patience  of  all  patience. 

I  will  fay  nothing. 
Kent.  Who's  there? 

Fool.  Marry  here's  Grace ,  and  a  Codpiece ,  that's  a 
Wife-man,  and  a  Fool. 

Kent.  Alas  Sir,  are  you  here  ?  things  that  love  night, 

Love  not  fuch  nights  as  thefe  :  the  wrathful  Skies ' 
Gallow  the  very  wanderers  of  the  dark, 
And  makes  them  keep  their  Caves:  Since  I  was  man, 
Such  Iheets  of  fire,  fuch  bur  fts  of  horrid  thunder, 
Such  groans  of  roaring  Wind,  and  Rain,  I  never 

•Remember  to  have  heard.  Man's  nature  cannot  carry 
Th'afflicTion,  nor  the  fear. 

Lear.  Let  the  great  gods 

That  keep  this  dreadful  pudder  o're  our  heads, 
Find  out  their  enemies  now.  Tremble  thou  Wretch, 
That  haft  within  thee  undivulged  Crimes 
Unwhipt  of  Juftice.  Hide  thee,  thou  bloudy  hand  j 

Thou  Perjur'd,  and  thou  Simular  of  Virtue 
That  art  inceftuous.  Caitiff,  to  pieces  (hake 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  feeming 

Has  praclis'd  on  man's  life.  Clofe  pent  upguilts, 
Rive  your  concealing  Continents,  and  cry 
Thefe  dreadful  Summoners  grace.  I  am  a  man, 

More  finn'd  againft,  than  finning. 
Kent.  Alack,  bare-headed  ? 

Gracious  ray  Lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  Hovel, 

Some  friend  (hip  will  it  lend  you  'gainft  the  tempeft : 
Repofe  you  there,  while  I  to  this  hard  houfe 

(  More  harder  than  the  Stones  whereof  'tis  rais'd, Which  even  but  now,  demanding  after  you, 

Deny'd  me  to  come  in)  return,  and  force 
Their  fcanted  courtefie. 

Lear.  My  wits  begin  to  turn. 
Come  on  my  boy.  Howdoftray  boy  ?  Art  cold? 
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I  am  cold  my  felf.  Where  is  this  ftraw,  my  fellow  t 
The  art  of  onr  Neccfllties  is  ftrange, 
And  can  make  vild  things  precious.  Come,  your  hovel ; 
Poor  Fool,  and  Knave,  I  have  one  part  in  my  heart 

That's  forry  yet  for  thee. 
Fool.  He  that,  ha*  and  *  little  tyne  wit, 

Witti  height-do,  the  Wind  and  the  Rain, 
Mufl:  nukecontent  with  his  fortunes  fit, 
Though  the  Rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

Lear,  True  boy  :  come  bring  us  to  this  Hovel.  [Exit. 
Fool.  This  is  a  brave  night  to  cool  a  Curtizan : 

Tie  fpeak  a  prophecy  e're  I  go : 
When  Prieftsare  more  in  words,  than  matter : 
When  Brewers  marre  their  Malt  with  water  j 

When  Nob(es  are  their  taylor's  tutors, 
No  Hereticks  burn'd  but  wenches  Suitors, 
When  every  Cafe  in  Law  is  right  .- 
No  Squire  in  debt,  nor  no  poor  Knight : 
When  Slanders  do  not  live  in  tongues ; 
Nor  Cut-purfes  come  not  to  throngs ; 

When  Ufurers  tell  their  Gold  ith'  field, 
And  Bawds  and  Whores,  do  Churches  build. 
Then  (hall  the  Realm  of  Albion  come  to  great  confufion, 

Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  fee't, 

That  going  (hall  be  us'd  with  feet. 
This  prophecy  Merlin  (hall  make, 
For  I  do  live  before  his  time.  [Exit. 

Scena  Tertia. 

€nter  Glofter  and  Edmund. 

Glo.  Alack,  ahck,Edmund,  I  like  not  this  unnatural  dea- 
ling j  when  I  defired  their  leave  that  I  might  pitty  him, 

they  took  from  me  the  ufeofmine  own  houfe,  charg'd  me 
on  pain  of  perpetual  difpleafure,  neither  to  fpeak  of  him, 
entreat  for  him,  or  any  way  fultain  him. 

'Baft.  Moft  favage  and  unnatural. 
Glo.  Go  too-,  fay  you  nothing.  There  is  divifion  be- 

tween the  Dukes ,  and  a  worfe  matter  than  that:  I  have 

received  a  Letter  this  night,  'tis  dangerous  to  be  fpoken  I 
have  lock'd  the  Letter  in  my  Cloffet,thefe  injuries  the  King 
now  bears,  will  be  revenged  home ,  there  is  part  of  a 

Power  already  footed,  we  mufl  incline  to  the  King,  I  will 

look  him,  and  privily  relieve  him  •,  go  you  and  maintain 
talk  with  the  Duke,  that  my  charity  be  not  of  him  percei- 

ved-, if  he  ask  for  me,  lam  ill,  and  gone  to  bed,  if  1  die 

for  it,  (as  no  lefs  is  threatned  me)  the  King  my  old  Matter 
muft  he  relieved.  There  is  ftrange  things  toward, Sdmmd, 

pray  you  be  careful.  [_Exit. 
Baft.  This  Courtefie  forbid  thee,  fhall  the  Duke 

Inftantly  know,  and  of  that  Letter  too  \ 
Thisfeems  a  fair  deferving,  and  mufl:  draw  me 
That  which  my  Father  lofes :  no  lefs  than  all, 

The  younger  rifes,  when  the  old  doth  fall.  [Exit . 

Scena  Qmrta. 

Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 

Kent.  Here  is  the  place,my  Lord,  good  my  Lord,  enter, 

The  tyranny  of  the  open  night's  too  rough 
For  Nature  to  endure.  [Storm  ftitt. 

Lear.  Let  me  alone. 

Kent.  Good  my  Lord,  enter  here. 
Lear.  Wilt  break  my  heart  ? 
Kent.  I  had  rather  break  mine  own, 

Good  my  Lord  enter. 

Lear.  Thou  think'ft  'tis  much  that  this  contentious 

Invades  us  to  the  skin  fo :  'tis  to  thee,  (  ftorm 
But  where  the  greater  malady  is  fixt, 

The  ieffer  is  fcarce  felt.  Thou'dft  Own  a  Bear* 
Hi  2  But 
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But  if  thy  flight  light  toward  the  roaring  Sea, 

ThouMft  meet  the  Bear  ith'mouth,when  the  mind's  free, 
The  bodies  delicate,  the  tempeft  in  my  mind, 
Doth  from  my  fenfts  take  all  feeling  elfe, 
Save  what  beats  there.  Filial  ingratitude, 
Is  it  not  as  this  mouth  ihould  tear  his  hand 

For  lifriug  food  to't :  But  I  will  punifh  home; 
No,  I  will  weep  no  more.  In  fuch  a  night, 
To  ihut  me  out  ?  Pour  on,  1  will  endure : 
In  fuch  a  night  as  this  ?  O  %egan,Gonerill^ 
Your  old  kind  Father,  whofe  Irank  heart  gave  all, 
O  that  way  madnefs  lies,  let  me  ftiunthat : 
No  more  of  that. 

Kent.  Good  my  Lord,  enter  here. 
Lear.  Prithee  go  in  thy  felf,  feek  thine  own  eafe, 

This  tempeft  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 

On  things  would  hurt  me  more,  but  l'le  go  in, 
In  boy,  go  firft.  You  houfelefs  poverty,  \Ex\t, 

'  Nay,  get  thee  in ;  l'le  pray,  and  then  l'le  fleep. Poor  naked  wretches,  where  fo  ere  you  are 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pittilefs  ftorm, 
How  ftiall  your  houfelefs  heads,  and  unfed  fides, 

Your  lop'd,  and  window'd  raggednefs  defend  you From  feafons  fuch  as  thefe  ?  0 1  have  tane 

Too  little  care  of  this :  take  Phyfick,  Pomp, 
Expofe  thy  felf  to  feel,  what  wretches  feel, 

That  thou  may'ft  make  the  fuperflux  to  them, 
And  Ihew  the  heavens  more juft. 

Enter  Edgar,  and  Fool. 

Edg.  Fathom  and  half,  Fathom  and  half?  poor  Tom. 
Fool.  Come  not  in  here  Nuncle,  heres  a  Spirit,  help  me, 

help  me. 

Kent .  Give  me  thy  hand,  who's  there  ? 
Fool.  A  Spirit,  a  Spirit,  he  fays  his  name's  poor  'Tom. 
Ken.  What  art  thou  that  do'ft  grumble  there  i'th'ftraw  ? Come  forth. 

Edg.  Away,  the  foul  Fiend  follows  me,  through  the 
fliarp  Hawthorn  blow  the  winds.  Humh,  go  to  thy  bed  and 
warm  thee. 

Lear.  Didft  thou  give  all  to  thy  Daugthers?  Audart 
thou  come  to  this  ? 

£dg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom  ?  whom  the 
foul  Fiend  hath  led  through  Fire  ,  and  through  Flame, 

through  Sword  ,  and  whirlepool ,  ore  Bog ,  and  Quag- 
mire, that  hath  laid  Knives  under  his  Pillow,  and  Halters 

n  his  Pue,  fet  Ratsbane  by  his  Porredge:  made  him 
Proud  of  heart,  to  ride  on  a  Bay  trotting  Horfe,  over  four 

arch'd  Bridges,  to  courfe  his  own  fhadow  for  a  traitor, 
Hits  thy  five  Wits,  Tom's  a  cold.  O  do,  de,  do,  de,  do, 
de,  blifs  thee  from  Whirle-winds ,  Star-blafting,  and 
taking,  do  poor  Tom  fome  charity,  whom  the  foul  fiend 
vexes.  There  could  I  have  him  now,  and  there,  and  here 
again,  and  there. 

iStormftill. 
Lear.  Have  his  Daughters  brought  him  to  this  afle  ? 

Could'ft  thou  fave  nothing  ?  would'ft  thou  give'em  all  ? 
Fool.  Nay,  he  referv'd  a  Blanket,  elfe  we  had  been  all 

i  lam'd, 
Lear.  Now  all  the  plagues  that  in  the  pendulous  air 

ang  fated  o're  mens  faults,  light  on  thy  daughters. 
Kent.  He  hath  no  Daughters,  Sir, 

Lear.  Dear.h,traitor,  nothing  could  have  fubdu'd  nature 
To  fuch  a  lownefs,  but  his  unkind  daughters. 
Is  it  thefafliion,  that  difcarded  Fathers, 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flefli : 

Judicious  punifliment,  'twas  this  flefh  begot 
Thofe  Pelican  Daughters. 

Edg.  Pillicock  fat  on  Pillicock  hill,  alow :  alow,Ioo,loo. 
Fool.  This  cold  night  will  turn  us  all  to  fools ,  and 

Vladraen. 

Edgar.  Take  heed  oth'  foul  fiend  ,  obey  thy  Parents, 
ceep  thy  word,  juftice,  fwear  not,  commit  not,  with 

mans  fworn  Spoufe ;  fet  on  thy  Sweet  heart  on  proud 
array.  Tom's  a  cold, 

Lear.  What  haft  thou  been  ? 
£dg.  A  fervingman.  Proud  in  heart,  and  mind  :  that 

curl'd  my  hair ;  wore  Gloves  in  my  cap  \  ferv'd  the  Luft 
I  of  my  Miftris  heart,  and  did  the  aft  of  darknefs  with  her. 
Swore  as  many  Oaths,  as  I  fpake  words,  and  broke  them 
in  the  fweet  face  of  Heaven.  One,  that  fleptin  the  con- 

triving of  Luft,  and  wak'd  to  do  it.  V  Vine  lov'd  I  dearly ; 
Dice  dearly }  and  in  woman,  out- Paramour 'd  the  Turk. 
Falfe  of  heart,  light  of  ear,  bloudy  handed.  Hog  in  flothj 
Fox  in  ftealth,  Wolf  in  greedinefs,  Dog  in  madnefs,  Lion 
in  prey.  Let  not  the  creaking  of  fhooes,  Nor  the  ruftling 
of  Silks,  betray  thy  poor  heart  to  woman.  Keep  thy  foot 
out  of  brothels,  thy  hand  out  of  Plackets,  thy  Pen  from 
Lenders  Books,  and  defie  the  foul  fiend.  Still  through  thy 
Hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind:  Saysfuum,  mun,  nonny, 
Dolphin  my  Boy,  Boy  Sefley let  him  trot  my. 

IStormJlill. 
Lear.  Thou  wert  better  in  a  Grave,  than  to  anfwer 

with  thy  uncover'd  body,  this  extremity  of  the  Skies.  Is 
man  no  more  than  this  ?  Confider  him  well.  Thou  ow'ft 
the  Worm  no  Silk:  the  Beaft,  no  Hide :  the  Sheep,  no 
Wool :  the  Cat  no  perfume.  Ha  ?  Here's  three  on's  are 
fophifticated.  Thou  art  the  thing  it  felf,  unaccommodated 
man,  is  no  more  but  fuch  a  poor,  bare,  forked  Animal  as 
thou  art.  OfT,  off  you  Lendings :  Come,  unbutton  here. 

Enter  Glouceftcr  with  a  Torch. 

Fool.  Prethee  Nuncle  be  contented,  *tis  a  naughty  night 
to  fwim  in.  Now  a  little  fire  in  a  wild  field,  were  like  an 

old  Letchers  heart,  a  fmall  fpark,  all  the  reft  on's  body, 
cold :  look,  here  comes  a  walking  fire. 

Edgar.  This  is  the  foul  Flibbertigibbet  i  he  begins  at 
Curfew,  and  walks  at  firft  Cock;  He  gives  the  Web 

I And  the  Pin,  fquints  the  eye,  and  makes  the  Hair-lip  j 
Mildews  the  white  Wheat ,  and  hurts  the  poor  Creature 
of  the  Earth. 

Smthold  footed  thrice  the  old. 

He  met  the  Night-Mare,  and  her  ninefold, 
Bid  her  a  light,  and  her  troth-plight, 
And  aroynt  the  Witch,  aroynt  thee. 

Kent.  How  fares  your  grace  ? 

Lear.  What's  he  ? 
Kent.  Who's  there?  what  is't  you  feek? 
Clou.  What  are  you  there  ?  Your  Names?. 
Edgar.  Poor  Tomy  that  Eats  the  fwimming  Frog,  the 

Toad,  the  Tod-pool,  the  wall-Neut,  and  the  water:  that 
in  the  fury  of  his  heart,  when  the  foul  fiends  rages,  Eats 
Cow-dung  for  Sallets ;  fwallows  the  old  Rat ,  and  the 
ditch-Dog :  drinks  the  green  Mantle  of  the  ftanding  Pool : 
who  is  whipt  from  Tything  to  Tything,  andftockt,  pu- 
nilh'd,  and  imprifon'd :  who  hath  three  Suits  to  his  back, 
fix  (hirts  to  his  Body : 

Horfe  to  ride,  and  weapon  to  wear : 
But  Mice,  and  Rats,  and  fuch  fmall  Dear, 
Have  been  Toms  food  for  feven  long  year ; 

Beware  my  follower.  Peace  Smulkin,  peace  thou  fiend. 
Clou.  What,  hath  your  Grace  no  better  company  ? 

Edg,  The  Prince  of  Darknefs  is  a  Gentleman.  CModo 
he's  call'd,  and  CMahu. 

Clou.  Our  flefli  and  bloud,  my  Lord,  is  grown  fo  vile, 
that  it  doth  hate  what  it  gets. 

Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a  cold. Clou.  Go  in  with  me  \  my  duty  cannot  fuffer 

T'obey  in  all  your  daughters  hard  commands : 
Though  all  their  injunction  be  to  bar  my  doors, 
And  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upon  you, 
Yet  have  I  ventured  to  come  to  feek  you  out, 

And  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  is  ready. 
Lear.  Firft  let  me  talk  with  this  Philofopher, 

What  is  the  caufe  of  Thunder  ? 

Kent. 
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Kent.  Good,  my  Lord,  take  his  offer, 
Go  into  th'  houfe. 

Lear.  I'll  take  a  word  with  this  fame  learned  Theban  : 
What  is  your  ftudy  ? 

Edg.  How  to  prevent  the  Fiend  and  ro  kill  Vermin. 
Lear.  Let  us  ask  you  one  word  in  private. 
Kent.  Importune  him  once  more  to  go,  my  Lord, 

His  wits  begin  t'unfettle. 
Glou.  Canftthou  blame  him  ?                 {Storm  ftili 

His  Daughters  feek  his  death  :  Ah,  that  good  Kent, 
He  faid  it  would  be  thus :  Poor  banifli'd  man : 

Thou  fayeft  the  King  grows  mad,  I'll  tell  thee,  friend, 
I  am  a  [molt  mad  my  lelf,  I  had  a  Son, 

Now  out  law'd  from  my  blood  :  He  fought  my  life 
But  lately  :  Very  late  :  I  Iov'd  him  (friend) 
No  Father  his  Son  dearer :  True  to  tell  thee, 

The  grief  hath  craz'd  my  wits.  What  a  night's  this  ? 
I  do  befeech  your  grace. 

Lear.  O  cry  you  mercy,  Sir  : 
Noble  Philofopher,  your  company. 

Edg.  Tom's  a  cold. 

Glob.  In,  fellow,  there,  into  th'  Hovel  ̂   keep  thee  warm. 
Lear.  Come,  let's  in  all. 
Kent.  This  way,  my  Lord. 
Lear.  With  him 

I  will  keepflill  with  my  Philofopher. 
Kent.  Good,  my  Lord,  foothhim: 

Let  him  take  the  fellow. 

Glou,  Take  him  you  on. 
Kent.  Sirrah,  come  on:  Go  along  with  us. 
Lexr.  Come,  good  (^Athenian. 
Glou.  No  words,  no  words,  hulh. 
Edg.  Child  Rowland  to  the  dark  Tower  came, 

His  word  was  ftill,  fie,  foh,  and  fum, 
j  lmell  the  blood  of  a  Urittijh  man.  {Exeunt. 

Scena  Qu'mta, 

Enter  Cornwall  and  Edmund. 

Com.  I  will  have  revenge,  e're  I  depart  his  houfe 
Ba(t.  How,  my  Lord,  1  may  be  cenfured,  that  Nature 

thus  gives  way  to  Loyalty,  fomething  fears  me  to  think 
of. 

Com.  I  now  perceive,    it  was  not  altogether  your 
Brothers  evil  dilpofition  made  him  feek  his  death;  But 
a  provoking  merit  fet  a  work  by  a  reprovable  badnefs 
in  himfelf. 

"Baft.  How  malicious  is  my  fortune,  that  I  muft  re- 
pent to  be  juft  ?  This  is  the  Letter  which  he  fpoke  of-, 

which  approves  him  an  intelligent  party  to  the  advanta- 
ges of  France.  O  Heavens !  That  this  Treafon  were  not  j 

or  not  I  the  Detector. 
Com.  Go  with  me  to  the  Dutchefs. 

Baft.  If  the  matter  of  this  Paper  be  certain ,  you  have 
mighty  bufinefs  in  hand. 

Com.  True  or  falfe  ,  it  hath  made  thee  Earl  of  Glou- 
cefter :  Seek  out  where  thy  Father  is,  that  he  may  be  ready 
for  our  apprehenfion. 

Baft.  If  I  find  him  comforting  the  King,  it  will  fluff 
his  fufpition  more  fully.  I  will  perfevere  in  my  courfe  of 
Loyalty,  though  the  conflict  be  fore  between  that  and  my 
blood. 

Com.  I  will  lay  trull  npon  thee    and  thou  fhalt  find 
a  dear  father  in  my  Love.  {Exeunt. 

Scena  Sexta. 

Enter  Kent  and  Gloucefler. 

Glou.  Here  is  better  than  the  open  air ,  take  it  thank- 
fully :  I  will  piece  out  the  comfort  with  what  addition  I 

«n  :  I  will  not  be  long  from  you.  [Exit. 
Kent.  All  the  power  of  his  wits,  have  given  way  to  his 

impatience  :  The  gods  reward  your  kindnefs. 

Enter  Lear,  Edgar,  and  Fool. 

Edg.  Fraterreto  calls  me,  and  tells  meiWrois  an  An- 
gler in  the  Lake  of  Darknefs;  Pray  innocent,  and  beware the  foul  fiend. 

Fool.  Prithe,  Nuncle,  tell  me,  whether  a  madman  be  a Gentleman,  or  a  Yeoman. 
Lear.  A  King,  a  King. 

Fool.  No,  he's  a  Yeoman,  that  has  a  Gentleman  to  his 
Son  :  For  he's  a  Yeoman  that  fees  his  Son  a  Gentleman before  him. 

Lear.  To  have  a  thoufand  with  red  burning  fpits 
Come  hizzing  in  upon  'em. 

Edg.  Blefs  thy  five  wits. 
Kent.  O  pity :  Sir,  where  is  the  patience  now, 

That  you  fo  oft  have  boafted  to  remain  ? 

Edg.  My  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  fo  much, 
They  marr  my  counterfeiting. 

Lear.  The  little  dogs  and  all ; 

Trayy  Blanch,  and  Sweet-beart .-  See,  they  bark  at  me, 
Sdg.  Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them :  Avaunt,  you 

Currs,  be  thy  mouth  or  black  or  white : 
Tooth  thatpoifons  if  it  bite : 
MaftifT,  Grey,  hound,  Mungril,  Grim, 
Hound  or  Spaniel,  Brache,  or  Hym  : 
Or  Bobtail  tike ,  or  Troudle  tail, 
Tom  will  make  him  weep  and  wail, 
For  with  throwing  thus  my  head ; 
Dogs  leapt  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled. 
Do,  de,  de,  de :  Sefe  ̂   Come,  march  to  Wakes  and  Fairs, 
And  Market  Towns :  poor  Tom,  thy  horn  is  dry..  {Exit. 

Lear.  Then  let  them  Anatomize  Regan:  See  what 
breeds  about  her  heart.   Is  there  any  eaufe  in  Nature  that 
make  thefe  hard  hearts.    You,  Sir,  J  entertain  for  one  of 

my  hundred-,  only,  I  do  not  like  the  fafhion  of  your  gar- 
ments. You  will  lay  they  are  /V/fo#5  but  let  them  be 

chang'd. Enter  Glofter. 

Kent.  Now,  good  my  Lord,  lie  here,  and  reft  awhile. 
Lear.  Make  no  noife,  makenonoife,  draw  the  Cur- 

tains :  So,  fo,  we'll  go  to  fupper  i'th'  Morning. 
Fool.  And  I'll  go  to  bed  at  noon.' Glou.  Come  hither,  friend ; 

Where  is  the  King,  my  Mailer  I  ' 
Kent.  Here,  Sir,  but  trouble  him  not,  his  wits  are  gone. 
Glou.  Good  friend,  I  prithee  take  him  in  thy  arms , 

I  haveo'reheard  a  plot  of  death  upon  him  : 
There  is  a  Litter  ready,  lay  him  in't, 
And  drive  toward  Dover,  friend,  where  thou  fhalt  meet 
Both  welcome  aud  protection.  Take  up  thy  Matter, 

If  thou  fhould'fl  dally  half  an  honr,  ;!iis  life 
With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  him, 
Stand  in  affured  lots.  Take  up,  take  up, 
And  follow  me,  that  will  to  fome  provifion 
Give  thee  quick  conduct.  Come,  come,  away.  {Exeunt. 

• 

I  i  i  Scena 

L 
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Scena  Sebtima. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Gonerill,  Ballard, 
and  Servants, 

Corn.  Poll  fpeedily  to  my  Lord  your  Husband,  (hew 
him  this  Letter,  the  Army  of  France  is  landed :  feek  out 
the  Traytor  Glofier. 

Reg.  Hang  him  inftantly. 
Con.  Pluck  out  his  Eyes. 
Com.  Leave  him  to  my  difpleafure.  Edmund,  keep  you 

our  Sifter  Company  :  the  revenges  we  are  bound  to  take 
upon  your  traiterous  Father,  are  not  fit  for  your  behold- 

ing. Advife  the  Duke  where  you  are  going,  to  a  moft 
feftinate  preparation :  we  are  bouqd  to  the  like.  Our 
Ports  (hall  be  fwift,  and  intelligent,  betwixt  us.  Farewel 
dear  Sifter,  farewel  my  Lord  of  Glofier. 

Enter  Steward. * 

How  now  ?  Where's  the  King  ? 
Stew.  My  Lord  of  Glofier  had  convey'd  him  hence. 

Some  five  or  fix  and  thirty  of  his  Knights 
Hot  Qneftrifts  after  him,  met  him  at  gate, 
Who,  with  fome  other  of  the  Lords  dependants, 
Are  gone  with  him  toward  Dover  ;  where  they  boalt 
To  have  well  armed  Friends. 

Com.  Get  Horfes  for  your  Miftrefs. 
Con.  Farewel,  fvveet  Lord,  and  Sifter.  {_Exit. 
Com.  Edmund  farewel:  go  feek  the  Traitor  Glofter, 

Pinnion  him  like  a  Thief,  bring  him  before  us : 
Though  well  we  may  not  pafs  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  Ju  ft  ice  :  yet  our  power 

Shall  do  a  curt'fie  to  our  wrath,  which  men 
May  blame,  but  not  controul. 

Enter  Glofter,  and  Servants'. 

Who's  there?  the  Traitor  ? 

Reg.  Ingrateful  Fox,  'tis  he. 
Com.  Bind  fall:  his  Corky  Arms. 
Glo.  What  mean  your  Graces  ? 

Good  my  Friends  confider  you  are  my  Guefts : 
Do  me  no  foul  play,  Friends, 

Com.  Bind  him  I  fay. 

Reg.  Hard,  hard  :  O  filthy  Traitor 

Glo.  Unmerciful  Lady,  as  you  are,  I'm  none. 
Com.  To  this  Chair  bind  him, 

Villain,  thou  (halt  find. 

Glo.  By  the  kind  gods,  'tis  molt  ignobly  done 
To  pluck  me  by  the  Beard. 

Reg.  So  white,  and  fuch  a  Traytor  ? 
Gb.  Naughty  Lady, 

Thefe  hairs  which  thou  do'ftravifh  from  my  Chin 
Will  quicken  and  accufe  thee.  I  am  your  Hoft, 
With  Robbers  hands,  my  hofpitable  favours 
You  (hould  not  ruffle  thus.  What  will  you  do  ? 

Corn.  Come,  Sir. 
What  Letters  had  you  late  from  France  ? 

"Rjg.  Be  fimple  anfwer'd,  for  we  know  the  truth. 
Com.  And  what  Confederacy  have  you  with  the  Tray, 

tors,  late  footed  in  the  Kingdom  * 
Reg.  To  whofe  hands 

You  have  fent  the  Lunatick  King :  fpeak. 
Glo.  I  have  a  Letter  guefimgly  fet  down 

Which  came  from  one  that's  of  a  neutral  heart, 

And  not  from  one  oppos'd. 
Corn.  Cunning. 

Reg.  And  falfe. 
Cor.  Where  haft  thou  fent  the  King  ? 
Glo.  To  Dover. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ? 

Was't  thou  not  charg'd  at  peril  ? 
Com.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ?  Let  him  anfwer  that. 

Glo.  1  am  tyed  to  th'  Stake, 
And  I  mud  ftand  theCourfe. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ? 
Glo.  Becaufe  1  would  not  fee  thy  cruel  Nails 

Pluck  out  his  poor  old  Eyes :  nor  thy  fierce  Sifter, 
In  his  Anointed  flefh,  flick  boarifh  phangs. 
The  Sea,  with  fuch  a  ftorm  as  his  bare  head, 

In  Hell  black-night  indur'd,  would  havebuoy'd  up 
And  quench'd  the  Steeled  fires : 
Yet  poor  old  heart,  he  holp  the  Heavens  to  rain. 

If  Wolves  had  at  thy  Gate  howl'd  that  Hern  time, 
Thou  fhould'ft  have  faid,  good  Porter  turn  the  Key : All  Cruels  elfe  fubferibe :  but  I  (hall  fee 

The  winged  Vengeance  overtake  fuch  Children. 
Corn.  See't  (halt  thou  never.  Fellows  hold  the  Chair. 

Upon  thtfe  Eyes  of  thine,  I'll  fet  my  toot. 
Glo.  He  that  will  think  to  live,  till  he  be  old, 

Give  me  fome  help,  —  O  cruel !  O  you  gods. 

Reg.  One  fide  will  mock  another :  th'  other  too. 
Corn.  If  you  fee  vengeance. 
Serv.  Hold  your  hand,  my  Lord  ? 

I  have  ferv'd  you  ever  fince  I  was  a  Child : 
But  better  fervice  have  I  never  done  you, 
Than  now  to  bid  you  hold. 

Reg.  How  now,  you  Dog  ? 
Ser.  If  you  did  wear  a  Beard  upon  your  Chin, 

Il'd  (hake  it  on  this  quarrel.  What  do  you  mean  ? 
Corn.  My  Villain  ? 

Ser.  Nay  then  come  on,  and  take  the  chance'of  anger. 
Reg.  Give  me  thy  Sword.  Apezantftand  up  thus  i 

\Ktlls  him. Ser.  Oh,  I  am  (lain:  my  Lord,  you  have  one  Eye  left 
To  fee  fomemifchief  on  him.  Oh. 

Corn.  Left  it  fee  more,  prevent  it ;  Out  vild  gelly : 
Where  is  thy  lufter  now  ? 

Glo.  All  dark  and  comfortlefs  ? 

Where's  my  Son  Edmund  ? 
Edmund,  enkindle  all  the  fparks  of  Nature 

I  To  quit  this  horrid  aft. 
Reg.  Out  treacherous  Villain, 

Thou  call'ft  on  him,  that  hates  thee,  It  was  he 
That  made  the  overture  of  thy  Treafons  to  us : 
Who  is  too  good  to  pitty  thee. 

Glo.  O  my  follies !  then  Edgar  was  abus'd. 
Kind  gods,  forgive  me  that,  and  profper  him. 

Reg.  Go  thruft  him  out  at  Gates,  and  let  him  fmell 
His  way  to  Dover.  {Exit  with  Glofter. 

How  is't,  my  Lord  ?  How  look  you  ? 
Corn.  I  have  receiv'd  a  hurt :  follow  me  Lady  : 

Turn  out  that  Eyelefs  Villain :  throw  this  Slave 
Upon  the  Dunghill :  Regan,  I  bleed  apace, 
Untimely  comes  this  hurt.  Give  me  your  arm.  {Exeunt. 

ABus  Quartuf.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  V^E  T  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  contemn'd, 
X    Than  ftill  contemn'd  and  flatter'd,  to  be  worft : 

The  loweft,  and  moft  deject  thing  of  Fortune, 
Stands  ftill  in  efperance,  lives  not  in  fear. 
The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  beft, 

The  worft  returns  to  laughter.  Welcome  then, 
Thou  unfubftantial  air  that  I  embrace : 
The  wretch  that  thou  haft  blown  unto  the  worft, 

Owes  nothing  to  thy  blafts. 

Enter 
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Enter  Glofter  led  by  an  old  man. 

But  who  comes  here  ?  My  Father  poorly  led  ? 
World,  World,  O  World  ! 
But  that  thy  ftrange  mutations  make  us  hate  thee, 
Life  would  not  yield  to  age. 

Old  Man.  O  my  good  Lord,  I  have  been  your  Tenant, 
And  your  Fathers  Tenant,  thefe  fourfcore  years. 

Gh.  Away,  get  thee  away  :  good  Friend  be  gone, 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all, 
Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  Man.  You  cannot  fee  your  way. 
Cjlo.  I  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  Eyes : 

I  Humbled  when  I  faw.  Full  oft  'tis  feen, 
Our  means  fecure  us,  and  our  meer  defects 
Prove  our  Commodities.  Oh  dear  Son  Edgar , 
The  food  of  thy  abufed  Fathers  wrath  : 
Might  1  but  live  to  fee  thee  in  my  touch, 

Il'd  fay  I  had  Eyes  again. 
Old  Man.  How  now  ?  who's  there  ? 

Edg.  O  gods !  Who  is't  can  fay  I  am  at  the  worft  ? 1  am  worfe  than  ere  I  was. 

Old  tJMan.  'Tis  poor  mad  Tom. 
Edg.  And  worfe  I  may  be  yet :  the  worft  is  not, 

So  long  as  we  can  fay  this  is  the  worft. 
Old  Man.  Fellow,  where  goeft  ? 
Glo.  Is  it  a  Beggar-man  ? 
OldMdn.  Madman,  and  Beggar  too. 
qio.  He  has  fome  reafon,  elfe  he  could  not  beg. 

1'  th'  laft  nights  ftorm,  I  fuch  a  Fellow  faw 
Which  made  me  think  a  Man,  a  Worm.  My  Son 
Came  then  into  my  mind,  and  yet  my  mind 
Was  then  fcarce  Friends  with  him. 
I  have  heard  more  fince : 

As  Flies  to  ch'  wanton  Boyes,  are  we  to  th'  gods, 
They  kill  us  for  their  fport. 

Edg.  How  mould  this  be  ? 
Bad  is  the  Trade  that  muft  play  the  Fool  to  forrow, 

Ang'ring  irfelf,  and  others.  Blefs  the  Mafter. 
Glo.  Is  that  the  naked  Fellow  ? 

Old  Man.  I,  my  Lord. 
Glo.  Get  thee  away  :  if  for  my  fake 

Thou  wilt  o're-take  us  hence  a  mile  or  twain 

P  th'  way  toward  Dover,  do  it  for  ancient  love, 
And  bring  fome  covering  for  this  naked  Soul, 
Which  I'll  intreat  to  lead  me. 

Old  Man.  Alack  Sir,  he  is  mad. 

Glo.  'Tis  the  times  plague, 
When  Madmen  lead  the  blind  : 

Do  as  1  bid  thee,  or  rather  do  thy  pleafure : 
Above  the  reft,  be  gone. 

Old  Man.  I'll  bring  him  the  beft  Parrel  that  I  have, 
Come  on't,  what  will.  fMxit. 

Glo.  Sirrah,  naked  Fellow. 

Edg.  Poor  T dot's  a  cold.  I  cannot  daub  it  further. Glo.  Come  hither  Fellow. 

Edg.  And  yet  I  muft : 
Blefslhy  fweet  Eyes,  they  bleed. 

Glo.  Know'ftthouthewaytoDow? 
Edg.  Both  Stile,  and  Gate,  Horfe  way,  and  foot  path  : 

poorVow  hath  been  fcar'd  out  of  his  good  wits.  Blefs 
thee  good  mans  Son,  from  the  foul  Fiend.  (plagues 

Glo.  Here  take  this  Purfe,  thou  whom  the  Heav'ns 
Have  humbled  to  all  ftrokes :  that  I  am  wretched 

Makes  thee  the  happier  :  Heavens  deal  fo  ftill : 

Let  the  fuperfluous,  and  Luft-dieted  man, 
That  flaves  vour  Ordinance,  that  will  not  fee 

Becaufe  he  do's  not  feel,  feel  your  power  quickly : 
So  diftribution  fhould  undo  excefs, 

And  each  man  have  enough.  Do'ft  thou  know  Dover  ? 
Edg.  I  Mafter. 
Glo  There  is  a  ClifT,  whofe  high  and  bending  head 

Looks  fearfully  in  the  confined  Deep : 

Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  it, 
And  I'll  repair  the  milery  thou  do'ft  bear 
With  fomething  rich  about  me :  from  that  place, 
I  fhall  no  lending  need. 

Edg.  Give  me  thy  arm ; 
Poor  Tom  fhall  lead  thee.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Gonerill,  Baftard,  and  Steward. 

Gon.  Welcome  my  Lord,  I  marvel  our  mild  Husband 
Not  met  us  on  the  way.  Now,  where's  your  Mafter  ? 

Stew.  Madam  within,  but  never  man  fo  chang'd : I  told  him  of  the  Army  that  was  Landed: 
Hi  fmil'datit.  I  told  him  you  were  coming, His  anfwer  was  the  worfe.  Of  Glofiers  Treachery, 
Aod  of  the  loyal  fervice  of  his  Son 

When  I  inform'd  him,  then  he  call'd  me  Sot, 
And  told  me  I  had  turn'd  the  wrong  fide  out : 
What  molt  he  mould  diflike,  feems  pleafant  to  him ; 
What  like,  offenfive. 

Gon  Then  fhall  you  go  no  further, 
ft  is  thcCowifh  terror  of  hisfpirit 

That  dares  not  undertake :  he'll  not  feel  wrongs 
Which  tye  him  to  an  anfwer   our  wifhes  on  the  way 
May  prove  effects.  Back  Edmund  to  my  Brother, 
Haften  his  Mufters,  and  conduct  his  powers. 
I  muft  change  names  at  home,  and  give  the  Diftaff 
Into  my  Husbands  hands.  This  trufty  Servant 
Shall  pafs  between  us :  ere  long  you  are  like  to  hear 
(If  you  dare  venture  in  your  own  behalf) 
A  MiftrefTes  command.  Wear  this ;  fpare  fpeech, 
Decline  your  head.  This  kifs,  if  itdurft  fpeak, 
Would  ftretch  thy  Spirits  up  into  the  air  : 
Conceive,  and  fare  the  well. 

Baft.  Yours  in  the  ranks  of  Death. 
Gon.  My  moft  dear  Glofter. 

Oh,  the  difference  of  man,  and  man, 
To  thee  a  Womans  fervices  are  due, 
My  Fool  ufurps  my  Body. 

Stew.  Madam,  here  comes  my  Lord. 

Enter  Albany* 

Gon.  I  have  been  worth  the  whittle. 
Alb.  Oh  qoneriUy 

You  are  not  worth  the  duft  which  the  rude  wind 

Blows  in  your  Face. 

gon.  Milk-liver'd  man, 
That  bear'ft  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  of  wrongs, 
Who  haft  not  in  thy  brows  an  Eye-difcerning 
Thine  honour,  from  thy  fuffering. 

Alb.  See  thy  felf  Devil : 
Proper  deformity  feems  not  in  the  fiend 
So  horrid  as  in  Woman. 

Gon.  Oh  vain  Fool. 

Enter  a  Meflenger. 

MeJ.  Oh  my  good  Lord,  the  Duke  of  Cor nw alls  dead, 
Slain  by  his  Servant,  going  to  put  out 
The  other  Eye  of  Glofter. 

Alba.  Glofter s  Eyes  > 

CMef.  A  Servant  that  he  bred,  thrill'd  with  remorfe, 
Oppos'd  againft  the  act :  bending  his  Sword 
To  his  great  Mafter,  who,  thereat  enrag'd 
Flew  on  him,  and  amongft  them  fell'd  him  dead, But  not  without  that  harmful  ftroke,  which  fince 

Hath  pluck'd  him  after. 
Alba.  This  fhews  you  are  above 

You  Juftices,  that  thefe  our  nether  crimes 
So  fpeedily  can  venge.  But  (O  poor  Glofter) 

Loft 
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Loll  he  his  other  Eye  ? 

Mtf.  Both,  both,  ray  Lord. 
This  Letter  Madam,  aaves  a  fpeedy  Anfwer  : 

'Tis  from  your  Sitter. 
Gon.  One  way  I  like  this  well, 

But  being  Widow,  and  my  Glofler  with  her,^ 
Mcjy  ail  the  building  iu  my  fancy  pluck 
Upon  my  hateful  life.  Another  way 

The  News  is  not  fo  rart.  I'll  read,  and  anfwer. 
Alba.  Where  was  his  Son, 

When  they  did  take  his  Eyes  ? 
Mef.  Come  with  my  Lady  hither. 
Alba.  He  is  not  here. 

Mtf.  No,  my  good  Lord,  I  met  him  back  again. 
Alba.  Knows  he  the  wickednefs  ? 

Mtf.  1,  my  good  Lord  :  'twas  he  inform'd  againfl  him, 
And  quit  the  Houfeof  purpofe,  that  their  punithment 
Might  have  the  freer  courfe. 

Alb.  Glofler,  I  live 

To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  fhewd'ft  the  King, 
And  to  revenge  thine  Eyes.   Come  hither  Friend, 

Tell  me  what  more  thou  know'ft.  [Exeunt. 

Seem  Tertia.. 

Enter  with  Drum  and  Colours,  Cordelia,  Gentlemen, 
and  Souldiers. 

C»r.  Alack,  'tis  he :  why  he  was  met  even  now 
As  made  the  vext  Sea,  tinging  aloud, 

Govvn'd  with  rankFenitar,  and  furrow  weeds, 
With  Hardocks,  Hemlock,  Nettles,  Cuckow  Flowers, 
Darnel,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  futlaining  Corn.  A  Century  fend  forth  j 
Search  every  Acre  in  the  high-grown  Field, 
And  bring  him  to  our  Eye.  What  can  mans  wifdom 
In  the  reftoring  his  bereaved  Senfe  :  he  that  helps  him, 
Take  all  my  outward  worth. 

Gent.  There  is  means,  Madam  : 
Our  fotler  Nurfe  of  Nature,  is  repofe, 
The  which  he  lacks :  that  to  provoke  in  him, 
Are  many  Simples  operative,  whofe  power 
Will  clofe  the  Eye  of  Anguilh. 
Cord  All  bleft  Secrets, 

!  All  you  unpublifh'd  Vertues  of  the  Earth 
j  Spring  with  my  tears  ;  be  aidant,  and  remediate 
|  In  the  good  mans  defire  :  fcek,  leek  for  him, 

Left  his  uogovern'd  rage,  diflblve  the  life That  wants  the  means  to  lead  it. 

Enter  a  MefTenger. 

Mtf.  News,  Madam, 
The  Brittifh  Powers  are  marching  hitherward. 

Cord  'Tis  known  before.  Our  preparation  ftands 
In  expectation  of  them.  O  dear  Father, 

ic  is  thy  bu^inefs  that  I  go  about :  therefore  great  France 
My  mourning,  and  importun'd  tears  hath  pittied  : 
Now  blown  Ambition  doth  our  Arms  incite, 

But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  ag'd  Fathers  Right : 
Soon  may  I  hear,  and  fee  him.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Ouarta. 

Enter  Regan,  and  Steward. 

Reg.  But  are  my  Brothers  Powers  fet  forth  ? 
Stew.  I,  Madam. 
Reg.  Himfelf  in  perfon  there  ? 
Stew  Madam,  with  much  adoe 

Your  Sifter  is  the  better  Souldier. 

Reg.  Lord  Edmund  fpake  not  with  your  Lord  at  home; 

Stew.  No,  Madam. 

Reg.  What  might  import  my  Sifters  Letter  tohim  ? 
Stew.  I  know  not,  Lady. 

Reg.  Faith  he  is  pofted  hence  on  ferious  matter  • 
It  was  great  ignorance.  Gloflers  Eyes  being  out 
To  let  him  live.  Where  he  arrives,  he  moves 
All  hearts  againfl:  us :  Edmund,  I  think,  is  gone 
In  pitty  of  his  mifery,  to  difpatch 
His  nighted  life :  Moreover  to  defcry 

The  ftrength  oth'  Enemy. 
Stew.  I  muft  needs  after  him,  Madam,  with  my  Letter. 
Reg.  Our  Troops  fet  forth  to  morrow,  ftay  with  us : 

The  wayes  are  dangerous. 
Stew.  I  may  not,  Madam  ; 

My  Lady  charg'd  my  duty  in  his  bufinefs. 
Reg.  Why  fhould  the  write  to  Edmund? 

Might  not  you  tranfport  her  purpofes  by  word  ?  Belike 

Some  things,  I  know  not  what.  I'll  love  the  much Let  me  unfeal  the  Letter. 

Stew.  Madam,  I  had  rather  ■  

Reg.  I  know  your  Lady  do's  not  love  her  Husband, 
I  am  fure  of  that :  and  at  her  late  being  here, 

She  gave  ftrange  Iliads,  and  moft  fpeaking  looks 
To  Noble  Edmund.  I  know  you  are  of  her  bofome. 

Stew.  I,  Madam  ? 

Reg.  Ifpeakinunderftanding:  Y'are  :  I  know't, 
Therefore  I  do  advife  you  take  this  note  : 

My  Lord  is  dead  :  Edmund,  and  I  have  talk'd, 
And  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand 
Than  for  your  Ladies :  You  may  gather  more : 

If  you  do  find  him,  pray  you  give  him  this  -7 
And  when  your  Miftrifs  hears  thus  much  from  you, 
I  pray  defire  her  call  her  wifdom  to  her. 
So  fare  you  well : 

If  you  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  blind  Traytor, 
Preferment  falls  on  him,  that  cuts  him  off! 

Stew.  Would  I  could  meet  him,  Madam,  I  fhould  fhew 
What  party  I  do  follow. 

Reg.  Fare  thee  well.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Qumta. 

Enter  Glofter,  and  Edgar. 

Glo.  When  fhall  I  come  to  th'  top  of  that  fame  Hill  ? 
Edg.  You  do  climb  up  it  now.  Look  how  we  labour. 
Glo.  Me  thinks  the  ground  is  even. 
Edg.  Horrible  fteep. 

Hark,  do  you  hear  the  Sea  ? 
Glo.  No  truly. 

Edg.  Why  then  your  other  Senfes  grow  imperfect 
By  your  Eyes  anguifh, 

Glo.  So  may  it  be  indeed. 

Me  thinks  thy  Voice  is  alter'd,  and  thou  fpeak'ft 
In  better  phrafe,  and  matter  than  thoudidft. 

Edg.  Y'are  much  deceiv'd  :  in  nothing  ami  chang'd 
But  in  my  Garments. 

Glo.  Me  thinks  y'are  better  fpoken. 
Edg.  Come  on  Sir, 

Heres  the  place:  ftand  ftill:  how  fearful 

And  dizzy  'tis,  to  caft  ones  Eyes  fo  low, 
The  Crows  and  Choughs,  that  wing  the  midway  air 
Shew  fcarce  fo  grofs  as  Beetles.  Half  way  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  Sampire  :  dreadful  trade  : 
Me  thinks  he  feems  no  bigger  than  his  head. 

The  Fifhermen  that  walk'd  upon  the  beach 
Appear  like  Mice :  and  yond  tall  Anchoring  Bark, 
Diminifh'd  to  her  Cock :  her  Cock,  a  Buoy 
Almoft  too  fmall  for  fight.  The  murmuring  Surge, 
That  on  th'  unnumbred  idle  Pebble  chafes 

Cannot  be  heard  fo  high.  I'll  look  no  more, 
Left  my  brain  turn,  and  the  deficient  fight 
Topple  down  headlong. 
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Glou.  Set  me  where  you  ftand. 
Edg.  Give  me  your  hand : 

You  are  now  within  a  foot  of  th'extrean  Verge : 
For  all  beneath  the  Moon  would  I  not  leap  upright. 

GIoh.  Let  go  my  harjd  : 
Here  friends,  another  purfe ,  in  it,  a  Jewell 
Well  worth  a  poor  mans  taking.  Fairies,  and  gods 
Profper  it  with  thee.  Go  thou  further  off, 
Bid  me  farewel,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg.  Now  fare  ye  well,  good  Sir. 
Glou.  With  all  my  heart. 
edg.  Why  do  I  trifle  thus  with  his  defpair, 

'Tisdone  to  cure  it. 
Glou.  O  you  mighty  gods ! 

This  world  I  do  renounce,  and  in  your  fights 
Shake  patiently  my  great  affliction  off: 
If  I  could  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  oppofelefs  wills, 
My  fnuff,  and  loathed  part  of  nature  fhould 
Burn  it  felf  out.  If  Edgar  live,  O  blefs  him. 
Now  fellow,  fare  the  well. 

Edg.  Good  Sir,  Farewel. 
And  yet  I  know  not  how  conciet  may  rob 
The  Treafure  of  life,  when  life  it  felf 
Yields  to  the  Theft.  Had  he  been  where  he  thought, 
By  this  had  thought  been  part.  Alive,  or  dead  ? 
Hoa,  you  Sir :  friend,  here  you  Sir,  fpeak : 
Thus  might  he  pafs  indeed :  yet  he  revives.; 
What  are  you  Sir  ? 

Glou.  Away,  and  let  me  die. 

Edg.  Had'ft  thou  been  ought 
But  Gozemore,  Feathers  and  air, 
(  So  many  fathom  down  precipitating) 

Thoud'ft  fhiver'd  like  an  Egg :  but  thou  do'ft  breath  : 
Haft  heavy  fubffcance,  bleed'ft  not,  fpeak,  art  found  ? 
Ten  Mafts  at  each,  make  not  the  altitude 
Which  thou  haft  perpendicularly  fell, 

The  life's  a  miracle.  Speak  yet  again. Glou.  But  have  I  fain,  or  no  ? 
Edg.  From  the  dread  Sumraet  of  this  Chalky  Bourn 

Look  up  a  height,  the  fhrill  gor'd  Lark  fo  far 
Cannot  be  feen  or  heard :  Do  but  look  up. 

Glou.  Alack,  I  have  no  eyes : 

Is  wretchednefs  depriv'd  that  benefit 
To  end  it  felf  by  death  ?  'Twas  yet  fome  comfort, 
When  mifery  could  beguile  the  tyrants  rage, 
And  fruftrate  his  proud  will. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  arm. 

Up,  fo:  Howis't?  Feel  you  your  Legs  ?  You  ftand. 
Glou.  Too  well,  too  well. 
Edg.  This  is  above  all  ftrangenefs, 

Upon  the  Crown  oth'Cliffe.  What  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you  ? 

Glou.  A  poor  unfortunate  Beggar. 
edg.  As  I  ftood  here  below,  me  thought  his  eyes 

Were  two  full  Moons :  he  had  a  thoufand  Nofes, 

Horns  walk'd,  and  wav'd  like  the  enraged  Sea : 
It  was  fome  fiend :  therefore  thou  happy  Father, 
Think  that  the  cleareft  gods,  who  make  them  honors 
Of  mens  impoffibilities,have  preferved  thee. 

Glou.  I  do  remember  now :  henceforth  Tie  bear 

Affliction,  till  it  do  cry  out  it  felf 
Enough,  enough,  and  die.  That  thing  you  fpeak  of, 

I  took  it  for  a  man :  often  'twould  fay 
The  fiend,  the  fiend,  he  led  me  to  that  place. 

Edg.  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts. 

Enter  Lear. 

But  who  comes  here  ? 

The  fafer  fenfe  will  ne're  accomodate 
His  Mafter  thus. 

Lear.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  crying.  I  am  the 
King  himfelf. 

Edgar.  O  thou  fide  piercing  fight ! 

Lear.  Natures  above  Art,  in  that  refpecf:.  There's  your Prefs-mony.  That  fellow  handles  his  Kow  like  a  Crow- 
keeper :  draw  me  a  Cloathiers  yard .  Look,look,  a  Moufe. 
Peace,  Peace,  this  piece  of  toafted  Cheefe  will  doe't, 
There's  my  Gauntlet,  Pfc  prove  it  on  a  Gyant.  Bring  up 
the  brown  Bills.  O  well  flown  Bird :  ith'ciout,  ith'clonr  .- 
Hewgb.   Give  the  word. 

Edg.  Sweet  Marjoram. Lear.  Pafs. 

Glou.  I  know  that  voice. 

Lear.  Ha !  Gonerill  with  a  white  beard  ?  They  flatter'd 
me  like  a  Dog,  and  told  me  I  had  the  white  hairs  in  my 
Beard,  ere  the  black  ones  were  there.  To  fay  I,  and  no,  to 
every  thing  that  I  faid  :  I,  and  no  too,  was  no  good  Divi- 

nity. When  the  rain  came  to  wet  me  once,  and  wind  to 
make  me  chatter :  when  the  Thunder  would  not  peace  at 

my  bidding,  there  I  found  'em,  there  I  fmelt'em  out.  Go 
to,  they  are  not  men  o'their  words ;  they  told  me,  I  was 
every  thing :  Tis  a  Lie,  1  am  not  Ague  proof. 

Glou.  The  trick  of  that  voice,  I  do  well  remember :  Is't not  the  King  ? 

Lear.  I,  every  inch  a  king. 
When  I  do  ftare,  fee  how  thefubjeft  quakes. 
I  pardon  that  mans  life.  What  was  thy  caufe  ? 
Adultery  ?  thou  fhalt  not  die :  die  for  Adultery  ? 

No,  the  wren  goes  too't,  and  the  fmall  gilded  Flie 
Do's  Ietcher  in  my  fight.  Let  Copulation  thrive : 
For  Cjlofters  Baftard  Son  was  kinder  to  his  Father, 

Than  my  Daughters  got  'tween  the  lawful  fheets. 
Too't  Luxury  pell-mell,  fori  lackSouldiers. 
Behold  you  fimpring  Dame,  whofe  face  between  her  Forks 

prefagesSnow  ;  that  minces  Vertue,  and  do's  fhake  the 
head  to  hear  of  pleafures  name.    The  Fitchew,  nor  the 

foyled  Horfe  goes  too't  with  a  more  riotous  appetite  ; 
down  from  the  wafte  they  are  Centaures,  though  women 
all  above:  but  to  the  Girdle  do  the  gods  inherit,  beneath 

is  all  the  fiends.  There's  hell,  there's  darknefs,  there  is  the 
fulphurous pit,  burning,  fcalding,  ftench,  confumption : 
Fie,  fie,  fie ;  pah,  pah  :  Give  me  an  Ounce  Of  Civet } 

good  Apothecary  fweeten  my  imagination There's money  for  thee. 
Glou.  O  let  me  kifs  that  hand. 
Lear.  Let  me  wipe  it  firft, 

It  fmells  of  Mortality. 

Glou.  O  ruin'd  piece  of  nature,  this  great  world 
Shall  fo  wear  out  to  naught. 
Do'ft  thou  know  me? 

Lear.  I  remember  thine  eyes  well  enough :  do'it  thou 
fquiny  at  me  ?  No,  do  thy  worft  blind  Cupid,  1'le  not  love. 
Read  thou  this  challenge,  mark  but  the  penning  of  it. 

Glou.  Were  all  thy  Letters  Suns,  I  could  not  fee  one. 
Edg.  I  would  not  take  this  from  report, 

It  is,  and  my  heart  breaks  at  it, 
Lear.  Read. 

Glou.  What  with  the  Cafe  of  eyes? 
Lear.  Oh  ho,  are  you  there  with  me?  No  eyes  in  your 

head,  nor  no  money  in  your  purfe  ?  Your  eyes  are  in  hea- 
vy cafe,  your  purfe  in  a  light,  yet  you  fee  how  this  world 

goes. 

Glou.  I  fee  it  feelingly. 

Lear.  What,  art  mad?  A  man  may  fee  how  this  world 
goes,  with  no  eyes.  Look  with  thine  ears :  See  how  yond 

Juftice  rails  upon  yond  fimple  thief.  Heark  in  thine  ear  : 

Change  places,  and  handy-dandy,  which  is  the  Juftice, 
which  is  the  thief:  Thou  haft  feen  a  Farmers  dog  bark 
at  a  Beggar  ? 

Glou.  Sir. 

Lear.  And  the  Creature  run  from  the  Cur .  there  thou 

might'ft  behold  the  great  image  of  Authority,  a  Dog's 
obey'd  in  Office.  Thou,  Rafcal  Beadle,  hold  thy  bloudy 
hand :  why  do'ft  thou  lafh  that  Whore  ?  Strip  thy  own 
back,  thou  hotly  lufts  to  ufe  her  in  that  kind,  for  which 

thou  whip'ft  her.   The  Ufurer  hangs  the  Cozener.  Tho 

rough 
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rough  and  tatter'd  cloaths,  great  Vices  do  appear :  Robes, 
and  furr'd  gowns  hide  all.  Place  fins  with  gold,  and  the 
tt i  onge  Lance  of  juftice,  hurtlefs  breaks :  Arme  it  in  rags, 

a  Pigmy's  ftraw  doth  pierce  it.  None  does  offend,  none,  I 
fay  none,  I'le  able  'em;  take  that  of  me  my  friend,  who 
have  the  power  to  feal  th'accufers  lips.  Get  thee  glafs  eyes, 
and  likeafcurvy  Politician,  feemto  fee  the  things  thou 

do'lt  not.  Now,  now,  now,  now.  Pull  ofTmy  Boots :  har- 
der, harder,  fo. 

Edg.  O  matter,  and  impertinency  mixt, 
Reafon  in  Madnefs. 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my  eyes. 
I  know  thee  well  enough,  thy  name  is  Glofter : 

Thou  muft  be  patient  •,  we  came  crying  hither  .• 
Thou  know'lt,  the  firft  time  that  we  fmell  the  air 
We  wawle,and  cry.  I  will  preach  to  thee :  Mark. 

Glon.  Alack,  alack,  the  day. 
Lear.  When  we  are  born,  we  cry  that  we  are  come 

To  this  great  ttage  of  fools.  This  a  good  block : 
It  were  a  delicate  ftratagem  to  fhooe 

A  Troop  of  Horfe  with  felt :  I'le  put't  in  proof, 
And  when  I  have  ftoln  upon  thefe  Sons-in-Laws  : 
Then  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Gent.  O  here  he  is:  lay  hand  upon  him,  Sir. 
Your  moll  dear  Daughter  

Lear.  No  refcue  ?  what,  a  Prifoner  ?  I  am  even 
The  Natural  Fool  of  fortune,  life  me  well, 
You  fhall  have  ranfom.  Let  me  have  Surgeons, 

I  am  cut  to  th'Brains. 
Gent.  You  fhall  have  any  thing. 

Lear,  No  Seconds?  AUmyfelfj' 
Why,  this  would  make  a  man,  a  man  of  Salt ; 
To  ufe  his  eyes  for  Garden  water-pots.  I  will  die  bravely, 
Like  a  fmug  Bridegroom.  What?  I  will  be  Jovial : 
Come,  come,  I  am  a  King.  Mailers,  know  you  that  ? 

Gent.  You  are  a  Royal  one,  and  we  obey  you. 

Lear.  Then  there's  life  in't.  Come,  and  you  get  it, 
You  fhall  get  it  by  running  .•  Sa,  fa,  fa,  fa.  [Exit. 

Gent.  A  fight  moft  pittiful  in  the  meaneft  wretch, 
Paft  fpeaking  of  in  a  King.  Thou  haft  a  Daughter 
Who  redeems  nature  from  the  general  curfe 
Which  twain  have  brought  her  to. 

Edg.  Hail,  gentle  Sir. 

Gent.  Sir,  fpeed  you :  what's  your  will  ? 
Edg.  Do  you  hear  ought  (Sir)  of  a  Battel  toward. 
Gent.  Moft  fure,  and  vulgar  : 

Every  one  hears  that,  which  can  diftinguifh  found. 
Edg.  But  by  your  favour  : 

How  near's  the  other  Army  ? 
Gent.  Near,  and  on  fpeedy  foot :  the  main  difcry 

Stands  on  the  hourly  thought. 

Edg.  I  thank  you,Sir,  that's  all. 
Gent.  Though  that  the  Queen  on  fpecial  caufe  is  here, 

Her  Army  is  mov'd  on.  C  Exit. 
Edg.  Ithankyou,Sir. 
Clou.  You  ever  gentle  gods,  take  my  breath  from  me, 

Let  not  my  worfer  Spirit  tempt  me  again 
To  die  before  you  pleafe, 

Edg.  Well,  pray  you  Father. 
Glou.  Now  good  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 
£dg.  A  moft  poor  man,  made  tame  to  fortunes  blows 

Who,  by  the  Art  of  known,  and  feeling  forrows, 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pitty.  Give  me  your  hand, 
Pie  lead  you  to  fome  biding. 

Glou.  Hearty  thanks : 
The  bounty,  and  the  benizon  of  Heaven 
To  boot,  and  boot. 

Enter  Steward. 

Steve.  A  proclaim'd  prize  :  moft  happy: 

That  eyelefs  head  of  thine,  was  firft  fram'd  flefh 
To  raife  my  fortunes.  Thou  old,  unhappy  traitor, 
Briefly  thy  felf  remember  :  the  Sword  is  out 
That  muft  deftroy  thee. 

Glou.  Now  let  thy  friendly  hand 

Put  ftrength  enough  to't. Stew.  Wherefore,bold  Peazant, 

Darft  thou  fupport  a  publifh'd  traitor  ?  hence, 
Left  that  th'infection  of  his  fortune  take 
Like  hold  on  thee.  LetgohisArm. 

Edg.  Chill  not  let  go  Zir, 
Without  vurther  cafion. 

Stew.  Let  go,  Slave,  or  thou  dy'ft. 
Edg.  Good  Gentleman  go  your  gate,  and  let  poor  volk 

pafs :  and'ehud  ha'been  zwagged  out  of  my  life,  'twould 
ha'been  zo  long  as  'tis,  by  a  vortnight.  Nay,  come  not 
near  th'old  man :  keep  out  che  vor'ye,  or  ice  try  whither 
your  Coftard,  or  my  Ballow  be  the  harder  j  chill  be  plain with  you. 

Stew.  Out  Dunghil. 

£dg.  Child  pick  your  teeth  Zir :  come,  no  matter  vor 

your  foyns. Stew.  Slave  thou  haft  flain  me :  villain,  take  my  purfe  \ 
If  ever  thou  wilt  thrive,  bury  my  body, 

And  give  the  Letters  which  thou  find'ft  about  me, To  Sdmud  Earl  of  Glojler :  feek  him  out 
Upon  the  Englifh  party.  Oh  untimely  death,  death. 

Edg.  I  know  thee  well.   A  ferviceable  Villain, 
As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  thy  Miftrjs, 
As  badnefs  would  defire. 

Glou.  What,  is  he  dead  > 
Edg.  Sit  you  down  Father :  reft  you. 

Let's  fee  thefe  Pockets ;  the  Letters  that  he  fpeaks  of 
May  be  my  friends :  he's  dead  ;  I  am  only  forry He  had  no  other  Deathfman.  Let  us  fee : 

Leave  gentle  wax,  and  manners:  blame  us  not 
To  know  our  enemies  minds,  we  rip  their  hearts, 
Their  Papers  are  more  lawful. 

Reads  the  Letter. 

LEt  our  reciprocal  vows  be  remembred.  ICou  have  many 
opportunities  to  cut  him  off:  if  your  will  want  net,  time 

and  place  will  be  fruitfully  offer' d.  There  is  nothing  done.  If  he 
return  the  Conqueror,  then  am  I  the  Prifoner ,  and  his  bed,  my 
Gaol,  from  the  loathed  warmth  whereof  ,  deliver  me,  andfupply 
the  place  of  our  Labour. 

Tour  {Wife,fo  I  would  [ay)  affectio- 
nate Servant,  Goneril. 

Of  indiftinguifh'd  fpace  of  Womanswill, 
A  plot  upon  her  vertuous  Husbands  life, 
And  the  exchange  my  brother  :  here,  in  the  fands 
Thee  Tie  rake  up,  the  poft  unfandlified 
Of  murtherous  Letchers :  and  in  the  mature  time, 
With  this  ungracious  paper  ftrike  the  fight 

Of  the  death-praftis'd  Duke :  for  him  'tis  well, 
That  of  thy  death,  and  bufinefs,  I  can  tell. 

Glou.  The  King  is  mad  .• 
How  ftifle  is  my  vile  fenfe 
That  I  ftand  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  forrows  ?  Better  I  were  diftratt, 

So  fhould  my  thoughts  be  fever'd  from  my  griefs, 
£  Drum  afar  off. 

And  woes,  by  wrong  imaginations  Iofe 
The  knowledg  of  themfelves. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  hand  : 
Far  off  methinks  I  hear  the  beaten  Drum. 

Come,  Father,  I'le  beftow  you  with  a  friend ,  {Exeunt. 

Scene 
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Scena  Septima. 

Enter  Cordelia,  Kent  and  Gentleman, 

Cor.  O  thou  good  Kent, 
How  fhail  I  live  and  work 

To  match  thy  goodnefs  ? 
My  life  will  be  too  fliort, 
And  every  meafure  fail  me. 

Kent .  To  be  acknowledg'd  Madam  is  o'repaid, 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modeft  truth, 
Nor  more,  nor  dipt,  but  fo. 

Cor.  Be  better  fuited, 
Thefe  weeds  are  memories  of  thofe  worfer  hours : 
I  prethee  put  them  off. 

Kent.  Pardon,  dear  Madam, 
Yet  to  be  known  (hortens  my  made  intent, 
My  boon  I  make  it,  that  you  know  me  not, 
Till  time,  and  I  think  meet. 

Cor.  Then  be't  fo  my  good  Lord : 
How  do's  the  King  > 

Gent.  Madam,  fleeps  (till. 
Cor.  O  you  kind  gods ! 

Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abufed  Nature, 

Th'untun'd  and  jarring  fenfes,  O  wind  up, Of  this  child  changed  Father, 
gent.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty. 

That  we  may  wake  the  King,  he  hath  flept  long  ? 

Cor.  Be  govern'd  by  your  knowledge,  and  proceed 
I'th'  fway  of  your  own  will :  is  he  array'd  ? 

Enter  Lear  in  a  Chair,  carried  by  Servants. 

Cent.  I  Madam :  in  the-  beavinefs  of  fleep, 
We  put  frefh  garments  on  him. 
Be  by,  good  Madam,  when  we  do  awake  him, 
I  doubt  not  of  his  Temperance. 

Cor.  O  my  dear  Father,  reftauration  hang 
Thy  medicine  on  my  lips,  and  let  this  kifs 
Repair  thofe  violent  harms,  that  my  two  Sillers 
Have  in  thy  Reverence  made. 

Kent.  Kind  and  dear  Princefs. 

Cor.  Had  you  not  been  their  Father.thefe  white  flakes 
Did  challenge  pity  of  them.  Was  this  face 

To  be  oppos'd  againft  the  jarring  winds? 
Mine  Enemies  dog,  though  he  had  bit  me, 
Should  have  flood  that  night  againft  my  fire, 

And  was't  thou  fain  (  poor  Father  ) 
To  hovell  thee  with  Swine  and  Rogues  forlorn, 
In  fliort,  and  mufty  ftraw  ?  alack,  alack, 

'Tis  wonder  that  my  life  and  wits,  at  once 
Had  not  concluded  all.  He  wakes,  fpeak  to  him. 

Gent.  Madam,  do  you,  'tis  fitteft. 
Cor.  How  does  my  Royal  Lord  ? 

How  fares  your  Majefty  ? 

Lear.  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  out  oth'grave ; 
Thou  art  a  Soul  in  blifs,  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
Do  fcald,  like  molten  Lead. 

Cor.  Sir,  do  you  know  me? 
Lear.  You  are  a  Spirit  I  know,  when  did  you  die  ? 
Cor.  Still,  ftill,  far  wide. 

Gent.  He's  fcarce  awake, 
Let  him  alone  a  while. 

Lear.  Where  have  I  been  ? 

Where  am  I  ?  fair  day  light  ? 

I  am  mightily  abus'd ;  I  mould  even  die  with  pity 
To  fee  another  thus.   I  know  not  what  to  fay : 

I  will  not  fwear  thefe  are  my  hands :  let's  fee, 
I  feel  this  pin  prick,  would  I  were  aflur'd 
Of  my  condition, 

Cor.  O  look  upon  me,  Sir, 

And  hold  your  hand  in  benediction  o're  me 

You  muft  not  kneel.  ' Lear.  Pray  do  not  mock  me- 
I  am  a  very  fooJiih  fond  old  man 
Four  (core  and  upward, 
Not  an  hour  more,  nor  lefs : And  to  deal  plainly, 
I  feat  I  am  not  in  my  perfect  mind. 
Methinks  I  mould  know  you,  and  know  this  man 
Yet  1  am  doubtfull :  for  I  am  mainly  ignorant 
What  place  this  is,  and  all  the  skill  I  have 
Remembt  rs  not  thef:  garments :  nor  I  know  not 
Where  I  did  iodge  l?.ft  night.  Do  not  laugh  at  me, 
For  (as  I  am  a  man;  I  think  this  Lady 
To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 

Cor.  And  fo  I  am  :  I  am, 
Lear.  Be  your  tears  wet  ? 

Yes  faith  :  I  pray  weep  not. 
If  you  have  poifon  for  me,  I  will  drink  it : 
I  know  you  do  not  love  me,  for  your  Sifters 
Have  (as  I  do  remember)  done  me  wrong. You  have  fomecaufe,  they  have  not. 

Cor.  Nocaufe,  nocaufe. 
Lear.  Am  I  in  France  ? 
Kent.  In  your  own  Kingdom,  Sir, 
Lear.  Do  not  abufe  me. 
Gent .  Be  comforted,  good  Madam,  the  great  rage 

You  fee  is  kill'd  in  him  :  defire  him  to  go  in, Trouble  him  no  more  till  further  fetling. 
Cor.  Wiltpleafe  your  highnefs  walk 
Lear.  You  muft  bear  with  me  : 

Pray  you  now  forget,  and  forgive, 
I  am  old  and  foolifh. 

\Exeunt. 

Jtlus  Quintus.    Scena  Trima. 

Enter  with  Drum  and  Colours,  Edmund,  Regan, 
Gentlemen,  and  Souldiers. 

Baft.  "T7"  Now  of  the  Duke  if  his  laft  purpofe  hold, 
x\_  Or  whether  fince  he  is  ad  vis'd  by  ought 

To  change  the  courfe,  he's  full  of  alteration, 
And  felf  reproving,  bring  his  conftant  pleafure. 

Reg.  Our  Sifters  man  is  certainly  mifcarried.  . 

'Baft.  'Tis  to  be  doubted,Madam. 
Reg.  Now  fweet  Lord, 

You  know  the  goodnefs  I  intend  upon  you: 
Tell  me  but  truly,  but  then  fpeak  the  truth, 
Do  you  not  love  my  Sifter  ? 

Baft.  In  honour'd  Love. Reg.  But  have  you  never  found  my  Brothers  way, 
To  the  fore-fended  place  ? 

Baft.  No  by  mine  honour,  Madam. 
Reg.  I  never  fhall  endure  her,  dear  my  Lord, 

Be  not  familiar  with  her. 

Baft.  Fear  not,  fhe  and  the  Duke  her  husband. 

Enter  with  Drum  and  Colours,  Albany,  Goneril,  Souldie)  s. 

Alba.  Our  very  loving  Sifter,  well  be  met : 
Sir,  this  I  heard,  the  King  is  come  to  his  Daughter 
With  others,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  State 
Forc'd  to  cry  out. 

Reg.  Why  is  thisreafon'd  ? 
Gon.  Combine  together  'gainft  the  Enemy : 

For  thefe  domeftick,  and  particular  broils, 

Are  not  the  queftion  here. 
Alb.  Let's  then  determine  with  th'ancient  of  war 

On  our  proceeding. 

Reg.  Sifter,  you'll  go  with  us  ?  Gon.  No. 
Reg,  'Tis  moft  convenient,  pray  go  with  us. 

Gon. 
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Con.  Oh,  ho,  I  know  the  Kiddle,  I  will  go. 
{Exeunt  both  the  tyirmies. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Sdg.  If  ere  your  Grace  had  fpeech  with  man  fo  poor, 
Hear  me  one  word. 

Jib.  l'le  overtake  you,  fpeak. 
Edg.  Before  you  fight  the  Battel,  ope  this  Letter  .- 

If  you  have  victory,  let  the  Trumpet  found 
For  him  that  brought  it :  wretch  though  I  feern, 
I  can  produce  a  Champion,  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouched  there.  If  you  mifcarry, 
Your  bufinefs  of  the  world  hath  fo  an  end, 
And  machination  ceafes.  Fortune  loves  you. 

Alb.  Stay  till  I  have  read  the  Letter. 
Edg.  I  was  forbid  it. 

When  time  lhall  ferve,  let  but  the  Herald  cry, 

•And  l'le  appear  again.  {Exit. 
Alb.  Why  fare  thee  well,  I  will  o're-look  thy  paper. 

Enter  Edmund. 

Baft.  The  Enemy's  in  view,  draw  up  your  powers, 
Here  is  the  guefs  of  their  true  ftrength  and  forces, 
By  diligent  difcovery,  but  your  haft 

Is  now  urg'd  on  you. 
iAib.  We  will  greet  the  time.  {Exit. 
Haft.  To  both  thefe  Sifters  have  I  fworn  my  love : 

Each  jealous  of  the  other,  astheftung 
Are  of  the  Adder.  Which  of  them  fhall  I  take  ? 

Both?  One?  Or  neither?  Neither  can  be  enjoy'd, 
If  both  remain  alive :  To  take  the  Widow, 
Exafperates,  makes  mad  her  Sifter  Conenll, 
And  hardly  fhall  I  carry  out  my  fide, 

Her  Husband  being  alive.   Now  then,  we'll  ufe 
His  countenance  for  the  Battel,  which  being  done, 
Let  her  who  would  be  rid  of  him,  devife 
His  fpeedy  taking  off  As  for  the  mercy 
Which  he  intends  to  Lear,  and  to  Cordelia, 
The  Battel  done,  and  they  within  our  power ; 

Shall  never  fee  his  pardon  :  for  my  ftate,  ' 
Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate.  {Exit. 

Scena  Secunda. 

tAlarum  within.  Enter  with  Drum  and  Colours,  Lear 
Cordelia,tfW  Souldiers,over  the  Stage,  &  Exeunt. 

Enter  Edgar,  and  Gloucefter. 

Edg.  Here  Father,  take  the  fliadow  of  this  tree 
For  your  good  hoaft :  pray  that  the  right  may  thrive  : 
If  ever  I  return  toyou  again, 
Tie  bring  you  comfort. 

Clo.  Grace  be  with  you  Sir.  {Exit. 

{■Alarum  and  7{etreat  within. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Away  old  man,  give  me  thy  hand,  away : 
King  Lear  hath  loft,  he  and  his  Daughter  tane, 
Give  me  thy  hand.  Come  on. 

G/o.  No  further  Sir,  a  man  may  rot  even  here. 
£dg.  What  in  ill  thoughts  again  ? 

Men  muft  endure 

Their  going  hence,  even  as  their  coming  hither, 
Kipenefs  is  all,  come  on. 

Clo.  And  that's  true  too.  C  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  in  conqueft  with  'Drum  and  Colours,  Ed  mund ,  Lear , 
and  Cordelia,  asprifoners,  Sould;ers,  Captain. 

"Baft.  Some  Officers  take  them  away :  good  guard, Until  their  greater  pleafures  firft  be  known 
Tnat  are  to  cenfure  them. 

Cor.  We  are  not  the  firft, 

Who  with  belt  meaninghave  incurr'd  the  worft : 
For  thee,  opprefTed  King,  I  am  caft  down. 
My  felf could  elfe  out-frown  falfe  fortunes  frown. 
Shall  we  not  fee  thefe  Daughters,  and  thefe  Sifters  ? 

Lear.  No,  no,  no,  no :  come  lets  away  to  prifon  : 

We  two  alone  will  Sing  like  Birds  i'th'Cage : 
When  thou  do'ft  ask  me  bleffing,  Tie  kneel  down 
And  ask  of  thee  forgivenefs :  So  we'll  live, 
And  pray  and  Sing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  faugh 
At  gilded  Butterflies :   and  hear  poor  Rogues 
Talk  of  Court  news,  and  we'll  talk  with  them  roo, 
Who  Iofes,  and  who  wins ;  whs's  in,  who's  out : 
And  take  upon's  the  myftery  of  things, 
As  if  we  were  Gods  fpies  :  And  we'll  wear  out 
In  a  wall'd  prifon,  packs  and  fects  of  great  ones 
That  ebbe  and  flow  by  th'Moon. 

Baft.  Take  them  away. 
Lear.  Upon  fuch  facrifkes,  my  Cordelia, 

The  gods  themfelves  throw  incenfe. 
Have  1  caught  thee? 

He  that  parts  us,  fhall  bring  a  Brand  from  heaven, 
And  fire  us  hence,  like  Foxes :  wipe  thine  eye, 
The  good  years  fhall  devour  them,  flefh  and  fell, 
E're  they  fhall  make  us  weep  ? 
We'll  fee'em  ftarv'd  firft :  come.  {Exit 

Baft.  Come  hither  Captain,  hark. 
Take  thou  this  note,  go  follow  them  to  prifon, 

One  ftep  I  have  advane'd  thee,  if  thou  doft 
As  this  inftrufts  thee,  thou  doft  make  thy  way 
To  Noble  Fortunes :  know  thou  this,  that  men 
Are  as  the  time  is ;  to  be  tender  minded 

Do's  not  become  a  Sword,  thy  great  imployment 

Will  not  bear  queftion  :  either  lay  thou'itdo't, Or  thrive  by  other  means, 

Capt.  Tie  do't  my  Lord. 

Baft.  About  it,  and  write  happy,  when  th'aftdone, 
Mark  I  fay  inftantly,  and  carry  it  fo 
As  I  have  fet  it  down.  {Exit  Captain. 

Enter  Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan,  Souldkrs. 

Alba.  Sir,  you  have  fliew'd  to  day  your  valiant  ftrain 
And  fortune  led  you  well :  you  have  the  Captives 

Who  were  the  oppofites  of  this  day's  ftrife : 
I  do  require  them  of  you  fo  to  ufe  them, 
As  we  fhall  find  their  merits,  and  our  fafety 

May  equally  determine. 
Baft.  Sir,  I  thought  it  fit, 

To  fend  the  old  and  miferable  King  to  fome  retention, 
Whofe  Age  had  Charms  in  it,  whofe  Title  more, 
To  pluck  the  common  bolbm  on  this  fide, 
And  turn  our  impreft  Launces  in  our  eyes 
Which  do  command  them.  With  him  I  fent  the  Queen 
My  reafon  all  the  fame,  and  they  are  ready 

To  morrow,  or  at  further  fpace,  t'appear 
Where  you  fhall  hold  your  Seffion. 

Alba.  Sir,  by  your  patience. 
I  hold  you  but  a  fubjeft  of  this  War, 
Not  as  a  Brother. 

Hjg.  That's  as  we  lift  to  grace  him. 
Me  thinks  our  pleafure  might  have  been  demanded 
Ere  you  had  fpoke  fo  far.  He  led  our  Powers, 
Bore  the  Commifllon  of  my  place  and  perfon, The 
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The  which  immediacy  may  well  ftand  up, 
And  call  it  felf  your  Brother. 

Gon.  Not  fo  hot  : 

In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  himfelf, 
More  than  in  your  addition. 

Reg.  In  my  rights, 
By  me  inverted,  he  compeers  the  bed. 

Alb.  That  were  the  mod,  if  he  mould  Husband  you. 

Reg.  Jefters  do  ofc  prove  Prophets. 
Gon.  Holla,  holla, 

That  Eye  that  told  you  fo,  look'd  but  a  fquint. 
Reg.  Lady  I  am  not  well,  elfe  I  mould  anfwer 

From  a  full  flowing  ftomach.  General, 
Take  thou  my  Souldiers,  Prifoners,  Patrimony, 
Difpofe  of  them,  of  me,  the  Walls  are  thine : 
Witnefs  the  World,  that  I  create  thee  here,, 
My  Lord,  and  Matter. 

Con.  Mean  you  to  enjoy  him  ? 
Alb.  The  lett  alone  lies  not  in  your  good  will. 
Baft.  Nor  in  thine,  Lord. 
isilb.  Half  blouded  Fellow,  yes. 

7{eg.  Let  the  Drum  ftrike,  and  prove  my  title  thine. 
Alb.  Stay  yet,  hear  reafon :  Edmund,  I  arreft  thee 

On  capital  Treafon ;  and  in  thy  arreft, 
This  gilded  Serpent :  for  your  claim  fair  Sifters, 
I  bare  it  in  the  intereft  of  my  Wife, 

'Tis  (he  is  fub-contracted  to  this  Lord, 
And  I  her  Husband  contradict  your  Banes. 
If  yoifwill  marry,  make  your  loves  to  me} 
My  Lady  is  befpoke. 

Gon.  An  enterlude. 

Alb.  Thou  art  armed,  Clofter, 
Let  the  Trumpet  found : 

If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  perfon," 
Thy  heinous,  manifeft,  and  many  Treafons,  , 

There  is  ray  pledge  :  I'll  make  it  on  thy  heart Ere  I  tafte  Bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  lefs 

Than  I  have  here  proclaim'd  thee. 
Reg.  Sick,  O  fick. 

Gon.  If  not,  I'll  ne'retruft  Medicine. 
"Baft.  There's  my  exchange,  what  in  the  World  he  is 

That  names  me  Traytor,  Villain-like  he  lies, 
Call  by  the  Trumpet :  he  that  dares  approach 
On  him,  on  you,  who  not,  I  will  maintain 
My  truth  and  honour  firmly. 

Enter  a  Herald. 

Alb.  A  Herald,  ho. 

Truft  to  thy  fingle  vertues,  for  thy  Souldiers 
All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  difcharge. 

Reg.  My  ficknefs  grows  upon  me." tsilb.  She  is  not  well,  convey  her  to  my  Tent, 
Come  hither,  Herald,  let  the  Trumpet  found, 
And  read  out  this.  \jtA  Trumpet  founds. 

Herald  reads. 

IF  any  man  of  quality  or  degree  within  the  lifts  of  the 
ssirmy ,  will  maintain  upon  Edmund  fuppofed  Earl  of 

Glofter,  that  he  is  a  manifold  Traytor  ,  let  him  appear  by 
the  third  found  of  the  Trumpet :  he  is  bold  in  his  de- 

fence. I  Trumpet. 
Her.  Again.  zTrumpet. 
Her.  Again.                                           3  Trumpet. 

[Trumpet  anfwer  s  him  within. 

Enter  Edgar  armed. 

tsflb.  Ask  him  his  purpofes,  why  he  appears 

Upon  this  Call  o'  th'  Trumpet. 
Her.  What  are  you? 

Your  name,  your  quality,  and  why  you'anfwer This  prefent  Summons  ? 

Edg,  Know  my  name  is  loft 
By  Treafons  Tooth  :  bare-gnawn,  and  Canker  bit, 
V^t  am  I  Noble  as  the  Adverfary 
I  come  to.  cope. 

Alb.  Which  is  that  Adverfary  ? 

Edg.  What's  he  that  fpeaks  for  Edmund  Earl  of  Clofler 
Baft.  Himfelf,  what  faift  thou  to  him  ? 
Edg.  Draw  thy  Sword. 

That  if  my  Speech  offend  a  Noble  heart, 
Thy  arm  may  do  thee  Juftice,  here  is  mine  : 
Behold  it  is  my  priviledge, 

The  priviledge  of  mine  honours, 

My  Oath,  and  my  profeffion.  I  proteft, 
Maugre  thy  ftrength,  place,  youth,  and  eminence, 
D.fpife  thy  Viftor-Sword,  and  fire  new  fortune, 
f  .iy  valour,  and  thy  heart,  thou  art  a  Traytor : 
Falfe  to  thy  gods,  thy  Brother,  and  thy  Father, 
Confpirant 'gainft  this  high  illuftrious  Prince, 
\nd  from  th'extreameft  upward  of  thy  head, To  the  defcent  and  duft  below  thy  foot, 
A  moft  Toad-fpotted  Traytor.  Say  thou  no, 
This  Sword,  this  arm,  and  my  beft  fpirits  are  bent 
To  prove  upon  thy  heart,  whereto  I  fpeak, 
Thou  lyeft. 

Baft.  In  wifdom  I  mould  ask  thy  name, 

But  fince  thy  out-fide  looks  fo  fair  and  Warlike, 
And  that  thy  tongue  (fome  fay)  of  breeding  breaths, 
What  fafe,  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay, 
By  rule  of  Knight-hood,  1  difdain  and  fpurn : 
Back  do  5  tofs  thefe  Treafons  to  thy  head, 
With  the  Hell-hated  Lie,  orewhelm  thy  heart, 
Which  for  they  yet  glance  by,  and  fcarcely  biuife, 
This  Sword  of  mine  fhall  give  them  inftant  way, 
Where  they  fhall  reft  forever.  Trumpets  fpeak. 

Alb.  Save  him,  fave  him.  [Alarums.  Fights. 
gon.  This  is  practice,  Glofter, 

By  th'  law  of  War,  thou  waft  not  bound  to  anfwer 
An  unknown  oppofite  :  thou  art  not  vanquifli'd. 
Butcozen'd,  and  beguil'd. 

Alb.  Shut  your  mouth,  Dame, 
Or  with  this  paper  fhall  I  flop  it:  hold,  Sir, 
Thou  worfe  than  any  name,  read  thine  own  evil : 
No  tearing  Lady,  I  perceive  you  know  it. 

Gon.  Say  if  I  do,  the  Laws  are  mine  not  tliine, 

Who  can  arraign  me  for't  ?  \  [Exit. 
Alb.  Moft  monftrous !  O,  know'ft  thou  this  Paper  ? 
Baft.  Ask  me  not  what  I  know. 

Alb.  Go  after  her,  fhe's  defperate,  govern  her, 

Baft.  What  you  have  charg'd  me  with, That  have  I  done, 

And  more,  much  more,  the  time  will  bring  it  out. 
Tis  paft,  and  fo  am  I :  But  what  art  thou 

That  haft  this  fortune  on  me  ?  If  thou'rt  Noble, 
I  do  forgive  thee. 

Edg.  Let's  exchange  charity  : 
I  am  no  lefs  in  bloud  than  thou  art,  Edmund. 

If  more,  the  more  th'  haft  wrong'd  me. 
My  name  is  Edgar,  and  thy  Fathers  Son, 
The  gods  are  juft,  and  of  our  pleafant  Vices 
Make  inftruments  to  plague  us : 
The  dark  and  vitious  place,  where  thee  he  got, 
Coft  him  his  Eyes. 

Baft.  Th'  haft  fpoken  right,  'tis  true, 
The  Wheel  is  come  full  Circle,  I  am  here. 

Alb.  Me  thought  thy  very  gate  did  prophefle 
A  Royal  Noblenefs :  I  muft  embrace  thee, 
Let  forrow  fplit  my  heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate  thee,  or  thy  Father. 

£dg.  Worthy  Prince,  Iknow'r. Alb.  Where  have  you  hid  your  felf? 
How  have  you  known  the  miferies  of  your  Father  ? 

Edg.  By  nurfingthem,  my  Lord.  Lift  a  brief  tale; 
And  when  'tis  told,  O  that  my  heart  would  burft. 
The  bloody  proclamation  to  efcape 

K  k  k  That 
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That  follow'd  me  fo  near,  ( O  our  lives  fweetnefs ! 
That  we  the  pain  of  Death  would  hourly  die, 
Rather  than  die  at  once)  taught  me  to  fhift 

Into  a  Mad-mans  rags,  t'aflume  a  femblance 
That  very  Dogs  difdain'd  :  and  in  this  habit 
Met  I  my  Father  with  his  bleeding  Rings, 
Their  precious  Sroncs  new  loft :  became  his  guide, 

Led  him,  beg'd  for  him,  fav'd  him  from  defpair, 
Never  (O  fault)  reveal'd  my  felf  unto  him, 
Until  fome  half  hour  paft,  when  I  was  arm'd, 
Not  fhre,  though  hoping  of  this  good  fuccefs, 
I  ask\l  his  bleffing,  and  from  firft  to  laft 

Told  him  our  PiJgrimage.  But  this  fiaw'd  heart 
(Alack  too  weak  the  conflict  to  fupport) 

'Twixt  two  extreams  of  paflion,  joy  and  grief, 
Burft  fmilingly. 

Br  ft.  This  Speech  of  yours  hath  mov'd  me, 
And  lhail  perchance  do  good,  but  fpeak  you  on, 
You  look  as  you  had  fomething  more  to  fay. 

Alb.  If  there  be  more,  more  woful,  hold  it  in, 
For  I  am  almoft  ready  to  diflblve, 
Hearing  of  this. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Gent .  Help,  Help ;  O  help. 
Edg.  What  kind  of  help? 
Alb.  Speak  man. 
Edg.  What  means  this  bloudy  Knife  ? 

Gent.  'Tis  hot,  it  fmoaks,  came  even  from  the  heart 
of —  O  (he's  dead. 

Alb.  Who's  dead?  Speak  man. 
Gent.  Your  Lady  Sir,  your  Lady  ;  and  her  Sifter 

By  her  is  poyfon'd  :  fhe  confefTes  it. 
Baft.  I  was  contracted  to  them  both,  all  three 

Now  marry  in  an  inftant. 

Edg.  Here  comes  Kent. 

Enter  Kent. 

Alb.  Produce  the  Bodies,  be  they  live  or  dead".' 
F_Gonerill  and  Regms  'Bodies  brought  mt. 

This  judgment  of  the  Heavens  that  makes  us  tremble. 
Touches  us  not  with  pitty.  O  !  is  this  (he  ? 
The  time  will  not  allow  the  complement 
Which  very  manners  urge. 

Kent.  1  am  come 

To  bid  my  King  and  Mafter  aye  good  night, 
Is  he  not  here  ? 

Alb.  Qteat  thing  of  us  forgot, 

Speak  Edmund,  where's  the  King  ?  and  where's  Cordelia  ? 
Seeft  thou  this  objecT,A'«7f. 

Kent.  Alack,  why  thus  ? 

'Baft.  Yet  f^w/Wwasbelov'd : 
The  one  the  other  poifon'd  for  my  fake, 
And  after,  flew  her  felf. 

t^4lh.  Even  fo:  cover  their  Faces. 

Buft.  I  pant  for  life  :  fome  good  I  mean  to  do 
Defpight  of  mine  own  Nature.  Qnickly  fend, 

(Be  brief  in  it)  to  th' Cattle  for  my  Writ 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear,  and  Cordelia  : 
Nay,  fend  in  time. 

Alb.  Run,  run,  O  run. 

Edg.  To  whom  my  Lord  >  Who  has  the  Office  ? 
Sendthy  token  of  reprieve. 

Baft.  Well  thought  on,  take  my  Sword, 
Give  it  the  Captain. 

Edg.  Hafte  thee  for  thy  life. 
Ba/l:  He  hath  Gommiffion  from  thy  Wife  and  me, 

To  hang  firdelia  in  the  Prifon,  and 
To  lay  the  blame  upon  her  own  defpair, 
That  me  fore  did  her  felf. 

Alb.  The  gods  defend  her,  bear  him  hence  a  while. 

Enter  Lear  with  Cordelia  in.  his  arm.  . 

Lear.  Howl,  howl,  howl :  O  you  are  men  of  ftones 
Had  I  your  Tongues  and  Eyes,  I'ld  ufe  them  fo, 
That  Heavens  Vault  mould  crack  :  fhe's  gone  for  ever. 
I  know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  lives, 
She's  dead  as  Earth :  Lend  me  a  Looking-GIafs, If  that  her  breath  will  mill  or  ftain  the  ftone, 
Why  then  fhe  lives. 

Kent.  Is  this  the  promis'd  end  ? 
Edg.  Or  image  of  that  horror. 
Alb.  Fall  and  ceafe, 

Lear.  This  Feather  ftirs,  fhe  lives:  if  it  be  fo, 
It  is  a  chance  which  do's  redeem  all  forrows That  ever  I  have  felt. 

Kent.  Oh  my  good  Mafter. 
Lear.  Prethee  away. 

Edg.  'Tis  noble  Kent  your  Friend. 
Lear.  A  plague  upon  you  Murtherers,  Traitors  all, 

I  might  have  fav'd  her,  now  fhe's  gone  for  ever : 
Cordelia,  Cordelia,  flay  a  little.  Ha. 

What  is't  thou  faift  ?  her  Voice  was  ever  foft, Gentle,  and  low,  an  excellent  thing  in  Woman. 
I  kill'd  the  flave  that  was  a  hanging  thee. 

Gent.  'Tis  true  (my  Lords)  he  did. 
Lear.  Did  I  not,  Fellow  ? 

I  have  feen  the  day,  with  my  good  biting  Faulchicyi 
I  would  have  made  him  skip :  I  am  old  now, 
And  thefe  fame  crofTes  fpoil  me.  Who  are  you  ? 
Mine  Eyes  are  o'  th'beft,  I'll  tell  you  ftraight. 

Kent.  IfFortunebragoftwo,  fhe  lov'dand  hated, One  of  them  we  behold. 
Lear.  This  is  a  dull  fight,  are  you  not  Kent  f 
Kent.  The  fame :  your  Servant  Kent, 

Where  is  your  Servant  Cains  > 
Lear.  He's  a  good  Fellow,  1  can  tell  yon  that, 

He'll  ft rike,  and  quickly  too,  he's  dead  and  rotten.' 
Kent.  No,  my  good  Lord,  I  am  the  very  man. 
L-ar.  I'll  fee  that  ftraight. 
Kent.  That  from  your  firft  of  difference  and  decay, 

Have  follow'd  your  fad  fteps. 
Lear.  You  are  welcom  hither. 
Kent.  Nor  no  man  elfe : 

Alls  chcerlefs,  dark,  and  deadly : 

Youreldeft  Daughters  have  fore-done  themfelvcs, 
And  defperately  are  dead. 

Lear.  I,  fo  I  think. 
Alb,  He  knows  not  what  he  fayes,  and  vain  is  it 

That  we  prefent  us  to  him. 

Enter  a  MefTenger. 

Edg.  Very  bootlefs. 
Mtf.  Edmund  is  dead,  my  Lord. 
Alb.  That's  but  a  trifle  here : 

You  Lords  and  noble  Friends  know  our  Intent, 
What  comfort  to  this  great  decay  may  come, 

Shall  be  appli'd.  For  us  we  will  refign, 
During  the  life  of  this  old  Majefty, 
To  him  our  abfolute  power,  you  to  your  rights, 
With  boot,  and  fuch  addition  as  your  Honours 
Have  more  than  merited.  All  Friends  fhall 

Tafte  the  wages  of  their  virtue,  and  all  Foes 
The  Cup  of  their  defervings :  O  fee,  fee. 

Lear.  And  my  poor  Fool  is  hang'd :  No,  no,  no  life  ? 
Why  fhould  a  Dog,  a  Horfe,  a  Rat  have  life, 

And  thou  no  breath  at  all  ?  Thou'lt  come  no  more, 
Never,  never,  never,  never,  never. 
Pray  you  undo  this  Button.  Thank  you,  Sir, 
Do  you  fee  this  ?  look  on  her,  look  on  her  Lips, 
Look  there,  look  there.  XjHedits 

Edg.  He  faints,  my  Lord. 
Kent.  Break  heart,  I  prethee  break. 

Edg. 
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Edg.  Look  to  my  Lord. 
Kent .  Vex  not  his  Ghoft,  O  let  him  pafs,  he  hates  him, 

That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  tough  World 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

Edg.  He  is  gone  indeed. 

Kent.  The  wonder  is,  he  hath  endur'd  To  long, 
He  but  ufurpt  his  life. 

Alb.  Bear  them  from  hence,  our  prefent  bufinefs 

Is  general  woe :  Friends  of  my  Soul,  you  'twain, 

Rule  in  this  Realm,  andthe^or'd  ftatefuftain. Kent.  I  have  a  Journey,  Sfr,  fhortly  to  go, 
My  Mafter  calls  me,  I  muft  not  lay  no.  {.Dies. 

Edg.  The  weight  of  this  fad  time  wc  muft  obey 
Speak  what  we  feel,  not  what  we  ought  to  fay  :  ' The  oldeft  hath  born  moft,  we  that  are  young, 
Shall  never  fee  fo  much,  nor  live  fo  long. 

\_£xtnnt  with  a  dead  march. 
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OThello,  the  M
oore. 

Brabantio,  Father  to  Defdemona^ 

Caflio,  an  honourable  Lieutenant. 

Jago,  a  Villain. 

Rodorigo,  a  gulPd  Gentleman* 

Duke  of  Venice. 
Senators. 

Montano,  Governour  of  Cyprus. 

Gentlemen  of  Cyprus. 

Lodovico,  and  Gratiano,  two  Noble  Venetians 

Saylors.  * Clown. 

Defdemona,  Wife  to  Othello. 
iEmilia,  Wife  to  Jago. 

Bianca,  aCurtezan. 

<*AUus  'Primus.   Scena  'Prima. 

Enter  Rodorigo,  and  Jago. 

Rodo.* NEver  tell  me,  I  take  it  very  unkindly 
That  thou  (Jago )  who  haft  had  my  PUrfe, 
As  if  the  firings  were  thine, 

Should'ft  know  of  this. 

Jago.  But  you'll  not  hear  me. If  ever  I  did  Dream 
Of  fuch  a  matter,  abhor  me. 

Rodo.  Thou  told'ft  me,  < 
Thou  didft  hold  him  in  thy  hate; 

Jago.  Defpifeme 

If  I  do  hot.  Three  great  ones  of  the  City, 

(In  perfonal  fuit  to  make  me  his  Lieutenant) 
OfP-capt  to  him  :  and  by  the  faith  of  man 
I  know  my  price,  I  am  worth  no  worfe  a  place. 
But  he  (as  loving  his  own  pride  and  purpofes) 
Evades  them,  with  a  Bumbaft  Circumftance, 
Horribly  fluft  with  Epithets  of  War, 
Non-fuits  my  Mediators.  For  certes,  fayes  he, 
I  haVe  already  chofe  my  Officer.  And  what  was  he  ? 
Forfooth,  a  great  Arithmetician, 
One  sJMichael  Cafftoy  a  Florentine^ 

(A  Fellow  almoft  damn'd  in  a  fair  Wife) 
That  never  fet  *  Squadron  in  the  Field, 
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Nor  the  divilion  of  a  Battel  knows 

More  than  a  Spinfter :  Unlefs  the  Bookilh  Theorick  : 
Wherein  the  Tongued  Conluls  can  propofe 
As  Matterly  as  he,  meer  prattle  (without  practice) 

In  all  his  Souldierlhip.  But  he  (Sir)  had  th'eleclion 
And  I  (of  whom  his  eyes  had  feen  the  proof 
Ai  Roods    hi  Cyprus,  and  on  others  grounds 

Chriftian,  and  Heathen)  muft  be  be-lee'd,  and  calm'd 
By  Debitor,  and  Creditor.  This  Countcr-Cafter, 
He  (in  good  time)  muft  his  Lieutenant  be, 

And  I  (blefs  the  mark)  his  Moor-fhip's  Ancient. 
Rod.  By  heaven,  1  rather  would  have  been  his  hang-man 

Jago.  Why  there's  no  remedy, 
'Tis  the  curfe  of  Service ; 
Preferment  goes  by  Letter,  and  afFeclion, 
And  not  by  old  giadation,  where  each  fecond 

Stood  Heir  to  th'  firft.  Now, Sir,  be  Judge  your  felf, 
Whether  1  in  any  jufc  term  am  Affin'd To  love  the  Moore  ? 

Rod.  I  would  not  follow  him  then. 

J  ago.  O,  Sir,  content  you. 
I  follow  him  to  ferve  my  turn  upon  him. 
We  cannot  all  be  Matters,  nor  all  Matters 

Cannot  be  truly  follow'd.  You  fhall  mark 
Many  a  dutious  and  knee-crooking  Knave, 
That  (doting  on  his  own  obfequious  bondage) 
Wears  out  his  time,  much  like  his  Matters  Afs, 

For  nought  but  Provender,  and  when  he's  old  Cafheer'd. Whip  me  fuch  honeft  Knaves.  Others  there  are 

Who  trimm'd  in  Forms,  and  Vifages  of  duty, 
Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  themfelves. 
And  throwing  but  (hows  of  lervice  on  their  Lords, 
Do  well  thrive  by  them. 

And  when  they  have  lin'd  in  their  Coats 
Do  themfelves  Homage. 
Thefe  Fellows  have  fome  Soul, 
And  fuch  a  one  do  I  profefsmy  felf.  For  (Sir) 
It  is  as  fure  as  you  are  Rodorigv, 
Were  1  the  Moor,  I  would  not  be  J  ago  : 
In  following  him,  I  follow  but  my  felf. 
Heaven  is  my  Judge,  not  I,  for  love  and  duty, 
But  feeming  fo,  for  my  peculiar  end  : 
For  when  my  outward  aclion  doth  demonftrate 
The  native  acl,  and  figure  of  my  heart 

In  complement  extern,  'tis  not  long  after 
But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  fleeve 
For  Dawes  to  peck  at  $  I  am  not  what  I  am. 

Rod.  What  a  fall  Fortune  do's  the  thick-lips  owe 

If  he  can  carry't  thus  ? 
J  ago.  Call  up  her  Father : 

Rowfe  him,  make  afcer  him,  poyfon  his  delight, 
Proclaim  him  in  the  ftreets,  Incenfe  her  Kinfmen, 
And  though  he  in  a  fertile  Climate  dwell, 
Plague  him  with  Flyes :  though  that  his  joy  be  joy, 

Yet  throw  fuch  chances  of  vexation  on't, 
As  it  may  loofe  fome  colour. 

Rods.  Here  is  her  Fathers  Houfe,  I'll  call  aloud. 
J  ago.  Do,  with  like  timorous  accent,  and  dire  yell, 

As  when  (by  night  and  negligence )  the  fire 
Is  fpifd  in  populous  Cities. 

Rodo.  What  ho:  Brabantio,  Signior  Brabantio,  ho. 
J  ago.  Awake,  what  ho,  Brabantio  :  Thieves,  Thieves. 

Look  to  your  Hbufe,  your  Daughter,  and  your  Bags, 
Thieves,  Thieves. 

Bra.  Above.  What  is  the  reafon  of  this  terrible 
Summons  ?  what  is  the  matter  there  ? 

Rodo.  Signior,  is  all  your  Family  within  ? 

J  ago.  Are  your  Doors  lock'd  ? Bra.  Why  ?  wherefore  ask  you  this  ? 

J  ago.  Sir,  y'  are  robb'd,  for  fhame  put  on  your  Gown, 

Your  heart  is  burft,"you  have  loft  half  your  Soul Even  now,  very  now,  an  old  black  Ram 
Is  Tupping  your  white  Ewe.  Arife,  arife, 
Awake  the  fnorting  Citizens  with  the  Bell, 

Or  elfe  the  Devil  will  make  a  Grand-fire  of  you. Arife  I  fay. 

Bra.  What,  have  you  loft  your  Wits? 
Rod.  Moft  Reverend  Signior,  do  you  know  my  Voice  ? 
Bra.  Not  I :  what  are  you  ? 
Rod.  My  name  is  Rodorigo. 
"Bra.  The  worfer  welcome  : 

I  have  charg'd  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  Doors : 
In  honeft  plainnefs  thou  haft  heard  me  fay, 
My  Daughter  is  not  for  thee.  And  now  in  madnefs 
(Being  full  of  Supper,  and  diftempering  draughts) 
Upon  malicious  Knavery,  doft  thou  come 
To  ftart  my  quiet. 

Rod.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir. 
Bra.  But  thou  muft  needs  be  fure, 

My  Spirits  and  my  place  have  in  their  power 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Rod.  Patience,  good  Sir. 

Bra.  What  tell'ft  thou  me  of  Robbing? 
This  is  Vemce :  my  Houfe  is  not  a  Grange. 

Rod.  Moft  grave  Brabantio, 

In  fimple  and  pure  Soul,  1  come  to  you. 

Jag.  Sir,  you  are  one  of  thofe  that  will  not  ferve  God, 
if  the  Devil  bid  you.  Becaufe  we  come  to  do  you  fervice, 

and  you  think  we  are  Ruffians,  you'll  have  your  Daugh- 
ter cover'd  with  a  Barbary  Horfe,  you'll  have  your  Ne- 

phews neigh  to  you,  you'll  have  Courfers  for  Coufins,  and Gennets  for  (jermans. 

"Bra.  What  profane  wretch  art  thou  ? 
Jag.  I  am  one,  Sir,  that  comes  to  tell  you,  your  Daugh- 
ter and  the  Moore,  are  making  the  Beaft  with  two  backs. 
"Bra.  Thou  art  a  ViHain. 

Jago.  You  are  a  Senator. 
Bra.  This  thou  fhalt  anfwer.  I  know  thee,  Rodorigo. 
Rod.  Sir,  I  will  anfwer  any  thing.  But  I  befeech  you, 

If't  be  your  pleafure,  and  moft  wife  confent, 
(As  partly  I  find  it  is)  that  your  fair  Daughter, 

At  this  odd  Even  and  dull  Watch  oth'  Night 
Tranfported  with  no  worfe  or  better  guard, 
But  with  a  Knave  of  common  hire,  a  Gundelier, 
To  the  grofs  clafps  of  a  Lafcivious  Moore : 
If  this  be  known  to  you,  and  your  Allowance, 
We  then  have  done  you  bold,  and  fawcy  wrongs. 
But  if  you  know  not  this,  my  manners  tell  me, 
We  have  your  wrong  rebuke.  Do  not  believe 
That  from  the  fenfe  of  all  Civility, 
I  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  Reverence. 
Your  Daughter  (if  you  have  not  given  her  leave ) 
I  fay  again,  hath  made  a  grofs  revolt, 
Tying  her  Duty,  Beauty,  Wit,  and  Fortunes 
In  an  extravagant,  and  wheeling  Stranger, 
Of  here,  and  every  where:  ftraight  fatisfie  your  felf. 
If  fhe  be  in  your  Chamber,  or  your  Houfe, 
Let  loofe  on  me  the  Juftice  of  the  ftate 
For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  Tinder,  ho : 
Give  me  a  Taper  :  call  up  all  my  people, 
This  Accident  is  not  unlike  my  Dream, 
Belief  of  it  opprefles  me  already. 
Light,  I  fay,  light. 

J  ago.  Farewel :  for  I  muft  leave  you. 
It  feems  not  meet,  nor  wholfome  to  my  place 
To  be  produced,  as  if  I  ftay,  I  (hall, 
Againft  the  Moor.  For  I  do  know  the  ftate, 

(However  this  may  gall  him  with  fome  check) 

Cannot  with  fafety  caft  him.  For  he's  embark'd With  fuch  loud  reafon  to  the  Cyprus  Wars, 

(Which  even  now  ftands  in  Acl)  that  for  their  Souls 
Another  of  his  fadom,  they  have  none, 
To  lead  their  bufinefs.  In  which  regard, 
Though  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  Hell, 
Yet,  for  necefllty  of  prefent  life, 
I  muft  fhew  out  a  Flag,  and  fign  of  Love, 
(Which  is  indeed  but  fign)  that  you  fhall  furely  find  him Lead 



the  <5\doore  of  Venice. 

Lead  to  the  Sagittary  the  raifed  Search 
And  there  will  I  be  with  him.  So  farewel.  [Exit. 

Enter  Brabantio,  with  Servant*  and  Torches. 

Bra.  It  is  too  true  an  evil    Gone  (he  is, 

And  whar's  to  come  of  my  defpifed  time, 
Is  naught  but  bitternefs.  Now,  Rodorigo, 
Where  didft  thou  fee  her  ?  (Oh  unhappy  Girle) 
With  the  Moore  faift  thou  ?  (Who  would  be  a  Father  ?) 

How  didft  thou  know  'twas  (he  ?  (Oh  Ihe  deceives  me 
Paft  thonght : )  what  faid  Ihe  to  you  ?  Get  moe  Tapers : 
Raife  all  my  Kindred.  Are  they  married,  think  you  ? 

Rod.  Truly  I  think  they  are. 

'Bra.  Oh  heaven :  how  got  Ihe  out  ? 
Oh  treafon  of  my  blood. 
Fathers,  fromTience  truft  not  your  Daughters  minds 
By  what  you  fee  them  Act.  Are  there  not  charms, 
By  which  the  property  of  Youth  and  Maidhood 

May  be  abus'd  ?  Have  you  not  read,  Rodorigo , 
Of  fome  luch  thing? 

Rod.  Yes,  Sir :  I  have  indeed. 
Bra.  Call  up  my  brothers :  oh  would  you  had  had  her. 

Some  one  way,  fome  another.  Do  you  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her,  and  the  Moore  ? 

Rod.  I  think  1  can  difcover  him,  if  you  pleafe 
To  get  good  Guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

"Bra.  Pray  you  lead  on.  At  every  Houfe  I'll  call, 
( I  may  command  at  moft)  get  Weapons  (hoa) 
And  raife  fome  fpecial  Officers  of  might : 
On,  good  Rodorigo,  I  will  dcferve  your  pains.   .  f  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Othello,  Jago,  Attendant s,  with  Torches. 

Jago.  Though  in  the  trade  of  war  I  have  flain  men, 

Yet  do  I  hold  it  very  ftufF oth'  Confidence 
To  do  no  contriv'd  murder .-  I  take  iniquity Sometime  to  do  me  fervice.  Nine  or  ten  times 

I  had  thought  to  have  yerk'd  him  here  under  the  Rib. 
Othel.  'Tis  better  as  it  is. 
Jago.  Nay,  but  he  prated, 

And  fpoke  fuch  fcurvy,  and  provoking  terms 
Againft  your  honour,  that  with  the  little  godlinefs  I  have, 
I  did  full  hard  forbear  him.  But  I  pray  you,  Sir, 

Are  you  faft  married  ?  Be  afTur'd  of  this, 
That  the  Magnifico  is  much  belov'd , 
And  hath  in  his  effect  a  voyce  potential 
As  double  as  the  Dukes :  He  will  divorce  you. 
Or  put  upon  you,  what  reftraint  or  grievance, 
The  Law  (with  all  his  might,  to  enforce  it  on) 
Will  give  him  Cable. 

Othe.  Let  him  do  his  fpight : 
vly  fervices,  which  I  have  done  the  Signory 

Shall  out- tongue  his  complaints .  'Tis  yet  to  know, 
Which  when  I  know,  that  boafting  is  an  honour, 
fhall  promulgate.  I  fetch  my  life  and  being, 

"rom  men  of  Royal  Siege.  And  my  demerits 
May  fpeak  (unbonnetted)  to  as  a  proud  a  Fortune 

As  this  that  I  have  reached.  For  know,  Jago, 
3ut  that  I  love  the  gentle  'Defdemona, 
would  not  my  unhoufed  free  condition 

Put  intoCircumfcription,  and  Confine, 
For  the  Seas  worth.  But  look,  what  lights  come  yond  ? 

Enter  Caflio  with  Torches. 

Jago.  Thofe  are  the  raifed  Father,  and  his  friends : 
You  were  belt  go  in. 

Othel.  Not  I :  I  mule,  be  found. 

My  parts,  my  title,  and  my  perfect  Soul 
Shall  manifeft  me  rightly .  Is  it  they  ? 

Jago.  By  Janus,  I  think  no. 
Othel.  The  Servants  of  the  Dukes? 

And  my  Lieutenant? 
The  goodnefs  of  the  night  upon  you  (  friends ) What  is  the  News  ? 

Caflio.  The  Duke  does  greet  you  (General) 
And  he  requires  your  hafte,  Poft-hafte  appearance, Even  on  the  inftant. 

Othd.  What  is  the  matter  think  you  ? 
Caflio.  Something  from  Cyprw,  as  1  may  divine  j 

It  is  a  bufinefs  of  fome  heat.  The  Galiies 
Have  fent  a  dozen  fequent  melTengers 
This  very  night,  at  one  anothers  heels : 

And  many  of  thcConfuIs  (rais'd  and  met,) 
Are  at  the  Dukes  already.  You  have  been  hotly  calfd  for, 
When  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  found, 
The  Senate  hath  fent  about  three  feveral  Quefts, 
To  fearch  you  our. 

Othel.  'Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you  : 
I  will  fpend  but  a  word  here  in  the  Houfe, 

And  go  with  you.  * 
Caflio.  Aucient,  what  makes  he  here? 
Jago.  Faith,  he  to  night  hath  boorded  a  Land  Carrac, 

If  it  prove  lawful  prize,  he's  made  for  ever. 
Caflio.  I  do  not  underftand. 

Jago.  He's  married. 
Caflio.  To  whom? 
Jago.  Marry  to  Come,  Captain,  will  you  go? 
Othel.  Have  with  you. 

Caflio.  Here  comes  another  Troop  to  feek  for  you  , 

Snter  Brabantio,  Rodorigo,  witkOjficers  andTorchcs. 

Jago.  It  is  "Brabantio:  General  be  advis'd, He  comes  to  bad  intent. 

Othel.  Holla,  fland  there. 
Rod.  Signior,  it  is  the  Moor. 
"Bra.  Down  with  him,  Thief. 
Jago-  You  Rodorigo .?  Come,  Sir,  I  am  for  you. 
Othel.  Keep  up  your  bright  Swords,  for  the  dew  will  ruft 

them.  Good  Signior,  you  fhall  more  command  with  years, 
than  with  your  Weapons. 

Bra.  Oh  thou  foul  Thief, 

Where  haft  thou  ftow'd  my  Daughter  ? 
Damn'd  as  thou  art,  thou  haft  enchanted  her, 
For  I'le  refer  me  to  all  things  of  fenfe , 
( If  fhe  in  chains  of  Magick  were  not  bound  ) 
Whether  a  Maid,  fo  tender,  fair,  and  happy, 

So  oppofite  to  Marriage,  that  fhe  fhunn'd 
The  wealthy  curled  Darling  of  our  Nation, 

Would  ever  have  (t'incurr  a  general  mock) 
Run  from  her  Guardage  to  the  footy  bofom, 
Of  fuch  a  thing  as  thou  :  to  fear,  not  to  delight  ? 

Judge  me  the  world,  if  'tis  not  grofs  in  fenfe, 
That  thou  haft  praftis'd  on  her  with  foul  Charms, 
Abus'd  her  delicate  youth,  with  Drugs  or  Minerals, 
That  weakens  motion.  Tie  hav't  difputed  on, 
Tis  probable,  and  palpable  to  thinking ; 
!  therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee, 
For  an  abufer  of  the  world,  a  practicer 
Of  Arts  inhibited,  and  out  of  warrant  \ 

Lay  hold  upon  him,  if  he  do  refift 
Subdue  him  at  his  peril. 

Othel.  Hold  your  hand. 

Both  you  of  my  inclining,  and  the  reft. 
Were  it  my  Cue  to  fight,  1  fhould  have  known  it 
Without  a  Prompter.  Whither  will  you  that  I  go 
To  anfwer  this  your  charge  ? 

Bra.  To  prifon,  till  fit  time 
Of  Law,  and  courfe  of  direct  Seffion 
Call  thee  to  anfwer. 

Othel.  What  if  I  do  obey  ? 

How  may  the  Duke  be  therewith  fatisfied, 
Whofe  MefTengers  are  here  about  my  fide, 
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The  Tragedy  of  Othello, 

Upon  fome  prefent  bufinefs  of  the  State, 
To  bring  me  to  him. 

Officer.    'Tis  true,  moft  worthy  Signior, 
The  Duke's  in  Council,  and  your  Noble  felf, I  am  fure  is  fent  for. 

Bra.  How?  TheDukeinCouneil? 

In  this  time  of  the  night  ?  bring  him  away  : 
Mine's  not  an  idle  caufe.  The  Duke  himfelf,  ' 
Or  any  of  my  Brothers  of  the  State, 

Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong,  as  'twere  their  own  ; 
For  if  fuch  Actions  may  have  pafTage  free, 
bond  flaves  and  Pagans  fhall  our  Statefmen  be. 

[Exeunt. 

Scena  tenia. 

Enter  Duke,  Senators,  and  Officers, 

Bake.  There  is  no  compofition  in  this  news, 
That  gives  them  credit. 

1.  Sen.  Indeed,  they  are  difproportioned  ; 
My  Leters  fay,  a  hundred  and  feven  Gallies. 

Duke.  And  mine  a  hundred  and  forty. 
2.  Sen.  And  mine  two  hundred  : 

But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  jufl  account, 
(  As  in  thefe  Cafes  where  the  ayme  reports, 

'Tis  oft  with  difference)  yet  do  they  all  confirm 
A  TurkjJJi  Fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cyprus. 

Duke.  Nay,  it  is  poffible  enough  to  judgment: 
I  do  not  fo  fecure  me  in  the  errour, 
But  the  main  Article  I  do  approve 
In  fearfull  fenfe. 

Saylor  withm.  What  hoa,  what  hoa,  what  hoa. 

Enter  Saylor. 

Officer.  A  MefTenger  from  the  Gallies. 
Duke.  Now?  What's  the  bufinefs? 
Saylor.  The  Turkifr  preparation  makes  for  Rhodes, 

So  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  State, 

By  Signior  Angelo. 
DiJke.  How  lay  you  by  this  change  ? 
i.  Sen.  This  cannot  be 

By  no  afTay  of  Reafon.  'Tis  a  Pageant 
To  keep  us  in  falle  gaze,  when  we  confider 

Th'importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turkj 
And  let  our  felves  again  but  underftand, 
That  as  it  more  concerns  the  T«r^than  Rhodes, 
So  may  he  with  more  facile  queftion  bear  it, 
For  that  it  ftands  not  in  fuch  warlike  brace, 

But  altogether  lacks  th'abilities 
That  Rhodes  is  drefs'd  in.  If  we  make  thought  of  this, 
We  muft  not  think  the  7V^is  fo  unskilfull, 
To  leave  that  lateft,  which  concerns  him  firft, 
Neglecting  an  attempt  of  eafe  and  gain, 
To  wake  and  wage  a  danger  profir.lefs. 

Duke.  Nay,  in  all  confidence  he's  not  for  Rhodes. 
Officer.  Here  is  more  News. 

Snter  a  MefTenger. 

Meffen.  The  Ottamittes,  reverend,  and  gracious, 
Steering  with  due  ccurfe  toward  the  Ifle  of  Rhodes, 
Have  there  injoynted  them  with  an  after  Fleet. 

i .  Sen.  I,  fo  1  thought :  how  many,  asyou  guefs  ? 

Mcff.  Of  thirty  Sail :  and  now  they  do  re-ftem 
This  backward  courfe,  bearing  with  fi  ank  appearance 
Their  purpofes  toward  Cyprus.  Signior  Montano, 
Your  trufty  and  raoft  valiant  Servitor, 
With  his  free  dutv,  recommends  you  thus, 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Duke.  'Tis  certain  then  for  Cyprus: 
usttarcus  Luccicos,  is  he  not  in  Town  ? 

I.  Sen.  He's  now  in  Florence. 
Duke.  Write  from  us, 

To  him,  Poll,  Poft-  hafte,  difpatch. 
i.  Sen.  Here  comes  Brabantio,  and  the  Moor. 

Enter  Brabantio,  Othello,  Caffio,Jago,  Rodorrgo, and  Officers. 

Duke.  Valiant  Othel!oy  we  muft  ftraight  employ  you, 
Againft  the  general  Enemy  Ottoman. 
I  did  sot  fee  you :  welcom,  gentle  Signior, 

We  lack't  your  Counfel,  and  your  help  to  night. 
'Bra.  So  did  I  yours :  Good  your  Grace  pardon  me. 

Neither  my  place,  for  ought  I  heard  ofbulinefs, 
Hath  rais'd  me  from  my  Bed  \  nor  doth  the  general  care Take  hold  on  me.  For  my  particular  grief 

!s  of  fo  flood  gate,  and  o're-bearing  Naturl, 
That  it  ingluts,  and  fwallows  other  forrows, 
And  it  is  ftill  it  felf. 

Duke.  Why?  what's  the  matter  ? 
Bra.  My  Daughter :  oh  my  Daughter  ! 
Sen.  Dead ! 

Bra.  I ,  to  me. 

She  is  abus'd,  ftolen  from  me,  and  corrupted 
By  Spells  and  Medicines,  bought  of  Mountebanks ; 
For  Nature  fo  prepofteroufly  to  erre, 
(  Being  not  deficient,  blind,  or  lame  of  fenfe,) 
Sans  witch-craft  could  not. 

Duke.  Who  e're  he  be,  that  in  this  foul  proceeding 
Hath  thus  beguil'd  your  Daughter  of  her  felf, 
And  you  of  her-,  the  bloody  Book  of  Law, 
You  fhall  your  felf  read  in  the  bitter  Letter, 
After  your  own  fenfe  :  yea,  though  our  proper  Son 
Stood  in  your  Action. 

'Bra.  Humbly  I  thank  your  Grace, 
Here  is  the  man  •,  this  Moore,  whom  now  itfeems 
Your  fpecial  Mandate,  for  the  State  Affairs, 
Hath  hither  brought. 

All.  We  are  very  forry  for't. 
Duke.  What  in  your  own  part  can  you  fay  to  this  ? 
Bra.  Nothing,  but  this  is  fo. 
Othel.  Moft  Potent,  Grave,  and  Reverend  Signiors, 

My  very  Noble,  and  approv'd  good  Matters ; That  I  have  tane  away  this  old  mans  Daughter, 
It  is  moft  true :  true  I  have  married  her : 

The  very  head,  and  front  of  my  offending, 
Hath  this  extent ;  no  more.  Rude  am  I  in  my  fpeech, 

And  little  blefs'd  with  the  foft  phrafe  of  Peace ; 
For  fince  thefe  Arms  of  mine  had  feven  years  pith, 

Till  now,  fome  nine  Moons  wafted,  they  have  us'd 
Their  dearft  Action,  in  the  tented  field  : 
And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  fpeak, 
More  than  pertains  to  Feats  of  Broyls,  and  Battel, 
And  therefore  little  fhall  I  grace  my  caufe, 
In  fpeaking  for  my  felf.  Yet,  (by  your  gracious  patience) 

I  will  a  round  un-varnifh'd  tale  deliver, 
Of  my  whole  courfe  of  love. 
What  Drugs?  what  Charms? 
What  Conjuration  ?  and  what  mighty  Magick, 

(  For  fuch  proceeding  1  am  charg'd  withal) 1  won  his  Daughter  with. 
Bra.  A  Maiden ,  never  bold : 

Of  Spirit  fo  ftill  and  quiet,  that  her  Motion 

Blufh'd  at  her  felf,  and  fhe  in  fpight  of  Nature, 
Of  Years,  of  Country,  Credit,  every  thing, 

To  fall  in  Love  with  what  fhe  fear'd  to  look  on ', 
It  is  a  judgment  maim'd,  and  moft  imperfect. 
That  will  confefs  Perfection  fo  could  erre 

Againft  all  Rules  of  Nature,  and  muft  be  driven 
To  find  out  practices  of  cunning  hell 
Why  thisfhouldbe.  I  therefore  vouch  again, 

That  with  fome  mixtures  powerful  o're  the  blood, 
Or  with  fome  Dram  (  conjur'd  to  this  effect ) 
He  wrought  upon  her. 
Du\e.  To  vouch  this,  is  no  proof,  Without 
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Without  more  wider,  and  more  over-Teft 
Than  thefe  thin  habits,  and  poor  likclyhoods 
Of  modern  feeming,  do  prefer  againft  him. 

Sen.  But,  Othello,  fpeak, 
Did  you,  by  indirect  and  forced  courfes 
Subdue,  and  poyfon  this  young  Maids  affecYtons  ? 
Or  came  it  by  requeit,  and  fuch  fair  queftion, 
As  foul  to  foul  affordeth  ? 

Otbel.  1  do  befeech  you, 
Send  for  the  Lady  to  the  Sagittary , 
And  let  her  fpeak  of  me  before  her  Father } 
f  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report , 
The  truft,  the  office,  I  do  hold  of  you, 
Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  fentence 
iven  fall  upon  my  life. 
Dukf.  Fetch  Defdemona  hither. 
Othello.  Ancient,  conduct  them  : 

You  belt  know  the  place. 

And  'till  fhe  come  as  truly  as  to  he'aven, 
do  confefs  the  vices  of  my  blood, 

So  juftly  to  your  Grave  ears,  I'll  prefent 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  fair  Ladies  Love, 
And  flie  in  mine. 

Duke.  Say  it,  Othello. 

Othello.  Her  Father  lov'd  me,  oft  invited  me  .• 
Still  queftion'J  me  the  Story  of  my  life, 
:rom  year  to  year:  The  Battells,  Sieges,  Fortune, That  1  nave  pad. 
I  ran  it  through,  even  from  my  Boyifh  days, 
To  th'  very  moment  that  he  bad  me  tell  it. 
Wherein  I  fpoke  of  moft  difaftrous  Chances: 
Of  moving  Accidents  by  Flood  and  Field, 

Of  hair  breadth  fcapes  i'th'imminent  deadly  Breach  ; Of  being  taken  by  the  infolent  foe, 
And  fold  to  flavery.  Of  my  redemption  thence, 
And  portance  in  my  Traveller's  hiftory. 
Wherein  of  Antars  vaft,  and  defarts  wild,  (ven, 
Rough  Quarries,  Rocks  and  Hills,  whofe  heads  touch  hea- 
lt  was  my  hint  to  fpeak.  Such  was  my  Procefs, 
And  of  the  Canibals  that  each  other  eat, 
The  Anthropophagi,  and  men  whofe  heads 

'  Grew  beneath  their  Shoulders.  Thefe  things  to  hear, Would  Defaemona  ferioufly  incline : 
But  ftill  the  houfe  affairs  would  draw  her  hence : 
Which  ever  as  fhe  could  with  hafte  difpatch, 
She'ld  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 
Devour  up  my  Difcourfe ,  which  I  obferving, 
Took  once  a  pliant  hour,  and  found  good  means 
To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earneft  heart, 
That  1  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate, 
Whereof  by  parcels  Ihe  had  foraething  heard  , 
But  not  diftinclively :  1  did  confent, 
And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears, 
When  I  did  fpeak  of  fome  dittrefsful  ftroke, 
That  my  youth  fufTer'd :  My  ftory  being  done, 
She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  kifles : 

She  fwore  in  faith,  'twas  ftrange,  'twas  pafllng  ftrange. 
'Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiful. 
She  wifh'd  Ihe  had  not  heard  it,  yet  fhe  wilh'd 
That  heaven  had  made  her  fuch  a  man.  She  thank'd  me, 
And  bad  me,  if  I  had  a  friend  that  lov'd  her, 
I  Ihould  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  ftory, 
And  that  would  wooe  her.  Upon  this  hint  1  fpake, 

She  lov'd  me  for  the  dangers  1  have  paft, 
And  I  lov'd  her,  that  fhe  did  pity  them. 
This  only  is  the  witch-craft  I  have  us'd. 
Here  comes  the  Lady,  Jet  her  witnefs  ir. 

Enter  Deftlemona,  Jago,  Attendants. 

Duke.  I  think  this  tale  would  win  my  Daughter  too, 
Good  Brabantio,  take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  belt  : 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  ufe, 
Than  their  bare  hands. 

'Bra.  I  pray  you  hear  her  fpeak : 
If  (he  confefs  that  fhe  was  half  the  wooer, 
Deftruction  on  my  head,  if  my  bad  blame 
Light  on  the  man.  Come  hither,  gentle  Miftrefs, 
Do  you  perceive,  in  all  this  Noble  Company, 
Where  moft  you  owe  obedience  ? 

Def.  My  Noble  Father  5 
I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty, 
To  you  I  am  bound  for  life,  and  education  : 
My  life  and  education  both  do  learn  me, 
How  to  refpect  you.  You  are  the  Lord  of  duty, 

I  am  hitherto  your  Daughter.  But  here's  my  husband  5 
And  fo  much  duty,  as  my  Mother  fhew'd 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  Father : 
So  much  I  challenge,  that  I  may  profefs 
Due  to  the  \JM00re,  my  Lord. 

'Bra.  God  be  with  you:  1  have  done. 
Pleafe  it  your  Grace,  on  to  the  State  affairs  % 
I  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child  than  get  it. 
Come  hither,  nJMoore, 

I  here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  heart, 
Which,  but  thou  haft  already,  with  all  my  heart, 
I  would  keep  from  thee.  For  your  fake  (JewelJ) 
I  am  glad  at  foul,  I  have  no  other  child 
For  thy  efcape  would  teach  me  tyranny 
To  hangdogs  on  them.  I  have  done,  my  Lord* 

Duke.  Let  me  fpeak  like  your  felf : 
And  lay  a  Sentence, 

Which,  likeagrife,  orftep,  may  help  thefe  Lovers. 
When  remedies  are  paft,  the  griefs  are  ended 
By  feeing  worft,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 
To  mourn  a  mifchief  that  is  paft  and  gone, 
(s  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mifctuef  on. 

What  cannot  be  preferv'd  when  Fortune  takes : 
Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 

The  robb'd  that  fmiles,  (reals  ibmething  from  the  Thief, 
He  robs  himfelf  that  fpends  a  bootlels  grief. 

Bra.  So  let  the  Turk^  of  Cyprw  us  beguile, 
We  lofe  it  not  fo  long  as  we  can  Imile : 
He  bears  the  fentence  well,  that  nothing  bears, 
But  the  free  comfort  which  from  thence  he  hears, 
But  he  hears  both  the  fentence,  and  the  forrow, 
That  to  pay  grief,  muft  of  poor  patience  borrow, 
Thefe  Sentences  to  Sugar,  or  to  Gall, 

Being  ftrongon  both  fides  are  equivocal!. 
But  words  are  words .-  I  never  yet  did  hear, 

That  the  bruiz'd  heart  was  pierced  througn  the  ear. 
Humbly  befeech  you  to  proceed  to  th'affairs  of  State. 
Duke.  The  Turk,  with  a  moft  mighty  preparation, 

makes  for  Cyprm :  Othello ,  the  Fortitude  of  the  place  is 
beft  known  to  you.  And  though  we  have  there  a  Subfti- 
tute  of  moft  allowed  fufficiency;  yet  opinion,  a  more 

Sovereign  MiftreTs  of  Effects,  throws  a  more  fafe  voice 
on  you  :  you  muft  therefore  be  content  to  flubber  the  grofs 
of  your  new  fortunes ,  with  this  more  ftubborn,  ̂ nd  boy- 
fterous  expedition. 

Othel.  The  Tyrant  Cuftome,  moft  Grave  Senators, 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  Steel  Coach  of  War 
My  thrice-driven  bed  of  Down,  I  do  agnize 
A  natural  and  prompt  Alacrity, 
I  find  in  hardnefs:  and  do  undertake 

This  prefent  war  againft  the Ottomittes. 
Moft  humbly  therefore  bending  to  your  State, 
I  crave  fit  difpofition  for  my  Wife, 
Due  reverence  of  Place,  and  Exhibition, 
With  fuch  accommodation  and  befort, 
As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Duke.  Why,  at  her  Fathers. 
Bra,  I  will  not  have  it  fo. 
Othei  Nor  h 

Def.  Nor  would  I  there  refide, 

To  put  my  Father  in  impatient  thoughts 

By  being  in  his  Eye.  Moft  gracious  Duke, 

To  my  unfolding,  iend  your  profperous  Ear, 
And 
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And  let  me  find  a  Character  in  your  voice 

T'afiift  my  fimplcnefs. 
Duke.  What  would  you,  Defdemona  ? 

Defd.  That  I  love  the  Moor,  to  live  with  him, 

My  down-right  violence,  and  llorm  of  Fortunes
 

May  trumpet  to  the  world.    My  heart's 
 fubdu'd 

Even  to  the  very  quality  of  my  Lord 

1  faw  Othello's  vifage  in  his  mind, 
And  to  his  honours  and  his  valiant  parts, 

Did  I  my  foul  and  fortunes  confecrate. 

So  that  (dear  Lords)  if  I  be  left  behind 

A  Moth  of  Peace,  and  he  go  to  the  War, 

The  Rites  for  why  1  love  him,  are  bereft  me : 

And  I  a  heavy  interim  (hall  fupport 

By  his  dear  abfence.   Let  nr  go  with  him. 
Othel.  Let  her  have  your  voice. 

Vouch  with  me  heaven,  1  therefore  beg  it  not 

To  pleafe  the  palate  of  my  Appetite  i 

Nor  to  comply  with  heat  the  young  efFefts 

In  mv  defuncl,  and  proper  fatisfaftion. 

But  to  be  free,  and  bounteous  to  her  mind  : 

And  heaven  defend  your  good  fouls,  that  you  think 

I  will  your  ferious  and  great  bufinefs  fcant 

When  (he  is  with  me.   No  when  light  wing  d  Toyes 

Of  feather'd  Cupid,  feel  with  wanton  dulnefs 

My  fpeculative  and  offie'd  Inftrument: 

That  my  Difports  corrupt  and  taint  my  bufinef
s : 

Let  Houfewives  make  a  Skillet  of  my  Helm, 

And  all  indign  and  bafe  adverfities, 

Make  head  againft  my  Eftimation. 

Duke.  Be  it  as  you  (hall  privately  determine, 

Either  for  her  ftay  or  going  :  th' Affair  cries  hait
e : 

And  fpeed  muft  anfwer  it. 
Sen.  You  muft  away  to  night. 
Othel.  With  all  my  heart. 

Duke.  A'  nine  ith'  morning  here  we  11  meet  again. 

Othello,  leave  fome  Officer  behind, 

And  he  (hall  our  Commifiion  bring  to  you  : 

And  fuch  things  elfe  of  quality  and  refpeet 
As  doth  import  to  you. 

Othel.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  my  Ancient, 
A  man  he  is  of  honefty  and  truft : 

To  his  conveyance  I  afilgn  my  wife. 

With  what  elfe  needful,  your  good  Grace  Ihall  think
 

To  be  fent  after  me. 
Duke.  Let  it  be  fo:  .  . 

Good  night  to  every  one.    And  Noble  Signior, 
If  Vertue  no  delighted  beauty  lack, 

Your  Son-in-law  ft  far  more  fair  than  black. 

Sen.  Adieu,  brave  Moor,  ufe  Defdemona  well. 

Bra.  Look  to  her  (Moor)  if  thou  haft  eyes  to  lee: 

She  has  deceiv'd  her  Father,  and  may  thee.  
\_bxit. 

Othel.  My  life  upon  her  faith.    Honelt  Jago, 

My  Defdemona  mult  I  leave  to  thee  : 

I  prethee  let  thy  wife  attend  on  her, 

And  bring  them  after  in  their  beft  advantage. 

Come,  Defdtmma,  I  have  but  an  hour 

Of  Love,  of  word  ly  matter,  and  direction 

To  fpeak  mith  thee.    We  muft  obey  the  time
.  {.txtt 

%od.  Jaqo. 

Jago.  What  fayeft  thou,  noble  heart  ? 

%nd.  What  will  I  do,  thinkeft  thou  ? 

Juqo.  Why,  go  to  bed  and  deep. 
Rod.  I  will  incontinently  drown  my  felf. 

Jago.  If  thou  doft,  1  (hall  never  love  thee  af
ter,  wny, 

thou  filly  Gentleman?  .  '  QIV, 
Rod.  Itisfillinefstolive,  when  to  live  is  torm

ent  ,  and 

then  have  we  a  prefcription  to  dye,  when  dea
th  is  our 

?hJltgTbh  villanous :  I  have  look'd  upon  the  world  for 

four  times  fev:n  years,  and  fince  I  could I  difting
u.fh  be- 

twixt a  Benefit  and  an  Injury,  I  never  found  man  that
 

knew  how  to  love  himfelf.  Ere  I  would  fay,  I  would  
drow: 

my  felf  for  the  love  of  a  Gmnney-Hen ,  I  would  change  
my 

humanity  with  a  Baboon. 

Rod.  What  (houid  I  do ,  I  confefs  it  is  my  Ihame  to  be 

lb  fond,  but  it  is  not  in  my  virtue  to  amend  it.  • 

Jmo.  Virtue?  a  Fig,  'tis  in  our  felves  that  we  are  thus 
or  thus.  Our  Bodies  are  our  Gardens ,  to  the  which  our 

Wills  are  Gardiners.  So  that  if  we  will  plant  Nettles,  or 

fowLettice  :  Set  Hyflbp,  and  weed  up  Time:  Supply  it 

with  one  gender  of  Herbs ,  or  diftrad  it  with  many  :  ei 

ther  have  it  fteril  with  idlenefs,  or  manured  with  induftry, 

why  the  power  and  corrigible  Authority  of  this  lies  in  our
 

wills  If  the  brain  of  our  lives  had  not  one  fcale  of  Reafon  to 

poife' another  of  Senfuality,  the  blood  and  bafenefsofour 
Natures  would  conduct  us  to  moft  prepofterous  Conclu-

 

fions  But  we  have  reafon  to  cool  our  raging  Motions,  or 

carnal  Stings,  or  unbitted  Lufts :  whereof  I  take  this,  that 

you  call  Love,  to  be  a  Seel,  or  Seyen. 
Rod.  It  cannot  be. 

Jmo.  It  ismeerly  aLuftof  the  Blood,  and  a  permiflion 

of  the  will.  Come,  be  a  man :  drown  thy  felt  ?  Drown 

Cats  and  blind  Puppies.  1  have  profeft  me  thy  Friend, 

and  I  confefs  me  knit  to  thy  deferving ,  with  Cables  of 

perdurable  toughnefs.  I  could  never  better  fteed  th
ee 

than  now.  Put  money  in  thy  purfe :  follow  thou  the 

Wars  defeat  thy  favour,  with  an  ufurped  Beard.  I  fay, 

put  money  in  thy  putfe.  It  cannot  be  long  that  De
fde 

mona  (hould  continue  her  love  to  the  Moor.  Put  money 

•n  thy  purfe:  nor  he  his  to  her.  It  was  a  violent  Co
mmen- 

cement in  her,  and  thou  (halt  fee  an  antwerable  Sequeftra- 

tion ,  but  put  money  in  thy  purfe.   Thefe  Moors
  are 

Changeable  "in  their  wills :  fill  thy.  purfe  with  money.  The food  that  to  him  now  is  as  lufcious  as  Locufts,  fhall  to  him 

ihortly  be  as  bitter  as  Coloquintida.  She  muft  change  for 

youth  :  when  (he  is  fated  with  his  body ,  (he  will  find  the
 

mours  of  her  choice.  Therefore  put  money  in  thy  purfe. 

If  thou  wilt  needs  damn  thy  felf,  do  it  a  more  delicate 

way  than  drowning.  Make  all  the  money  thou  canft :  I
f 

Sanctimony  and  a  frail  Vow  betwixt  an  erring  Barbar
ian 

<nd  fupei-fubtle  Venetian  be  not  too  hard  for  my  wits,  and 

dll  the  tribe  of  hell,  thou  (halt  enjoy  her :  therefore  ma
ke 

money:  a  pox  of  drowning  thy  felf,  it  is  clean  out  o
f  the 

way.  Seek  thou  rather  to  be  hang'd  in  compaffing  thy  >oy, 

than  to  be  drown'd,  and  go  without  her. 
Rod.  Wilt  thou  he  fait  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend  on  the 

MJa?o.  Thouartfureof  me:  Go  make  money:  I  have 
told  thee  often ,  and  I  re-tell  thee  again  and  again  I  hate

 

the  Moor.  My  caufe  is  hearted  thine  bath  no 
 lels  rea- 

fon Let  us  be  conjunctive  in  our  revenge  againft  him. 

If  thou  canft  cuckold  him,  thou  doft  thy  felf  a  plcaf
ure, 

me  a  fport.  There  are  many  Events  in  the  womb  of 
 Time, 

which  will  be  delivered.  Traverfe,  go,  provide  thy  mo- 

ney.  We  will  have  more  of  this  to  morrow.  
Adieu. 

Rod.  Where  (hall  we  meet  ith'  morning  ? 
At  my  Lodging. 
I'll  be  with  thee  betimes.  , 

Go  to,  farewel.   Do  you  hear,  Rodortgo  ? 

I'll  fell  all  my  Land.  {Exit. 
,.  Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  Fool  my  purle : 

For  I  mine  own  gain'd  knowledge  (hould  profane, 

If  I  would  time  expend  with  fuch  a  Swain, 

But  for  my  fport  and  profit :  I  hate  the  Moor, 

And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  'twixt  my  meets 
He  has  done  my  office.    I  know  not  if  t  be  true, 

But  I,  for  meer  fufpicion  in  that  kind, 

Will  do,  as  if  for  Surety.   He  holds  me  well, 

The  better  (hall  my  purpofe  work  on  him : 

Caffio's  a  proper  man :  Let  me  fee  now, 

To  get  this  place,  and  plume  up  my  will 

In  double  Knavery.   How  ?  how?  Let  
s  lee. 

After  fome  time,  to  abufe  Othello  s  ears, 

That  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  wife : 

He  hath  a  perfon,  and  a  fmooth  dilpoie 

To  be  fufpetted  :  fram'd  to  make  women  
falle. 

The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  Nature, 

That  thinks  men  honeft,  that  but  feem  to  be  io,  ̂  

Jago. 

Rod. 

Jago. 

Rod. 

Jago. 
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And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  th'  Nofe 
As  Afles  are : 

1  have't :  it  is  engendred :  Hell  and  Night 
Muft  bring  this  monftrous  Birth  to  the  worlds  light. 

AUus  Secundus.    Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Montano,  and  Gentlemen. 

Mont.  \T  J  Hat  from  the  Cape,  can  you  difcern  at  Sea  ? 
i .  gent.  VV  Nothing  at  all,  it  is  a  high-wrought  Flood : 
I  cannot  'twixt  the  Heaven  and  the  Main, 
Defcry  a  Sail. 

Mont.  Methinks  the  wind  hath  fpoke  aloud  at  Land, 
A  fuller  blaft  ne're  fhook  our  Battlements : 
If  it  hath  ruffiand  foupon  the  Sea, 
What  ribs  of  Oak,  when  Mountains  melt  on  them, 
Can  hold  the  Morties.    What  (hall  we  hear  of  this  ? 

2.  A  Segregation  of  the  Turkijh  Fleet : 
For  do  but  Hand  upon  the  foaming  more, 
The  chidden  Billow  feems  to  pelt  the  clouds, 

The  wind-fhak'd  Surge,  with  high  and  monftrous  Main, 
Seems  to  caft  water  on  the  burning  Bear, 

And  quench  the  Guards  of  th'ever  fixed  Pole  : 1  never  like  moleltation  view 
On  the  enchafed  Flood. 

Mont .  If  that  be  the  Turkijh  Fleet, 

Be  not  infhelter'd  and  embay'd,  they  are  drown'd, 
It  is  impoffible  to  bear  it  out. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

3.  News,  Lads  :  our  Wars  are  done  : 

The  defperate  Tempeft  hath  fo  bang'd  the  Turks, 
That  their  defignment  halts.    A  noble  Ship  of  Venict 
Hath  feen  a  grievous  wrack  and  fuflerance 
On  molt  part  of  their  Fleet. 

Mont.  How  ?  Is  this  true  >  1 

3 .  The  Ship  is  put  ia  :  A  Veroneffo^  Michael  Cajfio  1 
Lieutenant  of  the  warlike  Moor,  Othello, 
Is  come  on  fhore :  the  Moor  himfelf  at  Sea, 
And  is  in  full  Commiflion  here  for  Cyyrw. 

CMont.  I  am  glad  on't : 
'Tis  a  worthy  Governour. 

3  But  this  fame  Cajfio,  though  he  (peak  of  comfort, 
Touching  the  T urkijh  lofs,  yet  he  looks  fadly, 
And  prays  the  Moor  be  fafe ;  for  they  were  parted 
With  foul  and  violent  Tempeft. 

tJMont.  Pray  heavens  he  be : 

For  I  have  ferv'd  him,  and  the  man  commands 
Like  a  full  Souldier.   Let's  to  the  Sea- fide  (hoa) 
As  well  to  fee  the  VefTel  that  comes  in, 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  for  brave  Othello, 

Even  till  we  make  the  Main  and  th'  Erial  blue, 
And  indiftinct  regard. 

Cent.  Come,  let's  do  fo ; 
For  every  minute  is  expectancy 
Of  our  Arrivancy. 

Enter  Caflio. 

£af.  Thanks  you,  the  valiant  of  the  warlike  Ifle, 
That  fo  approve  the  Moor :  Oh  let  the  Heavens 
Give  him  defence  from  the  Elements, 
For  I  have  loft  him  on  a  dangerous  Sea. 

Mont.  Is  he  well  fhipp'd  ? 
Caf  His  Bark  is  ftoutly  timber'd,  and  his  Pilot 

Of  very  expert  and  approv'd  Allowance ; 
Therefore  my  hopes  (not  furfeited  to  death) 
Stand  in  bold  Cure. 

Within.  A  Sail,  a  Sail,  a  Sail. 
Of.  What  noife  ? 

Ill 
Cent.  The  Town  is  empty ;  on  the  brow  oth'  Sea 

Stand  ranks  of  People,  and  they  cry,  a  Sail. 
Caf  My  hopes  do  ftiape  him  for  the  Governour. 
Gent.  They  dodifcha?gc  their  foot  of  courtefie, 

Our  friends  at  leaft. 

Caf  I  pray  ;,oo,  Sir,  gc  forth, 
And  give  us  truth  who  'tis  that  is  arrived. 

Gent.  I  (hall.  \£xit. 
Mont.  But,  good  Lieutenant,  is  your  General  wiv'd  ? 
Caf.  Moft  fortunately,  he  hath  atchiev'd  a  Maid 

That  Paragons  defcriprion,  and  wild  Fame  : 
One  that  excels  the  quirks  of  blazoning  Pens, 
And  in  th'  cflential  Vefture  of  Creation, 
Do's  tire  the  Ingeniver. 

Enter  Gentleman. 

twto?,  fto.'lGjyjM  y«n  'b*ir>ai  iud  ,  ii  v  -i  I How  now  ?  who  has  put  in  ? 

Gent.  'Tis  one  J  ago,  Ancient  to  the  General. 
Caf.  Ha's  had  molt  favourable  and  happy  fpeed  : 

Tempefts  themfelves,  high  Seas,  and  howling  winds, 

The  gutter'd  Rocks  and  congregated  Sands, 
Traitors  enfteep'd,  to  encJog  the  guiltlefs  Keel, 
As  having  fenfe  of  Beauty  do  omit 
Their  mortal  Natures,  letting  go  fafely  by 
The  divine  Defdemona. 

tJMcnt.  What  is  me? 
Caf.  She  that  I  fpake  of : 

Our  great  Captain's  Captain, 
Left  in  the  Conduct  of  the  bold  Jago, 
Whofe  footing  here  anticipates  our  thoughts, 
A  Sennights  fpeed.    Great  Jove,  Othello  guard,  . 
And  fwell  his  Sail  with  thine  own  powerful  breath, 
That  he  may  blefs  this  Bay  with  his  tall  Ship, 

Make  loves  quick  pants  in  Defdemona's  arms, 
Give  renew'd  fire  to  our  extin&eft  Spirits. 

QTii v i-i-l'i  b  no  woilod  aorfj  t?i  !&:.>>  ;l;8i§Ji*iw  j< 
Bnter  Defdemona,  Jago,  Roderigo,  and  /Emilia. 

Oh  behold, 

The  riches  of  the  Ship  is  come  on  fhore  : 
You  men  of  Cyprm,  let  her  have  your  knees. 
Hail  to  thee,  Lady  :  and  the  grace  of  heaven, 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand 
Enwheel  thee  round. 

Def  I  thank  you,  valiant  Cajfio, 
What  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  Lord  ? 

Caf  He  is  not  arriv'd,  nor  know  I  ought 
But  that  he's  well,  and  will  be  fhortly  here. 

Def  Oh  but  I  fear : 
How  loft  you  company  ? 

Caf.  The  great  contention  of  the  Sea  and  Skies 
Parted  our  Fellowfhip.   But  hark,  a  Sail. 

Within.  A  Sail,  a  Sail. 

Gent.  They  give  this  greeting  to  the  Cittadel : 
This  likewife  is  a  friend. 

Caf  See  for  the  News : 
Good  Ancient,  you  are  welcome.    Welcome,  Miftrefs. 
Let  it  not  gall  your  patience  (good  Jago ) 

That  I  extend  my  Manners.  'Tis  my  breeding 
That  gives  me  this  bold  mew  of  Courtefie. 

Jago.  Sir,  would  flie  give  you  fo  much  of  her  lips, 
As  of  her  tongue  (he  oft  bellows  of  me, 
You  would  have  enough. 

Def  Alas :  file  has  no  fpeech. 
Jago.  In  faith,  too  much : 

I  find  it  ftill,  when  I  have  leave  to  fleep, 
Marry  before  your  Ladifhip,  I  grant, 
She  puts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  heart, 
And  chides  with  thinking. 

(ts£mil.  You  have  little  caufe  to  fay  fo. 

Jago.  Come  on,  come  on :  you  are  Pictures  out  of  doors : 
Bells  in  your  Parlors :  Wild-Cats  in  your  Kitchens : 
Saints  in  your  injuries :  Devils  being  offended : 

Players 



n8 The  Tragedy  of  Othello, 

Players  in  your  Hufwifery,  and  Hufwives  in  y
our  Beds. 

Def  Oh,  fie  npon  thee,  flanderer. 

Jwo.  Nay,  it  is  true :  or  elfe  1  am  a  Turk,, 

You  rife  to  play ,  and  go  to  bed  to  work. 

<s£mil.  You  (hall  not  write  my  praife. 

Jan.  No,  let  me  not. 

Def.  What  would'ft  write  of  me,  if  thou  mould  ft  praife me  ?  , 

Jago.  Oh  gentle  Lady,  do  not  put  me  to  t, 
For  1  am  nothing,  if  not  Critical. 

Def.  Come  on,  affay. 

There's  one  gone  to  the  Harbour^ 

J  ago.  I,  Madam. 

Def.  I  am  not  merry  :  but  I  do  beguile 

The  thing  I  am,  by  feeming  otherwife, 

Corae,  how  would'ft  thou  praife  me  ? 

jago.  I  am  about  it,  but  indeed  my  invention  
comes 

from  my  Pate ,  as  Birdlime  does  from  Freeze ,  it 
 ptocks 

out  Brains  and  all .  But  my  Mufe  labours ,  and  thus  me  is delivered. 

If  jhe  be  fair  and  wife  :  fairnefs  and  wit, 

The  one's  for  life,  the  other  ujeth  it. 

Def.  Wellprais'd: How  if  (he  be  black  and  witty  ? 

J  ago.  If  flie  be  black,  and  thereto  have  a  wit. 

She'll  find  a  white  that  (hall  her  blacknefs  fit. 
Def.  Worfe  and  worfe. 
<s£mil.  How  if  fair  and  foolifh  ? 

J  ago.  She  never  yet  was  foolifh  that  was  fair, 
For  even  her  folly  help  her  to  an  heir. 

Def.  Thefe  are  old  fond  Paradoxes,  to  make  Fools  laug
h 

ittT  Alehoufe.  What  miferable  praife  haft  thou  for  her 

that's  foul  and  foolifh  ? 

Jago.  There's  nont  fo  foul  and  foolijh  thereunto, 
But  does  foul  prank*,  which  fair  and  wife  ones  do. 

Def.  Oh  heavy  ignorance  :  thou  praifeft  the  worlt  
belt. 

But  what  praife  could'fl  thou  beftow  on  a  deferving  wo- 
man indeed  ?  One,  that  in  the  authority  of  her  merit,  did 

jultly  put  on  the  vouch  of  very  malice  it  felf. 

Jago.  She  that  was  ever  fair,  and  never  proud, 

Had  tongue  at  will,  and  yet  was  never  loud  : 
Never  lackt  gold,  and  yet  went  never  gay, 

Fled  from  her  wifi,  and  yet  faid  now  I  may. 

She  that  being  anger  d,  her  revenge  being  nigh, 
Bad  her  wrong  flay,  and  her  difpleafure  fly. 
She  that  in  wifdom  never  was  fo  frail 

To  change  the  Cod's  Head  for  the  Salmon's  Tail  : 
She  that  could  think,  and  ne're  difclofe  her  mind, 
See  Suitors  following,  and  not  look_  behind  : 

She  wm  a  Wight,  (if  ever  fuch  Wights  were.) 
Def.  To  do  what  ? 

Jago.  Tofuckle  Fools,  and  chronicle  fmall  "Beer
. 

Def  Oh  moft  lame  and  impotent  conclufion.  D
o »  not 

learn  of  him,  Emilia,  though  he  be  thy  Husband.  Ho
w 

fay  you  (Caffw )  is  he  not  a  moft  profane  and
  liberal  Coun- 

felj0r?  .  VCU  Him 

C4  He  fpeaks  home  (Madam)  you  may  relilh 
 him 

more  in  the  Souldier,  than  in  the  Scholar. 

Jago.  He  takes  her  by  the  palm :  I,  well  faid,  whilper
. 

With  as  little  a  web  as  this ,  will  I  enfnare  as  great  a  Fly 

as  Capo.  I,  fmile  upon  her,  do :  I  will  give  thee  m  thi
ne 

own  Courtfhip.  You  fay  true ,  'tis  fo  indeed.  It  luch 

tricks  as  thefe  ftrip  you  out  of  your  Lieutenantry ,  it  had 

been  better  you  had  not  kifs'd  your  three  fingers  fo  ott, 

which  now  again  you  are  moft  apt  to  play  the  Sir  in.  Ve- 

ry good  :  well  kifs'd,  and  excellent Curtefie :  'tis  fo  in- 
deed. Yet  again,  your  fingers  to  your  lips  ?  Would  they 

were  Clyfter-pipes  for  yo.ur  fake. 
The  Moore,  I  know  hi*  Trumpet. 

Caf.  Tis  truly  fo. 

Def.  Let's  meet  him,  and  receive  him. 
Caf.  Lo,  where  he  come. 

Enter  Othello ,  and  Attendants. 

Othel.  O  my  fair  Warriour. 

Def.  My  dear  Orfcf//o. Othel.  It  gives  me  wonder,  great  as  my  content 

To  fee  you  here  before  me. 
Oh  my  fouls  joy  : 

If  after  every  Tempeft  come  fuch  calms, 

May  the  winds  blow,  till  they  have  waken'd  death : 
And  let  the  labouring  Bark  climb  hills  of  Seas 

Olympus  high  :  and  duck  again  as  low As  hell's  from  heaven.   If  it  were  now  to  dye, 
'Twere  now  to  be  moft  happy.    For  I  fear 

My  foul  hath  her  content  fo  abfolute. 
That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  Fate. 

Def.  The  heavens  forbid 
But  that  our  Loves 

And  Comforts  mould  increafe 
Even  as  our  days  do  grow. 

Othel.  Amen  to  that  (fweet  Powers) 

I  cannot  fpeak  enough  of  this  content, 
It  flops  me  here :  it  is  too  much  of  joy, 

And  this  and  this  the  greateft  difcords  be 

That  e're  our  hearts  (hall  make. 

Jago.  Oh  you  are  well  tun'd  now :  But  I'll  fet  down 
the  Pegs  that  make  this  Muiick,  as  honeft  as  I  am. 

Othel.  Come,  let  us  to  the  Cattle. 

News,  (Friends)  our  wars  are  done : 

The  Turks  are  drown'd. 
How  do's  my  old  acquaintance  of  this  I  fie  ? 

(Honey)  you  mail  be  well  defir'd  in  Cyprus, I  have  found  great  love  amongft  them.    O  ray  Sweet, 

I  prattle  out  of  fafhion,  and  I  dote 
In  mine  own  comforts.   I  prethee,  good  Jago, 

Go  to  the  Bay,  and  difembtuk  thy  Coffers : 

Bring  thou  the  Matter  to  the  Cittadel, 

He  is  a  good  one,  and  his  worthinefs 
Do's  challenge  much  refpect.   Come,  Defdemona, 

Once  more  well  met  at  Cyprus. 

f  Exeunt  Othello  and  Defdemona. 

Jato  Do  you  meet  me  prefently  at  the  harbou
r.  Come 

thither!  if  thou  be'ft  valiant,  (as  they  fay,  bafe  men  be
ing 

in  love  have  then  a  Nobility  in  their  Natures ,  more  than 

is  native  to  them)  lift  me;  the  Lieutenant  to
  night  wat- 

ches on  the  Court  of  Guard.   Firft,  I  muft  tell  thee
  this: 

'Defdemona  is  directly  in  love  with  him. 

Rod.  With  him?  why,  'tis  not  poflible 

Jago.  Lay  thy  fingers  thus:  and  let  t
hy  foul  be  inftrucT 

ed.  Mark  me  with  what  violence  foe  lov'c  th
e  Moore  but 

for  bragging ,  and  telling  her  fantaftical  lies
.   To  oye 

himftill  for  prating,  let  not  thy  difcreet  
heart  think  it 

Her  eye  muft  be  fed    And  what  delight  mail 
 the  have  0 

look  on  the  Devil?  When  the  blood  is  mad
e  dull  with 

the  Act  of  Sport,  there  Ihould  be  a  game  t
o  inflame  ir, 

and  to  give  fatiety  a  frefh  appetite    Loveli
nefs  in  favour. 

Sympathy  in  years,  Manners,  and  Be
auties:  all  which 

the  Moore  is  defective  in.    Now  for  want 
 of  thefe  re- 

quir'd  Conveniences,  her  delicate  tendernefs will  nnd I  it 

felfabus'd,  begin  to  heave  the  gorge  ,  difrehfi
i  and  abhor 

the  Moore ,  very  Nature  will  inftrudl  her  in  it ,  and  corn^ 

pel  her  to  iome  fecond  choice.   Now ,  Sir ,  t
his  granted 

(as  it  is  a  moft  pregnant  and  unfore'd  pofit
ion)  whoftands 

fo  eminent  in  the  degree  of  this  Fortune,  ̂ Cajfwdoj »:  a 

Knave  very  voluble :  no  further  confcionable    than  m 

putting  on  the  meet  form  of  Civil  and  h
umane  feeming, 

for  the  better  compafs  of  his  Salt,  and  moft
  hidden  loo  e 

affection?  Why  none,  why  none?  A  fl.
ppery  and  fubtle 

Knave,  a  finder  of  occafion :  that  has  an  eye  canftarop and  counterfeit  advantages  though  ̂ ^^l 

prefent  it  felf.    A  Devilifh  Knave :  befides,  the  Knave  is 

handfom,  young:  and  hath  all  thofe  req
u.fites  in  him, 

that  foTy  and  gfeen  minds  look  after.   
A  pefiilent  com- 
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pleat  Knave,  and  the  woman  hath  found  him  already. 

Rod.  I  cannot  believe  that  in  her,  /he's  fulJ  of  mod 
blefs'd  condition. 

Jago.  Blefs'd  Figgsend.  The  Wine  fhe  drinks  is 
made  of  Grapes.  If  (he  had  been  blefs'd,  fhe  would  ne- 

ver have  lov'd  the  Moore:  Blefs'd  pudding.  Didft  thou 
not  fee  her  paddle  with  the  palm  of  his  hand  ?  Didft 
not  mark  that? 

Rod.  Yes,  that  I  did :  But  that  was  but  courtefie. 
Jago.  Leachery  by  this  hand  :  An  Index,  and  obfeure 

Prologue  to  the  Hiftory  of  Lull,  and  foul  Thoughts. 

They  met  fo  near  with  their  Lips ,  that  their  breai'.s 
embrae'd  together.  Villanous  Thoughts,  Rodorigo,  when 
thefe  mutabilities  fo  marlhal  the  way,  hard  at  hand 

comes  the  Matter ,  and  main  exercife ,  th'  incorporate 
conclufion :  Pi!h.  But,  Sir,  beyourul'd  by  me.  1  have 
brought  you  from  Venice.  Watch  you  to  night:  For 

the  command ,  I'll  Jay'c  upon  you.  Cajfio  knows  you 
not:  I'll  not  be  far  from  you.  Do  you  find  fome  oc- 
cafion  to  anger  Caffw,  either  by  fpeaking  toa'loud,  or 
tainting  his  difcipline,  or  from  what  other  courfe  you 
pleafe,  which  the  time  mall  more  favourably  minifter. 

Rod.  Well. 

Jago.  Sir,  he's  rafh,  and  very  fudden  in  Choler :  and 
happily  may  ftrike  at  you,  provoke  him  that  he  may :  For 
even  out  of  that  will  I  caufe  thefe  of  Cyprus  to  mutiny. 
Whofe  qualification  fhall  come  into  no  true  tafte  again, 
but  by  difplanting  of  Cajfio.  So  fhall  you  have  a  Ihorter 
journey  to  your  defires,  by  the  means  I  fhall  then  have 
to  prefer  thejri.  And  the  impediment  moft  profitably 
removed  ,  without  the  which  there  were  no  expectation 
of  our  profperity. 

Rod.  I  will  do  this,  if  you  can  bring  it  to  any  oppor- 
tunity. 

Jago.  I  warrant  thee.  Meet  me  by  and  by  at  the  Cit- 
tadel.  I  mult  fetch  his  necelfaries  afhore.  Farewel. 

Rod.  Adieu.  [Exit. 

Jago.  That  Cajfio  loves  her ,  I  do  well  believe't : 
That  fhe  loves  him,  'tis  apt,  and  of  great  credit. 
The  Moore  (howbeit  that  I  endure  him  not) 
Is  of  aconftant,  loving,  noble  Nature, 

And  I  dare  think,  he'll  prove  to  Defdemona, 
A  moft  dear  Husband.  Now  I  do  love  her  too, 
Not  out  of  abfolute  Lull,  (though  peradventure 
I  ftand  accountant  for  as  great  a  fin,) 
But  partly  led  to  diet  my  Revenge, 
For  that  I  do  fufpect  the  Iufty  Moor 
Hath  leapt  into  my  feat.  The  thoughts  whereof, 
Doth  (like  a  poyfonous  Mineral)  gnaw  my  Inwards: 
And  nothing  can,  or  fhall  content  my  Soul 

Till  I  am  even'd  with  him,  wife  for  wife  : 
Or  failing  fo,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor, 
At  leaft  into  a  Jealoufie  fo  ftrong, 
That  Judgment  cannot  cure.  Which  thing  to  doe, 
If  this  poor  Trafh  of  Venice,  whom  I  trace 
For  his  quick  hunting,  ftand  the  putting  on, 

I'll  have  our  Michael  Cajfio  on  the  hip, 
Abufe  him  to  the  Moor  in  the  right  garb 

(For  I  fear  Caffw  with  my  Night-Cap  too) 
Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me  and  reward  me, 
For  making  him  egregioufly  an  Afs, 
And  practifing  upon  his  peace  and  quiet, 

Even  to  madnefs.  'Tishere:  but  yet  confus'd, 

Knaveries  plain  face,  is  never  feen,  'till  us'd.  [Exit. 

Scena  Secunda, 

Enter  Othello's  Herald ,  with  a  Proclamation. 

Herald.  It  is  Othello's  pleafure ,  our  Noble  and  Vali- 

ant General ;  That  upon  certain  Tidings  now  arriv'd, 
importing  the  meer  perdition  of  the  Turktfh  Fleet ,  every 
man  put  himfelf  into  triumph.  Some  to  dance,  fome  to 

make  Bone-fires,  each  man  to  what  Sport  and  Revels  his addition  leads  him.  For  Befides  thefe  beneficial  News  it 
is  the  celebration  of  his  Nuptial.  So  much  was  his  plea fure  fhould  be  proclaimed.  AH  Offices  are  open,  and  there 
is  full  liberty  of  Feafting,  from  this  prefeni  hour  of  five, 'till  the  Bell  have  roll'd  eleven. 
Blefs  the  Ifle  of  Cyprus,  and  our  Noble  General  Othello. 

Enter  Othello,  Defdemona,  Caffio,  and  Attendants. 

Othel.  Good  Michael,  look  you  to  the  Guard  to  night. 
Let  s  teach  our  felves  that  honourable  ftop 
Not  to  out-fport  difcretion. 

Caf.  Jago  hath  direction  what  to  do. 
But  noiwithftaning  with  my  perfonal  eve 

Will  1  look  to't.  *  ' Othel.  Jago  is  moft  honefl : 
Michael,  good  night.  To  morrow  with  your  earlieft 
Let  me  have  fpeech  with  you.  Come,  my  d:ar  Love, 
The  purchace  made,  the  fruits  are  toenfue, 
That  profit's  yet  to  come  'tween  me  and  you. Good  night.  lExitt 

Enter  Jago. 

Of.  Welcome,  Jago',  we  muft  to  the  Watch. 
Jago.  Not  this  hour,  Lieuetenant :  'tis  not  yet  ten  o'th' Clock.  Our  General  caft  us  thus  early  for  the  love  of  his 

Defdemona:  Whom  let  us  not  therefore  blame ;  he  hath 
not  yet  made  wanton  the  night  with  her:  and  fhe  is  fport for  Jove. 

Caf.  She's  a  moft  exquifite  Lady. 
Jago.  And  I'll  warrant  her  full  of  Game. 
Caf.  Indeed  fhe's  a  moft  frefh  and  delicate  creature. 
Jago.  What  an  eye /he  has? 

Methinks  it  founds  a  parley  to  provocation. 
Caf.  An  inviting  eye: 

And  yet  methinks  right  modeft. 
Jago.  And  when  fhe  fpeaks, 

Is  it  not  an  Alarum  to  Love  ? 
Caf.  She  is  indeed  perfection. 

Jago.  Well:  Happinefs  to  their  fheets:  Com.*,  Litu 
tenant,  I  have  a  ftope  of  wine,  and  here  without  are  a 
brace  of  Cyprus  Gallants ,  that  would  fain  have  a  meafure 
to  the  health  of  black  Othello. 

Caf.  Not  to  night,  good  Jago  :  I  have  very  poor,  and 
unhappy  Brains  for  drinking.  I  could  well  wifh  courtefie 
would  invent  fome  other  cuftom  of  entertainment. 

Jago.  Oh,  they  are  our  Friends:  But  one  Cup  Til  diink 
for  you. 

Cajfio.  I  have  drunk  but  one  Cup  to  night,  and  that 
was  craftily  qualified  too:  and  behold  what  innovation 
it  makes  here.  1  am  infortnnate  in  the  infirmity,  and  date 
not  task  my  weaknefs  with  any  more. 

Jago.  What,  man  ?  'tis  a  night  of  Revels,  the  Gallants defire  it. 
Caf.  Where  are  they  ? 

Jago.  Here,  at  the  door:  I  pray  you,  call  them  in. 

Caf.  I'lldo'c,  butitdifiikes  me. 
Jago.  If  I  can  faften  but  one  Cup  upon  him, 

With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to  night  already, 

He'll  be  as  full  of  Quarrel,  and  Offence, 

As  my  young  Miftrifs's  Dog, 
Now,  my  fick  Fool,  Rodorigo, 

Whom  Love  hath  turn'd  almoft  the  wrong  fide  out. 
To  Defdemona  hath  to  night  Carouz'd, 
Potations,  pottle-deep-,  and  he's  to  watch. 
Three  elfe  of  Cyprus,  Noble  fwclling  Spirits, 
(That  hold  their  honours  in  a  wary  diftance, 
The  very  Elements  of  ibis  warlike  Ifle) 

Have  I  to  night  flufter'd  with  flowing  Cups, 
And  they  watch  too. 

Now 'mongft  this  flock  of  Drunkards, 
And 
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And  I  to  put  our  Caffio  in  fome  Action 
That  may  offend  the  Iflc.  But  here  they  come, 

£«r<r  Caffio,  Montano,  and  Gentlemen. 

If  confcqucnce  do  but  approve  my  Dream, 
My  Boat  fails  freely,  both  with  wind  and  ftream. 

Caf.  'Fore  Heaven,  they  have  given  me  a  rowfe  already. 
<JMon.  Good  Faith  a  little  one  :  not  paft  a  Pint ,  as  I 

am  a  Souldier. 

Jago.  Some  Wine  ho, 

And  let  me  the  Cannahm  clinks  clink,;  • 
And  let  me  the  Cannakin  clink. 

A  Souldier  V  a  man :  Oh,  mans  life's  but  a  fpan, 
Why  then  let  a  Souldier  drinks 

Some  Wine  Boyes.. 

Caf.  'Fore  Heaven,  an  excellent  Song. 
Jago.  I  Iearn'd  it  in  England :  where  indeed  they  are 

molt  potent  in  Potting.  Your  Dane,  your  German,  anc 

your  fwag-belly'd  Hollander,  (drink  ho)  are  nothing  to 
your  EngUjl). 

Caffw.  Is  your  Engli(li-mzn  fo  exquifite  in  his  drink- ing ? 

Jago.  Why,  he  drinks  you  with  facility,  your  'Dane 
dead  Drunk.  He  fwearsnot  to  overthrow  your  Almain. 
He  gives  your  Hollander  a  vomit,  ere  the  next  Pottle  can 

be  fill'd. 
Caf.  To  the  health  of  our  General. 

Mon.  I  am  for  it,  Lieutenant :  and  I'll  do  you  Juftice. 
Jago.  Oh  fweet  England. 

King  Stephen  was  and- a  worthy  Peer, 

His  Breeches  cos~i  him  bat  a  Crown, 
He  held  them  fix  pence  all  too  dear, 
With  that  he  catVd  the  Taylor  Lown  : 
He  was  a  Wight  of  high  Renown, 
tsfnd  thou  art  but  of  low  degree  : 

'Tis  pride  that  pulls  the  Country  downy 
And  take  thy  aw  I'd  Cloakabout  thee. 

Some  Wine  ho. 

Cajfio.  Why  this  is  a  more  exquifite  Song  than  the 
other. 

Jago.  Will  you  hear't  again  ? 
Caf.  No:  for  I  hold  him  to  be  unworthy  of  his  place, 

that  do's  thofe  things.  Well :  Heaven's  above  all :  and 
there  be  Souls  mult  be  faved,  and  there  be  Souls  mult  not 
be  faved. 

Ja^o.  It's  true,  good  Lieutenant. 
Caf.  For  mine  own  part,  no  offence  to  the  General,  nor 

any  man  of  quality :  I  hope  to  be  faved. 
Jago.  And  fo  do  I  too,  Lieutenant. 
Caffw.  I :  fbut  by  your  leave )  not  before  me.  The 

Lieutenant  is  to  be  faved  before  the  Ancient.  Lets  have 

no  more  of  this:  lets  to  our  affairs.  Forgive  our  fins: 
Gentlemen  ,  lets  look  to  our  bufinefs.  Do  not  think, 
Gentlemen,  I  am  Drunk:  this  is  my  Ancient,  this  is  my 
right  hand,  and  this  is  my  left.  I  am  not  drunk  now :  I 
can  ftand  well  enough,  and  Ifpeak  well  enough. 

Gem.  Excellent  well. 

Caf.  Why  very  well  then :  you  muft  not  think  then, 
that  I  am  drunk. 

Mont  an.  To  th'  Platform  (Matters)- come,  lets  fet  the Watch. 

Jago.  You  fee  this  Fellow  that  is  gone  before, 
He  is  a  Souldier,  fit  to  ftand  by  C<efar, 
And  give  direction.  And  do  but  fee  his  Vice, 

'Tis  to  his  Virtues  a  juft  Equinox, 
The  one  as  long  as  th'  other.  'Tis  pity  of  him ; 
I  fear  the  truft  Othello  puts  him  in, 

:  On  fome  odd  time  of  his  infirmity 
Will  fhake  this  Ifland. 

Mont.  But  is  he  often  thus. 

Jago.  'Tis  evermore  his  prologue  to  his  fleep, 
He'll  watch  the  Horologue  a  double  Set,  ' 
If  drink  rock  not  his  Cradle. 

Mont.  It  were  well 

The  General  were  put  in  mind  of  it : 
Perhaps  he  fees  it  nor,  or  his  good  nature 
Prizes  the  Virtue  that  appears  xnCaffw, 
And  looks  not  on  his  evils :  is  not  this  true  ? 

Enter  Rodorigo. 

Jago.  How  now,  Rodorigo  ? 
I  pray  you  after  the  Lieutenant,  go. 

Mont .  And  'tis  great  pity  that  the  Noble  Moore 
Sould  hazard  fuch  a  place,  as  his  own  Second, 
With  one  ingraft  Infirmity, 
It  were  an  honeft  Action,  to  fay  fo 
To  the  Moore. 

Jago.  Not  I,  for  this  fair  Ifland, 
I  do  love  Caffio  well :  and  would  do  much 
To  cure  him  of  this  evil.  But  hark,  what  noife? 

Enter  Caffio  purfuing  Rodorigo. 

Caf.  You  Rogpe:  you  Rafcal. 
<JMon.  What's  the  matter,  Lieutenant  ? 

Caf.  A  Knave  teach  me  my  duty  ?  I'll  beat  the 
Knave  into  a  Twiggen  Bottle. 

7{od.  Beat  me. 

Caf.  Dolt  thou  prate,  Rogue  ?  • 
Mon.  Nay,  good  Lieutenant : 

I  pray  you,  Sir,  hold  your  hand. Caf.  Let  me  go  (Sir) 

Or  I'll  know  you  o're  the  Mazzard. 

Mon.  Come,  come,  you're  Drunk. 
Caffw.  Drunk?  - 
Jago.  Away  I  fay  :  go  out  and  cry  a  Mutiny, 

Nay,  good  Lieutenant.  x  Alas,  Gentlemen : 
Help  ho ,  Lieutenant.  Sir  Montano  : 

Help  Mailers.  Here's  a  goodly  Watch  indeed. 
Who's  that  which  rings  the  Bell :  Diablo,  ho. 
The  Town  will  rife.  Fie,  fie,  Lieutenant, 
You'll  be  afham'd  for  ever. 

Enter  Othello,  and  Attendants. 

Oth.  What  is  the  matter  here  > 

Mon.  I  bleed  ftill,  I  am  hurt,  but  not  to  th'  Death. Oth.  Hold  for  your  lives. 

Jago.  Hold  ho  :  Lieutenant,  Sir  Montana,  Gentlemen : 
Have  you  forgot  all  place  of  fenfe  and  duty  ? 
Hold.  The  General  fpeaks  to  you :  hold  forfhame. 

Oth.  Why  how  now  ho?  From  whence  arifeth  this  ? 
Are  we  turn'd  Turks  ?  and  to  our  felves  do  that 
Which  Heaven  hath  forbid  the  Ottamites. 

For  Chriftian  fhame,  put  by  this  barbarous  brawl: 
He  that  ftirs  next  to  carve  for  his  own  rage, 
Holds  his  Soul  light:  He  dies  upon  his  Motion. 
Silence  that  dreadful  Bell,  it  frights  the  Ifle 
From  her  propriety.  What  is  the  matter,  Mailers. 
Honeft  Jago,  that  looks  dead  with  grieving, 
Speak :  who  began  this  ?  On  thy  love  I  charge  thee  ? 

Jago.  I  do  not  know :  Friends  all,  but  now,  even  now 
In  Quarter,  and  in  terms  like  Bride  and  Groom. 
Devefting  them  for  Bed  :  and  then,  but  now : 
(As  if  fome  Planet  had  unwitted  men) 

Sword  out,  and  tilting  one  at  others  Breafts, 
In  oppofition  bloody.  I  cannot  fpeak 

Any  beginning  to  this  peevifh  odds. 
And  would  in  Action  glorious,  I  bad  loft 
Thofe  legs  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it. 

Oth.  How  comes  it  (Michael)  you  are  thus  forgot? 
Caf.  I  pray  you  pardon  me,  I  cannot  fpeak. Oth 
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1 1    Otbel.  Worthy  Montana,  you  were  wont  to  be  civil 
I  The  gravity  and  ftilnefs  of  your  youth, 
)  Tue  world  hath  noted.  And  your  name  is  great 

'  In  mouths  of  wifeft  cenfure.  What's  the  matter, 
That  you  unlace  your  reputation  thus, 
And  fpend  your  ricn  opinion,  for  the  name 
Of  a  Nighr-brawler  ?  give  me  anfwer  to  it. 

'     Man.  W'orthy  Othello,  1  am  hurt  to  danger, 
Your  Officer,  Jago,  can  inform  you, 
While  1  Iparc  fpeech,  which  fomething  now  offends 
Of  all  that  I  do  know,  nor  know  I  ought 

By  me ;  that's  faid  or  done  amifs  this  night, 
Unlefs  Self-charity  be  fometimes  a  vice, 
And  to  defend  our  felves  it  be  a  fin, 
When  violence  aflails  us. 

Otbel.  Now,  by  Heaven, 
My  blood  begins  my  fafer  Guides  to  rule, 
And  pafliori  (having  my  bell:  judgment  collied) 
Afiays  to  lead  the  way.  If  I  once  ftir, 
Or  do  but  lift  this  Arm,  the  belt  of  you 
Shall  fink  in  my  Rebuke.  Give  me  to  know 
How  this  foul  Rout  began :  Who  fet  it  on, 

And  he  that  is  approv'd  in  this  offence, 
Though  he  had  twinn'd  with  me,  both  at  a  birth," Shall  loofe  me.  What  in  a  Town  of  War, 

Yet  wild,  the  peoples  hearts  brim-fall  of  fear, 
j  To  manage  private,  and  domeftick  Quarrel  ? 
I  In  night,  and  on  the  Court  and  Guard  of  fafety  ? 

'Tis  monftrous :  J  ago,  who  began't  ? 
Mon.  If  partially  affin'd,  or  league  in  office, 

Thou  doft  deliver  more,  or  lefs  than  truth, 
Thou  art  no  Souldier. 

J  ago.  Touch  me  not  fo  near, 
I  had  rather  have  this  tongue  cut  from  my  mouth, 
Than  it  fhould  do  offence  to  Michael  Cajfio. 
Yet  I  perfwade  my  felf,  to  fpeak  fo  the  truth 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him.  This  it  is,  General : 
Montano  and  my  felf  being  in  fpeech, 
There  comes  a  Fellow,  crying  out  for  help, 

And  Cajfio  following  him  withdetermin'd  Sword, 
To  execute  upon  him.  Sir,  This  Gentleman 
Steps  into  Cajfio,  and  intreats  his  paufe : 
My  felf  the  cryiog  fellow  did  purfue, 
Left  by  his  clamour  (as  it  fo  fell  out) 
The  Town  might  fall  in  fright.  He,  ffwift  of  foot) 

Out-ran  my  purpofe :  and  I  return'd  the  rather 
For  that  I  heard  the  clink,  and  fall  of  Swords, 

And  Cajfio,  high  in  oath  :  Which  till  to  night 

I  ne'er  might  fay  before.  When  I  came  back 
(For  this  was  brief )  I  found  them  clofe  together 
At  blow,  and  thruft,  even  as  again  they  were 
When  you  your  felf  did  part  them : 
More  of  this  matter  cannot  I  report, 
But  men  are  men  :  The  belt  fometimes  forget, 
Though  Cajfio  did  fome  little  wrong  to  him, 
As  men  in  rage,  ftrike  thofe  that  wifh  them  beft, 

Yetfurely  Cajfio,  I  believe,  receiv'd 
From  him  that  fled,  fomeftrange  indignity, 
Which  Patience  could  not  pafs. 

Otbel.  I  know,  J  ago, 
Thy  honefty  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter, 
Making  it  light  to  Cajfio  :  Cajfio,  I  love  thee, 
But  never  more  be  Officer  of  mine. 

Enter  Defdemona  attended. 

Look  if  my  gentle  love  be  not  rais'd  up : 
I'll  make  thee  an  example. 

Def.  What's  the  matter  (Dear  ? ) 
Otbel.  All's  well,  Sweeting: 

Come,  away  to  bed.  Sir,  for  your  hurts, 
My  Self  will  be  your  Surgeon.  Lead  him  off: 
J*tp,  look  with  care  about  the  Town, 
And  filence  thofe  whom  this  vile  brawl  diffracted. 

Come,  Defdemona,  'tis  tne  Souldiers  life, 
To  have  their  Balmy  flumbers  wak'd  with  ftrife.  {Exit. 

Jago.  What,  are  you  hurt,  Lieutenant? 
C4.  I,  pall  all  Surgery. 

Jago.  Marry,  Heaven  forbid. 
Caf.  Reputation,  Reputation,  Reputation:  Oh  I  have 

loft  my  Reputation !  I  have  loft  the  immortal  part  of  my 
I  if,  and  w.iat  remains  is  beftial.  My  Reputation,  Jago. 
my  Reputation. 

Jago.  As  1  am'an  honeft  man  ,  I  had  thought  you  had 
received  fome  bodily  wound-,  there  is  more  fence  in  that 
than  in  Reputation.  Reputation  is  an  idle,  and  molt  falfe 
impofition;  oft  got  without  merit,  and  loft  without  de- 
ferving.  You  have  loft  no  Reputation  at  all ,  unlefs  you 
repute  your  felf  fuch  a  loofer.  What  man- there  are  more 
ways  to  recover  the  General  again.  You  are  but  now 
caft  in  his  mood,  (a  punifhment  more  in  policy,  than  in 
malice  )  even  fo  as  one  would  beat  his  offencelefs  dog 
to  affright  an  imperious  Lyon.  Sue  to  him  again,  and ne's  yours. 

Caf  I  will  rather  fue  to  be  defpis'd  ,  than  to  deceive 
fo  good  a  Commander,  with  fo  flight,  fo  drunken,  and 
fo  indifcreet  an  Officer.  Drunk?  and  fpeak,  Parrot?  And 
fquabble?  Swagger?  Sweap?  And  difcourfe  Fuftianwitb 
ones  own  fhadow?  O  thou  invifible  Spirit  of  Wine! 
if  thou  haft  no  name  to  be  known  by,  let  us  call  thee Devil. 

Jago.  What  was  he  that  you  follow'd  with  your  Sword  ? what  had  he  done  to  you? 

C^f.  I  know  not. 

Jago,  Is't  poffible  ? 
Caf.  I  remember  a  Mafs  of  things,  but  nothing  di- 

ftinctly :  A  Quarrel,  but  nothing  wherefore.  Oh,  that 
men  fhould  put  an  Enemy  in  their  mouths,  to  fteal  away 
their  Brains  ?  That  we  Ihould  with  Joy  pleafance,  revel 
and  applaufe,  transform  our  felves  into  Bea Its. 

Jago.  Why,  But  you  aje  now  well  enough :  How  came 
you  thus  recovered  ? 

Caf.  It  hath  pleas'd  the  Devil,  Drunkennefs,  to  give 
place  to  the  Devil ,  Wrath ;  one  unperfeclnefs  fhews  me 
another,  to  make  me  frankly  defpife  my  felf. 

Jago.  Come,  you  are  too  fevere  a  Moraller.    As  the 
Time,  the  Place ,  and  the  condition  of  this  Countrey 
ftands,  I  could  heartily  wifh  this  had  not  befaln :  But  fince 

■  it  is,  as  it  is,  mend  it  for  your  own  good. 
Caf.  I  will  ask  him  for  my  place  again,  he  lhall  tell 

me ,  I  am  a  Drunkard :  Had  I  as  many  mouths  as  Hydra, 
fuch  an  anfwer  would  flop  them  all.  To  be  now  a  fen- 
fiblc  man,  by  and  by  a  Fool,  and  prefently  a  Beaft.  Oh. 

ftrange  !  Every  inordinate  Cup  isunblefs'd,  and  the  In- 
gredient is  a  Devil. 

Jago.  Come ,  come ,  good  Wine  is  a  good  familiar 

Creature  ,  if  it  be  well  us'd :  Exclaim  no  more  againft 
it.  And ,  good  Lieutenant ,  I  think,  you  think  I  love 

you. 

Caf.  I  have  well  approv'd  it,  Sir,  I  drunk? 
Jago.  You,  or  any  man  living,  may  be  drunk  at  a  time, 

man.  I  tell  you  what  you  lhall  do  :  Our  General's  Wife 
is  now  the  General.  I  may  fay  fo,  in  thisrefpecl,  for 
that  he  hath  devoted ,  and  given  up  himfelf  to  the  con- 

templation, mark :  and  Devoteraent  of  her  Parts  and 
Graces.  Confefs  your  felf  freely  to  her :  Importue  her 
help,  to  put  you  in  your  place  again.  She  is  of  fo  free,  fo 
kind,  fo  apt,  fo  blefled  a  difpolition,  Ihe  holds  it  a  vice 
in  her  goodnefs,  not  to  do  more  than  file  is  requefted. 
This  broken  joint  between  you  and  her  Husband,  intreat 
her  tofplinter.  And  my  Fortunes  againft  any  lay  worth 
naming,  this  crack  of  your  Love,  fhall  grow  ftronger  than 
it  was  before. 

Caf.  You  advife  me  well. 

Jago.  I  proteft  in  the  fincerity  of  Love,  and  honeft 
kindnefs. 

Cafsio.  I  think  it  freely :  and  betimes  in  the  morning, 
I  will  befeech  the  virtuous  Defdemona  to  undertake  for 

Lll  me. 
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me. :  I  am  defperate  of  my  Fortunes  if  they  check  me. 
Y.ito.  You  are  in  the  right:  Good  night,  Lieutenant,  I 

mult  to  the  Watch. 

Of.  Good  night,  honefl  Jago.  [Exit  Cafllo. 

Jago.  And  what's  he  then, That  lays  I  play  the  Villain? 

When  this  advice  is  free  I  give,  and  honefl-, 
Probal  to  thinking,  and  indeed  the  courfe 
To  win  the  Moor  again. 

For 'tis  molt  eafie, 

Th'inclining  Defdemona  to  fubdue 

In  any  honed  Suit.  She's  fram'd  as  fruitful As  the  free  Elements.  And  then  for  her 
To  win  the  Moor,  were  to  renounce  his  Baptifm, 

All  leafs  and  Symbols  of  redeemed  fin : 

His  Soul  is  lb  enfetter'd  to  her  Love, 
That  (he  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  (he  lift, : 
i£vcn  as  her  appetite  (hall  play  the  god 
With  his  weak  Function.  How  1  am  then  a  Villain, 
To  counfel  Cafsio  to  this  parallel  courfe. 
Directly  to  his  good  ?  Divinity  of  Hell, 
When  Devils  will  their  blackeft  tins  put  on, 

They  do  fugged  at  fird  with  heavenly  (hews, 
As  1  do  now.  For  while  this  honed  Fool 
Plies  Defdemona,  to  repair  his  Fortune, 
And  [he  for  him,  pleads  ftrongly  to  the  Moor, 

I'll  pour  this  Pedilence  into  his  ear  : 
That  (he  repeals  him,  for  her  bodies  Luft, 
And  by  how  much  die  drives  to  do  him  good, 
She  (hall  undoe  her  Credit  with  the  Moor. 
So  will  1  turn  her  virtue  into  pitch, 

And  out  of  her  own  goodnefs  make  the  Net, 
That  fiiall  enmafli  them  all. 

How  now,  Rodorigo? 

Enter  Rodorigo. 

Rodorigo.  I  do  follow  here  in  the  Chace  ,  not  like  a 
Hound  that  hunts,  but  one  that  filk  up  the  Cry.  My  mo- 

ney is  almod  fpent  •,  I  have  been  to  night  exceedingly 
well  cudgell'd.-  and  I  think  the  ifiue  will  be,  I  lhall 
have  fo  much  experience  for  my  pains',  and  fo  with  no 
money  at  all,  and  a  little  more  wit ,  return  again  to  Ve- nice. 

Jago.  How  poor  are  they  that  have  not  Patience  ? 
What  wound  did  ever  heal  but  by  degrees  ? 

Thou  know'd  we  work  by  wit,  and  not  by  witchcraft  \ 
And  wit  depends  on  dilatory  time : 
Dod  not  go  well?  Cafsio  hath  beaten  thee, 

And  thou  by  that  fmall  hurt  had  cafhier'd  Cafjio : 
Though  other  things  grow  fair  againfl  the  Sun, 
Yet  f rui  i  s  that  blofiome  fird ,  will  firft  be  ripe : 

Content  thy  felf  a  while.  In  troth  'tis  Mornings 
Pleafyre  and  action  make  the  hours  feem  fliort. 
Retire  thee :  Go  where  thou  art  Billeted : 

Away,  I  fay ,  thou  flialt  know  more  hereafter : 

Nay,  get  thee  gone.  {Exit.  Rodorigo. 
Two  things  are  to  be  done: 
My  Wife  mud  move  for  Cafsio  to  her  Midrefs : 

I'll  fet  her  on  my  felf  a  while,  to  draw  the  Moor  apart, 
And  bring  him  jump,  when  he  may  fafio  find 

Sollicking  his  Wife :  I,  that's  the  way  : 
Dull  not  Device,  by  coldnefs  and  delay.  {Exit. 

ABus  Tertius.  Scena  Prima, 

,    Enter  Cafllo,  Muficians,  and  Clown. 

Caf.  Maders,  play  here,  I  will  content  your  pains, 

Something  that's  brief:  and  bid  good  morrow,  General. 
Go.  Why,  Maders,  have  your  Indrumentsbeen  iniV*<- 

ples,  that  they  lpeak  i'th'  nofe  thus  ? 

Muf.  How,  Sir,  how  ? 
Clown.  Are  thefe,  I  pray  you,  wind  Indruments  ? 
Muf.  I,  marry  are  they,  Sir. 
Clown.  Oh,  thereby  hangs  a  Tale. 
Muf.  Whereby  hangs  a  Tale,  Sir? 
Com.  Marry,  Sir,  by  many  a  wind  Indrument  that  I 

know.  But,  Maders,  here's  money  for  you :  And  the  Ge 
neralfo  likes  your  Mufick,  that  he  defires  you  for  loves 

1  fake  to  make  no  noife  with  it. 

Muf.  Well,  Sir,  we  will  not. 
Clown.  If  you  have  any  Mufick  that  may  not  be  heard, 

too't  again.  But  (as  they  fay)  to  hear  Mufick,  the  Gene- ral does  not  greatly  care. 
Muf.  We  have  none  fuch,  Sir. 

Clown.  Then  put  up  your  Pipes  in  your  Bag ,  for  I'll 
away.  Go,  vaniih  into  air,  away.  {Exit  Mufi. 

Caf.  Dod  thou  hear  me,  mine  honed  Friend  ? 
Clown.  No,  I  hear  not  your  honed  Friend : I  hear  you. 

Caf.  Prethee,  keep  up  thy  Quillets,  there's  a  poor  piece of  Gold  for  thee :  If  the  Gentlewoman  that  attends  the 

General  be  dirring,  tell  her,  there's  one  Cafio  entreats  her 
a  little  favour  of  fpeech.  Wilt  thou  do  this  ? 

Clown.  -She  is  dirring,  Sir,  if  die  will  dir  hither,  I  fhall 
feem  to  notifie  unto  her.  {Exit  Clown. 

Enter  Jago. 

In  happy  time,  Jago. 

Jago.  You  have  not  been  a  bed  then  ? 
Caf.  Why,  no :  The  day  had  broke  before  we  patted. 

1  have  made  bold  (Jago )  to  fend  in  to  your  wife  : 
My  fttt  to  her  is,  that  die  will  to  virtuous  Defdemon* 
Procure  me  fome  accefs. 

Jago.  I'll  fend  her  to  you  prefently : 
And  I'll  devife  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moor 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  converfe  and  bufinefs 
May  be  more  free.  {Exit . 

Caf  I  humbly  thank  you  for't.  I  never  knew A  Florentine  more  kind  and  honed. 

Enter  /Emilia. 

z/Emil.  Good  morrow  (good  Lieutenant)  I  am  forry 

For  your  difpleafure  •,  but  all  will  fure  be  well. 
The  General  and  his  Wife  are  talking  of  it. 
And  die  fpeaks  for  you  doutly.  The  Moor  replies, 
That  he  you  hurt  is  of  great  fame  in  CY/>r«», 
And  great  Affinity :  and  that  in  wholfom  wifdom 
He  might  not  but  refufe  you.  But  he  proteds  he  loves  you, 
And  needs  no  other  Suitor  but  his  likings, 
To  bring  you  in  again. 

C4-  Yet,  I  befeech  you, 
If  you  think  fit,  or  that  it  may  be  done, 
Give  mc  advantage  of  fome  brief  Difcourfe 
With  Defdemon  alone. 

*ALmil.  Pray,  come  in : 

Iwill  bedow  you  where  you  fhall  have  time 
To  fpeak  your  bofom  freely. 

Caf.  I  am  much  bound  to  you.  {Exeunt. 

Scena  Secwida. 

Enter  Othello,  Jago,  and  Gentlemen. 

Otbel.  Thefe  Letters  give  (Jago )  to  the  Pilot, 
And  by  him  do  my  Duties  to  the  Senate : 
That  done,  I  will  be  walking  on  the  Works, 
Repair  there  to  me. 

Jago.  Well,  my  good  Lord,  I'll  do't. Otbel.  This  Fortification  (Gentlemen)  fhall  we  fee't  ? 
gent.  Wc^ll  wait  upon  your  Lordfbip.  {Exeunt. 

Scena 
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Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Defdemona,  Caflio,  and  ̂ Emilia. 

Def.  Be  thou  afTur'd  (good  Caflio )  I  will  do 
All  my  abilities  in  thy  behalf. 

ss£mil.  Good  Madam,  do  : 
I  warrant  it  grieves  my  Husband, 
As  if  the  caufe  were  his. 

Def.  Oh  that's  an  honeft  Fellow :  do  not  doubt,  Caflio, 
But  I  will  have  my  Lord  and  you  again 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Caflio.  Bounteous  Madam, 
Whatever  fhall  become  of  Michael  Caflio, 

He's  never  any  thing  but  your  true  Servant. 
Def.  I  know't :  1  thank  you :  you  do  love  my  Lord : 

You  have  known  him  long,  and  be  you  well  afTur'd, 
He  fhall  in  ftrangenefs  ftand  no  farther  off, 
Than  in  a  politick  diftance. 

Caflio  I,  but  Lady, 
That  policy  may  either  laft  fo  long, 
Or  feed  upon  fuch  nice  and  waterifh  diet, 
Or  breed  it  felf  fo  out  of  Citcumftances, 

That  I  being  abfent,  and  my  place  fupply'd, 
My  General  will  forget  my  Love  and  Service. 

Def.  Do  not  doubt  that :  before  Emilia  here, 
I  give  thee  warrant  of  thy  place.  Allure  thee, 

If  I  do  vow  a  Jfriendfhip,  I'll  perform  it 
To  the  laft  Article.  My  Lord  (hall  never  reft, 

I'll  watch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  of  patience ; 
His  Bed  fhall  feem  a  School,  his  Boord  a  Shrift, 

I'll  intermingle  every  thing  he  do's 
With  Caflio' %  fuit :  Therefore  be  merry,  Caflio, 
For  thy  Sollicitor  fhall  rather  die, 
Than  give  thy  Caufe  away. 

Enter  Othello  and  Jago. 

<s£miL  Madam,  here  comes  my  Lord, 

Caflio.  Madam,  I'll  take  my  leave. 
Def.  Why  flay,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 

Caf.  Madam,  not  now :  I  am  very  ill  at  eafe.' . Unfit  for  mine  own  purpofes. 
Def.  Well,  do  your  difct  etion.  \_Sxit  Caffio. 
Jago.  Hah  ?  I  like  not  that. 
Othel.  What  doft  thou  fay  ? 

Jago.  Nothing,  my  Lord  i  or  if — I  know  not  what. 
Othel.  Was  not  that  Caflio  parted  from  my  wife  > 
Jago.  Caflio,  my  Lord  ?  No  fure,  I  cannot  think  it, 

That  be  would  fteal  away  fo  guiity-like, 
Seeing  you  coming. 

Othel.  1  do  believe  'twas  he. 
Def  How  now,  my  Lord  ? 

I  have  been  talking  with  a  Suitor  here, 
A  man  that  languifhes  in  your  difpleafure. 

Othel.  Who  is't  you  mean? 
Def  Why  your  Lieutenant  Caflio.  Good  ray  Lord, 

If  I  have  any  grace,  or  power  to  move  you, 
His  prefent  reconciliation  take. 
For  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you, 
That  errs  in  ignorance,  and  not  in  cunning, 
I  have  no  judgment  in  an  honeft  face. 
I  prethee  call  him  back. 

Othel.  Went  he  hence  now  > 
Def.  I,  Sooth  ;  fo  humbled, 

That  he  hath  left  part  of  his  grief  with  me 
To  fuffer  with  him.  Good  Love,  call  him  back. 

Othel.  Not  now  (fweet  Defdemona)  fome  other  time. 

Def.  But  fhal't  be  fhortly  ? 
Othel.  The  fooner  (fweet)  for  you. 

Def.  Shal't  be  to  night,  at  Supper  ? 
Othel.  No,  not  to  night. 
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Def.  To  morrow  Dinner  then  ? 
Othel.  I  fhall  not  dine  at  home  : 

I  meet  the  Captains  at  the  Cittadel. 
Def.  Why  then  to  morrow  night,  on  Tuefday  morn, 

On  Tuefday  noon,  or  night ;  on  Wednefday  morn. 
I  prethee  name  the  time,  but  let  it  not 

Exceed  three  days.  In  faith  he's  penitent : 
And  yet  his  Trefpafs,  in  our  common  rcafon 
(Save  that  they  fay  the  wars  muft  make  example) 
Out  of  her  belt,  is  not  almoft  a  fault 

T'incur  a  private  check.  When  fhall  he  come  ? 
Tell  me,  Othello.  I  wonder  in  my  Soul 

What  you  would  ask  me,  that  I  would'deny, Or  ftand  fo  manuring  on  ?  What  ?  Michel  Cafsio, 
That  came  a  wooing  with  you  ?  and  fo  many  a  time 
(  When  I  have  fpoke  of  you  difpraifingly) 
Hath  tane  your  part,  to  have  fo  much  to  do 
To  bring  him  in  ?  Truft  me,  I  could  do  much. 

Othel.  Prethee  no  more :  Let  him  come  when  he  will : 
'  will  deny  thee  nothing. 
Def  Why,  this  is  not  a  Boon : 

Tis  as  I  mould  entreat  you  wear  your  Gloves, 
Or  feed  on  nourifhing  Difhes,  or  keep  you  warm, 
Or  fue  to  you,  to  do  a  peculiar  profit 
To  your  perfon.  Nay,  when  I  have  fuit, 
Wherein  1  mean  to  touch  your  Love  indeed^ 
it  fhall  be  full  of  poize,  and  difficult  weight, 
And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

Othel.  I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 
Whereon,  I  do  befeech  thee,  grant  me  this, 
To  leave  mc  but  a  little  to  my  felf. 

Def.  Shall  I  deny  you  ?  no :  Farewel,  my  Lord. 

Oth  Farewel,  my  Defdemona,  I'll  come  to  thee  ftraight. 
Def.  nAimilia,  come ;  be  as  your  Fancies  teach  you : 

Whate're  you  be,  I  am  obedient.  {.Exit. 
Othel.  Excellent  wretch :  Perdition  catch  my  Soul, 

But  I  do  love  thee  :  and  when  I  love  thee  not, 
Chaos  is  come  again. 

Jago.  My  Noble  Lord. 
Othel.  What  doft  thou  fay,  Jago  ? 

Jago.  Did  Michael  Cafsio 

When  you  woo'd  my  Lady,  know  of  your  love  ? 
Othel.  He  did,  from  firft  to  laft : 

Why  doft  thou  ask  ? 
Jago.  But  for  a  fatisfa&ion  of  my  Thought, 

No  further  harm. 

Othel.  Why  of  thy  thought,  Jago  ? 

Jago.  I  did  not  think  he  had  been  acquainted  with  it. 
Othel.  O  yes,  and  went  between  us  very  off. 

Jago.  Indeed  ? 
Othel.  Indeed?  I  indeed.  Difcern'fl  thou  ought  in  that  ? Is  he  not  honeft  ? 

Jago.  Honeft,  my  Lord  ? 
Othel.  Honeft  ?  I,  honeft. 

Jago.  My  Lord,  for  ought  I  know. 
Othel.  What  doft  thou  think  > 

Jago.  Think,  my  Lord  > 
Othel.  Think,  my  Lord  ?  Alas,  thou  eccho'ft  me ; As  if  there  fome  Monfter  in  thy  thought 

Too  hideous  to  be  fhewn.  Thou  doft  mean  fomething : 

I  heard  thee  fay  even  now,  thou  lik'ft  not  that, 
When  Cafsio  left  my  wife.  What  did'ft  not  like  ? And  when  I  told  thee,  he  was  of  my  Counfel, 

Of  my  whole  courfe  of  wooing  •,  thou  cried'ft,  Indeed  ? 
And  did'ft  contract  and  purfe  thy  brow  together, 
As  if  thou  then  hadft  fhut  up  in  thy  brain 
Some  horrible  conceit,  if  thou  doft  love  me 
Shew  me  thy  thought. 

Jago.  My  Lord,  you  know  I  love  you. Othel.  I  think  thou  doft : 

For  I  knowthour't  full  of  Love  and  Honefty, 

And  vveigh'ft  thy  words  before  thou  giv'ft  them  breath, 
Therefore  thefe  flops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more : 
For  fuch  things  in  a  falfe  difloyal  Knave 
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Are  tricks  of  Cultom  :  but  in  a  man  that's  juft, 
They're  cold  dilations  working  from  the  heart, 
That  paflion  cannot  rule. 

Jago.  For  (jWchatl  Cajfio, 
I  dare  be  fworn,  I  think  that  he  is  honeft. 

Othel.  1  think  fo  too. 

Jago.  Men  fhould  be  what  they  feem, 
Or  thofe  that  be  not,  would  they  might  feem  none. 

Othel.  Certain,  men  fhould  be  what  they  feem. 

Jago.  Why,  then  1  think  Cafio's  an  honeft  man. 
Othel.  Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  this  ? 

I  pray  thee  fpeak  to  me  as  to  thy  thinkings, 
As  thou  dolt  ruminate,  and  give  thy  woFft  of  thoughts, 
The  worlt  of  wordy. 

Jago.  Good,  my  Lord,  pardon  me. 
Tnough  I  am  bound  to  every  Aft  of  duty, 
I  am  not  bound  to  that :  All  Slaves  are  free : 

Utter  my  thoughts  ?  Why  fay  they  are  vild  and  falfe  ? 

A?,  where's  that  Palace,  whereinto  foul  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not  ?  Who  has  that  breaft  fo  pure, 
Wherein  uncleanly  apprehenfions 
KeepLeets,  and  Law-days,  and  in  Seflions  fit 
With  meditations  lawful  ? 

Othel.  Thou  dolt  confpire  againft  thy  friend  (Jago) 

If  thou  but  think'ft  him  wrong'd,  and  mak'ft  his  ear 
A  Stranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

Jago.  I  d  o  be  fee  c  h  y  ou , 
Tnough  1  perchance  am  vicious  in  my  guefs 

('As  I  confefs  it  is  my  natures  plague 
To  fpie  intoabufes,  and  of  my  jealoufie 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not )  that  your  wifdom 
From  one,  that  fo  imperfectly  conceits, 
Would  take  no  notice,  nor  build  your  felf  a  trouble 
Out  of  hisfcattering,  and  unfureobfervance: 
It  were  not  for  your  quiet,    nor  your  good, 
Nor  for  my  manhood,  honefty  and  wifclom, 
To  let  you  know  my  thoughts. 

Othel.  What  doft  thou  mean? 

Jago.  Good  name  in  man  and  woman  (dear  my  Lord) 
Is  the  immediate  Jewel  of  their  Souls  j 
Who  fteals  my  purfe  fteals  trafh: 
Tis  fomething,  nothing  ; 

'Twas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  flave  to  thoufands : 
But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 
Pvobsmeof  that,  which  not  enriches  him, 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

Othel.  I'll  know  thy  thoughts. 
Jago.  You  cannot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your  hand, 

Nor  (ha II  not,  whil'ft  'tis  in  my  cuftody. Othel.  Ha  ! 

Jago.  Oh,  beware,  my  Lord,  of  Jealoufie, 

It  is  the  green-ey'd  Monfter,  which  doth  mock 
The  meat  it  feeds  on.  That  Cuckold  lives  in  blifs, 
Who,  certain  cf  his  Fate,  loves  not  his  wronger : 

But  Oh,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  o're, 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts:  fufpects,  yet  foundly  loves? 

Othel.  O  mifery  ! 

Jago.  Poor,  and  content,  is  rich,  and  rich  enough, 
But  riches  finelefs,  is  as  poor  as  Winter, 
To  him  that  ever  fears  he  fhall  be  poor  : 
Good  Heaven,  the  Souls  of  all  ray  Tribe  defend 
From  Jealoufie. 

Othel.  Why?  Why  is  this? 
Think'ft  thou  I'ld  make  a  Life  of  Jealoufie  ? 
To  follow  ftill  the  changes  of  the  Moon, 
With  frefli  fufpicions  ?  No :  To  be  once  in  doubt^ 

Is  to  be  refolv'd  :  Exchange  me  for  a  Goat, 
When  I  fhall  turn  the  bufinefs  of  my  Soul 
To  fuch  exufRicated ,  and  blowed  Surmifes, 

Matching  the  inference.  'Tis  not  to  make  me  Jealous, 
To  fay  my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  loves  company, 
Is  free  of  fpeech,  Sings,  Plays,  and  Dances: 
Where  Virtue  is,  thefeare  moft  virtuous. 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 

The  fraalleft  fear,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt, 
For  fhe  had  eyes,  and  chofe  me.  No,  Jago, 
I'll  fee  before  I  doubt   when  I  doubt,  prove  • 
And  on  the  proof  there  is  no  more  bnt  this, 
Away  at  once  with  Love,  or  Jealoufie. 

Jago.  I  am  glad  of  this:  for  now  I  fhall  have  reafon 
To  fhew  the  Love  and  Duty  that  I  bear  you 
With  franker  Spirit.  Therefore  (as  I  am  bound) 
Receive  it  from  me.  I  fpeak  not  yet  of  proof: 
Look  to  your  Wife,  obferve  her  well  with  Csffio, 
Wear  your  eyes,  thus:  Not  Jealous,  nor  Secure: 
I  would  not  have  your  free,and  Noble  Nature, 

Out  of  Self-bounty  be  abus'd,  look  to't : 
I  know  our  Country  difpofition  well : 
In  Venice,  they  do  let  Heaven  fee  the  pranks 
They  dare  not  fhew  their  Husbands. 
Their  beft  Confcience 

Is  not  to  leave't  undone,  but  kept  unknown. 
Othel.  Doft  thou  fay  fo  ? 
Jago.  She  did  deceive  her  Father,  marrying  you, 

And  when  fhe  feem'd  to  fhake,  and  fear  your  looks' She  lov'd  them  moft. 
Othel.  And  ft?  me  did. 

Jago.  Why,  go  to  then : 
She  that  fo  young  could  give  out  fuch  a  Seeming 
To  feal  her  Father's  Eyes  up,  dofe  as  Oak, 
He  thought  'twas  Witchcraft. 
But  I  am  much  to  blame : 
I  humbly  do  befeech  you  of  your  pardon 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

Othel.  I  am  bound  to  thee  for  ever. 

Jago.  I  fee  this  hath  a  Jittle  dafli'd  your  Spirits : 
Othel.  Not  a  Jot,  not  a  Jot. 

Jago.  Truft  me,  I  fear  it  has : 
I  hope  you  will  confider,  what  is  fpoke, 
Comes  from  my  Love. 

But  I  do  fee  y'are  mov'd  .• I  am  to  pray  you,  not  to  ftrain  my  fpeech 
To  grofler  ifTues,  nor  to  larger  reach, 
Than  to  Sufpicion. 

Othel.  I  will  not. 

Jago.  Should  you  do  fo  (my  Lord) 
My  (peech  fhould  fall  into  fuch  vild  fuccefs, 

Which  my  thoughts  aim'd  not. 
Caffio's  my  worthy  friend  : 

My  Lord,  I  fee  y'are  mov'd: 
Othel.  No,  not  much  mov'd : I  do  not  think  but  Defdemonas  honeft. 

Jago,  Long  live  fhe  fo , 
And  jong  live  you  to  think  fo. 

Othel.  And  yet  how  Nature  erring  from  it  felf  

Jago.  J,  there's  the  point : As  (to  be  bold  with  you ) 

Not  to  affect  many  propofed  Matches 
Of  her  own  Clime,  Complexion,  and  Degree, 
Whereto  we  fee  in  all  things,  Nature  tends : 
Foh,  onemayfmell  in  fuch,  a  will  moft  rank, 
Fouldifproportions,  thoughts  unnatural. 
But  (pardon  me)  I  do  not  in  pofition 
Diftinclly  fpeak  of  her,  though  I  may  fear 
Her  will,  recoylingto  her  better  Judgment, 
May  fall  to  match  you  with  her  Country  Forms, 
And  happily  repent. 

Othel.  Farewel,  farewel: 

If  more  thou  doft  perceive,  let  me  know  more : 
Set  on  thy  wife  to  obferve. Leave  me,  Jago. 

Jago.  My  Lord,  I  take  my  leave. 
Othel.  Why  did  I  marry  ? 

This  honeft  Creature  (doubtlefs) 

Sees,  and  knows  more,  much  more  than  he  unfolds. 

Jago.  My  Lord,  I  would  I  might  intreat  your  Honour 
To  fcan  this  thing  no  farther :  Leave  it  to  time, 

Although  'tis  fit  that  Cajfw  have  his  place-, 
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For  fure  he  filis  it  up  with  great  ability ; 
Yet  if  you  pleate  to  put  him  off  a  while, 
You  fhall  by  tnat  perceive  him,  and  his  means  f 
Note,  if  your  Lady  ftrain  his  Entertainment 
With  any  ftrong,  or  vehement  importunity, 
Much  will  be  feen  in  that :  In  the  mean  time, 
Let  me  be  thought  too  bufle  in  my  fears, 
(As  worthy  caufe  I  have  to  fear  I  am) 
And  hold  her  free,  I  do  befeech  your  Honour : 

Otbel.  Fear  not  my  Government. 
Jago.  I  once  more  take  my  leave. 

Otbel.  This  Fellow's  of  exceeding  honefty, 
And  knows  all  Quantities  with  a  learn'd  Spirit 
Of  humane  dealings.  If  I  do  prove  her  Haggard, 

Though  that  her  Jefles  were  my  dear  heart-firings, 
I'ld  whiftle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  wind 
To  prey  at  Fortune.  Haply,  for  I  am  black, 
And  have  not  thofe  foft  parts  of  Converfation, 

That  Chamberers  have:  Or  for  I  am  declin'd 

Into  the  vale  of  years  ( yet  that's  not  much) 
She's  gone.  I  am  abus'd,  and  my  relief 
Mult  be  to  loath  her.  Oh  Curfe  of  Marriage  / 
That  we  can  call  thefe  delicate  Creatures  ours, 
And  not  their  Appetites  ?  I  had  rather  be  a  Toad, 
And  live  upon  the  Vapour  of  a  Dungeon, 
Than  keep  a  corner  in  the  thing  I  love, 

For  others  ufes.  Yet  'tis  the  plague  to  Great-ones, 
Prerogative  are  they  lefs  than  the  Bale  j 

'Tis  deftiny  unlbunnable  like  death : 
Even  then,  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us, 
When  we  do  quicken.  Look  where  fne  comes : 

Enter  Defdemona  and  ̂ Emilia. 

If  me  be  falfe,  Heav'n  mock'd  it  felf : 
1*11  not  believ't. 

Def.  How  now,  my  dear  Othello!  : 
Your  Dinner,  and  the  generous  Iflanders, 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  prefence. 

Otbel.  I  am  to  blame. 

Def.  Why  do  you  fpeak  fo  faintly  ? 
Are  you  not  well  ? 

Otbel.  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  Forehead  here. 

Def.  Why  that's  with  watching,  'twill  away  again. 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  hour 
It  wili  be  well. 

Otbel.  Your  Napkin  is  too  little : 

Let  it  alone:  Come,  I'll  go  in  with  you.  {Exeunt. 
Def  I  am  very  forry  that  you  are  not  well. 
zs£mil.  I  am  glad  I  have  found  this  Napkin  : 

This  washer  firft  remembrance  from  the  Moor, 
My  wayward  Husband  hath  a  hundred  times 

Woo'd  me  to  Ileal  it.  But  Ihe  fo  loves  the  Token, 
(For  he  conjur'd  her,  Ihe  Ihould  ever  keep  it) 
That  fhe  referves  it  ever  more  about  her, 

To  kifs  and  talk  to.  I'll  have  the  work  tane  out, 
And  giv't  Jago :  what  he  will  do  with  it, 
Heaven  knows,  not  I : 
I  nothing,  but  to  pleafe  his  Fantafie. 

Enter  Jago. 

Jago.  How  now  ?  What  do  you  here  alone  ? 
v£mil.  Do  not  you  chide :  I  have  a  thing  for  you. 
Jago.  You  have  a  thing  for  me  ? 

It  is  a  common  thing  
<is£mil.  Hah? 

Jago.  To  haveafoolifhwife. 
is£mil.  Oh,  is  that  all?  what  will  you  give  me  now 

For  that  fame  Handkerchief  ? 

Jago.  What  Handkerchief  ? 
<^£mil.  What  Handkerchief? 

Why,  that  the  *SMoor  firft  gave  to  Defdemona, 
That  which  fo  often  you  did  bid  me  Ileal. 
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Jago.  Haft  ftollen  it  fi  cm  iier  > 
<iALmil.  No:  But  fhe  let  it  drop  by  negligence, 

And  to  Eh'  advantage,  1  oeing  here,  took't  up : 
Look,  here  'tis. 

fago.  yA  goon  vench,  give  it  me. 

tsi'mtf.  Wnat  will  you  do  with't ,  you  have  been  fo eat  oeft  to  ha\re  taefifcci  it  ? 

Jago.  Why .  ■  bfcc  is  lha:  to  you  ? 
■i.y£mil.  If  it  be  not  for  Ibme  purpofe  of  import, 

Giv't  me  a),ain.  Poor  Lady,  fhe'U  run  mad, 
j  Vh<  n  /he  "mail  lack  it. 

Jago.  Be  not  acknown  on't : 
I  hav?ufeforit.  Go,  leave  me,  [Exit  FcmW. 
I  will  in  Cajfw\  Lodging  loolc  this  Napkin, 
And  let  him  find  it.  Trifles  light  as  air 
Are  to  the  jealous,  confirmations  ftrong, 
As  proofs  of  holy  Writ.  This  may  do  fomething. 
The  njlfoor  already  changes  with  my  poyfons  : 
D  uiguious  conceits  are  in  their  natures  poyfons, 

v/V'.iicbat  the  firft  are  Icarce  found  to  difta  '  . 
But  with  a  little  aft  upon  the  blood, 
Uurn  like  the  Mines£>f  Sulphur.    1  did  fay  fo. 

Enter  Othello. 

Look,  where  he  comes:  Not  Poppy,  Mandragora, 
Nor  ail  the  drowf.e  Syrups  of  the  world, 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  thatfweet  fleep, 

Which  thou  ow'd'ft  y^lterday. 
Otbel.  Ha,  ha,  falfe  to  me? 

Jago.  Why,  how  now,  General/  no  more  of  that, 
Otbel.  Avant,  be  gone :  Thou  haft  fet  me  on  the  Rack  : 

I  fwear  'tis  better  to  be  much  abus'd , Than  but  to  know  a  little. 

Jago.  How  now,  my  Lord  ? 
Otbel.  WhatfcenthadI,  in  her  ftoln  hours  of  Lull? 

I  faw  it  not,  thought  it  not :  it  harm'd  not  me  : 
I  flept  the  next  night  well,  fed  well,  was  free,  and  merry, 
I  found  not  Cafto's  kifles  on  herlips : 
He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  ftoln, 
Let  him  not  know't,  and  he's  noorobb'd  at  all. 

Jago.  I  am  forry  to  hear  this. 
Otbel.  I  had  been  happy  if  the  general  Camp, 

Pioneersand  all,  had  tailed  her  fweet  Body, 
So  I  had  nothing  known.  Oh  now,  for  ever 
Farewel the tranquill mind \  Farewel,  Content-, 
Farewel  the  plumed  Troops,  and  the  big  Wars, 
That  make  Ambition  virtue !  Oh  farewel, 
Farewel  the  neighing  Steed,  and  the  fhrill  Trump, 

The  Spirit-ftirring  Drum,  th'Ear-piercing  Fife, 
The  Royal  Banner,  and  all  Quality, 

Pride,  Pomp,  and  Circumftance of  glorious  War: 
And  O  you  mortal  Engines,  whofe  rude  throats 
Th'immortal  Jove's  dread  Clamours  counterfeit, 
Farewel :  Otbello\  Occupation's  gone. 

Jago.  Is't  poflible,  my  Lord  ? 
Otbel.  Villain,  be  fure  thou  prove  my  Love  a  Whore-, 

Be  fure  of  it Give  me  the  Ocular  Proof, 
Or  by  the  worth  of  mine  eternal  Soul, 
Thou  had  ft  been  better  have  been  born  a  Dog, 

Than  anfwer  my  wak'd  wrath. 

Jago.  Is't  come  to  this? 
Otbel.  Make  me  to  fee't,  or  (at  the  leaft)  fo  prove  it, 

That  the  probation  bear  no  Hindge,  nor  Loop, 
To  hang  a  doubt  on :  Or  woe  upon  thy  Life. 

Jago.  My  Noble  Lord. 
Otbel.  If  thou  doft  flander  her,  and  torture  me, 

Never  pray  more :  Abandon  all  remorfe 
On  horrors  head,  horrors  accumulate, 

Do  deeds  to  make  heaven  weep,  all  earth  amaz'd  \ 
For  nothing  canft  thou  to  damnation  add, 
Greater  than  that 

Jago.  O  Grace  *  O  Heaven  forgive  me ! 
Are  you  a  man  ?  Have  you  a  Soul  ?  Or  Senfe  ? 

Lll  3  God! 
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God  b'w'  you :  take  mine  Office.  Oh  wretched  Fool, 
That  lov'ft  to  make  thine  honefty  a  Vice  ! 
Oh  monftrous  World  !  Take  note,  take  note  (O  World) 
To  be  dirccl  and  honeft,  is  not  fafe. 
1  thank  you  for  this  profit,  and  from  hence 

I'll  love  no  Friend,  fith  love  breeds  fuch  offence. 
Oth.  Nay  Hay  :  thou  fhouldft  be  honeft. 

Jago.  I  fhould  be  wife,  for  honefty's  a  Fool, And  lofes  that  it  works  for. 

Oth  By  the  World, 
I  think  my  Wife  is  honeft,  and  think  lhe  is  not : 
I  think  that  thou  art  juft,  and  think  thou  art  not: 

I'll  have  fome  proof.  My  name  that  was  as  frefh 
As  Dians  Vifage,  is  now  begrira'd  and  black 
As  mine  own  Face.  If  there  be  Cords  or  Knives, 
Poyfon,  or  Fire,  or  fuffbcating  ftreams, 
I'll  not  endure  it.  Would  I  were  fatisfied. 

Jago.  I  fee  you  are  eaten  up  with  paffion : 
I  do  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  you, 
You  would  be  fatisfied  ? 

Oth.  Would,  Nay,  and  I  will. 
Jago.  And  may  :  but  now  ?  how  fatisfied,  my  Lord? 

Would  you  the  fuper-vifion  grofly  gape  on  ? 

Behold  her  topp'd  ? 
Oth.  Death,  and  Damnation.  Oh  ! 
Jago.  It  were  a  tedious  difficulty  I  think, 

To  bring  to  that  profpecl: :  Damn  them  then, 
If  ever  mortal  Eyes  do  fee  them  boulfter 
More  than  their  own.  What  then  ?  how  then  ? 

What  fhall  I  fay  ?  Where's  Satisfadion  ? 
It  is  impoffible  you  fhould  fee  this, 
Were  they  as  prime  as  Goats,  as  hot  as  Monkies, 
As  fait  as  Wolves  in  pride,  and  Fools  as  grofs 
As  Ignorance,  made  drunk.  But  yet,  1  fay, 
If  imputation  and  ftrong  circumftances, 
Which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  truth, 

Will  give  you  fatisfaction,  yon  might  hav'f." 
Oth.  Give  me  a  living  reafon  fhe's  difloyaL 
Jago.  I  do  not  like  the  Office  \ 

But  fith  I  am  entred  in  this  caufe  fo  far 

(Prick'd  to't  by  foolifh  Honefty  and  Love) 
I  will  goon.  1  lay  with  Cajfio  lately, 
And  being  troubled  with  a  raging  Tooth, 
I  could  not  fleep.  There  are  a  kind  of  men, 
So  loofe  of  Soul,  that  in  their  fleeps  will  mutter 
Their  Affairs :  one  of  this  kind  is  Cajfio  : 

In  fleep  1  heard  him  fay,  fweet  'Defdemona, 
Let  us  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  Loves, 
And  then  (Sir)  would  he  gripe,  and  wring  my  h; 
Cry,  oh  fweet  Creature :  then  kifs  me  hard, 
As  if  he  pluckt  up  kiffesby  the  roots, 
That  grew  upon  my  Lips,  laid  his  Leg  oVe  my  Thigh 
And  figh  and  kifs,  and  then  cry  curfed  Fate, 
That  gave  rhee  to  the  Moore. 

Oth.  O  monftrous !  monftrous  / 

Jago.  Nay  this  was  but  his  Dream. 
Oth.  But  this  denoted  a  fore-gone  conclufion, 

'Tis  a  fhrewd  doubt,  though  it  be  but  a  Dream. 
Jago.  And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  proofs, 

That  dodemonftrate  thinly. 

Oth.  I'll  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 
Jago.  Nay  yet  be  wife ;  yet  we  fee  nothing  done, 

She  may  be  honeft  yet :  Tell  me  but  this, 
Have  you  not  fometimes  feen  a  Handkerchief 
Spotted  with  Straw  berries,  in  your  Wives  hand  ? 

Oth.  1  gave  her  fuch  a  one :  'twas  my  firft  gift. 
Jago.  I  know  not  that :  but  fuch  a  Handkerchief 

(I  am  fure  it  was  your  Wives)  did  1  to  day 
See  Cajfio  wipe  his  Beard  with. 

Oth.  If  it  be  that. 

Jago.  If  it  be  that,  or  any,  if  'twas  hers, 
It  fpeaks  againft  her  with  the  other  proofs. 

Oth.  O  that  the  Have  had  forty  thoufand  lives : 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenge. 

Now  do  I  fee  'tis  true.  Look  here,  Jago, 
All  my  fond  love  thus  do  I  blow  to  Heaven,  'tis  gone, Arife  black  vengeance  from  the  hollow  Hell, 
Yield  up  (O  Love)  thy  Crown  and  hearted  Throne 
To  tyrannous  hate.  Swell  bofom  with  thy  fraught, 
For  'tis  of  Aipicks  tongues. 

Jago.  Yet  be  content. 
Oth.  Oh  blood,  blood,  blood. 
Jago.  Patience  I  fay :  your  mind  may  change. 
Oth.  Never,  Jago.  Like  to  the  Tontick^  Sea, 

Whofe  Icy  Current,  and  compulfive  courfe, 

Ne're  keeps  retiring  ebbe,  but  keeps  due  on 
To  the  Profontick ,  and  the  Hellefpont  : 
Evenfo  my  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  pace 
Shall  ne're  look  back,  ne're  ebbe  to  humble  Love, 
Till  that  a  capable,  and  wide  Revenge 
Swallow  them  up.  Now  by  yond  Marble  Heaven, 
In  the  due  reverence  of  a  Sacred  Vow, 
I  here  engage  my  words  

Jago.  Do  not  rife  yet : 
Witnefs  your  ever-burning  Lights  above, 
You  Elements,  that  clip  us  roundabout. 
Witnefs  that  hereto  doth  give  up 
The  Execution  of  his  wit,  hands,  heart, 

To  wrong'd  Othello's  Service.  Let  him  command, 
And  to  obey  fhall  be  in  me  remorfe, 
What  bloody  bufinefs  ever. 

Oth.  I  greet  thy  love, 

Not  with  vain  thanks,  but  with  acceptance  bounteous, 

And  will  upon  the  inftant  put  thee  to't : 
Within  thefe  three  dayes  let  me  hear  thee  fay, 

That  Caffio's  not  alive. 
Jago.  My  Friend  is  dead  : 'Tis  done  at  your  requeft. 

But  let  her  live. 
Oth.  Damn  her  lewd  Minx : 

0  damn  her,  damn  her. 

Come  go  with  me  apart ,  I  will  withdraw 
To  furnifh  me  with  fome  fwifc  means  of  Death 
For  the  fair  Devil. 
Now  art  thou  my  Lieutenant. 

Jago.  I  am  your  own  for  ever.1  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Defdemona,  jErailia,  and  Clown." 

Dtf.  Do  you  know,  Sirrah ,  where  Lieutenant  Cajfio 
lyes  ? Cloven.  I  dare  not  fay  he  lies  any  where. 

Def.  Why  man  ? 
Clown.  He's  a  Souldier,  and  for  me  to  fay  a  Souldier 

lyes,  'tis  ftabbing. 
Def.  Go  to :  where  lodges  he  ? 

Clown.  To  tell  you  where  he  lodges,  is  to  tell  you  where 1  lye. 

Def.  Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this  ? 
Clown.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges,  and  for  me  to  de- 

vife  a  lodging,  and  fay  he  lies  here,  or  he  lies  there,  were 
to  lye  in  mine  own  throat. 

'Def.  Can  you  enquire  him  out?  and  be  edified  by 
report  ? 

Clown.  I  will  Catechize  the  World  for  him,  that  is, 
make  Queftions,  and  by  them  Anfwer. 

Def.  Seek  him,  bid  him  come  hither :  tell  him,  I  have 

mov'd  my  Lord  on  his  behalf,  and  hope  all  will  be  well. 
Clown.  To  do  this,  is  within  the  compafs  of  mans  Wit, 

and  therefore  I  will  attempt  the  doing  it.   [Extt  Clown. 

Def.  Where  fhould  I  loofe  the  Handkerchief ,  v£- milia  ? 
<s£mil.  I  know  not,  Madam. 

'Def.  Believe  me,  I  had  rather  have  loft  my  purfe 
Full  of  Cruzadoes.  And  but  my  Noble  Moore 

Is 
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Is  true  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  fuch  bafenefs, 
As  jealous  Creatures  are,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill  thinking. 

Z&mil.  Is  he  not  jealous  ? 
Def.  Who  he  ?  I  think  the  Sun  where  he  was  born, 

Dr«w  all  fuch  humours  from  him. 
ts>£miUa.  Look  where  he  comes. 
Def.  I  will  not  leave  him  now,  till  Caffw  be 

Call'd  to  him.  How  is't  with  you,  my  Lord  ? 

Snter  Othello. 

Oth.  Well,  my  good  Lady.  Oh  hardnefs  to  diflemble ! 
How  do  you,  Defdemona? 

Def.  Well,  my  good  Lord. 
Oth.  Give  me  your  hand, 

This  hand  is  moift,  my  Lady. 
Def  It  hath  felt  no  age,  nor  known  no  forrow. 
Oth.  This  argues  fruitfulnefs,  and  liberal  heart : 

Hot,  hot,  and  moift.  This  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  fequefter  from  Liberty :  Falling,  and  Prayer, 
Much  Caftigation,  Exercife  devout, 

For  here's  a  young  and  fweating  Devil  here, 
That  commonly  rebels :  'Tis  a  good  hand. A  frank  one. 

Def.  You  may  (indeed )  fay  fo : 

For  'twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart. 
Oth.  A  liberal  hand.  The  hearts  of  old,  gave  hands: 

But  our  new  Heraldry  is  hands,  not  hearts. 
Def,  I  cannot  fpeak  of  this : 

Come,  now  your  promife. 
Oth.  What  promife,  Chuck  ? 
Def.  I  have  fent  to  bid  Cajfio  come  fpeak  with  you. 
Oth.  I  have  a  fait  and  forry  Rheum  offends  me ; 

Lend  me  thy  Handkerchief, 
Def.  Here,  my  Lord. 
Oth.  That  which  I  gave  you; 
Def.  1  have  it  not  about  me. 

Oth.  Not?  "3 

Def.  No  indeed,  my  Lord.1 
Oth.  That's  a  fault :  That  Handkerchief 

Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  Mother  give: 
She  was  a  Charmer,  and  could  almoft  read 
The  thoughts  of  people:  She  told  her,  while  fhekeptit 

'T would  make  her  amiable,  fubdue  my  Father 
Intirely  to  her  love  :  but  if  (he  loft  it, 
Or  made  a  Gift  of  it,  My  Fathers  Eye 
Should  hold  her  loathed,  and  his  Spirits  mould  hunt 
After  new  Fancies.  She  dying  gave  it  me, 

And  bid  me  (when  my  Fate  would  have  me  Wiv'd) 
To  give  it  her.  I  did  fo,  and  take  heed  on't, 
Make  it  a  Darling,  like  your  precious  Eye : 

To  loos't,  or  giv't  away,  were  fuch  perdition, 
As  nothing  elfe  could  match. 

Def.  Is't  poffible  ? 
Oth.  'Tis  true,  there's  Magick  in  the  Web  of  it : 

A  Sybtll  th&t  had  numbred  in  the  World 
The  Sun  to  courfe  two  hundred  compafles, 

In  her  prophetick  fury  fow'd  the  work : 
The  V  Vorms  were  hallowed,  that  did  breed  the  Silk, 

And  it  was  di'd  in  Mummey,  which  the  skilful 
Conlerv'd  of  Maidens  hearts. 

Def.  Indeed  ?  is't  true? 
Oth.  Moft  veritable,  therefore  look  to't  well. 
Def.  Then  would  the  Heaven,  that  I  had  never  feen't. 
Oth.  Ha  >  wherefore  ? 

'Def.  Why  do  you  fpeak  fo  ftaringly,  and  rafli  ? 
Oth.  Is't  loft  ?  is't  gone  ?  Speak,  is't  out  o'th'  way  ? 
'Def  Blefs  lis. 
Oth  Say  yoU  ? 

'Def.  It  is  not  loft :  but  What  and  if  it  were  ? 
Oth.  How  ? 

Def.  I  fay  it  is  not  loft. 

Oth.  Fetch't,  let  me  fee't. 

Def.  Why  fo  I  can  :  but  I  will  not  now  : 
This  is  a  trick  to  put  me  from  my  fuit, 

Pi  ay  you  let  Cajfio  be  receiv'd  again. Oth.  Fetch  me  the  Handkerchief, 

My  mind  mif-gives. 
Def.  Come,  come :  you'll  never  meet  a  more  fuffici- ent  man. 
Oth.  The  Handkerchief. 

'Def.  A  man  that  all  his  time 
Hath  founded  his  good  Fortunes  on  your  love  j 
Shar'd  dangers  with  you. 

Oth.  The  Handkerchief. 

DeJ.  Infooth,  you  are  to  blame, 
Oth.  Away.  [Exit  Othello. 
tsJSmil.  Is  not  this  man  jealous  ? 
Def.  I  never  faw  this  before. 

Sure  there's  fome  wonder  in  this  Handkerchief, 
I  am  moft  unhappy  in  the  lofs  of  it. 

ts£mil.  'Tis  not  a  year  or  two  (hews  us  a  man : 
They  are  all  but  ftomachs,  and  we  all  but  Food, 
They  eat  us  hungerly,  and  when  they  are  full 
They  belch  us. 

Enter  andCuttxo. 

Look  you,  Caffw,  and  my  Husband. 

Jago.  There  is  no  other  way :  'tis  Ihe  mull  do't : 
And  lo  the  happinefs :  go  and  importune  her. 

Def.  How  now,  (good  Cajfio)  what's  the  news  with 

you  ? 

Cajfio.  Madam,  my  former  fuit.  I  do  befecch  you, 
That  by  your  virtuous  means,  I  may  again 
Exift,  and  be  a  member  of  his  love, 
Whom  I,  with  all  the  Office  of  my  heart 

Intirely  honour,  I  would  not  be  delay'd. 
If  my  offence  be  of  fuch  mortal  kind, 
That  not  my  Service  paftj  nor  prefent  Sorrows* 

Nor  purpos'd  merit  in  futurity, 
Can  ranfome  me  into  his  love  again, 
But  to  know  fo;  muft  be  my  benefit : 

So  fhall  I  cloath  me  in  a  forc'd  content, 
And  Ihut  my  felf  up  in  fome  other  courfe 
To  Fortunes  Almes. 

Def.  Alas  (thrice-gentle  Cajfio) 

My  Advocation  is  not  now  in  tune  •, 
My  Lord,  is  not  my  Lord   nor  mould  I  know  him, 

Were  he  in  favour,  as  in  humour  alter'd. 
So  help  me  every  fpirit  fan&ified, 
As  I  have  fpoken  for  you  all  my  bell, 
And  flood  within  the  blank  of  his  difpleafure 
For  my  free  fpeech.  You  muft  a  while  be  patient : 
What  I  can  do,  I  will :  and  more.  I  will 
Than  for  my  felf  I  dare.  Let  that  iuffice  you. 
7 ago.  Is  my  Lord  angry  ? 
<s£mil.  He  went  hence  but  now: 

And  certainly  in  ftrange  unquietnefs.; 

Jago.  Can  he  be  angry  ?  I  have  feen  the  Cannon, 
VVhen  it  hath  blown  his  Ranks  into  the  air, 
And  like  the  Devil  from  his  very  Arm 
Puft  his  own  Brother :  And  is  he  angry  ? 
Something  of  moment  then ;  I  will  go  meet  him, 

There's  matter  in't  indeed,  if  he  be  angry,  [Sxit. 
Def.  I  prethee  do  fo.  Something  fure  of  State, 

Either  from  Venice,  or  fome  unhatch'd  practice, 
Made  demonftrable  here  in  Cyprus,  to  him, 
Hath  pud  led  his  clear,  Spirit :  and  in  fuch  cafes, 
Mens  Natures  wrangle  with  inferiour  things, 

Though  great  ones  are  their  objecl.  'Tis  even  fo. For  let  our  Finger  ake,  and  it  endues 
Our  other  healthful  members,  even  to  a  fenfe 
Of  pain.  Nay,  we  muft  think  men  are  not  Gods, 
Nor  of  them  look  for  fuch  obfervance 
As  fits  the  Bridal.  Belhrew  me  much,  zAZmilia, 
I  was  (unhandfome  Warriour  as  I  am) 

Arraigning 
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Arraigning  his  unkindnefs  with  my  foul : 

(Jut  now  1  find,  I  had  fuborn'd  the  Witnefs, 
And  he's  indited  falfely. 

cdEmi/.  Pi  ay  heaven  it  be 
State-matters,  as  you  think,  and  no  Conception, 
Nor  no  j.alous  toy  concerning  you. 

Dtf.  A!as-the-day,  I  never  gave  him  caufe. 

ts£mil.  But  jealous  Souls  will  not  be  anfwer'd  fo  j 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  forthecaule, 

But  jealotis,  for  they're  jealous.    It  is  a  Monfter 
Begot  upon  it  felf,  born  on  it  felf, 

Def.  Heaven  keep  the  Monfter  from  Othello's  mind. 
<Ls£mil.  Lady,  Amen. 
Dcf  1  will  go  feek  him.  Cajfio,  walk  hereabout: 

If  I  do  find  him  fit,  I'll  move  your  fuit, 
And  feek  to  effect  it  to  my  uttermoft.  [Exit. 

Caf.  1  humbly  thank  your  Ladilbip. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bi.in.  'Save  yon  (Friend  Caffio.) 
Cejfio.  What  makes  you  from  home  ? 

Flow  is'c  with  you,  my  moft  fair  'Bianca? 
Indeed  (fweet  Love)  1  was  coming  to  your  houfe. 

Bian.  And  I  was  going  to  your  Lodging,  Caffio. 
What?  keep  a  week  away  ?  Seven  days  and  nights? 
Eight  fcore  eight  hours  ?  And  Loves  abfent  hours 
More  tedious  than  the  Dial,  eight  fcore  times  ? 

Oh  weary  retk'ning. 
Cajfio.  Pardon  me,  'Bianca : 

I  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  preft, 
But  I  (hall  in  a  more  continuate  time 

Strike  off  this  fcore  of  abfence.    Sweet  rBiama> Take  me  this  work  out. 

Bian.  Oh  Cafw>  whence  came  this  ? 
This  is  fome  token  from  a  newer  Friend, 
To  the  fe.'t-abfence  :  now  I  feel  a  Caufe  : 

Is'c  come  to  this?  Well,  well. 
Cajfio.  Go  to,  woman  : 

Throw  your  vild  guelTes  in  the  Devils  teeth, 
From  whence  you  have  them.    You  are  jealous  now 
That  this  is  from  fome  Miftrefs,  fome  remembrance ; 
No,  in  good  troth,  Bianca. 

Bian.  Why,  whofe  is  it  ? 
Cajfio.  I  know  not  neither: 

I  found  it  in  my  Chamber, 
I  like  the  work  well:  E're  it  be  demanded 
(As  like  enough  it  will)  I  would  have  it  copied : 

Take  it,  and  do't,  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 
Bian.  Leave  you  ?  wherefore  ? 
Cajfw.  I  do  attend  here  on  the  General, 

And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wifh 

To  have  him  fee  me  woman'd. 
"Bian.  Why,  I  pray  you  ? 
C^jfo.  Not  that  I  love  you  not. 
Bian.  But  that  you  do  not  love  me, 

I  pray  you  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little, 
And  fay,  if  I  fhall  fee  you  foon  at  night  ? 

Cajfio.  'Tis  but  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring  you, 
For  I  attend  here.  But  I'll  fee  you  foon. 

Bian.  'Tis  very  good :  I  muft  be  circumftane'd. 
[Exeunt  omnes. 

AUus  Quartur.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Othello  and  Jago. 

Jago.  \X/I"  you  think  fo? 
Othel.  W  Think  fo,  Jago? 

Jago.  What,  to  kils  in  private  ? 
Othel.  An  unauthorized  kifs  > 

Jago.  Or  to  be  naked  with  her  Friends  in  bed, 
An  hour  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm  ? 

Othel.  Naked  in  bed  (Jago)  and  not  mean  harm? 

It  is  hypocrifie  againft  the  Devil : 
They  that  mean  vertuoufly,  and  yet  do  fo, 
The  Devil  their  vertue  tempts,  and  they  tempt  Heaven. 

Jago.  If  they  do  nothing,  'tis  a  Venial  flip : 
But  I  give  my  wife  a  Handkerchief. 

Othel.  What  then  ? 

Jago.  Why  then  'tis  hers  (my  Lord)  and  being  hers, 
She  may  (I  think)  beftow't  on  any  man, 

Othel.  She  is  Prott&refs  of  her  Honour  too: 

Mjy  (he  give  that  ? 

Jago.  Her  Honour  is  an  EfTence  that's  not  feen, 
f hey  have  it  very  oft  that  have  it  not. 
3ut  for  the  Handkerchief. 

Othel.  By  heaven  I  would  moft  gladly  have  forgot  it : 
Thou  faidft  (Oh,  it  comes  o're  my  memory, 
As  doth  the  Raven  o're  the  infectious  houfe : 
Boading  to  all)  he  had  my  Handkerchief. 

Jago.  I :  what  of  that  ? 
Othel.  That's  not  lb  good  now. 
Jago.  What  if  I  had  faid,  I  had  feen  him  do  you  wrong  ? 

Or  hear  him  fay,  as  Knaves  be  fuch  abroad, 
Who  having  by  their  own  importunate  fuit, 
Or  voluntary  dotage  of  fome  Miftrefs, 

Convinced  or  fuppli'd  them,  cannot  chufe 
But  they  muft  blab. 

Othel.  Hath  he  faid  any  thing  ? 

Jago.  He  hath  (my  Lord)  but  be  you  well  aflur'd, 
No  more  than  he'll  unfwear. 

Othel.  What  hath  he  faid? 

Jago.  Why,  that  he  did :  I  know  not  what  he  did. 
Othel.  What?  what? 

Jago.  Lye. Othel.  With  her  ? 

Jago.  With  her?  on  her:  what  you  will. 
Othel.  Lye  with  her  ?  lye  on  her  ?  we  fay ,  lye  on  her, 

when  they  be-lye  her.  Lye  with  her  ?  that's  fulfom : 
Handkerchief:  Confeflions :  Handkerchief.  To  confefs, 

and  be  hang'd  for  his  labour.  Firft ,  to  be  hang'd  ,  and then  to  confefs :  I  tremble  at  it.  Nature  would  not  inveft 

her  felf  in  fuch  fhadowing  paflion,  without  fome  inftrucli- 
on.  It  is  not  words  that  (hakes  me  thus,  (piih)  Nofes,  Ears 

and  Lips :  is't  poffible.  Confefs  ?  Handkerchief?  O  De- vil. [Falls  in  a  Trance. 
Jago.  Work  on, 

My  Medicine  works.  Thus  credulous  Fools  are  caught, 
And  many  worthy,  and  chart  Dames  even  thus 

'All  guiltlefs)  meet  rep  oach  .•  what  hoa  ?  My  Lord  ? 
My  Lord,  I  fay,  Othello. 

Enter  Calfio. 

How  now,  Cajfio  ? 

Caf.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Jago.  My  Lord  is  fain  into  an  Epilepfie, 

This  is  the  fecond  Fit :  he  had  one  yefterday. 
Caf  Rub  him  about  the  Temples. 
Jago.  The  Lethargy  muft  have  his  quiet  courfe : 

If  not,  he  foams  at  mouth :  and  by  and  by 

Breaks  out  to  favage  madnefs :  Look,  heftirs: 
Do  you  withdraw  your  felf  a  little  while, 
He  will  recover  ftraight :  when  he  is  gone, 
I  would  on  great  occafion,  fpeak  with  you. 
How  is  it,  General  ?  Have  you  not  hurt  your  hand  ; 

Othel.  Doft  thou  mock  me  ? 

Jago.  I  mock  you  not,  by  Heaven : 

Would  you  would  bear  your  Fortune  like  a  Man. 
Othel.  A  Horned  man's  a  Monfter  and  a  Beaft. 
Jago.  There's  many  a  Beaft  then  in  a  populous  City, 

And  many  a  civil  Monfter. 
Othel.  Did  he  confefs  it  ? 

Jago.  Good  Sir,  be  a  man : *  7  THink 
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Think  every  bearded  fellow  that's  but  yoak'd 
May  draw  with  you.    There's  millions  now  alive, 
That  nightly  lye  in  thofe  unproper  beds, 
Which  they  dare  fwear  peculiar.    Your  caufe  is  better. 

Oh,  'tis  the  fpight  of  Hell,  the  Fiends  Arch-mock, 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  fecure  Cowch  ; 
And  to  fuppofe  her  chafb.    No,  let  me  know, 
And  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  what  fhe  mail  be. 

Oth.  Oh,  thou  art  wile:  'tis  certain. 
Jago.  Stand  you  a  while  apart, 

Confine  your  felf  but  in  a  patient  Lift, 

Whil'ft  you  were  here,  o're  whelmed  with  your  grief 
(A  palfion  moft  refulting  fuch  a  man ) 
Caffio  came  hither.    I  fhifted  him  away, 
And  laid  good  fcufes  on  your  Ecftafie, 

Bad  him  anon  return,  and  here  fpeak  with  me,  ' 
The  which  he  promis'd.    Do  but  encave  your  felf, 
And  mark  the  Fleers,  the  Gybes  and  no;able  fcorns, 
That  dwell  in  every  Region  of  his  face. 
For  I  will  make  him  teli  the  tale  anew  ^ 
Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long  ago,  and  when 
He  hath,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  wife. 
I  fay,  but  mark  his  gefture,  marry  Patience, 

Or  I  fhaii  fay  y'are  all  in  all  in  Spleen, 
And  nothing  of  a  man. 

Oth.  Doft  thou  hear,  Jago, 
I  will  be  found  moft  cunning  in  my  patience: 
But  (doft  thou  hear)  moft  bloody. 

J  ago.  That's  not  amifs. 
But  yet  keep  time  in  all :  will  you  withdraw  ? 

Now  will  I  queftion  Caffio  of  "Bianca, 
A  Hufwife,  that  by  felling  her  defires, 
Buys  her  felf  Bread  and  Cloth.    It  is  a  Creature 

That  dotes  on  Caffio,"  (as  'tis  the  Strumpets  plague 
To  beguile  many,  and  be  beguil'd  by  one) 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  reftrain 
From  the  excefs  of  Laughter.   Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Caffio. 

As  he  fhall  fmile,  Othello  fhall  go  mad  : 
And  his  unbookifh  Jealoufie  muft  conferve. 
Poor  Caffio  fmiles,  geftures  and  light  behaviours 
Quite  in  the  wrong.    How  do  you,  Lieutenant  ? 

Caf  The  worfcr,  that  you  gave  me  the  addition, 
Whofe  want  even  kills  me. 

J  ago  Ply  Defdemona  well,  and  you  are  fure  on't : 
Now,  if  this  Sute  lay  in  rBianca\  dowre, 
How  quickly  fhould  you  fpeed  ? 

(faf.  Alas,  poor  CaitifFe. 
Oth.  Look  how  he  laughs  already. 
Jago.  I  never  knew  woman  love  man  fo. 
CaJ.  Alas,  poor  Rogue,  I  think  indeed  fhe  loves  me. 
Oth.  Now  he  denies  it  faintly  :  and  laughs  it  out. 
Jago.  Do  you  hear,  Caffio  ? 
Oth.  Now  he  importunes  him 

To  tell  it  o're :  goto,  wellfaid,  well  faid. 
Jago.  She  gives  it  out,  that  you  fhall  marry  her. 

Do  you  intend  it  ? 
Caf.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Oth.  Do  ye  triumph,  Roman  ?  do  you  triumph  ? 
Caf.  I  marry.    What?  a  cuftomer,  prithee  bear 

Some  Charity  to  my  wit,  do  not  think  it 
So  unwholfome.    Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Oth.  So,  fo:  they  laugh  that  win. 
Jaqo.  Why,  the  cry  goes,  that  you  fhall  marry  her. 
Caf.  Prithee  fay  true. 
Jago.  I  am  a  very  Villain  elfe. 

Oth.  Have  you  fcoar'd  me  j  well. 
Caf.  This  is  the  Monkies  own  giving  out: 

She  is  perfwaded  I  will  marry  her 
Out  of  her  own  love  and  flattery,  not  out  of  my  promife, 

Oth.  Jago  beckons  me  :  now  he  begins  the  ftory. 
Caf.  She  was  here  even  now :  fhe  haunts  me  in  every 

place.  I  was  the  other  day  talking  on  the  Sea  bank  with 
certain  Venetians,  and  thither  comes  the  Bauble,  and  falls 
me  thus  about  my  neck. 

Othel.  Crying ,  oh  dear  Caffio ,  as  it  were :  his  gefture 
imports  it. 

Caf.  So  hangs,  and  lolls,  and  weeps  upon  me : 
So  fhakes,  and  pulls  me.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Oihcl.  Now  he  tells  how  fhe  pluckt  hinj  to  my  Cham- 
ber: Oh,  I  fee  that  Nofe  of  yours,  but  now  that  Dog4  I ihall  throw  it  to. 

Caf  Well,  I  muft  leave  her  company. 
Jago.  Before  me  .•  Look  where  fhe  comes. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Caf.  'Tis  fuch  another  Fitchew  :  marry,  a  perfum'd  one : 
vVhat  do  yon  mean  by  this  haunting  of  me? 

Bian.  Let  the  Devil  and  his  Damm  haunt  you :  What 
lid  you  mean  by  that  fame  Handkerchief  you  gave  me 
ven  now  ?  1  was  a  fine  fool  to  take  it:  I  muft  take  out 

die  work?  A  likely  pieceof  work,  that  you  fhould  find 
t  in  your  Chamber,  and  know  not  who  left:  it  there.  This 
s  fome  Minxes  token,  and  1  muft  take  out  the  work? 

There,  give  it  your  Hohbey-Horfe  :  Whercfoevcr  you 

had  ir,  I'll  take  out  no  work  on'r. 
CaJ.  How  now,  my  fweet  Bianca  ? 

How  now?  How  now  ? 

Othel.  By  Heaven,  that  fhould  be  my  Handkerchief. 

Bian.  If  you'll  come  to  fupper  to  night,  you  may^  if  you 
will  not,  come  when  you  are  next  prepar'd  for.  £Sxit. 

Jago.  After  her,  after  her. 
Caf.  I  muft,  fhe'll  rail  in  the  ftreets  elfe. 
Jago.  Will  you  fup  there  ? 
Ctf  Yes,  I  intend  fo. 
Jago.  Well,  I  may  chance  to  fee  you :  For  I  would  very 

fain  fpeak  with  you. 

Caf.  Prithee,  come,  will  you  ? 
Jago.  Go  to :  Say  no  more.  \_Exit. 
Othe1.  How  fhall  I  murther  him,  Jago  ? 

Jago.  Did  you  perceive  how  he  laugh'd  at  his  vice  .<* Othel.  Oh,  Jago. 

Jago.  And  did  you  fee  the  Handkerchief  ? 
Othel.  Was  that  mine  ? 

Jago.  Yours  by  this  hand :  and  to  fee  how  he  prizes 
the  foolifh  woman  your  wife:  She  gave  it  him,  and  he 
:'ath  given  it  his  Whore. 

Othel.  1  would  have  him  nine  years  a  killing  : 
A  fine  woman,  a  fair  woman,  a  fweet  woman  ? 

Jago.  Nay,  you  muft  forget  that. 
Othel.  I,  let  her  rot  and  perifh,  and  be  damn'd  to  night, 

for  fhe  fhall  not  live.  No,  my  heart  is  turn'd  to  ftone :  I 
ftrikeit,  and  it  hur  ts  my  hand.  Oh,  the  world  hath  not 

a  fweeter  Creature  :  She  might  lie  by  an  Emperor's  fide, and  command  him  Tasks. 

Jago.  Nay,  that's  not  your  way. 
Othel.  Hang  her,  I  do  but  fay  what  fhe  is :  fo  delicate 

with  her  Needle:  An  admirable  Mufician.  Oh,  fhe  will 
fing  the  Savagenefs  out  of  a  Bear :  Of  fo  high  a  plenteous 
wit,  and  invention  ? 

Jago.  She's  the  worfe  for  all  this. 
Othel.  Oh,  athoufand,  a  thoufand  times: 

And  then  of  fo  gentle  a  condition  ? 

Jago.  I,  too  gentle. 
Othel.  Nay  that's  certain. 

But  yet  the  pity  of  it,  Jago  :  Oh,  Jago,  the  pity  of  it,  Jago. 
Jago.  If  you  are  fo  fond  over  her  iniquity:  Give  her 

patent  to  offend,  for  if  it  touch  not  you,  it  comes  near no  body. 

Othel.  I  will  chop  her  into  Meffes  :  Cuckold  me! 

Jago.  Oh,  'tis  foul  in  her. Othel.  With  mine  Officer ! 

Jago.  That's  fouler. 
Othel  Get  me  fome  poyfon,  Jago,  this  night.  I'll  not 

expoftulate  with  her :  Left  her  body  and  her  beauty  un- 

provide 
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provide  my  mind  again  :  this  night,  Jago. 
Jago.  Do  it  not  with  poyfon ,  ftrangfe  her  in  her  bed, 

even  the  bed  Ihe  hath  contaminated. 

Othel.  Good,  good  : 
The  juftice  of  it  pleafes :  very  good. 

J  ago.  And  for  Caffio,  let  me  be  his  undertaker : 
You  ihall  hear  more  by  midnight. 

Enter  Lodovico,  Defdemona,  and  Attendants. 

Othel.  Excellent  good :  what  Trumpet  is  that  fame  ? 
Jago.  1  warrant  fomething  from  Venice , 

Tis  Lodovico,  this  comes  from  the  Duke. 

Sec,  your  wife's  with  him. 
Lodo.  Save  you,  worthy  General. 
Othel.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir. 
Lod.  The  Duke,  and  the  Senators  of  Venice  greet  you. 
Othel.  I  kifs  the  Inftrument  of  their  pleafures. 

"Def.  And  what's  the  News,  good  Coufin  Lodovico  ? 
Jago.  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you,  Signior. 

Welcome  to  (jprtts. 

Lod.  I  thank  you  :  how  do's  Lieutenant  Caffio  ? 
Jago.  Lives,  Sir. 

Def.  Coufin,  there's  fain  between  him  and  my  Lord 
An  unkind  breach :  but  you  fliall  make  all  well. 

Othel.  Are  you  fure  of  that  ? 
Def  My  Lord  ? 

O  'hel.  This  fail  you  not  to  do,  as  you  will  
Lod.  He  did  not  call :  he's  bulie  in  the  paper, 

Is  there  divifion  'twixt  my  Lord  and  Cajfio  ? 
Def.  A  moll  unhappy  one :  I  would  do  much 

T'atone  them  for  the  love  I  bear  to  Cajfio. Othel.  Fire  and  Brimftcne. 

Def  My  Lord. 
Othel.  Are  you  wife  ? 
Def  What,  is  he  angry  ? 

Lod.  May  be  the  Letter  mov'd  him. 
For  as  I  think  they  do  command  him  home^ 
Deputing  Caffio  in  his  Government. 

Vcf.  Truft  me,  I  am  glad  on't. Othel.  Indeed  ? 

Def  My  Lord? 
Oihel.  1  am  glad  to  fee  you  mad. 
Def.  Why,  fweet  Othello  ? 
Othel.  Devil. 

7)ef.  I  have  not  deferv'd  this. 
Lod.  My  Lord,  this  would  not  be  believ'd  in  Venice, 

Though  I  mould  fwear  I  faw't.  'Tis  very  much, 
Make  her  amends :  file  weeps. 

Othel.  Oh  Devil,  Devil: 
f  that  the  Earth  could  teem  with  womans  tears, 

Each  drop  Ihe  falls  would  prove  a  Crocodile : 
Out  of  my  fight. 

Def  I  will  not  flay  to  offend  you : 
Lod.  Truly  obedient  Lady : 

do  befeech  your  Lordfhip  call  her  back. 
Othel.  Miftrefs. 

Def  My  Lord. 
Oihel.  What  would  you  with  her,  Sir? 
Lod.  Who  I,  my  Lord  ? 
Othel.  I,  you  did  wifii  that  I  would  make  her  turn : 

Sir,  (he  can  turn  and  turn :  and  yet  go  on 
And  turn  again.  And  fhe  can  weep,  Sir,  weep. 

And  file's  obedient :  as  you  fay  obedient. 
Very  obedient :  proceed  you  in  your  tears- 
Concerning  this,  Sir,  (Oh  well  painted  paflion) 
I  am  commanded  home:  get  you  away : 

I'll  fend  for  you  anon.  Sir,  I  obey  the  Mandate. 
And  will  return  to  Venice.  Hence,  avant : 
Caffw  (hall  have  my  place.  And,  Sir,  to  night 
1  do  entreat,  that  we  may  fup  together. 
You  are  welcome,  Sir,  to  Cyprus. 
Coats  and  Monkies.  [Exit. 

Lod.  Is  this  the  Noble  Moore,  whom  our  full  Senate 

Call  all  in  all  fufficient  ?  Is  this  the  Nature 
Whom  Paflion  could  not  fhake  ?  whofe  folid  vcrtue 
The  fhot  of  Accident,  nor  dart  of  Chance 
Could  neither  graze,  nor  pierce  ? 

Jago.  He  is  much  chang'd. Lod.  Are  his  wits  fafe  ?  Is  he  not  of  light  Brain  ? 
Jago.  He's  that  he  is :  I  may  not  breathe  my  cenfure. What  he  might  be :  if  what  he  might,  he  is  nor, 

I  would  to  heaven  he  were. 
Lod.  What,  ftrike  his  wife  ? 

Jago.  'Faith  that  was  not  fo  well  ̂   yet  would  I  knew 
That  ftroke  would  prove  the  worlt. 

Lod.  Is  it  his  ufe  ? 

Or  did  the  Letters  work  upon  his  blood, 
And  new  create  his  fault  ? 

Jago.  Alas,  alas : It  is  not  honefty  in  me  to  fpeak 
What  I  have  feen  and  known.  You  fliall  obferve  him, 
And  his  own  courfes  will  denote  him  fo, 
That  I  may  fave  my  fpeech  :  do  but  go  after, 
And  mark  how  he  continues. 

Lod.  I  am  forry  that  I  am  deceiv'd  in  him,  [exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Othello  and  TEmilia. 

Othel.  You  have  feen  nothing  then  ? 
cs£mil.  Nor  ever  heard :  nor  ever  did  fufpecl. 
Othel.  Yes,  you  have  feen  Cajfio  and  fhe  together. 
<u£mil.  But  then  I  faw  no  harm  :  and  then  I  heard 

Each  fyllable  that  breath  made  up  between  them. 
Othel.  What?  Did  they  never  whifper  ? 
<^£mil.  Never,  my  Lord. 

Othel.  Nor  fend  you  out  oth'  way  ? ey£mil.  Never. 

Oth.To  fetch  her  Fan,herGloves,her  Mask,nor  nothing? 
a^mil.  Never,  my  Lord. 

Othel.  That's  ftrange. 
cx£W/.  1  durft  (my  Lord)  to  wager  fhe  is  honeft, 

Lay  down  my  Soul  at  flake :  If  you  think  other, 
Remove  your  thought.  It  doth  abufe  your  bofom, 
If  any  wretch  hath  put  this  in  your  head, 
Let  heaven  requite  it  with  the  Serpents  curfe, 
For  if  fhe  be  not  honeft,  chaft,  and  true, 

There's  no  man  happy,  the  purefl  of  their  Wives Is  foul  as  Slander. 

Othel.  Bid  her  come  hither :  go,  [Exit  Emilia. 

She  fays  enough  :  yet  fne's  a  limple  Bawd 
That  cannot  fay  as  much.  This  is  a  fubtle  Whore : 
A  Cloflet-Lock  and  Key  of  villanous  Secrets, 

And  yet  fhe'll  kneel,  and  pray :  I  have  feen  her  do't. 

Enter  Defdemona  and  ̂ Emilia. 

Def.  My  Lord,  what  is  your  will  ? 
Othel.  Pray  you,  Chuck,  come  hither. 
Def.  What  is  your  pleafure  ? 
Othel.  Let  me  fee  your  eyes :  look  in  my  face. 

Dtj.  What  horrible  Fancy's  this  ? 
Othel.  Some  of  your  Function,  Miftrefs, 

Leave  Procreants  alone,  and  fhut  the  door : 
Cough,  or  cry  hem,  if  any  body  come : 

Your  Myftery,  your  Myftery  ;  nay  difpatch.  f  Exit  lEmil. 
Def.  Upon  my  knee,  what  doth  your  fpeech  import  ? 
underftand  a  Fury  in  your  words. 
Othel.  Why?  What  art  thou? 

Def.  Your  wife,  my  Lord  :  your  true  and  loyal  wife. 
Othel.  Come  fwear  it :  damn  thy  felf,  being  like  one  of 

leaven ,  the  Devils  themfelves  fhould  fear  to  feize  thee. 

Therefore  be  double  damn'd :  fwear  thou  art  honeft. 
Def.  Heaven  doth  truly  know  it. 
Othel.  Heaven  truly  knows ,  that  thou  art  falfe  as  Hell. 
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Def.  To  whom,  my  Lord? 
With  whom  ?  How  am  I  falfe  ? 

Othtl.  Ah,  Defdemo»,  away,  away,  away. 
Def  Alas  the  ruavy  day:  Why  do  you  weep  ? 

Am  I  the  motive  of  chefe  tears,  my  Lord  ? 
If  happily  you  my  Father  do  fufpecl:, 
An  Inftrument  of  this  your  callirjg  back, 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me  :  if  you  have  loft  him, 
1  have  loit  him  too. 

Otbel.  Had  it  pleas'd  Heaven, 

To  try  me  with  Affliction,  had  they  rain'd  ' 
All  kind  of  fores,  and  fhames  on  my  bare  head : 

Steep'd  me  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips. 
Given  to  Captivity  me  and  my  utmoft  hopes. 
I  (hould  have  found  in  fome  place  of  my  foul 
A  drop  of  patience.  But  alas,  to  make  me 
The  fixed  figure  for  the  time  of  Scorn, 
To  point  his  flow  and  moving  finger  at. 
Yet  could  I  bear  that  too,  well,  very  well : 

But  there  where  1  have  garner'd  up  my  heart, 
Where  either  I  mult  live,  or  bear  no  life, 
The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  runs, 
Or  elfe  dries  up :  To  be  difcarded  thence, 
Or  keep  it  as  a  Ciftern,  for  foul  Toads 
To  knot  and  gender  in.  Turn  thy  complexion  there : 

Patience,  thou  young  and  rofe  lipp'd  Cherubin, 
I  here  look  grim  as  hell. 

Def  I  hope  my  Lord  efteems  me  honelr. 
Otbel.  O  1,  .as  Summer- flies  are  in  the  Shambles, 

That  quicken  even  with  blowing.  Oh  thou  weed : 

Wno  art  fo  lovely,  fair,  and  fmell'ft  fo  fweet, 
That  the  Sence  asks  at  thee, 

Would  thou'dlt  never  been  born. 
Def.  Alas,  what  ignorant  fin  have  I  committed  ? 
Otbel.  Was  this  fair  Paper  ?  This  moft  goodly  Book 

Made  to  write  Whore  upon  ?  What  committed, 
Committed?  Oh,  thou publick Commoner, 
I  Ihould  make  very  Forges  of  my  Cheeks, 
Thar  would  to  Cynders  burn  up  Modefty, 
Did  but  i  fpeak  thy  deeds.  What,  committed  ? 
Heaven  ftops  the  Nofe  at  it,  and  the  Moon  winks ; 
The  bawdy  wind  that  kilTes  all  it  meets, 
Is  hufh'd  within  the  hollow  Mine  of  Earth 
And  will  not  hear't.  What,  committed  ? 

Def.  By  Heaven,  you  do  me  wrong. 
Otbel.  Are  not  you  a  Strumpet  ? 
Def.  No,  as  I  am  a  Chriftian. 

If  to  preferve  this  Veflfel  for  my  Lord, 
From  any  other  foul  unlawful  touch, 
Be  not  to  be  a  Strumpet,  I  am  none. 

Otbel.  What,  not  a  Whore  ? 

Def.  No,  as  I  fhall  be  fav'd. 
Otbel.  Is't  poffible  > 
Def.  Oh  Heaven  forgive  us. 
Otbel.  I  cry  you  mercy,  then. 

I  took  you  for  that  cunning  Whore  of  Venice, 
That  married  with  Othello.  You,  Miftrefs, 

Enter  iEmilia. 

That  have  the  Office  oppofite  to  Saint  Peter, 
And  keeps  the  gate  of  Hell.  You,  you :  %  you. 

We  have  done  our  courfe :  there's  money  for  your  pains: 
I  pray  you,  turn  the  Key,  and  keep  our  counfel.  £Ex(t. 

<ty£mtl.  Alas,  what  does  this  Gentleman  conceive  ? 
How  do  you,  Madam  ?  How  do  you,  my  good  Lady  ? 

Def.  Faith,  half  afleep. 
ts£mil.  Good  Madam, 

What's  the  matter  with  my  Lord  ? 
Def.  With  whom  ? 
cs£mil.  Why,  with  my  Lord,  Madam  ? 
Def.  Who  is  thy  Lord  ? 
<ts£mil.  He  that  is  yours,  fweet  Lady. 
Def.  I  have  none,  do  not  talk  to  me,  ̂ Emilia, 

I  cannot  weep :  nor  anfwers  have  I  none, 
But  what  ihould  go  by  Water.    Prcthee  to  night, 
Lay  on  my  Bed  my  Wedding  Sheets,  remember, 
And  call  thy  Husband  hither. 

tALmil.  Here's  a  cnange  indeed.  {Exit 
Def.  'Tis  meet  I  mould  be  us'd  fo  :  very  meet. 

How  have  I  been  behav'd,  that  he  might  flick 
The  fmalleft  opinion  on  my  leaft  mifufe  ? 

Enter  Jago,  and  /Emilia. 

Jago.  What  is  your  pleafure,  Madam? 
How  ts't  with  jou  ? 

Def  I  cannot  tell :  Thofe  that  do  teach  your  Babes, 
Doii  wichgentlf  means,  and  eafie  tasks. 
He  might  have  chid  me  fo:  For  in  good  faith, 
1  am  a  Child  to  adding. 

J  ago.  What's  the  matter,  Lady  ? 
zsEmil.  Alas  (Jago)  my  Lord  hath  fo  bewhor'd  her, 

Tiirown  fuch  defpight,  and  heavy  terms  upon  her, 
That  true  hearts  cannot  bear  it. 

Def.  Am  I  that  name ,  Jago  i 
Jago.  What  name  (fair  Lady  ? J 
Def.  Such  as  (lie  faid  my  Lord  did  fay  I  was. 

<s£mil.  He^call'd  her  whore:  A  Beggar,  in  his  drink, 
Could  not  have  laid  fuch  terms  upon  his  Callef. 

Jago.  Why  did  he  fo? 
Def  I  do  not  know :  I  am  fure  I  am  none  fuch. 

Jago.  Do  not  weep:  Do  not  weep:  Alas-the-day. 
vfimU.  Hath  fhe  forfook  fo  many  Noble  Matches  ? 

Her  Eather  ?  And  her  Countrey  ?  And  her  Friends  ? 

To  be  call'd  Whore  ?  Would  it  not  make  one  weep  ? 
Def.  It  is  my  wretched  Fortune. 

Jago.  Befiirew  him  for't : How  comes  this  trick  upon  him  ? 

Def  Nay,  Heaven  doth  know. 
<L&mil.  I  will  be  hang'd  if  fome  eternal  Villain, 

Some  bufie  and  infinuating  Rogue, 

Some  cogging,  cozening  flave,  to  get  fome  Office, 

Has  not  devis'd  this  flander :  I  will  be  hang'd  elfe. 
Jago.  Fie,  there  is  no  fuch  man:  It  is  impoffible. 
Def.  If  any  fuch  there  be ,  Heaven  pardon  him. 
<ty£mtl.  A  Halter  pardon  him: 

And  Hell  gnaw  his  bones. 
Why  Ihould  he  call  her  Whore? 
Who  keeps  her  company  ? 
What  Place?  What  Time? 
What  Form  ?  What  Likelybdod  ? 

The  Moor's  abus'd  by  fome  moft  villainous  Knave, 
Some  bafe  notorious  Knave,  fome  fcurvy  Fellow. 

Oh  Heavens,  that  fuch  companions  thoud'ft  untold, 
And  put  in  every  honeft  hand  a  whip, 
To  lalh  the  Rafcal  naked  through  the  World, 

Even  from  the  Eaft  to  th'  Weft. 
Jago.  Speak  within  Door. 
*s£mil.  Oh  fie  upon  them :  Some  fuch  'Squire  he  was, 

That  turn'd  your  Wit,  the  feamy  fide  without, 
And  made  you  to  fufpett  me  with  the  Moore. 

Jago.  You  are  a  Fool :  Go  to. 
Def.  Alas,  Jago, 

What  fhall  I  do  to  win  my  Lord  again  ? 
Good  Friend,  go  to  him  :  For  by  this  light  of  Heaven, 
I  know  not  how  I  loft  him.  Here  I  kneel : 

If  e're  my  will  did  trefpafs  'gainft  his  Love, 
Either  in  difcourfe  of  thought,  or  a&ual  deed, 
Or  that  mine  Eyes,  mine  Ears ,  or  any  Sence 
Delighted  them  :  Or  any  other  Form : 
Or  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did, 
And  ever  will  (though  he  do  fhake  me  off 
To  beggarly  Divorcement)  love  him  dearly, 
Comfort  forfwear  me.  Unkindnefsrnaydomuch, 
And  his  Unkindnefs  may  defeat  my  Life, 
But  never  taint  my  Love.  1  cannot  fay  Whore, 

It  do's  abhor  me  now  I  fpeak  the  word, 
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To  do  the  Act,  that  might  the  addition  earn, 
Not  the  worlds  MafTe  of  vanity  could  make  rae. 

Jago.  I  pray  you  be  content :  'tis  but  his  humour  : 
The  bufincfs  of  the  State  do's  him  offence. 

Def.  If 'twere  ho  other. 
Jago.  It  is  but  fo,  I  warrant : 

Heartc  how  thefe  Inftruments  fummon  to  fupper : 
The  Meflcnger  of  Venice  ftayes  the  Meat ; 
Go  in,  and  weep  not :  all  things  (hall  be  well. 

f_  Exeunt  Defdemona  and  Emilia. 

Enter  Rodorigo. 

How  now,  Rodorigo? 
Rod.  1  do  not  find 

That  thou  dcal'H  juflly  with  me. 
Jago.  What  in  the  contrary  ? 
Redo.  Every  day  thou  dofts  me  with  Tome  device,?^, 

and  rather  as  it  fecms  to  me  now ,  keep'ft  from  me  all 
conveniency,  thou  fupplieft  me  with  the  leaft  advantage 
of  hope :  I  will  indeed  no  longer  endure  it.  Nor  am  I  yet 

perfwaded  to  put  up  in  peace,  what  already  I  have  fool- 
ifhly  fufler'd. 

J  ago.  Will  you  hear  me,  Rodorigo  ? 
Rodo.  I  have  heard  too  much :  and  your  words  and  per- 

formances are  no  kin  together. 
J  ago.  You  charge  me  moftunjuftly. 
Rodo.  With  naught  but  truth  :  I  have  wafted  my  felf  out 

of  my  means.  The  Jewels  you  have  had  from  me  to  de- 
liver Defdemona,  would  half  have  corrupted  a  Votarift. 

You  have  told  me  fhe  hath  receiv'd  them, and  return'd  me 
expectations  and  comforts  of  fudden  refpect,  and  acquain- 

tance, but  I  find  none.  * 
Jago.  Well,  goto:  very  well. 

Rodo.  Very  well,  go  to:  I  cannot  go  to,  (man)  nor 'tis 
not  very  well :  nay,  I  think  it  is  fcuryy :  and  begin:  to  find 
my  felf  fopt  in  it. 

Jago.  Very  well.  , 

Rodo,  I  tell  you,  'tis  not  very  well :  I  will  make  my  felf 
known  to  Defdemona.  If  (he  will  return  me  my  Jewels,  I 

will  give  over  my  Suit,  and  repent  my  unlawful  felicita- 
tion. If  not ,  afiure  your  felf,  I  will  feek  fatisfaction  of 

you. 
Jago.  You  have  faid  now." 
Rodo.  I,  and  faid  nothing  but  what  I  proteffc  intendment 

of  doing. 

Jago.  Why,  now  I  fee  there's  mettle  in  thee :  and  even 
from  this  inftant  do  build  on  thee  a  better  opinion  than 

ever  before :  give  me  thy  hand,  Rodorigo.  Thou  haft  taken 
againft  me  a  moft  juffc  exception :  but  yet  I  proteft  I  have 
dealt  moft  directly  in  thy  Affair. 

Rodo.  It  hath  not  appear'd. 
Jago.  I  grant  indeed  it  hath  not  appear'd:  and  your 

fufpition  is  not  without  wit  and  judgement.  But,  Rodorigo, 
if  thou  haft  that  in  thee  indeed,which  I  have  greater  realon 
to  believe  now  than  ever  ( I  mean,  purpofe,  Courage,  and 

Valour )  this  night  (hew  it.  If  thou  the  next  night  fol- 
lowing enjoy  not  Defdemona,  take  me  from  this  world  with 

Treachery,  anddevife  Engines  for  my  life. 
Rodo.  Well :  what  is  it  ?  Is  it  within  reafon  and  com- 

pafs  ? 
Jago,  Sir,thcre  is  efpecial  Commiffion  come  from  Venice 

to  depute  (faffio  in  Othello's  place. 
Rodo.  Is  that  true  ?  Why  then  Othello  and  Defdemona 

return  again  to  Venice. 
Jago.  Oh  no :  he  goes  into  *J%fatiritama,  and  taketh 

away  with  him  the  fair  Defdemona  ,  unlefs  his  abode  be 
lingred  here  by  fome  accident.  Wherein  none  can  be  fo 
determinate,  as  the  removing  of  Cajfio. 

Rodo.  How  do  you  mean  removing  him  ? 

Jago.  Why, by  making  him  uncapable  of  Othello's  place : 
knocking  out  his  brains. 

Rodo.  And  that  you  would  have  me  to  do. 
Jago.  I :  if  you  dare  do  your  felf  a  profit,  and  a  right 

He  fups  to  night  with  a  Harlotry  :  and  thither  will  I  go  to 
him.  He  knows  not  yet  of  his  honourable  fortune,  if  you 
will  watch  his  going  thence  (  which  I  will  fafhion  to  fall 
out  between  twelve  and  one  )  you  may  take  him  at  your 
pleafure.  I  will  be  near  to  fecond  your  Attempt,  and  he 
fhall  fall  between  us.  Come,  ftand  not  amaz'd  at  it,  but 
go  along  with  me :  I  will  fhew  you  fuch  a  neceffity  in  his 
death,  that  you  (hall  think  your  felf  bound  to  put  it  on 
him.  It  is  now  high  fupper  time  :  and  the  night  grows 
to  waft.    About  it. 

Rodo.  I  wilj  hear  further  reafon  for  this. 

Jago.  And  you  fhall  be  fatisfied.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Othello,  Lodovico,  Defdemona,  /Emilia 
and  Attendants. 

Lod.  I  do  befeech  you,  Sir,  trouble  your  felf  no  further. 
Othe.  Oh  pardon  :  'twill  do  me  good  to  walk. 
Lod.  Madam,  good  night  2  I  humbly  thank  your  Ladi- 
Def.  Yonr  honour  is  moft  welcom.  r/hin 

Othe.  Will  you  walk,  Sir  ?  Oh  Defdemona  v 
Def.  My  Lord. 
Othe.  Get  you  to  bed  on  th'inftant ,  I  will  be  return'd 

forthwith  :   difmifs  your  Attendant  there  :   look't  b° 
done-  ZExit: 

Def.  I  will,  my  Lord. 
<s£mi.  How  goes  it  now  ?  he  looks  gentler  than  he  did. 
Def.  He  fayes  he  will  return  incontinent, 

And  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed, 
And  bid  me  to  difmifs  you. 

zAimi.  Difmifs  me? 
Def.  It  was  his  bidding  :  therefore  good  Emilia, 

Give  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu. 
We  muft  not  now  difpleafe  him. 

z/Emi.  I  would  you  had  never  feen  him. 
Def.  So  would  not  I :  my  love  doth  fo  approve  him 

That  even  his  ftubbornnefs,  his  checks,  his  frowns, 
(  Prithee  un-pin  me  )  have  grace  and  favour. 

es£mi.  I  have  laid  thofe  meets  you  bad  me  on  the  bed. 

Def.  All's  one:  good  Father,  how  foolifh  are  cur minds? 

If  I  do  die  before  thee,  prithee  fhrowd  me 
In  one  of  thefe  fame  fheets. 

*s£mi.  Come,  come :  you  talk. 

Def.  My  Mother  had  a  Maid  call'd  Barbara, 
She  was  in  love :  and  he  fhe  lov'd  prov'd  mad. 
And  did  forfake  her.  She  had  a  Song  of  Willow, 

An  old  thing  'twas :  but  it  exprefs'd  her  Fortune. 
And  fhe  dy'd  finging  it.  That  Song  to  night, 
Will  not  go  from  my  mind  :  I  have  much  to  do, 

But  to  go  hang  my  head  all  at  one  fide 
And  fing  it  like  poor  Barbara:  prithee  difpatch. 

c/£wr.  Shall  1  go  fetch  your  Night-gown  ? 

Def.  No,  un-pin  me  here, 
This  Lodovico  is  a  proper  man. 

<y£mil.  A  very  handtbm  man. 

Def  He  fpeaks  well. 
cs£mil.  I  know  a  Lady  in  Venice  would  havewalk'd 

bare- foot  to  Paleftine  for  a  touch  of  his  nether  lip. 
Def.  The  poor  Soul  fat  fmging,by  a.  Sycamore  tree  ; 

Sing  all  a  green  Willow  : 
Her  hand  on  her  bojome,  her  head  on  her  knee, 

Sing  Willow,  Willow,  Willow. 

The  frefi)  fir  earns  ran  by  her,  and  murmur' d  her  moans  • Sing  Willow,  &c. 

Her  fait  tears  fell  from  her,andfoftnedthe  [tones  ; 
Smg  Willow,  &c.  (Lady  by  thefe) 

Willow,  Willow.  (Prithee  high  thee,  he'll  ccme  anon) 
Sing  all  a  green  Willow  muft  be  my  G arland. 
Let  no  body  blame  him,  hisfcorn  I  approve. 

(  Nay  that's  not  next.  Hark  who  is't  that  knocks  ? 



the  (gAdoore  of  V  mice. 

Ami.  It's  the  wind. 
J)ef.  1  calVd  my  Love  falfe  Love :  but  what  [aid he  then  ? 

Sin?  Wt  Hough,  &c. 
If  I  court  no  women, you  11  couch  with  mo  men. 
So  gee  thee  gone,  good  night :  mine  eyes  do  itch : 
Doth  that  bof.d  weeping  ? 

Amil.  'Tis  neither  here,  nor  there, 
»  'Def  I  have  heard  it  faid  fo,  O  thefe  men,thefe  men! 
Doftthou  in  confeience  think  (tell  me  Amilid) 
That  there  be  women  do  abufe  their  husbands 
In  fuch  grofs  kind  ? 

zA.mil.  There  be  fome  fuch,  no  queftion. 

Def.  Would'ft  thou  do  fuch  a  deed  for  all  the  world  : 
<ts£mtl.  Why,  would  not  you  ? 
Def.  No,  by  this  heavenly  light. 
tA.mil.  Nor  I  neither,  by  this  heavenly  light. 

I  might  do't  as  well  ith'dark. 
Def.  Would'ft  thou  do  fuch  a  deed  for  all  the  world  ? 
cAmil.  The  world's  a  huge  thing  • 

It  is  a  great  price,  for  a  fmall  vice. 

Def  In  troth  I  think  thou  would'ft  not. 
tA.mil.  In  troth  I  think  I  mould,  and  undo't  when 

I  had  done.  Marry  ,  I  would  not  do  fuch  a  thing  for  a 

'joynt  Ring,  nor  for  meafures  of  Lawn ,  nor  for  Gowns, 
Petticoats,,  nor  Caps,  nor  any  petty  exhibition.  But  for 
all  the  whole  world  :  why,  who  would  not  make  her  hus- 

band a  Cuckold,  to  make  him  a  Monarch  ?  1  mould  ven- 

ture Purgatory  for't. 
'Def.  Befhrew  me,  if  I  would  do  fuch  a  wrong 

For  the  whole  world. 

Amil.  Why,the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  i'th'world  and 
.  having  the  world  for  your  labour,  'tis  a  wrong  in  your  own 
world,  and  you  might  quickly  make  it  right. 

Def.  I  do  not  think  there  is  any  fuch  woman. 

iA.mil.  Yes,  a  dozen :  and  as  many  to  th'vantage,  as 
would  ftore  the  world  they  plaid  for. 
But  I  do  think  it  is  their  husbands  faults 

If  Wives  do  fall :  (Say,  that  they  flack  their  duties", 
And  pour  our  treafures  into  Foreign  laps : 
Or  elfe  break  out  in  peevifh  jealoufies, 
Throwing  reftraint  upon  us :  Or  fay  they  ftrike  us, 
Or  fcant  our  former  having  in  defpight) 
Why  we  have  galls  :  and  though  we  have  fome  Grace, 
Yet  have  we  fome  Revenge.  Let  husbands  know, 
Their  wives  have  fenfe  like  thera :  they  fee  and  fmell, 
And  have  their  Palats  both  for  fweet  and  fowr, 
As  husbands  have.  What  is  it  that  they  do 
When  they  change  us  for  others  ?  Is  it  fport  ? 
I  think  it  is :  and  doth  affection  breed  it  I 

I  think  it  doth :  Is't  frailty  that  thus  erres  ? 
It  is  fo  too.  And  have  not  we  affections? 

Defires  for  fport  ?  and  frailty  as  men  have  ? 
Then  let  them  ufe  us  well  :  elfe  let  them  know, 
The  ills  we  do,  their  ills  inftruct  us  to. 

Def.  Good  night,  good  night : 
Heaven  me  fuch  ufes  fend, 

Not  to  pick  bad,  from  bad  ;  but  by  bad,  mend.  {Exeunt. 

ABus  Quintus.    Scena  Trima. 

Enter  JagO,  and  RodorigO.' 

J  ago.  TJEre,  Hand  behind  this  Bark, 
XjL  Straight  will  he  come  : 

Wear  thy  good  Rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home  : 
Quick,  quick,  fear  nothing  j  Tie  be  at  thy  Elbow, 
It  makes  us,  or  it  marts  us,  think  on  that, 

■  And  fix  molt  firm  thy  Refolution  j 
Rod.  Be  near  at  hand,  I  may  mifcarry  in't. 
Jago.  Here,  at  thy  hand :  Behold ,  and  take  thy  Hand. 
Rod.  I  have  no  great  devotion  to  the  deed, 

And  yet  he  hath  given  me  fatisfying  Reafons  : 

'  Tis  but  a  man  gone.  Forth  my  Sword  :  he  dies. 
Jago.  I  have  rub'd  this  young  Quat  almoft  to  the  fenfe, And  he  grows  angry.  Now,  whether  he  kill  Cafw, 

Or  Ciffw  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other, 
Ever/  way  makes  my  gain.  UvcRodorigo 
Recalls  me  to  a  reftitution  large 

Of  Go'd,  and  Jewels,  that  I  bob'd  from  him, As  girts  to  Defdemona, 
ic  muitnot  be:  if  Caffio  do  remain, 
He  hath  a  daily  beauty  in  his  life, 
That  makes  me  ugly :  and  befides,  the  CMoor 
May  unfold  me  to  him  :  there  ftand  I  in  much  peril : 
No,  he  mult  die.  Butfo,  I  hear  him  coming. 

Enter  Cadio. 

Rod.  I  know  his  gate,  'tis  he    Villain  thou  dyeft. Caf.  That  thruft  had  been  mine  enemy  indeed, 
But  that  my  Coat  is  better  than  thou  know'fl : 
I  will  make  proof  of  thine. 

T{od.  Oh,  I  am  flain. 

Caf.  I  am  maim'd  for  ever : 
Help  hoa  :  Murther,  murther. 

Snter  Othello. 

Othe.  The  voice  of  Cafw,  Jago  keeps  his  wor  d 
Rod.  O  Villain  that  I  am. 
Oth.  It  is  even  fo. 

Caf  Oh  help  hoa  :  Light,  a  Surgeon. 

Oth.  'Tis he:  O brave  Jagoy  honelt  and  jufr, 
That  hafl:  fuch  Noble  fenfe  of  thy  friends  wrong, 
Thou  teacheft  me.  Minion,  your  dear  lies  dead, 
And  your  unbleft  Fate  highes :  Strumpet  I  come : 
For  off  my  heart,  thofe  Charms  thine  Eyes,  are  blotted. 

Thy  Bed-IefMtain'd,  fhall  with  Lufts  bloud  be  fpotted. 
tSxit.  Othello. 

Enter  Lodovico,  and  Gratiano. 
<  - 

Caf.  What  hoa?  no' watch?  nopaffage? Murther,  Murther. 

Gra.  'Tis  fome  mifchance,  the  voice  is  very  direful. 
Caf.  Oh  help.  Lodo.  Hark. 
Rod.  Oh  wretched  Villain. 

Lod.  Two  or  three  groan.  'Tis  heavy  night 
Thefe  may  be  counterfeits ;  Let's  think't  unfafe 
To  come  into  the  cry,  without  more  help 

Rod.  No  body  come  .*  then  fhall  I  bleed  to  death. 
Enter  Jago. 

Lod.  Hark. 

Gra.  Here's  one  comes  in  his  fhirt,  with  Light,  and 
Weapons. 

Jago.  Who's  there  ? Whofenoife  is  this  that  cryes  out  murther  ? 
Lodo.  We  do  not  know. 

Jago.  Do  not  you  hear  a  cry  ? 
Caf.  Here,  here  .•  for  heaven  fake  help  me. 

Jago.  What's  the  matter  ? Gra.  This  is  Othello's  Ancient  as  I  take  it. 
Lodo.  The  fame  indeed,  a  very  valiant  Fellow. 
Jago.  What  are  you  here^  that  cry  fo  grievouily  ? 

Caf  Jago  ?  Oh  I  am  fpoyl'd,  undone  by  Villains : Give  me  fome  help. 

Jago.  O  me,  Lieutenant! What  Villains  have  done  this  ? 

Caf.  I  think  that  one  of  them  is  hereabout, 
And  cannot  make  away. 

Jago.  Oh  treacherous  Villains: 
What  are  you  there  ?  Come  in,  and  give  fome  help- 

Rod.  O  help  me  there. 

Caf.  That's  one  of  them. M  m  m  7 ago. 



*34 The  Tragedy  of 

Jago,  Oh  murcl'rous  Slave!  O  Villain! 
Rj  L  Qdamn'd  ffgo]  O  inhumane  Dog ! 

jag:  Kill  men  i'th'dark? Where  be  thefe  bloudy  Thieves? 
How  lilent  is  this  Town?  Ho,  murther,  murther. 
What  may  you  be  ?  Arc  you  of  good  or  evil  ? 

Lod.  As  you  lhall  prove  us,  praifeus. 
Jago.  Signior  Lodovico. 
Lod.  He ,  Sir. 

Jago.  1  cry  you  mercy here's  Caffw  hurt  by  Villains. Gra.  Cajfio. 

Jago.  How  is'r,  Brother? 
Caf.  My  Leg  is  cut  in  two. 
Jago.  M^rry  heaven  forbid  : 

Lighc  G.  iulemen,  1'le  bind  it  with  my  fhirt. 

Enter  Blanca. 

Vn.m.  What  is  the  matter  hoa  ?  who  is't  that  cry'd  ? 
JagW  Whp  is't  that  cry'd  ? Bum.  Oh  my  dear  Cajjioy 

My  tweUCafio:   Oh  Cajfio,Caj[w,C*fio. 

Jago.  O  notable  Strumpet.  ̂ Cajfio,  may  you  fufpecl 
Who  they  Ihould  be,  that  have  thus  mangled  you  ? 

Caf.  No. 
Gra.  I  am  forry  to  find  you  thus : 

I  have  been  to  feek  you. 
Jago.  Lend  me  a  Garter.  So:  Oh  for  a  Chair 

To  bear  him  eafily  hence. 
TSian.  Alas  he  faints.  Oh  CaJfio\Cafsio,  Caf  io. 
Jago.  Gentlemen  all,  I  dofufpeft  this  Train 

To  be  a  party  in  this  injury. 
Patience  a  while,  good  Cafsio.  Come,  come ; 
Lend  me  a  Light :  know  we  this  face,  or  no  ?  ,( 

A.'as  my  friend,  and  my  dear  Country-man 
T^odorigo?  No:  Yes  fure  :  Yea,  'tis  Rcdorigo. 

Gra.  Whar,  of  Venice  ? 
Jago.  Even  he,  Sir :  did  you  know  him  ? 
Gra.  Know  him?  I.         c  ivgjjjj   ,  •  -v 
Jago  Signior  Gratiano  ?  I  cry  your  gentlep  ardon : 

Thefe  bloudy  accidents  muftuKcufe  my  manners,  j 
That  fon;gleded  you. 

Gra.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you.-  f  , 
Jago.  How  do  you,  Caf  to  ?  Oh  a  Chair,  a  Chair,. 
Gra.  Rodorigo? 

Jago.  He,  he,  'tis  he : 
Oh  that's  well  faid,  the  Chair. 
Some  good  man  bear  him  carefully  from  hence, 

l'le  fetch  the  General  Surgeon.  For  you,  Miftris, 
Save  you  your  labour.  He  that  lies  (lain  here  {Capo) 
Was  my  dear  friend.  What  mahce  was  between  you? 

Caf.  None  in  the  world  :  nor  do  I  know  the  man : 

Jago.  V  Vhat  look  you  pale.?  Oh  bear  him  out  oth'Air. 
Stay  you  good  Gentlemen.  Look  you  pale  Miftris  ? 
Do  you  perceive  the  gaftnefs  of  her  eye  ? 
Nay,  if  vou  dare,  we  (hall  hear  more  anon. 

Behold  hjr  well .-.  1  pray  you  look  upon  her  .• 
Do  you  fee,  Gentlemen  ?  Nay,  guikinefs  will  fpeak 
Though  tongues  were  out  of  ufe. 

<s£mil.  Alas,  what  is  the  matter  ? 
What  is  the  matter,  husband. 

J      Cujfw  hath  here  been  fet  on  in  the  dark 

By  Rjdongo,  and  Fellows  that  are  Icap'd  : 
Te'saimoltflain,  and  Rodorigo  quite  dead. 

tx£;»»7.  Alas,  good  Gentleman  .•  alas,  good  Cafw- 
Jago.  That  is  the  fruits  of  whoring,.  Prithee  Emilia, 

Go  know  of  Cafto  where  he  fupt  to  night. 
What  do  you  make  at  that  ? 

"Bian.  He  fupt  at  my  houfe^  btjt  I  therefore  (hake  not. 
Jago.  O  did  he  fo  ?  I  charge  you  go  with  me. 
<Ls£mil.  Oh  fie  upon  thee,  Strumpet. 
Bian.  I  am  no  Strumpet,  but  of  life  ashoneft, 

As  you  that  thus  abufe  me. 
ts£».iL  As  I  ?  Fie  upon  thee. 

Jago.  Kind  Gentlemen: 
L^t's  go  fee  poor  Cafio  dreft. 
Come  Miftris,  you  rauft  teli's  another  Tale. 
ts£mika,  run  you  to  the  Cittadel, 

And  tell  my  Lord  and  Lady,  what  hath  hap'd : 
Will  you  go  on  aiore  ?  This  is  the  night 
That  either  makes  me,  or  foredoes  me  quite.  ££xeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Othello,  and  Defdemona  in  her  bed. 

Othel.  ItistheCaufe,  itistheCaufe  (my  Soul) 
Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chafte  Stars, 
It  is  the  Caufe.  Yet  l'le  not  fiied  her  bloud, 
Nor  fear  that  whiter  skin  of  hers  than  Snow, 
And  fmooth  as  Monumental  Alabafter : 

Vet  fhe  mull  die,  elfe  lhe'11  betray  more  men  : 
Put  out  the  Light,  and  then  put  out  the  Light : 
If  I  queuchthee,  thou  flaming  Minifter, 
1  can  again  thy  former  light  reftore, 
Should  I  repent  me.  But  once  put  out  thy  light, 
Thou  cunning'ft  Pattern  of  excelling  Nature, I  know  not  where  is  that  Tromethean  heat 

That  can  thy  Light  re-lume. 
When  I  have  pluck'd  thy  Rofe, 
I  cannot  give  it  vital  growth  again, 
It  needs  mult  wither.  Tie  fmell  thee  on  the  tree : 

Oh  Balmy  breath,  that  do'ft  almoft  perfwade 
Juftice  to  break  her  Sword.  One  more,  one  more ; 
Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I  will  kill  thee, 

And  love  thee  after.  One  more,  and  that's  the  laft. 
So  fweet,  was  ne're  fo  fatal.  I  muft  weep, 
But  they  arecrul  tears:  thisforrow's  heavenly, 
It  ftrikes,  where  it  doth  love.  She  wakes. 

Def.  Who's  there?  Othello? 
Othel.  I ,  Defdemona. 

DeJ.  "Will  you  come  to  bed,  my  Lord  ? 
Othel.  Have  you  pray'd  to  night,  Defdemona, 
Def.  A,  my  Lord. 
Othel.  If  you  bethink  your  felf  of  any  Crime 

Unreconcil'd  as  yet  to  heaven,  and  Grace, Solicit  for  it  ftraight. 
DeJ.  Alack,  my  Lord, 

What  may  you  mean  by  that  ? 
Othel.  Well,  do  it,and  be  brief,  I  will  walk  by  ? 

I  would  not  kill  thy  unprepared  Spirit, 

No,  (Heavens  fore  fend)  1  would  not  kill  thy  Soul.         .  ' 
Def.  Talk  you  of  killing? 
Othel.  I,  I  do. 

Def.  Then  heaven  have  mercy  on  me. 
Othel.  Amen,  with  all  my  heart. 

Def.  If  you  fay  fo,  I  hope  you  will  not  kill  me. Othe.  Humh. 

Def.  And  yet  I  fear  you  :  for  you're  fatal  then. When  your  eyes  rowl  fo. 
Why  I  fhouid  fear  I  know  not, 
Since  guiltincfs  I  know  not :  But  yet  I  feel  I  fear 

Othel.  Think  on  thy  fins. 

Def.  They  are  love  I  bear  to  you. 

Othel.  I,  and  for  that  thou  dy'ft. 
Def.  That  death's  unnatural,that  kills  for  loving. 

Alas,  why  gnaw  you  fo  your  nether  lip  ? 
Some  bloudy  paffion  (hakes  your  very  frame : 
Thefe  are  portents :  but  yet  1  hope,  I  hope, 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 

Othel.  Peace,  and  be  ftill. 

Def.  1  will  fb :  what's  the  matter  ? Othel.  That  Handkerchief 

Which  I  fo  lov'd,  and  gave  thee,  thou  gav'ft  Caffw. 
Def.  No  by  my  life,  and  Soul :  fend  for  the  man, And  ask  him. 

Othel.  Sweet  Soul,  take  heed,  take  heed  of  Perjury, 
Thou 



I-
 

Thou  arc  on  thy  death-bed. 
Def.  I,  but  not  yet  to  die. 
Othe.  Prefrntly. 

Therefore  conf 'Is  thee  freely  of  thy  fin  : 
For  to  deny  each  Article  with  Oath, 

Cannot  remove,  nor  choak  the  ftrong  Conception 
That  1  do  groan  withal.  Thou  art  to  die. 

Def.  Oh  heaven  have  mercy  on  me. 
Othe.  I  fay  ,  Amen. 
Def.  And  have  you  mercy  too,  I  never  did 

Offend  you  in  my  life :   never  lov'd  Cajfio  y 
'But  with  fuch  general  warranty  of  heaven, 
As  I  might  love.  I  never  gave  him  Token. 

Oth.  By  heaven  I  faw  my  Handkerchief  in's  hand. 
Operjur'd  woman,  thou  do'ft  ftone  my  heart, 
And  makeft  me  call,  what  I  intend  to  do, 
A  Murther,  which  1  thought  a  Sacrifice. 
I  faw  the  Handkerchief. 

Def.  He  found  it  then  : 
I  never  gave  it  him  :  Send  for  him  hither : 
Let  him  confefs  a  truth. 

Othe.  He  hath  confeft: 

Def.  What ,  my  Lord  ? 
Oth.  That  he  hath  us'd  thee. 
Def.  How  ?  unlawfully  ? 
Oth.  I 

Def.  He  will  not  fay  fo. 

Oth.  No :  his  mouth  is  ftopp'd  : 
Honeft  7<«go  hath  tane  order  for't. 

Def.  Oh,  my  fear  interprets.  What  is  he  dead  ? 
Oth.  Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great  Revenge 

Had  Stomach  for  them  all. 

'Def.  Alas,  he  is  betray 'd,  and  I  undone. 
Oth.  Out  Strumpet :  weep'ft  thou  for  him  to  my  face  ? 
Def.  O  banifh  me,  my  Lord,  but  kill  me  not. 
Oth.  Down,  Strumpet. 
Def.  Kill  me  to  morrow,  let  me  live  to  night. 
Oth.  Nay ,  if  you  ftrive. 
Def.  But  half  an  hour. 
Oth.  Being  done,  there  is  no  paufe. 
Def.  But  while  I  fay  one  prayer. 
Oth.  It  is  too  late.  [.Smothers  her 

jEmilia  at  the  door. 

<A.mil.  My  Lord,  my  Lord  ?  What  hoa  ? 
My  Lord  ,  ray  Lord. 

Oth.  Whatnoife  is  this  ?  not  dead  ?  not  yet  quite  dead, 
I  that  am  cruel,  am  yet  merciful, 
I  would  not  have  thee  linger  in  thy  pain  ? 
So,  fo. 

tA.mil.  within.  What  hoa?  my  Lord,  my  Lord  ? 
Oth.  Who's  there? 
<tA.mil.  Oh,  my  good  Lord,  I  would  fpeak  a  word  with 

you. 
Oth.  Yes:  'tis  Emilia, :  by  and  by.  She's  dead. 

'Tis  like  fhe  comes  to  fpeak  of  Cajfio'' s  death  : The  noife  was  high.  Hah,  no  more  moving  ? 

Still  as  the  Grave.  Shall  fhe  come  in  ?  wer't  good  ? 
I  think  flie  flirs  again  :  No,  what's  belt  to  do  ? 
If  fhe  come  in,  fne'll  fure  fpeak  to  my  wife  : 
My  wife,  my  wife,  what  wife  ?  1  have  no  wife. 
Oh  infupportable  !  O  heavy  hour ! 
Methinks,j  it  mould  be  now  a  huge  Eclipfe 

Of  Sun  and  Moon :  and  that  th'affrighted  Globe 
Did  yawn  at  Alteration. 

-  tAmil.  I  do  befeech  you 
That  I  may  fpeak  with  you.  Oh,  good  my  Lord. 

Oih.  I  had  forgot  thee  :  Oh  come  ia,<sAmilta. 
Soft,  by  and  by ,  let  me  the  Curtains  draw, 
Where  art  thou  ?  what's  the  matter  with  thee  now  ? 

Enter  /Emilia. 

«/£»»/,  Oh  ,  my  good  Lord  ,  yonders  -foul  Murthcrs 
done. Othe.  What?  now? 

tA.mil.  But  now,  my  Lord, 
Othe.  It  is  the  verv  error  of  the  Moon, 

She  comes  more  nearer  Earth  than  fhe  was  wont, And  makes  men  marl. 

<s£mil.  c«ifio.  my  Lord,  hath  kill'd 
.A  youig  Venetian ,  call'd  \odorigo. 

O.h.  Rodongo  kifi'd  ?  and  Cajfio  kill'd  > 
tAmil.  No,  Cffio  isnotkill'd. 
Oth.  Not  Cajfio  Kdi'd  ?  Then  Murther 's  out  of  tune, 

And  fwect  Revenge  grows  harm', 
Def.  Ofalfelyjfalfelyrnurder'd. <A mil.  Aias !  what  cry  is  that  ? Othe.  That?  what? 

tA.mil.  Out,  and  alas,  that  was  my  Ladies  voice 
Hap,  nelp  hoa,  help,  Oh  Lady  fpeak  again, 
Sweet  Defdemona,  oh  fwcet  Miftris,  fpeak. 

Def  Aguiltlefsdeath  I  die. 
tAmil.  Oh  who  hath  done  this  deed  ? 
Def.  No  body  :  I  my  felf,  farewel : 

Commend  me  to  my  kind  Lord :  oh  farewel. 
Oth.  Why,  how  fhould  fhe  be  murd'red  ? <Amil.  Alas:  who  knows? 
Oth.  You  hear  her  fay  her  felf,  it  was  not  I. 
tAmil.  Shefaidfo:  Imuft  needs  report  the  truth. 
Oth.  She's  like  a  Lier  gone  to  burning  hell , 'Twas  I  that  kill'd  her. 
tAmil.  Oh  the  more  Angel  fhe ,  and  you  the  blacker 

Devil. 
Oth.  She  turn'd  to  folly :  and  fhe  vyasa  whore. 
<Amil.  Thou  do'ft  bely  her,  and  thou  art  a  devil. Oth.  She  was  falfe  as  water. 

<Amil.  Thou  art  rafh  as  fire,  to  fay 
That  fhe  was  falfe.  Oh  fhe  was  heavenly  true. 

Oth.  Cajfio  did  top  her :  ask  thy  husband  elfe, 

O,  I  wcredamn'd  beneath  all  depth  in  hell : 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  jufl  grounds 
To  this  extremity.  Thy  husband  knew  it  all. 

<Amil.  My  Husband? 
Oth.  Thy  Husband. 
zAmil.  That  flie  was  falfe  to  Wedlock  ? 

Oth.  I,  wkhCaJfio    bad  flie  been  true, 
If  Heaven  would  make  me  fuch  another  world, 
Of  one  entire  and  perfecl;  Chryfolite, 
Il'd  not  have  fold  her  for  it. 

ALmil.  My  Husband? 

Oth.  I,  'twas  he  that  told  mc  on  her  firft, 
An  honeft  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  flime 
That  flicks  on  filthy  deeds. 

tMmiL  My  Husband  .? 
Oth.  What  needs  this  iterance,  woman  ? 

I  fay  thy  Husband. 
zAmil.  Oh  Miftris, 

Villany  had  made  mocks  with  love : 
My  Husband  fay  fhe  was  falfe  ? 

Othe.  He,  woman } 

I  fay  thy  husband  :  do'ft  underftand  the  word  ? 
My  friend,  thy  husband  •,  honeft,  honeft  J  ago. 

Ai.mil.  If  he  fay  fo,  may  his  pernicious  Soul 

Rot  half  a  grain  a  day  :  he  lies  to'th'heart, She  was  too  fond  of  her  moft  filthy  Bargain. 
Oth.  Hah? 

tAmil.  Do  thy  worft: 
This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  Heaven, 
Than  thou  waft  worthy  her. 

Oth.  Peace,  you  were  beft. 
<Amil.  Thou  haft  not  half  that  power  to  do  me  harm 

As  I  have  to  be  hurt.  Oh  gull,  oh  dolt, 

As  ignorant  as  durt ;  thou  haft  done  a  deed 
M mm  2  I  caie 



(I  caie  nor  tor  thy  word)  I'll  make  thee  known, 
Hiough  I  loft  twenty  lives,  Help,  help,  hoa,  help: 
The  Moor  hath  kilTd  my  Miftiefs.  Murther,  murther. 

£/:ter  Montano,  Gratiano,  and  Jago. 

Mon.  What  is  the  matter  ?  How  now,  General  ? 
nAmil.  Oh,  arc  yon  come,  Jago :  You  have  done  we 

That  men  muft  lay  their  Murtherson  your  neck. 
Grd  What  is  the  matter  ? 

i/£i»{7.  Difprove  this  Villain,  if' thou  be'ft  a  man, 
He  fays  thou  told'ft  him  that  his  wife  was  falfe : 
I  know  thou  didft  not :  Thou'rt  not  fuch  a  Villain, 
Speak,  for  my  heart  is  full. 

Jago.  I  told  him  what  I  thought, 
And  told  no  more 

Than  what  he  found  himf-lf  was  apt  and  true, 
<tA<U.  But  did  you  ever  tell  him, 

She  was  falle  ? 

Ja«o.  I  did. 
vatbtl.  Ycu  told  a  Lie,  an  odious  damned  Lie : 

Upon  my  foul  a  Lie-,  a  wicked  Lie. 
Sue  falfe  with  Caffw? 
Did  you  fay  with  Caffw  ? 

Jago.  With  Caffw,  Miftrefs, 
Go  to,  charm  your  tongue; 

sAmiL  I  will  not  charm  my  tongue  \ 
I  am  bound  to  fpeak, 
My  Miftrefs  here  lies  murthered  in  her  bed. 

All.  Oh  heavens  forefend. 

kAmil.  And  your  reports  have  fet  the  Murther  on. 
Otbci.  Nay,  Rare  not,  Mailers, 

It  is  true  indeed. 

Gra.  'Tis  a  ftrange  Truth. 
CMont.  Oh  monftrous  Ac!. 

lALmil.  Villany,  vill.any,  villany: 

I  think  upon't,  1  think :  Ifmel'j: :  O  Villany: 
I  thought  fo  then  :  I'll,  kill  my  felf  for  grief, 
0  villany,  vdlany  ? 

Jag-).  What,  are  you  mad? 
1  charge  you,  get  you  home. 

t/Emil.  Good  Gentlemen,  let  me  have  leave  to  fpeak : 

'Tis  proper  1  obey  him  •,  but  not  now 
Perchance,  Ja*o,  I  will  ne're  go  home. Othel.  Oh,  oh,  oh. 

tAmil.  Nay,  Jay  thee  down  and  roar : 
For  thou  haft  kilPd  the  fwceteft  innocent, 

That  e're  did  lift  up  eye. 
Othel.  Oh  (he  was  foul .' 

1  fcarce  did  know  you,  Uncle,  there  lies  your  Niece, 

Whole  breath  (indeed)  thefe  hands  have  newly  ftopp'd  : 
I  know  this  Ac!  fliews  horrible  and  grim. 

Gra.  Poor  Dcfdemona  ; 

I  am  glad  thy  Father's  dead, 
Thy  match  was  moi  ta.1  to  him  \  and  pure  grief 
Shore  his  old  tbred  in  twain.  Did  be  live  now, 
This  light  would  make  him  do  a  defperate  turn : 
Yea;  ciri  fe  his  better  Angel  from  his  fide, 
And  fall  to  Reprobance. 

Othel.  'Tis  pitiful,  but  yet  Jago  knows, 
Tiiat  (Tie  with  (faffw  hath  the  ac!  of  fhame 
A  thoufand  times  committed.  Caffw  confeft  it, 
And  fhe  did  gratilie  his  amorous  works, 
With  that  Recognizance  and  Pledge  of  Love, 
Which  1  fir fl:  gave  her :  I  faw  it  in  his  hand : 
It  was  a  Handkerchief,  an  Antick  Token 
My  Father  gave  my  Mother. 

tAmil.  Oh  heaven!  Oh  heavenly  Powers! 
Jago.  Come,  hold  your  peace. 

<tA.mil  'Twiilout.  'Twill our,  I  peace?  - 
No,  I  will  fpeak  as  liberal  as  the  North, 
Let  Heaven,  and  Men,  and  Devils,  let  them  all, 

All,  all,  cry  (hame  againft  me,  yet  I'll  fpeak. 
Jago.  Be  wife  and  get  you  home. 

lexit. 

<Amil.  1  will  not. 

Gra.  Fie,  your  fword  upon  a  woman. 
<tA.mil.  Oh,  thou  dull  Moor, 

That  Handkerchief  thou  fpeak'ft  of 
I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  give  my  husband, 
For  often,  with  a  folemn  earneftnefs, 

(More  than  indeed  belong'd  to  fuch  a  Trifle) 
He  begg'd  of  me,  to  fteal  it. 

Ja?o.  Villanous  Whore. 
zs£ml.  She  give  it  Caffw  ?  Alas  I  found  it, 

Aiki  I  did  giv't  my  husband, 

Jago  Filth,  thou  licfl". zA.mil.  By  heaven  I  do  not,  1  do  not,  Gentlemen 

Oh  mihd'rouit  Coxcomb,  what  fhould  fuch  a  fool 
Do  with  fo  good  a  wife? 

Othel.  Are  there  no  ftones  in  heaven, 
But  what  krve  for  the  Thunder  ? 
Precious  Villain. 

Gra.  The  woman  falls : 

Sure  he  hath  kili'd  his  Wife. 
tAmil.  I,  I  •,  Oh  lay  me  by  my  Miftrefs  fide. 

Gra.  He's  gone,  but  his  Wife's  kili'd. 
tJVIon.  'Tis  a  notorious  Vil.ain  take  you  this  weapon, 

Wnich  I  have  recovtr'd  from  the  Moor : 
Come,  guard  the  door  without,  let  him  not  pafs, 

But  kill  him  rather :  I'll  after  that  fame  Villain, 
For  'tis  a  damned  Slave. 

Othel.  I  am  not  valiant  neither : 

But  every  Puny  whipfter  gets  my  Sword, 
But  why  fhould  honour  out-live  honefty  ? 
Let  it  go  all.  . 

d  Almil.  What  fljf  thy  Songboad,  Lad}  ? 

Hark,  caafijiWynear  me  ?  1  will  play  the  Swan, 
Aadj di^pM^Iufick :  Willoitgh,  v/illongh\  Vfillough. 
AJktfiKt,  :!he  was  chaft :  fhe  lov'd  thee,  cruel  Moor : 
So  come  my  foul  to  blifs,  as  I  fpeak  true : 
So  fpeaking  as  I  think,  alas,  1  die. 

Othel.  I  have  another  weapon  in  this  Chamber,. 
It  was  a  Sword  of  Spain,  the  Ice  brooks  temper : 
Oh  here  it  is :  Uncle,  I  muft  come  forth. 

Gra.  If  thou  attempt  it,  it  will  coft  thee  dear ; 
Thou  haft  no  weapon,  and  perforce  muft  fuffer. 

Othel.  Look  in  upon  me  then,  and  fpeak  with  me, 
Or  naked  as  I  am  I  will  afiauk  thee. 

Gra.  What  is  the  matter? 

Othel.  Behold,  I  have  a  weapon : 
A  better  never  did  it  felf  fuftain 

Upon  aSouldiersThigh.  1  have  feen  the  day, 
That  with  this  little  Arm,  and  this  good  Sword, 
I  have  made  my  way  through  more  impediments, 
Than  twenty  times  you  flop.  But  ( oh  vain  boaft ) 

Who  can  controul  his  fate  ?  'Tis  not  fo  now, 

Be  not  afraid,  though  you  do  fee  me  weapon'd  : Here  is  my  Journeys  end,  here  is  my.  Bur, 
And  very  Sea-mark  of  my  utmoft  Sail. 

Do  you  go  back  difmaid  ?  'Tis  a  loft  fear, Man  but  a  Rufh  againft  Othello\  breaft, 
And  he  retires.  Where  fhould  Othello  go  ? 

Now :  How  doft  thou  look  now  ?  Oh  lll-Starr'd  wench, 
Pale  as  thy  Smock :  When  we  Ihall  meet  at  compr, 
This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  Soul  from  Heaven, 
And  Fiends  will  fnatch  at  it.  Cold,  cold,  my  Girl  ? 

Even  like  thy  Chaftity.  O  curfed,  curfed  Slave ! 
Whip  me,  ye  Devils. 
From  the  pofleffion  of  this  heavenly  fight : 
Blow  me  about  in  winds,  and  roaft  me  in  Sulphur, 
Wafh  me  infteep-down  gulfs  of  liquid  Fire. 

Oh  Defdemonal  Dead,  Dtjdemona:  Dead,  dead.  Oh,  oh! 

Enter  Lodovico,  Caflio,  Montano,  and  Jago 
with  Officers. 

Lod.  Where  is  this  rafh,  and  moft  unfortunate  man  ? 
Othel.  That's  he  that  was  Othello :  Here  1  am. 

Lid 
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Lod.  Where  is  that  Viper  ? 
Bring  the  Villain  forth. 

Oth.  I  look  down  towards  his  feat ,  but  that's  a  Fable, 
If  that  thou  beelt  a  Devil,  1  cannop  kill  thee. 

Lod.  Wrench  his  Sword  from  him. 

Jago.  I  bleed,  Sir,  but  not  kilPd. 

Oth.  I  am  not  fori  y  neither,  I'd  have  thee  live : 
For  in  my  fenfe,  'tis  happinefs  to  die. 

Lod,  Oh  t'lou,  Othello,  that  was  once  fo  good, 
Fain  in  the  practice  of  a  curled  Slave, 
What  mail  be  faid  to  thee  ? 

Oth.  Why  any  thing : 
An  honourable  Murderer,  if  you  will : 
For  nought  I  did  hate,  but  all  in  Honour. 

Lod.  This  wretch  hath  part  confeft  his  Villany : 

Did  you  and  he  confent  in  Cafio's  Death  ? Oth.  I. 

Caf.  Dear  General,  I  never  gave  you  caufe, 
Oth.  I  do  believe  it,  and  I  ask  your  pardon : 

Will  you,  I  pray,  demand  that  demy-Devil, 

Why  he  hath  thus  enfnar'd  my  Soul  and  Body, 
Jag.  Demand  me  nothing :  what  you  know,  you  know : 

From  this  time  forth,  I  never  will  fpeak  word. 
Lod.  What  ?  not  to  pray  ? 
Gra.  Torments  will  ope  your  lips. 

Oth.  Well,  thou  do'ft  beft. 
Lod,'  Sir, 

You  (hall  underftand  what  hath  befaln, 
(Which  as  I  think,  you  know  not)  here  is  a  Letter 
Found  in  the  pocket  of  the  flain  Roderigo, 
And  here  another,  the  one  of  them  imports 
The  Death  otCaffw,  to  be  undertook 
By  Roderigo. 

Oth.  O  Villain ! 

Caffio.  Molt  heathenim,  and  molt  grofs. 

Lod.  Now,  here's  another  difcontented  pape* 
Found  in  his  pocket  too :  and  this  it  feems 

Roderigo  meant  t'have  fent  this  damned  Villain : 
But  that  (belike)  Jago  in  the  interim 

Came  in,  and  fatisfi'd  him. 
Oth.  Oh  thou  pernicious  Caitiff-, 

How  came  you  (Cajfw )  by  that  Handkerchief 
That  was  my  Wives  ? 

Caf.  I  found  it  in  my  Chamber : 
And  he  himfelf  confeft  it  but  even  now, 

That  there  he  drqpt  it  for  a  fpecial  purpofe, 
Which  wrought  to  his  defire. 

Oth,  O  Fool,  Fool,  Fool ! 

Caf.  There  is  befides,  in  Roderigo's  Letter, 
How  he  upbraids  Jago,  that  he  made  him 

Brave  me  upon  the  Watch :  whereon  it  came 
That  1  was  caft :  and  even  but  now  he  fpake 
f  After  long  teeming  dead)  Jago  hurt  him, 

Jagoi'tt  him  on. 
Lod.  You  mud  forfake  this  room,  and  go  with  us: 

Your  power,  and  your  command  is  taken  off, 
And  Caffio  rules  in  Cyprm.   For  this  Slave, 
If  there  be  any  cunning  Cruelty, 
That  can  torment  him  much,  and  hold  him  long, 
It  /hall  be  his.  You  mall  clcfe  Prifoner  reft, 
Till  that  the  Nature  of  your  fault  be  known 
To  the  Venetian  S:arc.  Come,  bring  away. 

Oth.  Soft  you  ;  a  wo.d  or  two  before  you  go : 
I  have  done  the  State  fome  P;rvice,  and  tney  know't : No  more  of  that.  1  prav  you  in  your  Letters, 
When  you  fhall  thdl  unlucky  deeds  relate,  , 
Speak  of  me,  as  I  am.  Nothing  extenuate, 
Nor  fet  down  ought  in  malice. 
Then  muft  you  fpeak, 

Of  one  thatlov'd  not  wifely,  but  too  well: 
Of  one,  not  ealily  Jealous,  but  being  wrought, 
Perplexed  in  the  extream  :  Of  one,  whofe  hand 
(Like  the  bafe  Indian)  threw  a  Pearl  away 

Richer  than  all  his  Tribe:  Ofoue,  whofe  fubdu'd  Eyes, Albeit  unufed  to  the  melting  mood, 
Drop  fears  as  faft  as  the  Arabian  Trees 
Their  Medicinable  gum.    Set  you  down  this : 
And  fay  befides,  that  in  Aleppo  once, 
Where  a  malignant,  and  a  Turbond-Turk 

Beat  a  Venetian,  and  tradue'd  the  State, 
I  took  by  th'  throat  the  cirenmcifed  Dog, And  fmote  him,  thus. 

Lod.  Oh  bloudy  period. 

Gra.  All  that  is  fpoke  is  marr'd. 
Oth.  I  kift  thee,  ere  I  kill'd  thee :  No  way  but  this, 

Killing  my  felf,  to  die  upon  a  kifs.  [Vies. 
C*J.  This  did  I  fear,  but  thought  he  had  no  Weapon: 

For  he  was  great  of  heart. 
Lod.  Oh  Spartan  Dog : 

More  fell  than  Anguifh,  Hunger,  or  the  Sea : 
Look  on  the  Tragick  Loading  of  this  Bed  : 
This  is  thy  work  : 
The  Object  poyfons  fight, 
Let  it  be  hid.  Gratiano,  keep  the  Houfe, 
And  feizeupon  the  Fortunes  of  the  Moor, 
For  they  fucceed  on  you.  To  you,  Lord  Governour, 
Remains  the  Cenfure  of  this  hellifh  Villain : 
The  time,  the  place,  the  torture,  ohinforceit. 
My  felf  will  ftraight  aboard,  and  to  the  State, 
This  heavy  Aft,  with  heavy  heart,relate.    •  [Exeunt. 

Mmm  3 THE 
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qA&hs  ̂ Primus.   Scena  **Prima. 

Enter  Demetrius,  and  Philo. 

*'\TA  Y'  but  this  dotaSe  of  our  General 
I^Wl    O'i  e-flows  the  meafure  : 
j_  ̂|   Thofe  his  goodly  Eyes 

That  o're  the  Files  and  Mutters  of  the  War, 
Have  glow'd  like  plated  istfars, 
Now  bend,  now  turn  ■ 
The  Office  and  Devotion  of  their  view 

Upon  a  Tawny  Front.  His  Captains  heart, 
Which  in  the  fcuffles  of  great  rights  hath  bu-rft 
The  Buckles  on  his  breft,  reneges  all  temper, 
And  is  become  the  Bellows  and  the  Fan 

To  cool  a  Gy piles  Lull. 

Enter  Anthony,  and  Cleopatra ,  her  Ladies }  the  Train, 
with  EunHchs  fanning  her. 

Look  where  they  come : 
Take  but  good  note,  and  you  fliall  fee  him 

The  tripple  Pillar  of  the  World  transform'd 
Into  a  Strumpets  Fool.   Behold  and  fee. 

Geo.  If  it  be  Love  indeed,  tell  me  how  much>  ■ 

^Ant.  There's  beggery  in  the  love  that  can  be  reckon'd. 
fleo.  I'll  fet  a  bourn  how  far  to  be  belov'd. 
Ant.  Then  muft  thou  needs  find  out  new  Heaven, 

new  Earth. 

Enter  a  MefTenger. 

Mef.  News  (my  good  Lord,)  from  Rome, 
Ant.  Rate  me,  the  fumm. 
Geo.  Nay  hear  them  Anthony. 

Fiilvia  perchance  is  angry  :  or  who  knows, 
If  the  fcarce-bearded  Cafar  have  not  fent 
His  powerful  Mandate  to  you.  Do  this,  or  this  i 
Take  in  that  Kingdom,  and  infranchife  that : 

Perform't,  or  elfe  we  damn  thee. 
Ant .  How,  my  Love  > 
Qeo.  Perchance?  Nay,  and  molt  like; 

You  muft  not  (lay  here  longer,  your  difmiflion 
Is  come  from  Cafar,  therefore  hear  it  Anthony. 

Where's  Fuhia\  Proccfs  ?  (Ctfars  I  would  fay)  both  ? 
Call  in  the  MelTengers:  as  I  am  Egypt  s  Queen, 
Thou  bJufheft  Anthony,  and  that  bloud  of  thine 
Is  C*fars  Homager :  elfe  fo  thy  Cheeks  pay  fhame, 

When  Ihrill-tongu'd  Fulvia  fcolds.  The  MelTengers. 
Ant .  Let  Rome  in  Tyber  melt,  and  the  wide  Arch 

Of  the  raign'd  Empire  fall :  Here  is  my  fpace, 

Kingdoms  are  Clay :  Our  dungy  Earth  alike 
Feeds  Bealt  as  Man  ;  the  Noblenefs  of  life 
Is  to  do  thus :  when  fuch  a  mutual  pair, 

And  fuch  a  twain  can  do't,  in  which  I  bind, 
On  pain  of  punilhment,  the  World  to  weet 
We  Hand  up  Peerlefs. 

Geo.  Excellent  falfhood : 
Why  did  he  marry  Fulvia,  and  not  love  her? 
I'll  feem  the  Fool  I  am  not.  Anthony  will  be  himfelf. 

Ant .  But  ftirr'd  by  Cleopatra. 
Now  for  the  love  of  love,  and  her  foft  hours, 

Let's  not  confound  the  time  with  Conference  harlh ; 
There's  not  a  minute  of  our  lives  fhould  ltretch 
Without  fome  pleafure  now.  What  fport  to  night  ? 

Qeo.  Hear  the  Ambafladors. 
Ant.  Fie  wrangling  Queen  : 

Whom  every  thing  becomes,  to  chide,  to  laugh, 
To  weep  :  whofe  every  paflion  fully  ftrives 

To  make  it  felf  (in  Thee)  fair,  and  admir'd. 
No  MelTenger  but  thine,  and  all  alone,  to  night 

.We'll  wander  through  the  ftreets,  and  note 
The  qualities  of  people.  Come  my  Que*, 

La  ft  night  you  did  defire  it.  Speak  not  to  us. 
\_£xtmt  wkh  the  Train. 

Dem.  Is  Cafar  with  Anthonim  priz'd  lb  flight? 
Philo.  Sir,  fometimes  when  he  is  not  Anthony, 

He  comes  too  fliort  of  that  great  Property 
Which  (till  fhould  go  with  Anthony. 

Dem.  I  am  full  forry,  that  he  approves  the  common 
Lyar,  who  thus  fpeaks  of  him  it  Rome :  but  I  will  hope 
of  better  deeds  to  morrow.  Reft  you  happy.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Enobarbus,  Lamprius,  a  Soothfayer,  Rannius, 
Lucilliust  Charmian,  Irasx  Mardian,  the 

Eunuch,  WAIexas. 

Char.  L.  Alexas,  fweet  Alexas,  molt  any  thing  Alexas, 

almofi;  molt  abfolute  ts4lexas ,  where's  the  Sooth 
fayer  that  you  prais'd  to  th'  Queen  i  Oh !  that  I  knew 
this  Husband,  which  you  fay,  muft  change  his  Horns with  Garlands. 

*Alex.  Soothfayer. 
Sooth.  Your  will  ? 

Char.  Is  this  the  Man  ?  Is't  you,  Sir,  that  know  things  ? 
Sooth.  In  Natures  infinite  Book  of  Secrecy ,  a  little  I 

can  read. 
Alex.  Shew  him  your  hand. 
Enob.  Bring  in  the  Banquet  quickly  :  Wine  enough, 

Cleopatra's  health  to  drink. 
Char.  Good  Sir,  give  me  good  Fortune. 

Sooth. 
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Sooth.  I  make  not,  but  forefee. 
Char.  Pray  then,  forefee  me  one. 

I    Sooth.  You  (hall  be  yet  far  fairer  than  you  are.' Char.  He  means  in  flefli. 

If  as.  No,  you  mail  paint  when  you  are  old. 
Char.  Wrinkles  forbid. 

A  ex.  Vex  not  his  patience,  be  attentive. 
Char.  Hulh. 

Sooth.  You  ftiall  be  more  beloving,  than  beloved. 
Char.  I  had  rather  heat  my  Liver  with  drinking. 
Alex.  Nay,  hear  him. 
Char.  Good  now,  fome  excellent  Fortune.  Let  me  be 

Married  to  three  Kings  in  a  Forenoon,  and  Widow  them 
all  :  Let  me  have  a  Child  at  fifty,  to  whom  Herod  of  Jewry 
may  do  Homage.  Find  me  to  marry  me  with  Ollavius 
Cecfar,  and  Companion  me  with  my  Miftrefs. 

Sooth.  You  mall  out-live  the  Lady  whom  you  ferve. 
Char.  .  Oh  excellent,  1  love  long  life  better  than  Figs. 
Sooth.  You  have  feen  and  proved  a  fairer  former  For- 

tune, than  that  which  is  to  approach. 
Char.  Then  belike  my  Children  (hall  have  no  names: 

Prithee  how  many  Boyes  and  Wenches  mult  I  have  ? 

Sooth.  If  every  of  your  wilhes  had  a  Womb,  and  fore- 
tel  every  wifh,  a  Million. 

Char.  Out  Fool,  1  forgive  thee  for  a  Witch. 
Alex.  You  think  none  but  your  meets  are  privy  to  your 

willies. 

Char.  Nay  come,  tell  Iras  hers. 
Alex.  We'll  know  all  our  Fortunes. 
Enob.  Mine,  and  moft  of  our  Fortunes  to  night,  lhall 

be  drunk  to  Bed. 

Iras.  There's  a  Palm  prefages  ChafUty,  if  nothing  elfe. 
Char.  E'ne  as  the  o're-flowing  Nylin  prefageth  Fa- 

mine. 

Iras.  Go  you  wild  Bedfellow,  you  cannot  Sooth  fay. 

Char.  Nay,  if  an  oily  Palm  be  not  a  fruitful  Prognofti- 
cation,  I  cannot  fcratch  mine  Ear.  Prithee  tell  her  but  a 
Workyday  Fortune. 

Sooth.  Your  Fortunes  are  alike. 
has.  But  how,  but  how,  give  me  particulars. 
Sooth.  Ihavefaid. 
Iras.  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  Fortune  better  than  fhe  ? 

Char.  Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  Fortune  better 
than  I :  where  would  you  choofe  it  ? 

has.  Not  in  my  Husbands  Nofe. 
Char.  Our  worfer  thoughts  Heavens  mend. 
Alexas.  Come,  his  Fortune,  his  Fortune.  Oh  let  him 

Marry  a  Woman  that  cannot  go,  fweet  Ifis,  I  befeech  thee, 
and  let  her  die  too,  and  give  him  a  worfe,  and  let  worfe 
follow  worfe,  till  the  worft  of  all  follow  him  laughing  to 
his  Grave,  Fifty-fold  a  Cuckold.  Good  lfis,  hear  me  this 

Prayer,  though  thou  deny  me  a  matter  of  more  weight : 

good  Ifis>  I  befeech  thee. 
Char.  Amen,  dear  Goddefs ,  hear  that  Prayer  of  the 

people.  For,  as  it  is  a  heart-breaking  to  fee  ahandfome 
man  Ioofe-wiv'd,  fo  it  is  a  deadly  forrow,  to  behold  a  foul 
Knave  Uncuckold'd  :  therefore,  dear  Ifis,  keep  decorum, 
and  Fortune  him  accordingly. 

Char.  *Amen. 
Alex.  Loe  now,  if  it  lay  in  their  hands  to  make  me  a 

Cuckold ,  they  would  make  themfelves  Whores ,  but 

they'd  do't. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Enob.  Hulh,  Here  comes  Anthony. 
Char.  Not  he,  the  Queen. 
Cleo.  Saw  you  my  Lord  ? 
Snob.  No,Lady. 
Cleo.  Was  he  not  here  ? 
Char.  No,  Madam. 

Cleo.  He  was  difpos'd  to  mirth,  but  on  the  fudden 
A  Roman  thought  had  ftruck  him. 
Enobarbus. 

13
9 

Enob.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Seek  him,and  bring  him  hither:  where's  Alexas? 
Alex.  Here  at  your  fervice. 

My  Lord  approaches. 

Enter  Anthony  with  a  Mefienger. 

Cko.  We  will  not  look  upon  him : 

Go  with  us.  '  {Exeunt. zjfrfejf.  Fiilvia  thy  Wife, 
Firffc  came  into  the  Field. 

Ant.  Againft  my  Brother  Lucius. 
tJMejf.  I,  but  foon  that  War  had  end, 

And  the  times  ftate 

Made  Friends  of  them,  jointing  their  force  'gainft  Ctfar, 
VVhofe  bettes  iflue  in  the  War  of  Italy t 
Upon  the  fir  it  encounter  drave  them. 

Ant.  Well,  what  worft. 
Mejf.  The  nature  of  bad  news  infects  the  Teller. 
Ant.  When  it  concerns  the  Fool  or  Coward :  On. 

Things  that  are  paft,  are  done,  with  me. 'Tis  thus, 
Who  tells  me  true,  though  in  his  Tale  lye  Death, 
I  hear  him  as  he  flatter 'd. 

tJMeff.  Labienus  (this  is  ftifPnews) 
Hath  with  his  Parthian  Force 

Extended  Afia  ••  from  Euphrates  his  conquering 
Banner  fhook,  from  Syria  to  Lydia, 
And  to  Ionia,  whilft  

tAnt.  Anthony  thou  would'ft  fay. 
Mejf.  Oh,  my  Lord. 
Ant.  Speak  to  me  home, 

Mince  not  the  general  tongue,  name 

Cleopatra  as  fhe  is  call'd  in  Rome : 
Rail  thou  in  Fulvia's  phrafe,  and  taunt  thy  faults 
With  fuch  full  Licenfe,  as  both  Truth  and  Malice 
Have  power  to  utter.  Oh  then  we  bring  forth  Weeds, 
When  our  quick  Winds  lye  Hill,  and  our  ills  told  us 
Is  as  our  Ear-ring  are  :  fare  thee  well  a  while. 

Mejf.  At  your  Noble  pleafure.         {Exit  MefTenger. 

Enter  another  Mefienger. 

Ant .  From  Scicion  how  the  news  ?  fpeak  there. 
1  Meff.  The  man  from  Scicion, 

Is  there  fuch  an  one  ? 

2  Mejf.  He  ftayes  upon  you  will. 
Ant .  Let  him  appear : 

Thefe  ftrong  Egyptian  Fetters  I  mull  break, 
Or  Iofe  my  felf  in  dotage. 

Enter  another  MefTenger  with  a  Letter, 

What  are  you? 

3  Mejf.  Fulvia  thy  Wife  is  dead. 
Ant .  Where  died  fhe  ? 

Mejf,  In  Scicion,  her  length  of  ficknefs, 
With  what  elfe  more  ferious, 

Import  to  thee  to  know,  this  bears. 
Ant.  Forbear  me, 

There's  a  great  fpirit  gone,  thus  did  I  defire  it : 
What  our  contempts  do  often  hurl  from  us, 
We  wifh  it  ours  again,  the  prefent  pleafure, 
By  revolution  Iowring,  does  become 

The  oppofite  of  it  felf :  file's  good  being  gone, 
The  hand  could  pluck  her  back,  that  fhov'd  heron. 
I  mult  from  this  Queen  break  off : 
Ten  thoufand  harms,  more  than  the  ills  I  know 

My  idlenefs  doth  hatch. 
Enter  Enobarbus. 

How  now,  Enobarbus. 

Enob.  What's  your  pleafure,  Sir  ? 
Ant.  I  mult  with  haft  from  hence. 

Snob, 
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Em.  Why  then  we  kill  all  our  Women.  We  fee  bow 
moital  an  unkindnefs  is  to  them ,  if  they  fuffer  our  depar- 

ture, death's  the  word. 
Amh.  I  mud  be  gone, 

Eno.  Under  a  compelling  an  occafion,  let  women  die. 
It  were  piety  to  call  them  away  for  nothing,  though  be- 

tween them  and  a  great  caufe,  they  fhould  be  efleemed 
nothing.  Ceepatra  catching  but  the  leaft  noife  of  this, 
dies  inllantly  :  I  have  feen  her,  die  twenty  times  upon  far 
poorer  moment :  1  do  think  there  is  mettle  in  death,which 
commits  fome  loving  aft  upon  her,  (he  hath  fuch  a  celerity 
ia  dying. 

Ant.  She  is  cunning  pafl  mans  thought. 
Eno.  Alack,  Sir,  no,  her  pafiions  are  made  of  nothing 

but  the  fineft  part  of  pure  love.  We  cannot  call  her  winds 
and  waters,  fighs  and  tears  :  they  are  greater  ftorms 
and  Tern  pells  than  Almanacks  can  report.  This  cannot 
be  cunning  in  her :  if  it  be,  (he  makes  a  fhowre  of  Rain  as 
well  as  Jove. 

Ant.  Would  I  had  never  feen  her. 

Eno.  Oh  Sir,  you  had  then  left  unfeen  a  wonderful  piece 
of  work,  which  not  to  have  been  bleft  withal,  would  have 
difcredited  your  Travel. 

Ant.  Ehlvia  is  dead. 
Eno.  Sir/ 
ts4nt.  Fnlvia  is  dead. 
€no.  Fulvia  ? 
Ant,  Dead. 

Eno.  Why  Sir,  give  the  gods  a  thankful  Sacrifice :  when 
it  pleafeth  their  Deities  to  take  the  wife  of  a  man  from 
him,  itfhews  to  man  the  Tailorsof  the  earth  :  comforting 
therein,  that  when  old  Robes  are  worn  out,there  are  mem- 

bers to  make  new.  If  there  were  no  more  women  but  Ful- 
w«,then  had  you  indeed  a  cut,and  the  cafe  to  be  lamented  : 

this  grief  is  crown'd  with  Confolation,  your  old  Smock 
brings  forth  a  new  Petticoat,and  indeed  the  tears  live  in  an 
Onion,  that  fhould  water  this  forrow. 

Ant.  The  bufinefs  (he  hath  broached  in  the  State, 
Cannot  endure  my  abfence. 

Eno.  And  the  bufinefs  yon  have  broach'd  here  cannot  be 
without  you,efpecially  that  cf  Cleopatra  s,  which  wholly 
depends  on  your  aboad. 

Ant.  No  more  like  Anfwers : 
Let  our  Officers 

Have  notice  what  we  propofe.  I  fhall  break 
The  caufe  of  our  Expedience  to  the  Queen, 
And  gee  her  love  to  part.  For  not  alone 
Thedeath  of  tulvia,  with  more  urgent  touches 
Do  flrongly  fpeak  to  us :  but  the  letters  too 
Of  many  our  contriving  friends  in  Rome, 
Petition  us  at  home.  Sextos  Pompeius 
Hath  given  thee  dare  to  Opr,  and  commands 
The  Empire  of  the  Sea.  Our  flippery  people 

Whofe  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  deferver, 
Till  his  defcrts  are  pafl:,  begin  to  throw 
Tompsy  the  great,  asd  all  his  dignities 
Upon  his  Son,  who  high  in  Name  and  Power, 
Higher  than  both  in  bioud  and  life,  Hands  up 
For  the  main  Souldier.    Whofe  quality  going  on, 

The  fides  oth'world  may  danger.  Much  is  breeding, 
Which  like  the  Courfers  hare,  hath  yet  but  life, 
And  not  a  Serpents  poyfon.  Say  ourpleafure, 
To  fuch  whofe  place  is  under  us,  requires 
Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 

Eno.  I  fhall  do'C.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Alexas,  Wlras. 

Clco.  Where  is  he? 
Char.  I  did  nor  fee  bim  fince. 
Cleo.  See  where  he  is, 

Who's  with  him,  what  he  do's : 
I  did  not  lend  you.   If  you  find  him  fad, 
Say  I  am  dancing  :  if  in  mirth,  report 

That  I  am  Hidden  fick.  Quickly,  and  return. 
Cha.  Madam,  methinks  if  you  did  love  him  dearly, 

You  do  not  hold  the  method,  to  enforce 
The  like  from  him. 

Cleo.  What  mould  I  do,  I  do  not  ? 
Char.  In  each  thing  give  him  way,  crofs  him  in  nothing. 
Cleo.  Thou  teacheft  like  a  fool :  the  way  to  lofe  him. 
Char.  Tempt  him  not  fo  too  far.  I  wifh  forbear, 

In  time  we  hate  that  which  we  often  fear. 

Enter  Anthony, 

But  here  comes  Anthony. 
CUo.  I  am  Sick,  andfullen. 
Ant.  I  am  forry  to  give  breathing  to  my  purpofe. 
Cleo.  Help  me  away,  dear  Charmian,  1  mail  fall, 

It  cannot  be  thus  long,  the  fides  of  Nature 
Will  not  fuftain  it. 

Ant.  Now,  my  dereft  Queen. 
Cleo.  Pray  you  Hand  farther  from  me, 
Ant.  What's  the  marter  ? 

Cleo.  I  know  by  that  fame  eye  there's  fome  good  news. What!  faies  the  married  woman  you  may  go  ? 
Would  (he  had  never  given  you  leave  10  come, 

Let  her  not  fay  'cis  I  that  Keep  vou  here, 
I  have  no  power  upon  you :  Hers  you  are. 

Ant.  The  gods  bell  know. 
Cleo.  Oh  never  was  there  Queen 

So  mightily  betrayed  :  yet  at  the  firft 
I  faw  the  treafons  planted. 

lAnt.  Cleopatra. 

Cleo.  Why  fhould  I  think  you  can  be  mine,  and  true 
(  Though  you  fwearing  fhake  the  Throned  gods) 
Who  have  been  falfe  to  Fulvia  ? 

Riotous  madnefs,  - 
To  be  entangled  with  thofe  mouth-made  vows, 
Which  break  themfelves  in  fwearing. 

csfnt.  Moft  fweet  Queen. 

Cleo.  Nay  pray  you  feek  no  colour  for  your  going, 
But  bid  farewel,  and  go  : 
When  you  fued  Haying , 

Then  was  the  time  for  words :  No  going  then, 
Eternity  was  in  our  Lips,  and  Eyes, 
Blifs  in  our  brows  bent :  none  our  parts  fopoor, 
But  was  a  race  of  Heaven.  They  are  fo  Hill, 
Or  thou  the  greateH  Souldier  of  the  world, 
Art  turn'd  the  greater  Lyar. 

Ant.  How  now,  Lady  ? 

CUo.  I  would  I  had  thy  inches,  thou  fhould'ft  know There  were  a  heart  in  Egypt . 
Ant.  Hear  me,  Queen : 

The  Hrong  neceflity  of  time,  commands 
Our  fervices  a  while :  but  my  full  heart 
Remains  in  ufe  with  you.  Our  Italy 

Shines  o're  with  civil  Swords  \  Sextus  Pompttus 
Makes  his  approaches  to  the  Port  of  Rome, 
Equality  of  twoDomefiick  powers, 

Breed  fcrupulous  faftion :  the  hated  grown  to  ftrength  ' 
Are  newly  grown  to  Love  :  the  condemn'd  Tompty, Rich  in  his  Fathers  honour,  creeps  a  pace 
Into  the  hearts  of  fuch,  as  have  not  thrived 
Upon  the  prefent  Hate,  whofe  numbers  threaten, 
And  quietnefs  grown  fick  of  refl,  would  purge 

By  any  defperate  change :  My  more  particular, 
And  that  which  moft  with  you  fhould  fave  my  going, 

Is  Fulvia'' 's  death. 
Cleo.  Though  age  from  folly  could  not  give  me  freedom,  • 

It  does  from  childifhnefs.  Can  Fulvia  die  ? 
Ant.  She's  dead,  my  Queen, 

Look  here,  and  at  thy  Soveraign  leifure  read 
The  Garboyls  fhe  awak'd :  at  the  laft,  beH, 
See  when,  and  where  fhe  died. 

Cleo.  O  moft  falfe  love  / 

Where  be  the  facred  Viols  thou  fhould'H  fill With 
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With  forrowful  water  ?  now!  fee,  I  fee, 

In  Fitlvtas  death,  how  mine  receiv'd  Ihall  be. 
Ant.  Quarrel  no  more,  but  be  prepar'd  to  know 

The  purpofes  I  bear :  which  are,  or  ceafe, 

As  you  (hall  give  th'advice.  By  the  fire 
That  quickens  Nilus  flime,  I  go  from  hence 
Thy  Souidier,  Servant,  making  Peace  or  War, 
As  thou  affecVft. 

CUo.  Cut  my  Lace,  Charmian,  come, 
But  let  it  be,  1  am  quickly  ill,  and  well, 
So  Anthony  loves. 

Ant  My  precious  Queen  forbear. 
And  give  true  evidence  to  his  Love,  which  (lands 
An  honourable  Trial. 

CUo.  So  Fdvia  told  me. 

I  prithee  turn  afide,  and  weep  for  her, 
Then  bid  adieu  to  me,  and  fay  the  tears 
Belong  to  Egypt.  Good  now,  play  one  Scene 
Of  excellent  difTembling,  and  let  it  look 
Like  perfect  honour. 

Ant.  You'll  heat  my  bloud  no  more  ? 
QUo.  You  can  do  better  yet :  but  this  is  meetly. 

■  Ant.  Now  by  my  Sword. 
CUo.  And  Target.  Still  he  mends. 

"But  this  is  not  the  belt.  Look  prithee;  Charmian, How  this  Herculean  Roman  does  become 

The  carriage  of  his  chafe. 
Ant.  Tie  leave  you  Lady. 
CUo.  Courteous  Lord,  one  word : 

Sir,  you  and  I  muft:  part,  but  that's  not  it : 
Sir,  you  and  I  have  lov'd,  but  there's  not  it : 
That  you  know  well,  fomething  it  is  I  would  : 
Oh,  my  oblivion  is  a  very  Anthony. 
And  I  am  all  forgotten. 

Ant.  But  that  your  Royalty 
Holdsldlenefs  your  fubjecl:,  I  fhould  take  you 
For  Idlenefs  it  felf. 

CUo.  Tis  fweating  labour, 
To  bear  fuch  idlenefs  fo  near  the  heart 

As  Cleopatra  this.  But,  Sir,  forgive  me, 
Since  my  becomings  kill  me,  when  they  do  not  < 
Eye  well  to  you.  Your  honour  calls  you  hence. 
Therefore  be  deaf  to  my  unpittied  Folly, 
And  all  the  gods  go  with  you.  Upon  your  Sword 

Sit  Lawrell'd  victory,  and  fmooth  fuccefs 
Be  ftrew'd  before  your  feet. 

Ant.  Let  us  go. 
Come :  Our  feparation  fo  abides  and  flies, 
That  thou  refiding  here,  goeft  yet  with  me, 
And  I  hence  fleeting,  here  remain  with  thee. 
Away.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Octavius  reading  a  Letter,  Lepidus, 
and  their  Train. 

Cdf.  Yon  may  fee  Lepidus,  and  henceforth  know, 
It  is  not  Ctjars  Natural  voice,  to  hate 
One  great  Competitor.  From  Alexandria 
This  is  the  news :  hefifhes,  drinks,  and  waftes 
The  Lamps  of  night  in  revells :  Is  not  more  manlike 
Than  Cleopatra :  nor  the  Queen  of  Ptolomy 

j  More  Womanly  than  he.  Hardly  gave  audience, 
Or  did  vouchfafe  to  think  he  had  Partners,  You 

Shall  find  there  a  man,  who  is  th'abftracl  of  all  faults ; That  all  men  follow. 

Lep.  I  muft  not  think 
There  are  evils  enow  to  darken  all  his  goodnefs, 
His  faults  in  him,  feem  as  the  fpots  of  Heaven, 
More  fiery  by  nights  blacknefs ;  Hereditary, 
Rather  than  purchaft :  what  he  cannot  change, 
Than  what  he  choofes. 

Oef.  You  are  too  indulgent.  Let's  grant  it  is 
Amifs  to  tumble  on  the  bed  of  Ttolomy, 
To  give  a  Kingdom  for  a  Mirth,  to  fit 

And  keep  the  turn  of  Tipling  with  a  Slave,  • 
To  reel  the  ftreets  at  Noon,  and  ftand  the  Buffet 
With  knaves  that  fmell  of  fweat :  Say  this  becomes  him 
(  As  his  compolure  muft  be  rare  indeed, 
Whom  thefe  things  cannot  blemifh  )  yet  muft  Anthony 
No  way  excufe  his  foyls,  when  we  do  bear 

So  great  weight  in  his  Lightncfs.  If  he  fiil'd 
His  vacancy  with  his  Vo'uptuou  fnefs, 
Full  furfeiis.and  the.drinefsof  his  bonf  s, 

Call  on  him  for't.  But  to  confound  fuch  time, 
That  drums  him  from  his  fpo;  t,  and  Ipeaks  as  loud 
As  his  own  State,  and  0111  s,  'ris  ro  he  chid : 
As  we  1  are  Boves,  who  being  mature  in  knowledge, 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  prefent  pleafure, 
And  fo  rebel  to  judgement.  • 

Enter  a  Mcffenger. 

Lep.  Here's  more  news. 
Mif.  Thy  biddings  have  been  done,  and  every  hour 

Moft  Noble  Cajar,  fhalt  thou  have  report 
How  'tis  abroad.  Pompey  is  (trong  at  Sea, 
And  it  appears,  he  is  beiov'd  of  thofe 
That  only  have  fear'd  Cefar :  to  the  ports The  difcontents  repair,  and  mens  reports 

Give  him  much  wrong'd. 
C4>  I  fhould  have  known  no  lefs, 

It  hath  been  taught  us  from  the  primal  ftate, 
That  he  which  is,  was  wifht,  until  he  were  : 
And  the  ebb'd  man, 
Ne're  lov'd  till  ne're  worth  love, 

Comes  fear'd,  by  being  Iack'd.  This  common  body Like  to  a  Vagabond  Flag  upon  the  ftrcam, 
Goes  to,  and  back,  lacking  the  varying  tyde 
To  rot  it  felf  with  motion. 

Mef.  C<efar>  I  bring  thee  word, 
Mcnecr  ate  sand  Aden  as,  famous  Pyrates, 
Make  the  Sea  ferve  them,  which  they  t  ar  and  wound 
With  knells  of  every  kind.  Many  hot  inrodes 
They  make  in  Italy.,  the  borders  Maritime 

Lack  bloud  to  think  on't,  and  flefh  youth  to  revolt, 
No  Veffel  can  peep  forth,  but  'tis  as  foon 
Taken  as  feen :  for  Tompeyes  name  flakes  more 
Than  could  his  War  related. 

Ctefar.  Anthony. 

Leave  thy  lafcivious  Vafials.    V Vhen  thou  once 

Wert  beaten  from  Medena,  where  thouflew'it 
Hirtius  and  /Wfc  Con  fills,  at  thy  heel 

Did  famine  follow,  whom  thou  fought'ftagainft, 
(  Though  daintily  brought  up  )  with  patience  more 
Than  Savages  could  fuller.  Thou  didft  drink 
The  Hale  of  horfes,  and  the  gilded  Puddle 
Which  Beafts  would  cough  at.  Thy  pallat  then  did  dain 
The  rougheft  Berry  on  the  rudefi  Hedge. 
Yea,  like  the  Stag,  when  Snow  the  Pafture  fhec  ts, 

The  barks  of  trees  thou  browfed'ft.  On  the  Alps, 
It  is  reported  thou  did'ft  eat  ftrange  flefh, 
Which  fome  did  die  to  look  on:  and  all  this 
(  It  wounds  thine  honour  that  I  fpeak  it  now  ) 
Was  born  fo  like  a  Souldiers,  that  thy  cheek 
So  much  as  I  lank'd  not. 

Lep.  'Tispitty  of  hira. 
Caj.  Let  his  fhames  quickly 

Drive  him  to  Rome,  'tis  time  we  twain 
Did  fhew  our  felves  ith'Field,  and  to  that  end 
Afftmble  we  immediatly  councel,  Pompey 
Thrives  in  our  Idlenefs. 

Lep.  To  morrow,  Ge/ir, 

I  fhall  be  furnifh'd  to  inform  you  rightly 
Both  what  by  Sea  and  Land  I  can  be  able 
To  front  this  prefent  time.  (  wel. 

C*/.  Till  which  encounter,  it  is  mybufirftfs  too  Fare- 
Lep.  Farewel  my  Lord,  what  you  fhall  know  mean  time 

Of  ftirs  abroad,  I  fhall befeech  you,  Sir, 
To 
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T/o  let  me  be  partaker. 
Caf.  Doubt  not,fir,  I  knew  it  for  my  bond.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Mardian, 

Cleo.  Charmian.  , 
Char.  Madam. 

C'lco.  Ha,  ha,  give  me  to  drink  \SWandr  agora*. Char.  Why, Madam  ? 
Clco.  That  1  might  fleep  out  this  great  gap  of  time  : 

My  Anthony  is  away. 
Char.  You  tl.ink  of  him  too  much. 

Cleo.  O  'tis  treafon. 
Char.  Madam,  I  trull  not  fo. 
Cleo.  Thou,  Eunuch  <Jlfardian? 

Mar.  What's  your  highnefs  pleafure  ? 
Ceo.  Not  now  to  hear  thee  ling.  1  take  no  pleafure 

In  ought  an  Eunuch  has :  'Tis  well  forthee, 
That  being  unfeminaried,  thy  freer  thoughts 
May  not  fly  forth  of  Egypt  y  Haft  thou  Auctions  ? 
Mar.  Yes,  gracious  Madam. 
Cleo.  Indeed  > 
Mar.  Not  in  deed,Madam,  for  I  can  do  nothing 

But  what  indeed  is  boneft  to  be  done:  , 
Yet  have  I  fierce  Affections,  and  think 
What  Venut  did  with  tJMars. 

Cleo.  On  £harmian ) 

Where  think'ft  thou  he  is  now  ?  Stands,  or  fits  he  ? Or  does  he  walk  ?  Or  is  he  on  his  horfe  ? 

Oh  happy  horfe  to  bear  the  weight  of  Anthony  ! 

Do  bravely,  horfe,  for  wot'ft  thou  whom  thou  mov'ft, 
The  demy  Atlas  of  this  Earth,  the  Arme 

And  Biugonet  of  man.  He's  fpeaking  now. 
Oi  mu.  muring,  where's  my  Serpent  of  old  Nile, 
(  Fo-  fo  he  call's  me : )  Now  I  feed  my  felf 
W  itn  molt  uelicious  poyfon.  Think  on  me 
Thar  am  with  Phoebus  amorous  pinches  black, 
And  wrinkled  deep  in  time.  Broad-fronted  C4Ar-> 
When  thou  waft  here  above  the  ground,  I  was 
A  model  of  a  Monarch ;  and  great  Pompey 
Wouid  ftard  and  make  his  eyes  grow  in  my  brow, 
Tnere  would  he  anchor  his  afpecl,  and  die 
With  looking  on  his  life. 

Enter  Alexas  from  Cxfal. 

Alex.  Soveraignof  Egypt,  hail. 
Cleo.  How  much  art  thou  like  Mark  Anthony  ? 

Yet  coming  from  him,  that  great  Med'cinehath 
With  his  Tindt  gilded  thee. 
How  goes  it  with  my  brave  <JMark„  Anthony? 

A  ex.  Laft  thing  he  did  (  dear  Queen) 
He  kift  the  laft  of  many  doubled  kifies, 
This  Orient  Pearl.  His  fpeech  flicks  in  my  heart. 

Cho.  Mine  ear  muft  pluck  it  thence. 
Alex.  Good  friend,  quoth  he ; 

Say  the  firm  Roman  to  great  Egypt  fends 
This  treafure  of  an  Oyfter  :  at  whofe  foot 
To  mend  the  petty  prcfent,  I  will  piece 
Her  opulent  Throne,  with  Kingdoms.  All  the  Eaft, 
(Say  thou)  fhall  call  her  Miftris.  So  he  nodded, 
And  foberly  did  mount  an  Arme-gaunt  Steed, 

Who  neigh'd  fo  high,  that  what  I  would  have  fpoke, 
Was  beaftly  dumb  by  him. 

Cleo.  What  was  he  fad  or  merry  ? 

Ale.  Like  to  tne  timeoth'year,  between  the  extreams 
Of  hot  and  cold,  he  was  not  fad  nor  merry. 

Cleo.  Oh  well  divided  difpofition  :  Note  him  : 

Note  him  good  Charmian,  'tis  the  man ;  but  note  him. 
He  was  not  fad,  for  he  would  fhine  on  thofe 
That  make  their  looks  by  his.  He  was  not  merry, 

Which  feem'd  to  tell  them,  his  remembrance  lay 
In  Egypt  with  his  joy,  but  between  both. 

Oh  heavenly  mingle  ?  Be'ft  thou  fad,  or  merry, 

The  violence  of  either  thee  becomes,  '  j 
So  do's  it  no  man  elfe.  Mct'ft  thou  my  Polls  ? 

Alex.  I,  Madam,  twenty  fcveral  Meflengers, 
Why  do  you  fend  fo  thick  ? 

Cleo.  Who's  born  that  day,  when  I  forget  to  fend  to 
Anthony,  fhall  die  a  Begger.  Ink  and  paper ,  Charmian. 
VVelcom  my  good  Alexas.  Did  I,  Charmian,  ever  love Cafar  fo? 

Char.  Oh  that  brave  Cajar. 

Cleo.  Be  choak'd  with  fuch  another  Emphafis, 
Say  the  brave  Anthony. 

Char.  The  valiant  Ctfar. 

Cleo.  By  I/is,  I  will  give  thee  bloudy  teeth, 
If  thou  with  C*far  Paragon  again 

My  man  of  men. 
Char.  By  your  moft  gracious  pardon, 

I  Sing  but  after  you. 
Cleo.  My  Sallad  dayes, 

When  I  was  green  in  judgement,  cold  in  bloud, 
To  fay,  as  1  laid  then.  But  come,  away, 
Get  me  Ink  and  Paper, 

He  fhall  have  every  day  feveral  greetings,  or  Tie  unpeople  j 
^%P'«  [Exeunt.  \ 

Enter  Pompey,  Menecrates,  and  Menasw 
Warlike  manner. 

Tom.  If  the  great  gods  be  juft,  they  fhall  affift 
The  deeds  of  jufteft  men. 

Mene.  Know  worthy  Pow/>ey,that  which  they  do  delay, 
they  not  deny. 

Tom.  While  we  are  fuitors  to  their  Throne,decayes  the 
thing  we  fue  for. 

Mene.  We,  ignorant  of  our  felves, 
Beg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wife  Powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good  :  fo  find  we  profit 
By  lofing  of  our  Prayers. 

Pom.  I  fhall  do  well : 

The  People  love  me,  and  the  Sea  is  mine ; 
My  powers  are  Crefcent,  and  my  Auguring  hope 

Says  it  will  come  to  th'full.  tJWark^  Anthony 
In  ̂ Algypt  fits  at  dinner,  and  will  make 
No  wars  without  doors.  Ctfar  gets  mony  where 
He  lofes  hearts :  Lepidus  flatters  both, 

Of  both  is  flatter'd  :  but  he  neither  loves, 
Nor  either  cares  .for  him. 

Mene.  Cajar  and  Lepidus  are  in  the  field, 
A  mighty  ftrength  they  carry. 

Pom.  Where  have  you  this  ?  'Tis  falfe. Mene.  From  Stfcia,  Sir. 

Pom.  He  dreams :  I  know  they  are  in  Rome  together 
Looking  for  Anthony but  all  the  charms  of  Love, 
Salt  Cleopatra  foften  thy  wand  lip, 
Let  withcraft  join  with  beauty :  Luft  with  both, 
Tie  up  the  Libertine  in  a  field  of  Feafb, 
Keep  his  Brain  fuming.  Epicurean  Cooks, 
Sharpen  with  cloylefs  fawce  his  Appetite. 
That  fleep  and  feeding  may  prorogue  his  Honour, 
Even  'till  a  Lethied  dulnefs  

Enter  Varrius. 

How  now  Varrius? 

Var.  This  is  moft  certain,  that  I  fhall  deliver : 
Mark^  Anthony  is  every  hour  in  Rome 

Expected.  Since  he  went  from  v-^gypt,  'tis 

A  fpace  for  farther  travel.  * Pom.  I  could  have  given  lefs  matter 
A  better  ear.  Menas,  I  did  not  think 

This  amorous  Snrfeiter  would  have  donn'd  his  Helm 
For  fuch  a  petty  War :  His  Souldierfhip 
Is  twice  the  other  twain :  But  Jet  us  rear 

The  higher  our  Opinion,  that  our  ftirring 
Can  from  the  lap  of  <JEg)pt\  Widow  pluck 
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The  near  Luff-wearied  Anthony. 
<JMem.  1  cannot  hope, 

Ctfar  and  Anthony  lhall  well  greet  together : 

His  Wife  that's  dead,  did  trefpaffes  to  Cifaf, 
His  Brother  wa:'.'  upon  him,  although  1  think 
Nor  mcv'd  by  Anthony. 

Pom.  I  know  not,  <sJMenai, 
How  ftrflFer  Enmities  may  give  way  to  greater. 

Were't  noi.  that  we  ftand  up  againft  them  all : 
Twere  p;egnant  they  fhould  fquare  between  themfelves, 
For  they  have  entertained  caule  enough 
To  draw  their  Swords  •  but  how  the  fear  of  us 
May  Cement  their  divifions,  and  bind  up 
The  petcy  difference,  we  yet  not  know : 

Be't  as  our  gods  will  have't  \  it  only  ftands 
Our  lives  upon,  toufeour  ftrongeft  hands : 
Come,  tJWenas.  \Exeunt. 

Enter  Enobarbus  and  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Good  Enohdrbniy  'tis  a  worthy  deed, 
And  fhatl  become  you  well,  to  intreat  your  Captain 
To  fofc  and  genrle  fpeech. 

Snob.  I  fhall  intreat  him 
To  anfwer  like  himfelf :  if  Cafar  move  him, 

Let  Anthony  look  over  Cafar's  head, 
And  fpeak  as  loud  as  CMars.  By  Jupiter, 

Were  I  the  wearer  of  Anthonio's  Beard, 
I  would  not  fhave't  to  day. 

Up.  'Tis  not  a  time  for  private  ftomaching." Enob.  Every  time  ferves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  born 
in't. 

Lep.  But  fmall  to  greater  matters  muftgive  way. 
Enob.  Not  if  the  fmall  comefirffc. 

Lep.  Your  fpeech  is  paffion :  but  pray  you  ftir 
No  Embersju.p.  Here  comes  the  Noble  ̂ Anthony. 

Enter  Anthony  and  Ventidius. 

Enob.  And  yonder  £afar. 

Enter  C«far,  Mecasnas,  and  tsfgrippa. 

Ant.  If  wecompofe  well  here,  to  Parthia. 
Hark,  Ventidius. 

Caf.  I  do  not  know,  Mecanas,  ask  Agrippa. 
Lep.  Noble  Friends, 

That  which  combin'd  us  was  molt  great,  and  let  not 
A  leaner  action  rend  us.  What's  amifs, 
May  it  be  gently  heard.  When  we  debate 
Our  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 
Murther  in  healing  wounds.  Then  noble  Partners, 
The  rather,  for  I  earnefily  befeech, 
Touch  you  the  fowreft  points  with  fweeteft  terms, 

Nor  curftnefs  grow  to  th'matter. 
Ant.  'Tis  fpoken  well: 

Were  we  before  our  Armies  and  to  fight, 
I  fhould  do  thus.  [Flourifh. 

C'af,  Welcom  to  Rome. Ant.  Thank  you. 
Caf.  Sit. 
Ant.  Sit ,  Sir. 

Caf.  Nay  then. 
Ant.  I  learn  you  take  things  ill,which  are  not  fo  : 

Or  being ,  concern  you  not. 
Caf.  1  muft  be  laught  at,  if,  or  for  nothing,  or  a  little, 

Should  fay  my  felf  offended,  and  with  you 

Chiefly  i'th'world.  More  laught  at,  that  I  fhould 
Once  name  you  derogately  :  when  to  found  your  name 

It  not  concern'd  me. 

Ant.  My  being  in  <s£gypt ,  Cafar,  what  was't  to  you  ? Caf.  No  more  than  my  refiding  here  at  Rome 
Might  be  to  you  in  tAlgypt ;  yet  if  you  there 
Did  pradtife  on  my  ftate,  your  being  in  v£gypt 

Might  be  my  queftion. 

Ant.  How  intend  yon,  praftis'd  ? 
Caf.  You  may  Ife  plcas'd  to  catch  at  mine  intent, By.  what  did  here  befal  mc.  Your  Wife  and  Brother 

Made  wars  upon  me,  and  their  contestation 
Was  Theam  for  you,  you  were  the  woi  d  of  war. 

Ant.  You  do  mi!ra*e  your  buimtfs,  my  brother  never 
Did  urge  me  in  his  ACt :  1  did  inquire  it, 
And  have  my  faming  fiotn  fotat  true  reports 
That  drew  their  Sworus  witu  you.  Did  he  not  rather 
Difcredit  my  Authority  with  yours, 
And  make  the  wars  alike  ag<*init  my  Stomach, 
Having  alike  your  caufe  ?  Of  this,  my  Letters 
Before  did  fatisfie  you.  If  you  patch  a  quarrel : 
As  matter  whole  you  have  to  take  it  with, 
It  muft;  not  be  with  this. 

Caf.  You  praife  your  felf,  by  laying  defects  of  judge- 
ment to  me :  but  you  patch  up  your  excufes. 

zyint.  Not  fo ,  not  fo : 

I  know  you  could  not  lack,  I  am  certain  on't, 
Very  necefflty  of  this  thonght,  that  I 

Your  partner  in  the  caufe 'gainft  which  he  fought, 
Could  not  with  graecful  eyes  attend  thofe  Wars 
Which  fronted  mine  own  peace.  As  for  my  wife, 
I  would  you  had  her  Spirit,  in  fuch  another, 

The  third  ot'h  world  is  yours,  which  with  a  Snaffle, 
You  may  pace  eafie,  but  not  fuch  a  wife. 

Enob.  Would  we  had  all  fuch  wives,  that  the  men  might 
goto  wars  with  the  women. 

Ant.  Somuchuncurbable,  her  Garboiles  (Cafir) 
Made  out  of  her  impatience :  which  not  wanted 
Shrewdnefsof  policy  too:  I  grieving  grant, 
Did  you  too  muchdifquiet,  for  that  yeu  muft, 
But  fay  I  could  not  help  it. 

Caf.  I  wrote  to  you,  when  rioting  in  Alexandria  you 
Did  pocket  up  my  Letters :  and  with  taunts 
Did  beg  my  Miffive  out  of  audience. 

Ant.  Sir,  he  fell  upon  me,  ere  admitted,  then : 
Three  Kings  I  had  newly  feafted,  and  did  want 

Of  what  I  was  i'th'morning :  but  next  day 
I  told  him  of  my  felf,  which  was  as  much 
As  to  have  askt  him  pardon.  Let  this  Fellow 
Be  nothing  of  our  ftrife  :  if  we  contend 
Out  of  our  queftion  wipe  him. 

Caf.  You  have  broken  the  Article  of  your  Oath,  which 
you  fhall  never  have  tongue  to  charge  me  with. 

Lep,  Soft,  Cafar. 
Ant.  No,  Lepidns,  let  him  fpeak, 

The  Honour  is  Sacred  which  he  talks  on  now, 
Suppofing  that  I  lacktit  :  buton,C>/^, 
The  Article  of  my  Oath. 

Caf.  To  lend  me  Arms,  and  aid  when  I  requir'd  them, 
The  which  you  both  denied. 

<±Ant.  Neglected  rather. 
And  then  when  poyfoned  hours  had  bound  me  up 
From  mine  own  knowledge,  as  nearly  as  I  may, 

l'le  play  the  penitent  to  yon.  But  mine  honefty, 
Shall  not  make  poor  my  greatnefs,  nor  my  power 
Work  without  it.  Truth  is,  that  Fulvia^ 
To  have  me  out  of  eAi^ypt,  made  Wars  here, 
For  which  my  felf,  the  ignorant  motive,  do 
So  far  ask  pardon,  as  befits  mine  Honour 
To  ftoop  in  fuch  a  cafe. 

Lep.  'Tis  nobly  fpoken. 
Meca.  If  it  might  pleafe  you,  to  enforce  no  further 

The  griefs  between  ye :  to  forget  them  quite. 
Were  to  remember,  that  the  prefent  need, 
Speaks  to  atone  you. 

Lep.  Worthily  fpoken,  aJMecanm. 
Eno.  Or  if  you  borrow  one  anothers  love  for  the  inftanr, 

you  may  when  you  hear  no  more  words  of  Pompey  return 
it  again  :  you  fhall  have  time  to  wrangle  in,  when  you 
have  nothing  elfe  to  do. 

Ant.  Thou  art  a  Souldierj  only  fpeak  no  more* 
Enob. 
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Er,o'j.ir.  That  truth  fiiould  be  filent ,  I  had  almoft  for- 

got. Antb.  You  wrong  this  prefence ,  therefore  fpeak  no 
more. 

Enob.  Go  to  then  :  your  Confiderate  ftone. 

C'af'tr.  I  do  not  much  diihke  the  matter,  but 
The  m  i Doer  of  his  fpeech  :  foi 't  cannot  be, 
vVc  (hali  remain  in  frien  ifhip,  our  conditions 
So  riiffei  ing  in  their  acts.  Yet  if  I  knew, 
Wh.  t  Hoop  mould  hold  us  [launch  from  edge  to  edge 

Ath'  world,  I  would  purfue  it. 
Agri.  Give  me  leave,  Cafar. 
G'.f  Speak,  Agrippa. 

Agri,  Thau  hall  a  Sifter  by  thy  Mother's  fide,  admir'd 
OZlavia  ?  Grcac  M.trk^  Anthony  is  now  a  Widower. 

Caf.  Say  not,  fay  lAgrtppa  -,  if  Cleopatra  heard  you,  your 
proof  were  well  defer  ved  of  ralhnefs. 

Ant.  I  am  not  married,  Cafar :  let  me  hear  aAgrippa 
further  fp^ak. 

A./i.  To  hold  you  in  perpetual  amitie, 
To  make  you  Brothers,  and  to  knit  your  hearts 
With  an  unflipping  knot,  take  ̂ Anthony 
OUaiia  to  his  wife :  whofe beauty  claims 
No  worfe  a  1  usband  than  the  beftof  men: 

Wnofe  vi  tue,  and  whofe  general  graces  fpeak 
That  which  none  die  can  utter.  By  this  marriage, 
All  1  ttle  Jeaioufie>  which  now  feem  great, 
And  all  great  fears,  which  now  import  their  dangers, 
Would  th.-n  be  nothing.  Truths  would  be  tales, 
Where  now  half  tales  be  truths  :  her  love  to  both 
Would  ejch  to  other,  and  all  loves  to  both 
Draw  after  her.  Pardon  what  I  have  fpoke, 

For  'tis  a  fludied,  not  a  prefent  thought, 
By  duty  iu.tiinar.ed. 

Antb.  Will  Cafar  fpeak  ? 

Caf.  Not 'till  he  hears  how  Anthony  is  toucht 
With  what  isfpoken  already. 
Antb.  What  power  is  in  Agrippa, 

If  1  would  fay  Agrippa,  be  it  lb, 
To  make  this  good  ( 

Caf.  The  power  of  Cafar, 
And  his  power  unto  Ottavia. 

Antb.  May  I  never 
(  To  this  good  purpofe,  that  fo  fairly  fliews ) 
Dream  of  impediment :  let  me  have  thy  hand 
Further  this  act  of  grace :  and  from  this  hour, 
The  heart  of  Brothers  govern  in  our  Loves, 
And  fway  our  great  Defigns. 

Caf.  Tnere's  my  hand  : 
A  Sifter:  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  Brother 
Did  ever  love  fo  dearly.  Let  her  Jive 
To  join  our  Kingdoms,  and  our  hearts,  and  never 
Fly  off  our  Loves  again. 

Lep.  Happily,  Amen. 
Ant.  I  did  not  think  to  draw  my  Sword  againft  Tompey, 

For  he  hath  ftrange  courtefies,  and  great 
Of  late  upon  me.  1  mufl  thank  him  oniy, 
Left  my  remembrance  fuffer  ill  report : 
At  heel  of  that  defie  him. 

Lepi.  Time  calls  upon's, 
Of  us  muft  Pompey  prefently  be  fought, 
Or  elfe  he  feeks  out  us. 

Antb.  Where  lies  he  ? 

faf.  About  the  Mount-Mefena. 
Antb.  What  is  his  ltrength  by  land  ? 
Caf.  Great,  and  increafing : 

But  by  Sea  he  is  an  abfolute  Matter. 
Amb.  So  is  the  Frame, 

Would  we  had  fpoke  together.  Halle  we  for  it, 

Yet  e're  we  put  our  felves  in  Arms,  difpatch  we The  bufinefs  we  have  talkt  of. 

Caf.  With  moft  gladnefs. 
And  do  invite  you  to  my  Sifters  view, 

Whither  ftraight  1'le  Jead  you. 

Ant.  Let  us,  Lepidus,  not  lack  your  company. 
Lep.  Noble  Anthony ,  not  ficknefs  Ihould  detain  me. 

{Exeunt  omnes. 

Manent  Enobarbus,  Agrippa,  Mecasnas. 

Mec.  Welcom  from  tAtgypt,  Sir. 
Sno.  Half  the  heart  of  Cafar,  worthy  Mecanas.  My  ho- nourable Friend  Agrippa. 

Agri.  Good  Enobarbus. 
Meca.  We  have  caufe  to  be  glad,that  matters  are  fo  well 

digefted  :  you  ftay'd  well  by't  in  <ts£gypt. 
Snob.  I  Sir,  we  did  fleep  day  out  of  countenance,  and 

made  the  night  light  with  drinking.  - 
M»ca .  Eight  wild-Boars  roafted  whole  at  a  breakfaft : 

and  but  twelve  perfons  tnere.  Is  this  true  ? 

'Enob.  This  was  but  as  a  Fly  by  an  Eagle  :  we  had  much more  monftrous  matter  of  Feaft,  which  worthily  deferved noting. 

Mecanas.  She's  a  moft  triumphant  Lady,  if  report  be 
fquare  to  her. 

Enob.  When  fhe  firft  met  Mark  Anthony,  fhe  purs'd  up 
his  heart  upon  the  river  of  Cydnus. 

Agrtp.  There  fhe  appear'd  indeed :  or  my  reporter  de- vis'd  well  for  her. 
Enob.  I  will  tell  you, 

The  Barge  fhe  fat  in,  like  a  burnilht  Throne 
Burnt  on  the  water ;  the  Poop  was  beaten  Gold, 
Purple  the  Sails :  and  fo  perfumed,  that 
The  Winds  were  Love-lick. 
With  them  the  Oars  were  Silver, 
Which  to  the  tune  of  Flutes  kept  ftroke,  and  made 
The  water  which  they  beat,  to  follow  fafter : 
As  amorous  of  her  ftrokes.  For  her  own  perfon, 

It  beggar'd  all  defcription,  fhe  did  lye 
In  her  Pavillion,  cloth  of  Gold,  of  Tiffue, 

O're- picturing  that  Venus,  where  we  fee 
The  fancie  out- work  nature.  On  each  fide  her 
Stood  pretty  Dimpled  Boyes,  like  fmi ling  Cupids, 

With  divers-colour'd  Fans,  whofe  wind  did  feem 
To  glove  the  delicate  cheeks  which  they  did  cool, 
And  what  they  undid  did. 

Agrip.  Oh  rare  for  Anthony. 
Eno.  Her  Gentlewomen,  like  the  Nereides, 

So  many  Mere-maids  tended  her  i'th'eyes, 
And  made  their  bends  adornings.  At  the  Helm, 

A  feeming  Mere-maid  fleers :  the  Silken  Tackles 
Swell  with  the  touches  of  thofe  Flower-fofc  hands, 
That  yearly  frame  the  office.  From  the  Barge 
A  ftrange  invifible  perfume  hits  the  fenfe 
Of  the  adjacent  Wharfs.  The  City  call 
Her  people  out  upon  her :  and  Anthony 
Enthron'd  i'th'  Market  place,  did  fit  alone, 
Whittling  to  th'air  :  which  but  for  vacancy, 
Had  gone  to  gaze  on  Cleopatra  too, 
And  made  a  gap  in  Nature. 

Agrip.  Rare  Egyptian. 
Eno.  Upon  her  landing,  Anthony  fentto  her, 

Invited  her  to  Supper :  fhe  replyed, 
It  Ihould  be  better,  he  became  her  gueft : 

Which Ihe entreated-, our  Courteous  Anthony, 
Whom  nere  the  word  of  no  woman  heard  fpeak, 

Being  barber'd  ten  times  o're,  goes  to  the  Feaft : 
And  for  his  ordinary,  payes  his  heart, 
For  what  his  eyes  eat  only. 

tAgrip.  Royal  wench : 
She  made  great  Cafar  lay  his  Sword  to  bed, 
He  ploughed  her,  and  Ihe  cropt. 

Eno.  I  faw  her  once 

Hop  forty  Paces  through  the  publick  ftreet, 
And  having  loft  her  breath,  fhe  fpoke,  and  panted, 
That  fhe  did  make  defect,  perfection, 
And  breathlefs  power  breathe  forth. 

Meca.  Now  Anthony  muft  leave  her  utterly 

Eno. 
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Em.  Never,  he  will  not: 
Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  cuftom  Ileal 
Her  infinite  variety  :  other  women  cloy 
The  appetites  they  feed,  but  Ihe  makes  hungry, 
Where  mod  fhe  fatisfies.  For  vileft  things 
Become  the  mfe  Ives  in  her,  that  the  holy  Priefts 
Blefs  her,  when  Ihe  is  Riggifh. 

Meed.  If  Beauty,  Wirdom,  Modefty,  can  fettle  . 
The  heart  of  Anthony:  Ottavias 
A  bleffed  Lottery  to  him. 

Agrip.  Let  us  go.  Good  Enobarbust  make  your  felf  my 
gueft,  whiFft  you  abide  here. 

Eno.  Humbly,  Sir,  I  thank  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Anthony,  Casfar,  Oftavia  between  them. 

Antb.  The  world,  and  my  great  office,  will 
Sometimes  divide  me  from  your  bofom. 

Oft <t.  All  which  time,before  the  gods  my  knee  Ihall  bow 
my  prayers  to  them  for  you. 

Antb.  Good  night  Sir.  My  Otlavia, 

Read  not  my  blemiihes  in  the  world's  report : 
1  have  not  kept  my  fquare,  but  that  to  come 

Shail  all  be  done  by  th'  Rule  :  good  night,  dear  Lady. 
OEta.  Good  night,  Sir. 
Ctfar.  Good  night.  [Exit. 

Enter  Soothfayer. 

Ant .  Now  firrah  :  do  you  wifh  your  felf  in  ̂ALgypt  ? 
Sooth.  Would  I  had  never  come  from  thence,  nor  you 

thither. 

Ant .  If  you  can,  your  reafon  ? 
Sooth.  I  fee  it  in  my  motion :  have  it  not  in  my  tongue, 

But  yet  hie  you  to  i&gypt  again. 
Antho.  Say  to  me ,  whofe  Fortune  fhall  rife  higher, 

Ctfar's  or  mine? 
Swf^Cf/rfr's.Therefore  (oh  Anthony)  ftay  not  by  his  fide. 

Thy  Damon  (that's  thy  Spirit  which  keeps  thee)  is 
Noble,  Couragious,  high,  unmatchable, 

Where  Cafar's  is  not.  But  near  him  thy  Angel 
Becomes  a  fear :  as  being  o're-powr'd,  and  therefore 
Make  fpace  enough  between  you. 

Anth.  Speak  this  no  more. 
Sooth.  To  none  but  thee  no  more,  but  when  to  thee, 

If  thou  dolt  play  with  him  at  any  game, 
Thou  art  fure  to  lofe :  And  of  that  Natural  luck 

He  beats  thee  'gainft  the  odds.  Thy  Lufter  thickens, 
When  he  fhines  by :  I  fay  again,  thy  Spirit 
Is  all  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  him  : 
But  he  alway  is  noble. 

Anth.  Get  thee  gone : 
Say  to  Ventidius  I  would  fpeak  with  him.  [Sxit. 
He  fhall  to  Parthia,  be  it  art  or  hap, 
He  hath  fpoken  true.   The  very  Dice  obey  him, 
And  in  our  fports  my  better  cunning  faints, 
Under  his  chance,  if  we  draw  lots,  he  fpecds, 
His  Cocks  do  win  the  Battel,  ftill  of  mine, 
When  it  is  all  to  naught :  and  his  Quailes  ever 

Beat  mine  (in  hoopt)  at  odd's.  I  will  to  ̂ £gypt : 
And  though  I  make  this  marriage  for  my  peace, 

Pth'Eaftmy  pleafure  lies.  Oh  come,  Ventidius. 

Enter  Ventidius. 

You  muft  to  Parthia,  your  Commiffion's  ready  : 
Follow  me  and  receiv't.^  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lepidus,  Mecsnas,  and  Agf  ippa. 

Lepidus.  Trouble  your  felf  no  farther :  pt ay  you  haften 
your  Generals  after. 

Agr.  Sir,  tJMark  Anthony  will  e'en  but  kifs  Otldviatand 
we'll  follow. 

Ltp.  'Till  I  fhall  fee  you  in  your  Souldier's  drefs, 
Which  will  become  you  both ,  Farewel. 

Mecm.  We  fhall,  as  I  conceive  the  Journey,  be  at  the 
Mount  before  you  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Yonr  way  is  fhorter,  my  purpofes  do  draw  me 

much  about,  you'll  win  two  dayes  upon  me. 
"Both.  Sir,  good  fuccefs. 
Lep.  Farewel.  \_Exeunt. 

E/iter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras  and  Alexas. 

Cleo.  Give  me  fome  Mufick  :  Mufick,  moody  food  of 
us  that  trade  in  love. 

Omnes.  The  Mufick,  hoa. 

Enter  Mardian  the  Eunuch. 

Cleo.  Let  it  alone,  let's  to  Billiards :  come  Charmian". 
Char.  My  arm  is  fore,  beft  play  with  <JMardian. 

Cleo.  As  well  a  woman  with  an  Enunch  play'd,  as  with 
a  woman.  Come,  you'll  play  with  me,  Sir  ? 

Mardi.  As  well  as  I  can,  Madam. 
Cleo.  And  when  good  will  is  fhewed, . 

Though't  come  too  fhort, 

The  Actor  may  plead  pardon.  1'le  none  now, 
Give  me  mine  Angle,  we'll  to  the'River,there 
My  Mufick  playing  far  off,  I  will  betray 
Tawny-fine  fifties,  my  bended  hook  fhall  pierce 
Their  flimie  jaws :  and,  as  I  draw  them  up, 
Fie  think  them  every  one  an  Anthony, 

And  fay,ah,  ha   y'are  caught. 
Char.  'Twas merry  when  you  wager 'd  on  your  Angling, 

when  your  diver  did  hang  a  fait  filh  on  his  hook,  which  he 
with  fervencie  drew  up. 

Cleo.  That  time  ?  Oh  times  i 

I  laught  him  out  of  patience,  and  that  night 
I  laught  him  into  patience,  and  next  morn, 
E're  the  ninth  hour  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed : 

Then  put  my  Tires  and  Mantles  on  him,  whil'ft 
1  wore  his  Sword  Philippan.  Oh  from  Italic. 

Enter  a  Meflenger. 

Ramm  thou  thy  fruitful  tidings  in  mine  ears, 
That  long  time  have  been  barren. 

Mef  Madam,  Madam. 
Cleo.  Anthony's  dead, 

If  thou  fay  fo,  Villain,  thou  kil'ft  thy  Miftrefs : 
But  well  and  free,  if  thou  fo  yield  him. 
There  is  Gold,  and  here 
My  bleweft  veins  to  kifs :  a  hand  that  Kings 
Have  lipt,  and  trembled  kiffing. 

Mef.  Firft,  Madam,  he  is  well. 

Cleo.  Why  there's  more  Gold. 
But,  Sirrah,  mark,  we  ufe 
To  fay,  the  dead  are  well :  bring  me  to  that, 
The  Gold  I  give,  will  I  melt  and  pour 
Down  thy  ill-uttering  throat. 

Mef.  Good  Madam,  hear  me, 
Cleo.  WelJ,go  to,  I  will : 

But  there's  no  goodnefs  in  thy  face,  if  Anthony Be  free  and  healthful    fo  tart  a  favour 

To  trumpet  fuch  good  tidings.  If  not  well, 

Thou  fhould'ffc  come  like  a  Fury  crown'd  with  Snakes, Not  like  a  formal  man. 

Mef.  Wilt  pleafe  you  hear  me  ? 

Cleo.  I  have  amind  to  ftrike  thee  e're  thou  fpeak'ft  j 
Yet  if  thou  fay,  Anthony  lives,  'tis  well, 
Or  friends  with  Cefar,  or  not  Captain  to  him, 
Fie  fee  thee  in  a  fhowre  of  Gold,  and  hail 
Rich  Pearls  upon  thee. 

<JMe\.  Madam,  he's  well. Cleo.  Well  faid. 

%Jl>lef.  And  Friends  with  C4*r- 
N  n  n  Cleo. 
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CUo.  Th'art  an  honcft  man. 
Mef  Ctftr,  and  he,  arc  greater  Friends  than  ever. 
CUo.  Mark  Lhee  a  Fortune  from  me. 

Mef  But  yer,  Madam. 
Geo.  1  do  not  like  but  yet,  it  dors  allay 

The  good  precedence,  fie  upon  but  yet, 
But  yer  is  as  a  Jay  lor  to  bring  forth 
Some  monftrous  Malefactor.  Prithee,  Friend, 
Pour  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear, 

The  good  and  bad  together :  he's  friends  with  Gefar, 
In  date  of  health  thou  fay'ft,  and  thou  fayeft,  free. 

Mef.  Free,  Madam  !  no:  I,made  no  fuch  fport, 
He's  bound  unto  Ottawa. 

CUo.  For  what  good  turn  ? 

Mef.  For  the  beft  turn  i'th'  bed. 
CUo.  I  am  pale,  Charmian. 

Afef.  Madam,  he's  married  to  OElavia. 
CUo.  The  molt  infectious  Peftiknce  upon  thee. 

\_Stnkes  him  down. 
Mef.  Good  Madam,  patience. 
Geo.  What  fay  you  ?  {Strips  him. 

Hence  horrible  Villain,  or  I'le  fpurn  thine  eyes 
Like  balls  before  me .-  Tie  unhair  thy  head  : 

[She,  hales  him  up  and  down, 

Thou  fhalt  be  whipt  with  Wyer,  and  ftew'd  in  brine, 
Smarting  in  lingring  pickle., 

Mef.  Gracious  Madam, 
I,  that  do  bring  the  news,  made  not  the  match. 

CUo.  Say  'tis  not  fo,  a  Province  I  will  give  thee, 
And  make  thy  Fortunes  proud :  the  blow  thou  had'ft 
Shall  make  thy  peace,  for  moving  me  to  rage, 
And  I  will  boot  thee  with  what  gift  befide  f 
Thy  modeftycan  beg. 

Mef  He's  married,  Madam.  , 
CUo.  Rogue,  thou  haft  liv'd  too  long.     [Draw  a  knife. 
Mef.  Nay  then  I'le  run:  \ 

What  mean  you,  Madam,  I  have  made  no  fault.  {Exit. 
Char.  Good  Madam,  keep  your  felf  within  your  felf, 

The  man  is  innocent. 

CUo.  Some  Innocents  fcape  not  the  thunderbolt : 
Melt  <^£gypt  into  Nile;  and  kindled  creatures 
Turn  all  to  Serpents.  Call  the  flavc  again, 
Though  I  am  mad,  I  will  not  bite  him  :  Call. 

Char.  He  is  afeard  to  come, 

CUo.  I  will  not  hurt  him, 
Thefe  hands  do  lack  Nobility,  that  they  ftrike 
A  meaner  than  my  felf :  fince  I  my  felf 
Have  given  my  felf  the  caufe.  Come  hither,  Sir. 

Enter  the  MelTenger  again. 

Though  it  be  honed,  it  is  never  good 
To  bring  bad  news :  give  to  a  gracious  Meffage 
An  hoft  of  tongues,  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Themfelves  when  they  be  felt. 

Mef.  I  have  done  my  duty. 
Geo.  Is  he  married  > 

I  cannot  hate  thee  worfer  than  I  do, 
If  thou  again  fay  yes. 

Mef.  He's  married,  Madam. 
Geo.  The  gods  confound  thee, 

Doll:  thou  hold  there  ftill? 

Mef.  Should  I  lye,  Madam? 

CUo.  Oh,  would  thou  did'ft : 
So  half  my  v£gypt  were  fubmerg'd  and  made 
A  Ciftern  for  lea  I'd  Snakes.  Go  get  thee  hence, 
Had'ft  thou  Narciffm  in  thy  face,  to  me 
Thou  would'ft  appear  moft  ugly    He  is  married  ? 

Mef.  I  crave  your  highnefs  pardon. 
CUo.  He  is  married  ? 

Mef.  Take  no  offence,  that  I  would  not  offend  you  ; 
To  punifh  me  for  what  you  make  me  do, 

Seems  much  unequal :  he's  married  to  Ottavia. 
CUo.  Oh  that  his  fault  fhould  make  a  knave  of  thee, 

That  art  not  what  thou  art  fure  of.  Get  thee  hence 
The  Merchandifes- which  thou  haft  brought  from  Rome, 
Are  all  too  dear  for  me : 

Lie  they  upon  thy  hand,  and  be  undone  by'em. 
Goar.  Good  your  Highnefs  patience. 

CUo.  In  ̂aiCiag  Anthony,  1  have  difprais'd  Cxfar. Char.  Many  times,  Madam. 

CUo.  Lam  paid  for't  now  :  lead  me  from  hence, 
I  faint,  oh  Iras,  charmian :  'tis  no  matter. 
Go  to  the  fellow,  good  AUxai,  bid  him 
Report  the  feature  of  Ottavia,  her  years, 
Her  inclination,  let  him  not  leave  out 
The  colour  of  her  hair.  Bring  me  word  quickly. 
Let  him  for  ever  go,  let  him  not,  Charmian, 
F  lougn  he  be  paint;  d  one  way  like  a  Gorgon, 
Toe  other  way's  a  Mars.  Bid  you  Alexat 
'Jring  me  word, how  tall  file  is:  pity  me,  Charmian, 
iut  do  not  fpeak  to  me.  Lead  me  to  my  Chamber. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Pompy,  at  one  door  with  Drum  and  Trumpet :  at  an- 

other C«far,Lepidus,  Anthony,  Enobarbus,  Mecsenas 
Agrippa,  Menas  with  Souldiers  marching. 

Pom.  Your  Hoftages  I  have,  fo  have  you  mine  .* 
And  we  fhall  talk  before  we  fight. 

Caf  Moft  meet  that  firft  we  come  to  words, 
And  therefore  have  we 

Our  written  purpofes  before  ns  fent, 
Which  if  thou  haftconfidered,  let  us  know, 
f  it  will  tie  up  thy  difcontented  Sword 

And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tall  youth, 
That  elfe  muft  perifh  here. 

Pem.  To  you  all  three, 
The  Senators  alone  of  this  great  world, 
Chief  Factors  for  the  gods.  I  do  not  know, 
Wherefore  my  Father  fhould  revengers  want, 
Having  a  Son  and  Friends,  fince  Juliui  C<efar, 
Who  at  Philippt  the  good  Brutm  ghofted, 

There  faw  you  labouring  for  me.  What  was't 
That  rhov'd  pale  Cafliw  to  confpire  ?  And  what 
Made  the  all-honour'd,  honeft  Roman  Brutm, 
With  the  arm'd  reft,Courtiers  of  beauteous  freedom, 
To  drench  the  Capitol,  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  man  but  a  man,  and  that  is  it 

Hath  made  me  rigge  my  Navie.  At  whofe  burthen, 

The  anger'd  Ocean  foams,  with  which  I  meant 
To  fcourge  th'ingratitude,  that  defpightful  Rome Caff,  on  my  Noble  Father. 

C<efar.  Take  your  time. 
Ant.  Thou  canft  not  fear  us,  Tompey,  with  thy  fails, 

We'll  fpeak  with  thee  at  Sea.  At  land  thou  know'fi: 
How  much  we  do  o're- count  thee. 

Pom.  At  Land  indeed 

Thou  doft  o're-count  me  of  my  father's  houfe. 
But  fince  the  Cuckoo  builds  not  for  himfelf, 

Remain  in'c  as  thou  may'ft. 
Lepi.  Be  pleas'd  to  tell  us, 

(  For  this  is  frome  the  prefent  now  you  talk  ) 
The  offers  we  have  fent  you. 

Gefar.  There's  the  point. 
Ant.  Which  do  not  be  intreated  to, 

But  weigh  what  it  is  worth  embrae'd. 

C&f.  And  what  may  follow  to  try  a  larger  Fortune.' Pom.  You  have  made  me  offer 

Of  Sicily,  Sardinia :  and  I  muft 
Rid  all  the  Sea  of  Pirats  :  then,  to  fend 

Meafures  of  Wheat  to  Rome :  this  'greed  upon, 
To  part  with  unhackt  edges,  and  bear  back 
Our  targets  undinted. 

Omnes.  That's  our  offer. 
Pom.  Know  then  I  came  before  you  here, 

A  man  prepar'd To  take  this  offer.  But,  Mark.  Anthony,  • 

Put 
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Put  me  to  fome  impatience :  though  1  Jofe 
The  praife  of  it  by  telling.  You  muit  know 
When  Ctfar  and  yout  Brother  were  at  blowes, 
Your  Mother  came  to  Sicily^&nd  did  find 
Her  weicom  friendly. 

Ant.  1  have  heard  it,  Pompey^ 
And  am  well  ftudied  for  a  liberal  thanks, 
Which  I  do  owe  you. 

Pom.  Let  me  have  your  hand  : 
I  did  not  think,  Sir,  to  have  met  you  here. 

Ant.  The  beds  i'th'Eaft  are  foft,  and  thanks  to  you, 
That  call'd  me  timelier  than  my  purpofe  hither : 
For  I  have  gaind  by't. 

C4-  Since  I  faw  you  laft,  there's  a  change  upon  you. 
Pom.  Well,  I  know  not, 

What  counts  hard  Fortune  calls  upon  my  face, 
But  in  my  bofom.  Ihe  /hall  never  come, 
To  make  my  heart  a  vaflal. 

Left.  Well  met  here. 
Pom.  1  hope  fo,  Lepidus,  thus  we  are  agreed 

I  crave  our  compofition  my  be  written 

And  feal'd  between  us. 

Ctf.  That's  the  next  to  do. 
Pom.  We'll  feafl:  each  other,  e're  we  part,  and  let's 

Draw  lots  who  (hall  begin. 
Anth.  That  will  I,  Pompey. 
Pompey.  No,Anthony,  take  the  lot :  but  firft  or  laft,  your 

fine  sAlgyptian  cookery  (hall  have  the  fame,  I  have  heard 
that  Julms  Gefar  grew  fat  with  feafting  there. 

Ant.  You  have  heard  much. 

Tom.  I  have  fair  meaning,  Sir. 
Ant .  And  fair  words  to  them. 
Pom.  Then  fo  much  have  I  heard. 

And  I  have  heard  Apollodorus  carried  
Eno.  No  more  of  that:  hedidfo. 

Pom.  What,  I  pray  you  ? 
Eno.  A  certain  Queen  toG^rin  a  Materice. 

Pom.  I  know  thee  now,  how  far'ft  thou,Souldier  ? 
Eno.  Well,  and  well  am  like  to  do,  for  I  perceive 

Four  Feafts  are  toward. 

Tom.  Let  me  (hake  thy  hand, 
I  never  hated  thee :  1  have  feen  thee  fight, 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 

Eno.  Sir,  I  never  lov'd  you  much,  but  I  ha'prais'd  ye, 
When  you  have  well  deferv'd  ten  times  as  much, 
As  I  have  faid  you  did. 

Pom.  Injoy  thy  plainnefs, 
It  nothing  ill  becomes  thee  : 
A-board  my  Gaily,  I  invite  you  all. 
Will  you  lead,  Lords  ? 

All.  Shew's  the  way,  Sir. 
Pom.  Come.  {exeunt.  Manent  Enob.  e>  Menas. 

Men.  Thy  Father,  Pompey,  would  ne're  have  made 
Treaty,  You,  and  I  have  known,  Sir. 

Eno.  At  Sea,  I  think. 
Men.  We  have,  Sir. 
Eno.  You  have  done  well  by  Water. 
Men.  And  you  by  Land. 
Eno.  I  will  praife  any  man  that  will  praife  me,  though 

it  cannot  be  denied  what  I  have  done  by  Land. 
Men.  Nor  what  1  have  done  by  water. 
Eno.  Yes,  fomething  you  can  deny  for  your  own  fafety : 

you  have  been  a  good  Thief  by  Sea. 
Men.  And  you  by  Land. 
Eno.  There  I  deny  my  Land  fervice:  but  give  me  your 

hand,  *j%fenas,\(  your  eyes  had  authority,herethey  might 
have  two  Thieves  killing. 

<Jtfen.  All  mens  faces  are  true,  whatfot're  their  hands 
are. 

Enob.  But  there  is  ne're  a  fair  Woman,  ha's  a  true Face. 

Men.  No  (lander,  they  fteal  hearts. 
Eno.  We  came  hither  to  fight  with  you. 

Men.  For  my  part,  I  am  forry  it  is  turn'd  to  a  drinking. 
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Pompey  doth  this  day  laugh  away  his  Fortune. 

Sno.  If  he  do,  fure  be  cannot  weep't  back  again. 
Men.  Y'have  faid,  Sir,  we  look'd  not  for  Mark.  Anthony 

here, pray  you,  is  he  married  to  Cleopatra? 
Eno.  Ctfar  '$  Sifter  is  call'd  Ottavia. 
Men.  True,  Sir,  (he  was  the  wife  of  Cams  Marcellus. 
Eno.  But  now  (he  is  the  wife  of  eJMarcus  Anthomus. 
Men.  Pray  ye,  Sir. 
Eno.  'Tis  true. 

Men.  Then  is  Ctfar  and  he  forever  knit  together, 
Eno.  If  I  were  bound  to  Divine  of  this  unity,  I  would 

not  Prophefie  fo. 

<JMen.  1  think  the  policy  of  that  purpofe,  made  more  in 
the  Marriage  than  the  Love  of  the  parties. 

Eno.  I  think  fo  too.  But  you  (hall  find  the  band  that 
feems  to  tie  their  friendfhip  together ,  will  be  the  very 
Urangerof  their  Amide:  Ottavia  is  of  a  holy,  cold,  and (till  converfation. 

Men.  Who  would  not  have  his  wife  fo? 
Eno.  Not  he  that  himfeif  is  not  fo :  which  is  tJfrfark. 

Anthony;  he  will  to  his  lALgypuan  di(h  again:  then  (hall 
the  fighs  of  Oclavia  blow  the  fire  up  in  Cafar,  and  (  as  I 
faid  before)  that  which  is  the  ftrength  of  their  Amity, 
(hall  prove  the  immediate  Author  of  their  variance.  An 
thonyv/ill  ufe  his  affection  where  it  is.  He  narried  but  his 
occafion  here. 

Men.  And  thus  it  may  be.  Come,  Sir,will  you  a-  board  ? 
I  have  a  health  for  you. 

Eno.  I  (hall  take  it,  Sir :  we  have  us'd  our  Throats in  <tALgypt. 

Men.  Come,  let's  away.  [Exeunt. 

Muftck  playes. 
Enter  two  or  three  Servants  with  a  Banquet. 

n  Here they*Jl be ,  man:  fome  o'their  Plants  are  ill 
rooted  already  ,  the  lead  wind  i'th'world  will  blow  them down. 

2.  Lepidus  is  high-colour'd. 
1.  They  have  made  him  drink  Alms  drink. 
2.  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the  difpofition  he  cries 

out,  no  more  ,  reconciles  them  to  his  entreaty,  and  him- 
feif to  th'drink. 

1.  But  it  raifes  the  greater  war  between  him  and  his 
difcretion. 

2.  Why  this  it  is  to  have  a  name  in  great  men's  Fellow- 
fhip I  had  as  lieve  have  a  Reed  that  will  do  me  no  fer- 

vice, as  a  Partizan  I  could  not  heave. 

i.  To  be  call'd  into  a  huge  Sphere,  and  not  to  be  feen 
to  move  in't,  are  the  holes  where  eyes  (hould  be,  which 
pitifully  difafter  the  cheeks. 

A  Sonnet  founded. 
Enter  Ca?far,Anthony,  Pompey,  Lepidus,  Agrippa,  Me- 

casnas,  Enobarbus,  Menas,  with  other  Captains. 

Ant.  Thus  do  they,  Sir:  they  take  the  flow  o'th'Nile 
By  certain  fcale,  i'th'Pyramid  :  they  know 
By  th'height,  thelownefs,  or  the  mean  :  If  dearth 
Or  Foizon  follow.  The  higher  Ntlus  fwells, 
The  more  it  promifes  as  it  ebbs,  the  Seedfman 
Upon  the  (lime  and  Ooze  fcatters  his  grain, 
And  (hortly  comes  to  Harveft. 

Lep.  Y'have  ftrange  Serpents  there  ? 
Ant.  I  ,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  Serpent  of  *AZgypty  is  bred  now  of  your  mud 
by  the  operation  of  the  Sun :  fo  is  your  Crocodile. 

Ant.  They  are  fo. 

Pom.  Sir,  and  fome  Wine :  A  health  to  Lepidus. 
Lep.  I  am  not  fo  well  as  I  (hould  be : 

But  Tie  ne're  out. 

Eno.  Not  'till  you  have  flept :  I  fear  me  you'll  be  in 
'till  then. 

Lep.  Nay  certainly,  I  have  heard  the  Ttolemie's  Py- N  n  n  2  ramifis 
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ramilis  are  very  goodly  things :  without  contradiction  1 1 
have  heard  that. 

Men.  Pompey,  a  word. 

Tom.  Say  in  mine  ear,  what  is't  ? 
Men.  Forfake  thy  feat,  I  do  befeech  thee,  Captain, 

And  hear  me  fpeak  a  word. 

Tom.  For  me 'till  anon.    .  [Whisfer  in  s  Ear . 
This  Wine  for  Lepidus. 

Lep.  What  manner  o'thing  is  your  Crocodile  ? 
<sint.  It  is  ftiap'd,  fir,  likeitfelf,  and  it  is  as  broad  as 

it  hath  breadth  ;  It  is  jufl;  fo  high  as  it  is,  and  moves  with 

it's  own  organs.  It  lives  by  that  which  nourifheth  it,  and 
Che  Elements  once  out  of  it,  it  tranfmigrates. 

Lep.  What  colour  is  it  of ! 

Ant.  Of  it's  own  colour  too, 
Lep.  'Tis  a  ftrange  Serpent. 
Ant.  'Tis  fo,  and  the  tears  of  it  are  wet. 
Cef.  Will  this  defcription  fatisfie  him  ? 
Ant.  With  the  Health  that  Pompey  gives  him,  elfe  he  is 

a  very  Epicure. 
Pom.  Go  hang,  Sir,  hang:  tell  me  of  that  ?  Away: 

Do  as  I  bid  you.   Where's  the  Cup  1  call'd  for  ? 
tJMen.  If  for  the  fake  of  Merit  thou  wilt  hear  me, 

tife  from  the  ftoo!. 

Pom.  I  think  th'art  mad  :  the  matter  ? 
Men.  I  have  ever  held  my  cap  off  to  thy  Fortunes. 
Pom.  Thou  haft  ferv'd  me  with  much  faith :  what's 

elfe  to  fay?  Be  jolly,  Lords. 

tAnth.  Thefe  Qmck-fands,  Lepidus. 
Keep  ofTthem,  for  you  fink. 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  Lord  of  all  the  world  ? 
Tom.  What  faift  thou  ? 
Men.  Wilt  thou  be  Lord  of  the  whole  world  ? 

That's  twice. 
Pom.  How  fiiould  that  be? 

Men.  But  entertain  it,  and  though  thou  think  me  poor, 
I  am  the  man  will  give  thee  all  the  world. 

Tom.  Haft  thou  drunk  well  ? 

Men.  Ho,  Pompey j  I  have  kept  me  from  the  cup, 
That  if  thou  darft  be,  the  earthly  Jove : 

What  e're  the  Ocean  pales,  or  skie  inclippes, 
Is  thine,  if  thou  wilt  ha't. 

Pom.  Shew  me  which  way. 

Men.  Thefe  three  world-lharers,  thefe  Competitors 
Are  in  thy  veflel.  Let  me  cut  the  Cable. 
And  when  we  are  put  off,  fall  to  their  throats : 
All  there  is  thine. 

Pom.  Ah,  this  thou  fhould'fthave  done, 
And  not  have  fpoken  on'c.  In  me  'tis  villanie, 
In  thee,  't  had  been  good  fervice :  thou  mult  know, 
'Tis  not  my  profic  that  does  lead  mine  Honour : 
Mine  Honour  is,  Repent  that  e're  thy  tongue, 
Hath  fo  betrai'd  thine  acl.  Being  done  unknown, 
1  Ihould  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done : 
But  muft  condemn  it  now  :  defift,  and  drink. 

Men,  For  this  I'le  never  follow 
Thy  pall'd  Fortunes  more  \ 
Who  feeks  and  will  not  take,  when  once  'tis  offer'd, Shall  never  find  it  more. 

Pom.  This  health  to  Lepidus. 
Ant.  Bear  him  a-fhoar, 

i'ie  pledge  it  for  him,  Pompey. 
Eno.  Here's  to  thee,  *JMo>..v, 
Men.  Exobarbhs,  welcoill. 

Pom.  Fill  'till  the  cup  be  hid. 
Eno.  There's  a  ftrange  Fellow,  Mtnas. 
Men.  Why? 

Eno.  A  bears  the  third  part  of  the  world,  man :  feeft 
not? 

Men.  The  third  part,  then  he  is  drunk would  it  were 
all,  that  it  might  go  on  wheely. 

Eno.  Drink  thou,  encreafe  the  Reels. 
Men.  Come. 

Pom.  This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  Feaft. 

Ant.  Itripeus  towards  it :  ftrike  the  VefTels  hoa.  • 
Here's  to  Ca far. 

Cafar.  I  could  well  forbear't,it's  monttrous  labour  when 
I  warn  my  brain,  and  it  grows  fouler. 

Ant.  Be  a  Child  o'th'time. 
Cafar.  PolTefs  it,  I'le  make  anfwer  :  but  I  had  rather 

faft  from  all,  four  dayes,  than  drink  fo  much  in  one. 
£no.  Ha,  my  brave  Emperour,  fhall  we  dance  now  the 

Egyptian  Bacchanals,  and  celebrate  our  drink  ? 
Pom.  Let's  ha't,  good  Souldier. 

Ant.  Come,  let's  all  take  hands, 
'Till  that  the  conquering  Wine  hath  fteept  our  fenfe, In  loft  and  delicate  Lethe. 

Eno.  All  .take  hands : 
Make  battery  to  our  ears  with  the  loud  Mufick, 

The  while,  I'le  place  you,  then  the  Boy  fhall  ling. 
The  holding  every  man  mail  beat  as  loud, 
As  his  ftrong  fides  can  volly. 

Mufick^Playes.  Enobarbus  places  them  hand  in  hand. The  Song. 

Come  thou  Monarch  of  the  Fsne> 
Plumpie  Bacchus  with  pmkjeyne  : 

In  thy  Fattes  our  cares  be  drown'd  : 
With  thy  Grapes  our  hairs  he  crown' d. 

Cup  us  'till  the  world go  round, 
Cup  us '/»//  the  world  go  round. 

Caf.  What  would  you  more  ? 

Pompey,  good  night.  Good  Brother 
Let  me  requeft  you  of  our  graver  bulineft 

Frowns  at  this  levity.  Gentle  Lords,  let's  part, 
You  fee  we  have  burnt  our  cheek.  Strong  Enobarbe 
Is  weaker  than  the  wind,  and  mine  own  tongue 
Splits  what  it  fpeaks :  the  wild  difguife  hath  almoft 
Antickt  usall.  What  needs  more  words  ?  good  night. 
Good  Anthony,  your  hand. 

Pom.  He  try  you  on  the  (hoar. 

Am.  And  mall,  Sir,  give's  your  hand. 
Pom.  Oh,  Anthony,  you  have  my  Fathers  houfe. 

But  what,  we  are  Friends  ? 
Come  down  into  the  Boat. 

Eno.  Take  heed  you  fall  not,  Menu  ;  He  cot  on  fhoar, 
No,  to  my  Cabin :  thefe  Drumms, 
Thefe  Trumpets,  Flutes :  what, 
Let  Neptune  hear,  we  bid  aloud  farewel 

To  thefe  great  Fellows.  Sound  and  be  hang'd,  found  out. 
{Sound  a  Flcurijh  with  Drumms. 

Eno.  Hoo  faies  a,  there's  my  Cap. 
Men.  Hoa,  Noble  Captain,  come.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Ventidius  as  it  were  in  a  triumph,  the  dead  body 

of  Pacorus  born  before  htm. 

Fen.  Now  darting  Tarthia  art  thou  ftruck,  and  now 

Pleas'd  Fortune  does  of  Marcus  Crajfus  death 
Make  me  revenger.  Bear  the  King's  Son's  body, 
Before  our  Army,  thy  Pacorus  (hades, 
Payes  this  for  i^farcus  Crajfus. 

Roman.  Noble  Ventidius, 

Whilft  yet  with  Parthian  bloud  thy  Sword  is  warm, 
The  Fugitive  Tarthians  follow.  Spurn  through  Media, 
Mefapotamia,  and  the  (helters,  whither 
The  routed  flie.  So  thy  grand  Captain  Anthony 
Shall  fet  thee  on  triumphant  Chariots,  and 
Put  Garlands  on  thy  head, 

Ven.  Oh  Silius,  Stlius, 

I  have  done  enough.  A  lower  place,  note  well 
May  make  too  great  an  acT.  For  learn  this,  Silim, 
Better  to  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed 

Acquire  too  high  a  Fame,  when  him  we  ferve'saway. 
Cafar  and  Anthony  have  ever  won 
More  in  their  officer,than  perfon.  Sojfius, 

One 
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One  of  my  place  in  Syria,  his  Lieutenant, 
For  quick  accumulation  of  renown, 

Which  atchiev'd  by  th'minute,  loft  his  favour. 
Who  does  i'th' Wars  more  than  his  Captain  can, 
Becomes  his  Captain's  Captain  :  and  Ambition 
(  The  Souldier's  virtue  )  rather  makes  choice  of  Iofs 
Than  gain,  which  darkens  him. 
I  could  do  more  to  do  Anthonim  good, 

But  'twould  offend  him.  And  in  his  offence, 
Shouli  my  performance  perifh. 

Rom.  Tnou  halt,  Venttdim,  that,  without  the  which  a 
Souldier  and  his  Sword  grants  fcarce  diftinftion :  thou 
wilt  write  to  Anthony. 

Ven.  Tie  humbly  fignifie  what  in  his  name, 
That  magical  word  of  War  we  have  effected, 

How  with  his  Banner?,  and  bis  well  pai'd  ranks, 
The  ne're-yet  beaten  Horfe  of  Parthia, 
We  have  jaded  outo'th'Field. Roitt.  Where  is  he  now  ? 

Fen.  He  purpofeth  to  Athens,  whither  with  what  haft 

The  weight  we  muft  convey  with's,  will  permit : 
We^fhall  appear  before  him.  On  there,  pafs  along. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Agi  ippa  at  one  door,  Enobarbus  at  another. 

Agri.  What  are  the  Broths  rs  parted  > 
Eno.  They  have  difpatcht  with  Pompey,  he  is  gone, 

The  other  three  are  Sealing.  OElavia  weeps 
To  part  from  l^ome :  Gefar  is  fad,  and  Lepidus 
Since  Pomptys  feaft,  as  Menas  fayes,  is  troubled 
With  the  Green-ficknefs. 

Agri.  'Tis  a  Noble  Lepidus. 
Eno.  A  very  fine  one  :  oh,  how  he  loves  Cafar^ 
Agri.  Nay  but  how  dearly  he  adores  Mark  Anthony. 

Eno.  Ctfar  ?  why  he's  the  Jupiter  of  men. 
Ant.  What's  Anthony,  the  god  of  Jupiter  ? 
Eno.  Speak  you  of  Cxfar  ?  Oh  ?  the  non-pareil  ? 
Agri.  Oh  Anthony,  oh  thou  Arabian  Bird  ! 
Eno.  Would  you  praife  fifar,  fay  Cafar,  go  no  further. 
Agri.  Indeed  he  plied  them  both  with  excellent  praifes. 
Eno.  But  he  loves  C*far  beft,  yet  he  loves  Anthony  : 

Ho,  Hearts,  Tongues,  Figure, 
Scribes,  Bards,  Poets,  cannot 

Think,  ("peak,  call,  write,  fing,  number:  ho, His  love  to  Anthony.  But  as  for  Ce/^r, 
Knee!  down,  kneel  down,  and  wonder. 

Agri.  Both  he  loves. 
Eno.  They  are  his  Shards,  and  he  their  Beetle,  fo : 

This  is  to  Horfe  :  Adieu,  Noble  Agrippa. 
Agri.  Good  Fortune  worthy  Souldier,  andfarewel. 

Enter  Csfar,  Anthony,  Lepidus,  and  Oftavia. 

Antho.  No  farther,  Sir. 
C<efar.  You  take  from  me  a  great  part  of  my  felf : 

life  me  well  in't.  Sifter,  prove  fuch  a  wife 
As  my  thoughts  make  thee,  and  as  my  fartheft  Band 
Shall  pafs  on  thy  approof :  moft  noble  Anthony^ 
L?t  not  the  piece  of  Virtue  which  is  fet 
Betwixt  us,  as  the  Cement  of  our  love 
To  keep  it  builded,  be  the  Ram  to  batter 
The  Fortune  of  it :  for  better  might  we 

Have  lov'd  without  this  mean,  if  on  both  parts This  be  not  cherifht. 

Ant.  Make  me  not  offended  in  your  diftruft. 
C&f.  I  have  faid. 
Ant.  You  fhall  not  find. 

Though  you  be  therein  curious,  the  leaft  caufe 
For  what  you  feem  to  fear,  fo  the  gods  keep  you, 
And  make  the  hearts  of  Romans  ferve  your  ends  : 
We  will  here  part. 

Cef.  Farewel,  my  deareft  Sifter,  fare  thee  well, 
The  Elements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 

Thy  Spirits  all  of  comfort :  fare  thee  well. 
Otta.  My  Noble  Brother. 
tAnt.  The  sAprWs  in  her  eye?,  it  is  loves  fpring, 

And  thefe  the  mowers  to  bring  it  on :  be  chearful. 

OEla.  Sir,  look  well  to  my  Husband's  Houfe :  and  
Ctfar.  What  OEtavia. 
OEla.  Tie  tell  you  in  your  ear. 

Ant.  Her  tongue  will  not  obey  her  heart,  nor  can 
Her  heart  inform  her  tongue. 
The  Swan's  doun  feather 
That  ftands  upon  the  Swell  at  full  of  tide  : 
And  neither  way  inclines. 

£no.  Will  Cafar  weep? 

Agri.  He  ha's  a  cloud  in's  face. 
Eno.  He  were  the  worfe  for  that  were  he  a  Horfe,  fo  is 

he  being  a  man. 

Agri.  Why  Enobarbus*' When  Anthony  found  Julius  Ctfar  dead, 
He  cryed  almoft  to  roaring :  And  he  wept, 
When  at  Thilippi  he  found  Brutus  flain. 

Eno.  That  year  indeed,  he  was  troubled  with  a  rheum, 

What  willingly  he  did  confound,  he  wail'd, Believ't  'till  I  weep  too. 
Caf.  No,  fweet  Ottavia, 

You  /hall  hear  from  me  ftill :  the  time  fhall  not 

Out-go  my  thinking  on  you. 
Ant.  Come  Sir,  come, 

Pie  wreftle  with  you  in  my  ftrength  of  love : 
Look  here  I  have  you :  thus  I  Jet  you  go, 
And  give  you  to  the  gods. 

C<tf.  Adieu,  be  happy. 

Lep.  Let  all  the  number  of  the  Stars  give  Light 
To  thy  fair  way. 

C*J.  Farewel,  Farewel.  Z.K'Jfes  Octavia. 
Ant.  Farewel.  Trumpets  found.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 

Cleo.  Where  is  the  Fellow  ? 
Alex.  Half  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo.  Go  to,  go  to  :  Come  hither,  Sir. 

Enter  the  MefTenger  a*  before. 

Alex.  Good  Majeftie,  Herod  of  Jewry  fare  not  look  up- 

on you,  but  when  you  are  well  pleas'd. 
Cleo.  That  Herod's  head,  l'le  have :  but  how  ?  When 

Anthony  is  gone,  through  whom  I  might  command  it : 
Come  thou  near. 

Mef.  Moft  gracious  Majefty. 
Cleo.  Did'ft  thou  behold  Qttavia  ? 
Mef.  I,  dread  Queen. 
Cleo.  Where? 

Mef.  Madam,  in  Rome,  Ilooktherintheface:  andfaw 
her  led  between  her  Brother,  and  Mark,  Anthony. 

Cleo. .  Is  fhe  as  tall  as  me  ? 

Mef.  She  is  not,  Madam. 

Cleo.  Did'ft  hear  her  fpeak  > 
Is  flie  fhrill  tongu'd  or  low  ? 

Mef.  Madam,  I  heard  her  fpeak,  fhe  is  low  voie'd. 
Cleo.  That's  not  fo  good  :  he  cannot  like  her  long. 
Char.  Like  her  ?  Oh  Ifis:  'tis  impoffible. 
Cleo.  I  think  {6,Charmian :  dull  of  tongue,and  dwarfifh. 

What  Majefty  is  in  her  gate,  remember 
If  e're  thou  look'ft  on  Majefty. 

Mef.  She  creeps  \  her  motion  and  her  ftation  are  as  one  ; 
She  fhews  a  body,  rather  than  a  life, 
A  Statue,  than  a  Breather. 

Mef.  Is  this  certain  ? 
Cleo.  Or  I  have  no  obfervance. 

Cha.  Three  in  <s£gypt  cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.  He's  very  knowing,  I  do  perceiv't, 
There's  nothing  in  her  yet. 
The  Fellow  has  good  judgement. 

N  n  n  3  £har. 



150 

The  Tragedy  of 

Char.  Excellent. 

CUo.  Guefs  at  her  Years,  I  prythee. 
Mef.  Madam,  fhe  was  a  Widow. 
Cleo.  Widow  ?  Cbarmian,  hark. 

Mef.  And  I  do  think  fhe's  thirty. 
CUo.  LWar'ft  thou  her  face  in  mind  ?  is't  long  or  round  ? 
Mef.  Round  even  to  faultinefs. 

I   CUo.  For  the  mod  part  too,  they  are  foolifli  that  are  fo. 
Her  hair  what  colour  ? 

Mef.  Brown,  Madam  :  and  her  Forehead. 
As  low  as  flie  would  wifh  it. 

[leo.  Tnere's  Gold  for  thee, 
Thou  mull  not  take  my  former  fharpnefs  ill, 
I  will  employ  thee  back  again  :  I  find  thee 
!  Moft  fit  for  bufinefs.  Go,  make  thee  ready, 

Our  Letters  are  prepar'd.  . 
('bar.  A  proper  man. 
Cleo.  Indeed  he  is  fo:  I  repent  me  much 

That  fo  I  harried  him.   Why  methinks  by  him, 

This  Creature's  no  fuch  thing. 
Char.  Nothing,  Madam. 
Cleo.  The  man  hath  feen  fome  Majefty,  and  fhould 

know. 

Char.  Hath  he  feen  Majefty  ?  IftstXk  defend:  and  fer- 
vingyou  fo  long. 

Cleo.  I  have  one  thing  more  to  ask  him  yet,  good  Char- 
mian :  but  'tis  no  matter ,  thou  fhalt  bring  him  to  me 
where  1  will  write ;  all  may  be  well  enough. 

Char.  I  warrant  you,  Madam.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Anthony  andOCtzvte. 

Ant.  Nay,  nay  OEtavia,  not  only  that, 
That  were  excufable,  that  and  thoufands  more 

Of  femblable  import,  but  he  hath  wag'd 
New  Wars  'gainft  Pompey,  Made  his'Wiil,  and  read  it, 
To  publick  Ear,  fpoke  fcantly  of  me, 
When  perforce  he  could  not 
But  pay  me  terms  of  Honour:  cold  and  fickly 
He  vented  then  moffc  narrow  meafure  :  lent  me, 
When  the  beft  hint  was  given  him :  he  had  Iookt, 
Or  did  it  from  his  teeth. 

Oil: a.  Oh,  my  good  Lord, 
Believe  not  all,  of  if  you  muft  believe, 
Stomach  not  all.   A  more  unhappy  Lady, 

if  this  dividon  chance,  ne're  flood  between 
Praying  for  both  parts: 
The  good  gods  will  mock  me  prefently, 
When  1  (hall  pray :  oh  blefs  my  Lord  and  Husband, 
Undo  that  Prayer :  by  crying  out  as  loud, 
Oh  blefs  my  Brother.  Husband  win,  win  Brother, 
Prayes,  and  deftroys  the  Prayer,  no  midway 
'Twixt  thefe  extreams  at  all. 

Ant.  Gentle  03avia, 
Let  your  beft  love  draw  to  that  point  which  feeks 
Beft  to  preferve  it :  if  I  lofe  mine  Honour, 
I  lofe  my  felf :  better  I  were  not  yours 
Than  yours  fo  branchlefs.   But  as  you  rcquefted, 

Your  felf  fhall  go  between's,  the  mean  time,  Lady, 
I'll  raife  the  preparation  of  a  War 
Shall  ftain  your  Brother,  make  your  fooneft  hafte 
So  your  defires  are  yours. 

03 a.  Thanks  to  my  Lord, 
The  Jew  of  Power  make  me  moft  weak,  moft  weak, 

Your  reconciler :  Wars  'twixt  you  twain  would  be, 
.  As  if  the  World  fhould  cleave,  and  that  (lain  men 

•  Should  fodder  up  the  Rift. 
1   Antb.  When  it  appears  to  you  where  this  begins, 
Turn  your  difpleafure  that  way,  for  our  faults 
Can  never  be  fo  equal,  that  your  love 
Can  equally  move  with  them.  Provide  your  going, 
Choofe  your  own  Company,  and  command  what  coft 
Your  heart  has  mind  to.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Enobarbus,  and  Eros. 

Enob.  How  now,  Friend  Eros? 

Eros.  There's  ftrange  News  come,  Sir. 
Eno.  Whatman? 
Eros.  Cafar  and  Lepidut  have  made  War  upon  Pompey. 
Eno.  This  is  old,  what  is  the  fuccefs? 

Eros.  Cajar  having  made  ufe  of  him  in  the  Wrars 

'gainft  Pompey :  prefently  denied  him  rivality,  would  not 
let  him  partake  of  the  glory  of  the  action,  and  not  refting 
here,  accufes  him  of  Letters  he  had  formerly  wrote  to 

Pompey.  Upon  his  own  appeal  feizes  him,  fo  the  poor 
third  is  up,  'till  death  enlarge  his  Confine. 

Eno.  Then  would  thou  had  ft  a  pair  of  Chaps  no  more, 

and  throw  between  them  all  the  food  thou  haft,  they'll 
grind  the  other.  Where's  Anthony? 

Eros.  He's  walking  in  the  Garden  thus,  and  fpurns 
The  ru(h  that  lies  before  him.  Cries,  Fool  Lepidns, 
And  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  Officer, 

That  murdred  Pompey.  ' 

Eno.  Our  great  Navy's  rigg'd. 
Eros.  For  Italy  and  Cafar,  more  Domiihts, 

My  Lord  defires  you  prefently :  my  News 
I  might  have  told  hereafter. 

Eno.  'Twill  be  naught,  but  let  it  be :  bring  me  to  Anthony. 
Eros.  Come,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Agrippa,  Mecenas,  andCxfar. 

Caf.  Contemning  Rome  he  has  done  alt  this,  and  more 
In  Alexandria :  here's  the  matter  of  it : 

F  th'  Market-place  on  a  Tribunal  filver'd, 
Cleopatra  and  himfelf  in  Chairs  of  Gold 

Were  publickly  enthron'd  :  at  the  feet  fat 
Cajarion,  whom  they  call  my  Father's  Son, 
And  all  the  unlawful  Iflue,  that  their  luft 
Since  then  hath  made  between  them.  Unto  her, 
He  gave  the  ftablilhrnent  of  ̂ Algypt,  made  her 
Of  lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia,  abfolute  Queen. 

Mec.  This  is  the  publick  Eye  ? 

Caf  Fth'  common  (hew  place  where  they  exercife, 
His  Sons  hither  proclaim'd  the  King  of  Kings, 
Great  tJMedia,  Parthia,  and  Armenia 

He  gave  to  Alexander.  To  Ptolemy  he  aflign'd, 
Syria,  Sicilia,  and  Phoenicia  :  file 
In  th'  abiliments  of  the  Goddefs  Ifis 
That  day  appear'd,  and  oft  before  gave  audience, 
As 'tis  reported,  fo. 

Mec.  Let  Rome  be  thus  inform'd. 
Agrip.  Who  queafy  with  his  infolence  already, 

Will  their  good  thoughts  call  from  him. 
Caf.  The  people  know  it, 

And  have  now  receiv'd  his  accufations. 

Agri.  Whom  do's  he  accufe  ? 
Caf.  Cafar,  and  that  having  in  Sicily 

Sextns7Jompeint  fpoil'd,  we  had  not  rated  him 
His  part  o'  th'  Ifle.  Then  does  he  fay,  he  lent  me 
Some  Ihipping  unrelrored.  Laftly  he  frets 

Thzt  Lepidus  of  the  Triumvirate,  fhould  be  depos'd, 
And  being  that  we  detain  all  his  Revenue. 

Agri.  Sir,  this  fhould  be  anfwered. 

Caf.  'Tis  done  already,  and  his  MefTenger  gone  : 
I  have  told  him  Lepidm  was  grown  too  cruel, 
That  his  high  Authority  abus'd, 

And  did  deferve  his  chance  for  what  I  have  conquer'd, 
1  grant  him  part :  but  then  in  his  Armenia, 

And  other  of  his  conquer'd  Kingdoms,  I  demand  the  like. 
Mec.  He'll  never  yield  to  that. 
Caf.  Nor  muft  not  then  be  yielded  to  in  this. 

Enter 

IL. 



Anthony  and  Cleopatra. 

Enter  Oftavia  with  her  Train. 

Oct.  Hail  Cafar,  and  ray  Lord *,  hail,  moft  dear  Cefar. 
Cef.  That  ever  I  mould  call  thee  Caft-away. 

Oft.  You  have  not  call'd  mc  fo,  nor  have  you  caufe. 
i    c<ef.  Why  haft  thou  ltoln  upon  me  thus?  you  came  not 

.Like  Cc/jr's  Sifter ;  the  Wife-of  Anthony 
Siiould  have  an  Army  for  an  Ufner,  and 
The  neighs  of  Horfe  to  tell  of  her  approach, 

Long  t're  fhe  did  appear.  The  Trees  by  th'  way 
Should  have  born  men,  and  expectation  fainted 
Longing  for  what  it  had  not.  Nay,  the  duft 
Should  have  afcended  to  the  R.oof  of  Heaven, 

Rais'J  by  your  populous  Troops :  But  you  are  come 
A  Mai  ket-maiu  to  Rome,  and  have  prevented 
The  oftentation  of  our  love ,  which  left  unfhewn, 

Is  often  left  unlov'd  :  we  (hould  have  met  you 
By  Sea,  and  Land,  fupplying  every  ftage 
With  an  augmented  greeting. 

Oft.  Good,  my  Lord, 

To  come  thus  was  I  not  conftrain'd,  but  did  it 
On  my  free  will.  My  Lord,  <JMarkjs4nthony, 

Hearing  that  you  prepared  for  War,  acquainted 
My  grieving  Ear  withal :  whereon  I  begg'd 
His  pardon  for  return. 

Caf.  Which  foon  he  granted, 

Being  an  abftract  'tween  his  Luft,  and  him 
Oil.  Do  not  fay  fo,  my  Lord. 
Ctf.  I  have  Eyes  upon  him. 

And  his  affairs  come  to  me  on  the  wind :  where  is  he  now  ? 

Oil.  My  Lord,  in  Athens. 
C<ef.  No,  my  moft  wronged  Siller,  Cleopatra 

Hath  nodded  him  to  her.  He  hath  given  his  Empire 
Up  to  a  Whore,  who  now  are  levying 

The  Kings  o'  th'  Earth  for  War.  He  hath  difiembled, 
Bochus  the  King  of  Lybia,  Archilaus 
Of  Cappadocia,  Thiladelphos  King 
Of  Paphlagonia:  the  ThracianKing  tsfdullas, 
King  Mauchm  of  Arabia,  King  of  Pont , 
Herod  of  Jewry ,  Mithridates  King 
Of  Comageat,  Polemen  and  Amintas. 
^The  King  of  Mede,  and  Lycaonia, 
With  a  more  larger  Lift  of  Scepters. 
OH.  Aye  me  moft  wretched, 

That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  Friends, 
That  do  afflict:  each  other. 

C*f.  Welcome  hither, 
Your  Letters  did  with-holdour  breaking  forth 

'Till  we  perceiv'd  both  how  you  were  wrong  led, 
And  we  in  negligent  danger:  cheer  your  heart. 
Be  you  not  troubled  with  the  time  which  drives 

O're  your  content,  thefe  ftrong  neceflities, 
But  let  deterrain'd  things  todeftiny 
Hold  unbewail'd  their  way.  Welcome  to  Rome: 

Nothing  more  dear  to  me.  You  are  abus'd 
Beyond  the  mark  of  thought :  and  the  high  gods 
To  do  you  Juftice,  make  his  Minifters 
Of  us,  and  thofe  that  love  you.  Beft  of  comfort, 
And  ever  welcome  to  us. 

Agrip.  Welcome  Lady. 
Mec  Welcome,  Dear  Madam, 

Each  heart  in  Rome  does  love  and  pity  you, 

Only  th'  adulterous  tsinthony,  moft  large 
In  his  abominations,  turns  you  off, 

And  gives  his  potent  Regiment  to  a  Trull 
That  noifes  it  againft  us. 

Oil.  Is  it  fo,  Sir  ? 

Ctf.  Moft  certain :  Sifter,  welcome   pray  you 

JBe  ever  known  to  patience.  My  dear'ft  Sifter.  \£xennt. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  and  Enobarbus. 

Cleo.  I  will  be  even  with  thee :  doubt  it  not. 
Enob.  But  why,  why,  why  ? 
Cko.  Thou  haft  forefpoke  my  being  in  thefe  Wars ; 

Andfay'ft  it  is  not  fit. 
Enob.  Well :  is  it,  is  it  ? 

Cleo.  If  not,  denoune'd  againft  us,  why  mould  not  we be  there  in  perfon  ? 

Enob.  Well,  I  could  reply :  if  we  (hould  ferve  with 
Horfe  and  Mares  together,  the  Horfe  were  merely  loft  : 
the  Mares  would  bear  a  Souldier  and  his  Horfe. 

Cleo.  What  is't  you  fay  ? 
Enob.  Your  prefence  needs  muft  puzzle  Anthony, 

Take  from  his  heart,take  from  his  brain,take  from's  time, 
What  fhould  not  then  be  fpar'd.  He  is  already 
Traduc'd  for  Levity,  and  'tis  faid  in  Rome, 
That  Photimu  an  Eunuch,  and  your  Maids 

Mannage  this  War. 
Cleo .  Sink  "Rome,  and  their  tongues  rot 

That  fpeak  againft  us.  A  Charge  we  bear  i'  th'  War, 
And  as  the  prefident  of  my  Kingdom  will 
Appear  there  foraman.  Speak  not  againft  it, 
I  will  not  Hay  behind. 

Enter  Anthony  and  Camidius. 

Enob.  Nay  I  have  done,  here  comes  the  Emperour. 
Ant.  Is  it  not  ftrange,  Camidim, 

That  from  Tarentiim,  and  BrunduJIum, 
He  could  fo  quickly  cut  the  Ionian  Sea, 

And  take  in  Toryne  ?  You  have  heard  on't  (Sweet  ?) 
Cleo.  Celerity  is  never  more  admir'd 

Than  by  the  negligent. 
Ant.  A  good  rebuke, 

Which  might  have  well  becom'd  the  beft  of  men 
To  taunt  at  flacknefs.  Camidm,  we, 
Will  fight  with  him  by  Sea. 

Cleo.  By  Sea,  what  elfe  ? 
Cam.  Why  will  my  Lord  do  fo  ? 

Ant.  For  that  he  dares  us  to't. 
£nob.  So  hath  my  Lord  dar'd  him  to  fingle  fight. 
Cam.  I,  and  to  wage  his  Battel  at  Tharfalia, 

Where  C£far  fought  with  Pompey.  But'thefe  offers Which  ferves  not  for  his  vantage,  he  fhakesoff, 
And  fo  mould  you. 

Enob.  Your  Ships  are  not  well  mann'd, Your  Mariners  are  Muliters,  Reapers,  People, 

Ingroft  by  fwift  Imprefs.   In  Cafar's  Fleet 
Are  thofe,  that  often  have  'gainft  Pompey  fought, 
Their  Ships  are  yare,  yours  heavy :  no  difgrace 
Shall  fall  you  for  refilling  him  at  Sea, 

Being  prepar'd  for  Land. Ant.  By  Sea,  by  Sea. 

Enob.  Moft  worthy  Sir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  abfolute  Souldiejfliip  you  have  by  Land, 

Diffract  your  Army,  which  doth  moft  confift 
Of  War-markt- Footmen,  leave  unexecuted 
Your  own  renowed  knowledge,  quite  forgo 

The  way  which  promifes  affurance,  and 
Give  up  your  felf  merely  to  chance  and  hazard, 
From  firm  Security. 

Ant.  I'll  fight  at  Sea. 
•    Cleo.  I  have  fixty  Sails,  Ctfar  none  better. 

Ant.  Our  over-plus  of  fhipping  will  we  burn, 

And  with  the  reft  full-mann'd,  from  th'  heart  of  Afiium 
Beat  th'  approaching  C<efar.  But  if  we  fail, 
We  then  can  do't  at  Land. 

€nur  a  MefTenger. 

Thybufinefs? 
Mef.  The  news  is  true,  my  Lord,  he  is  defcried, 

Cefar  has  taken  Toryne. 

A?:t. 
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Ant.  Can  he  be  there  in  perfon  ?  Tis  impoffible 
Strange,  that  his  power  fhould  be  fo,  Camidius, 
Our  nineteen  Legions  thou  (halt  hold  by  Land, 

And  our  twelve  thoufand  Hotfe.  We'll  to  our  Ship, 
Away  my  Thetis. 

Enter  a  Souldier. 

How  now,  worthy  Souldier  ? 
Sonld.  Oh  Noble  Emperour,  do  not  fight  by  Sea, 

Trull  not  to  rotten  planks :  Do  you  mifcloubt 

This  Sword,  andthefemy  Wounds*,  kt  tW  Egyptians 
And  the  Phoenicians  go  a  Ducking  :  we 

Have  us'd  to  conquer  {landing  on  the  Earth, 
And  fighting  foot  to  foor. 

Ant.  Well,well,  away.    [Exeunt  Ant.  Cleo.  and  Enob. 

Sould.  By  H.rcnles  1  think  I  am  i'  th'  right. 
Cam.  Souldier  thou  art :  but  the  whole  action  grows 

Not  in  the  power  on't :  fo  our  Leaders  lead, And  we  are  Womens  men. 

Squid.  You  keep  by  Land  the  Legions  and  the  Horfe 
whole,  do  you  not  ? 

Vex.  Marcus  Ollav'm,  tJVtarcHiJaftiiti, 
Vubllcola,  and  Celiw,  are  for  Sea: 

But  wc  keep  whole  by  Land.  This  fpeed  of  C<efarys 
Carries  beyond  belief. 

Sould.  While  he  was  yet  in  Rome 
His  power  went  out  in  fuch  diffractions, 

As  beguil'd  all  Spies. 
dm.  Who's  his  Lieutenant,  hear  you  ? 
Sould.  They  fay,  one  Towns. 
Cam.  Well,  I  know  the  man. 

Enter  a  MefTeng€r.' 

Alef.  The  Emperour  calls  Camidius. 

Cam.  With  News  the  time's  with  Labour, 
And  throws  forth  each  minute,  fome.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  C^far  with  his  Army,  marching. 

C&f.  Towrtu  ? 
Tow.  My  Lord. 
Caf.  Strike  not  by  Land. 

Keep  whole,  provoke  not  Battel 
'Till  we  have  done  at  Sea.  Do  not  exceed 
The  Prefcript  of  this  Scroul :  Our  Fortune  lyes 
Upon  this  jump.  [Exit. 

Enter  Anthony,  and  Enobarbus. 

Ant.  Set  we  our  Squadrons  on  yond  fide  o1  th'  Hill, 
In  Eye  of  Gefar's  Battel,  from  which  place 
We  may  the  number  of  the  Ships  behold, 
And  fo  proceed  accordingly.  [_Exit. 

Camidius  marching  with  his  Land  Army  oneway  over  the 
Stage,  and  Towrus  the  Lieutenant  of  Gsfar  the  other 

way  :  after  their  going  in,  is  heard  the  m'tfe  of  a  Sea- fight. Alarum.   Enter  Enobarbus  and  Scarus. 

Enob.  Naught,naught,all  naught,I  can  behold  no  longer : 
Thantoniad,  the  Egyptian  Admiral, 
With  all  their  fixty  flic,  and  turn  the  Rudder : 

To  fee't,  mine  Eyes  are  blafled. 

Enter  Scarus. 

Scar.  Gods,and  GoddefTes,all  the  wnole  Synod  of  them! 

Enob.  What's  thy  paffion  ? 
Scar.  The  greater  Cantle  of  the  World  is  loft 

With  very  ignorance,  we  have  kill  away 
Kingdoms,  and  Provinces. 

Enob.  How  appears  the  fight? 

Scar.  On  our  fide  like  the  Token'd  Peftilence, 
Where  Death  is  fure.  Your  ribauldred  Nag  of  c/£>y»r 

(Whom  Leprofie  o're )  i'  th'  mid'ft  o'  th'  fight,  ' 
When  vantage  like  a  pair  of  Twinns  appear'd 
Both  of  the  fame,  or  rather  ours  the  Elder  ; 
(The  Breeze  upon  her)  like  a  Cow  in  June, 
Hoifts  Sails,  and  flies. 

Snob.  That  I  beheld: 

Mine  Eyes  did  ficken  at  the  fight,  and  could  not 
Indure  a  further  view. 

Scar.  She  once  being  looft, 
The  Noble  ruine  of  her  Magick,  Anthony, 
Claps  on  his  Sea- wing,  and  (like  a  doating  Mallard) 
Leaving  the  Fight  in  heighth,  flies  after  her : 
I  never  faw  an  action  of  fuch  fhame 

Experience,  Man-hood,  Honour  ne're  before, Did  violate  fo  it  felf. 
Enob.  Alack,  alack. 

Enter  Camidius. 

Cam.  Our  Fortune  on  the  Sea  is  out  of  breath, 
And  finks  moft  lamentably.  Had  our  General 
Been  what  he  knew  himfelf,  it  had  gone  well : 

Oh  he  has  given  example  for  our  flight  •, 
VIoft  grofly  by  his  own. 
Enob.  1,  are  you  thereabouts  >  Why  then  goodnight indeed. 

Cam.  Toward  Peloponnefus  are  they  fled. 

Scar.  'Tis  eafie  to'r. 
And  there  I  will  attend  what  further  comes. 

Cam.  To  C*Jar  will  I  render 
My  Legions  and  my  Horfe,  fix  Kings  already 
Shew  nie  the  way  of  yielding. 

Enob.  I'll  yet  follow 
The  wounded  chance  of  Anthony,  though  my  reafon 
Sits  in  the  Wind  againft  me. 

Enter  Anthony  with  Attendants. 

Ant.  Hark,  the  Land  bids  me  tread  no  more  upon't, 
t  is  afham'd  to  bear  me.  Friends,  come  hither, 
am  fo  lated  in  the  World,  that  I 

-lave  loft  my  way  forever.  I  have  a  Ship 
Laden  with  Gold,  take  that,  divide  it :  flie, 
And  make  your  peace  with  Ccfar. 

Omnes.  Fly  ?  Not  we. 

Ant.  I  have  fled  my  felf,  and  have  inflructed  Cowards 
To  run,  and  fhew  their  Shoulders.  Friends,  be  gone, 

"  have  my  felf  refblv'd  upon  a  courfe, 
Which  has  no  need  of  you.  Be  gone, 

My  Treafure's  in  the  Harbour.  Take  it :  Oh, 
follow'd  that  I  blufh  to  look  upon, 

My  very  Hairs  do  mutiny :  for  the  white 
ileprove  the  brown  for  rafhnefs,  and  they  them 
For  fear,  and  doating.  Friends  be  gone,  you  fhall 
■-lave  Letters  from  me  to  fome  Friends,  that  will 
Sweep  your  way  for  you.  Pray  you  look  not  fad : 
Nor  make  replies  of  lothnefs,  take  the  hint 
Which  my  defpair  proclaims.  Let  them  be  left 
Which  leaves  it  felf,  to  Sea  fide  ftraightway ; 

I  will  poffefs  you  of  that  Ship  and  Treafure. 
Leave  me,  I  pray,  a  little :  pray  you  now, 
Nay,  do  fo :  for  indeed  I  have  loft  command, 

Therefore,  I  pray  you,  I'll  fee  you  by  and  by.    [Sits  down. 

Snter  Cleopatra,  /f^&yCbarmian  WEros. 

Eros.  Nay,  gentle  Madam,  to  him,  comfort  him. 
has.  Do,  moft  dear  Queen. 

Char.  Do,  why,  whatelfe? 
Cleo.  Let  me  fit  down :  Oh  Junol 
Ant.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 
Eros.  See  you  here,  Sir  ? 

Ant. 
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Ant.  Oh  fie,  fie,  fie. 
Char.  Madam. 

hat.  Madam,  Oh  good  Emprefs. 
Eros.  Sir,  Sir. 
Ant.  Yes,  my  Lord,  yes;  he  at  Philippi  kept 

His  Sword  e'en  like  a  Dancer,  while  I  ftrook 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  CaJflHii  and  'twas  I 
That  the  mad  'Brutus  ended  :  he  alone 
Dealt  on  Lieutenantry,  and  no  practice  had 
In  the  brave  fquares  of  War :  yet  now  :  no  matter. 

Cleo.  Ah  Hand  by. 
Eros.  The  Queen,  my  Lord,  the  Queen. 
Irai.  Goto  him,  Madam,  fpeakto  him, 

He  is  unqualited  with  very  lhame. 
Cleo.  Well  then,  fuftainme:  Oh. 
Eros.  Moll  Noble  Sir,  arife,  the  Queen  approaches, 

Her  Head's  declin'd,  and  Death  will  leize  her,  but 
Your  comfort  makes  the  refcue. 

Ant .  I  have  offended  Reputation  \ 
A  moft  unnoble  fwerving. 

Eros.  Sir,  the  Queen. 

Ant.t  O  whither  haft  thou  led  me,  tAZgypt,  fee 
How  I  •nvey  my  lhame,  out  of  thine  Eyes, 
By  looking  back  what  I  have  left  behind 

Stroy'd  in  difhonour. 
Geo.  Oh,  my  Lord,  my  Lord  \ 

Forgive  my  fearful  Sails,  I  little  thought 
You  would  have  followed. 

tsint.  zAZgypt-,  thou  knew'ft  too  well, 
My  heart  was  to  thy  Rudder  tyed  by  th'  firings, 
And  thou  fhould'fl  Howe  me  after.  O're  my  fpirit 

The  full  fupremacy  thou  knew'ft,  and  that 
Thy  beck,  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  gods 
Command  me. 

Cleo.  Oh,  my  pardon. 
Ant.  Nowlmufl 

To  the  young  man  fend  humble  Treaties,  dodge 
And  palter  in  the  fliifts  of  lownefs,  who, 

With  half  the  bulk  o'th'  World  play'd  aslpleas'd, 
Making,  and  marring  Fortunes.  You  did  know 
How  much  you  were  my  Conquerour,  and  that 
My  Sword,  made  weak  by  my  affection,  would 
Obey  it  on  all  caufe. 

Cleo.  Pardon,  pardon. 
Ant.  Fail  not  a  tear,  I  fay,  one  of  them  rates 

All  that  is  won  and  loft :  Give  me  a  Kifs, 
Even  this  repays. 
We  fent  our  Schoolmafter,  is  he  come  back  ? 
Love  I  am  full  of  Lead :  fome  Wine 
Within  there,  and  eur  Viands :  Fortune  knows, 
We  fcorn  her  moft,when  moft  fhe  offers  blows.  [Exeunt 

Enter  Casfar,  Agrippa,  Dolabella,  with  others. 

C4-  Let  him  appear  that's  come  for  Anthony. 
Know  you  him  ? 

Dol.  c7*/ar, 'tis  his  Schoolmafter, 
An  argument  that  he  is  pluckt,  when  hither 
He  fends  fo  poor  a  Pinnion  of  his  Wing, 
Which  had  fuperfluous  Kings  for  Meirengers, 
Not  many  Moons  gone  by. 

Enter  AmbafTador  from  Anthony. 

C<tf.  Approach,  andfpeak. 
<±Amb.  Such  as  I  am,  1  come  from  Anthony: 

I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends, 
As  is  the  Morn  dew  on  the  Myrtle  Leaf 
To  his  grand  Sea. 

Caj.  Be't  fo,  declare  thine  Office. 
Amb.  Lord  of  his  Fortunes  he  falutes  thee,  and 

Requires  to  live  in  *AZgypt,  which  not  granted 
He  Leffens  his  requefts,  and  to  thee  fues 
To  let  him  breathe  between  the  Heavens  and  Earth 
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A  private  man  in  Athens:  this  for  him. 
Next,  Cleopatra  does  confefs  thy  greatnefs: 
Submits  her  to  thy  might,  and  of  thee  craves 
The  Circle  of  the  Ttolomies  for  her  Heirs, 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  Grace. 

C<ef.  For  Anthony y 

I  have  no  Ears  to  his  requeft.  The  Queen, 
Of  Audience,  nordefire  fhallfail,  fo  fhe 

From  tAZgypt  drive  her  all-difgraced  Friend. 
Or  take  his  life  there.  This  if  fhe  perform, 
She  fhall  not  fue  unheard.  So  to  them  both. 

Amb.  Fortune  purfue  thee. 

Ge/  Bring  him  through  the  Bands: 

To  try  thy  Eloquence,  now  'tis  time,  difpatch, 
From  Anthony  win  Cleopatra,  promife 
And  in  our  Name,  when  fhe  requires,  add  more 
From  thine  invention,  offers.  Women  are  not 
In  their  beft  Fortunes  ftrong  \  but  want  will  perjure 
The  ne're  touch'd  Veftal.   Try  thy  cunning,  Thidias, 
Make  thine  own  Edict  for  thy  pains,  which  we 

-  Will  anfwer  as  a  Law. 
Thid.  Ctfar,  I  go. 

Caf.  Obferve  how  Anthony  becomes  his  flaw, 
And  what  thou  thinkeft  his  very  Action  fpeaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 

Thid.  C&far^  I  fhall.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  andltzs. 

Cleo.  What  fhall  we  do,  Enobarbm?^ 
Enob.  Think,  and  dye. 

Cleo.  \s  Anthony,  or  we  in  fault  for  this? 
Enob.  Anthony  only,  that  would  make  his  will 

Lord  of  his  Reafon.  What  though  you  fled, 

From  that  great  face  of  War,  whofe  fcveral  ranges 
Frighted  each  other  ?  Why  fhould  he  follow  ? 
The  itch  of  his  Affection  fhould  not  then 

Have  nickt  his  Captain-fhip,  at  fuch  a  point, 

When  haif  to  half  the  World  oppos'd,  he  being 
The  meered  queftion  ?  'Tis  a  fhame  no  Iefs 
Than  was  his  lofs,  to  courfe  your  flying  Flags, 
And  leave  his  Navy  gazing. 

Geo.  Prythee  peace. 

Enter  the  AmbafTador,  with  Anthony. 

Ant.  Is  this  his  Anfwer  ? 

Amb.  I,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  The  Queen  fhall  then  h-ave  courtefie, 
So  fhe  will  yield  us  up. 

Amb.  He  fays  fo. 

Ant.  Let  her  know't.  To  the  Boy  C44r  fenc*  this 
grizled  Head,  and  he  will  fill  thy  wifhes  to  the  brim, 
With  Principalities. 

Cleo.  That  Head.,  my  Lord? 

Ant.  To  him  again,  tell  him  he  wears  the  Rofe 
Of  youth  upon  him :  from  which,  the  World  fhould  note 
Something  particular  :  His  Coyn,  Ships,  Legions, 
May  be  a  Cowards,  whofe  Minifters  would  prevail 
Under  the  fervice  of  a  Cnild,  as  foon 

As  i'  th*  Command  of  Cafar.  I  dare  him  therefore 
To  lay  his  gay  comparifons apart, 

And  anfwer  me  declin'd,  Sword  againft  Sword, 
Our  felves  alone    I'll  write  it,  Follow  me. 

Snob.  Ves,  like  enough  :  hye-battel'd  Cafar  will 
Llnftate  his  happinefs,  and  be  Stag'd  to  th'  fhew 
Againft  a  Sworder.   I  fee  mens  judgments  are 

A  parcel  of  their  Fortunes',  and  things  outward Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them 
To  fuffer  all  alike,  that  he  fhould  dream, 
Knowing  all  meafures,  the  full  Cajar  will 

Anfwer  his  emptinefs  •,  Cafar  thou  haftfubdu'd His  judgment  too. Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  A  Meflenger  from  Csfitr. 
CUo.  What,  no  more  Ceremony  ?  See  my  Women, 

Againft  the  blown  Rofe  may  they  flop  their  Nofe, 

Tnat  kneel'd  unto  the  Buds.   Admit  him,  Sir. 
Enob.  Mine  honefty,  and  I,  begin  to  fquare, 

The  Loyalty  well  held  to  Fools,  does  make 
Our  Faith  meer  Folly  :  yet  be  that  can  endure 
To  follow  with  Allegiance  a  fain  Lord, 

Do's  conquer  him  that  did  his  Mailer  conquer, 
And  earns  a  place  i'th'  Story. 

Enter  Thidias. 

Cleo.  Ctfar's  Will. 
Thid.  Here  it  apart. 
Cleo.  None  but  Friends :  fay  boldly. 
Thid.  So  haply  are  they  Friends  to  Anthony. 
Enob.  He  needs  as  many  (Sir)  as  Ctfar  has. 

Or  needs  not  us.  If  Cafar  pleafe,  our  Mailer 
Will  leap  to  be  his  Friend :  For  as  you  know, 
Whofe  he  is^  we  are,  and  that  is  Cafars. 

Thid.  So.  Thus  then  thou  moll  renown'd,  intreats 
Not  to  confider  in  what  cafe  thou  Iland'It 
Further  than  he  is  Ctfar. 

Cleo.  Go  on,  right  Royal. 
Thid.  He  knows  that  you  embrace  not  Anthony 

As  you  did  love,  .but  as  you  feared  him. 
Cleo,  Oh. 

Thid.  The  fears  upon  your  honour,  therefore  he 

Do's  pitty,  as  conftrained  blemilhes, Not  as  defer ved. 
Cleo.  He  is  a  god, 

And  knows  what  is  molt  right.  Mine  honour 

Was  not  yielded,  but  conquer'd  meerly. 
Enob.  To  be  Aire  of  that,  I  will  ask  Anthony. 

Sir,  Sir,  thou  art  fo  leaky 
That  we  mult  leave  thee  thy  linking,  for 
Thy  dearelt  quit  thee.  [.Exit  Enob. 

Thid.  Shall  I  fay  to  C4ar> 
What  you  require  of  him :  for  he  partly  begs 

To  be  defir'd  to  give.  It  much  would  pleafe  him, 
That  of  his  fortunes  you  mould  make  a  ItarT 
To  lean  upon.  But  it  would  warm  his  fpirits 
To  hear  from  me  you  had  left  Anthony, 
And  put  your  felf  under  his  fhrowd,the  univerfal  Landlord. 

0eo.  What's  your  name  ? 
Thid.  My  name  is  ThtdiM. 
Cleo.  Molt  kind  Meffenger, 

Say  to  great  Cafar  this  in  difputation, 

I  kifs  his  conqu'ring  hand  :  Tell  him,  I  am  prompt 
To  lay  my  Crown  at's  feet,  and  there  to  kneel. 
Tell  him  from  his  all-obeying  breath,  I  hear  % 
The  doom  of  <s£gypt. 

Thid.  'Tis  your  noblelt  courfe : 
Wifdom  and  Fortune  combating  together, 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can, 
No  chance  may  fhake  it.  Give  me  grace  to  lay 
My  duty  on  your  hand. 

Cleo.  Your  Cafars  Father  oft 

(When  he  hath  mus'd  of  taking  Kingdoms  in ) 
Beltow'd  his  lips  on  that  unworthy  place, 
As  it  rain'd  kiffes. 

Enter  Anthony,  ajid  Enobarbus. 

Ant.  Favours  ?  By  Jove  that  thunders. 
What  art  thou  Fellow  > 

Thid.  One  that  but  performs 
The  bidding  of  the  fullelt  man,  and  worthielt 

To  have  command  obey'd. 
Enob.  You  will  be  whipt. 

Ant.  Approach  there :  ah  you  Kite. 

Now  gods  and  devi's, 
Authority  melts  from  me  of  late.  When  I  cry'd  hoa, 
Like  Boyes  unto  a  mufs,  Kings  would  Hart  forth, 
And  cry  your  will.  Have  you  no  Ears? 
I  am  Anthony  yet.  Take  hence  this  Jack  and  whip  him. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Enob.  'Tis  better  playing  with  a  Lyons  Whelp, Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 
Ant.  Moon  and  Stars, 

Whip  him.:  were  twenty  of  the  greatelt  Tributaries 
That  do  acknowledge  Ctfar,  fhould  I  find  them 

So  fawcy  with  the  hand  of  Ihe  here,  what's  her  name 
Since  Ihe  was  Geopatra?  Whip  him,  Fellows, 
Till  like  a  Boy  you  fee  him  crindge  his  Face, 
And  whine  aloud  for  mercy.  Take  him  hence. 

Thid.  Mark^Anthony. 
Ant.  Tug  him  away :  being  whipt, 

Bring  him  again,  the  Jack  of  Ctfars  mall 
Bear  us  an  errand  to  him.  [Exeunt  with  Thidias. 
You  were  half  blalted  ere  I  knew  you  :  Ha?  £ 
Have  1  my  Pillow  left  unprelt  in  'Rome, 
Forborn  the  getting  of  a  lawful  Race, 

And  by  a  Jem  of  Women,  to  be  abus'd 
By  one  that  looks  on  Feeders  ? 

Cleo.  Good,  my  Lord. 
Ant .  You  have  been  a  Boggeler  ever, 

But  when  we  in  our  vicioufnefs  grew  hard 

(Oh  mifery  on't )  the  wife  gods  feal  our  Eyes In  our  own  filth,  drop  our  clear  judgments,  make  us 

Adore  our  errours,  laugh  at's  while  we  firut To  our  confufion. 

Cleo.  Oh,  is't  come  to  this? 
Ant.  I  found  you  as  a  Morfel,  cold  upon 

Dead  C*far\  Trencher :  Nay,  you  were  a  Fragment 

Of  Cneius  Pempey's,  befides  what  hotter  hours 
Unregiftred  in  vulgar  Fame,  you  have 
Luxurioufly  pickt  out.  For  I  am  fure, 
Though  you  can  guefs  what  Temperance  fhould  be, 
You  know  not  what  it  is. 

Cleo.  Wherefore  is  this  ? 
tsint.  To  let  a  Fellow  that  will  take  rewards, 

And  fay,  God  quit  you,  be  familiar  with 
My  Play- Fellow,  your  hand  \  this  Kingly  Seal, 
And  plighter  of  high  hearts.  O  that  I  were 
Upon  the  Hill  of  Bajan,  to  out-roar 
The  horned  Herd,  for  I  have  Savage  caufe, 
And  to  proclaim  it  civilly,  were  like 

A  halter'd  neck,  which  do's  the  Hangman  thank, 
For  being  yare  about  him.  Is  he  whipt  ? 

i 
Enter  a  Servant  with  Thidias. 

Ser.  Soundly,  my  Lord. 

tsint.  Cryed  he  ?  and  begg'd  a  pardon  ? Ser.  He  did  ask  favour. 

*Ant .  If  that  thy  Father  live,  let  him  repent 
Thou  waft  not  made  his  Daughter,  and  be  thou  forry 
To  follow  Cafar  in  his  triumph,  fince 
Thou  haft  been  whipt.  For  following  him ,  henceforth 
The  white  hand  of  a  Lady  Fever  thee, 

Shake  to  look  on't.  Get  thee  back  to  C<efarf 
Tell  him  thy  entertainment :  look  thou  fay 
He  makes  me  angry  with  him.  For  he  feeras 
Proud  and  difdainful,  harping  on  what  I  am, 
Not  what  he  knew  I  was.  He  makes  me  angry, 

And  at  this  time  moft  eafie  'tis  to  do*t : 
When  my  good  Itars,  that  were  my  former  guides 
Have  empty  left  their  Orbes,  and  fhut  their  Fires 
Into  the  Abifm  of  Hell.  If  he  miflike, 

My  fpeech,  and  what  is  done,  tell  him  he  has 
HipatchpHy  my  enfranched  Bondman,  whom He 
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He  may  at  pleafure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture, 
As  he  lhall  like  to  quit  me.  Urge  it  thou : 
Hence  with  thy  ftripes,  begone.  {.Exit  Thid 

Cleo.  Have  you  done  yet  ? 
Ant.  Alack,  our  Terrene  Moon  is  now  Eclipft, 

And  it  portends  alone  the  fall  of  Anthony. 
Cleo.  1  muft  Hay  his  time. 
Ant.  To  flatter  Gefar,  would  you  miogle  Eyes 

With  one  that  ties  his  points. 
Cleo.  Not  know  me  yet? 
tAnt  Cold-hearted  toward  me  ? 
Cleo.  Ah  (Dear)  if  I  be  fo, 

From  my  cold  heart,  let  Heaven  ingender  Hail, 
And  poyfon  it  in  the  fource,  and  the  firftftone 
Di  op  in  my  neck :  as  it  determines  fo 
Diflolve  my  life,  the  next  Csefarian  fmile, 
Till  by  degrees  the  memory  of  my  Womb, 
Together  with  my  brave  ̂ Egyptians  all, 
By  the  difcandering  of  this  pelletted  ftorm, 
Lye  gravelefs,  till  the  Flies  and  Gnats  of  Nyle 
Have  buried  them  for  prey. 

Ant.  I  am  fatisfied  : 

C&far  fets  down  in  tsllexandria,  where 
I  will  oppofe  his  Fate.  Our  force  by  Land, 

Hath  nobly  held,  and  fever'd  Navy  too 
Have  knit  again,  and  Fleet,  threatning  molt  Sea-like. 
Where  haft  thou  been  my  heart  ?  Doft  thou  hear,  Lady  ? 
If  from  the  Field  I  lhall  return  once  more 

To  kifs  thefe  Lips,  1  will  appear  in  blood, 
L  and  my  Sword,  will  earn  my  Chronicle, 

There's  hope  in't  yet. 
CUo.  That's  my  brave  Lord. 
Ant.  1  will  be  treblefinewed,  hearted,  breath'd, 

And  fight  malicioufly  :  for  when  mine  hours 
Were  nice  and  lucky,  men  did  ranfome  lives 

Of  me  for  jells:  but  now,  I'll  fet  my  teeth, 
And  fend  to  darknefs  all  that  flop  me.  Come, 
Lets  have  one  other  gawdy  night :  Call  to  me 
All  my  fad  Captains,  fill  our  Bowls  once  more : 

Let's  mock  the  midnight  Bell. 
Cleo.  It  is  my  Birth-day, 

I  had  thought  t*  have  held  it  poor.  But  fince  my  Lord 
Is  Anthony  again,  1  will  be.  Cleopatra. 

Ant.  We  will  yet  do  well. 
Cleo.  Call  all  his  noble  Captains  to  my  Lord, 

Ant .  Do  fo,  we'll  fpeak  to  them, 
And  to  night  I'll  force 
The  Wine  peep  through  their  fears. 
Come  on  ( my  Queen) 

There's  fap  in't  yet.  The  next  time  I  do  fight 
I'll  make  death  love  me :  for  1  will  contend 
Even  with  his  peftilent  Scythe.  {Exeunt. 

Enob.  Now  he'll  out-ftare  the  Lightning,  to  be  furious 
Is  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear,  and  in  that  mood 

The  Dove  will  peck  the  Eftridge  •,  and  I  fee  ftill 
A  diminution  in  our  Captains  brain, 
Reftores  his  heart:,  when  valour  prays  in  reafon, 
It  eats  the  Sword  it  fights  with  :  I  will  feek 
Some  way  to  leave  him.  {Exeunt 

Enter  Csfar,  Agrippa,  and  Mecaenas  with  his  Army, 

Cajfar  reading  a  Letter. 

Caf.  He  calls  me  Boy,  and  chides  as  he  had  power 
To  beat  me  out  of  isEgyp.  My  MefTenger 
He  hath  whipt  with  Rods,  dares  me  to  perfonal  Combat, 
C*Jar  to  Anthony :  let  the  old  Ruffian  know, 
1  have  many  other  ways  to  die  :  mean  time 
Laugh  at  this  Challenge. 

Mec.  Ctfar  muft  think, 

When  one  fo  great  begins  to  rage,  he's  hunted 
Even  to  falling.    Give  him  no  breath,  but  now 
Make  boot  of  his  diffraction  :  Never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  it  felf. 

Caf.  Let  our  belt  Heads  know, 
That  tomorrow,  the  laft  of  many  Battels 
We  mean  to  fight.  Within  our  Files  there  are, 

Of  thofe  that  ferv'd  CM  ark.,  Anthony  but  late, 
Enough  to  fetch  him  in.  See  it  done, 
And  feafl  the  Army,  we  have  ftorc  to  dot, 

And  they  have  earn'd  the  wafte.  Poor  Anthony.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Anthony  and  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian, 
Iras,  Alexas,  with  others. 

Ant.  He  will  not  fight  with  me,  Domitiatr. 
Enob.  No  ? 

Ant.  Why  fhould  he  not  ? 

Enob  He  thinks,  being  twenty  times  of  better  Fortune, 
He  is  twenty  men  to  one. 

c////f.  To  aiorrow.  Souldier, 
By  Sea  and  Lane  1M  fight :  or  I  will  live, 
Or  bathe  my  dying  honour  in  the  blood, 

Shall  make  it  live  again.  VVoo't  tliou  fight  well, 
Enob.  I'llftrike,  and  cry,  take  all. 
Ant.  Well  faid,  come  on: 

Call  forth  my  Houihold  Servants,  let's  to  night. 

Enter  three  or  four  Servitors. 

Be  bounteous  at  our  Meal.  Give  me  thy  hand, 
Thou  haft  been  rightly  honeft,  fo  haft  thou, 

Thou,  and  thou,  and  thou:  you  have  ferv'd  me  well, 
And  Kings  have  been  you;  Fellows. 

Cleo.  What  m:ans  this? 

Enob.  'Tis  one  of  tliofe  odd  tricks  which  forrow  fhoots 
Out  of  the  mind. 

Ant.  And  thou  art  honeft  too : 
I  wifh  I  could  be  made  fo  many  men, 
And  all  of  youclaptup  together,  in 
An  Anthony:  that  I  might  do  you  fervice, 
So  good  as  you  have  done. 

Omnes.  The  gods  forbid. 

Ant.  Well,  my  good  Fellows,  wait  on  me  to  night : 
Scant  not  my  Cups,  and  make  as  much  of  me 
As  when  mine  Empire  was  your  Fellow  too, 
And  fuHered  my  command. 

Cleo.  What  does  he  mean  ? 
Enob.  To  make  his  Followers  weep. 

Ant.  Tend  me  to  night  •, 
May  be  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty, 

Haply  you  fliall  not  fee  me  more,  or  if, 
A  mangled  fhadow.  Perchance  to  morrow, 

You'll  ferve  another  Mafter.  I  look  on  you, 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.  Mine  honeft  Friends, 

I  turn  you  not  away,  but  like  a  Mafter 
Married  to  your  good  fervice,  ftay  till  death  : 
Tend  me  to  night  two  hours,  I  ask  no  more, 

And  the  gods  yield  youfor't. Enob.  What  mean  you  (Sir) 

To  give  them  this  difcomfort  ?  Look,  you  weep, 

And  I,  an  Afs,  am  Onion-ey'd  •,  for  fhame, Transform  us  not  to  Women. 

Ant.  Ho,  ho,  ho  : 
Now  the  Witch  take  me,  if  I  meant  it  thus. 
Grace  grow  where  thofe  drops  fall  (my  hearty  Friends) 

You  take  me  a  too  dolorous  a  fence  •, 
For  I  fpake  to  you  for  your  comfort,  did  defire  you 
To  burn  this  night  with  Torches :  know  (my  hearts) 
I  hope  well  of  to  morrow,  and  will  lead  you, 

Where  rather  I'll  expect  victorious  Life, 
Than  Death,  and  Honour.  Let's  to  Supper, come, 
And  drown  confideration.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  a  Company  of  Souldiers. 

i  Soul.  Brother,  good  night:  to  morrow  is  the  day. 
z  Soul.  It  will  determine  one  way :  Fare  you  well. 

Heard 



The  Tragedy  of 

Heard  you  of  nothing  flrange  about  the  ftreets. 
1.  Nothing:  what  news? 

2.  Belike  'tis  but  a  Rumour,  good  night  to  you. 
1.  Well,  Sir,  good  nig!  t 

{They  rnttt  with  other  Souldiers. 
2.  Souldicrs,  have  careful  vVatch. 
t.  And  you:  Goal  night,  good  night. 

[  ̂  hey  pl.ice  themfelves  in  every  corner  of  the  Stage. 
2.  Here  we,  and  if  to  morrow 

Our  Navy  thrive,  I  have  an  abfolute  hope 
Our  Landmen  will  ftand  up. 

It  'Tis  a  brave  Army,  and  full  of  purpofe. 
[ajliiifuk  of  the  Hoboyes  is  under  the  Stage. 

2.  Peace,  what  noife  ? 
1.  Lift,  lift. 
2.  Hark. 

i.  Mufick  ith'  Air. 
3.  Under  the  Earth. 

It  lings  well,  do's  it  not? 
3.  No. 
1.  Peace  I  fay  :  what  fhould  this  mean  ?  ; 

2.  'Tis  the  god  Hercules,  whom  Anthony  loved, Now  leaves  him. 

r.  Walk,  .let's  fee  if  other  Watchmen 
Do  hear  what  we  do? 

I.  How  now,  Mailers?  [Spe  altogether. 
Omms.  How  now  ?  how  now?  do  you  hear  this? 

i.  Is't  not  ftrange? 
3.  Do  you  hear,  Mailers?  Do  you  hear? 
1 .  Follow  the  noife  fo  far  as  we  have  quarter. 

Let's  fee  how  it  will  give  off. 
Omnes.  Content :  'Tis  ftrange.  [Exttint. 

Enter  Anthony,  and  Cleopatra,  with  others. 

eAnt.  Eros,  mine  Armour,  Eros. 
>  Cleo.  Sleep  a  little. 

Ant.  No,  my  Chuck :  Eros,  come,  mine  Armour,  Erts. 

Enter  Eros. 

Come  good  fellow,  put  thine  Iron  on, 
If  Fortune  be  not  ours  today,  it  is 
Becaufe  we  brave  her.  Come. 

Cleo.  Nay,  Pie  help  too,  Anthony. 

What's  this  for  ?  Ah,  let  be,  let  be,  thou  art 
The  Armourer  of  my  heart :  Falfe,  falfe :  This,  this, 

Sooth-law  l'le  help :  Thus  it  muft  be. 
Ant.  Well,  well,  we  lhall  thrive  now. 

Seeft  thou  my  good  fellow.  Go  put  on  thy  defences. 
£no.  Briefly ,  Sir. 
Geo.  Is  not  this  buckled  well  ? 

Ant.  Rarely,  rarely : 
He  that  unbuckles  this,  till  we  do  pleafe 
To  doft  for  our  repofe,  fhall  hear  a  ftorm. 

Thou  fumbleft  Sros7  and  my  Queen's  a  Squire 
More  tight  at  this :  Difpatch.  O  Love, 

That  thou  could'ft  fee  my  wars  to  day,  and  knew'ft 
The  Royal  Occupation,  thou  fhould'ft  fee 
A  workman  in't. 

Enter  an  armed  Souldier.' 

Good  morrow  to  thee,  welcom, 

Thou  look'ft  like  him  that  knows  a  warlike  charge: 
,  To  bufinefs  that  we  love,  we  rife  betime, 

And  go  to't  with  delight. 
Soul.  A  thoufand,  Sir,  early  though't  be,  have  on  their 

Rivetted  trim,  and  at  the  Port  expert  you.  [Shout . 

[  Trumpets  flourijh. 

Enter  Captains  and  Souldiers. 

eAttit.  The  Morn  is  fair :  Good  morrow,  General. 

All.  Good  morrow,  General. 
Ant.  'Tis  well  blown,  Lad. 

This  morning  like  the  Spirit  of  a  youth 
That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. 
So,  fo :  Comegive  me  that,.what  ere  becomes  of  me, 
Fare  thee  well,  Dame,  what  ere  becomes  of  me, 
This  is  a  Souldiers  kifs :  rebukeable, 
And  worthy  fharaeful  check  it  were,  to  ftand 
On  more  Mechanick  Complement,  Tie  leave  thee. 
Now  like  a  man  of  Steel,  you  that  will  fight, 
Follow  me  clofe,  TJe  bring  you  to't :  Adieu.  [Exeunt. Char.  Pleafe  you  retire  to  your  Chamber  ? 

Geo.  Lead  me  : 
He  goes  forth  gallantly  i  that  he  and  fifar  might 
Determine  this  great  War  in  .ingle  fight  j 
Then  Anthony  ;  but  now.  Well  on.  [Exeunt. 

Trumpets  fsurrd.    Enter  Anthony,  and  Eros. 

Eros.  The  gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to  Anthony. 
Ant.  Would  thou,  and  thofe  thy  fears  had  once  pre- 

To  make  me  fight  at  Land.  (vail'd 
Eros.  Hadft  thou  done  fb, 

The  Kings  that  have  revolted,  and  the  Souldier 
That  has  this  morning  left  thee,  would  have  ftill 
Followed  thy  heels. 

Ant.  Who's  gone  this  morning  ? 
Eros.  Who  ?  one  ever  near  thee,  call  for  Enobarbhs. 

He  lhall  not  hear  thee,  or  from  Cxfar's  Camp, 
Say  I  am  none  of  thine. 

Ant.  What  fayeft  thou? 
Sold.  Sir,  he  is  with  Cxfar. 
Sros.  Sir,  his  Chefts  and  Treafure  he  has  not  with  him. 
Ant.  Is  he  gone? 
Sold.  Moft  certain. 

Ant.  Go,  Eros^  fend  his  Treafure  after,  do  it, 
Detain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee  :  write  to  him, 
(  1  will  fubferibe  )  gentle  adieus,  and  greetings : 
Say,  that  I  wifh  he  never  find  morecaufe 
To  change  a  Mafter.  Oh  my  Fortunes  have 
Corrupted  honeft  men.  Dilpatch,  Eros.  [Exit. 

Enter  Agrippa,  Gefar,  with  Enobarbu.% and  Dolabella. 

Cxf  Go  forth,  Agrippa,  and  begin  the  fight: 
Our  will  is  Anthony  be  took  alive : 
Make  it  fo  known. 

zAgri.  Ctfar^  I  fhall. 
Cxfar.  The  time  of  univerfal  peace  is  near, 

P.  ove  this  a  profp'rous  day,  the  three  nook'rj  world 
Shall  bear  the  Olive  freely. 

Enter  a  MclTenger. 

Mef.  tAnthony  is  come  into  the  field. 
CxJ.  Go  charge  tAgrippa, 

Plant  thofe  that  have  revolted  in  the  Van, 
That  Anthony  may  feem  to  fpend  his  Fury 
Upon  himfelf.  [Exeunt. 

Enob.  Alexas  did  revolt,  and  went  to  Jewry  on 
Affairs  of  Anthony,  there  did  dilTwade 
Great  Herod  to  incline  himfelf  to  fofar, 
And  leave  his  Mafter  Anthony.  For  this  pains 

Cxfar  hath  hang'd  him  :  Camidtw  and  the  reft 
That  fell  away,  have  entertainment,  but 
No  honourable  truft  :  I  have  done  ill, 
Of  which  I  do  acenfe  my  felf  fo  forely, 
That  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Souldier  of  Cxfars. 

Soul.  Enobatbui ,  Anthony 

Hath  after  thee  fent  all  thy  Treafure,  with 

Hie 
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His  bounty  over- plus.  The  Meflenger 
Came  on  my  guard,  and  at  thy  Tent  is  now 
Unloading  of  his  Mules. 

Enob.  1  give  \r.  you. 
Soul.  Mock  not,  Enobarbus, 

I  tell  you  true  :  Belt  you  faf't  the  bringer Out  of  the  hoaft,  I  mult  attend  mine  Office, 

Or  would  have  done't  my  felf.  Your  Emperour 
Continues  ftill  a  Jove.  tSxit. 

Enob.  I  am  alone  the  Villain  of  the  Earth, 
And  feel  I  am  fo  molt.  Oh  Anthony^ 

Thou  Mine  of  bounty,  how  wouldft  thou  have  payed 
My  better  fervice,  when  my  turpitude 
Thou  doft  fo  Crown  with  Gold.  This  blows  my  heart 

If  fwift  thought  break  it  not :  a  fwifted  mean 

Shall  out-ftrike  thought,  but  thought  will  do't.  I  feel 
1  fight  againft  thee  :  No,  I  will  go  feek 

Some  Ditch,  where  to  die :  the  foui'ft  beft  fits 
My  latter  part  of  life.  [Sxit. 

Alarum,  Drums  and  Trumpets, 
Enter  Agrippa. 

Agrip.  Retire,  we  have  engag'd  our  felves  too  far : Ctfar  hirafelf  has  work,  and  our  oppreffion 
Exceeds  what  we  expected.  [Exit. 

Alarums. 

Enter  Anthony,  and  Scarus  wounded. 

Scar.  O  my  brave  Emperour,  this  is  fought  indeed, 
Had  we  done  fo  at  firft,  we  had  droven  them  home 
With  Clouts  about  their  Head.  [Far  off. 

Ant.  Thou  bleed'ft  apace. 
Scar.  I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  a  T, 

But  now  'tis  made  an  H. 
Ant.  They  do  retire. 

Scar.  We'll  beat  'em  into  Bench  holes,  I  have  yet 
Room  for  fix  fcotches  more. 

Enter  Eros. 

Eros.  They  are  beaten,  Sir,  and  our  advantage  ferves 
For  a  fair  Victory. 

Scar.  Let  us  fcore  their  backs, 

And  fnatch  'em  up,  as  we  take  Hares  behind, 
'Tis  a  fport  to  maul  a  Runner. Ant.  I  will  reward  thee 

Once  for  thy  fprightly  comfort,  and  ten-fold 
For  thy  good  valour.  Come  thee  on. 

Scar.  I'll  halt  after.  [Exeunt. 

Alarum.    Enter  Anthony  again  in  4  march, 
Scarus,  with  others. 

Ant.  We  have  beat  him  to  his  Camp  :  Run  one 
Before,  and  let  the  Queen  know  of  our  Guefls :  to  morrow 

Before  the  Sun  (hall  fee's,  we'll  fpill  the  blood 
That  has  to  day  efcap'd.  I  thank  you  all, 
For  doughty  handed  are  you,  and  have  fought 

Not  as  you  ferv'd  theCaufe,  butas't  had  been 
Each  mans  like  mine  :  you  have  fliewn  all  HeElors, 
Enter  the  City,  clip  your  Wives,  your  Friends, 

Tell  them  your  feats,  whil'ft  they  with  joyful  tears 
Wafh  the  congealment  from  your  Wounds,  and  kifs 

The  honour'd  games  whole. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Give  me  thy  hand, 

To  this  great  Faiery,  I'll  commend  thy  arts, 
Make  her  thanks  blefs  thee.  O  thou  day  o'  th'  World, 
Chain  mine  arm'd  neck,  leap  thou,  Attire  and  all 
Through  proof  of  Harnefs  to  my  part,  and  there 

Ride  on  the  paints  triumphing. 
0eo.  Lord  of  Lords, 

Oh  infinite  Virtue,  com'ft  thou  fmiling  from 
The  Worlds  great  fnare  uncaught.  • 

Ant.  My  Nightingale, 
We  have  beat  them  to  their  Beds. 
What,  Girl,  though  gray 

Do  fomething  mingle  with  our  younger  brown,  yet  ha' we A  brain  that  nourilhes  our  Nerves,  and  can 
Get  gok  for  gole  of  youth.  Behold  this  man, 
Commend  unto  his  Lips  thy  favouring  hand, 
Kifs  it  my  Warriour :  He  hath  fought  to  day, 
As  if  a  god  in  hate  of  Mankind,  had 
Deftroyed  in  fuch  a  fhape. 

Cleo.  I'll  give  thee,  Friend, 
An  Armour  all  of  Gold  :  it  was  a  Kings. 

Ant.  He  has  deferv'd  it,  were  it  Carbunkled 
Like  holy  Phoebus  Car.  Give  me  thy  hand, 
Through  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  March, 
Bear,  our  hackt  Targets,  like  the  men  that  owe  them. 
Had  our  great  Palace  the  capacity 
To  Camp  this  hoaft,  we  all  would  fup  together, 
And  drink  Carowfes  to  the  next  dayes  Fate 
Which  prosnifes  Royal  peril.  Trumpeters 
With  brazen  din  blaft  you  the  Cities  Ear. 
Make  mingle  with  our  ratling  Tabourines, 
That  Heaven  and  Earth  may  ftiike  their  founds  together, 
Applauding  our  reproach.  [Sxeunt. 

Enter  a  Century,  and  his  Company ,  Enobarbus  follows. 

Cent.  If  we  be  not  reliev'd  within  this  hour,  . 
We  muft  return  to  th'  Court  of  Guard :  the  night 
Is  fhiny,  and  they  fay,  we  (hall  embattle 

By  th'  fecond  hour  iJ  th'  Morn. 
1  Watch,  This  laft  day  was  a  flirewd  one  to's. Enob.  Oh  bear  me  witnefs  night. 
2.  What  man  is  this  ? 
1.  Stand  clofe,  and  lift  him. 
Snob.  Be  witnefs  to  me  (O  thou  bleffed  Moon) 

When  men  revolted  lhall  upon  Record 
Bear  hateful  memory  :  poor  Enobarbus  did 
Before  thy  face  repent. 

Cent.  Enobarbus? 

3.  Peace:  hark  further. 
Enob.  Oh  Sovereign  Miftrifs  of  true  Melancholy, 

The  poyfonous  damp  of  night  difpunge  upon  me, 
That  life,  a  very  Rebel  to  my  will, 
May  hang  no  longer  on  me.  Throw  my  heart 
Againft  the  flint  and  hardnefs  of  my  fault, 
Which  being  dried  with  grief,  will  break  to  Powder, 
And  finifli  all  foul  thoughts :  Oh  Anthony, 
Nobler  than  my  revolt  is  infamous, 
Forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular, 
But  let  the  World  rank  me  in  Regifter 
A  Mafter-leaver,  and  a  fugitive : 
Oh  Anthony !  Oh  Anthony  ! 

1.  Let's  fpeak  to  him. 
Cent.  Let's  hear  him,  for  the  things  he  fpeaks 

May  concern  Cajar. 
2.  Let's  do  fo,  but  he  fleeps. 
Cent.  Swoonds  rather,  for  fo  bad  a  Prayer  as  his 

Was  never  yet  for  fleep. 
1.  Go  we  to  him. 

2.  Awake,  Sir,  awake,  fpeak  to  us. 
1.  Hear  you,  Sir  ? 
Cent.  The  hand  of  death  hath  caught  him. 

[Drums  of ar  off. 
Hark  how  the  Drums  demurely  wake  the  fleepers : 

Let  us  bear  him  to  th'  Court  of  Guard  :  he  is  of  note : 
Our  hour  is  fully  out. 

2.  Come  on  then,  he  may  recover  yet.  [Exeunt. 

Ooo  Enter 



Enter  Anthony,  and  Scarus,  with  their  Army. 

Ant.  Their  preparation  is  today  by  Sea, 
We  pleafe  them  not  by  Land. 

Scar.  For  both,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  I  would  they'ld  fight  ith*  Fire,  or  ith'  Air, 
We'Id  fight  there  too.  But  this  it  is,  our  Foot 
Upon  the  hills  adjoyning  to  the  City 
Shall  ftay  with  us.  Order  for  Sea  is  given, 
They  have  put  forth  the  Haven: 
Where  their  appointment  we  may  belt  difcover, 
And  look  on  their  endeavour.  [Exeunt 

Enter  CasPar,  and  his  Army. 

C<ef.  But  being charg'd,  we  will  be  ftillby  Land. 
Which  as  I  tak't  we  (hall,  for  his  beft  force 
Is  forth  to  Man  his  Gallies.  To  the  Vales, 
And  hold  our  beft  advantage.  [Exeunt. 

[Alarum  afar  off,  as  at  a  Sea  fight. 

Enter  Anthony,  and  Scarus. 

eAnt.  Yet  they  are  not  joyn'd  : 
Where  yond  Pine  does  ftand,  I  fiiall  difcover  all. 

I'le  bring  thee  word  ftraight,  how  'tis  like  to  go.  [Exit. Scar.  Swallows  have  built 

In  Cleopatra's  Sailes  their  nefts.  The  Auguries 
Say,  they  know  not,  they  cannot  tell,  look  grimly, 
And  dare  not  fpeak  their  knowledge.  Anthony 
Is  valiant,  and  dejected,  andbyftarts 
His  fretted  Fortunes  give  him  hope  and  fear 
Of  what  he  has,  and  has  not. 

/Enter  Anthony. 

ts4nt.  All  is  loft: 

This  foul  ̂ Egyptian  hath  betrayed  me  :  i 
My  Fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  Foe,  and  yonder, 
They  caft  their  Caps  up,  and  Carowfe  together 

Like  friends  long  loft.  Triplcturn'd  Whore,  'tis  thou 
Haft  fold  me  to  this  Novice,  and  my  heart 
Makes  only  Wars  on  thee.  Bid  them  all  flye  : 

For  when  I  am  reveng'd  upon  my  Charm, 
I  have  done  all.  Bid  them  all  flye,  be  gone. 
Oh  Sun,  thy  uprife  fhall  I  fee  no  more  : 
Fortune  and  Anthony  pare  here,  even  here 
Do  we  fhake  hands?  All  come  to  this  ?  The  hearts 

That  pannelled  me  at  heels,  to  whom  I  gave 
Their  wiflies,  do  dis-Candy,  melt  their  fweets 
On  bloflbming  Csfar:  and  this  Pine  is  barkt, 

That  over-topt  them  all.  Betray'd  I  am 
On  this  falfe  Soul  of  1A1gy.pt  {  this  grave  Charm, 

Whofeeye  beck'd  forth  my  wars,  and  call'd  them  home  : 
Whofe  Bofom  was  my  Crownet,  my  chief  end, 
Like  a  right  Gypfie,  hath  at  faft  and  Joofe 

Beguil'd  me,  to  the  very  heart  of  loft. 
What  Eros,  Eros? 

Enter  Cleopatra.. 

*  Led  J:  ioi  ,"»rf3i.i  «l>i;.  -  .  <"".  a Ah,  thou  Spell!  Avant. 

Cleo.  Why  is  my  Lord  enrag'd  againft  his  Love  ; 
Ant.  Vanifh,  or  I  fliall  give  thee  thy  deferving, 

And  blemilh  Cafars  Triumph.  Let  him  take  thee, 

And  hoift  thee  up  to  th'  fliouting  Plebeians, 
Follow  his  Chariot,  like  the  greateft  fpot 
Of  all  thy  Sex.   Moft  Monfter  likebe  fhewn 

For  poor'ft  Diminutives,  for  Dolts,  and  let 
Patient  Otlavia  plough  thy  vifage  up 
With  her  prepared  nails.  [Exit  Cleopatra. 
'Tis  well  th'art  gone, 
If  it  be  well  to  live.  But  better  'twere 

Thou  fell'ft  into  my  fury,  for  one  death 
Might  have  prevented  many.  Eros,  hoa  ? 
The  fhirt  of  Neffus  is  upon  me,  teach  me, 
Alcides,  thou  mine  Anceftor,  thy  rage. 

Let  me  lodge  Licas  on  the  horns  oth'  Moon, 
And  with  thofe  hands  that  grafpt  the  heavieft  Club, 
Subdue  my  worthieft  felf :  the  Witch  fhall  dye  : 
To  the  young  T^oman  Boy  fhe  hath  fold  me,  and  I  fall 
Under  his  plot :  Ihe  dyes  for't.  Eros,  hoa  ?  [Exit. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  Mardian. 

Cko.  Help  me,  my  Woman  :  Oh  he  is  more  mad 
Th«i  Telamon  for  his  Shield,  the  Boar  of  Thejfaly 
Was  never  fo  imboft. 

Char.  To  th1  Monument,  there  lock  your  felf, 
And  fend  him  word  you  are  dead  : 
The  Soul  and  body  rive  not  more  in  parting, 
Than  greatnefs  going  ofT 

Cleo.  To  th'  Monument : 
tJ^/ardian,  go  tell  him  I  have  flain  my  felf: 
Say,  that  thelaft  I  fpoke  was  sAntbony, 
And  word  it  (prethee)  pitioufly.  Hence,  <JKardian, 
And  bring  me  how  he  takes  my  death  to  th'  Monument. 

[Exeunt Enter  Anthony  and  Eros. 

Ant.  Eros^  thou  yet  behold'ftme? 
Eros.  I ,  Noble  Lord. 

Ant.  Sometime  we  fee  a  cloud  that's  Dragonilh, 
A  vapour  fometime,  like  a  Bear,or  Lyon, 
A  toward  Cittadel,  a  pendant  Rock, 
A  forked  Mountain,  or  blew  Promontory 

With  Trees  upon'r,  thatnodd  unto  the  world, 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  Air. 
Thou  haft  feen  thefe  ligns, 

They  are  black  Vefper's  Pageants. 
Eros.  I,  my  Lord. 
Ant*  That  which  is  now  a  Horfe,  even  with  a  thought 

The  Rack  diflimes,  and  makes  indiftincl: 
As  water  is  in  water. 

Eros.  It  do's,  my  Lord. 
Ant.  My  good  Knave,  Eros,  now  thy  Captain  is 

Even  fuch  a  body :  here  I  am  idntbony, 
Yet  cannot  hold  this  vifible  lhape  (my  Knave) 
I  made  thefe  wars  for  i^Egypt,  and  the  Queen, 
Whofe  heart  1  thought  1  had,  for  fhe  had  mine : 

Which  whil'ft  it  was  mine,  had  annext  unto't 
A  Million  moe  ( now  loft  :)  (he,  Eros,  has 
Packt  Cards  with  Cafars,  and  falfe  plaid  my  Glory 

Unto  an  Enemy's  triumph. 
Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros,  there  is  left  us 
Our  felves  to  end  our  felves. 

Enter  Mardian. 

Oh  the  vile  Lady,  fhe  has  robb'd  me  of  my  Sword. sJMar.  No ,  Anthony, 

My  Miftris  lov'd  thee,  and  her  Fortunes  mingled With  thine  intirely. 

Ant.  Hence,fawcy  Eunuch,peace,(he  hath  betraid  me, 
And  fhall  dye  the  death. 

Mar.  Death  of  one  perfon  can  be  paid  but  once, 

And  that  fhe  has  difcharg'd.  What  thou  would'ft  do Is  done  unto  thy  hand :  the  laft  fhe  fpake 
Wis  Anthony,  moft  Noble  Anthony  : 
Then  in  the  midft  a  tearing  groan  did  break 
The  name  of  Anthony  :  it  was  divided 
Between  her  heart  and  lips :  fhe  tendred  life 
Thy  name  fo  buried  in  her. 

Ant.  Dead  then? 
Mar.  Dead. 

Ant .  Unarme,  Eros,  the  long  dayes  task  is  done, 

And 
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And  we  muft  ileep :  that  thou  depart'ft  hence  fafe 
Does  pay  thy  labour  richly :  go.  {Exit  Mardian. 
Oh ,  pluck  off, 
The  feven-fold  fhield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep 
The  battery  from  my  heart.  Oh  cleave  my  fides. 
Heart,  once  be  ftronger  than  thy  Continent, 
Crack  thy  frail  Cafe.  Apace,  Eros,  apace: 
No  more  a  Souldier  s  bruifed  pieces  go, 
You  have  been  nobly  born.  From  me  a  while;   \JExk  Eros. 

I  will  o're-take  thee,  Cleopatra,  and 
Weep  for  my  pardon.  So  it  muft  be,  for  now 
All  length  is  Torture :  fince  the  Torch  is  out, 
Lye  down  and  ftray  no  farther.  Now  all  labour 
Marrs  what  it  does:  yea,  very  force  entangles 
It  felf  with  ftrength  i  Seal  then  and  all  is  done. 
Eros  ?  I  come,  my  Qaeen.  £res  ?  Say  for  me, 

Where  Souls  do  couch  on  Flowers,  we'll  hand  in  hand, 
And  with  our  fprightly  Port  make  the  Ghofts  gaze  : 
Dido,  and  her  tAneat  (hall  want  Troops, 
And  all  the  haunt  be  ours.  Come,  Eros,  Eros, 

Enter  Eros. 

Eros.  What  would  my  Lord  ? 
nAnt.  Since  Oeopatra  died, 

I  have  liv'd  in  fuch  difhonour,  that  the  gods 
Deteft  ray  bafenefs.  I,  that  with  my  Sword, 

Quarter'd  the  World,  and  o're  green  Neptunes  back 
With  Ships,  made  Cities  ̂   condemn  my  felf,  to  lack 
The  Courage  of  a  Woman,  lefs  Noble  mind 
Than  (he  which  by  her  death,  our  C4ar  te^s 
I  am  Conqueror  of  my  felf.  Thou  art  fworn  Eros, 
That  when  the  exigent  mould  come,  which  now 
Is  come  indeed :  when  I  mould  fee  behind  me 

Th'  inevitable  profecution  of  difgrace  and  horrour, 
That  on  my  command,  thou  then  would'ft  kill  me. 
Do't,  the  time  is  come  :  thou  ftrik'ft  not  me, 
'Till  c<efar  thou  defeat'ft.  Put  colour  in  my  cheek. 

Eros.  The  gods  with-hold  me, 
Shall  I  do  that  which  all  the  Tarthian  Darts, 
(  Though  Enemy )  loft  aim,  and  could  not. 

cAnthony.  Eros. 

Would'ft  thou  be  window'd  in  great  Rome,  and  fee 
The  Mafter  thus  with  pleacht  Armes,  bending  down 
His  corrigible  neck,  his  face  fubdu'd 

To  penetrative  fhame ;  whil'ft  the  wheel'd  feat 
Of  fortunate  Csjar  drawn  before  him,  branded 
His  bafenefs  that  enfued. 

Eros.  I  would  not  fee't. 
Ant.  Come  then :  for  with  a  wound  I  muft  be  cur'd. 

Draw  that  thy  honeft  Sword  which  thou  haft  worn 
Moft  ufeful  for  thy  Country. 

Eros.  Oh,  Sir,  pardon  me. 

Ant.  When  I  did  make  thee  free,  fwor'ft  thou  not  then 
To  do  this  when  I  bad  thee  ?  Do  it  at[once, 
Or  thy  precedent  Services  are  all 

But  accidents  unpurpos'd.  Draw,  and  come. 
Eros.  Turn  from  me  then  that  noble  countenance, 

Wherein  the  worfhip  of  the  whole  world  lies. 
Ant.  Lo  thee. 

Eros.  My  Sword  is  drawn. 
Am.  Then  let  it  do  at  once 

The  thing  why  thou  haft  drawn  it. 
Eros.  My  dear  Mafter, 

My  Captain,  and  my  Emperour.  Let  me  fay 
Before  I  ftrike  this  bloody  ftroke,  farewel. 

Ant.  'Tis  laid,  man,  and  farewel. 
Eros.  Farwel,  great  Chief.  Shall  I  ftrike  now  ? 
Ant..  Now  ,  Eros.  {Kills  himfelf. 
Eros.  Why  there  then : 

Thus  I  do  efcape  the  forrowof  Anthony's  death. 
Ant,  Thrice  nobler  than  my  felf, 

Thou  teacheft  me :  Oh  valiant  Eros,  what 

I  fhould,  and  could'ft  not,  ray  Queen  and  Eros 

Have  by  their  brave  inftruftion  got  upon  me 
A  Noblenefs  in  Record.  But  I  will  be 

A  Bride-groom  in  my  death,  and  run  into'?; 
As  to  a  Lovet  s  bed.  Come  then,  and  Sros, 
Thy  Ma4ter  dies  thy  Scholar :  to  do  thus 
I  learnt  of  thee.  How,  not  dead  >  not  dead  ? 
The  Guard,  how  ?  oh  difpatch  me. 

Enter  a  Guard. 

j.  Guard.  What's  the  noife? 
Ant,  I  have  done  my  work,  ill  Friends: 

0  make  an  end  of  whet  I  have  begun. 
2.  The  Star  is  fain. 
i.  And  t  ime  is  at  his  Period. 

All.  Alas,  and  woe. 
Ant.  Let  him  that  loves  me,  ftrike  me  dead, 

1.  Not  I. 
2.  Not  I. 
3.  Nor  any  one.  {Exeunt. 
Deere.  Thy  death  and  fortunes  bid  thy  followers  dye. 

This  Sword  but  lhewu  to  Crfar  with  this  tidings, 
Shall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  Diomedes. 

Bio.  Where's  Anthony? 
'Deere.  There,  Diomed,  there. 
Diom.  Lives  he?  wilt  thou  not  aafwer,  man  ? 
Ant.  Art  thou  there,  Dwmed .? 

Draw  thy  Sword,  and  give  me 
Sufficing  ftrokes  for  death. 

Dio.  Moft  abfolute  Lord, 

My  Miftris  Cleopatra  fent  me  to  thee. 
Ant.  When  did  (he  fend  thee  ? 

Diom.  Now,  my  Lord. 
tsfnt.  Where  is  fhe  ?  (  fear 
Diom.  Lockt  in  her  Monument :  fhe  had  a  Prophefying 

Of  what  hath  come  to  pafs :  for  when  (he  faw 
( Which  never  (hall  be  found)  you  did  fufpect 

She  had  dlfpos'd  with  Ctfar,  and  that  your  rage 
Would  not  be  purg'd,  fhe  fent  you  word  fhe  was  dead  : 
But  fearing  fince  how  ic  might  work,  hath  fent 
Me  to  proclaim  the  truth,  and  I  am  come 
1  dread ,  too  late. 

Ant.  Too  late,  good  Diomed :  call  my  Guard  I  prethee. 
Dio.  What  hoo :  the  Emperours  Guard. 

The  Guard,  what  hoa  ?  Come,  your  Lord  calls. 

Enter  four  or  five  of  the  Guard  of  Anthony, 

Ant .  Bear  me,  good  Friends,  where  Cleopatra  bides, 

'Tis  the  laft  fervice  that  I  mail  command  you. 
i.  Woe,  woe  are  we,  Sir,  you  may  not  live  to  wear 

All  your  true  Followers  out. 
lAU,  Moft  heavy  day. 

Ant .  Nay,  good  my  fellows,  do  not  pleafe  fharp  fate 
To  grace  it  with  your  forrows.  Bid  that  welcom 
Which  comestopunifhus,  and  we  punifh  it 
Seming  to  bear  it  lightly.  Take  me  up, 
I  have  led  you  oft,  carry  me  now,  good  friends, 
And  have  my  thanks  for  all.      {Exeunt  bearing  Anthony. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  and  her  nJWaids  aloft,  with 
Charmian,  WIras. 

Cko.  Oh  Charmian,  I  will  never  go  from  hence. 
Char.  Be  comforted,  dear  Madam. 

fieo.  No,  I  will  not.- All  ftrange  and  terrible  events  are  welcom, 
But  comforts  we  defpife :  our  fize  of  forrow 

Proportion'd  to  our  caufe,  muft  be  as  great 
As  that  which  makes  it. 

Ooo  2  Enter 

\ 



i6o 
The  Tradgedy  of 

Enter  Diomed. 

How  nows?  Is  he  dead  ? 

Diomed.  His  Death's  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 
Look  out  o'th'  other  fide  your  Monument, 
His  Guard  have  brought  him  hither. 

Enter  Anthony,  and  the  Guard. 

Cho.  OSun, 

Burn  the  great  Sphere  thou  mov'ft  in,  darkling  ffand 
T  e  varying  Shore  o'th'  world.  O  Antony  Antony ,  Antony 
Help,  Charmian,  help,  Iras,  help :  help,  friends, 
Below,  Jet's  draw  him  hither. 

Ant.  Peace, 

Not  Csfitr's  Valour  hath  o'er-thrown  zAntkony, 
But  Anthony  hath  triumpht  on  it  felf. 

Cleo.  So  it  fhould  be, 
That  none  but  Anthony  fhould  conquer  Anthony^ 
But  woe  'tis  fb. 

esfnt.  I  am  dying,  cAZgypt,  dying;  Only 
I  here  importune  Death  awhile,  until 
Of  many  thoufand  kifles  the  poor  lafc. 
1  lay  upon  thy  lips. 

Cleo.  I  dare  not,  Dear, 
Dear  my  Lord,  pardon :  I  dare  not, 

Left  I  be  taken :  Not  th'  imperious  lhew 
Of  the  dull-fortun'd  Cefar,  ever  fhall 
Be  broach'd  with  me,  If  Knife,  Drugs,  Serpents  have, 
Edge,  Sting,  or  Operation,  I  am  fafe : 
Your  Wife  Otlavia,  with  her  modeft  Eyes, 
And  ftill  conclufion,  fhall  acquire  honour, 
Demuring  upon  me :  But,  come,  come,  crfntony, 

Help  me,  my  Women,  we  mult  draw  thee  Bp  „- 
Afliit,  good  friends. 

<tAnt.  Oh  quick,  or  I  am  gone. 

Cleo.  Here's  fpo'rt  indeed  : 
How  heavy  weighs  my  Lord  ? 
Our  ftrength  is  all  gone  into  heaviaefs, 

That  makes  the  weight.  Had  I  great  Juno's  power, 
The  ftrong  wing'd  Mercury  fhould  fetch  thee  up,'  * 
And  fet  thee  by  Jove's  fide.  Yet  come  a  1  ittle, 
Wifhers  were  ever  Fools.  Oh-come,  come,  come. 

C  /  hey  heave  Antony  aloft  to  Cleopatra. 

And  welcome,  welcome.  Dye  when  thou  haft  liv'd, 
Quicken  with  kiffing :  Had  my  lips  that  power, 
Thus  would  I  wear  them  out. 

All.  A  heavy  fight. 
Ant.  1  am  dying,  tAzgypt,  dying, 

Give  me  fome  Wine,  and  let  me  fpeak  a  little. 
Cleo.  No,  let  me  fpeak,  and  let  me  rail  fo  high, 

That  the  falfe  Huswife,  Fortune,  break  her  wheel, 

Provok'd  by  my  offence. 
Ant.  One  word  (fweet  Queen) 

Of  Cafxr  feek  your  honour,  with  your  fafety.  Oh. 
Cleo .  They  do  not  go  together. 
tsfnt.  Gentle,  hear  me, 

None  about  Czfar  truft,  but  Proculetus. 

Oeo.  My  Refolution,  and  my  hands,  1*11  truft, None  about  Cafar. 
Ant.  The  miferable  charge  now  at  my  end, 

Lament  nor  forrow  at :  But  pleafe  your  thoughts 
In  feeding  them  with  thofe  my  former  fortunes, 

Wherein  I  liv'd.  The  greateft  Prince  o'th1  world, 
The  Nobleft :  and  do  not  bafely  die, 
Not  Cowardly,  put  off  my  Helmet  to 
My  Countryman.  A  Roman,  by  a  Roman 

Valiantly  vanquifh'd.  Now  my  fpirit  is  going, I  can  no  more. 

Cleo.  Nobleft  of  men,  woo'tdie, 
Haft  thou  no  care  of  me,  fhall  I  abide 
In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thy  abfence  is 
No  better  than  a  Stye  ?  O  fee,  my  Women : 

The  Crown  o'th'  Earth  doth  melt.  My  Lord  ? 
Oh  wither'd  is  the  Garland  of  the  War. 
The  Souldiers  Pole  is  fain .«  Young  Boys  and  Girls 
Are  level  now  with  men  :  The  odds  is  gone, 
And  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable, 
Beneath  the  vifiting  moon. 

Char.  Ohquietnefs,  Lady. 

Iras.  She's  dead  too,  our  Sovereiga. Char.  Lady. 

Iras.  Madam. 

Char.  Oh  Madam,  Madam,  Madanu 
Iras.  Royal  <s£gypt\  Enjprefs. 
Char.  Peace,  peace,  has. 
Cleo.  No  more  but  in  a  Woman,  and  commanded 

By  fuch  poor  paffion,  as  the  Maid  that  milks, 
And  does  the  meanelt  chares.  It  were  for  me 
To  throw  my  Scepter  at  the  injurious  gods, 
To  tell  them  that  this  world  did  equai  theirs, 

Till  they  had  ftoln  our  Jewel.  All's  but  nought: 
Patience  is  fottifh,  and  Impatience  does 

Become  a  Dog  that's  mad  :  Theh  is  it  fin, 
To  rufh  into  the  fecret  houfe  of  death, 
Ere  death  dare  come  to  us?  How  do  you,  women? 
What,  what  good  cheer  ?  why  how  now,  Charmian  ? 
My  Noble  Girls  ?  Ah  ,  women,  women  t  Look, 

Our  Lamp  is  fpent,  it's  out.  Good  Sirs,  take  heart, 
We'll  bury  him :  And  then  what's  brave,  what's  Noble, 
Let's  do't  after  the  high  Roman  fafhion, 
And  make  Death  proud  to  take  us.  Come,  away, 
This  cafe  of  that  huge  Spirit  now  is  cold. 

Ah,  women,  women.'  Come,  we  have  no  friend, 
But  Refolution,  and  the  briefeftend. 

[^Exeunt,  bearing  of  Anthony'*  'Body. 

Enter  Caefar,  Agrippa,  Dolabella,  Menas,  with 
his  Counfel  of  War, 

Caf  Go  to  him,  Dolabella,  bid  him  yield, 
Being  fo  fruftrate,  tell  him, 
He  mocks  the  pawfes  that  he  makes. 

Dot.  C4art  I  fhall. 

Enter  Decretas  with  the  Sword  of  Anthony.^ 

Ctf.  Wherefore  is  that  ?  and  what  art  thou  that  dar'ft 
Appear  thus  to  us  ? 

Dec.  I  am  called  Decretas, 

Marh^  Anthony  I  ferv'd,  who  belt  was  worthy 
Beft  to  be  ferv'd  :  whil'ft  heftood  up,  and  fpoke, 
He  was  my  Mafter,  and  I  wore  my  life 
To  fpend  upon  his  haters.  If  thou  pleafe 
To  taJce  me  to  thee,  as  I  was  to  him, 

I'll  be  to  Cafar :  If  thou  pleafeft  not, 
I  yield  thee  up  my  life. 

Oef.  What  is't  thou  fayeft  ? 
Dec.  I  fay  (Oh  Ctfar)  Anthony  is  dead. 
Gef.  The  breaking  of  fo  great  a  thing,  fhould  make 

A  greater  crack.  The  round  world 
Should  have  fhook  Lyons  into  civil  ftreets, 
And  Citizens  to  their  Dens.  The  Death  of  Anthony 
Is  not  a  fingle  Doom,  in  the  name  lay 
A  moiety  of  the  world. 

Dec.  He  is  dead  G<zfary 

Not  by  a  publick  minifter  of  Juftice, 
Nor  by  a  hired  Knife,  but  that  felf- hand 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  Acts  it  did, 

Hath  with  the  Courage  which  the  heart  did  lend  it, 
Splitted  the  heart.  This  is  his  Sword, 

I  robb'd  his  wound  of  it :  Behold  it  ftain'd With  his  moft  noble  Blood. 

C<tf  Look  you,  fad  friends, 
The  gods  rebuke  me,  but  it  is  a  Tidings 
To  wafii  the  eyes  of  Kings. 

Dol.  And  ftrange  it  is, 

That 
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That  Nature  mult  compel  us  to  lament 
Our  moll;  per  lifted  deeds. 

Men.  His  taints  and  honours  may  equal  with  him. 
Vol.  A  Rarer  Spirit  never 

Did  lteer  humanity  :  but  you  gods  will  give  us 

Some  faults  to  make  us  men.  Ctfur  is  touch'd. 
Men.  When  fuch  a  fpacious  Mirror's  fet  before  him, 

He  needs  muft  fee  himfelf. 

Cafar.  Oh  tsfwhony, 
I  have  followed  thee  to  this,  but  we  do  launch 
Difeafes  in  our  Bodies.  I  muft  perforce 
Have  Ihewn  to  thee  fuch  a  declining  day, 
Or  look  on  thine :  we  could  not  flail  together, 
In  the  whole  world.  But  yet  let  me  lament 
With  tears  asSoveragin  as  the  blood  of  hearts, 
That  thou  my  Brother,  my  Competitor, 
In  top  of  all  deilgn  ;  my  Mate  in  Empire, 
Friend  and  Companion  in  the  front  of  War, 
The  Arm  of  mine  own  Body,  and  the  heart 

Where  mine  his  thoughts  did  kindle  \  that  our  Stars 
Unreconcileable,  mould  divide  our  equalnefsto  this. 
Hear  me,  good  Friends, 
But  I  will  tell  you  at  fome  meeter  Seafon, 
The  bufinefs  of  this  man  looks  out  of  him, 

We'll  hear  him  what  he  fayes. 

Enter  an  /Egyptian. 

Whence  are  you? 
<y£gyp.  A  poor  Egyptian  yet,  the  Queen  my  Miftris 

Confin'd  in  all,  fhe  has  her  Monument 
Of  thy  intents,  defircs,  inftruction, 
That  Ihe  preparedly  may  frame  her  felf 

Toth'way  fhe's  fore'd  to. 
CtJ.  Bid  her  have  good  heart, 

She  foon  Ihall  know  of  us,  by  fome  of  ours, 
How  honourable,  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her.  For  £afar  cannot  leave  to  be  ungentle 

<s£eyp.  So  the  gods  preferve  thee.  {Exit. 
C*f.  Come  hither  Troculeius,  go  and  fay 

We  purpofe  her  no  fhame :  give  her  what  comforts 

The  quality  of  her  paffion  fhall  require  •, 
Left  in  her  greatnefs,  by  fome  mortal  ftrokc 

She  do  defeat  us.  For  her  life  in  rRome 
Would  be  eternal  in  our  triumph  i  go, 
And  with  your  fpeedieft  bring  us  what  fhe  fayes, 
And  how  you  find  of  her. 

Pro.  Cafar,  I  fhall.  {Exit  Proculeius. 

C&f.  Q alius,  go  you  along :  where's  Dolabella,  to  fecond Proculeius  ? 
esill.  Dolabella. 
Caf.  Let  him  alone:  for  I  remember  now 

How  he's  employ'd  :  he  fhall  in  time  be  ready. 
Go  with  me  to  my  Tent,  where  you  fhall  fee 
How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  War, 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  ft  ill 
In  all  my  Writings.  Go  with  me,  and  fee 
What  I  can  fhew  in  this.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Mardjan. 

Cleo.  My  defolation  docs  begin  to  make 

A  better  life  :  'Tis  paltry  to  be  C<cjar  : 
Not  being  fortune,  he's  but  fortunes  knave, 
A  minifter  of  her  will:  and  it  is  great, 
To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds, 

ch  (hackles  accidents,  and  bolts  up  change  \ 
c  deeps,  and  never  pallats  more  the  dung, 

1  tie  beggar's  Nurfe,  and  Csfars. 

Enter  Proculeius. 

!      rc .  Cafar  fends  greeting  to  the  Queen  of  v£gypti 
bids  thee  ftudy  on  what  fair  demands 

Thou  mean'ft  to  have  him  grant  thee. 
Cleo.  What's  the  name  ? 
Pro.  My  name  is  Proculeius. Cleo.  istfnthony 

Did  tell  me  of  you,  bad  me  truft  you,  but 

I  do  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceiv'd 
That  have  no  ufe  for  trufting.  If  your  Mafter 
Would  have  a  Queen  his  Beggar,  you  muft  tell  him, 
ThatMajefty,  to  keep  decorum,  muft 
No  k  fs  beg  than  a  Kingdom  :  if  he  pleafe 
To  give  me  conquer'd  <^£gypt  for  my  Son, 
He  gives  me  fo  much  oi  mine  own,  as  I 
Will  kneel  to  him  with  thanks. 

Pro.  Be  of  good  cheer: 

Y'are  fain  into  a  Princely  hand,  fear  nothing, 
Make  your  fuil  reference  freely  to  my  Lord, 
Who  is  full  of  Grace,  that  it  flows  over 
On  all  that  need.  Let  me  report  to  him 
Your  fweet  dependency,  and  you  fhall  find 
A  Conquerour  that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kindnefs, 
Where  he  for  Grace  is  kneel'd  to. 

Cleo.  Pray  you  tell  him., 
I  am  his  Fortunes  Vaflal,  and  I  fend  him 
The  greatnefs  he  has  got.  1  hourly  learn 
A  Doctrine  of  Obedience,  and  would  gladly 

Look  him  i'  th'  Face. 
Pto.  This  l'le  report  (dear  Lady) 

Have  comfort,  for  I  know  your  plight  is  pitied 

Of  him  that  caus'd  it. 
Char.  You  fee  how  eafily  {he  may  be  furpris'd  : 

Guard  her  till  Cafar  come. 
lrai.  Royal  Queen. 

Char.  Oh  Cleopatra,  thou  art  taken  Queen. 
Cleo.  Quick,  quick,  good  hands. 
Pro.  Hold,  worthy  Lady,  hold : 

Do  not  your  felf  fuch  wrong,  who  are  in  this 
Reliev'd,  but  not  betraid. 

Cleo.  What  of  death  too  that  rids  our  dogs  of  Ianguifh  ? 
Pro.  Cleopatra,  do  not  abufe  my  Matters  bounty,  by 

Th'  undoing  of  your  felf:  Let  the  world  fee 
His  Noblenefs  well  acted,  which  your  death 
Will  never  let  come  forth. 

Cleo,  Where  art  thou,  Death  ? 
Come  hither,  come  :  Come,  and  take  a  Queen 
Worth  many  Babes  and  Beggars. 

Pro,  Oh  temperance,  Lady. 
Cleo.  Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat,  IPe  not  drink,  Sir : 

If  idle  talk  will  once  be  neceffary, 

l'le  not  fleep  neither.  This  mortal  houfe  l'le  mine, 
Do  Cafar  what  he  can.  Know,  Sir,  that  1 

Will  not  wait  pinnion'd  at  your  Matter's  Court, 
Not  once  to  be  chaftis'd  with  the  fober  eye 
Of  dull  Uttavia.  Shall  they  hoift  me  up, 
And  fhew  me  to  the  fhouting  Varlotry 
Of  cenfuring  Rome  ?  rather  a  ditch  in  ̂ Egypt. 

Be  gentle,  grave,  unto  me :  rather  on  I^Uus  mud* 
Lay  me  ftark  hak'd,  and  let  the  water-Flies 
Blow  me  into  abhorring  :  rather  make 
My  Countreyshigh  Pyramids  my  Gibbet, 
And  hang  me  up  in  Chains. 

Pro.  You  do  extend 

Thefe  thoughts  of  horrour  further  than  you  fhall 
Find  caufe  in  Cafar. 

Snter  Dolabella. 

Dolabella.  Proculeius, 

What  thou  haft  done,  my  Mafter  Cafar  knows. 
And  he  hath  fent  for  thee :  as  for  the  Queen, 

l'le  take  her  to  my  Guard. 
Proculeius.  So,  Dolabella, 

It  fhall  content  me  belt :  be  gentle  to  her : 
To  Cafar  I  will  fpeak  what  you  fhall  pleafe, 

If  you'll  employ  me  to  him.  {Exit  Proculeius. 
O  o  o  3  Cleo. 
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Ceo.  Say.  I  would  die. 
Dol.  Mofl:  Noble  Emprefs,  you  have  heard  of  me. 
Cko.  I  cannot  tell. 

Dol.  Afluredly  you  know  me. 
Ceo.  No  matter,  Sir,  what  I  have  heard  or  known : 

You  laugh  when  Boyes  or  Women  tell  their  Dreams, 

Is't  not  your  trick  ? 
Dol.  1  underftand  not,  Madam. 
Ceo.  I  dreamt  there  was  an  Emperour  Anthony. 

Oh  fuch  another  fleep,  that  I  might  fee 
But  fuch  another  man. 

Dol.  If  it  might  pleafe  ye. 
Qeo.  His  face  was  as  the  Heavens,  and  therein  ftuck 

A  Sun  and  Moon,  which  kept  their  courfe,  and  lighted 
The  little  oth'  Earth. 

Dol.  Molt  Sovereign  Creature. 

fleo.  His  Legs  beftr id  the  Ocean,  his  rear'd  Arm 
Crefted  the  World  :  his  Voice  was  propertied 
As  all  the  tuned  Spheres,  and  that  to  Friends : 
But  when  he  meant  to  quail,  and  (hake  the  Orb, 
He  was  as  ratling  Thunder.  For  his  bounty, 

There  was  no  Winter  in't.  An  Anthony  it  was, 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping  :  his  delights 

Were  Dolphin-like,  they  fhew'd  his  back  above 
The  Element  they  liv'd  in    In  his  Livery 
Walk'd  Crowns  and  Crowuets :  Realms  and  Iflands 
As  plates  dropt  from  his  pocket. 

Dol.  Cleopatra. 
Cleo.  Think  you  there  was,  or  might  be  fuch  a  man 

As  this  I  dreamt  of  ? 
Dol.  Gentle  Madam,  no. 
Cko.  YouLycup  to  the  hearing  of  the  gods: 

But  if  there  be,  or  ever  were  one  fuch, 
Its  pall  thefizc  of  dreaming  :  Nature  wants  fluff 

To  vy  ftrange  forms  with  fancy,  yet  t'  imagine 
An  Anthony  with  Natures  piece,  'gainft  Fancy, 
Condemning  lhadows  quite, 

Dol.  Hear  me,  good  Madam : 
Your  lofs  is  as  your  felf,  great  j  and  you  bear  it 
As  anfwering  to  the  weight,  would  I  might  never 

O're-take  purfu'd  fuccefs :  but  I  do  feel 
By  the  rebound  of  yours,  a  grief  that  fuits 
My  very  heart  at  root. 

Cko.  I  thank  you,  Sir : 
Know  you  what  Cafar  means  to  do  with  me  ? 

Dol.  I  am  loth  to  tell  you  what,  I  would  you  knew. 
Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  Sir. 
Dol.  Though  he  be  honourable. 

Cleo.  He'll  lead  me  then  in  triumph. 
Dol.  Madam,  he  will,  I  know't. 

Enter  Proculeius,  Cajfar,  Gallus,  Mecasnas, 
and  others  of  his  Train. 

All.  Make  way  there,  C<efar. 
Ctf.  Which  is  the  Queen  of  lAlgypt. 

'Dol.  fVis  the  Emperour,  Madam.         QCleo.  kneels. 
Ctf.  Arffe,  you  (hall  not  kneel : 

I  pray  you  rife,  tife^tASgypt . 
Cleo.  Sir,  the  gods  will  have  it  thus, 

My  Mafter  and  my  Lord  I  much  obey. 
Caf.  Take  to  you  no  hard  thoughts, 

The  Record  of  what  injuries  you  did  us, 
Though  written  in  our  flefti,  we  Ihall  remember 
As  things  but  done  by  chance. 

Cleo.  Sole  Sir  oth'  World, 
I  cannot  project  mine  own  caufe  fo  well 
To  make  it  clear,  but  do  confefs  I  have 
Been  laden  with  like  frailties,  which  before 

Have  often  fham'd  our  Sex. 
Csf-  Cleopatra.,  know, 

We  will  extenuate  rather  than  inforce  : 

If  you  apply  your  felf  to  our  intents, 
Which  towards  you  are  molt  gentle,  you  fhall  find 

A  benefit  in  this  change,  but  if  you  feek 
To  lay  on  me  a  Cruelty,  by  taking 

Anthony's  courfe,  you  (hall  bereave  your  felf 
Of  my  good  purpofes,  and  put  your  Children 
To  that  deftruftion  which  I'll  guard  them  from, 
If  thereon  you  rely.  I'll  take  my  leave. 

Cleo.  And  may  through  all  the  World:i'tis  yours,and  we 
Your  Scutcheons,  and  your  figns  of  Conqueft  Ihall 
Hang  in  what  place  you  pleafe.  Here,  my  good  Lord. 

C<ef.  You  fhall  advife  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra. 
Cleo.  This  is  the  brief:  of  Money,  Plate,  and  Jewels 

I  am  pofTeft  of,  'tis  exaftly  valued, 
Not  petty  things  admitted.  Whereas  Selencm  ? 

Sel.  Here,  Madam. 
Ceo.  This  is  my  Treafurer,  let  him  fpeak  (my  Lord) 

Upon  his  peril,  that  I  have  referv'd To  my  felf  nothing.  Speak  the  truth,  Selencus. 
Set.  Madam,  I  had  rather  feal  ray  Lips, 

Than  to  my  peril  fpeak  that  which  is  not. 
Cleo.  What  have  I  kept  back  ? 
Sel.  Enough  to  purchafe  what  you  have  made  known. 
C<e/.  Nay,  blufhnot,  CUopaira,  I  approve 

Your  wifdom  in  the  deed. 

Geo.  See  C<ef*r  •  Oh  behold, 
How  pomp  is  followed  :  mine  will  now  be  yours, 
And  fhould  we  fliift  Eftates,  yours  would  be  mine, 

The  ingratitude  of  this  Seleuctu,  do's Even  make  me  wild.  Oh  Slave,  of  no  more  trult 

Than  love  that's  hir'd  ?  What,  goeft  thou  back,  thou  fhalt 

Go  back  I  warrant  thee :  but  I'll  catch  thine  Eyes 
Though  they  had  Wings.  Slave,  Soul-lefs,  Villain,  Dog, 
O  rarely  bafe ! 

Caf.  Good  Queen,  let  us  entreat  you. 
Cleo.  OCtfar,  what  a  wounding  Ihame  is  this, 

That  thou  vouchsafing  here  to  vifit  me, 
Doing  the  honour  of  thy  Lordlinefs 
To  one  fo  meek,  that  mine  own  Servant  fhould 
Parcel  the  fumm  of  my  difgraces,  by 
Addition  of  his  Envy !  Say  (good  C<tfar ) 

That  I  fomeLady-trifles  have  referv'd, 
Immomenttoyes,  things  of  fuch  Dignity 
As  we  greet  modern  Friends  withal,  and  fay 
Some  Nobler  Token  I  have  kept  apart 
For  Livia  and  OElavia,  to  induce 
Their  meditation,  mult  I  be  unfolded 
With  one  that  I  have  bred :  the  gods !  it  fraites  me 
Beneath  the  fall  I  have.   Prethee  go  hence, 
Or  I  fhall  fhew  the  Cynders  of  my  fpirits 

Through  th'  afhes  of  my  chance :  Wer't  thou  a  man, 
Thou  would'ft  have  mercy  on  me. 

Ctf.  Forbear,  Seleuctu. 
Cleo.  Be  it  known,  that  we  the  greateft  are  mif.thought 

For  things  that  others  do :  and  when  we  fall, 
We  anfwer  others  merits,  in  our  name 
Are  therefore  to  be  pittied. 

C&f.  Cleopatra, 

Not  what  you  have  referv'd,  nor  what  acknowledg'd 
Put  we  i'  th'  Roll  of  Conqueft  :  ftill  be't  yours, 
Beftow  it  at  your  pleafure,  and  believe 
Cafar's  no  Merchant  to  make  prize  with  you 

Of  things  that  Merchants  fold.  Therefore  be  cheer'd, 
Make  not  your  thoughts  your  Prifons :  No,  dear  Queen, 
For  we  intend  fo  to  difpofe  you,  as 
Your  felf  fhall  give  us  counfel :  Feed,  and  fleep : 
Our  care  and  pitty  is  fo  much  upon  you, 
That  we  remain  your  Friend,  and  fo  adieu. 

Ceo.  My  Mafter,  and  my  Lord. 
GtJ.  Notfo:  Adieu. 

[Exeunt  Casfar,  and  his  train. 
Cleo.  He  words  me,  Girls,  he  words  me, 

That  I  fhould  not  be  noble  to  my  felf. 
But  hark  thee,  Charmian. 

Irat.  Finifh,  good  Lady,  the  bright  day  is  done, 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

Cleo. 
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Cleo.  Hye  thee  again. 
I  have  fpoke  already,  and  it  is  provided, 
Go  put  it  to  the  hafte. 

Char.  Madam,  I  will. 

Enter  Dolabella. 

Dol.  Where's  the  Queen  ? 
Char.  Behold,  Sir. 
Cleo,  Dolabella. 
Dol.  Madam,  as  thereto  fworn,  by  your  command 

(Which  my  love  makes  Religion  to  obey) 
I  tell  you  this  :  Cafar  through  Syria 
Intends  his  Journey,  and  within  three  dayes, 
You  with  your  Children  will  he  fend  before, 

Make  your  bed  ufe  of  this.  I  have  perform'd 
Your  pleafure,  and  my  promife. 

C'ieo.  Dolabella,  I  (hall  remain  your  Debtor. 
Dol.  I  your  Servant : 

Adieu,  good  Queen,  I  mult  attend  on  Cafar.  {Exit. 
Cleo.  Farewel,  and  thanks. 

Now,  has-,  what  think'ft  thou  ? 
Thou,  an  Egyptian  Puppet,  (halt  be  Ihewn 
Jn  %ome  as  well  as  I :  Mechanick  Slaves 
With  greafie  Aprons,  Rules,  and  Hammers  fhall 
Uplift  us  to  the  view.  In  their  thick  breath?, 
Rank  of  grofs  Diet,  lhall  we  be  enclouded, 

And  forc'd  to  drink  their  vapour. 
has.  The  gods  forbid. 

Cleo.  Nay,  'tis  moft certain,  Iras:  fawcy  Lienors 
Will  catch  at  us  like  Strumpets,  and  fcaU'd  Rhimers 
Ballad  us  out  a  tune.  The  quick  Comedians 
Extempo  ally  will  ftage  us,  and  prefent 
Our  Alexandria  Revels :  Anthony 
Shall  be  brought  drunken  forth,  and  I  fhall  fee 

Some  fpeaking  Cleopatra-Boy  my  greatnefs 
lth'  pofture  of  a  Whore. 

Iras.  O  the  good  gods ! 

Cleo.  Nay  that's  certain. 
Iras.  I'll  never  fee't ;  for  I  am  fure  my  Nails 

Are  ftronger  than  mine  Eyes. 

Cleo.  Why  that's  the  way  to  fool  their  preparation, 
And  conquer  their  mod  abfurd  intents. 

Enter  Charmian. 

Now  Charmian. 

Shew  me  my  Women  like  a  Queen  :  Go  fetch 
My  beft  Attires.  I  am  again  for  (idrm 
To  meet  Mark  Anthony.    Sirrah  Iras,  go, 

(Now,  noble  Charmian^  we'll  difpatch  indeed,) 
And  when  thou  haft  done  this  chare.  I'll  give  thee  leave 
To  play  till  Doomf  day :  bring  our  Crown,  and  all. 

XjlA  noife  within. Wherefore  this  noife  ? 

Enter  a  Guardfman. 

Cuardf.  Here  is  a  rural  Fellow, 

That  will  not  be  deny'd  your  Highnefs  prefence, 
He  brings  you  Figs. 

CUo.  Let  him  come  in.  {.Exit  Guardfman. 
How  poor  an  Inftrument 
May  do  a  noble  deed :  he  brings  me  liberty : 

My  refolution's  plac'd,  and  I  have  nothing Of  Woman  in  me  :  Now  from  head  to  foot 

I  am  Marble  conftant :  now  the  fleeting  Moon 
No  Planet  is  of  mine. 

Enter  Guardfman  and  Clown. 

CjuardJ.  This  is  the  Man. 
Cleo.  Avoid  and  leave  him.  {Exit  Guardfman. 

Haft  thou  the  pretty  Worm  of  7\(jlm  there, 

That  kills  and  pains  not  ? 

Clown.  Truly  I  have  him :  but  I  would  not  be  the  party 
that  fliould  delire  you  to  touch  him,  for  his  biting  is  im- 

mortal :  thofe  that  do  die  of  it,  do  feldom  or  never 
recover. 

Cleo.  Rcmember'ftthou  any  that  have  di'd  on't  ? 
Clown.  Very  many  Men  and  Women  too.  I  heard  of 

one  of  them  no  longer  than  yefterday,  a  very  honeft  Wo- 
man, but  fomething  given  to  lye,  as  a  Woman  fhould  not 

do,  but  in  the  way  of  honefty,  how  fhedied  of  the  biting 
of  it,  what  pain  fhe  felt :  Truly,  (he  makes  a  very  good 

rtport  oth'  Worm:  but  he  that  will  believe  all  that  they 
fay,  mail  never  be  faved  by  half  that  they  do :  but  this  is 
mod:  fallible,  the  Worm's  an  odd  Worm. 

Cleo.  Get  thee  hence,  farewel. 
Clown.  I  wifh  you  all  joy  of  the  Worm, 
Cleo.  Farewel. 

Clown.  You  muft  think  this  (look  you)  that  the  Worm 
will  do  his  kiud. 

CUo.  I,  I,  farewel. 
Clown.  Look  you,  the  Worm  is  not  to  be  trufted,  but 

in  the  keeping  of  wife  people:  for  indeed,  there  is  no 

goodnefs  in  the  Worm. 
Cleo.  Take  no  care,  it  fhall  be  heeded. 
Clown.  Very  good  :  give  it  nothing  I  pray  you,  for  it  is 

not  worth  the  feeding. 
Cleo.  Will  it  eat  me  ? 

Clown.  You  muft  not  think  I  am  fo  fimple,  but  I  know 
the  Devil  himfelf  will  not  eat  a  Woman  :  1  know,  that  a 
Woman  is  a  difh  for  the  gods,  if  the  Devil  drefs  her  not. 
But  truly,  thefe  fame  whorfon  Devils  do  the  gods  great 
harm  in  their  Women :  for  in  every  ten  that  they  make, 
the  Devils  mar  five. 

Cleo.  Well,  get  the  gone,  farewel. 

Clown.  Yesforfooth,  I  wilh  you  joy  oth' Worm.  {Exit. 
Cleo.  Give  me  my  Robe,  put  on  my  Crown,  1  have 

Immortal  longings  in  me.  Now  no  more 
The  juice  of  <tAl2,ypts  Grape  fliall  moift  his  Lip. 
Yare,  yare,  good  Iras,  quick  :  me  thinks  I  hear 
Anthony  call :  I  fee  him  rowfe  himfelf 
To  praife  my  Noble  Ad.  I  hear  him  mock 
The  luck  of  Cafar,  which  the  gods  give  men 
To  excufe  their  after  wrath.  Husband,  I  come : 
Now  to  that  name,  my  courage  prove  my  Title. 
I  am  Fire,  and  Air;  my  other  Elements 
I  give  no  bafer  life.  So,  have  you  done  ? 
Come  then,  and  take  the  laft  warmth  of  niy  Lips. 
Farewel  kind  fharmian,  Iras,  long  farewel. 
Have  I  the  Afpick  in  my  Lips  ?  Doft  fall  ? 
If  thou  and  Nature  can  fo  gently  part, 
The  ftroke  of  death  is  as  a  Lovers  pinch, 

Which  hurts,  and  isdefir'd.  Doft  thou  lie  ftill  ? 
If  thus  thou  vanifheft,  thou  tell'ft  the  World 
It  is  not  worth  leave  taking. 

Char.  Diffolve  thick  Cloud  and  Rain,  that  I  may  fay, 
The  gods  themfelves  do  weep. 

Cleo.  This  proves  mebafe: 
If  fhe  proves  the  curled  Anthony, 

He'll  make  demand  of  her,  and  fpend  that  kifs 
Which  is  my  Heaven  to  have.  Come  thou  mortal  wretch, 
With  thy  fliarp  teeth  this  knot  intrinficate. 
Of  life  at  once  unty:  Poor  venemous  FooJ, 

Be  angry  and  difpatch.  Oh  could'ft  thou  fpeak, 
That  I  might  hear  thee  call  great  Cafar  Afs,  unpolicied. 

Char.  Oh  Eaftern  ftar. 
CUo.  Peace,  peace : 

Doft  thou  not  fee  my  Baby  at  my  Breaft, 
That  fucks  the  Nurfe  afleep. 

Char.  O  break !  O  break  ! 

Cleo.  As  fweetasBalm,  asfoftasAir,  as  gentle. 
O  Anthony  !  Nay  I  will  take  thee  too. 
What  fhould  I  ftay   {Dies. 

Char.  In  this  wild  World  ?  So  fare  thee  well : 
Now  boaft  thee  Death,  in  thy  polTeffion  lies 

A  Lafs 
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A  Lafs  unparallel'd.  Downy  Windows  clofe, 
And  golden  Phcebus  never  be  beheld 
Of  Eyes  again  fo  Royal :  your  Crowns  away, 

I'll  mend  it,  and  then  play  

Enter  the  Guard  ruflling  in,  and  Dolabella. 

1  Guard.  Where's  the  Queen  ? 
Char.  Speak  foftly,  wake  her  not. 
1.  C<efar  hath  fen t. 
Char.  TooflowaMefienger. 

Oh  come  apace,  difpatch,  I  partly  feel  thee. 
1.  Approach  ho, 

All's  not  well :  C<ejarys  beguiPd. 
2.  There's  Dolabella  fent  from  Cafar :  call  him. 
1.  What  work  is  here,  Charmian? 

Is  this  well  done  ? 

Char.  It's  well  done,  and  fitting  for  a  Princcfs 
Defcended  of  fo  many  Royal  Kings. 
Ah  Souldier !  f Charmian  dyes. 

Enter  Dolabella. 

Dol.  How  goes  it  here  ? 
2.  Guard.  All  dead. 

'Dol.  Cafar,  thy  thoughts 
Touch  their effects  in  this:  thy  felf  art  coming 

To  fee  perform'd  the  dreaded  Act  which  thou 
So  fought'ft  to  hinder. 

Enter  C;efar  and  all  his  Train,  marching. 

All.  Make  way  there,  make  way  for  fijar. 
Dol.  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  too  fure  an  Augurer : 

That  you  did  fear,  is  done. 
Cafar.  Braveft  at  the  laft, 

She  levell'd  at  our  purpofes,  and  being  Royal Took  her  own  way  :  the  manner  of  her  Deaths  ? 
I  do  not  fee  them  bleed. 

Dol.  Who  was  laft  with  them  ? 
1.  Guard.  A  fimple  Country man,that  brought  her  Figs 

This  was  his  Basket. 

Caf.  Poyfon'd  then. I  Guard.  Oh  Cafar  : 

This  Ckarmian  Iiv'd  but  now,  fhe  flood  and  fpake : I  found  her  trimming  up  the  Diadem, 
On  her  dead  Miftrifs,  tremblingly  flie  flood, 
And  on  the  fudden  dropt. 

C<tfar.  Oh  noble  weaknefs : 

If  they  had  fwallowed  poyfon,  'twould  appear. By  external  fwelling  :  but  fhe  looks  like  fleep, 
As  flie  would  catch  another  Anthony 
In  her  ftrong  toil  of  Grace. 

Dol.  Here  on  her  Breaft, 
There  is  a  vent  of  blood ,  and  fomething  blown 
The  like  is  on  her  Arm. 

1  Guard.  This  an  Afpects  trail 
And  theft  Fig-leaves  have  flime  upon  them  fuch 
As  th'  Afpick  leaves  upon  the  Caves  of  Nile. 

Caf.  Moft  probable 
That  fo  /he  died :  for  her  Phyfician  tells  me 

She  hath  purfu'd  Conclufions  infinite 
Of  eafie  ways  to  dye.  Take  up  her  Bed, 
And  bear  her  Women  from  the  Monument, 
She  fliall  be  buried  by  her  Anthony. 
No  Grave  upon  the  Earth  (hall  clip  in  it 
A  pair  fo  famous :  high  events  as  thefe 
Strike  thofe  that  make  them :  and  their  ftory  is 
No  lefs  in  pitty,  than  his  glory  which 
Brought  them  to  be  lamented.  Our  Army  (hall, 
In  folemn  (hew,  attend  this  Funeral, 
And  thea  to  %ome.  Come,  Dolabella,  fee 
High  Order  in  this  great  Solemnity.        lExcunt  omnes. 

THE 
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<tAUus  primus.   Scena  ̂ Prima. 

Enter  wo  Gentlemen. 

i  Gent.  ¥"TOU  do  not  meet  a  man  but  frowns. 
Our  blouds  no  more  obey  the  Heavens 

H      Than  our  Courtiers : 

Still  feem  as  do's  the  Kings. 
z  Gent.  But  what's  the  matter  > 

1.  His  Daughter,  and  the  Heir  of 's  Kingdom  ('whom 
He  purpos'd  to  his  Wives  fole  Son,  a  Widow 
That  late  he  married)  hath  referr'd  her  felf 
Unto  a  poor,  but  worthy  Gentleman.  She's  wedded. 
Her  Husband  banifli'd  j  Ihe  imprifon'd,  all 
Is  outward  forrow,  though  I  think  the  King 

Be  touch'd  at  very  heart. 
2.  None  but  the  King? 
1 .  He  that  hath  loft  her  too :  fo  is  the  Queen, 

That  moft  defir'd  the  Match.  But  not  a  Courtier, 
Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the  Kings  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
Glad  at  the  thing  they  fcoul  at. 

2.  And  why  fo  ? 

1.  He  that  hath  mifs'd  the  Princefs,  is  a  thing 
Too  bad,  for  bad  report :  and  he  that  hath  her, 
(I  mean,  that  married  her,  alack  good  man, 

And  therefore  banifh'd)  is  a  Creature,  fuch, 
Astofeek  through  the  Regions  of  the  Earth 
For  one,  he  likes  j  there  would  be  fomething  failing 
In  him,  that  (hould  compare.  I  do  not  think, 
So  fair  an  Outward,  and  fuch  ftuffwithin 
Endows  a  man,  but  he. 

2.  You  fpeak  him  fair. 
1.  I  do  extend  him  (Sir)  which  himfelf, 

Crufli  him  together,  rather  than  unfold 
His  meafure  dully. 

2.  What's  his  name  and  Birth  ? 
r.  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root :  his  Father 

Was  call'd  Sicillm,  who  did  join  his  honour 
Againft  the  Romans,  with  Cajfibelan, 
But  had  his  Titles  by  Tenamitu^  whom 

He  ferv'd  with  Glory  and  admir'd  Succefs : 
Sogain'd  the  Sur-addition,  Leonatus. 
And  had  (befides  this  Gentlemah  in  queftion) 

Two  other  Sons,  who  in  the  Wars  o'  th'  time 
Dy'd  with  their  Swords  in  hand.  For  which  their  Father 
Then  old,  and  fond  of  ifTue,  took  fuch  forrow 
That  he  quit  Being ;  and  his  gentle  Lady 
Big  of  this  Gentleman  (our  Theam  deceaft) 

As  he  was  born.  The  King  he  takes  the  Babe 

To  his  protection,  calls  him  rPoBhnmus  Leonatus, 
Breeds  him,  and  makes  him  of  his  Bed-Chamber 
Puts  to  him  all  the  Learnings  that  his  time 
Could  make  him  the  receiver  of,  which  he  took 

As  we  do  air,  fait  as 'twas  miniftred, 
And  in's  Spring,  became  a  Harveft :  Liv'd  in  Court 
(Which  rare  it  is  fo  do)  moft  prais'd,  moftlov'd, 
A  fample  to  the  youngeft  :  to  th'  more  Mature, 
A  glafs  that  feated  them :  and  to  the  graver, 
A  Child  that  guided  Dotards.  To  his  Miftrifs, 

(For  whom  he  now  is  banifli'd)  her  own  price 
Proclaims  how  flie  efteem'd  him  •■,  and  his  Vertue 
By  her  Ele&ion  may  be  truly  read,  what  kind  of  man  he  is. 

2.  I  honour  him,  even  out  of  your  report. 

But  pray  you  tell  me,  is  (lie  fole  Child  to  th'  King  ? 
1.  His  only  Child? 

He  had  two  Sons  (if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
Mark  it)  the  eldeft  of  them,  at  three  years  old 

I*  th'  fwathingCloaths,  the  other  from  their  Nurfery 
Wereftoln,  and  to  this  hour,  noguefsin  knowledge 
Which  way  they  went. 

2.  How  Jong  is  this  ago? 
1.  Some  twenty  years. 

2.  That  a  Kings  Children  fhould  be  fo  convey'd, 
So  flackly  guarded,  and  the  fearch  fo  flow 
That  could  not  trace  them. 

1.  Howfoere  'tisftrange, 

Or  that  the  negligence  may  well  be  laugh'd  at : Yet  is  it  true,  Sir. 

2.  1  do  well  believe  you. 
i.  We  mufb  forbear.  Here  comes  the  Gentleman, 

The  Queen,  and  Princefs.  [Exeiint. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  the  Queen,  Pofthumus,  and  Imogen. 

Qu.  No,  be  aflur'd  you  (hall  not  find  me  (Daughter) 
After  the  (lander  of  molt  Step-Mothers, 

Evil-ey'd  unto  you.  You're  my  Prifoner,  but 
Your  Gaoler  fliall  deliver  you  the  Keys 
That  lock  up  your  reftraint.  For  you,  Poflhitmtu, 

So  foon  as  I  can  win  th'  offended  King, 
I  will  be  known  your  Advocate :  marry  yet 

The  fire  of  Rage  is  in  him,  and  'twere  good 
You  lean'd  unco  his  Sentence,  with  what  patience 

Your 
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Your  wifdom  may  inform  you. 
Pofi.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs, 

I  will  from  hence  to  day. 
Qie.  You  know  the  peril : 

Tie  tetch  a  turn  about  the  Garden,  pitying 

The  bangs  of  barr'd  affections,  though  the  King 
Hath  charg'd  you  mould  not  fpeak  together.  {Exit. 

Imo.  OdhTemblingCurtefie  !  How  fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  file  wounds  ?  My  deareft  Husband, 
I  fomething  fear  my  Fathers  wrath,  but  nothing 

(  Always  referv'd  my  holy  duty  )  what 
His  rage  can  do  on  me.  You  muft  be  gone, 
And  I  (hall  here  abide  the  hourly  Ihot 
Of  angry  eyes :  not  comforted  to  live, 
But  that  there  is  this  Jewel  in  the  world, 
That  I  may  lee  again. 

Toft.  My  Queen,  my  Miftris: 
0  Lady,  weep  no  more,  left  I  give  caufe 
To  be  fufpectcd  of  more  tendernefs 
Than  doth  become  a  man.  I  will  remain 

The  loyairft  husband,  that  did  ere  plight  troth. 

My  refidence  in  Rome,  at  one  Mono's, 
Who  to  my  Father  was  a  friend,  to  me 
Known  but  by  Letter ;  thither  write  (my  Queen) 
And  with  mine  eyes,  Tie  drink  the  words  you  fend, 
Though  Ink  be  made  of  Gall. 

Enter  Queen. 

Que.  Be  brief,  I  pray  you  : 
If  the  King  come,  I  ftiall  incur,  I  know  not 
How  much  of  his  difpleafure  :  yet  Tie  move  him 
To  walkthis  way  :  I  never  do  him  wrong, 

But  he  do's  buy  my  injuries,  to  be  friends. 
Payes  dear  for  my  offences. 

Pofi.  Should  we  be  taking  leave 
As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live, 
The  lothnefsto  depart,  would  grow:  Adieu, 

Jmo.  Nay,  ftay  a  little : 
Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  air  your  felf, 
Such  parting  were  too  petty.  Look  here  (Love) 
This  Diamond  was  my  Mothers :  take  it  (Heart) 
But  keep  it  till  you  wooe  another  Wife, 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Pofi.  How,  how  ?  Another  ? 
You  gentle  gods,  give  me  but  this  I  have, 
And  fear  up  myembracements  from  a  next, 
With  bonds  of  death.  Remain,  remain  thou  here, 

While  fenfe  can  keep  it  on.-  Andfweeteft,  faireft, 
As  1  (my  poor  felf)  did  exchange  for  you 
To  your  fo  infinite  lofs :  fo  in  our  trifles 
1  ftill  win  of  you.  For  my  fake  wear  this, 
It  is  a  Manacle  of  Love,  Tie  place  it 
Upon  this  faireft  Prifoner. 

Imo.  O  the  gods ! 
When  fhall  we  fee  again  ? 

Enter  Cymbeline,  and  Lords. 

ToB.  Alack,  the  King. 
Cym.  Thou  bafeft  thing,  avoid  hence,  from  my  fight : 

If  after  this  command  thou  fraught  the  Court 
With  thy  unworthinefs,  thoudyeft.  Away, 
ThouVt  poifon  to  my  bloud. 

Tofi.  The  gods  protect  you, 
And  blefs  the  good  Remainders  of  the  Court : 
I  am  gone.  [Exit, 

Imo.  There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 
More  fharp  than  this  is. 

Cym.  O  difloyal  thing, 

That  fhould'ft  repair  my  youth,  thou  heap'ft 
A  years  age  on  me. 

Imo.  I  befeech  you,  Sir, 
Harm  not  your  felf  with  your  vexation, 

I  am  fenfelefs  of  your  wrath ;  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 

Cym.  Pali:  Grace?  Obedience? 
Jmo.  Paft  hope,  and  in  difpair,  that  way  pall  Grace. 

Cym.  That  might'ft  have  had The  fole  Son  of  my  Queen. 
Imo.  O  blefied  that  I  might  not :  I  chofe  an  Eagle, 

And  did  avoid  a  Puttock. 

Cym.  Thou  took'ft  a  Beggar,  would'ft  have  made  my Throne,  a  Seat  for  bafenefs. 
Imo.  No,  I  rather  added  a  luftre  to  it. 
Cym.  O  thou  vile  one  ! 
Imo.  Sir, 

It  is  your  fault  that  I  have  lov'd  Pofihumns: 
You  bred  him  as  my  Play  fellow,  aud  h&is 
A  man,  worth  any  woman ;  over-buys  me 
Almoft  the  fumm  he  payes. 

Cym.  What?  art  thou  mad? 
Imo.  Almoft,  Sir :  Heaven  reftore  me  :  would  I  were 

A  Neat-herds  Daughter,  and  my  Lecnattu 
Our  Neighbour-Shepherds  Son. 

Enter  Queen. 

Cym.  Thou  foolifh  thing  *, 
They  were  again  together  :  you  have  done 
Not  after  our  command.  Away  with  her, 
And  pen  her  up. 

Que.  Befeech  your  patience :  Peace, 
Dear  Lady  Daughter,  peace.  Sweet  Soveraign, 
Leave  us  to  our  felves,  and  make  your  felf  fome  comfort 
Out  of  your  belt  advice. 

Cym.  Nay  let  her  ianguifh 
A  drop  of  bloud  aday,  and  being  aged 
Dye  of  this  Folly. 

ISxit. 

Enter  Pifanio. 

Que.  Fie,  you  muft  give  away : 
Here  is  your  Servant.  How  now,  Sir  ?  What  news  ? 

Pif.  My  Lord  your  Son,  drew  on  my  Matter. 

Que.  Hah! No  harm  I  truft  is  done  ? 

Pt/a.  There  might  have  been, 
But  that  my  Matter  rather  plaid,  than  fought, 
And  had  no  help  of  Anger :  they  were  parted 

By  Gentlemen,  at  hand. 

Que.  I  am  very  glad  on't. 
Jmo.  Your  Son's  my  Fathers  Friend,  he  takes  his  part 

To  draw  upon  an  Exile,  O  brave  Sir, 
I  would  they  were  in  Africk^  both  together, 
My  felf  by  with  a  Needle,  that  I  might  prick 
The  goer  back.  Why  came  you  from  your  Matter  ? 

Pifa.  On  his  command  :  he  would  not  fuffer  me 
To  bring  him  to  the  haven :  left  thefe  notes 
Of  what  commands  I  Ihould  be  fubject  to, 

When't  pleafe  you  to  employ  me. 
Que.  This  hath  been 

Your  faithful  Servant :  I  dare  lay  mine  honour 
He  will  remain  fo. 

Pifa.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs. 

Que.  Pray  walk  a  while. 
Imo.  About  fome  half  hour  hence, 

Pray  you  fpeak  with  me^ 
You  fhall  (  at  leaft  )  go  fee  my  Lord  aboard. 
For  this  time  leave  me.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Clotten,  and  two  Lords. 

i.  Sir,  I  would  advife*you  tofhift  a  fhirt;  the  Vio- 
lence of  Action  hath  made  you  reek  as  a  Sacrifice :  where 

air 
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air  conies  out,  air  comes  in :  there's  none  abroad  fo  whol- 
fomeast:iat  you  vent. 

Clot.  If  my  Shirt  were  bloudy,  then  to  fhift  it. 
Have  I  hurt  him  ? 

2.  No  faith  :  not  fo  much  as  his  patience. 

1 .  Hurt  him  ?  His  bodie's  a  paflableCarkafs  if  he  be  not 
hurt,  lc  is  a  through-fare  for  Steel  if  it  be  not  hurt. 

2.  His  Steel  was  in  debt ,  it  went  oth'  Back-fide  the Town. 
Clot.  The  Villain  would  not  ftand  me. 
2.  No,  but  he  fled  forward  ftill,  toward  your  face. 
1.  Stand  you  ?  you  have  Land  enough  of  your  own  : 

But  he  added  to  your  having,  gave  you  fome  ground. 
2.  As  many  Inches,  as  you  have  Oceans  (Puppies ) 
Clot.  I  would  they  had  not  come  between  us. 

2.  So  would  I,  till  you  had  meafur'd  how  long  a  fool 
you  were  upon  the  ground. 

Clot.  And  that  fhe  fhould  love  this  fellow,  and  refufe  me. 

2.  If  it  be  a  fin  to  make  a  true  election,  file  is  damn'd. 
1.  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always  .•  her  Beauty  and  her  Brain 

go  not  together.  She's  a  good  fign,  but  I  have  feen  fmall reflection  of  her  wit. 

2 .  She  Ihines  not  upon  Fools,  left  the  reflection 
Should  hurt  her. 

Clot.  Come,  Tie  to  my  Chamber :  would  there  had  been 
fome  hurt  done. 

2.  I  wifh  not  fo,  unlefs  it  had  been  the  fall  of  an  Afs, 
which  is  no  great  hurt. 

Cot.  You'il  go  with  us? 
1.  Tie  attend  your  Lordfliip. 

Clot.  Nay  come,  let's  go  together. 
2.  Well ,  my  Lord. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Imogen,  and  Pifanio. 

Imo.  I  would  thou  grew'ft  unto  the  fliores  oth'  haven, 
And  queftioned'ft  every  Sail :  if  he  mould  write, 
And  1  not  have  it,  'twere  a  Paper  loft 
As  offer'd  mercy  is :  what  was  the  Jaft 
That  he  fpake  to  thee  ? 

Pifa.  It  was  his  Queen,  his  Queen. 
Imo.  Then  wav'd  his  Handkerchief? 
Pifa.  And  kift  it,  Madam. 
Imo.  Senfelefs  Linnen,  happier  therein  than  I : 

And  that  was  all  ? 

Pija.  No,  Madam :  for  fo  long 
As  he  could  make  me  with  his  eyes,  or  ear, 
Diftinguifh  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  Deck,  with  Glove,  or  Hat,  or  Handkerchief, 

Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  ftirrs  of 's  mind 
Could  beft  exprefs  how  flow  his  Soul  fail'd  on, 
How  fwift  his  Ship. 

Imo.  Thou  fliould'ft  have  made  him 
As  little  as  a  Crow,  or  lefs,  ere  left 

To  after-eye  him. 
Ptja.  Madam,  fo  I  did 
Imo.  I  would  have  broke  mine  eye-fixings ; 

Crack'd  them,  but  to  look  upon  him,  till  the  diminution 
Of  fpace,  had  pointed  him  (harp  as  my  Needle  : 
Nay,  followed  him,  till  he  had  melted  from 
The  fmallnefs  of  a  Gnat,  to  air :  and  then 

Have  turn'd  mine  eye,  and  wept.  But,  good  Tifanio, When  fhall  we  hear  from  him. 

Pifa.  Be  aflur'd,  Madam, 
With  his  next  vantage. 

Imo  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Moft  pretty  things  to  fay  :  Ere  I  could  tell  him 
How  I  would  think  on  him  at  certain  hours, 
Such  thoughts,  and  fuch :  Or  I  could  make  him  fwear, 

The  Site's  of  Italy  Ihould  not  betray 

Mine  Intereft,  and  his  Honour  ':  or  have  charg'd  him 

At  the  fixth  hour  of  Morn,  at  Noon,  at  Midnight, 

T'encounter  me  with  Orilbns,  for  then 
I  am  in  Heaven  for  him  :  Or  ere  I  could, 
Give  him  that  parting  kifs,  which  I  had  fet 
Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  Father, 
And  like  the  tyrannous  breaking  of  the  Norths 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  The  Queen  (  Madam  ) 
Defires  your  highnefs  Company. 

Imo.  Thofe  things  I  bid  you  do;  get  them  difpatch'd, I  will  attend  the  Queen. 

Pifa.  Madam,  1  lhall.  \_Exemt. 
m 

Scena  Quinta, 

Enter  Philario^  Iachimo,  Frenchman,  Dutch- 
man, and  a  Spaniard. 

Iach.  Believe  it,  Sir,  I  have  feen  him  in  Britain  \  he  was 
then  of  a  Crefcent,  none  expected  to  prove  fo  worthy*  as 
fince  he  hath  been  allowed  the  name  of  But  I  could  then 

have  look'd  on  him,  without  the  help  of  Admiration, 
though  the  Catalogue  of  his  endowments  had  been  tabled 
by  his  fide,  and  I  to  perufe  him  by  Items. 

Phil,  ifou  fpeak  of  him  when  he  was  lefs  furni(h'd,than 
now  he  is,  with  that  which  makes  him  both  without  and within. 

French.  I  have  feen  him  in  France  :  we  had  very  many 
there,  could  behold  the  Sun,  with  as  firm  eyes  as  he. 

Iach.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  Kings  Daughter  , 
wherein  he  muft  be  weighed  rather  by  her  value,  than  his 
own,words  him  (I  doubt  not)  a  great  deal  from  the  matter. 

French.  And  then  his  banilhmerit. 

Iach.  I,  and  the  approbation  of  thofe  that  weep  this 
lamentable  divorce  under  her  colours,  are  wonderfully  to 
extend  him,  be  it  but  to  fortifie  her  judgement,  which 
elfe  an  eafie  battery  might  lay  flat,  for  taking  a  Beggar 
without  lefs  quality.  But  how  comes  it,  he  is  to  fojourn 

I  with  you  ?  how  creeps  acquaintance  ? 
Phil.  His  father  and  I  were  Souldiers  together,to  whom 

I  have  been  often  bound  for  no  lefs  than  my  life. 

Enter  Pofthumus. 

Here  comes  the  Britain.  Let  him  be  fo  entertaimed  a- 

mongft  you,  as  fuits  with  Gentlemen  of  your  knowing,  to  a 
ftranger  of  his  quality.  I  befeech  you  all  be  better  known  to 
this  Gent!eman,whom  I  commend  to  you,as  a  Noble  friend 

of  mine.  How  worthy  he  is,  I  will  leave  to  appear  here- 

after, rather  than  ftory  him  in  his'own  hearing. Fren.  Sir,  we  have  known  together  in  Orkance. 

Pofi.  Since  when  I  have  been  debter  to  you  for  courte- 
fies,  which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay,  and  yet  pay  (till. 

Fren.  Sir,  you  ore-rate  my  poor  kind nefs,  I  was  glad  I 
did  atone  my  Countryman  and  you ;  it  had  been  pitty  you 
fhould  have  been  put  together,  with  fo  mortal  a  purpofe, 
as  then  each  bore,  upon  importance  of  fo  flight  and  trivial 
a.  nature. . 

Pofi.  By  your  pardon,  Sir,  I  was  then  a  young  Traveller, 
rather,  fhun'd  to  go  even  with  what  I  heard,  than  in  my 
very  action  to  be  guided  by  others  experiences :  but  upon 
my  mended  judgement  (if  I  offend  to  fay  it  is  mended)  my 
Quarrel  was  not  altogether  flight. 

French.  Faith  yes,to  be  puttothearbitremcntof fwords, 

and  by  fuch  two,  that  would  by  all  likelihood  have  con- 
founded one  the  other,  or  have  fain  both. 

Iach.  Can  we  with  manners',  ask  what  was  the  diffe- rence ? 

Fren.  Safely,  1  think,  'twas  a  contention  in  publick, 
which  may  (without  contradiction)  fuffer  theieport.  li 

wa$ 
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was  mucti  alike  an  agrument  that  fell  out  lad  night, 
where  each  of  us  fell  in  praifeof  our  Country- MiftrefFes. 
This  Gentlcman.at  that  time  vouching  (and  upon  warrant 
of  bloudy  affirmation)  his  to  be  more  Fair,Vertuous,Wife, 
Chali,  Conftant,  Qualified,  and  Iefs  attemptible  than  any, 
the  rareft  of  our  Ladies  in  t  rance. 

Jach.  That  Lady  is  not  now  living :  this  Gentleman's 
opinion  by  this  worn  out. 

Po(l.  She  holds  her  Vertue  ftill,  and  I  my  mind. 

lach.  You  mufb  not  fo  far  preferr  her ,  'fore  ours  of Italy. 

Pofi.  Being  fo  far  provok'd  as  I  was  in  France :  I  would 
abate  her  nothing ,  though  I  profefs  my  felf  her  Adorer, 
not  her  Friend. 

lach.  As  fair,  and  as  good  :  a  kind  of  hand  in  hand 
comparifon,  had  been  fometfjing  too  fair,  and  too  good  for 
any  Lady  in  Britany :  if  fhe  went  before  others.  I  have  feen, 
as  that  Diamond  of  yours  out-lufters  many  I  have  beheld. 
I  could  not  believe  fhe  excelled  many  :  but  I  have  not  feen 
the  raoft  precious  Diamond  that  is,  nor  you  the  Lady. 

Pofi.  1-praisM  her,  as  I  rated  her  :  fo  do  I  my  ftone. 
lach.  What  do  you  efteem  it  at  ? 
Pofi.  More  than  the  world  enjoys. 

Jach.  Either  your  unparagon'd  Miftris  is  dead,  or  (he's 
out-priz'J  by  a  trifle. 

Pofi.  You  are  miftaken :  the  one  may  be  fold  or  given, 
or  if  there  were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchaces,  or  merit 
for  the  gift.  The  other  is  not  a  thing  for  fale,  and  only  the 
gift  of  the  gods. 

lach.  Which  the  gods  have  given  you? 
Pofi.  Which  by  their  Graces  1  will  keep. 
Jach.  You  may  wear  her  in  title  yours :  but  you  know 

ftrange  Fowle  light  upon  neighbouring  Ponds.  Your  Ring 
may  be  floln  too,  fo  your  brace  of  unprizcable  Eftimations, 
the  one  is  but  frail,  and  the  other  Cafual.  A  cunning  Thief, 

or  a  (  that  way  )  accomplifh'd  Courtier,  would  hazzard 
the  winning  both  of  firft  and  laft. 

Pofi.  Your  Italy  contains  none  fo  accomplifh'd  a  Cour- 
tier to  convince  the  honour  of  ray  Miftris  :  if  in  the  hol- 

a  ing  or  lofs  of  that,  you  term  her  frail,  I  do  nothing  doubt 
you  have  ftore  of  Thieves,  notwithftanding  I  fear  not  my 
Ring. 

Phil.  Let  us  leave  here,  Gentlemen. 
Pofi.  Sir,  with  all  ray  heart.  This  worthy  Signior  I 

thank  him,  makes  no  ftrangerofme,  we  are  familiar  at 
firft. 

Jach.  With  five  times  fo  much  converfation,  I  fhould 

get  ground  of  your  fair  Miftris  \  make  her  go  back,  even 
to  the  yielding,  had  I  admittance,  and  opportunity  to 
Friend. 

Pofi.  No,  no. 
Jach.  I  dare  thereupon  pawn  the  moyety  of  my  Eftate, 

to  your  Ring,which  in  my  opinion  or-evalues  it  fomething : 
but  I  make  my  wager  rather  againft  your  Confidence,  than 
her  Reputation.  And  to  bar  your  offence  herein  too,I  durft 
attempt  it  againft  any  Lady  in  the  world. 

Pofi.  You  are  a  great  deal  abus'd  in  too  bold  a  per- 
fwafion,  and  I  doubt  not  you  fuftain  what  y'are  worthy  of, 
by  your  Attempt. 

lach.  What's  that  ? 
Toft.  A  Repulfe,  though  your  Attempt  (as  you  call  it ) 

deferves  more  •,  a  punifhmcnt  too. 
Thil.  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this,  it  came  in  too  fud- 

dcnly,  let  it  dye  as  it  was  born,  and  I  pray  you  be  better 
acquainted. 

Jach.  Would  I  had  put  my  Eftate,  and  my  Neighbours 

on  th'  approbation  of  what  1  havefpoke. 
Pofi.  What  Lady  would  you  choofe  to  aflail  ? 

lach.  Yours,  whom  in  conftancy  you:*think  ftands  fo fafe.  I  will  lay  you  ten  thoufand  Duckets  to  your  Ring, 
that  commend  me  to  the  Court  where  your  Lady  is,  with 

no  more  advantage  than  the  opportunity  of  a  fecoud  con- 
ference, and  1  will  bring  from  thence,  that  honour  of  hers, 

which  you  imagine  fo  refer.v'd. 

fljfCymbelirte. 

Tofi.  I  will  wage  againft  your  Gold,  Gold  to  it :  My 

Ring  1  hold  dear  as  my  finger,  'tis  part  of  it. 
lach.  You  are  a  friend,  and  therein  the  wifer  :  if  you 

buy  Ladies  fiefh  at;  a  Million  a  Dram,  you  cannot  preferve 
it  from  tainting*,  but  1  fee  you  have  fome.Religion  in  you, 
that  you  fear. 

Pofi.  This  is  but  a  cuftom  in  your  tongue :  you  bear  a 
graver  purpofe  I  hope. 

lach.  I  am  the  Mafter  of  my  fpeeches,and  would  under- 

go what's  fpoken,  I  fwear. 
Pofi.  Will  you  ?  1  fhall  but  lend  my  Diamond  till  your 

return:  let  there  be  Covenants  drawn  between's.  My 
Miftris  exceeds  in  goodnefs,the  hugenefsof  yourunwortby 

things.  I  dare  you  to  this  match  :  here's  my  Ring. Phil.  I  will  have  it  no  lay. 

lach.  By  the  gods  it  is  one  :  if  I  bring  you  no  fufficient 

Teftimony  that  I  have  enjoy'd  the  deareft  bodily  part  of 
your  Miftris:  my  ten  thoufand  Duckets  are  yours,  fo  is 
your  Diamond  too:  if  I  come  off,  and  leave  her  in  fuch 
honour  as  you  have  truft  in :  She  your  Jewel,  this  your 

Jewel,  and  my  Gold  are  yours  :  provided  1  have  your  com- 
mendation, for  my  more  entertainment. 

Pofi.  I  embrace  thefe  Conditions,  let  us  have  Articles 
betwixt  us:  only  thus  far  you  fhall  anfwer,  if  you  muke 
your  voyage  upon  her,  and  give  me  directly  tounderftand, 

you  have  prevail'd,  I  am  no  further  your  Enemy,  fhe  is  not 
worth  our  debate.  If  fhe  remain  unfedue'd  ,  you  not 
making  it  appear  otherwife  :  for  your  ill  opinion,  and 

th'  aflault  you  have  made  to  her  chaftity,  you  fhall  anfwer 
me  with  your  Sword. 

lach.  Your  hand,a  Covenant :  we  will  have  thefe  things 
fet  down  by  lawful  Counfel,  and  ftraightaway  for  Britain, 
left  the  Bargain  fhould  catch  cold,  andftarve:  I  will  fetch 
my  Gold,  and  have  our  two  Wagers  recorded. 

Tofi.  Agreed. French.  Will  this  hold,  think  you. 
PhU.  Signior  Iachimo  will  not  from  it. 

Pray  let  us  follow  'em.  [Exeunt. 

Scena  Sexta. 

Enter  Queen,  Ladies,  and  Cornelius. ; 

Que.  Whiles  yet  the  dew's  on  ground Gatner  thofe  Flowers, 
Make  haft.  jWho  has  the  note  of  them  ? 

Lad.  I  Madam. 

One.  Difpatch.  ISxeunt  Ladies. 
Now  Mafter  Doctor,  have  you  brought  thofe  drugs : 

Cor.  Pleafeth  your  hignefs,  I :  here  they  are,  Madam : 
But  I  befeech  your  Grace,  without  offence 

(My  Confcience  bids  me  ask ;  wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  me  thefe  moft  poifonous  Compounds, 
Which  are  the  movers  of  a  languifhing  death : 
But  though  flow,  deadly. 

Que.  I  wonder,  Doftor, 

Thou  ask'ft  me  fuch  a  Queftion  •,  have  I  not  been 

Thy  Pupill  long  ?  haft  thou  not  learn'd  me  how To  make  Perfumes  ?  Diftil  ?  Preferve  ?  Yea  fo, 

That  our  great  King  himfelf  doth  wooe  me  oft 
For  my  Confeftions  ?  having  thus  far  proceeded, 

fUnlefs  thou  think'ft  me  devilifh )  is  it  not  meet 
That  I  did  amplifiemy  judgement  in 
Other  Conclufions  ?  1  will  try  the  forces 

Of  thefe  thy  Compounds,on  fuch  Creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging  fbut  none  humane) 
To  try  the  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 

Allaymentsto  their  Aft,  and  by  them  gather 
Their  feveral  vertues,  and  effects. 

Corn.  Your  highnefs 

Shall  from  this  practice,  but  make  hard  your  heart : 
Befides,  the  feeing  thele  effecls  will  be 

Both 
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Both  noyfome  and  infectious. 
Qu.  O  content  thee. 

Enter  Pifanio. 

Here  comes  a  flattering  Rafcal,  apon  him 

Will  I  firft  work:  He's  for  his  Mailer, 
And  Enemy  to  my  Son.  How  now,  Pifanio  ? 
Doctor,  your  fervice  for  this  time  is  ended, 
Take  your  own  way. 

Cor.  I  do  fufpect  you,  Madam. 
But  you  (hall  do  no  harm. 

^u.  Hark  thee  a  word. 
Cor.  1  do  not  like  her.  She  doth  think  (he  has 

Strange  ling'ring  poifons:  I  do  know  her  fpirit, 
And  will  nottruft  one  of  her  malice,  with 

A  drug  of  fuch  damn'd  Nature.  Thofe  Ihe  has, 
Will  ftupefie  and  dull  the  Senfe  a  while, 

Which  firft  (perchance)  fhe'll  prove  on  Cats  and  Dogs, 
Then  afterward  up  higher :  but  there  is 
No  danger  in  what  (hew  of  death  it  makes, 
More  than  the  locking  up  the  Spirits  a  time, 

To  be  more  frefh,  reviving.  She  is  fool'd 
With  a  mod  falfe  effect :  and  I  the  truer, 
So  to  be  falfe  with  her. 

Qt.  No  further  fervice,  Doctor, 
Until  1  fend  for  thee. 

Cor.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [£#i'r. 
Weeps  fhe  ftill  (faift  thou  ?) 

Dou  thou  think  in  time 

She  will  not  quench,  and  let  inftructions  enter 
Where  folly  now  poflefles  ?  do  thou  work : 
When  thou  malt  bring  me  word  fhe  loves  my  Son, 

I'll  tell  thee  on  the  inftant,  thou  art  then 
As  great  as  is  thy  Mailer:  Greater,  for 
His  Fortunes  all  lie  fpeechlefs,  and  his  name 
Is  at  laft  gafp.  Return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is :  to  fhift  his  being, 
Is  to  exchange  one  mifery  with  another, 
And  every  day  that  comes,  comes  to  decay 
A  dayes  work  in  him.  What  {halt  thou  expect 
To  be  depender  of  a  thing  that  leans  ? 
Who  cannot  be  new  built,  nor  has  no  Friends 

So  much,  as  but  to  prop  him  ?  Thou  tak'ft  up 
Thou  know'ft  not  what :  But  take  it  for  thy  labour, 
It  is  a  thing  I  make,  which  hath  the  King 

Five  times  redeem'd  from  death.  I  do  not  know 

What  'is  more  Cordial.  Nay  I  prethee  take  it, It  is  an  earncft  of  a  farther  good 
That  I  mean  to  thee.  Tell  thy  Miftrifs  how 

The  cafe  (lands with  her:  do't,  as  from  thy  felf: 
Think  what  a  chance  thou  ehangefton,  but  think 
Thou  haft  thy  Miftrifs  ftill,  to  boot,  my  Son, 

Who  fhall  take  notice  of  thee.  I'll  move  the  King 
To  any  fhape  of  thy  Preferment,  fnch 

As  thou'It  defire :  and  then  my  felf,  1  chiefly, 
That  fet  thee  on  to  this  defert,  am  bound 
To  load  thy  merit  richly.  Call  my  Women.  {Exit  Pifanio. 
Think  on  my  words.  A  flye,  and  conftant  Knave, 

Not  to  be  fhak'd .-  the  Agent  for  his  Mafter, 
And  the  Remembrancer  of  her,  to  hold 
The  hand  faft  to  her  Lord.  I  have  given  him  that, 
Which  if  he  take,  fhall  quite  unpeople  her 
Of  Leidgers  for  her  Sweet :  and  which  fhe  after, 

Except  (he  bend  her  humour,  fhall  be  aflur'd To  tafte  of  too. 

Enter  Pifanio,  and  Ladies. 

So,  fo :  well  done,  well  done : 

The  Violets,  Cowflips,  and  the  Prime-Rofes 
Bear  to  my  Cloffet :  Fare  thee  well,  Pijanio, 
Think  on  my  words.  {Exit  Queen,  ,W  Ladies. 

7Jifa.  And  fhall  do: 

But  when  to  my  good  Lord,  I  prove  untrue, 

I'll  choak  my  felf:  there's  all  I'll  do  for  you.  {Exit. 

\  - 
Scena  Septra. 

Enter  Imogen  alone. 

Imo.  A  Father  cruel,  and  a  Stepdame  falfe, 
A  Foolifh  Suiter  to  a  Wedded  Lady, 

That  hath  her  Husband  banifh'd  :  O,  that  Husband, 
My  fupream  Crown  of  grief,  and  thofe  repeated 
Vexations  of  it.  Had  I  been  Thief-ftoln, 
As  my  two  Brothers,  happy  :  but  molt  miferable 

Is  the  defire  that's  glorious.  BlefTed  be  thofe 
How  mean  fo  ere,  that  have  their  honeft  wills, 
Which  feafons  comfort.  Who  may  this  be  ?  Fie. 

Enter  Pifanio,  and  jzchimo. 

Pifa.  Madam,  a  Noble  Gentleman  of  7{ome, 
Comes  from  my  Lord  with  Letters. 

Jach.  Change  you,  Madam! 
The  Worthy  Leonatus  is  in  fafety, 
And  greets  your  Highnefs  dearly. 

Imo.  Thanks,  good  Sir, 

You're  kindly  welcome. 
Jach.  All  of  her,  that  is  out  of  door,  mofl  rich : 

If  fhe  be  furnifh'd  with  a  mind  fo  rare, 
She  is  alone  th'  Arabian. Bird ;  and  I 
Have  loft  the  wager.  Boldnefs  be  my  Friend : 
Arm  me  Audacity  from  head  to  foot, 
Or  like  the  Parthian  I  fhall  flying  fight, 
Rather  directly  flye 

Imogen  reads. 

He  is  one  of  the  Nobleft  note,  to  whofe  kindneffes  Jam  most 

infinitely  tyed.   Reflett  upon  him  accordingly ,  at  you  value 
your  trujl.  LeonatUS. 

So  far  I  read  aloud,  * 
But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 

Is  warm'd  by  th'reft,  and  take  it  thankfully. 
Yon  ;?re  as  welcome  ( worthy  Sir)  as  I 
H  ve  words  to  bid  you,  and  fhall  find  it  fo 
In  all  rhat  I  can  do. 

Jaih.  Thanks. faireft  Lady: 

What  are  men  mad  ?  hath  Nature  given  them  Eyes 
To  fee  this  vaulted  Arch,  and  the  rich  Crop 

Of  Sea,  and  Land,  which  can  diftinguifh 'twixt 
The  fiery  Orbes  above,  and  the  twinn'd  Stones 
Upon  the  number'd  Beach,  and  can  we  not 
Partition  make  with  Spectacles  fo  pretious 
'Twixt  fair,  and  foul  ? 

Imo.  What  makes  your  admiration  ? 

Jach.  It  cannot  be  i' th' Eye:  for  Apes,  and  Monkeys 
'Twixt  two  fuch  She's,  would  chatter  this  way,  and 
Contemn  with  mowes  the  other.  Nor  i'  th'  judgment : 
For  Ideotsin  this  cafe  of  favour,  would 
Be  wifely  definit:  Nor  in  the  Appetite. 

Sluttery  to  fuch  neat  Excellence,  oppos'd 
Should  make  defire  vomit  emptinefs, 

Notfoallur'd  to  feed. 
Imo.  What  is  the  matter  trow  ? 

Jach.  The  Cloyed  will, 

That  fatiate  yet  unfatisfi'd  defire,  that  Tub 
Both  fill'd  and  running :  Ravening  firft  the  Lamb, 
Longs  after  for  the  Garbage. 

Imo.  What,  dear  Sir, 

Thus  rap's  you  ?  Are  you  well  ? 
Jach.  Thanks,  Madam,  well :  Befeech  you,  Sir, 

Defire  my  Man's  abode,  where  I  did  leave  him  : 
He's  ftrange  and  peevifh. 

Tifa.  I  was  going,  Sir, 

P  pp  To 
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To  give  him  welcome. 
Imo.  Continues  well  my  Lord  ? 

His  health, beleech  you? 
Jach.  Well,  Madam. 

Imo.  Is  he  dispos'd  to  mirth  ?  I  hope  he  is. 
Jach.  Exceeding  plealant :  none  a  ftranger  there, 

So  m-rry,  and  fo  gamefome  :  he  is  call'd The  Br>taiu  Reveller. 
Imo.  Wiien  he  was  here 

He  did  incline  rofadnefs,  and  oft  times 
Nor  knowing  why. 

Jack,  I  never  faW  him  fad. 

There  is  a  frenchman  his  Companion,  one 
An  eminent  Monfieur,  that  it  feems  much  loves 

A  (jal/ian-G'ul  at  home.  He  Furnaces 
The  thick  fides  from  him ,  whiles  the  jolly  Britain, 

(Your  Lord  I  mean)  laughs  from's  free  Lungs:  cries  oh, 
Can  my  fides  hold,  to  think  that  man  who  knows 
By  Hiftory,  Report,  or  his  own  proof 
What  Woman  is,  yea  tvhat  fhe  cannot  choofe 

But  mud  be :  will's  free  hours  languid), 
For  allured  Bondage  ? 

Imo.  Will  my  Lord  fay  fo  ? 
Jach.  I  Madam,  with  his  Eyes  in  flood  with  laughter, 

It  is  a  Recreation  to  be  by 
And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman  : 
But  Heavens  know  fome  men  are  much  too  blame. 

Imo.  Not  he,  I  hope. 
Jach.  Not  he. 

But  yet  Heavens  bounty  towards  him,  might 

Be  us'd  more  thankfully.  In  himfelf 'tis  much  ; 
In  you  which  I  account  his  beyond  all  Talents, 
Whilft  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bound 
To  pitty  too. 

Imo.  What  do  you  pitty,  Sir? 
Jach.  Two  Creaf-ires  heartily. 
Imo.  Am  I  one,  Sir  ? 

You  look  oh  me  i  what  wrack  difcern  you  in  me 
Deferves your  pitty  ? 

Jach.  Lamentable:  what 

To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  Sun,  and  folate 

I*  th'  Dungeon  by  a  SnufT?  i  \ 
Imo.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  f 

Deliver  with  more  opennefs  your  Anfwers 
To  my  demands.  Why  do  you  pitty  me  ? 

Jach.  That  others  do 

(I  was  about  to  fay)  enjoy  your  — >—  but 
It  is  an  office  of  the  gods  to  venge  it, 

Not  mine  tofpeakon'r. Imo.  You  do  teem  to  know 

Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me  ;  pray  you 
Since  doubting  things  go  ill,  often  hurts  more 
Than  to  be  fure  they  do.  For  Certainties 
Either  are paft  remedies;  or  timely  knowing, 
The  remedy  then  born.  Difcoverto  me 
What  both  you  fpur  and  flop. 

Jach.  Had  I  this  Cheek 

To  bath  my  Lips  upon  :  this  Hand,  whofe  touch, 

fWhofe  very  touch)  would  force  the  feelers  Soul 

To  th' Oath  of  Loyalty.  This  object,  which 
Takes  Prifoner,  the  wild  motion  of  mine  Eye, 

Fixing  it  only  here,  fhould  I  (damn'd  then) 
Slaver  with  Lips  as  common  as  the  ftairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol  :  join  gripes,  withhands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  (Talfhood  as 
With  labour : )  than  by  peeping  in  an  Eye 
Bafe  and  illuftrious  as  the  fmoaky  light 

That's  fed  with  (linking  Tallow :  it  were  fit 
That  all  the  Plagues  of  Heli  fhould  at  one  time 
Encounter  fuch  revoir. 

Imo.  My  Lord,  I  fear 
Has  forgot  Britain. 

Jach.  And  himfelf,  not  I 

Inclin'd  to  this  intelligence,  pronounce 

The  Beggery  of  his  change  :  but  'tis  your  Graces That  from  my  muted  Confcience,  to  my  tongue, 
Charms  this  report  out. 

Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

Jach.  O  deareftSoul:  your  Caufe  doth  ftrike  my  heart 
With  pitty,  that  doth  make  me  lick.  A  Lady 
So  fair,  and  faftned  to  an  Empery 

Would  make  the  great'ft  King  double,  to  be  partner'd 
With  Tomboys  hir'd,  with  that  felf  exhibition 
Which  your  own  Coffers  yield :  with  difeas'd  ventures 
That  play  with  all  infirmities  for  Gold, 
Which  rottennefscan  lend  Nature,  Such  boy  I'd  ft  ufT 
As  well  might  poifon  Poifon.  Be  reveng'd, 
Or  Ihe  that  bore  you,  was  no  Queen,  and  you 
Recoil  from  your  great  Stock. 

Imo.  Reveng'd  : 
How  fhouid  I  be  reveng'd  ?  if  this  be  true, 
(As  I  have  fuch  a  heart,  that  both  mine  Ears 
Mull:  not  in  hafte  abufe )  if  it  be  true, 

How  fhall  I  be  reveng'd  ? 
Jach.  Should  he  make  me 

Live  like  Diana's  Prieft,  betwixt  cold  meets ; 
Whiles  he  is  vaulting  variable  Ramps 

In  yourdefpight,  upon  your  Purfe :  revenge  it. 
I  dedicate  my  felf  to  your  fweet  pleafure, 
More  Noble  than  that  runnagate  to  your  Bed, 
And  will  continue  fall  to  your  Affection, 
Still  clofc,  as  fure. 

Imo.  What  ho,  Pifanie  ? 
Jach.  Let  my  fervice  tender  on  your  Lips. 
Imo.  Away,  I  do  condemn  mine  Ears,  that  have 

So  long  attended  thee.  If  thou  wert  honourable 
Thou  wouldft  have  told  this  tale  for  Vertue,  not 

For  fuch  an  end  thou  feek'ft,  as  bafe,  as  ftrange : 
Thou  wrong'ft  a  Gentleman,  who  is  as  far 
From  thy  report,  as  thou  from  honour :  and 
Solicit'!!  here  a  Lady,  that  difdains 
Thee,  and  the  Devil  alike.  What  ho,  Tifanio  ? 
The  King  my  Father  fhall  be  made  acquainted 
Of  thy  Affault :  if  he  fhall  think  it  fit, 
A  fawcy  Stranger  in  his  Court,  to  Mart 
As  is  a  Romifh  Stew,  and  to  expound 
His  beaftly  mind  to  us   he  hath  a  Court 
He  little  cares  for,  and  Daughter,  whom 
He  not  refpects  at  all.  What  ho,  Pifamo  ? 

Jach.  O  happy  Leonatut,  I  may  fay, 
The  credit  that  thy  Lady  hath  of  thee 
Deferves  thy  truft,  and  thy  moft  perfect  goodnefs 
Her  affur'd  credit,  blefled  live  you  long, 
A  Lady  to  the  worthieft  Sir,  that  ever 

Country  call'd  his :  and  you  his  Miftrifs,  only 
For  the  moft  worthieft  fit.  Give  me  your  pardon. 
I  have  fpoke  this  to  know  if  your  Affiance 
Were  deeply  rooted,  and  fhall  make  your  Lord, 
That  which  he  is,  new  ore ;  and  he  is  one 

The  trueft  manner'd :  fuch  a  holy  Witch, 
That  he  inchants  Societies  into  him : 
Half  all  mens  hearts  are  his. 

Imo.  You  make  amends. 

Jach.  He  fits  amongft  men,  like  a  defcended  god  : 
He  hath  a  kind  of  honour  fets  him  off, 
More  than  a  mortal  feeming.  Be  not  angry 

fMoft  mighty  Princefs)  that  I  have  adventur'd 
To  try  your  taking  of  a  falfe  report,  which  hath 
Honour'd  with  confirmation  your  great  judgment, 
In  the  Election  of  a  Sir,  fo  rare, 

Which  you  know,  cannot  erre.  The  Love  I  bear  him, 
Made  me  to  fan  you  thus,  but  the  gods  made  you 
(Unlike  all  others ;  chafflefs.  Pray  your  Pardon. 

Imo.  All's  well,  Sir  : 

Take  my  power  i'  th'  Court  for  yours. 
Jach.  My  humble  thanks  r  1  had  almofl  forgot 

T'  intreat  your  Grace,  but  in  a  fmall  requeft, 
Aud  yet  of  moment  too,  for  it  concerns 

Your 
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Your  Lord,  my  felf,  and  other  Noble  Friends 
Are  Partners  in  the  bufinefs. 

Imo.  Pray  what  is't  ? 
Jack  Some  dozen  Romans  of  us,  and  your  Lord 

(The  belt  Feather  of  our  Wing)  have  mingled  furams 
To  buy  a  Prefent  for  the  Emperour : 
Which  I  (the  Factor  for  the  reft)  have  done 

In  France :  'tis  Plate  of  rare  device,  and  Jewels 
Of  rich  and  exquifite  form,  their  values  great, 
And  I  am  fomething  curious,  being  ftrange, 
To  have  them  in  fate  (towage :  May  it  pleafe  you 
To  take  them  in  protection. 

Imo.  Willingly : 

And  pawn  mine  honour  for  their  fafety,  fince 

My  Lord  hath  intcreft  in  them,  1  will  keep  them 
In  my  Bed-Chamber. 

Jack.  They  are  in  a  Trunk 

Attended  by  ray  men :  I  will  make  bold 
To  fend  them  to  you,  only  for  this  night : 
I  mull  aboard  to  morrow. 

Imo*  O  no,  no. 

Jack.  Yes,  I  befeech  you:  or  T  fhallfhortmy  word 

By  lengthening  my  return.  From  Gallia, 
1  croft,  the  Seas  on  purpofe,  and  on  promife 
To  fee  your  Grace. 

Imo.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  t 
Bur  not  away  to  morrow. 

Jack  O,  I  muft  Madam. 
Therefore  I  fhall  befeech  you,  if  you  pleafe 

To  greet  your  Lord  with  writing,  do't  to  night, I  have  out-ltood  my  time,  wnicn  is  material 

To  th'  tender  of  our  Prefent. 
Imo.  I  will  write: 

Send  your  Trunk  to  me,  it  (hall  be  fafe  kept, 

And  truly  yielded  you :  you're  very  welcome.  \Exemt. 

Clot .  A  Stranger,  and  I  not  know  on't  ? 
2.  He's  a  ftrange  Fellow  himfelf,  and  knows  it  not. 
i.  There's  an  Italian  come,  and  'tis  thought  one  of Leonatut  Friends. 

Clot.  Leonatw?  A  banifh'd  Rafcal,-,  and  he's  another, 
wherefoever  he  be.  Who  told  you  of  this  Stranger  ? 

1.  One  of  your  Lordfhips  Pages. 

Clot.  It  is  fit  1  went  to  look  upon  him  ?  Is  there  no  de- 

rogation in't  ? 2.  Von  cannot  derogate,  my  Lord. 
Clot.  Not  eafily  I  think. 
2.  You  are  a  Fool  granted,  therefore  your  Iflues  being 

Foolifh,  do  not  derogate. 

Clot.  Come,  I'll  go  fee  this  Italian :  what  I  have  loft 
to  day  at  Bowls,  l'Jl  win  to  night  of  him.  Come:  go. 

2.  I'll  attend  your  Lordfhip.  [Exit. 
That  fuch  a  crafty  Devil  as  is  his  Mother, 
Should  yield  the  World  this  Afs:  a  Woman,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  Brain,  and  this  her  Son, 
Cannot  take  two  fiom  twenty  for  his  heart, 
And  leave  eighteen.  Alas  poor  Princefs, 

Thou  divine  Imogen,  what  thou  endur'ft,  . 
Betwixt  a  Father  by  thy  Step-dame  govern'd, 
A  Mother  hourly  coining  Plots :  A  Wooer, 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulfion  is 
Of  thy  dear  Husband,  than  that  horrid  Ad 

Of  the  divorce,  he'ld  make  the  Heavens  hold  firm 
The  Walls  of  thy  dear  honour.  Keep  unfhak'd 
That  Temple  thy  fair  mind,  that  thou  raaiftftand 

T'  enjoy  thy  banifh'd  Lord:  and  this  gr^at  Land.  {Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

jEnter  Imogen,  in  her  Bed,  and  a  Lady. 

Imo.  Who's  there  ?  my  Woman  Helen  ? 
Lady.  Pleafe  you,  Madam, 
/wa.  What  hour  is  it  ? 

Ladyi  Almofl;  midnight,  Madam. 
Imo:  I  have  read  three  hours  then : 

Mine  Eyes  are  weak, 
Fold  down  the  Leaf  where  I  have  left :  to  Bed 

Take  not  away  the  Taper,  leave  it  burning  : 

And  if  thou  canft  awake  by  four  o'  th'  Clock, 
I  prithee  call  me Sleep  hath  feiz'd  me  wholly. 
To  your  protection  I  commend  me,  gods,  . 
From  Fairies,  and  the  Tempters  of  the  night, 
Guard  me,  befeech  ye.        (  ^Sleeps. 

[]ach\mofromthe  Trunks 

Jack.  The  Crickets  fing,  and  mans  ore-labour'd  fenfe, 
Repairs  it  felf  by  reft:  Our  Tarcjuinthxxs 

Did  foftly  prefs  the  Rufhes,  ere  he  waken'd 
TheChaftity  he  wounded.  Cytherea, 

How  bravely  thou  becom'ft  thy  Bed   frefh  Lilly, 
And  whiter  than  the  Sheets  .•  that  I  might  touch, 

But  kifs,  onekifs.  Rubies  unparagon'd, 
How  dearly  they  do't ;  'Tis  her  breathing  that 
Perfumes  the  Chamber  thus :  the  flame  o'  th'  Taper 
Bows  toward  her,  and  would  under-peep  her  lids. 

To  fee  th'  inclofed  Lights,  now  Canopied 
Under  the  Windows,  VVhiteand  Azure  Iac'd 
With  Blue  of  Heavens  own  tincl:,  but  my  defign's 
To  note  the  Chamber,  I  will  write  all  down, 
Such,  and  fuch  Pictures :  there  the  Window,  fuch 

Th'  adornment  of  her  Bed  ;  the  Arras,  Figures, 

Why  fuch,  and  fuch:  and  the  Contents  o*  th'  Story. Ah,  but  fome  natural  notes  about  her  Body, 
Above  ten  thoufand  meaner  Moveables 

Would  teftiiie,  t'  enrich  mine  Inventory. 
0  fleep,  thou  Ape  of  Death>lye  dull  upon  her, 
And  be  her  fenfe  but  as  a  Monument, 

Thus  in  a  Chappel  lying.  Come  off,  come  off ; 

As  flippery  as  the  Gordian-Knot  was  hard. 

P  p  p  2  'Ti 

A&us  Secundum  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Gotten,  and  the  two  Lords. 

C7c*.T"TTAs  there  ever  man  had  fuchluck?  when  1  kift 
VV   the  Jack  upon  an  up-caft,  to  be  hit  aWay  ?  I 

had  an  hundred  pound  on't ;  and  then  a  whorfon  Jack-an- 
Apes,  muft  take  me  up  for  fwearing,  as  if  I  borrowed  mine 
Oaths  of  him,  and  might  not  fpend  them  at  my  pleafure. 
-  i.  What  got  he  by  that  ?  you  have  broke  his  pate  with 
your  Bowl. 

2.  If  his  wit  had  been  like  him  that  broke  it :  it  would 
have  run  all  out. 

Clot,  When  a  Gentleman  is  difpofed  to  fwear :  it  is  not 
for  any  (landers  by  to  curtail  his  Oaths.  Ha  ? 

2.  No,  my  Lord ;  nor  crop  the  Ears  of  them. 
Clot.  Whorfon  Dog :  I  give  him  (atisfaclion  ?  would 

he  had  been  one  of  my  Rank. 
2.  To  have  fmelt  like  a  Fool. 

Clot.  I  am  not  vext  more  at  any  thing  in  the  Earth :  a 

Pox  on't.  I  had  rather  not  be  fo  Noble  as  lam:  they  dare 
not  fight  with  me,becaufe  of  the  Queen  my  Mother :  every 
Jack-flave  hath  his  belly  full  of  fighting,  and  I  muft  go 
up  and  down  like  a  Cock,  that  no  body  can  match. 

2.  You  are  a  Cock  and  a  Capon  too,  and  you  crow 
Cock ,  with  [your  comb  on. 

Clot.  Sayeftthou? 
2.  It  is  not  fit  your  Lordfhip  (hould  undertake  every 

Companion,  that  you  give  offence  to. 
Ctot.  No,  I  know  that :  but  it  is  fit  I  (hould  commit 

offence  to  my  inferiours. 
2  I,  it  is  fit  for  your  Lordfhip  only. 
Clot.  Why  fo  I  fay. 

i .  Did  you  hear  of  a  Stranger  that's  come  to  Court  to 
Night  ? 
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'Pis  mi  .e,  and  vm  witnefs  ©utwardly, 
As  ftrong'y  as  the  Confcience  do's  within  : 
To  tV  aiddciing  of  her  Lord.   On  her  left  breft 
A  mole  Cinque-fpotted :  Like  the  Crimfon  drops 

T  th'  bottom  of  a  Cowflip.  Heres  a  Voucher, 
Stronger  than  ever  Law  could  make :  this  Secret 

Will  force  him  think  I  have  pick'd  the  lock,  and  t'ane The  trea-fure  of  her  honour.  No  more:  to  what  end? 

Why  mould  I  write  this  down,  that's  rivetted, 
Screw'd  to  my  memory.    She  hath  been  reading  late, 
The  Tale  of  Terns,  here  the  leafs  turn'd  down 
Where  Fhtlomele  gave  up.  I  have  enough, 

To  th'  Trunk  again,  and  (hut  the  fpring  of  it. 
Swift,  fwift,  you  Dragons  of  the  night,  that  dawning 
May  bear  the  Ravfcns  Eye :  I  lodge  in  fear, 

Though  this  a  Heavenly  Angel:  Hell  is  here.  {Clock. firikes. 
One,  two,  three :  time,  time.  [Exit. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Clotten,  and  Lords. 

j.  Your  Lordmip  is  the  moft  patient  man  in  lofs,  the 

raoft  coldeft  that  turn'd  up  Ace. 
Clot.  It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  loofe.  \ 
1.  But  not  every  man  patient,  after  the  noble  temper 

of  your  Lordfiiip  \  You  ate  moft  hot,  and  Furious  when 

you  win. 
Clot.  Winning  wit!  put  any  man  into  Courage:  if  I 

could  get  this  foolilh  Imogen,  I  mould  have  Gold  enough : 

it's  almoft  Morning,  is't  not  ? 
1.  Day,  my  Lord. 
Clot.  I  would  this  Mufick  would  come :  I  am  advifed 

to  give  her  Mufick  a  Mornings,  they  fay  it  will  penetrate. 

Enttr  Muficians1. •fcM  .ik 

Come  on,  tune :  if  you  can  penettfate  here  with  youc  Fin- 

gering, fo:  we'll  try  with  tongue  too:  if  none  U(tU  do, 
let  her  remain :  but  I'll  never  give  o're.  Firft,  a  Very  ex- 

cellent good  conceited  thing  •,  after  a  wonderful  Tweet 
air,  with  admirable"  rich  words  to  it ,  and  then  let  her confider. 

Song.  wiiiiq  I 
Hark^,  hark,,  thw  Lay\at  Heavens  Gate  (ings, 

and  PhcebHS  'gins  arife, 
His  Steeds  to  water  at  thofe  Springs 

on  chalic'd  Flowers  that  lies  : 
And  winking  Mary  buds  begin  to  ope  their  Golden  Eyes 
With  every  thing  that  pretty  is,  my  Lady  fwt4t  arife : 

Arife,  arife. 

So,  get  you  gone  :  if  this  penetrate,  I  will  confider  your 
Mufick  the  better:  if  it  do  not,  it  is  a  voice  in  her  Ears 
which  Horfe-hairs,  and  Calves-Guts ,  nor  the  voice  of 

unpaved  Eunuch  to  boor,  can  never  amend.  ' 
0  sqisQ  -  b  :  ?<ulj  •js.Imii.ir,*  o:i  muliafl, 

Enter  Queen  WCyWilSelfrre.  1 
iqoocD  v  oi!  r?7r1g!JL''o.':  i  rdJ»j  ( 

2.  Here  comes  ttti  Kin*  :   •  V  8* 

'  Got.  I  am  glad  I  was  up  fo  fa-fe,'  for  that's  the  reafbn 
I  was  up  fo  early  :  he  cannot  chodfe  but  take  this  Service 
I  havedone,  Fatherly.-  Good  morrow  toyour  Majefty,and 
gracious  Mother. 

Cym.  Attend  you  here  the  dodr  of  our  Item  Daughter. 
Will  me  not  forth? 

Clot.  I  have  aflaifd  her  with  Mullcks,  but  Aievouch- 
fafes  no  notice. 

Cym.  The  Exile  of  her  Minion  is  too  new. 
She  hath  not  yet  forgot  him,  fome  more  time 

Muft  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  on't, 
And  then  Ihe's  yours. 

Qu.  You  are  moft  bound  to  th'  King, 
Who  lets  go  by  no  vantages,  that  may 
Prefer  you  to  his  Daughter :  frame  your  felf 
To  orderly  foJicits,  and  be  friended 
Withaptnefs  of  the  feaftm :  make  denials 
Encreafeyour  fcrvices:  fofeem,  as  if 

You  were  infpir'd  to  do  thofe  duties  which 
You  tender  to  her :  that  you  in  all  obey  her. 
Save  when  command  to  your  difeiffioa  tends, 
And  therein  you  are  fenfelefs. 

Clot.  Senfelefs  ?  Not  fo. 

<JMef.  So  like  you  (Sir)  AmbaJTadors  from  7{ome ; The  one  is  Cairn  Lucius. 

Cyn\.  A  worthy  Fellow, 
Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpofe  now  ; 
But  that's  no  fault  of  his :  we  muft  receive  him 
According  to  the  honour  of  his  Sender, 
And  towards  himfelf,  his  goodnefc  fore-fpent  on  us 
We  muft  extend  our  notice :  Our  dear  Son, 
When  you  have  given  good  Morning  to  your  Miftrifs, 
Attend  the  Queen,  and  us,  we  have  need 

T;  employ  you  towards  this  Roman. 
Come,our  Queen.  \£xemt 

Clot.  Iflhebeup,  I'll  fpeak  with  her:  if  not, 
Let  her  lye  ftill,  and  dream :  by  your  leave  ho, 
I  know  her  Women  are  about  her  :  what 

If  1  do  line  one  of  their  hands:  'tis  gold 
Which  buys  admittance  (oft  it  doth)  yea  and  makes 
Diana's  Rangers  falfe  themfelves,  yield  up 
Their  Deer  to'  th'  ftand  ©'  th'  Stealer :  and  'tis  gold 
Which  makes  the  True- man  kill'd,  and  faves  the  Thief : 
Nay,  fometime  hangs  both  Thief,  and  True  man :  what 
Can  it  not  do,  and  undo :  I  will  make 
One  of  her  Women  Lawyer  to  me,  for 
I  yet  nit  underftand  the  cafe  my  felf. 

By  your  leave.  f_ Knocks. 
Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  Who's  there  chat  knocks  ? Clot.  A  Gentleman. 

Lady.  No  more. 
Clot.  Yes,  and  a  Gentlewomans  Son. 

Lady.  That's  more 
Than  fome  whofe  Taylors  are  as  dear  as  yours, 

Can  juftly  boaft  of :  what's  your  Lordlhips  pleafure  ? 
Got.  Your  Ladies  perfon,  is  fhe  ready  ? 

Lady.  I,  to  keep  her  Chamber. 
Clot.  There  is  gold  for  you, 

Sell  me  your  good  report. 

Lady.  How,  my  good  name  ?  or  to  report  of  you 
What  I  (hall  think  is  good.  The  Princefs. . 

Enter  Imogen. 

Got.  Good  morrow  faireft,  Sifter  your  fweet  hand. 
Imo.  Good  morrow,  Sir,  you  lay  out  too  much  pains 

For  purcharing  but  trouble :  the  thanks  I  give, 
Is  telling  you  that  lam  poor  of  thanks, 
And  fcarce  can  fpare  them. 

Clot.  Still  I  fwear  I  love  you. 

Imo.  If  you?d  but  faid  fo,  'twere  as  deep  with  me  : 
If  you  fwear  ftill,  your  recompence  is  ftill 
That  I  regard  it  not. 

Clot .  This  is  no  anfwer.' 
Imo.  But  that  you  lhall  not  fay,  I  yield  being  filent, 

I  would  not  fpeak.  I  pray  you  fpare  me,  Faith 
I  lhall  unfold  equal  difcourtefie 
To  your  beft  kindnefs :  one  of  your  great  knowing 
Should  learn  Cbeing  taught)  forbearance. 

Got.  To  leave  you  in  your  madnefs,  'twere  my  fin, I  will  not. 

Imo.  Fools  are  not  mad  Folks. 
Clot .  Do  you  call  me  Fool  ? 

Imo. 
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Into.  As  I  am  mad  I  do : 

"If  you'll  be  patient,  I'll  no  mote  be  mad, 
That  cures  us  both.  I  am  much  forry  (Sir) 
You  put  me  to  forget  a  Ladies  manners 
By  beiDg  fo  verbal :  and  learn  now,  for  all, 
That  I  which  know  my  heart,  do  here  pronounce 

By  th'  very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you, 
And  am  fo  near  the  lack  of  Charity 
To  accufe  my  felf,  I  hate  you :  which  I  had  rather 

You  felt,  than  make't  myboaft. 
Clot.  You  fin  againtt 

Obedience,  which  you  owe  your  Father,  for 
The  Contract  you  pretend  with  that  bafe  Wretch, 

One,  bred  of  Aims,  and  fofter'd  with  cold  Difhes 
With  fcraps  oth^Court :  It  is  no  Contract:,  none  ; 
And  though  it  be  allowed  in  meaner  parties 
(Yet  who  than  he  more  mean)  to  knit  their  Souls 
(On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependancy 

But  Brats  and  BeggeryJ  in  felf  figur'd  knot, 
Yet  you  are  curb'd  from  that  enlargement,  by 
The  confequenee  o'  th'  Crown,  and  muft  not  foil 
The  precious  note  of  it    with  a  bafe  Slave, 
A  Hilding  for  a  Livory,  a  Squires  Cloth, 
A  Pantler    not  fo  eminent. 

Into.  Prophane  Fellow : 
Wert  thou  the  Son  of  Jupiter,  and  no  more, 

But  what  thou  art  befides :  thou  wer't  too  bafe, 
To  be  his  Groom :  thou  wer't  dignified  enough 
Even  to  the  point  of  Envy,  if 'twere  made 
Comparative  for  your  Vertues,  to  be  ftil'd 
The  under  Hangman  of  bis  Kingdom  ;  and  hated 

For  being  preferr'd  fo  well. 
Clot .  The  South  Fog  rot  him. 
Iwo.  He  never  can  meet  more  mifchance,  than  come 

To  be  but  nam'd  of  thee.  His  meaneft  Garment 
That  ever  hath  but  dipt  his  body,  is  dearer 
In  my  refpect,  than  all  tbe  hairs  above  thee, 

Were  t,hey  all  made  fuch  men :  How  now,  Pifanio  f 

Enter  Pi&nioi 

Clot.  His  Garment  ?  Now  the  Devil. 

Jmo,  To  Dorothy,  my  Woman,  hye  thee  prefently. 
Clot.  His  Garment  > 
Into.  I  am  fprighted  with  a  Fool, 

Frighted,  and  angred  worfe :  Go  bid  my  Woman 
Search  for  a  Jewel,  that  too  cafually 
Hath  left  mine  Arm :  it  was  thy  Mafters.  Shrew  me 
If  I  would  lofe  it  for  a  Revenue 

Of  any  Kings  in  Europe.  I  do  think, 

I  faw't  this  Morning :  Confident  1  am, 
Laft  night  'twas  on  my  Arm :  I  kifs'd  it, 

1  I  hope  it  be  not  gone,  to  tell  my  Lord 
That  I  kifs  ought  but  him. 

P,fa.  'Twill  not  be  loft. 
Jmo.  Ihopefo:  goandfearch. 
Clot.  You  have  abus'd  me  : 

His  meaneft  Garment  ? 
Imo.  I,  I  faid  fo,  Sir, 

If  you  will  mak't  an  Action,  cail  witnefsto't. 
Clot.  1  will  enform  your  Father. 
Jmo.  Your  Mother  too : 

She's  my  good  Lady  •,  and  will  conceive,  I  hope 
But  the  worft  of  me.  So  I  leave  you,  Sir, 
To  th'  worft  of  difcontent.  {Exit. 

Clot.  I'll  be  reveng'd  : 
His  meaneft  Garment  ?  Well.  {.Exit. 

Seem  Quarta. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  WPhilario. 

Pott.  Fear  it  not,  Sir:  I  would  1  were  fo  Aire 
To  win  the  King,  as  1  am  bold,  her  honour 
.Will  remain  hers. 

Phil.  What  means  do  you  make  to  him  ? 
Poft.  Not  any:  but  abide  the  change  of  Time, 

Qnake  in  the  prefent  Winters  date,  and  wifh 

Tnat  warmer  dayes  would  come :  In  thefe  fear'd  hopes 
I  barely  gratify  your  love ;  they  failing 
I  muft  die  much  your  Debtor. 

Phil.  Your  very  good nefs,  and  your  Company, 
O're  payes  all  I  can  do.  By  this  your  King 
Hath  heard  of  Great  Augiiftui:  Catiu  Lucius, 
Will  do's  Comraiffion  throughly.  And  I  think 
He'll  grant  the  Tribute:  fend  th'  Arrearages, 
Or  look  upon  our  Romans,  whofe  remembrance 
Is  yet  frefli  in  their  grief. 

Po(l:.  1  do  believe 
(Starift  though  I  am  none,  nor  like  to  be) 
That  this  will  prove  a  War ;  and  you  fhall  hear 
The  Legion  now  in  Gallia,  fooner  landed 
In  our  not  fearing-i?rjf<»»,  than  have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  Tribute  paid.  Our  Countrymen 

Are  men  more  order'd  than  waen  Julim  C<efar 
SmiPd  at  their  lackofskiU,  but  found  their  courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at.  Their  Difcipline, 
(Now  mingled  with  their  courages)  will  make  known 
To  their  Approvers,  they  are  People,  fuch 
That  mend  upon  the  World. 

Enter  Jachimo. 

Phil.  See  Jachimo. 

Poft.  The  fwifteft  hearts  have  polled  you  by  land  $ 

And  Winds  of  all  the  Corners  kifs'd  your  Sails. 
To  make  your  VefTel  nimble. 

Phil.  Welcome,  Sir. 

Poft.  I  hope  the  briefnefs  of  your  anfwer,  made 
The  fpcedinefs  of  your  returff. 

Jach.  Your  Lady, 

Is  one  of  the  fairefj;  that  I  have  look'd  upon. 
Poft.  And  therewithal  the  beft,  or  let  her  beauty 

Look  thorough  a  Cafement  to  allure  falfe  hearts, 
And  be  falfe  with  them. 

Jach.  Here  are  Letters  for  you. 
Toft.  Their  tenure  good  I  truft. 
Jach.  Tis  very  like. 
Pott.  Was  Caius  Luciut  in  the  Britain  Court, 

When  you  were  there? 
Jach.  He  was  expected  then, 

But  not  approach^. 
"Pott.  All  is  well  yet, 

Sparkles  this  Stone  as  it  was  wont,  or  is't  not Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing  ? 
Jach.  If  I  have  loft  it, 

I  fhould  have  loft  the  worth  of  it  in  Gold, 

I'll  make  a  Journey  twice  as  far,  t*  enjoy 
A  fecond  night  of  fuch  fweet  fhortnefs,  which 
Was  mine  in  Britain,  for  the  Ring  is  won. 

Poft.  The  Stones  too  hard  to  come  by. 
Jach.  Not  a  whit, 

Your  Lady  being  fo  eafle. 
Tott.  Make  not,  Sir, 

Your  lofs,  your  Sport :  I  hope  you  know  that  we 
Muft  not  continue  Friends. 

Jach.  Good  Sir,  we  muft 
If  you  keep  Covenant :  had  I  not  brought 
The  knowledge  of  your  Miftrifs  home,  I  grant 
We  were  to  queftion  farther ;  but  I  now 

p  p  p  3  Profefs 
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Pi  ofefs  my  felf  the  winner  of  her  honour, 
Together  with  your  Ring    and  not  the  wronger 
Of  her,  or  you,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 

Toft.  If  you  can  raak't  apparent 
That  you  have  tafted  her  in  Bed  ;  my  hand, 
And  Ring  is  yours.  If  not  the  foul  opinion 
You  had  of  her  poor  honour ,  gains,  or  lofes 
Your  Sword  or  mine,  or  Mafterlefs  leave  both 
To  who  mail  find  them. 

Jach.  Sir,  my  Circumftances 
Being  fo  near  the  truth,  as  I  will  make  them, 
Muft  firft  induce  you  to  believe  :  whofe  ftrength 
I  will  confirm  with  Oath,  which  I  doubt  not 

You'll  give  me  leave  to  fpare,  when  you  lhall  find You  need  it  not. 

Toft.  Proceed. 
Jach.  Firft,  her  Bed  Chamber 

(Where  I  confefs  I  fltpt  not,  but  profefi 

Had  that  was  well  worth  watching)  it  was  hang'd 
With  Tapiftry  of  Silk,  and  Silver,  the  Story 
Proud  Cleopatra,  when  fhe  met  her  Roman, 
And  Qdntu  fweiPd  above  the  Banks,  or  for 
The  prefs  of  Boats,  or  Pride :  A  piece  of  Work 
So  bravely  done,  fo  rich,  that  it  did  Arrive 

In  Workmanfhip,  and  Value,  which  I  wonder'd 
Could  be  fo  rarely,  and  exactly  wrought 
Since  the  true  life  on't  was  

Toft.  This  is  true: 
And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me, 
Or  by  fome  other. 

Jach.  More  particulars 
Muftjuftity  my  knowledge. 

Toft.  So  they  muff, 
Or  do  your  Honour  injury. 

Jach.  The  Chimney 
Is  South  the  Chamber,  and  the  Chimney-piece 
Chad  Diant  bathing :  never  faw  I  figures 
So  likely  to  report  themfelves  ̂   the  Cutter 
Was  as  another  Nature  dumb,  out-went  her, 
Motion,  and  Breath  left  out. 

Toft.  This  is  a  thing 
Which  you  might  from  Relation  Hkewife  read, 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  fpoke  of. 

Jach.  The  Roof  o'  th'  Chamber, 
With  golden  Cherubins  is  fretted.  Her  Andirons 
(I  had  forgot  them)  were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  Silver,  each  on  one  foot  Handing,  nicely 
Depending  on  their  Brands. 

Toft.  This  is  her  honour : 
Let  it  be  granted  you  have  fcen  all  this  (and  praife 
Be  given  to  your  remembrance)  the  defcription 
Of  what  is  in  her  Chamber,  nothing  faves 
The  Wager  you  have  laid. 

Jach.  Then  if  you  can  , 
Be  pale,  1  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  Jewel :  See, 

And  now  'tis  up  again  :  it  muff  be  married 
To  that  your  Diamond,  Til  keep  them. 

Toft.  Jove  — Once  more  Jet  me  behold  it :  Is  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her  ? 

Jach.  Sir  (I  thank  her)  that 
She  ftript  it  from  her  Arm  :  1  lee  her  yet 
Her  pretty  Action,  did  out.fell  her  gift, 

And  yet  enrich'd  it  too :  fhe  gave  it  tac, 
And  laid  fhe  priz'd  it  once. 

Toft.  May  be,  fhe  pluck'd  it  off To  fend  it  me. 

Jach.  She  writes  fo  to  you  ?  doth  fhe  ? 

Toft.  O  no,  no,  no,  'tis  true.  Here  take  this  too, 
It  is  a  Bafilisk  unto  mine  Eye, 

Kills  me  to  look  on't :  Let  there  be  no  Honour, 
Where  there  is  beauty:  Truth,  where  femblance :  Love, 
Where  there's  another  man.  The  Vows  of  Women, 

Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they  are  made, 
Than  they  are  to  their  Vermes,  which  is  nothing : 
O,  above  meafure  falfe. 

Thil.  Have  patience,  Sir. 

And  take  your  Ring  again,  'tis  not  yet  won  ; 
It  may  be  probable  ihe  loft  it:  or 
Who  knows  if  one  of\her  Women,  being  corrupted, 
Hath  ftoln  it  from  her. 

Toft.  Very  true, 
And  fo  I  hope  he  came  by't :  back  my  Ring, 
Render  to  me  fome  corporrl  fign  about  her 
More  evident  than  this :  for  this  was  Hole. 

Jach.  By  Jupiter,  I  had  it  from  her  Arm. 
Toft.  Hark  you,  he  fwears :  by  Jupiter  he  fwears. 

'Tis  true,  nay  keep  the  Ring  *,  'tis  true  :  I  am  fure She  fhould  not  lofe  it :  her  Attendants  are 

All  fworn,  and  honourable  j  they  indue'd  to  Ileal  it? 
And  by  a  Stranger  ?  No,  he  hath  enjoy'd  her, 
The  Cognizance  of  her  incontinency 
Is  this :  fhs  hath  bought  the  name  of  Whore,  thus  dearly. 
There,  take  thy  hire,  and  all  the  Fiends  of  Hell 
Divide  themfelves  between  you. 

Thil.  Sir,  be  patient: 

This  is  not  ftrong  enough  to  be  believ'd 
Of  one  perfwaded  well  of. 

Toft.  Never  talk  on't : She  hath  been  colted  by  him. 

Jach.  If  you  feek 
For  further  fatisfying  j  under  her  Breaft 
(Worthy  hex  preffing)  lies  a  Mole,  right  proud 
Of  that  molt  delicate  Lodging.  By  my  life 
t  kill:  it,  and  it  gave  me  prefent  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  full.  You  do  remember 
This  ftain  upon  her  ? 

Toft.  I,  and  it  doth  confirm 
Another  ftain,  as  big  as  Hell  can  hold, 
Were  there  no  mere  but  it. 

Jach.  Will  you  hear  more  ? 

Toft.  Spare  your  Arithmetick, 
Never  count  the  Turns :  Once,  and  a  Million 

Jach.  I'll  be  fworn. 
Toft.  No  fweariog : 

If  you  will  fwear  you  have  not  don't,  you  lie, 
And  I  will  kill  thee  if  thou  do'ft  deny Thou'ft  made  me  Cuckold. 

Jach.  I'll  deny  nothing. 

Toft.  O  that  I  had  her  here,  to  tear  her  Limb-meal ; 
I  will  go  there  and  do't  i*  th'  Court,  before 
Her  Father.  I'll  do  fbraething.  {Exit. 

Thil.  Quite  befides. 
The  Government  of  Patience.  You  have  won  : 

Let's  follow  him,  and  pervert  the  prefent  wrath 
He  hath  againffc  himfelf. 

Jach.  With  all  my  heart.  JjExemt. 

Enter  Pofthumus, 

Toft.  Is  there  no  way  for  Men  to  be,  but  Women 
Muft  be  half-workers  ?  We  are  all  Baftards, 
And  that  moll:  venerable  man,  which  I 
Did  call  my  Father,  was,  I  know  not  where, 
When  I  was  ftarupt.  Some  Coyner  with  his  Tools 

Made  me  a  counterfeit :  yet  my  Mother  feem'd The  Dian  of  that  time :  fo  doth  my  Wife 

The  Non  pareill  of  this.  Oh  Vengeance,  Vengeance ! 

Me  of  my  lawful  pleafure  fhe  reftrain'd, 
And  pray'd  me  oft  forbearance :  did  it  with 

A  pudency  fo  Rofie,  the  fweet  view  on't 
Might  well  have  warm'd  old  Saturn : That  I  thought  her 

As  Chafte,  as  un-Sunn'd  Snow.  Oh,  all  the  Devils ! 

This  yellow  Jachimo  in  an  hour,  was't  not  ? 
Or  Iefs  •,  at  firft  ?  Perchance  fpoke  not,  but 
Like  a  full  Acorn'd  Boar,  a  Tarmen  on, 

Cry'd 

 _ — _  ■  
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75 Cry'cl  oh,  and  mounted ,  found  no  oppofition 
But  what  he  look'd  foc,lhouId  oppofe,  and  Ihe 
Should  from  encounter  guard.  Could  I  find  out 

The  Womanspartin  de,  for  there's  no  motion 
That  tends  to  vice  in  man,  but  I  affirm 

It  is  the  Womans  part :  be  it  Lying,  note  it, 
TheWomans:  Flattering,  hers:  deceiving,  hers: 

Luft,  an  d  rank  thoughts,  hers,  hers  „•  Revenges  hers : 
Ambit'.ons,  Covetings,  change  of  Pr  ides,  Difdain, 
Nice-longing,  Slanders,  Mutability  t 
AO  faults  tnat  may  be  named,  nay,  that  Hell  knows, 
Why  hers,  in  part,  or  all:  but  rather  all.  For  even  to  Vice 
They  are  not  conftant,  but  are  changing  ftill ; 
One  Vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 

Not  half  fa  old  as  that.  I'le  write  againft  them, 
Def.eft  them,  curfe  them  :  yet 'tis  greater  Skill 
In  H  true  Hate,  to  pray  they  have  their  will : 
Tf  ie  very  Devils  cannot  plague  them  better.  [Exit. 

ASlus  Tertins.    Scena  Prima. 

Eater  in  State,  Cymbeline,  Queen,  Clotten,  and  Lords  at 
one  door,  and  at  another,  Caius,  Lucius, 

and  Attendants. 

Cy«*.TVTOw  fay,  what  would  Augnfius  Cefar  with  us  ? 
J,\|  L«<\When  Julim  £«/*>•(  whofe  remembrance  yet 

Lives  in  mens  eyes,  and  will  to  Ears  and  Tongues 

Be  Theam,  and  hearing  ever)  was  in  this  'Britain, 
And  Conquer'd  it,  Cajjibelan  thine  Uncle 
(Famous  in  Char's  praifes,  no  whit  lefs 
Than  in  his  Feats  deferving  it)  for  him, 
And  his  fucceffion,  granted  Rome  a  Tribute,  . 
Yearly  three  thoufand  pounds  j  which  (by  thee)  lately 
Is  left  untender'd. 

Que.  And  to  kill  the  marvail, 
Shall  be  fo  ever. 

Clot.  There  be  many  Cefar  s, 

Ere  fuch  another  Julius :  "Britain's  a  world 
By  it  felf,  and  we  will  nothing  pay 
For  wearing  our  own  Nofes. 

Qneen.  That  opportunity 

Which  then  they  had  to  take  from's,  to  refume 
We  have  again  ;  Remember,  Sir,  my  Liege, 
The  Kings  your  Anceftors,  together  with 
The  Natural  bravery  of  your  Ifle,  which  Hands 

As  Neptune's  Park  ribb'd,and  pal'd  in 
With  Oaks  unskaleable,  and  roaring  Waters, 
With  Sand  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies  Boats, 

But  fuck  them  up  to*  th'  Top-maft.  A  kind  of  Conquefi 
C*far  made  here,  but  made  not  here  his  brag 
Of,  came,  and  Saw,  and  Overcame :  with  fhame 

(The  fixft  that  ever  touch'd  him )  he  was  carried 
From  off  our  Coaft,  twice  beaten ;  and  his  (hipping 
fPoor  ignorant  Baubles)  on  our  terrible  Seas 

Like  Egg  (heels,  mov'd  upon  their  Surges  crack'd 
As  eafily  'gainft  our  Rocks.  For  joy  whereof, 
Thefam'd  Cajfibelan,  who  was  once  at  point 
(  Oh  giglet  Fortune  )  to  mailer  fafars  fword, 

Made  Lud's-Town  with  rejoycing-Fires  bright, 
And  Britains  ftrut  with  Courage. 

dot.  Come,  there's  no  more  Tribute  to  be  paid.  Our 
Kingdom  is  ftronger  than  it  was  at  that  time :  and  (as  I 
faid)  there  is  no  more  fuch  C*/«r*,other  of  them  may  have 

crook'd  Nofes,  but  to  owe  fuch  ftrait  Arms,  none. 
Cym.  Son,  let  your  Mother  end. 
Clot.  We  have  yet  many  among  us,  can  gripe  as  hard  as 

Ciffibelan,  I  do  not  fay  I  am  one :  but  I  have  a  hand.  Why 
Tribute?  Why  mould  we  pay  Tribute  ?  If  C*f*r  can  hide 
the  Sun  from  us  with  a  Blanket,  or  put  the  Moon  in  his 
pocket :  we  will  pay  him  Tribute  for  Light :  elfe,  Sir,  no 
more  Xiibuie,  pray  you  now. 

Cym.  You  mult  know, 
Till  the  injurious  Romans  did  extort 

This  Tribute  from  us,  we  were  free.  Gear's  Ambition, Which  fwelPd  lo  much,  that  it  did  alrnoft  ftrctch 
The  (ides  o'  th'  woi  Id,  againft  all  colour  here, 
Did  put  the  yoak  upon's  :  which  to  lhake  o.T 
Becomes  a  warlike  people,  whom  we  reckon 
Our  felves  to  be,  we  do.  Say  then  to  Cefar, 
Our  Anceltor  was  that  *JMulmutin,  which 
Ordain'd  our  Laws,  whofe  ufe  the  fword  of  afar 
Hath  too  much  mangled :  whofe  repair,  and  franchife,  . 
Shall  (by  the  power  we  hold)  be  our  good  deed, 
Though  Rome  be  therefore  angry.  Mulmutitu  made  our  laws, 
Who  was  the  firft  of  Britain,  which  did  put 
His  brows  within  a  golden  Crown,  and  calPd Himfelf  a  King. 

Luc.  I  am  forry,  Cymbeline, 
That  I  am  to  pronounce  Auguflus  fafar 
(Cafar  that  hath  more  Kings  his  Servants,  than 
Thy  felf  Domeftick  Officers ;  thine  Enemy. 
Receive  it  from  me  then.  War,  and  Confufion 
In  C afar j  name  pronounce  I  'gainft  thee :  Look 
For  fury,  not  to  be  refitted.  Thus  defi'd. I  thank  thee  for  my  felf. 

Cym.  Thou  are  welcom,  Caius, 
Thy  Cefar  Knighted  me ;  my  youth  I  fpent 
Much  under  him  :  of  him,  Igather'd  Honour, Which  he,  to  feek  of  me  again,  perforce, 
Behooves  me  keep  at  utterance.  I  am  perfect, 
That  the  PannoniajJs  and  Dalmatians,  for 
Their  Liberties  are  now  in  Armes :  a  Precedent 
Which  not  to  read,  would  fhew  the  Britains  cold : 
So  Cefar  Ihall  not  find  them. 

Luc.  Let  proof  fpeak. 

Clot .  His  Majefty  bids  you  welcom.  Make  paftime  with 
us  a  day,  or  two,  or  longer :  if  you  feek  us  afterwards  in 
other  terms,  you  fhall  find  us  in  our  Salt-water-Girdle :  if 
you  beat  us  out  of  it,  it  is  yours:  if  you  fall  in  the  adven- 

ture, our  Crows  fhall  fare  the  better  for  you :  and  there's an  end. 
Luc.  So,  Sir. 

Cym.  I  know  your  Matters  pleafure,  and  he  mine : 
All  the  Remain,  is  welcom.  [Exeunt. 

Seem  Secmda. 

Enter  Pifanio  reading  of  a  Letters 

ePif  How  >  of  Adultery  ?  Wherefore  write  you  not 1 What  Monfters  her  accufe  ?  Leonatus  t 

Oh  Matter,  what  a  ftrange  infection 
Is  fain  into  thy  ear  >  What  falfe  Italian, 

(As  poifonous  tongu'd,  as  handed)  hath  prevail'd 
On  thy  too  ready  hearing  ?  Djfloyal  ?  No. 

She's  puniftTd  for  her  truth  ;  and  undergoes 
More  Goddefs-like,  than  Wife  like ;  fuch  Aflaults 
As  would  take  in  fome  Virtue.  Oh  ray  Matter, 
Thy  mind  to  her,  is  now  as  low,  as  were 
Thy  Fortunes.  How  ?  that  I  fhould  murther  her, 
Upon  the  Love,  and  truth,  and  vows:  which  I 
Have  made  to  thy  command  ?  I  her  ? .  Her  blood  ? 
If  it  be  fo,  to  do  good  fervice,  never 
Let  me  be  counted  ferviceable.  How  look  I, 
That  I  fhould  feem  to  lack  humanity, 

So  much  as  this  Fad  comes  to  ?  Do't :  the  Letter. 
That  I  have  fent  her,  by  her  own  command, 

Shall  give  the  opportunity.  Oh  damn'd  paper, 
Black  as  the  Ink  that's  on  thee ;  fenfelefs  bauble. 
Art  thou  a  Fcedarie  for  this  aft ;  thou  look'ft 
So  Virgin-like  without  ?  Lo  here  lhe  comes. 

Enter 
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Enter  ImogeD. 

I  am  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 
I  mo.  How  now  ,  Tifanio  t 
Pif.  Madam,here  is  a  Letter  from  ray  Lord. 
Into.  Who!  thy  Lord?  that  is  my  Lord  Ltonam  ? 

Oh,  learn'd  indeed  were  that  Aftronomer 
That  knew  the  Stars,  as  I  his  Characters, 

He'Id  lay  the  Future  open.  You  good  gods, 
Let  what  is  here  contain'd,  relifh  of  Love, 
Of  my  Lord's  health  :  of  his  content :  yet  not 
That  we  two  are  a-funder,  let  that  grieve  him  ; 
Some  griefs  are  medicinable,  that  is  one  of  them, 
For  it  doth  phyGck  Love,  of  his  content, 
All  but  in  that.  Good  Wax,  thy  leave :  bleft  be 
You  Bees  that  make  thefe  Locks  of  counlel.  Lovers, 
And  men  in  dangerous  Bonds  pray  not  alike. 
Though  Forfeitours  you  caft  in  prifon,  yet 

ifou  clafp  young  Cupid's  tables :  good  News,  gods. 

JVjlice,  and  your  Fathers  wrath  (  fhould  he  take  me  in  his 
Dominion )  could  not  be  fo  cruel  t  *  me,  as  yon,  ( oh  the  dea- 

refi  of  Creatures )  would  even  renew  me  with  your  eye£  Take 
notice  that  I  am  in  Cambria  gt  Milford-Haven  :  what  your 
own  Love.,  will  out  of  this  advtfe  you,  follow.  So  he  wijhes  you 

all  happinefif  that  remains  loyal  to  his  y~ow,  and  your  increafing in  Love,  Leonatus  Pofthumus. 

Oh  for  a  Horfe  with  wings :  Hear'ft  thou,  Ptfanio  ? 
He  is  at  Gilford.  Haven :  Read,  and  tell  me 
How  far  'tis  thither.  If  one  of  mean  affairs 
May  plod  it  in  a  week,  why  may  not  I 
GiiJe  thither  in  a  day  ?  then,ti  ue  Pifanio, 

Who  long'ft  like  me,  to  fee  thy  Lord  ;  who  long'ft 
(  Oh  let  me  bate  )  but  not  like  me :  yet  long'ft But  in  a  fainter  kind.  Oh  not  like  me: 

For  mine's  beyond,  beyond  :  fay,  and  fpeak  thick 
( Love's  Counfellor  Ihould  fill  the  bores  of  hearing 
To  th'  (mothering  of  the  Senle  )  how  far  it  is 
To  this  fame  blefled  tJMdford.  And  by  th'  way 
Tell  me  bow  Wales  was  made  fo  happy,  as 

T'  inherit  fuch  a  Haven.  But  firft  of  all, 
How  may  we  Ileal  from  hence-:  and  for  the  gap 
That  we  (hall  make  in  time,  from  our  hence-going, 
And  our  return,  to  excufe :  but  firft,  how  get  hence. 

Why  Ihould  excufe  be  born  or  e're  begot  > 
We'll  talk  of  that  hereafter.  Prythee  (peak, 
How  many  fcore  of  Miles  may  we  well  ride 
Twixt  hour  and  hour? 

Ptf.  One  fcore  'twixt  Sun,  and  Sun, 
Madam's  enough  for  you  :  and  too  much  too. 

lmo.  Why,  one  that  rode  to's  Execution,  Man, 
Could  never  go  fo  flow :  I  have  heard  of  Riding  wagers, 
Where  Horfes  have  been  nimbler  than  the  Sands 

That  run  i'  th'  Clocks  behalf.  But  this  is  Foolrie, 
Go,  bid  my  Woman  feign  a  ficknefs,  fay 

She'Jl  home  to  her  Father,  and  provide  me  prefently 
A  Riding  Suit :  No  coftiier  than  would  fit 
A  Franklins  Houfwife. 

Pif.  Madam,  you're  bed  confider. 
Imo.  I  lee  before  me  (Man)  nor  here,  nor  here, 

Nor  what  enfues  but  have  a  Fog  in  them, 
That  I  cannot  look  through.  Away,  I  prithee, 

Do  as  I  bid  thee :  there's  no  more  to  fay  : 
Acceffible  is  non«  but  UMUford  way.  [,  Exttuft, 

Scena  Tert'ta. 

Enter  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

'Btl.  A  goodly  day,  not  to  keep  houfe  with  fuch, 
Whofe  Roof's  as  low  as  ours :  Sleep,  Boys,  this  gate 

Inftrufts  you  how't  adore  the  Heavens ;  and  bows  you To  a  mornings  holy  office.  The  Gates  of  Monarchs 
Are  Arch'd  fo  high,  that  Giants  may  jet  through And  keep  their  impious  Tor  bands  on,  without 
Good  morrow  to  the  Sun.  Hail,  thou  fair  Heaven, 
We  houfe  i'  th'  Rock,  yet  ufe  thee  not  fo  hardly, 
As  prouder  livers  do. 

Quid.  Hail,  Heaven. 
Arvir.  Hail,  Heaven. 
Bela.  Now  for  om  Mountain  fport,  uptoyond  hill 

Your  legs  are  young:  He  tread  thefe  Flats.  ConfldCT 
When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  Crow, 
That  it  is  Place,  which  leflens  and  fets  off, 
And  you  may  then  revolve  what  tales  I  have  told  you, 
Of  Courts  of  Princes :  of  the  tricks  in  War. 
This  fervice,  is  not  Service ;  fo  being  done, 
But  being  fo  allowed.  To  apprehend  thus, 
Draws  us  profit  from  all  things  we  fee : 
And  often  to  our  comfort,  fhall  we  find 
The  fiiarded  Beetle, in  a  fafer  hold 

Than  is  the  full-wing'd  Eagle.  Oh  this  life, 
Is  Nobler  than  attending  for  a  check  : 
Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  Babe : 
Pnouder,than  rufihng  in  un-paid-for  Silk : 
Such  gain  the  Cap  of  him,  that  makes  him  fine, 

Yet  keeps  his  Book  uncrofs'd,  no  life  to  ours . 
Gni.  Out  of  your  proof  you  fpeak :  we  poo*  unfledg'd, 

Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o'  th'  neft  ;  nor  know  not ' 
What  Airs  from  home.  Hap'Jy  this  life  is  belt, 
(  If  quia  life  be  belt )  fweeter  to  you 
That  have  a  fharper  known  •,  Well  correfpondiBg 
With  yourftifTAge but  unto  us,  it  is 
A  Cell  of  ignorance :  travailing  a  bed, 
A  Prifon,  or  a  Debtor,  that  not  dares 
To  ftride  a  limit. 

cfrvi.  What  Ihould  we  fpeak  of 
When  we  are  old  as  you  ?  when  we  fliall  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December  ?  How 

In  this  our  pinching  Cave,  fhall  we  difcourfe 
The  freezing  hours  away  >  We  have  feen  nothing : 
We  are  beaftly ;  fubtle  as  the  Fox  for  prey, 
Like  warlike  as  the  Wolf,  for  what  we  eat : 
Our  Valour  is  to  chafe  what  flies :  our  Cage 

We  make  a  Qoire,  as  doth  the  prifon'd  Bird, 
And  fing  our  Bondage  freely. 

'Bel.  How  you  fpeak  ? 

Did  you  but  know  the  Citie's  Ufuries, 
And  felt  them  knowingly :  the  art  o'  th'  Court, 
As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep :  whofe  top  to  climb 

Is  certain  falling :  or  foflipp'ry,  that 
The  fear's  as  bad  as  falling.  The  toil  o'  th'  V  Var 
A  pain  that  only  ieems  to  feek  our  danger 

I'th'name  of  Fame,aid  Honour,which  dyes  i'th'fearcb, 
And  hath  as  oft  a  fland'rous  Epitaph, 
As  Record  of  fair  act.  Nay,  many  times 

Doth  ill  deferve,  by  doing  well :  what's  worfe 
Muft  curt'fie  at  the  Cenfure.  Oh  Boyes,  this  Storie 

The  world  may  read  in  me  :  My  bodie's  raark'd With  Roman  Swords    and  my  report  was  once 

Firft  with  the  beft  of  Note.  Cymbelme  lov'd  me> And  when  a  Souldier  was  the  Theme,  my  name 
Was  not  far  ofF:  then  was  I  as  a  Tree 

Whofe  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit .  But  in  one  night, 
A  Scorm,  or  Robbery  (call  it  what  you  will) 
Shook  down  my  mellow  hangings :  nay  ray  Leaves, 
And  left  me  bare  to  weather. 

Cjui.  Uncertain  favour. 
Bel.  My  fault  being  nothing  (as  I  have  told  you  oft) 

But  that  two  Villains,  whofe  falfe  Oaths  prevail'd 
Before  my  perfect  Honour,  fwore  to  Cymbeline^ 
I  was  Confederate  with  the  Romans ;  fo 
Followed  my  Banifhment,  and  this  twenty  years, 
This  Rock,  and  thefe  Demefnes,  have  been  my  VVorld, 

Where  I  have  liv'd  at  honeft  freedom,  payed  1 
More 
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More  pious  debts  to  Heaven ,  than  in  all 

The  fort-end  of  ray  time.  But,  up  to  th*  Mountains, 
This  is  not  Hunter's  Language  ,  he  that  (trikes 
The  Venilon  firft,  (hall  be  the  Lord  oW  Feaft, 
To  him  the  other  two  fhall  minuter, 
And  we  will  fear  nopoifon,  which  attends 

In  place  o£  greater  State : 
Tie  meet  you  in  the  Valleys.  \Exennt, 
How  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  fparks  of  Nature  ? 

Thefe  Boyes  know  little  they  are  Sons  to  th'  King, 
Nor  Cymbelwe  dreams,  that  they  are  alive. 
They  think  they  are  mine, 

\  And  though  train'd  up  thus  meanly 
I'th'  Cave^  whereon  the  Bow  their  thoughts  do  hit 
The  Roofs  of  PaJaces,  and  Nature  prompts  them 
;  In  fimple  and  low  things,  to  Prince  it,  much 
Beyond  the  trick  of  otners..  This  Talaaour, 
The  heir  of  Cymbeline  and  Britain,  whom 

The  King  his  Father  call'd  Gtuderius.  Jove, 
When  on  my  three-foot  ftool  1  fit,  and  tell 
The  warlike  feats  I  have  done,  his  Spirits  fly  out 

Into  my  ftory  :  fay  thus  mine  Enemy  fell, 

And  thus  I  fet  ray  foot  on's  neck,  even  then 
The  Princely  blood  flows  in  his  Cheek,  he  fweats, 
Strains  his  young  Nerves,  and  putshimfelf  in  pofture 
That  acts  my  words.  The  younger  Brother  Cadwall, 
Once  *s4rviragus,  in  as  like  a  figure 
Strikes  life  into  my  fpeech,  and  (hews  much  more 

His  own  conceiving.  Hark,  the  Game  is  rouz'd, 
Oh  Cymbelme.  Heaven  and  my  Confcience  knows 

Thoudid'ftunjuftly banifli  me:  whereon 
At  three,  and  two  years  old,  I  Hole  thefe  Babes, 
Thinking  to  bar  theeofSucceflion,as 
Thou  refes  me  of  my  Lands.  Euriphile, 
Thou  waft  their  Nurfe,  they  took  thee  for  their  Mother 

And  every  day  do  honour  to  her  Grave : 

Myfelf  "Belarus,  that  am  Morgan  call'd, 
They  take  for  Natural  Father.  The  Game  is  up.  {Exit. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Pifanio  and  Imogen. 

/ww.Thou  told'ffc  me  when  we  came  from  horfe,the  place 
Was  near  at  hand :  Ne're  long'd  ray  Mother  fo 
To  feem  firft,  as  I  have  now :  Ptfanio,  Man  .• 
Where  is  Pofthumut  ?  What  is  in  thy  mind 
That  makes  thee  ftare  thus  ?  Wherefore  breaks  that  figh 

From  th'  in  ward  of  thee  ?  One,  One,  but  painted  thus 
Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 
Beyond  felf-explication.  Put  thy  felf 

Into  a  haviour  of  lefs  fear,e'rewildnefs 
Vanquilh  my  ftaieder  Senfes.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Why  tender'ft  thou  that  Paper  to  me,  with 
A  look  untender  ?  If 't  be  Summer  News, 
Smile  to't  before  .•  if  Winterly,  thou  need'ft 
But  keep  that  count'nance  ftill.  My  Husband's  hand  ? 
ThatDrug-damn'd  Italy,  hath  out-craftied  him, 
And  he's  at  fome  hard  point.  Speak,  man,thy  tongue  ] 
May  take  off  forae  extremity,  which  to  read 
Would  be  even  mortal  to  me. 

Pif.  Pleafe  you  read. 
And  you  (hall  find  me  (wretched  man )  a  thing 

The  moil  difdain'd  of  Fortune. 

Imogen  reads. 

~jp  HY  Mftrefs  fPifanioJ  bath  played  the  Strumpet  in  my 
1  Bsd :  the  J  eflimonies  whereof,  lyes  bleeding  in  me.  I 

Jpea^not  out  of weak\Surmifes,  but  from  prcof as  flrongasmy 
grief ,  and  as  certain  as  I  expect  my  Revenge.  That  part ,  thou 

('Pifanio )  muft  ail  for  me,  if  thy  Faith  be  not  tainted  with  the 
breach  of  hers  ;  let  thine  own  hands  take  away  her  life  :  I  ftall 
give  thee  opportunity  at  Millord  Haven.   She  hath  my  Letter 

for  the  purpofe ;  where,  if  thou  fear  to  firtke,  and  to  make 
certain  it  u  done,  thou  art  the  Pander  to  her  difhonour,  * 
[equally  to  me  difloyal. 

Pif.  What  (hall  I  need  to  draw  my  Sword,  the  Paper 
;Hath  cut  her  throat  already.  No,  'tis  (lander, 
Whofe  edge  is  (harper  than  the  Sword,  whofe  tongue 
Out-venoms  all  the  Worms  of  AW*,  whofe  breath 
Rides  on  the  pofting  winds,  and  doth  belye 
All  corners  of  the  V  Vorld .  Kings,  Queens,  and  States, 
Maids,  Matrons,  nay  the  fecrets  of  the  Grave 
This  viperous  flander  enters  Whatchear,  Madam  ? 

Imo.  FalfetohisBed  ?  VVh*t  is  it  to  be  falfe  ? 
To  lye  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him  ? 

To  weep'twixt  clock  and  clock  >  If  fleepcharge  Nature 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him, 

And  cry  my  felf  awake  ?  that's  falfe  to's  bed  ?  is  it  ? 
Pifa.  Alas,  good  Lady. 
imo.  I  falfe  ?  thy  Confcience  witnefs :  Jachimo, 

Thou  did'ftaccufe  biro  of  Incontinency, 
Thou  then  look'dft  l&e  a  Villain :  now,  methinks, 
Thy  favours  good  enough.  Some  Jay  at  Italy 
(whofe  Mother  was  her  painting)  hath  betraid  him : 
Poor  I  am  ftale,  a  Garment  out  of  fafhion, 

And  for  I  am  richer  than  to  hang  by  th'  walls, 
I  mad  he  ript :  To  pieces  with  me ;  Oh 
Mens  Vows  are  womens  Traitors.  All  good  feeming 
By  thy  revolt  (oh  Husband)  (hall  be  thought 

Put  on  for  Villany :  not  born  wher't  grows, But  worn  a  bait  for  Ladies. 

Ptfa.  Good  Madam,  hear  me. 
Imo.  True  honed  men  being  heard,  like  falfe  tineas 

Were  in  his  time  thought  falfe :  and  Synons  weeping 
Did  fcandal  many  a  holy  tear :  took  pitty 
From  moft  true  wretchednefs.  So  thou  Toflhumns, 
Wilt  lay  the  leven  to  all  proper  men ; 

Goodly,  and  gallant,  (hall  be  falfe  and  perjur'd 
From  thy  great  fail :  Come,  Fellow,  be  thou  honefl, 
Do  thou  thy  Mafters  bidding.  When  thou  feeft  him, 
A  little  witnefs  my  obedience.  Look, 
I  draw  the  Sword  my  felf,  take  it,  and  hit 
The  innocent  Manfion  of  my  Love  (my  Heart:) 

Fear  not,  'tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  Grief : 
Thy  Mafter  is  not  there,  who  was  indeed 
The  riches  of  it.  Do  his  bidding,  ftrike, 

Thou  may'ft  be  valiant  in  a  better  caufe : 
But  now  thou  feem'ft  a  Coward. 

Tifa.  Hence,  vile  Inftrument, 
Thou  (halt  not  damn  my  hand. 

Imo.  Why,  I  muft  dye , 

And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 
No  Servant  of  rhy  Mafters.  Againft  Self- (laughter, 
There  is  a  prohibition  fo  Divine 

That  cravens  my  weak  hand :  Come,  here's  my  heart  5 
Something's  afoot :  Soft,  foft,  we'll  no  defence, 
Obedient  as  the  Scabbard.  What  is  here, 
The  Scriptures  of  the  Loyal  Leonatus, 
All  turn'd  to  Herefie  ?  Away,  awa^y, 
Corrupters  of  my  Faith,  you  fhall  no  more 
Be  Stomachers  to  my  heart :  thus  may  poor  Fools 
Believe  falfe  Teachers:  Though  thofe  that  art  betraid 
Do  feel  the  Treafon  fharply,  yet  the  Traitor 
Stands  in  worfecafeof  woe.  And  thou  Poflhumus, 

That  did'ft  fet  up  my  difobedience  'gainft  the  King 
My  Father,  and  makes  me  put  into  contempt  the  luits 
Of  Princely  Fellows,  (halt  hereafter  find 
It  is  no  act  of  common  paflage,  but 
A  (train  of  Rarenefs :  and  I  grieve  rny  felf, 

To  think,  when  thou  (halt  be  difedg'd  by  her, 
That  now  thou  tireft  on,  how  thy  memory 

Will  then  be  pang'd  by  me.  Prethee  difpatch, 
The  Lamb  entreats  the  Butcher.  Where's  the  Knife  ? 
Thou  art  too  flow  to  do  thy  Mafters  bidding, 
When  I  defire  it  too. 
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Ptfa.  On  gracious  Lady  : 

Since  I  receiv'd  command  to  do  this  bufinefs, 
1  have  not  fleptone  wink. 

Imo.  Do't,  and  to  bed  then. 
Ptfa.  I'le  wake  mine  eye-balls  firft. Imo.  Wherefore  then 

Did'ft  undertake  it  ?  Why  haft  thou  abus'd 
So  many  Miles,  with  a  pretence  ?  This  place  ? 
Mine  action?  and  thine  own?  Our  Horfes  labour? 

The  time  inviting  thee  ?  the  perturb'd  Court 
For  my  being  ablent ;  whereunto  I  never 
Purpoie  return.  Why  haft  thou  gone  fo  far 
To  be  un- bent  ?  when  thou  haft  tanethy  ftand, 
Th'  elected  Deer  before  thee  ? 

Ptja.  But  to  win  time 
To  lofe  fo  bad  employment,  in  the  which 

I  have  confider'd  of  a  courfe :  good  Lady, 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

Imo,  Talk  thy  tongue  weary,  (peak : 
I  have  heard  I  am  a  Strumpet,  and  mine  ear 
Therein  falfe  ftrook,  can  take  no  greater  wound, 
Nor  tent,  to  bottom  that.  But  fpeak. 

Ptfa.  Then,  Madam, 
thought  you  would  not  back  again. 
Imo.  Moft  like, 

Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me. 
Ptfa.  Not  fo  neither: 

But  if  1  were  as  wife,  as  honeft,  then 
My  purpofe  would  prove  well :  it  cannot  be, 
Bur.  that  mv  Mafter  is  abus'J.  Some  Villain, 
I,  and  lingular  in  his  Art,  hath  done  you  both 
This  curled  injury. 

Imo.  Some  7{ommn  Curtezan  ? 
Pifa.  No,  on  my  life : 

'le  give  him  notice  you  are  dead,  and  fend  him 
Some  bloody  fign  of  it.  For  'tis  commanded 
1  mould  do  fo  :  you  (hall  be  mi  ft  at  Court, 
And  that  will  well  confirm  it. 

Imo.  Why,  good  Fellow, 
What  (hall  I  do  the  while  ?  Where  bide?  How  live? 
Or  in  my  life,  what  comfort,  when  1  am 
Dead  to  my  Husband? 

Ptfa.  If  you'll  back  to  th'  Court. Imo.  No  Court,  no  Father :  nor  no  more  adoe 
With  that  harm,  noble,  fimple  nothing? 
That  Clotten,  whofe  Love-fuit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearful  as  a  Siege.  Ptfa.  If  not  at  Court, 
Then  not  in  Britain  muft  you  bide.       Luc.  Where  then 
Hath  Britain  all  the  Sun  that  mines  ?  Day  ?  Night? 

Are  they  not  but  in  Britain  ?  1th'  worlds  Volum 
Our2?rif<7i»feemsas  of  it,  butnotin't  : 
n  a  great  Pool  a  Swans  neft,  prethee  think 
There's  livers  out  of  Britain. 

Pifa.  I  am  moft  glad 
You  think  of  other  Place  :  Th'  AmbafTador 
Lucius  the  Roman,  Comes  to  Milford- Haven 
To  morrow.  Now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mind 
Dark  as  your  Fortunejs,  and  butdifguife 

That  which  t'appear  it  felf,  muft  not  yet  be, 
But  by  (elf-danger,  you  mould  tread  a  courfe 
Pretty,  and  full  of  view:  yea,  happily,  near 
The  refidence  of  Poflhumus ;  fonigh  (atlaft) 
That  though  his  Actions  were  not  vifible,yet 
Report  fhould  render  hira  hourly  to  your  ear, 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

Imo.  Oh  for  fuch  means, 

Though  peril  to  my  modelty,not  death  on't, I  would  adventure. 

Ptfa.  Well  then,  there's  the  point : 
You  muft  forget  to  be  a  Woman  :  change 
Command  into  Obedience.  Fear  and  Nicenefs 

(The  Handmaids  of  all  Women,  or  more  truly 
Woman  it  prety  felf)  into  a  waggifh  courage, 

Ready  in  gybes,  quick-anfwer'd,  fawcy,  and 

As  quarrellous  as  the  VVeazel  :  Nay,  you  muft 
Forget  that  rareft  treafure  of  your  Cheek, 
Expofing  it  (  but  oh  the  harder  heart, 
Alack  no  remedy)  to  the  greedy  touch 
Of  common- killing  Tttan:  and  forget 
Your  labourfome  and  dainty  trimms,  wherein 
You  made  great  Juno  angry.      Imo.  Nay,be  brief : 
1  fee  into  thy  end,  and  am  almoft 
A  man  already. 

Pifa.  Firft,  make  your  felf  but  like  one, 
Fore  thinking  this.  I  have  already  fit 

(Tisin  my  Cloak-bagg)  Doublet,  Hat,  Hofe,  all 
That  anfwer  to  them :  Would  you  in  their  ferving, 
(And  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 

From  youth  of  fuch  a  feafon  )  'fore  Noble  Lucim 
Prefent  your  felf,  defire  his  fervice :  tell  him 

Wherein  you're  happy,  which  will  make  him  know, 
If  that  his  head  have  ear  in  Mufick,  doubtlefs 

With  joy  he  will  embrace  you :  for  he's  Honourable, 
And  doubling  that,  moft  holy.  Your  means  abroad : 
You  have  me  rich,  and  I  will  never  fail 

Beginning,  nor  fupplyment. 
Imo.  Thou  art  all  the  comfort 

The  Gods  will  diet  me  with.  Prethee  away, 

There's  more  to  be  confider'd :  but  we'll  even 
All  that  good  time  will  give  us.  This  attempt, 
1  am  Souldier  too,  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  Princes  Courage.  Away,  I  prethee. 

Pija.  Well,  Madam,  we  muft  take  a  fliort  farewel, 
Left  being  mifi,  I  be  fufpected  of 
Your  carriage  from  the  Court.   My  Noble  Miftris, 
Here  is  a  box,  I  had  it  from  the  Queen, 

What's  in't  is  precious :  If  you  are  fick  at  Sea, 

Or  Stomach  qualm'd  at  Land,  a  Dram  of  this 
Will  drive  away  diftemper.  To  fome  fhade, 
And  fit  you  to  your  Manhood :  may  the  Gods 
Direct  you  to  the  beft. 

Imo.  Amen :  1  thank  thee.  {Exeunt. 

Scena  Quinta. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Queen,  Cloten,  Lucius,  and  Lords. 

fym.  Thus  far,  and  fo  farewel. 
Luc.  Thanks,  Royal  Sir: 

My  Emperour  hath  wrote,  I  muft  from  hence, 
And  am  right  forry,  that  I  muft  report  ye 
My  Mafters  Enemy. 

Cym.  Our  Subjects  (Sir) 

Will  not  endure  his  yoak  ;  and  for  our  felf 
To  (hew  lefs  Soveraignty  than  they,  muft  needs 

Appear  un-King  like. Luc*  So,  Sir :  I  defire  of  you 

A  Conduct  over  Land,  to  Milford- Haven. 
Madam,  all  joy  befal  your  Grace,  and  you. 

Cym.  My  Lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that  Office 
The  due  of  Honour  in  no  point  omit : 
So  farewel,  Noble  Lucius. 

Luc.  Your  hand,  my  Lord. 
Clot.  Receive  it  friendly  :  but  from  this  time  forth 

I  wear  it  as  your  Enemy. 

Luc,  Sir,  the  Event 

Is  yet  to  name  the  winner.  Fare  you  well. 
Cym.  Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  good  my  Lords, 

Till  he  have  croft  Severn.  Happinefs.     {Exit  Lucius,  &c 
£>u.  He  goes  hence  frowning  :  but  it  honours  us, 

That  we  have  given  him  caufe. 

Qot.  'Tis  all  the  better, 
Your  valiant  'Britains  have  their  willies  in  it. 

Cym.  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  Emperour, 
How  it  goes  here.  It  fits  us  therefore  ripely, 
Our  Chariots,  and  our  Horfemen  be  in  readinefs: 
The  Powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia Will 
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Will  foon  be  drawn  to  head,  from  whence  he  moves 

His  war  for  'Britain. 
Qjte.  Tis  not  fleepy  bufinefs, 

But  mull  be  look'd  to  fpeedily,  and  ftrongly. 
Cym.  Our  expectation  that  it  fhould  be  thus 

Hath  made  us  forward.  But,my  gentle  Queen, 

Where  is  our  Daughter  ?  She  hath  not  appear'd 
Before  the  Romany  nor  to  us  hath  tender'd 
The  Duty  of  the  day.  She  looks  as  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice,  than  of  Duty, 
We  have  noted  it.  Call  her  before  us,  for 
We  have  been  too  light  in  fufferance. 

Que.  Royal  Sir, 

Since  the  exile  of  Tofibtimttiy  raoftretir'd 
Hath  her  life  been :  the  Cure  whereof,  my  Lord, 

'Tis  time  mull  do.  Befeech  your  Majefty, 
Forbear  (harp  fpeeches  to  her.  She's  a  Lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  ftrokes, 
And  ftrokes  death  to  her. 

Enter  a  Meflenger. 

Cym,  Where  is  (he,  Sir  ?  How 

Can  her  contempt  be  anfwer'd  ? 
tJMtf  Pleale  you,  Sir, 

Her  Cnambers  are  all  lock'd,  and  there's  noanfwer 
That  will  be  given  to  th'  loud  of  noife  we  make. 
Qte  My  Lord,  when  laft  I  went  to  vifit  her, 

She  k>  ay'd  me  to  excufe  her  keeping  clofe, 
Whei  eto  conftrain'd  by  her  infirmity, 
She  fhould  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  you 
Which  daily  fhe  was  bound  to  proffer :  this 

She  wifh'd  me  to  make  known  :  but  our  great  Court 
Mads  me  to  blame  in  memory. 

Cym.  Her  doors  lock'd  ? Notfeenoflate?  Grant  Heavens,  that  which  I 
Fear  ,  prove  falfe.  {.Exit, 

j^w.  Son,  I  fay,  follow  the  King. 
Iwt.  That  man  of  hers,  Pijanio,  her  old  Servant 

I  have  not  feen  thefe  two  days.  {Exit, 
Qne.  Go,  look  after: 

Ptfamo,  thou  that  ftand'ft  fo  for  Pofthumtu, 
He  hath  a  Drugg  of  mine :  I  pray,  his  abfence 
Proceed  by  fwallowing  that.  For  he  believes 
It  is  a  thing  moft  precious.  But  for  her, 

Where  is  fhe  gone  ?  Haply  defpair  hath  feiz'd  her : 
Or  wing'd  with  fervour  of  her  love,  (he's  flown 
To  her  defired  Pojlhumtu :  gone  (he  is, 
To  death,  or  to  dishonour,  and  my  end 
Can  make  good  ufe  of  either.  She  being  down, 

I  have  the  placing  of  the  "Srittijh  Crown. 

Enter  Cloten. 

How  now  ,  my  Son  ? 

Cot.  'Tis  certain  fhe  is  fled. 
Go  in  and  cheer  the  King,  he  rages,  none 
Dare  come  about  him. 

All  the  better :  may 
Tbii  night  fore-flail  him  of  the  coming  day.     {Exit  Qu. 

Clot.  I  love  and  hate  her  :  for  fhe's  fair  and  Royal, 
And  that  fhe  hath  all  courtly  parts  more  exquifite 
Than  Lady,  Ladies  Woman,  from  every  one 
The  heft  fhe  hath,  and  fhe  of  all  compounded 
Out-fells  them  all.  I  love  her  therefore,  but 
Difdaining  me,  and  throwing  Favours  on 
The  low  PofthnmHs,  flanders  fo  her  judgement, 

That  what's  elfe  rare,  is  choak'd :  and  in  that  point 
I  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay  indeed, 

To  be  reveng'd  upon  her.  For,  when  Fools  
Enttr  Pifanio. 

Who  is  here  ?  What,  "are  you  packing,  Sirrah  ? 
Come  hither ;  Ah  you  precious  Pander,  Villain, 
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Where  is  thy  Lady  ?  In  a  word,  or  elfe 
Thou  art  ftraight  way  with  the  Fiends. 

Pifa.  Oh,  good  my  Lord. 
Got,  Where  is  thy  Lady?  Or,  by  Jupiter , 

I  will  not  ask  again.  Clofe  Villain, 
Pip  have  this  fecret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.  Is  fhe  with  Poftbumus? 
From  whofe  fo  many  weights  of  bafenefs,  cannot 
A  dram  of  worth  be  drawn.  , 

Pija.  Alas,  my  Lord, 

How  can  fhe  be  with  him  ?  When  was  fhe  mifs'd  ? He  is  in  Rome. 

fla.  Where  is  fhe,  Sir  ?  Come  nearer  s 
No  farther  halting:  fatisfie  me  home, 
What  is  become  of  her  : 

Pifa.  Oh,  my  ail- worthy  Lord, 
dot.  All  worthy  Villain, 

Difcover  where  thy  Mifrrisis,  at  once, 
At  the  next  word :  no  more  of  worthy  Lord  ; 
Speak,  or  thy  filence  on  the  inftant,  is 
Thy  condemnation  and  thy  death. 

Pifa.  Then,  Sir, 

This  Paper  is  the  hiftoryof  my  knowledge 
Touching  her  flight. 

CUt.  Let's  fee't;  I  will  purfue  her 
Even  to  es^Hguftus  Throne. 

Pija.  Or  this,  or  perifh. 

She's  far  enough,  and  what  he  learns  by  this, 
May  prove  his  travel,  not  her  danger. 

Clot.  Humb.  . 

Vifi.  I'le  write  to  my  Lord  fhe  is  dead  :  Oil,  Imogen, 
Safe  may'ft  thou  wander,  fafe  return  agen. 

Clot.  Sirrah,  is  this  Letter  true  ? 

Pifa.  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clot.  It  is  Pcfihumus  hand,  I  know't.  Sirrah,  if  thou 
wonld'ft  not  be  a  Villain,  but  do  me  true  fervice  :  undergo 
thofe  employments  wherein  I  fhould  have  caufe  to  ufe  thee 

with  a  ferious  induftry,  that  is,  what  villainy  foe're  I  bid 
thee  do  to  perform  it,  direftly  and  truly,  I  would  think 

thee  an  honeft  man :  thou  fhould'ft  neither  want  my  means 
for  thy  relief,  nor  ray  voyce  for  thy  preferment. 

Pifa.  Well,  my  good  Lord. 
Clot.  Wilt  thou  ferve  me  ?  For  fince  patiently  and  con. 

ftantly  thou  haftftuck  to  the  bare  Fortune  of  that  Beggar 
Po/thumtujihou  canft  not  in  the  courfe  of  gratitude,but  be  a 
diligent  follower  of  mine.  Wilt  thou  ferve  me  ? 

Pifa.  Sir,  I  will. 

Clot.  Give  me  thy  hand,  here's  my  Purfe.  Haft  any  of 
thy  late  Mafters  Garments  in  thy  pofTefllon  ? 

Pifa.  I  have  (my  Lord)  at  the  Lodging,  the  fame  Suit  he 
wore,  when  he  took  leave  of  my  Lady  and  Miftrefs. 

Clot.  The  firft  fervice  thou  do'ft  me,  fetch  that  Suit  hi- 
ther \  let  it  be  thy  firft  fervice,go. 

Pifa.  I  fhall ,  my  Lord.  {Exeunt. 
Clot.  Meet  thee  at  Milford  Haven :  (I  forgot  to  ask  him 

one  thing,  Tie  remember'tanon :)  even  there,thou  villain, 
PoftbumHSy  will  I  kill  thee.  I  would  thefe  Garments  were 
come.  She  faid  upon  a  time  (the  bitternefs  of  it,  I  now 
belch  from  my  heart )  that  fhe  held  the  very  Garment  of 
PofthumHSy  in  more  refpect,  than  my  Noble  and  natural 
perfon ;  together  with  the  adornment  of  my  Qualities. 
With  that  Suit  upon  my  back  will  I  ravifh  her :  hrft  kill 
him,  and  in  her  eyes  :  there  fhall  fhe  fee  my  valour,  which 
will  then  be  a  torment  to  her  contempt.  He  on  the  ground, 
my  fpeech  of  infultment  ended  on  his  dead  body,  and  when 
my  luft  hath  dined  (which  as  I  fay,  to  vex  her,  I  will  ex- 

ecute  in  the  Cloaths  that  fhe  fo  prais'd  )  to  the  Court 
Tie  knoc'k  her  back,foot  her  home  again.  She  hath  defpis'd 
me  rejoycingly,  and  l'le  be  merry  in  my  Revenge. 

Enter 
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Enter  Pifanto. 

Be  thofe  the  Garments  ? 

Pif.  I,  my  Noble  Lord. 

Qo.  How  long  is't  fince  flie  went  to  Mtlford- Haven  ? 
Ptf.  She  can  fcarce  be  there  yet. 
Clo.  Bring  this  Apparel  to  my  Chamber,  that  is  the 

fecond  thing  that  I  have  commanded  thee.  The  third  is, 
that  thou  wilt  be  a  voluntary  Mute  to  mydefign.  Be  bui 
dutious,  and  true  preferment  (hall  tender  it  felf  tothee: 
My  Revenge  is  now  at  Mil  ford,  would  I  had  Wings  to 
follow  it.  Come  and  be  true.  [_£xit. 

Pij.  Thou  bidd'rt  me  to  my  lofs:  for  true  to  thee, 
Were  to  prove  falfe,  which  1  will  never  be 
To  him  that  is  moll:  true.  To  CMvlford  go, 
And  find  not  her,  whom  thou  purfueft.  Flow,  flow, 

You  Heavenly  Bleffings  on  her :  This  Fool's  fpeed 
Be  croft  with  flownefs  ;  Labour  be  his  meed.  ££#»>. 

Scena  Sexta. 

Enter  Imogen  alone. 

Imo.  I  fee  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one, 
I  have  tired  my  felf:  and  for  two  nights  together 
Have  made  the  ground  my  Bed.  I  Ihould  be  fick, 
But  that  my  resolution  helps  me:  Mtlford, 

When  from  the  Mountain  tapTifanio  (hew'd  thee, 
Thou  was't  within  a  ken.  Oh,  Jov e,  1  think 
Foundations  flie  the  wretched,  fuch  I  mean, 

Where  they  Ihould  be  reliev'd.  Two  Beggars  told  me, 
I  could  not  mifs  my  way.  Will  peor  Folks  lyc 

That  have  afflictions  on  them,  knowing 'tis 
A  punifhment,  or  trial  ?  Yes^  no  wonder, 

When  Rich-ones  fcarce  tell  true.  To  lapfe  in  Fulnefs 
Isforer,  than  to  lie  for  Need  :  and  Fallhood 
Isworfe  in  Kings,  than  Beggars.  My  dear  Lord, 

Thou  art  one  o'  th'  falfe  Ones :  now  I  think  on  thee,  ■ 
My  hunger's  gone  ̂   but  even  before,  I  was 
At  point  to  link  for  Food.  But  what  is  this  ? 

Here  is  a  path  to't:  'tis  fome  favage  hold  : 
I  were  belt  not  call  •,  I  dare  not  call :  yet  Famine 
Ere  it  clean  o're  throw  Nature,  make  it  valiant. 
Plenty  and  peace  breeds  Cowards,  Hardnefs  ever 

Of  Hardinefs  is  Mother.  Ho  ?  who's  here  ? 

If  any  that's  civil,  fpeak,  if  favage, 
Take,  or  lend.  Ho?  no  anfwer  ?  then  1*11  enter, 
Belt  draw  my  Sword  •,  and  if  mine  Enemy 
But  fear  the  Sword  like  me,  he'll  fcarcely  look  on't. 
Such  a  Foe,  good  Heavens.  {.Exit. 

Scena  Septima. 

Enter  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  You  Tolidore  have  prov'd  beft  Woodman,  and Are  Mailer  of  the  Feaft :  Cadtvall&nA  I 

Will  play  the  Cook,  and  Servant,  'tis  our  match : 
The  fweat  of  induftry  would  dry,  and  die 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.  Come,  our  ffomachs 

Will  make  what's  homely,  lavoury  •,  Wearinefs 
Can  fnore  upon  the  Flint,  when  refty  Sloth 
Finds  the  Down-Piilow  hard.   No  peace  be  here, 

Poor  Houfe,  that  keep'ft  thy  felf. 
'   Gui.  I  am  throughly  weary. 

'tsfrv.  I  am  weak  with  toil,  yet  ftrong  in  appetite. 
Gui.  There  is  cold  meat  i'  th'  Cave,we'll  brouze  on  that 

Whil'ft  what  we  have  kill'd  be  Cook'd. 
Bel.  Stay,  come  not  in  : 

But  that  it  eats  our  Victuals,  I  Ihould  think 
Here  were  a  Faiery. 

Gui.  What's  the  matter,  Sir  > 
'Bel.  By  Jupiter  an  Angel :  or  if  not, 

\n  Earthly  Paragon.  Behold  Divinenefs 
No  elder  than  a  Boy. 

Enter  Imogen. 

Imo.  Good  Mafter,  harm  me  not: 

Before  I  enter'd  here,  I  call'd,  and  thought 
To  have  begg'd,  or  bought,  what  I  have  took :  good  troth 
I  have  ftoln  nought,  nor  would  not,  though  I  had  found 
Gold  ftrew'd  i'  th'  Floor.  Here's  money  for  my  Meat, 1  would  have  left  it  on  the  Board  fo  foon 

As  I  had  made  my  Meal :  and  parted 
With  Prayers  for  the  Provider. 

Gui.  Money  ?  Youth. 
tArv.  All  Gold  and  Silver  rather  torn  do  dart, 

As  'tis  no  better  reckon'd,  but  of  thole 
Who  worfhip  durty  gods. 

Imo.  1  fee  you're  angry : 
Know,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  Ihould 
Have  died,  had  I  not  made  it. 

Bel.  Whither  bound? 

Imo.  To  cJliilford  Haven. 

Bel.  What's  your  name? 
Imo.  Fidele,  Sir ;  I  have  a  Kinfman,  who 

Is  bound  for  Italy  :  he  embark'd  it  Mtlford, 
To  whom  being  going,  almoft:  fpent  with  hunger, 
1  am  falu  in  this  offence. 

Bel.  Prethee  (fair  youth) 

Think  us  no  Churls :  nor  meafure  our  good  minds 

By  this  rude  place  we  live  in.  Well  encounter'd, 
'Tis  almoft  night,  you  Ihall  have  better  cheer 
Ere  you  depart,  and  thanks  to  ftay  and  eat  it : 

Boys,  bid  him  welcome. 
Gui.  Were  you  a  Woman,  youth, 

I  ihould  woe  hard,  but  be  your  Groom  in  honefty 
I  bid  for  you,  as  I  do  buy. 

Arv.  I'll  make't  my  comfort 

He  is  a  man,  I'll  love  him  as  my  Brother: 
And  fuch  a  welcome  as  I'ld  give  to  him 
( After  long  abfence)  fuch  is  yours.  Moft  welcome : 

Be  fprightly,  for  you  fall  'mongft  Friends. 
Imo.  'Mongft  Friends. 

If  Brothers :  would  it  had  beenfo,  that  they 

Had  been  my  Father's  Sons,  then  had  my  prize 
Been  Iefs,  and  fo  more  equal  bailiff  ing 
To  thee,  PoHhumtu. 

Bel.  He  wrings  at  fome  diftrefs. 

Gni.  Would  I  could  free't. 
Arv.  Or  I,  what  ere  it  be, 

What  pain  it  coft,  what  danger :  gods ! 
"Bel.  Hark,  Boyes. 
Imo.  Great  men 

That  had  a  Court  no  bigger  than  this  Cave, 
That  did  attend  themfelves,  and  had  the  virtue 

Which  their  own  Confcience  feal'd  them  :  laying  by 
That  nothing.gift  of  differing  Multitudes 
Could  not  out- piece  thefe  twain.  Pardon  me  gods, 

ll'd  change  my  Sex  to  be  Companion  with  them, Since  Leonatm  falfe. 
Bel.  It  lhall  be  fo : 

Boyes,  we'll  go  drefs  our  Hunt.  Fair,  you  come  in ; 

Difcourfe  is  heavy,  faffing :  when  we  have  fupp'd 
We'll  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  Story. 
So  far  as  thou  wilt  fpeak  it, 

Gui.  Pray  draw  near. 

Arv.  The  night  to  th'  Owl, 
And  Morn  to  th'  Lark  lefs  welcome. 

Imo.  Thanks,  Sir. 

Arv.  I  pray  draw  near.  {Exeunt . 

Scena 
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Scena  OBava. 

Enter  tm  Roman  Senators,  and  Tribunes. 

1  Sen.  This  is  the  tenour  of  the  EmperourS  Writ } 
That  fince  the  common  men  are  now  in  Attion 

'Gainft  the  Pannoniansy  and  Dalmatians^ 
And  that  the  Legions  now  in  Gallia,  are 
Foil  weak  to  undertake  our  Wars  againft 
The  h\n-off Britain;,  that  we  do  incite 
The  Gentry  to  this  bufineft.  He  creates 
Lucia  Pro-Conful :  and  to  you  the  Tribunes 
For  this  immediate  Levy,  he  commands 
His  abfolute  Commiffion.  Long  live  fajar. 
T ri.  Is  Lucttu  General  of  the  Forces  ? 
2  Sen.  L 

TrL  Remaining  now  in  Gallia  ? 
i  Sen.  With  thofe  Legions 

Which  I  have  fpoke  of,  whereunto  your  Levy 
Muftbefuppliant :  the  words  of  your  Commiffion 
Will  tye  you  to  the  Numbers  and  the  time 
Of  their  difpatch 

Tri.  We  will  difcharge  our  duty.  [Exeunt. 

ABus  Quartus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Cloten  alone. 

Clot.  T  Am  near  to  th'  place  where  they  mould  meet, 
JL  if  Tifanio  have  map'd  it  truly.  How  fit  his  Gar- 

ments ferve  me  ?  Why  fhould  his  Miftrifs,  who  was  made 
by  him,  that  made  the  Taylor  not  be  fit  too  ?  The  ra- 

ther (laving  reverence  of  the  Word)  for  'tis  faid  a  Wo- 
mans  fitnefs  comes  by  fits :  therein  I  rnuft  play  the  Work- 

man, I  dare  fpeak  it  to  my  felf,  for  it  is  not  Vain-glory 
for  a  man  and  his  Glafs,  to  confer  in  his  own  Chamber ;  I 
mean,  the  Lines  of  my  Body  are  as  well  drawn  as  his ;  no 
lefs  young,  more  ftrong,  not  beneath  him  in  Fortunes,  be- 

yond him  in  the  advantage  of  the  time  ,  above  him  in 
Birth,  alike  converfant  in  general  fervices,  and  more  re 
markable,  in  fingle  oppofitions :  yet  this  imperfeverant 
Thing  loves  him  in  my  defpight.  What  Mortality  is  ? 
PofibnmHSy  thy  Head  (which  now  is  growing  upon  thy 
moulders)  (hall  within  this  hour  be  off,  thy  Mifirifs  in- 
forced,  thy  Garments  cut  to  pieces  before  thy  Face :  and 
all  this  done,  fpurn  her  home  to  her  Father,  who  may 
(happily)  be  a  little  angry  for  my  fo  rough  ufage :  but  my 
Mother  having  power  of  his  teftinefs,  (hall  turn  all  into 
my  commendations.  My  Horfe  is  tyed  up  fafe,  out  Sword, 
and  to  a  fore  purpofe :  Fortune  put  them  into  my  hand  : 
This  is  the  very  defcription  of  their  meeting  place,  and 
the  Fellow  dares  not  deceive  me.  {Exit. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus,  and 
Imogen  from  the  Cave. 

Tel.  You  are  not  well :  Remain  here  in  the  Cave, 

We'll  come  to  you  after  Hunting. 
zsZrv.  Brother,  ftay  here : 

Are  we  not  Brothers  ? 
Imo.  So  man  and  man  fhould  be, 

But  Clay  and  Clay  differs  in  dignity, 
Whofe  duft  is  both  alike.  I  am  very  fick, 

Gui.  Go  you  to  Hunting,  Til  abide  with  him. 

Imo.  So  fick  I  am  not,  yet  I  am  not  well; 
But  not  fo  Citizen  a  wanton,  as 
To  feem  to  die,  ere  fick  :  So  pleafe  you,  leave  me, 
Stick  to  your  Journal  courfe :  the  breach  of  Cuftom, 
Is  breach  of  all.  I  am  ill,  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me.  Society  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  fociable :  I  am  not  very  fick, 
Since  I  can  reafon  of  it :  pray  you  truft  me  here, 
I'll  rob  none  but  my  felf,  and  let  me  die Stealing  fo  poorly. 

Gui.  I  love  thee:  1  have  fpoke  it, 
How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much, 
As  1  do  love  my  Father. 

Bel.  What?  how?  how? 
Arv.  If  it  be  fin  to  fay  fo  (Sir)  Iyoak  me 

In  my  good  Brdthers  fault :  I  know  not  why 
I  love  this  youth,  and  I  have  heard  you  fay, 
Love's  reafons  without  reafon.  The  Beer  at  Door, 
And  a  demand  who  is't  (hal!  die,  I'd  fay 
My  Father,  not  this  Youth. 

Bel.  Oh  noble  ftrain! 

0  worthinefs  of  Nature,  breed  of  greatnefs ! 

"  Cowards,  Father,  Cowards,  and  bafe  things,  Sire,  bafe  : 
"  Nature  hath  Meal  and  Bran ;  Contempt  and  Grace. 
I'm  not  their  Father,  yet  who  this  mould  be, 
Doth  miracle  it  felf,  lov'd  before  me. 
'Tis  the  ninth  hour  o'  th'  Morn. 

Arv.  Brother,  farewel. 
Imo.  I  wifh  ye  fport. 
^Arv.  You  health.  So  pleafe  you,  Sir. 
Imo.  Thefe  are  kind  Creatures. 

Gods,  what  lies  I  have  heard  : 

Our  Courtiers  fay,  all's  favage,  but  at  Court : 
Experience,  oh  thou  difprov'ft  Report. 
Th'  imperious  Seas  breed  Monfters ;  for  the  Difh, 
Poor  Tributary  Rivers,  as  fweet  Fifh : 
1  amfickftill,  heart-fick:  Pifanio, 
I'll  now  taft  of  thy  Drugg. 

Gui.  I  could  not  ftir  him : 

He  faid  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate  •, 
Difhoneftly  afflicted,  but  yet  honefb. 

Arv.  Thus  did  he  anfwer  me:  yet  faid  hereafter, 
I  might  know  more. 

'Bel.  To  th' Field,  to  th' Field: 
We'll  leave  you  for  this  time,  go  in,  and  reft. 

Arv.  We'll  not  be  long  away. 
Bel.  Pray  be  not  fick, 

For  you  muft  be  our  Hufwife. 
Imo.  Well  or  ill, 

lam  bound  to  you.  [Exit. 
"Bel.  And  (halt  be  ever. 

This  youth,  how  e're  diftreft,  appears  he  hath  had Good  Anceftors. 

Arv.  How  Angel-like  he  fings  ? 
Gui.  But  his  neat  Cookery  ? 
Arv.  He  cut  our  Roots  in  Characters, 

And  fawc't  our  Broths,  as  J  mo  had  been  fick, And  he  her  Dieter. 

Arv.  Nobly  he  yoaks 
A  fmiling  with  a  figh :  as  if  the  figh 
Was  that  it  was,  for  not  being  fuch  a  fmile : 
The  fmile  mocking  the  figh,  that  it  would  fly 
From  fo  divine  a  Temple,  to  commix 
With  Winds  that  Sailors  rail  at. 

Gui.  I  do  note, 

That  grief  and  patience  rooted  in  them  both, 
Mingle  their  fpurs  together, 

sArv.  Grow  patient, 

And  let  the  ftinking  Elder  (Grief)  untwine 
His  perifhing  root,  with  the  encreafing  Vine. 

Tel.  It  is  great  Morning.  Come  away :  who's  there,  ? 

Qj{  q  Enter 
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Enter  Clotcn. 

Clo.  I  cannot  find  thore  Runagates,  that  Villain 
Hach  mock'd  me.  I  am  faint. 

Bel.  Thole  Runagates? 

Means  he  not  us?  1  partly  know  him,  'tis 
Cloteny  the  Son  o'  th'  Queen.  I  fear  fome  Ambulh : 
I  fa  whim  notthefe  many  years,  and  yet 
I  know  'tis  he :  we  are  held  as  Out  laws  hence. 

Gui.  He  is  but  one :  you,  and  my  Brother  fearch 
What  Companies  are  near  :  pray  you  away, 
Let  me  alone  with  him. 

Clot.  Sofr,  what  are  you 
That  flie  me  thus  ?  Some  Villain  Mountainers  ? 
I  have  heard  of  fuch.  What  Slave  art  thou? 

Gui.  A  thing, 

More  flavilhdid  I  ne're,  than  anfwering A  Slave  without  a  knock. 
Clot.  Thou  art  a  Robber, 

A  Law- Breaker,  a  Villain  :  yield  thee, Thief. 
Gut.  To  whom  ?  to  thee  ?  what  art  thou  ?  Have  not  I 

An  Arm  as  big  as  thine  ?  a  Heart  as  big  ? 
Thy  words  1  grant  are  bigger :  for  1  wear  not 
My  Dagger  in  my  mouth. .  Say  what  thou  art, 
Why  1  ihould  yield  to  thee  ?  I 

Clo.  Thou  Villain  bafe, 

Know'ft  me  not  by  my  Cloths? 
Gm.  No,  nor  thy  Taylor,  Rafcal, 

Who  is  thy  Grandfather :  He  made  thofe  Cloaths, 
Which  (as  it  feems)  make  thee. 

Clo.  Thou  precious  Varlet, 
My  Taylor  made  them  not. 

Gui.  Hence  then,  and  thank 
The  man  that  gave  them  thee.  Thou  art  fome  Fool, 
I  am  loth  to  beat  thee. 

Clo.  Thou  injurious  Thief, 
Hear  but  my  name,  and  tremble. 

Gui.  What's  thy  Name  ? 
Clo,  Cloten,  thou  Villain. 
Gui.  (^loten,  thou  double  Villain  be  thy  name, 

I  cannot  tremble  at  it,  were  it  Toad,  or  Adder,  Spider, 
'Twould  move  fooncr. 

Clot.  To  thy  further  fear, 
Nay,  to  thy  meer  Confufion,  thou  (halt  know 

I  am  Son  to  th'  Queen. 
Gm.  I  am  forry  for't :  not  feeming 

So  worthy  as  thy  Birth. 
Ch.  Artnotafeard  ? 
Gui.  Thofe  that  I  reverence,  thofe  I  fear,  the  Wife : 

At  Fools  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 
Clo.  Die  the  Death: 

When  I  have  (lain  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 

I'll  follow  thofe  that  even  now  fled  hence : 
And  on  the  Gates  of  Lads-Town  fet  your  heads : 
Yield  Ruftick  Mountaineer.  {.Fight  and  €xennt. 

rfjji)  art  I  ii ; 
Enter  Bellarius  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  No  Company's  abroad  ? 
tArv.  None  in  the  World :  you  did  miftake  him  fure. 
Bel.  I  cannot  tell  :  long  is  it  lince  I  faw  him, 

But  Time  hath  nothing  blurr'd  thofe  lines  of  Favour 
Which  then  he  wore  :  the  fnatches  in  his  Voice, 
And  burft  of  fpeaking  were  as  his  :  I  amabfolute 

'Twas  very  Clotcn. 
Arv.  In  this  place  we  left  them  ̂  

I  wifli  my  Brother  make  good  time  with  him, 
You  fay  he  is  fo  fell. 

Bel.  Being  fcarce  made  up, 

1  metu  to  man  ̂   he  had  not  apprehenfion 
Of  roaring  terrors :  For  defect  of  judgment 
Is  oft  the  caufe  of  Fear. 

Enter  Guiderius. 

But  fee  thy  Brother. 
Ghu  This  Cloten  was  a  Fool,  an  empty  Purfe, 

There  was  no  money  in't :  Not  Hercults 
Could  have  knock'd  out  his  Brains,  for  he  had  none : 
Yet  I  not  doing  this,  the  Fool  had  born 

My  Head,  as  I  do  his. 
Bel.  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Gui.  I  am  perfect  what ;  cut  off  oneC/crw's  Head, 
Son  to  the  Q^een  (after  his  own  report) 
Who  calf d  me  Traytor,  Mountaineer,  and  fwore 

With  his  own  hand  he'd  take  us  in, 
Difplace  our  heads,  where  (thanks-to  th'  gods)  they  grow And  fet  them  on  Lnds-Town. 

Bel.  We  are  all  undone. 

Gui.  Why,  worthy  Father,  what  have  we  to  lofe, 
But  that  he  fwore  to  take  our  Lives  ?  the  Law 

Protects  not  us,  then  why  fhould  we  be  tender, 
To  let  an  arrogaut  piece  of  flefh  threat  us  ? 
Play  Judge,  and  Executioner,  all  himfelf ? 
For  we  do  fear  no  Law.  What  Company 
Difcover  you  abroad  ? 

"Bel.  No  Tingle  Soul 

Can  we  fet  Eye  on  :  but  in  all  fafe  reafon 
He  mufl  have  fome  Attendants.  Though  bis  Honour 

Was  nothing  but  mutation  •,  I,  and  that 
From  one  bad  thing  to  worfe :  Not  Frenzy, 

Not  abfolute  madnefs  could  fo  far  have  rav'd 
To  bring  him  here  alone,  although  perhaps 
It  may  be  heard  at  Court,  that  fuch  as  we 
Cave  here,  haunt  here,  are  Out  laws,  and  in  time 
May  make  fome  ftronger  head,  the  which  he  hearing, 

("As  it  is  like  him)  might  break  out,  and  fwear 
He'd  fetch  us  in,  yet  is't  not  probable 
To  come  alone,  either  fo  undertaking, 
Or  they  fo  fufTering :  then  on  good  ground  we  fear, 
If  we  do  fear  this  body  hath  a  tail 
More  perilous  than  the  head. 

Arv.  Let  Ord'nance 
Dome,  as  the  gods  fore-fay  it,  howfoeYe 
My  Brother  hath  done  well. 

"Bel.  I  had  no  mind 

To  hunt  this  day:  The  Boy  FideWs  ficknefs 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth. 
Gui.  With  his  own  Sword, 

Which  he  did  wave  againft  my  throat,  I  haveta'ne 
His  Head  from  him  :  I'll  throw't  into  the  Creek 
Behind  our  Rock,  and  let  it  to  the  Sea, 

And  tell  the  Fifties,  he's  the  Queens  Son,  Cbten, 
That's  all  I  reak.  [Exit. 

Bel.  I  fear  'twill  be  reveng'd  : 
Woul  {Polidore)  thou  hadft  not  done't:  though  valour Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

Arv.  Would  I  had  done't, 
So  the  Revenge  alone  purfu'd  me :  Tolidort^ 
1  love  thee  Brotherly,  but  envy  much 

Thou  haft  robb'd  me  of  this  deed  :  I  would  Revenges 
That  poflible  ftrength  might  meet,  would  feek  us  through, 
And  put  us  to  our  anfwer. 

Bel.  Well,  'tis  done  : 

We'lJ  hunt  no  more  to  day,  nor  feek  for  danger 
Where  there's  no  profit.  I  prethee  to  our  Rock, 

You  and  Fidele  play  the  Cooks  :  I'll  ftay 
'ill  bafty  Polidore  return,  and  bring  him '  *o  Dinner  prefently. 

Arv.  Poor  fick  Fidele . 

I'll  willingly  to  him,  to  gain  his  colour, 
I'd  let  a  parifh  of  fuch  Clot  em  blood, 
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And  praife  my  felf  for  Charity,  {Exit. 
Bel.  O  thou  Goddefs, 

Thou  divine  Nature  \  thy  felf  thou  blazon'fl: 
In  thefe  two  Princely  Boyes:  they  are  as  gentle 
AsZephyres  blowing  below  the  V  iolet, 

Not  wagging  his  fweet  Head  •,  and  yet,  as  rough 
(Their  Royal  blood  enchaf'd)  astherud'lt  wind, 
That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  Mountain  Pine, 

And  make  him  ftoop  to  th'  Vail.  Tis  wonder 
That  an  invifible  internet  fhould  frame  them 

To  Royalty  unlearn'd,  Honour  untaught, 
Civility  not  feen  from  other :  Valour, 
That  wildly  grows  in  them,  but  yields  a  crop 

As  if  it  had  been  fow'd :  yet  ft  ill  it's  ftrange 
What  Clotem  being  here  to  us  portends, 
Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us. 

Enter  Guiderius. 

Gui.  Where's  my  Brother  ? 
1  have  fent  Clotens  Clot-pole  dawn  the  fixeam  •, 
In  Embaffie  to  his  Mother    his  bodies  hoftage 
For  his  return.  [Solemn  eJWufick^, 

*    Bel.  My  ingenuous  Inftrument, 
('Hark  Pohdore)  it  founds :  but  whatoccafion 
Hath  Cadwall  now  to  give  it  motion  ?  Hark. 

Gui.  Is  he  at  home  ? 
Bel.  He  went  hence  even  now. 
Gui.  What  does  he  mean  ? 

Since  death  of  my  dear'ft  Mother 
It  did  not  fpeak  before.  All  folemn  things 
Should  anfwer  folemn  Accidents.  The  matter  ? 

Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  toyes, 
Is  jollity  for  Apes,  and  grief  for  Boyes. 
hCadwallmad  ? 

Enter  Arviragus,  with  Imogen  dead,  bearing 
her  in  his  tsirms. 

Bel.  Look,  here  he  comes, 
And  brings  the  dire  occafion  in  his  Arms, 
Of  what  we  blame  him  for. 

Arv.  The  Bird  is  dead 
That  we  have  made  fo  much  on.  I  had  rather 

Have  skipt  from  fixteen  years  of  Age,  to  iixty : 

To  have  turn'd  my  leaping  time  into  a  Crutch, Than  have  feen  this. 

Gui.  Oh  fweetefl,  fairefl  Lilly :  •* 
My  Brother  wears  thee  not  the  one  half  fo  well, 

As  when  thou  grew'ft  thy  felf. 
Bel.  Oh  Melancholly, 

Who  ever  yet  could  found  thy  bottom  ?  Find 
The  Ooze,  to  fhew  that  Coafl  thy  fluggifh  care 
Might  eafilieft  harbour  in.  Thou  blefled  thing. 

Jove  knows  what  man  thou  might'ft  have  made  :  but  I, 
Thou  dyed'ft  a  more  rare  Boy,  of  Melancholly. 
How  found  ycu  him  ? 

Arv.  Stark,  as  you  fee  : 
Thus  fmiling  as  fome  Fly  had  tickled  (lumber, 

Not  as  deaths  dart  being  laugh'd  at :  his  right  Cheek 
Repofing  on  a  Cufhion* 

Gui.  Where  ? 

Arv.  O'  th'  Floor : 

'  His  Arms  thus  leagu'd,  I  thought  he  flept,  and  put 
My  clouted  Brogues  from  off  my  Feet,  whofe  rudenefs 

Anfwer'd  my  fleps  too  loud. 
Gui.  Why,  he  but  fleeps : 

If  he  be  gone  he'll  make  his  GravS  a  Bed : 
With  Female  Faieries  will  his  Tomb  be  haunted, 
And  Worms  will  not  come  to  thee. 

Arv.  With  faireft  Flowers 

Whim  Summer  lafts,  and  Hive  here,  Fidele, 

I'll  fweeten  thy  fad  Grave  :  thou  fhalt  not  lack 
The  Flower  that's  like  thy  Face.  ?&k-Primrofe,  nor 

*  W ■  ■  - 

The  azur'd  Hare-Bell,  like  thy  Veins :  no  nor 
The  Leaf  of  Eglantine,  whom  not  to  flander, 
Out  fweetned  not  thy  breath :  the  Raddock  would 
With  Charitable  bill  (Oh  bill  fore  fhaming 
Thofe  rich-left-Heirs,  that  let  their  Fathers  lie 
-Vichout  a  Monument)  bring  thee  all  this, 

Yea,  and  furr'd  Mofs  befides.  When  Flowers  are  none 
To  winter  ground  thy  Coarfe  

Gui.  Prethee  have  dohe, 

^nd  do  not  play  in  Wench-like  words  with  that 
vVhich  is  fo  (erious,  Let  us  bury  him, 

<\nd  not  protract  with  admiration,  what 
Is  now  due  Debt.  To  th'  Grave. 

Arv.  Say,  where  (hall's  lay  him  ? 
Gui.  By  good  Eurifhile,  our  Mother. 
Arv.  Be't  fo : 

And  let  us  (Polidore )  though  now  our  Voices 

Have  got  the  mannifh  crack,  ling  him  to  th'  ground 
As  once  to  our  Mother :  ufe  like  note,  and  words, 
Save  that  Eunphile  mull  be  Ftdele. 

Gui.  Cadwall, 

[  cannot  fing :  I'll  weep,  and  word  it  with  thee, 
For  Notes  of  forrow,  out  of  tune,  are  worfe 
Than  Pricfts,  and  Vanes  that  lie. 

Arv.  We'll  fpeak  it  then. 
Bel.  Great  griefs  I  fee  Med'cine  the  lefs.  For  Cloten 

Is  quite  forgot.  He  was  a  Queens  Son,  Boyes, 
And  though  he  came  our  Enemy,  remember 
He  was  paid  for  that :  thou  mean,  and  mighty  rotting 
Together  have  one  dull,  yet  Reverence 
vThat  Angel  of  the  World)  doth  make  diftinction 

Of  place  'twixt  high  and  low.  Our  Foe  was  Princely, 
And  though  you  took  his  life,  as  being  our  Foe, 
Yet  bury  him,  as  a  Prince. 

Gui.  Pray  thee  fetch  him  hither, 
Therfites  Body  is  as  good  as  Ajax, 
When  neither  are  alive. 

Arv.  If  you'll  go  fetch  him, 
We'll  fay  our  Song  the  whil'ft :  Brother  begin. 

Gui.  Nay  Cadwall,  we  mufl:  lay  his  Head  to  th'  Eaft, 
My  Father  hath  a  reafon  for't. 

Arv.  'Tis  true. 

gui.  Come  on  then,  and  remove  him. 
Arv.  So,  begin. 

SONG. 

Gdid.  Fear  no  more  the  heat  o'  th1  Sun, Nor  the  furious  Winters  rages, 
Thou  thy  Worldly  taskjhafl  done, 
Home  art  gone,  and  take  thy  wages. 
Golden  Lads  and  Girls  all  muff, 

As  Chimney-Sweepers  come  to  duft. 

Arv.  Fear  no  more  the  frown  o1 th?  Great, 
Thou  art  paft  the  Tyrants  ftroke, 
Cdre  no  more  to  cloath  and  eat, 
To  thee  the  Reed  is  as  the  Oa\  : 
The  Scepter,  Learning,  Phyfic^muft, 
All  follow  this  and  come  to  dufl. 

Gui.  Fear  no  more  the  Lightning  flafli. 

Arv.  Nor  thy  all  dreaded  Thunder-ftone* 
Gui.  Fear  no  flander,  finfiire  rafh. 

Arv.  Thou  haft  finip'd  Joy  and  Moan. Both.  All  Lovers  young,  all  Lovers  mnft, 
Confign  to  thee,  and  come  to  duft, 

Gui.  Nj>  Exorcifer  harm  thee, 
Arv.  Nor  no  Witchcraft  charm  thee. 

Gui.  Ghofl  unlaid  forbear  thee. 

Arv.  "Nothing  ill  come  near  thee. 
Both.^w/f*  consummation  have, 

And  renowned  he  thy  Grave. 

Qjqq  z  Enter 
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Enter  Bellarius  with  the  "Body  of  Cloten. 

Gui.  We  have  done  our  obfequies  .* 
Come  lay  hira  down. 

Bel.  Here's  few  Flowers,  but  about  midnight  more : 
The,  herbs  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  oth'  night 
Are  ftrewmgs  firt'ft  for  Graves:  upon  their  Faces. 
You  were  as  Flowers,  now  withei\l :  even  fo 
Thefe  Herbelets  mall,  which  we  upon  you  ftrew. 
Come  on  away, apart  upon  our  Knees : 
The  ground  that  gave  them  firft,has  them  again : 
Their  pleafures  here  are  pair,  fo  are  their  pain.  [Extunt. 

C Imogen  awakes. 
Yes,  Sir,  to  <JW  I  ford  Haven,  which  is  the  way  ? 
1  thank  you  :  by  yond  Bum  ?  pray  how  far  thither  ? 

'Ods  pittikins  :  can  it  be  fix  mile  yet  ? 
I  have  gone  all  night :  'faith,  Pie  lye  down  and  fleep. 
But  foft :  no  Bedfellow  ?  Oh  Gods,  and  Goddeflcs ! 
Thefe  Flowers  are  like  the  pleafures  of  the  World ; 

This  bloody  man  the  care  on't.  I  hope  I  dream : 
For  fo  I  thought  I  was  a  Cave-keeper, 
And  Cook  to  boneft  Creatures.  But  'tis  not  fo : 
'Twasbut  a  bolt  of  nothing,  fhot  at  nothing, 
Which  the  Brain  makes  of  Fumes.  Our  very  eyes, 
Are  fometimes  like  our  Judgments,  blind.  Good  Faith 
I  tremble  ftill  with  fear :  but  if  there  be 

Yet  left  in  Heaven,  as  fmall  a  drop  of  pitty 

As  a  Wrens  Eye  :  fear'd  Gods,  a  part  of  it. 
The  Dream's  here  ftill :  even  when  1  wake  it  is 

Without  me,  as  within  me:  notimagin'd,  felt. 
A  headlefs  man  ?  The  Garments  of  Poflhumus? 

I  know  the  Ihape  of 's  Leg :  this  is  his  Hand : 
His  Foot  Mercurial :  his  Martial  Thigh, 
The  Brawns  of  Hercules  1  but  his  Jovial  Face  

Murther  in  Heaven  ?  How?  'tis  gone.  Pifanio, 
All  curfes  madded  Hecuba  gave  the  Greeks^ 
And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  thee  3  thou 

Confpir'd  with  that  irregulous  Devil  Cloten, 
Hath  here  cut  offmy  Lord.  To  write,  and  read, 

Be  henceforth  treacherous.  Damn'd  Pifanio 
Hath  with  his  torg'd  Letters  (damn'd  Ptjanio) From  this  molt  braveft  Veuel  of  the  World 

Struck  the  main  top  /  Oh  Pofihumus,  alas, 

Where  is  thy  head  ?  where's  that  ?  Aye  me,  I,where's  that? 
Ttfanio  might  have  kill'd  thee  at  the  heart, 
And  left  his  head  on.  How  ftiould  this  be,  Pifanio? 
Tis  he  and  Cloten.  Malice  and  Lucre  in  them 

Have  laid  this  woe  here.  Oh  'tis  pregnant,  pregnant ! 
The  Drugg  he  gave  me,  which  he  faid  was  precious 
And  Cordial  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 

Murdr'ous  to  th'  Sen  Pes  ?  that  confirms  it  home : 
This  is  Pifanws deed,  and  Cloten  :  Oh ! 
Give  colour  to  my  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood,. 
That  we  the  horrider  may  feem  to  thofe 
Which  chace  to  find  us,  Oh,  my  Lord  !  my  Lord ! 

Enter  Lucius,  Captains,  and  a  Soothfayer. 

Cap  To  them,  the  Legions  garrifon'd  in  Gallia 
After  your  will,  havecroft  the  Sea,  attending 
You  here  at  <Jllilford-  Haven,  with  your  Ships  : 
They  are  in  readinefs. 

Luc.  But  what  from  Rome  ? 

C*p.  The  Senate  hath  Itirr'd  up  the  Confiners, 
And  Gentlemen  of  Italy,  moll  willing  Spirits, 
That  promife  Noble  Servcie :  and  they  come 
Under  the  Conduct  of  bold  Jachimo, 
Syennas  Brother. 

Luc.  When  expert  you  them  ? 

fop.  With  the  next  benefit  oth'  wind. Luc.  This  forwardnefs 

Make  our  hopes  fair.  Command  our  prefent  numbers, 

Be  muttered,  bid  the  Captains  look  to't.  Now,  Sir, 

What,  have  you  dream'd  of  late  of  this  Wars  purpofe.  • 
Sooth.  Laft  night  the  very  gods  ftiew'd  me  a  Vifioa 

(I  feaft,  and  pray'd  for  their  Intelligence)  thus : 
Ifawjovfj  Bird,  the  Roman  Eagle  wing'd 
From  the  Spungy  South,  to  this  part  of  the  Weft, 
There  vaniuYd  in  the  Sun-beams,  which  portends 
fUnlefs  my  Sins  abufe  my  Divination) 
Succefs  to  th'  Roman  hoft. 

Luc.  Dream  often  fo, 
And  never  falfe.  Soft  ho,  what  Trunk  is  here  > 
Without  his  top  ?  the  ruine  fpeaks,  that  fometime 
It  was  a  worthy  building.  How  ?  a  Page  ? 
Or  dead ,  or  fleeping  on  him  ?  but  dead  rather : 
For  Nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  bed 
With  the  defunct,  or  fleep  upon  the  dead. 
Let's  fee  the  Boys  face. 

Cap.  He's  alive,  my  Lord. 
Luc  He'll  then  inftruft  us  of  his  body.  Young  one 

Inform  us  of  the  Fortunes,  for  it  feems 
They  crave  to  be  demanded  :  who  is  this 

Thou  mak'ft  thy  bloody  Pillow  ?  Or  who  was  he 
That  (  otherwife  the  noble  Nature  did  ) 

Hath  alter'd  that  good  Picture  ?  What's  thy  intereft 
In  this  fad  wrack  ?  How  came't  ?  Who  is't  ? 
What  art  thou  ? 

Jmo.  I  am  nothing  :  or  if  not, 
Nothing  to  be  were  better  :  This  was  my  Mailer, 
A  very  valiant  Britain,  and  a  good, 
That  here  by  Mountainers  lies  flain  :  Alas, 
There  are  no  more  fuch  Matters :  I  may  wander 
From  Eaft  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  Service, 

Try  many,  all  good:  ferve  truly:  never 
Find  fuch  another  Matter. 

Luc.  'Lack,  good  youth : 

Thou  mov'ft  no  Iefs  with  thy  complaining,  than 
The  Mailer  in  bleeding :  fay  his  name,  good  Friend, 

Jmo.  Richard  dn  Camf  ■'  If  I  do  tyc  ar,d  do, 
No  harm  by  it,though  the  Gods  hear,I  hope 

They'll  pardon  it.  Say  you,  Sir  ? 
Luc.  Thy  name  ? 
Imo.  Fidelet  Sir. 

Luc.  Thou  do'ft  approve  thy  felf  the  very  fame : 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  Faith,  thy  Faith,  thy  Name : 
Wilt  take  thy  change  with  me  ?  I  will  not  fay 

Thou  Ihalt  be  fo  well  mafter'd,  but  be  fure 
No  lefs  belov'd.  The  %oman  Emperours Letters 
Sent  by  a  Conful  to  me,  fhould  no  fooner 
Than  thine^wn  worth  prefer  thee :  Go  with  me. 

Imo.  I'le  follow,  Sir.  But  firft  an't  pleafe  the  gods, 
Pie  hide  my  Matter  from  the  Flyes  as  deep 
As  thefe  poor  Pickaxes  can  dig :  and  when 

With  wild  wood-leaves  and  weeds  I  ha'ftrew'd  his  grave, And  on  it  faid  a  Century  of  Prayers, 

(Such  as  I  can)  twice  o're,  I'le  weep,  and  figh, 
And  leaving  fo  his  fervice,  follow  you, 

So  pleafe  vou  entertain  me. 
Luc.  I ,  good  youth, 

And  rather  Father  thee,  than  Matter  thee :  My  Friends, 
The  Boy  hath  taught  us  manly  duties :  Let  us 
Find  out  the  prettieft  Dazied-Plot  we  can, 
And  make  him  with  our  Pikes  and  Partizans 

A  Grave  :  Come,  Arme  him  :  Boy,  he  is  preferr'd 

By  thee,  to  us,  and  he  lhall  be  interr'd As  Souldiers  can.  Be  chearlul,  wipe  thine  Eyes, 
Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arife.  {Exeunt. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Lords,  and  Pifanio. 

Cym.  Again :  and  bring  we  word  how  'tis  with  her, A  Feaver  with  the  abfence  of  her  Son ; 

A  madnefs,  of  which  her  life's  in  danger :  Heavens, 
How 



The  Tragedy  fl/Cymbeline, 

How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me.  Imogen^ 
The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone  :  My  Queen 
Upon  a  defperate  bed,  and  in  a  time 
When  fearful  Wars  point  at  me  :  Her  Son  gone, 
So  needful  for  his  prefent  ?  It  ftrikes  me,  me,  paft 
The  hope  of  comfort.  But  for  thee,  Fellow, 
Who  needs  mult  know  of  her  departure,  and 

Doft  fee  m  fo  ignorant,  we'll  inforce  it  from  thee 
By  a  fharp  torture. 

Pija.  Su,  ray  life  is  yours, 

I  humbly  fet  it  at  your  will  .•  But  for  my  Miflrcfs, 
I  nothing  know  where  (he  remains :  why  gone, 
Nor  when  (he  pqi  pofes  return.  Befeech  your  Highnefs, 
Hold  me  your  Loyal  Servant. 

Lord.  Good  my  Liege, 
The  day  that  fhe  was  miffing,  fhe  was  here  ; 

I  dare  be  bound  he's  true,  and  fhall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  fubjection  loyally.  For  Clotty 
There  wants  no  diligence  in  feeking  him, 
And  will  ho  doubt  be  found. 

Cym.  The  time  is  troublefome  ? 

We'll  flip  you  for  a  feafon,  but  with  jealoufie 
Do's  yet  depend. 

Lord,  So  pleafe  your  Majefly, 
The  Roman  Legions  all  from  Gallm  drawn, 
Are  landed  on  your  coaft,  with  fupply 
Of  Roman  Gentlemen,  by  the  Senate  fent. 

Cym.  Now  for  the  Counfel  of  my  Son  and  Queen. 
I  am  am«z.'d  with  matter. 

Lord.  Good  my  Liege, 
Your  preparation  can  affront  no  lefs 
Than  what  you  hear  of. 

Come  more,  for  more  you're  ready  : 
The  want  is.  but  to  put  thefe  powers  in  motion, 
That  long  to  move. 

Cym.  I  thank  you:  let's  withdraw 
And  meet  the  time,  as  it  feeks  us,  We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us,  but 
We  grieve  at  chances  here.  Away.  {Exeunt. 

Pifa.  I  heard  no  Letter  from  my  Matter,  fince 

I  wrote  him  Imogen  was  (lain.  'Tis  flrange : 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  Miflrefs.  who  did  promife 
To  yield  me  often  tidings.  Neither  know  I 
What  is  betide  to  Cloten^  but  remain 
Perplext  in  all.  The  Heavens  ftill  muft  work : 
Wherein  I  am  falfe,  I  am  honeft :  not  true,  to  be  true. 
Thefe  prefent  wars  fhall  find  I  love  my  Country, 

Even  to  the  note  o'  th'  King,  or  l'le  fall  in  them  : 
All  other  doubts,  by  time  let  them  be  cleer'd, 
Fortune  brings  in  fome  Boats,  that  are  not  fteer'd.  \_£xit. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Gui.  The  noife  is  round  about  us. 
Bel.  Let  us  from  it. 

Arvi.  What  pleafure,  Sir,  find  we  in  life,  to  lock  it 
From  Action,  and  Adventure  ? 

Gut.  Nay,  what  hope 
Have  we  in  hiding  us  ?  this  way  the  Romans 
Muft,  or  for  Brit ains  flay  us,  or  receive  us 
For  barbarous  and  unnatural  Revolts 

During  their  ufe,  and  flay  us  after. 
Bel.  Sons , 

We'll  higher  to  the  Mountains,  there  fecure  us. 
To  the  King's  party  there's  no  going :  newnefs 
Of  Clote>?%  death  (we  being  not  known,not  mufter'd 
Among  the  Bands  )  may  drive  us  to  a  render 

V  Vhere  we  have  liv'd ;  and  fo  extort  from's  that 
Which  we  have  done,  whofe  anfwer  would  be  death' 
Drawn  on  his  torture. 

Gnu  This  is  (  Sir  )  a  doubt 
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In  fuch  a  time,  nothing  becoming  you, 
Nor  fatisfying  us 
e^m.  It  is  not  likely, 

That  when  they  hear  their  Roman  horfes  neigh, 

Baiold  their  quarter'd  Fires ;  have  both  their  eyes 
Arid  ears  fo  ctoyd  importantly  as  now, 
Tnat  they  will  waft  their  time  upon  our  note,, 
To  know  from  waence  we  are. 

"Bel.  Oh ,  I  am  known 
Ofmanyinthe  Aimy:  Many  years 
(  Though  Cleten  then  but  younji)  you  fee,  not  wore  hihl 
t  qm  my  remembrance.  And  btlides,  the  King 
Hath  iaot  deferv'd  my  fervice,  nor  your  loves 
Who  find  in  my  Exile,  the  want  of  Breeding  5 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  life,  aye  hopelefs 

To  have  the  courtefie  your  Cradle  promis'd, 
Bat  to  be  ftill  hot  Summer's  tanlings,  and 
f  he  Ihrinking  Slaves  of  Winter. 

Gui.  Than  be  fo, 

Better  to  ceafe  to  be-  Pray,  Sir,  to  th'  Army  % 
I,  and  my  Brother  are  not  known    your  felf 

So  out  of  thought,and  thereto  fo  o're-grown, 
Cannot  be  queftion'd. 

zArvi.  By  this  Sun  that  fhincs 

l'le  hither:  what  thing  is  it,  that  I  never 
Did  fee  man  dye,  fcarce  ever  look'd  on  blood, 
But  that  of  Coward  Hares,  hot  Goats,  and  Venifon  ? 
Never  beftrid  a  Horfe  fave  one,  that  had 

A  Rider  like  my  felf,  who  ne're  wore  Rowel, 
Nor  Iron  on  his  heel  ?  I  am  afham'd 
to  look  upon  the  holy  Sun,  to  have 
The  benefit  of  his  bleft  Beams,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Gui.  By  heavens  l'le  go, 
If  you  will  blefs  me,  Sir,  and  give  me  leave. 

Tie  take  the  better  care but  if  you  will  not,' 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me,  by 
The  hands  of  Romans. 

Arvi.  So  fay  I ,  Amen. 

Bel.  No  reafon  I  (fince  of  your  lives  you  fet 
So  flight  a  valuation)  fhould  referve  . 

My  crack'd  one  to  more  care.  Have  with  you,  Boys : 
If  in  your  Country  wars  you  chance  to  dye, 
That  is  my  Bed  too  (Lads)  and  there  Tie  lye. 
Lead,  lead    the  time  feems  long,  their  blood  thinks  fcorn 
Till  it  flie  out,  and  fliew  them  Princes  born.       {Exeunt . 

ABus  Quintus.  Scena  ̂ Primd. 

Enter  Pofthumus  alone. 

Pofi.^TEi  bloody  cloth,  l'le  keep  thee for  I  am  wifht 
X   Thou  fhould'ft  be  colour'd  thus.  You  married 

If  each  of  you  would  take  this  courfe,  how  many  (ones, 
Muft  murther  Wives  much  better  than  themfelv^s 

For  wrying  but  a  little  ?  Oh  Pijanio, 
Every  good  Servants  does  not  all  Commands : 
No  Bond,  but  to  do  juft  ones.  Gods,  if  you 

Should  have  ta'ne  vengeance  on  my  faults,  I  never 
Had  liv'd  to  put  on  this :  fo  had  you  faved 
The  noble  Imogen  to  repent,  and  ftrook 
Me  (wretch)  more  worth  your  Vengeance.  But  alack 

ifou  fnatch  from  hence  for  little  faults ;  that's  love 
To  have  them  fall  no  more :  you  fome  permit 
To  fecond  ills  with  ills,  each  Elder  worfe, 
And  make  them  dread  it,  to  the  doers  thrift, 
But  Imogen  is  your  own,  do  your  beft  wills, 
And  make  me  bleft  to  obey.  I  am  brought  hither 

Among  th'  Italian  Gentry,  and  to  fight 

Againft  my  Ladies  Kingdom  :  'tis  enough 
That  ( Britain)  I  have  kili'd  thy  Miftrefs :  Peace, 
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l'le  give  no  wound  to  thee  :  therefore,good  Heavens, 
Hear  patiently  my  purpofe.  Tie  difrobe  me 
Of  thefe  Italian  weeds,  and  fuit  ray  felf 

As  do's  a  Britain  Peazant :  fo  Me  fight 
Againft  the  part  1  come  with  :  fo  l'le  die 
For  thee  (O  Imogen  )  even  for  whom  my  life 
Is  every  breath,  a  death  ;  and  thus  unknown, 
Pitied,  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 
My  felf  Tie  dedicate.  Let  me  make  men  know 
More  valour  in  me,  than  my  habits  (how, 

Gods,  put  theftrengtho'th'  Letnati  in  me: 
To  fhame  the  guife  o'  th'  world,  I  will  begin, 
The  fafhion  Iefs  without,  and  more  within.  {Exit. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Lucius,  Jachimo,  and  the  Roman  t^rmy  at  one  door : 

and  the  'Britain  tsirmy  at  another  :  Leonatus  Pofthumus 
following  like  a  poor  Souldter.  They  march  over.,  and  go 
out.  Then  enter  again  in  Skjrmifi  Jachimo  and  Poft- 

humus: he  vanqmjhcth  and  dtfarmeth  Jachimo,  and  then 
leaves  him. 

Jac.  The  heavinefs  and  guilt  within  my  bofom, 
Takes  ofTmy  manhood  :  Ihavebelyed  a  Lady, 

The  Princefs  of  this  Country  ;  and  the  air  on't 
Revengingly  enfeebles  me,  or  could  this  Carle, 

A  very  drudge  of  Natures,  have  fubdu'd  me 
In  my  profelTion?  Knighthoods,  and  Honours  born 
(  As  I  wear  mine  )  are  titles  but  of  fcorn. 
If  that  thy  Gentry  (Britain)  go  before 
This  Lowt,  as  he  exceeds  our  Lords,  the  odds 
Is,that  we  fcarce  are  men,  and  you  are  gods.  [Exit. 

The  Battel  continues,the  Britains  fiyt,  Cymbeline  is  taken  : 
then  enter  to  his  rcfcue ,  Bellarius ,  Guiderius ,  and 
Arviragus. 

Bel.  Sand,  (land,  we  have  the  advantage  of  the  ground, 
The  Lane  is  garded :  Nothing  routs  us,  but 
The  villany  of  our  fears. 

Gh».  Arvi.  Stand,  Hand  and  fight. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  and  feconds  the  Britains.  They  refcue 
Cymbeline,  and  exeunt. 

Then  enter  Lucius,  Jachimo,  and  Imogen. 

Luc.  Away,  boy,  from  the  troops,  and  fave  thy  felf: 

For  Friends  kill  Friends,  and  the  diforder's  fuch 
As  War  were  hood-wink'd. 

Jac.  'Tis  their  frefli  fupplies. 
Dm.  It  is  a  day  turn'd  ftrangely :  or  betimes 

Let's  re-inforce ,  or  fly.  [Eximt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  and  a  Britain  Lord. 

|  Lor.  Cam'ft  thou  from  where  they  made  the  ftand  ? 
Pofl.  I  did. 

Though  you  it  feems  came  from  the  Fliers. 
Lor.  I  bid. 

£ofi.  No  blame  to  you,  Sir,  for  all  was  loft, 
But  that  the  Heavens  fought :  the  King  himfelf 
Of  his  win^sdeftitute,  the  Army  broken, 
Aed-but  the  backs  of  Britains  feen ;  all  flying 
Through  a  ftraitLane,  the  Enemy  full-hearted, 

Lolling  the  tongue  with  flaught'ring :  having  work 
More  plentiful,  than  tools  to  do't :  ftrook  down 
Some  mortally,  fome  flightly  touch'd,  fome  falling 

Merely  through  fear,  that  the  ftrait  pafs  was  damm'd With  dead  men,  hurt  behind,  and  Cowards  living 

To  dye  with  length'ned  fhame. 

Lor.  Wbere  was  this  Lane  > 

Pofl.  Clofe  by  the  battel,ditch'd,  and  wall'd  with  turf 
Which  gave  advantage  to  an  ancient  Souldier 

(  An  honeft  one  I  warrant )  who  deferv'd 
So  long  a  breeding,  as  his  white  beard  came  to, 

In  doing  this  for's  Country.  Athwart  the  Lane, 
He,  with  two  ftriplings  (  Lads  more  like  to  run 
The  Country  bafe,  than  to  commit  fuch  flaughter, 
With  faces  fit  for  Masks,  or  rather  fairer 

Than  thofe  for  prefervation  cas'd,  or  fhame  ) 
Made  good  the  paflage,  cryed  to  thofe  that  fled, 
Our  Britain's  hearts  die  flying,  not  our  men, 
To  darknefs  fleet  Souls  that  fly  backward  $  ftand, 
Or  we  are  Romans,  and  will  give  you  that 
Like  beafts,  which  you  fhun  beaftly,  and  may  fave 
But  to  look  back  in  frown :  Stand,  ftand.  Thefe  three, 
Three  thoufand  confident,  in  act  as  many  : 
For  three  performers  are  the  File,  when  all 
The  reft  do  nothing.  With  this  word  ftand,  ftand, 
Accommodated  by  the  Place}  more  Charming 
With  their  own  Noblenefs,  which  could  have  turn'd 
A  DiftafFtoa  Lance,  gilded  pale  looks-, 

Part  fhame,  part  fpirit  renew'd,  that  fome  turn'd  coward 
But  by  example  (  Oh  a  fin  in  War, 
Damn'd  in  the  firft  beginners  )  'gan  to  look 
The  way  that  they  did,  and  to  grin  like  Lyons 

Upon  the  Pikes  o'  th'  Hunters.  Then  began 
A  flop  i'th' Chafer;  a  Retire:  Anon 
A  Rout,  confufion  thick :  forthwith  they  flie 
Chickens,  the  way  which  they  ftopt  Eagles :  Slaves 
The  ftrides  the  Victors  made :  and  now  our  cowards 
Like  Fragments  in  hard  Voyages  became 

The  life  o'  th'  need  :  having  found  the  back  door  open Of  the  ungarded  hearts :  heavens,  how  they  wound, 
Some  flain  before,  fome  dying  •,  fome  their  Friends 
O're-bom  i'  th'  former  wave,  ten  chac'd  by  one, 
Are  now  each  one  the  flaughter-man  of  twenty : 

Thofe  that  would  dye,  or  e're  refift,  are  grown 

The  mortal  bugs  o'  th'  Field. Lord.  This  was  a  ftrange chance: 
A  narrow  Lane,  an  old  man,  and  two  Boyes. 

Poft.  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it :  you  are  made 
Rather  to  wonder  at  the  things  you  hear, 

Than  to  work  any.  Will  you  Rime  upon't. 
And  vent  it  for  a  Mock'ry  ?  Here  is  one : 
M  Two  Boyes,  an  Old  man  ( twice  a  Boy )  a  Lane, 
"  Preferv'dthe  Britains,  was  the  Romans  bane. 

Lord.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  Sir. 

Poft.  Lack, to  what  end  ? 
Who  dares  not  ftand  his  Foe,  Tie  be  His  Friend : 

For  if  he'll  do,  as  he  is  made  to  do, 
I  know  he'll  quickly  flye  my  friendfhip  too. 
You  have  put  me  into  Rime. 

Lord.  Farewel,  you're  angry.  [Exit. 
Pofl.  Still  going :  this  is  a  Lord :  Oh  noble  mifery 

To  be  i'  th'  field,  and  ask  what  news  of  me : 
To  day,  how  many  would  have  given  their  Honours 

To  have  fav'd  their  CarkafTes  ?  took  heel  to  do't, 
And  yet  dyed  too.  I,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd, 
Could  not  find  death,  where  I  did  hear  him  groan, 
Nor  feel  him  where  he  ftrook.  Being  an  ugly  Monfter, 

'Tis  ftrange  he  hides  him  in  frefh  Cups,  foft  Beds, 
Sweet  words  \  or  hath  more  minifters  than  we 

That  draw  his  knives  i'th'  war.  Well  I  will  find  him : 
For  being  now  a  Favourer  to  the  Britain, 

No  more  a  Britain,  I  have  refum'd  again 
The  part  I  came  in.  Fight  I  will  no  more, 
But  yield  me  to  the  verieft  Hind,  that  fhall 
Once  touch  my  fhoulder.  Great  the  flaughter  is 

Here  made  by  th'  Roman   great  the  anfwer  be, 
Britains  muft  take.  For  me,  my  Ranfom's  death, 
On  either  fide  I  come  to  fpend  my  breath  ; 

Which  neither  here  l'le  keep,  not  bear  agen, 
But  end  it  by  fome  means  for  Imogen. 

Enter 



— T. 

—       ■■       »■     .       1  ■■  ■   I  ■  I  ■       II  — ^ M^— — —  I  ■  —I   

The  Tragedy  of  Cymbeline, 

187 

Enter  two  Captains,  and  Souldiers. 

1.  Great  Jupiter  be  prais'd,  Lucius  is  taken, 

'Tis  thought  the  old  man,  and  his  Sons,  were  Angels.' 2.  There  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  filly  habit* 
That  gave  th  Affront  with  them. 

1.  So 'tis  reported: 
But  none  of  'em  can  be  found.  Stand,  who's  there  ? 

Toft.  A  Roman, 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  feconds 

Had  anfwer'd  him. 
2.  Lay  hands  on  him :  a  Dog, 

A  Leg  of  Rome  (hall  not  return  to  tell 
What  Crows  have  peckt  them  here  ;  he  brags  his  fervice 

As  if  he  were  of  note :  bring  him  to  th'  King. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus,  Pifa- 
nio,  and  Roman  Captives.  The  Captains  prefent  Pofthu- 
mus  to  Cymbeline,  who  delivers  him  over  to  a  Gaoler. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Snter  Pofthumus,  and  Gaoler. 

Gao.  You  (hall  not  now  be  ftoln, 
You  have  Locks  upon  you : 

So  graze,  as  you  find  Pafture. 
2.  Gao.  I,  or  a  ftomach. 
Toft.  Moft  welcome  Bondage :  for  thou  art  a  way 

(I  think)  to  liberty :  yet  am  I  better 

Than  one  that's  fick  o'  th'  Gout,  fince  he  had  rather 
Groan  fo  in  perpetuity,  than  be  curM 

By  th»  fure  Phyfician,  Death  \  wbo  is  the  Key 

T' unbar  theft  Locks.  My  Confcience,  thou  art  fetter'd 
More  than  my  (hanks,  and  wrifts :  you  good  gods  give  me 
The  penitent  Inftrument  to  pick  that  Bolt, 

Then  free  for  ever.  Is't  enough  I  am  forry  ? 
So  Children  temporal  Fathers  do  appeafe ; 
Gods  are  more  full  of  mercy.  Muft  I  repent, 
I  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  Gyves, 

Defir'd,  more  than  conftrain'd,  to  fatisfie 
If  of  my  freedom  'tis  the  main  part,  take 
No  ftricter  render  of  me,  than  my  AH. 
I  know  you  are  more  clement  than  vile  men, 
Who  of  their  broken  Debtors  take  a  third, 
A  fixth,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again 

On  their  abatement  that's  not  my  defire. 
For  Imogen's  dear  life,  take  mine,  and  though 
'Tis  not  fo  dear,  yet  'tis  a  life,  you  coin'd  it, 
'Tween  man,  and  man,  they  weigh  not  every  ftamp : 

Though  light,  take  Pieces  for  the  figure's  fake, 
(You  rather)  mine  being  yours  :  and  fo  great  Powers, 
If  you  will  take  this  Audit,  take  this  life, 
And  cancel  thofe  cold  Bonds.  Oh  Imogen, 

I'll  fpeak  to  thee  in  filence. 

Solemn  Mufick..  Enter  ( as  in  an  apparition)  Sicilius 
Leonatus,  Father  to  Pofthumus,  an  old  man,  attired  like 

a  Warriour,  leading  in  his  hand  an  ancient  Matron  (his 
Wife,  and  <JMother  to  Pofthumus)  with  Mufick.  before 
them.  Then  after  other  Mufick^,  follows  the  two  young 
Leonati  (Brothers  to  Pofthumus)  with  wounds  as  they 
died  in  the  Wars,  They  circle  Pofthumus  round  as  he  lies 

fleepmg. 

Sicil.  No  more  thou  thunder  Matter 

fhew  thy  fpite,  on  Mortal  flyes : 
With  Mars  fall  out,  with  Jmo  chide,  that  thy  Adulteries 

Rates,  and  Revenges. 
Hath  my  poor  Boy  done  ought  but  well, 

whofe  Face  I  never  faw  ? 

I  dy'd  whil'ft  in  the  Womb  he  ftay'd, 

attending  Natures  Law. 
Whole  Father  then  (as  men  report, 

thou  Orphans  Father  art) 

Thou  ftiould'ft  have  bten,  and  fluelded  him 
from  this  Earth-vexing  fmart. 

tJMoth.  Lttcina  lent  not  me  her  aid, 
but  took  me  in  my  throes, 

That  from  me  was  Tofthumut  ript, 

came  crying  'mongft  his  Foes. A  thing  ofpicy. 
Sici.  Great  Nature  like  his  Anceftry, 

moulded  the  fluff  fo  fair : 

That  he  deferv'd  the  praife  o'  th'  World* 
as  great  Sicilius  Heir. 

1.  Tiro,  When  once  he  was  mature  for  man, 
in  Britain  where  was  he 

That  could  ftand  up  his  parallel  ? 
or  fruitful  object  be  ? 

In  Eye  of  Imogen,  that  beft 
could  deem  his  dignity. 

CMoth.  With  Marriage  therefore  was  he  mockt 

to  be  exil'd,  and  thrown 
rrom  Leonati  Seat,  and  call 

from  her  his  deareft  one : 
Sweet  Imogen  J 

Sici.  Why  did  you  fuffer  Jachimo^ 
flight  thing  of  Italy, 

To  taint  his  nobler  heart  and  brain, 
with  needlefs  jealoufie, 

And  to  become  the  geek  and  fcorn 
o'  th'  others  villany  ? 

2.  Bro.  For  this,  from  ftiller  feats  we  came^ 
our  Parents,  and  us  twain, 

That  linking  in  our  Countries  caufe, 
fell  bravely,  and  were  (lain, 

Our  Fealty,  and  Tenantiut  right, 
with  hononr  to  maintain. 

1.  Bro.  Like  hardiment  Pofthumus  hath 

to  Cymbeline  performed : 
Then  Jupiter,-  thou  King  of  gods, 

why  haft  thou  thus  adjourn'd, 
The  Graces  for  her  Merits  due, 

being  all  to  dolours  turn'd  ? 
Sici.  Thy  Cryftal  Window  ope ;  lookout 

no  longer  exercile 
Upon  a  valiant  Race,  thy  harlh, 

and  potent  injuries : 
^JMoth.  Since  (Jupiter)  our  Son  is  good, 

take  ofThis  miferies. 

Sicil.  Peep  through  thy  Marble  Manfion,  help, 
or  we  poor  Ghofts  will  cry 

To  th'  fhining  Synod  of  the  reft, 
againft  thy  Deity. 

Bre.  Help  (Jupiter)  or  we  appeal, 
and  from  thy  juftice  flie. 

Qupiter  defcends  in  Thunder  and  Lightning,  fitting  upon  an 
Eagle :  he  throws  a  Thunder-bolt.  The  Ghofts  fall  on  their 
knees. 
Jup.  No  more  you  petty  Spirits  of  Region  low 

Offend  our  hearing :  hulh.  How  dare  you  Ghofts 
Accufe  the  Thunderer,  whofe  Bolt  (you  know) 

Sky-planted,  batters  all  rebelling  Coafts. 
Poor  lhadows  of  SlizSum,  hence,  and  reft 

Upon  your  never-withering  Banks  of  Flowers. 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  oppreft, 

No  care  of  yours  it  is,  you  know  'tis  ours.  . Whom  beft  I  love,  I  crofs :  to  make  my  gift 

The  more  delay'd  delighted.  Be  content, 
Your  low-laid  Son,  our  Godhead  will  uplift : 
His  comforts  thrive,  his  Tryals  well  are  fpent: 

Our  Jovial  Star  reign'd  at  his  Birth,  and  in 
Our  Temple  was  he  married  :  Rife,  and  fade, 
He  lhall  be  Lord  of  Lady  Imogen, 

And  happier  much  by  his  Affliction  made,    This 
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Tjhs  tablet  lay  upon  hts  breatt,  wherein 
Our  pleafure,  his  full  Fortune,  doth  confine, 
And  lb  away :  no  farther  with  your  dinn 
Exprefs  Impatience,  left  you  ftir  up  mine : 
Mount  Eagle,  to  my  Palace  Crydalline.  \_Afcendi, 

Sictl.  He  came  in  thunder,  his  Celeftial  breath 

Was  fulphurous  to  ftnell :  the  holy  Eagle 

Stoop'd,  as  to  foot  us :  his  Afcenfion  is 
More  fwcet  than  our  bleft  fields :  his  Royal  Bird 
Prunes  the  immortal  wing,  and  cloyes  his  Beak, 

As  when  his  god  is  pleas'd. 
All.  Thanks,  Jupiter. 

Sici.  The  Marble  Pavement  clofes,  he  is  enter'd 
His  radiant  Roof:  Away,  and  to  be  bleft 
Let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  beheft.  outfit. 

Pofi.  Sleep,  thou  had;  been  a  Grandfire,  and  begot 
A  Father  to  me  :  and  thou  haft  created 

A  Mother,  and  two  Brothers.  But  (oh  fcorn) 
Gone,  they  went  from  hence  fo  foon  as  they  were  born 
And  fo  I  am  awake.  Poor  Wretches,  that  depend 
On  Greatnefs,  Favour }  Dream  as  1  have  done, 
Wake,  and  find  nothing.  But  (alas)  1  fwerve : 
Many  Dream  not  to  find,  neither  deferve, 

And  yet  are  fteep'd  in  Favours  y  fo  am  I 
That  have  this  Golden  chance,  and  know  not  why : 
What  Fairies  haunt  this  ground  ?  a  book  ?  Oh  rare  one, 
Be  not,  as  is  our  fangled  world,  a  Garment 
Nobler  than  that  it  covers.  Let  thy  effects 
So  fo:!ow,  to  be  mod  unlike  our  Courtiers, 
As  good ,  as  promife. 

Reads. 

WHen  as  a  Lyon's  whelp  Jhall  to  himfelf  unknown  with- 
out fteking  find,  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of  tender 

Air  :  <sfnd  when  from  a  /lately  Cedar  Jhall  be  lopt  branches, 
which  being  dead  many  yearsy  pall  after  revive,  be  joynted 
to  the  old  Stock  ,  and  ftefily  grow  ,  then  fliaH  Pofthumus 
and  his  miferies,  Britain  be  Fortunate,  and fiourijh  in  Peace 
and  Tlenty. 

'Tis  ft  1 11  a  Dream :  or  elfe  fuch  ftufFas  Mad-men 
Tongue,  and  brain  not:  either  both,  or  nothing, 
Or  fenfelefs  fpeaking,  or  a  fpeaking  fuch 
As  fenfe  cannot  untie.  But  what  it  is, 
The  Action  of  my  life  is  like  it,  which  Tie  keep 
If  but  for  fympathy. 

Enter  Gaoler. 

Cao.  Come,  Sir,  are  you  ready  for  death  ? 
Pofi.  Over-roafted  rather .•  ready  long  agoe. 
Gao.  Hanging  is  the  word,  Sir,  if  you  be  ready  for  that, 

you  are  well  Cook't. 
Pofi.  So  if  I  prove  a  good  repaft  to  the  Spectators,  the 

dim  pays  the  (hot. 
Gao.  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you,  Sir  :  but  the  comfort 

is,  you  (hall  be  called  to  no  more  payments,  fear  no  more 
Tavern  Bills,  which  are  often  the  fadnefs  of  parting,  as  the 
procuring  of  mirth  :  you  came  in  faint  for  want  of  meat, 
depart  reeling  with  too  much  drink :  forry  that  you  have 
payed  too  much,  and  forry  that  you  are  payed  too  much  : 
Purfe  and  Brain,  both  empty  •  the  brain  the  heavier,  for 
being  too  light ;  the  Purfe  too  light,  being  drawn  of  hea- 
vinels.  Oh,  of  this  contradiction  you  fliall  now  be  quit  : 
Oh  the  charity  of  a  penny  Cord,  it  lumms  up  thoufands  in 
a  trice :  you  have  no  true  Debtor,  and  Creditor,  but  it :  of 

what's  paft,  is,  and  to  come,  the  difcharge :  your  neck  (Sir) 
is  Pen,  Book,  and  Counters :  fothe  Acquittance  follows. 

Pofi.  I  am  merrier  to  die,  than  thou  art  to  live. 
Gao.  Indeed,  Sir,  he  that  fleeps,  feels  not  the  Tooth- 

Ache:  but  a  man  that  were  to  deep  your  fleep,  and  a 
Hangman  to  help  him  to  bed,  I  think  he  would  change 
places  with  his  Officer :  for  look  you,  Sir,  you  know  not 
which  way  you  fhall  go. 

tuft.  Yes  indeed  do  I,  fellow. 
Gao.  Your  death  has  eyes  in's  head  then :  I  have  not  feeh 

him  fo  pictur'd :  you  muft  either  be  directed  by  lome  that 
take  upon  them  to  know,  or  to  take  upon  your  fejf  tbat 
which  1  am  fure  you  do  not  know:  or  lump  the  after-en- 

quiry on  your  own  peril :  and  how  you  fhall  fpeed  in  your 
journies  end,  I  think  you'll  return  never  to  tell  one. 

Pofi.  I  tell  thee,  Fellow,  there  are  none  want  eyes,  to 
direct  them  the  way  I  am  going,  but  fuch  as  wink,and  will not  ufe  them. 

Gao.  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man  mould 
have  the  bed:  ufe  of  eyes,  to  fee  the  way  of  blindnefs :  I 

am  fure  fuch  hanging's  the  way  of  winking. 

Enter  a  Meflenger. 

CMef.  Knock  off  his  Manacles,  bring  your  Prifoner  to the  King. 

Pofih.  Thou  bring'ft  good  news,  1  am  call'd  to  be  made free. 

Gao.  Vie  be  hang'd  then. 
Pofi.  Thou  lhalt  be  then  freer  than  a  Gaoler  j  no  bolts 

for  the  dead.  [Exeunt 
Gao.  Unlefs  a  man  would  marry  a  Gallows,  and  beget 

young  Gibbets,  I  never  faw  one  fo  prone :  yet  on  my  con- 
science, there  are  verier  Knaves  defire  to  live,  for  all  he  be 

a  Roman :  and  there  be  fome  of  them  too  that  die  againft 
their  wills:  fo  fhould  I,  if  I  were  one.  I  would  we  were 
all  of  one  mind,  and  one  mind  good :  O  there  were  def- 

lation of  Gaolers  and  Gallowfes :  1  fpeak  againft  my  pre 

fent  profit,  but  my  wifh  hath  a  preferment  in't. 

LExu. 

Scena  Qwita. 
■  • 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  Arvi- 

ragus,  Pifanio,  and  Lords. 

Cym.  Stand  by  my  fide  you,  whom  the  gods  have  made 
Prefervers  of  my  Throne :  wo  is  my  heart, 
That  the  poor  Souldier  that  fo  richly  fought, 

Whofe  rags  fnam'd  gilded  Arms,  whole  naked  breaft 
Stept  before  Targets  of  proof,  cannot  be  found : 
He  fhall  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
Our  Grace  can  make  him  fo. 

"Bel.  I  never  faw 

Such  Noble  fury  in  fo  poor  a  Thing ; 

Such  precious  deeds,  in  one  that  promis'd  nought 
But  beggery  and  poor  looks. 

Cym.  No  tidings  of  him  ? 
Pif.  He  hath  been  fearch'd  among  the  dead,and  living, 

But  no  trace  of  him. 

Cym.  To  my  grief,  I  am 
The  heir  of  his  reward,  which  I  will  add 

To  you  (the  Liver,  Heart,  Brain  of  "Britain) 
By  whom  (I  grant)  (he  lives.  'Tis  now  the  time 
To  ask  of  whence  you  are.  Report  it. 

Hellarius.  Sir, 

In  Cambria  are  weborn,  and  Gentlemen : 
Further  to  boaft,  were  neither  true,  nor  modeft, 
Unlefs  I  add,  we  are  honeft. 

Cym.  Bow  your  knees, 

Arife  my  Knights  oth'  Battle,  I  create  yon 
Companions  to  our  perfon,  and  will  fit  you 
With  Dignities  becoming  your  eftates. 

Enter  Cornelius  and  Ladies. 

There's  bufinefs  in  thefe  faces why  fo  fadly 
Greet  you  our  Victory  >  you  look  like  the  Romans, 
And  not  o'  th*  Court  of  "Britain. 

Corn.  Hail,  great  King, 

To 



The  Tragedy  of  Cymbeline. 

To  foure  your  happinefs,  1  muft  report 
The  Queen  is  dead. 

Cym.  Whom  worfe  than  a  Phyfician 
Would  this  report  become ;  but  I  confider, 

My  Med'rine  Life  may  be  prolong'd,  yet  Death Will  feize  the  Doctor  too.  How  ended  flie  ? 

Cor.  With  horrour,  madly  dying,  like  her  felf, 
Which  (being  cruel  to  the  World )  concluded 
Molt  cruel  to  her  felf.  What  (he  confeft, 
I  will  report  fo  pleafe  you.  Thefe  her  Women 
Can  trip  me,  if  1  err,  who  with  wet  Cheeks 

Were  prefent  when  (he  finilh'd. 
Cym.  Prithee  fijy. 

Cor.  Firft,  me  confeft  (he  never  lov'd  you  :  only 
AfTe&ed  Greatnefs  got  by  you  :  not  you  : 
Married  your  Royalty,  was  Wife  to  your  place : 

Abhorr'd  your  perfon. 
Cym.  She  alone  knew  this : 

And  but  me  fpoke  it  dying,  I  would  not 
Believe  her  Lips  in  opening  it.  Proceed. 

fan.  Your  Daughter,  whom  Ihe  bore  in  hand  to  love 
With  fuch  integrity,  the  did  confefs 
Was  a  Scoipion  to  her  fight,  whofe  life 
(But  that  her  flight  prevented  it)  file  had 
Tane  off  by  poifon. 

Cym.  O  moft  delicate  Fiend  \ 
Who  is't  can  read  a  Woman  ?  is  there  more  ? 

Com.  More,  Sir,  and  worfe.  She  did  confefs  (he  had 
For  you  a  mortal  Mineral,  which  being  took. 
Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life,  and  lingring, 

By  inches  wafte  you.  In  which  time,  (he  purpos'd By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kifling,  to 

O'recome  you  with  her  (hew  :  yes  and  in  time 
(When  (he  had  fitted  you  with  her  crafr,  to  work 

Her  Son  into  th'  adoption  of  the  Crown : 
But  failing  of  her  end  by  his  ftrange  abfence, 

Graw  (hamelefs  defperate,  open'd  (in  defpight 
Of  Heaven,  and  men)  her  purpofeS :  repented 

The  evils  (he  hatch'd,  were  not  cfFeded  :  fo 
Defpairing,  died. 

Cym.  Heard  you  all  this,  her  Women  ? 
Lady.  We  did,  fo  pleafe  your  Highnefs. 
Cym.  Mine  Eyes 

Were  not  in  fault,  for  (he  was  beautiful : 
Mine  Ears  that  heard  her  flattery,  nor  my  heart, 

That  thought  her  like  her  feeming.  It  had  been  vitious 
To  have  miftrufted  her :  yet  (Oh  my  Daughter) 
That  it  was  folly  in  me,  thou  maift  fay, 

And  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.  Heaven  mend  all. 

Eater  Lucius,  Jachimo,  and  other  7{oman  Prifoners, 
Leonatus  behind,  and  Imogen. 

Thou  com'ft  not  Caitu  now  for  Tribute,  that 
The  Britains  have  rac'd  out,  though  with  the  Iofs 
Of  many  a  bold  one:  whofe  Kinfmen have  madefuit 

That  their  good  Souls  may  be  appeas'd,  with  flaughtcr 
Of  you  their  Captives,  which  our  felf  have  granted, 
So  think  of  your  Eftate. 

Luc.  Confider,  Sir,  the  chance  of  War  the  day 
Was  yours  by  accident :  had  it  gone  with  us, 
We  fhould  not  when  the  bloud  was  cool,  have  threatned 
Our  Prifoners  with  the  Sword.  But  fince  the  gods 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 

May  be  call'd  ranfome,  let  it  come  :  fufficeth, 
A  Roman,  with  a  Romans  heart  can  fuffer : 

Auguftw  lives  to  think  on't :  and  fo  much 
For  my  peculiar  care.  This  one  thing  only 

I  will  entreat,  my  Boy  (a  'Britain  born) 
Let  him  be  ranfom'd :  never  Matter  had 
A  Page  fo  kind,  fo  duteous,  diligent, 
So  tender  over  his  occafions,  true, 

So  feat,  fo  Nurfe-like :  let  his  vertue  join 

With  my  requeft,  which  I'll  make  bold,  your  Highnefs 

Cannot  deny  :  he  hath  done  no  Britain  harm, 

Though  he  have  ferv'd  a  Roman.  Save  hira  (Sir,) 
And  fpare  no  bloud  befide. 

Cym.  I  have  furely  feen  him  : 
His  favour  is  familiar  to  me :  Boy, 

Thou  halt  look'd  thy  felf  into  my  grace, 
And  art  mine  own.  I  know  not  why,  wherefore, 
To  fay,  live  Boy :  nere  thank  thy  Matter,  live ; 
And  ask  of  Cymbeline  what  Boon  thou  wilt, 

Fitting  my  bounty,  and  thy  date,  I'll  give  it : 
Yea,  though  thou  do  demand  a  Prifoner, 
The  Noblelt  tane. 

Imo.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs. 
Luc.  I  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  life,  good  Lad, 

And  yet  I  know  thou  wilt. 
Imo.  No,  no,  alack, 

There's  other  work  in  hand :  I  (ee  a  thing 
Bitter  to  me  as  Death :  your  Life,  good  Matter, 
Muft  fhuffle  for  it  felf. 

Luc.  The  Boy  difdainsme, 
He  leaves  me,  (corns  me :  briefly  die  their  joyes, 
That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  Girls,  and  Boyes. 
Why  (lands  he  fo  perplext  ? 

Cym.  What  would'ft  thou  Boy? 
I  love  thee  more,  and  more  :  think  more  and  more 

What's  belt  to  ask.  Know'ft  him  thou  look'ft  on  ?  fpeak, 
Wilt  have  him  live  ?  Is  he  thy  Kin  f  thy  Friend  ? 

Imo.  He  isa  Roman,  no  more  Kin  to  me, 

Than  I  to  your  Highnefs,  who  being  born  your  Vafial 
Am  fomething  nearer. 

Cym.  Wherefore  ey'ft  thou  him  fo  ? 
Imo.  I'll  tell  you  (Sir)  in  private,  if  you  pleafe 

To  give  me  hearing. 
Cym.  I,  with  all  my  heart. 

And  lend  my  beft  attention.  What's  thy  name  i 
Imo.  Fidele-t  Sir. 

Cym.  Thou'rt  my  good  Youth,  my  Page, 
I'll  be  thy  Matter :  walk  with  me :  fpeak  freely. 

"Bel.  Is  not  this  Boy  reviv'd  from  Death  ? 
Arv.  Onefand  another 

Not  more  refembles  that  fweet  Rofie  Lad  : 

Who  dyed,  and  was  Fidele :  what  think  you  ? 
Gui.  The  fame  dead  thing  alive. 
Bel.  Peace,  peace,  fee  further ;  he  Eyes  us  not,  forbear, 

Creatures  may  be  alike :  wer't  he,  I  am  fure 
He  would  have  fpoke  to  us. 

Cut.  But  we  (ee  him  dead. 

Bel.  Be  filent :  let's  fee  further. 
Tifa.  It  is  my  Miftrifs : 

Since  (he  is  living,  let  the  time  run  on, 

To  good,  or  bad. 
Cym.  Come,  ftand  thou  by  our  fide. 

Make  thy  demand  aloud.  Sir,  ftep  you  forth, 
Give  anfwer  to  this  Boy,  and  do  it  freely, 
Or  by  your  Greatnefs,  and  the  grace  of  it 
(Which  is  our  honour)  bitter  torture  (hall 
Winnow  the  truth  from  fallhood.  On,  fpeak  to  him. 

Imo.  My  Boon  is,  that  this  Gentleman  may  tender 
Of  whom  he  had  this  Ring. 

ToU.  What's  that  to  him: 
Cym.  That  Diamond  upon  your  Finger,  fay 

How  came  it  yours  > 
Jack  Thou'lt  torture  me  to  leave  unfpoken,  that 

V  Vhich  to  be  fpoke  wou'd  torture  thee. 
Cym.  How  ?  me  ? 

Jach.  I  am  glad  to  be  conftrain'd  to  utter  that VVhich  torments  me  to  conceal.  By  Villany 

I  got  this  Ring :  'twas  Leonaw  Jewel, 
VVhom  thou  did'ft  banifii :  and, 
Which  more  mav  grieve  thee, 

As  it  doth  me,  a  Nobler  Sir  ne're  liv'd 
'Twixt  Sky  and  ground.  Wilt  thou  hear  more,  ray  Lord  ? 

Cym.  All  that  belongs  to  this. 
Jach.  That  Paragon,  thy  Daughter, 

For 
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For  whom  my  heart  drops  bioud,  and  my  falfe  fpirits 
Qinil  to  remember.  Give  me  leave,  I  faint. 

(ym.  My  Daughter,  what  of  her  ?  Renew  thy  ftrength, 

I  had  rather  thou  ihoul'ft  live,  while  Nature  will, 
Than  die  ere  I  hear  more  s  ftrive  man,  and  fpeak. 

Jack.  Upon  a  time,  unhappy  was  the  Clock 
That  Itrook  the  hour :  it  was  in  Rome,  accurft 

The  Manfion  where  :  'twas  at  a  Feaft,  oh  would 
Our  Viands  had  been  poifon'd  (or  at  lead 
Thofe  which  1  heav'd  to  head  :)  the  good  Pofthnmttt, 
(What  mould  1  fay  ?  he  was  too  good  to  be 
V  Vhere  ill  men  were,  and  was  the  belt  of  all 

Among'ft  the  rar'ft  of  good  ones)  fitting  fadly, 
Hiaring  us  praife  our  Loves  of  Italy 

For  Beauty,  that  made  barren  thefwell'd  boaft 
Of  him  that  belt  could  fpeak  -  for  Feature,  laming 
The  Shrine  of  Verm,  or  ftraight-pight  <JMmervx, 
Poftures,  beyond  brief  Nature.  For  Condition, 
A  (hop  of  the  qualities,  that  Man 
Loves  Woman  for,  befides  that  hook  of  Wiving, 
Fairnefs,  which  ftrikes  the  Eye. 

Cyml  I  Hand  on  fire.  Come  to  the  matter. 
Jacb.  Al!  too  foonl  (hall, 

Unlefs  thou  would'ft  grieve  quickly.  This  PoUhumiu, 
Mod  like  a  Noble  Lord,  in  love,  and  one 
That  had  a  Royal  Lover,  took  his  hint, 

And  (not  difpraifing  whom  we  prais'd,  therein 
He  was  as  calm  as  vertue)  he  began  ' 
His  Miftrifs  Picture,  which  by  his  tongue,  being  made, 

And  then  a  mind  put  in't,  either  our  bra^s 
Werecrack'd  of  Ritchin-Trulls,  or  his  Defcription 
Prov'd  us  urifpeakingSots. 

Cynl.  Nay,  nay,  to  fh  purpofe. 
Jack.  Your  Daughters  Chaftity,(there  it  begins) 

He  fpake  of  her,  as  cDian  had  hot  Dreams, 

And  (lie'a'one  were  cold  :'  Whereat,  I  wretch 
Made  fcruple  of  his  praife,  and  wag'd  with  him 
Pieces  of  Gold,  'gainft.this,  which  then  he  wore 
Upon  his "honoui 'd  Finger ;  to  attain 
In  fuit  the  p!ace  of's  Bed,  and  win  this  Ring 
By  hers,  and  mine  Adultery :  he  (true  Knight) 
No  leffer  of  her  honour  confident 

Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  flakes  this  Ring, 
And  would  fo,  had  it  been  a  Carbuncle 
Of  Vhcebw  VVheel  j  and  might  fo  fafely,  had  it 

Been  all  the  worth  of's  Car.  Away  to  Britain 
Pofh  1  in  this  defign  :  well  may  yoa  (Sir) 
Remember  me  at  Court,  where  I  was  taught 
Of  your  chaft  Daughter,  the  wide  difference 

'Twixt  Amorous,  and  Villanous.  Being  thusquench'd 
Of  hope,  not  longing  ;  mine  Italian  brain, 

'Gan  in  your  duller  Britain  operate 
Molt  vilely  :  for  my  vantage  excellent. 

And  to  be  brief,  my  practice  fo  prevail'd 
That  I  return'd  with  fimular  proof  enough, 
To  make  the  Noble  Leonatm  mad, 
By,wound;ng  his  belief  in  her  Renown, 
With  Tokens  thus,  and  thus  ,  averring  notes 
Of  Chamber  Hanging,  Pictures,  this  her  Bracelet 
(Oh  cunning  how  I  got  it)  nay  fome  marks 
Of  fecret  on  her  pcrfon,  that  he  could  not 

But  think  her  bond  of  Chaftity  quite  crack'J, 
i  having  tane  the  forfeit,  whereupon, 
Me  thinks  1  fee  him  now. 

Poft.  I,  fo  thou  do'ft, 
Italian  fiend.  Aye  me,  mofl  credulous  Fool, 
Egregious  Murtherer,  Thief,  any  thing 

That's  due  to  all  the  Villains  paft,  in  being 
To  come.  Oh  give  me  Cord,  Knife,  or  Poifon, 
Some  upright  Jufticer.  Thou  King,  fend  out 
For  tortures  ingenious :  it  is  I 

That  all  th'  abhorred  things  o'  th'  Earth  amend 
By  being  worfe  than  they.  I  am  Poslhumm, 

That  kill'd  thy  Daughter :  Villain-like,  I  lie, 

That  taus'd  a  leffer  Villain  than  my  felf, 
A  facrilegious  Thief  to  do't.  The  Temple 
Of  Vertue  was  (he :  yea,  and  fhe  her  felf. 
Spit,  and  throw  flones,  cafl  myre  upon  me,  fet 
Tiie  Dogs  0'  th'  ftreer,  to  bait  me :  every  Villain 
tie  call'd  Pofthumm  Leon  at  us,  and 
Be  Villany  lefs  than  'twas.  Oh  Imogen  ! 
My  Queen,  ray  Life,  my  Wife;  oh  Imogen, 
Imogen,  Imogen, 

lmo.  Peace,  my  Lord,  hear,  hear. 

Poft.  Shall's  have  a  Play  of  this? Thou  fcornful  Page,  there  lie  thy  part, 
Pifa.  Oh  Gentleman,  help, 

Mine  and  your  Miftrifs:  Oh,  my  Lord  Toflhumut, 
Vou  ne're  kill'd  Imogen  till  now :  help,  help, 
Mine  honour'd  Lady. 

Cym.  Does  the  World  go  round  ? 
Poft.  How  comes  thefe  (taggers  on  me  ? 
Tifa.  Wake  my  Miftrifs. 
Cym.  If  this  be  fo,  the  gods  do  mean  toftrikeme 

To  death  with  mortal  joy. 

Ptfa.  How  fares  my  Miftrifs. 
Imo.  Oh  get  thee  from  my  fight, 

Thou  gav'ft  me  poifon  :  dangerous  Fellow  hence, Breath  not  where  Princes  are. 

Cym.  The  tune  of  Imogen. 
Pi/a.  Lady,  the  gods  throw  ftones  of  fulphur  on  me,  if 

That  Box  I  gave  you,  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  pretious  thing,  I  had  it  from  the  Queen. 

Cym.  New  matter  ftill. 
Imo.  It  poyfon'd  me. Com.  Oh  gods! 

I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  Queen  confeft, 
Which  muft  approve  thee  honeft.  If  Pifanio 
Have  ((aid  fhe)  given  his  Miftrifs  that  Confection 

Which  I  gave  him  for  Cordial,  fhe  is  ferv'd, As  I  would  ferve  a  Rat. 

Cym.  What's  this,  Cornelius  ? 
Corn.  The  Queen  (Sir)  very  oft  importun'd  me 

To  temper  poifons  for  her,  ftill  pretending 
The  fatisfaction  of  her  knowledge,  only 

In  killing  Creatures  vile,  as  Cats  and  Dogs 

Of  no  efteem,'  I  dreading,  that  her  purpofe 
Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 
A  certain  Ituff,  which  being  tane,  would  feize 
The  prefent  power  of  life,  but  in  fhort  time, 
AH  Offices  of  Nature  ihould  again 
Do  their  due  Functions.  Have  you  tane  of  it  ? 

Imo.  Moft  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead. 
Bel.  My  Boyes,  there  was  our  errour. 
Gui.  This  is  fure  Ftdele. 

Imo.  Why  did  you  throw  your  wedded  Lady  fro  you  ? 
Think  that  you  are  upon  a  Rock,  and  now 
Throw  me  again. 

Poft.  Hang  there  like  Fruit,  my  Soul, 
Till  the  Tree  die. 

Cym.  How  now,  my  flefli  ?  my  Child  ? 
What,  mak'ft  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  Act  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  fpeak  to  me  ? 

Imo.  Your  bleffing,  Sir. 

Bel.  Though  you  did  love  this  youth,  I  blame  you  not, 

You  had  a  motive  for't. 
Cym.  My  tears  that  fall 

Prove  Holy- water  on  thee ;  Imogen, 

Thy  Mother's  dead. 
Imo.  I  am  forry  for't,  my  Lord. 

Cym.  Oh,  fhe  was  naught ;  and  long  of  her  it  was 
That  we  meet  here  fo  ftrangely :  but  her  Son 
Is  gone,  we  know  not  how,  nor  where. 

Pif*.  My  Lord, 

Now  fear  is  from  me,  I'll  fpeak  truth.  Lord  Chten, 
Upon  my  Ladies  miffing,  came  to  me 
With  his  Sword  drawn,  foam'd  at  the  mouth,  and  fwore 
If  I  difcover'd  not  which  way  fhe  was  gone, 
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It  was  my  inftant  death.  By  accident 
I  had  a  feigned  Letter  of  my  Mailers 
Then  in  my  pocket,  which  directed  him 
To  feek  her  on  the  Mountains  near  to  Milford^ 
Where  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  Mailers  Garments 

(Which  he  inforc'd  from  me)  away  he  polls 
VVich  unchaft  purpofe,  and  with  Oath  to  violate 
My  Ladies  honour,  what  became  of  him, 
I  further  know  not. 

Gui.  Let  me  end  the  Story :  I  flew  him  there. 

Cym.  Marry,  the  gods  forefend. 
I  would  not  thy  good  deeds  Ihould  from  my  Lips 
Pluck  a  hard  fentence  :  prithee  valiant  youth 

Deny't  again. 
Gui.  I  have  fpoke  it,  and  I  did  it. 
Cym.  He  was  a  Prince. 
Gui.  A  moft:  incivil  one.  The  wrongs  he  did  me 

Were  nothing  Prince-like  ̂   for  he  did  provoke  me 
With  Language  that  would  make  me  fpurn  the  Sea, 
If  it  could  fo  roar  to  me.  I  cut  ofPs  Head, 
And  am  right  glad  he  is  not  Handing  here 
To  tell  this  tale  of  mine. 

Cym.  I  am  forry  for  thee  : 

By  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  conderan'd,  and  mull 
Endure  our  Law :  tbou'rt  dead, 

j     Imo.  That  headlefs  man  I  thought  had  been  my  Lord. 
Cym.  Bind  the  Offender, 

And  take  him  from  our  prefence. 
BeL  Stay,  Sir  King. 

This  man  is  better  than  the  man  he  flew, 
As  well  defcended  as  thy  felf,  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited,  than  a  Band  oiClotens 
Had  ever  fear  for.  Let  his  Arms  alone, 
They  were  not  born  for  bondage. 

Cym.  Why  old  Souldier, 
Wilt  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for 
By  tailing  of  our  wrath  ?  how  of  defcent 
As  good  as  we  ? 

Arv.  In  that  hefpake  too  far. 

Cym.  And  thou  fhalt  die  for't. 
i     Bel.  We  will  die  all  three, 

But  I  will  prove  that  two  on's  are  as  good 
As  I  have  given  out  him.  My  Sons,  1  mult 
For  mine  own  part,  unfold  a  dangerous  Speech, 
Though  haply  well  for  you. 

A<-v.  Your  danger'*  ours. 
Gui  And  our  good  his. 
Bel.  Have  at  it  then,  by  leave 

Thou  had'fl:  (great  King)  a  Subject,  who Was  calPd  BelUrim. 

Cym.  What  of  him  ?  he  is  a  banilh'd  Traytor. 
*Bel.  He  it  is  that  hath 

AfTum'd  this  Age :  indeed  a  banilh'd  man, 
I  know  how,  a  Traytor. 

Cym.  Take  him  hence, 
The  whole  World  (hall  not  favehira. 

'Bel.  Not  too  hot  ; 
Firft  pay  me  for  the  Nurfing  of  thy  Sons, 
And  let  it  be  confifcate  all,  fo  foon 

As  I  have  receiv'd  It. 
Cym.  Nurfing  of  my  Sons  ? 

Bel.  I  am  too  blunt,  and  fa  wcy :  here's  my  Knee : 
Ere  I  arife,  I  will  prefer  my  Sons, 
Then  fpare  not  the  old  Father.  Mighty  Sir, 
Thefe  two  young  Gentlemen  that  call  me  Father, 
And  think  they  are  my  Sons,  are  none  of  mine, 
Tb*y  are  the  IITue  of  your  Loyns,  My  Liege, 
And  bloud  of  your  begetting. 

Cym.  How  ?  my  IITue. 

"Bel.  So  fure  as  you,  your  Fathers  :  I  (old  Morgan) 
Am  that  Bellarius,  whom  you  fometime  banilh'd  : 
Your  pleafure  was  my  near  offence,  my  punilhment 

It  felf,  and  all  my  Treafon  that  I  fuffer'd, 
Was  all  the  harm  I  did.  Thefe  gentle  Princes 

(For  fuch,  and  fo  they  are)  thefe  twenty  years 

Have  I  train'd  up-,  thole  Arts  they  have,  as  I 
Gould  put  into  them.  My  breeding  was  (Sir) 
As  your  Highnef.  knows,  their  Nurfe  Euriphile 
( Whom  for  the  Tneft  I  wedded )  Hole  thefe  Children 

Upon  my  fcJani foment :  I  mov'd  her  to't, 
Having  receiv'd  the  punilhment  before 
For  that  which  I  did  then.  Beaten  for  Loyalty, 
Excited  me  to  Treason.  Their  dear  lofs, 

The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  (hap'd 
Unto  my  end  of  Healing  them.  But  gracious  Sir, 
Here  are  vour  Sons  again :  and  I  mufl;  lofe 

Two  of  the  fweet'ft  Companions  in  the  World. 
The  benedict  on  of  thefe  covering  Heavens 
Fall  on  their  Heads  like  dew,  for  they  are  worthy 
To  in- lav  Heavens  with  Stars. 

Cym  Thou  weep'It,  and  fpeak'It : The  Service  that  you  three  have  done,  is  more 

Unlike,  than  this  t;  ou  tell'It.  I  loft  my  Children, 
If  thefe  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  wifh 
A  pair  of  worthier  Sons. 

Bel.  Be  pleas'd  a  while  : 
This  Gentleman,  whom  I  call  Polidore, 
Moll  worthy  Prince,  as  yours,  is  true  Gniderm : 
This  Gentleman,  my  Cadwall,  Arviragus. 
Your  younger  Princely  Son,  he  Sir,  was  lapt 

In  a  molt  curious  Mantle,  wrought  by  th'  hand 
Of  his  Queen  Mother,  which  for  more  probation 
I  can  with  eafe  produce. 

Cym.  Guiderius  had 
Upon  his  Neck  a  Mole,  a  fanguine  Star, 
It  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

Bel.  This  is  he, 

Who  hath  upon  him  Hill  that  natural  ftamp : 
It  was  wife  Natures  end,  in  the  donation 
To  be  his  Evidence  now. 

Cym.  Oh,  what  am  I 
A  Mother  to  the  birth  of  three  ?  Ne're  Mother 
Rejoyc'd  deliverance  more  -0  Bleft,  pray  you  be, 
That  after  this  ftrange  ftartingfrom  your  Orbs, 
You  may  reign  in  them  now :  Oh  Imogen^ 
Thou  haft  loft  by  this  a  Kingdom. 

Imo.  No,  my  Lord  : 

I  have  got  two  Worlds  by't.  Oh  my  gentle  Brothers, 
Have  we  thus  met  ?  Oh  never  fay  hereafter 

But  I  am  trueft  Speaker.  You  call'd  me  Brother 
When  I  was  but  your  Siller  :  I  you  Brother, 
When  we  were  fo  indeed. 

Cym.  Did  you  ere  meet  ? 
tsfrv.  I,  my  good  Lord. 

Gui.  And  at  firft  meeting  lov'd, 
Continu'd  fo,  until  we  thought  he  died. 

Cora.  By  the  Queens  Dram  (he  fwallow'd. 
Cym.  O  rare  inftinct ! 

When  (hall  I  hear  all  through  ?  this  fierce  abridgment 
Hath  to  it  Circumltantial  branches,  which 

Diflinction  Ihould  be  rich  in.  Where?  how  liv'd  you  ? 
And  when  came  you  to  ferve  our  Roman  Captive  ? 
How  parted  with  your  Brother  ?  How  firft  met  them  ? 
Why  fled  you  from  the  Court  ?  And  whether  thefe  ? 
And  your  three  motives  to  the  Battle ;  with 
I  know  not  how  much  more  (hould  be  demanded, 
And  all  the  other  by  dependances 
From  chance  to  chance  ?  But  not  the  time,  nor  place 
Will  ferve  our  long  Interrogatories.  See, 
Tejlhumus  Anchors  upon  Imogen  ; 

And  Ihe  (like  harmlefs  lightning^  throws  her  Eye 
On  him:  her  Brothers,  Me:  her  Mailer  hittiog 

Each  object  with  a  Joy  :  the  Counter-change 
Is  feverally  in  all.  Let's  quit  this  ground, 
And  fmoak  the  Temple  with  our  Sacrifices. 

Thou  art  my  Brother,  fo  we'll  hold  thee  ever. 
Imo.  You  are  my  Mother  too,  and  did  relieve  me  : 

To  fee  this  gracious  fcafon!    - 

Cym. 
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Cym.  All  ore  joy'd Save  thefc  in  Bonds,  let  them  be  joyful  too, 
For  they  Jhall  tail  our  Comfort. 

Jmo.  My  good  Mailer,  I  will  yet  do  you  fervice. 
Luc.  Happy  be  you. 
Cym.  The  forlorn  Souldier  that  to  nobly  fought 

He  would  have  well  becom'd  this  place,  and  grac'd 
The  thankings  of  a  King, 

Toft.  1  am,  Sir, 
The  Souldier  that  did  Company  thefe  three 

In  poor  beleeming  :  'twas  a  fitment  for 
The  purpofe  I  then  follow'd.  That  1  was  he, 
Speak,  Jdcfcwc,  I  had  you  down  and  might 
Have  made  your  finifti. 

Jach.  I  am  down  again  : 
But  now  my  heavy  Conference  finks  my  knee, 
As  then  your  force  did.  Take  that  Life,  befeech  you, 
Which  I  fo  often  owe :  but  your  Ring  firft, 
And  here  your  Bracelet  of  the  trueft  Princefs 
That  ever  fwore  her  Faith. 

Pojl.  Kneel  not  to  me  : 
The  power  that  I  have  on  you  is  to  fpare  you  : 
The  malice  towards  you,  to  forgive  you.  Live 
And  deal  with  others  better. 

Cym.  Nobly  doom'd: We'll  learn  our  Freenefs  of  a  Son  in-Law  : 
Pardon's  the  word  to  all. 

Arv.  You  holp  us,  Sir, 
As  you  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  Brother, 

Joy'd  are  we,  that  you  are. 
PoFL  Your  Servant,  Princes. Good  my  Lord  of  T^ome 

Call  forth  your  Sooth-fayer :  As  1  flept,  me  thought 

Great  Jupiter  upon  his  Eagle  back'd 
Appear'd  to  me,  with  other  fprightly  fhews 
Of  mine  own  Kindred.  When  I  wak'd,  I  found 
This  Label  on  my  bofome :  whofe  containing 
Is  fo  from  fenfe  in  hardnefs,  that  I  can 
Make  no  Collection  of  it.  Let  him  fhew 
His  skill  in  the  conftru&ion. 

Luc.  Philarmoniu. 

Sooth.  Here,  my  good  Lord. 
Luc.  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

Reads. 

WHen  at  a  Lyons  Whelps  fhall  to  himftlf  unknown, 

without  feeking  find,  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece 
of  tender  Air:  and  when  from  a  ttately  Cedar  fhall  be  lopt 
branches,  which  being  dead  many  years,  jhall  after  revive,  be 

jointed  to  the  old  Stocl^,  and  frejhly  grow,  then  fhall  Poft- 

humus  end  his  miferies,  Britain  be  fortunate ,  and  flounflj 
in  Teace,  and  Plenty. 

Thou,  Leonatm,zrt  the  Lyon's  Whelp, 
The  fit  and  aptConftruction  of  thy  name 
Being  Leonatm,  doth  import  fo  much : 
The  piece  of  tender  Air,  thy  virtuous  Daughter, 
Which  we  call  Mollis  Atr,  and  CMollis  Acr 
We  term  it  <JMulier  :  which  tJMulier  I  divine 
Is  this  raoft  conftant  Wife,  who  even  now 
Anfwering  the  Letter  of  the  Oracle, 
Unknown  to  you  unfought,  were  dipt  about 
With  this  moft  tender  Air. 

Cym.  This  hath  fome  feeming. 
Sooth.  The  lofty  Cedar,  Royal  Cymbeline, 

Perfonates  thee  :  And  thy  lopt  Branches,  point 
Thy  two  Sons  forth :  who  by  BeUaritu  ftoln 

For  many  years  thought  dead,  are  now  reviv'd 
To  the  Majeftick  Cedar  join'd  ;  whofe  iflue 
Promifes  Britain,  Peace  and  Plenty. 

Cym.  Well, 
My  Peace  we  will  begin  :  And  Caws  Lucius^ 
Although  the  Viftor,  we  fubmit  to  Cafar, 
And  to  the  Roman  Empire ;  promifing 
To  pay  our  wonted  Tribute,  from  the  which 
We  were  duTwaded  by  our  wicked  Queen, 
Whom  Heavens  in  juftice  both  on  her,  and  hers, 
Have  laid  moft  heavy  hand. 

Sooth.  The  Fingers  of  the  Powers  above,  do  tune 
The  Harmony  of  this  Peace  :  the  Vifion 

Which  I  made  known  to  Lucius  e're  the  ftroke 
Of  this  yet  fcarce-cold-Battel,  at  this  inftant 

Is  full  accomplifli'd.  For  the  Roman  Eagle 
From  South  to  Weft,  on  Wing  foaring  aloft 

LelTen'd  her  felf,  and  in  the  Beams  o'  th'  Sun 
So  vanilh'd  ;  which  fore-fliew'd  our  Princely  Eagle 
Th'  Imperial  Cafar,  mould  again  unite 
His  favour,  with  the  Radiant  Cymbeline, 
Which  Ihines  here  in  the  Weft. 

(fym.  Laud  we  the  gods, 
And  let  our  crooked  Smoaks  climb  to  their  Noftrils 
From  our  bleft  Altars.  Publifh  we  this  peace 
To  all  our  Subjects.  Set  we  forward :  let 
A  Roman,  and  a  Ttrittijh  Enfign  wave 
Friendly  together   fo  through  LutPs  Town  march, 
And  in  the  Temple  of  great  Jupiter 

Our  Peace  we'll  ratifie.  Seal  it  with  Feafts. 
Set  on  there :  Never  was  a  War  did  ceafe 

CE're  bloudy  hands  were  wafh'd)  with  fuch  a  Peace.  ZEx 

The 
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Pericles  Prince  of  'Tyre. 

<tAUus  primus.   Seen  a  'Prima. 

Eater  Gower. 

TO  ftng  a  Song  that
  old  was  fung, from  aflies  ancient  Gower  u  come9 

zsfffuming  mans  infirmities, 
To  gUdyour  Ear  and  pleafe  your  Eyes 

It  hath  been  fang  at  t  eftivals, 

On  Ember  Eves,  and  Holy-Dayes, 
And  Lords  and  Ladies  in  their  lives, 

Have  read  it  for  rejtoratives. 

Tht  purfihace  is  to  make  men  glorious . 
Et  bonum  quo  Antiquius,  eo  melius. 

If  you,  born  in  thefe  latter  times, 
When  Wits  more  ripe,  accept  my  Rhimes  j 
And  that  to  hear  an  old  man  fng, 

zJMay  to  your  wifiies  pleafure  bring  : 
I  life  would  wifh,  and  that  I  might 

Wafle  it  for  you  like  Taper  liaht. 
This  Antioch,  then,  Antiochus  the  great, 

Built  up  this  City  for  his  chief  eft  feat  ; 
The  fair  eft  in  all  Syria. 
/  tell  you  what  mine  Authors  fay  : 
This  King  unto  him  took^  a  Peer, 
Whf  died,  and  left  a  Female  Heir, 
Sobnchfome,  blithe,  and  full  of  face, 
As  Heaven  had, lent  her  all  his  grace : 
With  whom  the  Father  liking  tool^, 
And  her  tc  incest  did  provoke. 
Had  Child,  worfe  Father,  to  entice  his  own. 
To  evil  (liould  be  done  by  none : 
But  cujiom,  what  they  did  begin, 
Was  with  longufe,  counted  no  fin. 
The  beauty  of  this  finful  Dame, 
tJMade  many  Trinces  thither  frame, 
To  feekher  as  a  Bed  fellow, 

In  marriage  pleafures,  Play  fellow : 
Which  to  prevent,  lx  made  4  Law, 
To  keep  her  fiill,  and  men  in  awe, 
That  who  fo  askt  her  for  his  Wife, 
His  Riddle  told  not,  loft  his  life: 

So  for  her  many  a  wight  did  die, 
As  yon  grim  looks  do  teftifie. 
What  enfuesto  the  judgment  of  your  Eye, 

J  give  my  caufe,  who  be  ft  can  tefiifie.  [Exit. 

Enter  Antiochus,  Prince  Pericles,  and  Followers. 

Ant.  Young  Prince  of  Tyre,  you  have  at  large  receiv'd 
The  danger  of  the  task  you  undeirtake. 

Per.  I  have  (Antiochus')  and  with  a  Soul  emboldned 
With  the  glory  of  her  praife,  think  death  no  hazard, 
In  this  enterprize. 

Ant.  Mufick  bring  in  our  Daughter,clothed  likea  Bride 
For  embracements,  even  of  Jove  himfelf ; 

At  whofe  conception,  till  Lucina  rejgn'd, 
Nature  this  dowry  gave,  to  glad  her  prefence, 
The  Senate  Houfe  of  Planets  all  did  fit, 
To  knit  in  her  their  belt  perfections. 

Enter  Antiochus  Daughter. 

Per.  See  where  fhe  comes,  apparell'd  like  the  Spring, 
Graces  her  Subjects,  and  her  thoughts  the  King, 
Of  every  vertue  gives  renown  to  men  : 
Her  Face  the  Book  of  praifes,  where  is  read. 
Nothing  but  curious  pleafures  as  from  thence, 
Sorrow  were  ever  rackt,  and  tefty  wrath 

Could  never  be  her  mild  Companion. 
You  gods  that  made  me  man,  and  fway  in  love, 
That  have  inflam'd  defire  within  my  Breft, 
To  tafte  the  fruit  of  yon  ceJeftial  Tree, 
(Or  die  in  the  adventure)  be  my  helps, 
As  I  am  Son  and  Servant  to  your  will, 
To  compafs  fuch  a  bondlcfs  happinefs. 

Ant.  Prince  Terides. 

Per.  That  would  be  Son  to  great  Antiochus. 
Ant.  Before  thee  ftands  this  fair  Hejperides, 

With  golden  fruit,  but  dangerous  to  be  toucht : 
For  Death  like  Dragons  here  affright  thee  hard  ? 
Her  Face  like  Heaven  enticeth  thee  to  view 

Her  countlefs  glory,  which  defert  muft  gain : 
And  which  without  defers  becaufe  thine  Eye 
Prefumes  to  reach,  all  the  whole  heap  muft  die, 
Yon  fometimes  famous  Princes  like  thy  felf 
Drawn  by  report,  adventurous  by  defire, 
Tell  thee  with  fpeechlefs  tongues,  and  femblance  pale, 
That  without  covering  fave  yon  field  of  Stars, 
Here  they  ftand  Martyrs  flain  in  Cupids  Wars  : 
And  with  dead  Cheeks  advife  thee  to  defiff, 
For  going  on  Deaths  Net,  whom  none  refill. 

Per.  Antiochus  1  thank  thee,  who  hath  taught 
My  frail  mortality  to  know  it  felf, 
And  by  thofe  fearful  objects  to  prepare 
This  Body,  like  to  them,  to  what  I  muft : 
For  Death  r-emembred,  ihould  be  like  a  Mirrour, 

Who  tells  us,  life's  but  breath,  to  truft  in  errour : 
I'll  make  my  will  then,  and  as  fick  men  do, 
Who  know  the  World,  fee  Heaven,  but  feeling  woe, 
Gripe  not  at  Earthly  Joys,  as  erft  they  did. 
So  I  bequeath  a  happy  peace  to  you 
And  all  good  men,  as  every  Prince  fhoulddo, 
My  riches  to  the  Earth  from  whence  they  came : 
But  my  unfpotted  fire  of  Love  to  you, 
Thus  ready  for  the  way  of  Life  or  Death, 
I  wait  the  fharpeft  blow  (Antiochus) 
Scorning  advice.  Read  the  conclufion  then. 

Ant.  Which  read  and  not  expounded,  'tis  decreed 
As  thefe  before  thou  thy  felf  fhalt  bleed. 

Daugh.  Of  all  faid  yet,  thou  prove  profperous, 
Of  all  faid  yet,  I  wifh  Thee  happinefs. 

Per.  Like  a  bold  Champion  I  afTume  the  Lifts, 
Nor  ask  advice  of  any  other  thought, 
But  faithfulnefs  and  courage. 

The  Riddle. 
I  am  no  Viper,  yet  J  feed 

On  <JM 'others  flefi}  which  did  me  breed: 
I  fought  a  Husband,  in  which  labour, 
I  found  that  kjndnefs  in  a  Father. 
He's  Father,  Son,  and  Husband  mild, 
I  tsWother,  Wife,  and  yet  his  Child. 
How  they  may  be,  and  yet  in  two, 
As  you  will  live,  refvhe  it  you. 

Sharp  Phyfick  is  the  laft  ?  but  O  you  Powers ! 
That  gives  Heaven  countlefs  Eyes  to  view  mens  acts 
Why  could  they  not  their  fights  perpetualJy  ? 
If  this  be  true,  which  makes  me  pale  to  read  it, 
Fair  glafs  of  light,  I  loved  you,  and  could  flilJ, 

Were  not  this  glorious  Casket  ftor'd  with  ill : 
But  1  muft  tell  you,  now  my  thoughts  revolt, 

For  he's  no  man  on  whom  perfections  wait ; 
That  knowing  fin  within,  will  touch  the  Gate: 
You  are  a  fair  Viol,  and  your  fenfe  the  firings, 

Who  finger'd  to  make  man  his  lawful  mufick, Would 
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Would  draw  Heaven  down,  and  all  the  gods  to  hearken. 
But  being  plaid  upon  before  your  time, 
Hell  only  danceth  at  fo  harfti  a  chime : 
Good  Tooth  I  care  not  for  you. 

Ant.  Prince  Pericles,  touch  not  upon  thy  Life, 

For  that's  an  Article  within  our  Law, 

As  dangerous  as  the  reft :  your  times  expir'd, 
Either  expound  now,  or  receive  your  fentence. 

Per.  Great  King, 
Few  love  to  hear  the  fins  they  love  to  act, 

'Twould  braid  your  felf  too  near  for  me  to  tell  it : 
Who  hath  a  Book  of  all  that  Monarchs  do, 

He's  more  fecure  to  keep  it  (hut,  than  fliewn : 
For  Vice  repeated,  is  like  the  wandring  Wind, 
Blows  dull  in  others  Eyes,  to  fpread  it  felf ; 
And  yet  the  end  of  all  is  bought  thus  dear, 
The  breath  is  gone,  and  the  fore  Eyes  fee  clear. 
To  flop  the  air  would  hurt  them,  the  blind  Mole  call 

Copt  Hills  toward  Heaven,  to  tell  the  Earth  is  throng'd 

By  mans  opprefllon,  and  the  poor  Worm  doth  die  for't. 
King  are  Earths  Gods:  in  Vice  their  Law's  their  will, 
And  it  Jove  ftray,  who  dares  fay,  Jove  doth  ill. 

It  is  enough  you  know  it,  and  'tis  fit 
What  being  more  known,  grows  worfe  to  fmother  it. 
All  love  the  Womb  that  there  being  bred, 
Then  give  my  tongue  like  leave  to  love  my  Head. 

Ant .  Heaven  tnat  1  had  it   he  has  found  the  meaning, 

But  I  will  gloze  with  him.  Young  Prince  of  Tyre, 
Though  by  the  tenour  of  our  ftrict  Edift, 
Your  Expofition  mil-interpreting, 
We  might  proceed  to  cancel  off  your  days} 
Yet  hope,  lucceeding  from  fo  fair  a  Tree, 
As  your  fair  felf,  doth  tune  us  otherwife : 
Forty  days  longer  we  do  refpite  you, 
If  by  which  time  our  fecret  be  undone, 

This  mercy  (hews,  we'll  joy  in  fuch  a  Son : 
And  until  then,  your  entertain  (hall  be 
As  doth  befit  our  honour,  and  your  worth.  {Exit. 

tJManet  Pericles  folus. 
Per.  How  courtefie  would  feem  to  cover  fin, 

When  what  is  done  is  like  an  Hypocrite, 
The  which  is  good  in  nothing  but  in  fight. 
If  it  be  true  that  I  interpret  falfe, 
Then  were  it  certain  you  were  not  fobad, 
As  with  the  foul  Inceft  to  abufe  your  Soul : 

Where  now  you're  both  a  Father  and  a  Sot\ 
By  your  untimely  clafpings  with  your  Child, 
(Which  pleafures  fits  an  Husband,  not  a  Father) 
And  (he  an  eater  of  her  Mothers  flefh, 
By  the  defiling  of  her  Parents  Bed, 
And  both  like  Serpents  are,  who  though  they  feed 
On  fweeteft  Flowers,  yet  they  poifon  breed. 
Antiocb  farewel,  for  wifdom  fees,  thofe  men 
Blufh  not  in  actions  blacker  than  the  night, 
Will  fhew  no  courfe  to  keep  them  from  the  light : 

One  fin  (I  know)  another  doth  provoke  •, 
Murder's  as  near  to  lull,  as  flame  to  fmoak. 
Poyfon  and  Treafon  are  the  hands  of  fin, 
I,  and  the  Targets  to  put  off  the  fhame ; 
Then  leaft  my  life  be  cropt  to  keep  you  clear, 

By  flight  I'll  Ihun  the  danger  which  I  fear.  {Exit. 

Enter  Antiochus. 

Ant.  He  hath  found  the  meaning, 

For  which  we  mean  to  have  his  Head,  g 
He  muft  not  live  to  trumpet  forth  my  infamy, 
Nor  tell  the  World  Antiochm  doth  fin 
In  fuch  a  loathed  manner. 

And  therefore  inftantly  this  Prince  mull  die, 
For  by  his  fall  my  honour  muft  keep  high. 
Who  attends  us  here? 

Enter  Thaliard. 

Thai.  Doth  your  Highnefs  call  ? 
*s4nt .  Thaliard,  you  are  of  our  Chamber, 

And  our  mind  partakes  her  private  actions 
To  your  fecrefy    and  for  your  faithfulnefs 
We  will  advance  you,  Thdiard. 

Behold,  here's  poifon  and  here's  gold, 
We  hate  the  Prince  of  Tyre,  and  thou  mull  kill  him. 
It  fits  thee  not  to  ask  the  reafon  why : 
Becaufe  we  bid  it :  fay,  is  it  done  ? 

Thai.  My  Lord,  'tis  done. 

Enter  a.  Meflenger. 

*Ant.  Enough.  Let  your  breath  cool  your  felf,  telling 
your  hade. 

cJWef.  My  Lord,  Prince  Tericks  is  fled. 
Ant.  As  thou  wilt  live,  flie  after  \  and  as  an  Arrow, 

(hot  from  a  well  experient  Archer,  hits  the  mark  his  Eye 
doth  level  at:  fodo  thou  never  return,  unlefs  thou  fay, 
Prince  Pericles  is  dead. 

Th.  My  Lord.if  I  can  get  him  within  my  Piflols  length, 

I'll  make  him  fure  enough  :  fo  farewel  to  your  Highnefs. 
Ant.  Thaliard  adieu,  till  Pericles  be  dead, 

My  heart  can  lend  no  fuccour  to  my  head.  {Exit. 

Enter  Pericles,  Hellicanus,  with  other  Lords. 

Per.  Let  none  difturb  us : 
Why  fhould  this  change  of  thoughts, 

The  fad  Companion  dull  ey'd  melancholy, 
By  me  fo  us'd,  agueft  as  not  an  hour, 
In  the  days  glorious  walk  or  peaceful  night, 
The  Tomb  where  grief  fhould  fleep,  can  breed  me  quiet, 
Here  pleafures  court  mine  Eyes.and  mine  Eyes  Ihun  them. 

And  danger  which  I  fear'd,  is  at  Anttoch, Whofe  arm  feems  far  too  fhort  to  hit  me  here, 
Yet  neither  pleafures  art  can  joy  my  fpirits, 

Nor  yet  the  others  diftance  comfort  me : 
Then  it  is  thus,  that  paffions  of  the  mind, 
That  have  their  firft  conception  by  mif-dread, 
Have  after  nourilhment  and  life  by  care  ; 
And  what  was  firft  but  fear,  what  might  be  done, 
Grows  elder  now,  and  cares  it  be  not  done. 

And  fo  'tis  with  me,  the  great  Antiochm, 
'Gainft  whom  I  am  too  little  to  contend, 

Since  he's  fo  great,  can  make  his  will  his  act, 
Wili  think  me  fpeaking,  though  I  fwear  to  filence, 
Nor  boots  it  me  to  fay  I  honour, 
lfhefufpect  I  may  difhonour  him. 
And  what  may  make  him  blufh  in  being  known, 

He'll  flop  the  courfe  by  which  it  might  be  known, 
With  hoftile  Forces  he'll  ore-fpread  the  Land, 

And  with  the  flint  of  War  will' look  fo  huge, Amazement  fhall  drive  courage  from  the  ftate  : 

Our  men  be  vanquifh'd,  ere  they  do  refill, 
And  fubje&s  punifht,  that  never  thought  offence, 
Which  care  of  them,  not  pitty  of  my  lelf, 
Who  once  no  more  but  as  the  tops  of  Trees, 
Which  fence  the  roots  they  grow  by,  and  defend  them, 
Make  both  my  body  pine,  and  Soul  to  languifh, 
And  punifh  that  before  that  he  would  punifh. 

1  Lord.  Joy  and  all  comfort  in  your  facred  Breafl. 
2  Lord.  And  keep  your  mind  till  ye  return  to  us  peace 

ful  and  comfortable. 

Hell.  Peace,  peace,  and  give  experience  tongue : 
They  do  abufe  the  King  that  flatter  him, 
For  flattery  is  the  Bellows  blows  up  fin, 
The  thing  the  which  is  flattered,  but  a  fpark, 
To  which  that  fpark  gives  heart  and  ftronger  glowing ; 
Whereas  reproof  obedient  and  in  order, 
Fits  Kings  as  they  are  men,  for  they  may  err, 

R  r  r  2  When 
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When  Signior  Soor,h  here  doth  proclaim  Peace, 
He  flatters  you,  makes  W  ar  upon  your  Life. 
Prince,  pardon  me,  orllrikemeif  you  pleafe, 
I  cannot  be  much  lower  than  my  Knees. 

Per.  All  leave  us  elle:  but  let  your  cares  ore-look 
What  (hipping,  and  what  ladings  in  our  Haven, 
And  then  return  to  us :  HeUkavtu  thou  haft 

Mov'd  us :  what  feeft  thou  in  our  looks : 
Hell,  An  angry  brow,  dread  Lord. 
Per.  If  there  be  fuch  a  Dai  t  in  Princes  frowns, 

How  durft  thy  tongue  move  anger  to  our  Face  ? 
Hell.  How  dares  the  Planets  look  up  unto  Heaven, 

From  whence  they  have  their  nourifhment? 

/V.Thou  know'ft  I  have  power  to  take  thy  life  from  thee. 
Hell.  I  have  ground  the  Axe  my  felf, 

Do  you  but  ftrike  the  blow. 
Per.  Rife,  prithee  rife,  fit  down,  thou  art  no  flatterer, 

I  thank  thee  for  it,  and  Heaven  forbid, 
That  Kings  mould  let  their  Ears  hear  their  faults  hid. 
Fit  Councellor,  and  fervant  for  a  Prince, 
Who  by  thy  wifdom  makes  a  Prince  thy  Servant, 
What  would'ft  thou  have  me  do  : 

Hell.  To  bear  with  patience  fuch  griefs, 
As  you  your  felf  do  lay  upon  your  felf. 

7V.  Thou  fpeak'ft  like  a  Phyfician,  Hellkanm, 
That  minifters  a  potion  unto  me, 

That  thou  would'ft  tremble  to  receive  thy  felf. 
Attend  me  then  •,  I  went  to  ̂ Antioch, 

Whereas  thou  know'ft  (againft  the  Face  of  Death) 
I  fought  the  purchace  of  a  glorious  Beauty, 
From  whence  an  Iflue  I  might  propagate, 
Are  Arms  to  Princes,  and  bring  joys  to  Subjects. 
Her  Face  was  to  mine  Eye  beyond  all  wonder, 
The  reft  (hark  in  thine  Ear)  as  black  as  inceft, 
Which  by  my  knowledge  found,  the  finful  Father, 

Seem'd  not  to  ftrike,  but  fmooth  :  But  thou  know'ft  this, 
'Tis  time  to  fear,  when  Tyrants  feem  to  kifs. 
Which  fear  fo  grew  in  me,  I  hither  fled, 
Under  the  covering  of  a  careful  night, 

Who  feem'd  my  good  Protector  :  and  being  here, 
Bethought  what  was  paft,  what  might  fucceed  \ 
I  knew  him  tyrannous,  and  Tyrants  fears 
Decrcafe  not,  but  grow  fafter  than  the  years : 
And  fhould  he  think,  as  no  doubt  he  doth, 
That  I  fhould  open  to  the  liftening  Air, 
How  many  worthy  Princes  bJoud  were  fhed, 
To  keep  his  Bed  of  blacknefs  unlaid  ope, 

To  lop  that  doubt,  he'll  fill  this  Land  with  arms, 
And  make  pretence  of  wrong  that  I  have  done  him, 
When  all  for  mine,  if  1  may  call  offence, 
Muft  feel  Wars  blow,  who  fears  not  innocence: 
Which  love  to  all,  of  which  thy  felf  art  one, 

Who  now  reproved'ft  me  for  it. 
Hell  Alas,  Sir. 
Per.  Drew  fleep  out  of  my  Eyes,  loud  from  my  Cheeks, 

Mufings  into  my  mind,  with  a  thoufand  doubts 
How  1  might  flop  their  tempeft  ere  it  came, 
And  finding  little  comfort  to  relieve  them, 
1  thought  it  Princely  Charity  to  grieve  for  them. 

Hell.  Well,  my  Lord,  fince  you  bave  given  me  leave  to 
Freely  will  I  fpeak.  Antiochm  you  fear,  (fpeak, 
And  juftly  too  1  think  you  fear  the  Tyrant, 
Who  either  by  publick  War  or  private  Treafon, 
Will  take  away  your  life  :  therefore,  my  Lord,  go  travel 
forawl  ik,  till  that  his  rage  and  anger  be  forgot ;  or  till 
theD:ftinies  do  cutthethred  of  his  life:  your  Rule  di- 

rect to  any,  if  unto  me,  day  ferves  not  light  more  faith- 
ful than  I'll  be. 

Per.  I  do  not  doubt  thy  Faith, 
But  mould  he  wrong  my  liberties  in  my  abfence  ? 

Hell.  We'll  mingle  our  blouds  together  in  the  Earth, 
From  whence  we  had  our  being,  and  our  birth. 

Ter.  Tyre,  I  now  look  from  thee  then,  and  to  Tharfiis 

Intend  my  travel,  where  I'll  hear  from  thee ; 

And  by  whofe  Letters  I'll  dilpofe  my  felf, The  care  1  had  and  have  of  Subjects  good, 
On  thee  I  lay,  whofe  wifdoms  ftrength  can  bear  it, 
I'll  take  thy  word  for  Faith,  not  ask  thine  Oath, 
Who.  fhuns  not  to  break  one,  will  fure  crack  both : 
But  in  our  Orbs  we  live  fo  round  and  fafe, 

That  time  of  both  this  truth  fhail  ne're  convince, 
Thou  fhe weft  a  Subjects  fliine,  la  true  Prince.  • 

Enter  Thaliard  film. 

Thai.  So,  this  is  Tyre,  and  this  is  the  Court,  here  muft 
I  kill  King  Pericles,  and  if  I  do  it  not,  1  am  fure  to  be 
hang'd  at  home :  it  is  dangerous. 

Well,  I  >erceive  he  was  a  wife  Fellow,  and  had  good 
difcretion,  that  being  bid  to  ask  what  he  would  of  the 
King,defired  he  might  know  none  of  his  fecrets.  Now  do 
I  fee  he  had  fome  reafon  for  it :  for  if  a  King  bid  a  man 
be  a  Villain,  he  is  bound  by  the  Indenture  of  his  Oath 
to  be  one. 

Hufht,  here  come  the  Lords  of  Tyre. 

Enter  Hellicanus,  Efcanes,  with  other Lords  of  Tyre. 

Hell.  You  fhall  not  need  my  Fellow  Peers  of  Tyre,  fur- 
ther to  queftion  me  of  your  Kings  departure.  His  feali 

.  Commiffionlefcintruft  with  me,  doth  fpeak  fufficiently. 
he's  gone  to  travel. 

Thai.  How,  the  King  gone? 

Hell.  If  fuither  yet  you  will  befatisfied,  why  (a<  i 

were  unlicens'd  of  your  loves )  he  would  depart  ?  I'll 
give  fome  light  unto  you  :  Being  at  Antioch. 

Thai.  What  from  Antioch  ? 

Hell.  Royal  Antiochm  (on  what  caufe  I  know  not)  took 
fome  difpleafure  at  him,  at  leaft  he  judged  fo  :  and  doubt- 

ing that  he  had  erred  or  finned,  to  fhew  his  forrow,  he 
would  correct  himfelf ;  fo  puts  himfelf  unto  the  Shipmans 
toyl,  with  whom  each  minute  threatens  Life  or  Death. 

Thai.  Well,  I  perceive  I  fhall  not  be  hanged  now,  al- 

though I  would  i  but  fince  he's  gone,  the  Kings  Seas  muft 
pleafe:  he  fcapt the  Land,  to perifh at  the  Sea :  I'll  pre- 
fent  my  felf,  Peace  to  the  Lords  of  Tyre. 

Hell.  Lord  Thaliard  from  Antiochm  is  welcome. 

Thai.  From  him  I  come  with  mefiage  unto  Princely 
Pericles ;  but  fince  my  landing  I  have  underftood,  your 
Lord  hath  betook  himfelf  to  unknown  Travels,  my  mef- 
fage  muft  return  from  whence  it  came. 

Hell.  We  have  no  reafon  to  defire  it ,  commended  to 

our  Matter,  not  to  us  \  yet  ere  you  fhall  depart,this  we  de- 
fire  as  Friends  to  Antioch,  we  may  Feaft  in  Tyre,  \6xeunt. 

Enter  Cleon  the  Governor  of  Tharfus,  with 

his  Wife  and  others. 

Cleon.  My  Dionyfta,  /hall  we  reft  us  here, 
And  by  relating  tales  of  others  griefs, 

See  if  'twill  teach  us  to  forget  our  own  ? 
Dion.  That  were  to  blow  at  fire  in  hope  to  quench  it, 

For  who  digs  Hills  becaufe  they  do  afpire, 
Throws  down  one  Mountain  to  caft  up  a  higher : 
O  my  diftreffed  Lord,  even  fuch  our  griefs  are, 
Here  they  are  but  felt,  and  feen  with  mifchiefs  Eyes, 
But  like  to  groves  being  topt,  they  higher  rife. -  Cleon.  O  Dionyfia, 

Who  wanteth  food,  and  will  not  fay  he  wants  it, 
Or  can  conceal  his  hunger  till  he  famifh  ? 
Our  tongues  and  forrows  do  found  deep  : 
Our  woes  into  the  air,  our  Eyes  to  weep, 
Till  tongues  fetch  breath  that  may  proclaim 
Them  louder,  that  if  Heaven  flumber,  while 
Their  Creatures  want,  they  may  awake 
Their  helpers  to  comfort  them. 

I'll  then  difcourfe  our  woes  felt  feveral  years, 

And 
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And  wanting  breath  to  fpeak,  help  me  with  tears. 

Dion.  I'll  do  my  beftj  Sir, 
Cle.  This  Tharfus,  ore  which  I  have  the  Government, 

A  City,  on  whom  plenty  held  full  hand, 

For  riches  ftrew'd  her  felf  even  in  the  ftreets, 
Whofe  Towers  bore  heads  fo  high,  they  kift  the  Clouds, 

And  ftrangers  ne're  beheld,  but  wonder'd  at, 
Whofe  men  and  dames  fo  jetted  and  adorn'd, 
Like  one  anothers  Glafs  to  trim  them  by : 

Their  Tables  were  ftor'd  full,  to  glad  the  fight, 
And  not  fo  much  to  feed  on,  as  delight, 

All  poverty  was  fcorn'd,and  pride  fo  great, 
The  name  of  help  grew  odious  to  repeat. 

Dion.  Oh  'tis  true. 
Cleon.  But  fee  what  Heaven  can  do  by  this  our  change : 

Thefe  mouths,  who  but  of  late,  Earth,  Sea,  and  Air, 
Were  all  too  little  to  content  and  pleafe, 
Although  they  gave  their  Creatures  in  abundance  : 

As  Houfes  are  defil'd  for  want  of  ufe, 
They  are  now  ftarv'd  for  want  of  exercife 
Thofe  pailats,  who,  not  yet  to  favers  younger, 
Muft  have  inventions  to  delight  the  tafte, 
Would  now  be  glad  of  Bread,  and  beg  for  it : 
Thefe  Mothers  who  to  nouzle  up  their  Babes, 
Thought  nought  too  curious,  are  ready  now 
To  eat  thofe  little  darlings  whom  they  loved, 
So  fharp  are  hungers  teeth,  that  Man  and  Wife, 
Draw  Lots  who  firft  lhall  die  to  lengthen  Life. 
Here  ftands  a  Lord,  and  there  a  Lady  weeping, 
Here  many  fink,  yet  thofe  which  fee  them  fall, 
Have  fcarce  ftrength  left  to  give  them  burial. 
Is  not  this  true  ? 

Dion.  Our  Cheeks  and  hollow  Eyes  do  witnefs  it. 
Cleon.  O  let  thofe  Cities  that  of  plenties  Cup, 

And  her  profperities  fb  largely  taft, 
With  their  fuperfluous  Riots  hear  thefe  tears, 
The  mifery  of  Tharfus  may  be  theirs. 

Enter  <«Lord. 

Lord.  Where's  the  Lord  Governour  ? 

CUon.  Here,  fpeak  out  thy  forrows,  which  thou  bring'ft 
in  haft,  for  comfort  is  too.  far  for  us  to  expect. 

Lord.  We  have  defcried  upon  our  neighbouring  Ihore, 
A  portly  fail  of  Ships  make  hitherward. 

Cleon.  I  thought  as  much. 
One  forrow  never  comes  but  brings  an  Heir, 
That  may  fucceed  as  his  inheritour : 

And  fo  in  ours  *,  fome  neighbouring  Nation, 
Taking  advantage  of  our  mifery, 
That  ftuft  the  hollow  Veffels  with  their  power, 
To  beat  us  down,  the  which  are  down  already, 

I  And  make  a  conqueft  of  unhappy  me,  . 
I  Whereas  no  glory  is  got  to  overcome. 

Lord.  That's  the  leaft  fear, 
j  For  by  the  femblance  of  their  Flags  difplaid,  they  bring 
I  us  Peace,  and  come  to  us  as  Favourers,  not  as  Foes. 

peon.  Thou  fpeak'ft  like  Hymns  untutor'd  to  repeat, 
Who  makes  thefaireft  flew,  means  mofl  deceit. 
But  bring  they  what  they  will,  and  what  they  can, 
What  need  we  fear,  the  grounds  the  lopyeft, 
And  we  are  half  way  there :  Go  tell  their  General  we  at- 

tend him  here,  to  know  for  what  he  comes,  and  whence 
he  comes,  and  what  he  craves. 

Lord.  I  go,  my  Lord. 
CUon.  Welcome  is  peace,  if  he  on  peace  confift  ; 

If  Wars,  we  are  unable  to  refift. 

Enter  Pericles  wit b  Attendants* 

Ter.  Lord  Governour,  for  fo  we  hear  you  are, 
Let  not  our  Ships  and  number  of  our  men, 
Be  like  a  Beacon  fired,  to  amaze  your  Eyes, 
We  have  heard  your  miferics  as  far  as  Tyrey 

And  feen  thedefolation  of  your  ftreets ; 
Nor  come  we  to  add  forrow  to  your  tears, 
But  to  releafe  them  of  their  heavy  load, 
And  thefe  our  Ships,  you  happily  may  think 
Are  like  the  Trojan  Horfe,  was  ftuft  within, 
With  bloudy  Veins  expecting  overthrow, 

Are  ftoi'J  with  Corn,  to  make  your  needy  Bread, 

And  give  them  life,  whom  hunger  ftarv'd  half  dead. Omnes.  The  gods  of  Greece  protect  you, 

And  we'll  pray  for  you. 

Per.  Arife,  I  pray  you,  arife  •,  we  do  not  look  for  reve- 
rence, but  for  love,  and  harbourage  for  our  felf,  our  Ships, 

and  men. 
Cleon.  The  which  when  any  (hall  not  gratific, 

Or  pay  you  with  unthankfulnefs  in  thought, 
Be  it  our  Wives,  our  Children  or  our  felves, 
The  Curfe  of  Heaven  and  Mm  fucceed  their  evils  : 

Till  when,  the  which  ( I  hope)  fhall  ne're  be  feen, 
Your  Grace  is  welcome  to  our  Town  and  us. 

Per.  Which  welcome  we'll  accept,  Feaft  here  a  while, 
Until  our  Stars  that  frown,  lend  us  a  fmile.  XSxemt. 

ABus  Secundus. 

Enter  Cower. 

Gower.T  TEre  have  you  feen  a  mighty  King, 
JLi  His  Child,  1  wis,  to  inceft  bring  i 

A  better  Prince  and  benign  Lord, 
That  will  prove  awful  both  in  deed  and  word. 
Be  quiet  then,  as  men  fhould  be., 
Till  he  hath  pafi  neceffity  : 

Ftl  jhew  you  thofe  in  troubles  reignt 
Lofingamyte,  a  tJMonntain  gain : 
The  good  in  converfatiqn, 
To  whom  I  give  my  benix.on. 
Is  ft  ill  at  Tharfus,  where  each  man 
Thinks  all  is  writ  he  fpoken  can : 
esfnd  to  remember  what  he  does, 
Build  his  Statue  to  make  him  glorious  : 
'But  tidings  to  the  contrary^ 

Are  brought  t '  your  Eyes,  what  need  fpea\  I. 

Dumb  fhow. 

Enter  at  one  Door  Pericles  talking  with  Cleon,  all  the  Train 
with  them.  Enter  at  another  Door,  a  Gentleman  with 
a  Letter  to  Pericles  •  Pericles  fhews  the  Letter  to  Cleon, 
Pericles  gives  the  MefTenger  a  reward, and  Knights  him 

[£xit  Pericles  at  one  Door,  and  Cleon  at  another 

tTWHellican  that  ftaid  at  home, 
Not  to  eat  honey  like  a  Drone, 

From  others  labours  '■,  for  though  he  ftrive 
To  killen  bad,  keep  good  alive  : 
And  to  fulfil  his  Princes  defire^ 
Savd  one  of  all  that  haps  in  Tyre : 
How  Thaliard  came  full  bent  with  fin, 
And  had  intent  to  murder  him  ; 
And  that  in  Tharfus  was  not  beft, 

Longer  for  him  to  make  his  reft  : 
He  doing  fo,  put  forth  to  Seas, 
Where  when  men  bin,  there's  feldome  eafe, 
For  now  the  Wind  begins  to  blow, 
Thunder  above,  ard  deeps  below, 
*JMakes  fuch  unquiet,  that  the  fl;ip 
Should  houfe  him  jafe,  is  wrackt  and  fplit, 
And  he  (good  Prince )  having  all  loft, 

By  Waves,  from  Qoaft  to  Coaft  is  toft : 
All  perifhen  of  man,  of  pelf, 

Ne  ought  efcapend  but  himfelf ; 
Ttll  fortune  tired  with  doing  bad, 

Rrr  3  Threw 
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Threw  him  afoore  to  give  htm  glad  : 
ts4nd  here  he  comes  j  what  foull  be  next, 

Pardon  old  Gower,  thus  long's  the  1  ext. 

Enter  Pericles  wet. 

Per.  Yet  ceafe  your  ire,  you  angry  Stars  of  Heaven, 
Wind,  Rain,  and  Thunder  :  Remember  earthly  man 
is  but  a  fubftance  that  mull:  yield  to  you : 
And  I  (as  fits  my  nature)  do  obey  you. 
Alas,  the  Seas  hath  cait  me  on  the  Rocks, 
Wafht  me  from  more  to  more,  and  left  my  breath 
Nothing  to  think  on,  but  enfuing  Death  : 
Let  it  fuffice  the  greatnefs  of  your  powers, 
To  have  bereft  a  Prince  of  all  his  fortunes, 
And  having  thrown  him  from  your  watry  grave, 

Here  to  have  D;ath  in  peace,  is  all  he'll  crave. 

Enter  three  Filhermen. 

1.  What,  to  pelch? 
2.  Ha,  come  and  bring  away  the  Nets, 
i.  What  patch  breech,  I  fay. 
3.  What  fay  you,  Matter? 
1  •  Look  how  thou  ftirreft  now. 

Come  away,  or  Pie  fetch  thee  with  a  wannion. 
3 .  Faith.Mafter,  I  am  thinking  of  the  poor  men 

That  were  calf  away  before  us,  even  now. 
1.  Alas,  poor  Souls,  it  grieved  my  heart  to  hear 

What  pittiful  cries  they  made  to  us,  to  help  them, 
When  (welladay)  we  could  fcarcely  help  our  felves. 

3.  Nay,  Malter,  faid  not  1  as  much, 

When  I  faw  the  Porpas  how  he  bounc'd  and  tumbled  ? 
They  fay,  they  are  half  fifh,  half  flefh  : 

A  plague  on  them,they  ne're  come  but  I  look  to  be  wafbt. 
Mailer,  I  marvel  how  the  fiflies  live  in  the  Sea  ? 

1.  Why  as  men  do  a  Land, 
The  great  ones  eat  up  the  little  ones : 
I  can  compare  our  rich  Mifers,  to  nothing  fo  fitly 
As  to  a  Whale  ;  he  plaies  and  tumbles, 
Driving  the  poor  Fry  before  him, 
And  at  laft  devours  them  all  at  a  mouthful. 

Such  Whales  have  I  heard  on  a'th  land, 
Who  never  leave  gaping,  till  they  (wallowed 
The  whole  Parifh,  Church,  Steeple,  Bells  and  all. 

Per.  A  pretty  Moral. 
3 .  But,  Matter,  if  I  had  been  the  Sexton 

I  would  have  been  that  day  in  the  Belfrey. 
2.  Why,  man  ? 
3.  Becaufe  he  fiiould  have  fwallowed  me  too, 

And  when  I  had  been  in  his  belly, 
I  would  have  kept  fuch  a  jangling  of  the  bells, 
That  he  fhould  never  have  left, 
Till  he  caft  bells,  Steeple,  Church  and  Parifh  up  again  : 
But  if  the  good  King  Symonides  were  of  my  mind, 

Per.  Symonides  ? 
3.  We  would  purge  the  Land  of  thefe  Drones, 

That  rob  the  Bee  of  her  honney . 
Per.  How  from  the  fenny  fubjecl;  of  the  Sea 

Thefe  filhers  tell  the  infirmities  of  men, 
And  from  their  watry  Empire  recollect, 
All  that  may  men  approve,  or  men  detecT:. 
Peace  be  at  your  labour,  honeft  fi mermen. 

2.Honeft,good  fellow, what's  that,if  it  be  a  day  fits  you, 
Search  out  of  the  Kalender,  and  no  body  look  after  it? 

Per.  Y'may  fee  the  Sea  hath  caft  me  upon  your  coatt. 
2.  What  a  drunken  knave  was  the  Sea, 

To  caft  thee  in  our  way. 
Per.  A  man  whom  both  the  waters  and  the  wind, 

In  that  vaft  Tennis-Court,  hath  made  the  Ball 
For  them  to  play  upon,  intreats  you  pitty  him  : 

He  asks  of  you,  that  rtever  us'd  to  beg. 
1.  No,  friend,  cannot  you  beg? 

Here's  them  in  our  Country  of  Greece, 

.  Jet  more  with  begging,  than  we  can  do  with  working.' 2.  Canft  thou  catch  any  Fifties  then  ? 

Per.  1  never  practis'd  it. 
2.  Nay  then  thou  wilt  ftarve  fure  •,  for  here's  nothing  to 

be  got  now-a  daies,  unL-fs  thou  canft  fifh  for't. 
Per.  What  I  have  been,  I  have  forgot  to  know ; 

But  what  I  am,  want  teaches  me  to  think  on  : 

A  man  throng'd  up  with  cold,  my  veins  are  chill, And  have  no  more  of  life,  than  may  fuffice 

To  give  my  tongue  that  heat  to  ask  your  help: 
Which  if  you  (hall  refufe,  when  I  am  dead, 
For  that  I  am  a  man,  pray  fee  me  buried. 

1.  Die  ke-tha,  now  gods  forbid,  1  have  a  gown  here, 
come  put  it  on,keep  thee  warm :  nowafore  me  a  handfome 

fellow :  Come,  thou  lhalt  go  home,  and  we'll  have  rlefh  for 
all  day,  fifh  for  fatting  days  and  more  ;  or  Puddings  and 
Flap-jacks,  and  thou  lhalt  be  welcom. 

Ter.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 
2.  Hark  you,  my  friend,  You  faid  you  could  not  beg. 
Per.  1  did  but  crave. 
2.  But  crave  ?  then  Pie  turn  craver  too, 

And  fo  I  fhall  fcape  whipping. 

Per.  Why,  are  all  your  beggers  whiptthen? 
2.  Oh  not  all,  my  friend,  not  ail :  for  if  all  your  beggers 

were  whipt,  I  would  wifh  no  better  office,than  to  be  Beadle. 

But,  Matter,  l'le  go  draw  the  Net. Per.  How  well  this  honett  mirth  becomes  their  labour  ? 

1.  Hark  you,  Sir,  do  you  know  where  ye  are  ? 
Per.  Not  well. 

1.  I  tell  you,  this  is  called  Pantapolis, 
And  our  King,  the  good  Symonides. 

Per.  The  good  King  Symonides,  do  you  call  him  ? 

1.  I  Sir,  and  he  deferves  fo  to  be  call'd, 
For  his  peaceable  reign,  and  good  government. 

Per.  He  is  a  happy  King,  fince  he  gains  from 
His  Subjects,  the  name  ofgood,  by  his  government. 
How  far  is  his  Court  dittant  from  this  Ihore  ? 

1.  Marry,  Sir,  half  a  daies  journey :  and  l'le  tell  you,  he 
hath  a  fair  daughter,  and  to  morrow  is  her  birth-day,  and 
there  a#e  Princes  and  Knights  come  from  all  parts  of  the 

world,  to  Juft  and  Turney  for  her  love. 
Per.  Were  my  fortunes  equal  to  my  defires, 

I  could  wifh  to  make  one  there. 
2.  Oh  Sir,  things  mutt  be  as  they  may :  and  what  a  man 

Cannot  get,  he  may  lawfully  deal  for  his  wives  Soul. 

Enter  the  two  Fifhermen,  drawing  up  a  Net. 

2.  Help.Mafter,  help,  here's  a  fifh  hangs  in  the  Net,like 
a  poor  mans  right  in  the  law,  'twill  hardly  come  out.  Ha 
bots  on't,  'tis  come  at  laft,  and  'tis  turned  to  a  rutty  Armor. 

Per.  An  Armor,  friends,  I  pray  you  let  me  fee  it. 

Thanks,  Fortune,  yet  that  after  all  crofTes, 
Thou  giveft  me  foraewhat  to  repair  my  felf : 
And  though  it  was  mine  own,  part  of  mine  heritage^ 
Which  my  dead  father  did  bequeath  to  me, 
With  this  ftricl:  charge,  even  as  he  left  his  life : 

Keep  it,  my  Pericles,  it  hath  been  a  (hield 
'Twixt  me  and  Death  ;  and  pointed  to  this  Brayfe  .• 
For  that  it  faved  me ;  keep  it  in  like  necefJity  : 
The  which  thegcjds  protect  thee,  Fame  may  defend  thee. 
It  kept  where  1  kept,  I  fo  dearly  loved  it, 
Till  the  rough  Seas  (that  fpares  not  any  man) 

Took  it  in  rage,  "though  calm'd  hath  given 't  again : 
I  thank  thee  for't,  my  fhipwrack  now'sno  ill, 
Since  I  have  here  my  Fathers  gift  in's  will. 

1.  V  Vat  mean  you,  Sir? 

Per.  To  beg  of  you  (kind  friends)  this  coat  of  worth, 
For  it  was  fometime  Targec  to  a  King, 

I  know  it  by  this  mark  :  he  lov'd  me  dearly, 
And  for  this  fake,  I  wifh  the  having  of  it : 

And  that  you'd  guide  me  to  your  Soveraigns  Court, 
Where  with  it  I  may  appear  a  Gentleman : 

And  if  that  ever  my  low  fortune's  better, 
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l'lc  pay  your  bounties ;  till  then  reft  your  debter. 
|     i.  Why,  wilt  thou  tuiney  for  the  Lady? 

Per.  Tie  Ihew  the  vertue  I  have  born  in  Arms. 

1.  Why,  take  it,  and  the  gods  give  thee  good  on't. 
2.  But  hark  you,  my  friend,  'twas  we  that  made  up  this 

garment  through  the  rough  foams  of  the  waters :  there  are 
certain  condolements,  certain  vails  ̂   I  hope,  Sir,  if  you 

thrive,  you'll  remember  from  whence  you  had  them. 
Per.  Believe  it  I  will  : 

By  your  furtherance  I  am  cloathed  in  Steel, 
And  fpight  of  all  the  rupture  of  the  Sea, 
This  Jewel  holds  his  building  on  my  Arm 
Unto  thy  value  I  will  mount  my  feJf. 
Upon  a  Courfer,  whofe  delightful  fteps, 
Shall  make  the  gazer  joy  to  fee  him  tread : 

Only  (my  friend)  I  yet  am  unprovided  of  a  pair  of  Bafes. 

2.  We'll  fure  provide,  thou  fhalt  have 
My  beft  gown  to  make  thee  a  pair ; 
And  I'Je  bring  thee  to  the  Court  my  felf. 

<Per.  Then  honour  be  but  a  Goal  to  my  will, 

This  day  I'le  rife,  or  elfe  add  ill  to  ill. 

Enter  Symonides  mth  Attendants,  and  Thaifa. 

Are  the  Knights  ready  to  begin  the  Triumph  ? 
i.  Lord.  Taey  are,my  Liege,and  ftay  your  coming, 

To  prefent  themfelves. 
King.  Return  them  j  we  are  ready,  and  our  Daughter 

In  honour  of  whofe  birth,  thefe  triumphs  are,  (here, 
Sits  here  like  beauties  child,  whom  Nature  gat, 
For  men  to  fee,  and  feeing  wonder  at. 

Thai.  It  pieafeth  you  (my  royal  father)  to  exprefs 

My  commendations  great,  whofe  merit's  lefs. 
Kmg.  It's  fit  it  fhould  be  fo    for  Princes  are 

A  model  which  Heaven  makes  like  it  felf: 

As  Jewels  lofe  their  glory,  if  neglected, 
So  Princes  their  Renowns,  if  not  refpected. 

'Tis  now  your  honour  (Daughter)  to  entertain 
The  labour  of  each  Knight,  in  his  device. 

Thai.  Which  to  preferve  mine  honour,l'le  perform. 
The  firft  Knight  pajfes  by. 

King.  Who  is  the  firft  that  doth  prefer  himfelf  ? 
Thai.  A  Knight  of  Sparta  (my  renowned  Father) 

And  the  device  he  bears  upon  his  fhield, 
Is  a  black  ̂ Ethiop  reaching  at  the  Sun 
The  word  ,  Lux  tua  vita  rrnhi. 

King.  He  loves  you  well,  that  holds  his  life  of  you. 
The  fecond  Knight. 

Who  is  the  fecond,  that  prefents  himfelf? 
Thai.  A  Prince  of  CMacedon  (my  royal  Father) 

Aod  the  device  he  bears  upon  his  Shield, 

Is  an  armed  Knight,  that's  conquer'd  by  a  Lady. 
The  Motto  thus  in  Spanifh,  Pue  Per  doleera  kee  per  forfa. 

The  third  Knight* 

King.  And  what's  the  third  ? Thai.  The  third  of  tsintioch  \  and  his  device 
A  wreath  of  Chivalry :  the  word,  <JMe  Pompey  provexit 

The  fourth  Knight.  (apex. 
King.  What  is  the  fourth? 

Thai.  A  burning  Torch  that's  turned  upfide  down , 
The^word,  Qui  me  alit  me  extingnit. 

Kin?.  Which  mews  that  beauty  hath  his  power  and 
Which  can  as  well  enflame,  as  it  can  kill.  (will, 

The  fifth  Knight. 
Thai.  The  fifth,  an  hand  environed  with  clouds, 

Holding  out  gold,  that's  by  the  touch-ftone  tri'd  : The  Motto  thus,  Sic  fpettanda  fides. 
The  fixth  Knight. 

Kmg.  And  what's  the  fixth  and  laft,  the  which  the 

Knight  himfelf  with  fuch  a  graceful  courtefie  deliver'd  > Thai.  He  feems  to  be  a  ftranger :  but  his  prefent  is 

A  withered  Branch,  that's  only  green  at  top ; 
The  Motto,  In  hac  Jpe  vivo. 

Kmg.  A  pretty  moral  \  from  the  dejected  ftate  wherein 

he  is,  he  hopes  by  you  his  fortunes  yet  may  flourifh. 
1.  Lord*  He  had  need  mean  better  than  his  outward 

fhewcanany  way  fpeak  in  his  juft  commend  :  For  by  his 
rulty  outfide,  he  appears  to  have  paiftifed  more  the  Whip- 
ftock,  than  the  Lance. 

2.  Lord.  He  well  may  bea  ftranger,  for  he  comes  to  an 
honour'd  triumph  ftrangely  fumifhr. 

3  Lord.  And  on  fet  purpofe  let  his  armour  ruft 
Una]  this  day,  to  fcowre  it  in  the  duft. 

King.  Opinion's  but  a  fcol,that  makes  us  fcan 
The  outward  habit  by  the  inward  man. 
But  ftay,  the  Knights  are  ccming, 
We  will  withdraw  into  the  Gallery. 

Great  Jhouts,  and  &U,  cry>  The  mean  Knight. 

Enter  the  King  and  Knights  from  Tilting. 

King.  Knights,to  fay  you're  welcom,were  fuperfluous. 
To  place  upon  the  volum  of  your  deeds, 
As  in  a  Title  page,  your  worth  in  armes, 

Were  more  than  you  expect,  or  more  than's  fit, 
Since  every  worth  in  (hew  commends  it  felf : 
Prepare  for  mirth  for  mil  th  comes  at  a  feaft. 
You  are  Princes,  and  my  guefts. 

Thai.  But  you,  my  Knight  and  gueft. 
Tb  whom  this  wreath  of  Victory  1  give, 
And  Crown  you  King  of  this  days  happinefs. 

Per.  Tis  more  by  fortune  (Lady)  than  by  merit. 
King.  Call  it  by  what  you  will,  the  day  is  yours, 

And  here,  I  hope,  is  none  that  envies  it : 
In  framing  an  Artift,  art  hath  thus  decreed, 
To  make  fome  good,  but  others  to  exceed, 

And  you  her  labour'd  Scholar :  come,  Queen  oth'  Feaft, 
For  (Daughter)  fo  you  are,  here  take  your  place : 
Martial  the  reft,  as  they  deferve  their  grace. 

Knights.  We  are  honoured  much  by  good  Symonides. 
King.  Your  prefence  glads  our  days,  honour  we  lovei 

For  who  hates  honour,  hates  the  gods  above. 
K&farfh,  Sir,  yonder  is  your  place. 
Per.  Some  other  is  more  fit. 

i.  Knight.  Contend  not,  Sir,  for  we  are  Gentlemen, 
That  neither  in  our  hearts,  nor  outward  Eyes, 
Envy  the  great,  nor  do  the  low  defpife. 

Per.  You  are  right  courteous  Knights. 
Kmg.  Sit,  fit,  fit. 
By  Jove  (I  wonder)  that  is  King  of  thoughts, 

Thefe  Cates  refill  me,  he  not  thought  upon. 
Thai.  By  Juno  (that  is  Queen  of  Marriage) 

All  Viands  that  I  eat  do  feem  unfavoury, 

Wifhing  him  my  meat  :  fure  he's  a  gallant  Gentleman. 
King.  He's  but  a  country  gentleman :  has'done  no  more 

Than  other  Knights  have  done,  has  broken  a  ftaff, 
Or  fo  •,  let  it  pafs. 

Thai.  To  me  he  feems  a  Diamond  to  Glafs. 

Per.  Yon  King's  to  me,  like  to  my  Father's  picture, 
Which  tells  me  in  that  glory  once  he  was, 
And  Princes  fat  like  ftars  about  his  Throne, 
And  he  the  Sun,  for  them  to  reverence  \ 
None  that  beheld  him,  but  like  lefler  lights, 
Did  vail  their  Crowns  to  his  fupremacy \ 
Where  now  his  Son,  like  a  Glo- worm  in  the  Night, 
The  which  hath  fire  in  darknefs,  none  in  Light ; 

Whereby  I  fee  that  Time's  the  King  of  men, 
For  he's  their  Parents,  and  he  is  their  grave. 
And  gives  them  what  he  will,  not  what  they  crave. 

King.  What,  are  you  merry,  Knights? 
Knights.  Who  can  be  other  in  this  royal  prefence  ? 

King.  Here,with  a  cup  that's  ftirr'd  unto  the  brim, 
As  you  do  love,  fill  to  your  Miftrefs  lips, 
We  drink  this  health  to  you. 

Knights.  We  thank  your  Grace. 
King.  Yet  pawfe  a  while, 

Yon  Knight  doth  fit  too  melancholy, 

As] 
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As  if  the  entertainment  in  our  Court, 
Had  not  a  (hew  might  counteravil  his  worth : 
Note  it  not  you,  Thxfa  , 

Thai.  What  is't  to  me,  my  Father  ? 
King.  O,  attend,  my  Daughter, 

Princes  in  this,  mould  Jive  IH.^  gods  above, 
Who  freely  give  to  every  one  that  come  to  honour  them 
And  Princes  not  doing  lb,  are  !like  to  Gnats, 
Which  make  a  found,  but  kilIM  are  wondred  at  * 
Therefore  to  make  his  entrance  now  morefweet, 
Here  fay  we  drink  this  Handing  bowl  of  Wine  to  him. 

Thai.  Alas,  my  Father,  it  befits  not  me, 

Unto  a  Itranger  Knight  to  be-1  lb  bold, 
He  may  my  proffer  take  for  an  offence, 
Since  Men  take  Womens  gifts  for  Impudence. 

King.  How  ?  do  as  I  bid  you,  or  you'll  move  me  elfe. 
Thai.  Now  by  the  Gods,  he  could  not  pleafe  me  better. 
King.  And  furthermore  tell  him, 

We  deiire  to  know  of  him, 
Of  whence  he  is,  his  Name  and  Parentage. 

Thai.  The  King  ray  Father  (Sir )  hath  drunk  to  you. 
Per.  I  thank  him. 

Thai  Wifhing  it  ib  much  bloud  unto  your  life. 

'Per.  I  thank  both  him  and  you,  and  pledge  him  freely. 
Thai.  And  further  he  defires  to  know  of  you, 

Of  whence  you  are,  your  Name  and  Parentage. 

'Per.  A  Gentleman  of  Tyre,  my  name  Periclts, 
My  education  been  in  Arts  and  Armes, 
Who  looking  for  adventures  in  the  world, 
Was  by  the  rough  Seas  reft  of  Ihips  and  men, 
And  after  fhip-wrack,  driven  upon  this  (hore. 

Thai.  He  than  <s  your  Grace  •,  names  bimfelf  Pericles, 
A  Gentleman  of  Tyre,who  only  by  misfortune  of  the  feas, 
Bereft  of  fhips  and  men,  call:  on  the  fhore. 

Kmg.  Now  by  the  gods,  I  pitty  his  misfortune, 
And  will  awake  him  from  his  Melancholy. 
Come,  Gentlemen,  we  lit  too  long  on  trifles, 
And  wafte  the  time,  which  looks  for  other  revels. 
Even  in  your  armours  as  you  are  addreft, 
Will  very  well  become  a  Souldiers  dance: 
I  will  not  have  excufe,  with  faying  that 
Loud  Mufick  is  too  harlh  for  Ladies  heads, 
Since  they  love  men  in  Armes,  as  well  as  beds. 

[They  Dance. 
So,  this  was  well  ask'd,  'twas  well  perform'd, 
Come,  Sir,  here's  a  Lady  that  wants  breathing  too : 
And  I  have  heard,  you  Knights  of  Tyre, 
Are  excellent  in  making  Ladies  trip, 
And  that  their  meafures  are  as  excellent. 

Per.  In  thofe  that  practife  them,  they  are  (my  Lord.) 

King.  Oh  that's  as  much,  as  you  would  be  deny'd 
Of  your  fair  courtefie ,  unclafp,  unclafp. 

C  They  Dance. 
Thanks,  Gentlemen,  to  all  ;  all  have  done  well, 
But  you  the  belt :  Pages  and  lights,  to  conduct 
Thefe  Knights  unto  their  feveral  Lodgings : 
Yours,  Sir,  we  have  given  order  to  be  next  our  own. 

Per.  I  am  at  your  Graces  pleafure. 
King.  Princes,  it  is  too  late  to  talk  of  love, 

And  that's  the  mark  I  know  you  level  at : 
Therefore  each  one  betake  him  to  his  reft, 
To  morrow,  all  for  fpeeding  do  their  beft. 

Enter  Hellicanus,  and  Efcanes. 

Hell.  No,  Ejcanes,  know  this  of  me, 

v^ntiochm  from  inceft  liv'd  not  free : 
For  which,  the  mod  high  gods  not  minding 
Longer  to  with-hold  the  vengeance  that 
They  had  inftore,  due  to  hishainous 
Capital  offence  ;  even  in  the  height  and  pride 
Of  all  his  glory,  when  he  wasfeated  in 
A  Chariot  of  an  ineftimable  value,  and  his  Daughter 

With  him ;  a  fire  from  Heaven  came  and  fhrivel'd 

Up  thofe  bodies,  even  to  loathing,  for  they  fo  flunk 
Tnat  all  thofe  eyes  ador'd  them,  ere  their  faM, 
-.corn  now  their  hand  fhould  give  them  burial. 

Sjcanes   It  was  very  (Irange. 
Hell.  And  yet  but  juftice  :, 

For  thougri  this  King  were  great, 
His  greatnefs  was  no  guard  to  bare  Heavens  lhaft, 
By  fin  had  his  reward. 

Ejcanes.  'Tis  very  true. 

Enter  mo  or  three  Lords. 

1.  Lord.  See,  not  a  man  in  private  conference 

Or  counfel,  hath  refpect  with  him  but  he.         -:  - 
2.  Lord.  1 1  (hall  no  longer  grieve  without  reproof. 
3.  Lord.  And  curlt  be  he  that  will  not  fecond  it. 
1.  Lord.  Follow  me  then  :  Lord  Hellicane,  a  word. 
Hell.  With  me  ?  and  welcom,  happy  nay,  my  Lords. 
1.  Lord.  Know  that  our  griefs  are  men  to  the  top, 

And  now  at  length  they  over  flow  their  banks. 
Hell.  Your  griefs,  for  what  ? 

Wrong  not  your  Prince  you  love. 
1 .  Lord.  Wrong  not  your  felf  then,  noble  Hellican, 

But  if  the  Prince  do  live,  let  us  falute  him, 

Or  know  what  ground's  made  happy  by  his  breath : 
If  in  the  world  he  live,  we'll  feek  him  out : 
If  in  his  grave  he  reft,  we'll  find  him  there, 
And  be  refolv'd,  he  lives  to  govern  us : 
Or  dead,  give's  caufe  to  mourn  his  Funeral, And  leave  us  to  our  free  Election. 

2.  Lor.  Whofe  death  indeed,the  ftrongeftinour<;enfure, 
And  knowing  this  kingdom  is  without  a  head, 
Like  goodly  buildings  left  without  a  Roof, 
Soon  fall  to  ruine :  your  noble  felf, 
That  beft  knows  how  to  rule,  and  how  to  reign, 
We  thus  fubmit  unto  our  Soveraign. 
Omna.  Live,  noble  Hellican. 

Hell.  Try  honours  caufe •,  forbear  your  fuffr ages: 
If  that  you  love  Prince  'Pericles,  forbear: 
( Take  I  your  wilh,  I  leap  into  the  Seas, 

Where's  hourly  trouble,  for  a  minutes  eafe) 
A  twelve  month  longer,  let  me  entreat  you 
To  forbear  the  abfence  of  your  King  \ 

If  in  which  time  expir'd,  he  not  return, 
I  lhall  with  aged  patience  bear  your  yoke. 
But  if  I  cannot  win  you  to  this  love, 
Gofearch  like  Nobles,  like  noble  Subjects, 

And  in  your  fearch,  fpend  your  adventurous  worth, 
Whom  if  you  find,  and  win  unto  return, 
You  fhall  like  Diamonds  fit  about  his  Crown. 

1  Lord.  To  wifdom,  he's  a  fool  that  will  not  yield, 
And  fince  Lord  Hellican  enjoyneth  us, 
We  with  our  travels  will  endeavor. 

Hell.  Then  you  love  us,  we  you, and  we'll  clafp  hands, 
When  Peers  thus  knit,  a  Kingdom  ever  ftands.  [.Exit. 

Enter  the  Kingreading  of  a  Letter,  at  one  doer, 
and  the  Knights  meet  him. 

1.  Knight.  Good  morrow  to  the  good  Symonides. 
Kmg.  Knights,from  my  Daughter  this  1  let  you  know, 

That  for  this  twelve-month,  fhe'U  not  undertake 
A  married  life  •  her  reafon  to  her  felf  is  only  known, 
Which  yet  from  her  by  no  means  can  I  get. 

2.  Knight.  May  we  notgetaccefs  to  her  (my  Lord). 
King.  Faith,  by  no  means,  (he  hath  fo  ltrictly 

Ty'd  her  to  her  Chamber,  that  'tis  impolfible  : 
One  twelve  Moons  more  fhe'll  wear  Diana's  livery : 
This  by  the  eye  of  Cynthia  hath  fhe  vowed, 
And  on  her  Virgin  honour  will  not  break. 

3  .King.  Loth  to  bid  fare  wel,  we  take  our  leaves.  [Exit. 
King.  So,  they  are  well  difpatcht, 

Now  to  my  daughters  Letter }  fne  tells  me  here, 
She'll  wed  the  Itranger  Knight, 

Or 
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OV  never  more  to  view  nor  day  nor  light. 
Tis  well,  Mifttis,  your  choice  agrees  with  mine, 

I  like  that  well :  nay  how  abfolute  (lie's  in't, 
Not  minding  whether  I  diflike  or  no. 
Well,  I  do  commend  her  choice,  and  will  no  longer 
Have  it  be  delayed :  foft,  here  he  comes, 
1  mull  diflemble  it. 

Enter  Pericles. 

Per.  AH  fortune  to  the  good  Symonides. 
Kmg.  To  you  as  much :  Sir,  I  am  beholding  to  you, 

For  your  fweet  mufickthis  laft  night : 
I  do  proteft,  my  ears  were  never  better  fed 
With  fuch  delightful  pleaCng  harmony. 

Per.  It  is  your  Grace's  pleafure  to  commend, 
Not  my  defert. 

King.  Sir,  you  aje  Muficks  matter. 
Per.  The  worft  of  all  her  Scholars  (my  good  Lord) 
King.  Let  me  ask  you  one  thing. 

What  do  you  think  of  my  Daughter,  Sir  ? 
Per.  A  moft  virtuous  Princefs, 

King.  And  (lie's  fair  too,  is  (he  not  ? 
Per.  As  a  fair  day  in  Summer :  wondrous  fair. 
Kmg.  Sir,  my  Daughter  thinks  very  well  of  you, 

I,  fo  well,  tnac  you  muft  be  her  Matter, 
And  (he  will  be  your  Scholar  ̂   therefore  look  to  it. 

Per.  1  am  unworthy  to  be  her  Schoolmafter. 
King.  She  thinks  not  fo.perufe  this  writing  elfe. 

Per.  What's  here,  a  Letter, 
That  flie  loves  the  Knight  of  Tyre  ? 

'Tis  the  King's  fubtilty  to  have  my  life  : 
Oh  feek  not  to  intrap  me,  gracious  Lord, 
A  ftranger  and  diftrefTed  Gentleman, 

That  never  aim'd  fo  high  to  love  your  Daughter, But  bent  all  offices  to  honour  her. 

King.  Thou  haft  bewitcht  my  Daughter, 
And  thou  art  a  Villain. 

Per.  By  the  gods  I  have  not  •,  never  did  thought 
Of  mine  levy  offence  ̂   nor  never  did  my  actions 
Yet  commence  a  deed  might  gain  her  love, 
Or  your  difpleafure. 

King.  Traitor,  thoo  lyeft. 
Per.  Traitor .' 
King.  I ,  Traitor. 
Ter.  Even  in  his  throat,  unlefs  it  be  a  King, 

That  calls  me  Traitor,  I  return  the  lye. 

King,  Now  by  the  gods  1  do  applaud  his  courage. 
Ter.  My  actions  are  as  noble  as  my  thoughts, 

That  never  relifnt  of  a  bafe  defcent: 
I  came  unto  the  Court  for  honours  caufe, 
And  not  be  a  Rebel  to  her  ftate : 

And  he  that  otherwife  accounts  of  me, 

This  Sword  fhall  prove,  he's  honour's  enemy. 
King.  No  ?  here  comes  my  Daughter,fhe  can  witnefs  it. 

Enter  Thaifa. 

Per.  Then  as  you  are  as  virtuous,  as  fair, 
Refoive  your  angry  Father,  if  my  tongue 

Did  e're  folicite,  or  my  hand  fubfcribe 
To  any  fyllable  that  made  love  to  you  ? 

Thai.  Why,  Sir,  if  you  had,  who  takes  offence, 
At  that  would  make  me  glad  ? 

Kmg.  Yea,  miftris,  are  you  fo  peremptory  ? 
I  am  glad  of  it  withal  my  heart,  XjiAfide. 
Tie  tame  you,  Tie  bring  you  in  fubjection. 
Will  you,  not  having  my  confent, 
Beftow  your  love  and  your  affections 
Upon  a  ftranger  ?  who,  for  ought  I  know,  Z^fide. 
May  be  (nor  can  I  think  the  contrary) 
As  great  in  blood  as  I  my  fclf. 
Therefore  hear  you,  Miftrefs,  either  frame 
Your  will  to  mine ;  and  you,  Sir,  hear  you, 

Either  be  rul'd  by  me,  or  1'le  make  you  
Man  and  Wife*,  nay,  come, your  hands 
And  lips  muft  feal  it  too :  and  being  joyn'd, 
Tie  thus  your  hopes  deftroy,  and  for  further  grief, 
God  give  you  joy ;  what,  are  you  both  pleafed  ? 

Thai.  Yes,  If  you  love  me,  Sir. 
Per.  Even  as  my  life,  or  blood  that  fofters  it. 
Kmg.  What,  are  you  both  agreed/ 
Amb.  Yes,  if  it  pleafe  your  Mjjsfty. 
King.  It  pleafeth  me  fo  well,  that  1  will  fee  you  wed, 

And  then  with  what  hafte  you  can,  get  you  to  bed. 

Enter  gower. 

Now  yjleep  Jlikcd  hath  the  rout. 
No  dm  but  fnores  about  the  Houfe, 
vj^iade  louder  by  the  ore-fee  beaft, 
Of  xhts  mofi  pompom  marriage  feafi  ; 
The  Cat  with  eyne  of  burning  coal, 
Now  couches  from  the  Moufes  hole ; 
nSlnd  Cricket  Sing  at  the  Ovens  mouthy 
Are  the  blither  for  their  drouth  : 
Hymen,  hath  brought  the  Bride  to  bed. 
Where  by  the  lofs  of  zJ7ldaidenhcad, 
ist  Babe  is  moulded ,  by  at  tent, 
And  time  that  is  fo  briefly  /pent, 

With  your  fine  fancies  quaintly  each, 

What's  dumb  in  {hew,  VU  plain  with  Jpeech. 

Enter  Pericles  and  Symonides  atone  door  with  Attendants, a 

MefTenger  meets  them,  kntels,'and  gives  Pericles  a  Let- 
ter, Pericles  {hews  is  Symonides,  the  Lords  kneel  to  him  5 

then  enter  Thaifa  with  child,  with  Lychorida  a  Nurfe,the 
King  fhews  her  the  Letter,  fhe  rejoyces :  fhe  and  Tencles 
take  leave  of  her  Father,  and  depart. 

By  many  a  dearn  and  painful  pearch 
Of  Pericles,  the  careful  fearchy 
By  the  four  oppofing  Crignes, 
Which  the  World  together  joynest 
Is  made  with  all  due  diligence, 
That  horfe  and  fail,  and  high  expence, 

Can  fleed  the  qnefl  at  las~h  from  Tyre, Fame  anfwering  the  mofi  firange  enquire, 

To  thy  (fourt  of  King  Symonides, 
^Are  Letters  brought,  the  tenour  thefe : 

Antiochus  and  his  Daughter's  dead, 
The  men  of  Tyrus,  on  the  head 
Of  Hellicanus  would  fet  on 
The  Crown  of  Tyre,  but  he  will  none  i 
The  mutiny  he  there  hafies  Copprefs, 

Sayes  to  them,  if  King  Pericles 
Come  not  home  in  twice  fx  Moms, 
He,  obedient  to  their  dooms, 
Will  take  the  Crown:  the  fumm  of  this 

"Brought  hither  to  Pentapolis, 
Irony  flied  the  Regions  round, 
And  every  one  with  claps  can  found, 
Our  heir  apparent  is  a  King: 
Who  dreamt?  who  thought  of  fuch  a  thing? 

"Brief,  he  mufi  hence  depart  to  Tyre, 
His  Queen  with  child ,  makes  her  defire, 
Which  who  fhall  crofs  along  to  go, 
Omit  we  all  their  dole  and  woe  : 
Lychorida  her  ̂ Njirje  fie  takes, 
And  fo  to  Sea ;  then  veffel  fliakes 
On  Neptunes  billow,  half  the  flood 

Hath  their  Keel  cut :  but  fortune  mov'dy 
Varies  again,  the  grifly  North 
Difgorges  fuch  a  tempefi  forth, 

That  as  a  'Duck,  for  life  that  drives, 
So  up  and  duwn  the  poor  (hip  dives  : 

The  Lady  fhreekj,  and  well  a-ncar, 
Doth  fall  in  travel  with  her  fear  : 
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And^that  endues  in  this  felf  ftormy 

Shall' for  it  feif,  it  felf  perform  : /  nill  relate  ,   Ailton  may 

Conveniently  the  reft  conveys  ' 
Which  might  not?  what  by  me  is  tcldt 
In  your  imagination  hold : 

This  Stagey  the  Ship,  upon  whofe  'Deck 
The  Seas  toft  Pericles  appears  to  fpcak. 

Enter  Pericles  on  Shipboard. 

Per.  The  God  of  this  great  vaft,  rebuke  thefe  furges 
Which  walh  both  Heaven  and  Hell,  and  thou  that  haft 
Upon  the  winds  command,  bind  them  in  Brafs, 

Having call'd  them  from  the  deep,  O  ftill 
Thy  d earning  dreadful  thunders ;  daily  quench 
Thy  nimble  fulphurous  ftafhes :  O  bow,Lychorida  ? 
How  does  my  Queen?  then  ftorm  venomoufly, 
Wilt  thou  fpit  all  thy  felf  ?  the  Seamans  whittle 
is  a  whifper  in  the  ears  of  Death, 
Unheard  Lychorida  ?  Lucina,  oh  ! 
Divineft  Patronefs,  and  my  Wife,  gentle 
Tothofethat  cry  by  night,  convey  thy  Deity 
Aboard  our  dancing  Boat,  make  fwift  the  pangs 
Of  my  Queen  travels.  Now,  Lychorida. 

Enter  Lychorida. 

Lychor.  Here  is  a  thing  too  young  for  fuch  a  place, 
Who  if  it  had  conceit,  would  dye,  as  I  am  like  to  do : 
Take  in  your  arms  this  piece  of  your  dead  Quene. 

Ter.  How  ?  how,  Lychorida  ? 
Lychor.  Patience,  good  Sir,  do  notaffift  the  ftorm, 

Here's  all  that  is  left  living  of  our  Queen  7 
A  little  Daughter,  for  the  fake  of  it 
Be  manly,  and  take  comfort. 

Per.  Oh  you  gods ! 
Why  do  you  make  us  love  your  goodly  gifts, 
And  match  them  ftraight  away  ? 
We  here  below,  recal  not  what  we  give, 
And  we  therein  may  ufe  honour  with  you. 

Lychor.  Patience,  good  Sir,  even  for  this  charge. 
Per.  Now  mild  may  be  thy  life, 

For  a  more  blufterous  birth  had  never  Babe  : 

Qniet  and  gentle  thy  conditions  :, 
For  thou  art  the  rudelieft  welcora  to  this  world, 

That  ever  was  Prince's  Child :  happy  that  follows, 
Thou  haft  as  chiding  a  Nativity, 
As  Fire,  Air,  Water,  Earth,  and  Heaven  can  make, 
To  harold  thee  from  the  womb  : 

Even  at  the  firft,  thy  lofs  is  more  than  can 
Thy  portage  quir,with  all  thoucanft  find  here  : 
Now  the  good  gods  throw  their  beft  eyes  upon  it. 

Enter  two  Saylors. 

j.  Say!.  What  courage,  Sir  >  Godfaveyou. 
Per.  Courage  enough,  I  do  not  fear  the  flaw, 

It  hath  done  to  me  the  worft :  yet  for  the  love 
Of  this  poor  Infant,  this  frefh  new  Sea-farer, 
I  would  it  would  be  quiet. 

1 .  Sayl.  Slack  the  bolins  there  •,  thou  wilt  not,  wilt  thou 
blow  and  fplic  thy  felf. 

z.  Sayl.  But  Sea-rocm,  and  the  brine  and  cloudy  billow 
kifs  the  Moon,  I  care  not. 

1.  Sayl.  Sir,  your  Queen  muft  over  board, 
The  Sea  works  high,  the  wind  is  loud, 
And  will  not  lie  till  the  Ship  be  cleared  of  the  dead. 

Per.  That's  your  fuperftition. 
1  Fardon  us,fir,with  us  at  Sea  it  ftill  hath  been  obferved, 

And  we  are  ftrong  in  Eaflern,therefore  briefly  yield  her. 
Per.  As  you  think  meet, 

For  fhe  muft  o're-board  ftraight, 
Moft  wretched  Queen. 

Lychorida.  Here  fhe  lies,  Sir. 
Per.  A  terrible  Child-bed  haft  thou  had  (my  Dear) 

No  light,  no  fire,  the  unfriendly  Elements 
Forgot  thee  utterly,  nor  have  I  time 
To  bring  thee  hallowed  to  thy  grave,  but  ftraight 
Muft  call  thee  fcarcely  CofKn'd,  in  oar, 
Where  for  a  Monument  upon  thy  bones. 
The  air  remaining  lamps,  the  belching  Whale, 
And  humming  water  muft  o'rewhelm  thy  Corps, 
Lying  with  fimple  fhells :  Oh,  Lychorida, 
Bid  Neftor  bring  me  Spices,  Ink  and  Paper, 
My  Casket  and  my  Jewels,  and  bid  Nicander 
Bring  me  the  Sattin  Coffin  :  lay  the  Babe 
Upon  the  Pillow ;  hie  thee,  whiles  I  fay 
A  Prieftly  farewel  to  her :  fuddenly,  woman. 

2.  Sayl.  Sir,  we  have  a  Cheft  beneath  the  hatches, 
Caulkt  and  bitumed  ready. 

Per.  I  thank  thee :  Mariner,  fay,  what  Coaft  is  this  ? 
2.  Sayl.  We  are  near  Thar  fits. 
Per.  Thither,  gentle  Mariner, 

Alter  thy  courfe  for  Tyre :  when  canft  thou  reach  it  ? 
2.  Sayl.  By  break  of  day,  if  the  wind  cealc. 
Ter.  O  make  for  Thar  fat, 

There  will  I  vifit  Cleon,  for  the  Babe 
Cannot  hold  out  to  Tyrm ,  there  Pie  leave  it 
At  careful  nurfing :  go  thy  ways,  good  Mariner, 
Pie  bring  the  body  prefently.  {.Exit, 

Enter  Zw^Cerymon  with  a  Servant. 

Cer.  Phylemon,  hoa. 

Enter  Philemon. 

\ Phil.  Doth  my  Lord  call  ? 
fir.  Get  fire  and  meat  for  thefe  poor  men, 

It  hath  been  a  turbulent  and  ftormy  night. 
Ser.  I  have  been  in  many  :  but  fuch  a  night  as  this, 

Till  now,  I  ne're  endured. 
Or.  Your  Mafter  will  be  dead  ere  you  return, 

There's  nothing  can  be  miniftred  to  nature, 
That  can  recover  him :  give  this  to  the  Pothecary, 
And  tell  me  how  it  works. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

1.  Gent.  Good  morrow. 

2.  Gent.  Good  morrow  to  your  Lordfhip. 
Cer.  Gentlemen,  why  do  you  ftir  fo  early  ? 
x.Gent.  Sir,  our  lodging  ftanding  bleak  upon  the  Sea, 

Shook  as  if  the  Earth  did  quake : 

The  very  principles  did  feem  to  rend  and  all  to  topple, 
Pure  furprize  and  fear  made  me  to  leave  the  Houfe. 

2.  Gent.  That  is  the  caufe  we  trouble  you  fo  early, 
Tis  not  our  Husbandry. 

Cer.  O  you  fay  well, 

i.Gent.  But  I  much  marvel  that  your  Lordfhip 
Having  rich  attire  about  you,  fhould  at  thefe  early  hours 

Shake  offthe  golden  flumber  of  repofe ;  'tis  moft  ftrange, 
Nature  fhould  be  foconverfant  with  pain, 
Being  thereto  not  compelled. 

Cer.  I  hold  it  ever  Virtue  and  Cunning. 
Were  endowments  greater,  than  Noblenels  and  Riches  \ 
Carelefs  heirs  may  the  two  latter  darken  and  expend  ; 
But  immortality  attends  the  former, 
Making  a  Man  a  God  : 

'Tis  known,  I  ever  have  ftudied  Phyfick, 

Through  which  fecret  Art,by  turning  o're  Authority, 
I  have  together  with  my  practice,made  familiar 
To  me  and  to  my  aid,  the  beft  infufions  that  dwell 
Invegetives,  in  Metals,  Stones:  and  can  fpeak  of  the 
Difturbanccsthat  Nature  works,  and  of  her  cures ; 
Which  doth  give  me  a  more  content 
In  courfe  of  true  delight Than 
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Than  to  be  thirfty  after  tottering  Honour, 
Or  tye  my  pleafure  up  in  filken  Bags, 
To  pleafe  the  Fool  and  Death. 

2  Gent.  Your  honour  hath  through  Ephefns, 
Poured  forth  your  charity,  and  hundred  call  themfelves 
Your  Creatures ;  who  by  you  have  been  reftored, 
And  not  your  knowledge,  your  perfonal  pain, 
But  even  your  purlc  fhll  open,  hath  built  Lord  Cerimon 
Such  ftrong  renown,  as  never  (hall  decay. 

Enter  two  or  three  with  a  Chef. 

Ser.  So  ,  lift  there. 

Cer.  What's  that? 
Ser.  Sir.even  now  did  the  Sea  tofs  up  upon  our  fhore 

This  Gheffc  ̂   'tis  of  forne  wrack. 
Cer.  Set  it  down,  let  us  look  upon  it. 

2.  Gent .  'Tis  like  a  Coffin,  Sir. 
Cer.  What  e're  it  be,  'tis  wondrous  heavy ; Wrench  it  open  ftraight : 

If  the  Seas  ftorrwch  be  o'recharg'd  with  gold, 
'Tis  a  good  conftraint  of  Fortune  it  belches  upon  us. 

2.  Gent.  'Tis  fo,  my  Lord. 
Cer.  How  clofe  'tis  caulkt  and  bottom'd ,  did  the  Sea 

caff  it  up.' 
Ser.  I  never  faw  fo  huge  a  billow,  Sir,  as  toft  it  upon 

fhore. 

Cer.  Wrench  it  open  ;  it  fmells  moft  fwe 
fence. 

2.  Gent.  A  delicate  Odour. 

Cer.  As  ever  hit  my  noflnl :  fo,  up  with  it. 

Oh  you  molt  potent  gods !  what's  here,  a  Coarfe  ? 
1.  Gent.  Moil  ftrange. 

far.  Shrow„cd  in  cloth  offtate,  balm'd  andentreafured 
With  fuit  bags  ot  Spices,  a  Pafs  port  to  tsipollo, 
Perfect  me  in  the  Characters. 

Here  I  give  to  underfiand, 

If  e're  this  C"ffin  drive  a  land  \ 
1  King  Pericles  have  Ufi 
This  Queen,  worth  all  our  mundane  cofi  : 
Who  finds  her ,  give  her  burying. 
She  was  the  Daughter  of  a  King. 
Be/ides  this  tre-afure  for  a  fee, 
The  gods  requite  his  Charity. 

If  thou  liveft  Pericles,  thou  haft  a  heart 

That  even  cracks  for  woe :  this  chanc'd  to  night. 
Z.Gent.  Moft  likely,  Sir. 
Cer.  Nay  certainly  to  night. 

For  look  how  frefh  fhe  looks, 
They  were  too  rough,  that  threw  her  in  the  Sea. 
Make  a  fire  within,fetch  hither  all  my  boxes  in  my  Clofet, 
Death  may  ufurp  on  Nature  many  hours, 

And  yet  the  fire  of  life  kindle  again  the  o're-preft  Spirits. 
I  heard  of  an  Egyptian  that  had  nine  hours  been  dead, 
Who  was  by  good  appliance  recovered. 

Enter  one  with  Napkins  and  Fire. 

Well  faid,  well  faid,  the  fire  and  cloaths, 
The  rough  and  woful  Mufick  that  we  have, 
Caufe  it  to  found  I  befeech  you  : 
The  Vial  once  more  \  how  thou  ftirreft.thou  block  ? 
The  Mufick  there :  I  pray  you  give  her  air  ; 
Gentlemen,  this  Queen  will  live, 
Nature  awakes  a  warm  breath  out  of  her  ; 

She  hath  not  been  entranc'd  above  five  hours, 
See  how  fhe  gins  to  blow  into  lifes  flower  again. 

i.C?e«.The  heavens  through  you,encreafeour  wonder, 
And  fets  up  your  fame  for  ever. 

Cer.  She  is  alive,  behold  her  eye-lids, 
Cafes  tothofe  heavenly  jewels  which  Pericles  hath  loft, 
Begin  to  part  their  fringes  of  bright  gold, 

The  Diamonds  of  a  moft  praifed  water  doth  appear, 
To  make  the  world  twice  rich,  Jive,  and  make  us  weep, 
To  hear  your  fate,  fair  creature,  rare  as  you  feem  to  be. 

[She  moves. Thai.  O  dear  Diana,  where  am  1  ?  where's  my  Lord  ? What  World  is  this  ? 

2.  Cent.  Is  not  this  ftrange  ? 
1.  Gtnt.  Moft  rare. 

Cer.  Hufh  (my  gentle  neighbour)  lend  me  your  hands, 
To  the  next  Chamb  r  bear  her,  get  linnen  ; 
Now  this  matter  mult  be  lookt  to,  for  the  relapfe 
Is  mortal  :  come,  come,  and,  Sfculapim,  guide  us. 

They  carry  her  away.  [Exeunt  omnes. 

AUus  Tertius. 

Enter  Pericles  at  Tharfus,  with  Cleon  and  Dionyfia. 

^cr'"\  /T^  nonoured  Cleon,  I  muft  needs  be  gone, 
XVA'Vly  twelve  months  are  expir'd,  and  lyre  ftands 

In  a  peace :  you  and  youi  Lauy  take  from  my  heart 
All  thankfulnefs.  The  gods  make  up  the  reft  upon  you. 

Ce.  Your  fhakes  ot  fortune,  though  they  hate  you 
Mortally,yet  glance  full  wondringly  on  us. 

Dion.  O  your  fw'eet  Queen  ! That  the  ftricl  fates  had  pieafed 
You  had  brought  her  hither 
To  have  bleft  mine  eyes  with  her. 

Per.  We  cannot  but  obey  the  powers  above  us ; 
Could  I  rage  and  roar  as  doth  the  Sea  (lie  lies  in, 

Yet  the  end  muft  be  as  'tis :  my  g(  ntle  Babe  Marina, 
Whom  (for  fhe  was  born  at  Sea)  1  have  named  fo, 
Here,  I  charge  your  Charity  withal ;  leaving  her 
The  infant  of  your  care,  befeeching  you  to  give  her 

Princely  training,  that  fhe  may  be  manner'd  as  fhe  is  born. 
Cleon.  Fear  not  ( my  Lady)  but  think  your  Grace, 

That  fed  my  Country  with  your  Corn  ;  for  which, 
The  Peoples  prayers  daily  fall  upon  you ,  muft  in  your Child 

Be  thought  on,  if  neglect  fhould  therein  make  me  vile, 

The  common  body  that's  by  you  reliev'd, 
Would  force  me  to  my  Duty  ;  but  if  to  that, 
My  nature  need  a  fpur,  the  gods  revenge  it 
Up  >n  me  and  mine,  to  the  end  of  generation. 

Per,  I  believe  you,  your  honour  and  your  goodnefs, 
Teach  me  toot  without  your  vows,  till  fhe  be  married, 
Madam,  by  bright  Diana^  whom  we  honour, 
All  unfifter'd  fhali  this  heir  of  mine  remain, 
Though  I  fhew  will  in't :  fo  I  take  my  leave  : 
Good  Madam,  make  me  bleffed,  in  your  care 
In  bringing  up  my  Child. 

Dion.  I  have  one  my  felf,  who  fhall  not  be  more  dear  to 

my  refpec"t  than  yours,  my  Lord. Per.  Madam,  my  thanks  and  prayers. 

Cleon.  We'll  bring  your  Grace  to  the  edge  of  the  fhore, 
then  give  you  up  to  the  masked  Neptune,  and  the  gentleft 
winds  of  Heaven. 

Per.  I  will  embrace  your  offer,  come,  deareft  Madam  : 
O  no  tears,  Lychorida,  no  tears  ;  look  to  your  little  Miftris 
on  whofe  Grace  you  may  depend  hereafter :  come,  my 
Lord. 

Enter  Ceryraon,  and  Thaifa. 

Cer.  Madam,  this  Letter,  and  fome  certain  Jewels, 
Lay  with  you  in  your  Coffer, 
Which  are  at  your  command : 
Know  you  the  Character  ? 

Thai.  It  is  my  Lord's  ̂   that  I  was  fhipt  at  Sea,  I  well 
remember ,  even  on  my  eaningtime .-  but  whether  there  | 
delivered  ,  by  the  holy  god9,  1  cannot  rightly  fay  •.  but ; fince 
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lince  King  Tericles^  my  wedded  Lord,  I  ne're  (hall  fee 
again,  a  vellal  Livery  will  I  take  me  to,  and  never  more 
have  joy. 

Cer.  Madam,  it  this  you  purpofe  as  ye  fpeak, 
Dianas  Temple  is  not  diftant  far, 
Where  you  may  abide  till  your  date  expire, 
Moreover  if  you  pleafe,  a  Neece  of  mine, 
Shall  there  attend  you. 

Tha.  My  recompence  is  thanks,  that's  all, 
Yet  my  good  will  is  great,  though  the  gift  fmall.  {Exit. 

Enter  Cjower. 

Gower.  Imagine  Pericles  arrived  at  Tyre, 
Welcomed  and  fetled  to  his  own  defire  ; 
His-woful^neen  we  leave  at  Ephefus, 
Vnto  Diana,  there's  a  Fotarefs. 
Now  to  Marina  bendyour  mind. 
Whom  our  fafi  growing  fcene  muft  find 

At  Tharfus,  and  by  Cleon  trained 
Jn  CMuficks  Letter s,  who  hath  gained 
Of  education  all  the  grace, 
Which  makes  high  both  the  art  and  place 
Of  general  wonder :  but  alack, 
That  monjier  Envy  oft  the  wrack* 

.Of  earned praife,  Marina'*  life 
Seek^to  take  off  by  Treajons  Knife, 
And  in  this  k^nd,  our  Cleon  hath 
One  Daughter  and  a  fa  I  grown  Wench, 
Even  ripe  for  Marriage  fight :  this  tJMaid 
Hight  Philoten  :  and  it  is  Jaid 
For  certain  in  our  fioryy  fie 
Would  ever  with  Marina  ta, 

'Bet  when  they  weavd  the  fleddedfttk^, 
With  fingers  long,  fmall,  white  as  milk,, 
Or  when  fhe  would  with  flurp  ISfjedle  wound 
The  Cambrick.,  which  fie  made  more  found 
2fy  hurting  it,  or  when  to  tW  Lute 
She  flings  and  made  the  night  Bed  mute, 
That  fill  records  within  one,  or  when 
She  would  with  rich  and  confiant  Fen, 
Fail  to  her  Mislrefs  Dion  fiiU, 
This  Philoten  contends  in  skill 
With  abfolute  Marina :  fo 
The  Dove  of  Paphos  might  with  the  (frow 
Vy  Feathers  white.  Marina  gets 
C4U  praifes,  which  are  paid  as  Debts, 
And  not  as  given,  this  jo  darks 
In  Philoten  all  graceful  marks% 
That  CleonV  Wife  with  Envy  rare, 

ty4 prefent  Murderer  do's  prepare 
For  good  Marina,  that  her  ̂ Daughter 
Might  ft  and  Peerlefs  by  this  /laughter. 
The  Jooner  her  vile  thoughts  to  ftead, 

Lychorida  our  'Njirfe  is  dead, 
And  curfed  Dionyfia  hath 
The  pregnant  inftrnment  of  wrath 
Preft  for  this  blow,  the  unborn  event, 
I  do  commend  to  your  content, 
Only  1  carried  winged  Time, 
Poft  on  the  lame  feet  of  my  rhime, 
Which  never  could  I  fo  convey, 
Dnlefs  your  thoughts  went  on  my  Way. 
Dionyfia  doth  appear, 
With  Leonine  a  Murderer. 

CExit. 

Enter  Dionyfia,  and  Leonine." 

Dion.  Thy  Oath  remember,  thou  haft  fworc  to  do  it, 

'tis  but  a  blow,  which  never  mail  be  known,  thou  canft 
not  do  a  thing  in  the  World  fo  foon,  to  yield  thee  fo 
much  profit,  let  not  Confcience  which  is  but  cold,  infla- 

ming thy  love  bofome,  enflame  too  nicely ;  nor  let  pitty, 

which  even  Women  have  call:  ofT,  melt  thee,  but  b'e  a Souldier  to  thy  purpofe. 

Leon.  Iwilldo't,  but  yet  fhe  is  a  goodly  Creature. 
Dion.  The  fitter  then  the  gods  Ihould  have  her. 

Here  fhe  comes  weeping  for  her  only  Miftrefs  Death : 

Thou  art  refolv'd  ? 
Leon.  I  am  refolv'd. 

Enter  Marina  with  a  Basket  of  Flowers. 

Mar.  No :  I  will  rob  Tellus  of  her  Weed,  to  firew  thy 
Grave  with  Flowers :  the  yellows,  blews ,  the  purple 
Violets  and  Marigolds,  [hall  as  a  Carpet  hang  upon  thy 
Grave,  while  Summer  dayes  doth  laft.  Aye  me ,  poor 

Maid,  born  in  a  temped,  when  my  Mother  di'd :  this 
World  to  me  is  like  a  lading  ftorni,  hurrying  me  from 

my  Friends. Dion.  How  now, Marina ?  why  de'ye  weep  alone? 
How  chance  my  Daughter  is  not  with  you  ? 
Do  not  confume  your  blood  with  forrowing, 

You  have  a  Nurfe  of  me.  Lord  ?  how  your  favour's 
Chang'd,  with  this  unprofitable  woe : 
Come  give  me  your  Flowers,  ere  the  Sea  mar  it, 
Walk  with  Leonine,  the  air  is  quick  there, 
And  it  pierces  and  fharpens  the  (lomach  ; 
Come,  Leonine,  take  her  by  the  arm,  wajk  with  her. 

Mar.  No  I  pray  you,  I'll  not  bereave  you  of  your Servant. 

Dion.  Come,  come,  I  love  the  King  your  Father,  and 

your  Self,  with  more  than  Foreign  heart  •,  we  every  day 
expert  him  here,  when  he  fhall  come  and  find  our  Para- 
gon,to  all  reports  thus  blafted.He  will  repent  the  breadth 
of  his  great  Voyage,  blame  both  my  Lord  and  me,  that  we 
have  taken  no  care  to  your  belt  courfes.  Go  I  pray  you, 
walk  and  be  cheerful  once  again  referve  that  excellent 
complexion,  which  did  Ileal  the  Eyes  of  young  and  old. 
Care  not  for  me,  I  can  go  home  alone. 

Mar.  Well,  I  will  go,  but  yet  1  have  no  defire  to  it. 

Dion.  Come,  come,  I  know  'tis  good  for  you  : 
Walk  half  an  hour,  Leonine,  at  the  leaft. 
Remember  what  I  have  faid. 

Leon.  1  warrant  you,  Madam. 

Dion.  I'll  leave  you,  my  fweet  Lady,  for  a  while :  pray 
walk  foftly,  do  not  heat  your  blood  :  What,  I  mull  have 
a  care  of  you. 

Mar.  My  thanks,  fweet  Madam.  Is  the  Wind  Weft- 
erly  that  blows  ? 

Leon.  South- Weft. 
Mar.  When  I  was  born,  the  Wind  was  North. 

Leon.  Was'tfo-? 
tJMar.  My  Father,  as  Nurfe  faith,  did  never  fear,  but 

cryed  good  Seamen  to  the  Sailers,  galling  his  Kingly 
Hands,  hailing  Ropes,  and  clafping  to  the  Maft,  endured 
a  Sea  that  almoft  burft  the  Deck. 

Leon.  When  was  this  ? 

*jMar.  When  1  was  Born,  never  was  Waves  nor  Wind 
more  violent ,  and  from  the  Ladder  tackle,  wathes  off 
a  Canvas  Climer,  ha,  faith  one,  wilt  out  ?  and  with  a 

dropping  indullry  they  skip  from  ftern  to  Hern :  the 
Boat-fwain  whittles,  and  the  Mailer  calls  and  trebbles 
their  confufion. 

Leon.  Come,  fay  your  Prayers. 
Mar.  What  mean  you  ? 

Leon.  If  you  require  a  little  fpace  for  Prayer ,  I  grant 
it,  pray,  but  be  not  tedious,  for  the  gods  are  quick  of 
Ear,  and  I  am  fworn  to  do  my  work  with  hafte. 

tJMar.  Why,  will  you  kill  me? 
Leon.  To  latisfie  my  Lady. 

Mar.  Why  would  Ihe  have  me  kill'd  now  ?  as  I  can 
remember  by  my  troth,  I  never  did  hurt  her  in  all  my 
Life,  I  never  fpake  bad  word,  nor  did  ill  turn  to  any  li- 

ving Creature :  believe  me  now,  I  never  kill'd  a  Moufe, nor  hurt  a  Fly.  I  trod  upon  a  Worm  once  againfl:  my 

will,  but  I  wept  for  it.   How  have  I  offended,  wherein 

my 
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my  Death  might  yield  her  any  profit ,  or  my  Life  imply 
ler  any  danger  ? 
Leon.  My  Commiffion  is  not  to  reafon  of  the  deed,  but 

do't. 
Mar.  You  will  not  do't  for  all  the  world ,  I  hope :  you 

are  well  favoured  ,  and  your  looks  fore-fhew  you  have  a 
very  gentle  heart ,  I  faw  you  lately  when  you  caught  hurt 
in  parting  two  that  fought :  good  footh ,  it  fhewed  well 
in  you  ,  do  fo  now ,  your  Lady  fecks  my  life ,  come  you 
)etween,  and  fave  poor  me  the  weaker. 

Leon.  I  am  fworn,  and  willdifpatch. 

Enter  Pirates. 

fir  at.  1.  Hold,  Villain. 
Tirat.  2.  A  prize,  a  prize. 

Pirat.  3.  Half  part,  mates,  half  part.  Come,  let's  have 
her  aboard  fudainly.  \Exeunt. 

Enter  Leonine. 

Lean.  Thefe  roguing  Thieves  ferve  the  great  Pirate  Vol 

des,  and  they  have  feized  Marina^  let  her  go,  there's  no 
hope  fhe  will  return :  I'll  fwear  fhe's  dead,  and  thrown 
into  the  Sea ,  but  I'll  fee  further ,  perhaps  they  will  but 
pleafe  themfelves  upon  her, 
Not  carry  her  aboard,  if  (he  remain,  . 
Whom  they  have  ravifhr,  mult  by  me  be  (lain. 

Enter  Pander,  Boult  and  Bawd. 

'Pander.  Boult. 
Boult.  Sir. 

Pander.  Search  the  Market  narrowly,  ̂ Metalline  is  full 
of  Gallants,  we  loft  too  much  Money  this  Mart,  by  being 
too  Wenchlefs. 

Bawd.  We  were  never  fo  much  out  of  Creatures ,  we 
have  but  poor  three ,  and  they  can  do  no  more  than  they 
can  do,  and  they  with  continual  adion,  are  even  as  good 
as  rotten. 

Pander.  Therefore  let's  have  frefh  ones  what  e'er  we 

pay  for  them ,  if  tnere  be  not  a  confeience  to  be  us'd  in 
every  trade,  we  fhall  never  profper. 

Bawd.  Thou  fay'ft  true,  'tis  not  our  bringing  up  of 
poor  baftards,  as  I  think,  I  brought  fome  eleven. 

Boult.  1  too  eleven,  and  brought  them  down  again, 
But  (hall  I  fearch  the  Market  > 

Bawd.  What  elfe,  Man  ?  The  fluff  we  have,  a  ftrong 
wind  will  blow  it  to  pieces,  they  are  fo  pitifully  fodden. 

Pander.  Thou  fay'ft  true  ,  there's  two  unwholefome  in 
confeience ,  the  poor  Tranftlvanian  is  dead  that  lay  with 
the  little  Baggage. 

Boult.  I,  fne  quickly  poupthim,  fhe  made  him  roaft- 
meat  for  worms,  but  I'll  go  fearch  the  Market.  [Exit. 

Pander.  Three  or  four  thoufand  Chickens  were  as  pret 
ty  a  proportion  to  live  quietly,  and  fo  give  over. 

Bawd.  Why ,  to  give  over ,  ̂1  pray  you  ?  Is  it  a  fhame 
to  get  when  we  are  old  ? 

Band.  Oh  our  credit  comes  not  in  like  the  commodity, 

nor  the  Commodity  wages  not  with  the  danger  :  There- 
fore, if  in  our  youths  we  could  pick  up  fome  pretty  e- 

ftate  'twere  not  amifs  to  keep  our  door  hatch'd ;  befides 
the  fore  terms  we  ftand  upon  with  the  gods  ,  will  be 

ftrong  with  us  for  giving  o'r e. 
Bawd.  Come,  other  forts  offend  as  well  as  we. 
Pand,  As  well  as  we,  I,  and  better  too ,  we  offend  worfe 

neither  is  our  profeffion  any  Trade ,  it's  no  calling :  But 
here  comes  "Boult. 

Enter  Boult  with  Pirates ,  and  Marina. 

Bouk.  Come  your  ways.,  my  Maftcrs, 

You  fay  (he's  a  Virgin  ? 
Sayl.  O  Sir,  we  doubt  it  not. 

Boult.  Matter,  I  have  gone  through  for  this  piece  you 
fee ,  if  you  like  her,  fo  j  if  not ,  I  have  loft  my  carneft. 

Bawd.  Boult ,  has  (he  any  qualities  ? 

Boult .  She  has  a  good  Face,  fpeaks  well,  and  hath  ex- 
cellent good  Cloaths :  There's  no  farther  neceffity  of  qua iities  can  make  her  be  refufed. 

Bawd.  What'i  her  price ,  Boult  ? 
Boult.  1  cannot  be  bated  one  doit  of  a  thoufand  pieces. 

'Pand.  Well,  follow  me,  my  Mafters,  you  fhall  have 
your  money  prefently :  Wife,  take  her  in,  inftructher 
what  (he  has  to  do ,  that  fhe  may  not  be  raw  in  her  enter- tainment. 

Bawd.  Boult ,  take  you  the  marks  of  her,  the  colour 
of  her  hair,  complexion,  height,  age,  with  warrant  of  her 
Virginity,  and  cry:  He  that  will  give  moft  fhall  have  her 
firft.  Such  a  Maiden  head  were  no  cheap  thing}  if  Men 
were  as  they  have  been  :  Get  teis  done  as  I  command  you. 

Boult.  Performance  fhall  follow. 

Mar.  Alack,  that  Leonine  was  fo  flack,  fo  flow  : 
He  (hould  have  (truck,  not  fpoke  ̂  
Or  that  thefe  Pirates,  not  enough  barbarous, 

Had  not  o're-board  thrown  me,  for  to  feek  my  Mother. 
Bawd.  Why  weep  you,  pretty  one  ? 
CMar.  That  I  am  pretty. 

Bawd.  Come,  the  gods  have  done  their  part  jn  you. 
tJMar.  1  accufe  them  not. 
Bawd.  You  are  light  into  my  hands, 

Where  you  are  like  to  live. 

tJMar.  The  more's  my  fault  tofcape  his  hands, 
Where  I  was  like  to  dye. 

Bawd.  I ,  and  you  (hall  live  in  pkafure. 
CMar.  No. 

Bawd.  Yes  indeed  (hall  you,  and  tafte  Gentlemen  of  all 
fafliions.  You  (hall  fare  well ;  you  fhall  have  the  difference 

of  all  complexions :  what  de'ye  flop  your  ears  ? 
tJMar.  Are  you  a  Woman  ? 

Bawd.  What  would  you  have  me  to  be ,  if  I  be  not  a 
Woman  ? 

tJMar.  An  honed  Woman,  or  not  a  Woman. 

Bawd.  Marry  whip  thee,  Gofling :  I  think  I  fhall  have 

fomething  to  do  with  you.  Come,  y'are  a  young  foolifh 
Sapling,  and  rnuft  be  bowed  as  I  would  have  ye. 

<CMar.  The  gods  defend  me. 
Bawd.  If  it  pleafe  the  gods  to  defend  you  by  Men,  then 

Men  muft  comfort  you ,  Men  muft  feed  you  ,  Men  muft 

itiryouup:  Boult*s  return'd. 

Enter  Boult. 

Now,  Sir,  haft  thoucry'd  her  through  the  Market? 
Boult.  I  have  cry'd  her  almoft  to  the  number  of  her  hairs, 

I  have  drawn  her  picture  with  my  voice. 

Bawd.  And  prithee  tell  me,  how  doft  thou  find  the  in- 
clination of  the  people,  efpecially  of  the  younger  fort  ? 

Boult.  Faith  they  liftned  to  me,  as  they  would  have 
hearkened  to  their  Fathers  Teftament.  There  was  a  Spani 
ards  mouth  fo  watered,  that  he  went  to  bed  to  her  very 
defcription. 

'Bawd.  We  fhall  have  him  here  to  morrow  with  his  beft 
Ruff  on. 

'Boult.  Tonight,  to  night,  but,  Miftrefs,  do  you  know 
the  French  Knight  thatcowres  i'th'Hams? 

Bawd.  Who,  Monfieur  Verollus  ? 
Boult.  I,  he  offered  to  cut  a  Caper  at  the  proclamation, 

but  he  made  a  groan  at  it ,  and  fwore  he  would  fee  her  to morrow. 

Bawd.  Well,  well,  as  for  him ,  he  brought  his  difeafe 
hither,  here  he  doth  but  repair  it,  I  know  he  will  come 
in  our  fhadow,  to  fcatter  his  Crowns  in  the  Sun. 

Boult.  Well,  if  we  had  of  every  Nation  a  Traveller, 
we  fhould  lodge  them  with  this  Sign. 

Bawd.  Pray  you,  come  hither  a  while,  you  have  For- 
tunes coming  upon  you,  mark  me,  yon  muft  fecm  to  do 

that  fearfully,  which  you  commit  willingly,  defpife  pro. 
Sff  fit. 
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fit,  where  you  have  molt  £<»in,to  weep  that  you  live  as  you 
do,makes  pitry  in  you;  lovers  feldora,  but  that  pitty  begets 
you  a  good  opinion,  and  that  opinion  a  meer  profit. 

iJJfar.  I  undcrftand  you  not. 
Boult.  O  take  her  home,  miftris,  take  her  home,  thefe 

blufhcs  of  hers  mult  be  qticncht  with  fome  prefent  practice. 

Bawd.  Thou  iayeit  true  i'f.uch,  fo  they  mult,  for  your 
Bride  goes  to  that  with  lhame,wiuch  is  her  way  to  go  with 
warrant. 

Boult.  Faith  fome  do,  and  fome  do  not,  but  Miftris,  if 

I  have  bargain'd  for  the  joynt. 
B..wd.  Thou  mailt  cut  a  morfeloffthe  fpit. 
Boult:  I  may  fo. 
Bawd.  Who  lliould  deny  it  ? 

Come  young  one,  1  like  the  manner  of  your  garments  well. 
Bonlt.  I  by  my  faith,  they  lhall  not  be  changed  yet. 
Bawd.  Boult.  Spend  thou  that  in  the  Town,report  what 

a  fojourner  we  have,you'll  lofe  nothing  by  cuftome.  When 
nature  framed  this  piece, die  meant  thee  a  good  turn,there- 
fore  fay  what  a  parragon  (lie  is,  and  thou  haft  the  harveft 
out  of  thine  own  report. 

Bonlt.  1  warrant  you  miltris,  thunder  (hall  not  fo  awake 
the  beds  of  Eels,  as  my  giving  out  of  her  beauty  ftirs  up  the 
lewdly  endined,  Tie  bring  home  fome  to  night. 

Bawd.  Come  your  ways,follow  me. 
Mar.  If  fires  be  hot,  knives  (harp,  or  waters  deep, 

Unti'd  I  (till  my  Virgin  knot  will  keep. 
Diana  aid  my  purpofe. 

Bawd.  What  have  we  to  do  with  Liana  ?  pray  you  go 
with  us.  \_Excunt. 

Enter  Cleon  and  Dionyfia. 

Dion.  Why  are  you  foolilh,  can  it  be  undone  ? 
CUon.  O  Dionyfia,  fuch  a  piece  of  (laughter, 

The  Sun  and  Moon  ne'relook'd  upon. 
Dion.  I  think  you'll  turn  a  Child  again. 
CUon.  Were  I  chief  Lord  of  all  this  fpacious  world,  I'd 

give  it  to  undo  the  deed.  O  Lady,  much  lefs  in  blood  than 
vertue,  yetaPrincefs  to  equal  any  (ingle  Crown  of  the 
Earth,in  the  juflice  of  compare,  O  villain,  Leonine,  whom 

thou  haft  poifoned  too,  if  thou  had'ft  drunk  to  him,  it  had 
jeen  a  kindne(s  becoming  well  thy  face  ,  what  canft  thou 
fay,  when  Noble  Verities  (hall  demand  his  Child  ? 

Dion.  That  (lie  is  dead.  Nurfes  are  not  the  fates  to  fofter 

it,nor  ever  to  preferve,(he  di'd  at  night,l'le  fay  fo.who  can 
crofs  it,  unlefsyou  play  the  Innocent,  and  for  an  honeft  at- 

tribute, cry  out  Ihe  di'd  by  foul  play. 
Cleon.  O  go  to,  well,  well,  of  all  the  faults  beneath  the 

leavens,  the  gods  do  like  this  worft. 
Dion.  Be  one  of  thofe  that  thinks  the  pretty  wrens  of 

Tbarfiu  will  fly  hence,and  open  this  to  Pericles  ;  I  do  fhame 
to  think  of  what  a  Noble  (train  you  are,and  of  how  coward 
a  Spirit. 

Cleon.  To  fuch  proceeding,  who  ever  but  his  approba- 
tion added,  though  not  his  whole  content,  he  did  not  flow 

from  honourable  courfes. 

Dion.  Be  it  fo  then,  yet  none  doth  know  but  you  how 
(lie  came  dead, nor  none  can  know,  Leonine  being  gone.  She 
did  difdain  my  Child,  and  flood  between  her  and  her  for- 

tunes :  none  would  look  on  her,  butcaft  their  gazes  on 

Marina's  face ,  whilft  ours  was  blurred  at,  and  held  a 
Mawkin,not  worth  the  time  of  day.  It  pierc'd  me  thorow, 
and  though  you  call  my  courfeunnatural,you  not  your  child 

well  loving, yet  I  find  it  greets  me  as  an  enterprize  of  kind- 

nefs  perform'd  to  your  fole  Daughter. 
Cleon.  Heavens  forgive  it. 
Dion.  And  as  for  Pericles,  what  fhould  he  fay  ?  we  wept 

after  her  hearfe,and  yet  we  mourn :  her  monument  almoft 
finifhed,  and  her  Epitaph  in  glittering  golden  characters, 
exprefs  a  general  praife  to  her,  and  care  in  us,  at  whofe 

expence  'tis  done. 
Cleon.  Thou  art  like  the  Harpie, 

Which  to  betray,  doft  with  chy  Angels  face, 

j  Seize  with  thine  Eagles  talents. 
Dion.  You  are  like  one,  that  fuperflitioufly 

Doth  fwear  to  th'  gods,  that  Winter  kills  the  flies, 

But  yet  I  know,  you'll  do  as  I  advife.  '  ££. 

A&us  Quartus. 

Enter  Gowtr. 

Thus  time  we  wafte,  and  longefl  leagues  make  fliort 
Sailfeas  in  Cockles,  ha  ve  and  wijh  but  fo  rt 
Making  to  take  our  imagination, 
From  bourn  to  bourn,  Region  to  Region. 

By  you  being  Pardoned,  we  commit  no  crime To  ufe  one  Language,  m  each  fever al  clime, 
Where  our  fcenes  feem  to  live.   J  do  befeechyou 
To  learn  of  me,  who  ftands  in  gaps  to  teach  yon 
The  flages  of  our  ftory,  Pericles 
Is  now  again  thwarting  the  wayward  fas ; 
( Attended  on  by  many  a  Lord  and  Knight) 
To  fee  his  Daughter >  all  his  lives  delight. 
Old  Hellicanus  goes  along  behind, 

Is  left  to  govern  it  ;  you  bear  in  mind 
Old  Efcanes,  whom  Hellicanus  late 
Advanced  in  time  to  great  and  high  eflate. 
Well  failing  pips,  and  bounteous  winds  hive  brought 
ThisK  ingto  Tharfhs,thtnk^this  Pilate  thonoht, 
So  with  his  fleer age,  fiall  your  thoughts  grone 
To  fetch  his  Daughter  home, who  fir  ft  is  gone  j 
Like  motes  and  jhadows  fee  them  move  a  while, 
Tour  ears  unto  your  Eyes  Vie  reconcile. 

Enter  Pericles  at  one  door  with  all  his  train,  Cleon  and 
Dionyfia  at  the  other,  Cleon  fliewes  Pericles  the  Tomb, 
whereat  Tericles  makes  lamentation  ,  puts  on  Sack- 

cloth, and  in  a  mighty  paflion  departs. 

Gower.  See  how  belief  may  fnfferby  foul  fliow, 
This  borrowed  pajfion  ftands  for  true  old  woe  : 
zAnd  Pericles  in  forrow  all  devour  d, 

With  ftghs  JJiot  through,  and  biggeft  tears  o're-flwwrd, Leaves  Tharfus,  and  again  imbarks,  he  fwears 
Never  to  wafh  his  face,  nor  cut  his  hairs, 
tie  put  on  Sack  cloth  and  to  Sea  he  bears, 
Atempeft  which  his  mortal  Veffeltears. 
And  yet  he  rides  it  out.  Now  take  we  our  way 
To  the  Epitaph  for  Marina,  writ  by  Dionyfia. 

The  faireft,  fweeteft,  and  beft  lies  here, 
Who  withered  in  her  fpring  of  year : 

She  was  of  Tyrm  the  King's  Daughter, 
On  whom  foul  Death  hath  made  this  (laughter : 

Marina  was  fhecall'd,  and  at  her  birth, 

That  is,  being  proud,  fwallow'd  fome  part  of  th'earth : 
Therefore  the  Earth  fearing  to  be  o'reflow'd, 
Hath  Thetis  birth-child  on  the  Heavens  beftow'd. 
Wherefore  (he  does  and  fwears  (he'll  never  ftint, 
Make  raging  Battry  upon  (hores  of  flint. 

No  vizjor  does  become  blackjvillany, 

So  well  as  [oft  and  tender  flattery. 

Let  Pericles  believe  his  Daughter's  dead, 
And  bear  his  courfes  to  be  ordered 

By  Lady  Fortune,  while  our  flear  mus~i  play His  Daughter  woe  and  heavy  well  a-day, 
In  her  unholy  fervtce :  Patience  then, 

And  thinh^you  now  are  all  tn  Metaline. 

Enter 
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Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

i.Gent.  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like? 
z.Gent.  No,  nor  never  fhalido  in  fuch  a  place  as  this, 

(he  being  once  gone. 
1.  Gent.  But  to  have  Divinity  preacht  there,  did  ycu 

ever  dream  of  fuch  a  thing?  • 
2.  Gent.  No,  no,  come,  I  am  for  no  more  Bawdy  houfes, 

(hall  we  go  hear  the  Veftals  fing  ? 
i.Gent.  Tie  do  any  thing  now  that  is  virtuous,  but  I 

am  out:  of  the  road  of  rutting  for  ever*  [Exeunt . 

Enter  the  three  Bawds. 

Pand.  Well,  I  had  rather  than  twice  the  worth  of  her 

fhe  had  ne're  come  here. 
Bawd.  Fie,  fie  upon  her,lhe  is  able  to  freeze  the  god  Prt 

*p#<,and  undoea  whole  generation,  we  mult  either  get  her 
ravifht,  or  be  rid  of  her,when  flie  (hould  do  for  Ciyents  her 
fitment,  and  do  me  the  kindnefs  of  our  profeffion,  fhe  has 
me  her  quirks,  her  reafons,  her  mafter-reafons,her  prayers, 
her  knees,  that  (he  would  make  a  Puritane  of  the  Devil,  if 
he  (hould  cheapen  a  kifs  of  her. 

Boult .  Faith  I  mult  ravifh  her,or  (he'll  disfurnifh  us  of  all 
our  Cavaliers,  and  make  all  our  Swearers  Priefts. 

Pand.  Now  the  pox  upon  her  green  (icknefs  for  me. 

Bawd.  Faith  there's  no  way  to  be  rid  of  it,but  by  the  way 
to  the-pox.  Here  comes  the  Lord  Lyfimachus  difguifed. 

BohL.  We  (hould  have  both  Lord  and  Lown,if  thepeevifh 
Baggage  would  but  give  v.  ay  to  Cuftomers. 

Enter  Lyfimachus. 

Lyf.  How  now,  how  a  dozen  of  virginities  ? 
Bawd.  Now  the  gods  blefs  your  Honour. 
Boui.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Honour  in  good  health. 

Lyf.  You  may  fo,  'tis  the  better  for  you,  that  your  re- 
forters  ftand  upon  found  Legs,  how  now  ?  wholfome  im- 

punity have  you,  that  a  man  may  deal  withal,  and  defie 
the  Surgeon  ? 

Bawd.  We  have  one  here,  Sir,  if  (he  would  
But  there  never  came  her  like  in  Metaline. 

Lyf  If  (he'd  do  the  deeds  of  darknefs ,  thou  would'ft 
fay. 

"Bawd.  Your  honour  knows  what '  tis  to  fay  well  e- 
nough. 

Lyf.  Well,  call  forth,  call  forth. 

"Boult.  For  Flelh  and  Blood,  Sir,  white  and  red,  you 
(hall  fee  a  Rofe,  and  (he  were  a  Rofe  indeed,  if  (he  had 
but  

Lyf.  What  prethee? 
"Boult.  OSir,  I  can  be  modeft. 
Lyf  That  dignifies  the  renown  of  a  Bawd,  nolefsthan 

it  gives  a  good  report  to  a  number  to  be  criafte. 

Enter  Marina. 

"Bawd.  Here  comes  that  which  grows  to  the  (talk, 
Never  pluckt  yet  I  can  allure  you. 
Is  (he  not  a  fair  creature? 

Lyf.  Faith  (he  would  ferve  after  a  long  voyage  at  Sea, 

Well,  there's  for  you,  leave  us. 
Bawd.  I  befeech  your  honour  give  me  leave  a  word, 

And  Tie  have  done  prefenrly. 
Lyf.  I  befeech  you  do. 

"Bawd.  Firft,  I  would  have  you  note,  this  is  an  honou- rable man. 

Mar.  I  defire  to  find  him  To,  that  I  may  worthily  note 
him. 

Bawd.  Next,  he's  the  Governor  of  this  Country,  and  a man  whom  I  am  bound  to. 

Mar.  If  he  govern  the  Country,  you  are  bound  to  him 
indeed,  but  how  honourable  he  is  in  that,  I  know  not. 

"Bawd.  Pray  you  without  any  more  virginal  fencing 
will  youufehim  kindly?  he  will  line  your  Apron  with Gold. 

Mar.  What  he  will  do  gracioUfly,  I  will  thankfully receive. 

Lyf  Have  you  done  ? 

Bawd.  My  Lord,  (he's  not  pac't  yet,  you  muft  take  fome 
pains  to  woi  k  her  to  your  mannage,  come,  we  will  leave 
his  Konoui  and  her  together. 

[Exit  "Bawd. Lyf  Now,  pretty  one,  how  long  have  you  been  at  this tra  e  ? 
M.ir.  What  trade,  Sir  ? 

Lyf.  Why,  I  cannot  name't  but  I  (hall  offend. Mar.  I  cannot  be  offended  with  my  trade,  pleale  you 
to  name  it.  ^ 

Lyf  How  long  have  you  been  of  this  profeffion  ? 
!    Mar.  E're  lince  I  can  remember. 

Lyf.  Did  you  go  to't  fo  young,  were  you  a  gamefter  at five,  or  at  feven  ? 
Mar.  Earlier  too,  Sir,  if  now  I  be  one. 

Lyf  Why  the  houfe  you  dwell  in,  proclaims  you  to  be 
a  creature  of  fale. 

Mar.  Do  you  know  this  houfe  to  be  a  place  of  fuch  re- 
fort,  and  witi  come  into  it  ?  1  hear  fay  you  are  of  honou- 

rable parts,  and  the  Governor  of  this  place. 
Lyf.  Why  ?  hath  your  principal  made  known  unto  you, 

who  I  am  ? 
Mar.  Who  is  my  principal  ? 

Lyf.  Why  your  herb  woman,  fhe  that  fets  feeds  and 
roots  of  fhame  and  iniquity.  O  you  have  heard  fome  thing 
of  my  power,  and  fo  (land  aloft  for  more  ferious  wooing, 
but  I  proteft  to  thee,  pretty  one,  my  Authority  (hall  not  fee 
thee,  or  effe  look  friendly  upon  thee  ̂   come  bring  me  to 
fome  private  place,  come,  come. 

Mar.  If  you  were  born  to  honour,  (hew  it  now,  if  put 
upon  you,  make  the  judgement  good,  that  thought  you 
worthy  of  it. 

Lyf.  How's  this?  how's  this?  fome  more,  be  fage. 
4  Mar.  For  me  that  am  a  maid,  though  moft  ungentle 
Fortune  have  plac'd  me  in  this  Stie,  where  fince  I  came, 
difeafes  have  been  fold  dearer  thanPhyfick,  O  that  the 

gods  would  fet  me  free  from  this  unhallow'd  place,  though 
they  did  change  me  to  the  meaneft  bird  that  flies  i'  th' 

purer  air. Lyf.  I  did  not  think  thou  could'ft  have  fpokefo  well,  1 
ne're  dream'd  thou  could'ft-,  had  I  brought  hither  a  cor- 

rupted mind,  thy  fpeech  had  altered  it,  hold,  here's  gold 
for  thee,  perfevere  in  that  clear  way  thou  goeft,  and  the 

gods  ftrengthen  thee. 
Mar.  The  good  gods  perferve  you. 
Lyf.  For  my  part,  I  came  with  no  ill  intent,  for  to  me  the 

very  doors  and  windows  favour  vilely,  fat  e  thee  well,  thou 
art  a  piece  of  vertue,  and  I  doubt  not  but  thy  training  hath 

been  Noble,  hold,  here's  more  gold  for  thee,  a  curfe  upon 
him,  die  he  like  a  thief  that  robs  thee  of  thy  goodnefs,  if 
thoudofb  hear  from  me,  it  (hall  be  for  thy  good. 

Boult.  I  befeech  your  honour,  one  piece  for  me. 

Lyf  Avant  thou  damn'd  door-keeper,  your  Houfe  but 
for  this  Virgin  that  doth  prop  it,  would  link  and  over- 

whelm you.  Away. 

Boult.  How's  this?  WTe  muft  take  another  courfe  with 
you  ?  If  your  peevifh  chaftity,  which  is  not  worth  a  break 
fad  in  thecheapeft  Country  under  the  coap,  (hall  undo  a 
whole  houfehold ,  let  me  be  gelded  like  a  (paniel,  come 

your  ways. tJMar.  Whither  would  you  have  me  ? 
'Boult.  I  muft  have  your  maidenhead  taken  off,  or  the 

common  hangman  (hall  execute  it,  come  your  way,  we'll 
have  no  more  Gentlemen  driven  away,  come  your  wayes, 1  fay. 

S  f  f  2  inter 
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Enter  Bawds. 

Bawd.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Boult.  Worfe  and  worfe,  Miflris,  fhe  hath  here  fpoken 

holy  words  to  the  Lord  Lyfimachus, 
'Bawd.  O  abominable. 

'Boult .  He  makes  our  profeffion  as  it  were  to  ftink  before 
the  face  of  the  gods. 

'Bawd  Marry  hang  her  up  for  ever. Boult.  The  Nobleman  would  have  dealt  with  her  like  a 

Nobleman,  and  fhe  fent  himawayascoldasa^Snow  ball, 
faying  his  prayers  too. 

Bawd.  Boult. Take  her  away,ufe  her  attby  pleafure,crack 
the  glafs  of  her  virginity,  and  make  the  reft  malleable. 

'Boult.  And  if  (lie  were  a  thornier  piece  of  ground  than 
/he  is,  (lie  fhall  be  ploughed. 

Mar.  Hark,  hark,  you  gods. 
Bawd.  She  conjures,  away  with  her,would  fhe  had  never 

come  within  my  doors,  Marry  hang  you,  fhe's  born  to  undo 
U9,  will  you  not  go  the  way  of  women  kind  ?  Marry  come 
up  my  dim  ofchattity,  with  rofemary  and  bayfe. 

[Exit. 

Boult,  Come,  miftris,  come  your  ways  with  me. 
Mar.  Whither  would  you  have  me  ? 
Boult.  To  take  from  you  the  Jewel  you  hold  fodear. 
Mar.  Prithee  tell  me  one  thing  firft. 

'Boult.  Come  now,  your  one  thing? 
Mar.  What  can'ft  thou  wifh  thine  Enemy  to  be  ? 
Boult.  Why  I  could  wifh  him  to  be  my  Matter ,or  rather 

my  Miftris. 
nJMar.  Neither  of  thefe  arc  fo  bad  as  thou  art ,  fince 

they  do  better  thee  in  their  command  j  thou  hold'ft 
a  place,  for  which  the  painedft  fiend  in  Kell  would 
not  in  Reputation  change:  thou  art  the  damned  door- 

keeper to  every  cufherel  that  comes  enquiring  for  his 

Tib;  to  the  c'lolerick  filling  of  every  Rogue,  thy  Ear 
is  liable,  thy  food  is  fuch  as  hath  been  belch'd  on  by  infe- 

ctious lungs. 

"Boult.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  go  to  the  wars, 
would  you,  where  a  man  may  ferve  feven  years  for  the  lofs 
of  a  Leg,  and  have  not  money  enough  ia  the  end  to  buy 
him  a  wooden  one  ? 

M*r.  Do  any  thing  but  this  thou  doft ,  empty  old  re- 
ceptacles, or  common-fhores  of  filth  •,  ferve  by  Indenture 

to  the  common  hangman  ,  any  of  thefe  ways  are  yet  bet- 
ter than  this :  for  what  thou  profefleft,  a  Baboon,  could  he 

fpeak,  would  own  a  name  too  dear:  Oh,  thatthegods 

would  fafely  deliver  me  from  this  place :  here,  here's  gold 
for  thee ,  if  that  thy  Matter  would  gain  by  me,  proclaim 
that  1  can  fing,  weave,  fow,  and  dance,  with  other  ver- 
tues,  which  Tie, keep  from  boaft,  and  will  undertake  all 
thefe  to  teach.  I  doubt  not  but  this  populous  City  will 
yield  many  Scholars. 

Boult .  But  can  you  teach  all  this  you  fpeak  of  ? 
Mar.  Prove  that  I  cannot,  take  me  home  again,  and 

proftitute  me  to  the  bafeft  groom  that  doth  frequent  your 
Houfe. 

"Boult.  Well,  I  will  fee  what  I  can  do  for  thee :  If  I  can 
place  thee,  1  will. 

Mar.  But  amongft  honeft  women. 
Boult.  Faith  my  acquaintance  lies  little  among  them: 

but  fince  my  Matter  and  Miftris  have  .bought  you,  there's 
no  going  but  by  their  confent :  therefore  I  will  make  them 
acquainted  with  your  purpofe  ,  and  I  doubt  not  but  I  fhall 

find  them  traiftab'e  enough.  Come,  l'le  do  for  thee  what 
I  can,  come  your  ways.  {Exeunt . 

Enter  Gower. 

Marina  thus  the  "Brothel  [capes,  and  chances 
Into  anhomft  hotife,  our  jlory  fates  : 
She  fings  like  one  immortal,  and  fhe  dances 
isfs  goddcfs-like  to  her  admired  laies  : 

Deep  C lerks  fhe  dumbs,  and  with  her  needle  compofes 
Natures  ownfhape,  of  bud,  bird,  branch  or  berry, 
That  even  her  art,  fifiers  the  natural  T{ofes, 
Her  Incle,  Sill^,  Twine,  with  the  rubied  Cherry, 
That  pupils  lacks  file  none  of  noble  race-, 
Who  pour  their  bounty  on  her,  and  her  gain 
She  gives  the  cur  fed  Bawd.   Leave  we  her  place, 
ssfnd  to  her  Father  turn  our  thoughts  again, 
Where  we  left  him  at  Sea,  tumbled  and  toft, 
And  driven  before  the  wind,  he  is  arrivd 
Here  where  his  Daughter  dwells, and  on  this  Coaft, 

Suppofe  him  now  at  Anchor :   the  City  firmed 
God  Neptune's  annual  feaft  to  keep,  from  whence Lyfimachus  our  Tyrian  flnp  efpies, 

His  banners  fable,  trim'd  with  rich  expence, And  to  him  in  his  Barge  with  fervour  hyes, 

In  your  fuppofing,  once  more  put  your  fight 
On  heavy  Pericles,  thinkjhis  htsBarl^, 
Where  what  is  done  in  action  (  more  of  might 
Shall  be  dijeovered)  pleafe  you  fit  and  hark.  [Exit. 

Enter  Hellicanus,  to  him  two  Saylors. 

1.  Sayl.  Where  is  the  Lord  Hellicanus  ?  he  can  refolve 
you.  O  here  he  is,  Sir,  there  is  a  Barge  put  off  from  Me 
t aline,  and  in  it  is  Lyfimachus  the  Governor,  who  craves  to 
come  aboard,  what  is  your  will  ? 

Hell.  That  he  have  his,  call  up  fome  Gentlemen. 
2.  Sayl.  Ho,  Gentlemen,  my  Lord  calls. 

Enter  tw«  or  three  Gentlemen. 

Hell.  Gentlemen,  there  is  fome  of  worth  would  come 
aboard,  I  pray  thee  greet  them  fairly. 

Enter  Lyfimachus. 

i.  Sayl.  Sir,this  is  the  man  that  can  in  ought  you  would, refolve  you. 

Lyfi.  Hail,  reverent  Sir,  the  gods  preferve  you. 
Hell.  And  you  to  out  live  the  Age  I  am,  and  die  as  I would  do. 

Lyfi.  You  wifh  me  well*,  being  on  fhore,  honouring  of 

Neptune's  triumphs,  feeing  this  goodly  veflel  ride  before  us, 
1  made  to  it,  to  know  of  whence  you  are. 

Hell.  Firft,  what  is  your  place  ? 

Lyfi.  I  am  the  Governor  of  this  place  you  lie  before. 

Hell.  Sir,our  veflel's  of  Tyre,  in  it  the  King,  aman,who 
for  this  three  months  hath  not  fpoken  to  any  one,nor  taken 
fuftenance,  but  to  prolong  his  grief. 

Lyfi.  Upon  what  ground  is  his  diftemperance  ? 
Hell.  It  would  be  too  tedious  to  repeat ,  but  the  main 

grief  fprings  from  the  lofs  of  a  beloved  Daughter,  and  a 
wife. 

Lyfi.  May  we  not  fee  him  ? 
Hell.  You  may,  but  bootlefs  is  your  fight,  he  will  not 

fpeak  to  any. 

Lyfi.  Let  me  obtain  my  wifh. 
Htll.  Behold  him,  this  was  a  goodly  perfon,  till  the  dif- 

after  that  one  mortal  wight  drove  him  to  this. 
Lyfi.  Sir  King,  all  hail,  the  gods  preferve  you,  hail, 

Royal  Sir. 
Hell.  It  is  in  vain,  he  will  not  fpeak  to  you. 
Lord.  Sir,  we  have  a  maid  in  Metaline,  I  durft  wager 

would  win  fome  words  from  him. 

Lyfi.  'Tis  well  bethought ,  fhe  queftionlefs  with  her 
fweet  harmony,and  other  chofen  attractions,  would  allure 
and  make  a  battery  through  his  defended  parts,which  now 
at  e  mid  way  flopt,fhe  is  all  happy,  as  the  faireft  of  all,  and 
her  fellow  maids ,  now  upon  the  levie  Ihelter  that  abutts 
againft  the  Ifljnd  fide. 

Hell.  Sure  all  effeftlefs,  yet  nothing  wee'l  omit  that 
bears  recoveries  name.  But  fince  your  kindnefs  we  have 
ftretcht  thus  far ,  let  us  befeech  you,  that  for  our  gold  we 

may 
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may  have  provitlon,  wherein  we  are  not  deftitute  for  want, 
but  weary  for  the  ftalenefs. 

Lyf.  O,  Sir,  a  courtefie,which  if  we  fhould  deny,the  moft 

juft  God  for  every  graft"  would  fend  a  Caterpillar,  andfo inflict  ouc  Province:  yet  once  more  let  me  entreat  to  know 
at  large  the  caufc  of  your  Kings  forrow. 

Hell.  Sir,  Sir,  I  will  recount  it  to  you  ;  but  fee,  I  am 
prevented. 

Enter  Marina. 

Lyf.  O  here's  the  Lady  that  I  fent  for. 
VVelcom,  fair  one :  Is't  not  a  goodly  prefent  ? 

Hell.  She's  a  gallant  Lady. 
Lyf.  She's  fuch  a  one,  that  were  I  well  afliir'd, 

Came  of  a  gentle  kind  and  noble  (lock, 

I'd  wifh  no  better  choice,  and  think  me  rarely  wed. 
Fair  and  all  goodnefsthatconfiits  in  beauty, 
Expect  even  here,  where  is  a  kingly  patient, 
If  that  thy  profperous  and  artificial  fate 
Can  draw  him  but  to  anfwer  thee  in  ought, 
Thv  facred  Phyfick  (hall  receive  fuch  pay, 
As  thy  defires  can  wifh. 

Mar.  Sir,  I  will  ufe  my  uttermoft  skill  in  his  recovery, 
provided  that  none  but  I  and  my  companion  maid  be  fuf- 
rered  to  come  near  him. 

Lyf.  Come,  let  us  leave  her,  and  the  gods  make  her 
prolperous.  \_TbeSong. 

Lyf.  Markt  he  your  Mufick  : 
Mar.  No,  nor  lookt  on  us. 
Lyf.  See,  Ihe  will  fpeak  to  him. 
Mar.  Hail,  Sir,  my  Lord,  lend  ear. 
7V.  Hum,  ha. 
CMar.  I  am  a  maid,  my  Lord,  that  nere  before  invited 

eyes,  but  have  been  gazed  on  like  a  Comet :  Ihe  fpeaks,  my 
Lord,  that  may  be,  hath  endured  a  grief  might  equal  yours, 
if  both  were  juftly  weighed,  though  wayward  fortune  did 
maligne  my  ftate,  my  derivation  was  from  anceftors  who 
ftood  equivalent  with  mighty  Kings,  but  time  hath  rooted 
out  my  parentage,and  to  the  world  and  aukward  cafualties, 
bound  me  in  fervitude,  I  will  defift,  but  there  is  fome- 
thing  glows  upon  my  cheek,  and  whifpers  in  mine  ear, 
Go  not  till  he  ffeak. 

Per.  My  fortunes,  parentage,  good  parentage  to  equal 
mine :  was  it  not  thus,  what  fay  you  ? 
Mar.  I  faid,  my  Lord,  it  you  did  know  my  parentage, 

you  would  not  do  me  violence. 
Per.  I  do  think  fo  ,  pray  you  turn  your  Eyes  upon  me, 

y'are  like  fome  thing  that,  what  Countrey-women  hear  of thefe  fhews? 

Mar.  No,  nor  of  any  fhews,  yet  I  was  mortally  brought 
forth,  and  am  no  other  than  I  appear. 

Per.  I  am  great  with  woe,  and  fhail  deliver  weeping: 
mydeareft  wife  was  like  this  maid ,  and  fuch  a  one  my 
Daughter  might  have  been  :  my  C^neens  fquare  brows, her 

Itature  to  an  inch,  as  wand-like  ltraight,as  Silver  voye'd, 
her  Eyes  as  Jewel  like,  andcaftas  richly,  in  pace  another 
Juno.  Who  ftarves  the  ears  lhe  feeds  ,  and  makes  them 
hungry,  the  more  fhe  gives  them  fpeech  \  where  do  you 
live  ? 

Mar.  W here  I  am  but  a  ftranger  ,  from  the  deck  you 
may  difcern  the  place. 

Per.  Where  were  you  bred?  And  how  atchiev'd 
you  thefe  endowments  which  you  make  more  rich  to 
owe  ? 

Mar.  If  1  fhould  tell  my  hiftory,  it  would  feemjike  lies 

difdain'd  in  the  reporting. 
Per.  Prithee  fpeak,  falfenefs  cannot  come  from  thee, 

for  thou  looked:  modeft  as  Juftice,  and  thou  feem'ft  a  Fallot for  the  crowned  truth  to  dwell  in,  1  will  believe  thee,  and 

make  my  fenfes  credit  thy  relation,  to  points  thatfeem 

impoffible,  for  thou  look'lt  like  one  I  loved  indeed  ;  what 
were  thy  Friends?  Did'fl  thou  not  ftay  when  I  did  pulh 

f  thee  back:  which  was  when  I  perceived  thee  that  thou 
cam'ft  from  good  defcent. 

Mar.  So  indeed  1  did. 

Per,  Report  thy  parentage,  I  think  thou  faid'ft  thou 
had'ft  been  toft  from  wrong  to  injury ,  and  that  thou 
thorjght'fi  thy  griefs  might  equal  mine ,  if  both  were 

opened. CMar.  Some  fuch  thing  1  faid  ,  and  faid  no  more ,  but 
what  my  thoughts  did  warrant  me  was  likely. 

Ter.  Tell  thy  ftory ,  if  thine  confidered  prove  the 
thoufand  part  of  my  endurance,  thou  art  a  man,  and  1 

have  fuflered  like  a  girle,  yet  thou  do'ft  look  like  patience, 
gazing  on  Kings  graves,  and  (miling  extremity  out  of 
act,  what  were  thy  Friends?  how  loft  thou  thy  name, 
my  moft  kind  virgin  ?  recount  I  do  befeech  thee,  Come 

fit  by  me. 
tJMar.  My  name  is  tJMarina. 
Per.  Oh  1  am  mockt,and  thou  by  fome  incenfed  god  fent 

hither  to  make  the  woild  to  laugh  at  me. 

yJMar.  Patience,  good  Sir,  or  here  I'le  ceafe. 
Per.  Nay  I'le  be  patient,  thou  little  know'ft  how  thou 

doe  ft  flartle  me  to  call  thy  felf  CM  anna. 
Mar.  The  name  was  given  me  by  one  that  had  fome 

power,  my  Father  and  a  King. 

Per.  How,  a  Kings  D  lugliter,  and  call'd  Marina  ? 
Mar.  You  faid  you  would  believe  me ,  but  not  to  be  a 

trouble  of  your  peace,  I  will  end  here. 
'  Per.  But  are  you  Flefti  and  Blood  i 
Have  you  a  working  pulfe,  and  are  no  Fairy  ? 
Motion  ?  well,fpeak  on,  where  were  you  born 
And  wherefore  call'd  zJMarina  ? 

Mar.  Call'd  Marina,  for  I  was  born  at  Sea. 
Per.  At  Sea?  who  was  thy  Mother  ? 
Mar.  My  Mother  was  the  Daughter  of  a  King ,  who 

died  the  minute  I  was  born,  as  my  good  Nurfe  Lycbortda 
hath  oft  delivered  weeping. 

Per.  O  ftop  there  a  little,  this  is  the  rareft  Dream 
That  ere  dull  fleep  did  mock  fad  Fools  withal, 
This  cannot  be  my  Daughter    buried!  well,  where  were 

you  bred  ?  I'le  hear  you  more  to  the  bottom  of  your  ftory and  never  interrupt  you. 

Mar.  You  fcorn,  believe  me  'twere  beft  I  did  give  ore. 
Per.  I  will  believe  you  by  the  fyllableof  what  you  lhall 

deliver,  yet  give  me  leave,  how  came  you  in  thefe  parts  ? 
where  were  you  bred  ? 

Mar.  The  King  my  Father  did  in  Tbarfm  leave  me. 
Till  cruel  Cleon  with  his  wicked  Wife, 
Did  feek  to  murther  me :  and  having  wooed  a  Villain 
To  attempt  it,  who  having  drawn  to  dot, 
A  crew  of  Pyrats  came  and  refcued  me, 

Brought  me  to  zJMetaline. 
But,good  fir,whither  will  you  have  me  ?  why  do  you  weep? 
It  may  be  you  think  me  an  impoftor,  no,  good  faith.  I  am 
the  daughter  to  King  Pericles,  if  good  King  Pericles  be. 

Per.  Hoe  ,  Helhcanus  ? 
Hell.  Calls  my  Lord  ? 
Ter.  Thou  art  a  grave  and  noble  Counfellor, 

Moft  wife  in  general ,  tell  me  if  thou  can'ft ,  what  this maid  is, 

Or  what  is  like  to  be,  that  thus  hath  made  me  weep  ? 

Hell.  I  know  not,but  here's  the  Regent,  Sir,of  MetaUne, 
fpeaks  nobly  of  her. 

Lyf.  She  never  would  tell  her  parentage. 
Being  demanded  that,  Ihe  would  lit  (till  and  weep. 

Per.  Oh  Hellicanm,  ftrikeme,  honoured.  Sir,  give  me 
a  gam,  put  me  to  prefent  pain,  left  this  great  Sea  of 
joyes  ruining  upon  me  ,  ore- bear  the  ihores  of  my  mor 
tality  ,  and  drown  me  with  their  fweetnels :  Oh  come hither. 

Thou  that  beget'ft  him  that  did  thee  brger, 
Thou  that  waft  born  at  Sea,  buried  at  Tbarfu^ 
And  found  at  Sea  again:  O  He/licanus, 
Down  on  thy  knees,  thank  the  holy  gods,  as  loud 
As  Thunder  threatens  us ;  This  is  Marina. 

Sff3  What 
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What  was  thy  Mothers  name  ?  tell  me  but  that, 
For  truth  can  never  be  confirrrfd  enough, 
Though  doubts  did  ever  ileep. 

<JMar.  Fifft,  Sir,  1  pray  what  is  your  Title  ? 
Per.  I  am  Pericles  of  Tyre,  but  tell  me  now  my 

Drown'd  Qnecns  name,  as  in  the  reft  you  faid, 
Thou  haft  been  god  like  perfect,  the  Heir  of  Kingdoms, 
And  another  like  to  Ttncles  thy  Father. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  more  to  be  your  Daughter,  than  to  fay, 
my  Mothers  name  is  Thaifa  i  Thaifa  was  my  Mother,  who 
did  end  the  minute  I  began. 

Per.  Now  bleffing  on  thee,  rife,  thou  art  my  Child. 
Give  me  frefh  Garments,  mine  own  Hellicanm  ,  me  is 
not  dead  ztTharfm,  as  file  mould  have  been  by  favage 
Cleon,  me  mall  tell  thee  all,  when  thou  fhalt  kneel,  and 

juftifie  in  knowledge ,  me  is  thy  very  Princefs  •,  who  is this  ? 

Hell.  Sir,  'tis  the  Govet nour  of  Metaline ,  who  hear- 
ing of  your  melancholy,  did  come  to  fee  you. 

Ter.  I  embrace  you  ;  give  me  my  Robes  { 
lam  wild  in  my  beholding.  Oh  Heaven  blefs  my  Girl. 
3ut  hark,  what  Mulicks  this,  Helltcanus  ?  my  Marina, 
Tell  him  ore  point  by  point,  for  yet  he  feems  to  doat, 

How  Aire  you  are  my  Daughter  $  but  where's  this  mufick  ? 
Hell.  My  Lord,  1  hear  none. 
Per.  None  ?  the  mufick  of  the  fphears,  lift,  my  Marina. 
Lyf.  It  is  not  good  tocrofs  him,  give  him  way. 
Per.  Rareft  founds,  do  ye  not  hear? 
Lyf.  Mufick,  my  Lord,  1  hear. 
Per.  Molt  Heavenly  Mufick, 

It  nips  me  unto  liftning,  and  thick  flumber 
Hangs  upon  mint  Eyes,  let  me  reft, 

Lyf.  A  Pillow  for  his  Head,  fo  leave  him  all. 
Well  my  Companion  Friends,  if  this  but  anfwer  to  my 

juft  belief,  I'll  well  remember  you. 

What  Mmflrelfe,  wh.a  pretty  din, 
The  Regent  made  in  Mctaiin, 
To  greet  ibe  %W1  ;  fo  he  thrived, 
That  he  is  p?  cmtjed  to  be  Wived 
To  fair  Marina,  but  in  no  wife. 
Till  he  had  done  bis  facrtf.ee, 
esfs  Dian  bad,  whereto  being  bound, 
The  interim  fray,  you  all  confound. 
In  f ether  d  brief nefs  fails  are  filFd, 

And  wipes  fall  out  as  their  wilfd. 
es4t  Ephefus  the  Temple  fee, 
Our  King,  and  all  his  Company. 
That  he  can  hither  come  fo  foon, 

Is  by  your  fancies  thankful  doom. 

Enter  Pericles,  Lyfimachus,  Hellicanus, 
Marina,  and  others. 

[Exit. 

AUus  Quintm. 

Diana. 

Diana. 

"Y  Temple  ftands  in  Ephefiu, 
M  Hie  thee  thither,  and  do  upon  mine  Altai- 

Sacrifice.  There  when  my  Maiden  Priefts  are  met  toge- 

ther, before  all  the  people  reveal  how  thou  at  Sea  did'ft 
lofe  thy  Wife,  to  mourn  thy  Crofles  with  thy  Daughters 
call,  and  give  them  repetition  to  the  like :  or  perform  my 

bidding,  or  thou  lived:  in  woe :  do't,  and  happy  by  my 
Silver  Bow  ;  awake  and  tell  thy  Dream. 

Ter.  Celeftial  Dian,  Goddefs  Argentine, 
I  will  obey  thee :  Helltcanus. 

Per.  My  purpofe  was  for  Tharfus,  there  to  ftrike 
The  inhofpitable  Ckon,  but  I  am  for  other  fervice  firft, 
Toward  Ephefus  turn  our  blown  Sails, 

Eftfoons  I'll  tell  why,  fiiall  we  refrefli  us,  Sir,  upon  your 
fliore,  and  give  you  gold  for  fuch  provifion  as  our  intents 
will  need. 

Lyf.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart,  and  when  you  come  aftiore, 
I  have  another  Height. 

Per.  You  fhall  prevail,  were  it  to  woe  my  Daughter, 
for  it  feems  you  have  been  noble  towards  her. 

Lyf.  Sir,  lend  me  your  Arm. 
Per.  Come,  my  Marina.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Cower. 

Now  our  fands  are  almofi  run, 
More  a  little,  and  then  dun.,  ' 
This  my  lafl  boon  give  me. 
For  fach  ktndfief  mufl  relieve  me  : 
That  you  aptiy  will  fuppofe, 
What  pageantry,  what  feats,  what  fhows. 

Per.  Hail  Dean,  to  perform  thy  juft  command, 
I  here  confefs  my  felf  the  King  of  Tyre. 

Who  frighted  from  my  Country,  did  wed  at  PentapolU, 
the  fair  Thaifa,  at  Sea  in  Childbed  died  fhe,  bui  broi  : 
forth  a  Maid  Child  called  Manna,  w^o,  Q  G 

wears  yet  thy  filver  Livery,  fheitTharfus  was  nurlt  with 
Cleon,  who  at  fourteen  years  he  fought  to  murder,  but 

her  better  ftars  brought  her  to  Metaline,  'gainft  whofe 
fliore  riding,  her  fortunes  brought  the  Maid  aboard  to  us, 
where  by  her  own  moft  clear  remembrance,  fiie  made 
known  her  felf  my  Daughter. 

Tha.  Voice  and  Favour,  you  are,  you  are,  O  Royal Pericles. 

Per.  What  means  the  Woman  ?  fhe  dies,  help,  Gen- tlemen. 

Cer.  Sir,  if  ycu  have  told  Dianas  Altar  true,  this  is 

your  Wife. 
Per.  Reverend  appcarer,  no,  I  threw  her  over-board with  thefe  very  Arms. 

fir.  Upon  this  Coaft,  I  warrant  you. 
Per.  'Tis  raoft  certain. 

Cer.  Look  to  the  Lady  ;  O  file's  but  overjoy'd. 
Early  in  bluft'ring  morn,  this  Lady  was  thrown  upon  this 
fliore.  I  opened  the  Coffin,  found  thele  rich  Jewels,  re- 

covered her,  and  placed  her  here  in  Dianas  Temple. 
Per.  May  we  fee  them  ? 

Cer.  Great  Sir,  they  fhall  be  brought  you  to  my  Houfe, 
whither  I  invite  you,  look,  Thaifa  is  recovered. 

Tha.  O  let  me  look  if  he  be  none  of  mine,  my  fanctity 
will  to  my  fence  bend  no  licentious  Ear,  but  curb  it  fpight 
of  feeing:  O  my  Lord,  are  you  not  Tericles  ?  like  him 
you  fpeak,  like  him  you  are :  did  you  not  name  a  Tem- 
peft,  a  Birth,  and  Death? 

Per.  The  Voice  of  dead  Thaifa. 

Tha.  That  Thaifa  am  I,  fuppofed  dead  and  drown'd. Per.  Immortal  Dian  ! 

Tha.  Now  I  know  you  better,  when  we  with  tears 
parted  Tentapolis,  the  King,  my  Father,  gave  you  fuch  a 

Ring. 

Per.  This,  this,  no  more,  you  gods,  your  prefent 
kindnefs  makes  my  paft;  miferies  fport ,  you  fhall  do 
well,  that  on  the  touching  of  her  Lips  1  may  melt,  and 
no  more  be  feen  O  come,  be  buried  a  fecond  time  with- in thefe  Arms. 

<JWar.  My  heart  leaps  to  be  gone  into  my  Mothers Bofome. 

Per.  Look  who  kneels  here,  fiefii  of  thy  flefh,  Thaifa, 

thy  burden  at  the  Sea,  and  call'd  Marina ,  for  fiie  was 
yielded  there. 

Tha.  Bleft,  and  mine  own. 

Hell.  Hail,  Madam,  and  my  Queen. 
Tha.  I  know  you  not. 

Per.  You  have  heard  me  fay  when  I  did  fly  from  Tyre, 
I  left  behind  an  ancient  fubftitute  \  can  you  remember 

what  I  call'd  the  man,  I  have  nam'd  him  oft. 
Tha.  'Twas  Hellicantu  then. Per. 
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Per.  Still  confirmation,  embrace  him  dear  Thaifa,  this 
is  he,  now  do  I  long  to  hear  how  you  were  found  ?  how 
poffibly  prefer  ved  ?  and  who  to  thank  (befides  the  gods) 
for  this  great  miracle  ? 

Tha.  Lord  Ccrimon ,  my  Lord ,  this  man  through 
whom  the  gods  have  mewn  their  power,  that  can  from 
firft:  to  laft  refolve  you. 

Per,  Reverend  Sir,  the  gods  can  have  no  mortal  Offi- 

cer more  like  a  god'tnan  you,  will  you  deliver  how  this dead  Queen  re-lives  ? 

Cer.  1  will,  my  Lord,  befeech  you  firft  go  with  me  un- 
to my  Houfe,  where  fhall  be  fhewn  you  all  was  found  with 

her ;  how  fhe  came  plac'd  here  in  the  Temple,  no  need- 
ful thing  omitted. 
Per.  Pure  Dian  blefs  thee  for  thy  Vifion,  I  will 

offer  night  oblations  to  thee-,  Thaifa,  this  Prince,  the 
fair  betrothed  of  your  Daughter ,  fhall  marry  at  Pen- 
tapolis ,  and  now  this  Ornament  that  makes  me  look 
difmal ,  will  I  clip  to  form ,  and  what  this  fourteen 

Years  no  Razor  toucht,  to  grace  thy  marriage  day,  I'll 
beautify. 

Tha.  Lord  Ornnon  hath  Letters  of  good  credit,  Sir, 

my  Father's  dead. 
Per.  Heavens  make  a  Star  of  him,  yet  here, my  Queen, 

we'll  celebrate  their  Nuptials,  and  our  felves  will  in  that 

Kingdom  fpend  our  following  dayes ;  our  Son  and  Daugh- 
ter fhaU  in  Tyrus  reign. 

Lord  Cerimony  we  dc  our  longing  flay, 

To  hear  the  reft  untold,  Sir,  lcaa's  the  way. 
\_Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  Goner. 

In  Antiochus  and  his  Daughter,  you  have  heard 

Ofmonflrom  luft,  the  due  and  jujl  reward : 
In  Pericles  his  Queen  and  Daughter  feen, 
Although  affatCd  mth  Fortunes  fierce  and  keen, 
V at  ue  preferred  from  fell  deflruttions  blafi, 
Led  on  by  Heaven,  and  crown  d  with  joy  at  lajf. 

In  Heilicanus  may  you  welldefcry^ 

A  figure  of truth,  of  faith,  of  loyalty: 
In  reverend  Cerimon  there  well  appears, 
The  worth  that  learned  charity  aye  wears. 

For  wicked  Cleon  and  his  Wife,  when  Fame 

Had  fpread  their  curfed  deed,  and  honoured  name 
Of  Pericles,  to  rage  the  City  turn, 
That  him  and  his,  they  in  his  Palace  burn  : 
The  gods  for  murder  feemed  fo  content, 
To  punifh,  although  not  done,  but  meant. 

So  on  your  patiences  ever  more  attending, 
New  joy  wait  on  you,  here  our  Play  hath  ending. 

THE 
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LONDON  PRODIGAL. 

The  Aftors  Names. 

Mr.  Flowerdale  ,a  Merchant  trading  at  Venice. 
Matthew  Flowerdale  his  Prodigal  Son. 

Mr  Flowerdale,  Brother  to  the  Merchant. 
Sir  Lancelot  Spurcock,  f/Lewfome  in  Kent. 

Frances*) 
Luce    >  Daughters  to  Sir  Lancelot  Spurcock. 
Delia  J 

Artkhoak  \^ervants  t0      Lancelot 
 Spurcock. 

Sir  Arthur  Greenfhood,  a  Commander ,7  J# love  with 
Oliver  a  Cornijh  Clothier,  $  Luce. 

Weathercock,  a  Parafite  to  Sir  Lancelot  Spurcock. 
Tom  Civet,  in  love  with  Frances. 
Dick  and  Raph,  two  cheating  Gameflers. 
Ruffin  a  Bander  to  Mijlrefs  Apricock  a  Bawd. 

Sheriff  and  Officers. 
A  Citizen  and  his  Wife. 
Drawers. 

The  Scene  London. 

Enter  old  Flowerdale  and  his  Brother. 

Fath.  Rother,  from  Venice,  being  thus  difguis'd, 
I  come  to  prove  the  humours  of  my  Son  : 

I        How  hath  he  born  timfelf  fince  my  depar- ~  ture, 

I  leaving  you  his  Patron  and  his  Guide? 
Vnc.  1  faith,  Brother,  fo,  as  you  will  grieve  to  hear, 

And  i  almoftafham'd  to  report  it. 
Fath.  Why  how  is't,  Brother  >  What  doth  he  fpend 

Beyond  the  allowance  1  left  him  ? 
Vnc.  How!  beyond  that?  and  far  more:  why,  your 

exhibition  is  nothing,  he  hath  fpent  that,  and  fince  hath 
borrowed,  protefted  with  Oaths ,  alledged  Kindred  to 
wring  money  from  me,  by  the  love  I  bore  his  Father,  by 
the  Fortunes  might  fall  upon  himfelf,  to  furnifh  his  wants : 
that  done,  T  have  had  fince,  his  Bond,  his  Friend  and 

Friends  Bond,  although  I  know  that  he  fpends  is  yours  •, 
yet  it  grieves  me  to  fee  the  unbridled  wildnefs  that  reigns 
over  him. 

Fath.  Brother,  what  is  the  manner  of  his  life?  how 
is  the  name  of  his  offences  ?  if  they  do  not  rellifh  altoge- 

ther of  damnation,  his  youth  may  priviledge  his  wan- 
tonnefs :  I  my  felf  ran  an  unbridled  courfe  till  thirty,  nay 
almoft  till  forty  \  well,  you  fee  how  I  am :  for  Vice  once 
looked  into  with  the  Eyes  of  difcretion,  and  well  ballan- 
ced  with  the  weights  of  reafon,  the  courfe  paft,  feems  fo 
abominable,  that  the  Landlord  of  himfelf,  which  is  the 
heart  of  his  Body,  will  rather  intomb  himfelf  in  the 
Earth,  or  feek  a  new  Tenant  to  remain  in  him,  which 
once  fetled  ,  how  much  better  are  they  that  in  their 
Youth  have  known  all  thefe  Vices,  and  left  it,  than  thofe 
that  knew  little,  and  in  their  Age  run  into  it  ?  Believe 
me,  Brother,  they  that  die  moft  Vertuous,  have  in  their 

ycuth  lived  moft  Vicious-,  and  none  knows  the  danger 
of  the  fire  more  than  he  that  falls  into  it :  But  fay,  how 

is  the  courfe  of  his  Life  ?  let's  hear  his  particulars. 
Vnc  Why  I'll  tell  you,  Brother,  he  is  a  continual 

Swearer,  and  a  breaker  of  his  Oaths,  which  is  bad. 

Fath.  I  grant  indeed  to  fwear  is  bad,  but  not  in  keep- 
ing thofe  Oaths  is  better :  for  who  will  fet  by  a  bad  thing  ? 

Nay  by  my  Faith,  I  hold  this  rather  a  Vertue  than  a  Vice. 
Well,  I  pray  proceed. 

Vnc.  He  is  a  mighty  Brawler,  and  comes  commonly 
by  the  worft. 

Fath.  By  my  Faith  this  is  none  of  the  worft  neither,  for 
if  he  brawl  and  be  beaten  for  it,  it  will  in  time  make  him 
fhun  it :  For  what  brings  a  man  or  child,  more  to  ver- 

tue than  correction  ?  What  reigns  over  him  elfe  ? 
Vnc.  He  is  a  great  Drinker,  and  one  that  will  forget himfelf. 

Fath.  O  beft  of  all,  Vice  fhould  be  forgotten  :  let  him 
drink  on,  fo  he  drink  not  Churches.  Nay  and  this  be  the 

worft,  I  hold  it  rather  happinefs  in  him,  than  any  ini- 
quity.  Hath  he  any  more  attendants? 

Vnc.  Brother,  he  is  one  that  will  borrow  of  any  man. 
Fath.  Why  you  fee  fo  doth  the  Sea,  it  borrows  of  all 

the  fmall  Currents  in  the  World  to  encreafe  himfelf. 

Vnc.  I,  but  the  Sea  pays  it  again,  and  fo  will  never 

your  Son. Fath.  No  more  would  the  Sea  neither,  if  it  were  as 
dry  as  my  Son. 

Vnc-  Then,  Brother,  I  fee  you  rather  like  thefe  Vices 
in  your  Son,  than  any  way  condemn  them. 

Fath.  Nay  miftake  me  not,  Brother,  for  though  Iflur 
them  over  now;  as  things  flight  and  nothing,  his  crimes 
being  in  the  Bud,  it  would  gall  my  heart,  they  mould 
ever  reign  in  him. 

Flow.  Ho  ?  who's  within  ho  ? 
r_ Flowerdale  knocks  within. 

Vnc.  That's  your  Son  ,  he  is  come  to  borrow  more money. 

Fath.  For  God's  fake  give  it  out  I  am  dead, 
See  how  he'll  take  it. 

Say  I  have  brought  you  news  from  his  Father. 
I  have  here  drawn  a  formal  Will,  as  it  were  from  my  felf, 
Which  I'll  deliver  him. 

Vnc.  Goto,  Brother,  no  more:  I  will. 
Flow.  Uncle,  where  are  you,  Uncle  ?  [within. 

Vnc.  Let  my  Coufin  in  there. 
Fath.  I  am  a  Say  lor  come  from  Venice,  and  my  name  is 

Chrifiophir. 

Enter 
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Enter  Flowerdale. 

Flow.  By  the  Lord,  in  truth,  Uncle. 

Vac.  In  truth  would  a  ferv'd,  Coufin ,  without  the Lord. 

Flow.  By  your  leave,  Uncle,  the  Lord  is  the  Lord  of 
truth.  A  couple  of  Rafcals  at  the  Gate,  fet  upon  me 
for  my  Purfe. 
Vac.  You  never  come,  but  you  bring  a  brawl  in  your 

mouth. 

Flow.  By  my  truth,  Uncle,  you  muft  needs  lend  me 
ten  pound. 

Vac,  Give  my  Coufin  fome  fmall  Beer  here. 
Flow.  Nay  look  you,  you  turn  it  to  a  jell:  now,  by  this 

light,  I  Ihould  ride  to  Croydon  Fair,  to  meet  Sir  Lancelot 
Spitrcock^  1  fhould  have  his  Daughter  Luce,  and  for  Scurvy 
ten  pound,  a  man  fiiall  lofe  nine  hundred  threefcore  and 
odd  pounds,  and  a  daily  Friend  befide ,  by  this  hand, 

Uncle,  'tis  true. 
Vac.  Why,  any  thing  is  true  for  ought  1  know. 
Flow.  To  fee  now :  why  you  ftiall  have  my  Bond,Uncle, 

or  T 9tn  Whites,  James  Brocks :  or  Nick  Halls,  as  good  Ra- 

pier and  Dagger  men ,  as  any  be  in  England;  let's  be 
damn'd  if  we  do  not  pay  you,  the  worft  of  us  all  will  not 
damn  our  felves  for  ten  pound.  A  Pox  often  pound. 

Vac.  Coufin,  this  is  not  the  firft  time  I  have  believ'd 

you. .Flow.  Why  truft  me  now,  you  know  not  what  may 
fall :  If  one  thing  were  but  true,  I  would  not  greatly  care, 
1  mould  not  need  ten  pound,  but  when  a  man  cannot  be 

believ'd,  there's  it. 
Vac.  Why  what  is  it,  Coufin  ? 
Flow.  Marry  this,  Uncle,  can  you  tell  me  if  the  Katern 

Hue  be  come  home  or  no  ? 

Vac.  I  marry  is't. 
Flow.  By  God  I  thank  you  for  that  news. 

What  is't  in  the  Pool  can  you  tell  ? 
Vac.  It  is ;  what  of  that  ? 
Flow.  What  ?  why  then  I  have  fix  pieces  of  Velvet 

fent  me,  I'll  give  you  a  piece,  Uncle :  for  thus  faid  the 
Letter,  a  piece  of  Afh-colour,  a  three-pil'd  black,  a 
colour'd,  deroy,  a  Crimfon,  a  fad  Green,  and  a  Purple : 
yes  i'faith. 

Vac.  From  whom  (hould  you  receive  this  ? 

Flow.  From  who  ?  why  from  my  Father  ?  with  com- 
mendations to  you,  Uncle,  and  thus  he  writes ; .  I  know, 

faith  he,  thou  haft  much  troubled  thy  kind  Uncle,  whom 

God- willing  at  my  return  I  will  fee  amply  fatisfied  \  Am- 
ply, I  remember  was  the  very  word-,  fo  God  help  me. 

Vac.  Have  you  the  Letter  here  ? 
Flow.  Yes,  I  have  the  Letter  here,  here  is  the  Letter: 

no,  yes,  no,  let  me  fee,  what  Breeches  wore  I  on  Satur. 
day :  let  me  fee,  a  Tuefday,  my  Calymanka,  a  Wedaefday, 
my  Peach-colour  Sattin,  a  Thurfday  my  Vellure,  a  Friday 
my  Calymanka  again,  a  Saturday,  let  me  fee,  a  Saturday, 
for  in  thofe  Breeches  I  wore  a  Saturday  is  the  Letter:  O 
my  riding  Breeches,  Uncle,  thofe  that  you  thought  had 
been  Velvet,  in  thofe  very  Breeches  is  the  Letter. 

Vac.  When  mould  it  be  dated? 

Flow.  Marry  rDidijJimo  terfios  Septembris,  no,  no,  tridij- 
fimo  tertios  Oclobris,  1  OElobris,  fo  it  is. 

Vac.  T>icditimo  terfios  Ottebris :  and  here  receive  I  a 
Letter  that  your  Father  died  in  June:  how  fay  you, 
Kefter? 

Fath.  Yes  truly,  Sir,  your  Father  is  dead,  thefe  hands 
of  mine  holpto  winde  him. 

Flow.  Dead  ? 

Fath.  I,  Sir,  dead. 

Flow.  'Sbloud,  how  fhould  my  Father  come  dead  ? 
Fath.  I'faith  Sir,  according  to  the  old  Proverb, 

T^e  Child  was  born,  and  cryed,  became  man, 
After  fell  fick,  and  died. 
Vac.  Nay,  Coufin,  do  not  take  it  fo  heavily. 

2*3 

Flow.  Nay  I  cannot  weep  you  extempory,  marry  fome 
two  or  three  days  hence,  I  fhall  weep  without  any  ltint 
ance.    But  I  hope  he  died  in  good  memory. 

Fath.  Very  well,  Sir,  and  fet  down  every  thing  in 
good  order,  and  the  Katherine  and  Hue  you  talkt  of,  I 
came  over  in;  andlfawall  the  Bills  of  Lading,  and  the 
Velvet  that  you  calkt  of,  there  is  no  fuch  aboard. 

Flow.  By  God  I  affure  you,  then  there  is  Knavery 
ab. oad.  i 

F.  th.  I'll  be  fworn  of  that :  there's  Knavery  abroad, 
altl  ough  there  were  never  a  piece  of  Velvet  in  Feaice, 

flow.  1  hope  he  died  in  good  Ellate. 
Fath.  To  the  report  of  tne  World  he  did,  and  made  his 

Will,  of  which  I  am  an  unworthy  bearer. 
Flow.  His  Will,  have  you  his  Will? 
Fath.  Yes,  Sir,  and  in  the  prefence  of  your  Uncle,  I 

was  willed  to  deliver  it. 

Vac.  I  hope,  Coufin,  now  God  hath  bleffed  you  with 
wealth,  you  will  not  be  unmindful  of  me. 

Flow.  I'll  do  reafon,  Uncle ;  yet  i'faith  I  take  the  de^ nial  of  this  ten  pound  very  hardly. 

Vac.  Nay,  1  deny'd  you  not. 
Flow.  By  God  you  deny'd  me  directly. 
Vac.  I'll  bejudg'd  by  this  good-fellow. Fath.  Not  direclly,  Sir. 

Flow.  Why  he  faid  he  would  lend  me  none,  and  that 
had  wont  to  be  a  direct  denial,  if  the  old  phrafe  hold  : 

Well,  Uncle  ,  come  we'll  fall  to  the  Legacies ,  In  the 
name  of  God,  Amen. 

hem,  I  bequeath  to  my  Brother  Flowerdale,  three  hun- 
dred pounds,  to  pay  fuch  trivial  Dwbts  as  I  owe  in London. 

Item,  To  my  Son  <>JWat.  Flowerdale,  I  bequeath  two 
Bail  of  falfe  Dice,  Videlicet ,  high  men  and  low  men, 
fullomes,  flop  cater  traies,  and  other  bones  of  function. 

Flow.  'Sbloud  what  doth  he  mean  by  this  ? 
Vac.  Proceed,  Coufin. 

Flow.  Thefe  Precepts  I  leave  him ,  let  him  borrow  of 
his  Oath,  for  of  his  word  no  body  will  truft  him.  Let 
him  by  no  means  marry  an  honeft  Woman,  for  the  other 
will  keep  her  felf.  Let  him  Ileal  as  much  as  he  can,  that 

a  guilty  Confcience  may  bring  him  to  his  deftinate  repen- 
tance, I  think  he  means  hanging.  And  this  were  his  laft 

Will  and  Teftament,  the  Devil  ftood  laughing  at  his  beds 

feet  while  he  made  it.  'Sbloud,  what  doth  he  think  to 
fop  of  his  Pofterity  with  Paradoxes. 

Fath.  This  he  made,  Sir,  with  his  own  hands. 

Flow.  I,  well,  nay  come,  good  Uncle,  let  me  have  this 

ten  pound,  imagine  you  have  loft  it,  or  rob'd  of  it,  or 
mifreckon'd  your  felf  fo  much :  any  way  to  make  it  come 
eafily  off,  good  Uncle. 

Vac.  Not  a  penny. 

Fath.  I'faith  lend  it  him,  Sir,  I  my  felf  haveanEftate 
in  the  City  worth  twenty  pound,  all  that  I'll  ingage  for 
him,  he  faith  it  concerns  him  in  a  Marriage. 

Flow.  I  marry  doth  it,  this  is  a  Fellow  of  fome  fenfe, 
this :  come,  good  Uncle. 

Vnc.  Will  you  give  your  word  for  it,  Kefter? 
Fath.  I  will,  Sir,  willingly. 

Vac.  Well,  Coufin,  come  to  me  fome  hour  hence,  you 
fhall  have  it  ready. 

Flow.  Shall  I  not  fail? 

Vac.  You  fhall  not,  come  or  fend. 

Flow.  Nay  I'll  come  my  felf, 
Fath.  By  my  troth,  would  I  were  your  worfhips  man. 
Flow.  What  ?  would'ft  thou  ferve  ? 
Fath.  Very  willingly,  Sir. 

Flow.  Why  I'll  tell  thee  what  thou  fhajt  do ,  thou 
faift  thou  haft  twenty  pound ,  go  into  Burchia- Lane, 
put  thy  felf  into  Cloaths,  thou  (halt  ride  with  me  to. 

Qroyden  Fair. Fath.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  I  will  attend  you. 
Flow.  Well,  Uncle,  you  will  not  fail  me  an  hour  hence. 
Vac.  I  will  not,  Coufin. Flow. 
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Flow.  What's  thy  name,  Kefler? 
Fath.  I,  Sir. 

Flow.  Well,  provide  thy  fclf :  Uncle,  farewel  till  anon. 
[Exit  Flowerdale. 

Vnc.  Brother,  how  do  you  like  your  Son  ? 

Fath.  l'faith  Brother,  like  a  mad  unbridled  Colt, 
Or  as  a  Hawk,  that  never  ftoop'd  to  lure  : 
The  one  muft  be  tamed  with  an  Iron  bit, 

The  other  mud  be  watch'd,  or  dill  (he  is  wild, 
Such  is  my  Son,  a  while  let  him  be  fo ; 
For  counlel  ftill  is  follies  deadly  Foe. 

I'll  ferve  his  youth,  for  youth  muft  have  hiscourfe, 
For  being  reftrain'd,  it  makes  him  ten  times  worfe : 
His  pride,  his  riot,  all  that  may  be  nam'd, 
Time  may  recal,  and  all  his  madnefs  tam'd. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot,  Mailer  Weathercock,  DafEdill, 
Artichoak,  Luce,  and  Frank. 

Lam.  Sirrah  Artichoak^,  get  you  home  before, 
And  as  you  proved  your  felf  a  Calf  in  buying, 
Drive  home  your  fellow  Calves  that  you  have  bought. 

iArt.  Yes  forfooth ,  lhall  not  my  Fellow  Daffidill  go 
along  with  me. 

Lane.  No,  Sir,  no,  I  muft  have  one  to  wait  on  me. 
is4rt.  D^ffidill,  farewell,  good  fellow  Daffidtll, 

You  may  fee,  Miftrefs,  I  am  fet  up  by  the  halves, 
Inftead  of  waiting  on  you,I  am  fent  to  drive  home  Calves. 

Lane,  l'faith  Frankly  I  mull  turn  away  this  Daffidill, 
He's  grown  a  very  foolifh  fawcy  Fellow. 

Fran.  Indeed-law,  Father,  he  was  fo  fince  I  had  him  : 
Before  he  was  wife  enough  for  a  foolifh  Serving-man. 

Wea.  But  what  fay  you  to  me,  Sir  Lancelot  i 
Lane  O,  about  my  Daughters,  well,  I  will  go  forward, 

Here's  two  of  them,  God  fave  them  :  but  the  third, 
O  fhe's  a  ftranger  in  her  courfe  of  life, 
She  hath  refufed  you,  Mailer  Weathercock. 

Wea.  I  by  the  Rood,  Sir  Lancelot,  that  fhe  hath,  but 

had  fhe  try'd  me,  fhe  mould  have  found  a  man  of  me  in- deed. 

Lane.  Nay  be  not  angry,  Sir,  at  her  denial,  fhe  hath 

refus'd  feven  of  the  worfhipfuU'ft  and  worthieft  Houfe- 
Keepers  this  day  in  Kent :  Indeed  fhe  will  not  marry  I 
fuppofe. 

Wea.  The  more  Fool  fhe. 

Lane,  What  is  it  folly  to  love  Charity  ? 
Wea.  No,  miftake  me  not,  Sir  Lancelot, 

But  'tis  an  old  Proverb,  and  you  know  it  well, 
That  Women  dying  Maids,  lead  Apes  in  Hell. 

Lane.  That's  a  foolifh  Proverb  and  a  falfe. 
Wea.  BytheMafs,  I  think  it  be,  and  therefore  let  it  go: 

But  who  fhall  marry  with  Miftrefs  France!? 
Franc.  By  my  troth  they  are  talking  of  marrying  me, 

Sifter. 

Luce.  Peace,  let  them  talk  : 
Fools  may  have  leave  to  prattle  as  they  walk. 

Daff.  SentefTes  ftill,  fweet  Miftrefs, 
You  have  a  Wit,  and  it  were  your  Alablafter. 

Luce.  l'faith  and  thy  tongue  trips  trench.mqre. 
Lane.  No  of  my  Knighthood,  not  a  futer  yet : 

Alas  God  I  elp  her,  filly  Girl,  a  Fool,  a  very  Fool  : 

But  there's  the  other  black  brows  a  fhrew'd  Girl, 
-  She  hath  wit  at  will,  and  futers  two  or  three  5 

Sir  Arthur  Greenfield  one,  a  gallant  Knight, 
A  valiant  Souldier,  but  his  power  but  poor. 

Then  there's  young  Oliver,  the  Devonjhtre  Lad, 
A  wary  Fellow,  marry  full  of  wit, 

And  rich  bvrfhe  Roocl,  but  there's  a  third  all  air, 
Light  as  a  Feather,  changing  as  the  wind  : 
Young  Flowerdale. 

Wea.  O  he,  Sir,  he's  a  defperate  Dick  indeed. 
Bar  him  your  Hcufe. 

Lane.  Fie,  not  fo,  he's  of  good  Parentage. 
Wea.  By  my  fay  and  fo  he  is,  and  a  proper  man. 

lane.  1  proper  enough,  had  he  good  qualities. 
Wea.  I  marry,  there's  the  point,  Sir  Lancelot  1 

For  there's  an  old  faying, 
Be  he  rich,  or  be  he  poor, 

Be  he  high,  or  be  he  low: 
Be  he  born  in  Barn  or  Hall, 

'Tis  manners  makes  the  man  and  all. 
Lane.  You  are  in  the  right,  Mafter  Weathercock. 

Enter  Monfeur  Civet. 

Civet.  Soul,  I  think  I  am  fure  croffed,  or  witcht  with 
an  Owl,  1  have  haunted  them,  Inn  after  Inn,  Booth  after 
Booth,  yet  cannot  find  them  ha,  yonder  they  are,  that's 
fhe,  I  hope  to  God  'tis  fhe,  nay  I  know  'tis  fhe  now,  for fhe  treads  her  Shoe  a  little  awry. 

Lane  Where  is  this  Inn  ?  we  are  part  it,  Daffdill. 
Daff.  The  good  fign  is  here,  Sir,  but  the  black  Gate  is 

before. 

Civet.  Save  you,  Sir,  I  pray  may  I  borrow  a  piece  of 
a  word  with  you  ? 

Daff.  No  pieces,  Sir. 
Civ.  Why  then  the  whole. 

I  pray,  Sir,  what  may  yonder  Gentlewomen  be? 
Daff.  They  may  be  Ladies,  Sir,  if  the  deftinies  and 

mortality  work. 

Civ.  What's  her  name,  Sir. 

Daff.  Miftrefs  Frances  Spurcock.,  Sir  Lancelot  Spurcock's 
Daughter. 

Civ.  Is  fhe  a  Maid,  Sir  ? 

Daff.  You  may  ask  Pinto,  and  Dame  Troferpine  that : 
I  would  be  loth  to  be  rideld,  Sir. 

Ctv.  Is  fhe  married  I  mean,  Sir  ? 

D<>ff.  The  Fates  know  not  yet  what  Shoe-maker  fhall 
make  her  Wedding  Shoes. 

Civ.  I  pray  where  Inn  yen  Sir  ?  I  would  be  very  glad 
to  beftow  the  Wine  of  that  Gentlewoman. 

Daff.  At  the  George,  Sir. 
Civ.  God  fave  you,  Sir. 

Daff.  I  pray  your  Name,  Sir  ? 
Civ.  My  Name  is  Mafter  Civet y  Sir. 
Daff.  A  fweet  Name,  God  be  with  you,  good  Mafter 
Civet.  [8xit  Civet. 

Lane.  A,  have  we  fpi'd  you  flout  St.  George  ? 
For  all  your  Dragon,  you  had  belt  fell's  good  Wine : 
That  needs  no  Ivy-bufh :  well,  we'll  not  fit  by  it, 
As  you  do  on  your  Horfe,  this  room  fhall  ferve  : 
Drawer,  let  me  have  Sack  for  us  old  men : 
For  thefe  Girls  and  Knaves  fmall  Wines  are  beft. 
A  Pint  of  Sack,  no  more. 

Draw.  A  Quart  of  Sack  in  the  three  Tuns, 
Lane.  A  Pint,  draw  but  a  Pint,  Daffidill, 

Call  for  Wine  to  make  your  felves  drink. 
Fran.  And  a  Cup  of  fmall  Beer,  and  a  Cake,  good 

Daffidill.  - 
Enter  young  Flowerdale. 

Flow.  How  now,  fie,  fit  in  the  open  Room,  now  good 
Sir  Lancelot ,  and  ray  kind  Friend ,  worfhipful  Mafter 
Weathercock^  What  at  your  Pint,  a  Quart  for  fhame. 

Lane.  Nay  Royfter,  by  your  leave  we  will  away. 

Flow.  Come,  give's  fome  Mufick,  we'll  go  Dance, 
Be  gone,  Sir  Lancelot,  what,  and  fair  day  too  ? 

Lane.  'Twere  foully  done,  to  dance  within  the  Fair. 

Flow.  Nay  if  you  fay  fo,  faireft  of  all  Fairs,  then  I'll not  dance,  a  Pox  upon  my  Taylor,  he  hath  fpoiPd  me  a 
Pfach. colour  Sattin  Sute,  cut  upon  Cloth  of  Silver,  but 

if  ever  the  Rafcal  ferve  me  fuch  another  trick,  I'll  give 
him  leave,  i'iaith,  to  put  me  in  the  Calender  of  Fools, 
and  you.,  and  you,  Sir  Lancelot  ;  and  Mafter  Weathercock,, 

my  Goldfmith  too  on  t'other  fide,  1  befpokethee,  Luce, 

a  Carkenet  of  gold,  and  thought  thou  fhould'ft  a  had 
it  for  a  Fairing ,  and  the  Rogue  puts  me  in  rerages 
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for  Orient  Pearl  :  but  thou  ftiait  have  it  by  Sunday 

Night,  Wench. 

Enter  the  Drawer. 

Draw.  Sir,  here  is  one  that  hath  fent  you  a  Pottle  of 

Rhenifh  Wine,  brewed  with  Rofe- Water. 
Flow.  To  me? 

Draw.  No,  Sir,  to  the  Knight ;  and  defires  his  more 
acquaintance. 

Lam.  To  me  ?  what's  he  that  proves  fo  kind  ? 
cDjff.  I  have  a  trick  to  know  his  name,  Sir,  he  hath 

a  months  mind  here  to  Mifcefc  Frances,  his  name  is  Ma- 
tter Ctvct. 

Lane.  Call  him  in,  Daffiddl. 
Flow.  O,  I  know  him,  Sir,  he  is  a  Fool,  but  reafonable 

rich,  his  Father  was  one  of  thefe  Leafe-mongers ,  thefe 
Corn  mongers,  thefe  Money-mongers,  but  he  never  had 
the  wit  to  be  a  Whore-mooger. 

Enter  tJMafter  Civet. 

Lane.  I  promife  you,  Sir,  you  are  at  too  much  charge. 
Civ.  The  charge  is  fmail  charge,  Sir,  I  thank  God  my 

Father  left  me  wherewithal,  if  itpleafeyou,  Sir,  I  have 
a  great  mind  to  this  Gentlewoman  here,  in  the  way  of 
marriage. 

Lane.  I  thank  you,  Sir :  pleafe  you  to  come  to  Lew- 
fame,  to  my  poor  Houfe,  you  fhall  be  kindly  welcome:  I 
knew  your  Father,  he  was  a  wary  Husband  :  to  pay  here, 
Drawer. 

Draw.  All  is  paid,  Sir:  this  Gentleman  hath  paid  all. 

Lane.  I 'faith  you  do  us  wrong, 
But  we  fhall  live  to  make  amends  ere  long  : 
Matter  F.owerdale,  is  that  your  Man  ? 

Flow.  Yes  Faith,  a  good  old  Knave. 
Lane.  Nay  then  I  think  you  will  turn  wife, 

Now  you  take  fuch  a  Servant : 

Come,  you'll  ride  with  us  to  Lewfome,  let's  away, 
'Tis  fcarce  two  hours  to  the  end  of  day.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Arthur  Greenfhood,  Oliver,  Lieu- 
tenant and  Souldiers. 

Arth.  Lieutenant,  lead  your  Souldiers  to  the  Ships, 
There  let  them  have  their  Coats,  at  their  arrival 
They  fhall  have  pay  :  far  ewe),  look  to  your  charge. 

Soul.  I,  we  are  now  fent  away,  and  cannot  fo  much  as 
fpeak  with  our  Friends. 

OH.  No  man  what  ere  you  ufed  a  zutch  a  fafhion,  thick 
you  cannot  take  your  leave  of  your  vreens. 

isfrtk.  Fellow,  no  more,  Lieutenant  lead  them  off. 
Soul.  Well,  if  I  have  not  my  pay  and  my  Cloaths, 

I'll  venture  a  running  away,  though  I  hang  for't. 
Arth.  Away  firrah,  charm  your  tongue. 

{.Exeunt  Souldiers. 
Oli.  Bin  you  a  prefTer,  Sir  ? 
c^rth.  1  am  a  Commander,  Sir,  under  the  King. 
OU.  Sfoot  man,  and  you  be  nere  zutch  a  Commander, 

Shud  a  fpoke  with  my  vreens  before  I  chid  a  gone,  fo 
(hud. 

zsfrtk.  Content  your  felf  man ,  my  Authority  will 
ftrctch  to  prefs  fo  good  a  man  as  you. 

OU.  Prefs  me  ?  I  devy,  prefs  Scoundrels ,  and  thy 

Meflels :  prefs  me,  chee  fcorns  thee  i'faith :  For  feeft  thee, 
here's  a  worfhipful  Knight  knows,  cham  not  to  be  prefTed 
by  thee. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot,  Weathercock,  young  Flowerdale ,  old 
Flowerdale,  Luce,  Frank. 

Lane.  Sir  Arthur,  welcome  to  Lewfome ,  welcome  by 

my  troth,  What's  the  matter  man,  why  are  you  vext  ? 
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OH.  Why  man  he  would  prefs  me. 
Lane.  O  fie,  Sir  Arthur,  prefs  him  > 

He  is  a  man  of  reckoning. 
Wea.  I  that  he  is,  Sir  Arthur,  he  hath  the  nobles, 

The  golden  ruddocks  he. 
Arth.  The  fitter  for  the  Wars : 

And  were  he  not  in  favour 

With  ycur  Worfhips,  he  fhould  fee, 
That  I  have  power  to  piefs  fo  good  as  he. 

OU.  Chill  (land  to  the  trial,  fo  chill. 

Flow.  I  marry  Ilia.'!  he,  prefs  Cloth  and  Karfy, 
White-Pot  and  drowfen  Bioth  :  tut,  tut,  he  cannot. 

OIL  Well,  Sir,  though  you  fee  vlouten  Cloth  and  Karfy, 
chee  azeen  zutch  a  Karfy-Coat  wear  out  the  To  wn  fick  a 
zilken  Jacket,  as  thick  a  one  you  wear. 

Flow.  Well  fed  vlitan  vlattan. 

OH.  A  and  well  fed  Cocknell,  and  Boe-Bell  too:  what 
doeft  think  cham  aveard  of  thy  Zilken-Coat,  no  fer  vere 
thee. 

Lane.  Nay  come  no  more,  be  all  Lovers  and  Friends. 

Wea.  1  'tis  beft  fo,  good  Matter  Oliver. 
Flow.  Is  your  name  Matter  Oliver,  i  pray  you  ? 
OH.  What  tit  and  be  tit,  and  grieve  vou. 

Flow.  No,  but  I'd  gladly  know  if  a  m«n  might  not  have 
a  Foolifh  Plot  out  of  Matter  Oliver  to  woi  k  upon. 

OH.  Work  thy  Plots  upon  me,  ftand  a  lide,  vftiik  thy 
Foolifh  Plots  upon  me,  chill  fo  ufe  thee,  thou  weit  never 
fo  ufed  fince  thy  Dam  bound  thy  Head,  work  upon  me? 

Flow.  Let  him  come,  let  him  come. 

OH.  Zyrrha,  Zyrrha,  if  it  were  not  for  fbame,  chee 
would  a  given  thee  zutch  a  whifter  poop  under  the  Ear, 
chee  would  have  made  thee  a  vanged  another  at  my  feet : 

ftand  a  fide  let  me  loofe,cham  all  of  a  vlaming  Fire-brand j 
ftand  afide. 

Flow.  Well  I  forbear  you  for  your  Friends  fake. 

OH.  Avig  for  all  my  vreens,  do'ft  thou  tell  me  of  my vreens  ? 

Lane.  No  more,  good  Matter  Oliver,  no  more,  Sir^r 
thur.  And  Maiden,  here  in  the  fight  of  all  your  Suters, 

every  man  of  worth,  I'll  tell  you  whom  I  faineft  would 
prefer  to  the  hard  bargain  of  your  Marriage  Bed  :  ShuW  I 
be  plain  among  you,  Gentlemen  ? 

Arth.  I,  Sir,  'tis  bett. 
Lane.  Then,  Sir,  firft  to  you,  I  do  confefs  you  a  mod 

gallant  Knight,  a  worthy  Souldier ,  and  honeft  man : 
hut  honefty  maintains  a  French-hood,  goes  very  feldome 
in  a  Chain  of  Gold,  keeps  a  fmall  train  of  Servants :  hath 

few  Friends :  and  for  this  wild  Oats  here,  young  Flower-'1 
dak,  I  will  not  judge,  God  can  work  Miracles ,  but  he 
were  better  make  a  hundred  new,  than  thee  a  thrifty  and 
an  honeft  one. 

Wea.  Believe  me  he  hath  hit  you  there,  he  hath  touched 
you  to  the  quick,  that  he  hath. 

Flow.  Woodcock  a  my  fide,  why,  Matter  Weathercock^ 
you  know  I  am  honeft,  howfoever  trifles. 

Wea.  Now  by  my  troth,  I  know  no  otherwife, 
O,  your  old  Mother  was  a  Dame  indeed  : 
Heaven  hath  her  Soul,  and  my  Wives  too,  Itruft: 
And  your  good  Father,  honeft  Gentleman, 
He  is  gone  a  Journey  as  I  hear,  far  hence. 

Flow.  1  God  be  praifed,  he  is  far  enough, 
He  is  gone  a  Pilgrimage  to  Paradife. 
And  left  me  to  cut  a  Caper  againtt  care, 
Luce  look  on  me  that  am  as  light  air. 

Luce.  I'faith  I  like  not  fhadows,  bubbles,  broth, 
I  hate  a  light  a  love,  as  I  hate  death. 

Lane.  Girl,  hold  thee  there : 
Look  on  this  Devonjl:ire  Lad  : 

Fat,  fair,  and  lovely,  both  in  purfe  and  perfon. 
OH.  Well,  Sir,  cham  as  the  Lord  hath  made  me, 

You  know  me  well  ivin,  cha  have  three  fcore  pack  of 
Karfay,  and  Blackem  Hall ,  and  chief  credit  befide,  and 
my  Fortunes  may  be  fo  good  as  an  others,  zo  it  may. 

Lance.  'Tis  you  1  love,  whatfoever  others  fay. Arth. 
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Anh.  Thanks,  faireft. 

Flow.  What,  wouid'fl  thou  have  me  quarrel  with  him  ? 
Fatb,  Do  but  fey  tic  fhall  hear  from  you. 
Lan.  Yet,  Gentleman,  howfoever  1  prefer  this  Devon- 

fl»re  Suitor ,  I'll  enforce  no  love,  my  Daughter  fhall  have 
ler  liderty  to  choofe  whom  fhe  likes  beft:  In  your  Love- 
uit  proceed.  Not  all  of  you  but  only  one  muft  fpeed. 
Wea.  You  have  faid  well :  Indeed  right  well. 

Enter  Artichoak. 

Art i.  Miftrefs ,  here's  one  would  fpeak  with  you  ,  my 

"ellow  DaffiMll  hath  him  in  the  Cellar  already  he  knows 
rim,  hemethimatOov^Fiir. 

Lance.  O  I  remember,  a  little  Man. 
Arti.  I,  a  very  little  Man. 
Lance.  And  yet  a  proper  Man. 
Arti.  A  very  proper,  very  little  Man. 
Lance.  His  name  is  Monfieur  Civet, 
zsirti.  The  fame,  Sir. 
Lance.  Come,  Gentlemen,  if  other  Suitors  come, 

My  foolifh  Daughter  will  be  fitted  too: 
But  Delia  my  Saint,  no  Man  dare  move, 

{Sxtmt  all  but  Toung  Flowerdale  and  Oliver, 
and  Old  Flowerdale. 

Flow.  Hark  you,  Sir,  a  word. 
Oli.  What  ha  an  you  fay  to  me  now  ? 
Flow.  Ye  (hall  hear  from  me ,  and  that  very  fhortly. 

OH.  Is  that  all,  vare  thee  well,  chee  vere  thee  not  a  vig. 

[Exit  Oliver. Flow.  What  if  he  fhould  come  more  ?  I  am  fairly  dreft. 
Fath.  I  do  not  mean  that  you  (hall  meet  with  him, 

But  prefently  we'll  go  and  draw  a  Will : 
Where  we'll  fet  down  Land,  that  we  never  faw, 
And  we  will  have  it  of  fo  large  a  Sum, 
Sir  Lancelot  fhall  intreat  you  take  his  Daughter : 
This  being  formed,  give  it  Mafter  Weathercock^ 

And  make  Sir  Lancelot's  Daughter  Heir  of  all : And  make  him  fwear  never  to  (hew  the  Will 

To  any  one,  until  that  you  be  dead. 
This  done,  the  foolifhChangling  Weathercock., 
Will  ftraight  difcourfe  unto  Sir  Lancelot, 
The  Form  and  Tenor  of  your  Teftament, 

Nor  ftand  to  paufe  of  it,  be  rul'd  by  me : 
What  will  enfue,  that  fhall  you  quickly  fee. 

Flow.  Come  let's  about  it ;  if  that  a  Will,  fweet  Kit, 
Can  get  the  Wench,  1  fhall  renown  thy  Wit.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Daffidil. 

Daf.  Miftrefs,  flill  froward  ? 
No  kind  looks  unto  your  Daffidil,  now  by  the  gods. 

Luce.  Away  my  foolifh  Knave,  let  my  hand  go. 

Daf. There's  your  hand,  but  this  fhall  go  with  me: 
My  heart  is  thine,  this  is  my  True  Loves  Fee. 

Luce.  I'll  have  your  Coat  ftript  o're  your  Ears  for  this, 
You  fawcy  Rafcal. 

Enter  Lancelot  and  Weathercock. 

Lance .  How  now,  Maid,  what  is  the  news  with  you  ? 
Luce.  Your  Man  is  fomething  fawcy.       {Exit  Luce. 

Lance.  Go  to,  Sirrah,  I'll  talk  with  you  anon. 
Daf.  Sir,  I  am  a  Man  to  be  talked  withal, 

IamnoHorfe,  I  trow: 
I  know  my  flrength  then  no  more  than  fo. 

Wea.  A  by  the  matkin? ,  good  Sir  Lancelot ,  I  faw  him 
the  other  day  hold  up  the  Bucklers,  like  an  Hercules^ 
I  faith God-a-mercy,  Lad,  I  like  thee  well. 

La.  I,  l,like  him  well,  go  Sirrah,fetch  me  a  cup  of  wine, 

That  e're  I  part  with  Mallei  Weathercock., 
We  may  drink  down  our  farewel  in  French  Wine. 

Wea.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  I  thank  you,  friendly  Knight, 

I'll  come  and  vifit  you,  by  the  Moufe-foot  1  will: 

In  the  mean  time,  take  heed  of  cutting  Flowerdale. 
He  is  a  defperate  Dick,  I  warrant  you. 

Lance.  He  is,  he  is :  Fill,  Daffidil,  fill  me  fome  wine 

Ha,  what  wears  he  on  his  arm  ?  ' 
My  Daughter  Luces  Bracelet,  I,  'tis  the  fame : 
Ha  to  you,  Mafter  Weathercock- 

Wea.  I  thank  you,  Sir:  Here,  Daffidil ,  an  honeft fel- 
low and  a  tail  thou  art :  Well :  I'll  take  my  leave ,  good night,  and  I  hope  to  have  you  and  all  your  Daughters  at 

my  poor  houfe,  in  good  footh  I  muft. 
Lance.  Thanks ,  Mafter  Weathercock.,  I  fhall  be  bold 

to  trouble  you  be  fure. 
Wea.  And  welcom,  heartily  farewel.  {Exit  Weath. 
Lance.  Sirrah,  I  faw  my  Daughters  wrong ,  and  with- 
al her  Bracelet  on  your  arm ;  off  with  it :  and  with  it  my 

Livery  too :  have  I  care  to  fee  my  Daughter  matched  with 
men  of  worfhip,  and  are  you  grown  fo  bold  ?  Go,  Sirrah 
from  my  houfe,  or  I'll  whip  you  hence. 

Daf.  I'll  not  be  whipt,  Sir,  there's  your  Livery This  is  a  Serving  mans  reward,  what  care  I, 
I  have  means  to  ttuft  to,  I  fcorn  fervice  I. 

{Exit  Daffidil. 

Lance.  I  a  lufty  Knave,  but  I  muft  let  him  go. 
Our  Servants  muft  beiaught  what  they  mould  know. 

Enter  Sir  Arthur  and  Luce. 

Luce.  Sir,  as  I  am  a  Maid  ,  IdoafFeft  you  above  any 
Suitor  that  I  have ,  although  that  Souldiers  fcarce  know 
how  to  love. 

Arth.  1  am  a  Souldier,  and  a  Gentleman 
.Knows  what  belongs  to  War,  what  to  a  Lady : 
What  man  offends  me,  that  my  Sword  fhall  right : 
What  woman  loves  me,  I  am  her  faithful  Knight. 

Luce.  I  neither  doubt  your  Valour  nor  your  Love  but 
there  be  fome  that  bear  a  Souldiers  form ,  that  fwear  by 
him  they  never  think  upon  ,  go  fwaggering  up  and  down 
from  houfe  to  houfe ,  crying,  God  pays:  And  

Arth.  I  faith,  Lady,  I'll  defcry  you  fuch  a  man, Of  them  there  be  many  which  you  have  fpoke  of, 
That  bear  the  name  and  fhape  of  Souldiers, 
Yet,  God  knows,  very  feldome  faw  the  War: 
That  haunt  your  Taverns  and  your  Ordinaries, 
Your  Ale  houfes  fometimes,  for  all  a-like 
To  uphold  the  bruitifh  humour  of  their  minds, 
Being  marked  down,  for  the  bondmen  of  defpair : 
Their  mirth  begins  in  wine,  but  ends  in  bloud, 
Their  drink  is  clear,  but  their  conceits  are  mud. 

Luce.  Yet  thefe  are  great  Gentlemen  Souldiers. 
Arth.  No  they  are  wretched  Haves, 

Whofe  defperate  lives  doth  bring  them  timelefs  graves. 
Luce.  Both  for  your  felf,  and  for  your  form  of  life, 

If  I  may  choofe,  I'll  be  a  Souldiers  Wife. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot  and  Oliver. 

OH.  And  tut  truft  to  it,  fo  then. 
Lance.  Aflure  your  felf, 

You  fhall  be  married  with  all  fpeed  we  may : 
One  day  fhall  fcrve  for  Frances  and  for  Luce. 

OH.  Why  che  wood  vain  know  the  time,  for  providing 
VVedding  Raiments. 

Lance.  Why  no  more  but  this,  fir  ft  get  your  affurance 
made  touching  my  Daughters  Joynture,  that  difpatched, 
we  will  in  two  days  make  provifion. 

01.  Why  man,chil  have  the  writings  made  by  to  morrow. 

Lance .  To  morrow  be  it  then ,  let's  meet  at  the  King's Head  in  Fifh  ftreet. 

Oli.  No,  fie  man,  no,  let's  meet  at  the  RofeatTfwpfr 
Bar,  that  will  be  nearer  your  Counfellor  and  mine. 

Lance.  At  the  Rofe  be  it  then,  the  hour  nine, 
He  that  comes  laft  forfeits  a  Pint  of  wine. 

Oli.  A  Pint  is  no  payment, 
Let  it  be  a  whole  Quart,  or  nothing. Enttr 
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Enter  Artichoak. 

tsirti.  Mafter,  here  is  a  man  would  fpeak  with  Mailer 
Oliver ,  he  comes  from  young  Mafter  Flowerdale. 

Oli.  Why  chil  fpeak  with  him,  chil  fpeak  with  him. 
Lance.  Nay,  Son  Oliver ,  Tie  furely  fee, 

What  young  Flowerdale  hath  fent  to  you. 
I  pray  God  it  be  no  quarrel. 

Oli.  Why  man,  if  he  quarrel  with  me,  chil  give  him  his 
hands  full. 

Fath.  God  fave  you,  good  Sir  Lancelot. 
Lance.  Welcom,  honeft  friend. 

Enter  old  Flowerdale. 

Fatb.  To  you  and  yoursmy  Mafter  wiflieth  health, 
But  unto  you,  Sir,  this,  and  this  he  fends : 
There  is  the  length,  Sir,  of  his  rapier, 
And  in  that  paper  mail  you  know  his  mind. 

OH.  Here,  chil  meet  him  my  friend,  chil  meet  him. 
Lance.  Meet  him,  you  (hall  not  meet  the  Ruffin,  fie. 
OH.  And  I  do  not  meet  him,  chil  give  you  leave  to  call 

Me  Cut,  where  is't,  firrha?  where  is't?  where  is't? Fath.  The  Letter  (hows  both  time  and  place, 
And  if  you  be  a  man,  then  keep  your  word. 

Lan.  Sir,  he  mall  not  keep  his  word,  he  mail  not  meet. 

Fatb.  Why  let  him  choofe,  he'll  be  the  better  known 
For  a  bafe  Rafcal,  and  reputed  fo. 

Oli.  Zirrah,  zirrah  :  and 'twere  not  an  old  fellow,  and 
fent  after  an  errant,  chid  give  thee  fomething,  but  chud  be 
no  mony  :  But  hold  thee ,  for  I  fee  thou  art  fomewhat 

teftorn,hold  thee,there's  vorty  mill ings,bring  thy  Mafter  a 
veeld,  chil  give  the  vorty  more,  look  thou  bring  him,  chil 
mall  him  teii  hira  ,chil  mar  his  dancing  treflels,chil  ufe  him, 
lie  was  nere  fo  ufed  fince  his  dam  bound  his  head,chil  make 
him  for  capering  any  more  chy  vor  thee. 

Fatb  You  feem  a  man,  ftout  and  refolute, 
And  I  will  fo  report,  what  ere  befall. 

Lance.  And  fall  out  ill,  allure  thy  Mafter  this, 
Tie  make  him  fly  the  Land,  or  ufe  him  worfe. 

Fath.  My  Mafter,  Sir,  defervesnotthisofyou, 

And  that  you'll  (hortly  find. 
Lan..  Thy  Mafter  is  an  unthrift,  you  a  knave, 

And  I'le  attach  you  firft,  next  clap  him  up : 
Or  have  him  bound  unto  his  good  behaviour. 

Oliver.  1  wood  you  were  a  fprite  if  you  do  him  any  harm 
for  this :  And  you  do,  chil  nere  fee  you.nor  any  of  yours, 
while  chil  have  Eyes  open  :  what  do  you  think ,  chil  be 
abaffelled  up  and  down  the  town  for  a  meflel ,  and  a 
fcoundrel,  no  chy  bor  you :  zirrha  chil  come,  zay  no  more, 
chil  come  tell  him. 

Fath.  Well,  Sir,  my  Mafter  deferves  not  this  of  you, 

And  that  you'll  fnortlyfind.  [Exit. 
Oli.  No  matter,  he's  an  unthrift,  I  defie  him. 
Lan.  No,  gentle  Son,  let  me  khow  the  place. 
Oli.  Now  chye  vor  you. 
Lan.  Let  me  fee  the  Note. 

Oli.  Nay,  chil  watch  you  for  zutch  a  trick. 
But  ifchee  meet  him,  zo,  if  not,  zo  :  chil  make  him  know 
me,  or  chil  know  why  1  fliall  not,  chil  vare  the  worfe. 

Lan.  What  will  you  then  neglect  my  Daughters  love  ? 
Venture  your  irate  and  hers,  for  a  loofe  brawl  ? 

Oli.  Why  man,  chil.not  kill  him,  marry  chil  vezehim 
too,  and  again  ;  and  zo  God  be  with  you  vather. 
What,  man,  we  (hall  meet  to  morrow.  [Exit. 

Lan.  Who  would  have  thought  he  had  bin  fo  defperate. 
Come  forth  my  honeft  Servant  Artichoak* 

Enter  Artichoak. 

Arti.  Now,  what's  the  matter  ?  fome  brawl  toward,  I 
warrant  you. 

Lan.  Go  get  me  thy  Sword  bright  fcowred,  thy  buckler 

mended,  O  for  that  knave,that  villain  Daffidtll  would  have 
done  good  fervice.  But  to  thee. 

Arti.  I,this  is  the  tricks  of  all  you  Gentlerhen,when  you 
ftand  in  need  of  a  good  fellow.  O  for  that  Daffidtll,  O 
where  is  he  ?  but  if  you  be  angry,  and  it  be  but  for  the 
wagging  of  a  ftraw,  then  out  a  doors  with  the  knave,  turn 
the  coat  over  his  Ears.  This  is  the  humour  of  you  all. 

Lan.  O  for  that  knave,  that  lufty  Daffidtll. 

Arti.  Why  there  'tis  now:  our  years  wages  and  our 
vails  will  fcarce  pay  for  broken  Swords  and  bucklers  that 

we  ufe  in  our  quarrels.  But  i'le  not  fight  if  Daffidtll  be  a 
cotherfide,  that's  flat. 

Lan.  'Tis  no  fuch  matter,  man,  get  weapons  ready,  and 
be  at  London  ere  the  break  of  day  :  watch  near  the  lod- 

ging of  the  rDevon-jhire  Youth,  butbeunfeen:  and  as  he 
goes  out,  as  he  will  go  out,  and  that  very  early  without 
doubt. 

Arti.  What,  would  you  have  me  draw  upon  him, 
As  he  goes  in  the  ftreet  ? 

Lance.  Not  for  a  world,man,  into  the  fields.  For  to  the 
field  hegoes,there  to  meet  the  defperate  Flowerdale :  Take 
thou  the  part  of  Oliver  my  Son,  for  he  fhall  he  my  Son,  and 

marry  Luce :  Do'ftunderftand  me,  knave  ? 
Arti.  I,  Sir,  I  dounderftand  you,  but  my  young  Miftris 

might  be  better  provided  in  matching  with  my  fellow 

Daffidtll. Lan.  No  more-,  Daffidtll  \%  a  knave. 
That  Daffidtll  is  a  raoft  notorious  knave.  [Exit. 

Enter  Weathercock. 

Mafter  Weathercock  ,  you  come  in  happy  time ,  The  de- 
fperate Flowerdale  hath  writ  a  Challenge  :  And  who 

think  you  muft  anfwer  it,  but  the  Devonshire  man,  my 
Son  Oliver. 

Wea.  Marry  I  am  forry  for  it,  good  Sir  Lancelot y 

But  if  you  will  be  rul'd  by  me,  we'll  ftay  the  fury. Lance.  As  how  I  pray  ? 

Wea.  Marry  Tie  tell  you,  by  promifing  young  Flowerdale 
the  red  lipped  Luce. 

Lan.  I'le-rather  follow  her  unto  her  grave. 
Wea.  I,  Sir  Lancelot,  I  would  have  thought  fo  too,  but 

you  and  I  have  been  deceived  in  him,  come  read  this  Will, 
or  Deed,  or  what  you  call  it,  I  know  not :  Come,  come, 
your  Spectacles  1  pray. 

Lan.  Nay  I  thank  God,  I  fee  very  well. 
Wea.  Marry  God  blefs  your  Eyes ,  mine  have  been  dim 

almoft  this  thirty  years. 

Lance.  Ha,  what  is  this?  what  is  this? 
Wea.  Nay  there  is  true  love  indeed,  he  gave  it  to  me  but 

this  very  morn,  and  bad  me  keep  itunfeen  from  any  one, 
good  youth,  to  fee  how  men  may  be  deceived. 

Lan.  Paffion  of  me,  what  a  wretch  am  I  to  hate  this 
loving  youth,  he  hath  made  me,  together  with  my  Luce  he 
loves  fodear,  Executors  of  all  his  wealth. 

Wea.  All,  all,  good  man,  he  hath  given  you  all. 
Lan.  Three  lhips  now  in  the  Straits,  and  home  ward bound, 

Two  Lordfhips  of  two  hundred  pound  a  year : 
The  one  in  Wales,  the  other  in  Glofter-Jhire  : 
Debts  and  accounts  are  thirty  thoufand  pound, 
Plate,  Money,  Jewels,  fixteen  thoufand  more, 
Two  houfen  furnifhed  well  in  Cole-man  ftreet : 
Befide  whatfoever  his  Uncle  leaves  to  him, 

Being  of  great  demeans  and  wealth  at  Peckbam, 
Wea.  How  like  you  this  good  Knight  ?  How  like  you this  ? 

Lan.  I  have  done  him  wrong. 

But  now  I'le  make  amends, 
The  Devonshire  man  (hall  whittle  for  a  wife, 

He  marry  Lucel  Luce  (hall  be  Flowerdale 's. 
Wea.  Why  that  is  friendly  faid,  let's  ride  to  London  and 

prevent  their  match,  by  promifing  your  Daughter  to  that 
lovely  Lad. 

T 1 1  Lance, 
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Lam.  We'll  ude  to  London,  or  it  fliall  not  need, 
We'll  croft  to  Dedford  fir  and,  and  take  a  Boat : 
Where  be  thde  Knaves?  what  Art tchoak^,  what  Fop? 

Enter  Artichoak. 

Art.  Here  be  the  very  Knaves,  but  not  the  merry 
Knaves. 

Lane  Here  take  my  Cloak ,  I'll  have  a  walk  to 
Didford. 

is/rt.  Sir,  we  have  been  fcouring  of  our  Swords  and 
Bucklers  for  your  defence. 

L.uic.  Defence  me  no  defence ,  Jet  your  Swords  ruff:, 

I'll  have  no  fighting :  I,  let  blows  alone,  bid  Delta  fee 
all  things  be  in  readinefs  againft  the  Wedding ,  we'll 
have  two  at  once,  and  that  will  fave  charges,  Matter  Wea- 
thercock^ 

zArt.  Well  we  will  do  it,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Civet,  Frank,  and  Delia. 

Civ.  By  my  troth  this  is  good  luck,  I  thank  God  for 
this.  In  good  footh  I  have  even  my  hearts  defire  :  Sifter 

DiL'.i,  now  ;  ma-y  boldly  cail  you fo,  for  your  Father  hath 
frank  aad  fieeiy  given  me  his  Daugnter  Franck^ 

Fran.  I  by  my  troth,  Tom,  thou  haft  my  good  will  too, 
for  I  thank  God  1  longed  for  a  Husband,  and  would  I 

.  mig'u  never  ftir,  for  one  his  name  was  Tom. 
Delia  Why,  Sifter,  now  you  have  your  wifh. 
Civ.  Yen  fay  very  tiue,  Sifter  Delta ,  and  I  prethee 

call  me  nothing  but  Tew;  and  I'll  call  thee  fweet  heart, 
an  i  P&kiki:  mil  it  not  do  well,  Sifter  Delia? 

'■  Delk?:-lt  will  do  very  well  with  both  of  you. 
Fr^n^Qt  Tom^mutl  I  go  as  I  do  now  when  I  am  married  ? 

Gv.  NoFranc\,  1*11  have  thee  go  like  a  Citizen 
In  a  garded  Gown,  and  a  French-Hood. 

Fran.  'fJy  my  troth  that  will  be  excellent  indeed. 
Delia.  Brother,  maintain  your  Wife  to  your  Eftate, 

Apparel  you  your  felf  like  to  your  Father: 
And  let  her  go  like  to  your  ancient  Mother, 
He  fparing  got  his  wealth,  left  it  to  you, 
Brother  take  heed  of  Pride,  feme  bids  thrift  adieu. 

Civ.  So  as  my  Father  ana  my  Mother  went,  that's  a 
left  indeed,  why  flie  went  in  a  fringed  Gown,  a  fingl 
Ruff,  and  a  white  Cap.  And  my  Father  in  a  Mocado 
Coat,  a  pair  of  red  Sattin  Sleeves,  and  a  Canvis  back. 

Delta.  And  yet  Bis  wealth  was  all  as  much  as  yours; 
Civ.  My  Eftate ,  my  Eftate  ,  I  thank  God  ,  is  forty 

pound  a  year  in  good  Leafes  and  Tenements ,  befides 
twenty  mark  a  year  at  Cuckolds-Haven,  and  that  comes 
to  us  all  by  inheritance. 

Delta.  That  may  indeed,  'tis  very  fitly  p1ied> 
I  know  not  how  it  come.*,  but  fo  it  falls  out 
That  thofe  whofe  Fathers  have  died  wondrous  rich, 
And  took  no  pleafure  but  to  gather  wealth, 
Thinking  of  little  that  they  leave  behind : 
For  them  they  hope,  will  be  of  their  like  mind. 
But  falls  out  contrary,  forty  years  fparing 
Is  fcarce  three  feVen  years  (pending,  never  caring 
What  will  enfue,  when  a!f  their  Coin  is  gone, 
And  all  too  late,  then  Thrift  is  thought  upon  : 
Oft  have  I  heard,  that  Pride  and  Riotkift, 
And  then  repentance  cries,  for  had  1  wift. 

Civ.  You  fay  well,  Sifter  Delia,  you  fay  well:  but  I 
mean  to  live  within  my  bounds :  for  look  you,  I  have  fet 
down  mvieft  thus  far,  but  to  maintain  my  Wife  in  her 
French  Hood,  and  her  Coach,  keep  a  couple  of  Geldings, 

and  a  brace  of  Gray-hounds,  and  this  is  all  I'll  do. 
Delia.  And  you'll  do  this  with  forty  pound  a  year  ? 
Ctv.  I,  and  a  bcrter  penny,  Sifter. 
Fran.  Sifter,  you  forget  that  at  Cuckolds  Haven. 
Ctv.  Bv  my  troth  well  rcmcmbred,  Franck^ 

I'll  five  thee  that  to  Imv  thee  Pin.'.  , 
Delia.  Keep  you  trie  reft  for  points,  alas  the  day, 

Fools  fliall  have  wealth,  though  all  the  World  fay  nav  : 
Come,  Brother,  will  you  in;  Dinner  ftays  for  us. 

Ctv.  I,  good  Sifter,  with  all  my  heart. 
Fran.  I  by  my  troth,  Tom  for  1  have  a  good  ftomach. 
Ctv.  And  I  the  like,  fweet  Franck^,  no  Sifter, 

Do  not  think  I'll  go  beyond  my  bounds. 
"Delta.  God  grant  you  may  not.  [Exeunt. 

Emcr  young  Flowerdale  and  his  Father ,  with 
foils  in  their  hands. 

Flow.  Sirrah  Ktt^  tarry  thou  theie  ,  I  have  fpied  Sir 
Lancelot,  and  old  Weathercock^  coming  this  way,  thev  are 
lardathand,  1  will  by  no  means  b.  ipoken  withal. 

Fath.  I'll  warrant  you,  go  get  you  in. 

Enter  Lancelot  and  Weathercock. 

Lane.  Now,  my  honeft  Friend,  thou  dolt  bdong  to 
Vlafter  Flowerdale  ? 

Fath.  I  do,  Sir. 
Lane.  Is  he  within,  my  good  Fellow  ? 
Fath.  No,  Sir,  ho  is  not  within. 
Lane.  I  prethee  if  he  be  within,  let  mefpeak  with  him. 
Fath.  Sir,  to  tell  you  true,  my  Mailer  is  within,  but 

indeed  would  not  be  fpoke  withal :  there  be  forae  terms 
that  ftands  upon  his  reputation,  therefore  he  will  not  ad- 

mit any  conference  till  he  hath  fhook  them  off. 
Lam.  I  prithee  tell  him  his  very  good  Friend  Sir  Lan- 

celot Spitrcock^  intreats  to  fpeak  with  him. 
Fath.  By  my  troth,  Sir,  if  you  come  to  take  up  the 

matter  between  my  Matter  and  the  Devonflrire  man,  you 

do  but  beguile  your  hopes,  and  lofe  your  labour. 
Lane.  Honeft  Friend,  I  have  not  any  Rich  thing  to  him, 

I  come  to  fpeak  with  him  about  other  matters. 
Fath.  For  my  Mafter,  Sir,  hath  fet  down  his  refolu- 

tion,  either  to  redeem  his  honour,  or  leave  his  life  be- 
hind him. 

Lane.  My.  Friend,  I  do  not  know  any  quarrel  touching 

thy  Mafter  or  any  other  perfon,  my  bufinefs  is  of  a  diffe- 
rent nature  to  him,  and  I  prithee  fo  tell  him. 

Fath.  For  hbwfoever  the  Devonjlnre  man  is, 

My  Mafters  mind  is  bloudy  :  that's  a  round  O, 
And  therefore,  Sir,  intreaties  are  but  vain  : 

Lane.  I  have  no  fuch  thing  to  him,  I  tell  thee  once 

again. Fath.  I  will  then  fo  fignifie  to  him.        [Exit  Father. 
Lane.  A  Sirrah,  I  fee  this  matter  is  hotly  carried. 

Buf  HI  labour  to  diffwade  him  from  if. 

Enter  Flowerdale. 

Good  morrow  Mafter  Flowerdale. 
Flow.  Good  morrow,  good  Sir  Lancelot, 

Good  morfow,  Mafter  Weathercock^ 

By  my  troth,  Gentlemen,  1  have  been  reading  over 
Nick  MachiavcU  I  find  him 
Good  to  be  known,  not  to  be  followed  : 
A  peftilent  humane  Fellow,  I  have  made 
Certain  Annotations  of  him  fuch  as  they  be : 

And  how  is't,  Sir  Lancelot?  ha?  how  is't  ? 
A  mad  World,  men  caunot  live  quiet  in  it. 

Lane.  Mafter  Flowerdale,  I  do  underftand  there  is  fome 

jar  between  the  "Devonfimc  man  and  you. 
Fath.  They,  Sir?  they  are  good  Friends  as  can  be. 
Flow.  Who  Mafter  Oliver  and  I?  as  good  Friends  as 

can  be. 

Lane.  It  is  a  kind  offafety  in  you  to  deny  it,  and  a  ge. 
nerous  filence,  which  too  k-w  are  indued  withal  :  ButjSir, 
fuch  a  thing  I  hear,  and  I  could  wifh  itotherwife. 

Flow.  No  fuch  thing  Sis  Lancelot,  a  my  reputation,  as 
I  am  an  heneft  n1  on 

Lane  Now  I     b .  jeVe  you  then,  if  ycu  do 

Irgage  youj*rcputationtnere  is  none. 
Flaw 
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Flow.  Nay  I  do  not  ingage  my  reputation  there  is  not, 
You  (hall  not  bind  me  coany  condition  of  hardnefs : 
But  if  there  be  any  thing  between  us,  then  there  is, 
If  there  be  not,then  there  is  not :  be,or  be  not,all  is  one. 

Lance.  I  do  perceive  by  this,  that  there  is  fomething  be- 
tween you,  and  I  am  very  forry  for  it. 

Flow.  You  may  be  deceived,  Sir  Lancelot ,  the  Italian 
Hath  a  pretty  faying,  Qyfto  ?  1  have  forgot  it  too, 

'Tis  out  of  my  head,  but  in  my  tranflation 
Ift  hold  thus,  thou  haft  a  friend, keep  him;lf  a  foe  trip  him. 

Lan.  Come,I  do  fee  by  this  there  is  fome what  between 
And  before  God  I  could  wilh  it  otherwife.  (you, 

Flow.  Well  what  is  between  us,  can  hardly  be  altered  : 
Sir  Lancelot y  I  am  to  ride  forth  to  morrow, 
That  way  which  I  muft  ride,  no  man  muft  deny 
Me  the  Sun,  I  would  not  by  any  particular  man, 
Be  denied  common  and  general  pafiage.  If  any  one 
Saith,  Flow,  rda  e,  thou  pafleft  not  this  way : 
My  anfwer  is,  1  muft  either  on  or  return, 
But  return  is  not  my  word,  I  muft  on : 
If  I  cannot,  then  make  my  way,  nature 

Hath  done  the  laft  for  me,  and  there's  the  fine. 
Lan.  Mr.  Flowerdale,  every  man  hath  one  tongue, 

And  two  Ears,  nature  in  her  building, 
is  a  moft  curious  work-mafter. 

Flow.  That  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  a  man  (hould  hear  more 
Than  he  mould  fpeak. 

Lan.  You  fay  true,  and  indeed  I  have  heard  more, 
Than  at  this  time  1  will  fpeak. 

Flow.  You  fay  well, 
Lan.  Slanders  are  more  common  then  troths  Mailer 

Flowerdale ,  but  proof  is  the  rule  for  both. 
Flow.  You  fay  true,  what  do  you  call  him 

Hath  it  there  in  his  third  canton  ? 

Lan.\  have  heard  you  have  been  wild :  I  have  believ'd  it. 
Flow.  'Twasfit,  'twas  neceflary. 
Lance.  But  I  have  feen  fomewhat  of  late  in  you, 

That  hath  confirmed  in  me  an  opinion  of 
Goodnefs  toward  you. 

Flow.  I'Faith  Sir,  I  am  fure  I  never  did  you  harm  : 
Some  good  1  have  done,  either  to  you  or  yours, 
I  am  fure  you  know  not,  neither  is  it  my  will  you  fiiould. 

Lance.  I,  your  Will,  Sir. 

Flow.  I  my  will,  Sir:  'sfoot  do  you  know  ought  of  my 
Begod  and  you  do,  Sir,  I  am  abufed.  (Will. 

Lan.  Go,  Mr.  Flowerdale^  what  I  know,  I  know : 
And  know  you  thus  much  out  of  my  knowledge, 
That  I  truly  love  you.  For  my  Daughter, 

She's  yours.  And  if  you  like  a  marriage  better 
Than  a  brawl.all  quirks  of  reputation  fet  afide,  go  with  me 
prefently  .•  And  where  you  mould  fight  a  bloody  battle, 
you  lhall  be  married  to  a  lovely  Lady.  . 

Flow.  Nay  but,  Sir  Lancelot  ? 
Lan.  If  you  will  not  imbrace  my  offer,  yet  allure  your 

felf  thus  much,  I  will  have  order  to  hinder  your  encounter. 
Flow.  Nay  but  hear  me,  Sir  Lancelot. 
Lance.  Nay  Hand  not  you  upon  imputative  honor, 

'Tismeerly  unfound,  unprofitable,  and  idle 
Inferences :  yohr  bufinefs  is  to  wed  my  Daughter,  there- 

fore give  me  your  prefent  word  to  do  it ,  Tie  go  and  pro- 
vide the  maid ,  therefore  give  me  your  prefent  refolution, 

either  now  or  never. 

Flow.  Will  you  fo  put  me  to  it  > 
Luce.  I  a  fore  God,  either  take  me  now,  or  take  me 

never. 

Elfe  what  I  thought  (hould  be  our  match,  lhall  be  our  part- 
So  fat  e  you  well  for  ever.  ( ing, 

Flow.  Stay :  fallout,  what  may  fall,  my  love 
Is  above  all :  I  will  come. 

Lance.  I  expert  you,  and  fo  fare  you  well. 
{JExitSir  Lancelot. 

Fath.  Now,  Sir,  how  lhall  we  do  for  wedding  apparel  ? 

Flow.  By  the  Mafs  that's  true :  now  help  Kitr 
The  marriage  ended,  we'll  make  amends  for  all. 

Fath.  Well,  no  more,  prepare  you  for  your  Bride, 
We  will  not  want  for  cloachs,  what  fo  ere  betide. 

Flow.  And  thou  (halt  fee,when  once  1  have  my  Dower, 
In  mirth  we'll  fpend, 
Full  many  a  merry  hour : 
As  for  this  wench,  I  not  regard  a  pin, 
It  is  her  gold  muft  bring  my  plealures  in. 

t  ath.  Is't  poffible,  he  hath  his  kcond  living, 
Forfaking  God,  himfelf  to  the  Devil  giving ; 
But  that  I  knew  his  Mother  firm  and  chaft, 

My  heart  would  fay,  my  head  die  had  difgrac't : Elle  would  I  fwear,  he  never  was  my  Son, 
But  her  fair  mind  fo  foul  a  deed  did  flmn. 

£ nter  Uncle. 

Vnt.  How,  now,  Brother,  how  do  you  find  your  Son  ? 
Fatb.  O  Brother,  heedlefs  as  a  libertine, 

Even  grown  a  Matter  in  the  School  of  Vice, 
One  that  doth  nothing,  but  invent  deceit : 
For  all  the  day  he  humoursup  and  down, 
How  he  the  next  day  might  deceive  his  friend, 
He  thinks  of  nothing  but  the  prefent  time : 

For  one  groat  ready  down,  he'll  pay  a  milling, 
But  then  the  lender  muft  needs  ftay  for  it. 
When  I  was  young,  1  had  the  fcope  of  youth, 
Both  wild,  and  wanton,  carelefs  and  defperate : 

But  fuch  mad  ftrains,  as  he'spolTeft  withal, 
I  thought  it  wonder  for  to  dream  upon. 

Vns.  I  told  you  fo,  but  you  would  not  believe  it. 
Fatb.  Well  I  have  found  it,  but  one  thing  comforts  me 

Brother,  to  morrow  he's  to  be  married 
To  beauteous  Luce,  Sir  Lancelot  Spurcocki  Daughter. 

Vnc.  Is'c  poffible  ? 
Fatb.  'Tis  true,  and  thus  I  mean  to  curb  him, 

This  day,  Brother,  I  will  you  fhall  arreft  him : 
If  any  thing  will  tame  him,  it  muft  be  that, 
For  he  is  rank  in  mifchief,  chained  to  a  life, 
That  will  increafe  his  lhame,  and  kill  his  wife. 
Vnc.  What  arreft  him  on  his  wedding  day  ? 

That  were  unchriftian,  and  an  unhumanepart: 
How  many  couple  even  for  that  very  day, 
Have  purchaft  feven  years  forrow  afterward  ? 
Forbear  him  then  to  day,  do  it  to  morrow, 
And  this  day  mingle  not  his  joy  with  forrow. 

Fath.  Brother,  Tie  have  it  done  this  very  day, 
And  in  the  view  of  all,  as  he  comes  from  Church : 
Dj  but  obferve  the  courfe  that  he  will  take, 
Upon  my  life  he  will  forfwear  the  debt : 

And  for  we'll  have  thefumm  fhall  not  be  flight, 
Say  that  he  owes  you  near  three  thoufand  pound  : 
Good  Brother,let  it  be  done  immediately. 

Vnc.  Well,  feeing  you  will  have  it  fo, 

Brother  Tie  do't,  and  ftraight  provide  the  Sheriff. 
Fatb.  So  Brother,  by  this  means  fhall  we  perceive 

What  Sir  Lancelot  in  this  pinch  will  do : 
And  how  his  wife  doth  ftand  afferted  to  him, 
Her  love  will  then  be  tried  to  the  uttermoft : 
And  all  the  reft  of  them.  Brother,  what  I  will  do, 
Shall  harm  him  much,  and  much  avail  him  too.      f_ Exit. 

OU.  Cham  alhured  thick  be  the  place,  that  the  fcoundrel 
Appointed  to  meet  me,  if  a  come,  20 :  if  a  come  not,  20. 
And  che  war  avife,  he  would  make  a  Coyftrel  an  us, 
Ched  vefe  him,  and  che  vang  him  in  hand,  che  would 
Hoyfthim,and  give  it  him  too  and  again,  20  chud  : 
Who  been  a  there,  Sir  iyfrthur,  chil  ftay  aft  e 

Ar.  I  havedog'd  the  Devon-Jbire  man  inro  the  field, 
For  fear  of  any  harm  that  fhould  befal  him  : 
1  had  an  inckling  of  that  yefternight, 
T  hat  Flowerdale  and  he  mould  meet  this  morning : 
Though  of  my  Sou  \, Oliver  fears  him  not, 

Yet  for  I'd  fee  fair  p  ay  on  either  fide, 
Made  me  to  come,  to  fee  their  valours  tri'd. 
Good  morrow  to  Mailer  Oliver. 

Ttt  2  Oli. 



220 The  London  Prodigal. 

Oli.  God  and  good  morrow. 
Arth.  What,  Mailer  OUuir,  arc  you  angry  ? 
Oli.  What  a;s  it  be,  t>t  an  gi  icven  you  ? 
Arth.  Not  me  at  all,  Sir,  but  1  imagine 

By  your  being  here  thus  armed, 
You  fray  for  lome  that  you  ihould  fight  withal. 

Oli.  Why  and  he  do,  che  would  notdezire  you  to  take 
his  part. 

Arth.  No  by  my  troth,  I  think  you  need  it  not, 
For  he  you  look  for,  I  think  means  not  to  come. 

Oli.  No,  and  che  war  afhure  of  that,  ched  avefe  him 
in  another  place. 

Enter  Daffidil. 

Daff.  O,  Sir  Arthur,  Mailer  Oliver,  aye  me, 
Your  Love,  and  yours ,  and  mine,  fweet  Miftrefs  Luce 
This  morning  is  married  to  young  Flowerdale. 

Arth.  Married  to  Floxverdale  !  'tis  impofiible. 
Oli.  Married,  man  ?  che  hope  thou  doft  but  jell : 

To  make  an  a  volowten  merriment  of  it. 

Daff.  O  'tis  too  true,  here  comes  his  Uncle. 

Enter  Flowerdale,  Sheriff,  Officers. 

Vnc.  Good  morrow,  Sir  Arthur ,  good  morrow,  Matter 
Oliver. 

Oli.  God  and  good  morn,  Mr.  Flowerdale,  Ipray  tellen 
us,  is  your  Scoundrel  Kinfman  married  ? 

Ar.  Mr.  Oliver,  call  him  what  you  will,  but  he  is  married 

To  Sir  Lancelot's  Daughter  here. 
'  Vnc.  Sir  Arthur,  unto  her  ? 

Oli.  I,  ha  the  old  vtllow  zerved  me  thick  a  trick  ? 
Why  man,  he  was  a  promife,  chil  chud  a  had  her, 
Is  a  zitch  a  vox,  chill  look  to  his  water  che  vor  him. 

Vnc.  The  mufick  plays ;  they  are  coming  from  the 
Church. 

Sheriff,  do  your  office :  Fellows,  ftand  ftoutly  to  it. 

Enter  all  to  the  Wedding. 

Oli.  God  give  you  joy ,  as  the  old  zaid  Proverb  is ,  and 
fome  zorrow  among.    You  met  us  well,  did  you  not  ? 

Lance .  Nay,  be  not  angry,  Sir,  the  fault  is  in  me, 
I  have  done  all  the  wrong ,  kept  him  from  coming  to  the 
field  to  you,  as  1  might,  Sir,  for  1  am  a  Juftice,  and  fworn 
to  keep  the  peace. 

Wea.  I  marry  is  he,  Sir,  a  very  Juftice,  and  fworn  to 
keep  the  peace,  you  muft  not  difturb  the  Weddings. 

Lan.  Nay,  never  frown  nor  ftorm,  Sir,  if  you  do, 

I'll  have  an  order  taken  for  you. 
Oli.  Well,  well,  chill  be  quiet. 
Wea.Mr.  Flowerdale,  Sir  Lancelot,  look  you,  who  here  is  ? 

M.  Flowerdale. 

Lance.  M.  Flowerdale,  welcome  with  all  my  heart. 

Flow.  Uncle,  this  is  fhe  i'faith :  Mafter  Under-fheriff, 
Arreft  me  ?  At  whofe  fuit  ?  Draw,  Kit. 

Vnc.  At  my  Suit,  Sir. 

Lan.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  Mr.  Flowerdale  ? 
Vnc.  This  is  the  matter,  Sir,  this  unthrift  here, 

Hath  cozend  you,  and  hath  had  of  me, 
In  feveral  Summs  three  thoufand  pound. 

Flow.  Why,  Uncle,  Uncle. 
Vnc.  Coufin,  Coufin,  you  have  Uncled  me, 

And  if  you  be  not  ftaid,  you'll  prove 
A  Cozener  unto  all  that  know  you. 

Lance.  Why,  Sir,  fuppofc  he  be  to  you  in  debt 
Ten  thoufand  pound,  his  State  to  me  appears, 
To  be  at  leaft  three  thoufand  by  the  year. 

Vnc.  O,  Sir,  I  was  too  late  informed  of  that  plot, 
How  that  he  went  about  to  cozen  you : 

And  form'd  a  Will,  and  fent  it  to  your  good 
Friend  there,  Mafter  Weathercock^,  in  which  was 
Nothing  true,  but  brags  and  lies. 

Lane.  Ha,  hath  he  not  fuch  Lordfhips, 
Lands,  and  Ships  ? 

Vnc.  Not  worth  a  Groat,  not  worth  a  Half-penny  he. 
Lance,  I  pi  ay  tell  us  true,  be  plain,  young  Flowerdale. 
Flow.  My  Uncle  here's  mad, 

And  difpoled  to  do  me  wrong, 

But  here's  my  man  an  honeft  fellow 
Bv  the  Lord,  and  of  good  credit,  knows  all  is  true. 

Fath.  Not  I,  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  lie ,  1  rather  know 
You  forg'd  a  Will,  where  every  line  you  writ, 
You  ftudied  where  to  quote  your  Lands  might  lie. 

Wea.  And  I  prithee  where  be  thy  honeft  Friends  ? 
Fath.  Ifaitn  no  where,  Sir,  for  he  hath  none  at  all. 

Wea  Benedicity,  we  aie  o're-reach'd,  I  believe. 
Lane.  I  am  cozen'd  ,  and  my  hopefull'ft  Child  undone. 
Flow.  You  are  not  cozen'd,  nor  is  fhe  undone, 

They  flander  me,  by  this  Light,  they  fLrrna  me  : 

Look  you,  my  Uncle  here's  an  Ufu  ti  ,  &  would  undo  me, 
But  I'll  ftand  in  Law,  do  you  but  bail  me,  you  ihall  do  no more: 
You  Brother  Civet ,  and  Mafter  Weathercock.,  do  but 
Bayl  me,  and  let  me  have  my  marriage  money 

Paid  me,  and  we'll  ride  down, 
And  there  your  own  Eyes  mall  fee  , 
How  my  poor  Tenants  there  will  welcome  me. 
You  (hall  but  bayl  me,  you  fhall  do  no  more, 

And  you,  greedy  Gnat,  their  bayl  will  ferve. 

Vnc.  I,  Sir,  I'll  ask  no  better  bayl. 
Lan.  No,  Sir,  you  fhall  not  take  my  bayl,  nor  his, 

Nor  my  Son  Civets,  I'll  not  be  cheated,  I, 
Sheriff,  take  your  prifoner,  I'll  not  deal  with  him  : 
Let's  Uncle  makefalfe  Dice  with  his  falfe  bones, 
I  will  not  have  to  do  with  him : 

Mock'd,  gull'd,  and  wrong'd. 
Come,  Girl,  though  it  be  late,  it  falls  out  well, 
Thou  fhalt  not  live  with  him  in  Beggars  Hell. 

Luc  He  is  my  Husband,  and  high  Heaven  doth  know, 
With  what  unwillingnefs  I  went  to  Church, 
But  you  enforced  me,  you  compelled  me  to  it: 

The  holy  Church  man  pronoune'd  thefe  words  but  now, 
I  muft  not  leave  my  Husband  in  diftrefs : 
Now  1  muft  comfort  him,  not  go  with  you. 

Lan.  Comfort  a  Cozener  ?  On  my  curfe  forfakehim  ? 
L«.This  day  you  caufed  me  on  your  curfe  to  take  him : 

Do  not,  I  pray,  my  grieved  Soul  opprefs, 
God  knows  my  heart  doth  bleed  at  his  diftrefs. 

Lan.  O  Mafter  Weathercock^,  I  muft  confefs  I  fore'd  her 
to  this  match.  Led  with  opinion  his  falfe  Will  was  true. 

Wea.  Ah,  he  hath  over-reached  me  too. 

Lan.  She  might  have  liv'd  like  Delia ,  in  a  happy  Vir- 

gins ftate. Delia.  Father,  be  patient,  forrow  comes  too  late. 

Lance.  And  on  her  Knees  fhe  begg'd  and  did  intreat, 
If  fhe  muft  needs  tafte  a  fad  marriage  life, 

She  crav'd  to  be  Sir  Arthur  Greenfiicld's  Wife. 
Arth.  You  have  done  her  and  me  the  greater  wrong. 
Lane.  O  take  her  yet. 
Arth.  Not  I. 

Lane.  Or,  Mafter  Oliver,  accept  my  Child,  and  half  my 
wealth  is  yours. 

Olt.  No,  Sir,  chill  break  no  Laws. 
Luce.  Never  fear,  fhe  will  not  trouble  you. 
Delia.  Yet,  Sifter,  in  this  paffion  do  not  run  headlong 

to  confufion.  You  may  affecl:  him ,  though  not  follow 
him. 

Frank.  Do,  Sifter,  hang  him,  let  him  go. 
Wea.  Do  faith,  Miftrefs  Luce,  leave  him. 
Luce .  You  are  three  grofs  fools,  let  me  alone, 

I  fwear,  I'll  live  with  him  in  all  moan. 
Oli.  But  an  he  have  his  legs  at  liberty, 

Cham  aveard  he  will  never  live  with  you. 
Arth.  I ,  but  he  is  now  in  Huckfters  handling  for  run- 

ning away. 

Lane.  Hufwife,  you  hear  how  you  and  I  am  wrong'd, 
And 

■ 
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And  if  you  will  redrefs  it  yet  you  may : 
But  if  you  ftand  on  terms  to  follow  him, 
Never  come  near  my  fight,  nor  look  on  me, 
Call  me  not  Father,  look  not  for  a  Groat, 
For  all  the  Portion  I  will  this  day  give 
Unto  thy  Sifter  Frances. 

F^an.  How  fay  you  to  that,  Tom  ? 
I  fhall  have  a  good  deal, 

Befides  I'll  be  a  good  Wife,  and  a  good  Wife 
Is  a  good  thing  lean  tell. 

fiv.  Peace,  Framk »  I  would  be  forry  to  fee  thy  Sifter 
Call  away,  as  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Lane.  What,  are  you  yet  refolved  ? 
Luce.  Yes,  1  am  refolved. 
Law.  Come  then  away,  or  now,  or  never  come. 

-Litce.  This  way  I  turn,  go  you  unto  your  Feaft, 
And  I  to  weep,  that  am  with  grief  oppreft. 

Lam.  For  ever  fly  my  fight :  come,  Gentlemen, 

Let's  in,  I'll  help  you  to  far  better  Wives  than  her. 
Delia,  upon  my  blefling  talk  not  to  her, 
Bafe  Baggage,  in  fuch  hafte  to  Beggery  ? 

Vnc.  Sheriff*,  take  your  Prifoner  to  your  charge. 
Flow.  Uncle,  Be-gad  you  have  us'd  me  very  hardly, 

By  my  troth,  upon  my  Wedding- Day. 

Exeunt  all:  Young  Flowerdale,  his  Father  >  Vncle, 
Sheriff,  and  Officers. 

Luce.  O,  Matter  Flowerdale,  but  hear  me  fpeak, 

Stay  but  a  little  while,  good  Mafter  Sheriff*, If  not  for  him,  for  my  fake  pitty  him : 
Good  Sir,  ftop  not  your  Ears  at  my  complaint, 
My  Voice  grows  weak,  for  Womens  words  are  faint. 

Flow.  Look  you,  fhe  kneels  to  you. 
Vnc.  Fair  Maid,  for  you,  I  love  you  with  my  heart, 

And  grieve,  fweet  Soul,  thy  Fortune  is  fo  bad, 

That  thou  fhould'ft  match  with  fuch  a  gracelefs  Youth, 
Go  to  thy  Father,  think  not  upon  him, 

Whom  Hell  hath  mark'd  to  be  the  Son  of  ftiame. 
Luce.  Impute  his  wildnefs,  Sir,  unto  his  youth, 

And  think  that  now  is  the  time  he  doth  repent : 
Alas,  what  good  or  gain  can  you  receive, 
To  imprifon  him  that  nothing  hath  to  pay  ? 
And  where  nought  is,  the  King  doth  lofe  his  due, 
0  pitty  him  as  God  fhall  pitty  you. 

Vnc.  Lady,  I  know  his  humours  all  too  well, 
And  nothing  in  the  World  can  do  him  good, 
But  mifery  it  felf  to  chain  him  with. 

Luce.  Say  that  your  Debts  were  paid,  then  is  he  free  ? 
Vnc.  I,  Virgin,  that  being  anfwered,  I  have  done. 

But  to  him  that  is  all  as  impoffible, 
As  I  to  fcale  the  high  Pframidies. 
Sheriff,  take  your  Prifoner,  Maiden,  fare  thee  well. 

Luce.  O  go  not  yet,  good  Mafter  Flowerdale : 
Take  my  word  for  the  Debt,  my  word,  my  Bond. 

Flow.  I,  by  God,  Vucle,  and  my  Bond  too. 

Luce.  Alas,  I  ne're  ought  nothing  but  I  paid  it ; 
And  I  can  work,  alas,  he  can  do  nothing  : 
1  have  fome  Friends  perhaps  will  pitty  me, 
His  chiefeft  Friends  do  feek  his  mifery. 
All  that  I  can,  or  beg,  get,  or  receive, 
Shall  be  for  you :  O  do  not  turn  away : 
Me  thinks  within  a  Face  fo  reverent, 
So  well  experienced  in  this  tottering  World, 
Should  have  fome  feeling  of  a  Maidens  grief: 
For  my  fake,  his  Fathers  and  your  Brothers  fake, 
I,  for  yonr  Souls  fake  that  dorth  hope  for  joy, 
Pitty  my  ftate,  do  not  two  Souls  deftroy.  ■ 
Vnc  Fair  Maid,  ftand  up,  not  in  regard  of  him, 

But  in  pitty  of  thy  haplefs  choice, 
I  do  releafe  him  :  Mafter  Sheriff,  I  thank  you: 
And  Officers,  there  is  for  you  to  drink. 
Here,  Maid,  take  this  money,  there  is  a  hundred  Angels ; 
And  for  I  will  be  fure  he  fhall  not  have  it, 

Here,  Kefter,  take  it  you,  and  ufe  it  fparingly, 
But  let  not  her  have  any  want  at  all. 

Dry  your  Eyes,  Niece,  do  not  too  much  lament 
For  him,  whole  Life  hath  been  in  riot  fpent : 
If  well  he  ufeth  thee,  he  gets  him  Friends, 
If  ill,  a  fhamcful  end  on  him  depends.        [Exit  Uncle. 

Flow.  A  Plague  go  with  you  for  an  old  Fornicator  : 
Come,  Kit)  the  money,  come,  honeft  Kit. 

Fath.  Nay  by  my  Faith,  Sir,  you  fhall  pardon  me. 
Flow.  And  why,  Sir,  pardon  you  ?  give  me  the  money, 

you  old  Rafcal,  or  I  fhall  make  you. 
Luce.  Pray  hold  your  hands,  give  it  him  honeft  Friend. 
Fath.  If  you  be  fo  content,  withal  my  heart. 

Flow.  Content,  Sir,  'sblood  fhe  fhall  be  content 
Whet  her  fhe  will  or  no.  A  rattle-baby  come  to  follow  me  ? 
Go,  get  you  gone  to  the  greafy  chuff  your  Father, 
Bring  me  your  Dowry,  or  never  look  on  me. 

Fath.  Sir,  (he  hath  forfook  her  Father,  and  all  her 
Friends  for  you. 

Flow.  Hang  thee,  her  Friends  and  Father  altogether. 
Fath.  Yet  part  with  fomething  to  provide  her  Lodging. 
Flow.  Yes,  I  mean  to  part  with  her  and  you,  but  if  I 

part  with  one  Angel,  hang  me  at  a  Poft.  I'll  rather 
throw  them  at  a  call  of  Dice,  as  I  have  done  a  thoufand 
of  their  fellows. 

Fath.  Nay  then  I  will  be  plain,  degenerate  Boy, 
Thou  hadft  a  Father  would  have  been  afhamed. 

Flow.  My  Father  was  an  Afs,  an  old  Afs. 
Fath.  Thy  Father?  proud  licentious  Villain : 

What  are  you  at  your  foils  ?  I'll  foil  with  you. 
Luce.  Good  Sir,  forbear  him. 
Fath.  Did  not  this  whining  Woman  hang  on  me, 

I'd  teach  thee  what  it  was  to  abufe  thy  Father  : 
Go  hang,  beg,  ftarve,  Dice,  Game,  that  when  all  is  gone, 

Thou  may'ft  after  defpair  and  hang  thy  felf. 
Luce.  O  do  not  Curfe  him. 
Fath.  I  do  notCurle  him.and  to  pray  for  him  were  vain, 

It  grieves  me  that  he  bears  his  Fathers  name. 
Flow.  Well,  you  old  Rafcal,  I  fhall  meet  with  you : 

Sirrah,  get  you  gone,  I  will  not  ftrip  the  Livery 
Over  your  Ears,  becaufe  you  paid  for  it : 
But  do  not  ufe  my  name,  Sirrah, 

Do  you  hear  ?  Look  you  do  not 
Ufe  my  name,  you  were  belt. 

Fath.  Pay  me  the  twenty  pound  then  that  I  lent  you, 
Or  give  me  fecurity  when  I  may  have  it. 

Flow.  I'll  pay  thee  not  a  penny, 

And  for  fecurity,  I'll  give  thee  none. 
Minckins,  look  you  do  not  follow  me,  look  you  do  not : 

If  you  do,  Beggar,  I  fhall  flit  your  nofe. 
Luce.  Alas,  what  fhall  I  do  ? 

Flow.  Why  turn  Whore,  that's  a  good  trade, 
And  fo  perhaps  I'll  fee  thee  now  and  then. [Exit  Flowerdale. 

Luce.  Alas-the-day  that  ever  I  was  born. 

Fath.  Sweet  Miftrefs,  do  not  weep,  I'll  flick  to  you. 
Luce.  Alas,  my  Friend,  I  know  not  what  to  do, 

My  Father  and  my  Friends,  they  have  defpifed  me  : 
And  I  a  wretched  Maid,  thus  caft  away, 
Knows  neither  where  to  go,  nor  what  to  fay. 

Fath.  It  grieves  me  at  the  Soul,  to  fee  her  tears 
Thus  ftain  the  Crimfon  Rofes  of  her  Cheeks : 

Lady,  take  comfort,  do  not  mourn  in  vain, 
I  have  a  little  living  in  this  Town, 
The  which  1  think  comes  to  a  hundred  pound, 
All  that  and  more  fhall  be  at  your  difpofe  \ 

I'll  ftrait  go  help  you  to  fome  ftrange  difguife, 
And  place  you  in  a  fervice  in  this  Town : 
Where  you  fhall  know  all ,  yet  your  felf  unknown : 
Come  grieve  no  more,  where  no  help  can  be  had, 
Weep  not  for  him,  that  is  more  wcrle  than  bad. 

Luce.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

T  1 1  3  Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Lancelot,  Mafter  Weathercock  and  them. 

OH.  Well,  cha  a  bin  zerved  many  a  fluttilh  trick, 

But  liich  a  lerripoop  as  thick  ych  was  ne're  a  farved. 
Lance*  Son  Ci-z/.f, Daughter  Frances,  bear  with  me, 

You  fee  how  I  am  palled  down  with  inward  grief, 
About  that  lucklefs  Girl,  your  Silter  Luce. 

But  'tis  fain  out  with  me,  as  with  many  families  befidc, 
They  are  molt  unhappy,  that  are  mod  beloved. 

Civ.  Father, 'tis  fo,  'tis  even  fain  out  fo, 
But  what  remedy  ?  fet  hand  to  your  heart,and  let  it  pafs, 

Here  is  your  Daughter  Frances  and  I,  and  we'll  not  fay, 
We'll  bring  forth  as  witty  Children,  but  as  pretty 
Children  as  ever  Ihe  was :  tho  Ihe  had  the  prick 
And  praife  for  a  pretty  wench :  But  Father,  done  is 

The  moufe,  you'll  come/ 
Lance.  I,  Son  Civet  t  I'Je  come. 
Civ.  And  you,  Mailer  Oliver  ? 
OH.  I,  for  che  a  vext  out  this  veaft,  chil  fee  if  a  gan 

Make  a  better  veaft  there. 

Civ.  And  you,  Sir  Arthur  ? 
Ar.  I,  Sir,  although  my  heart  be  full, 

I'le  be  a  partner  at  your  wedding  feaft. 
Gv.  And  welcom  all  indeed,and  welcom,come,  Franck., 

are  you  ready  ? 
Fran.  Jefhue,  how halty  thefe  Husbands  are,  I  pray, 

j  Father,  pray  to  God  to  blefs  me. 
j  Lance.  God  blefs  thee^and  1  do  :  God  make  thee  wife, 
;  fend  you  both  joy,  I  wilh  it  with  wet  Eyes. 

Fran.  But,  Father,  (hall  not  my  Silter  Delia  go  along 
with  us  ?  She  is  excellent  good  at  Cookery,  and  fuch 

j  things. Lance.  Yes  marry  fhal  I  fhe  :  Delia,  make  you  ready. 

'Deli.  I  am  ready,  Sir,  I  will  full  go  to  Greenwich, 
From  thence  to  my  Coufin  Chefierfield,  and  fo  to  Lon- 
don. 

Civ.  It  llull  fuffice,  good  Sifter  Delia,  it  fhall  fuffice, 
but  fail  us  nor,  good  Silter,  give  order  to  Cooks,  and  o- 
thers,  for  I  would  not  have  my  fweet  Franks  to  foil  her 
fingers. 

Fran.  No  by  my  troth  not  I,  a  Gentlewoman,  and  a 
married  Gentlewoman  too,  to  be  companion  to  Cooks, 

And  Kitchin-boys,  not  I,  i'Faith,  I  fcorn  that. 
Civ.  Why,  1  do  not  mean  thou  lhalt,  fweet  heart,  thou 

feeft  I  do  not  go  about  it :  well,  farewel  too  :  You  Gods 
pitty  Mr.  Weathercock.,  we  fhall  have  your  company  too  ? 

Wea.  Withal  my  heart,  for  1  love  good  cheer. 
Civ,  Well,  God  be  with  you  all,  come,  Franks 
Fra.  God  be  with  you,  Father,  God  be  with  you,  Sir 

Arthur,  Mailer  Oliver,  and  Mailer  Weathercock,  Sifter, 
God  be  with  you  all :  God  be  with  you,  Father,  God  be 
with  you  every  one. 

Wea.  Why,  how  now,  Sir  Arthur,  all  a  mort,  Matter 
Oliver,  how  now,man  ? 
Cheerly,  Sir  Lancelot,  and  merrily  fay, 
Who  can  hold  that  will  away. 

Lance,  I,  fhe  is  gone  indeed,  poor  Girl,  undone, 
But  when  thefe  be  felf-willed,  Children  mult  fmart. 

Ar.  But,  Sir,  that  file  is  wronged,  you  are  the  chiefeft 

I  caufe,  therefore  'tis  reafon  you  redrefs  her  wrong, 
j     Wea.  Indeed  you  mull:,  Sir  Lancelot,  you  mult. 

Lance.  Mult  ?  who  can  compel  me,  Mr.  Weathercock^? 

1  1  hope  I  may  do  what  I  lift. 
Wea.  I  grant  you  may,  you  may  do  what  you  lift. 
OH.  Nay,  but  and  you  be  well  evifen,  it  were  not  good, 

I  By  chis  vrampolnels,  and  vrowardnefs,  to  call  away 
:  As  prery  a  dowfiabel,  as  am  chould  chance  to  fee 
|  In  a  fnmmers  day :  chil  tell  you  what  cha II  do, 

;  Chil  go  fpy  up  and  down  the  Town,  and  fee  if  I 

1  Can  hear  any  tale  or  tidings  ot  her, 
i  And  take  her  away  from  thick  a  meflel,  vor  cham 
|  Vhured,  heel  but  bring  her  to  the  fpoil, 
!  And  fo  var  you  well,  we  fhall  meet  at  your  Son  Civets. 

Lance.  1  thauk  you,  Sir,  i  take  it  very  kindly. 
Arti.  To  find  her  out,  Tie  fpend  my  deareft  blood. 

_       '    ,       ,  [Exeunt  both. So  well  I  loved  her,  to  affect  her  good. 
Lance.  O  Mafter  Weathercock^^ 

What  hap  had  I,  to  force  my  Daughter. 
From  Mailer  Oliver,  and  this  good  Knight , 
To  one  that  hath  no  goodnefs  in  his  thought? 

Wea.  Ill  luck,  but  what  remedy  ? 
Lance.  Yes,  1  have  almoft  oevifed  a  remedy, 

Young  Flowerdale  is  Ihure  a  Prifoner. 
Wea.  Shurc,  nothing  more  fhure. 
Lance.  And  yet  perhaps  his  Unkle  hath  releafed  him. 
Wea.  It  may  be  very  like,  no  doubt  he  hath. 
Lance.  WellifhebeinPrifon,  l'le  have  warrants 

To  tache  my  Daughter  till  the  law  be  tried, 
For  I  will  fhue  him  upon  cozenage. 

Wea.  Marry  may  you,  and  overthrow  him  too. 
Lance.  Nay  that's  not  fo  •,  I  may  chance  be  fcoft, And  fentence  paft  with  him. 
Wea.  Believe  me,  fo  he  may,  therefore  take  heed. 
Lance.  Well  howfoever,  yet  I  will  have  warrants, 

In  Prifofl,  or  at  Liberty,  all's  one : 
You  will  help  to  ferve  them,  Mafter  Weathercock.? 

{Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  Flowerdale. 

Flo.  A  plague  of  the  Devil,  the  Devil  take  the  dice. 
The  dice,  and  the  Devil,  and  his  dam  go  together : 
Of  all  my  hundred  golden  angels, 
I  have  not  left  me  one  denier : 

A  pox  of  come  a  five,  what  fhall  I  do  ? 
I  can  borrow  no  more  of  my  credit : 

There's  not  any  of  my  acquaintance,  man,  nor  boy, But  I  have  borrowed  more  or  lefs  of : 
I  would  I  knew  where  to  take  a  good  purfe, 
And  go  clear  a  way,  by  this  light  Tie  venture  for  it, 
Gods  lid  my  Sifter  'Delia, 
Tie  rob  her,  by  this  hand. 

Enter  Delia  *nd  Artichoak. 

Delia.  Iprethee,  Artichoak,  go  not  fofaft, 
The  weather  is  hot,  and  1  am  fomething  weary. 

Art .  Nay  I  warrant  you,miftrefs  Delta,\'le  not  tire  you 
With  leading,  we'll  go  an  extream  moderate  pace. Flow.  Stand,  deliver  your  purfe. 

Art .  O  Lord,  thieves,  thieves.         YExit  Artichoak. 
Flow.  Come,  come,  your  purfe,  Lady,  your  purfe. 
Delia.  That  voice  1  have  heard  often  before  this  time, 

What,  Brother  Flowerdale  become  a  thief  ? 

Flow.  I,  a  plague  on't,  I  thank  your  Father  j 
But  Sifter,  come,  your  money,  come : 
What  the  world  mull  find  me,  I  am  born  to  live, 

'Tis  not  a  fin  to  Ileal,  when  none  will  give. 
Delia.  O  God,  is  all  grace  banifht  from  thy  heart, 

Think  of  the  fharae  that  doth  attend  this  fact. 
Flow.  Shame  me  no  fliames,  come  give  me  your  purfe, 

Fie  bind  you,  Sifter,  left  I  fare  the  worfe. 
Delia.  No,  bind  me  not,  hold,  there  is  all  I  have, 

And  would  that  money  would  redeem  thy  fhame. 

Enter  Oliver,  Sir  Arthur,  and  Artichoak. 

Arti.  Thieves,  thieves,  thieves. 

OH.  Thieves,where  man  ?  why  how  now,miftrefs  Delia, 
Ha  you  a  liked  to  been  a  robbed  ? 

Delia.  No,  Mafter  Oliver,  'tis  Mafter  Flowerdale,  he  did 
but  jeft  with  me. 

Oliv.  How,  Flowerdale,  that  fcoundrel?  firrah ,  you 
meten  us  well,  vang  the  that. 

Flow.  Well,  Sir,  l'le  not  meddle  with  you,  becaufe  1 have  a  charge. 

"Delta. 
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Delia,  Here  Brother  Flowerdale,  i'le  lend  you  this  fame 
money. 

Flow.  I  thank  you,  Sifter. 
Oliv.  I  wad  you  were  yfplit,  and  you  let  the  meXcl  have 

a  penny    but  fince  you  cannot  keep  it,chil  keep  it  my  felt. 

Art .  'Tis  pity  to  relieve  him  in  this  fort, 
Who  makes  a  triumphant  life  his  daily  fport. 

'Delta.  Brother,  you  fee  how  all  men  cenfure  you, 
Farewel,  and  1  pray  God  amend  your  life. 

Oliv.  Come,chil  bring  you  along,  and  you  fafe  enough 
From  twenty  fuch  fcoundrells  as  thick  an  one  is, 
Farewel  and  be  hanged,  zyrrah,  as  I  think  fo  thou 
Wilt  be  fliortly,  come,  Sir  Arthur. 

[Sxeunt  all  but  Flowerdale. 
Flow.  A  plague  go  with  you  lor  a  karfie  rafcal : 

This  'Dcvonflnre  man  I  think  is  made  all  of  Pork, 
His  hands  made  only  for  to  heave  up  packs : 
His  heart  as  fat  and  big  as  his  face, 
As  differing  far  from  all  brave  gallant  minds, 
As  I  to  ferve  the  Hoggs,  and  drink  with  Hinds, 

As  I  am  very-near  now  :  well  what  remedy, 
When  money,  means,  and  friends,  do  grow  fo  fmall, 

Then  farewel  life,  and  there's  an  end  of  all. 
[Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  Father,  Luce  like  a  Dutch  Frow,  Civet, 
*  and  his  wife  Miftrefs  Frances. 

Civ.  By  my  troth  God  a  mercy  for  this,  good  Chriftopher, 
I  thank  thee  for  my  maid,  like  her  very  well,how  doft  thou 
like  her,  Frances  ? 

Fran.  In  good  fadnefs,  Tom,  very  well,  excellent  well, 

She  (peaks  fo  prettily,  1  pray  what's  your  name? 
Luce,  My  name,  forfooth,  be  called  Tanikjn. 
Fran.  By  my  troth  a  fine  name :  O  Tanikin,  you  are  ex- 

cellent for  dreffing  ones  head  a  new  fafhion. 
Luce .  Me  fall  do  every  ting  about  da  head. 
Civ.  What  Country  woman  is  fhe,  Kefier  ? 
Fath.  A  Dutch  woman,  Sir. 
Civ.  Why  then  fhe  is  outlandifh,  is  fhe  not? 
Fath.  I ,  Sir ,  fhe  is. 
Fran.  O  then  thou  canft  tell  how  to  help  me  to  cheeks 

and  Ears? 

Luce.  Yes,  miftrefs,  very  veil. 
Fath.  Cheeks  and  ears,  why,  miftrefs  Frances,  want  you 

cheeks  and  ears  ?  methinks  you  have  very  fair  ones. 
Fran.  Thou  art  a  Fool  inded,  Tom,  thou  knoweft  what 

I  mean. 

Qv.  I,  I,  Kefter,  'tis  fuch  as  they  wear  a  their  heads,  I 
prethee,  Kit,  have  her  in,  and  fhew  her  my  houfe. 

Fath.  I  will,  Sir,  come  Tanikin. 
Fran.  O  Tom,  you  have  not  buffed  me  to  day,  Tom. 
Civ.  No  Frances,  we  muft  not  kifs  afore  folks, 

God fave my  Franck^, 

Enter  Delia,  and  Artichoak. 

See  yonder,  my  Sifter  Delia  is  come,  welcome,  good  Sifter. 
Fran.  Welcome,  good  Sifter,  how  do  you  like  the  tire 

of  my  head  ? 

Delia.  Very  well,  Sifter.' 
Cm.  I  am  glad  you're  come,  Sifter  Delia,  to  give  order 

for  Supper,  they  will  be  here  foon. 
Am.  I,  but  if  good  luck  had  not  ferved,  fhe  had 

Not  been  here  now,  filching  Flowerdale  had  like 

To  pepper'd  us ,  but  for  mafter  Oliver ,  we  had  been robbed. 

Delia.  Peace,  firrah,  no  more. 
Fath.  Robbed  !  by  whom  ? 
Ani.  Marry  by  none  but  by  Flowerdale,  he  is  turned 

thief. 

Cm.  By  my  faith,but  that  is  not  well,but  God  be  praifed 
For  your  efcape,  will  you  draw  near,  Sifter  ? 

Fath.  Sirrah,  come  hither,  would  Flowerdale,  he  that 

2^3 

was  my  mafter,  a  robbed  you,  I  prethee  tell  mc  true  ? 

Arti.  Yes  i'Faith,  even  that  Flowerdale,  that  was  thy mafter. 

fath.  Hold  thee,  there  is  a  French  Crown,  and  fpeak 
no  more  of  this. 

Arti.  Not  l,not  a  word,  now  do  I  frriell  knavery  : 
In  every  purfe  Flowerdale  taker^  lie  is  half : 
And  gives  me  this  to  keep  couniel,  not  a  word  I. 

Fath.  Why  God  a  Mercy. 

Fran.  Sifter,  look  here,;  I  have  a  new  Dutch  maid, 
And  fhe  fpeaks  fo  fine,  it  would  do  your  heart  good. 

Civ.  How  do  you  like  her,  Sifter  ? 
Del.  1  like  your  maid  well. 

Civ.  Well,  dear  Sifter,  will  you  draw  near,  and  give 
directions  for  fupper,guefts  will  be  here  prefently. 

Del.  Yes,  Brotner,  lead  the  way,  I'le  follow  you. 
[  Sxeunt  all  but  Delia  and  Luce. 

Harkyou.Dutch  Frow,a  word. 
Luce.  Vat  is  your  vill  wit  me  ? 

Del.  Sifter  Luce,  'tis  not  your  broken  language, 
Nor  this  fame  habit,  can  difguife  your  face 
From  I  that  know  yon ,  pray  tell  me,  what  means  this  ? 

Luce.  Sifter,  I  fee  you  know  me,  yet  be  fecret : 
This  borrowed  fhape  that  1  have  tane  upon  me, 
Is  but  to  keep  ray  felf  a  fpace  unknown, 
Both  from  my  Father,  and  my  neareft  friends : 
Until  I  fee  how  time  will  bring  to  pafs, 
The  defperate  courfe  of  Mafter  Flowerdale. 

'Del.  O  he  is  worfe  than  bad,  I  prithee  leave  him, 
And  let  not  once  thy  heart  to  think  on  him. 

Luce.  Do  not  perfwade  me  once  to  fuch  a  thought, 
Imagine  yet,  that  he  is  worfe  than  nought : 
Yet  one  lovers  time  may  all  that  ill  undo, 
That  all  his  former  life  did  run  into. 

Therefore,  kind  Sifter,  do  not  difclofe  my  eftate, 

If  e're  his  heart  doth  turn,  'tis  ne're  too  late. 
'Del.  Well,  feeing  no  counfel  can  remove  your  mind, 

I'le  not  difclofe  you,  that  art  wilful  blind. 
Luce.  Delia.  I  thank  you,  I  now  muftpleafe  her  Eyes, 

My  Sifter  Frances,  neither  fair  nor  wife.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Flowerdale  Solus. 

Flow.  On  goes  he  that  knows  no  end  of  his  journey, 
I  have  pafled  the  very  utmoit  bounds  of  fhifting, 
I  have  no  courfe  now  but  to  hang  my  felf : 
I  have  lived  lince  yefterday  two  a  clock,  of  a 
Spice-cake  I  had  at  a  burial :  and  for  drink, 

I  got  it  at  an  Ale-houfe  among  Porters,  fuch  as 
Will  bear  out  a  man,  if  he  have  no  mony  indeed . 
I  mean  out  of  their  companies,  for  they  are  men 
Of  good  carriage.   Who  comes  here  ? 
The  two  Cony  catchers,  that  won  all  ray  mony  of  me. 

I'le  try  if  they'll  lend  me  any. 

Enter  Dick  and  Rafe. 

What  Mr.  Richard,  how  do  you  ? 

How  do'ft  thou,  Rafe  $  By  God,  gentlemen,  the  world 
Grows  bare  with  me,  will  you  do  as  much  as  lend 
Me  an  Angel  between  you  both,  you  know  you 
Won  a  hundred  of  me  the  other  day. 

Rafe.  How,  an  Angel  ?  God  damn  us  if  we  loft  not  every 
Penny  within  an  hour  after  thou  wert  gone. 

Flo.  I  prithee  lend  me  fo  much  as  will  pay  for  my  fupper, 

I'le  pay  you  again,  as  I  am  a  Gentleman. 
Rafe.  I'Faith,  we  have  not  a  farthing,  not  a  mite I  wonder  at  it,  Mi.  Flower  dale, 

You  will  fo  carelefly  undo  your  felf: 
Why  you  will  lofe  more  money  in  an  hour, 
Than  any  honeft  man  fpends  in  a  year ; 
For  fhame  betake  you  to  forae  honeft  Trade, 

'  And  live  not  thus  fo  like  a  Vagabond .         C  Exeunt  both. 
Flow.  A  Vagabond  indeed,  more  villains  you : 

They 

-     !  ■  <H   ■■   1    ■  .  ■    1  ■ 
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They  gave  me  counfel  that  firft  cozen'd  me : 
Thofe  Devils  fiift  brought  me  to  this  lam, 
And  being  thus,  the  firft  that  do  me  wrong. 
Well,  yet  1  have  one  Friend  left  in  ftore. 
Not  fat  from  hence  there  dwells  a  Cokacrrce, 
One  that  I  firft  put  in  a  Sattin  gown, 
And  not  a  tooth  that  dwells  within  her  head, 
But  ltands  me  at  the  lead:  in  twenty  pound  : 
Her  will  I  vifit  now  my  Coyn  is  gone, 
And  as  I  take  it  here  dwells  the  Gentlewoman. 

Whatho,  is  Miftris  Apncock  within  ? 

Enter  Ruffin. 

Ruff.  What  fawcy  Rafcal  is  that  which  knocks  fo  bold, 
O,  is  it  you,  old  fpend. thrift  ?  are  you  here? 
One  that  is  turne&Cozener  about  the  town : 

My  Miftris  faw  you,  and  fends  this  word  by  me, 
Either  be  packing  quickly  from  the  door, 
Or  you  ftiall  have  fuch  a  greeting  fent  you  ftraight, 
As  you  will  little  like  on,  you  had  beft  be  gone. 

Flow.  Why  fo,  this  is  as  it  mould  be,  being  poor, 
Thus  artthou  fcrved  by  a  vile  painted  whore. 
Well,  fince  thy  damned  crew  do  fo  abufe  thee, 
Tie  try  of  honeft  men,  how  they  will  ufe  me. 

Enter  an  ancient  Citizen. 

Sir,  I  befeech  you  to  take  companion  of  a  man  \ 
One  whole  Fortunes  have  been  better  than  at  this  inftant 

they  feem  to  be  :  but  if  I  might  crave  of  you  fo  much  little 
portion,  as  would  bring  me  to  my  friends,  I  would  reft 
thankful,  until  I  had  requited  fo  great  a  curtefie. 

Citix*  Fie,  fie,  young  man,  thiscourfe  is  very  bad, 
Too  many  fuch  have  we  about  this  City 
Yet  for  I  have  not  feen  you  in  this  fort, 
Nor  noted  you  to  be  a  common  beggar, 

Hold,  there's  an  Angel  to  bear  your  charges 
Down,  go  to  your  friends,  do  not  on  this  depend, 
Such  bad  beginnings  oft  have  worfer  ends.        [Exit  Cit. 

Flow.  Worfer  ends:  nay,  if  it  fall  out 
No  worfe  than  in  old  Angels  I  care  not, 
Nay,  now  1  have  had  fuch  a  fortunate  beginning, 
Pie  not  let  a  fix-penny  purfe  efcape  me  : 
3y  the  Mafs,  here  comes  another. 

Enter  a  Citizens  wife  with  a  Torch  before  her. 

God  blefs  you,  fair  Miftris. 
Now  would  it  pleafe  you,  Gentlewoman,  to  look  into  the 
wants  of  a  poor  Gentleman,  a  younger  Brother,  I  doubt 
not  but  God  will  treble  reftore  it  back  again,  one  that 
never  before  this  time  demanded  penny,  half  penny,  nor 
farthing. 

Cit*.  Wife.  Stay,  Alexander,  now  by  my  troth  a  very  pro- 

per man,  and  'tis  great  pity  :  hold,  my  friend,  there's  all 
the  money  I  have  about  me,  a  couple  a  millings,  and  God 
blefs  thee; 

Flow.  Now  God  thank  you,  fweet  Lady  :  if  you  have 
any  Friend  ,  or  Garden-houfe,  where  yon  may  imploy  a 
poor  Gentleman  as  your  friend,  I  am  yours  to  command  in 
all  fecret  fervice. 

Citi.  Wife.  I  thank  you,  good  friend,  I  prithee  let  me  fee 
that  again  I  gave  thee,  there  is  one  of  them  a  brafs  Ihilling, 
give  me  them,  and  here  is  half  a  Crown  in  gold. 

[He  gives  it  her . Now  out  upon  thee,  Rafcal,  fecret  fervice  :  what  doft  thou 
make  of  me?  it  were  a  good  deed  to  have  thee  whipt : 

now  I  have  my  money  again,  l'le  lee  thee  hanged  before  1 
give  thee  a  penny :  fecret  fervice :  on,gocd  Alexander. 

[Exeunt  both. Flow.  This  is  villainous  luck,  I  perceive  dilhonefty 
Will  not  thrive :  here  eomes  more,  God  forgive  me, 

Sir  Arthur ,  and  Mr.  Oliver,  aforegod,  l'le  fpeak  to  them, 

God  fave  you,  Sir  Arthur :  God  fave  you,  Mr.  Oliver. 
OU.  Been  you  there,  zirrah,  come  will  you  taken  your 

felf  to  your  tools,  Coyftrel  ? 

Flow.  Nay,  Mr.  Oliver,  l'le  not  fight  with  you, 
Alas,  Sir,  you  know  it  was  not  my  doings, 

It  was  only  a  Plot  to  get  Sir  Lancelot's  Daughter : 
By  God  I  never  meant  you  harm. 

Oh.  And  whore  is  the  Gentlewoman  thy  wife,  Mezel  ? 
Whore  is  (he,  Zirrah,  ha  ? 

Flow.  By  my  troth,  Mr.  Oliver,  fick,  very  fick ; 
And  God  is  my  Judge,  I  know  not  what  means  to  make 
for  her,  good  Gentlewoman. 

OU.  Tell  me  true,  is  fhe  fick  ?  tell  me  true  itch  'vife  thee, 
Flow.  Yes  Faith,  I  tell  you  true  :  Mr.  Oliver,\( you  would 

do  me  the  fmall  kindnefs,but  to  lend  me  fortyftiillings :  So 
God  help  me,I  will  pay  you  fo  foon  as  my  ability  ftiall  make 
me  able,  as  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

OU.  Well  thou  zaift  thy  wife  is  zick:  hold.,  there's  vor- 
ty  (hillings,  give  it  to  thy  wife,  look  thou  give  it  her,  or  I 
ftiall  lo  veze  thee,thou  wertnot  zovezed  this  zeven  year, 
look  to  it. 

iArth.  I'faith,  Mr.  Oliver,  it  is  in  vain 
To  give  to  him  that  never  thinks  of  her. 

OU.  Well,  would  che  could  yvind  it. 
Flow.  I  tell  you  true,  Sir  Arthur,  as  I  am  a  gentleman. 
OU.  Well,  farewel  zirrah  :  come,  Sir  e^rtbur. 

[Exeunt  both. 
Flow.  By  the  Lord,  this  is  excellent. 

Five  golden  Angels  compaft  in  an  hour, 

If  this  trade  hold,  l'le  never  feek  a  new. 
Welcom,  fweet  gold,  and  beggery  adieu. 

Enter  Uncle  and  Father. 

Vnc.  See,  Kefier,  if  you  can  find  the  Houfe. 

Flow.  Who's  here,  my  Uncle,  and  my  man  Kefier  ? 
By  the  Mafs  'tis  they. 

How  do  you,  Uncle,  how  do'ft  thou,  Kefier  ? 
By  my  troth,  Uncle,  you  muft  needs  lend 
Me  fome  money,  the  poor  Gentlewoman 
My  wife,  fo  God  help  me,  is  very  fick, 
I  was  rob'd  of  the  hundred  Angels 
You  gave  me,  they  are  gone. 

Vnc.  I,they  are  gone  indeed,  come,  Kefier,  away. 
Flow.  Nay,  Uncle,  do  you  hear  ?  good  Uncle. 
Vnc.  Out  Hypocrite,  I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak, 

Come,  leave  him ,  Kefier. 
Flow.  Kefier,  honeft  Kefier. 

Fath.  Sir,  I  have  nought  to  fay  to  you, 

Open  the  door  to  my  kin,  thou  had'ft  beft 
Lockt  faft,  for  there's  a  falfe  knave  without. 

Flow.  You  are  an  old  lying  Rafcal, 

So  you  are.  [Exeunt  both. 

Enter  Luce. 

Luce.  Vat  is  de  matter,  Vat  be  you,  yonker  ? 

Flow.  By  this  light  a  Dutch  Frow,  they  fay  they  are 
call'd  kind, by  this  light  l'le  try  her. 

Luce.  Vat  be  you,  yonker,  why  do  yoo  not  fpeak  ? 

Flow.  By  my  troth,  fweet  heart,  a  poor  Gentleman  that 
would  defire  of  you,  if  it  ftand  with  your  liking,  the  bounty 
of  your  purfe. 

Enter  Father. 

Luce.  O  here  God,  fo  young  an  Armine. 

Flow.  Armine,  fweet-heart,  I  know  not  what  you  mean 
by  that,  but  I  am  almoft  a  beggar. 

Luce.  Are  you  not  a  married  raan,vere  been  your  Vife  ? Here  is  all  I  have,  takedis. 

Flow.  What  gold,  young  Frow?  this  is  brave. 
Fath.  If  he  have  any  grace,  he'll  now  repent. 
Luce.  Why  fpeak  you  not,  vere  be  your  vife  ? 

Flow. 
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Flow.  Dead,  dead,  (he's  dead,  'cis  (he  hath  undone  me  ? 
Spent  me  all  1  had,  and  kept  Rafcals  under  my  Nofe  to 
brave  me. 

Luce.  Did  you  ufe  her  veil  ? 

Flow,  life  her,  there's  never  a  Gentlewoman  in  Eng- 
land could  be  better  ufed  than  I  did  her-,  I  could  but 

Coach  her ;  her  Diet  flood  me  in  forty  pound  a  month, 
butfheisdead  and  in  her  Grave,  my  cares  are  buried. 

Luce .  Indeed  dat  vas  not  fcone. 
Fatb.  He  is  turned  more  Devil  than  he  was  before. 

Flow.  Thou  do'ft  beloDg  to  Matter  Civet  here,  do'ft thou  not  ? 
Luce .  Yes,  me  do. 

Flow.  Why  there's  it,  there's  not  a  handful  of  Plate 
But  belongs  to  me,  God's  my  Judge : 
If  I  had  fuch  a  Wench  as  thou  art, 

There's  never  a  man  in  England  would  make  more 
Of  her,  than  I  would  do,  fo  (he  had  any  flock. 

[They  call  within. 
O  why  Tanikin. 

Luce.  Stay,  one  doth  call ,  I  fhall  come  by  and  by 
again. 

Flow.  By  this  hand,this  Dutch  wench  is  in  love  with  me, 
Were  it  not  admiral  to  make  her  Ileal 

All  Civets  Plate,  and  run  away. 

Fath.  'Twere  beaftly.  OMafter  Flowcrdale, 
Have  you  no  fear  of  God,  nor  Confcience : 
What  do  you  mean,  by  this  vile  courfe  you  take  ?  . 

Flow.  What  do  I  mean  >  why,  to  live,  that  I  mean. 
Fath.  To  live  in  this  fort,  fie  upon  the  courfe, 

Your  Life  doth  (how,  you  are  a  very  Coward. 
Flow.  A  Coward,  I  pray  in  what? 
Fath.  Why  you  will  borrow  fix  pence  of  a  Boy. 

Flow.  'S  nails,  is  there  fuch  a  Cowardice  in  that  ?  I 
dare  borrow  it  of  a  Man,  I,  and  of  the  tallefl  Man  in 
England,  if  he  will  lend  it  me :  Let  me  borrow  it  how  I 
can,  and  let  them  come  by  it  how  they  dare.  And  it  is 
well  known,  I  might  ride  out  a  hundred  times  if  I  would, 
fo  1  might. 

Fath.  It  was  not  want  of  will,  but  Cowardice, 
There  is  none  that  lends  to  you,  but  know  they  gain : 
And  what  is  that  but  only  Health  in  you  ? 
Delia  might  hang  you  now,  did  not  her  heart 
Take  pitty  of  you  for  her  Sifters  fake. 
Go  get  you  hence,  left  lingering  here  you  flay, 
You  fall  into  their  hands  you  look  not  for. 

Flow.  I'll  tarry  here,  till  the  Dutch  Frow 
Comes,  if  all  the  Devils  in  Hell  were  here.  {Exit  Father. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot,  Mafter  Weathercock, 
and  Artichoak. 

Lane.  Where  is  the  Door  ?  are  we  not  paft  it,  Arti- 
choakj 

is4rt.  By  th'  Mafs  here's  one, 
I'll  ask  him,  do  you  hear,  Sir  ? 
What,  are  you  fo  proud  ?  do  you  hear,  which  is  the  way 

To  Mafter  Civet' %  Houfe  ?  what,  will  you  not  fpeak  ? 
O  me,  this  is  filching  FLwerdale, 

Lane.  O  wonderful,  is  this  lewd  Villain  here  ? 
O  you  cheating  Rogue,  you  Cut-Purfe,  Cony-Catcher, 
What  Ditch,  you  Villain,  is  my  Daughters  Grave  I 
A  cozening  Rafcal,  that  mult  make  a  Will, 
Take  on  him  that  ftrift  habit,  very  that : 
When  he  Should  turn  to  Angel,  a  dying  grace, 

I'll  Father-in  Law  you,  Sir,  I'll  make  a  Will : 
Speak,  Villain,  where's  my  Daughter  ? 
Poyfoned,  I  warrant  you,  or  knocked  a  the  Head : 
And  to  abufegood  Mafter  Weathercock*  with 
His  forged  Will,  and  Mafter  Weathercock^* 

To  m"vke  my  grounded  refolution, 
TJhei  co  abufl  the  Devonshire  Gentleman : 
Go,  awav  with  him  to  Prifon. 

Flow.  Wherefore  to  Prifon  ?  Sir,  I  will  not  go. 

Enter  tJMajler  Civet,  hisWife,  Oliver,  Sir  Arthur, 
Fatner,  Uncle,  and  Delia. 

Lane.  O  here's  his  Uncle, 
Welcome,  Gentlemen,  welcome  all: 
Such  a  Cozener,  Gentlemen,  a  Murderer  too 
For  any  thing  1  know,  my  Daughter  is  miffing, 
Hath  been  looked  for,  cannot  be  found,  a  vild  upon  thee. 

Vnc.  He  is  my  Kinfman,  although  his  life  be  vile, 
Therefore,  in  Gods  name,  do  with  him  what  you  will. 

Lane.  Marry  to  Prifon. 

Flow.  Wherefore  to  Prifon,  faick-up?  I  owe  you  no- thing. 

Lane.  Bring  forth  my  Daughter  then,  away  with  him. 
Flow.  Go  leek  your  Daughter,  what  do  you  lay  to  my charge? 

Lane.  Sufpition  of  murder,  go,  away  with  him. 
Flow.  Murder  your  Dogs  '  murder  your  Daughter  ? 

Come,  Uncle,  I  know  you'll  Bail  me. 
Vnc.  Not  I,  were  there  no  more, 

Than  I  the  Jaylor,  thou  the  Piiioner. 
Lane.  Go,  away  with  him. 

Enter  Luce  like  a  Frow. 

Luce.  O  my  Life,  where  will  you  ha  de  Man  ? 
Vat  ha  de  yonker  done  ? 

Wea.  Woman,  he  hath  kill'd  his  Wife. 
Luce.  His  Wife,  dat  is  not  good,  dat  is  not  feen. 

Lane.  Hang  not  upon  him,  Hufwife,  if  you  do  I'll  lay 

you  by  him. Luce:.  Have  me  no,  and  or  way  do  you  have  him, 
He  tell  me  dat  he  love  me  heartily. 

Fran.  Ltad  away  my  Maid  to  Prifon,  why,  Tom*  will 

you  fuffer  that  ? 
Civ.  No,  by  your  leave,  Father,  fhe  is  no  Vagrant : 

She  is  my  Wives  Chamber-maid,  and  as  true  as  the 
Skin  between  any  mans  Brows  here. 

Lane.  Go  to,  you'r  both  Fools : 
Son  Civet y  of  my  Life  this  is  a  Plot, 

Some  ftragling  counterfeit  profer'd  to  you : 
No  doubt  to  rob  you  of  your  Plate  and  Jewels  : 

I'll  have  you  led  away  to  Prifon,  Trull. 
Luce.  I  am  no  Trull,  neither  Outlandifh  Frow, 

Nor  he,  nor  I  fhall  to  the  Prifon  go  : 
Know  you  me  now  ?  nay  never  ftand  amazed. 
Father,  I  know  I  have  offended  you, 
And  though  that  duty  wills  me  bend  my  Knees 
To  you  in  duty  and  obedience  ̂  
Yet  this  wayes  do  I  turn,  and  to  him  yield 

My  love,  my  duty,  and  my  humblenefs. 
Lane.  Baftard  in  nature,  kneel  to  fuch  a  Slave  > 
Luce.  O  Mafter  Flowerdale,  if  too  much  grief  ■ 

Have  not  ftopt  up  the  Organs  of  your  Voice, 
Then  fpeak  to  her  that  is  thy  faithful  Wife, 
Or  doth  contempt  of  me  thus  tie  thy  tongue : 
Turn  not  away,  I  am  no  /Ethiop, 
No  wanton  Creffed,  not  a  changing  Hellen  t 
But  rather  one  made  wretched  by  thy  lofs. 

What  turn'ft  thou  ftill  from  me  ?  O  then 

I  guefs  the  wofnll'ft  among  haplefs  men. 
Flow.  I  am  indeed,  Wife,  wonder  among  Wives ! 

Thy  Chaftity  and  Vertue  hath  infufed 
Another  Soul  in  me,  red  with  defame, 
For  in  my  blufhing  Cheeks  is  feen  my  fhame. 

Lane.  Out  Hypocrite,  1  charge  thee  truft  him  not. 
Luce .  Not  truft  him,  by  the  hopes  after  blifs, 

I  know  no  forrow  can  be  compar'd  to  his. 
Lane.  Well,  fince  thou  wertordain'd  to  Beggery, 

Follow  thy  Fortune,  1  defy  thee. 

Oli.  Ywood  che  were  fo  well  ydoufl'ed  as  was  ever  white 
Cloth  in  tocking  mill,  an  che  ha  not  made  me  weep. 

Fath.  If  he  hath  any  grace  he'll  now  repent. 
Arth. 
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Arth.  It  moves  my  hear t. 
Wea.  By  my  troth  I  muft  weep,  I  cannot  choofe. 
Vnc.  None  but  a  beaft  would  iuch  a  maid  milufe. 

Flow.  .Content  thy  (elf,  1  hope  to  win  his  favour, 
And  to  redeem  my  reputation  loll  : 
And,  Gentlemen,  believe  me,  I  befeech  you, 
I  hope  your  Eyes  lhall  behold  fuch  change, 
As  mail  deceive  your  expectation. 

OU.  I  would  che  were  fplit  now,  butche  believe  him. 
Lane.  How,  believe  him. 
Wea.  By  the  Matkins,  I  do. 

Lan.  What  do  you  think  that  e're  he  will  have  grace  ? 
Wea.  By  my  Faith  it  will  go  hard. 
Oli.  Well,che  vor  ye  he  is  changed :  and,  Mt. Flower  dale, 

in  hope  you  been  fo,  hold  there's  vorty  pound  toward  your 
zetting  up  :  what  be  not  alhamed,vang  it  man,  vang  it,be 
a  good  Husband,  loven  to  your  Wife:  and  you  fliall  not 
want  for  vorty  more,  I  che  vor  thee. 

tArth.  My  means  are  little,  but  if  you'll  follow  me, 
I  will  inftruct  you  in  my  ableft  power : 
But  to  your  Wife  I  give  this  Diamond, 
And  prove  true  Diamond  fair  in  all  your  life. 

Flow.  Thanks,  good  Sir  Arthur  :  Mr.  Oliver, 
You  being  my  Enemy,  and  grown  fokind, 
Binds  me  in  all  endeavour  to  reftore. 

OH.  What,  reftore  me  no  reftorings,  man, 
I  have  vorty  pound  more  here,  vang  it : 
Zouth  chil  devk  I  ondon  elfe :  what,  do  not  think  me 
A  Mezel  or  a  Scoundrel,  to  throw  away  my  Money  ? 
che  have  an  hundred  pound  more  to  pace  of  any  good 
fpotation  :  1  hope  your  under  and  your  Uncle  will  vollow 
my  zamples. 

Vnc.  You  have  gueft  right  of  me,  if  he  leave  off  this 
courfe  of  life,  he  lhall  be  mine  Heir. 

Lan.  But  he  fhall  never  get  a  groat  of  me ; 

\  Cozener,  a  Deceiver,  one  that  kill'd  his  painful 
Father,  honeft  Gentleman,  that  palFed  the  fearful 
Danger  of  the  Sea,  to  get  him  living  and  maintain  him 
brave. 

Wea.  What  hath  he  kill'd  his  Father  ? 
Lance.  I,  Sir,  with  conceit  of  his  vile  courfes. 
Fatb.  Sir,  you  are  mifinformed. 
Lan.  Why,  thou  old  knave,  thou  toldft  me  fo  thy  felf. 

Fatb.  I  wrong'd  him  then  : 
And  toward  my  Mailer's  Stock, 
There's  twenty  Nobles  for  to  make  amends. 

Flow,  No  Kefter,  I  have  troubled  thee,  and  wrong'd thee  more, 

What  thou  in  love  gives,  I  in  love  reftore. 

Fran.  Ha,  ha,  Sifter,  there  you  plaid  bo-peep  with 
Tom,  what  lhall  1  give  her  toward  houfhold  ? 
Sifter  Delia,  lhall  1  give  her  my  Fan  ? 

Del.  You  were  beft  ask  your  Husband. 
Fra.  Shall  I,  Tern  ? 

Qv.  I,  do,  Frank,  1'le  buy  thee  a  new  one,  with  a  longer handle. 

Fran.  A  ruftet  one,  Tom. 
dv.  I  with  ruftet  Feathers. 

Fran.  Here,  Sifter,  there's  my  Fan  toward  houlhold,  to 
J  keep  you  warm. 

Luce.  I  thank  you,  Sifter. 
Weath.  Why  this  is  well,  and  toward  fair  Lnces  Stock, 

here's  forty  millings :  and  forty  good  (hillings  more  , 
l'le  give  her,  marry.  Come  Sir  Lancelot ,  I  muft  have 
you  Friends. 

Lance.  Not  I,  all  this  is  counterfeit, 
He  will  confume  it,  were  it  a  Million. 

Fatb.  Sir,  what  is  your  Daughters  dower  worth  ? 
Lance.  Had  fhe  been  married  to  an  honeft  man, 

It  had  been  better  than  a  thouland  pound. 
Fatb.  Pay  it  him,  and  Tie  give  you  my  bond, 

To  make  her  joynture  better  worth  than  three. 

•  Lane.  Your  bond,  Sir  !  why  what  are  you  ? 
Fatb.  One  whofe  word  in  London  though  1  fay  it, 

Will  pafs  there  for  as  much  as  yours. 
Lan.  Wert  not  thou  late  that  unthrifts  (erving-man  ? 
Fatb.  Look  on  me  better,  now  my  fear  is  ofF: 

Neremufe  man  at  this  mecamorphofie. 
Lance.  Mailer  F  tower  dale. 

Flow.  My  Father,  0 1  lhame  to  look  on  him. 
Pardon,  dear  Father,  the  follies  that  are  paft. 

Fatb.  Son,  Son,  1  do,  and  joy  at  this  thy  change, 
And  applaud  thy  Fortune  in  this  vertuous  Maid, 
Whom  Heaven  hath  fent  to  thee  to  fave  thy  Soul. 

Luce.  This  addeth  joy  to  joy,  high  Heav*en  be  prais'd. Weat.  Mr.  Flowerdale,  welcom  from  Death,  good  Mr. 
Flowerdale. 

'Twas  faid  lb  here,  'twas  faid'fo  here  good  Faith. 
Fatb.  I  caus'd  that  rumour  to  be  fpread  ray  felf, 

Becaufe  I'd  fee  the  humours  of  my  Son, 
Which  to  relate  the  circumftance  is  needlefs : 

And  Sirrah,  fee  you  run  no  more  in  to  that  fame  dueafe : 

For  he  that's  once  cured  of  that  maladie, 
Of  Riot,  Swearing,  Drunkennefs,  and  Pride, 
And  falls  again  into  the  like  diftrefs, 
That  fever  isdeadly,  doth  till  Death  endure: 
Such  men  die  mad  as  of  a  calenture. 

Flow.  Heaven  helping  me,  Tie  hate  the  courfe  as  Hell. 
Vnc.  Say  it,  and  do  it  Coufin,  all  is  well. 

Lan.  Well,  being  in  hope  you'll  prove  an  honeft  man, 
I  take  you  to  my  favour.  Brother  Flowerdale, 
Welcom  with  all  my  heart :  I  fee  your  care 
Hath  brought  thefe  arts  to  this  conclufion, 

And  I  am  glad  of  it,  come  let's  in  and  feaft. 
OU.  Nay  zoftyou  a  while,  you  promifed  to  make 

Sir  esfrthttr  and  me  amends,  here  is  your  wifeft 

Daughter,  fee  which  an's  (he'll  have. Lan.  A  Gods  name,  you  have  ray  good  will,  get  hers. 
OH  How  fay  you  then  DamfeJ,  tyters  hate  ? 
Deli.  I,  Sir,  am  yours. 
OU.  Why,  then  fend  for  a  Vicar,  and  chil  have  it 

Difpatched  in  a  trice,  fo  chil. 
Del.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  I  mean  I  am  yours, 

In  Love,  in  Duty,  and  affection. 
But  not  to  love  as  Wife,  (hall  nere  be  (aid, 
Delia  was  buried,  married,  but  a  Maid. 

Arth.  Do  not  condemn  your  felf  for  ever, 
Vertuous  fair,  you  were  born  to  love. 

Oliver.  Why  you  fay  true,  Sir  Arthur^  (he  was  ybore 
to  it, 

So  well  as  her  Mother :  but  I  pray  you  fliew  us 
Some  zamples  or  reafons  why  you  will  not  marry  ? 

Del.  No  that  I  do  condemn  a  married  life, 

For  'tis  no  doubt  a  fandimonious  thing: 
But  for  the  care  and  erodes  of  a  Wife, 
The  trouble  in  this  World  that  Children  bring, 
My  vow  is  in  Heaven  in  Earth  to  live  alone, 
Husbands  howfoever  good,  I  will  have  none. 

OU.  Why  then,  chil  live  a  Batchelor  too, 
Che  zet  not  a  vig  by  a  Wife,  if  a  Wife  zet  not  a  vig 

By  me  :  Come,  (hall's  go  to  dinner  > 
Fatb.  To  morrow  I  crave  your  companies  in  Mark-lane  : 

To  night  we'll  frolick  inMr.Ckw's  Houfe, 
>  And  to  each  health  drink  down  a  full  Caroufe 

THE 
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THOMAS  Lord  CROMWELL 

The  A&ors  Names. 

OL  D  Cromwell,  a  BUckfmith  of  Putney. 
Toung  Thomas  Cromwell  his  Son. 

Hodge,  Will  and  Tom,  old  Cromwell^  Servants. 
Earl  of  Bedford  and  his  Ho  ft. 

Dukes  of  Norfolk  and  Suffolk. 

Sir  Chriftopher  Hales. 

Cardinal  Wolfey. 
Sir  Thomas  Moor. 

Gardiner  Bijhop  of  Winchefter, 
Sir  Ralph  Sadler. 

Mafier  Boufer  a  Merchant. 
Banifter,  a  broken  Merchant  and  his  Wife. 

Bagot,  a  cruel  covetous  Broker. 
Friskiball,  fe  Florentine  Merchant. 
The  Governours  of  the  Englifh  Houfe  at  Antwerp. 
States  and  Officers  of  Bononia. 
Goodman  Seely  and  his  Wife  Joan. 
Chorus. A  Pofi. 

Meffengers. 
Vjhers  and  Servants. 
Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 
Two  Citizens. 

Ttvo  Merchants. 

Enter  three  Smiths,  Hodge,  and  Wo  other , 

old  Cromwell'*  men. 

Hodge 

c 

Ome,  Matters,  I  think  it  be  paft  five  a 
Clock,  h  it  not  time  we  were  at  work  ? 

My  old  Mafter  he'll  be  ftirring  anon, 
i.  I  cannot  tell  whether  my  old  Matter 

will  be  ftirring  or  no:  but  1  am  fure  I  can  hardly  take  my 
Afternoons  nap,  for  my  young  Mafter  Thomas,  he  keeps 
fuchaquile  in  his  ftudy,  with  the  Sun,  and  the  Moon, 

and  the  feven  Stars,  that  1  do  verily  think  he'll  read  out his  Wits. 

Hodge.  He  skill  of  the  Stars  ? 

There's  Goodman  Car  of  Vulham^ 
He  that  carried  us  to  the  ftrong  Ale^where  Goody  Tn.  '. 
Had  her  Maid  got  with  Child  :  O,  he  knows  the  Stars, 

I  '•'  tickle  you  Charles's  Wah  in  nine  degrees : 
Tnat  fame  man  will  tell  Goody  Trundel 
When  her  Ale  (ball  mifcarry,  only  by  the  Stars. 

2.  I,  thar'sa  great  Virtiu  indeed,  I  think  Thorn  u 
Be  no  Body  in  companion  to  him. 

i.  Well,  Mafters,comc,  fhall  wetoour  Hamnr  :s  > 

Hodge.  I,  content ;  fir  ft  let's  take  our  Mi  nings 
Draught,  and  then  to  work  roundly. 

2.  I,  agreed,  go  in,  Hodge. 
[Sxeunt  omnes. 

Enter  young  Cromwell. 

Crom.  Good  Morrow,  Morn,  1  do  falute  thy  brightnefs, 
The  night  feems  tedious  to  my  troubled  Soul ; 
Whofe  black  obfeurity  binds  in  my  mind 
A  thoufand  Jundry  cogitations : 
And  now  ̂ Aurora  with  a  lively  die, 
Adds  comfort  to  my  fpirit  that  mounts  on  high. 
Too  high  indeed,  my  ftatt  hcing  fo  mian  s 
My  ftudy  like  a  mineral  of  Gold, 

Makes  my  heart  proud,  wh^i  tin  ftly  hope's  inroll'd  , 
My  B*ooks  &Pt  all  the  wealth  1  do  poilefs, 
And  unto  them  1  have  iiigag'd  mv  heart: 
O,  Learning,  how  divine  thou  iecm'll  io  me  ! Within  whole  Arms  h  afll  felicity. 

Peace  with  vour  Hamnv.-rs,  have  your  Knocking  there, 

\_Uere  Vfiihtn  thry  muft  be.it  W.th  th-ir  H-in\mtrs. 
You  do  'Mituib  my  ftudy  aim  my  reft; 

Leave  off,  1  fay,  you  mad  me  with  til?  noilL\ 
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Enter  Hodge,  and  the  two  Men. 

Hjdgc.  Why,  how  now,  Matter  Thomas,  how  now ; 
Will  you  not  let  us  work  for  you  ? 

Crom.  You  fret  my  heart,  with  making  of  this  noife. 

Ho  >ge.  How,  fret  your  heart  ?  I  but,  Thomas,  you'll 
Fret  your  Fathers  Purfe  if  you  lett  us  from  working. 

2.  1,  this 'tis  for  him  to  make  him  a  Gentleman: 
Shall  we  leave  work  for  your  mufing  ?  that's  well  i'faith ; 
But  here  comes  my  old  Matter  now. 

Enter  old  Cromwell. 

Old  Crom.  You  idle  Knaves, 
What  are  you  loytring  now  ? 
No  Hammers  walking,  and  my  work  to  do? 
What,  not  a  heat  among  your  work  to  day  ? 

Hodge.  Marry,  Sir,  your  Son  Thomas  will  not  let  us 
work  at  all. 

Old  Crom.  Why  Knave  I  fay, 

Have  I  thus  cark'd  and  car'd, 
And  all  to  keep  thee  like  a  Gentleman, 

And  doft  thou  lett  my  Servants  at  their  work  •, 
That  fweat  for  thee,  Knave  ?  labour  thus  for  thee  ? 

Crom.  Father,  their  Hammers  do  offend  my  Study. 

Old  Crom.  Out  of  myDoors,  Knave,  if  thou  lik'ft  it  not : 
I  cry  you  mercy,  are  your  iars  fo  fine  ? 
I  tell  thee,  Knave,  thefe  get  when  I  do  fleep  \ 
I  will  not  have  my  Anvil  ftand  for  thee. 

Crom.  There's  money,  Father,  I  will  pay  your  men. 
\_He  throws  Money  among  them. 

Old  Crom.  Have  I  thus  brought  thee  up  unto  my  coft, 

In  hope  that  one  day  thou  would'ft  relieve  my  Age, 
And  art  thou  now  fo  laviffi  of  thy  Coin, 
To  fcatter  it  among  thefe  idle  Knaves? 

Crom.  Father,  be  patient,  and  content  your  felf, 
The  time  will  come  I  fhall  hold  gold  as  train : 
And  here  I  fpeak  with  a  prefaging  Soul, 
To  build  a  Palace  where  now  this  Cottage  Hands, 
As  fine  as  is  King  Henrfs  Houfe  at  Sheen. 

Old  Crom.  You  build  a  Houfe  ? 

You  Knave,  you'll  be  a  Beggar ; 
Now  afore  God  all  is  but  call  away 
That  is  bellowed  upon  this  thriftlefs  Lad, 
Well,  had  I  bound  him  to  fome  honeft  Trade, 

This  had  not  been ;  but  it  was  his  Mother's  doing, 
To  fend  him  to  the  Univerfity : 
How?  build  a  Houfe  where  now  this  Cottage  ftands, 
As  fair  as  that  at  Sheen  ?  he  (hall  not  hear  me, 
A  good  Boy  Tom,  I  con  thee  thzj\k,Tom, 
Well  faid  Tom,  Grammarcies  Tom : 
In  to  your  work,  Knaves ;  hence  faucy  Boy. 

[Exeunt  all  but  young  Cromwell. 
Com.  Why  mould  my  Birth 

Keep  down  my  mounting  fpirit  ? 
Are  not  all  Creatures  fubjeel:  unto  time  ? 
To  time,  who  doth  abufe  the  World, 
And  fills  it  lull  of  hodge  podge  Baftardy 

There's  Legions  now  of  Beggars  on  the  Earth, 
That  their  original  did  fpring  from  Kings, 
And  many  Monarchs  now,  whofe  Fathers  were 

The  riff-raff  of  their  Age ;  for  time  and  fortune 
Wears  out  a  noble  train  to  Beggery  •, 
And  from  the  Dunghill  minions  do  advance 
To  ftate :  and  mark,  in  this  admiring  World 
This  is  but  courfe,  which  in  the  name  of  Fate 
Is  feen  as  often  as  it  whirls  about : 

The  River  Thames  that  by  our  Door  doth  pafs, 
His  firtt  beginning  is  but  fmall  and  fhallow, 
Yet  keeping  on  his  courfe  grows  to  a  Sea. 
And  likewife  Wolfey,  the  wonder  of  our  Age, 
His  Birth  as  mean  as  mine,  a  Butchers  Son  ; 
Now  who  within  this  Land  a  greater  man  ? 

Then,  Cromwell,  cheer  thee  up,  and  tell  thy  Soul 

That  thou  may'ft  live  to  flourilh  and  controul.  * 
Enter  old  Cromwell. 

Old  Crom.  Tom  Cromwell,  whatTVwIfay. 
Crom.  Do  you  call,  Sir? 
Old  Crom.  Here  is  Matter  Bowfer  come  to  know  if  you 

have  difpatch'd  his  Petition  for  the  Lords  of  the  Council 
or  no.  

' 
Crom.  Father,  I  have,  pleafe  yon  to  call  him  in. 
Old  Crom.  That's  well  faid,  Tom,  a  good  Lad,  Tom. 

Enter  Majler  Bowler. 

"Bow.  Now,  Matter  Cromwell,  have  you  difpatch'd  this Petition  ? 
Crom.  I  have,  Sir,  here  it  is,  pleafe  you  perufe  it. 
Bow.  It  fhall  not  need,  we'll  read  it  as  we  go  by  Water. And,  Matter  Cromwell,  I  have  made  a  motion 

May  do  you  good,  and  if  you  like  of  it. 
Our  Secretary  at  Antwerp,  Sir,  is  dead, 
And  the  Merchants  there  have  fent  to  me, 
For  to  provide  a  man  fit  for  the  place: 
Now  I  do  know  none  fitter  than  your  felf, 
If  with  your  liking  it  ftand,  Mailer  Cromwell. 

Crom.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir,  and  I  much  am  bound, 
In  love  and  duty  for  your  kindnefslhown. 

Old  Crom.  Body  of  me,  Tom, 

Make  hafle,  left  fome  Body 
Get  between  thee  and  home,  Tom. 
I  thank  you,  good  Matter  Bowfer, 
I  thank  you  for  my  Boy, 

I  thank  you  always,  I  thank  you  moft  heartily,  Sir  : 

Ho,  a  Cup  of  Beer  here  for  Matter  "Bowfer. Bow.  It  fhall  not  need,  Sir:  Matter  Cromwell,  mil 

you  go  ? Crom.  I  will  attend  you,  Sir. 
Old  Crom.  Fa  re  we  1,  Tow,  God  blefs  thee,  Tom, 

God  fpeed  thee,  good  Tom.  [Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  Bagot  a  Broker  fohu. 

Bug.  I  hope  this  day  is  fatal  unto  fome, 

And  by  their  Iofs  mutt  'Bagot  feek  to  gain. 
This  is  the  Lodging  of  Matter  Friskibal, 
A  liberal  Merchant,  and  a  Florentine, 
To  whom  Bantfier  owes  a  thoufand  pound, 
A  Merchant-Bankrupt,  whofe  Father  was  my  Matter. 
What  do  I  care  for  pity  or  regard, 
He  once  was  wealthy,  but  he  now  is  fain, 
And  this  morning  have  I  got  him  arretted 
At  the  fuit  of  Matter  Friskibal, 
And  by  this  means  fhall  I  be  fure  of  Coin, 
For  doing  this  fame  good  to  him  unknown : 
And  in  good  time,  lee  where  the  Merchant  comes. 

Enter  Ffiskiball. 

Good  Morrow  to  kind  Matter  Friskiball. 

Frif.  Good  Morrow  to  your  felf,  good  Matter  'Bagot, 
And  whats  the  news  your  are  fo  early  ftirring? 
It  is  for  gain,  I  make  no  doubt  of  that. 

Bag.  It  is  for  the  love,  Sir,  that  I  bear  to  you. 
When  did  you  fee  your  Debtor  Banifler  f 

Frif.  I  promife  you,  I  have  not  feen  the  man 
This  two  months  day,  his  poverty  is  fuch, 
As  I  do  think  he  fhames  to  fee  his  Friends. 

Bag.  Why  then  affure  your  felf  to  fee  him  ttraight, 
For  at  your  Suit  I  have  arretted  him, 
And  here  they  will  be  with  him  presently. 

Frif.  Arreft  him  at  my  Suit  ?  you  were  to  blame, 
I  know  the  mans  misfortunes  to  be  fuch, 

As  he's  not  able  for  to  pay  the  Debt, 

And 
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And  were  it  known  to  fome,  he  were  undone. 
Bag.  This  is  your  pitiful  heart  to  think  ic  fo, 

But  you  are  much  deceiv'd  in  Banifter  : 
Why,  fuch  as  he  will  break  for  fafhion  fake, 
And  unto  thofe  they  owe  a  thoufand  pound, 
Pay  fcarce  a  hundred  :  O,  Sir,  beware  of  him, 
The  man  is  lewdly  given  to  Dice  and  Drabs, 
Spends  all  he  hath  in  Harlots  companies, 
It  is  no  mercy  for  to  pity  him : 
I  fpeak  the  truth  of  him,  for  nothing  elfe, 
But  for  the  kindnefs  that  I  bear  to  you. 

Frif.  If  it  be  fo,  he  hath  deceiv'd  me  much, 
And  to  deal  ftridly  with  fuch  a  one  as  he, 
Better  fevere  than  too  much  lenity : 
But  here  is  Matter  Bamfter  himfelf, 

And  with  him,  as  I  take't,  the  Officers. 

Enter  Banifter,  his  Wife,  and  two  Officers. 

Ban.  O  Matter  Friskibal%  you  have  undone  me : 
My  ftate  was  well  nigh  overthrown  before, 
Now  altogether  down-caft  by  your  means. 

Mrs.  Ban.  O,  Mr.  Friskibal 

Pity  my  Husband's  cafe, 
He  is  a  man  hath  liv'd  as  well  as  any, 
Till  envious  Fortune,  and  the  ravenous  Sea 
Did  rob,  difrobe,  and  fpoil  us  of  our  own. 

Frif.  Mittrefs  Bamfter,  I  envy  not  your  Husband, 

Nor  willingly  would  I  haveus'd  him  thus : 
But  that  I  hear  he  is  fo  lewdly  given, 
Haunts  wicked  Company,  and  hath  enough 
To  pay  his  debts,  yet  will  not  be  known  thereof. 

Ban.  This  is  that  damned  Broker,  that  fame  "Bagot, 
Whom  I  have  often  from  my  Trencher  fed : 
Ingrateful  villain  for  to  ufe  me  thus. 

Bag.  What  I  have  faid  to  him  is  nought  but  truth. 
Mrs.  San.  What  thou  haft  faid 

Springs  from  an  envious  heart. 
A  Cannibal  that  doth  eat  men  alive : 

But  here  upon  my  knee  believe  me,  Sir, 
And  what  I  fpeak,  fo  help  me  God,  is  true, 
We  fcarce  have  meat  to  feed  our  little  Babes : 

Moft  of  our  Plate  is  in  that  Broker's  hand, 
Which  had  we  money  to  defray  our  debts, 
0  think,  we  would  not  bide  that  penury 
Be  merciful,  kind  Matter  Friskibal, 
My  Husband,  Children,  and  my  felf  will  eat 
But  one  meal  a  day,the  other  will  we  keep  and  fell. 

Frif.  Go  to,  I  fee  thou  art  an  envious  man : 
Good  Miftris  Banifter,  kneel  not  to  me, 
1  pray  rife  up,  you  (hall  have  your  defire. 

Hold  officers  ;  be  gone,  there's  for  your  pains, 
You  know  you  owe  to  me  a  thoufand  pound, 

Here  take  my  hand,  if  e're  God  make  you  able, 
And  place  you  in  your  former  ftate  again, 
Pay  me :  but  if  ftill  your  Fortune  frown, 

Upon  my  Faith  l'le  never  ask  you  Crown  : 
I  never  yet  did  wrong  to  men  in  thrall, 
For  God  doth  know  what  to  my  felf  may  fall. 

Ban.  This  unexpected  favour  undeferv'd, 
Doth  make  my  heart  bleed  inwardly  with  joy  : 
Nere  may  ought  profper  with  me  is  my  own, 
If  I  forget  this  kindnefs  you  have  fliown. 

Mrs.  Ban.  My  Children  in  their  Prayers  both  night  and 
For  your  good  Fortune  and  fuccefs  Ihall  pray.  (day, 

Frif.  I  thank  you  both,  I  pray  go  dine  with  me, 
Within  thefe  three  dayes,  if  God  give  me  leave, 
I  will  to  Florence  to  my  native  home. 

Bagot,  hold,  there's  a  Portage  to  drink, 
Alchough  you  ill  deferved  it  by  your  merit 
Give  not  fiich  cruel  fcope  unto  your  heart ; 
Be  fure  the  ill  you  do  will  be  requited  : 
Remember  what  1  fay,  Bagot,  farewel. 
Come,  Matter  Banifter,  you  (hall  with  me, 
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My  fare's  but  fimple,  but  welcome  heartily. 
HSxemt  all  but  Bagot. 

Bag.  A  plague  go  with  you, 
Would  you  had  eat  your  laft, 
Is  this  the  thanks  I  have  for  all  my  pains  ? 

Confufion  light  upon  you  all  for  me  .• 
Where  he  had  wont  to  give  a  fcore  of  Crowns, 
Doth  he  now  foift  me  with  a  Porrague : 
Well,  1  will  be  revenged  upon  this  Banifter. 

l'le  to  his  Creditors,  buy  all  the  debts  he  owes, 
As  feeming  that  I  do  it  for  good  will, 
I  am  fure  to  have  them  at  an  eafie  rate 

And  when  'tis  done,  in  Chriftendom  he  ftays  not, 
But  l'le  make  his  heart  t'ake  with  forrow, 
And  if  that  Banifter  become  my  debter, 

By  Heaven  and  Earth  Tie  make  his  plague  the  greater. 

£  Exit  Bagot. 
Enter  Chorus. 

Cho.  Now  Gentlemen  imagine 
That  young  Cromwell  is  in  Antwerp, 
Ledger  for  the  Englifh  Merchants : 
And  Banifter  to  fhun  this  Bagots  hate, 
Hearing  that  he  hath  got  fome  of  his  debts, 
Is  fled  to  Antwerp,  with  his  Wife  and  Children, 
Which  Bagot  hearing,isgone  after  them  : 
And  thither  fends  his  bills  of  debt  before, 
To  be  revenged  on  wretched  Banifter, 
What  doth  fall  out,  with  patience  fit  and  fee, 
A  juft  requital  of  falfe  treachejwe.  {Exit. 

Enter  Cromwell  in  his  ftttdy ,  with  bags  of  money 

before  him,  cafting  of  account. 

Crom.  Thus  far  my  reckoning  doth  go  ftraight  and  even, 
Qut,Cromwell,  this  fame  plodding  fits  not  thee ; 
Thy  mind  is  altogether  fet  on  travel, 
And  not  to  live  thus  cloyftered,like  a  Nun  ; 
It  is  not  this  fame  trafh,  that  I  regard. 
Experience  is  the  Jewel  of  my  heart. 

Enter  a  Poft. 

Poft.  I  pray,  Sir,  are  you  ready  to  difpatch  me  ? 

Crom.  Yes,here's  thofe  fumms  of  money  you  mutt  carry. 
You  go  fo  far  as  Frankford,  do  you  not  > To/?.  I  do  ,  Sir. 

'  Crom.  Well,  prithee  make  all  the  haft  thou  can'ft, 
For  there  be  certain  Englifh  Gentlemen 
Are  bound  for  Venice,  and  may  happily  want, 
And  if  that  you  fhould  linger  by  the  way : 
But  in  hope  that  you  will  make  good  fpeed, 

There's  two  Angels  to  buy  you  fpurs  and  wands. 
Pott.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  this  will  add  wings  indeed. 
Crom.  Gold  is  of  power  to  make  an  Eagles  fpeed. 

Enter  sJMiftris  Banifter. 

What  Gentlewoman  is  this,  that  grieves  fo  much  ? 
It  feems  fhe  doth  addrefs  her  felf  to  me. 

Mrs.  Ban.  God  fave  you,  Sir,  pray  is  your  name  Matter 
Cromwell  ? 

Crom.  My  name  is  Thomas  Cromwell,  Gentlewoman. 

Mrs.  Ban.  Know  you  not  one  Baaot ,  Sir,  that's  come  to Antwerp  ? 

Crom.  No,truftme,Inever  fawtheman, 
But  here  are  bills  of  debt  1  have  received 

Againft  one  Banifter  a  Merchant  fallen  into  decay. 
Mrs.  Ban.  Into  decay  indeed,  long  of  that  wretch: 

I  am  the  Wife  to  wofull  Banifter, 

And  by  that  bloody  villain  am  purfu'd, 
From  London ,  here  to  <tAntwerp  : 
My  Husband  he  is  in  the  Governors  hands, 

V  v  v  And 
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And  God  of  Heaven  knows  how  he'll  deal  with  him, 
Now,  Sir,  your  heart  is  framed  of  milder  temper, 
Be  merciful  to  a  diftrefled  Soul, 
And  God  no  doubt  will  treble  blefs  your  gain. 

Crom.  Good  Miftris  Bamfter,  what  I  can,  1  will, 
In  any  thing  that  lies  within  my  power. 

Mrs. Ban.  O  fpeak  to  Bagot,\\\M.  fame  wieked  wretch, 
An  Angels  voice  may  move  a  damned  Devil. 

Crom.  Why  is  he  come  to  Antwerp,  as  you  hear  ? 
Mrs.Ban.  1  heard  he  landed  fome  two  hours  fince. 

Crom.  Well,  Miltris  TSanifie r,  allure  your  felf, 
Tie  fpeak  to  Bagot  in  your  own  behalf, 

And  win  him  t'all  the  pitty  that  I  can  : 
Mean  time,  to  comfort  you,  in  your  diftrefs, 
Receive  thefe  Angels  to  relieveyour  need, 
And  be  aflured,  that  what  I  can  effecT;, 
To  do  you  good,  no  way  I  will  neglect,  (heart, 

CMrs.  "Ban.  That  mighty  God  that  knows  each  mortals 
Keep  you  from  trouble,  forrow,  grief  and  fmart. 

{Exit  CMiftrit  Banifter. 
Crom,  Thanks,  courteous  Woman, 

For  thy  hearty  Prayer : 
It  grieves  my  Soul  to  fee  her  mifery, 
But  we  that  live  under  the  work  of  fate, 
May  hope  the  beft,  yet  know  mi  te  what  fiate 

Our  liars  and  deftinies  have  osalRgn'd, 
;  Fickle  is  Fortune,  and  her  face  is  blind. 

Enter  Bagot  Soht*. 

Bag.  So  all  goes  well,  it  is  as  I  would  have  it, 
Bamfter,  he  is  with  the  Governor : 

I  And  ihortly  fball  have  gives-  upon  his  heels. 
I  It  glads  my  heart  to  think  upon  theffeve  -r 
I  I  hope  to  have  his  body  rot  in  Erifon, 
!  And  after  here,  his  Wife  to  hang  her  felf, 
And  all  his  Children  die  for  warn  cf  food. 

'  The  Jewels  I  have  brought  to  Antwerp , 
"  Are  reckon'd  to  be  worth  five  thoufand1  pound, 
j  Which  fcarcely  flood  me  in  three  hundred  pound ; 
;  I  bought  them  at  an  eafie  kind  of  rate, 
1  care  not  which  way  they  came  by  them 
That  fold  them  me,  it  comes  not  near  my  heart  \ 
And  left  they  Ihould  be  ftoln,  as  fure  they  are, 

;  I  thought  it  meet  to  fell  them  here  in  Antwerp, 

And  fo  have  left  them  in  the  Govemoor'shand, 
Who  offers  me  within  two  hundred  pound 
Of  all  my  price :  but  now  no  more  of  that, 

I  t  rauffc  go  fee  and  it  my  Bills  be  fofe, 
The  which  I  fent  to  Matter  Oomwek, 
That  if  the  wind  fhould  keep  me  on  the  Sea, 
!  He  might  arreft  him  here  before  I  came : 
And  in  good  time,  fee  where  he  is:  Godfeye  you,  Sir. 

1    Crom.  And'  you,  pray,pardon  me,  I  know  you  not. 
Bag.  It  may  be  fo,  Sir,  but  my  name  is  Bagtt, 

The  man  that  fent  to- you  the  Bills  of  debt. 
Crom.  O,  the  man  that  purfues  Banifttr, 

Here  are  the  Bills  of  debt  you  fent  to  me  : 
As  for  the  man,  you  know  belt  where  he  is  j 

It  is  reported y'ave  a  flintie  heart, 
A  mind  that  will  not  Hoop  to  any  pbty  v 
An  Eye  that  know*  not  how  to  fried  a  tear, 

A  hand  that's  always  open  for  reward : 
But,  Mailer  Bagot,  would  yon  be  ruPedby  me, 
You  Ihould  turn  all  thefe  to  the  contrary  ; 
Your  heart  Ihould  Hill  have  feeling  of  remorfe, 

Your  mind,  according  tO' your  ftate,  be  liberal 
To  thofe  that  Hand  in  need,  and  indiftrefs", 
Your  hand  to  help  them  that  do  Hand  in  want, 
Rather  than  with  your  poife  to  hold  them  down, 
For  every  ill  turn  Ihow  your  felf  more  kind, 
Thus  fhould  1  do,  pardon,  I  fpeak  my  mind. 

"Bag.  1,  Sir,  you  fpeak  to  hear  what  I  would  fay, 
But  yoo  muft  live  I  know,  as  well  as  I : 

I  know  this  place  to  be  Extortion, 

And  'tis  not  for  a  man  to  keep  fafe  here, 
But  he  muft  lye,  cog,  with  his  deareft  Friend  ; 
And  as  for  pitty,  fcorn  it,  hate  ail  Confcience : 
But  yet  1  do  commend  your  wit  in  this, 
To  make  a  fhow,  of  what  I  hope  you  are  not, 

But  1  commend  you,  and  'tis  well  done : 
This  is  the  only  way  to  bring  your  gain. 

Crom.  My  gain  ?  I  had  rather  chain  me  to  an  Oar, 
And  like  a  Have  there  toil  out  all  my  life, 

Before  1'de  live  fo  bafe  a  flave  as  thou. 
I,  like  an  Hypocrite,  to  make  a  Ihow 
Of  feeming  virtue,  and  a  Devil  within  ? 
No  Bagot j  if  thy  Confcience  were  as  clear, 

Poor  Bamfier  ne're  had  been  troubled  here. 
Bag.  Nay,  good  Mafter  Cromwell,  be  not  angry,  Sir 

I  know  full  well  that  you  are  no  fuch  man, 
But  if  your  Confcience  were  as  white  as  Snow, 
It  will  be  thought  that  you  are  otherwife. 

Crom.  Will  it  be  thought  1  am  otherwife  ? 

Let  them  that  think  fo,  know  they  are  deceived  ; 
Shall  fromwell  live  to  have  his  Faith  mifconfter'd  ? 
Antwerpyfot  all  the  wealth  within  thy  Town, 
I  will  not  ftay  here  full  two  hours  longer : 
As  good  luck  ferves,  my  accounts  are  all  made  even, 
Therefore  Fie  ftraight  unto  the  Treafnrer : 

"Bagot,  I  know  yoo'llto  the  Governour, 
Commend  me  to  him,  fay  I  am  bound  to  travel, 
To  fee  the  fruitful  parts  of  Italy ; 
And  as  you  ever  bore  a  Chriftian  mind, 
Let  Banifter  fome  favour  of  you  find. 

Bag.  For  your  fake,  Sir,  Fie  help  htm  all  I  can, 

To  Aarvehis  heart  oat  e're  he  gets  a  groat ; 
So,Mafter  Cromwell,  do!  take  rny  leave, 
For  I  muft  ftraight  unto  the  Governour. 

[£xit  Bagot. 

Crom.  Farewel,  Sir,  pray  yon  remember  what  1  faid  : 

No,  Cromwell,  no,  thy  heart  was  ne're  fobafe, 
To  live  by  fallhood,  or  by  brokery  •, 
But 't  falls  out  well,  I  little  it  repent, 
Hereafter,  time  in  travel  mall  be  fpeot. 

Enter  Hodge,  his  Father'/  man. 

Hodge. Your  Son  T*Wtf#,qootbyon,I  have  hetnThomaft ; 
I  had  thought  it  had  been  no  fuch  matter  to  a  gone  by  wa- 

ter \  for  at  Phtney  Fit  go  yo»  to  Prfn^-Garden  for  two 
pence,Gtas  fliflas  may  be,wrthont  any  wagging  or  joulting 
in  my  gutts,  in  a  little  Boat  too :  here  we  were  fcarce 
fome  four  mile  in  the  great  green  Water ,  but  I  thinking 

to  go  to  my  afternoons  unchines ,  as 'twas  my  manner  at 
home,  but  1  felt  a  kind  of  rifing  in  my  gutts :  at  raft  one 
a  the  Sailers  fpying  of  me,  be  a  good  cheer  feyes  he,  fet 
down  thy  victuals,  and  up  with  it,  thoa  haft  nothing  but 

an  Eel  in  thy  belly  :  Well,  to'twent  I,  to  my  victuals 
went  the  Sailers,  and  thinking  me  to  be  a  man  of  better  ex- 

perience than  any  in  the  fhip,  asked  me  what  Wood  the 
fhipwas  made  of:  they  all  fwore  I  toH  them  as  right  as 
if  I  had  been  acquainted  with  the  Carpenter  that  made  it ; 
at  laft  we  grew  near  Land,  and  I  grew  villanous  hungry, 
went  to  my  bagg,  the  Devil  a  bit  there  was,  the  Sailers  had 
tickled  me^  yet  I  cannot,  blame  them,  it  was  a  part  of 
kindnefs,  for  I  in  kindnefs  told  them  what  Wood  the  fhip 
wasmadeof,  and  they  in  kindnefseat  up  my  victuals,  as 
indeed  one  good  turn  asketh  another :  well, would  I,  could 
I,  find  my  Mafter  Thomat  in  this  Dutch  Town,  he  might 
put  fome  Enghjl)  Beer  into  my  belly.  (come : 

Crom.  What,  Hodge,  my  Father's  man,  by  my  hand  wel- 
How  doth  my  Father  ?  what's  the  news  at  home  > 

Hodge.  Mafter  Thomat,  O  God  ,  Mafter  Thorn**,  your 
hand,  glove  and  all,  this  is  to  give  you  to  undei Handing 
that  your  Father  is  in  health,  and  Alice  Downing  here 

hath  fent  you  a  Nutmeg,  a-nd  Brfs  zJMake  water  a  race  of 
Ginger ,  my  fellow  Willzatd.  Tom  hatrt  between  them  fent 

you 
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you  a  dozen  of  Points,  and  goodman  Toll,  ot  the  Goat,  a 
pair  of  Mittons,  my  Self  came  in  Perfon,  and  this  is  all 
the  news. 

Com  Gramarcy5good  Hodgc,and  thou  art  welcom  to  me, 
Bur  in  as  ill  a  time  thou  corneft  as  may  be  \ 
For  I  am  travelling  into  Italy, 

What  fay'lt  thou,  Hodge,  wiit  thou  bear  me  company  ? 
Hodge.  Will  I  bear  thee  company,Tow .?  what  tell'itrae 

of  Italy  ?  were  it  to  the  fartheft  pa:  t  of  Flanders,  I  would 
go  with  thee,  Tom  ;  I  am  thine  in  all  weal  and  woe,  thy 
own  to  command  ;  what,  Tom,  1  have  pafled  the  rigorous 
waves  of  N^p'Hncs  blafts,  1  tell  you,  Thomas,  I  have  been 
in  danger  or  tin  F'ouds^nd  when  I  have  feen  Boreas  begin 

to  p'ay  the  Ruffin  with  us,  then  would  I  down  a  my  knees, 
and  call  upon  Vulcan. 

C'rom.  And  why  upon  him  ? 
Hodge.  Becaufe,  as  this  fame  fellow  Neptune  is  God  of 

the  Seas,  fo  Vulcan  is  Lord  over  the  Smiths,  and  there- 
fore I  being  a  Smith,  thought  his  Godhead  would  have 

fome  care  yet  of  me. 

Crcm.  A  good  conceit :  but  tell  me,haft  thou  din'd  yet  ? 
Hodge.  Thomas,  to  fpeak  the  truth,  not  a  bit  yet,  I. 
Crom. Come,go  with  me,thou  (halt  have  cheer  good  ftore: 

And  farewel,  Antwerp,  if  I  come  no  more. 
Hodge.  I  follow  thee,fweet  Tom,  I  follow  thee. 

[Exeunt  ambo. 

E»m-rk  Governour  of  the  Englifh  Houfe,  Bagot, 
Banifter,  his  Wife,  and  two  Officers. 

Gover.  Is  Cromwell  gone  then  ?  fay  you,  Mr.  Bagot, 
Wnatdiflike,  I  pray?  what  was  the  caufe  ? 

Bag.  To  tell  you  true,  a  wild  brain  of  his  own, 
Such  youth  as  they  cannot  fee  when  they  are  well : 

He  is  all  bent  to  travel,  that's  his  reafon, 
And  doth  not  love  to  eat  his  Bread  at  home. 

Gov.  Well,  good  Fortune  with  him,  if  the  man  begone. 
We  hardly  fhall  find  fuch  a  man  as  he, 
To  fit  our  turns,  his  dealings  were  fo  honeft. 
But  now,  Sir,  for  your  Jewels  that  I  have, 
What  do  you  fay  ?  what,  will  you  take  my  price? 

Bag.  O,  Sir,  you  offer  too  much  under  foot. 

Gov.  'tis  but  two  hundred  pound  between  us,  man, 
What's  that  in  payment  of  five  thoufand  pound  ? 

Bag.  Two  hundred  pound,  birlady,  Sir,  'tis  great, 
Before  I  got  fo  much  it  made  we  fweat. 

Gov.  Well,  Mafter  Bagot,  I'le  proffer  you  fairly, 
You  fee  this  M:rchant,  Mafter  Bamfter, 
Is  going  now  to  Prifon  at  your  fute  .• 
His  fubltance  all  is  gone,  what  would  you  have  ? 
Yet  in  regard  1  knew  the  man  of  wealth, 
Never  difhoneffc  dealing,  but  fuch  mifhaps 
Hath  fain  on  him,  may  light  on  me  or  you  : 
There  is  two  hundred  pound  between  us, 

We  will  divide  the  fame,  I'le  give  you  one, 
On  that  condition  you  will  fet  him  free : 
His  ftate  is  nothing,  that  you  fee  your  felf, 
And  where  nought  is,the  King  muft  lofe  his  right. 
Bag.  Sir,  Sir,  you  fpeak  out  of  your  love, 

'Tis  foolifh  love,  Sir,  fure  to  piety  him : 
Therefore  content  your  felf,  this  is  my  mind, 
To  do  him  good  I  will  not  bait  a  penny. 

Ban.  This  is  my  comfort,  though  thou  do'ft  no  good, 
A  mighty  ebbe  follows  a  mighty  flood. 

Mrs.  Ban.  O  thou  bafe  wretch,whom  we  have  faltered, 

Even  a's  a  Serpent  for  to  poyfon  us, 
!t  God  did  ever  right  a  Womans  wrong, 
To  that  fame  God  I  bend  and  bow  my  heart, 
To  let  his  heavy  wrath  fall  on  thy  head, 
By  whom  my  hopes  and  joyesare  butchered. 

Ba<r.  Ai  js,  fond  woman,  I  prethee  pray  thy  worft. 
The  Fox  farts  better  Itill  when  he  is  curlt. 

Enter  Mafter  Bowfer  a  Merchant, 

Gov.  Mafter  Bowfer !  you're  welcom,  Sir,  from  England, 
What's  the  beft  news  ?  how  do  all  our  Friends  ? 

Bow.  They  are  all  well,  and  do  commend  them  to  you  : 
There's  Letters  from  your  Brother  and  your  Son  : 
Sj,  fare  you  well,  Sir,  I  muft  take  my  leave, 
My  hafte  and  buiinefs  doth  require  fo. 

Gov.  Before  you  dine,  Sir  ?  what,go  you  out  of  town  ? 
Bow.  Tfaith  unlefs  I  hear  fome  news  in  Town, 

I  muft  away,  there  is  no  remedy. 
Gov.  Matter  Bowfer,  what  is  your  bufinefs,  may  I  know 

it  ? 

Bow.  You  may,  Sir,  and  fo  fhall  all  the  City. 

The  King  of  late  hath  had  histreafury  robb'd, 
And  of  the  choiceft  Jewels  that  he  had : 
The  value  of  them  was  feven  thoufand  pounds, 
The  fellow  that  did  ileal  thefe  Jewels  is  hanged, 
And  did  confefs  that  for  three  hundred  pound, 
He  fold  them  to  one  Bagot  dwelling  in  London: 
Now  Bagot\  fled,  and  as  we  hear,  to  Antwerp, 
And  lather  am  I  come  to  feck  ium  out, 
And  they  that  fir  ft  can  tell  me  of  his  news, 
Shall  have  a  hundred  pound  for  their  reward. 

Ban.  How  juft  is  God  to  right  the  innoa  nt  ? 
Gov.  Mafter  Bowfer,  you  come  in  happy  time, 

Here  is  the  villain  Bagot  that  you  feek, 
And  ail  thofe  Jewels  have  I  in  my  hands : 
Officers,  look  to  him,  hold  him  faft. 

"Bagot.  The  Devil  ought  me  a  fhame,  and  now  he  hath 

paid  it. "Bow.  Is  this  that  Bagot  ?  fellows,  bear  him  hence, ' 
We  will  not  now  ftand  for  his  reply 

Lade  him  with  Irons,  we  will  have  him  tri'd 
In  England  where  his  villanies  are  known. 

Hag.  Mifchief,  confufion,  light  upon  you  all, 
O  hang  me,  drown  me,  let  me  kill  my  felf, 
Let  go  my  armes,  let  me  run  quick  to  Hell. 

Bow.  Away,  bear  him  away,  flop  the  flaves  mouth. 
[They  carry  him  away. 

zJMrs.  Ban.  Thy  works  are  infinite,  greac  God  of Heaven. 

Gov.  I  heard  this  "Bagot  was  a  wealthy  fellow. 
Buw.  He  was  indeed ,  for  when  his  goods  were  feized, 

Of  Jewels,  Coyn,  and  Plate  within  his  Houfe, 
Was  found  the  value  of  five  thoufand  pound ; 
His  furniture  fully  worth  half  fo  much, 

Which  being  all  ftrain'd  for  the  King, 
He  Frankly  gave  it  to  the  Antwerp  Merchants, 
And  they  again,  out  of  their  bounteous  mind, 
Have  to  a  Brother  of  their  Company, 

A  man  decay'd  by  Fortune  of  the  Seas, 
Given  "Bagot's  wealth,  to  fet  him  up  again, 
And  keep  it  for  him,  his  name  is  Bamfttr. 

Gov.  Mafter  Bowfer,  with  this  happy  news, 
You  have  revived  two  from  the  gates  of  Death, 
This  is  that  Banifter,  and  this  his  Wife. 

Bow.  Sir,  I  am  glad  my  Fortune  is  fo  good, 
To  bring  fuch  tidings  as  may  comfort  you. 

Ban.  You  have  given  life  unto  a  man  deem'd  dead, 
For  by  thefe  news  my  life  is  newly  bred. 

cJkfrs.  "Ban.  Thanks  to  my  God, next  to  my  Suveraign 

King; 

And  lafl;  to  you  that  thefe  good  news  do  bring. 
Gov.  The  hundred  pound  I  muft  receive,  as  due 

For  finding  Bagot ;  I  freely  give  to  you. 
"Bow.  And,  Mailer  Banifter,  if  fo  you  plcafe, 

Pie  bear  you  Company,  when  you  crofs  the  Seas. 

"Ban.  If  it  pleafe  you,  Sir,  my  Company  is  but  mean, 
Stands  with  your  liking,  I'le  wait  on  you. 

Gov.  I  am  glad  that  all  things  do  accord  fo  well : 
Come,  Mafter  Bowfer,  let  us  to  dinner  : 
And,  Miftrefs  Banifter,  be  merry.  Woman, 

V  vv  2  Come, 
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Come,  after  farrow  now  let's  cheer  your  Spirit, 
Knaves  have  tlrcir  due,  and  you  bni  what  you  merit. 

f_  Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  Cromwell  and  Hodge  in  their  Shirts,  and 
without  Hats. 

Hodge.  Call  ye  this  feeing  of  fafhions? 
Marry  would  I  had  ftaid  at  Putney  ftill, 
O,  Mailer  Thomas,  we  are  fpoiled,  we  are  gone. 

Orom.  Content  thee,  man,  this  is  but  Fortune. 

Hodge.  Fortune,a  plague  of  this  Fortone,it  makes  me  go 
wet-mod,  the  Rogues  would  not  leave  me  a  fhooe  to  my 
feet :  for  my  Hofe ,  they  fcorned  them  with  their  heels : 
but  for  my  Doublet  and  Hat,  O  Lord,  they  embraced  me, 

and  unlaced  mc,  and  took  away  my  cloaths,  and  fo  dil- 
giaced  me. 

Crom.  Well,  Hodge,  what  remedy? 
What  fhift  (hall  we  make  now  ? 

Hodge.  Nay  I  know  not,  for  begging  I  am  naught,  for 
dealing  worfe :  by  my  troth  I  mult  even  fall  to  my  old 
trade,  to  the  Hammer  and  the  Horfe-heels  again  :  but  now 
the  worlt  is,  I  am  not  acquainted  with  the  humour  of  the 
Horfes  in  this  country  whether  they  are  not  coiti(h,given 
much  to  kicking ,  or  no,  for  when  1  have  one  Leg  in  my 
hand,  if  he  mould  up  and  lay  tother  on  me  chops,  i  were 
gone,  there  lay  I,  there  lay  Hodge. 

Crom.  Hodge,  I  believe  thou  muft  work  for  us  both. 
Hod.  O,  Mafter  Thcmat ,  have  not  I  told  you  of  this? 

have  not  I  many  a  time  and  often  faid,  Tom,  or,  Mafter 
Thomas,  learn  to  make  a  Horfe- fhooe,  it  will  be  your  own 
another  day :  this  was  not  regarded.  Hark  you,  Thomas, 

what  do  you  call  the  fellows  that  rob'd  us  ? 
(from.  The  Bandetti. 
Hod.  The  Bandetti,  do  you  call  them  ?  I  know  not  what 

they  are  called  here,  but  I  am  fure  we  call  them  plain 
Thieves  in  England :  O,  Tom,  that  we  were  now  a£  Put- 

ney, at  the  Ale  there. 
Crom.  Content  thee,  man,  here  fet  up  thefe  two  Bills, 

And  let  us  keep  our  ftanding  on  the  Bridge : 
The  falhion  of  this  Country  is  fuch, 

If  any  ftranger  be  opprefl'ed  with  want, To  write  the  manner  of  his  mifery, 

And  fuch  as  are  difpos'd  tofuccour  him, 
Will  do  it,  what,  haft  thou  fet  them  up? 

Hod.  1  they're  up,  God  fend  fome  to  read  them, 
And  not  only  to  read  them,  but  alio  to  look  on  us : 
And  not  altogether  look  on  us, 
But  to  relieve  us,  O  cold,  cold,  cold. 

[One  ftands  at  one  end,  and  one  at  tother. 

Enter  Friskiball  the  Merchant,  and 
reads  the  Bills. 

Fnf.  What's  here  ?  two  Englilhmen  rob'd  by  the Bandetti, 
One  of  them  feems  to  be  a  Gentleman  : 

'Tis  pitty  that  his  Fortune  was  fo  hard, 
To  fall  into  the  defperate  hands  of  thieves, 
pie  queftion  him,  of  what  eftate  he  is  ; 
God  fave  you,  Sir,  are  you  an  Englifhman  ? 

(from.  I  am,  Sir,  a  diftrefied  Englifhman. 
Fnf.  And  what  are  you,  my  Friend. 
Hodge.  Who  I,  Sir,  by  my  troth  I  do  not  know  my  felf, 

what  1  am  now,  but,  Sir,  I  was  a  Smith,  Sir,  a  poor 

Farrier  of  Putney,  that's  my  Mailer,  Sir,  yonder,  I  was 
robbed  for  his  fake,  Sir. 

Fnf.  1  fee  you  have  been  met  by  the  Bandetti, 
And  therefore  need  not  ask  how  you  came  thus : 

Bin  Frisian,  why  do'ft  thou  queftion  them 
Of  their  t  ftate,  and  not  relieve  their  need  ? 
Sir,  the  coyn  I  have  about  me  is  not  much  : 

There's  fixteen  Duckets  for  tocloath  your  felves, 
Tiiere's  i;xtecn  more  to  buy  your  diet  with, 

And  there's  fixteen  to  pay  for  your  Horfe-hire  : 
'Tis  all  the  wealth,you  fee,my  purfe  pofleffes  •, 
But  if  you  pleafe  for  to  enquire  me  out, 
You  fiiall  not  want  for  ought  that  1  can  do, 
My  name  is  Friskiball,  a  Florence  Merchant : 
A  man  that  always  loved  your  Nation. 

Crom.  This  unexpected  favour  at  your  hands, 
Which  God  doth  know,  if  ever  I  mall  requite  it, 
Neceffity  makes  me  to  take  your  bounty, 
And  for  your  gold  can  yield  you  nought  but  thanks, 

Your  Charity  hath  help'd  me  from  defpair ; 
Your  name  fhall  ftill  be  in  my  hearty  Prayer. 

Fnf.  It  is  not  worth  fuch  thanks,  come  to  my  houfe, 

Your  want  ftiall  better  be  reliev'd  than  thus. 
Crom.  1  pray  excufe  me,  this  (hall  well  fuffice, 

To  bear  my  charges  to  Bononia, 
Whereas  a  noble  Earl  is  muchdiftreffed  : 

An  Englifhman,  Ruffel  the  Earl  of  Bedford 
Is  by  the  French  King  fold  unto  his  Death, 
It  may  fall  out,  that  I  may  do  him  good  : 
To  fave  his  life,  Pie  hazard  my  heart  Blood : 
Therefore,  kind  Sir,  thanks  for  your  liberal  gift, 

I  mull  be  gone  to  aid  him,  there's  no  ftiift. 
Fnf.  l'le  be  no  hinderer  to  fo  good  an  acl, 

Heaven  profper  you,  in  that  you  go  about : 
If  Fortune  bring  you  this  way  back  again, 
Pray  let  me  fee  you :  fo  I  take  my  leave, 
All  good  a  man  can  wilh,  1  do  bequeath.      \_Sxit  Frifkib. 

Crom.  All  good  that  God  doth  fend,  light  on  your  bead, 
There's  few  fuch  men  within  our  Climate  bred. 
How  fay  you  now,  Hodge,  is  not  this  good  Fortune  ? 

Hodg.  How  fay  you,  I'll  tell  you  what, Mafter  Thomai, 
If  all  men  be  of  this  Gentlemans  mind, 

Let's  keep  our  Handings  upon  this  Bridge, 
We  (hall  get  more  here,  with  begging  in  one  day, 
Than  I  fhall  with  making  Horfefhooes  in  a  whole  year. 

Orom.  No,  Hodge,  we  muft  be  gone  unto  Bononia, 
There  to  relieve  the  noble  Earl  of  Bedford: 
Where  if  I  fall  not  in  my  policy, 

I  fhall  deceive  their  fubtle  treachery. 

Hodge.  Nay,  Pie  follow  you,God  blefs  us  from  the  thieving 
I  Bandetti  again.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bedford  and  his  Hoft. 

Ted.  Am  I  betray'd,  was  Bedfordbotn  to  die, 
By  fuch  bafe  flaves,  in  fuch  a  place  as  this  ? 

Have  I  efcap'd  fo  many  times  in  France, 
So  many  Battels  have  I  over-pafled, 
And  made  the  French  ftir,  when  they  heard  my  name  : 
And  am  I  now  betraid  unto  my  Death  ? 
Some  of  their  hearts  blood  firft:  (hall  pay  for  it. 

Hoft.  They  do  defire*,  my  Lord,  to  fpeak  with  you. Bed.  The  traitors  do  defire  to  have  my  blood, 

But  by  my  Birth,  my  Honour,  and  my  Name  ; 
By  all  my  hopes,  my  Life  fhall  coft  them  dear. 
Open  the  door.  Pie  venture  out  upon  them, 
And  if  I  muft  die,  then  Pie  die  with  Honour. 

Hoft.  Alas,  my  Lord,  that  is  a  defperate  courfe, 
They  have  begirt  you,  round  about  the  Houfe  : 
Their  meaning  is  to  take  you  Prifoner, 
And  fo  to  lend  your  body  unto  France, 

Bed.  Firft  fhall  the  Ocean  be  as  dry  as  fand, 
Before  alive  they  fend  me  unto  France  : 

l'le  have  my  body  firft  bored  like  a  Sieve, 
And  die  as  Heflor,  'gainftthe  CMermydons, 
E're  France  fliall  boaft,  Bedford's  their  Prifoner, 
Treacherous  France,  that  'gainft  the  Law  of  Arms, 
Hath  here  betraid  thy  Enemy  to  Death  : 
But  be  allured,  my  blood  fhall  be  revenged 
Upon  the  beft  lives  that  remain  in  France : 

Stand  back,  or  elfe  thou  run'ft  upon  thy  Death. 

Enter 
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Enter  Servant. 

Mef.  Pardon,  my  Lord,  I  come  to  tell  your  honour, 
That  they  have  hired  a  Neapolitan, 
Who  by  his  Oratory,  hath  promifed  them 
Without  the  fhedding  of  one  drop  of  BJood i 
Into  their  hands,  fafe  to  deliver  you, 
And  therefore  craves,  none  but  himfelf  may  enters 
And  a  poor  fwain  that  attends  on  him.      [Exit  Servant. 

Bed.  ANeopolitan  ?  bid  him  come  in, 
Were  he  as  cunning  in  his  Eloquence, 
As  Cicero  the  famous  man  of  Rome., 
His  words  would  be  as  chaff  againft  the  wind. 

Sweet  tongu'd  Vlyffes,  that  made  Ajax  mad, 
Were  he  and  his  tongue  in  this  fpeaker's  head, 
Alive  he  wins  me  not ;  then  'tis  no  conqueft. 

Enter  Cromwell  Itke  a  2\(japo!itant  and  Hodge  with  him. 

Com.  Sir,  are  you  the  Matter  of  the  Houfe  ? 
Hail.  I  am.  Sir. 
Ci  out,  By  this  fame  token  you  mull  leave  this  place, 

And  leave  none  but  the  Earl  and  I  together, 
An  J  this  toy  Peafapt  here  to  tend  on  us. 
H»%  With  all  my  heart ,  God  grant  you  do  fome 

good. [Exit  Holt.  Cromwell  jlmtsthe  door. 

"Bed.  Now,  Sir,  what's  your  will  with  me  ? 
Cram.  Intends  your  Honour  not  to  yield  your  felf? 
bed.  No  good  man  goofe  ,  not  while  my  fword  doth Ui  j 

Is  this  your  eloquence  for  topetfwade  me? 
Orm.  Mj  Lord,  my  eloquence  is  for  to  fave  you  ; 

I  am  not,  as  you  judge,  a  Neopoiitan, 
But  Cromwell  ycur  fervant,  and  an  Englishman. 

Bed.  How?  Cromwell?  not  my  Farrier's  Son  ? 
Crom.  The  fame,  Sir,  and  am  come  to  fuccour  you. 
Hodge.  Yes  faith,  fir,  and  I  am  Hodge,  your  poor  Smith  ; 

Many  a  time  and  oft  have  I  ftiooed  your  Dapper  Gray. 
Bed.  And  what  avails  it  me,  that  thou  art  here? 

Crom.  It  may  avail,  if  you'll  be  rul'd  by  me  ; 
My  Lord,  you  know  the  men  of  eJtfantua, 
And  thefe  Bonunians  are  at  deadly  ftrife, 
And  they,  my  Lord,  both  love  and  honour  you ; 
Could  you  but  get  out  of  the  tjtfantuayort, 
Then  were  you  fafe,  defpight  ofall  their  force. 

Bed.  Tut,  nun,thou  talk'ft  of  things  iinpolfible  \ 
Do'lt  thou  not  fee,  that  we  are  round  befet, 
How  then  is"t  polfible  we  fhouldefcape  ? 

Crom.  By  force  we  cannot,  but  by  policie : 
Put  on  the  apparel  here  that  Hodge  doth  wear, 
And  give  him  youis ;  the  States  rhey  know  you  not, 
For  as  I  think,  they  never  law  your  lace, 
And  at  a  watch- word  muft  1  call  them  in, 
And  will  defirc,  that  we  two  fafe  may  pals 
To  CPtfantua,  where  Tie  lay  my  bufmefs  lies ; 
How  doth  your  honour  like  of  this  advice  ? 

Bed.  O,wondrous  good  :  But  wilt  thou  venture,f/o^. 
Hod.  Willi?  O  noble  Lord,  1  do  accord,  in  any  thing 

I  can  s 

And  do  agree,  to  fet  thee  free,  do  Fortune  what  fhe  can.' 
Bed.  Come  then,  let's  change  our  apparel  ftraight. 
Crom.  Go ,  Hodge ,  make  hafte ,  left  they  chance  to 

call. 

Hod,  I  warrant  you  Tie  fit  him  with  a  Sute. 
[Exeunt  Earl  and  Hodge. 

Crom.  Heavens  grant  this  policy  doth  take  fuccefs, 
And  that  the  Earl  may  fafely  fcape  away; 
And  yet  it  grieves  me  for  this  fimplc  wretch, 
For  fear  they  fhould  offer  him  violence ; 

But  of  two  Evils  'tis  beft  to  man  the  greateft, 
And  better  is  it  that  he  live  in  tm  all, 
Than  fuch  a  noble  Earl  as  he  Ihuuld  fall. 

Their  itubborn  hearts^  it  may  be  will  relenc  ; 
Since  he  is  gone^to  whom  their  hate  is  bent. 
My  Lord,  have  you  difpatched  ? 

Enter  Bedford  tike  the  Clown,  and  Hodge  in  hk 
Cloak,  and  his  Hat. 

'Bed.  How  doft  thou  like  u?,  Cromwell,  is  it  well  ? 

Cro&,  O,  my  good  Lord,  excellent :  Hodge  y  how  do'lt feel  thy  felf  ? 
Hodge.  How  do  I  feel  my  felf?  why,  as  a  Noble  man 

Ihould  do. 
0  how  I  feel  Honour  come  creeping  on, 

My  Nobility  is  wonderful  melancholy : 
Is  it  not  moft  Gentleman  like  to  be  melancholy  ?  . 

Crom.  Yes,  Hodge;  now  go  fit  down  in  thy  ftudy, 
And  take  ftate  upon  thee. 

Hodge.  I  warrant  you,  my  Lord,  let  me  alone  to  take 
Hate  upon  me  j  but  hark,  my  Lord,  do  you  feel  nothing bite  about  you  ? 

Bed.  No,  trult  me,  Hodge. 

Hod.  I,  they  know  they  want  their  oldpafture-,  'tis  a ftrange  thing  of  this  vermin,  they  dare  not  meddle  with Nobility. 

Crom.  Go  take  thy  place,  Hodge,  I  will  call  them  in. 

Hodge  fits  in  the  ftudy,  and  Cromwell  calls  in  the  States. 

All  is  done,  enter  and  if  you  pleafe. 

Enter  the  States,  and  Officers  with  Hdberts. 

Gov.  What,  have  you  won  him  ?  will  he  yield  himfelf? 

Crom.  I  have,  an't  pleafe  you,  and  the  quiet  Earl 
Doth  yield  himfelf  to  be  difpofed  by  you. 

Gov.  Give  him  the  money  that  we  promis'd  him : 
So  let  him  go,  whither  he  pleafe  himfelf. 

Crom.  My  bufinefs,  Sir,  lies  unto  sJMantua  j 
Pleafe  you  to  give  me  fafe  condudl  thither. 

Gov.  Go,  and  conducT  him  to  the  Mantua  Port, 
And  fee  him  fafe  delivered  prefently. 

[Exeunt  Cromwell,  and  Bedford. 
Go  draw  the  curtains,  let  us  fee  the  Earl : 
O,  he  is  writing,  fraud  apart  a  while. 

Hod.  Fellow  William,  I  am  not  as  1  have  been ;  I  went 
from  you  a  Smith,  I  write  to  you  as  a  Lord  :  I  am  at  this 
prefent  writing,among  the  Folonian  Cafiges.  I  do  commend 
my  Lordfhip  to  Raphe  and  to  Roger, loBridget  and  to  Dority, 
and  fo  to  all  the  youth  of  Putney. 

Gov.  Sure  thefe  are  the  names  of  Englijh  Noblemen, 
Some  of  his  fpecial  Friends,  to  whom  he  writes : 
But  flay,  he  doth  addrefs  himfelf  to  fing. 

[Here  he  ftngs  a  Song. 
My  Lord,  I  am  glad  you  are  fo  Frolick  and  fo  blithe 
Believe  me,  Noble  Lord,  if  you  knew  all, 

You'd  change  your  merry  vein  tofudden  forrow. 
Hodge.  I  change  my  merry  vein  ?  no,thou  Bononian,  no  \ 

1  am  a  Lord,  and  therefore  let  me  go  •, 
And  do  defie  thee  and  thy  Cafiges : 

Therefore  ftand  off,  and  come  not  near  my  Honour. 

Gov.  My  Lord,  this  jefting  cannot  ferve  your  turn. 

Hodge.  Do'lt  think,thou  black  Bononian  beaft, 
That  I  do  flout,  do  gibe,  or  jeft : 
No,  no,  thou  Bear  pot,  know  that  I, 
A  Noble  Earl,  a  Lord  par-dy. 

Gov.  What  means  this  Trumpet's  found  ? 
[  A  Trumpet  founds    Enter  a  Mefienger . Ctt.  One  come  from  the  States  of  CMantua. 

Gov.  What,  would  you  with  us,  fpeak,  thou  man  of 
tjllantua  I 

Miff.  Men  of  Bonoaia,  this  my  meflagc  i?, 

To  let  you  !.  now  the  Noble  Earl  of  Bedford  ' Is  fate  within  the  Town  of  sJMantnx, 
And  wills  you  fend  the  peafant  that  you  have, 
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Who  hath  deceived  your  expectation  ; 
Or  elfe  the  States  of  nJMantua  have  vowed, 
They  will  recal  the  truce,  that  they  have  made, 
And  not  a  man  fliall  ftir  from  forth  your  Town, 
That  fliall  return  unit  Is  you  lend  him  back. 

Gov.  O  this  misfortune,  how  it  mads  my  heart  ? 
The  Neapolitan  hath  beguiled  us  all. 
Hence  with  this  Fool,  what  fhall  we  do  with  him, 
The  Earl  being  gone  ?  a  plague  upon  it  all. 

Hod.  No  1'le  allure  you,  I  am  no  Earl,  but  a  Smith,  Sir, 
One  HocL^c.  a  Smith  at  Putney,  Sir  : 
One  that  hath  gulled  you,  that  hath  bored  you,  Sir. 

Gov.  Away  with  him,take  hence  the  Fool  you  came  for. 
Hod.  I,  Sir,  and  He  leave  the  greater  Fool  with  you. 
<JMef.  FareweJ,  Bononians.   Come,  Friend,  along 

.  .  with  me. 

Hod.  My  Friend,  afore,  my  Lordfhip  will  follow  thee. 

{Exit. 
Gov.  WelJ,  Mantua,  fince  by  thee  the  Earl  is  loft, 

Within  tew  dayes  I  hope  to  fee  thee  croft.         [Ex.  em. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Cho.  Thus  far  you  fee  how  Cromwell's  fortune  paffed. 
The  Earl  of  Bedford  being  fafe  in  <iJMantua, 
Defires  Cromwell's  company  into  France, 
To  make  requital  for  his  courtefie :  Ji 
But  Cromwell  doth  deny  the  Earl  his  fuit, 
And  tells  him  that  thofe  parts  he  meant  to  fee, 
He  had  not  yet  fct  footing  on  the  Land, 
And  fo  directly  takes  his  way  to  Spam: 
The  Earl  to  France,  and  fo  they  both  do  part. 
Now  let  your  thoughts  as  fwift  as  is  the  wind, 
Skip  fome  few  years,that  Cromwell fpent  in  travel: 
And  now  imagine  him  to  be  in  England, 
Servant  unto  the  Mailer  of  the  Rolls : 

Where  in  (hort  time  he  there  began  to  flourifh, 
An  hour  fhall  Ihow  you  what  few  years  did  cherifh. 

{Exit. The  Mufich^plays,  they  bring  out  the  banquet,  inter  Sir 
Chriftopher  Hales,  Cromwell,  and  two  Servants. 

Hales.  Come,  Sirs,  be  careful  of  your  Matters  credit  ; 
And  as  our  bounty  now  exceeds  the  figure 
Of  common  entertainment,fo  do  you 
With  looks  as  free  as  is  your  Mailers  Soul, 
Give  formal  welcom  to  the  thronged  tables, 
That  fliall  receive  the  Cardinals  followers, 
And  the  attendants  of  the  great  Lord  Chancellor^ 
But  all  my  care,  Cromwell,  depends  on  thee : 
Thou  art  a  man  differing  from  vulgar  form, 

And  by  how  much  thy  Spirit  is  rankt  'bove  thefe, 
In  rules  of  Art,  by  fo  much  it  fliines  brighter  by  travel, 
Whofe  obfervance  pleads  his  merit, 
In  a  moft  learned,  yet  unaffecting  Spirit. 
Good  Cromwell,  caft  an  Eye  of  fair  regard 

'Bout  all  my  Houfe,  and  what  this  ruder  flelh, 
Through  ignorance,  or  wine,  do  mifcreate, 
Salve  thou  with  courtefie :  if  welcom  want, 
Full  bowles,  and  ample  banquets  will  feem  fcant. 

Crom.  Sir,  whatfoever  lies  in  me. 
Afliire  you  I  will  fliew  my  utmcft  duty.        [Exit  Crom. 

Hales.  About  it  then,  the  Lords  will  ftraighc  be  here  : 
Cromwell,  thou  haft  thofe  parts  would  rather  fute 
The  fervice  of  the  ftate  than  of  my  Houfe : 
I  look  upon  thee  with  a  loving  Eye, 
That  one  day  will  prefer  thy  deftiny. 

Enter  MelTengcr. 

(JMejf.  Sir,  the  Lords  be  at  hand. 
Hales.  They  are  welcom ,  bid  Cromwell  ftraight  at- tend us, 

And  look  you  all  thing  be  in  perfect  readinefs. 

The  nJMufickjlayes.  Enter  Cardinal  Wolfey,  Sir 
Thomas  Moore  and  Gardiner. 

Wot.  O,  Sir  Chriftopher,  you  are  too  liberal :  what,  a 
banquet  too? 

Hales.  My  Lords,  if  words  could  (how  the  ample  wel- 
come, that  my  free  heart  affords  you,  I  could  then  become 

a  prater :  but  1  now  muft  deal  like  a  feaft  Politician  with 
your  LordlhipSjdefer  your  welcom  till  the  banquet  end,that 
it  may  then  falve  our  defect  of  fare  : 
Yet  welcom  now,  and  all  that  tend  on  you. 

Wol.  Thanks  to  the  kind  Matter  of  the  Rolls. 

Come  and  fit  down,  lit  down,  Sir  Thomat  tJMoore : 

'Tis  ftrange,  how  that  we  and  the  Spaniard  differ, 
Their  dinner  is  out  banquet,  after  dinner, 
And  they  are  men  of  active  difpofition : 
This  I  gather,  that  by  their  fparing  Meat, 
Their  bodies  are  more  fitter  for  the  Wars : 

And  if  that  famine  chance  to  pinch  their  maws, 

Being  us'd  to  faft,  it  breeds  lefs  pain. 
Hal.FiU  me  fome  wine :  I'leanfwer  Cardinal  Wolfey :  . 

My  Lord,  we  Engltfi-men  are  of  more  freer  Souls, 
Than  hunger.ftarv'd,  and  ill-complexion'd  'Spaniards; 
They  that  are  rich  in  Spatn,  fpare  belly  food, 
To  deck  their  backs  with  an  Italian  hood, 
And  Silks  of  Civil :  and  the  pooreft  Snake, 

That  feeds  on  Lemmons,  Pilchers,  and  ne're  heated 
His  pallet  with  fweet  Flefh,  will  bear  a  cafe 
More  fat  and  gallant  than  his  ftarved  face  : 
Pride,  the  Inquifition,  and  this  belly-evil, 

Are  in  my  judgement  Spaim  three  headed  Devil. 
Mo.  Indeed  it  is  a  plague  unto  their  Nation, 

Who  ftagger  after  in  blind  imitation. 

Hal.  My  Lords,  with  welcom,  I  prefent  your  Lord- 
fhips  a  folemn  health. 

Mo.  I  love  health  well,but  when  as  healths  do  bring 
Pain  to  the  head,  and  bodies  furfeiting : 
Then  ceafe  I  healths :  nay  fpill  not,  Friend, 
For  though  the  drops  be  fmall, 

Yet  have  they  force,  to  force  men  to  the  wall. 
Wol.  Sir  Chriftopher,  is  that  your  man  ?  (g^ft, 

Hal  And  like  your  Grace ,  he  is  a  Scholar ,  and  a  Lin- 
One  that  hath  travelled  many  parts  of  Chriftendom,  my Lord. 

Wol.  My  Friend,  come  nearer,  have  you  been  a  travel- 
ler? 

Crom.  My  Lord,  I  have  added  to  my  knowledge ,  the Low  Countryes, 

France,  Spain^  Germany,  and  Italy  : 
And  though  imall  gain  of  profit  I  did  find, 
Yet  did  it  pleafe  my  Eje,  content  my  mind. 

Wol.  What  do  you  think  of  the  feveral  States ; 
And  Princes  Courts  as  you  have  travelled  ? 

Crom.  My  Lord,  no  Court  with  England  may  compare, 
Neither  for  State,  nor  civil  Government : 
Luft  dwells  in  France,  in  Italy,  and  Spain, 
From  the  poor  peafant,  to  the  Princes  train, 
In  G er  many,  and  Holland,  Riot  ferves, 
And  he  that  moft  can  drink,  nioft  he  deferves : 

England  I  praife  not :  for  I  he're  was  born, But  that  fhe  Iaugheth  the  others  unto  fcorn. 

Wol.  My  Lord,  there  dwells  within  that  Spirit, 
More  than  can  be  difcern'd  by  outward  Eye  ; 
Sir  Chriftopher,  will  you  part  with  your  man  ? 

Hal.  I  have  fought  to  proffer  him  to  your  Lordlhip, 
And  now  I  fee  he  hath  preferr'd  himfclf  ? Wei.  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Crom.  Cromwell,  my  Lord. 

Wol.  Then,  Cromwell,  here  we  make  thee  Solicitor  of 
our  caufes,  and  neareft  next  our  felf:  Gardiner,  give 
you  kind  welcome  to  the  man. 

^Gardiner  embraces  him. 

tjlloor- 
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Moor.  My  Lord,  you  are  a  royal  Winner, 
Hath  got  a  man,  befides  your  bounteous  Dinner, 
Well,  Knight,  pray  we  come  no  more : 
If  we  come  often,  ihou  maift  (hut  thy  Door. 

Wol.  Sir  Chriftcphcr3  had'ftthou  given  me 
Half  thy  Lands,  thou  couldeft  not  have  pleafed  me 
So  much  as  with  this  man  of  thine, 
My  infant  thoughts  do  fpell : 
Shortly  his  Fortune  fhall  be  lifted  higher, 
True  induftry  doth  kindle  Houours  fire, 
And  fo,  kind  Mailer  of  the  Rolls,  farewel. 

Hal.  Cromwell,  farewell. 
Crom.  Cromwell  takes  his  leave  of  you 

That  ne're  will  leave  to  love,  and  honour  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Chorus. 

[The  Mufick^  playes  as  they  go  oM. 
Cho.  Now  Cromwells  higheft  Fortunes  do  begin. 

Wolfey  that  lov'd  him,  as  he  did  his  life : 
Committed  all  his  treafureto  his  hands, 
Wolfey  is  dead,  and  Gardiner  his  man 
Is  now  Created  Bifhop  of  Wtnchefter : 

Pardon  if  we  omit  all  Wolfey's  Life, 
Becaufe  our  Play  depends  on  Cromwells  Death, 
Now  fit  and  fee  his  higheft  ftate  of  all ; 
His  height  of  riling  and  his  fudden  fall : 
Pardon  the  errors  are  already  paft , 
And  live  in  hope  the  belt  doth  come  at  laft : 
My  hope  upon  your  favour  doth  depend, 
And  look  to  have  your  liking  ere  the  end.  [Exit . 

Enter  Gardiner  'Bifhop  of  Winchefter,  the  Dukes  of  Nor- 
folk, and  of  Suffolk,  Sir  Thomas  Moor,  Sir  Chri- 

ftopher  Hales,  and  Cromwell. 

Nor.  Mailer  Cromwell,  fince  Cardinal  Wolfey 's  Death, 
His  Majefty  is  given  to  underftand, 

There's  certain  Bills  and  Writings  in  your  hand, 
That  much  concern  the  ftate  of  England  : 
My  Lord  of  Wmchefier,  is  it  not  fo  ? 

gar.  My  Lord  of Norfolk,we  tws  were  whilome  Fellows, 
And  Matter  Qromwell,  though  our  Mafters  love , 
Did  bind  us,  while  his  love  was  to  the  King, 
It  is  no  boot  now  to  deny  thofe  things, 
Which  may  be  prejudicial  to  the  State: 

And  though  that  God  hath  rais'd  my  fortune  higher, 
Than  any  way  I  looked  for,  or  deferv'd, 
Yet  my  life,  no  longer  with  me  dwell, 
Than  I  prove  true  unto  my  Sovereign. 

Suf.  What  fay  you,  Matter  Cromwell!1  have  you  thofe 
Writings,  I,  or  no  ? 

Crom.  Here  are  the  Writings,  and  upon  my  Knees, 
I  give  them  up  unto  the  worthy  Dukes, 
Of  Saffolk.,  and  of  Njrfolk :  he  was  my  Mafter, 
And  each  vertuous  part 

That  lived  in  him,  I  tender'd  with  my  heart, 
But  what  his  head  complotted  'gainfl  the  State, 
My  Countries  love,  commands  me  that  to  hate. 
His  fudden  Death,  I  grieve  for,  not  his  fall, 
Becaufe  he  fought  to  work  my  Countries  thrall. 

Suf.  Cromwell,  the  King  fhall  hear  of  this  thy  duty; 
Whom  1  allure  my  felf,  will  well  reward  thee: 

My  Lord,  lee's  go  unto  his  Majefty, 
And  fhow  thofe  Writings  which  he  longs  to  fee. 

[Exeunt  Norfolk  and  Suffolk. 

Enter  Bedford  haflily. 

Bed.  How  now,  whofe  this,  Cromwell  ? 
By  my  Soul,  welcome  to  England  : 

Thou  once  did'ft  lave  my  life,  did'ft  thou  not,  Cromwell? 
Crom.  If  I  did  fo,  'tis  greater  glory 

For  me  that  you  remember  it, 

Than  for  my  felf  vainly  to  report  it. 
Bed.  Well,  Cromwell,  now  is  the  tittle, 

I  fhall  commend  thee  to  my  Sovereign  i 
Cheer  up  thy  felf,  for  I  will  raile  thy  State, 
A  duffel  yet  was  never  found  ingrate.  [Exit. 

Hal.  O  how  uncertain  is  the  wheel  of  State, 
Who  lately  greater  than  the  Cardinal, 
For  tear,  and  love :  and  now  who  lower  lies  ? 
Gay  honours  are  but  Fortunes  flatteries, 
And  whom  this  day,  Pride  and  Promotion  fwells, 
To  Morrow  Envy  and  Ambition  quells. 

Moor.  Who  fees  the  Cob- web  intanglethe  poor  Fly, 

May  boldly  fay  the  wretche's  Death  is  nigh. 
Gar.  1  know  his  ftate,  and  proud  ambition, 

Were  too  too  violent  to  laft  over  long. 
Hal.  Who  foars  too  near  the  Sun,with  golden  Wings, 

Melts  them,  to  ruine  his  own  fortune  brings. 

Enter  the  Bake  of  Suffolk. 

Suf  Cromwell,  kneel  down  in  King  Henry's  name, 
Arife,Sir  Thomas  Cromwell,  thus  begins  thy  fame. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

Norf.  Cromwell,  The  Majefty  of  England, 
For  the  good  liking,  he  conceives  of  thee, 
Makes  thee  Mafter  of  the  Jewel  Houfe, 
Chief  Secretary  to  himfelf,  and  withal, 

Creates  thee  one  of  his  Highnefs's  Privy  Council. 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Bedford. 

Bed.  Where  is  Sir  Thomas  Qromwell  ?  is  he  Knighted  ? 

Sufi.  He  is,  my  Lord. 
Bed.  Then,  to  add  Honour  to  his  Name, 

The  King  creates  him  Lord  Keeper  of  his  Privy  Seal, 

And  Mafter  of  the  Rolls  •, 
Which  you,  Sir  Chrijropher,  do  now  enjoy ; 
The  King  determines  higher  place  for  you. 

Crom.  My  Lords,  thefe  honours  are  too  high  for  my 
defert. 

Moor.  O  content  thee,  man,  who  would  notchufeit? 
Yet  thou  art  wife,  in  feeming  to  refufe  it. 

Gard.  Here's  Honours,  Titles  and  Promotions  •, 
I  fear  this  climbing,  will  have  a  fudden  fall. 

Norf.  Then  come,  my  Lords,  let's  altogether  bring 
This  new-made  Counfellor  to  England's  King. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Gardiner. 

Gard.  But  Gardiner  means  his  glory  fhall  be  dim'd : 
Shall  Cromwell  live  a  greater  man  than  I  ? 

My  Envy  with  his  Honour  now  is  bred, 
I  hope  to  fhorten  Cromwell  by  the  Head.  [Exit, 

Enter  Friskiball  very  poor. 

Frif.  O  Friskiball,  what  fhall  become  of  thee  ? 
Where  fhalt  thou  go,  or  which  way  (halt  thou  turn  ? 
Fortune  that  turns  her  toounconftant  Wheel, 

Hath  turn'd  thy  wealth  and  riches  in  the  Sea, 
All  parts  abroad  where-ever  I  have  been, 
Grows  weary  of  me,  and  denies  me  fuccour  • 
My  Debtors  they,  that  fhould  relieve  my  want, 

Forfwear  my  money,  fay  they  owe  me  none  • 
They  know  my  ftate  too  mean,  to  bear  out  Law  \ 
And  here  in  London,  where  I  oft  have  been, 
And  have  done  good  to  many  a  wretched  man, 

And  now  raoft  wretched  here,  defpis'd  my  felf-, 
In  vain  it  is  more  of  their  hearts  to  try  •, 
Be  patient  therefore,  lay  thee  down  and  die. 

[He  lies  down. 

Enter 
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Enter  Goodman  SccIy,  and  his  Wtfe]ozn. 

Seely.  ComejW,  come,  la's  fee  what  he'll  do  for  us 
now  ?  I  wis  we  have  done  for  him,  when  many  a  time 
and  often  he  might  have  gone  a  hungry  to  Bed. 

Wife.  Alas  man,  now  he  is  made  a  Lord,  he'll  never 
look  upon  us  j  he'll  fulfill  the  old  Proverb,  Set  "Beggars  a 
Herfe-bulb  And  they'll  rtde :  a,  well  a  day  for  my  Cow} 
fuch  as  he  hath  nude  us  come  behind  hand,  we  had  never 

pawn'd  our  Cow  elf.  to  pay  our  Rent. 
Seely.  Well  Joan,  he'll  come  this  way :  and  by  God's 

Dickers  I'll  tell  him  roundly  of  it,  and  if  he  were  ten 
Lords :  a  Ihall  know  that  1  had  not  my  Cheefe  and  my 
Bacon  for  nothing. 

Wife.  Do  you  remember  Husband  ,  how  he  would 
mouch  upon  my  Cheefe-Cakes,  he  hath  forgot  this  now, 
but  now  we'll  remember  him. 

Seely,  I,  we  (hall  have  now  three  flaps  with  a  Fox 

Tail  :  but  i'faith  I'll  gibber  a  joint,  but  I'll  tell  him  his 
own :  ftay ,  who  comes  here  ?  O,  ftand  up,  here  he 
comes,  ftand  up. 

Enter  Hodge  very  fine.,  with  a  Tip-ftajf ,  Cromwell,  the 
Mace  carried  before  him  •  Norfolk,  and 

Suffolk,  and  Attendants. 

Hodge.  Come,  away  with  thefe  Beggars  here, 

Rife  up,  Sirrah  •,  Come  our,  good  people  ; Run  before  there  ho. 

QFriskiball  rifeth,  and  ftands  a  far-off . 
Seely.  I,  we  are  kicked  away  now,  we  come  for  our 

own ;  the  time  hath  been ,  he  would  a  looked  more 
Friendly  upon  us :  And  you,  Hodge,  we  know  you  well 
enough,  though  you  are.  lb  fine. 

C  om.  Come  hither,  Sirrah  :  ftay,  what  men  are  thefe  ? 
My  honeft  Hoft  of  Hoitnflow,  and  his  Wife^ 
I  owe  thee  money,  Father,  do  1  not  ? 

Seely.  I,  by  the  body  of  me,  doft  thou ;  would  thou 
would  eft  pay  me,  good  four  pound  it  is,  1  have  a  the  Poll 
at  home. 

Crom.  I  know  'tis  true    Sirrah,  give  him  ten  Angels, 
And  look  your  Wife  and  you  do  ftay  to  Dinner : 
And  while  you  live,  1  freely  give  to  you, 
Four  pound  a  Year,  for  the  four  pound  1  ought  you. 

Seely.  Art  not  changed,  art  old  Tom  ftill  ? 
Now  God  blefs  thee,  good  Lord  Tom  : 

Home  Joan,  home ;  I'll  dine  with  my  Lord  Tom  to  day, And  thou  (halt  come  next  Week. 

Fetch  my  Cow ;  home^o^,  home. 
Wife.  Now  God  blefs  thee,  my  good  Lord  Tom  \ 

I'll  fetch  my  Cow  prefently. 

Enter  Gardiner. 

Crom.  Sirrah,  go  to  yon  ftranger,  tell  him  I  deGre  him 
ftay  to  Dinn«r  :  1  mull  fpeak  with  him. 

Card.  My  Lord  ol  Norfolk,  fee  you  this  fame  Bubble  ? 
That  fame  puff}  bat  mark  the  end,  my  Lord,  mark  the 
end. 

K(orf.  I  promife  you, I  like  not  fomething  he  hath  done; 
But  let  that  pafs :  the  King  doth  love  him  well. 

Crom.  Good  Morrow  to  my  Lord  ofWinchefter  : 
I  know  you  bear  me  hard,  about  the  Abbey  Lands. 

Gard.  Have  I  not  reafon,  when  Religion  is  wronged  ? 
You  had  no  colour  for  what  you  have  done. 

Crom.  Yes,  the  abolilhing  of  Antichrift, 
And  of  his  Popilh  order  for  our  Realm  : 
I  am  no  Enemy  to  Religion, 

But  what  is  done,  it  is  for  England's  good  : 
What  did  they  ferve  for,  but  to  feed  a  fort 
Of  lazy  Abbots,  and  of  full-fed  Fryers  ? 
They  neither  plow,  nor  fow,  and  yet  they  reap 
The  fat  of  all  the  Land,  and  fuck  the  poor : 

Look  what  was  theirs,  is  in  King  Hrr.ry\  hands, 
His  wealth  before  lay  in  the  Abbey  Lands. 

Gard.  Indeed  thefe  things  you  have  alledg'd,  my  Lord 
When,  God  doth  know,  the  infant  yet  unborn, 
Will  Curfe  the  Lime,  the  Abbies  were  pull'd  down : 
I  pray  now  where  is  Hofpitaiity  ? 
Where  now  may  poor  dutrefled  people  go, 
For  to  relieve  their  need,  or  reft:  their  bones, 

When  weary  travel  doth  opprefs  their  limbs'  ? And  where  religious  men  ihouldtake  them  in, 
Shall  now  be  kept  back  by  a  Maftive  Dog : 
And  thoufand  thoufand  — 

Nor.  O  my  Lord,  no  more :  dungs  pall  redrefs, 
'Tis  hpotlefs  to  complain. 

Crom.  What  (hall  we  to  the  Convocation-Houfe  ? 

7\(er.  We'll  follow  you,,  my  Lord,  pray  lead  the  way. 
Enter  old  Cromwell,  like  a  Farmer. 

Old  Crom.  How  ?  one  Cromwell 

Made  Lord  Keeper  fince  I  left  Tntney, 
And  dwelt  in  Torkfoire  I  I  never  heard  better  news : 

I'll  fee  that  Cromwell,  or  it  (hall  go  hard. 
from.  My  aged  Father  •  ftatsfet  afide  : 

Father,  on  my  Knee  I  crave  your  blefling: 
One  of  my  Servants  go  and  have  him  in, 
At  better  leifure  will  we  talk  with  him. 

Old  Crom.  Now  if  I  die,  how  happy  were  the  day, 
To  fee  this  comfort  rains  forth  fhowers  of  joy. 

{Exit  old  Cromwel.'. 
Nor.  This  duty  in  him  (hows  a  kind  of  grace. 
Crom.  Go  on  before,  for  time  draws  on  apace. {Exeunt  all  bat  Friskiball. 

Frif.  I  wonder  what  this  Lord  would  have  with  me 

His  man  fo  ftriftly  gave  me  charge  to  ftay : 
I  never  did  offend  him  to  my  knowledge  : 
Well,  good  or  bad,  I  mean  to  bide  it  all, 
Worfe  than  1  am,  now  never  can  befal. 

Enter  Banifter  and  his  Wtfe. 

Ban.  Come,  Wife,  I  take  it  be  almoft  Dinner  time, 
For  Mr.  Njwton,  and  Mr.  Crosby  fent  to  me 
La  ft  Night,  they  would  come  Dine  with  me, 
And  take  their  Bond  in :  I  pray  thee  hie  thee  home, 
And  fee  that  all  things  be  in  readinefs. 

Mrs.  Ban.Th&y  (hall  be  welcom,Husband,riI  go  before, 
But  is  not  that  man  Mafter  Friskiball  ? 

{She  runs  and  embraces  him. 

Ban.  O  Heavens !  it  is  kind  Mafter  Friskiball : 

Say,  Sir,  what  hap  hath  brought  you  to  this  pafs  ? 
Frif.  The  fame  that  brought  you  to  your  mifery. 
Ban.  Why  would  you  not  acquaint  me  with  your  ftate  ? 

Is  "Banifter  your  poor  Friend  forgot  ? 
Whofe  goods,  whofe  love,  whofe  life  and  all  is  yours. 

Frif.  I  thought  your  ufage  would  be  as  the  reft, 
That  had  more  kindnefs  at  my  hands  than  you, 

Yet  look'd  afcance  when  as  they  faw  me  poor. 
Mrs.  Ban.  If  Banifter  would  bear  fo  bafe  a  heart, 

I  never  would  look  my  Husband  in  the  Face, 
But  hate  him  as  I  would  a  Cockatrice. 

Ban.  And  well  thou  mighteft,  fhould  Banifter  deal  fo, 
Since  that  I  faw  you,  Sir,  my  ftate  is  mended  : 
And  for  the  thoufand  pound  I  owe  to  you, 
I  have  it  ready  for  you,  Sir,  at  home  : 

And  though  I  grieve  your  fortune  is  fo  bad  : 

Yet  that  my  hap's  to  help  you  makes  me  glad  : 
And  now,  Sir,  will  it  pleafe  you  walk  with  me. 

Frif  Not  yet  I  cannot,  for  the  Lord  Chancellor, 
Hath  here  commanded  me  to  wait  on  him, 

For  what  I  know  not,  pray  God  it  be  for  good. 
"Ban.  Never  make  doubt  of  that,  I'll  warrant  you, 

He  is  as  kind  a  noble  Gentleman, 

As  ever  did  poflefs  the  place  he  hath. 
Mrs. 
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Mrs.  'Ban.  Sir,  my  Brother  is  his  Steward,  if  you  pleafe, 
We'll  go  along  and  bear  you  Company  : know  we  ftiall  not  want  for  welcome  there  ? 

Frif.  Withal  ray  heart :  but  what's  become  of  Bagot  ? 
'Ban.  He  is  hanged  for  buying  Jewels  of  the  Kings. 
Frtf.  A  juft  reward  for  ooefo  impious, 

The  time  draws  on,  Sir,  will  you  go  along. 

Ban.  I'll  follow  you,  kind  Mafter  Friskiball. 

[£xeunt  smnes. 

Enter  two  Merchants. 

1.  Now,  Mafter  Crosby,  I  fee  you  have  a  care 
To  keep  your  word,  in  payment  of  your  money. 

2.  By  my  Faith  I  have  reafon  upon  a  Bond, 
Three  thoufand  pounds  is  too  much  to  forfeit, 
Yet  I  doubt  not,  Mafter  Banifter. 

1.  By  my  Faith  your  furam  is  more  than  mine, 
And  yet  I  am  not  much  behind  you  too, 
Confidering  that  to  day  I  paid  at  Court. 

2.  Made,  and  well  remembred  : 

What's  the  reafon  the  Lord  Cromwell's  men 
Wear  fuch  long  Skirts  upon  their  Coats  ? 
They  reach  down  to  their  very  Hams. 

1.  I  will  refolve  you,  Sir,  and  thus  it  is  \ 
The  Biftiop  of  Winsheiler,  that  loves  not  Cromwell, 
As  great  men  are  envied  as  well  as  lefs, 
A  while  a  go  there  was  a  jar  between  them, 

And  it  was  L  ou^lit  to  my  Lord  Cromwell's  Ear, 
That  Biiiiop  Gardiner  would  fit  on  his  Skirts, 
Upon  which  word  he  made  his  men  long  blue  Coats, 
And  in  the  Court  wore  one  of  them  himfelf : 

And  meeting  with  the  Bifhop,  quoth  he,  my  Lord, 

Here's  Skirts  enough  now  for  your  Grace  to  fiE  on  : 
Which  vexed  the  Biftiop  to  the  very  heart ; 
This  is  the  reafon  why  they  wear  long  Coats. 

2.  'Tis  always  feen,  and  mark  it  for  a  rule, 
That  one  great  man  will  envy  ftill  another  : 

But  'tis  a  thing  that  nothing  concerns  me  :  . 
What,  (hall  we  now  to  Mafter  Bamfler's  ? 

1.  I,  come,  we'll  pay  him  royally  for  our  Dinner.  CE.v. 

Enter  the  Ufher  and  the  Sbtwer,  the  mat  goes 
over  the  Stage. 

Vfber.  Uncover  there,  Gentlemen. 

Enter  Cromwell,  Bedford,  Suffolk,  Qld  Cromwell, 
Friskiball,  Goodman  Seely,  and  Attendants. 

Crom.  My  noble  Lords  of  Suffolk,  and  Bedford, 

Your  Honours  welcome  to  poor  Cromwell's  Houfe  : 
Where  is  my  Father  ?  nay,  be  covered.,Father, 
Although  that  duty  to  thefe  noble  men  doth  challenge  it, 
Yet  I'll  make  bold  with  them. 
Your  Head  doth  bear  the  Calender  of  care  : 
What?  Cromwell  covered,  and  his  Father  bare  ? 
It  mifft  not  be.  Now,  Sir,  to  you  ; 
Is  not  your  name  Friskiball  t  and  a  Florentine. 

Frtf.  My  name  was  Friskiball,  till  cruel  fate, 
Did  rob  me  of  my  name,  and  of  my  ftate. 

Crom.  What  Fortune  brought  you  to  this  Countrey 
now  ? 

Frif.  AM  other  parts  hath  left  me  fuccourlefs, 
Save  only  this,  becaufe  of  Debts  I  have 
I  hope  to  gain,  for  to  relieve  my  want. 

Crom.  Did  you  not  once  upon  your  Florence  Bridge, 

Help  a  diftrefied  man,  robb'd  by  the  Bandetti, His  name  was  Cromwell  f 

Fnf  I  never  made  my  brain 
A  Calender  of  any  good  I  did, 

I  always  lov'd  this  Nation  with  my  heart. 
Crom.  i  am  that  Cromwell  that  you  there  reltev'd, 

Sixteen  Duckets  you  gave  me  for  to  cloath  me, 

Sixteen  to  bear  my  charges  by  the  way, 
And  fixteen  more  I  had  for  my  Horfe  hire, 

There  be  thole  feveral  fums  juftly  return'd : 
Yet  it  injuftice  were,  that  ferving  at  my  need, 
For  to  repay  them  without  intereft : 
Therefore  receive  of  me  thefe  four  feveral  Bags  \ 
In  each  of  them  there  is  four  hundred  Mark, 
And  bring  to  me  the  names  of  all  your  Debtors, 
And  if  they  will  not  fee  you  paid,  I  will. 
O  God  forbid,  that  I  fhould  fee  him  fall, 
That  hclpt  me  in  my  greateft  need  of  all. 
Here  itands  my  Father  that  fir  ft  gave  me  life, 
Alas,  what  duty  is  too  much  for  him  ? 
This  man  in  time  of  need  did  fave  my  Life, 
And  therefore  cannot  do  too  much  for  him. 

By  this  old  man  I  oftentimes  was  fed, 
Elfe  might  I  have  gone  fupperlefs  to  Bed. 
Such  kindnefs  have  I  had  of  thefe  three  men, 
That  Cromwell  no  way  can  repay  agen, 
Now  in  to  Dinner,  for  we  ftay  too  long, 
And  to  good  ftomachs  is  no  greater  wrong. 

{Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  Gardiner  in  his  Study,  and  his  man, 

Gard.  Sirrah,  where  be  thofe  men  I  caus'd  to  ftay  ? 
Ser.  They  do  attend  your  pleafure,  Sir,  within. 
Gard.  Bid  them  come  hither,  and  flay  you  without, 

For  by  thofe  men  the  Fox  of  this  fame  Land, 
That  makes  a  Goofe  of  better  than  himfelf, 
Muft  worried  be  unto  his  lateft  home, 
Or  Gardiner  will  fail  in  his  intent. 

As  for  the  Dukes  of  S/^/^and  of  Norfolk^ 
Whom  I  have  fent  for  to  come  fpeak  with  me  j 
Howfoever  outwardly  they  Ihadow  it, 

Yet  in  their  hearts  I  know  they  love  him  not  •, 
As  for  the  Earl  of  Bedford,  he  is  but  one, 

And  dares  not  gain-lay  what  we  do  fet  down. 

Enter  the  two  Witnefles. 

Now,  my  Friends,  you  know  I  fav'd  your  lives, 
When  by  the  Law  you  had  deferved  Death 
And  then  you  promifed  me  upon  your  Oaths, 
To  venture  both  your  lives  to  do  me  good. 

Both  Wit.  We  fwore  no  more  than  that  we  will  per- 

form. 
Gard.  I  take  your  words,  and  that  which  you  muft  do, 

Is  fervice  for  your  God,  and  for  your  King  •, 
To  toot  a  Rebel  from  this  flourilhing  Land, 

One  that's  an  Enemy  unto  the  Church : 
And  therefore  muft  you  take  your  folemn  Oaths, 
That  you  heard  Cromwell,  the  Lord  Chancellor, 

Did  wilh  a  Dagger  at  King  Henry's  Heart : 
Fear  not  tofwear  it,  for  I  heard  him  fpeak  it  \ 

Therefore  we'll  Ihield  you  from  enfuing  harms. 
2.  Wit.  If  yon  will  warrant  us  the  deed  is  good, 

We'll  undertake  it. 
Gard.  Kneel  down,  and  I  will  here  abfolve  you  both  \ 

This  Crucifix  1  lay  upon  your  Heads, 

And  fprinkle  Holy- water  on  your  brows: 
The  deed  is  meritorious  that  you  do, 

And  by  it  (hall  you  purchafe  Grace  from  Heaven. 

1.  Now  Sir  we'll  undertake  it,  by  our  Souls. 
2.  For  Cromwell  never  loved  none  of  our  fort. 
Gard.  I  know  he  doth  not,  and  for  both  of  you, 

I  will  prefer  you  to  fome  place  of  worth  •, 
Now  get  yon  in,  until  I  call  for  you, 
For  prefently  the  Dukes  mean  to  be  here.    {.Sxennt  Wit. 

Cromwell,  fit  fair,  thy  lime's  not  long  to  reign  •, 
The  Ahbies  that  were  pull'd  down  by  thy  means, 
Is  now  a  mean  for  me  to  pull  thee  down  : 
Thy  pride  alfo  thy  own  head  lights  upon, 
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For  thou  art  he  hathchang'd  Religion: 
But  now  no  more,  for  here  the  Dukes  are  come. 

Enter  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  and  the  Earlof  Bedford. 

Sujf.  Good  even  to  my  Lord  Bifhop. 
Norf.  How  fares  my  Lord  ?  what ,  are  you  all  alone  ? 
Gard.  ,No,  not  alone,  my  Lords,  my  mind  is  troubled  : 

I  know  your  honours  mufe  wherefore  I  fent, 
And  in  fuch  hafte :  What  came  you  from  the  King  ? 

Njrf.  We  did,  and  left  none  but  Lord  Cromwell  with him. 

Gard.  0  what  a  dangerous  time  is  this  we  live  in  ? 

There's  Thomas  Wolfey,  he's  already  gone, 
And  Thomas  Moor ,  he  followed  after  him: 
Another  Thomas  yet  there  doth  remain, 
That  is  far  worfe  than  either  of  thofe  twain; 

And  if  with  fpeed,  my  Lords,  we  not  purfue  it, 
I  fear  the  King  and  all  the  Land  will  rue  it. 

Bed.  Another  Thomas  ?  pray  God  it  be  not  Cromwell. 
Gard,  My  Lord  of  Bedford,  it  is  that  Traytor  Crom- well, i 

Bed.  Is  Cromwell  falfe  ?  my  heart  will  never  think  it. 
Sujf.  My  Lord  of  IVwchefter,  what  likelihood, 

Or  proof  have  you  of  this  his  treachery. 
Gard.  My  Lord,  too  much,  call  in  the  men  within. 

.    .  Enter  the  Witnefles. 

Thefe  men,  my  Lord,  upon  their  Oaths  affirm, 
That  they  did  hear  Lord  Cromwell  in  his  Garden, 
Wifhed  a  Dagger  fticklng  at  the  Heart 
Of  our  King  Henry,  what  is  this  but  Treafon  ? 

Bed.  If  it  be  fo,  my  heart  doth  bleed  with  forrow. 

Sujf.  How  fay  you,  Friends;  what,  did  you  hear  thefe words  ? 

1.  Wit.  We  did,  an't  like  your  grace. 
Norf.  In  what  place  was  Lord  Cromwell  when  he  fpake 

them? 

2.  Wit.  In  his  Garden  $  where  we  did  attend  a  Suit, 
Which  we  had  waited  for  two  years  and  more. 

Stiff.  How  long  is't  fince  you  heard  him  fpeak  thefe words  ? 

2.  Wit.  Some  half  a  year  fince. 

'Bed.  How  chance  that  you  conceal'd  it  all  this  time  ? 
i.  Wit,  His  Grearnefs  made  us  fear,  that  was  the 

caufe. 

Gard.  1,1,  his  Grcatnefs,  that's  the  caufe  indeed 
And  to  make  his  Treafon  here  more  manifeft. 
He  calls  his  Servants  to  him  round  about, 

Tells  them  of  Wolfeys  Life,  and  of  his  fall, 
Sayes  that  himfelf  hath  many  Enemies, 
And  gives  to  fome  of  them  a  Park,  or  Mannor, 
To  others  Leafes,  Lands  to  other  fome : 
What  need  he  do  this  in  his  prime  of  life, 
An  if  he  were  not  fearful  of  his  death  ? 

Suff.  My  Lord,  thefe  l  ikelihoods  are  very  great. 
Hed.  Pardon  me,  Lords,  for  I  muft  needs  depart  j 

Their  proofs  are  great,  but  greater  is  my  heart. 
{Exit  Bedford. 

Norf.  My  Friends,  take  heed 
Of  that  which  you  have  find*, 
Your  Souls  muft  anfwer  what  your  tongues  report : 
Therefore  take  heed,  be  wary  what  you  do. 

2  Wit..  My  Lord,  we  fpeak  no  more  but  truth. 
Norf.  Let  them  depart,  my  Lord  of  Wmchefler ; 

Let  thefe  men  be  clofe  kept 
Until  the  day  of  tryal. 

Gard.  They  (hall,  my  Lord  ;  ho,  take  in  thefe  two  men. 
{Exeunt  Witnefles. 

My  Lords,  if  Cromwell  have  a  publick  Tryal, 
That  which  we  do,  is  void,  by  his  denial , 
Yon  know  the  King  will  credit  none  but  him. 

Njrf.  'Tis  true,  he  rules  the  King  even  as  he  pleafes. 

Sttff.  How  fhall  we  do  for  to  attach  him  then  ? 
Gard.  Marry,  my  Lords,  thus, 

By  an  Act  he  made  himfelf, 
With  an  intent  to  intrap  fome  of  our  lives, 
And  this  it  is :  If  any  Gounfollor 
Be  convicted  of  High  Treafon, 
He  fhall  be  executed  without  a  publick  Tryal. 

This  Act,  my  Lords,  he  caus'd  the  King  to  make. 
Suff.  A  did  indeed,  and  I  remember  it, 

And  now  it  is  like  to  fall  upon  himfelf. 

Norf  Let  us  not  flack  it,  'tis  for  Englands  good, 
We  muft  be  wary,  elfe  he'll  go  beyond  us. 

Gar.  Well  hath  your  Grace  faid,  my  Lord  of  Norfolk^, 
Therefore,  let  us  prt  fently  to  Lambeth, 
Thither  comes  Cromwell,  from  the  Court  to  night, 
Let  us  arreft  him,  fend  bun  to  the  Tower. 
And  in  the  Morning,  cut  off  cne  Ti  aytors  Head. 

Norf.  Come  then  about  it,  let  u->  guard  the  Town,  [ 
This  is  the  day  that  Cromwell  muft  go  down. 

Gar.  Along  my  Lords,  well,  Cromwell  is  half  dead, 

He  fhak'd  my  heart,  but  1  will  fhave  his  Head.  {Sxemt. 

Enter  Bedford  folns. 

"Bed.  My  Soul  is  like  a  Water  troubled, 
And  Gardiner  is  the  man  that  raakts  it  fo  •, 
0  Qromwell,  I  do  fear  thy  end  is  near : 
Yet  I'll  prevent  their.malice  if  I  can, 
And  in  good  time,  fee  where  the  manxloih  come, 

Who  little  knows  how  near's  his  day  of  doom. 

Enter  Cromwell  with  his  Train,  Bedford  makes  as  though  he 
would  fpeak  to  him  :  he  goes  en. 

Crom.  You'x  well  encountred,  my  good  Lord  of  Bedford, 
Pray  Pardon  me,  I  am  fent  for  to  th'  King, And  do  not  know  the  bufinefsyet  my  felf, 

So  fare  you  well,  for  I  muft  needs  be  gone. 
{Exit  all  the  Train. 

Bed.  You  muft,  well,  what  remedy  ? 
1  fear  too  foon  you  muft  be  gone  indeed, 

The  King  hath  bufinefs,  but  little  do'ft  thou  know, 
Whofe  bufie  for  thy  life :  thou  think'ft  not  fo. 

Enter  Cromwell  and  the  Train  again. 

Crom.  The  fecond  time  well  met  my  Lord  of  Bedford : 

I  am  very  forry  that  my  hafte  is  fuch, 

Lord  Marquefs  'Dorfet  being  fick  to  Death, 
I  muft  receive  of  him  the  Privy  Seal 

At  Lambeth,  foon  my  Lord,  we'll  talk  our  fill. 
{Exit  the  Train. 

Bed.  How  fraooth  and  eafte  is  the  way  to  Death. 

Enter  a  MefTenger. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk^  and  of  Suffolk^ 
Accompanied  with  the  Bifhop  of  Wmchefier, 
Intreats  you  to  come  prefently  to  Lsmbeth, 
On  earneft  matters  that  concerns  the  State. 

Bed.  To  Lambeth,  fo :  go  fetch  me  Pen  and  Ink, 
I  and  Lord  fi-omweil  there  fhall  talk  enough : 
I,  and  our  laft,  I  fear,  and  if  he  come. 

{He  writes  a  Letter. 
Here,  take  this  Letter,  and  bear  it  to  Lord  Cromwell, 
Bid  him  read  ir,  fay  it  concerns  him  near, 

Away,  begone,  make  all  the  hafte  you  can, 
To  Lambeth  do  I  go,  a  woful  man. 

{Exit. 

Enter  Cromwell  and  his  Train. 

Com.  Is  the  Barge  ready  ?  I  will  ftraight  to  Lambeth, 
And  if  this  one  dayes  bufinefs,  once  were  paft, 

I'd 



of  the  Lord  Cromwell 

I'd  take  my  eafe  to  morrow  after  trouble, 

How  now  my  Friend,  would'ft  thou  fpeak  with  me  ? 
{The  Meflenger  brings  the  Letter^ 

be  puts  it  in  bis  pockft. 

Mef.  Sir,  here's  *  Letter  from  my  Lord  of  Bedford. 
Crom.  O  good  my  Friend,  commend  me  to  thy  Lord, 

Hold,  take  thofe  Angels,  drink  them  for  thy  pains. 
Mef.  Ffc  dotb  defire  yonr  Grace  to  read  it, 

Becaufe  he  fayes  it  doth  concern  you  near. 
Crom.  Bid  him  afture  himfelf  of  that,  farewel, 

To  morrow,  tell  him,  he  fhall  hear  from  me, 
Set  on  before  there,  and  away  to  Lambeth. 

{Exeunt  ornnes. 

Enter  Winchefter ,  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  Bedford,  Serjeant 
at  Arms,  the  Herald,  and  Halberts. 

Car.  Halberts  Rand  clofe  untothe  Water  fide, 

Serjeant  at  Arm*,  be  bold  in  your  Office, 
Herald,  deliver  your  Proclamation. 

Her.  This  is  to  give  notice  to  all  the  Kings  Subjects, 
The  late  Lord  Cromwell,  Lord  Chancellor  of  England^ 
Vicar  general  over  the  Realm, 
Him  to  hold  and  efteem  as  a  Traitor, 
Againft  the  Crown  and  dignity  ot  England. 
So  God  fave  the  King. 

Car.  Amen. 

"Bed.  Amen,  and  root  thee  from  the  Land, 
For  whiFftthou  Frreft,  truth  cannot  ftand. 

Nor.  Make  a  lane  there,  the  Traitor  is  at  hand, 

Keep  back  CrcrmwelTs  'men : 
Drown  them  if  they  come  on.  Serjeant,  yoor  Office,  ? 

Enter  Cromwell,  they  make  a  lane  with  their 
Huberts. 

Crtm.  What  mean*  ray  Lord  of  Nerfolkby  thefe  words? 
Sirs,  come  along. 

Gar.  Kill  them,  if  they  come  on. 
Ser.  Lord  Cromwell,  in  King  Henries  name, 

I  do  arreft  your  honour  of  high  Treafon. 
Crom.  Serjeant,  me  of  Treafon? 

C  Cromwell's  men  offer  t«  draw. 
Stiff.  Kill  them,  if  they  draw  a  Sword. 
Crom.  Hold,  1  charge  you,  as  you  lore  me,  draw  not 

a  Sword, 
Who  dares  aceufe  Cromwell  of  Treafon  now  ? 

(far.  This  is  no  place  to  reckon  np  your  crime, 

Your  Dove-like  looks  were  view'd  with  Serpents  Eyes. 
Crom.  Wirh  ferpents  Eyes  indeed,  by  thine  they  were, 

But,  Gardiner,  do  thy  worft,  I  fear  thee  not, 

My  Faith  compared  with  thine,  as  much  ,lhall  pafs, 
As  doth  the  Diamond exceiF  the  gjafc: 

Attach'd  of  Treafow,  no  accusers  by, 
Indeed  what  tongue  dares  fpeak  fb  foul  a  Ke  ? 

Nor.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  matters  are  too  well  known, 
And  is  it  time  the  King  had  note  thereof. 

Crom.  The  King,  fet  me  go  to  him  face  to  face, 
No  better  Trial  I  defire  than  that, 

Let  him  but  fay,  that  Cromwell's  Faith  was  feign'd, 
Then  let  my  Honour,  and  my  Name  be  ftain'd ; 
If  ever  my  heart  againft  the  King  was  fet, 
O  let  my  Soul  in  judgement  anfwer  it : 

Then  if  my  Faith's  confirmed  with  his  reafon, 
'Gaiaft  whom  hath  Cromwell  then  committed  treafon  ? 

Suf.  My  Lord,  your  matter  fhall  be  tried, 
Mean  time  with  patience  content  your  felf. 

Crom.  Perforce  I  muft  with  patience  be  content : 

O  dear  Friend  'Bedford,  doll  thou  ftand  lb  near  ? 
Cromwell rejoyceth,  one  Friend  fheds  a  tear  : 

And  whither  is't  ?  which  way  muft  (  romwellnow  ? 
Gar.  My  Lord,  you  muft  unto  the  Tower : 

Lieutenant,  take  him  to  your  charge. 
Crom.  Well,  where  you  pleafe,  yet  before  I  part, 

Let  me  confer  a  little  with  my  men. 

Gar.  As  you  go  by  Water  fo  you  fhall. 
Crom,  I  have  fome  bufinefs  prefent  to  impart. 

'Nor.  You  may  not  ftay,Lieutenant,take  your  charge. 
Crom.  Well,  well,  my  Lord,  youifecond  Gardners  text. 

AW/W.^,  farewel,  thy  turn  will  be  the  next, 
{.Exit  Oornwell  and  the  Lieutenant. 

Gar.  His  guilty  confeience  makes  him  rave,  my  Lord. 
Nor.  I,  let  him  talk,  his  time  is  fhorr.  enough. 
G  ar.  My  Lord  of  Bedford,  come,  you  weep  for  him, 

That  would  not  fhed  a  tear  for  you. 
Bed.  It  grieves  me  for  to  fee  his  fudden  fall. 

Gar.  Snch  fuccefs  wifti  I  unto  Traitors  all.  ̂ Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Citizens. 

1.  Why?  can  this  news  be  true?  is't  poffible  ? 
The  great  Lord  Oeww*//arrefted  upon  high  Treafon, 
1  hardly  will  believe  it  can  be  fo. 

2.  It  is  too  true*  Sir,  would  it  were  otherwife, 
Condition  I  fpent  half  the  wealth  I  have ; 
1  was  at  Lambeth,  faw  him  there  arretted, 
And  afterward  committed  to  the  Tower. 

1.  What  was't  for  Treafon  that  he  was  committed  ? 
2.  Kind  Noble  Gentleman :  I  may  rue  the  time ; 

All  that  I  have,  I  did  enjoy  by  him, 
And  if  he  die,  then  all  my  ftate  is  gone. 

1.  It  may  be  hoped  that  he  fhall  not  die, 
Becaufe  the  King  did  favour  him  fo  much. 

2.  O  Sir,  you  are  deceived  in  thinking  fo  : 
The  grace  and  favour  he  had  with  the  King, 

Hathcaus'd  him  have  fo  many  Enemies : 
He  that  in  Court  fecure  will  keep  bimfelf, 
Muft  not  be  great,  for  then  he  is  envied  at. 
The  Shrub  is  fafe,  when  as  the  Cedar  ihakes, 
For  where  the  King  doth  love  above  compare. 
Of  others  they  as  much  more  envied  are. 

1.  Tis  pity  that  this  noble  man  (hould  fall, 
He  did  fo  rainy  charitable  deeds. 

2.  'Tis  true,  and  yet  you  fee  in  each  eftate, 
There's  none  fo  good,  but  fome  one  doth  him  hate, 
And  they  before  would  fmile  him  in  the  face, 
Will  be  the  formoft  to  do  him  difgrace : 
What,  will  you  go  along  unto  the  Court  ? 

1.  I  care  not  if  I  do,  and  hear  the  news, 

How  men  will  judge  what  fhall  become  of  him. 
2.  Some  men  will  fpeak  hardly,  fome  will  fpeak  in  pity, 

Go  you  to  the  Court.  Tie  go  into  the  City, 
There  1  am  fure  to  hear  more  news  than  you. 

i.  Why  then  foon  will  we  meet  again,  {Exetmt. 

Enter  Cromwell  in  the  Tower. 

from.  HowYCromwell,  haft  thou  time  to  meditate, 
And  think  upon  thy  ftate,  and  of  the  time  : 

Thy  honours  came  unfought,  I,  and  unlook'd  for, 
They  fall  as  fudden,  and  unlook'd  for  too : 
What  glory  was  in  England  that  I  had  not  ? 
Who  in  this  Land  commanded  more  than  Cromwell? 

Except  the  King,  who  greater  than  my  felf  ? 
But  now  I  fee  what  after  ages  Ilia II, 

The  greater  men,  more  fudden  is  their  fall. 
And  now!  do  remember,  the  Earl  of  Bedford 
Was  very  defirous  for  to  fpeak  to  me : 
And  afterward  fent  unto  me  a  Letter, 
The  which  1  think  I  have  ftill  in  my  Pocket, 

Now  may  I  read  it,  for  I  now  have  leifure, 
And  this  I  take  it  is.  f_  He  reads  the  Letter. 

<JWy  Lord,  come  not  this  mght  to  Lambeth, 

For  if  yon  do,  your  fiate  is  O'Ver  thrown. 
And  much  I  doubt  your  life,  and  if  you  come  ' 
Then  if  you  love  your  felf,  flay  where  you  tire. OGod, 
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0  God,  had  I  but  read  this  Letter, 
Then  had  I  been  free  from  the  Lions  Paw : 

Deferring  this  to  read  until  to  Morrow, 

1  fpurn'd  at  joy,  and  did  embrace  my  forrow. 

£nter  the  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower  and  Officers. 

Now,  Matter  Lieutenant,  when's  this  day  of  Death  ? 
Lien,  Alas,  my  Lord,  would  1  might  never  fee  it : 

Here  are  the  Dukes  of  Sujfolkj&nd  of  Norfolk^, 
Winchefier,  Bedford,  and  Sir  Richard  Ratcltffi, 
With  others,  but  why  they  come  1  know  not. 

Crom.  No  matter  wherefore,  Cromwell  is  prepar'd, 
For  Gardiner  has  my  life  and  ftate  infnar'd  : 
Bid  them  come  in,  or  you  (hall  do  them  wrong, 
For  here  ftands  he,  whom  fome  think  lives  too  long, 
Learning  kills  Learning,  and,  inftead  of  Ink 

To  dip  his  Pen,  Cromwell's  heart  blood  doth  drink. 

Enter  nil  the  Nobles. 

Norf.  Good  morrow,  Cromwell,  what,  alone  fo  fad  ? 
Crom,  One  good  among  you,  none  of  you  are  bad  : 

For  my  part,  it  bell  fits  me  be  alone, 
Sadnefs  with  me,  not  I  with  any  one. 
What,  is  the  King  acquainted  with  my  caufe  ? 

Norf.  We  have,  and  he  hath  anfwered  us,  my  Lord. 
Crom.  How  fhall  I  come  to  fpeak  with  him  my  (elf. 
Card.  The  King  is  fo  advertifed  of  your  guilt, 

He  will  by  no  means  admit  you  to  his  prefence. 
Crom.  No  way  admit  me,  am  I  fo  foon  forgot  ? 

Did  he  but  yeflerday  embrace  my  neck, 
And  faid  that  Cromwell  was  even  half  himfelf, 
And  are  his  Princely  ears  fo  much  bewitched 
With  fcandalous  ignominy,  and  flanderous  fpeeches, 
That  now  hedothdeny  to  look  on  me  ? 
Well,  my  Lord  of  Wmchefter.,  no  doubt  but  you 
Are  much  in  favour  with  his  Majefty, 
Will  you  bear  a  Letter  from  me  to  his  Grace? 

Gar.  Pardon  me,  l'lebear  no  Traitors  Letters. 
Crom  Ha,  will  you  do  this  kindnefs  then  ? 

Tell  him  by  word  of  mouth  what  1  fhall  fay  to  you. 
Gard.  That  will  I. 

'  Crom,  But  on  your  honour  will  you? 
Gard.  I,  on  my  honour. 
Crom.  Bear  witnefs,  Lords. 

Tell  him,  when  he  hath  known  you, 

And  try'd  your  Faith  but  half  fo  much  as  mine, 
He'll  find  you  to  be  the  falfeft  hearted  man 
In  England :  Pray  tell  him  this. 

Bed.  Be  patient,  good  my  Lord,  in  thefe  extremities. 
Crom.  My  kind  and  honourable  Lord  of  Bedford, 

I  know  your  honour  always  lov'd  me  well, 
But,  pardon  me,  this  ftill  (hall  be  my  theam, 
Gardiner  is  the  caufe  makes  ̂ >owwf//foextream  : 

Sir  7{a!ph  Sadler,  pray  a  word  with  you  •, 
You  were  my  man,  and  all  that  you  poflefs 
Came  by  my  means,  to  requite  all  this, 
Will  you  take  this  Letter  here  of  me, 

And  give  it  with  your  own  hands  to  the  King.' 
Sad.  I  kifs  your  hand,  and  never  will  I  reft, 

E're  to  the  King  this  be  delivered.  [.Exit  Sadler. 
Crom.  Why  yet  Cromwell  hath  one  Friend  in  fibre. 
Gard.  But  all  the  hafte  he  makes  fhall  be  but  vain  j 

Here's  a  difchargefor  your  Piifoner, 
To  fee  him  executed  prefently  : 
My  Lord,  you  hear  the  tenor  of  your  life. 

Crom.  I  do  embrace  it,  welcome  my  laft  {date, 
Aid  of  this  glittering  world  1  take  lafl  leave  ; 
And,  Noble  Lords,  I  take  my  leave  of  you : 
As  willingly  I  go  to  meet  with  Death, 
As  Gardiner  did  pronounce  it  with  his  breath  ; 
From  Treafon  is  my  heart  as  white  as  Snow, 
My  Death  only  procured  by  my  Foe  : 

I  pray  commend  me  to  my  Soveraign  King, 
And  tell  him  in  what  fort  his  Cromwell  dy^d, 
To  lofe  his  Head  before  his  caufe  was  try'd  : But  let  his  Grace,  when  he  fhall  hear  my  name, 

Say  only  this,  Gardiner  procur'd  the  fame. 
Enter  young  Cromwell. 

Lieu.  Here  is  your  Son  come  to  take  his  ieave. 
Crom.  To  take  his  leave  ? 

Come  hither,  Harry  Cromwell 
Mark,  Boy,  the  lafl  words  that  I  fpeak  to  thee ; 
Flatter  not  Fortune,  neither  fawn  upon  her ; 
Gape  not  for  ftate,  yet  lofe  no  fpark  of  honour  \ 
Ambition,  like  the  plague  fee  thou  efchew  it ; 
I  die  for  Treafon,  Boy,  and  never  knew  it  \ 
Yet  let  thy  Faith  as  fpotlefs  be  as  mine, 
And  Cromwell's  virtues  in  tby  face  fhall  fliine : 
Come,  go  along  and  fee  me  leave  my  breath, 
And  I'le  leave  thee  upon  the  floor  of  Death. 

Son.  O  Father,  I  fhall  die  to  fee  that  wound, 
Your  blood  being  fpilt  will  make  my  heart  to  found. 

Crom.  How,  Boy,  not  look  upon  the  Axe  ? 
How  fhall  I  do  then  to  have  my  head  flrook  off? 
Come  on,  my  Child,  and  fee  the  end  of  all, 
And  after  fay  that  Gardiner  was  my  fall. 

Gard.  My  Lord,  you  fpeak  it  of  an  envious  heart, 
I  have  done  no  more  than  Law  and  Equity. 

Bed.  O,  my  good  Lord  of  Winchefler,  forbear ; 
It  would  better  feemed  you  to  been  anient, 
Than  with  your  words  difturb  a  dying  man. 

Crom.  Who  me,  my  Lord  ?  no.-  he  difturbs  not  me, 
My  mind  he  ftirrs  not,  though  his  mighty  fhock 
Hath  brought  moe  Peers  heads  down  to  the  block. 
Farewel,  my  Boy,all  Cromwell  can  bequeath, 
My  hearty  bleffing,  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Hang.  I  am  your  death's  man,pray  my  Lord,forgive  me. 
Crom.  Even  with  ray  Soul,why  man  thou  art  my  Doctor, 

And  bring'ft  me  precious  Phyfick  for  my  Soul ; 
My  Lord  of  'Bedford,  I  defire  of  you, 
Befo1  e  my  Death  a  corporal  embrace.  * 

fBedford  comes  to  him,  Cromwell  embraces  him. 
Farewel,  great  Lord,  ray  love  I  do  commend : 
My  heart  to  you,  my  Soul  to  Heaven  I  fend  ; 

This  is  my  joy,  that  e're  ray  body  fleet, 
Your  honour'd  arms  is  my  true  winding  fheet  •, 
Farewel,  dear  'Bedford,  my  peace  is  made  in  Heaven  \ 
Thus  falls  great  Cromwell  a  poor  ell  in  length, 

To  rife  to  unmeafur'd  height,  wing'd  with  new  ftrength. 
The  lands  of  Worms,  which  dying  men  difcover. 

My  Soul  is  fhrin'd  with  heaven's  celeflial  cover. 
f_<? xeunt  Cromwell  and  the  Officer  sy  and  others. 

Bed.  Well,  Farewel  Cromwell,  the  trueft  Friend 
That  ever  Bedford  fhall  pofTefs  again, 
Well,  Lords,  I  fear  when  this  man  is  Dead, 
You'll  wifh  in  vain  that  Cromwell  had  a  head. 

Enter  one  with  Cromwell'/  Head. 

Offi.  Here  is  the  Head  of  the  deceafed  ̂ romwelL 
Bed.  Pray  thee  go  hence,  and  bear  his  head  away, 

Unto  his  Body,  inter  them  both  in  Clay. 

Enter  Sir  Ralph  Sadler. 

Sad.  How  now  my  Lords,  what  is  Lord  CromweU  dead  ? 
Bed.  Lord  CromweWs  body  now  doth  want  a  head. 

Sad.  O  God,  a  little  fpeed  had  fav'd  his  life, Here  is  a  kind  Reprieve  come  from  the  King, 
To  bring  him  ftraightunto  his  Majefty. 

Stiff.  I,  I,  Sir  Rilph,  Reprieves  come  now  too  late. 
Gar.  My  conlcience  now  tells  me  this  deed  was  ill, 

Would  Chriftthat  Cromwell  were  alive  again. 
Nor.  Come  let  us  to  the  King,  whom  well  I  know, 

Will  grieve  for  Cromwell,  that  his  Death  was  fo. 

f_ Exeunt  omnes. 
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Sir  John  Oldcaftle, 

THE  GOOD 

LORD  COBHAM. 

The  A&ors  Names* 

King  Henry  t
he  fifth. 

Sir  John  Oldcaftle,  Lord  Cobham. 

Harpool  Servant  to  the  Lord  Cobham. 

Lord  Herbert,  with  Gough  his  man. 

Lord  Powis,  with  Owen  and  Davy  his  men. 

The  Mayor  of  Hereford  ,  and  Sheriff  of  Hereford- 
fhire,  with  Bayliffs  and  Servants. 

Two  Judges  of  Affile. 

The  Bijhop  o/Rochefter,  and  Clun  his  Sumner. 

Sir  John  the  Parfon  (/Wrotham,^Doll  his  Con- 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk.  (cubine. 
The  Earl  o/Huntington. 

The  Earl  of  Cambridge. 

Lord  Scroop,  and  Lord  Grey. 

Chartres  the  French  Agent. 

Sir  Roger  A£ton. 
Sir  Richard  Lee. 

Mafier  Bourn  ,  Mafier  Beverley  ,  and  Murley  the 
Brewer  of  Dunftable,  Rebels. 

Mafier  Butler  Gentleman  of  the  Privy  Chamber. 
Lady  Cobham  and  Lady  Powis. 
Cromer  Sheriff  0/Kent. 

Lord  Warden  of  th  Cinque  Ports. 

Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 

The  Mayor,  Confiable,  and  Gaoler  of  S.  Albans. 

A  Kjntiflj  Conflable  and  an  Ale-man. Souldiers  and  old  men  begging. 

Dick  and  Tom,  Servants  to  Murley. 
An  Irifhman. 

An  Hofi,  Hofller,  a  Carrier  and  Kate. 

THE 

P  R  O  L  O  G  U  E. 

THE  doubtful  Title  (Gentlemen)  prefixt 
Upon  the  Argument  we  have  in  hand, 

May  breed  fuj pence,  and  wrongfully  diflurb 

The  peaceful  quiet  of  your  fethd  thoughts  : 
To  fop  which  fcruple,  let  this  brief f office  ; 

It  is  no  pamper1  d  Glutton  we  prefent, 
Nor  aged  Counfellor  to  youthful  fin  ; 

But  one,  whofe  vertue  jhone  above  the  reft, 
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A  valiant  Martyr,  and  a  vertuous  Peer, 
In  whofe  true  Faith  and  Loyalty  exprefi 

Vnto  his  Sovereign,  and  his  Countries  mal : 

We  ftrivt  to  fay  that  tribute  of  our  love 
Tour  favours  merit :  Let  fair  truth  be  grafd, 

Since  forged  invention  former  time  defaced. 

Sheriff'. 
Y  Lords  I  charge  ye  in  his  Highnefs  name, 

l\/ 1   to  keep  the  Peace,  you  and  your  fol- lowers. 

Her.  Good  Matter  Sheriff,  look  unto  your  felf. 
Tow.  Do  fo,  for  we  have  other  bufinefs. 

{Proffer  to  fight  again 
Sher.  Will  ye  diflurb  the  Judges,  and  the  Affize  ? 

Hear  the  King's  Proclamation,  ye  were  beft. 
Pow.  Hold  then,  let's  hear  it. 
Her,  But  be  brief,  ye  were  belt. 
"Bail.  Oyes. 
Davy.  CofTone,make  fhorter  O,  or  fhall  mar  your  Yes. 
Bail.  O  yes. 

Owen.  What,  has  her  nothing  to  fay,  but  O  yes  ? 
Bail.  O  yes. 

Davy.  O  nay,  py  cofs  plut,  down  with  her,  down 
with  her.    A  Powis,  a  Powis. 

Cough.  A  Herbert,  a.  Herbert,  and  down  with  Powis. 

\_Helter  skglter  again. 
Sher.  Hold  in  the  King's  name,  hold. 
Owen.  Down  with  a  Kanaves  name,  down. 

{In  this  fight  the  Bailiff  is  k.nocb?d  down,  and  the 
Sheriff  and  the  other  run  away. 

Her.  Powis,  I  think  thy  welfh  and  thou  do  fmart. 
Pow.  Herbert,  I  think  my  Sword  came  near  thy  heart. 
Her.  Thy  hearts  beft  bloud  fliall  pay  the  lofs  of  mine. 
Gough.  A  Herbert,  a  Herbert. 
Davy.  APowii,  a  Powu. 

ts4s  they  are  fighting,  Enter  the  Mayor  of  Hereford ,  his 
Officers  and  Townfmen  with  pubs. 

May.  My  Lords,  as  you  are  Liegemen  to  the  Crown, 
True  Noblemen,  and  Subjects  to  the  King, 
Attend  his  Highnefs  Proclamation, 
Commanded  by  the  Judges  of  Affize, 
For  keeping  Peace  at  this  Affembly. 

Her.  Good  Matter  Mayor  of  Hereford,  be  brief. 
May.  Serjeant,  without  the  Ceremonies  of  O  yes, 

ronounce  aloud  the  Proclamation. 

Ser.  The  Kings  Juftices,  perceiving  what  publick  mif- 
chief  may  enfue  this  private  quarrel :  in  his  Majefties 
name,  do  ftraightly  charge  and  command  all  perfons,  of 
what  degree  foever,  to  depart  this  City  of  Hereford,  ex- 
cept  fuch  as  are  bound  to  give  attendance  at  this  Affize, 
nd  that  no  man  prefume  to  wear  any  Weapon,  efpecially 
Welfh-Hooks,  Forrett  Bills. 

Owen.  Haw  ?  No  pill  nor  Wells  hoog?  ha  ? 
May.  Peace,  and  hear  the  Proclamation. 
Ser.  And  that  the  Lord  Powu  do  prefently  difperfe 

and  difcharge  hisRetinue,and  depart  the  City  in  theKings 
Peace,  he  and  his  Followers,  on  pain  of  Imprifonment. 

Davy.  Haw?  pud  her  Lord  /W/j  in  Prifon?  ATowis 
A  Towis.  Coffbon ,  her  will  live  and  tye  with  her 
Lord. 

Gough.  A  Herbert,  a  Herbert. 

In  this  fight  the  Lord  Herbert  is  wounded,  and  falls  to  the 
ground,  the  Mayor  and  his  Company  cry  for  Clubs  :  Powis 
runs  away,  Gough  and  Herberts  Faction  are  bufy  about 
him.  Enter  the  two  Judges ,  the  Sheriff,  and  his  Bailiffs 
afore  them,  &c. 

1.  Jud.  Where's  the  Lord  Herbert  ?  Is  he  hurt  or  flain  ? 
Sher.  He's  here,  my  Lord. 
2.  Jud.  How  fares  his  Lord fhip,  Friends  ? 

Cough.  Mortally  wounded,  fpeechlefs,  he  cannot  live. 
1 .  Jud.  Convey  him  hence,  let  not  his  wounds  take  air, 

And  get  him  dreft  with  expedition. 
{Exit  L.  Herbert  and  Gough 

Matter  Mayor  of  Hereford,  Matter  Sheriff  0'  th'  Shire, Commit  Lord  Powis  to  fafe  Cuttody, 
To  anfwer  the  difturbance  of  the  Peace, 
Lord  Herberts  peri)v  _and  his  high  contempt 
Of  us,  and  you  the  Kings  Commiffioners, 
See  it  be  done  with  care  and  diligence. 

Sher.  Pleafe  it  your  Lordfhip,  toy  lord  Powis  is  gone 
paft  all  recovery. 

2.  Jud.  Yet  Jet  fearch  be  made, 
To  apprehend  his  Followers  that  are  left. 

Sher.  There  are  fome  of  them  :  Sirs,  lay  hold  of  | them. 

Owen.  Of  us  ?  and  why  ?  what  has  her  done  I  pray 

you  ? 

Sher.  Difarmthem,  Bailiffs. 

May.  Officers  afQIt. 
Davy.  Hear  you,  Lord  Shudge,  what  refTon  for this  ? 

Owen.  Coffoon,  pe  pufe  for  fighting  for  our  Lord  ? 
1.  Jud.  Away  with  them. 
Davy.  Harg  you,my  Lord. 

Owen.  Gough  my  Lord  Herberts  man's  a  fnitten Kanave. 

Davy.  Ice  live  and  tye  in  good  quarrel. 
Owen.  Pray  you  do  fhuftice,  let  awl  be  Prifon. 
Davy.  Prifon,  no, 

Lord  Shudge,  I  wool  give  you  Pale,  good  Surety. 
2.  Jud.  What  Bail  ?  what  Sureties  ? 
Davy.  Her  Cozen  ap  Rice ,  ap  Evan,  ap  Mbrice ,  ap 

tJMorgan,  ap  Lluellyn,  ap  Madoc,  ap  Meredith,  ap  Griffin, 

ap  Davy,  ap  Owen,  ap  Shwken  Shone s. 
2.  Jud.  Two  of  the  moft  fufficient  are  enow. 

Sher.  And't  pleafe  your  Lordfhip  thefe  are  all  but one. 

1.  Jud.  To  Jay  1  with  them,  and  the  Lord  Herberts  men, 

We'll  talk  with  them,  when  the  Affize  is  done.  [Exeunt. 
Riotous,  audacious,  and  unruly  Grooms, 
Mutt  we  be  forced  to  come  from  the  Bench, 
To  quiet  Brawls,  which  every  Conftable 
In  other  civil  places  can  fupprefs  ? 

2.  Jud.  What  was  the  quarrel  that  caus'd  all  this ftir? 

Sher.  About  Religion  as  I  heard,  my  Lord. 

Lord  Powis's  detracted  from  the  power  of  Rome, 
Affirming  Wicklijfs  Doctrine  to  be  true, 
And  Romes  erroneous :  hot  reply  was  made 
By  the  Lord  Herbert,  they  were  Traytors  all 
That  would  maintain  it.  Powis  anfwered, 
They  were  as  true,  as  noble,  and  as  wife 
As  he,  that  would  defend  it  with  their  lives, 

He  nam'd  for  inftance  Sir  John  Oldcajlle 
The  Lord  Cobham :  Herbert  replied  again, 

He,  thou,  and  all  are  Traytors  that  fo  hold. 
The  lye  was  given,  the  feveral  Factions  drawn, 

And  fo  enrag'd,  that  we  could  not  appeafe  it. 
1.  Jud.  This  cafe  concerns  the  Kings  Prerogative, 

And  'tis  dangerous  to  the  State  and  Common-wealth. 
Gentlemen,  Juftices,  Mafter  Mayor,  and  Matter  Sheriff, 
It  doth  behove  us  all,  and  each  or  us 

In  general  and  particular,  to  have  care 
For  the  fuppreffing  of  all  mutinies, 
And  all  Affemblies,  except  Souldiers  muflers, 

For 
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For  the  Kings  preparation  into  France. 
We  hear  of  fecret  Conventicles  made, 
And  there  is  doubt  of  fome  Confpiracies, 
Which  may  break  out  into  rebellious  arms 

When  the  King's  gone,  perchance  before  he  go : 
Note  as  an  inftance,  this  one  perillous  fray, 
What  Factions  might  have  grown  on  either  part, 
To  the  deftruction  of  the  King  and  Realm : 
Yet,  in  my  Confcience,  Sir  John  Oldcafllcs 

nnocent  of  it,  only  his  name  was  us'd. 
We  therefore  from  his  Highnefs  give  this  charge : 
You  Matter  Mayor,  look  to  your  Citizens, 
You  Mailer  Sheriff,  unto  your  Shire,  and  you 
As  Juftices  in  every  ones  precinct 
There  be  no  meetings.  When  the  vulgar  fort 
Sit  on  their  Ale-Bench,  with  their  Cups  and  Cans, 
Matters  of  State  be  not  their  common  talk, 

Nor  pure  Religion  by  their  Lips  prophan'd. 
Let  us  return  unto  the  Bench  again, 
And  there  examine  further  of  this  fray. 

Enter  a  BailifT  and  a  Serjeant. 

She r.  Sirs,  have  ye  taken  the  Lord  Poms  yet  ? 
Bail.  No,  nor  heard  of  him. 

Ser.  No,  he's  gone  far  enough. 
z.  Judg.  They  that  are  left  behind,  fhall  anfwer  all. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Suffolk,  Bijhop  of  Rochefter ,  Mafter  Butler, 

Sir  John  the  Parfon  of  Wrotham. 

Suf.  Now,  my  Lord  Bilhop,  take  free  liberty 
To  ipeak  your  mind ;  What  is  your  fuit  to  us  ? 

Bifh.  My  noble  Lord,  no  more  than  what  you  know, 
And  have  been  oftentimes  inverted  with  : 

Grievous  complaints  have  paft  between  the  Lips 
Of  envious  perfons  to  upbraid  the  Clergy, 
Some  carping  at  the  livings  which  we  have  ; 
And  others  fpurning  at  the  Ceremonies 
That  are  of  ancient  cuftom  in  the  Church. 

Amongft  the  which,  Lord  Cobham  is  a  chief: 
What  inconvenience  may  proceed  hereof, 

Both  to  the  King,  and  to  the  Common- wealth, 

May  eafily  be  difcern'd,  when  like  a  frenfy 
This  innovation  fhall  pofTefs  their  minds. 
Thefe  upftarts  will  have  followers  to  uphold 

Their  damn'd  opinion,  more  than  Harry  (hall, 
To  undergo  his  quarrel  'gainft  the  French. 

Suf.  What  proof  is  there  againft  them  to  be  had, 
That  what  you  fay  the  Law  may  juftifie  ? 

Btjh.  They  give  themfelves  the  names  of  Proteftants, 
And  meet  in  Fields  and  folitary  Groves. 

Sir  John.  Was  ever  heard  (my  Lord)  the  like  till  now  ? 

That  Thieves  and  Rebels,  'sbloud  Hereticks, 
Plain  Hereticks,  I'll  ftand  to't  to  their  teeth, 
Should  have  to  colour  their  vile  practices, 
A  Title  of  fuch  worth,  as  Proteftant  ? 

Enter  one  with  a  Letter. 

Suf.  O  but  you  muft  not  fwear,  it  ill  becomes 
One  of  your  Coat,  to  rap  out  bloudy  Oaths. 

Btjh.  Pardon  him,  good  my  Lord,  it  is  his  zeal, 
An  boneft  Country  Prelate,  who  laments 
To  fee  fuch  foul  diforder  in  the  Church. 

Sir  John.  There's  one  they  call  him  Sir  John  OldcafHe. 
He  has  not  his  name  for  nought :  for  like  a  Caftle 
Doth  he  encompafs  them  within  his  Walls, 
But  till  that  Caftle  be  fubverted  quitex 

We  ne're  fhall  be  at  quiet  in  the  Realm. 
Btjh.  This  is  our  Suit  (my  Lord)  that  he  be  tane 

And  brought  in  queftion  for  his  Herefie : 
Befide,  two  Letters  brought  me  out  of  Wales, 

Whernn  my  Lord  Hertford  writes  to  rhe, 
What  tumult  and  (edition  was  begun, 
About  the  Lord  Cobham,  at  the  Sizes  there, 
For  they  had  n;uch  adc  to  calm  the  rage, 
And  that  the  valiant  Herbert  is  there  flain. 

Suf.  A  fire  that  muft  be  quencht.  Well,  fay  no  more, 
The  King  anon  goes  to  the  Council  Chamber, 
There  to  debate  of  matters  touching  France, 

As  he  doth  pafs  by,  I'll  inform  his  Grace 
Concerning  your  Petition.  Mafter  Butler, 
If  I  forget,  do  you  remember  me. 

But.  1  will  my  Lord.  tPffer  himaTurfe. 
Bijh.  Not  as  a  Recompence, 

But  as  a  Token  of  our  love  to  you. 

By  me  (my  Lords)  the  Clergy  doth  prefent 
This  Purfe,  and  in  it  full  a  thoufand  Angels, 

Praying  your  Lordfhip  to  accept  their  gift. 
Suf.  1  thank  them,  my  Lord  Bifhop,  for  their  love, 

But  will  not  take  their  money,  if  you  pleafe 
To  give  it  to  this  GentlertKan,  you  may. 

.  Bifh.  Sir,  then  we  crave  your  furtherance  herein. 
But.  The  beft  I  can,  my  LoH  of  Rochffler. 

Bifh.  Nay,  pray  take  it,  truft  mey  fhall. 
Sir  John.  Were  ye  all  three  upon  Ntw  Market  Heath, 

You  mould  not  need  ftrain  cuitT'e  who  fhould  ha't, 
Sir  John  would  quickly  rid  ye  of  that  care. 

Suf.  The  King  is  coming «  Fear  ye  not,  my  Lord, 
The  very  firft  thing  1  will  break  with  him 
Shall  be  about  your  matter. 

Enter  King  Harry  and  Huntington  in  talk,. 

Har.  My  Lord  of  Suffolk^, 

Was  it  not  faid  the  Clergy  did  refufe 
To  lend  us  Money  toward  our  Wars  in  France  ? 

Suf.  It  was  my  Lord,  but  very  wrongfully. 
Har.  I  know  it  was:  for  Huntington  here  tells  me 

They  have  been  very  bountiful  of  late. 
Suf.  And  ftill  they  vow,  my  gracious  Lord,  to  be  fo, 

Hoping  your  Majefty  will  think  on  them 
As  of  your  loving  Subjects,  and  fupprefs 
All  fuch  malicious  errors  as  begin 
To  fpot  their  calling,  and  difturbthe  Church. 

Har.  God  elfe  forbid  :  why,  Suffolk, 
Is  there  any  new  rupture  to  difquiet  them  ? 

Suf.  No  new  my  Lord,  the  old  is  great  enough. 
And  fo  increafing,  as  if  not  cut  down, 
Will  breed  a  fcandal  to  your  Royal  State, 

And  fet  your  Kingdom  quickly  in  an  uproar. 
The  Kentifh  Knight,  Lord  Cobham  in  defpight 
Of  any  Law,  or  fpiritual  Difcipline, 
Maintains  this  upftart  new  Religion  ftill, 
And  divers  great  AfTemblies  by  his  means 

And  private  quarrels  are  commene'd  abroad, 
As  by  thisLetter  more  at  large,myLiege,is  made  apparent. 

Har.  We  do  find  it  here, 

There  was  in  Wales  a  certain  fray  of  late 
Between  two  Noblemen.  But  what  of  this  ? 

Follows  it  ftraight  Lord  Cobham  muft  be  he 

Did  caufe  the  fame  ?  Idarebefworn  ("good  Knight) 
He  never  dreamt  of  any  fuch  contention. 

Bifh.  But  in  his  name  the  quarrel  did  begin, 
About  the  opinion  which  he  held,  my  Liege. 

Har.  What  if  it  did?  was  either  he  in  place 
To  take  part  with  them  ?  or  abett  them  in  it  ? 
If  brabiing  fellows,  whofe  enkindled  bloud 
Seeths  in  their  fiery  Veins,  will  needs  go  fight, 
Making  their  quarrels  of  fome  words  that  paft 

Either  of  y'ou,  or  you,  amongft  their  Cups, 
Is  the  fault  yours  ?  or  are  they  guilty  of  it  ? 

Suf.  With  pardon  of  your  Highnefs,  my  dread  Lord, 
Such  little  fparks  neglected,  may  in  time 

Grow  to  a  mighty  flame.  But  that's  not  all, 
He  doth  befide  maintain  a  ftrange  Religion, 
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And  will  not  be  compcll'd  to  came  to  Mafs. 
Btjlwp.  We  do  befecch  you  thereiore,  gracious  Prince, 

Without  offence  unto  your  Majefty, 
We  may  be  bold  toule  Auchority. 

Har.  As  how? 

Btjhop.  To  fummon  him  unto  the  Arches^ 
Where  fuch  offences  have  their  punifhment. 

Har.  To  anfwer  per  Tonally,  is  that  your  meaning  ? 
Bipjop.  It  is,  my  Lord. 
Har.  How  if  he  appeal  > 

'Btfiop.  My  Lord,  he  cannot  in  £uch  a  cafe  as  this* 
Suf.  Not  where  Religion  is  the  plea,  my  Lord. 

Har.  I  took  it  al  ways,  that  our  felf  ftood  oa't 
As  a  fufficient  refuge :  unto  whom 
Not  any  but  might  lawfully  appeal. 

But  we'll  not  argue  now  upon  that  point. 
For  Sir  John  OldcafiU  whom  you  aceufe, 
Let  me  intreat  you  to  difpence  a  while 
With  your  high  Title  of  prehemi*ence.  [Inflow. 
Report  did  never  yet  condemn  him  fo, 
But  he  hath  always  been  reputed  loyal : 
And  in  my  knowledge  i  can  fay  thus  much, 
That  he  is  vertuous,  wife,  and  honourable. 

If  any  way  his  Confeience  be  feduc'd 
To  waver  in  his  Faith,  Tie  fend  for  him, 
And  fchool  him  privately :   If  that  ferve  not, 
Then  afterward  you  may  proceed  againft  him. 
Butler,  be  you  the  Meffcnger  for  as, 
And  will  him  prefently  repair  to  Court.  {Exeunt. 

S.John.  How  now  my  Lord  ?  why  ftand  you  difcontent  ? 
lufooth  (methinks)  the  King  hath  well  decreed. 

Btjlwp.  I,  I,  Sir  John,  if  he  would  keep  his  word  : 
But  1  perceive  he  favours  him  fomuch 
As  this  will  be  to  fmall  effect,  I  fear. 

S.  John.  Why  then  Tie  tell  you  what  y'are  belt  to  do: 
If  you  fufpect  the  King  will  be  but  cold 
In  reprehending  him,  fend  you  a  Procefstoo 
To  ferve  upon  him,  fo  ye  may  be  fure 

To  make  him  anfwer't,  howfoever  it  fall, 
Bijlwp.  And  wellremembred,  I  will  have  it  fo, 

A  Sumner  fhall  be  fent  about  it  ftraight.  [Exit. 
S.John.  Yea,dofo.  In  the  mean  fpace  this  remains 

For  kind  Sir  John  of  Wrotham,  honeft  jack. 
Methinks  the  purfe  of  Gold  the  Bifhop  gave 
Made  a  good  fhew,  it  had  a  tempting  look : 
Befhrew  me,  but  my  fingers  ends  do  itch 

To  be  upon  thofe  golden  ruddocks.  Well  'tis  th»s ; 1  am  not  as  the  world  doth  take  me  for  : 

If  ever  Wolf  were  cloathed  in  (beeps  coat, 

Then  I  am  he  •,  old  huddle  and  twang  'ifaith : 
A  Prieft  in  fhew,  but  ( in  plain  terms  )  a  Thief: 
Yet  let  me  tell  you  too,  an  honeft  Thief; 

One  that  will  take  it  where  it  may  be  fpar'd, 
And  fpend  it  freely  in  good  fellowfhip. 
I  have  as  many  fhapes  as  Prottm  had, 
Thatftill  when  any  villany  is  done, 
There  may  none  fufpect  it  was  Sir  John. 

Befides,  to  comfort  me  (for  what's  this  life, 
Except  the  crabbed  bitternefs  thereof 
Be  frveetned  now  and  then  with  Letchery  ?  ) 

I  have  my  Doll,  my  Concubine  a9  'twere, 
Tofrolick  with,  a  Iufty  bouncing  girle. 

But  whil'fl  I  loyter  here,  the  Gold  may  fcape, 
And  that  muff,  not  be  fo :  It  is  rhine  own. 

Therefore  I'le  meet  him  on  his  way  to  Court, 
And  fhrive  him  of  it,  there  will  be  the  fport.  [Exit. 

Enter  four  poor  People,  fame  Souldiers^fontt  Old  men. 

i.  God  help,  God  help,  there's  Law  for  punifhing, 
j  But  there's  no  Law  for  our  neceffity : 
'  There  be  more  flocks  to  fet  poor  fouldiers  in, 
j  Than  there  be  Houfes  to  relieve  them  at. 
!    Old  mm.  I,  Houfe-keeping  decays  in  every  place, 

Even  as  S.  Peter  writ,  (till  worfeand  worfe. 
2.  Matter  Mayor  ofRochefter  has  given  command,  That 

none  fhall  go  abroad  out  of  the  Parifti ,  and  hasfetdowa 
an  Order  forfooth,  what  every  poor  houfholder  muft  give 
for  our  relief:  where  there  be  fome  feffed  ( I  may  fay  to 
you )  had  almofl  as  much  need  to  beg  as  we. 

1 .  It  is  a  hard  world  the  while. 

Old  m.  If  a  poor  man  ask  at  door  for  God's  (ake*they  ask 
him  for  a  licence  or  a  certificate  from  a  Juflice. 

2.  Faith  we  have  none ,  but  what  we  bear  upon  our 

bodies,  our  maim'd  limbs,  God  help  us. 
4.  And  yet  as  lame  as  I  am ,  He  with  the  King  into 

France,  if  I  can  but  crawl  a  fhip  boar d,r  had  rather  be  flain 
in  France,  than  ftarve  in  England. 

Oldm.  Ha, were  1  but  as  lufty  as  I  was  at  Shrewsbury 
battle,  I  would  not  do  as  I  do-:  but  we  are  now  come  to 
the  good  Lord  Cobbans  houfe,  the  bell;  man  to  the  poor  in- 
all  Kent. 

4.  Godblefshim,  there  be  but  few  fucb. 

Enter  Lord  Cobham  with  Harpool. 

Cob.  Thou  peevifh  froward  man,  what  wouldftthou have  ? 

Har.  This  pride,  this  pride,  brings  all  to  beggery, 

I  ferv'd  your  Father,  and  your  Grandfather, Shew  rae  fuch  two  men  now :  No,  no, 

Your  backs,  your  backs ;  the  Devil  and  pride 
Has  cut  the  throat  of  all  good  Houfe-keeping, 
They  were  the  bell  Yeomens  Mailers  that 
Ever  were  in  England. 

Cob.  Yea,  except,  thou  have  a  crew  of  filthy  knaves 
And  fturdy  Rogues  (till  feeding  at  my  Gate, 
There  is  no  hofpitality  with  thee. 

Har.  They  may  fit  at  the  gate  well  enougl^but  the  devil 

of  any  thing  you  give  them,  except  they'll  eat  (tones. 
Cob.  'Tis  long  then  of  fuch  hungry  Knaves  as  you  : 

Yea,  Sir,  here's  your  retinue,  your  gueftsbe  come, 
They  know  their  hours,  I  warrant  you. 

Old  m.  God  blcfs  your  honour,  God  lave  the  good  Lord 
Cobham,  and  all  his  Houfe. 

Soul.  Good  your  honour, beftow  your  blelfed  aim es 

Upon  poor  men. 
Cob.  Now,  Sir,  here  be  your  alms  Knights: 

>Jow  are  you  as  fafe  as  the  Emperonr. 

Har.  My  alms  Knights  ?  Nay  th'are  yours : 
t  is  a  (hame  foe  you,  and  l'le  Hand  to't, Yourfoolifh  alms  maintains  more  Vagabonds 
Than  all  the  Noblemen  in  Kent  befide. 

Out  you  Rogues,  you  Knaves,  work  for  your  livings. 
Alas  poor  men,  they  may  beg  their  hearts  out, 
There's  no  more  Charity  among  men 
Than  amongft  fo  many  Maftive  Dogs. 
What  make  you  here,  you  needy  knaves  ? 

Away,  away,  you  Villains. 
2.  Soul.  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  be  good. 
Cob.  Nay, nay,  they  know  thee  well  enough, I  think  that 

all  the  beggers  in  this  Land  are  thy  acquaintance :  go  be- 
ltow your  alms,  none  will  controll  you,  Sir. 

Har.  What  fhould  1  give  them  ?  you  are  grown  fo  beg- 
garly,that  you  can  fcarce  give  a  bit  of  Bread  at  your  door : 
you  talk  of  your  Religion  fo  long,  that  you  have  banifhed 

Charity  from  you :  a  man  may  make  a  Flax-fhop  in  your 
Kitchin  Chiranies,  for  any  fire  there  isftirring. 

Cob.  If  thou  wilt  give  them  nothing,  fend  them  hence  : 
Let  them  not  ftand  here  ftarving  in  the  cold. 

Har.  Who,  I  drive  them  hence  ?  If  1  drive  poor  men 

from  the  door  ,  l'le  be  hang'd :  I  know  not  what  I  may 
come  to  my  felf :  God  help  ye  poor  knaves ,  ye  fee  the 
World.  Well,  you  had  a  Mother:  O  God  be  with  thee 

good  Lady,  thy  Soul's  at  reft:  the  gave  more  in  (hirts  and fmocks  to  poor  Children ,  than  you  fpend  in  your  Houfe, 

and  yet  you  live  a  beggar  too. 



the  good  Lord  Cobham. 

Cob.  Even  the  worft  deed  that  ever  my  Mother  did, 
was  in  relieving  fuch  a  Fool  as  thou. 

Har.  I,  I  am  a  Fool  ftill :  with  all  your  Wit  you'll  die 
a  Beggar,  go  too. 

Ob.  Go,  you  old  Fool ,  give  the  poor  people  fome- 
thing  :  Go  in  poor  men  into  the  inner  Court,  and  take 
fuch  Alms  as  there  is  to  be  had. 

Soul.  God  blefs  your  Honour. 

Har.  Hang  you  Rogues,  hang  you,  there's  nothing  but 
mifery  amongft  you,  you  fear  no  Law,  you.         {Exit . 

Oldm.  God  blefs  you  good  Matter  Rafe  ,  God  fave 
your  Life,  you  are  good  to  the  poor  ftill. 

Enter  the  Lord  Powis  difguifed. 

Cob,  What  Fellow's  yonder  comes  along  the  Grove  ? 
Few  Paflengers  there  be  that  know  this  way : 
Me  thinks  he  flops  as  though  he  ftaid  for  me, 

And  meant  to  fhrow'd  himfelf  among  the  Bufhes, 
I  know  the  Clergy  hates  me  to  the  Death, 
And  my  Religion  gets  me  many  foes : 
And  this  may  be  fome  defperate  Rogue 

Suborn'd  to  work  me  mifchief :  as  it  pleafeth  God. 
If  he  come  toward  me,  fure  I'le  ftay  his  coming, 
Be  he  but  one  man,  whatfo'ere  he  be.  {Lord  Powis  comes  on. 
1  have  been  well  acquainted  with  that  face. 

Tow.  Well  met,  my  honourable  Lord  and  Friend. 
Cob.  You  are  welcome,  Sir,  what  ere  you  be  j 

But  of  this  fudden,  Sir,  I  do  not  know  you. 
Pow.  1  am  one  that  wifheth  well  unto  your  Honour, 

My  name  is  Powis, an  old  Friend  of  yours. 
Cob.  My  honourable  Lord,  and  worthy  Friend, 

What  makes  your  Lorfhip  thus  alone  in  Kent, 
And  thus  difguifed  in  thisftrange  attire  ? 

Pow.  My  Lord,  an  unexpected  accident 

Hath  at  this  time  enforc'd  me  to  thefe  parts, 
And  thus  it  hapt.  Not  yet  full  five  days  fince, 
Now  at  the  laft  affize  at  Hereford, 

It  chanc'd  that  the  Lord  Herbert  and  my  felf, 
'Mongft  other  things  difcourfing  at  the  Table, 
To  fall  in  fpeech  about  forae  certain  points 

Of  Wicklif's  Doctrine  'gainft  the  Papacie, 
And  the  Religion  Catholick  maintain'd 
Through  the  moft  part  of  Europe  at  this  day 
This  wilful  tefty  Lord  ftuck  not  to  fay, 

That  Wid^"  was  a  Knave,  a  fcfcifmatick, ,  His  Doctrine  devilifh  and  Heretical : 

And  whatfoever  he  was  maintain'd  the  fame, 
Was  Traitor  both  to  God,  and  to  his  Country. 
Being  moved  at  his  peremptory  fpeech 

1  told  him,fome  maintain'd  thofe  opinions, 
Men,  and  truer  Subjects  than  Lord  Herbert  was : 
And  he  replying  in  comparifons, 

Your  name  was  urg'd,  my  Lord,  againft  this  challenge, 
To  be  a  perfect  favourer  of  the  truth. 
And  to  be  fliort,  from  words  we  fell  to  blows, 

,  Our  Servants,  and  our  Tenants  taking  parts. 
Many  on  both  fides  hurt :  and  for  an  hour 
The  broil  by  no  means  could  be  pacified, 
Until  the  Judges  rifing  from  the  bench, 

Were  in  their  perfons  fore'd  to  part  the  fray. 
Cob,  I  hope  no  man  was  violently  flain. 
Pow.  Faith  none  I  truft,  but  the  Lord  Herberts  felf, 

Who  is  in  truth  fo  dangeroufly  hurt, 
As  it  is  doubted  he  can  hardly  fcape. 

Cob.  I  am  forry,  my  good  Lord,  of  thefe  ill  news. 
Pow.  This  is  the  caufe  that  drives  me  into  Kent , 

To  fhroud  my  felf  with  you  fo  good  a  Friend, 
Until  I  hear  how  things  do  fpeed  at  home. 

Cob.  Your  Lordfhip  is  moft  welcome  unto  Cobbam 
But  I  am  very  forry,  my  good  Lord, 

My  name'was  brought  in  queftion  in  this  matter, 
Confidering  I  have  many  Enemies, 
That  threaten  malice,  and  do  lye  in  wait 

To  take  the  vantage  of  the  fmalleft  thing. 
But  you  are  welcome,  and  repofe  your  Lordfhip, 
And  keep  your  felf  herefecret  in  my  Houfe, 
Until  we  hear  how  the  Lord  Herbert  fpeeds. 

Enter  Harpool. 

Here  comes  my  man  :  Sirrah,  what  news? 

Har.  Yonder's  one  Mr.  Butler  of  the  privie  Chamber, 
is  fent  unto  you  from  the  King. 

Pow.  Pray  God  the  Lord  Herbert  be  not  dead ,  and  the 
King  hearing  whither  I  am  gone,  hath  fent  for  me. 

Cob.  Comfort  your  ft  If,  my  Lord,  I  warrant  you. 

Hur.  Fellow,  what  ails  thee?  do'ft  thou  quake  ?  do'ft: 
thoufhake?  do'ft  thou  tremble  ?  ha? 

Cob.  Peace.you  old  fool :  Sirrah,  convey  this  Gentleman 
in  the  back  way,  and  bring  the  other  into  the  walk. 

H'vr.  Come,  Sir,  y'are  welcome,  if  you  love  my  Lord. 
Pow.  Gramercy,  gentle  Friend.  {Exeunt. 
Cob.  I  thought  as  much,  that  it  would  not  be  long  before 

I  heard  of  fomething  from  the  King,  abour  this  matter. 

Enter  Harpool  with  M^fler  Butler. 

Har.  Sir,  yonder  my  Lord  walks,  you  fee  him  -7 
I'le  have  your  men  into  the  feller  the  while. 

Cob.  Welcome,  good  Mafter  Butler. 
But.  Thanks,  my  good  Lord  :  his  Majefty  doth  com- 

mend his  love  unto  your  Lordfhip,  and  wills  you  to  repair 
unto  the  Court. 

Cob.  God  blefs  his  highnefs,  and  confound  his  Enemies, 

I  hope  his  Majefty  is  well  > 
But.  In  good  health,  my  Lord. 
Cob.  God  long  continue  it:  me  thinks  you  look  as 

though  you  were  not  well,  what  ails  ye,  Sir  ? 
But.  Faith  I  have  had  a  foolifh  odde  mifchance,  that 

angers  me :  coming  over  Shooters  hill,  there  came  one  to 
me  like  a  Sailor,  and  askt  me  money  j  and  whilft  I  ftaid 

my  Horfe  to  draw  my  purfe ,  he  takes  th'  advantage  of  a little  bank ,  and  leaps  behind  me ,  whips  my  purfe  away, 
and  with  a  fudden  jerk,I  know  not  how,  threw  me  atleaft 

three  yards  out  of  my  Saddle ;  I  never  was  fo  rob'd  in  all 

my  life. Cob.  I  am  very  forry,  Sir,  for  your  mifchance  we  will 
fend  our  warrant  forth,  to  ftay  fuch  fufpitious  perfons  as 

ihail  be  found,  then  Mr.  Butler  we'll  attend  you. 
Bur.  I  humbly  thank  your  Lordfhip,  1  will  attend  you. 

Enter  the  Sumner. 

Sum.  I  have  the  Law  to  warrant  what  I  do,  and  though 
the  Lord  Cobham  be  a  Nobleman,  that  difpenfes  not  with 
Law,I  dare  ferve  a  Procefs  were  he  five  Noble  men,though 
we  Sumners  make  fometimes  a  mad  flip  in  a  corner  with 
a  pretty  wench,  a  Sumner  muft  not  go  always  by  feeing  : 
a  man  may  be  content  to  hide  his  Eyes  where  he  may  feel 
his  profit.  Well,  this  is  Lord  Cobbam  s  Houfe,  if  I  can- 

not fpeak  with  him ,  I'le  clap  my  Citation  upon's  door, 
fo  my  Lord  of  l^ochefier  bad  me  \  but  me  thinks  here 
comes  one  of  his  men. 

Hot.  Welcome  good  fellow,  welcome,  who  would'ft 
thou  fpeak  with  ? 

Sum.  With  my  Lord  frbham  I  would  fpeak,  if  thou  be 
one  of  his  men. 

H*r.  Yes,  I  am  one  of  his  men,  but  thou  canft  not  fpeak 
with  my  Lord. 

Sum.  May  I  fend  to  him  then  ? 
Har.  Vie  tell  thee  that,  when  I  know  thy  errand, 
Sum.  I  will  not  tell  my  errand  to  thee. 
Har.  Then  keep  it  to  thy  felf,  and  walk  like  a  Knave 

as  thou  cameft. 

Sum.  I  tell  thee,  my  Lord  keeps  no  knaves,  Sirrah. 
Har.  Then  thou  ferveft  him  not,  I  believe.  What 

Lord  is  thy  Mafter  ? 
X  X  X  J  Sum. 



Sum.  My  Lord  of  Rochtfter. 

H.ir.  In  good  time :  and  what  would'ft  thou  have  with 
my  Lord  Cobham  f 

Sum.  1  come  by  vcrtue  of  a  Procefs,  to  cite  him  to  ap- 
pear before  my  Lord  in  the  Court  at  Rochefter. 

Har.  afde.  Well,  God  grant  me  patience,  T  could  eat 
this  Counger.  My  Lord  is  not  at  home,  therefore  it  were 
good ySurtmer,  you  carried  your  Procefs  back. 

Sum.  Why,  if  he  will  not  be  fpoken  withal,  then  will 
I  leave  it  here,  and  Ice  that  he  take  knowledge  of  it. 

Har.  'Zounds  you  Have,  do  you  fet  up  your  bills  here  : 
go  too,  take  it  down  again.  Djft  thou  know  what  thou 

do'ft;  ?  Do'ft  thou  know  on  whom  thou  lerveft  a  Procefs  ? 
Sum.  Yes  marry  do  I ,  on  Sir  John  Oldcaftle ,  Lord 

Cobham. 

Har.  I  am  glad  thou  knoweft  him  yet:  and  Sirrah, 

do'ft  not  know  that  the  Lord  Cobham  is  a  brave  Lord,  that 
keeps  good  Beef  and  Beer  in  his  Houfe,  and  everyday 

feeds  a  hundred  poor  people  at's  Gate,and  keeps  a  hundred tall  fellows  ? 

Sum.  What's  that  to  my  Procefs  ? 
Har.  Marry  this,  Sir,  is  this  procefs  parchment  ? 
Sum.  Yes  marry  is  it. 
Har.  And  this  Seal  wax  ? 
Sum.  It  is  fo. 

Har.  If  this  be  parchment,  and  this  wax,  eat  you  this 
parchment  and  this  wax.or  I  will  make  parchment  of  your 
skin,  and  beat  your  brains  into  wax.  Sirrah,  Sumner,  dif- 
patch,  devour,  Sirrah,  devour. 

Sum.  I  am  my  Lord  of  Rochefter's  Sumner,  I  came  to  do 
my  office,  and  thou  lhalt  anfwer  it. 

Har.  Sirrah,  no  railing  ;  but  betake  your  felf  to  your 

teeth,  thou  fha!t  eat  no  worfe  than  thou  bring'ft  with  thee, 
thou  bring'ft  it  for  my  Lord,  and  wilt  thou  bring  my  Lord 
worfe  than  thou  wilt  eat  thy  felf  ? 

Sum.  Sir,  I  brought  it  not  my  Lord  to  eat. 

Har.  O  do  you  Sir  me  now    all's  one  for  that,  I'le 
make  you  eat  it,  for  bringing  it. 

Sum.  1  cannot  cat  it. 

Har.  Can  you  not  ?  'sbloud  Tie  beat  you  till  you  have 
a  Stomach.  [Beats  him. 

Sum,  O  hold  ,ho!d,  good  Mr.Servingman,  I  will  eat  it. 

Har.  Be  champing,  be  chawing,  Sir,  or  l'le  chaw  you, 
you  Rogue,  the  pureft  of  the  Honey. 

Sum.  Tough  wax  is  the  pureft  Hony. 
Har.  O  Lord,  Sir, oh,  oh, 

Feed,  feed,  'tis  wholforae,  Rogue,  wholfome. 
Cannot  you  like  an  honeft  Sumner,  walk  with  the  Devil 

your  Brother,  to  fetch  in  your  Bailiff's  rents;  but  you 
mult  come  to  a  Noble  mans  houfe  with  procefs  ?  If  thy  Seal 
were  as  broad  as  the  Lead  that  covers  Rochefter  Church, 

thou  fhould'ft  eat  it. 
Sum.  O,  I  am  almoft  choaked,  1  am  almoft  choaked. 

Har.  Who's  within  there  ?  will  you  fhame  my  Lord,  is 
there  no  Beer  in  the  Houfe  ?  Butler  1  fay. 

Sum.  No  1  am  very  well,  good  Mailer  Servingman,  I 
thank  you,  very  well,  Sir. 

Har.  1  am  glad  on'r,  then  be  walking  towards  Rochefter to  keep  your  Stomach  warm.  And  Sumner,  If  I  do  know 
youdifturbagood  wench  within  this  Diocefs,  if  I  do  not 
make  thee  eat  her  petticoat,  if  there  were  four  yards  of 
Kentilh  cloth  in't,  Lam  a  villain. 

Sum.  God  be  w'ye,  Matter  Servingman.  ZSxit. Har.  Farewel,  Sumner. 

Enter  Conftable.. 

Enter  Butler. 

But. 
Har 

There 
Sum 

Here,  here. 
Give  him  Beer.  \_  He  drinks. 
tough  old  fheepskins,  bare  dry  meat. 
O  Sir,  let  me  go  no  further,  Tie  eat  my  word. 

Har.  Yea  marry , Sir.,  I  mean  ye  (hall  eat  more  than  your 

own  word, for  l'le  make  you  eat  all  the  words  in  the  procefs. 
Why  you  drab  monger ,  cannot  the  fecrets  of  all  the 
wenches  in  a  Shire  ferve  your  turn  ,  bur.  you  muftcorae 

hither  with  a  Citation  with  a  pox  ?  l'le  cite  you. 
A  Cup  of  Sack  for  the  Sumner. 

But.  Here,  Sir,  here. 
Har.  Here,  flave,  I  drink  to  thee. 
Sum.  1  thank  you,  Sir. 

Har.  Now  if  thou  find'ft  thy  Stomach  well,  becaufe  thou 
(halt  fee  my  Lord  keeps  meat  in's  houfe,  if  thou  wilt  go  in 
thou  (halt  have  a  p  iece  of  Beef  to  thy  break-faft. 

Con.  Save  you,  Rafter  Harpool. 
Har.  Welcome  Conftaoie,  welcome  Conftable,  what 

news  with  thee? 

Con.  And'tpleafeyou,  Mafter  Harpool,  I  am  to  make 
hue  and  cry  for  a  fellow  with  one  Eye,  that  has  rob'd  two 
Clothiers,  and  am  to  crave  your  hindrance  to  fearch  all 
fufpeded  places  j  and  they  fay  there  was  a  Woman  in  the Company. 

Har.  Haft  thou  been  at  the  Ale-houfe  ?  haft  thou  fought 

there  ?  
5 

Con.  I  durft  not  fearch  in  my  Lord  Cobharis  liberty, ex- 
cept I  had  fome  of  his  Servants  for  my  warrant. 

Har.  An  honeft  Conftable ,  call  forth  him  that  keeps 
the  Ale-houfe  there. 

Con.  Ho,  who's  within  there  ? 
Ale-man.  Who  calls  there  ?  Oh  is't  you,  Mr  .Conftable, 

and  Mr.  Harpool  ?  y'are  welcome  with  all  my  heart,  what 
make  you  here  fo  early  this  morning  ? 

Har.  Sirrah,  what  ftrangers  do  you  lodge  ?  there  is  a 
robbery  done  this  morning,  and  we  are  to  fearch  for  all  fuf- 

pected  perfons. 
Ale-man.Gods  bores,!  am  forry  for't.  Ffaith,Sir,I,lodge 

no  body,but  a  good  honeft  Prieft,  call'd  Sir  John  a  Wrotham, 
and  a  handfome  Woman  that  is  his  Neece,  that  he  faieshe 
has  fomefuit  in  Law  for,  and  as  they  go  up  and  down  to 
London,  fometimes  they  lye  at  my  Houfe. 

Har.  What,  is  lhe  here  in  thy  Houfe  now  ? 
Ale-man.  She  is,  Sir:  Ipromifeyou,  Sir,  he  is  a  quiet 

man,  and  becaufe  be  will  not  trouble  too  many  rooms,  he 
makes  the  woman  lye  every  night  at  his  beds  feet. 

Har.  Bring  her  forth,  Conftable,  bring  her  forth,  let's 

fee  her,  let's  fee  her. 
Ale-man.  Dorothy,  you  muft  come  down  to  Mailer 

Conftable.  • Boll.  Anon  forfooth.  {She  enters. 

Har.  Welcome,  fweet  Lafs,  welcome. 
Doll.  I  thank  you, good  Sir,  and  Mafter  Conftable  alfo. 
Har.  A  plump  girle  by  the  Mafs,  a  plump  girle :  ha, 

Doll,  ha.  Wilt  thou  forfake  the  Prieft,  and  go  with  me, Doll? 

Con.  Ah  !  well  faid,  Mafter  Harpool,  you  are  a  merry  old 

man  i'faith  -,  you  will  never  be  old  now  by  the  mack ,  a 
pretty  wench  indeed. 

Har.  Ye  old  mad  merry  Conftable,  art  thou  advis'd  of 
that  ?  Ha,  well  faid  DM,  fill  fome  Ale  here. 

Doll  aftde.  Oh  if  I  will  this  old  Prieft  would  not  flick 

to  me,  by  Jove  I  would  ingle  this  old  ferving-man. 
Har.  Oh  you  old  mad  colt,  i'faith  fie  ferk  you  :  fill  all 

the  pots  in  the  Houfe  there. 
Con.  Oh  !  well  faid,Mafter  Harpooi,yo\i  are  heart  of  oak 

when  all's  done. 
Har.  Ha  Doll,  thou  haft  a  fweet  pair  of  lips  by  the 

Mafs. 

Doll.  Truly  you  are  a  moft  fweet  old  mao,as  ever  I  faw ; 
by  my  troth,  you  have  a  face  able  to  make  any  Woman  in lo/e  with  you. 

Har.  Fill,  fweet  DtU,  He  drink  to  thee. 
Doll.  I  pledge  you,  Sir,  and  thank  you  therefore,  and  I 

pray  you  let  it  come. 
Har.  \_lmbraci>v>  htr}  DoU,  canfl:  thou  love  me  ?  a  mad 

merry  Lai's,  would  to  God  I  had,  never  feen  thee. 
Doll.  I  warrant  you,you  will  not  out  of  my  thoughts  this twelvemonth, 
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twelvemonth,  truly  you  are  as  full  of  favour,  as  any  man 
may  be.    Ah  thefe  fweet  gray  locks,  by  my  troth,  they 
are  molt  lovely. 

£on.  Cuds  bores,  Mailer  Harpool,  Tie  have  one  bufs 
too. 

Har.  No  licking  for  you,  Conftable ,  hand  ofF,  hand 
off 

Con.  Berlady  I  love  killing  as  well  as  you. 
Doll.  Oh  you  are  an  odd  boy,  you  have  a  wanton  Eye  of 

your  own :  ah  you  fweet  fugar-lipt  wanton,  you  will  win 
as  many  Womens  hearts  as  come  in  your  Company. 

Enter  Prieft. 

Trie  ft.  Doll,  come  hither. 
Har.  Prieft,  me  fliall  not. 
Doll.  Tie  come  anon, fweet  love. 

Prieft.  Hand  off,  old  fornicator.  ■ 
Har.  Vicar,  Tie  fit  here  in  fpight  of  thee,  is  this  ftufffor 

a  Prieft  to  carry  up  and  down  with  him  ? 

Tries!.  Sirrah,  do'ft  thou  not  know  that  a  good  fellow 
parfon  may  have  a  chappel  ofeafe,where  hisparifli  Churcli 

is  far  off"? 
Har.  You  Whorfon  fton'd  Vicar. 
Prieft.  You  old  ftale  Ruffin,  you  Lion  of  Cotfol. 

Har.  'Zounds,  Vicar,  Tie  geld  you.       {Flies  upon  him. 
Con.  Keep  the  Kings  peace. 

'Doll.  Murder,  murder,  murder  ! 
Ale-man.  Hold,  as  you  are  men,  hold  ;  for  Gods  fake  be 

quiet :  put  up  your  weapons,  you  draw  not  in  my  houfe. 
Har.  You  Whorfon  bawdy  Prieft. 
Trieft.  Yon  old  mutton.moager. 
Con.  Hold,  Sir  John,  hold. 
Doll.  I  pray  thee,  fweet  heart,be  quiet,  I  was  but  fitting 

to  drink  a  pot  of  Ale  with  him,even  as  kind  a  man  as  ever 
I  met  with. 

Har.  Thou  art  a  Thief,  I  warrant  thee. 
Prieft.  Then  I  am  but  as  thou  haft  been  in  thy  dayes, 

let's  not  be  afhamed  of  our  Trade,  the  King  has  been  a Thief  himfelf. 

Doll.  Come.be  quiet,  haft  thou  fped  ? 

Pneft.  I  have,  wench,  here  be  crowns  i' faith. 
Doll.  Come,  let's  be  all  Friends  then. 
Con.  Well  faid  Midrib  Dorothy. 
Har.  Thou  art  the  maddeft  Prieft  that  ever  I  met  with. 

Prieft.  Give  oiz  thy  hand,  thou  art  as  good  a  fellow 

I  am  a  finger,  a  drinker,  a  bencher,  a  wencher  •,  1  can  fay 
a  Mafs,  and  kifs  a  Lafs :  Faith,  I  have  a  Parfonage,  and 
becaufe  I  would  not  be  at  too  much  charges,  this  wench 
ferveth  me  for  a  Sexton. 

Har.  Well  faid,  mad  Prieft,  we'll  in  and  be  Friends. 

XJzxeunt 
Enter  Sir  Roger  Acton,  tJMafter  Bourn,  Mafter 

Beverley,  and  William  Murley  the 
Bremr  of  Dunltable, 

isfllon.  Now  Mailer  CMurley,  I  am  well  affuc'd 
You  know  our  errant,  and  do  like  the  caule , 
Being  a  man  affected  as  we  arc. 

<JMur.  Marry  God  dild  ye  dainty  my  dear:  No  Ma- 

iler, good  Sir  "Jaeger  tAQon,  Mafter  "Bourn,  and  Mafter 
Beverley,  Gentlemen  and  luftices  of  the  Peace,  no  Mafter, 

1 ,  but  plain  WiUtam,  tJMurley  the  Brewer  of  'Dunftable, 
your  honeft  neighbour  and  your  Friend,  if  ye  be  men  of 
my  profefiion. 

Hev.  Profefled  Friends  to  Wickliff;  foes  to  Rome. 
zJMur.  Hold  by  me,  Lad,  lean  upon  that  ftafF,  good 

Mafter  "Beverley,  all  of  a  Houfe,  fay  your  mind,  fay  your mind. 

Atton.  You  know  our  faction  now  is  grown  fo  great 
Throughout  the  Realm,  that  it  begins  to  fmoak 

Into  the  Clergies  Eyes,  and  the  King's  ears ; 
High  time  it  is  that  we  wete  drawn  to  head, 

Our  General  and  Officers  appointed. 
And  wars  ye  wot,  will  ask  great  ftore  of  Coyn, 
Able  to  ftrength  our  action  with  your  purfe, 
You  are  elected  for  a  Colonel 

Over  a  Regiment  of  fifteen  Bandsi 
ejtfitr,  Fue,  paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro, 

be  it  more  or  lefs  upon  occafion,Lord  have  mercy  upon  us, 
what  a  World  is  this  !  Sir  Roger  AElon,  1  am  but  a  Vunftable 

man,  a  plain  Brewer,  ye  know :  will  lufty  caveliering  Cap- 
tains (Gentlemen)  come  at  my  calling,  go  at  my  bidding  ? 

Dainty  my  dear  ,  they'll  do  a  Dog  of  wax,  aHorfeof 
cheefe,  a  prick  and  a  pudding;  no,  no,  ye  muft  appoint 
fome  Lord  or  Knight  at  leaft,  to  that  place. 

Hour.  Why,  Mafter  Murky,  you  (hall  be  a  Knight : 
Were  you  not  in  election  to  be  Sheriff? 
Have  ye  not  paft  all  Offices  but  thai  ? 
Have  ye  nut  wealth  to  make  your  Wife  a  Lady  ? 
I  warrant  you,  my  Lord,  our  General 
Beftows  that  honour  on  you,  at  hi  ft  fight. 

,  Mur.  Marry  God  dild  yc  dainty  my  dear : 
But  tell  me,  who  Hull  be  out  General. 

Where's  the  Lord  Cobham,  Sir  John  Oldcaftle, 
That  noWe  aims-giver,  Houfe  keeper,  virtuous, 
Religious  Gentleman  I  Come  to  me  there,  boyes, 
Come  to  me  there. 

Alton.  Why, who  but  he  fliall  be  our  General  ? 
Mur.  And  fliall  he  Knight  me,  and  make  me  Colonel  ? 
Act.  My  word  for  that,  Sir  WilUam  Murley  Knight. 

Mur.  Fellow  Sir  Roger  A'don  Knight,  all  fellows  I  mean 
in  Armes,  how  ftrong  are  we  ?  how  many  partners  ?  Our 
Enemies  befide  the  King  are  mighty,  be  it  more  or  lefs  up- 

on occafion, reckon  our  force. 
A51.  There  are  of  us  our  Friends  and  followers, 

Three  thoufand  and  three  hundred  at  the  Ieaft : 
Of  Northern  lads  four  thoufand,  befide  horfe, 
From  Kent  there  comes  with  Sir  John  Oldcaftle 
Seven  thoufand  :  then  from  London  iflue  out, 
Of  Matters,  Servants,  Strangers,  Prentices, 
Forty  odd  thoufand  into  Fkket  field, 
Where  we  appoint  our  fpecial  Randevouz. 

Mur.  Fue,  paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro,  Lord 

have  mercy  upon  us,  what  a  World  is  this !  Where's  that Ficket  field,  Sir  Roger  ? 
Att.  Behind  Scales  in  the  field,  near  Holborn. 
Mur.  Newgate,  up  Holborn,  S.  Giles  in  the  field,  and  to 

Tyburn,  an  old  fay.  For  the  day,  for  the  day  ? 
AS.  On  Friday  next,  the  fourteenth  day  of  January. 
Mur.  Tilly  vaiiy,truft  me  never  if  I  have  any  liking  of 

that  day.  Fue,  paltry,  platry,  Friday  quoth  a,difmal  day, 
Childermas  day  this  year  was  Friday. 

Btv.  Nay  Mafter  Murley,  if  youobferve  fuch  dayes, 
We  make  foine  queftion  of  your  conftancie, 

All  dayes  are  alike  to  men  refolv'd  in  right. 
Mur.  Say  Araen,and  fay  no  more.but  fay  and  hold  Ma- 

fez  Beverley:  Friday  next,  and  Ficket  field,  and  William 
sJWurley  and  his  merry  men  (hall  be  all  one  :  I  have  half  a 
fcore  jades  that  draw  my  Beer  Carts,  and  every  jade  (hall 
bear  a  knave,  and  every  knave  (hall  wear  a  jack,  and  every 
jack  (hall  have  a  fcoll,  and  every  fcull  (hall  (he  w  a  fpear, 
and  every  fpear  (hall  kill  a  foe  it  Ficket  field,at  Ficket  field : 
John  and  Tom,  Dick,  and  Hodge,  Rafe  and  Robbin,  William 
and  George,  and  all  my  knaves  (hall  fight  like  men,  at  Ftc- 
ket  field,  on  Friday  next. 

Hour.  Whatfumm  of  money  mean  you  to  disburfe  ? 
Mur.  It  may  be  modeftly,  decently,  and  foberly,  and 

handfomely  I  may  bring  five  hundred  pound. 

AEt.  Five  hundred,  man?  five  thoufand's  not  enough, 
A  hundred  thoufand  will  not  pay  our  men 

Two  month's  together,  either  come  prepar'd 
Like  a  brave  Knight,  and  martial  Colonel, 
In  glittering  gold,  and  gallant  Furniture, 
Bringing  in  Coin,  a  Cart-load  at  leaft, 
And  all  your  followers  mounted  on  good  Horfe, 
Or  never  come  difgraceful  to  us  all. 

tat. 
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Bev.  Fcrchancc  you  may  be  chofen  Treafurer, 

Ten  thouland  pound's  the  leaft  that  you  can  bring. 
Mnr.  Paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro:  uponoc- 

cafion  1  have  ten  thoufand  pound  tofpend,  and  ten  too. 
And  rather  than  the  Bifhop  (hall  have  his  will  of  me  for 
my  Confcieuce,it  mail  all  go.Flame  and  flax,flax  and  flame. 
It  was  got  with  Water  and  Malt,  and  it  lhall  flye  with  fire 
and  Gun-powder.  Sir  Roger,  a  Cart-load  of  money  till  the 
Axletree  crack  i  my  felf  and  my  men  in  ticket  field  on 
Friday  next :  remember  my  Knight  hood  and  my  place  : 
there's  my  hand  l'le  be  there.  {Exit. 

AH.  See  what  ambition  may  perfwade  men  to, 
In  hope  of  honour  he  will  fpend  himfelf. 

Baur.  I  never  thought  a  Brewer  half  fo  rich. 

"Bev.  Was  never  bankrupt  Brewer  yet  but  one, 
With  ufing  too  much  Malt,  too  little  Water. 

ts4b~t.  That's  no  fault  in  Brewers  now  adayes : Come,  away  about  cur  bufinefs.     .  {Sxtunt. 

inter  King  Harry,  Suffolk,  Mafler  Butler,  Old- 
caftle  kneeling  to  the  King. 

King.  'Tis  not  enough,  Lord  Cobham,  to  fubmit, 
You  muft  for  fake  your  grofs  opinion  •, 
The  Bifhops  find  themfelves  much  injured, 
And  though  for  fome  good  fervice  you  have  done, 

We  for  our  part  are  pleas'd  to  pardon  you, 
Yet  they  will  not  fo  foon  be  latisfied. 

Cob.  My  gracious  Lord,  unto  your  Majefty, 

Next  unto  my  God,  I  -owe  my  life  •, 
And  what  is  mine,  cither  by  Natures  gift, 
Or  Fortunes  bounty,  all  is  at  your  fervice. 
But  for  Obedience  to  the  Pope  of  Rome, 

I  owe  him  none  •,  nor  fliall  his  fhaveling  Priefts 
J  That  are  in  England,  alter  my  belief. 

If  out  of  holy  Scripture  they  can  prove 
That  I  am  in  an  error,  I  will  yield, 

,  And  gladly  take  inftrucTion  at  their  bands : 

;  But  otherwife,  I  do  befeech  your  Grace, 
j  My  Confcience  may  not  be  incroach'd  upon. 

King.  We  would  be  loth  to  prefs  our  fubjects  bodies, 

'  Much  lefs  their  Souls,  the  dear  redeemed  part Of  him  that  is  the  Ruler  of  us  all : 

Yet  let  me  Counfel  you,  that  might  command  j 
j  Do  not  prefume  to  tempt  them  with  ill  word?, 
Nor  fuller  any  meetings  to  be  had 

j  Within  your  Houfe,  but  to  the  uttermoft 
Difpcrfe  the  flocks  of  this  new  gathering  Sect. 

Cob.  My  Liege,  if  any  breath  that  dares  come  forth, 
And  fay,  my  Jife  in  any  of  thefe  points 

Defer  ves  th'  attainder  of  ignoble  thoughts : 
Here  ftand  I,  craving  no  remorfe  at  all, 
But  even  the  urmoft  rigour  may  be  fhown. 

King.  Let  it  fuffice  we  know  your  Loyalty, 
What  have  you  there  ? 

Cob.  A  Deed  of  Clemency, 

'  Your  highnefs  pardon  for  Lord  Povris  life, 
Which  I  did  beg,  and  yon  my  Noble  Lord, 
Of  gracious  favour  did  vouchfafe  to  grant. 

<     Kmg.  But  yet  it  is  not  figned  with  our  hand. 
Cob.  Not  yet,  my  Liege. 
Kmg.  The  fact  you  fay  was  done 

il  Not  of  pretenfed  malice,  but  by  chance. 
Cob.  Upon  mine  Honour  fo,  no  otherwife.  {Writes. 
Kmg.  There  is  his  pardon,  bid  him  make  amends, 

And  cleanfe  his  Soul  to  God  for  his  offence, 
What  we  remit,  is  but  the  bodies  Icourge. 
How  now,  Lord  Bifhop  ? 

Enter  Biftop. 

"Biflwp.  Juflice,  dread  Soveraign  , 
As  thou  art  King,  fo  grant  I  may  have  Juftice. 

King.  What  means  this  exclamation  ?  Let  us  know. 

Bifhop.  Ah,  my  good  Lord,  the  State's  abus'd, And  our  Decrees  moft  fhamefully  prophan'd. 
King.  How  ?  Or  by  whom  ? 

'Bifhop.  Even  by  this  Heretick, 
This  Jew,  this  Traitor  to  your  Majefty. 

Cob.  Prelate,  thoulyeft,  even  in  thy  greafie  maw, 
Or  whofoever  twit's  me  with  the  name 
Of  either  Traitor,  or  of  Heretick. 

King.  Forbear  I  fay  ■  and  Bifhop,  fhewthe  caufe 
From  whence  this  late  abufe  hath  been  derived. 

Btjhop.  Thus,mightyKing:  by  general  confent 
A  meflenger  was  fent  to  cite  this  Lord 
To  make  appearance  in  the  Confiftory : 
And  coming  to  his  Houfe,  a  Ruffian  Have, 
One  of  his  daily  followers,  met  the  man, 
Who  knowing  him  to  be  a  Parator 
AfTaults  him  firft,  and  after  in  contempt 
Of  us,  and  our  proceedings,  makes  him  eat 
The  written  Procefs,  parchment,  Seal  and  all : 
Whereby  this  matter  neither  was  brought  forth, 

Nor  we  but  fcorn'd  for  our  Authority. 
King.  When  was  this  done  ? 
Btflwp.  At  fix  a  clock  this  Morning. 
King.  And  when  came  you  to  Court  ? 
Cob.  Laft  Night,  my  Liege. 
King.  By  this  it  feems  he  is  not  guilty  of  it, 

And  you  have  done  him  wrong  t'  accufe  him  fo. 
'Btjhop.  But  it  was  done,  my  Lord,  by  his  appointment, Or  elfe  his  man  durft  not  have  been  fo  bold. 

King.  Or  elfe  you  durft  be  bold  to  interrupt 
And  fill  our  ears  with  frivolous  complaints. 
Is  this  the  Duty  you  do  bear  to  us  ? 

Was't  not  fufficient  we  did  pafs  our  word ' 
To  fend  for  him,  but  you  mifdoubting  it, 
Or  which  is  worfe,  intending  to  foreftal 
Our  Regal  power,  muft  likewife  fummon  him  ? 
This  favours  of  Ambition,  not  of  zeal, 
And  rather  proves  you  malice  his  eftate, 
Than  any  way  that  he  offends  the  Law. 
Go  too,  we  like  it  not :  and  he  your  Officer 
Had  his  defert  for  being  infolent, 

Enter  Huntington. 

That  was  imployed  fo  much  amifs  herein. 
So  Cobham  when  you  pleafe,  you  may  depart. 

Cob.  1  humbly  bid  fare wel  unto  my  Liege.  {Exit. 

King.  Farewel;  what's  the  news  by  Huntington? 
H*n.  Sir  Roger  Atltn,  and  a  crew  (my  Lord ) 

Of  bold  feditious  Rebels,  are  in  Arms, 
Intending  reformation  of  Religion. 
And  with  their  Army  they  intend  to  pitch 

In  Ficket  field,  unlefs  they  be  repuls't. 
King.  So  near  our  prefence  ?  Dare  they  be  fo  bold  ? 

And  will  proud  War  and  eager  thirftof  blood, 
Whom  we  had  thought  to  entertain  far  off, 
Prefs  forth  upon  us  in  our  Native  bounds  ? 

Muft  we  be  fore'd  to  hanfel  our  fharp blades 

In  England  here,  which  we  prepar'd  for  France  ? 
Well,  a  Gods  name  be  it.  What's  their  Number  ,  fay. 
Or  who's  the  chief  Commander  of  this  Row  T 
Hm.  Their  number  is  not  known,  as  yet  my  Lord, 

But  'tis  reported,  Sir  John  Oldcaftle 
Is  the  chief  man,  on  whom  they  do  depend. 

King.  How  ?  the  Lord  Cobham  ? 
Hun.  Yes,  my  gracious  Lord. 

Bifhep.  I  could  have  told  your  Majefty  as  much 
Before  he  went,  but  that  I  faw  your  Grace 
Was  too  much  blinded  by  his  flattery. 

Stiff.  Send  poft,  my  Lord,  to  fetch  him  back  again. 

"But.  Traitor  unto  his  Country,  how  he  fmooth'd 
And  feem'd  as  innocent  as  Truth  it  felf  ? 

King.  I  cannot  think  it  yet  he  would  be  falfe : 
But  if  lie  be,  no  matter,  let  him  go, 

&  We'll 
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We'll  meec  both  him  and  them  unto  their  woe. 
Btjli.  This  falls  out  well,  and  at  the  laft  i  hope 

To  lee  this  Heretick  die  in  a  Rope.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Earl  of  Cambridge,  Lord  Scroop,  Gray, 
and  Chartres  the  French  Fallot : 

Scr.  Once  more,  my  Lord  of  Cambridge,  make  rehcrfal 
How  you  do  ftand  intituled  to  the  Crown, 
The  deeper  lhall  we  print  it  in  our  minds 

And  every  man  the  better  be  refolv'd, 
When  he  perceives  his  quarrel  to  be  juft. 

Cam.  Then  thus,  Lord  Scroop,  Sir  Thomas  Grey, 
And  you,  Monfieur  dt  Cbartres,  Agent  for  the  French. 
This  Lionel,  Duke  of  Clarence  (as  1  faid) 

Third  Son  of  Edward  (£ ngland's  KingJ  the  Third, 
Had  llTue,  Philip  his  fole  Daughter  and  Heir 
Which  Philip  afterward  was  given  in  Marriage 
To  Edmund  sJkfortimer  the  Earl  of  March, 

And  by  him  had  a  Son  call'd  Roger  %Jkfortimer  ̂  
Which  Roger  likewife  had  of  his  Defcent, 
Edmund,  Roger,  jinn  and  Elianor, 
Two  Daughters  and  two  Sons,  but  of  thofe,  three 

Dy'd  without  Iflue  :  Arm,  that  did  furvive, 
And  now  was  left  her  Fathers  only  Heir, 
By  fortune  was  to  marry,  being  too 

By  my  Grand-father  of  King  Edward's  Line : 
So  of  his  Sir  name ,  I  am  call'd  you  know. 
Richard  Plantagtnet,  my  Father  was, 
Edward  the  Duke  of  Tori.,  and  Son  and  Heir 

To  Edmmd  Langley,  Edward  the  third's  firft  Son. 
Scr.  So  that  it  feems  your  claim  comes  by  your  Wife, 

As  lawful  Heir  to  Roger  CM  or  timer, 
The  Son  of  Edmund,  which  did  marry  Philip 
D-iughter  and  Heir  to  Lww/Duke  of  Clarence. 

Cam.  True,  for  this  Harry,  and  his  Father  both 
Harry  the  firft,as  plainly  doth  appear. 
Are  falfe  Intruders,  and  ufurp  the  Crown. 

For  when  young  'Richard was  at  Pomfret  flaifl, 
In  him  the  Title  of  Prince  Edward  dy'd, 
That  was  the  elded  of  King  Edward's  Sons : 
William  of  Hatfield,  and  their  fecond  brother, 
Death  in  his  Nonage  had  before  bereft : 

So  that  my  Wife  deriv'd  from  Lionel, 
Third  Son  unto  King  Edward,  ought  proceed 
And  take  poffeffion  of  the  Diadem 
Before  this  Htrry,  or  his  Father  King, 
Who  fetch  their  Title  but  from  Lancafter, 
Forth  of  that  Royal  Line.  And  being  thus 

What  reafon  is't,  but  fhefhould  have  her  right? 
Scr.  I  am  refolv'd,  ourenterprizeisjuft. 
Gray.  Harry  lhall  die  or  elfe  refign  his  Crown. 
Char.  Perform  but  that,  and  Charles  the  King  of  France 

Shall  aid  you  Lords,  not  only  with  his  Men, 
But  fend  you  Money  to  maintain  your  Wars: 
Five  hundred  thoufaud  Crowns  he  bad  me  proffer, 
If  you  can  flop  but  Harrys  Voyage  for  France. 

Scr.  We  never  had  a  fitter  time  than  now, 
The  Realm  in  fuch  divifion  as  it  is. 

£am.  Befides  you  mull;  perfwade  you,  there  is  due 

Vengeance  for  Richard's  murther,  which  although 
It  be  deferr'd,  yet  will  it  fall  at  laft, 
And  now  as  likely  as  another  time. 
Sin  hath  had  many  years  to  ripen  in, 
And  now  the  Harvefl  cannot  be  far  off, 
Wherein  the  weeds  of  Ufurpation 
Are  to  be  cropt  and  caft  into  the  fire  : 

Scr.  No  more.  Earl  Cambridge,  here  1  plight  my  Faith, 
To  fet  up  thee  and  thy  renowned  Wife. 

Gray.  Gray  will  perform  the  fame  as  he  is  Knight. 
Chart ,  And  to  affift  ye,  as  1  faid  before, 

Chartres  doth  'gage  the  Honour  of  his  King. 
Scr.  We  lack  but  now  Lord  Cobham  s  fellowfhip, 

And  then  our  Plot  were  abfolute  indeed. 
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Cam.  Doubt  not  of  him,  my  Lord  his  life's  purfu'd 
By  th'  incens'd  Clergy,  and  of  late 
Brought  in  difpleafure  with  the  King,  alTures 
He  may  be  quickly  won  unto  our  Faclion. 
Who  hath  the  Articles  were  drawn  at  large 
Of  our  whole  purpols  ? 

Gray.  That  have  I,  my  Lord. 
Cam.  We  mould  not  now  be  far  off  from  his  Houfe, 

Our  ferious  Conference  hath  beguiPd  the  way  : 
See  where  hisCaftle  Hands,  give  me  the  writing. 
When  we  are  come  unto  the  fpeech  of  him, 
Becaufe  we  will  not  ftand  to  make  recount 
Of  that  which  hath  been  faid,  here  he  lhall  read 

Our  minds  at  large,  and  what  we  crave  of  him. 

Enter  Cobham. 

Scr.  A  ready  way  :  here  comes  the  man  himfelf 

Booted  and  fpurr'd,  it  feems  he  hath  been  riding. 
Cam.  Well  met,  Lord  Cobham. 
Cob.  My  Lord  of  Cambridge  ? 

Your  Honour  is  molt  welcome  into  Kent, 
And  all  the  reft  of  this  fair  Company. 
I  am  new  come  from  London,  gentle  Lords : 
But  will  ye  not  take  fowling  for  your  Hoft, 
And  fee  what  entertainment  it  affords  ? 

Cam.  We  were  intended  to  have  been  your  Guefts : 
But  now  this  lucky  meeting  fhall  fuffice 
To  end  our  bullnefs,  and  defer  that  kindnefs. 

Cob.  Bufinefs  my  Lord  ?  what  bufinefs  fhould 

Lett  you  to  be  merry  ?  we  have  no  delicates  •, 
Yet  this  I'll  promife  you,  a  piece  of  Venifon, 
A  Cup  of  Wine,  and  fo  forth,  Hunters  fare : 

And  if  you  pleafe,  we'll  ftrike  the  Stag  our  felves 
Shall  fill  our  Dilhes  with  his  well-fed  flelh. 

Scr.  That  is  indeed  the  thing  we  all  defire. 
Cob.  My  Lords,  and  you  fhall  have  your  choice  with  me. 
Cam.  Nay  but  the  Stag  which  we  defire  to  ftrike, 

Lives  not  in  Cowling :  if  you  will  confent, 

And  go  with  us,  we'll  bring  you  to  a  Forreft, 
Where  runs  a  lufty  Herd :  among  the  which 
There  is  a  Stag  fuperiour  to  the  reft ; 
A  ftately  Beaft,  that  when  his  Fellows  run 
He  leads  the  Race,  and  beats  the  fullen  Earth, 

As  though  he  fcorn'd  it  with  his  trampling  Hoofs, 
Aloft  he  bears  his  Head,  and  with  his  Breaft 

Like  a  huge  Bulwark  counter-checks  the  wind : 
And  when  he  ftandeth  ftill,  he  ftretcheth  forth 
His  proud  ambitious  Neck,  as  if  he  meant 
To  wound  the  Firmament  with  forked  Horns. 

Cob.  'Tis  pitty  fuch  a  goodly  Beaft  fhould  die. 
Cam.  Not  fo,  Sir  John,  for  he  is  Tyrannous, 

And  gores  the  other  Deer,  and  will  not  keep 
Within  the  limits  are  appointed  him. 

Of  late  he's  broke  into  a  feveral, 
Which  doth  belong  tome,  and  there  hefpoils 
Both  Corn  and  Pafture,  two  of  his  wild  race 
Alike  for  ftealth,  and  covetous  incroaching, 

Already  are  remov'd ;  if  he  were  dead, 
I  fhould  not  only  be  fecure  from  hurt, 
But  with  his  Body  make  a  Royal  Feaft. 

Scr.  How  fay  you  then,  will  you  firft  hunt  with  us  ? 

Cob.  Faith,  Lords,  I  like  the  paftime,  where's  the 

place  ? Cam.  Perufe  this  writing,  it  will  fhew  you  all, 
And  what  occafion  we  have  for  the  fport.       [He  reads. 

Cob.  Call  ye  this  Hunting,  my  Lords  ?  Is  tbis  the  Stag 
You  fain  would  chafe,  Harry  our  dread  King? 
So  we  may  make  a  Banquet  for  the  Devil? 
And  in  the  ftead  of  wholfome  meat,  prepare 
A  Difh  of  Poifon  to  confound  our  felves. 

Cam.  Why  fo,  Lord  Cobham  ?  See  you  not  our  claim  ? 
And  how  imperioufly  he  holds  the  Crown  ? 

Scr.  Befides,  you  know  your  felf  is  in  difgrace, Held 
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Held  as  a  recreant,  and  purfa'd  to  Death. 
This  will  defend  you  from  your  Enemies, 
And  Itablifli  yonr  Religion  through  the  Land. 

Cob.  Notorious  Trcafon  !  yet  I  will  conceal  \_Afide. 
My  fecret  thoughts  to  found  the  depth  of  it. 
My  Lord  of  Cambridge,  1  do  fee  your  claim, 
And  what  good  may  redound  unto  the  Land, 
By  profecucing  of  this  enterprize. 

But  where  are  men  ?  where's  power  and  furniture 
To  order  fuch  an  action  ?  we  are  weak, 

Harry,  you  know's  a  mighty  Potentate. 
Cam.  Tut,  we  are  ftrong  enough  ;  you  are  belov'd, 

And  many  will  be  glad  to  follow  you, 
We  are  the  like,  and  fome  will  follow  us : 

Nay,  there  is  hope  from  France  i  here's  an  Amhaflador 
That  promileth  both  men  and  money  too. 
The  Commons  likewife  (as  we  hear)  pretend 
A  fudden  tumult,  we  will  join  with  them. 

Cob.  Some  likelyhood,  I  muft  confefs  to  fpeed  : 
But  how  lhall  1  believe  this  in  plain  truth  ? 
You  are  (my  Lords)  fuch  men  as  live  in  Court, 
And  have  been  highly  favoured  of  the  King, 
Efpecially  Lord  Scroop,  whom  oftentimes 
He  maketh  choice  for  his  Bed- fellow. 

And  you,  Lord  Gray,  are  of  his  Privy-Council:' 
Is  not  this  a  train  laid  to  intrap  my  Life  ? 

Cam.  Then  perilh  may  my  Soul :  what,  think  you  fo  ? 

Scr.  We'll  fwear  to  you. 
Gray  Or  take  the  Sacrament. 
Cob.  Nay  you  are  Noblemen,  and  I  imagine, 

As  you  are  honourable  by  Birth,  and  Bloud, 
So  you  will  be  in  heart,  iu  thought,  in  word. 
I  crave  no  other  teftimony  but  this: 
That  you  would  all  fubferibe,  and  fet  your  hands 
Unro  this  writing  which  you  gave  to  me. 

Cam.  With  all  our  hearts :  Who  hath  any  Pen  and 
Ink? 

Scr.  My  pocket  mould  have  one    O,  here  it  is. 
Cam.  Give  it  me,  Lord  Scroop.  There  is  my  name? 
Scr.  And  there  is  my  name. 
Gray.  And  mine. 
Cob.  Sir,  let  me  crave  that  you  would  likewife  write 

your  name  with  theirs,  for  confirmation  of  your  Mafias 
words  the  King  of  France. 

Char.  That  will  I,  noble  Lord. 
Cob,  So,  now  this  action  is  well  knit  together, 

And  I  am  for  you  ;  where's  our  meeting,  Lords  ? 
Cam.  Here,  ifyoupleafe,  the  tenth  of  July  next. 
Cob.  In  Kent  f  agreed.  Now  let  us  in  to  Supper, 

I  hope  your  honours  will  not  away  to  night. 
Cam.  Yes  prefently,  for  I  have  far  to  ride, 

About  foliciting  of  other  Friends. 
Scr.  And  we  would  not  beabfent  from  the  Court, 

Ltft  thereby  grow  fufpition  in  the  King. 
Gb.  Yet  tafte  a  Cup  of  Wine  before  ye  go. 

Cam.  Not  now,  my  Lord,  we  thank  you:  fo  fare- 
wel.  {Exit. 

Cob.  Farewell,  my  Noble  Lords.  My  Noble  Lords  ? 
My  noble  Villains,  bafe  Confpirators, 
How  can  they  look  his  Highnefs  in  the  Face, 
Whom  they  fo  clofely  ftudy  to  betray  ? 

But  I'll  not  fleep  until  I  make  it  known, 
This  Head  (hall  not  be  burthen'd  with  fuch  thoughts, Nor  in  this  heart  w  11 1  conceal  a  Deed 

Of  fuch  impiety  againft  ray  King. 
Madam,  how  now  ? 

Enter  Harpool,  and  the  reft. 

La,  Cob.  Y'  are  welcome  home,  my  Lord  : 
Why  feem  ye  fo  unquiet  in  your  looks  ? 
What  hath  befdn  you  that  difturbs  your  mind? 

La.  Pow.  Bad  news  1  am  afraid  touching  my  Husband. 

Cob,  Madam,  not  fo :  there  is  your  Husband's  pardon ; 

Long  may  ye  live,  each  joy  unto  the  other. 
La.  Pow.  So  great  a  kindnefx,  as  I  know  not  how  to 

reply,  my  fenfe  is  quite  confounded. 
Cob.  Let  that  alone :  and  Madam  ftay  me  not, 

For  I  muft  back  unto  the  Court  again, 
With  all  the  fpced  I  can  :  Harpool,  my  Horfe. 

La.  Cob.  So  foon  my  Lord  ?  what  will  you  ride  all 
night  ? 

Cob.  AH  night  or  day,  it  muft  be  fo  fweet  Wife  j 
Urge  me  not  why,  or  what  my  bufinefs  is, 
But  get  yon  in  :  Lord  Powis,  bt  ar  with  me. 

And  Madam,  think  your  welcome  re're  the  wprfe, 
My  Houfe  is  at  your  ufe.  Harpool,  away. 

Har.  Shall  I  attend  your  Lordfhip  to  the  Court  > 
Cob.  Yea  Sir,your  Gelding,mountyou  prefently. {Exit. 
La.  Cob.  I  prithee  Harpool  look  unto  thy  Lord, 

I  do  not  like  this  fudden  pofting  back. 
Pow.  Some  carneft  bufinefs  is  a-foot  belike, 

What  ere  it  be,  pray  God  be  his  good  guide. 
La.  Pow.  iAmen,  that  hath  fo  highly  us  befted. 

La  Cob.  Come  Madam  and  myLord,we'll  hope  the  beft, 
You  fhall  not  into  Wales  till  he  return. 

Pow.  Though  great  occafion  be  we  mould  depart,  yet, 

Madam,  will  we  ftay  to  be  refolv'd  of  this  unlookt  for 
doubtful  accident.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Murley  and  his  men,  prepared  in  fome  filthy 
Order  for  War. 

eJWur.  Come  my  hearts  of  flint,  modeftly,  decently, 
foberly,  and  handfomly ;  no  man  afore  his  Leader:  fol- 

low your  Mafter,  your  Captain,  your  Knight  that  fhall 
be,  for  the  honour  of  Meal  men,  Millers,  and  Malt  men, 
Dun  is  the  Moufe :  Vick.  and  Tom  for  the  credit  of  Dun- 
fiable,  ding  down  the  Enemy  to  Morrow.  Ye  fhall  not 
come  into  the  Field  like  Beggars.  Where  be  Leonard  and 
Lawrence  my  two  Loaders  ?  Lord  have  mercy  upon  us, 
what  a  World  is  this  ?  I  would  give  a  couple  of  fhillings 
for  a  dozen  of  good  Feathers  for  ye,  and  forty  pence  for  as 
many  Scarfs  to  fet  you  out  withal.  Froft  and  Snow,  a 
man  has  no  heart  to  fight  till  he  be  brave. 

Dick.  Mafter,-  we  are  no  Babes,  our  Town  Foot-Balls 

can  bear  witnefs :  this  little  'parrel  we  have  fhall  off,  and 
we'll  fight  naked  before  we  run  away. 

Tom.  Nay  ,  I'm  of  Lawrence  mind  for  that,  for  he 
means  to  leave  his  life  behind  him,  he  and  Leonard,  your 
two  Loaders  are  making  their  Wills  becaufe  they  have 
Wives ,  now  we  Batchelors  bid  our  Friends  fcramble 
for  our  Goods  if  we  dye :  but  Mafter,  pray  let  me  ride 

upon  Cut. Mur.  Meal  and  Salt,  Wheat  and  Malt,  Fire  and  Tow, 
Froft  and  Snow,  why  Tom  thou  fhalt.  Let  me  fee,  here 
are  you,  Wtltiam  and  George  are  with  my  Cart,  and  7{obin 

and  Hodge  holding  my  own  two  Horfes-,  proper  men, 
handfome  men,  tall  men,  true  men. 

Dick.  But  Mafter,  Mafter,  me  thinks  you  are  mad 

to  hazard  your  own  Perfon,  and  a  Cart-Load  of  Money 
too. 

Tom.  Yea,  and  Mafter  there's  a  worfe  matter  in't-,  if 
it  be  as  I  heard  fay,  we  go  fight  againft  all  the  learned 
Bifbops,  that  fhould  give  us  their  bleffing ,  and  if  they 

Curfe  us,  we  fhall  fpeed  ne're  the  better. 
D<c^  NayBirlady,  fome  fay  the  King  takes  their  part, 

and  Mafter  dare  you  fight  againft  the  King  > 
Mnr.  Fie  paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro  upon 

occafion,  if  the  King  be  fo  unwife  to  come  fhere,  we'll 
fight  with  him  too. 

Tom.  What  if  ye  fhould  kill  the  King? 

Mur.  Then  we'll  make  another. 
Dick.  Is  that  all  ?  do  ye  not  fpeak  Treafon  ? 
Mur.  If  we  do,  who  dare  trip  us?  We  come  to  fight 

for  our  Confcience,  and  for  honour :  little  know  you  what 
is  in  my  Bofome,  look  here  mad  Knaves,  a  pair  of  gilt 

Spurs. 

Tom 
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Tom.  A  pair  of  Golden  Spurs  ?  Why  do  you  not  put 

them  on  your  heels  ?  Your  bofome's  no  place  for  Spurs. 
tJMur.  Be't  more  or  lefs  upon  occafion ,  Lord  have 

mercy  upon  us,  T em  thou'rt  a  fool,  and  thou  fpeak'ft  trea- 
fon  to  Knight- hood :  Dare  any  wear  gold,  or  filver  fpurs, 
till  he  be  a  Knight  ?  No,  I  (hall  be  Knighted  to  morrow, 
and  then  they  mall  on :  Sirs,  was  it  ever  read  in  the 
Church-book  of  Dunftable,  that  ever  Malt-Man  was  made 
Knight  ? 

Tom.  No,  but  you  are  more :  You  are  Meal-man,  Malt- 
man,  Miller,  Corn-malter,  and  all. 

Dick.  Yea ,  and  half  a  Brewer  too,  and  the  Devil  and 
all  for  wealth :  You  bring  more  money  with  you  than  all 
the  reft. 

Mur.  The  more's  my  honour ,  I  fhall  be  a  Knight  to 
morrow.  Let  me  'fpofemy  men,  Tom  upon  Cut,  Dick. 
upon  Hob,  Hodge  upon  Ball ,  Ralph  upon  Sorrel ,  and  Ro. 
bin  upon  the  Forehorfe. 

Enter  A&on,  Bourn  and  Beverley. 

Tom.  Stand,  who  comes  there  ? 
AH,  All  Friends,  good  fellow. 
Mur.  Friends  and  Fellows  indeed,  Sir  Roger. 
Ail.  Why,  thus  you  fhe  w  your  felf  a  Gentleman, 

To  keep  your  day,  and  come  fo  well  prepar'd. 
Your  Cart  Hands  yonder  guarded  by  your  men, 
Who  tell  me  it  is  loaden  well  with  Coin, 
What  Summ  is  there  ? 

Mur.  Ten  tboufand  pound,  Sir  Roger,  and  modeftly, 
decently,  foberly,  and  handfomely,  fee  what  I  have  here 
againft  I  be  Knighted. 

Att.  Gilt  Spurs  ?  'Tis  well. 
Mur.  Where's  our  Army,  Sir  ? 
All.  Difperft  in  fundry  villages  about ; 

Some  here  with  us  in  High-gate,  fome  at  Fimhley, 
Totnam,  Enfield,  Edmunton,  Newington, 
Iftington,  Hogsdone,  Tancredge,  Kensington, 

Some  nearer,  Thames,  Ratcliff,  'Blackwall,  and  Bow : 
But  our  chief  ftrength  muft  be  the  Londoners, 

Which,  e're  the  Sun  to  morrow  fhine, 
Will  be  near  fifty  thoufand  in  the  field. 

Mnr.  Marry,  God  dild  ye,  dainty  my  dear,  but  upon 
occafion,  Sir  Roger  Atton,  doth  not  the  King  know  of  it, 
and  gather  his  power  againft  us  ? 

Jkil.  No,  he's  fecure  at  Eltham. 
Mnr.  What  do  the  Clergy  ? 
Ail.  Fear  extreamly,  yet  prepare  no  force. 
Mur.  In  and  out,  to  and  fro,  bully  my  boykin ,  we 

fhall  carry  the  world  afore  us,  I  vow,  by  my  worfhip, 

when  I  am  Knighted,  we'll  take  the  King  napping,  if  he 
ftand  on  their  part. 

AU.  This  night  we  few  in  High-gate  will  repofe, 
With  the  firft  Cock  we'll  rife  and  arm  our  felves, 
To  be  in  Ficket-field  by  break  of  day, 
And  there  expecT:  our  General. 

Mur.  Sir  John  Oldcaftle,  what  if  he  comes  not  ? 
Bourn.  Yet  our  aftion  ftands, 

Sir  Roger  sAtton  may  fupply  his  place. 
Mur.  True,  Mr.  Bourn,  but  who  fhall  make  me  Knight  ? 
Bever.  He  that  hath  power  to  be  our  General. 
Ad.  Talk  not  of  trifles,  come  let  us  away, 

Our  friends  of  London  long  'till  it  be  day.         [  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Prieft  and  Doll. 

T)oll.  By  my  troth,  thou  art  as  jealous  a  man  as  lives. 
Prieft.  Canft  thou  blame  me,  Doll,  thou  art  my  Lands, 

my  Goods,  my  Jewels,  my  Wealth,  my  Purfe,  none  walks 
within  forty  miles  of  London,  but  a  plies  thee  as  truly,  as 

the  Parifh  does  the  poor  man's  Box. 
Doll.  I  am  as  true  to  thee  ,  as  the  ftone  is  in  the  wall, 

and  thou  know'ft  well  enough ,  I  was  in  as  good  doing, 
when  I  came  to  thee,  as  any  Wench  need  to  be :  and 

therefore  thou  haft  tryed  me  that  thou  haft:  and  I  will 
not  be  kept  as  I  ha  bin,  that  I  will  not. 

Prieft.  Doll,  if  this  blade  hold  ,  there's  not  a  Pedler 
walks  with  a  pack,  but  thou  fhalt  as  boldly  choofe  of  his 
Wares,  as  with  thy  ready  money  in  a  Merchants  Shop, 

we'll  have  as  good  filver  as  the  King  Coins  any. 
Doll.  What  is  all  the  Gold  fpent  you  took  the  Iaft  day 

from  the  Courtier  ? 

Trieft.  'Tis  gone  Doll,  'tis  flown  ;  merrily  come,  mer- 
rily gone ;  he  comes  a  Horfeback  that  muft  pay  for  all ; 

we'll  have  as  good  meat  as  money  can  get,  and  as  good 
Gowns  as  can  be  bought  for  gold,  be  merry  Wench,  the 
Malt-man  comes  on  Monday. 

Doll.  You  might  have  left  me  at  Cobham,  until  you  had 
been  better  provided  for. 

Trieft.  No,  fweet  Doll,  no,  I  like  not  that,  yon  old 
Ruffian  is  not  for  the  Prieft :  I  do  not  like  a  new  Clerk 
mould  come  in  the  old  Belfrey. 

Doll.  Thou  art  a  mad  Prieft  i'faith. 
Pries! .  Come  Doll,  I'll  fee  thee  fafe  at  fome  Ale  houfe 

here  at  Cray,  and  the  next  Sheep  that  comes  fhall  leave 
behind  his  Fleece.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King,  Suffolk,  WButler. 

K.  in  great  haft.  My  Lord  of  Suffolk^  poft  away  for  life, 
And  let  our  Forces  of  fuch  Horfe  and  Foot, 
As  can  be  gathered  up  by  any  means. 
Make  fpeedy  Randevouz  in  Tut  tie- fie  Ids, 
It  muft  be  done  this  Evening  my  Lord, 
This  night  the  Rebels  mean  to  draw  to  Head 
Near  Islington,  which  if  your  fpeed  prevent  not, 
If  once  they  fliould  unite  their  feveral  Forces, 
Their  power  is  almoft  thought  invincible, 
Away,  my  Lord,  I  will  be  with  you  foon. 

Suff.  I  go,  my  Sovereign,  with  all  happy  fpeed.  [Exit. 
King.  Make  haft,  my  Lord  of  Suffolk,  as  you  love  us. 

'Butler,  poft  you  to  London  with  all  fpeed  : 
Command  the  Mayor  and  Sheriffs  on  their  Allegiance, 
The  City  Gates  beprefently  fhut  up, 
And  guarded  with  a  ftrong  fufficient  Watch, 
And  not  a  man  be  fuffered  to  pafs, 
Without  a  fpecial  Warrant  from  our  felf. 
Command  the  Poltern  by  the  Tower  be  kept, 
And  Proclamation  on  the  pain  of  Death, 
That  not  a  Citizen  flir  from  his  Doors, 

Except  fuch  as  the  Mayor  and  Sheriffs  fhall  choofe 
For  their  own  Guard,  and  fafety  of  their  perfons : 

'Butler  away,  have  care  unto  my  charge. 
But.  I  go,  my  Sovereign. 

King.  'Butler. 'But.  My  Lord. 

King.  Go  down  by  Greenwitch,  and  command  a  Boat, 
At  the  Fryars-Bridge  attend  my  coming  down. 

"But.  I  will,  my  Lord.  {Exit  Butler. 
King.  It's  time  1  think  to  look  unto  Rebellion, 

When  Atton  doth  expect  unto  his  aid, 
No  lefs  than  fifty  thoufand  Londoners. 

Well,  I'll  to  Weftmwfter  in  this  difguife, 
To  hear  what  news  is  ftirring  in  thefe  Brawls; 

Enter  Prieft. 

Prieft.  Stand  true.man,  fayes  a  Thief. 
King.  Stand  Thief  fayes  a  true  man :  how  if  a  Thief? 
Prieft.  Stand  Thief  too. 
King.  Then  Thief  or  True-man ,  I  muft  fland  I  fee, 

howfoeverthe  World  wags,  the  trade  of  thieving  yet 
will  never  down.  What  art  thou  ? 

Prieft.  A  good  Fellow. 
King.  So  I  am  to,  I  fee  thou  doft  know  me. 
Trieft.  If  thou  be  a  good  Fellow,  play  the  good  Fel- 

lows part,  deliver  thy  Purfe  without  more  ado. 
King.  I  have  no  money. 

Prieft. 
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^Priefi.  I  muft  make  you  find  fome  before  wC  part,  if 
you  have  no  money  you  ihall  have  ware,  as  many  found 
blows  as  your  skin  can  carry. 

King.  Is  that  the  plain  truth  ? 
Pnefi.  Sirrah, no  more  ado ,  come,  come,  give  me  the 

money  you  have.  Difpatch,  I  cannot  ftand  all  day. 
King.  Well,  if  thou  wilt  needs  have  it,  there  it  is :  jufb 

die  Proverb,  one  Thief  robs  another.  Where  the  D:vil 
are  all  my  old  Thieves  ?  Faljhijfe  that  Villain  is  lb  fat,  he 

cannot  get  on's  Horfc,  but  methraks  Poms  and  Peto  fhould 
b;.-  ftirring  hereabouts. 

Prieft.  How  much  is  there  on't  of  thy  word  ? 
King.  A  hundred  pound  in  Angeis,  on  my  word. 

The  time  has  been  1  would  have  done  as  much 

For  thee,/  if  thou  hadft  pa  ft  this  way,  as  I  have  now. 

Prieft.  Sirrah,  what  art  thou  ?  thou  feem'ft  a  Gen- tleman ? 

King.  I  am  no  lefs,  yet  a  poor  one  now,  for  thou  haft 
all  my  money. 

Priefi.  From  whence  cam'ft  thou  ? 
King,  From  the  Court  at  Eltham. 

Priefi.  Art  thou  one  of  the  King's  Servants  ? 
King.  Yes  that  I  am,  and  one  of  his  Chamber. 

Priefi.  I  am  glad  th'art  no  worfe :  thou  may'ft  the  bet- 
ter fparc  thy  money,  and  think  thou  might'ft  get  a  poor 

Thief  his  pardon  if  he  thould  have  need. 
King.  Yes  that  I  can 
Trhfi.  Wilt  thou  do  fo  much  for  me,  when  I  Ihall  have 

occafion  ? 

King.  Yes  faith  will  I,  fo  it  be  for  no  murther. 
Priefi,  Nay,  I  am  a  pittiful  Thief,  all  the  hurt  I  do  a 

man,  I  take  but  his  Purfe,  I'll  kill  no  man. 

King.  Then  of  my  word  I'll  do't. Priefi.  Give  me  thy  hand  of  the  fame. 

King.  There  'tis. 
Pncfi.  Me  thinks  the  King  (hould  be  good  to  Thieves, 

becaufe  he  has  bin  a  Thief  himfelf,  although  I  think  now 
he  be  turned  a  True-man. 

King.  Faith  I  have  heard  indeed  h'as  had  an  ill  name 
that  way  in's  youth  :  but  how  canft  thou  tell  that  he  has been  a  Thief? 

Priefi.  How  ?  becaufe  he  once  robb'd  me  before  I  fell  to 
the  Trade  my  felf,  when  that  foul  Villanous  Guts,  that 

led  him  to  all  that  Roguery,  was  in's  Company  there,  that 
Falfiafie. 

King  afide.  Well,  if  he  did  rob  thee  then,  thou  art  but 
even  with  him  now  I'll  be  fworn :  Thou  knoweft  not  the. 
King  now  I  think,  if  thou  favveft  him  ? 

Prieft.  Not  I,  i'faith. 
King  afide.  So  it  fhould  feem. 

Tnefi.  Well,  if  old  King  Hurry  had  liv'd,  this  King that  is  now,  had  made  thieving  the  beft  trade  in  England. 
King.  Why  fo  ? 

T'riefi.  Becaufe  he  was  the  chief  Warden  of  our  Com- 

pany,  it's  pitty  that  e're  he  fhould  have  been  a  King,  he 
was  fo  brave  a  Thief.   But  Sirrah,  wilt  remember  ray 
Pardon  if  need  be  ? 

King.  Yes  Faith  will  I. 
Priefi.  Wilt  thou  ?  well  then ,  becaufe  thou  fhalt  go 

fafe,  for  thou  may'ft  hap  fbeing  fo  early)  be  met  with 
again,  before  thou  come  to  Southward  if  any  man  when 
he  fhould  bid  thee  good  morrow,  bid  thee  ftand,  fay  thou 
but  Sir  John,  and  they  will  let  theepafs. 

Kmc.  Is  thai  the  word  ?  then  let  me  alone. 

Priefi.  Nay  Sirrah,  becaufe  I  think  indeed  I  fhall  have 

fome  occafion  to  ufe  thee,  and  as  thou  com'ft  oft  this 
way,  I  may  light  on  thee  another  time  not  knowing  thee, 

here  I'M  break  rhis  Angel,  take  thou  half  of  it,  this  is  a 
token  betwixt  thee  and  me. 

King.  Coda  mercy:  farewel.  {.Exit. 

Pnefi.  O  my  fine  golden  Slaves,here's  for  thee,  Wench, 
i'faith.  Now,  Doll,  we  will  revel  in  our  Bever,  this  is 
a  Tyth  Pig  of  my  Vicarage.  God  a  mercy,  Neighbour 

Shooters  f£H,  you  ha  paid  your  Tyth  honeftly.  Well,  I 

hear  there  is  a  Company  of  Rebels  up  againft  the  King 
got  together  in  Picket  field  near  Holbom,  and  as  it  is 
thought,  here  in  Kent,  the  King  will  be  there  to  night 
in's  own  perfon  :  well,  I'll  to  the  Kings  Camp,  and  it 
fhall  go  hard,  if  there  be  any  doings  but  I'll  make  fome good  boot  among  them.  {Exit 

Enter  King  Henry,  Suffolk,  Huntington,  and two  with  Lights. 

King.  My  Lords  of  S^fo/^and  of  Huntington, 
Who  lcouts  it  now  ?  or  who  ftand  Sentinels  ? 
What  men  of  worth  ?  what  Lords  do  walk  the  round  > 

Suf.  May't  pleafe  your  H:?,hnefs. 
King.  Peace,  no  more  of  that^ 

The  King's  afkep,  wake  not  his  Majcfty, 
With  terms  nor  Titles ;  he's  at  reft  in  Bed, 
Kings  do  not  ufe  to  watch  themfelves,  they  fleep, 
And  Jet  Rebellion  and  Confpiracy 
Revel  and  havock  in  the  Commonwealth, 

is  London  Iook'd  unto  ? 
Hun.  It  is,  my  Lord : 

Your  noble  Uncle  Exeter  is  there.  , 
Your  Brother  Gloceficr,  and  my  Lord  of  Warwick. 
Who  with  the  Mayor  and  the  Aldermen 
Do  guard  the  Gates,  and  keep  good  rule  within. 
The  Earl  of  Cambridge,  and  Sir  Thomas  Gray 
Do  walk  the  round,  Lord  Scroop  and  "Butler  fcout 
So  though  it  pleafe  your  Majefty  to  jeft, 
Were  you  in  Bed,  well  might  you  take  your  reft. 

King.  I  thank  ye  Lords :  bat  you  do  know  of  old, 
That  1  have  been  a  perfect  Night-walker : 
London,  you  fay,  is  fifely  lookt  unto, 
Alas,  poor  Rebels,  there  your  aid  muft  fail, 
And  the  Lord  Cobham  Sir  John  Oldcafile, 

Quiet  in  Kent ,  Atlon,  you  are  deceiv'd : 
Reckon  again,  you  count  without  your  Holt. 
To  morrow  you  fhall  give  account  to  us, 
Till  when,  my  Friends,  this  long  cold  Winters  night 
How  can  we  fpend  ?  King  Harry  is  afleep, 
And  all  his  Lords,  thefe  Garments  tell  us  To : 
All  Friends  at  Foot-Ball,  Fellows  all  in  Field, 
Harry,  and  Dick,,  and  George,  bring  us  a  Drum, 

Give  us  fquare  Dice,  we'll  keep  this  Court  of  Guard, 
For  all  good  Fellows  Companies  that  come. 

Where's  that  mad  Prieft  ye  told  me  was  in  Arms 
To  fight,  as  well  as  pray,  if  need  required. 

Sitf.  He's  in  the  Camp,  and  if  he  knew  of  this, 
I  undertake  he  would  not  be  long  hence. 

King.  Trip  Dick,,  trip  George. 
Hun.  I  muft  have  the  Dice :  what  do  we  play  at  ? 
Suf.  PafTage  if  ye  pleafe. 
Hunt.  Set  round  then :  fb,  at  all. 
Har.  George,  you  are  out. 

Give  me  the  Dice,  I  pafs  for  twenty  pound, 

Here's  to  our  lucky  paffage  into  France. 
Hunt.  Harry,  you  pafs  indeed,  for  you  fweep  all. 
Suf.  A  fign  King  Harry  Ihall  fweep  all  in  France. 

Enter  Prieft. 

Priefi.  Edge  ye  good  Fellows,  take  a  frelh  Gamefter  in. 
Har.  Mafter  Parfon,  we  play  nothing  but  gold  ? 
Priefi.  And,  fellow,I  tell  thee  that  the  Prieft  hath  gold, 

gold:  what?  ye  are  but  Beggarly  Souldiers  to  me,  1  think 
I  have  more  gold  than  all  you  three. 

Hunt.  It  may  be  fo,  but  we  believe  it  not. 
Har.  Set,  Prieft,  fet,  I  pafs  for  all  that  gold. 
Prieft.  Ye  pafs  indeed. 
Har.  Prieft,  haft  any  more? 

Prieft.  More  ?  what  a  queftion's  that  ? I  tell  thee  I  have  more  than  all  you  three, 
At  thefe  ten  Angels. 

Har.  I  wonder  how  thou  com'ft  by  all  this  gold. 
How 
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How  many  Benefices  haft  thou,  Prieft  ? 
Pri.  Faith,  but  one,  doft  wonder  how  I  come  by  gold? 

I  wonder  rather  how  poor  Soldiers  mould  have  gold  :  for 
HI  teil  thee ,  good  fellow ,  we  have  every  day  Tythes, 

OfF'ringc,  Chriftnings,  Weddings,  Burials :  and  you  poor 
makes  come  feldome  to  a  booty.  I'll  fpeak  a  proud  word, 
[have  but  one  Parfonage,  Wrotljam,  'tis  better  than  the 
Biihoprick  of  Rochefter  :  there's  ne'r  a  Hill,  Heath,  nor 
Down  in  all  Kent,  but  'tis  in  my  Parilh,  iBarrhtm  down, 
Cobham-dovon,  Gads-hill,  Wrotham  bill,  Blackzheath,  Cocks- 
heath,  Birchen  wood,  all  pay  me  tythe,  gold  quotha?  ye 
pafs  not  for  that. 

Suf.  Harry,  ye  are  out,  no,w,  Parfon  ,  make  the 
Dice. 

Tri.  Set,  fet,  I'll  cover  ye,  at  all:  ApIagueon't'I  am out ;  the  Devil,  and  Dice,  and  a  Wench,  who  will  trull 
them? 

Suf.  Say'ft  thou  fo,  Prieft  ?  fet  fair,  at  all  for  once. 
Har.  Out,  lir,  pay  all. 
Tri.  Sir,  pay  me  Angel  gold,  <P 

I'll  none  of  your  crack'd  French  Crowns  nor  Piftolets, 
Pay  me  fair  Angel  gold,  as  1  pay  you. 

King.  No  crack'd  French  Crowns  ?  I  hope  to  fee  more 
crack'd  French  Crowns e'r  long.  q 

Pri.  Thou,  mean'ft  of  Frencb-mens  Crowns,  when  the 
King's  in  France. 

Hun.  Set  round,  at  all. 
Pri.  Pay  all :  this  is  fomeluck. 

Kmg.  Give  me  the  Dice,  'tis  I  muft  Aired  the  Prieft : 
At  all  Sir  John. 

Pri.  The  Devil  and  all  is  yours :  at  that,  'sdeath,  what 
calling's  this  ? 

Suf.  Well  thrown,  Harry y  l'faith. 
Kmg.  Til  caft  better  yet. 

Pri.  Then  I'll  be  hang'd.    Sirrah,  haft  thou  not  given 
thy  foul  to  the  Devil  for  calling  ? 

Har.  I  pafs  for  all. 

Pri.  Thou  pafTeft  all  that  e'r  1  plaid  withall : 
Sirrah,  doft  thou  not  cog,  nor  foift,  nor  flurr  ? 

King.  Set,  Parfon,  fet,  the  Dice  dye  in  my  hand. 
When,  Parfon,  when  ?  what,  can  ye  find  no  more  ? 

Already  dry  ?  was't  you  bragg'd  of  your  ftore  ? 
Pri.  All's  gone  but  that. 
Hun.  What?  half  a  broken  Angel. 

Pri.  Why,  fir?  'tis  gold. 

King.  Yea,  and  I'll  cover  it. 
Pn.  The  Devil  give  ye  good  on't,  I  am  blind,  you have  blown  me  up. 
King.  Nay,  tarry,  Prieft,  you  fhall  not  leave  us  yet, 

Do  not  thefe  pieces  fit  each  other  well  ? 
Pri.  What  if  they  do  ? 
Kmg.  Thereby  begins  a  tale  : 

There  was  a  Thief,  in  face  much  like  Sir  John, 

But  'twas  not  he.    That  Thief  was  all  in  green, 
Met  me  laft  day  on  Ulacl^heath,  near  the  Park., 
With  him  a  Woman.    1  was  all  alone 

And  weaponlefs,  my  boy  had  all  my  tools, 
And  was  before  providing  me  a  Boat. 
Short  tale  to  make,  Sir  John,  the  Thief  I  mean, 
Took  a  juft  hundreth  Pound  in  gold  from  me. 

I  ftorm'd  at  it,  and  fwore  to  be  reveng'd 
If  e'r  we  met    he  like  a  Iufty  Thief, 
Brake  with  his  Teeth  this  Angel  juft  in  two, 
To  be  a  token  at  our  meeting  next ; 
Provided,  I  fhould  charge  no  Officer 
To  apprehend  him,  but  at  weapons  point 
Recover  that,  and  what  he  had  befide. 
Well  met,  Sir  John,  betake  ye  to  your  tools 
By  Torch-light,  for,  Mafter  Parfon,  you  are  he 
That  had  my  Gold. 

Tri.  Zounds  I  won't  in  play,  in  fair  fquare  play,  of 
the  Keeper  of  Eltbam-Park,  and  that  I  will"  maintain 
with  this  poor  Whyniard :  be  you  two  honeft  men  to  ftand 

and  look  upon's,  and  let's  alone,  and  neither  part. 

King.  Agreed,  I  charge  ye  do  not  budge  a  foot, 
$'njoh;i  have  at  ye. 

Pn.  Souidier,  ware  your  fconce. 

As  they  proffer,  enter  Butler,  and  draws  his 
Sword  to  fart  them. 

But.  Hold,  villain,  hold :  my  Lords,  what  d'ye  mean, 
To  fee  a  Traytor  draw  againft  the  King. 

Pri.  The  King  ?  Gods  will,  I  am  in  a  proper  pickle. 
Kmg.  Butler,  what  news?  why  doft  thou  trouble  us? 
'But.  Pleafeyour  Majefty,  it's  break  of  day, 

And  as  I  fcouted  near  to  ljlwgton, 

The  gray-ey'd  morning  gave  me  glimmering, 
Of  armed  Men  coming  down  Hygate.hill, 
Who  by  their  courfe  are  coafticg  hitherward. 

King.  Let  us  withdraw,  my  Lords,  prepare  our  troops, 
To  charge  the  Rebels  if  there  be  fuch  caufe  : 
For  this  lewd  Prieft,  this  devilifh  Hypocrite, 
That  is  a  Thief,  a  Gameftet,  and  whatnot, 

Let  him  be  hang'd  up  for  example  fake. 
Pri.  Notfo,  my  gracious  Sovereign  ,  I  confefs  I  am 

I  a  frail  man,  flefh  and  blood  as  other  are ;  but  fet  my  im 
perfections  afide,  ye  l  ave  not  a  taller  man,  nor  a  truer 
Subject  to  the  Crown  and  State ,  than  Sir  John  of  Wro- tham is. 

King.  Will  a  true  Subject  rob  his  King  > 
Pri.  Alas !  'twas  ignorance  and  wanr,  my  gracious Liege. 

Kmg.  'Twas  want  of  grace.  Why,  you  fhould  be  as  fait 
To  feafon  others  with  good  document, 
Your  lives  as  lamps  to  give  the  people  light, 

As  Shepherds,  not  as  Wolves  to  fpoil  the  flock  *, 
Go  hang  him,  Butler. 

But.  Did'ft  thou  not  rob  me  ? 
Pri.  I  muft  confefs  I  fawfome  of  your  gold,  but,  my 

dread  Lord,  I  am  in  no  humour  for  death  :  God  will  that 
finners  live,  do  not  you  caufe  me  to  dye,  once  in  their 
lives  the  beft  may  go  aftray,  and  if  the  world  fay  true, 

your  felf  (my  Liege)  have  been -a  Thief. 
King.  1  confefs  1  have, 

But  I  repent  and  have  reclaim'd  my  felf. 
Pri.  So  will  I  do  if  you  will  give  me  time. 
King.  Wilt  thou  ?  my  Lords,  will  you  be  his  fureties? 

Hun.  That  when  he  robs  again  he  fhall  be  hang'd. Pri.  I  ask  no  more. 

Kmg.  And  we  will  grant  thee  that, 
Live  and  repent,  and  prove  an  honeft  man, 
Which  when  I  hear,  and  fafe  return  from  France, 

I'll  give  thee  living.    Till  when,  take  thy  Gold, 
But  fpend  it  better  than  at  Cards  or  Wine, 
For  better  virtues  fit  that  Coat  of  thine. 

Pri.  Vivat  Rex,  &  currat  Lex.  My  Liege,  if  ye  have 
caufe  of  Battel,  ye  fh»ll  fee  Sir  John  beftir  himfelf  in  your 

quarrel. An  Alarm.    Enter  King,  Suffolk,  Huntington,  Sir 
John  bringing  forth  Acton,  Beverly,  and 

Murly,  Prisoners. 

King.  Bring  in  thofe  Traitors,  whofe  afpiring  minds 

Thought  to  have  triumph'd  in  our  overthrow  : 
But  now  ye  fee,  bafe  Villains,  what  fuccefs 
Attends  ill  actions  wrongfully  attempted. 

Sir  Roger  nation,  thou  retain'ft  the  name 
Of  Knight,  and  (houldft  be  more  difcreetly  temper'J 
Than  join  with  peazants,  Gentry  is  divine, 
But  thou  haft  made  it  more  than  popular. 

Acl.  Pardon,  my  Lord,  my  Confidence  urg'd  me  to  it. 
King.  Thy  Conlcience,  then  Confcicnce  is  corrupt, 

For  in  thy  Confcience  thou  art  bound  to  us, 

And  in  thy  Confcience  thou  fhould'ft  love  thy  Country, 
Elfe  what's  the  difference  'twixt  a  Chriftian, 
And  the  uncivil  manners  of  the  Turk  ? 

Y  y  y  Be  v. 



The  Hifiary  of  Sir  John  Oldcaftle., 
254 

Bev.  We  meant  no  hurt  unto  your  Majefty, 
But  reformation  of  Religion. 

King.  Refoim  Religion?  was  it  that  you  fought? 
I  pray  who  gave  you  that  authority  ? 
Belike  then  we  hold  the  Scepter  up, 
And  fit  within  the  Throne  but  for  a  Cipher. 
Time  was,  good  Subjects  would  make  known  their  grief, 
And  pray  amendment,  not  enforce  the  fame, 
tlnlels  their  King  were  Tyrant,  which  I  hope 
You  cannot  jultly  fay  that  Harry  is, 
What  is  that  other? 

Suf.  A  Malt-man,  ray  Lord, 
And  dwelling  in  Dun  ft  able  as  he  fays. 

King.  Sirrah,  what  made  you  leave  your  Barley-broth, 
To  come  in  armour  thus  againft  your  King  ? 

Mur.  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  and  fro,  in  and  out  upon  oc- 
cafion,  what  a  world  is  this?  Knighthood  fmy  Liege) 

'twas  Knighthood  brought  me  hither,  they  told  me  I  had 
wealth  enough  to  make  my  Wife  a  Lady. 

King.  And  fo  you  brought  thofe  horfes  which  we  faw 
Trapt  all  in  coftly  furniture,  and  meant 
To  wear  thefe  Spurrs  when  you  were  Knighted  once. 

Mur.  In  and  out  upon  occafion  I  did. 
King.  In  and  out  upon  occafion,  therefore  you  fliall  be 

hang'a,  and  in  the  Head  of  wearing  thefe  Spurrs  upon  your 
heels,  about  your  neck  they  (hall  bewray  your  folly  to  the 
world. 

Tri.  In  and  out  upon  occafion,  that  goes  hard. 
Mur.  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  and  fro:  good  my  Liege, 

a  pardon,  1  am  ferry  for  my  fault. 
King.  That  comes  too  late:  but  tell  me,  went  there 

none  belide  Sir  Roger  Atton,  upon  whom 
You  did  depend  to  be  your  Governour. 

Mnr.  None,  my  Lord,  but  Sir  John  Oldcaftle. 

Enter  Bifhop. 

King .  Bears  he  a  part  in  this  confpiracy. 

Acl.  We  look'd,  my  Lord,  that  he  would  meet  us  here# 
King.  But  did  he  promife  you  that  he  would  come. 
AG:.  Such  Letters  we  received  forth  of  Kent. 

Bi(l).  Where  is  my  Lord  the  King?  health  to  your  Grace. 
Examining,  my  Lord,  fome  of  thefe  Rebels, 
It  is  a  general  voice  among  them  all, 
That  they  had  never  come  into  this  place, 
But  to  have  met  their  valiant  General, 
The  good  Lord  Cobham,  as  they  title  him : 
Whereby,  my  Lord,  your  Grace  may  now  perceive, 
HisTreafon  is  apparent,  which  before 
He  fought  to  colour  by  his  flattery. 

King.  Now  by  my  Royalty  I  would  have  fworn, 
But  for  his  Confidence,  which  I  bear  withal, 

There  had  not  liv'd  a  more  true  hearted  Subject. 
Bi[h.  It  is  but  counterfeit,  my  gracious  Lord, 

And  therefore  may  it  pleafe  your  Majefty, 
To  fet  your  hand  unto  this  Precept  here, 

By  which  we'll  caufe  him  forthwith  to  appear, 
And  anfwer  this  by  order  of  the  Law. 

King.  Not  only  that,  but  takeCommifllon 
To  ftarch,  attach,  imprifon,  and  condemn 
This  molt  notorious  Tray  tor  as  you  pleafe. 

Ttjh.  It  fliall  be  done,  my  Lord,  without  delay : 
So  now  I  hold,  Lord  Cobham,  in  my  hand, 
That  which  (hall  finifli  thy  difdained  life. 

King.  I  think  the  Iron  Age  begins  but  now, 
Which  learned  Poets  have  fo  often  taught, 
Wherein  there  is  no  credit  to  be  given 
To  either  words  or  looks,  or  folemn  oaths : 
For  if  he  were,  Low  often  hath  he  fworn, 

How  gently  tun'd  the  uiufick  of  his  tongue, 
And  with  what  airaable  face  beheld  he  me, 
When  ail,  God  knows,  was  but  hypocrifie. 

Enter  Ccbham. 

Cob.  Long  life  and  profperous  reign  unto  my  Lord. 
King.  Ah,  Villain,  canft  thou  wifh  profperity, 

Whole  heart  includeth  nought  but  treachery  ? 
I  do  arreft  thee  here  my  felf,  falfe  Knight, 
Of  Treafon  capital  agaioft  the  Irate. 

Cob.  Of  Treafon,  mighty  Prince  ?  your  Grace  miftakes. 
I  hope  it  is  but  in  the  way  of  mirth. 

Kmg.  Thy  neck  lhall  feel  it  is  in  earned  fhortly: 
Dar'ff  thou  intrude  into  our  prefence,  knowing 
How  hainoufly  thou  haft  offended  us  ? 
But  this  is  thy  accuftomed  deceit. 

Now  thou  perceiv'ft  thy  purpofe  is  in  vain, 
With  fome  excufe  or  other  thou  wilt  come 

To  clear  thy  felf  of  this  Rebellion. 
Ctb.  Rebellion,  good  my  Lord,  I  know  of  none. 

King.  If  you  deny  it,  here  is  evidence, 

'SPe  you  thefe  men ;  you  never  counfelled, Nor  offered  them  affiftance  in  their  Wars  ? 
Cob.  Speak,  firs,  not  one  but  all,  I  crave  no  favour, 

Have  ever  I  been  converfant  with  you  ? 
Or  written  Letters  to  incourage  you  ? 
Or  kindled  but  the  leaft  or  fmalleft  part 
Of  this  your  late  unnatural  Rebellion  ? 
Speak,  for  I  dare  the  uttermoft  you  can. 

Mur.  In  and  out  upon  occafion,  I  know  you  not. 
King.  No,  didft  thou  not  fay,  that  Sir  John  Oldcaftle 

Was  one  with  whom  you  purpos'd  to  have  met  ? 
Mur.  True,  I  did  fay  fo,  but  in  what  refpedt, 

Becaufe  I  heard  it  was  reported  fo. 
King.  Was  there  no  other  argument  but  that  ? 
AG.  I  muft  confefs  we  have  no  other  ground 

But  only  rumour  to  accufe  this  Lord, 
Which  now  I  fee  was  meerly  fabulous. 

King.  The  more  pernitious  you  to  taint  him  then, 
Whom  you  know  was  not  faulty,  yea  or  no. 

Cob.  Let  this,  my  Lord,  which  1  prefent  your  Grace 
Speak  for  my  loyalty,  read  thefe  Articles, 
And  then  give  fentence  of  my  life  or  death. 

King.  Earl  Cambridge  t  Scroop,  and  Gray  corrupted 
With  bribes  from  Charles  of  France,  either  to  win 
My  Crown  from  me,  or  fecretly  contrive 

My  death  by  Treafon  ?  Is't  poffible  ? Cob.  There  is  the  platform,  and  their  hands,  my  Lord, 

Each  feverally  fubferibed  to  the  fame. 
Cob.  Oh  never  heard  of  bale  ingratitude ! 

Even  thofe  I  hug  within  my  bofome  moft, 
Are  readieft  evermore  to  fling  my  heart. 
Pardon  me,  Cobham,  I  have  done  thee  wrong, 
Hereafter  I  will  live  to  make  amends, 
Is  then  their  time  of  meeting  fo  near  band  ? 

We'll  meet  with  them  but  little  for  their  eafe, 
If  God  permit.   Go  take  thefe  Rebels  hence, 
Let  them  have  Martial  Law :  but  as  for  thee, 
Friend  to  thy  King  and  Country,  ftill  be  free.  [Exeunt. 

Mur.  Be  it  more  or  lefs,  what  a  world  is  this  ? 
Would  I  had  continued  ftill  of  the  order  of  knaves, 

And  ne'r  fought  Knight-hood,  fince  it  cofts 
So  dear :  Sir  Roger,  1  may  thank  you  for  all. 

Ail.  Now  'tis  too  late  to  have  it  remedied, 
I  prithee,  Murky \  do  not  urge  me  with  it. 

Hun.  Will  you  away,  and  make  no  more  to  do? 
Mnr.  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  and  fro,  as  occafion  ferves, 

If  you  be  fo  hafty,"  take  my  place. 
Hun.  No,  good  fir  Knight,  e'n  tak't  your  felf. 
Mur.  I  could  be  glad  to  give  my  betters  place.  \Exeunt. 

Enter  Bifhop,  Lord  Warden,  Cromer  the  Sheriff, 

Lady  Cobham  and  Attendants. 

Btjh.  I  tell  ye,  Lady,  it's  impoflible But  you  fhould  know  where  he  conveys  himfelf, 

And 
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And  you  have  hid  him  in  fome  fecret  place. 
L<*.  My  Lord,  believe  me,  as  I  have  a  Sou!, 

I  know  nor,  where  my  Lord  my  Husband  is. 

'Btjh.  Goto,  go,  ye  are  an  Heretick, 
And  will  be  forc'c  by  torture  to  confefs, 
If  fair  means  will  not  ferve  to  make  you  tell. 

Lady.  My  Husband  is  a  noble  Gentleman, 
And  need  not  hide  himfelf  for  any  fact 

That  e're  1  heard  of,  therefore  wrong  him  not. 
Bijh.  Your  Husband  is  a  dangerous  Schifmatick, 

Traitor  to  God,  the  King,  and  Commonwealth, 
And  therefore,  Mr.  Cromer,  Sheriff  of  Kent, 
I  charge  you  take  her  to  your  cuftody, 
And  feize  the  goods  of  Sir  John  Oldcaftle 
To  the  Kings  ufe  :  let  her  go  in  no  more, 
To  fetch  fo  much  as  her  apparel  our, 
There  is  your  warrant  from  his  Majefty. 

L.  War.  Good  my  Lord  Bifhop,  pacifie  your  wrath 
Againft  the  Lady. 

Btfh.  Then  let  her  confefs 

Where  Oldcaftle  her  Husband  is  conceal'd. 
L.  War.  I  dare  engage  mine  honour  and  my  life, 

Poor  Gentlewoman,  fne  is  ignorant 
And  innocent  of  all  his  practices 
If  any  Evil  by  him  be  practifcd. 

Btjh.  If,  my  Lord  Warden  ?  Nay  then  I  charge  you, 
That  all  Cinque-ports  whereof  you  are  chief, 
Be  laid  forthwith,  that  he  efcapes  us  not. 
Shew  him  hisHighnefs  warrant,  Mr.  Sheriff. 

L.  War.  I  am  forry  for  the  Noble  Gentleman. 
Bijh.  Peace,  he  comes  here,  now  do  your  Office,, 

Enter  Harpool  and  Oldcaftle. 

Cob.  Harpool,  what  bufinefs  have  we  here  in  hand  ? 
What  makes  the  Bilhop  and  the  Sheriffhere  ? 
I  fear  my  coming  home  is  dangerous, 
I  would  I  had  not  madefuch  hafte  to  Cobham. 

Har.  Be  of  good  cheer,  my  Lord,  if  they  be  foes,  we'll 
fcramble  fhrewdly  with  them  :  if  they  be  Friends  they  are 
welcome. 

Cro.  Sir  John  Oldcaftle  Lord  Cobhamy  in  the  Kings  name, 
I  arreftye  of  high  Treafon. 

Cob.  Treafon,  Mr.  Cromer  ? 
Har.  Treafon,  Mr.  Sheriff,  what  Treafon  ? 
Cob.  Harpool,  I  charge  thee  ftir  not,  but  be  quiet. 

Do  ye  arreft  me  of  Treafon,  Mr.  Sheriff? 
Bijh.  Yea,  of  high  Treafon,  Traitor,  Heretick. 
Cob.  Defiance  in  his  face  that  calls  me  fo, 

I  am  as  true  a  Loyal  Gentleman 
Unto  his  Highnefs,  as  my  proudeft  Enemy, 
The  King  (hall  witnefs  my  late  faithful  fervice, 
For  fafety  of  his  facred  Majefty. 

Bijh.  What  thou  art,  the  Kings  hand  fhall  teftifie, 
Shew  him,  Lord  Warden. 

Cob.  Jefu  defend  me, 

Is't  poffible  your  cunning  could  fo  temper 
The  princely  difpofition  of  his  mind, 
To  fign  the  damage  of  a  Royal  Subject  ? 
Well,  the  beft  is,  it  bears  an  antedate, 
Procured  by  my  abfence  and  your  malice. 

But  I,  fince  that,  have  fhew'd  my  felf  as  true, 
As  any  Church  man  that  dare  challenge  me. 
Let  me  be  brought  before  his  Majefty, 
If  he  acquit  me  not,  then  do  your  worft. 

Btjh.  We  are  not  bound  to  do  kind  offices, 
For  any  Traitor,  Schifmatick,  nor  Heretick: 
The  Kings  hand  is  our  warrant  for  our  work, 
Who  is  departed  on  his  way  for  France, 
And  at  Southampton  doth  repofe  this  Night. 

Har.  O  that  thou  and  1  were  within  twenty  miles  of  it, 

on  Salisbury  plain  !  I  would  Iofe  my  head  if  thou  brought'ft 

thy  Head  hither  again.  \~Afide. 
Cob.  My  Lord  Warden  o'th  Cinque-  ports,and  Lord  of 

RocheBer,  ye  are  joynt  Commiffioners,  favour  me  fo  much 
on  my  expence,  to  bring  me  to  the  King. 

Bijh.  What,  to  Southampton  ? 
Cob.  Thither,  my  good  Lord, 

And  if  he  do  not  clear  me  of  all  guilt, 
And  ail  fufpicion  of  confpiracy, 
Pawning  his  Princely  warrant  for  my  truth  : 
I  ask  no  favour,  but  extreameft  torture. 
Bring  me,  or  fend  me  to  him,  good  my  Lord, 

Good  my  Lord  Warden,  Mr.  Sheriff  entreat. 

[They  both  entreat  for  him. 
Come  hither,  Lady,  nay,  fweet  wife,  forbear 
To  heap  one  forrow  on  anothers  neck : 

'Tis  grief  enough  falfely  to  be  accus'd, 
And  not  permitted  to  acquit  my  felf, 
Do  not  thou  with  thy  kind  refpective  tears, 
Torment  thy  Husbands  heart  that  bleeds  for  thee: 
But  be  of  comfort,God  hath  help  in  ftore 
For  thofe  that  put  alfured  truft  in  him. 
Dear  Wife,  if  they  commit  me  to  the  Tower, 
Come  up  to  London  to  your  Sifters  Houfe  : 
That  being  near  me,  you  may  comfort  me. 
One  folace  find  I  fetled  in  my  Soul, 

That  I  am  free  from  Treafon's  very  thought, 
Only  my  Confcience  for  the  Gofpels  fake, 
Is  caufe  of  all  the  troubles  I  fuftain. 

Lady.  O,  my  dear  Lord,  what  mall  betide  of  us  ? 

You  to  the  Tower,  and  I  turn'd  out  of  Doors, 
Our  fubftance  feiz'd  unto  his  Highnefs  ufe, 
Even  to  the  garments  longing  to  our  backs. 

Har.  Patience,  good  Madam,things  at  worft  will  mend, 
And  if  they  do  not,  yet  our  lives  may  end. 

Bijh.  Urge  it  no  more,  for  if  an  Angel  fpake, 
I  fwear  by  fweet  S.  Peter  %  bleffed  Keyes, 
Firft  goes  he  to  the  Tower,  then  to  the  ftake. 

from.  But  by  your  leave,  this  warrant  doth  not  ftretch 
To  imprifon  her. 

Btjh.  No,  turn  her  out  of  doors, 
Even  as  me  is,  and  lead  him  to  the  Tower, 
With  guard  enough,  for  fear  of  refcuing. 

Lady.  O  God  requite  thee  thou  blood-thirfty  man. 
Cob.  May  it  not  be,  my  Lord  of  Rochester  ? 

Wherein  have  I  incurr'd  your  hate  fo  far, 

That  my  appeal  unto  the  King's  deny'd. Bijh.  No  hate  of  mine,  but  power  of  holy  Churchs 
Forbids  all  favour  to  falfe  Hereticks. 

Cob.  Your  private  malice  more  than  publick  power, 
Strikes  moft  at  me,  but  with  my  life  it  ends. 

Har.  afide.  O  that  I  had  the  Bifhop  in  that  fear 
That  once  I  had  his  Sumner  by  our  felves. 

Cro.  My  Lord,  yet  grant  one  fuitunto  us  all, 
That  this  fame  ancient  fervingman  may  wait 

Upon  my  Lord  his  mafter  in  the  Tower. 
Bijh.  This  old  iniquity,  this  Heretick  ? 

That  in  contempt  of  our  Church  difcipline, 

Compel'd  my  Sumner  to  devour  his  Procefs  ? 
Old  Ruffian  paft-grace,  upftart  Schifmatick, 

Had  not  the  King  pray'd  us  to  pardon  ye, 
Ye  had  fryed  for't,  yegrizeled  Heretick. 

Har.  'Sblood  ,  my  Lord  Bifhop  ,  ye  wrong  me,  I  am 
neither  Heretick  nor  Puritan,  but  of  the  old  Church,  Tie 
fwear,  drink  Ale,  kilsa  wench,  gotoMafs,  eat  Fifh  all 
Lent,  and  faft  Frydays  with  Cakes  and  Wine,  Fruit  and 

fpicery,  fhrive  me  of  my  old  Sins  afore  Eafter,  arid  be- 
gin new  before  Whitfuntide. 

Cro.  A  merry  mad  conceited  Knave,  my  Lord. 

Har.  That  knave  was  limply  put  upon  the  Bilhop'. 
Bijh.  Well,  God  forgive  him,  and  I  pardon  him  ; 

Let  him  attend  his  Mafter  in  the  Tower, 
For  I  in  Charity  wiffi  his  Soul  no  hurt. 

Cob.  God  blefs  my  Soul  from  fuch  cold  Charity. 

Bijlj.  To  th' Tower  with  hirri,and  when  my  leifure  ferves, 
I  will  examine  him  of  Articles ; 
Look,  mv  Lord  Warden,  as  you  have  in  charge 

Yyy  2  The 
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The  Sheriff  perform  his  Office. 
War.  1 ,  my  Lord. 

Enter  Sumner  with  Books. 

Bifi.  What  bring'fl:  thou  there  ?  what  books  of  herefie? 
Sum.  Yea,  my  Lord,  here's  not  a  Latine  Book, 

No  not  fo  much  as  our  Ladies  Pfalter : 

Here's  the  Bible,  the  Tellament,  the  Pfalms  in  meeter, 
The  Sick  man's  falve,  the  Treafure  of  Gladnefs, 
All  Englijl),  no  not  fo  much  but  the  Almanack's  English. 

Bijh.  Away  with  them,  to  th' fire  with  them,  C/«», 
Now  fie  upon  thefe  upftait  Hereticks. 
All  Englijl),  burn  them, burn  them  quickly,  Gun. 

Har.  But  do  not,  Sumner,  as  you'll  anfwer  it,  for  I  have 
there  Englijli  Books,  my  Lord,  that  l'le  not  part  withal 
for  your  Bifhoprick  ,  Bevts  of  Hampton,  Owleglafs,  The 
Fryer  and  the  Boy,  Ellen  of  Rumming,  %gbm-hood  ,  and 
other  fuch  godly  Stories,  which  it  you  burn,  by  this  Flefh 

l'le  make  ye  drink  their  afhes  in  S.  garget 's  Ale. 

[Exit. Enter  the  Bifhop  of  Rochefier,  with  his  men 
in  Livery  Coats. 

1.  Ser.  Is  it  your  honours  pleafure  we  (hall  flay, 
Or  come  back  in  the  afternoon  to  fetch  you. 

Bijh.  Now  have  ye  brought  me  here  unto  the  Tower, 

You  may  go  back  unto  the  Porter's  lodge, 
ere  if  1  have  occafion  to  employ  you, 

Tie  fend  fome  Officer  to  call  you  to  me. 
Into  the  City  go  not,  I  command  you, 
Perhaps  I  may  have  prefent  need  to  ufe  you. 

2.  We  will  attend  your  honour  here  without. 
3  Come,  we  may  have  a  quart  of  Wine  at  the  Rofe  at 

Barking,  and  come  back  an  hour  before  he'll  go. 
i.  We  mult  hie  us  then. 

3.  Let's  away.  [Exeunt. 
Bijh.  Ho,  Mr.  Lieutenant, 
Lieu.  Who  calls  there  ? 

Bt(h.  A  Friend  of  yours. 

LUu.  My  Lord  o{  Rochefier  ?  your  honour's  welcome. 
"Bijh.  Sir,  here's  my  warrant  from  the  Council, For  conference  with  Sir  John  Oldcafile, 

Upon  fome  matter  of  great  confequence. 
Lieu,  Ho  ,  Sir  John. 
Har.  Who  calls  there  ? 

Lieu.  Harpool,  tell  Sir  John,  that  my  Lord  of  Rochefier 
Comes  from  the  Council  to  confer  with  him. 

I  think  you  may  as  fafe  without  fufpicion 
As  any  man  in  England  as  I  hear, 

For  it  was  youmoft  labour'd  his  commitment. 
Bifk,  I  did,  Sir,  and  nothing  repent  it  1  a  flu  re  you. 

Enter  Sir  John  Oldcafile. 

Mr.  Lieutenant,  I  pray  you  give  us  leave, 
I  muft  confer  here  with  Sir  John  a  little. 

Lieu.  With  all  my  heart,  my  Lord. 

Har*  aftde-  My  Lord,  be  rul'd  by  me,  take  this  occafion 
while  it  is  offered,  and  on  my  life  yourLordfhip  will  ef- 
cape. 

Cob.  No  more  I  fay,  peace  left  he  fhould  fufpeft  it. 
Bijh.  Sir  John,  I  am  come  to  you  from  the  Lords  of  the 

Council,  to  know  if  you  do  recant  your  errours. 
Cob.  My  Lord  of  Rochefier,  on  good  advice, 

I  fee  my  errour ;  but  yet  nnderftand  me, 
I  mean  not  errour  in  the  Faith  I  hold, 
But  errour  in  fubmitting  to  your  pleafure, 
Therefore  your  Lordfhip  without  more  to  do, 
Muft  be  a  means  to  help  me  to  efcape. 

Btjl).  Whatmeans,  thou  Heretick? 

Dar'ft  thou  but  lift  thy  hand  againft  my  calling  ? 

Cob*  No,  not  to  hurt  you  for  a  thoufand  pound. 
Har.  Nothing  but  to  borrow  your  upper  garment  a  lit- 

tle, not  a  word  more,  peace  for  waking  the  Children  ; 
there,  put  on,difpatch,tny  Lord,  the  window  that  goes  out 

into  the  Leads  is  fure  enough  :  as  for  you,  l'le  bind  you 
furely  in  the  inner  Room. 

Cob.  This  is  well  begun,  God  fend  us  happy  fpeed, 

Hard  fhifc  you  fee  men  make  in  time  of  need. 

Enter  Servingmen  again. 

i  .  I  marvel  that  my  Lord  fhould  flay  fo  long. 
2.  He  hath  fent  to  feek  us  I  dare  lay  my  life. 

3.  We  come  in  good  time,  fee  where  he  is  coming. 
Har.  I  befeech  you,  good  my  Lord  of  Rochejttr,  be 

favourable  to  my  Lord  and  Mafter. 
Cob.  The  inner  Rooms  be  very  Hot  and  dole, 

f  do  not  like  this  Air  here  in  the  Tower. 

Har.  His  cafe  is  hard,  my  Lord :  you  fhall  fafely  get 
out  of  the  Tower,  but  I  will  down  upon  them :  in  which 
time  get  you  away.  Hard  under  JjUngton  wait  you  my 
coming ,  I  will  bring  my  Lady  ready  with  Horfes  to  get hence. 

Cob.  Fellow,  go  back  again  unto  my  Lord,  and  coun fel  bim. 

Har.  Nay,  ray  good  Lord  of  Rochefier,  l'le  bring  you  to 
S.  Albons  through  the  woods  I  warrant  you. 

Cob.  Villain,  away. 

Har.  Nay  fince  1  am  paft  the  Towers  Liberty, 
You  part  not  fo.  [He  draws. 

Bijh.  Clubs,  clubs,  clubs. 
1.  Murther,  raurther,  murther. 
2.  Down  with  him. 

Har.  Out  you  cowardly  Rogues. 

CCobham  efcapes. 

Enter  Lieutenant,  and  his  men. 

Lieu.  Who  is  fo  bold  as  to  dare  to  draw  a  Sword 
So  near  unto  the  entrance  of  the  Tower. 

1.  This  Ruffian,  fervant  to  Sir  John  Oldcafile,  was  like 
to  have  flain  my  Lord. 

Lieu.  Lay  hold  on  him. 
Har.  Stand  offif  you  love  your  puddings. 

£Rochefter  calls  within. Help,  help,  help,  Mr.  Lieutenant,  help. 

Lieu.  Who's  that  within  ?  fome  Treafon  in  the  Tower, 

on  my  life,  look  in,  who's  that  which  calls  ? 

Enter  Rochefier  bound. 

Lieu.  Without  your  cloak,  my  Lord  of  Rochefier  ? 
Har.  There,  now  it  works  j  then  let  me  fpeed, 

For  now's  the  fitteft  time  to  fcape  away.  [Sxit 
Lieu.  Why  do  you  look  fb  gaftly  and  affrighted  ? 
Bijh.  Oldcafile  that  Traitor  and  his  man, 

When  you  had  left  me  to  confer  with  him, 
Took,  bound,  and  ftript  me  as  you  fee, 
And  left  me  lying  in  this  inner  Chamber, 
And  fo  departed,  and  I— 

Lieu.  And  you !  Nere  fay  that  the  Lord  Cobham's  man 
Did  here  fet  on  you  like  to  murther  you. 

1.  And  fohedid. 

Bijh.  It  was  upon  his  Mafter  then  he  did, 
That  in  the  brawl  the  Traitor  might  efcape. 

Lieu.  Where  is  this  Harpool? 
2.  Here  he  was  even  now. 

Lieu.  Where,  can  you  tell  ?  They  are  both  efcap'd. 
Since  it  fo  happens  that  he  is  efcap'd, 
I  am  glad  you  are  a  witnefs  of  the  fame  : 
It  might  haveelfe  been  laid  unto  my  charge, 
That  I  had  been  confenting  to  the  facl. 

Bijh.  Come,  fearch  fhall  be  made  for  him  with  expedi- 

tion ,  the  Haven's  laid  that  he  fhall  not  efcape ,  and  hue 

and 



the  good  Lord  Cobham. 

and  cry  continue  through  England,  to  find  this  damned, 
dangerous  Heretick.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Cambridge,  Scroop,  and  Gray,  at  in  a  Chamber,  and 
fet  down  at  a  Table,  consulting  about  their  Treajon, 

King  Harry  and  Suffolk  liftning  at  the  door. 

Cam.  In  mine  opinion,5croop  hath  well  advis'd, 
Poifon  will  be  the  only  apteft  mean, 
And  fitteft  for  our  purpofe  to  difpatch  him. 
Gray  But  yet  there  may  be  doubt  in  their  delivery, 

Harry  is  wife,  therefore,  Earl  of  Cambridge, 
I  judge  that  way  not  fo  convenient. 

Scr.  What  think  ye  then  of  this  ?  I  am  his  bedfellow, 
And  unfufpected  nightly  fleep  with  him. 
What  if  1  venture  in  thofe  filent  hours, 
When  fleep  hath  fealed  up  all  mortal  Eyes, 
To  rnurther  him  in  bed  ?  how  like  ye  that  ? 

Cam.  Herein  confifts  no  fafety  for  your  felf, 

And  you  difclos'd,  what  (hall  become  of  us  ? 
But  this  day  (as  ye  know)  he  will  aboard, 

The  wind's  fo  fair, and  fet  away  for  France, 
If  asjie  goes,  or  entring  in  the  fhip 
It  migtit  be  done,  then  were  it  excellent. 

Cray.  Why  any  of  thefe,  or  if  you  will, 
Tie  caufe  a  prefent  fitting  of  the  Council, 

W'herein  1  will  pretend  fome  matter  of  fuch  weight, 
As  needs  muft  have  his  Royal  Company, 
And  fo  difpatch  him  in  his  Council  Chamber. 

Cam.  Tulh,  yet  I  hear  not  any  thing  to  purpofe  ; 
I  wonder  that  Lord  Cobham  ftayes  to  long  , 
His  Counfel  in  this  cafe  would  much  avail  us. 

[The  King  fieps  in  upon  them  with  his  Lords. 
Scr.  What  lhall  we  rife  thus,  and  determine  nothing? 
Kmg.  That  were  a  Ihame  indeed :  no,  fit  again, 

And  you  (hall  have  my  Counfel  in  this  cafe : 
If  you  can  find  no  way  to  kill  the  King, 
Then  you  lhall  fee  how  I  can  furnifl)  ye  ; 

Scroop's  way  by  poifon  was  indifferent, 
But  yet  being  bed-fellow  to  the  King, 
And  unfufpected,  fleeping  in  his  bofom, 

In  mine  opinion  that's  the  likelier  way. 
For  fuch  falfe  Friends  are  able  to  do  much, 

And  lilent  Night  is  Treafon's  fittefl:  Friend. 
Now,  Cambridge  in  his  fetting  hence  for  France, 
Or  by  the  way,  or  as  he  goes  aboard 
To  do  the  deed,  that  was  indifferent  too, 
But  fomewhat  doubtful!. 

Marry  Lord  Gray  came  very  near  the  point, 
To  have  the  King  at  Council,  and  there  murder  him, 
As  Gefar  was  among  his  deareft  Friends. 

Tell  me,  oh  tell  me,  you  bright  honour's  Itains, 
For  which  of  all  my  kindneffes  to  you, 
Are  ye  become  thus  Traitors  to  your  King? 

And  France  muft  have  the  fpoil  of  Harriets  life. 
All.  Oh  pardon  us,  dread  Lord. 

Kmg.  How,  pardon  ye  ?  that  were  a  Sin  indeed, 
Drag  them  to  Death,  which  juftly  they  deferve  : 
And  France  lhall  dearly  buy  this  villa  ny, 
So  foon  as  we  fet  footing  on  her  breaft. 
God  have  the  praife  for  our  deliverance, 
And  next  our  thanks,  Lord  Cobham,  is  to  thee, 

True  perfect  mirrour  of  Nobilitie.  {  Exit . 

Enter  the  Hoft,  Lord  Cobham,  WHarpool. 

Host.  Sir,  y'are  welcome  to  this  houfe,  to  fuch  as  is  here 
with  all  my  heart:  but  I  fear  your  lodging  will  be  the 
worft.  I  have  but  two  beds.and  they  are  both  in  a  chamber, 
and  the  Carrier  and  his  Daughter  lies  in  the  one,  and  you 
and  your  Wife  muft  lye  in  the  other. 

Cob.  Faith,  Sir,  for  my  felf  I  do  not  greatly  pafs, 
My  Wife  is  weary,  and  would  beat  reft, 

For  we  have  travel'd  very  far  to  day, 

We  muft  be  content  with  fuch  as  you  have. 
Host.  But  I  cannot  tell  how  to  do  with  your  man. 
Har.  What  ?  haft  thou  never  an  empty  Room  in  thy Houfe  for  me? 

Hofl.  Not  a  Bed  in  troth.  There  came  a  poor  /ni/7>-man, 
and  1  lodg'd  him  in  the  barn,  where  he  has  fair  Si  aw,  al- 

though he  have  nothing  e'fe. 
Ha-' '■.  Well,  mine  Foft,  I  prithee  help  me  to  a  pair  of 

clean  flicets,  and  Pie  go  lodge  with  him. 
Hofl.  By  the  Mais  that  thou  fhak,a  good  pair  of  hempen 

iheets  were  nere  layn  in  :  come.  {  Exeunt.  , 

Enter  Conft  bb,  Mayor,  and  Watch. 

May.  What  ?  have  you  fearcht  the  Town  ? 
Con.  All  the  Town ,  Sir ,  we  have  not  left  a  Houfe  un- 

fearcht  that  ufes  to  lodge. 

May.  Surely,  my  Lord  of  Rochefltr  was  then  deceiv'd, 
Or  ill  infoi  m'd  of  Sir  John  Oldcajllc ; 

Or  if  he  came  this  way,  he's  paft  the  Town, 
He  could  not  elfe  have  fcap'd  you  in  the  fearch. 

Con.  The  privy  watch  hath  been  abroad  all  night,  . 
And  not  a  ftranger  Iodgeth  in  the  Town 
But  he  is  known    only  a  luftyPrielt 
We  found  in  bed  with  a  pretty  wench, 
That  fa  yes  file  is  his  Wife,  yonder  at  the  Shears : 

But  we  have  charg'd  the  holt  with  his  forth  coming To  morrow  morning. 

iJMay.  What  think  you  befttodo? 

Con.  Faith,  Mr.  Mayor,  here's  a  few  ftragling  Houfes 
beyond  the  Bridge ,  and  a  little  Inn  where  Carriers  ufe  to 
lodge,  although  I  think  furely  he  would  nere  lodge  there  : 

but  we'll  go  fearch ,  and  the  rather,  becaufe  there  came 
notice  to  the  Town  the  laft  Night  of  an  Irijli  man,  that  had 
done  a  murther,whom  we  are  to  make  fearch  for. 

May.  Come  I  pray  you,and  be  circumfpeft.  {Exeunt. 
Con.  Firft  befetthe  houfe,  before  you  begin  to  fearch. 

Offi.  Content,  every  man  take  a  feveral  place. 

{zsf  notfe  within. Keep,  keep,  ftrike  him  down  there,  down  with  him. 

Enter  Conftable  with  the  Irifhman  in  HarpooPs  apparel. 

Con.  Come  you  villanous  Heretick ,  tell  us  where  your 
Mafter  is. 

Irijh.  Vat  Mefter  > 
May.  Vat  Mefteri  you  conterfeit  Rebel  ?  This  lhall  not 

ferve  your  turn. 
Irijh.  Be  Sent  Patrick}  ha  no  Mefter. 

Con.  Where's  the  Lord  Cobham,  Sir  John  Oldcaflle,  that 
latejy  efcaped  out  of  the  Tower  ? 

IriJJi.  Vat  Lort  Cobham  ? 

May.  You  counterfeit,  this  lhall  not  ferve  you,we'U  tor- 
ture you,  we'll  make  you  confefs  where  that  arch  heretick is.  Come  bind  him  faft. 

Iriflj.  Ahone,  ahone,  ahone,  a  Cree. 
Con.  Ahone  you  crafty  Rafcal  ?  {Exeunt. 

{Lord Cobham  comes  out flealingin  his  'gown 
Cob.  Harpool,  Harpool,  I  hear  a  marvellous  noife  about 

the  Houfe,  God  warrant  us,  I  fear  we  are  purfued  :  what, 

Harpool  ? Har.  within.  Who  calls  there  ? 

Cob.  'Tis  I,  doft  thou  not  hear  a  noife  about  the  Houfe  ?  1 
Har.  Yes  marry  do  I,  'zounds  I  cannot  find  my  hofe  ? 

this  Irijh  Rafcal  that  lodg'd  with  me  al!  night,  hath  ftolen 
my  apparel,  and  has  left  me  nothing  but  a  lowfie  mantle, 
and  a  pair  of  broags.  Get  up,  get  up,and  if  the  Carrier  and 
his  wench  be  afleep,  change  you  with  him  as  he  hath  done 
with  me,  and  fee  if  we  can  fcape. 

Y  y  y  3  AT«# 
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2{oife  beard  about  the  Houfc  a  pretty  while,  then  enter 
the  Conftable  meeting  Hai  pool  in  the  Irijh- 

marfs  apparel. 

Con.  Stand  cfofe ,  here  comes  the  Irishman  that  did  the 
murther,  by  all  tokens  this  is  he. 

May.  And  perceiving  the  Houfe  betet,would  get  away : 
(land,  Sirrah. 

Har.  What  art  thou  that  bid'ft  me  ftand  ? 
Con.  I  am  the  officer,and  am  come  to  fearch  for  an  Irijh 

man,  fuch  a  villain  as  thy  felf,  thou  halt  murther'd  a  man 
this  laft  night  tiy  the  high  way. 

Har.  'Sbloud  Conftable  art  thou  mad  ?  am  1  an  Irijh- man  ? 

May.  Sirrah, we'll  find  you  an?/ri/fc-raan  before  we  part : 
Lay  hold  upon  him. 

Cm.  Make  him  faft,  O  thou  bloody  Rogue ! . 

Enter  Lord  Cobham  and  hit  Lady,  in  the  Carrier 
and  Wenches  apparel. 

Cob.  What  will  thefe  Oftlers  fleep  all  day  ? 
Good  morrow,  good  morrow,  corns  wench,  come : 

Saddle,  Saddle,  now  afore  God  two  fair  dayes,  ha  ?  • 
Con.  Who  goes  there  ? 

May.  O  'tis  LancajhireC&vtkr,  let  them  pafj. 
Cob.  What,will  no  body  ope  the  gates  here  ? 

Come,  let's  int'ftable  to  look  to  our  Capons. 
[The  Carrier  calling. 

Haft,  why  Oilier  ? 

Zwooks  here's  fuch  abomination  Company  of  Boyes : 
A  pox  of  this  Pigfty  at  the  Houfe  end, 
It  fills  all  the  Houfe  full  of  fleas,  Oftler,  Oftler. 

Oft.  Who  calls  there  ?  what  would  you  have  ? 
Club.  Zwooks,  do  you  rob  your  guefts  ? 

Do  you  lodge  Rogues,  and  flaves,  and  fcoundrels,  ha  ? 

They  ha' Stoln  our  clothes  here:  why  Oftler? 
Oft.  A  murren  choak  you,  what  a  bawling  you  keep. 
Hoft.  How  now?  what  would  the  Carrier  have  ? 

Look  up  there. 
Oft.  They  fay  the  man  and  the  woman  that  lay  by  them, 

have  Stolen  their  clothes. 

Hoft.  What,  axe  the  ftrange  folks  up  yet  that  came  in 
yefter  night  ? 

Con.  What  mine  Hoft,  up  fo  early? 
Hoft.  What  Mr.  iJMayor,  and  Mr.  Conftable  ? 
May.  We  are  come  to  feek  for  fome  fufpected  perfbns, 

and  fuch  as  here  we  found  have  apprehended. 

Enter  Carrier  and  Kate  in  Cobham  and  Ladies  apparel. 

Con.  Who  comes  here? 

Club.  Who  comes  here  ?  A  plague  found  ome,  you 

bawl  quoth  a,ods  hat  I'le  forewear  your  houfe :  you  lodg'd 
a  fellow  and  his  wife  by  us,that  ha'  run  away  with  our  par- 

rel, and  left  us  fuch  gew-gaws  here,  come  Kate,  come  to 

me,  thowfedizeard  y'faith. 
Mayer.  Mine  hoft,  know  you  this  man? 
Hoft.  Yes  matter  Mayors,  Tie  give  my  word  for  him, 

why  neighbour  club,  how  comes  tins  gear  about  ? 

Kate.  Now  a  foule  on't ,  I  cannot  make  this  gew-gaw 
ftand  on  my  head. 

Con.  How  camethisman  and  woman  thus  attired? 

Hoftler.  Here  came  a  man  and  woman  hither  this  laft 

night,  which  I  did  take  for  fubftantial  people,  and  lodg'd 
all  in  one  Chamber  by  thefe  folks :  me  thinks  have  been  fo 
bold  to  change  apparel,  and  gone  away  this  morning  ere 
they  rofe. 

Mayor.  That  was  that  Traitor  Oldcaftle  that  thus  efcapt 
us:  make  hue  and  cry  after  him,  keep  faft  that  traiterous 
Rebel  his  Servant  there :  farewel,  mine  Hoft. 

Car.  Come  KateOwdham,  thou  and  lfe  trimly  dizard. 

It 

Kate.  Pfaith  neam  Club,  lfe  wot  nere  what  to  do,  Ife  be 

fo  flouted  and  fo  Ihoutcd  at :  but  by  th'  Mefs  Jfe  cry. 

[Exit. Enter  Prielt  and  Doll. 

Prieft.  Come  Doll,  come,  be  raerry,wench. 
Farewel  Kent ,  we  are  not  for  thee. 

Be  lufty  my  Lafs,  come  for  Lancashire, 
We  muft  nip  the  Boung  for  thefe  Crowns. 

Doll.  Why  is  all  the  gold  fpent  already,  that  you  had the  other  day. 

Trieft.  Gone,  Doll,  gone ;  flown,  fpent,  vanilhed,  the 
Devil,  drink,  and  dice,  has  devoured  all. 

DoU.  You  might  have  left  me  in  Kent  till  you  had  been 
better  provided. 

PrieSt.  No,  Doll,  no,  JWstoo  hot,  Doll,  Kent's  too 
hot :  the  weathercock  of  Wrotham  will  crow  no  longer  we 
have  pluckt  him,he  has  loft  his  Feathers,  I  have  prun'd  him 
bare,  left  him  thrice,  is  moulted,  is  moulted,  wench. 

Doll.  I  might  have  gone  to  fervice  again,old  Wit. Harpool 
told  me  he  would  provide  me  a  Miftris. 

Trie  ft.  Peace,ZW/,  peace ;  come,  mad  wench,  Tie  make 
theeanhoneft  Woman,we'll  into  Lancajhire  to  our  Friends, 
the  troth  is,  Tie  marry  thee,  we  want  but  a  little  money^ 
and  money  we  will  have  I  warrant  thee :  ftay,  who  comes 
here?  fome  Irijb  Villain  me  thinks  that  has  flain  a  man, 
and  now  he  is  rifling  on  him  ,  ftand  clofe,  Doll,  we'll  fee 
the  end. 

Enter  the  Irilhmao  with  his  dead  Rafter,  and 

rifles  him. 

Irijh.  Alas poe  Matter,  Sir  RitltardLee,  be  S.  Patrick.,  is 
robandcutthy  trote,  fordeftiain,  anddymony,  anddy 
gold  Ring,  be  me  truly  is  love  de  well,  but  now  dow  be  kill 
de,  be  fhitten  Kanave. 

Prieft.  Stand,  Sirrah,  what  art  thoo? 
,  Irijh.  Be  S.  iWr>c^Mefter,is  poor  Irijhmanjs  a  leuffer. 

Prieft.  Sirrah,  Sirrah,  y'areadamn'd  Rogue,  yoo  have 
kill'd  a  man  here,and  rifled  him  of  all  that  he  has :  'sbloud 
you  Rogue  deliver,  or  Tie  not  leave  you  fo  much  as  a  hair 
above  your  moulders,  you  Whorfon  bit  Dog. 

[Robs  him. 
Irijh.  We's  me  S.Patrick.,  Ife  kill my  Mefter for  lhain 

and  his  ring,  and  now's  be  rob  of  all,  me's  undo. 
'Prieft,  Avant  you  Rafcal,  go  Sirrah,  be  walking :  come Do//,  the  Devil  laughs  when  one  Thief  robs  another: 

come  wencb,  we'll  to  S.  Albans,  and  revel  in  oar  bower, 
my  brave  girle. 

Doll.  O  thou  art  old  Sir  John  when  all's  done  i'faith. 

Enter  the  Hoft  of  the  Houfe  with  the  Ixiftimaa. 

Irijl).  Be  me  tro  Mafter  is  poor  Irifman,  is  want  Iadging, 
is  have  nomony,  is  ftarve  and  cold,  good  Mafter  give  her 
fome  meat,  is  famife  and  tye. 

Hoftler.  Faith  fellow  I  have  nolodging.but  what  I  keep 
for  my  Guefts :  as  for  meat ,  thou  (halt  have  as  much  as 
there  is,  and  if  thou  wilt  lie  in  the  barn,  there's  fair  ftraw, 
and  Room  enough. 

Irijl).  Is  tank  my  Mafter  hertily. 

Hoftler.  Ho,  Robin, 
Robin.  Who  calls? 

Hoftler.  Shew  this  poor  Irijhman  to  the  barn,go  Sirrah. 

Enter  Carrier  and  Kate. 

Club.  Who's  within  here  ?  who  looks  to  the  Horfes  ? 
lids  hat,  here's  ftae  work,  the  Hens  in  the  manger,  and 
the  Hogs  in  the  litter,  a  bots  foauc  you  all,  here's  a  Houfe 
welllookt  to  i'faith. 

Kate. 
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59 Kate,  Mas  CofClub,  Ife  very  cawd. 
Club.  Get  in,  Kate,  gee  into  the  fire  and  warm  thee. 

John  Ofiler  ? 
Host.  What,  Gaffer  Club,  welcome  to  S.  Jlbans, 

How  do's  all  our  friends  in  Lancajhire  t 
Club.  Well,  God  a  mercy,  John,  how  do's  Tom  ?  where is  he? 

Osll.  Tom's  gone  from  hence ,  he's  at  the  three  Horfe- 
loaves  at  (tony-Stratford :  how  do's  old  'Dick,  Dun  ? 

Club,  lids  hat,  old  Dm  is  moyr'd  in  a  flough  in  Brick: 
hill  lane:  a  plague  found  it,  yonders  fuch  abomination 
weather  as  was  never  feen. 

Oill.  lids  hat  Thief,  have  one  half  peck  of  Peafe  and 
Oats  more  for  that,  as  I  am  JobnOsller,  he  has  been  ever 
as  good  a  Jade  as  ever  travelled. 

Gab.  Faith  well  faid,  old  Jto^thou  art  the  old  Lad  Mill. 
Osll.  Come,  Gaffer  club,  unload,  unload,  and  get  to 

fupper. 

Enter  Cobham  and  his  Lady  difgnifed. 

Cob.  Come,  Madam,  happily  efcapt,  here  let  us  fir, 
This  place  is  far  remote  from  any  path, 
And  here  a  while  our  weary  limbs  may  reft 
To  take  refrefhing,  free  from  the  purfuit 
Of  envious  Rochelier. 

Lady.  But  where ,  my  Lord,  (hall  we  find  reft  for  our 
difquiet  minds  ? 
There  dwell  untamed  thoughts  that  hardly  ftoop 
To  fuch  abafement  of  difdained  rags : 
We  were  not  wont  to  travel  thus  by  night, 
Efpecially  on  foot. 

Cob.  No  matter,love,extremities  admit  no  better  choice: 
And  were  it  not  for  thee,  fey  froward  time 

Impos'd  a  greater  task,  I  would  cfteem  it 
As  lightly  as  the  wind  that  blows  upon  us, 
But  in  thy  fufferance  I  am  doubly  taskt, 
Thou  waft  not  wont  to  have  the  earth  thy  ftool, 
Nor  the  moift  dewy  graft  thy  pillow,  nor 
Thy  chamber  to  be  the  wide  Horizon. 

Lady.  How  can  it  feem  a  trouble,  having  you 
A  partner  with  me,  in  the  worft  I  feel  ? 
No,  gentle  Lord,  your  ptefence  would  give  eafe 
To  death  it  felf,  fhould  he  now  feize  upon  me : 

[Here's  Bread  and  Cheefe  and  a  Bottle. 
Behold  what  my  forefight  hath  undertone 
For  fear  we  faint,  they  are  but  homely  Cates, 

Y«t  fewe'd  with  hunger,  they  may  feem  as  fweet 
As  greater  dainties  we  were  wont  to  tafte. 

C«b.  PEaife  be  to  him,  whofe  plenty  fends  both  this 
And  all  things  elfe  oof  mortal  bodies  need : 
Nor  fcorn  we  this  poor  feeding,  nor  the  Hate 
We  now  are  in,  foe  what  is  it  on  earth, 
Nay  undsr  heaven,  continues  at  a  flay  ? 
Ebbs  not  the  Sea,  when  it  hath  overflown  ? 
Follows  not  darkraft,  when  the  day  is  gone  ? 
And  fee  we  not  foffletimes  the  eye  of  heaven 

Dim'd  with  ©re-ftymg  clouds  ?  There's  not  that  work 
Of  careful  Nature,  oc  of  tfcfifijflig  Art, 
(How  ftroug,  how  beauteous,  of  how  rich  it  be) 
But  falls  in  time  to  mine :  here,  geatle  Madam, 
In  this  one  draught  I  watfk  my  foflfow  down.  [/Drinks. 

Lady.  And  1  encourag'd  with  your  chearful  fpeech, , Will  do  the  like. 

G«\>.  Pray  God  poor  Harfool  come, 
If  he  fhould  fall  into  the  Bifhops  hands, 

Or  not  remember  where  we  bad  him  meet  us1, 
It  were  the  thing  of  all  things  eMe,  that  now 

Could  breed  revolt  in  this  new  peace  of  m'rridl 
Lady.  Fear  not,  my  Lord,  he's  Witty  todevife, 

And  ftrong  to  execute  a  prefent  fhift. 
Cob.  That  power  be  ftill  his  guide  hath  guided  us. 

My  d  rowfie  eyes  wax  heavy  -,  early  riling, 
iogether  with  the  travel  we  have  had, 

Makes  me  that  I  could  take  a  nap, 

Were  I  perfwaded  we  might  be  fecure. 
Lady.  Let  that  depend  on  me,  whilft  you  do  fleep. 

I'll  watch  that  no  misfortune  happen  us. 
Cob.  I  fhall,  dear  wife,  be  too  much  trouble  to  thee. 
Lady.  Urge  not  that, 

My  duty  binds  me,  and  your  love  commands, 
I  would  I  had  the  skill  with  tuned  voice 

To  draw  on  fleep  with  fome  fweet  melody. 
But  imperfection  and  unaptnefs  too 
Are  both  repugnant :  fear  inferts  the  one, 
The  other  Nature  hath  denied  me  ufe. 

But  what  talk  I  of  means,  to  purchafe  that 

Is  freely  happen'd  ?  Sleep  with  gentle  hand, 
3ath  fhut  his  eye  lids :  O  victorious  labour, 
How  foon  thy  power  can  charm  the  bodies  fenfe  ? 

And  now  thou  likewife  climb'ft  unto  my  brain, 
Vlaking  my  heavy  temples  ftoop  to  thee, 
Great  God  of  heaven  from  danger  keep  us  free. 

[Fall  ajleep. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Lee  and  his  Men. 

Lee.  A  Murther  clofely  done,  and  in  my  ground  ? 
Search  carefully,  if  any  where  it  were, 
This  obfeure  thicket  is  the  likelieft  piace. 

Ser.  Sir,  I  have  found  the  body  ftiff  with  cold, 
And  mangled  cruelly  with  many  wounds. 

Lee.  Look  if  thou  know'ft  him,  turn  his  body  up: 
Alack,  it  is  my  fon,  my  fon  and  heir, 
Whom  two  years  fince,  I  fent  to  Ireland, 
To  practife  there  the  difcipline  of  war, 
And  coming  home,  for  fo  he  wrote  to  me, 
Some  favage  heart,  fome  bloody  deViilifh  hand, 
Zither  in  hate,  or  thirfting  for  his  coin, 

Hath  here  flue'd  out  his  blood .  Unhappy  hour, 
A  curfed  place,  but  moft  inconftant  Fate, 

That  had'ft  referv'd  him  from  the  bullets  fire, 

And  fuffered  him  to  fcape  the  wood- kerns  fury." 
Did'ft  here  ordain  the  treafure  of  his  life, 
Even  here  within  the  arms  of  tender  peace, 

To  be  confum'd  by  trealbns  waffcful  hand  ? 
And  which  is  moft  afflicting  to  my  foul, 
That  this  his  death  and  murther  fhould  be  wrought 

Without  the  knowledge  by  whofe  means  'twas  done. 
2  Ser.  Not  fo,  Sir,  I  have  found  the  authors  of  it, 

See  where  they  fit,  and  in  their  bloody  fifts 
The  fatal  inftruments  of  death  and  fin. 

Lee.  Juft  judgment  of  that  power,  whofe  gracious  eye, ' Loathing  the  fight  of  fuch  a  heinous  fact, 
Dazling  their  fenfes  with  benumming  fleep, 
Till  their  unhallowed  treachery  was  known. 
Awake  ye  monfterS,  murtherers  awake, 
Tremble  for  horror,  blufh  you  cannot  chufe, 
Beholding  this  unhumane  deed  of  yours. 

Cob.  What  mean  you,  Sir,  to  trouble  weary  fouls, 
And  interrupt  us  of  our  quiet  fleep  ? 

Lee.  O  devillifh !  can  you  boaft  unto  your  felves 
Of  quiet  fleep,  having  within  your  hearts 
The  guilt  of  murder  waking,  that  which  cries 
Deafs  the  loud  thunder,  and  folicites  heaven 
With  more  than  Mandrakes  fhreeks  for  your  offence  ? 

Lady.  What  murther  ?  you  upbraid  us  wrongfully. 
Lee.  Can  you  deny  the  fact  ?  See  you  not  here 

The  body  of  my  fon  by  you  mifdone  ? 
Look  on  his  wounds,  look  on  his  purple  hue : 
Do  we  not  find  you  where  the  deed  was  done? 
Were  not  your  knives  faft  clofed  in  your  hands  ? 
Is  not  this  cloth  an  argument  befide, 

Thus  ftain'd  afld  fpotted  with  his  innocent  blood  > 
Thefe  fpeaking  characters,  were  there  nothing  elfe 
To  plead  againft  ye,  would  convict  you  both» 
To  Hartford  with  them,  where  the  Sizes  now  are  kept, 
Their  lives  mail  anfwer  for  my.  fons  loft  life. Cob, 
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fab.  As  wc  are  innocent,  fo  may  we  fpced. 

Lee.  As  1  am  wrong'd,  fo  may  the  Law  proceed. 

Enter  Rochcfter,  Conftable  of  S.  Aibanr,  with  Prieft,  Doll, 

And  the  Irilhman  m  Harpool'-t  Apparel. 

Bifl).  What  intricate  confulion  have  we  here  ? 
Not  two  hours  fince,  we  apprehended  one 

In  habit  Infi,  but  in  fpeech  not  fo  '■, 
And  now  you  bring  another,  that  in  fpeech  is  Irifi, 
But  in  habit  English :  yea,  and  more  than  fo, 
The  fervant  of  that  heretick  Lord  Cobham. 

Irijl).  Fait  me  be  no  fervant  of  de  Lort  Cobham, 
Me  be  Mack^Chane  of  Witter. 

Btjh*  Otherwife  call'd  Harpool  of  Kent,  go  to,  Sir, 
You  cannot  blind  us  with  your  broken  Irifi. 

Priest.  Truft  me,  faid  Bifhop,  whether  Irifh  or  English, 
Hirpool  or  not  Harpool,  that  I  leave  to  the  tryal : 
But  lure  I  am,  this  man  by  face  and  fpeech, 
Is  he  that  murdred  young  Sir  Richard  Let : 
!  met  him  prefently  upan  the  fad, 
And  that  he  flew  his  Matter  for  that  Gold, 
Thofe  Jewels,  and  that  Chain  I  took  from  him. 

Bijh.  Well,  our  affairs  do  call  us  back  to  London, 
So  that  we  cannot  profecute  the  caufe 
As  we  defire  to  do,  therefore  we  leave 

The  charge  with  you,  to  fee  they  be  convey'd 
To  Hartford  Size  :  both  this  counterfeit, 
And  you,  Sir  John  of  Wrotkam,  and  your  Wench, 
For  you  are  culpable  as  well  as  they, 
Tnough  not  for  murthcr,  yet  for  felony. 
But  fince  you  are  the  means  to  bring  to  light 
Tnis  gracelefs  murther,  ye  (hall  bear  with  you 
Our  Letters  to  the  Judges  of  the  Bench, 
To  be  your  friends  in  what  they  lawful  may. 

Friett.  I  thank  your  Lordfhip. 

Enter  Gaoler,  bringing  forth  Oldcaftle. 

Gaol.  Bring  forth  the  Pi  ifoners,  fee  the  Court  prepaid, 
The  JufHces  are  coming  to  the  Bench: 
So,  let  him  (land,  away  and  fetch  the  reft.  [ExeMt. 

Cob.  O  give  me  patience  to  endure  this  fcourge, 
Thou  that  art  fountain  of  that  vertuous  ftream, 
And  though  contempt  of  witnefs,  and  reproach 
Hang  on  thefe  iron  gives,  to  prefs  my  life 
As  low  as  earth,  yet  ftrengthen  me  with  faith, 
That  I  may  mount  in  fpirit  above  the  clouds. 

Enter  Gaoler,  bringing  in  Lady  Cobham  and Harpool. 

Here  comes  my  Lady,  forrow  'tis  for  her. 
Thy  wound  is  grievous,  elfe  1  feoff  at  thee. 

What  and  poor  Harpool!  art  thou  i'th'bryars  too  ? 
H*r.  Ifaith,  my  Lord,  I  am  in,  get  out  how  I  can. 
Lady.  Say  (gentle  Lord)  for  now  we  are  alone, 

And  may  confer,  fhall  we  confefs  in  brief, 
Of  whence,  and  what  we  are,  and  fo  prevent 

The  accufation  is  commene'd  againJl  us? 
Cob.  What  will  that  help  us  ?  Being  known,  fweet  love, 

We  fhall  for  herefie  be  put  to  death, 
For  fo  they  term  the  Religion  we  profefs. 
No,  if  we  dye,  let  this  our  comfort  be, 

That  of  the  guilt  impos'd  our  fouls  are  free, 

Har.  I,  I,  my  Lord,  Harpool  is  fo  refolv'd, 
I  wreak  of  death  the  lefs  in  that  1  dye, 
Not  by  the  fentence  of  that  envious  Prieft. 

Lady.  Well,  be  it  then  according  as  heavens  pleafe. 

Enter  L.  Judge,  Judices,  Mayor  oj  S.  Albans,  Lord  Powis 
and  hi j  Lady,  old  Sir  Richard  Lee :  the  Judge  and 

Justices  tak#  their  places. 

jfudjr.  Now,  Mr.  Mayor,  what  Gentleman  is  that 

You  bring  with  you  before  us  to  the  Bench  ? 
May.  The  Lord  Towis,  if  it  like  your  honour, 

And  this  his  Lady  travelling  toward  Wales  ; 

Who,  for  they  lo'dg'd  laft  night  within  my  houfe, And  my  Lord  Bifhop  did  lay  wait  for  fuch, 
Were  very  willing  to  come  on  with  me,  , 
Left  for  their  fakes,  fufpicion  we  might  wrong. 

Jitdg.  We  cry  your  honour  mercy,  good  my  Lord, 
Wilt  pleafe  you  take  your  place.  Madam,  your  Ladifhip 
May  here,  or  where  you  will  repofe  your  felf, 
Until  this  bufinefs  now  in  hand  be  paft. 

La.  Tow.  1  will  withdraw  into  forae  other  room, 

So  that  your  Lordfhip  and  the  reft  be  pleas'd. 
Judg.  With  all  our  hearts :  attend  the  Lady  there. 
Pow.  Wife,  I  have  ey'd  you  pris'ners  all  this  while, 

And  my  conceit  doth  tell  me,  'tis  our  friend 
The  Noble  Cobham,  and  his  virtuous  Lady. 

La.  Pow.  I  think  no  lefs ,  are  they  fufpecled  for  this 
Tow.  What  it  means  (murther  ? 

I  cannot  tell,  but  we  fhall  know  anon : 
Mean  time  as  you  pafs  by  them,  ask  the  queflion, 
But  do  it  fecretly  you  be  not  feen, 
And  make  fome  fign,  that  I  may  know  your  mind. 

[As  fl)e  paffes  over  the  Stage  by  them. 
La.  Tow.  My  Lord  Cobham  ?  Madam  ? 
C ob.  No  Cobham  now,  nor  Madam,  as  you  love  us, 

But  John  of  Lancafliire,  and  Joan  his  wife. 
La.  Tow.  O  tell,  what  is  it  that  our  love  can  do 

To  pleafure  you,  for  we  are  bound  to  you  ? 
Cob.  Nothing  but  this,  that  you  conceai  our  names 

So,  gentle  Lady,  pafs  for  being  fpied. 
La.  Pow.  My  heart  I  leave ,  to  bear  part  of  your  grief. 

[Exit. 
Judg.  Call  the  Prifoners  to  the  Bar :  Sir  Rtcbard  Lee, 

What  evidence  can  you  bring  againft  thefe  people, 
To  prove  them  guilty  of  the  murther  done? 

Lee.  This  bloody  Towel,  and  thefe  naked  Knives,1 
Befide,  we  found  them  fitting  by  the'place, Where  the  dead  body  lay  within  a  bulh. 

Judg.  What  anfwer  you  why  Law  fhould  not  proceed 
According  to  this  evidence  given  in, 
To  tax  ye  with  the  penalty  of  death  ? 

Cob.  That  we  are  free  from  murthers  very  thought, 
And  know  not  how  the  Gentleman  was  (lain. 

1  Jutt.  How  came  this  linen-cloth  fo  bloody  then  ? 
L.  Cob.  My  husband  hot  with  travelling,  my  Lord, 

His  nofe  gulht  out  a  bleeding,  that  was  it. 

2  jHtt.  But  how  came  your  fharp-edg'd  knives  un- 

fheath'd  ? 
L.  Cob,  To  cut  fuch  fimple  vidtual  as  we  had. 
Judg.  Say  we  admit  this  anfwer  to  thofe  Articles, 

What  made  you  in  fo  private  a  dark  nook, 
So  far  remote  from  any  common  path, 
As  was  the  thick  where  the  dead  corps  was  thrown  ? 

Cob.  Journying,  my  Lord,  from  Londonjrom  the  Term, 
Down  into  Lancajliiret  where  we  do  dwell ; 
And  what  with  age,  and  travel  being  faint, 
We  gladly  fought  a  place  where  we  might  reft, 
Free  from  refort  of  other  paffengers, 

And  fo  we  ftray'd  into  that  fecret  corner. 
Judg.  Thefe  are  but  ambages  to  drive  off  time, 

And  linger  Juftice  from  her  purpos'd  end. But  who  are  thefe  ? 

Enter  Conftable  with  the  Irilhman,  Prieft,  and  Doll. 

Const.  Stay  judgment,  and  releafe  thofe  innocents, 
For  here  is  he  whofe  hand  hath  done  the  deed, 
For  which  they  (land  indited  at  the  Bar : 
This  favage  Villain,  this  rude  Irifli  Slave, 
His  tongue  already  hath  confeft  the  fatl:, 
And  here  is  witnefs  to  confirm  as  much. 

Triesl.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  no  iboner  had  he  (Iain 
His  loving  Mafter  for  the  wealth  he  had, 

But 
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But  I  upon  the  inftant  met  with  him : 

And  what  he  purchas'd  with  the  lofs  of  bloud, 
With  ftrokcs  1  prefently  bereav'd  him  of, 
Some  of  the  which  is  fpent,  the  reft  remaining, 
I  willingly  furrender  to  the  hands 
Of  old  Sir  Richard  Lee,  as  being  his ; 
Befide,  my  Lord  Judge,  I  greet  your  honour 
With  Letters  from  my  Lord  of  Rochefier. 

[fDelivtrs  them, 
Lee.  Is  this  the.  Wolf,  whofe  thirfty  throat  did  drink 

My  dear  Son's  bloud  ?  art  thou  the  Snake 
He  cherifht,  yet  with  envious  piercing  fling 

Aflaild'ft  him  mortally?  Wer't  not  that  the  Law 
Stands  ready  to  revenge  thy  cruelty, 
Traytor  to  God,  thy  Mafter,  and  to  me, 
Thefe  bands  mould  be  thy  Executioner. 

Jud.  Patience,  Sir  Richard  Lee,  you  fhall  have  Juftice. 
The  fact  is  odious,  therefore  take  him  hence, 

And  being  hang'd  until  the  wretch  be  dead, 
His  Body  after  fhall  be  hang'd  in  Chains, 
Near  to  the  place  where  he  did  aft  the  murther. 

Irijh.  Pryrhee,  Lord  Shudge,  let  me  have  mine  own 

Cloaths,  my  Strouces  there,  and  let  me  be  hang'd  in  a 
Wyth  after  my  Country  the  IrijJj  Fafhion.  [Exit. 

Jud.  Go  to,  away  with  him.  And  now,  Sir  John, 
Although  by  you  this  murther  came  to  light : 

Yet  upright  Law  will  not  hold  you  excus'd, 
For  you  did  rob  the  Info-man,  by  which 
You  ftand  attainted  here  of  Felony  : 
Befide,  you  have  been  lewd,  and  many  years 
Led  a  lafcivious,  unbefeeming  life. 

Prtty?.Obot,myLord,SirjW?»  repents,and  he  will  mend. 

Jud.  In  hope  thereof,  together  with  the  favour 
My  Lord  of  Rochefier  intreats  for  you, 
We  are  content  you  fhall  be  proved. 

Priefl.  I  thank  your  good  Lordfhip. 

Jud.  Thefe  falfly  here  accus'd,  and  brought 
In  peril  wrongfully,  we  in  like  fort  do  fet  at  liberty. 

Lee.  And  for  amends, 
Touching  the  wrong  unwittingly  I  have  done, 
I  give  thefe  few  Crowns. 

Jud.  Your  kindnefs  merits  praife,  Sir  Richard  Lee, 
So  let  us  hence.. 

\jBxeunt  all  but  L.Powis  and  Cobham. 
Porv.  But  Poms  ftill  rauft  flay, 

There  yet  remains  a  part  of  that  true  love 
He  owes  his  noble  Friend,  unfatisfied 

And  unperform'd,  which  firft  of  all  doth  bind  me 
To  gratulate  your  Lordfhip's  fafe  delivery : 
And  then  intreat,  that  fince  unlookt  for  thus 
We  here  are  met,  your  honour  would  vouchfafe 
To  ride  with  me  to  Wales,  where  though  my  power, 
(Though  not  to  quittance  thofe  great  benefits 
I  have  receiv'd  of  you)  yet  both  my  Houfe, 
My  Purfe,  my  Servants,  and  what  elfe  I  have 
Are  all  at  your  command.  Deny  me  not, 

I  know  the  Bifhop's  hate  purfues  ye  fo, 
As  there's  no  fafety  in  abiding  here. 

Cob.  'Tis  true  my  Lord,  and  God  forgive  him for  it. 
Pow.  Then  let  us  hence,  you  fhall  be  ftraight  provided 

Of  lufty  Geldings :  and  once  entred  Wales, 
Well  may  the  Bifhop  hunt,  but  fpight  his  Face, 
He  never  more  fhall  have  the  Game  in  Chace.  XExennt, 

♦ 

THE 
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OR,  THE 

Widow  of  Watlingflxeet. 

The  Aftc 

T"  Ady  Plus,  a  Citizens  Widow. 

MoT*]^'  tm  Dauiht
ers' 

Sir  Godfrey,  Brother-in-Law  to  the  Widow  Plus. 
Mafter  Edmond,  Son  to  the  Widow  Plus. 

George  Pye-boord,  a  Scholar  and  a  Citizen. 
Peter  Skirmifh,  an  old  Soldier. 

Captain  Idle,  a.  Highway-man. 
Corporal  Oath,  a  vain-glorious  Fellow. 

Nicholas  St.  Antlings    *)  c            ,  t o-            -KK     r\     '   (Serving-men  to  the  Lady 
Simon  St.  MaryOveries>   p, *  ' 
Frailty  ) 

>rs  Names. 

Sir  Oliver  Muck-hill,  a  Suiter  to  the  Lady  Plus. 
Sir  John  Penny-Dub,  a  Suiter  to  Moll. 
Sir  Andrew  Tipftaffe,  a  Suiter  to  Frances. 
The  Sheriff  of  London. 
Puttock  } 

and      >Two  of  the  Sheriffs  Serjeants. 
Ravenfhaw) 

Dogfon,  a  Teoman. 
A  Nobleman. 

A  Gentleman  Citizen. 

Officers. 

The  Scene  London. 

<&A8us 

Enter  the  Lady  Widow  Plus,  her  two  Daughters,  Frank  and 
Moll,  her  Husbands  Brother  an  old  Knight  Sir  Godfrey, 
with  her  Son  and  Heir  Mafter  Edmond,  all  in  Mourning 

tsfpparel,  Edmond  in  aCypreJs  Hat.    The  Widow  wring- 
ing her  hands,  and  bur  fling  out  into  pajfion,  as  newly  come 

from  the  Burial  of  her  Husband. 

Widow.  /^VH,  that  ever  I  was  born,  that  ever  I  was I     1  born! 

Sir  Godfrey.  Nay  good  Sifter,  dear  Si- 
fter, fweet  Sifter,  be  of  good  comfort,  (hew  your  felf  a 

Woman,  now  or  never. 
Wid.  Oh,  i  have  loft  the  deareft  man,  I  have  buried 

the  fweeteft  Husband  that  ever  lay  by  Woman. 

Sir  God.  Nay  give  him  his  due,  he  was  indeed  an  ho- 
neft,  virtuous,  difcreet  wife  man,  —  he  was  my  Brother, 
as  right,  as  right. 

Wid.  O,  I  (hall  never  forget  him,  never  forget  him, 
he  was  a  man  fo  well  given  to  a  Woman  —  oh  ! 

Sir  God.  Nay,  bur  kind  Sifter,  I  could  weep  as  much 
as  any  Woman,  but  alas,  our  tears  cannot  call  him  again  : 
me  thinks  you  are  well  read,  Siller,  and  know  that  death 

primus. 

is  as  common  as  Homo,  a  common  name  to  all  men ;  — 

a  man  fhall  be  taken  when  he's  making  water,  —  nay, 
did  not  the  learned  Parfon  Mafter  Tigman  tell  us  e'ne 
now,  that  all  Flefh  is  frajj|  we  are  born  to  die,  Man  has 
but  a  time:  with  fuch  like  deep  and  profound  perfwafi 
ons,  as  he  is  a  rare  Fellow  you  know,  and  an  excellent 
Reader  :  and  for  Example,  (as  there  are  examples  abun- 

dance) did  not  Sir  Humphrey  Bubble  die  t'other  day,  there's 
a  lufty  Widow,  why  (he  cri'd  not  above  half  an  hour  — 
for  fhame,  for  fhame :  then  followed  him  old  Mafter  Ful- 

fome  the  Ufurer,  there's  a  wife  Widow  ,  why  fhe  cry'd ne're  a  whit  at  all. 

Wid.  O  rank  not  me  with  thofe  wicked  Women,  I  had 

a  Husband  out  ftiin'd  'em  all. 
Str  God.  I  tnathe  did,  i'faith,  he  out  fhin'd 'em  all. 
Wid.  Doft  thou  ftand  there  and  fee  us  all  weep,  and  not 

once  Ihed  a  tear  for  thy  Fathers  Death  ?  oh  thou  ungraci 
Ous  Son  and  Heir  thou  ? 

Edm.  Troth,  Mother,  I  fhould  not  weep  I'm  fure-,  I 
am  paft  a  Child  I  hope,  to  make  all  my  old  School-Fel 
lows  laugh  at  me}  I  fhould  be  mockt,  fo  I  fhould  ;  pray 

let  one  of  my  Sifters  weep  for  me,  I'll  laugh  as  much  for her  another  time  ? 

Widow. 
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Wid.  O  thou  pad-Grace  thou ,  out  of  my  fight,  thou 
gracelefs  Imp ,  thou  grieveft  me  more  than  the  death  of 
thy  Father  :  O  thou  ltubborn  only  Son  :  hadft  thou  fuch 
an  honeft  man  to  thy  Father         that  would  deceive  all 
the  World  to  get  riches  for  thee,  and  canfttbou  not  af 
ford  a  little  fait  water  ?  He  that  fo  wifely  did  quite  over- 

throw the  right  Heir  of  thofe  Lands ,  which  now  you  re- 
fpeft  not :  up  every  morning  betwixt  four  and  five ,  fo 
duly  at  Wtftin&er-Hall  every  Term-time,  with  all  his 
Cards  and  Writings ,  for  thee,  thou  wicked  jtbfalon  
0  dear  Husband ! 

6dm.  Weep,  quotha  ?  I  proteft  I  am  glad  he's  Church- 
ed \  for  now  he's  gone,  I  fhall  fpend  in  quiet. 
Fvank.  Dear  Mother,  pray  ceafe,  half  your  tears  fuflice, 

'Ti$  time  for  you  to  take  truce  with  your  eyes, 
Let  me  weep  now. 

Wtd.  O  fuch  a  dear  Knight,  fuch  a  fweet  Husband  have 
1  loft,  have  I  loft! —  if  blefTed  be  theCoarfe  the  rain 
rains  upon,  he  had  it,  pouring  down. 

Sir  God.  Sifter ,  be  of  good  chear .  we  are  all  mortal 

our  felves ,  I  come  upon  you  frefhly ,  I  ne're  fpeak  with- 
out comfort ,  hear  me  what  I  (hall  fay, —  my  Brother 

has  left  you  wealthy,  y'are  rich. Wtd.  O! 

Sir  Cod.  I  fay  y'are  rich :  you  are  alfo  fair. 
Wtd.  O! 

Sir  God.  Go  to,  y'are  fair,  you  cannot  fmother  it, 
beauty  will  come  to  light  ;  nor  are  your  years  fo  far  en- 
ter'd  with  you,  but  that  you  will  be  fought  after,  and  may 
very  well  anfwer  another  Husband ;  the  World  is  full  of 
fine  Gallants,  choice  enow ,  Sifter,         for  what  fhould 
we  do  with  all  our  Knights ,  I  pray  ?  but  to  marry  rich 

Widows ,  wealthy  Citizens  Widows ,  lufty  fair-brow'd 
Ladies  go  to ,  be  of  good  comfort ,  I  fay ,  leave  mob- 

bing and  weeping, —  yet  my  Brother  was  a  kind-hearted 
man. —  I  would  not  have  the  Elf  fee  me  now, —  come, 

pluck  up  a  womans  heart, —  here  ftand  your  Daughters, 

who  be  well  eftated,  and  at  maturity  will  alfo  be  inquir'd 
after  with  good  Husbands ,  fo  all  thefe  tears  fhall  be  foon 
dried  up,  and  a  better  World  than  ever         what,  Wo 

man  ?  you  muft  not  weep  ftill  t  he's  dead,  he's  buried — 
yet  I  cannot  chufe  but  weep  for  him. 

Wid.  Marry  again  !  no,  let  me  be  buried  quick  then ! 
And  that  fame  part  of  Quire  whereon  1  tread 
To  fuch  intent,  O  may  it  be  my  grave: 
And  that  the  Prieft  may  turn  his  wedding-prayers, 
Even  with  a  breath,  to  Funeral  duft  and  alhcs  ; 

O,out  of  a  million  of  millions,  1  fhould  ne're  find  fuch  a 
Husband  •,  he  was  unmatchable — unmatchable  :  nothing 
was  fo  hot,  nor  too  dear  for  me,  I  could  not  fpeak  of  that 
one  thing  that  I  had  not,  befide,  I  had  keys  of  all,  kept  all, 

receiv'd  all,  had  money  in  my  purfe,  fpent  what  I  would, 
went  abroad  when  I  would ,  came  home  when  I  would, 
and  did  all  what  I  would  :  O —  my  fweet  Husband}  I 
fhall  never  have  the  like. 

Sir  God.  Sifter?  ne're  fay  fo,  he  was  an  honeft  Brother 
of  mine,  and  fo,  and  you  may  light  upon  one  as  honeft 

again,  or  one  as  honeft  again  may  light  upon  you ,  that's 
the  properer  phrafe  indeed. 

Wid.  Never :  O  if  you  love  me  urge  it  not : 
0  may  I  be  the  by-word  of  the  world, 
The  common  talk  at  Table  in  the  mouth 

Of  every  Groom  and  Waiter,  if  e're  more 1  entertain  the  carnal  fuit  of  man. 
Moll.  I  muft  kneel  down  for  fafhion  too. 

Franks  And  1,  whom  never  man  as  yet  hath  fcal'd, 
E'ne  in  this  depth  of  general  forrow,  vow 
Never  to  marry,  to  fuftain  fuch  lofs, 
As  a  dear  husband  feems  to  be,  once  dead. 

Moll.  I  Iov'd  my  Father  well  too  ;  but  to  fay, 
Nay  vow,  I  would  not  marry  for  his  death, 
Sure  I  fhould  fpeak  falfe  Latine,  fhould  I  not  ? 

1'de  as  foon  vow  never  to  come  in  Bed  : 

Tut,  women  muft  live  by  th'  quick,  and  not  by  th'  dead. 

Wid.  Dear  Copy  of  my  Husband, O  let  me  Kifs  thee  : 
[Drawing  out  her  Hwbands  Figure. 

How  like  him  is  their  Model  \  tneir  brief  Picture 

Quickens  my  tears :  my  forrows  are  renew'd At  their  frefh  fight. 

Sir  God.  Sifter  . Wid.  Away, 

All  honefty  with  him  is  turn'd  to  clay, 
0  my  fweet  Husband,  O— — 

Frank-  My  dear  Father  ?  [Exeunt  Mother  &  Daughters. 

Moll.  Here's  a  puling  indeed !  I  think  my  Mother  weeps 
for  all  the  women  that  ever  buried  husbands :  for  if  from 

time  to  time  all  the  Widowers  tears  in  England  had  been 
bottled  up,  I  do  not  think  all  would  have  fiUM  a  three- 
half-penny  Bottle  :  alas,  a  fmall  matter  bucks  a  Handker- 

chief,— .  and  fometimes  the  fpittle  ftands  too  nigh  Saint 
Thomas  a  Watrings :  well ,  I  can  mourn  in  good  fober  fort 
as  well  as  another  ,  but  where  I  fpend  one  tear  for  a  dead 
Father,  I  could  give  twenty  kiffes  for  a  quick  Husband. 

[Exit  Moll, Sir  God.  Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  Sir  Godfrey,  and  thou 

may'ft  be  proud  on't,  thou  haft  a  kind  loving  Sifter-in- 
law  :  how  conftant  ?  how  pafllonate  ?  how  full  of  zApril 
the  poor  Souls  eyes  are  ;  well,  1  would  my  Brother  knew 

on't,  he  fhould  then  know  what  a  kind  wife  he  had  left 
behind  him :  truth ,  and  'twere  not  for  fliame  that  the 
Neighbours  at  th'next  Garden  fhould  hear  me  betwixt  joy 
and  grief,  I  fhould  e'ne  cry  out-right. 

[Exit  Sir  Godfrey. 

Edm.  So,  a  fair  riddance,  my  Father's  laid  in  duft, 
his  Coffin  and  he  is  like  a  whole  Meat-Pyc,  and  the  worms 
will  cut  him  upfhortly :  farewel,  old  Dad,  farewel-,  Tie 
be  cnrb'd  in  no  more :  I  perceive  a  Son  and  Heir  may 
quickly  be  made  a  Fool  and  he  will  be  one,  but  1'le  take 
another  order  5  — Now  fne  would  have  me  weep  for  him 

forfooth ,  and  why ;  becaufe  he  cozen'd  the  right  Heir 
being  a  Fool,  and  beftow'd  thofe  Lands  on  me  his  eldeft 
Son-,  and  therefore  I  muft  weep  for  him ,  ha,  ha  :  why 
all  the  World  knows,  as  long  as  'twas  his  pleafure  to  get 
me ,  'twas  his  duty  to  get  for  me :  I  know  the  Law  in 
that  point,  no  Atturney  can  gull  me.  Well ,  my  Uncle 

is  an  old  Afs ,  and  an  admirable  Coxcomb ,  I'll  rule  the 
Roaft  my  felf,  I'll  be  kept  under  no  more ,  I  know  what 
1  may  do  well  enough  by  my  Fathers  Copy :  the  Law's in  mine  own  hands  now  :  nay,  now  I  know  my  ftrengtb, 

I'll  be  ftrong  enough  for  my  Mother,  I  warrant  you. 

[Sxit. 
Enter  George  Py-boord  a  Scholar  and  a  Citizen,  and  unto 

htm  an  old  Souldier,  Peter  Skirmifh. 

Fye.  What's  to  be  done  now,  old  Lad  of  War ,  thou 
that  wert  wont  to  be  as  hot  as  a  Turn-fpit ,  as  nimble  as 
a  Fencer,  and  as  loufie  as  a  School-mailer  •,  now  thou  art 
put  to  filence  like  a  Sectary, —  War  fits  now  like  a  Ju- 
ftice  of  Peace ,  and  does  nothing :  where  be  your  Mus 
kets,  Calivers  and  Hotfhots  ?  in  Long-lane,  at  pawn  ,  at 
pawn  ?  Now  Keys  are  our  only  Guns ,  Key-guns, 
Key  guns,  and  Bawds  the  Gunners,         who  are  your 

Sentinels  in  Peace,  and  ftand  ready  charg'd  to  give  war 
ning  •,  with  hems,  hums,  and  pocky-coughs ;  only  your 
Chambers  are  licenft  to  play  upon  you  ,  and  Drabs  enow 

to  give  fire  to  'em. Sk<r.  Well,  I  cannot  tell ,  but  I  am  fure  it  goes  wrong 
with  me  ,  for  fince  the  ceffure  of  the  Wars,  1  have  fpent 
above  a  hundred  Crowns  out  of  purfe  :  I  have  been  a  Sol 
dier  any  time  this  forty  years,  and  now  I  perceive  an  old 
Soldier,  and  an  old  Courtier  have  both  one  deftiny,  and  in 
the  end  turn  both  into  Hob-nails. 

Tye.  Pretty  myftery  for  a  Beggar ,  for  indeed  a  Hob 
nail  is  the  true  Emblem  of  a  Beggar's  Shoe-foal. 

Skir.  I  will  not  fay  but  that  War  is  a  blood-fucker,  and 
fo:)  but  in  my  confcience,  (as  there  is  no  Soldier  but  has 
a  piece  of  one,  though  it  be  full  of  holes  like  a  fhot  An 

cient, 
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cient,  no  matter ,  'twill  ferve  to  fwear  by)  in  my  confci- 
cnce,  1  think  fome  kind  of  Peace  has  more  hidden  oppref 
lions,  and  violent  heady  fins,  (thougu  looking  of  a  gentle 
natur.)  than  a  profelt  war. 

Pye  Troth,  and  for  mine  own  pare,  I  am  a  poor  Gen- 
tleman, and  a  Scholar,  I  have  been  matriculated  in  the 

Univerfity,  wo  e  out  lix  Gowns  there ,  feen  forae  Fools, 
and  fomc  Scholars ,  fome  of  the  City ,  and  fome  of  the 
Country,  k^pt  order,  went  bare  headed  over  the  Qua- 

drangle, eat  my  Commons  with  a  good  ftomach ,  and 

Battled  with  Difcretion  •,  at  Jaft ,  having  done  many 
flights  and  tricks  to  maintain  my  wit  in  ufe  (as  my  brain 

would  never  endure  me  to  be  idle,)  1  was  expell'd  the 
Uniycrfity ,  only  for  ftealing  a  Cheefe  out  of  Jefas  Col- 
ledge. 

Skir.  Is't  poflible  ? 
Pye.  O  !  there  was  one  Welshman  (God  forgive  him) 

puclued  it  hard ,  and  never  left ,  till  I  turn'd  my  ftafi 
toward  London,  where  when  I  came,  all  my  Friends  were 
pit-hold,  gone  to  Graves,  (as  indeed  there  was  but  a  few 

left  before)  then  was  I  turn'd  to  my  wits,  to  Ihift  in  the 
World,  to  towre  among  Sons  and  Heirs,  and  Fools,  and 
Gulls,  and  Ladies  eldeft  Sons ,  to  work  upon  nothing,  to 
feed  out  of  Flint,  and  ever  lince  has  my  belly  been  muc 
beholden  to  my  brain  :  Dut  now  to  return  to  you ,  ol<i 
Skjrmijl),  1  fay  as  you  fay  ,  and  for  my  part  wifii  a  Turbu 

lency  in  the  World,  /"or  1  have  nothing  in  the  World,  but 
my  wits,  and  I  think  they  are  as  mad  as  they  will  be:  and 

to  ftrengthen  your  Argum.-nt  the  more  ,  I  fay  an  honeft 
War  is  better  than  a  bawdy  Peace:  as  touching  my  pro 
feffion  ;  the  multiplicity  of  Scholars,  hatcht,  and  nourifht 

in  the  idle  Calms  of  Peace  ,  makes  'em  like  Fifties,  one 
devour  anothe  r  ■-,  and  the  Community  of  Learning  has  fo 
plaid  upon  afKctions  ,  and  thereby  almoft  Religion  is 
come  about  to  Phantalie,  and  difcredited  by  being  too 
much  fpoken  of        in  fo  many  and  mean  mouths.  J 
my  felf  being  a  Scholar  and  a  Graduate,  have  no  other 
comfort  by  my  learning ,  but  the  affection  of  my  words, 
co  know  how  Scholar-like  to  name  what  1  want ,  and  can 
call  my  fclf  a  Beggar  both  in  Greek  and  Latine,and  there 

fore  not  to  cog  with  Peace ,  I'll  not  be  afraid  to  fay ,  'tis 
a  great  Breeder,  but  a  bad  Noun/her  :  a  great  getter  o( 
Children ,  which  mult  either  be  Thieves  or  Rich  men, 
Knaves  or  Beggars. 

Skir.  Well,  would  I  had  been  born  a  Knave  then,  when 
I  was  born  a  Beggar  ̂   for  if  the  truth  was  known,  I  think 
I  was  begot  when  my  Father  had  never  a  penny  in  his 
purfe. 

Pye.  Pub,  faint  not,  old  Slyrmijh,  let  this  warrant  thee, 

Faalis  T>efcer.fm  Averrri,  'tis  an  cafie  Journey  to  a  Knave, 
thou  may'ft  be  a  Knave  when  thou  wilt ;  and  Peace  is  a 
good  Madam  to  all  other  profeflions,  and  an  arrant  Drab 
to  us,  let  us  handle  her  accordingly,  and  by  our  wits 
thrive  in  defpight  of  her  j  for  the  Law  lives  by  quarrels, 
the  Courtier  by  fmooth  geod-morrows,  and  every  pro- 
frllion  makes  it  felf  greater  by  imperfections,  why  not  we 
th.n  by  Ihifts,  wiles,  and  forgeries  ?  And  feeing  our  brains 

are  the  only  Patrimonies,  let's  fpend  with  judgment,  not 
like  a  delptrate  Son  and  Heir,  but  like  a  fober  and  dif- 
creet  Templer,  one  that  will  never  march  beyond  the 
bounds  of  his  allowance,  and  for  our  thriving  means,  thus, 
I  my  felf  will  put  on  the  Deceit  of  a  Fortune-teller,  a  For- 
tune-teller. 

ikirm.  Very  proper. 

'  Pye.  And  you  a  Figurc-cafter,  or  a  Conjurer. 
Skir,  A  Conjurer  ? 

Pye.  Let  me  alone,  I'll  infra  ct  you,  and  teach  you  to 
deceive  all  eyes,  but  the  Devils. 

Skir.  O  I,  for  1  would  not  deceive  him ,  and  I  could 
chufe,  of  ail  others. 

Pye.  Fear  not ,  1  warrant  you  ;  and  fo  by  thefe  means 
we  lhall  help  one  another  to  Patients ,  as  the  condition  of 
the  age  affords  creatures  eiiow  for  cunning  to  work  up- 
on. 

{ 

Sk>r.  O  wondrous,  new  Fools  and  frefli  Afies. 

Pye.  O,  fit,  fit,  excellent. 
Skir.  What  in  the  name  of  Conjuring  ? 

Pye-boord.  My  memory  greets  me  happily  with  an  ad- 
mirable fubjeft  to  graze  upon.  The  Lady- Widow ,  who 

of  late  1  faw  weeping  in  her  Garden,  for  the  death  of  her 

Husband ,  fure  (he's  but  a  watrifh  Soul ,  and  half  on't  by 
this  time  is  dropt  out  of  her  eyes :  device  well  manag'd 
may  do  good  upon  her  j  it  ftands  firm,  my  firft  practice 
lhall  be  there. 

Skir.  You  have  my  voice,  George. 

Tfe-beord.  Sh'as  agreyGuli  to  her  Brother,  a  Fool  to 
her  only  Son,  and  an  Ape  to  her  youngelt  Daughter ;  -  

I  over-heard  'em  ftveraliy,  and  from  then  words. I'll  drive 
my  device-,  and  ti,ou,  old  Peter  Ski.  »tf»,  hialt  be  my  fe- 
cond  in  all  flights. 

Sty.  Ne're  doubt  me,  George  Pye-boord,         only  you 
mull  teach  me  to  conjure. 

Enter  (Ztptain  Idle  pinion' d,  and  with  a  Guard  of 
Officers  paffeth  over  the  Stage. 

TJye.  Puh,  Pli  perfect  thee,  Peter  : 
How  now  !  what's  he  ? 

Skir.  O  George !  this  fight  kills  me, 

'Tis  my  fwoi  n  brother,  Captain  Idle. 
Pye.  Captain  Idle. 
Skir.  Apprehended  for  fome  fellonious  act  or  other,  he 

has  ltarteu  out,  has  made  a  Night  on't,  lackt  filver  t  I  can- 
not but  commend  his  refolution,  he  woukl  not  pawn  his 

rSuff-Jerkin,  I  would  either  fome  of  us  were  imploy'd,  or 
might  pitch  our  Tents  at  Ufurers  doors,  to  kill  the  flaves 
as  they  peep  out  at  the  wicket. 

Pye.  Indeed  thofe  are'our  ancient  Enemies ;  they  keep 

our  money  in  their  hands,  and  make  us  to  be  hang'd  for 
robbing  of  'em;  but  come  let's  follow  after  to  the  Pri- 
fjn,  and  know  the  nature  of  his  offence,  and  what  we 

canftead  him  in,  he  lhall  be  fure  of-,  and  I'll  uphold  it 
ftillv  that  a  charitable  Knave  is  better  than  a  foothing 
Puritan.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  at  one  door  £orpora\  Oath,  a  vain-gloriotu  Fellow,  and 

at  the  other  three  of  the  Widow  Puritans  Serving.men,  Ni- 
cholas Saint-Tantlings,  Simon  Saint  Mary-Overies,  and 

Frailty  in  b!ac\fcurvy  mourning  Coatr,  and  Books  at  their 
Girdles,  as  coming  from  Cmmch.  They  meet. 

Nich.  What  Corporal  Oath  t  I  am  forry  we  have  met 
with  you  next  our  hearts you  are  the  man  that  we  are 
forbidden  to  keep  company  withal,  we  muft:  not  fwear  1 
can  tell  you,  and  you  have  the  name  for  fwearing. 

Sim.  I,  Corporal  Oath,  I  would  you  would  do  fo  much 
as  forfake  us,  we  cannot  abide  you,  we  muft  not  be  feen  in 
your  company. 

Fr.nl.  There  is  none  of  us,  I  can  tell  you ,  but  lhall  be 
found ly  whipc  for  fwearing. 

Corp.  Why  how  now?  we  three?  Puritanical  Scrape  - 
fhooes,  Flelh  a  good  Fridays ;  a  hand. All  Oh. 

Corp.  Why  Nicholas  Saint-Tantlings,  Simon  Saint  Mary 

Overies,  has  the  De'il  pofieft  you,  that  you  fwear  no  bet 

ter,  you  half-Chriftened  Katomites,  you  ungod-mother'd 
Varlets,  do's  the  firft  lelfon  teach  you  to  be  proud,  and 
the  fecond  to  be  Coxcombs  \  proud  Coxcombs ;  not  once 
to  do  duty  to  a  man  of  Mark. 

Frail.  A  man  of  Mark,  quotha,  Jgio  not  think  he  can 
Ihew  a  Beggars  Noble. 

Corp.  A  Corporal,  a  Commander,  one  of  Spirit,  that 
is  able  to  blow  you  up  all  dry  with  your  Books  at  your Girdles. 

Simon.  We  are  not  taught  to  believe  that,  Sir,  for  we 
know  the  breath  of  man  is  weak. 

fCorporal  breathes  on  Frailty. 

Frail.  Foh,  you  lye,  Nicholas  ;  for  here's  one  ftrong 
*      enough  •, 



the  Widow  0/ Watling-ftreet. 

265 

enough  \  blow  us  up»  quotha,  he  may  well  blow  me  above 
twelve-fcore  off  on  him:  I  warrant,  if  the  wind  flood 

right,  a  man  might  fmell  him  from  the  top  of  Newgate, 
to  the  Leads  of  Ludgate. 

Corp.  Sirrah,  thou  hollow  bgok  of  Wax-candle. 
Ntch.  I,  you  may  fay  what  you  will,  fo  you  fwear  not. 
Corp.  I  fwear  by  the  
N$ch.  Hold,  hold,  good  Corporal  Oath,  for  if  you  fwear 

once,  we  fliall  fall  down  in  a  fwoon  prefently. 
Corp.  I  muft  and  will  fwear :  you  quivering  Coxcombs, 

my  Captain  is  imprifoned ,  and  by  Vakans  Leather  Cod- 
piece point  ! 

Nich.  O  Simon,  what  an  oath  was  there  ? 

Frail.  If  he  mould  chance  to  break  it ,  the  poor  man's 
Breeches  would  fall  down  about  his  heels,  for  Ve callows 
but  one  point  to  bis  hofe. 

Corp.  With  thefe,  my  Bully-Fleet,  I  will  thump  ope  the 
Prifon  doors,  and  brain  the  Keeper  with  the  begging-Box, 

but  I'll  fet  my  honefl  fweet  Captain  Idle  at  liberty. 
Nkh.  How,  Captain  Idle  ?  my  old  Aunts  Son,  my  dear 

Kinfman  in  Cappadochio. 

Corp.  I,  thou  Church-peeling,  thou  Holy-paring,  Reli- 
gious outfide  thou  ;  if  thou  had'ft  any  grace  in  thee,  thou 

would'ft  vifit  him,  relieve  him,  fwear  to  get  him  out. 
Nich.  Allure  you,  Corporal,  indeed- la,  'tis  the  firft  time 

I  heard  on't. 

Corp.  Why  do't  now  then,  Marmafet\  bring  forth  thy 
yearly  wages,  let  not  a  Commander  perifli  > 

Sim.  But  if  he  be  one  of  the  wicked,  he  fhall  perifh. 

Nich.  Well,  Corporal,  I'll  e'en  along  with  you,  to  vifit 
my  Kinfman,  if  1  can  do  him  any  good,  I  will,        but  I 
have  nothing  for  him,  Simon  Saint  Mary-Overies  and  Frail- 
ty,  pray  make  a  Lye  for  me  to  the  Knight  my  Matter,  old 
Sir  Godfrey. 

Corp.  A  Lye  ?  may  you  lye  then  ? 
Frail.  O  1,  we  may  lye,  but  we  muft  not  fwear. 

Sim.  True,  we  may  lie  with  our  Neighbour's  wife,  but we  muft  not  fwear  we  did  fo. 

Corp.  O,  an  excellent  Tag  of  Religion. 
T^jch.  O,  Simon,  I  have  thought  upon  a  found  excufe, 

it  will  go  currant,  fay  that  I  am  gon  to  a  Fafl. 
Stm.  To  a  Faft  ?  very  good. 

Nkh.  I,  to  a  Faft,  fay,  with  Matter  Full-belly  the  Mini 
Iter. 

Sim.  Matter  Full-belly  ?  an  honeft  man :  he  feeds  the 
flock  well,  for  he's  an  excellent  Feeder. 

[Exeunt  Corporal  and  Nicholas. 
Frail.  O  I,  I  have  feen  him  eat  a  whole  Pig ,  and  after- 

wards fall  to  the  Pettitoes.     [Exeunt  Simon  and  Frailty. 

The  Prifon^  zJWarJhalfea. 

Snter  fo.pt ain  Idle  at  one  door,  and  an  old  Souldier 
at  the  other. 

f_George  Pye-boord  (peaking  within. 
Tye.  Pray  turn  the  Key. 
Skir.  Turn  the  Key,  I  pray. 
Capt .  Who  fhould  thofe  be,  I  almott  know  their  voices  ? 

O  my  Friends !  [Entring. 

Y'are  welcome  to  a  fmelling  Room  here  •,  you  newly  took 
leave  of  the  Air,  is't  not  a  ftrange  favour  ? 

Pye.  As  all  Priions  have  fmells  of  fundry  Wretches  5 

Who,  though-departed,  leave  their  fcents  behind  'em. 
By  Gold,  Captain,  I  am  fincerely  forry  for  thee. 

Capt.  By  my  troth,  George^  I  thank  thee  \  but,  pifh — 
what  muft  be,  muft  be. 

Skir.  Captain,  what  do  you  lie  in  for  ?  is't  great  ?  what's 
your  offence  ? 

Capt.  Faith,  my  offence  is  ordinary,  common,  a 
High. way,  and  I  fear  me  my  penalty  will  be  ordinary  and 
common  too,  a  Halter. 

Pye.  Nay,  prophefie  not  fo  ill,  it  fhall  go  hard, 

But  I'll  fhift  for  thy  life. 

Capt.  Whether  1  li  ve  or  dye,  thou'rt  an  honeft  George. 
I'll  tell  you —  Silver  flow'd  not  with  me,  as  it  had  done, (for  now  the  Tide  runs  to  Bawds  and  Flatterers)  I  had  a 
ftart  out,  and  by  chance  fet  upon  a  fat  Steward ,  thinking 
his  purfe  had  been  as  purfie  as  his  body ;  and  the  flave 
had  about  him  but  the  poor  purchace  of  ten  groats:  not- 
withflanding  being  defcryed,  puifued,  and  taken,  I  know 
the  Law  is  fo  grim  ,  in  refpect  of  many  defperate,  un- 

filled Souldiers ,  that  I  fear  me  I  fhall  dance  after  their 

pipe  for't. 

Skir.  I  am  twice  forry  for  you,  Captain-,  firtt,  that 
your  purchace  was  fo  fmall ,  and  now  that  your  danger  is 

fo  great. 
Capt.  Pufh,  the  worft  is  but  death, —  ha'  you  a  pipe  of Tobacco  about  you  ? 
Skjr.  I  think  I  have  thereabouts  about  me. 

{Captain  blows  a  Pipe. 

Capt.  Here's  a  clean  Gentleman  too,  to  receive. 
Pye.  Well,  I  muft  caft  about  fome  J  appy  flight : 

Work  brain,  that  ever  did'ft  thy  Matter  right. 

Corp.  Keeper,  let  the  key  be  turn'd. 
[Corporal  and  Nicholas  within. 

Nich.  1,1,  pray,  Matter  Keeper,  give's  a  call  of  your 
Office. 

Capt.  How  now  ?  more  Vifitants  ?  — — what ,  Corpo- 
ral Oath  ? 

Pye.  Shir.  Corporal. 
Corp.  In  prifon,  faoneft  Captain  ?  this  mutt  not  be. 
Nuh.  How  do  you,  Captain  Kinfman  ? 
Capt.  Good  Coxcomb,  what  makes  that  pure—  flarcht 

Fool  here  ? 

Nich.  You  fee,  Kinfman,  I  am  fomewhatbold  to  call 
in,  and  fee  how  you  do ;  I  heard  you  were  fafe  enough, 

and  I  was  very  glad  on't,  that  it  was  no  worfe. 
Capt.  This  is  a  double  torture  now, —  this  Fool  by  th' 

book  doth  vex  me  more  than  my  imprifonment.  What 
meant  you,  Corporal,  to  hook  him  hither  ? 

Corp.  Who,  he  ?  he  fhall  relieve  thee,  and  fupply  thee, 

I'll  make  him  do't. 
Capt.  Fy,  what  vain  breath  you  fpend  : 

He  fupply  ?  I'll  fooner  expecT:  mercy  from  an  Ufurer  when 
my  Bond's  forfeited,  fooner  kindnefs  from  a  Lawyer  when 
my  money's  fpent :  nay,  fooner  charity  from  the  Devil, 
[han  good  from  a  Puritan.  I'll  look  for  relief  from  him, 
when  Lucifer  is  reftoi'd  to  his  blood,  and  in  Heaven  a. 

gain. 

Nich.  I  warrant  my  Kinfman's  talking  of  me,  for  my 
lefc  ear  burns  moft  tyrannically. 

Tye.  Captain  Idle  ?  what's  he  there?  he  looks  like  a 
Monkey  upward,  and  a  Crane  downward. 

Capt.  Pfhaw}  a  foolifh  Coufin  of  mine:  I  muft  thank 
God  for  him. 

'Pye.  Why,  the  better  fubjecl:  to  work  a  fcape  upon  •, 
thou  fhalt  e'en  change  cloaths  with  him ,  and  leave  him 
here,  and  fo  

Capt.  Pufh,  I  publifht  him  e'en  now  to  my  Corporal, 
he  will  be  damn'd  e're  he  do  me  fo  much  good  ;  why  ,  I 
know  a  more  proper,  a  more  handfom  device  than  that, 
if  the  flave  would  be  fociable,  now  Goodman  Fleer. 

face} 

7<{ich.  0,myConfinbeginstofpeaktomenow,  1  (hall 
be  acquainted  with  him  again,  I  hope. 

Skir.  Look!  what  ridiculous  Raptures  take  hold  of  his 
wrinkles. 

Tye.  Then  what  fay  you  to  this  device,  a  happy  one 

Captain  ? 
Capt.  Speak  low,  George;  Prifon  Ra.ts  have  wider  ears 

than  thofe  in  Malt-lofts. 
Nich.  jGoufin,  if  it  lay  in  my  power,  as  they  fay,  

to — do — 
Capt.  'Twould  do  me  an  exceeding  pleafure  indeed, 

that}  ne're  talk  fonder  on't,  the  Fool  will  be  hang'd  eVe 

he  do't. 
.  Cot  p.  Pox,  I'll  thump  'im  to'r. Zzz  Tye.  Why 
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Pye.  Why,  do  buttrytne  Fopiler,  and  break  it  to  him 
bluntly. 

Cap.  And  fo  my  difgface  wil!  dwell  in  his  Jaws,  and  the 
Slave  fljvu  out  out  pui  pole  to  his  Mafter,for  would  1  were 

but  as  lure  on't,  as  I  an  fare  he  will  deny  to  do't. 
A'/c.  I  would  be  heartily  g'ad,  Coulin,  if  any  of  my 

Friendftiips,  as  they  fay,  might  (land,  ha- — 
Pye.  Why,  you  fee  he  offers  his  Friendfhip  Foolilhly  to 

you  already. 

Cap.  1 ,  that's  the  Hell  on't,  I  would  he  would  offer  it wilely. 

Nic.  Verily,  and  indeed  la, Coufin  
dp.  I  have  took  note  of  thy  fleers  a  good  while,  if  thou 

art  minded  to  do  me  good  ?  as  thou  gap'ft  upon  me  com- 
fortably, and  giv'ft  me  Charitable  faces  which  indeed  is 

but  a  fafhion  in  you  all  that  are  Puritans,  wiltfoori  at  night 

fteal  me  thy  Mailer's  Chain  ? 
Nic.  Oh,  I  (ball  Jowne  ! 
Pye.  Corporal,  he  (tarts  already  ! 
Cap.  I  know  it  to  be  worth  three  hundred  Crowns,  and 

with  the  half  of  that ,  I  can  buy  my  life  at  a  Brokers, 
at  fecond  hand,  which  now  lies  in  pawn  to  the  Law,  if 
this  thou  refufe  to  do,  being  eafieand  nothing  dangerous, 
in  that  thou  art  held  in  good  Opinion  of  thy  Matter ,  why 

'tis  a  palpable  Argument  chou  hold'ft  my  life  at  no  price, 
and  thefe  thy  broken  and  unjoynted  offers ,  are  but 
only  created  in  thy  lip,  now  Born,  and  now  buried,  foolifh 

breath  only  :  what,  woult  do't?  (hail  1  look  for  happinefs 
in  thy  anfwer  ? 

Nuh.  Steal  my  Matter's  Chain, quoth  he. ?  no,  it  (hall 
nere  be  (aid ,  that  Nicholas  Saint  T ant  lings  committed 
Bird-lime  ! 

Cap.  Nay,  I  told  you  as  much,  did  I  not .?  though  he  be 
,  a  Puritan,  yet  he  will  be  a  true  man. 

Nic.  Why  Coufin,  you  know  'tis  written,  Thou  (halt not  (leal. 

Cap.  Why,and  Fool,  Thou  (halt  love  thy  Neighboured 
help  him  in  extremities. 

Nic.  Mafs  I  think  it  be  indeed  j  in  what  Chapter's  that, Coulin  ? 

Cap.  Why  in  the  fir  ft  of  Charity,  the  fecond  verfe. 
Nic.  The  firftof  Charity,  quotha,  that's  a  good  jeft, 

there's  no  fuch  Chapter  in  my  Book  ! 
Cap.  No,  I  know 'twas  torn  out  of  thy  Book,  and  that 

makes  fo  little  in  thy  heart. 

Pye.  Come,  let  me  tell  you,  y'are  too  unkind  a  Kinfraan 
i'faith  ;  the  Captain  loving  you  fo  dearly  ,  I,  like  the 
Pomwater  ot  his  Eye,  and  you  to  be  fo  uncomfortable, 
fie ,  fie. 

Nic.  Pray  do  not  wifh  me  to  be  hang'd,  any  thing  elfe 
that  I  can  do  •,  had  it  been  to  rob,  I  would  ha'  don't,  but  I 
mull:  not  Steal,  that's  the  word,  the  literal,  Thou  (halt  not 
Steal ;  and  would  you  wiih  me  to  Steal  then  i 

Pye.  No  Faith,  that  were  too  much,  to  fpeak  truth  why 
wilt  thou  Nim  it  from  him  ? 

Nic.  That  1  will. 

Pyt.  Why  enough,  Bully  he  will  be  content  with  that, 

or  he  (hall  ha'  none ,  let  me  alone  with  him  now,  Cap- 
tain,  1  ha' dealt  with  your  Kinfman  in  a  corner ;  a  good 
— kind-natur'd  fellow,  methrnks :  go  to,  you  (hall  not 
have  all  your  own  asking,  you  mall  bate  fomewhat  on't, 
he  is  not  contented  ablbiutely,  as  you  would  fay,  to  Steal 
the  Chain  from  him,  but  to  do  you  a  pieafure,  he  will  nim 
it  from  him. 

Nic.  1,  that  I  will,  Coulin, 
Cap,  Well,  feeing  he  will  do  no  more,  as  far  as  I  fee,  I 

mult  be  contented  with  that. 

Cor.  Here's  no  notable  gullery  I 
Pye.  Nay,  Tie  come  nearer  to  you,  Gentleman,  becaufe 

we'll  have  only  but  a  help  and  a  mirth  on't,  the  Knight 
(ball  not  lofe  his  Chain  neither,  but  be  only  laid  out  of  the 
way  fome  one  or  two  dayes. 

Nic  I,  that  would  be  good  indeed,  Kinfman. 
Pye.  For  I  have  a  farder  reach,  to  profit  us  better,  by 

the  miffing  on't  only,  than  if  we  had  it  out-right,  as  my difcourfe  (hall  make  it  known  to  you  ;  —  when  thou  haft 
the  Chain,  do  but  convey  it  out  at  a  back  door  into  the 
Garden ,  and  there  hang  it  clofe  in  the  Rofemary  Bank, 
but  for  a  fmall  feafon ;  and  by  that  harmlefs  device  I 
know  how  to  wind  Captain*  /Me  out  of  Frifon,  the  Knight thy  Matter  (ball  get  his  pardon,  and  releafe  him,  and  he 
fatisfie  thy  Mattel  with  his  own  Chain,  and  wondrous 
thanks  on  both  hands. 

Nic.  That  were  rare  indeed  la, 
Pray  let  me  know  how. 

Pye.  Nay,  'tis  very  neceflary  thou  (hould'ft  know,  be- caufe thou  muffc  be  employ \J  as  an  Actor  ? 

2vjc  An  Actor?  O  no,  that's  a  P  ay cr  ?  and  our  Par- 
fon  rails  againft  Players  mightily,  I  can  tell  yon ,  hecaufe 
they  brought  him  diunk  upo'th'  Stage  once, —  as  he  will be  horribly  drunk. 

Cor.  Mafs  I  cannot  blame  him  then, 
Poor  Church  fpout. 

Pye.  Why  as  an  Intermedler  then  ? 
Nic.  I,  that,  that. 
Pye  Give  me  audience  then  ̂   when  the  old  Knight  thy 

Matter  has  rag'd  his  fill  for  the  lofs  of  the  Chain,,  tell  him 
thou  haft  a  Kinfman  in  Prifon,  of  fuch  exquifite  Art,  that 
the  Devil  himfdf  is  French  Lackey  to  him,  and  runs 
bareheaded  by  hisHorfe-  'belly   (when  he  has 
one:)  whom  he  will  caufe ,  with  mod  Prijli  dexteri 

ty,  to  fetch  his  Chain,  though 'twere  hid  under  a  Mine 
of  Sea-coal ,  and  ne're  make  Spade  or  Pick  axe  his 
inftruments^  tell  him  but  this,  wich  farther  inftructions 
thou  (halt  receive  from  me ,  and  thou  lheweft  thy  felf  a Kinfman  indeed. 

Cor.  A  dainty  Bully, 

Skir.  An  honed: — Book-keeper. 

Cap.  And  my  three  times  thrice  honey-Coufin. 

Ntc.  Nay,  grace  of  God  I'll  rob  him  on't  fuddenly, 
and  hang  it  in  the  Roftmary  bank,  but  I  bear  that  mind, 
Coufin,  I  would  not  Steal  any  thing,  methinks,  for  mine 
own  Father. 

Skir.  He  bears  a  good  mind  in  that,  Captain. 

Pye.  Why,  well  faid, 
He  begins  to  be  an  honeft  Fellow,  faith. 

Cor.  In  truth  he  does. 

Ntc.  You  fee,  Coufin,  lam  willing  to  do  you  any  kind- 
nefs,  alwayes  faving  my  felfyharmlefs. 

[Exit  Nicholas. 
Captain.  Why  I  thank  thee ,  fare  thee  well ,  I  (hall  re- 

quite it. 
Cor.  'Twill.be  good  for  thee  ,  Captain ,  that  thou  haft 

fuch  an  egregious  Afs  to  thy  Coufin. 
Cap.  1,  is  not  that  a  fine  fool,  Corporal? 

But,  George,  thou  talk'ft  of  Art  and  Conjuring, How  (hall  that  be  ? 

Pye.  Puh,  be't  not  in  your  care, 
Leave  that  to  me  and  my. directions-, 
Well,  Captain,  doubt  not  thy  delivery  now, 

E'en  with  the  vantage,  man,  to  gain  by  Prifon, 
As  my  thoughts  prompt  me :  Hold  on  brain  and  plot, 
I  aim  at  many  cunning  far  events, 
All  which  1  doubt  not  to  hit  at  length, 

I'll  to  the  Widow  with  a  quaint  aflaulr, 
Captain,  be  merry. 

Cap.  Who  I  ?  Kerry  merry  Buffe  Jerkin. 

Pye.  Oh,  I  am  happy  ia  more  flights,  and  one  will  knit 
ftrong  in  another — Corporal  Oath. 

Cor.  Hob,  Bully! 

Pye,  And  thou,  old  Peter  Skjrmijh,  I  have  a  neceflary 
task  for  you  both. 

Skir.  Lay't  upon  George  Pye-boord. 
Cor.  What  e're  it  be,  we'll  manage  it. 
Pye.  I  would  have  you  two  maintain  a  quarrel  before  the 

Lady  Widows  door  ,  and  draw  your  Swords  i'th'  edge  of the  Evening  :  Clafli  a  little,  clafh,  clafli. 

Corp.  Fuh .' 

Let 
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Let  us  alone  to  make  our  blades  ring  noon, 
Though  it  be  after  fupper. 

Pye.  I  know  you  can ; 
And  out  of  that  falfe  Fire,  I  doubt  not  but  to  raife  ftrange 

belief —  and,  Captain,  to  countenance  my  device  the  bet- 
ter, and  grace  my  words  to  the  Widow,  I  have  a  good 

plain  Sattin  Sute,  that  I  had  of  a  young  Reveller  t'other 
night,  for  words  pafs  not  regarded  now  c-days,  unlefs  they 
come  from  a  good  fuit  of  Cloaths,  which  the  Fates  and  my 
wits  had  bellowed  upon  me.  Well,  Captain  Idle,  if  1 

did  not  highly  love  thee ,  I  would  n'r  be  feen  within 
twelve  fcore  of  a  Prifon  ,  for  I  proteft  at  this  inftant,  I 

walk  in  great  danger  of  fmall  debts-,  I  owe  money  to  fe- 
veral  Hoftefles,  and  you  know  fuch  Jills  will  quickly  be 
upon  a  Mans  Jack. 

Capt.  True,  George. 
Pye.  Fare  thee  well,  Captain.  Come  Corporal  and 

Ancient,  thou  fiialt  hear  more  news  next  time  we  greet 
thee. 

Corp.  More  news  ?  I,  by  yon  Bear  at  Bridge  Foot  in 
leaven  lhalt  thou.  \_Exeunt. 

Ca.pt.  Enough    my  friends,  farewel, 
This  Prifon  (hews  as  if  Ghofts  did  part  in  Hell. 

Enter  Moll  youngefi  'Daughter  to  the  Widow,  alone. 

CMoll.  Not  marry  ?  forfwear  marriage  ?  why  all  wo- 
men know  'tis  as  honourable  a  thing  as  to  lie  with  a  man ; 

and  I  to  fpight  my  Sifters  vow  the  more,  haveentertain'd 
a  Suitor  already,  a  fine  Gallant  Knight  of  the  laft  Fea- 

ther, he  fays  he  will  Coach  me  too,  and  well  appoint  me, 
allow  me  money  to  Dice  withal,  and  many  fuch  pleafmg 
proteftations  he  flicks  upon  my  lips :  indeed  his  fhort- 
winded  Father  i'th'  Country  is  wondrous  wealthy,  a  moft 
abominable  Farmer,  and  therefore  he  may  dote  in  time : 

troth  I'll  venture  upon  him  women  are  not  without  ways 
enough  to  help  themfelves  :  if  he  prove  wife  and  good 

as  his  word,  why  I  (hall  love  him,  and  ufe  him  kindly  •, 
and  if  he  prove  an  Afs,  why  in  a  quarter  of  an  hours 
warning  I  can  transform  him  into  an  Oxe  j — there  comes 
in  my  relief  again. 

Enter  Frailty. 

Frail.  O,  Miftrefs  OHoU%  Miftrefs  sJMoll. 
Moll.  How  now  ?  what's  the  news  ? 
Frail.  The  Knight  your  Suitor,  Sir  John  Penny.Dub. 

Moll.  Sir  John  Penny 'Dub}  where?  where? 
Frail  He's  walking  in  the  Gallery. 
Moll.  Has  my  Mother  feen  him  yet  ? 

Frail.  O  no,  (he's-  fpitting  in  theKitchin. 
Moll.  Dircd:  him  hither  foftly,  good  Frailty, 

I'll  meet  him  half  way. 

Trail.  That's  |uft  like  running  a  Tilt ;  but  I  hope  he'll 
break  nothing  this  time. 

Euter  Sir  John  Penny-Dub. 

Moll.  'Tis  happinefs  my  Mother  faw  him  not } 
0  welcome,  good  Sir  John. 

Penny  Dub.  I  thank  you  faith, —  Nay  you  mud  Hand  me 

till  I  kifs  you :  'tis  the  fathion  every  where  i'faith,  and 
1  came  from  Court  e'now. 

Moll.  Nay,  the  Fates  forefend  that  I  fliould  anger  the 
fafbion  t 

Penny.  Then  not  forgetting  the  fweet  of  new  ceremo 
nies,  I  firft  fall  back,  then  recovering  my  felf,  make  my 
honour  to  your  lip  thus :  and  then  accoft  it. 

Moll.  Truft  me,  very  pretty  and  moving,  y'are  wor- 
thy on't,  fir. 

O  my  Mother,  my  Mother,  now  fhe's  here, 

Kiffing.    Enter  Widow  and  Sir  Godfrey. 

We'll  Ileal  into  the  Gallery.  [Exeunt. 
Sir  God.  Nay,  Sifter,  let  reafon  rule  you,  do  not 

play  the  fool ,  ftand  not  in  your  own  light ,  you  have 
wealthy  offers,  large  tendrings,  do  not  withftand  your 
good  fortune  :  who  comes  a  wooing  to  you  I  pray  ?  no 

fmall  fool,  a  rich  Knight  o'th'City,  Sir  Oliver  Muck^hill, 
no  fmall  foo  1  can  tell  you:  and  furthermore, as  I  heard  late 
by  your  Maid  fervsncs  (as  your  Maid  fervants  will  fay 

to  me  any  thing,  I  thank  'em)  both  your  Daughters  are 
not  without  Suitors,  I,  and  worthy  ones  too ;  one  a  brisk 

Courtier,  Sir  isindrexv  Tipfiafe,  fuiter  a  far  off"  to  your 
eldeft  Daughter,  and  the  third  a  huge  wealthy  Farmers 
Son,  a  fine  young  Country  Knight ,  they  call  him  Sir 
John  Penny-  Dub,  a  good  name  marry  ,  he  may  have  it 
coyn'd  when  he  lacks  money :  what  bleffings  are  thefe, Sifter? 

Wid.  Tempt  me  not,  Satan. 

Sir  God.  Satan?  do  I  look  like  Satan?  I  hope  the 
Devil's  not  fo  old  as  I,  I  trow. 

Wid.  You  wound  my  fenfes,  Brother,  when  you  name 
A  fuiter  to  me,-  -  oh  I  cannot  abide  it, 

I  take  in  poyfon  when  I  hear  one  nam'd. 

Enter  Simon. 

How  now,  Simon  ?  where's  my  fon  Edmond> 
Sim.  Verily,  Madam,  he  is  at  vain  Exercife,  dripping 

in  the  Tennis  Court. 

Wid.  At  Tennis-COurt  ?  oh ,  now  his  Father's  gone, 
I  [hall  have  no  rule  with  him ;  oh  wicked  Edmond ,  I 
might  well  compare  this  with  the  Prophecy  in  the  Chro- 

nicle, though  far  inferiour,  as  Harry  of  Monmouth  won 
all,  and  Harry  of  Windfor  loft  all  •,  fo  Edmond  of  Brifiow 

that  was  the  Father,  got  all,  and  edmond  of  London  that's his  fon  now,  will  fpend  all. 

Sir  god.  Peace,  filler,  we'll  have  him  reform'd,  there's 
hope  on  him  yet,  though  it  be  but  a  little. 

•  Enter  Frailty. 

Frail.  Forfootb,  Madam ;  there  are  two  or  three  Ar- 
chers at  door  would  very  gladly  fpeak  with  your  Ladi- 

fhip. 

Wid.  Archers? 

Sir  God.  Your  Husband's  Fletcher  I  warrant. Wid.  Oh, 

Let  them  come  near,  they  bring  home  things  of  his, 

Troth  I  fhould  ha' forgot 'em,  how  now?  • 
Villain,  which  be  thofe  Archers  ? 

Enter  the  Suiters,  Sir  Andrew  Tipftaffe,  Sir  Oliver 
Muck-hill,  and  Penny  Dub. 

Frail.  Why,  do  you  not  fee  'em  before  you?  are  not 
thefe  Archers,  what  do  you  call  'em  Shooters  ?  Shooters 
and  Archers  are  all  one,  1  hope. 

Wid.  Out  ignorant  Slave. 

Muck<  Nay,  pray  be  patient  Lady, 
We  come  in  way  of  honourable  love. 

Tipft.  Penny.  We  do. Muck.  To  you. 

Tipfi.  Penny.  And  to  your  Daughters. 
Wid.  O  why  will  you  offer  me  this,  Gentlemen  ?  indeed 

I  will  not  look  upon  you  ;  when  the  tears  are  fcarce  out  jof 
mine  Eyes,  not  yet  wafht  off  from  my  cheeks,  and  my  dear 
Husbands  body  fcarce  fo  cold  as  the  Coffin ,  what  reafon 
have  you  to  offer  it  ?  Iam  not  like  fome  of  your  Widows 
that  will  bury  one  in  the  Evening,  andbefure  to  another 
ere  Morning ;  pray  away,  pray  take  your  anfwers,  good 

Knights,  and  you  be  fweet  Knights.  1  have  vow'd  never  to 
marry ;  —  and  fo  have  my  Daughters  too  ! 

Z  2  Z  2  Penny 
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Penny.  I ,  two  of  you  have  ,  but  the  third's  a  good wench ! 

Muck.  Lady,  a  Ihrewd  anfwer  marry  ;  the  beft  is,  'tis 
but  the  fit  ft,  and  lie's  a  blunt  wooer,  that  will  leave  for  one 
fharp  anfwer. 

Ttpft.  Where  be  your  Daughters,  Lady,  I  hope  they'll 
give  us  better  encouragements  ? 

Widow.  Indeed  they'll  anfwer  you  fo,  take't  a  my 
word  they'll  give  son  the  very truly  la. 

Penny.  Mum  :  Moll\  a  good  wench  ftill,  I  know  what 
(he'll  do  ? 

Muck.  Well,  Lady,  for  this  time  we'll  take  our  leaves 
hoping  tor  better  comfort. 

Widow.  O  never,never :  and  1  live  thefe  thoufand  years; 

and  you  be  good  Knights,  do  not  hope  ;  'twill  be  all  Vain, 
Vain,  look  you  put  ofTall  yours  fuits,  and  you  come 
to  me  again. 

Frail.  Put  ofF  all  their  fuits,  quotha  ?  1,  that's  the  beft 
wooing  of  a  Widow  indeed,  when  a  man's  Nonfuted,  that 
is,  when  he's  a  bed  with  her. 

{Goingont  Muckhil  and  Sir  Godfrey. 

Muck,  Sir  Godfrey ,  here's  twenty  Angels  more,  work 
hard  for  me }  there's  life  in't  yet.  [_Exit  Muckhil. 

Sir  Godf.  Fear  not  Sir  Oliver  Muckhil,  Pie  ftick  clofe  for 
you,  leave  all  with  me. 

Enter  George  Pye-boord  the  Scholar. 

Pye.  By  your  leave,  Lady  Widow. 
Wtd.  What  another  fuiter  now  ? 

Pye.  A  fuiter,no,  Iproteft:  Lady,  if  you'd  give  me  your 
felf,  Pde  not  be  troubled  with  you. 

Wid,  Say  you  fo,  Sir,  then  you're  the  better  welcome, Sir. 

<Pye.  Nay,  Heaven  blefs  me  from  a  Widow,  unlefs  I 
were  fure  to  bury  her  fpeedily  ! 

Wid.  Good  bluntnefs :  well,  your  bufinefs,  Sir  ? 

Pye-  Very  needful }  if  you  were  in  private  once. 
Wid.  Needful?  Brother,pray  leave  us :  and  you,  Sir 
Frail.  I  fhould  laugh  now,if  this  blunt  fellow  fhould  put 

'em  all  beGde  the  ftirrop,  and  vault  into  the  Saddle  himfelf, 
I  have  feen  as  mad  a  trick.  Cf-f^  Frailty. 

Enter  Daughters. 

Wid.  Now,  Sir  ?  here's  none  but  we  —  Daughters forbear. 

Pye.  O  no,  pray  let'em  ftay,  for  what  I  have  to  fpeak 
importeth  equally  to  them  as  you  ? 

Wid.  Then  you  may  ftay. 
Pye.  I  pray  bellow  on  me  a  ferious  ear, 

For  what  I  fpeak  is  full  of  weight  and  fear. 
Widow.  Fear  ? 

Tye.  I,  if 't  pafs  unregarded,  and  uneffected, 
Elfe  peace  and  joy :  1  pray  Attention. 
Widow,  I  have  been  a  meer  ftranger  for  thefe  parts  that 
you  live  in,  nor  did  lever  know  the  Husband  of  you,  and 
Father  of  them,  but  I  truly  know  by  certain  fpiritual  In- 

telligence, that  he  is  in  Purgatory. 
Wid.  Purgatory?  Clih;  that  word  deferves  to  be  fpit 

upon  ;  I  wonder  that  a  man  of  fober  tongue,  as  you  feem 

to  be ,  mould  have  the  folly  to  believe  there's  fuch  a 
place. 

'Pye.  Well,  Lady,  in  cold  blood  I  fpeak  it,  I  aflure  you 
that  there  is  a  Purgatory,  in  which  place  I  know  your  Hus- 

band to  recide,  and  wherein  he  is  like  to  remain,  till  the 

difTolurlonof  the  world,till  the  laft general  Bon-fire -.when 
all  the  Earth  (hall  melt  into  nothing,  and  the  Seas  fcald 
their  finny  labourers :  fo  long  is  his  abidance,  unlefs  you 
alter  the  property  of  your  pnrpofe,  together  with  each  of 
your  Daughters  theirs,  thatis,the  purpofe  of  fingle  life  in 
your  feif  and  your eldeft  Daughter,  andthefpeedy  deter- 

mination of  marriage  in  your  youngeft. 

a  dealing 

Moll.  How  knows  he  that  ?  what,  has  fome  Devil  told him  ? 

Wid.  Strange  he  fhould  know  our  thoughts :  
Why  but  Daughter,  have  you  purpos'd  fpeedy  Marriage? Pye .  You  fee  (he  tells  you  I,  (he  fayes  nothing. 
Nay,  give  me  credit  as  you  pleafe,  I  am  a  ftranger  to  you, 
and  yet  you  fee  I  know  your  determinations,  which 
muft  come  to  me  metaphyfically,  and  by  a  fuper-natural intelligence. 

Wid.  This  puts  amazement  on  me. 
Frank.  Know  our  fecrets  ? 

Moll.  Pde  thought  to  Ileal  a  marriage,  would  his  tongue^ 
Had  dropt  out  when  he  blab'd  it. 

Wtd.  But,  Sir,  my  Husband  was  too  honeft 
man,  to  be  now  in  any  Purgatories  ■ 

Pye.  O  do  not  load  your  Confcience  with  untruths, 
'Tis  but  meer  folly  now  to  gild'em  ore  : 
That  has  pall  but  for  Copper  ;  Praifeshere, 
Cannot  unbind  him  there  :  confefs  but  truth, 
I  know  he  got  hiswealth  with  a  hard  gripe : 
Oh  hardly,  hardly. 

Wid.  T  his  is  molt  ftrange  of  all,  how  knows  he  that  ? 
Tye.  He  would  eat  tools  and  ignorant  heirs  clean  up  • 

And  had  his  drink  from  many  a  poor  mans  brow, 
Even  as  their  labour  brew'd  it. 
He  would  fcrape  riches  to  him  mofl  unjnflly  ; 
The  very  dirt  between  his  nails  was  ill  got, 
And  not  his  own,  oh 

I  groan  to  fpeak  on't,the  thought  makes  me  fhudder  !■  fhudder ! 

Wid.  It  quakes  me  too,  now  I  think  on't •  Sir,  I  am 
muchgriev'd,  that  you  a  ftranger,  fhould  fo  deeply  wrong 
my  dead  Husband  ! 

Tyc-boord.  Oh  ? 
Wid.  A  man  that  would  keep  Church  fo  duly ;  rife 

early  before  his  fervants,  and  e'en  for  Religious  haft,  go 
ungarter'd,  unbutton'd ,  nay  Sir  Reverence  untruft,  to Morning  Prayer  ? 

Pye.  Oh  uff 
Wid.  Dine  quickly  upon  high-days,  and  when  I  had 

great  guefts,  would  e'en  fhame  me,  and  rife  from  the  Table, 
to  get  a  good  feat  at  an  after-noon  Sermon. 

Pye.  There's  the  Devil,there's  the  devil,true,he  thought 
it  San&ity  enough,if  he  had  kill'd  a  man,  fo't'ad  been  done 
in  a  Pue.or  undone  his  Neighbour,foVad  been  near  enough 
to  th'  Preacher.  Oh !  a  Sermon's  a  fine  fhort  Cloak  of 
an  hour  long,  and  will  hide  the  upper  part  of  a  difFcffi- 
bler. — Church,  I,  he  feem'd  all  Church,  and  his  confcience 
was  as  hard  as  the  Pulpit. 

Wtd.  I  can  no  more  endure  this. 
Pye.  Nor  I,  Widow, 

Endure  to  flatter. 

Wid.  Is  this  all  your  bufinefs  with  me  ? 

Pye.  No,  Lady,  'tis  but  the  induction  to't, You  may  believe  my  ftrains,  1  ftrike  all  true. 
And  if  your  confcience  would  leap  up  to  your  tongue,your 
felf  would  affirm  it,  and  that  you  (hall  perceive  I  know  of 
things  to  come,as  well  as  I  do  of  what  is  prefent  \  a  Brother 

of  your  Husband's  fhall  fhortfy  have  a  lofs. 
Wid.  A  lofs  ?  marry  Heaven  forefend,  Sir  Godfryy  my 

Brother ! 

Pye.  Nay,  keep  in  your  wonders ,  'till  I  have  told  you 
the  Fortunes  of  you  all ;  which  are  more  fearful,  if  not 
happily  prevented,  for  your  part  and  your  Daughters , 
if  there  be  not  once  this  day  fome  blood-fhed  before  your 
door,  whereof  the  humane  creature  dyes,  of  you  two  the 
elder  (hall  run  mad. 

Mother  and  Franks  Oh  ! 

oJMoll.  That's  not  I  yet. 
Pye.  And  with  mod  impudent  proftitution ,  fliow  your 

naked  Bodies  to  the  view  of  all  beholders. 
Wid.  Our  naked  Bodies?  fie  for  fhame. 

Pye.  Attend  me,and  your  younger  Daughter  be  ftrucken dumb. 

tJMoll. 
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AM.  Dumb  ?  out,  alas ;  'tis  the  worft  pain  of  all  foi 
a  Woman,  Pde  rather  be  mad,  or  run  naked,  or  any  thing  : 
dumb? 

Pye.  Give  ear :  e're  the  evening  fall  upon  Hill, Bog,  and 
Meadow,  this  my  fpeech  fliall  have  paft  probation ,  and 
then  fliall  i  be  believed  accordingly. 

Wid.  If  this  be  true,  we  are  all  (ham'd,  all  undone. 
Moll.  Dumb  ?  I'll  fpeak  as  much  as  ever  I  can  poffible 

before  evening. 

rye.  But  if  it  focometopafs  (asforyour  fair  fakes  1 

wifh  it  may)  that  t|fc  prefage  of  your  ftrange  Fortunes  be 
prevented  by  that  accident  of  death  and  blood-fhedding, 
which  I  before  told  you  of  j  take  heed  upon  your  lives, 

that  two  of  you  which  have  vow'd  never  to  marry  ,  feek 
b  il  Husbands  with  all  prefent  fpeed ,  and  you  the  third, 

have  fuch  a  defire  to  outftrip  Chaff ity,  look  you  med 
die  not  with  a  Husband. 

CMoll  A  double  Torment. 

Pye.  The  breach  of  this  keeps  your  Father  in  Turga 
tory ,  and  the  punifhments  that  (hall  follow  you  in  this 

World  ,  would  with  horrour  kill  the  ear  fhbuld  hear  'em related. 

Wid.  Marry  ?  why  I  vow/d  never  to  marry. 
Frank,  And  fo  did  1. 

Moll.  And  I  vow'd  never  to  be  fuch  an  Afs,  but  to  mar- 

ry :  what  a  crofs  Fortune's  this  ? 
Pye.  Ladies,  though  I  be  a  Fortune-teller,  I  cannot 

better  Fortunes ,  you  have  'em  from  me  as  they  are  re- 
vealed to  me  :  I  would  they  were  to  your  tempers ,  and 

fellows  with  your  bloods,  that's  all  the  bitternefs  I  would 

you. 
Wid.  O !  'tis  a  juft  vengeance,  for  my  Husband's  hard 

purchaces. 

Pye.  I  wifh  you  to  bethink  your  felves,  and  leave  'em. 
Wid.  HI  to  Sir  Godfrey  my  Brother ,  and  acquaint  him 

with  thefe  fearful  prefages. 

Franks  For,  Mother,  they  portend  loffes  to  him. 
Wtd.  O  I,  they  do,  they  do  \ 

If  any  happy  ifTue  crown  thy  words, 
I  will  reward  thy  cunning. 

Pye.  'Tis  enough,  Lady, 
1  wifh  no  higher.  {Exit. 

Moll.  Dumb  ?  and  not  marry  ?  worfe, 

Neither  to  fpeak,  nor  kifs,  a  double  curfe.  {Exit, 

Tye.  So,  all  this  comes  well  about  yet ,  I  play  the  For- 
tune-teller ,  as  well  as  if  I  had  had  a  Witch  to  my  Gran- 

nam  :  for  by  good  happinefs ,  being  in  my  Hofteffes  Gar- 
den, which  neighbours  the  Orchard  of  the  Widow,  I  laid 

the  hole  of  mine  ear  to  a  hole  in  the  Wall,  and  heard  'em 
make  thefe  Vows ,  and  fpeak  thofe  words,  upon  which  I 
wrought  thefe  advantages ;  and  to  encourage  my  forgery 

the  more ,  I  may  now  perceive  in  'em  a  natural  fimplici- 
ty  which  will  ealily  fwallow  an  abufe  ,  if  any  covering  be 
over  it :  and  to  confirm  my  former  prefage  to  the  Wi 

dow,  I  have  advis'd  old  Peter  Skirmifh  the  Souldier,  to 

hurt  Corporal  Oath  upon  the  Leg ,  and  in  that  hurry  I'll 
rufh  amongft  'em,  and  inffcead  of  giving  the  Corporal 
fome  Cordial  to  comfort  him  ,  I'll  pour  into  his  mouth  a 
Potion  of  a  fleepy  Nature ,  and  make  him  feem  as  dead  •, 
for  the  which  the  old  Souldier  being  apprehended,  and 

ready  to  be  born  to  Execution,  I'll  ftep  in,  and  take  upon 
me  the  Cure  of  the  dead  man ,  upon  pain  of  dying  the 

condemned's  death:  the  Corporarwill  wake  at  his  mi- 
nute, when  the  fleepy  force  hath  wrought  it  felf ,  and  fo 

fliall  I  get  my  felf  into  a  moft  admired  opinion,  and  un- 
der the  pretext  of  that  cunning,  beguile  as  I  fee  occafion  : 

and  if  that  foolifh  Nicholas  Saint  Tamlmgs  keep  true  time 
with  the  Chain,  my  Plot  will  be  found  ,  the  Captain  deli- 

vered ,  and  my  Wits  applauded  amongft  Scholars  and 
Souldiers  for  ever.  {Exit  Pye-boord. 

Enter  Nicholas  Saint  Tantlings,  with  the  Chain. 

away  the  Chain,  my  Malu:r  put  it  off  e'en  now,  to  fay  on 
a  new  Doublet,  and  I  fueakt  it  away  by  little  and  little, 
molt  Puritanically  !  we  mall  have  good  (port  anon  when 
he  has  mift  it,  about  my  Coufin  the  Conjurer  =>  the  world 

fhall  fee  I'm  an  honeft  man  of  my  word,  for  now  I'm  go- 
ing to  hang  it  betweeu  Heaven  and  Earth  among  the 

Rofernary-branches.  {Exit  Nich. 

A&us  Tertius, 

Enter  Simon  Saint  Mary-Overies,  and  Frailty. 

Frail.  Olrrah,  Simon  Saint  Mary-Overies  ,  my  Miftrefs 
Cj  fends  away  all  her  Suiters ,  and  puts  fleas  in their  ears. 

Sim.  traity,  fhe  does  like  an  honeft,  chaft,  and  virtuous 
woman  \  for  Widows  ought  not  to  wallow  in  the  puddle of  Iniquity. 

Frail.  Yet,  Simon,  many  Widows  will  do't,  whatfoe're 
comes  on't. 

Sim,  True,  Frailty,  their  filthy  flefh  defires  a  Conjun- 
ction Copulative  ;  what  ftrangers  are  within,  Frailty  ? 

Frail.  There's  none,  Simon ;  but  Mafter  Pilfer  the  Tay- 
lor :  he's  above  with  Sir  Godfrey,  praifing  of  a  Doublet : 

and  I  muft  trudge  anon  to  fetch  Mafter  Suds  the  Barber. 

Sim.  Mafter  Sud's  a  good  man,  he  wafhes  the  fins  of  the Beard  clean. 

Skjr.  How  now,  creatures  ?  what's  a  Clock  ? 

Enter  old  Skirmiftl  the  Souldier. 

Frail.  Why,  do  you  take  us  to  be  Jack  at  th'Clock- 
houfe  ?  • 

Skir.  I  fay  again  to  you,  what's  a  Clock  ? 
Sim.  Truly  la,  we  go  by  the  Clock  of  our  Confcience, 

all  worldly  Clocks  we  know  go  falfe,  and  are  fet  by  drun- 
ken Sextons. 

Skir.  Then  what's  a  Clock  in  your  Coufcience?  O, 
I  muft  break  off,  here  comes  the  Corporal  hum, hum : 

 what's  a  Clock  ? 

Enter  Corporal. 

Corp.  A  Clock  ?  why  paft  feventeen. 

Frail.  Paft  feventeen  ?  nay ,  h'as  met  with  his  match 
now,  Corporal  Oath  will  fit  him. 

Sk\ir.  Thou  doft  not  bawk  or  baffle  me,  doft  thou  ?  I  am 
a  Souldier  paft  feventeen. 

Corp.  I,  thou  art  not  angry  with  the  figures,  art  thou  ? 
1  will  prove  it  unto  thee,  12.  and  1.  is  thirteen,  I  hope, 
2  fourteen,  3.  fifteen,  4.  fixteen,  and  5.  feventeen,  then 
paft  feventeen,  I  will  take  the  Dials  part  in  a  juft  caufe. 

Skjr.  I  fay  'tis  but  paft  five  then. 
Corp.  I'll  fwear  'tis  paft  feventeen  then  :  doft  thou  not know  numbers  ?  canft  thou  not  caft  ? 

Skir.  Caft?  doft  thou  Ipeak  of  my  cafting  ith'ftreet? 

{Draw. 
Corp.  I,  and  in  the  Market  place. 
Sim.  Clubs,  Clubs,  Clubs.  [[Simon  runs  in. 
Frail.  I,  I  knew  by  their  fhuffiing,  Clubs  would  be 

Trump :  mafs  here's  the  Knave ,  and  he  can  do  any  good 
upon  'em  :  Clubs,  Clubs,  Clubs. 

Enter  Pye-boord. 

Capt.  O  Villain,  thou  haft  open'd  a  vein  in  my  Leg. 
Pye.  How  now?  for  fhame,  forfhame,  put  up,  put 

up. 
Capt.  By  yon  blue  Welkin  ,  'twas  out  of  my  part, 

George,  to  be  hurt  on  the  Leg. 

Nich.  O,  I  have  found  an  excellent  advantage  to  take 
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The  Puritan :  Or. 

Enter  Officers. 

Pye.  Oh  peace  now  —  I  have  a  Cordial  here  to  com- 
fort thee. 

Offi.  Down  with  'em,. down  with  'em,  lay  hands  upon the  Villain. 

Skir.  Lay  hands  on  me  ? 

Pye.  I'll  not  be  foen  among  'em  now. 
Cap.  I'm  hurt,  and  had  more  need  have  Surgeons, 

Lay  hands  upon  me  then,  rough  Officers. 
Offi.  Go,  carry  him  to  be  drcft  then  : 

This  mutinous  Souldicr  (hall  along  with  me  to  Prifon. 

Skir.  To  Prifon?  w here's  George? 
Offi.  Away  with  him.  {Exeunt  with  Skir. 
Pye.  So, 

All  lights  as  I  would  wifh,  the  amaz'd  Widow, 
Will  plant  me  ftrongly  now  in  her  belief, 
And  wonder  at  the  virtue  of  my  words  : 

For  the  event  turns  thefe  prefages  from  'em, 
Of  being  mad  and  dumb,  and  begets  joy 
Mingled  with  admiration :  thefe  empty  Creatures, 

Souldier  and  Corporal,  were  but  ordain'd 
As  inftruments  for  me  to  work  upon. 

Now  to  my  Patient,  here's  his  Potion.    {Exit  Pye  boord. 

Enter  the  Widow  with  her  twq  Daughter.*. 

Wid.  O  wondrous  happinefs,  beyond  our  thoughts! 
0  lucky  fair  event !  I  think  our  Fortunes 

Were  bleft  e'ne  in  our  Cradles :  we  are  quitted 
Of  all  thole  lhameful  violent  prelages 

By  this  ram  bleeding  chance :  go,  Fra'/fy,  run,  and  know 
Whether  he  be  yet  living,  or  yet  dead, 

That  here  before  my  Door  receiv'd  his  hurt. 
Frail.  Madam,  he  was  carried  to  the  fuperiour,  but  if 

he  had  no  money  when  he  came  there,  I  warrant  he's 
dead  by  this  time.  {Exit  Frailty. 

Frank.  Sure  that  man  is  a  rare  Fortuneteller,  never 
lookt  upon  our  hands,  nor  upon  any  mark  about  us,  a 
wondrous  Fellow  furely. 

Moll.  I  am  glad  I  have  the  ufe  of  my  tongue  yet,though 
of  nothing  elfe,  I  [hall  find  the  way  to  marry  too,  I  hope 
fhortly. 

Wid.  O  where's  my  Brother  Sir  (jodfrty,  I  would  he 
were  here,  that  I  might  relate  to  him  how  prophetically 
the  cunning  Gentleman  fpoke  in  all  things. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey  in  a  rage. 

Sir  Cod.  O  my  Chain,  my  Chain,  I  have  loft  my  Chain, 
where  be  thefe  Villains,  Varlets? 

Wid.  Oh,  h'as  loft  his  Chain. 
Sir  God.  My  Chain,  my  Chain. 
Wid.  Brother,  be  patient,  hear  me  fpeak,  you  know 

1  told  you  that  a  Cunning-man  told  me,  that  you  fhould 
have  a  lofs,  and  he  hai  yrophefied  fo  true. 

Sir  God.  Out,  he's  a  Villain  to  prophecy  of  the  lofs 
of  my  Chain,  'twas  worth  above  three  hundred  Crowns, 
befides  'twas  my  Fathers,  my  Fathers  Fathers,  my  Grand- 

fathers huge  Grandfathers :  I  had  as  lieve  ha  loft  my 
Neck,  as  the  Chain  that  hung  about  if,  O  my  Chain, my 
Chain. 

Wtd.  Oh,  Brother,  who  can  be  againft  a  misfortune, 

'tis  happy  'twas  no  more. 
Sir  God.  No  more  !  O  goodly  godly  Sifter,  would  you 

had  me  loft  more?  my  beft  Gown  too,  with  the  Cloth 

of  Gold-Lace  ?  my  Holyday  Gafcoins,  and  my  Jerkin  fet 
with  Pearl  >  no  more  ! 

Wid.  Oh,  Brother,  you  can  read  — 
Sir  God.  But  I  cannot  read  where  my  Chain  is  :  what 

ftrangers  have  been  here?  you  let  in  ftrangers,  Thieves 
and  Catch  poles:  how  comes  it  gone?  there  was  none 

above  with  me  but  my  Taylor,  and  my  Taylor  will  not  - fteal  I  hope  ? 

Moll.  No,  he's  afraid  of  a  Chain. 
Enter  Frailty. 

Wid.  How  now,  Sirrah  ?  the  news  ? 

Frail.  O,  Miftrefs,  he  may  well  be  call'd  a  Corporal 
now,  for  his  Corps  are  as  dead  as  a  cold  Capons  ? 

Wid.  More  happinefs. 

Sir  God.  Sirrah,  what's  this  tomj^hain?  where's  my 
Chain,  Knave?  » 

Frail.  Your  Chain,  Sir  ? 
Sir  God.  My  Chain  is  loft,  Villain. 

Frail.  I  would  he  were  hang'd  in  Chains  that  has  it  then 
for  me :  Alas,  Sir,  I  faw  none  of  your  Chain  fince  you 
were  hung  with  it  your  felf. 

Sir  God.  Out  Varlet  ?  it  had  full  three  thoufand  Links, 
I  have  oft  told  it  over  at  my  Prayers  : 
Over  and  over  full  three  thoufand  Links. 

Frail.  Had  it  fo,  Sir,  fure  it  cannot  be  loft  then ;  I'll 
put  you  in  that  comfort. Sir  God.  Why  ?  why  ? 

Frail.  Why  if  your  Chain  had  fo  many  Links,  it  cannot 
chufe  but  come  to  light. 

Enter  Nicholas. 

Sir  God.  Delufion.  Now,  long  Nicholas,  where  is  my 
Chain  ? 

Njch.  Why  about  your  Neck,  is't  not,  Sir  ? 
Sir  God.  About  my  neck,  Varlet  ?  my  Chain  is  loft, 

'Tis  ftoln  away,  I'm  robb'd. 
Wid.  Nay,  Brother,  ftiow  your  felf  a  man. 
Ntch.  If  it  be  loft  or  ftole,  if  he  would  be  patient,  Mi- 

ftrefs, I  could  bring  him  to  a  Cunning  Kinfmanof  mine 
that  would  fetch  it  again  with  a  Sefarara. 

Sir  God.  Canft  thou  ?  I  will  be  patient,  fay,  where 
dwells  he  ? 

Ntch.  Marry  he  dwells  now,  Sir,  where  he  would  not 

dwell  and  he  could  choofe,  in  the  t-Jfrlarjlialfea,  Sir  •,  but 
he's  an  excellent  Fellow  if  he  were  out :  h*as  travell'd  all 

the  World  o're,  he,  and  been  in  the  feven  and  twenty  Pro 
vinces:  why  he  would  make  it  befetcht,  Sir,  if  it  were 
rid  a  thoufand  mile  out  of  Town. 

Sir  God.  An  admirable  Fellow,  what  lies  he  for. 
Nich.  Why  he  did  but  rob  a  Steward  of  ten  Groats 

tother  night,  as  any  man  would  ha  done,  and  there  he 

lies  for't. Sir  God.  I'll  make  his  peace, 
A  trifle,  I'll  get  his  pardon, 
Befides  a  bountiful  reward,  I'll  about  it, 
But  fee  the  Clerks,  the  Juftice  will  do  much  j 
I  will  about  it  ftraight,  good  Sifter  pardon  me, 
All  will  be  well  I  hope,  and  turn  to  good, 
The  name  of  Conjurer  has  laid  my  blood.  {Exeunt. 

Eater  Puttock  and  Ravenlhaw  two  Serjeants,  with  Yeoman 

Dogfon,  to  arrejl  the  Scholar  George  Pye-boord. 

Put.  His  Hoftefs  where  he  lies  will  truft  him  no 

longer,  fhe  hath  feetWne  to  arreft  him^  if  you  will  ac- 
company me,  becaufe  I  know  not  of  what  nature  the 

Scholar  is,  whether  defperate  or  fwift,  you  (hall  Ihare 
with  me,  Serjeant  Ravenflmw,  I  have  the  good  Angel  to arreft  him. 

Rav.  Troth  I'll  take  part  with  thee  then,  Serjeant,  not 
for  the  fake  of  the  money  fo  much,  as  for  the  hate  I  bear 

to  a  Scholar:  why,  Serjeant,  'tis  natural  in  us  you  know 
to  hate  Scholars :  natural  befides,  they  will  publilh  our 

imperfections,  Knaveries,  and  Conveyances  upon  Scat- folds  and  Stages. 

Put.  J,  and  fpightfully  too ;  troth  I  have  wondred  how 

the 



the  flaves  could  fee  into  our  Breafts  lb  much,  when  our 

Doublets  are  button'd  with  Pewter. 

Rav.  1,  and  fo  dofe  without  yielding:  oh, they'r  par- 
lous Fellows,  they  will  fearch  more  with  their  wits,  than 

a  Conftable  with  all  his  Officers. 

Put .  Whift,  whift,  whift,  Yeoman  Dogfon ,  Yeoman 
Dogfon. 

'hog.  Ha  ?  what  fayes  Serjeant  ? Put .  Is  he  in  the  Pothecaries  Shop  ftill, 
Dog.  1,1. 
Put.  Have  an  Eye,  have  an  Eye. 

Rav.  The  belt -  is,  Serjeant,  if  he  be  a  true  Scholar  he 
wears  no  Weapon  1  think. 

Put.  No  no,  he  wears  no  Weapon. 

Rav.  Mars ,  I  am  right  glad  of  that :  'thas  put  me 
in  better  heart :  nay  if  I  clutch  him  once,  let  me  alone 
to  drag  him  if  he  be  ftiffnecked  ;  1  have  been  one  of  the 

fix  my  felf,  that  has  dragg'd  as  tall  men  of  their  hands, 
when  their  Weapons  have  bin  gone,  as  ever  baftinado'd 
a  Serjeant  —  \  have  done  I  can  tell  you. 

Dog.  Serjeant  Putiock^,  Serjeant  Puttock- 
Put.  Holi. 

Dog.  He's  coming  out  fingle. 
Put.  Peace,  peace,  be  not  too  greedy,  let  him  play  a 

little,  let  him  play  a  little,  we'll  jerk  him  up  of  a  fudden, 
I  ha  fifht  in  my  time. 

Rav.  1,  and  caught  many  a  Fool,  Serjeant. 

Enter  Pye-boord. 

Tye.  I  parted  now  from  T^icholat :  the  Chain's  couch't, 
And  the  old  Knight  has  fpent  his  rage  upon't, 
The  Widow  holds  me  in  great  admiration 

For  cunning  Art:  'mongft  joyes  l'me'ne  loft, 
For  my  device  can  no  way  now  be  croft, 
And  now  I  muft  to  Prifon  to  the  Captain,  and  there  

Put.  I  arreft  you,  Sir. 

Pye.  Oh  --.  I  fpoke  truer  than  I  was  aware,  I  muft  to 
Prifon  indeed. 

Put.  They  fay  you're  a  Scholar,  nay  Sir  —  Yeoman 
Dogfin  ,  have  care  to  his  Arms  —  you'll  rail  again  Ser- 

jeants, and  ftage  'em :  you  tickle  their  Vices. 
Pye.  Nay,  ufe  me  like  a  Gentleman,  I'm  little lefs. 

Put.  You  a  Gentleman  ?  that's  a  good  jeft  i'faith  ̂  
can  a  Scholar  be  a  Gentleman,  —  when  a  Gentleman 
will  not  be  a  Scholar ;  —  look  upon  your  wealthy  Citi- 

zens Sons,  whether  they  be  Scholars  or  no ,  that  are 

Gentlemen  by  their  Fathers  Trades  :  a  Scholar  a  Gen- 
tleman ! 

Fye.  Nay,  let  Fortune  drive  all  her  flings  into  me,  fhe 
cannot  hurt  that  in  me,  a  Gentleman,  Accidens  infepara- 
bile  to  my  blood. 

Rav.  A  rablement,  nay  you  {hall  have  a  bloody  rable- 
ment  upon  you  I  warrant  you. 

Put.  Go,  Yeoman  Dogfon ,  before,  and  enter  the  A- 
ftion  i'th'  Counter.  • 

Pye.  Pray  do  not  handle  me  cruelly,  I'll  go  £Ex.  Dog. 
Whither  you  pleafe  to  have  me. 

Put.  Oh,  he's  tame,  let  him  loofe  Serjeant. 
Pye.  Pray  at  whole  Suit  is  this  ? 
Put.  Why,  at  your  Hoftefles  Suit  where  you  lie,  Mi- 

ftrefs  Cmmburrowy  for  Bed  and  Board,  the  fumm  four 
pound  five  fhillings  and  five  pence. 

Pye.  I  know  the  fumm  too  true,  yet  I  prefum'd 
Upon  a  farther  day;  well,  'tis  my  (tars: 
And  I  muft  bear  it  now,  though  never  harder. 
1  fwear  now,  my  device  is  croft  indeed. 

Captain  muft  lie  by't:  this  is  Deceits  feed. 
Put.  Come,  come  away. 
Pye.  Pray  give  me  fo  much  time  as  to  knit  my  Garter, 

and  I'll  away  with  you. 
Put.  Well,  we  muft  be  paid  for  this  waiting  upon  you, 

this  is  no  pains  to  attend  thus.     [Aiding  to  ty  his  Carter. 

T 

Pye.  1  am  now  wretched  and  miferablc,  I  fhall  ne're 
recover  of  this  Dileafe:  hot  Iron  gnaw  their  Fifts  :  they 

have  [truck  a  Fever  into  my  fhoulder,  which  1  fhall  ne're 
ftiake  out  again  I  fear  me,  till  with  a  true  Habeas  Corfu* 
the  Sexton  remove  me,  oh  if  1  take  Prifon  once,  I  fhall  be 
preft  to  death  with  Actions,  but  not  fo  happy  as  fpeedily  ; 

perhaps  I  may  be  forty  year  a  preffing  till  1  be  a  thin  old 
man,  that  looking  through  the  Grates,  men  may  look 

through  me-,  all  my  means  is  confounded,  what  fhall  I 
do  ?  has  my  wit  ferved  me  fo  long,  and  now  give  me  the 

flip  ( like  a  train'd  fervant)  when  1  have  moft  need  of 
'em  :  no  device  to  keep  my  poor  Carcafe  from  thefe  Put 
tocks?  —  yes,  happinefs,  have  la  Paper  about  me  now? 

yes  too,  I'll  try  it,  it  may  hit ,  Extremity  is  Touch  flow unto  wit,  I,  I. 

Put.  'Sfoot  how  many  yards  are  in  thy  barters,  that 
thou  art  fo  long  a  tying  on  them?  come  away,Sir. 

Tye.  Troth  Serjeant  I  proteft ,  you  could  never  ha  took 
me  at  a  worfe  time,  for  now  at  this  inftant,  1  have  no 
lawful  Picture  about  me. 

Put.  'Slid  how  mall  we  come  by  our  Fees  then. 
Rav.  We  muft  have  Fees,  Sirrah. 

Pye.  I  could  have  wifht  i'faith,  that  you  had  took  rfie 
hall  an  hour  hence  for  your  own  fake,  for  I  proteft  if 
you  had  not  croft  me,  I  was  going  in  great  joy  to  receive 
five  pound  of  a  Gentleman,  for  the  Device  of  a  Mask 
here,  drawn  in  this  paper,  but  now,  come,  I.muft  be  con- 

tented, 'tis  but  fo  much  loft,  and  anfwerable  to  the  reft 
of  my  Fortunes  ? 

Put.  Why  how  far  hence  dwells  that  Gentleman  ? 

I,  well  laid  Serjeant,  'tis  good  to  caft  about  for 

Speak,  if  it  be  not  far  
We  are  but  a  little  paft  it,  the  next  ftreet  be- 

Rav. money, 

Put. 

Pye. 
hind  us. 

Put.  'Slid  we  have  waited  upon  you  grievoufly  already, 

if  you'll  lay  you'll  be  liberal  when  you  ha't,give  us  double 
Fees,  and  fpend  upon's,  why  we'll  fhow  you  that  kind- 
nefs,  and  go  along  with  you  to  the  Gentleman. 

Rav.  I,  well  faid  ftill,  Serjeant,  urge  that. 
Pye .  Troth  if  it  will  fuffice,  it  fhall  all  be  among  you, 

for  my  part  I'll  not  pocket  a  penny,  my  Hoftefs  fhail  have 
her  four  pound  five  (hillings,  and  bate  me  the  five  pence, 

and  the  other  fifteen  fhillings  I'll  fpend  upon  you. 
Rav.  Why  now  thou  art  a  good  Scholar. 

Put.  An  excellent  Scholar  i'faith  ;  has  proceeded  very 
wellalate    come,  we'll  along  with  you. 

\Exeunt  with  him,  faffing  *«,  they  knocks  at  the 
door  with  a  knocker  withinfde. 

Ser.  Who  knocks,  who's  at  Door?  we  had  need  of  a Porter. 

Pye.  A  few  Friends  here.  -  -  pray  is  the  Gentleman 
your  Mafter  within  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  is  your  bufinefs  to  him? 
Pye.  I,  he  knows  it,  when  he  fees  me: 

I  pray  you,  have  you  forgot  me. 
Ser.  I  by  my  troth,  Sir,  pray  come  near, 

tell  him  of  you,  pleafe  you  to  walk  here  in  the  Gallery  till 
he  comes 

Pye.  We  will  attend  his  worfhip,  — •  worfhip  I  think, 
for  fo  much  the  polls  at  his  door  fhould  fignify,  and  the 
fair  coming  in,  and  the  Wicket,  elfe  1  neither  knew  him 

nor  his  Worfhip,  but 'tis  happinefs  he  is  within  Doors, 
what  fo  ere  he  be,  if  he  be  not  too  much  a  formal  Citizen, 
he  may  do  me  good :  Serjeant  and  Yeoman,  how  do  you 

like  this  Houfe,  is't  not  moft  wholfomely  plotted  > 
Rav.  Troth  Prifoner,  an  exceeding  fine  Houfe. 
Pye.  Yet  I  wonder  how  he  fhould  forget  me,  for  he 

ne're  knew  me :  No  matter,  what  is  forgot  in  you.  will 
be  remembred  in  your  Mafter. 

A  pretty  comfortable  room  this  methinks : 
You  have  no  fuch  rooms  in  Prifon  now  ? 

Put.  Oh  Dog  holes  to't. 
Pye.  Dog  holes  indeed  —  lean  tell  you  I  have  great 

hope 

I'll  in  and 
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hope  to  have  my  Chamber  here  fhortly,  nay,  and  Dyet 

too,  for  he's  the  mod  free-hearted'ft  Gentleman  where  he 
takes:  you  would  little  think  it?  and  what  a  fine  Gallery 
were  here  for  me  to  walk  and  lludy,  and  make  Verfes. 

Put.  O  it  ftands  plealantly  for  a  Scholar. 

Enter  Gentleman. 

Pye.  Look  what  Maps,  and  Pictures,  and  Devices,  and 
things,  neatly,  delicately  ?  Mafs  here  he  comes,  he  Ihould 
be  a  Gentleman,  I  like  his  Beard  well  \—  All  happinefs  to 
your  worfhip. 

Cjo.t  You'r  kindly  welcome,  fir. 
Put.  A  limple  falutation. 

%gvr  Mafs  it  feems  the  Gentleman  makes  great  ac- 
count of  him.» 

Gent.  1  have  the  thing  here  for  you,  fir. 

Pye.  I  befeech  you,  conceal  me,  fir,  I'm  undone  elfe,— 
1  have  the  Mask  here  for  you,  fir,  Look  you  fir, — 1  be- 

feech your  Worfhip,  firft  pardon  my  rudenefs,  for  my 
extreams  makes  me  bolder  than  I  would  be  1  am  a  poor 
Gentleman,  and  a  Scholar,  and  now  molt  unfortunately 
falu  into  the  hands  of  unmerciful  Officers,  arretted  for 
Debt,  which  though  fmall,  I  am  not  able  to  compafs,  by 

reafon  I'm  deftitute  of  Lands,  Money,  and  Friends,  fo  that 
if  I  fall  into  the  hungry  fwallow  of  the  Prifon,  I  am  like 

utterly  to  perifb,  and  with  fees  and  extortions  be  pinch'd 
clean  to  the  bone  :  Now,  if  ever  pity  had  intereft  in  the 
blood  of  a  Gentleman,  I  befeech  you  vouchfafe  but  to 
favour  that  means  of  my  efcape ,  which  I  have  already 
thought  upon. 

Gent.  Go  forward. 

Put.  1  warrant  he  likes  it  rarely. 

Pye.  In  the  plunge  of  my  extremities ,  being  giddy, 
and  doubtful  what  to  do ;  at  laft  it  was  put  in  my  labour- 

ing thoughts,  to  make  a  happy  ufe  of  this  paper,  and  to 
blear  their  unlettered  eyes,  I  told  them  there  was  a  Device 

for  a  Mask  drawn  in't,  and  that  fbut  for  their  intercep- 
tion )  I  was  going  to  a  Gentleman  to  receive  my  reward 

for't :  they  greedy  at  this  word,  and  hoping  to  make  pur- 
chace  of  me,  offered  their  attendance,  to  go  along  with 
me,  my  hap  was  to  make  bold  with  your  door,  fir,  which 

ray  thoughts  fhew'd  me  the  moftfaireftand  comfortableft 
entrance,  and  I  hope  I  have  happened  right  upon  under- 
Handing  ,  and  pity :  may  it  pleafe  your  good  worfhip 
then,  but  to  uphold  my  Device,  which  is  to  let  one  of  your 
men  put  me  out  at  a  back  door,  and  I  lhall  be  bound  to 

your  werfhip  for  ever. 
Gent.  By  my  troth  an  excellent  Device. 
Put.  An  excellent  Device  he  fays  i  he  likes  it  won- 

derfully. 
Gent.  A  my  faith,  I  never  heard  a  better. 
Raven.  Hark ,  he  fwears  he  never  heard  a  better, 

Serjeant. 

Put.  O  there's  no  talk  on't,  he's  an  excellent  Scholar, 
and  efpecially  for  a  Mask. 

Gent.  Give  me  your  Paper,  your  Device ;  I  was  never 

better  pleas'd  in  all  my  life :  good  wit,  brave  wit,  finely 
wrought,  come  in,  fir,  and  receive  your  money,  fir. 

Pye.  I'll  follow  your  good  worfhip,  
You  heard  how  he  lik'd  it  now  ? 

Put.  Puh,  we  know  he  could  not  chufe  but  like  it ;  go 

thy  ways,  thou  art  a  fine  witty  fellow  i'faith,  thou  fhalt difcourfe  it  to  us  at  the  Tavern  anon,  wilt  thou  ? 

Pye.  I,  I,  that  I  will,- -look,  Serjeants,  here  are  Maps, 
.  and  pretty  toys,  be  doing  in  the  mean  time,  I  fhall  quick- 

ly have  told  out  the  money,  you  know. 
Put.  Go,  go,  little  villain,  fetch  thy  chink,  I  begin  to 

love  thee,  I'll  be  drunk  to  night  in  thy  company. 
Tye.  This  Gentleman  1  may  well  call  a  part 

Of  my  falvation,  in  thefe  earthly  evils, 

For  he  has  fav'd  me  from  three  hungry  Devils. 
[Exit  George. 

Tut.  Sirrah  Serjeant ,  thefe  Maps  are  pretty  painted 
'   ; 

things,  but  1  could  ne'r  fancy  them  yet,  methinks  they'r too  bulie,  and  full  of  Circles  and  Conjurations ;  they  fay 
all  the  World's  in  one  of  them,  but  I  could  ne'r  find  the Counter  in  the  Poultry. 

Rav.  I  ttmik  fo :  how  could  you  find  it  ?  for  you  know 
it  ftands  behind  the  Houfes. 

Dog.  Mafs  that's  true ,  then  we  muft  look  o'th'  back- 
fide  for't  :  'sfoot  here's  nothing,  all's  bare. Rav.  I  warrant  thee  that  ftands  for  the  Counter  for 
you  know  there's  a  company  of  bare  fellows  there. 

Put.  Faith  like  enough ,  Serjeant ,  I  never  mark'd  fo 
much  before.  Sirrah  Serjeant,  and  Yeoman  ,  I  fhould 
love  thefe  Maps  out  a  cry  now,  if  we  could  fee  men  peep 
out  of  door  in  'em,  oh  we  might  have  'em  in  a  morning  to our  Break-faft  fo  finely,  and  ne'r  knock  our  heels  to  the 

ground  a  whole  day  for  'em. 
Rav.  I  marry  fir,  I'd  buy  one  my  felf. 

But  this  talk  is  by  the  way,  where  frail's  Pup  to  night : 
Five  pound  receiv'd,  let's  talk  of  that. 
I  have  a  trick  worth  all,  you  two  fhall  bear  him  to'th'  Ta- 

vern, whilft  Igoclofe  with  his  Hoftefs,  and  work  out  of 
her,  1  know  fhe  would  be  glad  of  the  fumm ,  to  finger 
money,  becaufe  fhe  knows  'tis  but  a  defperate  debt,  and full  of  hazard  :  what  will  you  fay  if  I  bring  it  to  pafs,  that 
the  Hoftefs  fhall  be  contented  with  one  half  for  all,  and 
we  to  fhare  t'other  fifty  Shillings  ,Bullits. 

Put.  Why  I  would  call  thee  King  of  Serjeants,  and 
thou  fhould'ft  be  Chronicled  in  the  Counter- Book  for 
ever. 

Rav.  Well ,  put  it  to  me ,  we'll  make  a  night  on't 

i'faith.  5 
Dog.  'sfoot,  I  think  he  receives  more  money,  he  frays 

fo  long. 

Put.  He  tarrys  long  indeed,  maybe,  I  can  tell  you,  up- 
on the  good  liking  on't  the  Gentleman  may  prove  more 

bountiful. 
Rav.  That  would  be  rare,  we'll  fearch  him. 
Put,  Nay  be  Pure  of  it,  we'll  fearch  him,  and  make  him 

light  enough. 

Enter  the  Gentleman. 

Rav.  Oh  here  comes  the  Gentleman ,  by  your  leave, 
Sir. 

Gen.  God  you  god  den  firs,— would  you  fpeak  with 

me> 

Put.  No,  not  with  your  worfhip,  fir ;  only  we  are  bold 
to  ftay  for  a  friend  of  ours,  that  went  in  with  your  wor- fhip. 

Gen.  Who  ?  not  the  Scholar  ? 

Tut.  Yes,  e'nhe,  an  it  pleafe  your  worfhip. 
Gen.  Did  he  make  you  ftay  for  him  ?  he  did  you  wrong 

then  :  why ,  I  can  aflure  you  he's  gone  above  an  hour 

ago. 
Rav.  How,  fir? 
Gen.  I  paid  him  his  money ,  and  my  man  told  me  he 

went  out  at  back-door. 
Put.  Backdoor? 

Gen.  Why,  what's  the  matter? Put.  He  was  our  Prifoner,  fir,  we  did  arreft  him. 

Gen.  What  he  was  not  ?  you  the  Sheriff's  Officers— 
you  were  to  blame  then, 
Why  did  not  you  make  known  to  me  as  much 
I  could  have  kept  him  for  you,  I  proteft, 

He  receiv'd  all  of  me  in  Britain  Gold, 
Of  the  laft  coyning. 

Rav.  Vengeance  dog  him  with't. 
Put.  'sfoot  has  he  gull'd  us  fo  ? 
Dog.  Where  fhall  we  Pup  now,  Serjeants  ? 
Put.  Sup  ,Simon,  now,  eat  Porridge  for  a  Month. 

Well,  we  cannot  impute  it  to  any  lack  of  good  will  in  your 
Worfhip, — you  did  but  as  another  would  have  done, 

'twas  our  hard  fortunes  to  mifs  the  purchace,  but  if  e'r  we 
clutch  him  again,  the  Counter  fhall  charm  him. 

Rav. 
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Ra.  The  Hole  (hall  rot  him. 

Dog.  Amen.  {Exeunt, 
Gent.  So, 

Vex  out  your  Lungs  without  doors,  I  am  proud, 

ft  was  my  hap  to  help  him,  it  fell  fit, 

He  went  not  empty  neither  for  his  wit  : 

Alas,poor  wretcn,  1  could  not  blame  his  brain,, 
To  labour  his  delivery,  to  be  free, 

From  their  unpitying  fangs, — I'me  glad  it  Hood  ~ 
Within  my  power  to  do  a  Scholar  good.  I?  [Exit. 

Enter  in  the  Prifon,  meeting  George  and  Captain, 
George  coming  in  muffled. 

Cap.  How  now,  who!s  that?  what  are  you? 
Pye.  The  fame  that  I  fliould  be,  Captain. 

Cap.  George  Pye  boor  d^honeft.  George?  whycam'ftthou 
in  half  fac'd,  muffled  fo  ? 

Pye.  Oh  Captain,  I  thought  we  Ihould  nere  ha'  laught agen,  never  fpent  frolick  hour  agen. 
Cap.  Why  ?  why  ? 
Pye.  I  coming  to  prepare  thee,  and  with  news 

As  happy  as  thy  quick  delivery, 

Was  trac'd  out  by  the  fcent,  arretted,  Captain. 
Cap.  Arretted,  George? 
Pye.  Arretted  ;  guefs,guefs,how  may  Dogs  do  you  think 

I'de  upon  me  ? 
Cap.  Dogs  ?  I  fay,  I  know  not. 
Pye.  Almoft  as  many  as  George  Stone  the  Bear : 

Three  at  once,  three  at  once. 

Cap.  How  did'ft  thou  lhake'em  off  then  ? 
Pye.  The  time  is  bulk,  and  calls  upon  our  wits,  let  it 

luffice, 

Here  I  ftand  fafe,  and  fcap't  by  Miracle : 
Some  other  hour  lhall  tell  thee,  when  we'll  fteep 
Our  Eyes  in  laughter :  Captain,  my  device 
Leans  to  thy  happinefs,  for  ere  the  day 

Be  fpent  toth'  Girdle,  thou  malt  be  free : 
The  Corporal's  in's  firft  fleep,  the  Chain  is  mitt, 
Thy  Kinfman  has  expreft  thee,  and  the  old  Knight 
With  Palfey-hams  now  labours  thy  releafe. 
What  refts,  is  all  in  thee,  to  Conjure,  Captain. 

Cap.  Conjure  ?  'sfoot,  George,  you  know,  the  Devil  a 
conjuring  I  can  conjure. 

Pye .  The  Devil  of  conjuring  ?  nay  by  my  fay,  I'de  not have  thee  do  fo  much,  Captain,  as  the  Devil  a  conjuring  : 
look  here,  I  ba  brought  thee  a  Circle  ready  charactered 
and  all. 

Cap.  'sfoot ,  George,  art  in  thy  right  wits,  doft  know 
what  thou  fayft  ?  why  doft  talk  to  a  Captain  a  conjuring  ? 
didft  thou  ever  hear  of  a  Captain  conjure  in  thy  life  ? 

doft  call't  a  Circle  ?  'tis  too  wide  a  thing,  me  thinks ; 
had  it  been  a  letter  Circle,  then  I  knew  what  to  have 
done. 

Pye.  Why  every  Fool  knows  that,  Captain :  nay  then 

I'le  not  cog  with  you,  Captain,  if  yon'U  ftay  and  hang  the 
next  Settions  you  may. 

Cap.  No,  by  my  Faith,  George,  come,  come,  let's  to conjuring. 
Pye.  But  if  you  look  to  be  releafed,as  my  wits  have  took 

pain  to  work  it,and  all  means  wrought  to  larther  it,  befides 
to  put  Crowns  in  your  purfe,  to  make  you  a  man  of  better 
hopes,  and  whereas  before  you  were  a  Captain  or  poor 
Souldier,  to  make  you  now  a  Commander  of  rich  Fools, 
(which  is  truly  the  only  bett  purchace  peace  can  allow  you) 
fafer  than  High  wayes,  Heath,  or  Cony-groves,  and  yet  a 

far  better  booty^for  your  greateft  thieves  are  never  hang'd, 
never  hang'd  ;  for  why  ?  they're  wife,  and  cheat  within 
doors  5  and  we  geld  Fools  of  more  money  in  one  Night, 

than  your  falfe  tail'd  Gelding  will  purchafe  in  a  twelve- 
months running,  which  confirms  the  old  Beldams  faying, 

He's  wifeft,  that  keeps  himfelf  warmeft,  that  is,  he  that 
robs  by  a  good  Fire. 

=7? 

Cap.  Well  opened  i'faith,  George  thou  haft  pull'd  that 
faying  out  of  the  husk. 

Pye.  Captain  Idle,  'Tis  no  time  now  to  delude  or  delay, 
the  old  Knight  will  be  here  fuddcnly,  I'le  perfect  you, 

direct  you,  tell  you  the  trick  on't :  'tis  nothing. 
Cap.  'sfoot,  George,  I  know  not  what  to  fay  to't,  con- 

jure ?  1  (half  be  hang'd  ere  I  conjure. 

Pye.  Nay,  tell  not  me  of  that,  Captain,  you'll  ne're  con- 
jure after  you're  hang'd,  I  warrant  you  ;  look  you,  Sir,  a 

parlous  matter,  fure,  firft  to  fpread  your  Circle  upon  the 

ground,  then  with  a  little  conjuring  ceremony,  as  I'le  have  j 
an  Hackney  mans  wand  filver'do're  a  purpofe  for  you, 
then  arriving  in  the  Circle,  with  a  huge  word,  and  a  great 
trample,  as  for  inftance :  have  you  never  feen  a  (talking, 
ftamping  Player,  that  will  raife  a  tempeft:  with  his  tongue, 
and  Thunder  with  his  heels  ? 

Cap.  O  yes,  yes,  yes often,  often. 
Pye.  Why  be  like  fuch  a  one  ?  for  any  thing  will  blear 

the  old  Knights  Eyes :  for  you  mutt  note,  that  He'll  ne're dare  to  venture  into  the  Room,  only  perhaps  peep  fear 

fully  though  the  Key  hole ,  to  fee  how  the  Play  goes  for- 
ward. 

Cap.  Well,  I  may  go  about  it  when  I  will,  but  mark  the 

end  on't,  I  fhall  but  frame  my  felf  i'faith,  George,  fpeak 
big  words,  and  ftamp  and  flare,  and  he  look  in  at  Key^ 
hole,  why  the  very  thought  of  that  would  make  me  laugh 
out-right,  and  fpoil  all  :  nay  Tie  tell  thee,  <jeorge,  when 
I  apprehend  a  thing  once,  I  am  of  fuch  a  laxative  laughter, 
that  if  the  Devil  himfelf  ftood  by,  I  fhouid  laugh  in  his 
face. 

Tye,  Puh,  that's  but  the  babe  of  a  man,  and  may  eafily 
behufbt,  as  to  think  upon  fome  difafter,  fome  fad  misfor- 

tune, as  the  Death  of  thy  Father  ith'  Country. 
Cap.  'sfoot,  that  would  be  the  more  to  drive  me  into 

fuch  an  ecftafie,  that  I  fhouid  ne're  lin  laughing elfe. 
Tye.  Why  then  think  upon  going  to  hanging. 

Cap.  Mais  thac's  well  remembered,  now  I'le  do  well,  I 
warrant  thee,ne'refear  me  now:  but  how  fhall  I  do,George, 
for  boyfterous  words,  and  horrible  names  ? 

Pye.  Puh,  any  fuftian  invocations,  Captain,  will  ferve 
as  well  as  the  belt,  fo  you  rant  them  out  well,  or  you  may 
go  to  a  Pothecaries  fhop ,  and  take  all  the  words  from 
the  Boxes. 

Cap,  Troth,  and  you  fay  true,  George,  there's  ftrange 
words  enow  to  raife  a  hundred  C^iack-falvers,  though  they 

be  ne're  fo  poor  when  they  begin  ?  but  here  lies  the  fear 
on't,  how  if  in  this  falfe  conjuration,  a  true  Devil  fhouid 

pop  up  indeed. Tye.  A  true  Devil,  Captain?  why  there  was  ne're  fuch a  one,  nay  Faith  he  that  has  this  place,  is  as  falfe  a  Knave 
as  our  laft  Church  warden. 

Captain.  Then  he's  falfe  enough  a  Confcience  i'faith, George. 

The  Cry  at  Marfhalfea. 

Cry  prifoners.  Good  Gentlemen  over  the  way,  fend  your 
relief : 

Good  Gentlemen  over  the  way,  Good,Sir  Godfrey  ? 

Pye.  He's  come,  he's  come. 
Nich.  Matter,  that's  my  Kinfman  yonder  in  the  BufF- 

Jerkin  Kinfman,that'smy  Matter  yonder  i'th'  TafFaty 
Hat  pray  falute  him  intirely. 

They  falute- :  and  Pye-boord  falutes  <JMafter  Edmond.  | 

Sir  God.  Now  my  Friend. 

Tye.  May  1  partake  your  name,  Sir  ? 
Edm.  My  name  is  Matter  Edmond. 

Pye.  Matter  Edmond^— — are  you  not  a  IVelfh-msn,  Sir  ? 
Edm.  A  Welfh  man  ?  why  ? 

Pye.  Becaufe  Matter  is  your  Chriften  name,  and  Edmond 

your  Sir  name. Edm.  Q  no  :  I  have  more  names  at  home ,  Matter 

Edmond 
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£dmo"d  PIm  is  my  lull  name  at  length. 
Pye.  O  cry  you  mercy,  Sir  i  \Whifpering. 
Cap.  I  underltand  that  you  are  my  Kinfmansgood  Ma- 

iler, and  in  regard  of  that,  the  belt  of  my  skill  is  at  your 

fervice  :  but  had  you  fortun'd  a  meer  ftranger,  and  made 
no  means  to  me  by  acquaintance ,  I  fhould  have  utterly 

denied  to  have  been  the  man  •,  both  by  reafon  of  the  A£t 
of  Parliament  againft  Conjurers  and  Witches,  as  alfo,  be- 
caufe  I  would  not  have  my  Art  vulgar,  trite,  and  com- 
mon. 

Sir  God.  I  much  commend  your  care  there  ,  good  Ca- 
ptain Conjurer,  and  that  I  will  be  fure  to  have  it  private 

enough,  you  (hall  do't  in  my  Sifters  houfe, —  mine  own 
houfe  I  may  call  it ,  for  both  our  charges  therein  are  pro- 
portion^, 

Capt .  Very  good,  Sir, — what  may  I  call  your  lofs,  Sir  ? 
Sir  God.  O  you  may  calPt  a  great  lofs,  a  grievous  lofs, 

Sir,  as  goodly  a  Chain  of  Gold,  though  I  fay  it,  that  wore 

it :  how  fay'ft  thou,  7\($cholas  f 
Nicb.  O  'twas  as  delicious  a  Chain  of  Gold,  Kinfman, 

you  know  . 

Sir  God.  You  know,  did  you  know't,  Captain  > 
Capt .  Truft  a  Fool  with  fecrets  ?  — Sir ,  he  may  fay  I 

know :  his  meaning  is,  becaufe  my  Art  is  fuch,  that  by  it 
[  may  gather  a  knowledge  of  all  things  

Sir  God.  I,  very  true. 

Capt.  A  pox  of  all  Fools  the  excufe  ftuck  upon  ray 
tongue  like  Ship-pitch  upon  a  Mariners  Gown,not  to  come 
off  in  hafte — ber-lady,  Knight,  to  lofe  fuch  a  fair  Chain 
of  Gold,  were  a  foul  lofs :  Well,  I  can  put  you  in  this  good 

comfort  on't,  if  it  be  between  heaven  and  earth,  Knight, 
I'll  ha't  for  you. 

Sir  God.  A  wonderful  Conjurer, —  O  I,  'tis  between 
heaven  and  earth,  I  warrant  you,  it  cannot  go  out  of  the 

Realm,  I  know  'tis  fomewhere  about  the  earth. 
Capt .  I,  nigher  the  earth  than  thou  wot'ft  on. 
Sir  God.  For  firft,  my  Chain  was  rich,  and  no  rich  thing 

(hall  enter  into  Heaven,  you  know. 
Nich.  And  as  for  the  Devil ,  Mafter ,  he  has  no  need 

on't,  for  you  know  he  has  a  great  Chain  of  his  own. 
Sir  God.  Thou  fay'eft  true,  Nicholas,  but  he  has  put  off 

that  now,  that  lies  by  him. 
Capt.  Faith,  Knight,  in  few  words,  I  prefume  fo  much 

upon  the  power  of  my  Art ,  that  I  could  warrant  your 
Chain  agen. 

Sir  God.  O  dainty  Captain  ! 
Capt.  Marry,  it  will  coft  me  much  fwcat,  I  were  better 

go  to  fixteen  Hot-houfes. 
Sir  God,  I,  good  man,  I  warrant  thee. 
Capt.  Befide  great  vexation  of  Kidney  and  Liver. 

'Njch.  O, 'twill  tickle  you  hereabouts,  Coufin,  becaufe 

you  have  not  been  us'd  to't. 
Sir  God.  No  ?  have  you  not  been  us'd  to't,  Captain  ? 
Capt .  Plague  of  all  Fools  ftill ;  — indeed,  Knight,  I  have 

not  us'd  it  a  good  while,  and  therefore  'twill  (train  me  fo 
much  the  more,  you  know. 

Sir  God.  O  it  will,  it  will. 
Capt.  What  plunges  he  puts  me  to?  Were  not  this 

Knight  a  Fool,  I  had  bin  twice  fpoil'd  now  \  that  Captain's 
worfe  than  accurft  that  has  an  Afs  to  his  Kinfman,  'sfoot 
1  fear  he  will  drivel't  out  before  I  come  to't. —  Now,  Sir 

to  come  to  the  point  indeed, — you  fee  I  ftick  here  in  the 

jaw  of  the  Marfhalfea,  and  cannot  do't. 
Sir  God.  Tut,  tut,  I  know  thy  meaning ,  thou  would'f 

fay  thou'rt  a  prifoner,  1  tell  thee  th'art  none. 
Capt.  How,  none  ?  why  is  not  this  the  Marfhalfea  ? 
Sir  God.  Woult  hear  me  fpeak  ?  I  heard  of  thy  rare 

Conjuring : 
My  Chain  was  loft,  I  fweat  for  thy  releafe, 
As  thou  (hale  do  the  like  at  home  for  me : 
Keeper. 

Enter  Keeper. 

Kttp.  Sir. 

Sir  God.  Speak,  is  not  this  man  free  ? 
Keep.  Yes,  at  his  pleafure,  Sir,  the  Fees  difcharg'J. 
Sir  God.  Go,  go,  I'll  difcharge  them,  I. 
Keep.  1  thank  your  Worlhip.  {Sxit  Keepe 

Buff-Jerkin.  
"""^  "» Str  God.  Nay,  then  thou  (halt  not  pafs  with  fo  little  a 

bounty,  for  at  the  firft  fight  of  my  Chain  agen,  forty 
five  Angels  fhal I  appear  unto  thee. 

Capt.  Twill  be  a  glorious  (how,  i'faith.  Knight,  a  very fine  (how  j  but  are  all  thefe  of  your  own  houfe  ?  are  you 
fure  of  that,  Sir  ? 

Sir  God.  I,  I,  no,  no ;  what's  he  yonder  talking  with  my wild  Nephew,  pray  heaven  he  give  him  good  counfel. 
Capt.  Who,  he  >  he's  a  rare  friend  of  mine,  an  admira 

ble  Fellow,  Knight,  the  fined  Fortune  teller. 
Sir  God.  O !  'tis  he  indeed  ,  that  came  to  my  Lady  Si- fter, and  foretold  the  lofs  of  my  Chain  ;  I  am  not  angry 

with  him  now ,  for  I  fee  'twas  my  Fortune  to  lofe  it :  By ?our  leave,  Mr.  Fortune-teller,  I  had  a  glimpfeof  you  at 
lome,  at  my  Sifters  the  Widows,  there  you  prophefied  of 
the  lofs  of  a  Chain  :  — limply,  though  I  ftand  here,  I  was 
he  that  loft  it. 

Pye.  Was  it  you,  Sir  ? 
Edm.  A  my  troth,  Nuncle,  he's  the  rareft  Fellow,  has told  me  my  Fortune  fo  right ;  I  find  it  fo  right  to  my  na- 

ture. Sir  God.  What  is't  ?  God  fend  it  a  good  one. 
€dm.  O,  'tis  a  palfing  good  one,  Nuncle :  for  he  fays  1 (hall  prove  fuch  an  excellent  Gamefter  in  my  time ,  that  1 

(hall  fpend  all  fafter  than  my  Father  got  it. 
Sir  God.  There's  a  Fortune  indeed. 
Edm.  Nay,  it  hits  my  humor  fo  pat. 
Sir  God.  I,  that  will  be  the  end  on't :  will  the  Curfe  of 

the  Beggar  prevail  fo  much,  that  the  Son  (hall  confume 
that  fooliftily,  which  the  Father  got  craftily  •,  1,1 1 ;  'twill, 
'twill,  'twill. 

Pye.  Stay,  ftay,  ftay.      [Pye-  boord  with  an  Almanac^ 
Capt.  Turn  over,  George.      and  the  Captain. 

Pye .  June,  July ;  here,  July,  that's  the  month ,  Suaday thirteen,  yefterday  fourteen,  to  day  fifteen, 
Capt.  Look  quickly  for  the  fifteen  day,.-  if  within  the 

compafs  of  thefe  two  days  there  would  be  fomc  boifterous 
ftorm  or  other,  it  would  be  the  bed,  I'de  defer  him  off  till 
then  j  fome  Tempeft,  and  it  be  thy  will. 

Pye.  Here's  the  fifteen  day,  Hot  and  fair. 
Capt.  Puh,  would  t'ad  been,  Hot  and  foul. 
Pye.  The  fixteen  day,  that's  to  morrow }  The  morning 

for  the  mod  part,  fair  and  pleafant. 

Capt.  No  luck. 
Pye.  But  about  high-noon,  Lightning  and  Thunder. 
Capt.  Lightning  and  Thunder  ?  admirable!  bed  of  all 

I'll  conjure  tomorrow  judathigh.noon,  George. 
Tye.  Happen  but  true  to  morrow,  Almanack,  and  I'l 

give  thee  leave  to  lye  all  the  year  after 
Capt.  Sir ,  I  muft  crave  your  patience ,  to  beftow  this 

day  upon  me ,  that  I  may  furnifh  my  felf  ftrongly,. 
fent  a  Spirit  into  Lancajtiire  t'other  day ,  to  fetch  back  a 
Knave-Drover ,  and  I  look  for  his  return  this  evening 
to  morrow  morning,  my  friend  here  and  I  will  come  and 
breakfaft  with  you. 

Sir  God.  O,  you  fiiali  be  raoft  welcome 
Capt.  And  about  noon,  without  fail,  I  purpofe  to  con 

jure. 

Sir  God.  Mid-noon  will  be  a  fit  time  for  you. 
Edm.  Conjuring  ?  do  you  mean  to  conjure  at  our  houfe 

to  morrow,  Sir  ? 

Capt.  Marry  do  I,  Sir?  'tis  my  intent,  young  Gentle man. 

Edm.  By  my  troth,  I'll  love  you  while  I  live  for't:  O 
rare !  Nicholas^  we  (hall  have  Conjuring  to  morrow 

Ntch.  Puh  I,  I  coald  ha  told  you  of  that. 
dpt. 
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Cap.  Law,  he  could  ha  told  him  of  that,  Fool,  Cox- 
comb, could  ye  ? 

Edm.  Do  you  hear  me,  Sir,  I  defire  more  acquaintance 
on  you,  you  fnall  earn  fome  money  of  me,  now  I  know 
you  can  Conjure ;  but  can  you  fetch  any  that  is  loft  ? 

Cap.  Ob,  any  tiling  that's  loft. 
Edm.  Why  look  you,  Sir,  I  tell't  you  as  a  Friend  and  a 

Conjurer ;  I  mould  marry  a  Pothccaries  Daughter,  and 

'twas  told  me,  fhe  loft  her  Maiden-head  at  Stony-Strat- 
ford: now  if  you'll  do  but  fo  much  as  Conjure  for't,  and 

make  all  whole  agen  — 
fop.  That  I  will,  Sir. 
Edm.  By  my  troth  I  thank  you,  la. 
Cap.  A  little  merry  with  your  Sifters  Son,  Sir. 
Str  God.  Oh,  a  fimple  young  man,  very  fimple,  come 

Captain,  and  you,  Sir ;  we'll  e'en  part  with  a  Gallon  of 
Wine  till  to  morrow  Break-faft. 

Tip.  Cap.  Troth,  agreed,  Sir. 
Nich.  Kinfman-  Scholar. 

Pye.  Why  now  thou  art  a  good  Knave,  worth  a  hun- dred Brownifts. 

Nich.  Am  I  indeed,  la :  I  thank  yon  heartily,  la. 

{Exeunt. 

Attus  Qmrtus. 

Enter  Moll,  and  Sir  John  Penny-Dub. 

Pen.YjU  T  I  hope  you  will  not  ierve  a  Knight  fo,  Gen- 

ii-) tlewoman,  will  you  ?  to  calheer  him,  and  caft 
him  off  at  your  pleafure  •,  what  do  you  think  I  was  dubb'd 
for  nothing,  no  by  my  Faith,  Ladies  Daughter. 

Molt.  Pray  Sir  John  Ttnny-Dub ,  let  it  be  defer'd  a- 
while,  1  have  a  heart  to  marry  as  you  can  have;  but  as 
the  Fortune-teller  told  me. 

Pen.  Pax  o'  th'  Fortune-teller,  would  Derrickhzti  been 
his  fortune  feven  year  ago,  to  crofs  my  love  thus :  did  he 
know  what  cafe  I  was  in  ?  why  this  is  able  to  make  a  man 

drown  himfelf  in's  Father's  Filh  Pond. 
tJMolL  And  then  he  told  me  moreover,  Sir  John,  that 

the  breach  of  it  kept  my  Father  in  Purgatory. 
Penny.  In  Purgatory  ?  why  let  him  purge  out  his  heart 

there,  what  have  we  to  do  with  that?  there's  Phyficians 
enow  there  to  caft  his  Water,  is  that  any  matter  to  us  ? 

how  can  he  hinder  our  love  ?  why  let  him  be  hang'd  now 
he's  dead  ?  Well,  have  I  rid  poft  day  and  night,  to 
bring  you  merry  news  of  my  Fathers  Death,  and  now  — - 

Moll.  Thy  Fathers  Death  ?  is  the  old  Farmer  dead  ? 
Penny.  As  dead  as  his  Barn-Door,  CMoll. 

tJfrloll.  And  you'll  keep  your  word  with  me  now,  Sir 
john,  that  I  lhall  have  my  Coach  and  my  Coach-man  ? 

Penny.  I  faith. 
CMoll.  And  two  wbite  Horfes  with  black  Feathers  to 

draw  it  ? 

Penny.  Too. 

Moll.  A  guarded  Lackey  to  run  befor't,  and  py'd  Li- 
veries to  come  training  after't. 

Penny.  Thou  lhalt,cJ3/c//. 

Moll.  And  to  let  me  have  money  in  my  Puile  to  go- whither  I  will. 

(  Tenny.  All  this. 
Moll.  Then  come,  whatfoe're  come's  on't,  we'll  be 

made  fure  together  before  the  Maids  o'  th'  Kitchin.  \_Ex. 

Enter  Widow  with  her  eldeft  Daughter,  Frank 
and  Frailty. 

Wid.  How  now  ?  where's  my  Brother  Sir  Godfrey  ? 
went  he  forth  this  Morning  ? 

Frail.  O  no  Madam,  he's  above  at  Breakfaft,  with  Sir 
reverence  a  Conjurer. 
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Wid.  A  Conjurer  >  what  manner  of  Fellow  is  he  ? 
Frail.  Oh,  a  wondrous  rare  Fellow ,  Miftrefs ,  very 

ftrongly  made  upward,  for  he  goes  in  a  Buff- Jerkin  :  he 

fa  yes  he  wdl  fetch  Sir  Godfrey's  Chain  agen,  if  it  hang  be- tween Heaven  and  Earth. 

Wid.  What !  he  will  not  ?  then  he's  an  exlent  Fellow  1 
Warrant :  how  happy  were  that  Woman  to  be  bleft  with 

fuch  a  Husband,  a  man  cunning  ?  how  do's  he  look,£V*-/- 
ty  ?  very  fwartly  I  warrant,  with  black  Beard,  fcorcht 
Cheeks,  and  fmoaky  Eye-brows. 

Frail.  Fob-—  he's  neither  fmoak-dryed,  nor  fcorcht, 
nor  black,  nor  nothing,  I  tell  you,  Madam,  he  looks  as 
fair  to  fee  to  as  one  of  us ;  I  do  think,  but  if  you  faw  him 

once,  you'de  take  him  to  be  a  Chriftian. 
Franks  So  fair,  and  yet  fo  cunning,  that's  to  be  won- dredat,  Mother. 

Enter  Sir  Oliver  Muck  hill,  and  Sir  An- 
drew Tipftaffe. 

Muck.  Blefs  you,  fweetLady. 

Tip.  And  you,  fair  Miftrefs.  {Exit  Frailty. 
Wtd.  Coades,  what  do  you  mean,  Gentlemen  ?  Fie, 

did  I  not  give  you  your  anfwers  ? 
Muck.  Sweet  Lady? 

Wid.  Well,  I  will  not  flick  with  you  for  a  kifs : 
Daughter,  kifs  the  Gentleman  for  once. 

Frank,.  Yes  forfooth. 

Tip.  I'm  proud  of  fuch  a  favour. 
Wid.  Truly  la,  Sir  Oliver,  y'are  much  too  blame  to 

come  agen  when  you  know  my  mind  fo  well  deliver'd  — 
as  a  Widow  could  deliver  a  thing. 

tJ^fuck.  But  I  exfpecl  a  farther  comfort,  Lady. 
Wid.  Why  la  you  now,  did  I  not  defire  you  to  put  off 

your  Suit  quite  and  clean  when  you  came  to  me  again  ? 
how  fay  you  ?  did  I  not  ? 

Miwk^  But  the  fincere  love  which  my  heart  bears  to  < 

you  — - — 

Wid.  Go  to,  I'll  cut  you  off;  and  Sir  Oliver  to  put  you 
in  comfort,  afar  off,  my  fortune  is  read  me,  I  muft  marry 

again. zJMuch.  O  bleft  Fortune  ! 

Wid.  But  not  as  long  as  I  can  choofe  j  nay,  I'll  hold  out well. 

Enter  Frailty. 

Frail.  O  Madam,  Madam. 

Wid.  How  now?  what's  the  haft  ?  {In  her  Ear. 
Tip.  Faith,  Miftrefs  Frances,  I'll  maintain  you  gallantly, 

I'll  bring  you  to  Court,  wean  you  among  the  fair  Society 
of  Ladies  poor  Kinfwomen  of  mine  in  Cloth  of  Silver,  be- 
fide  you  lhall  have  your  Monkey,  your  Parrot,  your  Muf- 
kat,  and  your  Pifs,  Pifs,  Pifs. 

Frank.  It  will  do  very  well. 

Wtd.  What,  do's  he  mean  to  Conjure  here  then  ?  how 
lhall  I  do  to  be  rid  of  thefe  Knights,  — -  pleafe  you,  Gen 

tlemen,  to  walk  a  while  i'  th'  Garden,  to  gather  a  Pink, 
or  a  Gil'y- flower. 

'Both.  With  all  our  hearts,  Lady,  and  count  us  fa 
vour'd.  {Exeunt. 

Sir  God.  within.  Step  in,  Nicholas,  look,  is  the  Coaft 
clear  ? 

Nich.  Oh,  as  clear  as  a  Carter's  Eye,  Sir. 
Sir  God.  Then  enter  Captain  Conjurer :  now  -  - 

how  like  you  our  Room,  Sir  ? 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey,  Captain,  Pye-boord, 
Edmond,  Nicholas. 

Cap.  O  wonderful  convenient. 
Edm.  I  can  tell  you,  Captain,  fimphy  though  it  lies 

here,  'tis  the  faireft  Room  in  my  Mothers  Honfc,  as  dain- 
ty a  Room  to  Conjure  in,  me  thinks,  why  you  may 

bio , 
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bid,  1  cannot  tell  how  many  Devils  welcome  in't  \  my 
Fatner  has  had  twenty  in't  at  once ! 

Pye.  What  Devils  ? 
Edm.  Devils,  no  Deputies,  and  the  wealthieft  men  he 

could  get. 

Sir  god.  Nay  put  by  your  chats  now,  fall  to  yourbu- 
finefs  roundly,  the  Fefcue  of  the  Dial  is  upon  the  Chris- 
crofsof  Noon  :  but  oh,  hear  me,  Captain,  a  qualm  comes 

o're  my  Stomach. 
Capt.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  Sir? 
Sir  God.  Oh,  how  if  the  Devil  mould  prove  a  knave,and 

tear  the  hangings. 
Capt.  Fun,  I  warrant  you,  Sir  Godfrey. 

Edm.  I,  Nuncle,  or  fpic  fire  upo'th'  fealing. 
Sir  Godf.  V'ery  true  too,  for 'tis  but  thin  plaiftered,  and 

'twill  quickly  take  hold  a'  the  laths :  and  if  he  chance  to 
fpit  downward  too,  he  will  burn  all  the  boards. 

Capt.  My  life  for  yours,  Sir  Godfrey. 
Sir  godf.  My  Sifter  is  very  curious  and  dainty  ore  this 

Room, I  can  tell  you, and  therefore  if  he  muft  needs  fpit,  I 

pray  defire  I  im.  to  fpit  i'th'  Chimney. 
lye.  Why,afTure  you,Sir  Godfrey^  ftiall  not  be  brought 

up  with  fo  little  mariners,  to  fpit  and  fpawl  a'th'  floor. 
Sir  Godf.  Why  1  thank  you,  good  Captain,  pray  have  a 

care  I,  — tall  to  your  Circle,  we'll  not  trouble  you  I  war- 
rant you,come,we'U  into  the  next  Room,and  becaufe  we'll 

be  fiirt  to  k  .p  him  out  there,  we'll  bar  up  the  Door  with Tome  of  the  Godlies  Zealous  works. 
8dm.  Tnat  will  be  a  fine  device,Nuncte  and  becaufe  the 

ground  fhall  be  as  holy  as  the  Door,  1'Ie  tear  two  or  three 
Kofaries  in  pieces, and  ftrew  the  piecesabout  the  Chamber : 
Oh  !  the  Devil  already.  [Runs  in.  Thunders. 

Pye.  'sfoot,Captain,fpeakfomewhatforfhame:  it  ligh- 
tens and  Thunders  before  thou  wilt  begin,  why  when  ? 

Capt.  Pray  peace,  George,  thou'lt  make  me  laugh 
•inon,  and  fpoil  all. 

Pye.  Oh,  now  it  begins  agen  ;  now,  now,  now !  Captain. 

Capt.  Rhnmbos  ragd.iyon  ,  pur ,  pur  ,  cohiQundrion ,  Hois- Plois. 

Sir  Godfrey  through  the  Key  hole,  within. 
Sir  Godf.  Oh  admirable  Conjarer !  has  fetcht  Thunder 

already. 
Tye.  Hark  hark,  agen  Captain. 

Capt    Hen]amino.  galpots-kay.gqfgcthoterontimbrois- 
Sir  Godf.  Oh,I  would  the  Devil  would  come  away  quick- 
ly, he  has  no  confeience  to  put  a  man  to  fuch  pain. 
Pye.  Agen. 
Capt .  Flowfle  kakjpumpos-dragone-  leloomenos.  hodge  podge. 
Pye.  Well  faid,  Captain. 
Sir  Godf.  So  long  a  coming?  O  would  I  hadnerebe- 

gun'tnow,  for  1  fear  me  theft  roaring  Tempefts  will  de- 
[troy  all  the  Fruits  of  the  Earth,  and  tread  upon  my  core — 
oh,i'  th'  Country. 

Capt.  Gog  de  gog  ,  hobgoblin  ,  hunchs ,  hounflow ,  hoiklty 
te  coome  park^  • 

Wid.  O  Brother,  Brothe  r,what  a  Tempeft's  i'th'Garden, 
fure  there's  fome  Conjuratiou  abroad. 

Sir  Godf.  'Tisathome,  Sifter. 
Pye.  By  and  by  Fie  ftepin,  Captain. 

Capt.  l^unik^Nanck^Rtp-G 'afcoines,  Ips,Drip-cDropite. 
S.rGodf.  He  drips  and  drop^,  poor  man :  alas,alas. 

'Pye.  Now,  I  come.  • 
Capt.  O  Sidphitre  Sootf.ice. 

Pye.  Arch-Conjui  er,  what  would'ft  thou  with  me? 
Sir  Godf.  O,  the  Devil,  Sifter,  i' th' dining-Chamber : 

fing,  Sifter,  1  warrant  you  that  will  keep  him  out  5  quickly, 

quickly,  quickly.  •       [goes  in. 
Pye.  So,  fo,  fo  •,  1'le  releafe  thee;:  enough  Captain, 

enough  :  allow  us  fome  time  to  laugh  a  little, they're  fhud 
dering  and  making  by  this  time,  as  if  an  Earthquake  were 
in  1  heir  k'dneys. 

Capt.  Sirrah  George,  how  was't,  how  was't  ?  did  I  do't !  well  enorgh  ? 

Pye.  Woult  believe  me,  Captain,  better  than  any  Con- 
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jurer,  for  here  was  no  harm  in  this  \  and  yet  their  horri- 
ble expectation  fatisfied  well,  you  were  much  beholding 

to  Tnunder  and  Lightning  at  this  time,  it  grae'd  you  well I  can  tell  you. 

Capt.  1  muft  needs  fay  fo,  George :  Sirrah  if  we  could  ha' 
convey'd  hitiier  cleanly  a  cracker,  or  a  fire-wheel,  t'ad been  admirable. 

Pye.  Blurt,blurt,  there's  nothing  remains  to  put  thee  to 
pain  now,  Captain. 

Capt.  Pain?  I  proteft,  George,  my  heels  are  forer  than  a 

Whifon  ̂ Morris  dancer's. 
Pye.  All's  paft  now,  on'y  to  reveal  that  the  Chain's 

i'th'  Garden,  where,  thou  know'ft,  it  has  Iain  thefe  two 
dayes. 

Capt.  But  I  fear ,  that  Fox  Nicholas  has  reveal'd  it 
already. 

Pye.  Fear  not,  Captain,  you  muft  put  it  to  th'  venture 
now :  Nay  'tis  time,  call  upon  'em.  take  pity  on'em,  for  I 
believe  fome  of 'em  are  in  a  pitiful  caieby  this  time. 

Capt.  Sir  Godfrey,  Nicholas,  Kinfman,  —  'sfoot  they're 
faftatitftill:  George-,  Sir  6  odfrey  ? 

Sir  Godf.  Oh,  is  that  the  Devil's  voice  ?  how  comes  be 
to  know  my  name  ? 

Capt.  Fear  not,  Sir  Godfrey,  all's  quieted. 
Sir  godf.  What,  is  he  laid  ? 
Capt.  Laid  :  and  has  newly  dropr. 

Your  Chain  i'th'  Garden. 
Sir  Godf'  I'th'  Garden !  in  o«r  Garden  ? 
Vapt.  Your  Garden. 
Sir  Godf  O  fweet  Conjurer  /  whereabouts  there  ? 
Capt.  Look  well  about  a  bank  of  Rofemary. 
Sir  Godf.  Sifter ,  the  Rofemary-bank  ,  come ,  come  : 

there's  my  Chain,  he  fayes. 

[  Suppofeth  to  go. [Edm.  at  key  hole. 

Wid.  Oh  happinefs  /  run,  run. 
Edm.  Captain  Conjurer  ? 

Capt.  Who?  Matter  Edmund? 
Edm.  I,  Mafter  Edmund,  may  I  come  in  fafely  without 

danger,  think  you? 

Capt.  Pun,  long  ago,  it  is  all  as 'twas  at  firft : 
Fear  nothing,  pray  come  near,  how  now,  man  ? 

Edm.  Oh!  this  Room's  mightily  hot  i'faith:  'slid,  my 
fhirt  fticks  to  my  Belly  already  :  what  a  fteara  the  Rogue 

has  left  behind  him?  Foh,  this  Room  muft  be air'd,  Gen 
tkmen,  it  fmells  horribly  of  Brimftone,  let's  open  the windows, 

Pye.  Faith,  Mafter  Edmond,  'tis  but  your  conceit 
Edm.  I  would  you  could  make  me  believe  that,  i'faith, 

why  do  you  think  I  cannot  fmell  his  favour,from  another 
yet  I  fake  it  kindly  from  you,  becaufe  you  would  not  put 

me  in  a  fear,  i'faith:  a  my  troth  1  ftiall  love  you  for  this 
the  longeft  day  of  my  life 

Capt .  Puh,  'tis  nothing ,  Sir  ,  love  me  when  you  fee more. 

Edm.  Mafs,  now  remember,  l'le  look  whether  he  has 
Gndged  the  hangings,  or  no. 

Pye.  Captain,  to  entertain  a  little  fport  till  they  come 

make  him  believe,  you'll  charm  him  invifible,  he's  apt  to 
admire  any  thing,  you  fee,  let  me  alone  to  give  force 

to't. Capt.  Go,  retire  to  yonder  end  then. 
Edm.  I  proteft  you  are  a  rare  fellow,  are  you  not? 
Cap.  O  Mafter  Edmond,  you  know  but  the  leaft  part  of 

me  yet  \  why  now  at  this  inftant  1  could  flourifh  my 
wand  thrice  ore  your  head,  and  charm  you  invifible. 
Edm.  What  you  could  not  ?  make  me  walk  invifibl 

man  ?  I  fhould  laugh  at  that  i'faith  •,  troth  l'le  requite  your 
kindnefs,  an  you'll  do't,  good  Captain  Conjurer 

Capt.  Nay,  I  fhould  hardly  deny  you  fuch  a  fm all  kind 

nefs,  Mafter  Edmond  PUa,  why,  look  you,  Sir,  'tis  no  more 
but  this,  and  thus  agen,  and  now  y'are  invifible. 

Edm.  Am  I  Faith  ?  who  would  think  it  ? 

Capt.  You  fee  the  Fortune-teller  yonder  at  farther  end 
o'th'  Chamber,go  toward  him,  do  what  you  will  with  him, 
ue  fhall  ne'r  find  you. Edm 



the  Widow  0/ Watling-ftreet. 

277 

Edm.  Say  you  fo,  I'll  rry  that  i'faith          [Juftles  him. 

pye.  Hoe  now  Captain  t  who's  that  juftled  me  ? 
Capt.  Tuftled  you  ?  I  Taw  no  body. 

.  Edm.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  fay 'twas  a  Spirit. 
Copt.  Shall  I?  may  be  fome  Spirit  that  haunt  the 

circle, 

Pye.  O  my  nofe,  agen,  pray  conjure  then,  Captain. 
[Pulls  him  by  the  Noje. 

Edm.  Troth  this  is  exlent ,  I  may  do  any  knavery  now 

and  never  be  feen, — and  now  I  remember  me,  Sir  Godfrey 

my  Uncle  abus'd  mc  t'other  day,  and  told  tales  of  me  to 

my  Mother  Troth  now  fine  invifible,  I'll  hit  him  a 
found  whirrit  a'th'ear,  whence  comes  out  a'th'garden, — 

1  may  be  reveng'd  on  him  now  finely. 

.  •   Enter  Sir  Godfrey,  Widow,  Frank,  Nicholas 
with  the  Chain. 

Sir  God.  1  have  my  Chain  again  ,  my  Chain's  found 
again.  CEdmond  firikes  him. 
0  fweet  Captain,  O  admirable  Conjurer. 
O,  what  mean  you  by  that,  Nephew  ? 

Edm.  Nephew  ?  1  hope  you  do  not  know  me,  Uncle  ? 
Wtd.  Why  did  you  ftrike  your  Uncle,  Son  ? 
Edm.  Why,  Captain, am  I  not  invifible? 

Copt.  A  good  jctt,  George, — not  now  you  are  not,  Sir, 
Why  did  not  you  fee  me,  when  I  did  uncharm  you  ? 

Edm.  Not  I,  by  my  troth,  Captain : 
Then  pray  you  pardon  me,  Uncle, 

1  thought  I'de  been  invifible  when  I  Itruck  you. 
Sir  God.  So,  you  would  do't?  go, — y'are  a  fooltfh  boy, 

And  were  I  not  o'recome  with  greater  joy, 
l'de  make  you  tafte  correction. 

Edm.  Correction,  pu(h — -no,  neither  you  nor  my  Mo- 
ther, mall  think  to  whip  me  as  you  have  done. 

Sir  God.  Captain,  myjoyisfuch,  I  know  not  how  to 
thank  you,  let  me  embrace  you,  O  my  fweet  Chain,  glad 

nefs  e'en  makes  me  giddy,  rare  man :  'twas  juft  i'th'Rofe- 
mary  bank,  as  if  one  fhould  ha  laid  it  there  — O  cunning, 
cunning ! 

Wid.  Well,  feeing  my  Fortune  tells  me  I  mult  marry; 

let  me  marry  a  man  of  wit ,  a  man  of  parts,  here's  a  wor" 
thy  Captain,  and  'tis  a  fine  Title  truly  la  to  be  a  Captain's 
Wife,  a  Captain's  Wife,  it  goes  very  finely,  befide  all  the 
world  knows  that  a  worthy  Captain  is  a  fit  Companion  to 

any  Lord,  ttsen  why  not  a  fweet  Bed-fellow  tor  any  La- 

dy, I'll  have  it  lb — •  ■ 

Enter  Frailty. 

Frail.  O  Miflrefs,  Gentlemen,  there's  the  braveft  fight 
coming  along  this  way. 

Wid.  What  brave  fight? 
Frail.  O ,  one  going  to  burying ,  and  another  going  to 

hanging. 
Wid.  A  rueful  fight. 

Pye.  'sfoot ,  Captain ,  I'll  pawn  my  life  the  Corporal's 
coffin'd,  and  old  Shirmijh  the  Souldier  going  to  execution, 
and  'tis  now  about  the  time  of  his  waking  •,  hold  out  a  lit- 

tle longer,  fleepy  potion,  and  we  fhall  have  exlent  admira 

tion  •,  for  I'll  take  upon  me  the  cure  of  him. 

Enter  the  Coffin  of  the  Corporal,  the  Souldier  bound, 
and  led  by  Officers,  tile  Sheriff  there. 

Frail.  O  here  they  come,  here  they  come  ! 
Pye.  Now  mult  I  clofe  fecretly  with  the  Souldier,  pre- 

vent his  impatience,  or  elfe  all's  difepvered. 
Wid.  O  lamentable  feeing ,  thefe  were  thofe  Brothers, 

that  fought  and  bled  before  our  dooc. 
Sir  God.  What  they  were  not,  Sitter  ? 

Skir.  George,  look  to't,  I'll  peach  at  Tiburndfe. 
Pye.  Mum — Gentles  all,  vouchfafe  me  audience,  and 

you  efpecially,  Mailer  Sheriff: 

Yon  man  is  bound  to  execution, 

Becaufe  he  wounded  this  that  now  lies  coffin'd. 
Sher.  True,  true,  he  fhall  have  the  Law.. — and  I  know 

the  Law. 

Pye.  But  under  favour,  Mailer  Sheriff",  if  this  man  had 
been  cured  and  fafe  again  ,  he  (hould  have  been  releas'd 
then  ? 

Sher.  Why,  make  you  queftion  of  that,  Sir  ? 
Pye.  Then  1  releafe  him  freely,  and  will  take  upon  me 

thedeath  that  he  fiiould  die,  if  within  a  little  feafon,  I  do 
not  cure  him  to  his  proper  health  again. 

Sher.  How,  Sir  ?  recover  a  dead  man  ? 
That  were  molt  flrange  of  all,         [Frank  comes  to  him. 

Fran\.  Sweet  Sir,  I  love  you  dearly,  and  could  wifh  my 
bell  part  yours,  -O  do  not  undertake  fuch  an  impofll ble  venture. 

Pye.  Love  you  me?  then  for  your  fweet  fake  I'll  do't : 
Let  me  entreat  the  Corps  to  be  fet  down. 
.  Sher.  Bearers,  fet  down  the  Coffin,  this  is  wonder 
ful,  and  worthy  Stows  Chronicle. 

Pye.  I  pray  bellow  the  freedom  of  the  air  upon  our 
wholfome  Art,  -Mafs  his  cheeks  begin  to  receive  na- 

tural warmth  :  nay,  good  Corporal,  wake  betime,  or  I 

fhall  have  a  longer  fleep  than  you,  'sfoot,  if  he  fhould 
prove  dead  indeed  now,  he  were  fully  reveng'd  upon  me 
for  making  a  property  on  him ,  yet  I  had  rather  run  upon 
the  Ropes ,  than  have  the  Rope  like  a  Tetter  run  upon 
me,  0 — he  flirs — he  flirs  agen  look,  Gentlemen,  he 
recovers,  he  Harts,  he  riles. 

Sher.  Oh,  oh,  defend  us  out,  alas. 

Pye.  Nay,  pray  be  ft  ill  ̂   you'll  make  him  more  giddy elfe,-  'he  knows  no  body  yet. 

Corp.  Zowns:  where  am  I  ?  cover'd  with  fhow  ?  I marvel  ? 

Pye.  Nay,  I  knew  he  would  fwear  the  firft  thing  he  did, 
as  foon  as  he  came  to  life  again. 

Corp.  'sfoot,  Hoflefs — fome  hot  porridge, — oh,  ho,  lay 
on  a  dozen  of  Faggots  in  the  Moon  Parlour,  there. 

Pye.  Lady,  you  muft  needs  take  a  little  pity  of  him  i'- 
faith, and  fend  him  into  your  Kitchin  fire. 

Wid.  O,  with  all  my  heart,  Sir  Nicholas  and  Frailty, 
help  to  bear  him  in. 

Nich.  Bear  him  in,  quotha,  pray  call  in  the  Maids,  1 

fhall  ne're  have  the  heart  to  do't,  indeed  la. 
Frail.  Nor  I  neither,  I  cannot  abide  to  handle  a  Ghofl, 

of  all  men. 

Corp.  'Sloud,  let  me  fee,  where  was  I  drunk  laft  night? 

hah  Wtd.  O,  fhall  I  bid  you  once  agen  take  him  away  ? 

Frail.  Why,  we're  as  fearful  as  you,  I  warrant  you— — 

oh  . Wid.  Away,Vil!ains,  bid  the  Maids  make  him  a  Cawdle 
prefently  to  fettle  his  brain — or  a  Poffet  of  Sack,  quickly, 
quickly.  [Exeunt,  pufhing  in  the  Corps. 

Sher.  Sir ,  whatfoe're  you  are ,  I  do  more  than  admire 

you. 

Wid.  O  I,  if  you  knew  all,  Mailer  Sheriff,  as  you  fhall 
do,  you  would  fay  then,  that  here  were  two  of  the  rarell 
men  within  the  Walls  of  Chriflcndom. 

Sher.  Two  of  'em,  O  wonderful :  Officers,  I  difcharge 

you,  fet  him  free,  all's  in  tune. Sir  God.  I ,  and  a  Banquet  ready  by  this  time,  Mailer 
Sheriff,  to  which  I  moll  cheerfully  invite  you.and  your  late 
Prifoner  there  :  fee  you  this  goodly. Chain,  Sir,  mum,  on 

more  words,  'twas  loll  and  is  found  again  •,  come,  my  in 
eltimable  Bullies,  we'll  talk  of  your  noble  Acts  in  fparkling 
Charnico,  and  inflead  of  a  Jeffcer ,  we'll  ha  the  Ghofl  i'th' 
white  fheet  fit  at  upper  end  oth'  Table. 

Sher.  Exlent,  merry  man,  i'faith.  [Exit. 
Frank.  Well,  feeing  I  am  enjoyn'd  to  love  and  marry. 

My  foolifh  vow  thus  1  cafheer  to  air 
Which  firft  begot  it,  now,  Love,  play  thy  parr; 
The  Scholar  reads  his  lecture  in  my  heart. 

A  a  a  a .  tu4flus 
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(lAffus  Qgintus. 

Enter  in  hafte  Mafter  Edmond  and  Frailty. 

THis  is  the  Marriage-morning  for  my  Mother 
and  my  Sifter. 

Frail.  Ome,  Mailer  Edmond,  we  (hall  have  rare  do 
ings. 

Edm.  Nay  go,  Frailty,  run  to  the  Sexton,  you  know  my 

Mother  will  be  married  at  Saint  Antlings,  hie  thee,'tis  paft 
five,  bid  them  open  the  Church  door ,  my  Sifter  is  almolt 
ready. 

Frail.  What  already,  Mafter  Edmond  3 
Edm.  Nay  ,  go  hie  thee  ,  firft  run  to  the  Sexton ,  and 

run  to  the  Clerk ,  and  then  run  to  Mafter  Pigman  the 
Parfon,  and  then  run  to  the  Milliner,  and  then  run  home 
agen. 

Frail.  Here's  run,  run,  run  
Edm.  But  hark,  Frailty. 
Frail.  What,  more  yet  ? 
Edm.  Have  the  Maids  remembred  to  drew  the  way  to 

the  Church. 

Frail,  Foh,  an  hour  ago  I  help'd  'em  my  felf. 
£dm.  Away, away,  away,  away  then. 
Frail.  Away,  away,  away,  away  then     {Exit  Frailty. 
Edm.  I  fhall  have  a  fimple  Father-in-law ,  a  brave  Ca 

Jtain,  able  to  beat  all  our  ftreet :  Captain  Idle ,  now  my 
-ady  Mother  will  be  fitted  for  a  delicate  name,  my  Lady 
Idle,  my  Lady  Idle,  the  fineft  name  that  can  be  for  a  Wo- 

man, and  then  the  Scholar,  Mafter  Pye-boord for  my  Sifter 
Frances ,  that  will  be  Miftrefs  Frances  Pye-boord,  Miftrefs 

Frances  Pye-boord,  they'll  keep  a  good  Table,  I  warrant 
you :  Now  all  the  Knights  nofes  are  put  out  of  joynt,  they 
may  go  to  a  Bone-fetters  now. 

Enter  Captain  and  Pye-boord. 

Hark,  bark  O  who  comes  here  with  two  Torches  before 

'em,  my  fweet  Captain  ,  and  my  fine  Scholar  >  O  how 
bravely  they  are  (hot  up  in  one  night,  they  look  like  fine 

Britains  now  me  thinks,  here's  a  gallant  change  i'faith  \ 
'Aid,  they  have  hir'd  men  and  all  by  the  Clock. 

Capt.  Mafter  Edmond,  kind,  honeft,  dainty  Mafter  £d 
mond. 

Edm.  Foh,  fweet  Captain  Father-in-law,  a  rare  perfume 
i'faith. 

Pye.  What,  are  the  Brides  ftirring?  may  we  fteal  up- 
on 'em,  think'ft  thou,  Mafter  Edmond  ? 
Edm.  Faw,  they'r  e'ne  upon  readinefs,  I  can  aflure  you ; 

for  they  were  at  their  Torch  e'ne  now,  by  the  fame  token I  tumbled  down  the  flairs. 

Pye.  Alas,  poor  Mafter  Edmond. 

Enter  tJMuficians. 

Cap.  O,  the  Muficians  !  I  prethee,  Mafter  Edmond,  call 

'em  in,  and  liquor  'em  a  little. 
Edm.  That  I  will,  fweet  Captain  Father-in-law ,  and 

make  each  of  them  as  drunk  as  a  common  Fidler. 
{Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  Sir  John  Penny-Dub  and  Moll  above  lacing 

of  her  Cloaths. 

Pen.  Whewh,  Miftrefs  Moll,  Miftrefs  Moll. 
tJMoll.  Who's  there  ? 
Pen.  'Tis  1. 

Moll.  Who  ,  Sir  John  Penny-Dub  I  O  you're  an  early 
Cock  i'faith,  who  would  have  thought  you  to  be  fo  rare  a ftirrer  ? 

Pen.  Prethee,  Moll,  let  me  come  up. 

Moll.  No  by  my  faith,  Skjohn,  I'll  keep  you  down, 

for  you  Knights  are  very  dangerous ,  if  once  you  get above. 

Pen.  I'll  not  ftay  i'faith. 
Moll.  I'faith  you  fhall  Ilay :  for,  Sir  John,  you  mud  note the  nature  of  the  Climates :  your  Northern  Wench  in  her 

own  Country  may  well  hold  out  till  fhe  be  fifteen  ,  but  if 
(he  touch  the  South  once,  and  come  up  to  London,  here  the 
Chimes  go  prefently  after  twelve. 

Pen.  O  th'art  a  mad  Wench,  Moll,  but  I  prethee  make 
hafte,  for  the  Prieft  is  gone  before. 

Moll.  Do  you  follow  him,  I'll  not  be  Jong  after. 

{Exeunt. 
Enter  Sir  Oliver  Muck-hill,  Sir  Andrew  Tipftaff, 

and  old  Skirmifh  talking. 

Muck<  O  monftrous  unheard  of  Forgery  ! 
Tip.  Knight,  I  never  heard  of  fuch  villany  in  our  own 

Country,  in  my  life. 

UMucki  Why,  'tis  impoffible,  dare  you  maintain  your 
words  ? 

Skir.  Dare  we  ?  e'ne  to  their  wezen  pipes :  we  know  j 
all  their  plots ,  they  cannot  fquander  with  us ,  they  have 

knavifhly  abus'd  us,  made  only  properties  on's  to  advance 
their  felves  upon  our  fhoulders ,  but  they  fhall  rue  their  a- 
bufes,  this  morning  they  are  to  be  married. 

Mnckt  'Tis  too  true,  yet  if  the  Widow  be  not  too  much 
befotted  on  flights  and  forgeries,  the  revelation  of  their 

yillanies  will  make  'em  loachfom ,  and  to  that  end ,  be  it 
in  private  to  yon ,  I  fent  late  laft  night  to  an  honourable 
>erfonage,  to  whom  I  am  much  indebted  in  kindnefs,  as 
le  is  to  me ,  and  therefore  prefume  upon  the  payment  of 
his  tongue,  and  that  he  will  lay  out  good  words  for  me, 
and  to  fpeak  truth,  for  fuch  needful  occafions,  I  only  pre 
ferve  him  in  bond ,  and  fometimes  he  may  do  me  more 
good  here  in  the  City  by  a  free  word  of  his  mouth ,  than 
if  he  had  paid  one  half  in  hand ,  and  took  Doomfday  for 
t'other. 

Tip.  In  troth,  Sir,  without  foothing  be  it  fpoken ,  you 
have  publifht  much  judgment  in  thefe  few  words. 

Muck.  For  you  know,  what  fuch  a  man  utters  will  be 
thought  effectual,  and  to  weighty  purpofe,  and  therefore 

into  his  mouth  we'll  put  the  approved  Theme  of  their 
forgeries. 

Sktr.  And  1*11  maintain  it,  Knight,  if  fhe'Jl  be  true. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

CMtick.  How  now,  Fellow. 

Serv.  May  it  pleafe  you,  Sir,  my  Lord  is  newly  lighted from  his  Coach. 

Muck.  Is  my  Lord  come  already  ?  his  Honour's  early  : You  fee  he  loves  me  well  \  up  before  heaven, 
Truft  me,  I  have  found  him  nightcapt  at  eleven : 

There's  good  hope  yet:  come,  I'll  relate  all  to  him. 

{Exeunt. 
Enter  the  two  Bridegrooms ,  Captain  and  Scholar  after  them, 

Sir  Godfrey  and  Edmond,  Widow  changed  in  Apparel, 

Miftrefs  Frances  led  between  two  Knights,  Sir  John  Penny- 
Dub  and  Moll :  there  meets  them  a  Nobleman,  Sir  Oliver 

Muck-hill,  and  Sir  Andrew  Tipftaff". 

Nob.  By  your  leave,  Lady. 

Wid.  My  Lord,  your  honour  is  moft  chaftly  welcome. 
Nob.  Madam,  though  I  came  now  from  Court,  I  come 

not  to  flatter  you  :  upon  whom  can  I  juftly  call  this  blot, 

but  upon  your  own  forehead ,  that  know  not  Ink  from 

Milk,  fuch  is  the  blind  befotting  in  the  ftate  of  an  un- 
loaded woman  that's  a  Widow.  For  it  is  the  property 

of  all  you  that  are  Widows  (a  handful  excepted)  to  hate 
thofe  that  honeftly  and  carefully  love  you  ,  to  the 
maintenance  of  credit,  ftate,  and  pofterity,  and  ftrongly 
to  doat  on  thofe ,  that  only  love  you  to  undo  you :  and regard 
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regard  you  lead,  are  bell  regarded  •,  who  hate  you  moft, 
are  bell  beloved.  And  if  there  be  but  one  man  amongft 
ten  thoufand  millions  of  men,  that  is  accurft,  difaftrous, 
and  evilly  Planeted  ;  whom  Fortune  beats  moll ,  whom 
God  hates  moft,  and  all  Societies  efteem  leaft,  that  man 
is  fure  to  be  a  Husband  —  Such  is  the  peevifti  Moon  that 
rules  your  blouds.  An  impudent  Fellow  bed  woes  you, 
a  flattering  Lip  beft  wins  you,  or  in  mirth,  who  talks 
roughlieft,  is  moft  fweeteft}  nor  can  you  diftinguifh 
truth  from  forgeries,  mifts  from  fimplicity  :  witnefs  thofe 

two  deceitful  Mon tiers ,  that  you  have  entcrtain'd  for 
Bridegrooms. 

Wid.  Deceitful  
Pye.  Ail  will  out. 

Cap.  'Sfoot,  who  has  blab'd,  George  ?  that  foolilh  2Yj- cholas. 

Nob.  For,  what  they  have  befotted  your  eafie  bloud 
withal,  were  nought  but  Forgeries,  the  Fortune-telling 

for  Husbands ,  and  the  Conjuring  for  the  Chain  •,  Sir 
Godfrey  heard  the  falftiood  of  all :  nothing  but  meer 
Knavery,  deceit  and  cozenage. 

Wid.  O  wonderful!  indeed  1  wendred  that  myHuf- 
band  with  all  his  Craft,  could  not  keep  himfelf  out  of 
Purgatory. 

Sir  God.  And  I  more  wonder  ,  that  my  Chain  lhould 
be  gone,  and  my  Taylor  had  none  of  it. 

Moll.  And  I  wondred  moft  of  all,  that  I  lhould  be 

tyed  from  Marriage,  having  fuch  a  mind  to't :  come  Sir 
John  Penny-Dub,  fair  weather  on  our  fide,  the  Moon  has 

chang'd  fince  Yefternight. 
Pye.  The  fling  of  every  evil  is  within  me. 
Nob.  And  that  you  may  perceive  1  feign  not  with  you, 

behold  their  Fellow  aftor  in  thofe  Forgeries,  who  full  of 

Spleen  and  Envy  at  their  fo  fudden  advancements,reveal'd 
all  their  Plot  in  anger. 

Pye.  BafeSouIdier,  to  reveal  us. 

Wid.  I'st  pofllble  we  lhould  be  blinded  fo,  and  our  Eyes 

open  > Nob.  Widow,  will  you  now  believe  that  falfe,  which 
too  foon  you  believed  true  ? 

Wid.  O,  to  my  ftiame,  I  do. 
Sir  God.  But  under  favour,  my  Lord,  my  Chain  was 

truly  loft,  and  ftrangely  foung  again. 
Nob.  Refolve  him  of  that,  Souldier. 

Skir,  In  few  words,  Knight,  then  thou  wert  the  Arch- 
Gull  of  all. 

Sir  God.  How,  Sir? 

Skir.  Nay  I'll  prove  it :  for  the  Chain  was  but  hid  in 
the  Rofemary-bank  all  this  while,  and  thou  gotft  him  out 
of  Prifon  to  Conjure  for  it,whodid  it  admirably  fuftianly, 

for  indeed  what  needed  any  others,  when  he  knew  where 
it  was  ? 

Sir  God.  O  Villany  of  Villains !  but  how  came  my 
Chain  there  ? 

Skir.  Where's  Truly  la  ,  Indeed  la  ?  he  that  will  not 
Swear,  but  Lye ;  he  that  will  not  Steal,  but  Rob :  pure 
Nicholas  Saint  Antlings. 

Sir  God.  O  Villain !  one  of  our  Society, 

Deem'd  always  holy,  pure,  religious : 

A  Puritan,  a  Thief?  when  was't  ever  heard  ? 
Soon  we'll  kill  a  man,  than  Steal,  thouknow'ft. 
Out  Slave,  I'll  rend  my  Lyon  from  thy  back  — With  mine  own  hands. 

*NJcb.  Dear  Mafter,  oh. 
Nob.  Nay  Knight,  dwell  in  patience. 

And  now ,  Widow,  being  fo  near  the  Church ,  'twere 
great  pitty,  nay  uncharity,  to  fend  you  home  again  with- 

out a  Husband  :  draw  near,  you  of  true  Worlhip,  ftate 
and  credit:  that  lhould  not  ftand  fo  far  off  from  a  Wi- 

dow, and  iuffer  forged  lhapes  to  come  between  you  :  Not 
that  in  thefe  I  blemilh  the  true  Title  of  a  Captain,  or  blot 
the  fair  margent  of  a  Scholar:  for  I  honour  worthy  and 
deferving  parts  in  the  one,  and  cherifh  fruitful  Virtues  in 
the  other.  Come  Lady,  and  you  Virgin ,  beftow  your 
Eyes  and  your  pureft  aftedions,  upon  men  of  ellimation, 
both  in  Court  and  City,  that  have  long  woed  you,  and 
both  with  their  hearts  and  wealth,  fincerely  love  you. 

Sir  God.  Good  Sifter,  do :  fweet  little  Franks  thefe  are 
men  of  reputation,  you  fhall  be  welcom  at  Court :  a  great 
credit  for  a  Citizen,  fweet  Sifter. 

Nob.  Come,  her  lilence  do's  confent  to't. Wid.  I  know  not  with  what  Face. 

Nob.  Pah,  pah,  with  your  own  Face,  they  defire  no other. 

Wid.  Pardon  me,  worthy  Sirs,  I  and  my  Daughter  have 

wrong'd  your  loves. 
Muck.  'Tis  eafily  pardon'd,  Lady, 

If  you  vouchfafe  it  now. 
Wid.  With  all  my  Soul. 

Franks  And  I,  with  all  my  heart. 
Moll.  And  I,  Sir  John  with  Soul,  Heart,  Lights  and  all. 
Sir  God.  They  are  all  mine,  <jMoll. 
Nob.  Now  Lady  : 

What  honeft  Spirit,  but  will  applaud  your  choice, 
And  gladly  furnilh  you  with  hand  and  voice  j 

A  happy  change,  which  makes  e'en  Heaven  rejoice. 
Come,  enter  in  your  Joyes,  you  mail  not  want, 
For,  Fathers,  now  I  doubt  it  not,  believe  me, 
But  that  you  (hall  have  hands  enough  to  give  me. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 

A  a  a  a  2 A 
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o\£ot  fo  New,  as  Lamentable  and  True. 

Enter  Oliver  and  Raph,  two  Serving-men. 

Oliv. 

S
'
 

Irrah  Raph,  my  youag  Miftrefs  is  in  fuch  a  pit- 
tiful  paffionate  humour  for  the  long  abfence 
of  her  Love. 

Raph.  Why,  can  you  blame  her  ?  why,  Apples  hang- 
ing longer  on  the  Tree  than  when  they  are  ripe,  makes 

fo  many  fallings,  viz..  Mad  Wenches,  becaufe  they  are 
not  gathered  in  time,  are  fain  to  drop  of  themfelves, 

and  then  'tis  common  you  know  for  every  Man  to  take them  up. 

Oltv.  Mafs  thou  fayeft  true,  'tis  common  indeed,  but 
firrah,  is  neither  our  young  Matter  returned,  norourfei 
low  Sam  come  from  London  i 

Roph.  Neither  of  either,  as  the  Puritan  Bawd  fays 

'Slid  1  hear  Sam,  Sam's  come,  here  tarry,  come  i'faith, 
now  my  Nofe  itches  for  News. 

Oliv.  And  fo  doth  mine  Elbow. 

f_Sam  calls  within.  Where  arc  you  there  ? 
Sam.  Boy,  look  you  walk  my  Horfe  with  difcretion, 

I  have  rid  him  limply,  I  warrant  his  skin  flicks  to  his 
back  with  very  heat,  if  he  mould  catch  cold  and  get  the 
cough  of  the  lungs,  1  were  well  ferved,  were  I  not  ?  What 
Raph  and  Oliver} 

Amb.  Honeft  fellow  Sam,  welcome  i'faith.  what  tricks 
haft  thou  brought  from  London  ? 

[Furttijh'd  with  things  from  London. 
Sam.  You  fee  I  am  hang'd  after  the  trueft  fafhion, 

three  Hats,  and  twoGlafies  bobbing  upon  them,  two  re- 

bate wyers  upon  my  breaft,  a  Cap-cafe  by  my  fide,  a  brufh 
at  my  back,  an  Almanack  in  my  pocket,  and  three  Bal 
lads  in  my  codpiece  ;  nay,  I  am  the  true  picture  of  acorn 
mon  ferving-man. 

Oliv.  I'll  fwear  thou  art,  thou  may'ft  fet  up  when  thou 
wilt,  there's  many  a  one  begins  with  lefs  I  can  tell  thee, 
that  proves  a  rich  mane'r  he  dyes,  but  what's  the  News 
from  London,  Sam  ? 

Raph.  1  that's  well  fed,  what  is  the  News  from  London, 
firrah  ?  My  young  Miftrefs  keeps  fuch  a  puling  for  her 
Love. 

Sam.  Why  the  more  fool  fhe,  [,  the  more  ninny-ham- 
mer fhe. 

Oliv.  Why,  Sam,  why  > 
Sam.  Why,  he  is  married  to  another  long  ago. 
Amb.  Faith  ye  jeft. 
Sam.  Why,  did  you  not  know  that  till  now  ?  Why, 

he's  married,  beats  his  Wife,  and  has  two  or  three  Chil- 
dren by  her:  for  youmuft  note,  that  any  Woman  bears 

the  more  whin  fhe  is  beaten. 

Raph.  I  that's  true,  for  fhe  bears  the  blows. 
Ohv.  Sirrah  Sam,  I  would  not  for  two  years  wages 

my  young  Miftrefs  knew  fo  much,  fhe'd  run  upon  the  left 

hand  of  her  wit,  and  ne'r  be  her  own  Woman  again. 
Sam.  And  1  think  fhe  was  bleft  in  her  Cradle,  that  he 

never  came  in  her  bed  •,  why,  he  has  confumed  all,  pawn'd 
his  Lands,  and  made  his  Univerfity  Brother  ftand  in  wax 

for  him  There's  a  fine  phrafe  for  a  Scrivener,  pull,  he 
owes  more  than  his  skin  is  worth. 

Oav.  is't  poftible  ? 

Sam.  Nay,  I'll  tell  yon  moreover,  he  calls  his  Wife 
Whore,  as  tamiliarly  2s  one  would  call  Moll  and  Doll,  and 
Children  Baftards,  as  naturally  as  can  be,  but  what  have 

we  here?  I  thought  'twas  fomething  pull'd  down  my 
Breeches :  I  quite  forgot  iny  two  poting  lticks,  thefe  came 
from  London,  now  any  thing  is  good  here  that  comes  from 
London. 

Oliv.  I,  far  fetcht  you  know. 

Sam.  But  fpeak  in  your  Confcience  i'faith,  have  not  we 
as  good  poting  Hicks  i'th'  Country  as  need  to  be  put  i'th' 
fire,  the  mind  or"  a  thing  is  all,  and  as  thou  faid'fteven 
now,  far  fetch'd  are  the  belt  things  for  Ladies. 

Oliv.  [,  and  for  waiting-gentlewomen  too. 
Sam.  But  Raph,  is  our  Beer  fowre  this  Thunder  ? 
Raph.  No,  no,  it  holds  countenance  yet. 

Sam.  Why  then  follow  me,  I'll  teach  you  the  fineft 
humour  to  be  drunk  in,  I  learn'd  it  at  London  laft  week. 

Amb.  Faith  let's  hear  it,  let's  hear  it. 
Sam.  The  braveft  humour,  'twould  do  a  man  good  to 

be  drunk  in  it,  they  call  it  knighting  in  London,  when 
they  drink  upon  their  knees. 

Amb.  Faith  that's  excellent. 

Sam.  Come  follow  me,  I'll  give  you  all  the  degrees  of 
it  in  order.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Wife. 

Wife.  What  will  become  of  us  >  all  will  away. 
My  Husband  never  ceafes  in  expence, 
Both  toconfume  his  Credit  and  his  Houfe. 

And  'tis  let  down  by  Heavens  juft  decree, 
That  Riots  Child  mult  needs  be  Beggery. 
Are  thefe  the  Vertues  that  his  Youth  did  promife  ? 
Dice  and  voluptuous  Meetings,  midnight  Revel?, 
Taking  his  Bed  with  furfeits ;    III  befeeming 
The  ancient  honour  of  his  Houfe  and  Name  : 

And  this  not  all,  but  that  which  kills  me  moft, 
When  he  recounts  his  lofies  and  falfe  fortunes, 
The  weaknefs  of  his  ftate  fo  much  dejefted, 
Not  as  a  man  repentant,  but  half  mad, 
His  fortunes  cannot  anfwer  his  expence : 
He  fits  and  fullenly  locks  up  his  arms, 

Forgetting  Heaven,  looks  downward,  which  makes 
Him  appear  fo  dreadful,  that  he  frights  my  heart : 
Walks  heavily,  as  if  his  foul  were  earthy 
Not  penitent  for  thofe  his  fins  are  paft, But 
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But  vext,  his  money  cannot  make  them  laft  : 
A  fearful  melancholy,  ungodly  forrow. 
Oh  yonder  he  comes,  now  in  defpight  of  ills 

I'll  fpeak  to  him,  and  I  will  hear  him  fpjak, 
And  do  my  belt  to  drive  it  from  his  hearc. 

Enter  Husband. 

Huf.  Pox  of  the  laft  throw,  it  made 
Five  hundred  Angels  vanifh  from  my  fight : 

I'm  damn'd,  I'm  damn'd,  the  Angels  have  forfook  me ; 
Nay  'tis  certainly  true :  for  he  that  has  no  coyn, 
Is  damn'd  in  this  world  ;  he's  gone,  he's  gone. 

Wtfe.  Dear  Husband. 
H»f.  Oh!  moftpunifhmentof  all,  I  have  a  Wife. 
Wife.  I  do  entreat  you,  as  you  love  your  Soul, 

Tel!  me  the  caufe  of  this  your  difcontent. 
Huf  A  vengeance  ftrip  thee  naked,  thou  art  caufe, 

Effed,  quality1,  property,  thou,  thou,  thou.  {Exit. 
Wife.  Bad  turn'd  to  worfe  ? 

Both  beggery  of  the  Soul  as  of  the  Body, 
And  fo  much  unlike  himfelf  at  firft, 
As  if  fome  vexed  fpirit  had  got  his  form  upon  him. 

Enter  Husband  again. 

He  comes  again, 
He  fays  1  am  the  caufe,  I  never  yet 
Spoke  lefs  than  words  of  duty  and  of  love. 

Huf.  If  marriage  be  honourable ,  then  Cuckolds  are 
honourable,  for  they  cannot  be  made  without  marriage. 
Fool,  what  meant  I  to  marry  to  get  Beggars  ? 
Now  muft  my  eldeft  Son  be  a  Knave  or  nothing,  he  can. 
not  live  but  upoW  fool,  for  he  will  have  no  Land  to 
maintain  him :  that  mortgage  fits  like  a  fnaffle  upon  mine 
Inheritance,  and  makes  me  chaw  upon  Iron. 
My  fecond  Son  muft  be  a  promoter,  and  my  third  a 

Thief,  or  an  under-putter,  a  Slave  Pander. 
Oh  beggery,  beggery,  to  what  bafe  ufes  doth  it  put  a  man. 
I  think  the  Devil  fcorns  to  be  a  Bawd  : 

He  bears  himfelf  more  proudly, 
Has  more  care  on  his  credit. 

Bafe,  flavifh,  abject,  filthy  poverty. 
Wife.  Good  Sir,  by  all  our  vows  I  do  befeech  you, 

Shew  me  the  true  caufe  of  yonr  difcontent. 
Huf.  Money,  money,  money,  and  thou  muft  fupply  me. 
Wife.  Alas,  I  am  the  Ieaftcaufe  of  your  difcontent. 

Yet  what  is  mine,  either  inRings  or  Jewels, 
Ufe  to  your  own  defire  \  but  I  befeech  you, 
As  you  are  a  Gentleman  by  many  bloods, 
Though  I  my  felf  be  out  of  your  refpecl:, 
Think  on  the  ftate  of  thefe  three  lovely  Boys 
You  have  been  Father  to. 

Huf.  Puh,  Baftards,  Baftards,  Baftards,  begot  in  tricks, 
begot  in  tricks. 

Wife.  Heaven  knows  how  thofe  words  wrorlg  me, 

But  I'll  endure  thefe  griefs  among  a  thoufand  more  : 
Oh  call  to  mind  your  Lands  already  mortgag'd, 
Your  felf  wound  into  debts,  your  hopeful  Brother 
At  the  Univerfity  into  bonds  for  you, 

Liketobefeiz'dupon.    And  - 
Huf.  Ha' done,  thou  Harlot, 

Whom  though  for  fafhion  I  married,  ' 
I  never  could  abide.    Think'ft  thou  thy  words 
Shall  kill  my  pleafure  ?  fall  off  to  thy  friends, 
Thou  and  thy  Baftards  beg,  I  will  not  bate 
A  whit  in  humour :  Midnight  ftill  I  love  you, 

And  revel  in  your  company  :  curb'd  in  ? 
Shall  it  be  faid  in  all  focieties, 

That  I  broke  cuftom  ?  that  I  flag'd  in  money  ? 
No,  thofe  thy  Jewels  I  will  play  as  freely, 
As  when  my  ftate  was  fulleft. 

Wife.  Be  it  fo. 
Huf.  Nay  I  proteft,  and  take  that  for  an  earnefl, 

He  fpurns  her. 

1  will  for  ever  hold  thee  in  contempt, 
And  never  touch  the  Sheets  that  cover  thee, 

But  be  divorc'd  in  Bed,  till  thouconient, 
Thy  dowry  fiiall  be  fold  to  give  new  life 
Unto  thofe  pleafures  which  1  molt  affect. 

Wife.  Sir,  do  but  turn  a  gentle  eye  on  me, 
And  what  the  Law  fhall  give  me  leave  to  do, 
You  fhall  command. 

Huf  Look  it  be  done,  fhall  I  want  duft, 
And  like  a  Slave  wear  nothing  in  my  pockets, 

[Holds  bii  Hands  in  hit  Pockets. 
But  my  hands  to  fill  them  up  with  nails.? 
Oh  much  againft  my  blood,  let  it  be  done, 
I  was  never  made  to  be  a  looker  on : 

A  Bawd  to  Dice ;  I'll  fhake  the  Drabs  my  felf, 
And  make  them  yield  }  1  fay,  look  it  be  done. 

Wife.  I  take  my  leave,  it  fhall.  [Exit. 
Huf.  Speedily,  fpeedily,  I  hate  the  very  hour  I  chofe 

a  Wife,  a  trouble,  trouble,  three  Children  like  three  evils 

hang  upon  me,  fie,  fie,  fie,  ftrumpet  and  baftards,  {trum- 
pet and  baftards. 

Enter  three  Gentlemen,  hearing  him. 

1  Gent .  Still  do  thefe  Ioathfome  thoughts  jar  on  your 
Tongue  ? 

Your  felf  to  ftain  the  honour  of  your  Wife, 
Nobly  defcended ;  thofe  whom  Men  call  mad, 

Endangers  others,  but  he's  more  than  mad 
That  wounds  himfelf,  whofe  own  words 
Do  proclaim  it  is  not  fit,  I  pray  forfake  it. 

2  Gent.  Good  Sir,  let  modefty  reprove  you. 

3  Gent.  Let  honeft  kindnefs  fway  fomuch  with  you. 
Huf.  God  den,  I  thank  you,  Sir,  how  do  you?  adieu,  1 

am  glad  to  fee  you,  farewel  Inftru&ions,  Admonitions. 

[Exeunt  Gent. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

How  now,  firrah  ?  what  would  you  ? 

Ser.  Only  to  certifie  you ,  fir ,  that  my  Miftrefs  was 
met  by  the  way,  by  them  who  were  fent  for  her  up  to 
London  by  her  honourable  Unckle ,  your  Worfhips  late 
Guardian. 

Huf.  So,  Sir,  then  fhe  is  gone,  and  fo  may  you  be, 
But  let  her  look  the  thing  be  done  fhe  wots  of, 

Or  Hell  will  ftand  more  pleafant  than  her  Houfe  at  home. 

[Exit  Servant* 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Gent.  Well  or  ill  met,  I  care  not. 

Huf.  No,  nor  I. 
Gent.  I  am  come  with  confidence  to  chide  you. 

Huf.  Who  me  ?  chide  me  ?  do't  finely  then,  let  it  not 
move  me,  for  if  thou  chid'ft  me  angry,  I  fhall  ftrike. 

Gent.  Strike  thine  own  follies,  for  it  is  they 

Deferve  to  be  well  beaten  •,  we  are  now  in  private, 
There's  none  but  thou  and  I,  thou  art  fond  and  peevlfh, 
An  unclean  Rioter,  thy  Lands  and  Credit 
Lie  now  both  fick  of  a  confumption, 

I  am  forry  for  thee  \  that  Man  fpends  with  fhame, 
That  with  his  Riches  doth  confume  his  Name, 
And  fuch  art  thou. 

Huf.  Peace. 
Gent.  No,  thou  (halt  hear  me  further. 

Thy  Fathers  and  fore-fathers  worthy  Honours, 
Which  were  our  Country  Monuments,  our  Grace, 
Follies  in  thee  begin  now  to  deface. 
The  fpring  time  of  thy  youth  did  fairly  promife 
Such  a  moft  fruitful  fummer  to  thy  Friends, 
It  fcarce  can  enter  into  mens  beliefs, 

Such  dearths  fhould  hang  on  thee,  we  that  fee  it, 
Are  forry  to  believe  it :  in  thy  change,  y 
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This  voice  into  all  places  will  be  hurPd  : 

Thou  and  the  Devil  has  deceiv'd  the  World. 

Hitf.  I'll  not  endure  thee. 
Cent.  But  of  all  the  worft, 

Thy  virtuous  Wife,  right  honourably  allied, 

Thou  haft  proclaim'd  a  (trumpet, 
Huf.  Nay  then  I  know  thee, 

Thou  art  her  Champion  thou,  her  private  friend, 
The  party  you  wot  on. 

Gent.  Oh  ignoble  thought, 
I  am  paft  my  patient  blood,  (hall  I  ftand  idle 

And  fee  my  reputation  touch'd  to  death  ? 
Huf.  This  has  gal'd  you,  has  it  ? 
Gent.  No  monlter,  I  prove/ 

My  thoughts  did  only  tend  to  virtuous  love. 
Huf.  Love  of  her  virtues  ?  there  it  goes. 
Gent.  Bale  fpirit,  to  lay  thy  hate  upon 

The  fruitful  honour  of  thine  own  bed. 

{The)  fight,  and  the  Husband  is  hurt. 
H'if.  Oh. 
Gent.  Wilt  thou  yield  it  yet  ? 
Huf.  Sir,  Sir,  I  have  not  done  with  you. 

Gent.  I  hope,  nor  ne'r  (hall  do.  [Fight  again. 
Huf.  Have  you  got  tricks  ?  are  you  in  cunning  with  me? 
Gent.  No,  plain  and  righr. 

He  needs  no  cunning  that  for  truth  doth  fight. 

[Hufband  falls  down. 

Huf.  Hard  fortune,  am  I  level'd  with  the  ground? 
Gem.  Now,  Sir,  you  lye  at  mercy. 
Huf.  1,  you  Slave. 
gent.  Alas,  that  hate  mould  bring  us  to  our  Grave, 

You  fee,  my  Sword's  not  thirfty  for  your  life, 
I  am  forrier  for  your  wound,  than  your  felf} 

Y'are  of  a  virtuous  Houfe,  (hew  virtuous  deeds, 
'Tis  not  your  honour,  'tis  your  folly  bleeds : 
Much  good  has  been  expected  in  your  life, 
Cancel  not  all  Mens  hopes,  you  have  a  Wite, 
Kind  and  obedient,  heap  not  wrongful  fname 
On  her  and  your  porter ity :  let  only  fin  be  fore, 
And  by  this  fall,  rife  never  to  fall  more. 
And  fo  I  leave  you.  {Exit 

Huf.  Has  the  Dog  left  me  then, 
After  his  tooth  has  left  me  ?  Oh,  my  heart 
Would  fain  leap  after  him,  revenge  I  fay, 

I'm  mad  to  bereveng'd,  my  (trumpet  Wife, 
It  is  thy  quarrel  that  rips  thus  my  flefli, 
And  makes  my  bread  (pit  blood,  but  thou  (halt  bleed : 

VanquihYd  ?  got  down  ?  unable  e'en  to  fpeak  ? 
Surely  'tis  want  of  money  makes  Men  weak, 
I,  'twas  that  o'rthrew  me,  I'd  ne'r  been  down  elfe.  [Exit 

Enter  Wife  in  a  riding  fate,  with  a  Serving-man. 

Ser.  Faith,  Miftrefs,  if  it  may  not  be  prefumption 
In  me  to  tell  you  fo,  for  his  excufe 
You  had  fmall  reafon,  knowing  his  abufe. 

Wife.  I  grant  I  had,  but  alas, 
Why  (hould  our  faults  at  home  be  fpread  abroad  ? 

'Tis  grief  enough  withindoors ;  at  firit  fight 
Mine  Uncle  could  run  o'r  his  prodigal  life 
As  perfectly,  as  if  his  ferious  eye 
Had  numbrtd  all  his  foliies : 

Knew  of  his  mortgag'd  lands,  his  friends  in  bonds, 
Himfelf  withered  with  debt ;  and  in  that  minute 
Had  I  added  his  ufage  and  unkindnefs, 

'Twould  have  confounded  every  thought  of  good  : 
Where  now,  fathering  his  riots  on  his  youth, 
Which  time  and  tame  experience  will  (hake  off, 

Guefling  his  kindnefs  to  me  (as  I  fmooth'd  him 
With  all  the  skill  I  had)  though  his  delerts 

Are  in  form  uglier  than  an  unfliap'd  Bear. 
He's  ready  to  prefer  him  to  fome  Office 
And  place  at  Court :  a  good  and  fure  relief 

To  all  his  Hooping  fortunes,  'twill  be  a  means,  1  hope, 

H 
o  make  new  league,  between  us,  and  redeem 
is  Virtues  with  his  Lands. 
Ser.  I  (hould  think  fo  :  Miftrefs,  if  he  (hould  not  now 

e  kind  to  you,  a^d  love  you,  and  cherifh  you  up,  I  (hould 
hink  the  Devil  himfelf  kept  open  houfe  in  him. 
Wife.  I  doubt  not  but  he  will  now,  prithee  leave  me 

think  I  hear  him  coining. 
Ser.  1  am  gone.  [Exit. 
Wife.  By  this  good  means  I  (hall  preferve  my  Lands 

ind  free  my  Husband  ouc  of  Ufurers  hands ; 

Now  there  is  no  need  oi  fale,  my  Uncle's  kind, 
I  Ijope,  if  ought,  this  will  content  his  mind. 
3ere  comes  my  Husband. 

Enter  Husband. 

Huf.  Now ,  are  you  come  ?  where's  the  money  ?  let's 
fee  the  money,  is  the  rubbifh  fold  ?  thofe  wife-akers  your 
Lands,  why  then,  the  money,  where  is  it?  pour  it 
down,  down  with  it,  down  with  it:  1  fay  pour't  on  the 
ground,  let's  fee  it,  let's  fee  it. 

Wife.  Good  Sir,  keep  but  in  patience,  and  I  hope 
My  words  (hall  like  you  well,  I  bring  you  better 
Comfort  than  the  fale  of  my  Dowry, 

Huf.  Ha,  what's  that? Wife.  Pray  do  not  fright  me.  Sir,  but  vonchfafe  me  hear- 
ing. My  Uncle,  glad  of  your  kindnefs  to  me  and  mild  ufe- 

age  (for  fo  I  made  it  to  him)  hath  in  pity  of  your  dedi 
ning  fortunes,  provided  a  place  for  you  at  Court,  of  worth 
and  credit ;  which  fo  much  overjoyed  me  

Huf.  Out  on  thee,  filth,  over  and  over-joyed, 
When  I'm  in  torment.  [fpitrns  her. 
Thou  politick  v, -ore,  fubtiller  than  nine  Devils,  was 
this  thy  journey  to  Nunck^  to  fet  down  the  hiftory  of 
me,  my  ltate  and  fortunes : 
Shall  J,  that  dedicated  my  felf  to  pleafure,  be  now  con- 

fin'd  in  fervice  to  crouch,  and  ftand  like  an  old  man  i'th' 
hams,  my  Hat  off?  I  that  could  never  abide  to  uncover 

my  head  i'th'  Church  :  bafe  flut,  this  fruit  bears  thy  com- 

plaints. Wife.  Oh,  heaven  knows, 
That  my  complaints  were  praifes,  and  belt  words 

Of  you,  and  your  eftate  '■>  only  my  friends 
Knew  of  your  mortgag'd  Lands,  and  were  pofieft 
Of  every  accident  before  I  came. 
If  you  fufpett  it  but  a  plot  in  me, 
To  keep  my  dowry,  or  for  mine  own  good, 
Or  my  poor  Childrens  (though  it  fuits  a  mother 
To  (hew  a  natural  care  in  their  reliefs) 

Yet  I'll  forget  my  felf  to  calm  your  blood, 
Confume  it,  as  your  pleafure  counfels  you, 

And  all  I  wi(h,  e'n  clemency  affords, 
Give  me  but  pleafant  looks,  and  modeft  words. 

Huf.  Money,whore,money,or  I'll—  [Draws  his  Dagger, 

Enter  a  Servant  haflily. 

What  the  Devil  ?  how  now  ?  thy  hafty  News  ? 
Ser.  May  it  pleafe  you,  Sir. 
Huf.  What,  may  I  not  look  upon  my  Dagger  ? 

Speak,  Villain,  or  I  will  execute  the  point  on  thee  . 

quick,  fhort. Ser.  Why,  Sir,  a  Gentleman  from  the  Univerftty  ftays 
below  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Huf.  From  the  Univerfity  ?  fo,  Univerfity, 

That  long  word  runs  through  me.  [Exit. 
Wife.  Was  ever  Wife  fo  wretchedly  befet  ? 

Had  not  this  News  ftcp'd  in  between,  the  point 
Had  offered  violence  unto  my  breaft. 
That  which  fome  Women  call  great  mifery, 
Would  (hew  but  little  here,  would  fcarce  be  feen 

Among  my  miferies :  I  may  compare 
For  Wretched  Fortunes,  with  all  Wives  that  are, 
Nothing  will  pleafe  him,  until  all  be  nothing. 
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He  calls  it  flavery  to  be  preferr'd, 
A  place  of  credit,  a  bafe  fervitude. 

Wriat  (hail  become  of  me,  and  my  poor  Children  > 
Two  here,  and  one  at  Nurfe,  my  pretty  beggars, 
I  fee  how  ruine  with  a  palfie  hand 

Begins  to  make  the  ancient  feat  to  duft : 
The  heavy  weight  of  forrow  draws  my  lids 
Over  my  darkifh  eyes :  I  can  fcarce  fee  j 

Thus  grief  will  Ia(r,  it  wakes  and  fleeps  with  me. 

£ nter  the  Husband  with  the  Mafter  of  the  College. 

Huf.  Pleafe  you  draw  near ,  Sir ,  y'are  exceeding  wel- come. 

Matt.  That's  my  doubt ,  I  fear  I  come  not  to  be  wel- come. 

Huf.  Yes,  howfoever. 
Matt.  'Tis  not  my  fafhion ,  Sir ,  to  dwell  in  long  cir- 

cumftance,  but  to  be  plain  and  effectual  j  therefore  to  the 

purpofe. 
The  caufe  of  my  fetting  forth  was  pitious  and  lamenta- 

ble-, that  hopeful  young  Gentleman  your  Brother,  whofe 
virtues  v/e  all  love  dearly,  through  your  default  and  un- 

natural negligence ,  lies  in  bond  executed  for  your  debt, 
a  Prifoner ,  all  his  ftudies  amazed ,  his  hope  ftruck  dead, 
and  the  pride  of  his  youth  muffled  in  thefe  dark  clouds  of 

oppreflion. 
Huf.  Hum,  hum,  hum. 
Matt.  O  you  have  kilPd  the  towardeft  hope  of  all  our 

Univerfity,  wherefore  without  repentance  and  amends, 
expecl:  ponderous  and  fudden  judgments  to  fall  grievoufly 

upon  you  •,  your  Brother ,  a  man  who  profited  in  his  di- 
vine imployments ,  and  might  have  made  ten  thoufand 

fouls  fit  for  heaven,  now  by  your  carelefs  courfes  caft  into 
prifon,  which  you  mufl:  anfwer  for,  and  affure  your  fpirit 
it  will  come  home  at  length. 

Huf.  O  God,  oh. 
<jWatt.  Wife  men  think  ill  of  you ,  others  fpeak  ill 

of  yoa,  no  man  loves  you,  nay,  even  thofe  whom  hone 
fly  condemns,  condemn  you  :  and  take  this  from  the 
virtuous  affection  I  bear  your  Brother,  never  look  for 
profperous  hour ,  good  thoughts ,  quiet  fleep,  contented 
walks,  nor  any  thing  that  makes  man  perfect ,  till  you 
redeem  him :  what  is  your  anfwer  ?  how  will  you  be- 
ftow  him  ?  upon  defperate  mifery ,  or  better  hopes  ?  1 
fuffer  till  I  hear  your  anfwer. 

Huf.  Sir,  you  have  much  wrought  with  me,  I  feel  you 
in  my  foul,  you  are  your  Arts  mafter. 
I  never  had  fenfe  till  now  \  your  fyllables  have  cleft  me, 
both  for  your  words  and  pains  I  thank  you :  I  cannot  but 
acknowledge  grievous  wrongs  done  to  my  Brother,  migh 
ty,  mighty,  mighty,  mighty  wrongs, 
Within  there. 

Enter  a  Servingman. 

Huf.  Fill  me  a  bowl  of  Wine.  Alas,  poor  Brother, 
Bruifed  with  an  execution  for  my  fake. 

Matt.  A  bruife  indeed  makes  many  a  mortal  fore, 
Till  the  Grave  cure  them.  [Enter  with  Wine. 

Huf.  Sir,  I  begin  to  you,  y'ave  chid  your  welcome. 
tJMatt.  1  could  have  wifht  it  better  for  your  fake, 

I  pledge  you,  Sir,  to  the  kind  man  in  prifon. 
Huf.  Let  it  be  fo. 

Now,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe,  tofpend  but  a  few  minutes  in 
walking  about  my  grounds  below ,  my  man  fhall  here 
attend  you  :  I  doubt  not  but  by  that  time  to  be  furnifht 

of  a  fufficient  anfwer ,  and  therein  my  Brother  fully  fa- 
tisfied. 

<JMa$.  Good  Sir,  in  that  the  Angels  would  be  pleafed, 

and  the  World's  murmurs  calm'd,  and  I  fhould  fay,  1  fet 
forth  then  upon  a  lucky  day.  [Exit. 

Huf.  O  thou  confufed  man ,  thy  pleafant  fins  have  un- 

done thee,  thy  damnation  has  begger'd  thee,  that  heaven 

fhould  fay  we  mufl  not  fin ,  and  yet  made  women :  gives 
our  lenfes  way  to  find  pleafure,  which  being  found,  con- 

founds us,  why  fhould  we  know  thofe  things  fo  much  mif- 
ufeus?  O  would  virtue  had  been  forbidden,  we  fhould 

then  have  proved  all  virtuous ,  for  'tis  our  blood  to  love 
what  we  are  forbidden ,  what  man  would  have  been  for- 

bidden ,  what  man  would  have  been  fool  to  a  beaft,  and 
zany  to  a  fwine,  to  fhew  tricks  in  the  mire,  what  is  there 
in  three  Dice,  to  make  a  man  draw  thrice  three  thoufand 
acres  into  the  compafs  of  a  little  round  table ,  and  with 
the  Gentlemans  palfie  in  the  hand  fhake  out  his  poflerity, 

thieves,  or  beggars ;  'tis  done,  I  have  don't  i'faith  :  ter- 
rible, horrible  mifery,  how  well  was  I  left ,  very 

well,  very  well. 
My  Lands  fhewed  like  a  Full-Moon  about  me,  .but 

now  the  Moon's  in  the  Iaft  Quarter,  waining,  wain 
ing,  and  I  am  mad  to  think  that  Moon  was  mine  }  mine 

and  my  Fathers,  and  my  Fore-fathers  Generations,  Gene 
rations,  down  goes  the  Houfe  of  us,  down,  down  it  finks : 
Now  is  the  name  a  Beggar,  begs  in  me  that  name  which 
hundreds  of  years  has  made  this  Shire  famous  \  in  me 
and  my  poflerity  runs  out. 

In  my  Seed  five  are  made  miferable  befides  my  felf,  my 
Riot  is  now  my  Brothers  Jaylor,  my  Wifes  fighing,  my 
three  Boyes  penury,  and  mine  own  confnfion. 

[He  tears  his  Hair. 
Why  fit  my  Hairs  upon  my  curfed  Head  ? 

Will  not  this  Poifon  fcatter  them  ?  oh  my  Brother's 
In  Execution  among  Devils  that  ftretch  him : 
And  make  him  give ;  and  I  in  want, 
Notable  for  to  live,  nor  to  redeem  him. 
Divines  and  dying  men  may  talk  of  Hell, 
But  in  my  heart  her  feveral  torments  dwell, 
Slavery  and  mifery.  Who  in  this  cafe 
Would  not  take  up  money  upon  his  Soul  ? 
Pawn  his  Salvation,  live  at  intereft ; 
I,  that  did  ever  in  abundance  dwell, 
For  me  to  want,  exceeds  the  throes  of  Hell. 

Enter  his  little  Son,  with  a  Top  and  Scourgel 

Son.  What  ail  you,  Father,  are  you  not  well,  I  cannot 
fcourge  my  Top  as  long  a9  yon  ftand  fo:  you  take  up  all 
the  room  with  your  wide  Legs,  ptlh,  you  cannot  make  me 
afraid  with  this,  I  fear  no  Vizards,  nor  bugbears. 

He  takes  up  the  Child  by  the  Skirts  of  his  long  Coat  in  one  hand, 
and  draws  his  Dagger  with  the  other. 

Huf.  Up  Sir,  for  here  thou  haft  no  inheritance  left. 
Son.  Oh  what  will  you  do,  Father,  I  am  your  white 
Boy.  [Strikes  him. 

Huf.  Thou  fhalt  be  my  red  Boy,  take  that. 
Son.  Oh  you  hurt  me  Father. 

Huf.  My  eldeft  Beggar,  thou  fhalt  not  live  to  ask  an 
Ufurer  bread,  to  cry  at  a  great  mans  Gate,or  follow,Good 

your  Honour,by  a  Coach,  no,  nor  your  Brother :  'tis  Cha- rity to  brain  you. 

Son.  How  fhall  I  learn  now  my  Head's  broke  ? 
Huf.  Bleed,  bleed,  rather  than  beg,  beg.    [ftabs  him. 

Be  not  thy  names  difgrace : 
Spurn  thou  thy  Fortunes  firfr,  if  they  be  bafe ; 
Come  view  thy  fecond  Brother :  Fates, 
My  Childrens  bloud  fhall  fpin  into  your  Faces, 
You  fhall  fee, 

How  confidently  we  fcoin  beggery.     [Exit  with  his  Son. 

Enter  a  ̂JMaid  with  a  Child  in  her  Armsy  the 
Mother  by  her  aflecp. 

Maid.  Sleep,fweetBabe,forrow  makes  thy  Mother  fleep, 
It  boads  fmall  good  when  heavinefs  falls  fo  deep, 

Hufh,  pretty  Boy,  thy  hopes  might  have  been  better, 
Tis  loft  at  Dice,  what  ancient  honour  won, Hard 
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Hard  when  the  Father  plays  away  the  Son: 
Nothing  but  mifery  ferves  in  this  Houfe, 
Ruine  and  defolation ;  oh. 

Enter  Husband  with  the  Boy  bleeding. 

Hnf.  Whore,  give  me  that  Boy. 
[He  ftrives  with  her  for  the  Child, 

Maid.  Oh  help,  help,  out  alas,  murder,  murder. 
Huf.  Are  you  goffiping,  prating  fturdy  quean, 

I'll  break  your  clamour  with  your  Neck, 
Down  flairs  j  tumble,  tumble,  headlong. 

[He  throws  her  down 
So,  the  fureft  way  to  charm  a  Womans  Tongue, 
Is  break  her  Neck,  a  Politician  did  it. 

Son.  Mother,  Mother,  I  am  kill'd,  Mother. 
[His  Wtje  awakes,  and  catcheth  up  the  yomgeft, 

Wife.  Ha,  who's  that  cry'd  ?  O  me  my  Children, 
Both,  both ;  bloudy,  bloudy. 

Hnf.  Strumpet,  let  go  the  Boy,  let  go  the  Beggar. 
Wife.  Oh  my  fweet  Husband. 
Hnf.  Filth,  Harlot. 
Wife.  Oh,  what  will  you  do,  dear  Husband  ? 
Hnf.  Give  me  the  Ballard. 
Wife.  Your  own  fweet  Boy. 
HuJ.  There  are  too  many  Beggars. 
Wife.  Good  my  Husband. 

Hnf.  Do'ft  thou  prevent  me  ftill  ? 
Wife.  Oh  God  ! 

[Stabs  at  the  Child  in  her  arms,  and  gets  it  from  her. 
Hnf.  Have  at  his  Heart. 
Wife.  Oh  my  dear  Boy. 
Hnf  Brat,  thou  fhalt  not  live  to  fliame  thy  Houfe. 
Wife .  Oh  Heaven.  [She  is  hurt  and  finks  down. 
Huf.  And  perifli,  now  be  gone, 

There's  Whores  enow,  and  want  would  make  thee  one. 

Enter  a  lufty  Servant. 

Ser.  Oh  Sir,  what  deeds  are  thefe  ? 
Huf.  Bafe  flave,  my  Vaflall, 

Oom'ft  thou  between  my  fury  to-queftion  me? 
Ser.  Were  you  the  Devil,  I  would  hold  you,  Sir. 

Huf.  Hold  me  ?  prefumption,  I'll  undo  thee  for  it. 
Ser.  'Sbloud,  you  have  undone  us  all,  Sir. 
Huf.  Tug  at  thy  Mailer? 
Ser.  Tug  at  a  Monfter. 
Huf.  Have  I  no  power  ?  fhall  my  Slave  Fetter  me  ? 
Ser.  Nay  then  the  Devil  wraftles,  I  am  thrown. 

f_Husband  overcomes  him. 

Huf.  Oh  Villain,  now  I'll  tug  thee,  now  I'll  tear  thee, 
Set  quick  Spurs  to  my  VafTall,  bruife  him,  trample  him ; 
So,  I  think  thou  wilt  not  follow  me  in  hafte. 
My  Horfe  Uands  ready  fadled,  away,  away, 
Now  to  my  BratatNurfe,  my  fucking  Beggar; 

Fates,  I'll  not  leave  you  one  to  trample  on. 
{The  A/after  meets  him. 

tJWafter.  How  is't  with  you  Sir,  me-thinks  you  look of  a  diffracted  colour. 

Huf  Who,  I  Sir  ?  'tis  but  your  fancy, 
Pleafe  you  walk  in,  Sir,  and  I'll  foon  refolve  you, 
I  want  one  fmall  part  to  make  up  the  fumra, 
And  then  my  Brother  fhall  refl  fatisfied. 

<sJMaflcr.  I  fhall  be  glad  to  fee  it,  Sir,  I'll  attend  you. 
[Exeunt. Ser.  Oh,  I  am  fcarce  able  to  heave  up  my  felf, 

He  has  fo  bruis'd  me  with  his  devillifh  weight, 
And  torn  my  flefh  with  his  bloud-hafty  Spur, 
A  man  before  of  eafie  conflitution, 

Till  now  Hells  power  fupplied,  to  his  Souls  wrong, 
Oh  how  damnation  can  make  weak  men  ftrong. 

Enter  Mailer  and  two  Servants. 

Ser.  Oh  the  moil  pittious  deed,  Sir,  fince  you  came. 
Mafter.  A  deadly  greeting ;  hath  he  fumm'd  up  thefe 

To  fatisfie  his  Brother  ?  here's  another, 
And  by  the  bleed  ing  Infants,  the  dead  Mother 

Wife.  Oh,  oh. 
tJWaft-er.  Surgeons,  Surgeons,  fhe  recovers  life 

One  of  his  men  all  faint  and  bloudied. 
1  Ser.  Follow,  our  murderous  Mafler  has  took 

Horfe  to  kill  his  Child  atnurfe,  oh  follow  quickly. 
Mafter.  I  am  the  readieft,  it  fhall  be  my  charge 

Toraifethe  Town  upon  him. 
[Exit  Mafter  and  Servants. 

1  Ser.  Good  Sir  follow  him. 

Wife.  Oh  my  Children. 
1  Ser.  How  is  it  my  moft  afflicted  Miltrefs  ? 
Wife.  Why  do  I  now  recover  ?  why  half  live? 

To  fee  my  Children  bleed  before  mine  Eyes, 
A  fight,  able  to  kill  a  Mothers  Breaft  without 
An  Executioner  5  what,  art  thou  mangled  too  ? 

1  Ser.  I  thinking  to  prevent  what  his  quick  mifchiefs 
Had  fo  foon  acted,  came  and  rufht  upon  him, 
We  Ilrugled,  but  a  fouler  Ilrength  than  his 
Ore-threw  me  with  his  Arms,  then  he  did  bruife  me, 

And  rent  my  flefh,  and  rob'd  me  of  my  Hair, 
Like  a  man  mad  in  Execution, 
Made  me  unfit  to  rife  and  follow  him. 

Wife.  What  is  it  hath  beguil'd  him  of  all  grace? 
And  flole  away  humanity  from  his  Breafl, 
To  flay  his  Children,  purpofed  to  kill  his  Wife, 
And  fpoil  his  Servants. 

Enter  two  Servants. 

Both.  Pleafe  you  leave  this  accurfed  place, 

A  Surgeon  waits  within. 
Wife.  Willing  to  leave  it  \ 

'Tis  guilty  of  fweet  bloud,  innocent  bloud, 
Murder  hath  took  this  Chamber  with  full  hands, 
And  will  not  out  as  long  as  the  Houfe  Hands.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Husband,  as  being  thrown  of  his 

Horfe,  and  falls. 

Huf-  Oh  Humbling  Jade,  the  Spavin  overtake  thee, 
The  fifty  Difeafes  flop  thee : 

Oh,  I  am  forely  bruis'd,  Plague  founder  thee, 
Thou  run'fl  at  eafe  and  plealure,  heart  of  chance, 
To  throw  me  now,  within  a  flight  o'  th'  Town, 
n  fuch  plain  even  ground, 
Sfoot,  a  man  may  Dice  upon  it,  and  throw  away  the 
VIeadows,  ah  filthy  Beaft. 

Cry  within.  Follow,  follow,  follow. 

Huf  Ha  ?  I  hear  founds  of  men,  like  Hue  and  Cry  •, 
.lp,  Up,  and  Ilruggle  to  my  Horfe,  make  on, 

Difpatch  that  little  Beggar,  and  all's  done. 
fry  within.  Here,  this  way,  this  way. 
Huf.  At  my  back  ?  oh, 

What  fate  have  I,  my  Limbs  deny  me  to  go, 
My  will  is  bated,  Beggery  claims  a  part, 
Oh  I  could  here  reach  to  the  Infants  heart. 

Enter  Mafter  of  the  Colledge,  three  Gentlemen, 
and  others  with  Halberds. 

as4ll.  Here,  here,  yonder,  yonder. 

Mafter.  Unnatural,  flinty,  more  than  barbarous, 
The  Scythians  in  their  marble-hearted  fates, 
Could  not  have  acted  more  remorfelefs  deeds 
n  their  relentlefs  natures,  than  thefe  of  thine: 
Was  this  the  anfwer  I  long  waited  on, 
he  fatisfaction  for  thy  Prifoned  Brother  ? 

Huf. 
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Huf.  He  can  have  no  more  of  us  Chan  our  skins, 
And  fome  of  them  want  but  fleaing. 

1  Gent.  Great  fins  have  made  him  impudent. 

Maft.  H'as  (hed  fo  much  blood,  that  he  cannot  blufii. 
2  Gent.  Away  with  him,  bear  him  to  the  Juftices, 

A  Gentleman  of  Worlhip  dwells  at  hand* 
There  mall  his  deeds  be  blazed. 

Huf.  Why  all  the  better, 

My  glory  'tis  to  have  my  action  known, 
I  grieve  for  nothing,  but  I  mill  of  one. 

Maft.  There's  little  of  a  father  in  that  grief : 
Bear  him  away.  {Exeunt, 

Enter  a  Knight,  with  two  or  three  Gentlemen. 

Knight.  Endangered  fo  his  Wile,  murdered  his  Chil- dren? 
i  Gent.  So  the  cry  goes. 

Knight.  1  am  forry  I  t're  knew  him. 
That  ever  he  took  life  and  natural  being 
From  fuch  an  honoured  ftock,  and  fair  defcent, 
Till  this  black  minute  without  ftain  or  blemifn. 

i  Gent .  Here  come  the  men. 

Enter  the  Matter  of  the  Colledge^  and  the  res~i with  the  Trtfoner. 

Knight.  The  Serpent  of  his  houfe :  1'me  forry  for  this 
time,  that  I  am  in  place  of  Juftice. 

sjltatt.  Pleafe  you,  Sir. 
Knight.  Do  not  repeat  it  twice,  I  know  too  much, 

Would  it  had  ne're  been  thought  on. 
Sir,  1  bleed  for  you. 

i  Gent.  Your  father's  fosrows  are  alive  in  me : 
What  made  you  Ihew  fuch  monftrous  cruelty  ? 

Huf.  In  a  word,  Sir, 

I  have  confum'd  all,  plaid  away  long  acre, 
And  I  thought  it  the  charitableft  deed  I  could  do 

To  cozen  Beggery,  and  knock  my  houfe  o'th'head. 
Knight.  I  do  not  think,  but  in  To  morrow's  judgment, The  terrour  will  fit  clofer  to  your  foul, 

When  the  dread  thought  of  Death  remembers  you  \ 
To  further  which,  take  this  fad  voice  from  me, 
Never  was  ad  plaid  more  unnaturally. 

Huf.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 
Knight.  Go  lead  him  to  the  Jayl. 

Where  Juftice  claims  all,  there  mult  pity  fail. 
Huf.  Come,  come,  away  with  me. 

{Exit  Trijoner. 
Matt.  Sir,  you  deferve  the  worlhip  of  your  place, 

Would  all  did  fo,  in  you  the  Law  is  grace. 
Knight.  It  is  my  wifh  it  Ihould  be  fo  j 

Ruinous  man,  the  defolation  of  his  houfe, 

The  blot  upon  his  PredecelTor's  honour'd  name : 
That  man  is  neareft  fhame,  that  is  pall  fhame.  {Exit. 

Enter  Husba'nd  with  the  Officers,  the  Mafter  and  Gen- 
tlemrn,  as  gang  by  his  Houfe. 

Huf.  I  am  right  againft  my  houfe,  feat  of  my  Ance- 

ftors  \  I  hear  my  Wife's  alive,  but  much  endangered  \  let 
me  intreat  to  fpeak  with  her  before  the  prifon  gripe  me. 

Enter  his  Wife  brought  in  a  Chair. 

Gent.  See,  here  (he  comes  of  her  felf. 
Wife.  O  my  fweet  husband,  my  dear  diftrefled  husband, 

now  in  the  hands  of  unrelenting  Laws,  my  greateft  for- 

row,  my  extremeft  bleeding  •,  now  my  foul  bleeds. 
Huf.  How  now  ?  kind  to  me  ?  did  not  1  wound  thee, 

leave  thee  for  dead  ?. 
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Wife.  Tut,  far  greater  wounds  did  my  breaft  feel, 
Unkiiidnefs  ftrikes  a  deeper  wound  than  fteel, 
You  have  been  ft  ill  unkind  to  me. 

Huf.  Faith,  and  fo  I  think  I  have  •, 
I  did  ray  murders  roughly  out  of  hand, 

Delperateand  fudden,  but  thou  halt  devis'd 
A  fine  way  now  to  kill  me,  thou  haft  given  my  eyes 
Seven  wounds  apiece  \  now  glides  the  Devil  from 
Me,  departs  at  every  joint,  heaves  up  my  nails. 
O  catch  him  new  toiments,  that  were  ne're  invented : 
Bind  him  one  thoufand  more,  you  blefled  Angels, 
In  that  bottomlefs  pit,  let  him  not  rife 
To  make  men  act  unnatural  Tragedies, 
Tofpread  into  a  Father,  and  in  fury, 
Make  him  his  Childrens  Executioners, 
Murder  his  Wife,  his  Servants,  and  who  not  ? 

For  that  man's  dark,  where  Heaven  is  quite  forgot. 
Wife.  O  my  repentant  husband  ! 

Huf.  My  dear  foul,  whom  I  too  much  have  wrong'd 
For  death  I  die,  and  for  this  I  have  long'd. 

Wtfe.  Thou  mould'ft  not  (be  allured)  for  thefe  faults 
Die,  if  the  Law  could  forgive  as  foon  as  I. 

{Children  laid  out. 
Huf.  What  fight  is  yonder  ? 
Wife.  O  our  two  bleeding  Boys 

Laid  forth  upon  the  threfhold.  (crack. 

Huf.  Here's  weight  enough  to  make  a  heart-ftring O  were  it  lawful  that  your  pretty  fouls 

Might  look  from  Heaven  into  your  Father's  eyes, 
Then  fliould  you  fee  the  penitent  glalfes  melt, 
And  both  your  murders  moot  upon  my  cheeks. 
But  you  are  playing  in  the  Angels  laps, 
And  will  not  look  on  me, 

Who  void  of  grace,  kill'd  you  in  beggery. 
0  that  1  might  my  wiib.es  now  attain, 
1  mould  then  wifh  you  living  were  again  ; 

Though  I  did  beg  with  you,  which  thing'I  fear'd, 
O  'twas  the  enemy  my  eyes  fo  blear'd. 
0  would  you  could  pray  Heaven  me  to  forgive, 
That  will  unto  my  end  repentant  live. 

Wife.  It  makes  me  e'en  forget  all  other  forrows, 
And  leave  part  with  this. 

Officer.  Come,  will  you  go  ? 

Huf.  I'll  kifs  the  blood  1  fpiit,  and  then  I'll  go, 
My  foul  is  bloodied,  well  may  my  lips  be  fo. 
Farewel,  dear  Wife,  now  thou  and  I  muft  part, 
1  of  thy  wrongs,  repent  me  with  my  heart. 

Wife.  O  ftay,  thou  (halt  not  go. 

Huf.  That's  but  in  vain,  you  fee  it  mufl;  be  fo. 
Farewel  ye  bloody  alhes  of  my  Boys, 

My  puniihments  are  their  eternal  joys. 
Let  every  Father  look  well  into  his  deeds, 
And  then  their  Heirs  may  profper,  while  mine  bleeds. 

{Exit  Hatband  with  Officers. 

Wife.  More  wretched  am  I  now  in  this  diftrefs, 
Than  former  forrows  made  me. 

vJMafk.  O  kind  Wife,  be  comforted, 

One  joy  is  yet  unmurdered,  '"A 
You  have  a  Buy  at  nurfe,  your  joy's  in  him. 

Wife.  Dearer  than  all  is  my  poor  husband's  life  : 
Heaven  give  my  body  ftrength,  which  is  yet  faint 
With  much  expence  of  blood,  and  I  will  kneel, 
Sue  for  his  life,  number  up  all  my  friends 

To  plead  for  pardon  for  my  dear  husband's  life. Maft.  Was  it  in  man  to  wound  fo  kind  a  cieature  ? 

I'll  ever  praife  a  woman  for  thy  fake. 
I  muft  return  with  grief,  my  anfwer's  fet, 
I  (hall  bring  news  weighs  heavier  than  the  debt. 
Two  Brothers  ̂   the  one  in  bond  lies  overthrown, 
This  on  a  deadlier  execution. 

{Exeunt  onwes. 

THE 
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<&A&m  ̂ Primus.    Seem  *Prima. 

Enter  Atey  with  Thunder  and  Lightning,  all  in  black..,  with 
a  burning  Torch  in  one  hand,  and  a  bloudy  Sword  in  the 
other  hand^  andprefently  let  there  come  forth  a  Lyon  run- 
ning  after  a  Bear,  or  any  other  Beast,  then  come  forth  an 
tArcher,  who  muft  kill  the  Lyon  in  a  dumb  flioW)  and  then 
depart.    Remain  Atey. 

Atey. 

In  f  cerium  feftatur  &  Vmbra. 

A Mighty  Lyon,  Ruler  of
  the  Woods, 

Of  wondrous  ftrength  and  great  proportion, 

With  hideous  noife  fearing  the  trembling 
Trees, 

With  yelling  clamours  making  all  the  Earth, 

Traverft  the  Groves,  and  chac't  the  wandring  Beafts : 
Long  did  he  range  among  the  fliady  Trees, 
And  drave  the  filly  Beafts  before  his  Face ; 
When  fuddenly  from  out  a  thorny  Bulb. 
A  dreadful  Archer  with  his  Bow  ybent, 
Wounded  the  Lyon  with  a  difmal  (haft, 
So  he  him  ftrook,  that  it  drew  forth  thebloud, 

And  fill'd  his  furious  heart  with  fretting  ire  ; 
But  all  in  vain  he  threatneth  Teeth  and  Paws, 
And  fparkleth  fire  from  forth  his  flaming  Eyes, 
For  the  fliarp  lhaft  gave  him  a  mortal  wound  : 
So  valiant  Brute,  theterrourof  the  World, 
Whofe  only  looks  did  fcare  his  Enemies, 
The  Archer  Death  brought  to  his  lateft  end. 

Oh  what  may  long  abide  above  this  ground, 
In  date  of  blifs  and  healthful  happinefs ! 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Brutus  carried  in  a  Chair ,  Locrine,  Camber,  Al- 
banaft,  Corineius,  Guendelin,  AfTaracus,  Debon, 
Thrafimachus. 

Brutus.  Mofl:  loyal  Lords,  and  faithful  Followers, 
That  have  with  me,  unworthy  General, 

Palled  the  greedy  Gulf  of  th'  Ocean, 
Leaving  the  Confines  of  fair  Italy, 
Behold,  your  Brutus  draweth  nigh  his  end, 
And  1  muft  leave  you,  though  againft  my  will  \ 
My  finews  lhrunk,my  numbered  fenfes  fail, 
A  chilling  cold  pofTefTeth  all  my  Bones, 
Black  ugly  Death  with  vifage  pale  and  wan, 
Prefents  himfelf  before  my  dazled  Eyes, 
And  with  his  Dart  prepared  is  to  ftrike : 
Thefe  Arms,  my  Lords,  thefe  never  daunted  Arms, 

That  oft  have  quell'd  the  courage  of  my  Foes, 
And  ekedifraay'd  my  Neighbour's  arrogance, 
Now  yield  to  Death,  o'relaid  with  crooked  Age, 
Devoid  of  ftrength  and  of  their  proper  force  \ 
Even  as  thelufty  Cedar  worn  with  years, 
That  far  abroad  her  dainty  odour  throws, 

'Mongft  all  the  Daughters  of  proud  Lebanon, 
This  heart,  my  Lords,  this  ne're  appalled  heart, 
That  was  a  terror  to  the  bordring  Lands, 
A  doleful  fcourge  unto  my  neighbour  Kings, 

Now 
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Now  by  the  weapons  of  impartial  Death, 
Is  clove  afunder  and  berefc  of  life ; 
As  when  the  facred  oak  with  Thunderbolts, 
Sent  from  the  fiery  circuit  of  the  Heavens, 

Sliding  along  the  airs  celeftial  vaults, 
Is  rent  and  cloven  to  the  very  roots. 
In  vain  therefore  I  ftruggle  with  this  foe, 
Then  welcome  Death,  fince  God  will  have  it  fo. 

Affar.  Alas  my  Lord,  we  forrow  at  your  cafe, 

And  grieve  to  fee  your  perfon  vexed  thus*, 
But  whatfoe're  the  fates  determin'd  have, 
It  lieth  not  in  us  todifannul, 
And  he  that  would  annihilate  his  mind, 
Soaring  with  learns  too  near  the  Sun, 
May  catch  a  fall  with  young  Bellerophon . 
For  when  the  fatal  Sifters  have  decreed 

To  feparate  us  from  this  earthly  mould, 
No  mortal  force  can  countermand  their  minds : 

Then,  worthy  Lord,  fince  there's  no  way  but  one, 
Ceafe  your  laments,  and  leave  your  grievous  moan. 

fain.  Your  Highnefs  knows  how  many  victories, 
How  many  Trophies  I  erected  have 

Triumphantly  in  every  place  we  came '-, 
The  Grecian  Monarch,  warlike  Pandrajfns, 
And  all  the  crew  of  the  CMolloffians : 

Goffarius  the  arm-ftrong  King  of  Gauls, 
Have  felt  the  force  of  our  victorious  Arms, 
And  to  their  coft  beheld  our  Chivalrie, 

Where  e're  Ancora  handmaid  of  the  Sun, 
Where  e're  the  Sun-bright  gardiant  of  the  day, 
Where  e're  the  joyful  day  with  cheerful  Light, 
Where  e're  the  Light  illuminates  the  World, 
The  Trojans  glory  flies  with  golden  wings, 
Wings  that  do  foar  beyond  fell  envious  flight, 
The  fame  of  Brum  and  his  followers 
Pierceth  the  skies,  and  with  the  skies  the  throne 
Of  mighty  Jove,  Commander  of  the  world, 

Then,  worthy  Brut  hi,  leave  thefe  fad  laments,' Comfort  your  felf  with  this  your  great  renown, 
And  fear  not  Death,  though  he  feem  terrible. 

rBrutut.  Nay,  £orineins,  you  miftake  my  mind, 
In  conftruing  wrong  the  caufe  of  my  complaints, 

I  fear'd  not  t'  yield  my  felf  to  fatal  Death, 
God  knows  it  was  the  Ieaft  of  all  my  thoughts, 
A  greater  care  torments  my  very  Bones, 
And  makes  me  tremble  at  the  thought  of  it, 
And  in  your  Lordings  doth  the  fubftance  lie. 

Thrafu  Molt  noble  Lord,  if  ought  your  Loyal  Peers 
Accomplifh  may,  to  eafe  your  lingring  grief, 
I  in  the  name  of  allproteftto  you, 
That  we  will  boldly  enterprife  the  fame, 
Were  it  to  enter  to  black  Tartarus, 
Where  triple  Cerberus  with  his  venomous  throat, 
Scareth  the  Ghofts  with  highrefoundingnoife, 

We'll  either  rent  the  bowels  of  the  Earth, 
Searching  the  entrails  of  the  bruitifh  Earth, 
Or  with  his  lxions  overdaring  foon, 
Be  bound  in  Chains  of  ever-during  Steel. 

Bru.  Then  harken  to  your  Soveraign's  lateft  words, 
In  which  I  will  unto  you  all  unfold, 
Our  Royal  mind  and  refolute  intent. 
When  golden  Hebe,  Daughter  to  great  Jove, 

Cover'd  my  manly  Cheeks  with  youthful  Down, 
Th'unhappy  (laughter  of  my  lucklefsSir, 
Drove  me  and  old  is4jfarachus  mine  Eame, 
As  exiles  from  the  bounds  of  Italy, 

So  that  perforce  we  were  conftrain'd  to  fly 
To  Grecians  Monarch,  noble  Tandraffus., 
There  I  alone  did  undertake  your  caufe, 

There  I  reftor'd  your  antique  liberty, 
Though  GYfcidfrown'djand  all  *jltolloffm  ftornVd, 
Though  brave  isfntigonus,  with  martial  band, 
In  pitched  field  encountred  me  and  mine, 
Though  Pandrafus  and  his  contributaries, 

With  all  the  rout  of  their  confederates, 
Sought  to  deface  our  glorious  memory, 
And  wipe  the  name  of  Trojans  from  the  Earth : 
Him  did  I  captivate  with  this  mine  Arm, 

And  by  compulfioa  forc't  him  to  agree To  certain  Articles,  which  there  we  did  propound, 
From  Grecia  through  the  boifterous  Hellespont, 
We  came  into  the  Fields  of  Leftrigou, 
Whereat  our  Brother  Corineius  was ; 
Which  when  we  parted  the  Ckilian  gulf, 
And  fo  transfretting  the  lllician  Sea, 
Arrived  on  the  coafts  of  Aqmtain  ; 
Where  with  an  Army  of  his  barbarous  Gaules 
Goffarius  and  his  Brother  Gathelus 

Encountring  with  our  hoft,  fuftain'd  the  foil, 
And  for  your  fakes  my  Turms  there  I  loft  : 
Tumus  that  flew  fix  hundred  men  at  Arms, 
All  in  an  hour,  with  his  fharp  Battle  Axe, 
From  thence  upon  the  ftronds  of  Albion 
To  Corns  Haven  happily  we  came, 

And  quell'd  the  Giants,  come  of  Albion's  race, 
With  Gogmagog,  Son  to  Samotheus, 
The  curled  Captain  of  that  damned  crew, 
And  in  that  Ifle  at  length  I  placed  you. 
Now  let  me  fee,if  my  laborious  toyles, 
If  all  my  care,  if  all  my  grievous  wounds, 

If  all  my  diligence  were  well  employ'd. 
Corin.  When  fir  ft  I  followed  thee  and  thine  (  brave 

King) 

I  hazarded  my  life  and  deareft  Blood, 
To  purchafe  favour  at  your  Princely  hands, 
And  for  the  fame  in  dangerous  attempts 
In  fundry  conflicts,  and  in  divers  broyls, 

I  fhew'd  the  courage  of  my  manly  mind : 
For  this  I  combated  with  Gathelus, 
The  Brother  to  Goffarius  of  Gaule : 
For  this  I  fought  with  furious  Gogmagog, 

A  favage  Captain  of  a  favage  crew : 

And  for  thefe  deeds  brave  Cornwall  I  receiv'd, 
A  grateful  gift  given  by  a  gracious  King  •, 
And  for  this  gift,  this  life  and  deareft  Blood, 
Will  Corineius  fpend  for  Brutus  good. 

Deb.  And  what  my  Friend,  brave  Prince,  hathvow'd 
to  you, 

The  fame  will  Debon  do  unto  his  end. 

Bru.  Then,  Loyal  Peers,  fince  you  are  all  agreed, 
And  refolute  to  follow  Brutus  hofts, 

Favour,  my  Sons,  favour  thofe  Orphans,  Lords, 
And  fhield  them  from  the  dangers  of  their  foes. 
Locrine,  the  Column  of  my  Family, 
And  only  Pillar  of  my  weakned  age: 
Locrine,  draw  near,  draw  near  unto  thy  Sire, 
And  take  thy  lateft  bleffings  at  his  hands  , 
And  for  thou  art  the  eldeftof  my  Sons, 
Be  thou  a  Captain  to  thy  Brethren, 
And  imitate  thy  aged  Fathers  fteps, 
Which  will  conduct  thee  to  true  honours  gate ; 
For  if  thou  follow  facred  virtues  lore, 
Thou  fhalt  be  crowned  with  a  Laurel  branch, 
And  wear  a  wreathe  of  fempiternal  fame, 
Sorted  amongft  the  glorious  happy  ones. 

Locrin.  If  Locrine  do  not  follow  your  advice, 
And  bear  himfelf  in  all  things  like  a  Prince 
That  feeks  to  amplifie  the  great  renown, 
Ltft  unto  him  for  an  inheritance 

By  thofe  that  were  his  Anceftours, 
Let  me  be  flung  into  the  Ocean, 
And  fwallowed  in  the  bowels  of  the  Earth. 
Or  let  the  ruddy  lightning  of  great  Jove, 
Defcend  upon  this  my  devolted  head. 

(^Brutus  taking  Guendeline  by  the  hand, 
Brutus.  But  for  I  fee  you  all  to  be  in  doubt. 

Who  fhall  be  matched  with  our  Royal  Son, 

Locrine,  receive  this  prefent  at  my  hand  ; 

A  gift 
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A  gift  more  rich  than  are  the  wealthy  Mines 
Found  in  the  Bowels  America. 
Thou  (halt  be  fpoufed  to  fair  Guendeline  : 
Love  her,  and  take  her,  for  fhe  is  thine  own, 
If  fo  thy  Uncle  and  her  felf  do  pleafe. 

Cor  in.  and  herein  how  your  Highnefs  honours  me, 
It  cannot  now  be  in  my  fpeech  cxpreft  : 
For  careful  Parents  glory  not  fo  much 
At  their  honour  and  promotion, 
As  for  to  fee  the  illue  of  their  Blood 
Seated  in  honour  and  profperity. 

Cuend.  And  far  be  it  from  my  pure  Maiden  thoughts, 
To  contradict  her  aged  Fathers  will. 
Therefore  fince  he  to  whom  1  muff,  obey, 
Hath  given  me  now  unto  your  Royal  felf, 
I  will  not  ftand  aloof  from  off  the  lure, 
Like  crafty  Dames  that  raoft  of  all  deny 
Thar,  which  they  moftdefire  to  poffef  . 

f_BrutUS  turning  to  Locrine, 
C Locrine  kneeling 

Then  now  my  Son  thy  part  is  on  the  ftage, 
For  thou  muft  bear  the  perfon  of  a  King. 

[_Puts  the  Crown  on  bis  head. 
Locrine  ftand  up,  and  wear  the  regal  Crown, 
And  think  upon  the  flate  of  Majefty, 
That  tftou  with  honour  well  mailt  wear  the  Grown, 
And  if  thou  tendreft  thefe  my  lateft  words, 

As  thou  requir'ft  my  Soul  to  be  at  reft, 
As  thou  defireft  thine  own  fecurity, 
Cherifh  and  love  thy  new  betrothed  wife. 

Locrine.  No  longer  let  me  well  enjoy  the  Crown, 
Than  I  do  peerlefs  Guendeline. 

Brut.  Camber. 

Cam,  My  Lord. 
Brut .  The  glory  of  mine  age, 

And  darling  of  thy  Mother  Junoger, 
Take  thou  the  South  for  thy  Dominion, 
From  thee  there  fhall  proceed  a  Royal  race, 
That  fhall  maintain  the  honour  of  this  land, 
That  fway  the  regal  fcepter  with  their  hands. 

[  T urning  to  Alabanact. 
And  MabanaSh  thy  Fathers  only  joy, 

Youngefb  in  years,  but  not  the  young'ft  in  mind, 
A  perfect  pattern  of  all  chivalrie, 
Take  thou  the  North  for  thy  Dominion, 
A  country  full  of  hills  and  ragged  rocks, 
Replenilhed  with  fierce  untamed  beads, 
Ascorrefpondent  to  thy  martial  thoughts. 
Live  long  my  Sons  with  endlefs  happinefs, 
And  bear  firm  concordance  among  your  felves, 
Obey  the  counfels  of  thefe  Fathers  grave, 
That  you  may  better  bear  out  violence, 
Butfuddenly  through  weaknefs  of  my  age, 
And  the  defect  of  youthful  puiffance, 
My  Maladieincreafeth  more  and  more, 
And  cruel  Death  hafteneth  hisquickned  pace, 
To  difpoffefs  me  of  my  earthly  ihape, 

Mine  Eyes  wax  dim,  o're-caft  with  clouds  of  age. 
The  pangs  of  Death  compafs  my  crazed  bones, 
Thus  to  you  all  my  bleffings  I  bequeath, 
And  with  my  bleffings.  this  my  fleeting  Soul. 
My  glafs  is  run,  and  all  my  miferies 
Do  end  with  life  :  Death  clofeth  up  mine  Eyes, 
My  Soul  in  haft  flies  to  the  Elylian  fields.  [_He  dieth 

Loc.  Accurfed  ftars,  damn'd  and  accurfed  ftars, 
To  abbreviate  my  noble  Father's  life, 
Hard  hearted  gods,  and  too  envious  fates, 

Thus  to  cut  off  my  Father's  fatal  thred, 
Brutus  that  was  a  glory  to  us  all, 
Brutus  that  was  a  terror  to  his  foes, 
Alas  too  loon  by  Demagorgons  knife, 
The  martial  Brutus  is  berett  of  life. 

No  fad  comp'aints  may  move  juft  Lacus. 
Conn.  No  dreadful  threats  can  fear  judge  Rhodomanth. 

Wert  thou  as  ftrong  as  mighty  Hercules, 

That  tam'd  the  huge  monftersof  the  world, 
Plaid'ft  thou  as  fweet,  on  the  fweet  founding  Lute, 
As  did  the  fpoufe  of  fair  Euridice, 
That  did  enchant  the  waters  with  his  noife, 
And  made  the  Stones,  birds,  hearts,  to  lead  a  dance, 

Conftrain'd  the  hilly  trees  to  follow  him, 
Thou  could'ft  not  move  the  judge  of  Crebm, 

Nor  move  compaffion  in  grim  Pluto's  heart, 
For  fatal  Mors  expecteth  all  the  world, 
And  every  man  muft  tread  the  way  of  Death, 
Brave  Tantalus,  the  valiant  Pelops  fire, 
Gueft  to  the  gods,  fuffered  untimely  Death, 
And  old  Fleithonu)  Husband  to  the  morn, 
And  eke  grim  Minos  whom  juft  Jupiter 

Ddgn'd  to  admit  unto  his  lacrifice, 
The  thundring  trumpets  of  blood-thirfty  Mars. 
The  fearful  rage  of  fell  Tifiphoen. 
The  boiftrous  waves  of  humid  Ocean, 
Are  inftruments  and  tools  of  difmal  Death. 
Then  noble  coufin  ceafe  to  mourn  his  chance, 
Whofe  age  and  years  were  figns  that  he  fhould  die. 
It  reftcth  now  that  we  inter  his  bones, 
That  was  a  terror  to  his  Enemies. 

Take  up  his  coarfe,  and  Princes  hold  him  dead, 

Who  while  he  liv'd,  upheld  the  Trojan  State. 
Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets,  march  to  Trmovant, 
There  to  provide  our  chieftains  Fnneral. 

{Exeunt. 

Enter 

Scena  Tertia. 

Strumbo  above  in  a  gown,  with 
and  Paper  in  his  hand,  faying. 

Strum.  Either  the  four  Elements,  the  feven  Planets  and 
all  the  particular  Stars  of  the  Pole  Antaftick,are  adverfitive 
againft  me,  orelfe  I  was  begotten  and  born  in  the  wain  of 
the  Moon,  when  every  thing,  as  LaHantius  in  his  fourth 
Book  of  Conftultations  doth  fay,  goeth  arfward.  I  Mafters, 
1,  you  may  laugh,  but  I  muft  weep  j  you  may  joy,  but  I 
muft  foi  row ;  fhedding  fait  tears  from  the  watry  Fountains 
of  my  moift  dainty  fair  Eyes,  along  my  comely  and  fraooth 
cheeks,  in  as  great  plenty  as  the  water  runneth  from  the 
bucking- tubs,  or  red  wine  out  of  the  Hogs-heads :  for  truft 
me,  Gentlemen  and  my  very  good  Friends ,  and  fo  forth 
the  little  god,  nay  the  defperate  god  Cuprit,  with  one  of  his 
vengible  birds  b.olts,  hath  fhot  me  unto  the  heel :  fo  not 
only,  but  alfo,  oh  fine  phrafe,  I  burn,  I  burn,  and  I  burn  a, 
in  love,  in  love,  and  in  love  a,  ah  Strumbo,  what  haft  thou 

feen,  not  'Dina  with  the  Afs  Tom  ?  Yea  with  thefe  Eyes 
thou  haft  feen  her,  and  therefore  pull  them  out :  for  they 
will  work  thy  bail.  Ah  Strumbo,  haft  thou  heard  the  voice 
of  the  Nightingale,  but  a  voice  fweeter  than  hers,  yea  with 
thefe  ears  haft  thou  heard  them,  and  therefore  cut  them 

off,  for  they  have  caus'd  thy  forrow.  Nay  Strumbo-,  kill 
thy  felf,  drown  thy  felf,  hang  thy  felf,  ftarvethy  felf.  Oh 
but  then  1  fhall  leave  my  fweet  heart.  Oh  my  heart !  Now 
pate  for  thy  Mafter,  I  will  dite  an  aliquant  love-piftle  to 
her,  and  then  fhe  hearing  the  grand  verbofity  of  my  Scrip 
ture,  will  love  my  prefently. 

\_Let  him  write  a  little,  and  then  read. 
My  pen  is  naught,  Gentlemen,  lend  me  a  knife,  1  think  the 
more  hafte  the  worft  fpeed 

{Then  write  again,  and  after  read, 
So  it  is,  Miftris  Dorothie,  and  the  fole  effenceof  my  Soul 

that  the  little  fparkles  of  affection  kindled  in  me  towards 
your  fweet  felf,  hath  now  increafed  to  a  great  flame,  and 

will  e'reit  be  longconfume  my  poor  heart,  except  you 
with  the  pleafant  water  of  your  fecret  Fountain,  quench 
the  furious  heat  of  the  fame.  Alas,  I  am  a  Gentleman  o! 
good  fame,  and  name,  majeftical,  in  apparel  comely,  in 
gate  portly.  Let  not  therefore  your  gentle  heart  be  fo 
hard,  as  to  defpift  a  proper  tall  young  man  ofahandfome 

life 
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life,  and  by  defpifing  him,  not  only  but  alfo  to  kill  him 

Thus  expecling  time  and  tide,  1  bid  you  farewel.  Your 

Servant,  Sigmor  St r umbo. 
Oh  wit,  Opate,  O  memory,  O  hand,  O  Ink,  O Paper, 

j  Well,  now  I  will  fend  it  away.  Trompart,  Trompart^ 

iwhat'a  Villain  is  this?  Why  Sirrah,  come  when  your 
';  Matter  calls  you.  Trompart. 

FTrompart  entring  faith 
:  Anon,  Sir. 

Strumb?.  Thou  knowefif,  my  pretty  Boy,  what  a  good 
Matter -I  have  been  to  thee  ever  fince  I  took  thee  into  my 
fervice. 
T rom.  I,  Sir. 
Strum.  And  how  I  have  cherifhed  thee  always ,  as  if 

thou  hadft  been  the  fruit  of  my  Loyns  ,  Flefh  of  my 
Flefh,  and  Bone  of  my  Bone. 

Trom.  I,  Sir. 
Strum.  Then  fhew  thy  felf  herein  a  trufty  fervant,  and 

carry  this  Letter  to  Miftrefs  Dorothy,  and  tell  her. 

[Speaking  in  his  Ear. 
[Exit  Trompart. 

Strum.  Nay,  Matters,  you  fhall  fee  a  Marriage  by  and 
by.  But  here  flie  comes.  Now  muft  I  frame  my  amorous 

'  paffions. 

Enter  Dorothy  and  Trompart. 

Doro.  Signior  Strumbo,  well  met,  1  received  your  Let- 
ters by  your  man  here,  who  told  me  a  pittiful  ftory  of 

your  anguifh ,  and  fo  underftanding  your  paffions  were 
fo  great,  I  came  hither  fpeedily. 

Strum.  Oh,  my  fweet  and  Pigfney,  the  fecundity  of 
my  ihgeny  is  not  fo  great,  that  may  declare  unto  you  the 
forrowful  fobs,  and  broken  fleeps  that  I  fuffered  for  your 
fake  ;  and  therefore  I  defire  you  to  receive  me  into  your 
familiarity. 

For  your  Love  doth  lie, 
As  near  and  as  nigh, 
Unto  my  heart  within, 
As  mine  Eye  to  my  Nofe, 

My  Leg  unto  my  Hofe, 
And  my  Flefh  unto  my  Skin. 

Dor.  Truly ,  Mr.  Strumbo ,  you  fpeak  too  learnedly 
for  me  to  underftand  the  drift  of  your  mind,  and  there- 

fore tell  your  tale  in  plain  terms,  and  leave  off  your  dark 
Riddles. 

Strum.  Alas,  Miftrefs  Dorothy,  this  is  my  luck,  that 
when  I  moft  would,  I  cannot  be  underftood :  fo  that  my 
great  learning  is  an  inconvenience  unto  me.  But  to  fpeak 
in  plain  terms,  I  love  you,  Miftrefs  Dorothy,  if  you  like 
to  accept  me  into  your  familiarity. 

Dor,  If  this  be  all,  I  am  content. 
[Turning  to  the  people. 

Strum.  Say'ft  thou  fo,  fweet  Wench,  let  me  lick  thy 
Toes.  Farewel,  Miftrefs.  If  any  of  you  be  in  love, 

provide  ye  a  Cap  Cafe  full  of  new  coin'd  words ,  and 
then  fhall  you  foon  have  the  fuccado  de  labres,  and  fome- 
thing  elfe. 

[Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Locrine ,  Guendeline,  Camber,  AIbana<ft ,  Cori- 
neius,  Aflarachus,  Debon,  Thrafimachus. 

Locrine.  Uncle  and  Princes  of  brave  Britany, 

Since  that  our  noble  Father  is  Entomb'd, 
As  beft  befeem'd  fo  brave  a  Prince  as  he, 
If  fo  you  pleafe,  this  day  my  Love  and  I, 
Within  the  Temple  of  Concordia, 
Will  folemnize  our  Royal  Marriage. 

Thra.  Right  noble  Lord,  your  fubjects  every  one, 

Muft  needs  obey  your  Highnef's  at  command, Efpecially  in  fuch  a  caufe  as  this, 
That  much  concerns  your  Highnefs  great  content. 

Locr.  Then  frolick,  Lordings,  to  fair  Concords  Wails, 
Where  we  will  pafs  the  day  in  Knightly  fports, 
The  night  in  Dancing  and  in  figured  Masks, 
And  offer  to  God  Riftu  all  our  fports. 

[Exeunt. 

AUns  Secundus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Ate  as  before ,  after  a  little  Lightning  and  Thun- 
dring,  let  there  come  forth  this  Jhow :  Perfeus  and  An- 

dromeda, hand  in  hand,  and  Cepheus  aljo  with  Swords 
and  Targets.  Then  let  there  come  out  of  another  Door 
Phineus  ,  all  black^in  Armour,  with  Ethiopians  after 
him,  driving  in  Perfeus,  and  having  taken  away  Andro- 

meda, let  them  depart.  Ate  remaining,  faying, 

Regit  omnia  numen. 

WHen  Perfeus  married  fair  Andromeda^ The  only  Daughter  of  King  Cepheus, 
He  thought  he  had  eftablifht  well  his  Crown, 
And  that  his  Kingdom  fhould  for  aye  endure, 
but  lo  proud  Phineus  with  a  Band  of  men, 

Contriv'd  of  Sun  burnt  Ethiopians, 
By  force  of  Arms  the  Bride  he  took  from  him, 

And  turn'd  their  joy  into  a  flood  of  tears. 
So  fares  it  with  young  Locrine  and  his  Love, 
He  thinks  this  marriage  tendeth  to  his  weal, 
But  this  foul  day,  this  foul  accurfed  day, 
Is  the  beginning  of  his  miferies. 
Behold  where  Humber  and  his  Scythians 
Approacheth  nigh  with  all  his  Warlike  Train, 
I  need  not  I,  the  fequel  fhall  declare, 
What  tragick  chances  fell  out  in  this  War. 

[Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Humber,  Hubba,  Eftrilo,  Segar3 
and  their  Souldiers. 

Hum.  At  length  the  Snail  doth  climb  the  higheft  tops, 
Afcending  up  the  ftately  Cattle  Walls, 
At  length  the  Water  with  continual  drops, 
Doth  penetrate  the  hardeft  marble  ftone, 
At  length  we  are  arrived  in  Albion, 
Nor  could  the  barbarous  Dacian,  Soveraign5 
Nor  yet  the  Ruler  of  brave  Belgia 
Stay  us  from  cutting  over  to  this  Ifle  ; 
Whereas  I  hear  a  Troop  of  Phrygians 
Under  the  Conduct  of  Pojhhumius  Son, 

Have  pitch'd  up  Lordly  Pavillions, 
And  hope  to  profper  in  this  lovely  Ifle :. 
But  I  will  fruftrate  all  their  Foolilh  hope, 
And  teach  them  that  the  Scythian  Emperour 
Leads  Fortune  tied  in  a  Chain  of  Gold, 
Conftraining  her  to  yield  unto  his  will, 
And  grace  him  with  their  Regal  Diadem ; 

Which  I  will  have,  maugre  their  treble  Hods', 
And  all  the  power  their  petty  Kings  can  make. 

Hubba.  If  fhe  that  rules  fair  Rhamnis  golden  Gate,  J 
Grant  us  the  honour  of  the  Victory, 

As  hitherto  fhe  always  favour'd  us, 
Right  noble  Father,  we  will  rule  the  Land, 

Enthronis'd  in  Seats  of  Topaz  ftones, 
That  Locrine  and  his  Brethren  all  may  know, 

B  b  b  b  Nonc 
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None  muft  be  King  but  Humber  and  his  Son. 
Hum.  Courage  my  Son,  Fortune  (hall  favour  us, 

And  yield  to  us  the  Coronet  of  Bayes, 
Thatdecketh  none  but  noble  Conquerours : 
But  what  faith  Slftrtd  to  thefe  Regions? 
How  likcth  file  the  temperature  thereof  > 
Are  they  not  pleafant  in  her  gracious  Eyes  ? 

£lflr.  The  Plains,my  Lord.garnifht  with  Floras  wealth, 
And  overfprtad  with  party-coloured  Flowers, 
Do  yield  fweetcontentation  to  my  mind, 

The  airy  Hills  enclos'd  with  (hady  Groves, 
The  Groves  replcnifht  with  fweet  chirping  Birds, 
The  Birds  refounding  Heavenly  Melody, 
Are  equal  to  the  Groves  of  Thejfaly, 
Where  Phoebus  with  thefe  learned  Ladies  nine, 
Delight  themfelves  with  mufick  Harmony, 
And  from  the  moifture  of  the  Mountain  tops, 
The  filent  fprings  dance  down  with  murmuring  Itreams, 
And  water  all  the  ground  with  cryftal  Waves, 
The  gentle  blafts  of  Eurns  modeft  Wind, 

Moving  the  pittering  leaves  of  Stlvane's  Woods, 
Do  equal  it  with  Tempers  Paradife, 
And  thus  comforted  all  to  one  effecT:, 
Do  make  me  think  thefe  are  the  happy  Ifles, 
Moll  fortunate  if  Humber  may  them  win. 

Hubba.  Madam,  where  refolution  leads  the  way, 
And  courage  follows  with  emboldened  pace, 
Fortune  can  never  ufe  her  Tyranny  ; 
For  valiantnefs  is  like  unto  a  Rock 

That  ftandeth  on  the  Waves  of  Ocean, 
Which  though  the  Billows  beat  on  every  fide, 
And  Boreas  fell  with  his  tempeftuous  ftorms, 
Bloweth  upon  it  with  a  hideous  clamour, 
Yet  it  remaineth  frill  unmoveable. 

Hum.  Kingly  refolv'd,  thou  glory  of  thy  fire : 
But  worthy  Scgar,  what  uncouth  novelties 

Bring'ft  thou  unto  our  Royal  Majefty  ? 
Seg.  My  Lord,  the  youngeft  of  all  Brutus  Sons, 

Stout  AlbanacJ,  with  millions  of  men, 
Approacheth  nigh,  and  meaneth  eVe  the  Morn, 
To  try  your  force  by  dint  of  fatal  Sword. 

Hum.  Tut,  let  him  come  with  millions  of  Hofts, 
He  (hall  find  entertainment  good  enough, 
Yea  fit  for  thofe  that  are  our  Enemies : 

For  we'll  receive  them  at  the  Lances  points, And  mafiacre  their  Bodies  with  our  Blades : 

Yea  though  they  were  in  number  infinite, 
More  than  the  mighty  Babylonian  Queen, 
Semiramis  the  ruler  of  the  Weft, 

Brought  'gainft  the  Emperour  of  the  Scythians, Yet  would  we  not  ftart  back  one  foot  from  them  : 

That  they  might  know  we  are  invincible. 
Hub.  Now  by  great  Jove  the  fupream  King  of  Heaven, 

And  the  immortal  gods  that  live  therein, 
When  as  the  Morning  fhews  hischearful  Face, 
And  Lucifer  mounted  upon  his  Steed, 
Brings  in  the  Chariot  of  the  golden  Sun, 

I'll  meet  young  tsflbanatt  in  the  open  field, 
And  crack  my  Launce  upon  his  Burganet, 
To  try  the  valour  of  his  Boyifli  ftrength  : 
There  will  1  Ihew  fuch  ruthful  fpeftacles 
And  caufe  fo  great  effufion  of  bloud, 
That  all  his  Boyes  fhall  wonder  at  my  ftrength : 
As  when  the  Warlike  Queen  of  Amazon, 
Pentheflea  armed  with  her  Launce, 
Girt  with  a  Corflet  of  bright  ftiining  fteel, 
Coopt  up  the  faint-heart  Grecians  in  the  Camp. 

Hum.  Spoke  like  a  warlike  Knight,  my  noble  Son, 

Nay,  like  a  Prince  that  feeks  his  Father's  Joy. 
Therefore  to  Morrow  ere  fair  Titan  lhine, 
And  bafhful  Eos  Mefienger  of  light, 
Expels  the  liquid  fleep  from  out  mens  Eyes, 
Thou  lhalt  conduft  the  right  Wing  of  the  Hoft, 

The  left  Wing  fhall  be  under  Segar's  charge, 

The  Rearward  fhall  be  under  me  my  (elf; 
And  lovely  Elftnd  fair  and  gracious, 
If  Fortune  favour  me  in  mine  attempts, 
Thou  lhalt  be  Queen  of  lovely  Albion. 
Fortune  fhall  favour  me  in  mine  attempts, 
And  make  thee  Queen  of  lovely  Albion. 
Come  let  us  in  and  mutter  up  our  Train, 
And  furnifh  up  our  lufty  Souldiers, 
That  they  may  be  a  Bulwark  to  our  ftate, 
And  bring  our  wifhed  joyes  to  perfect  end. 

Scena  Tertia, 

[Exeunt* 

Enter  Strumbo,  Dorothy,  Trompart,  Cobling Shooes,  and  finging. 

Trom.  We  Coblers  lead  a  merry  life  : 
vAU.  Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 
Strum.  Void  of  all  envy  and  ftrife : 
<s4ll.  Dan  diddle  dan. 

Dor.  Our  eafe  is  great,  our  labour  fmall : 
All.  Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 

Strum.  And  yet  our  gains  be  much  withal : 
All.  Dan  diddle  dan. 
Dor.  With  this  art  fo  fine  and  fair: 
All.  Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 
Trom.  No  occupation  may  compare  j 
All.  Dan  diddle  dan. 

Strum.  For  merry  pafltme  and  joyful  glee: 
Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 

Dor.  Moft  happy  men  we  Coblers  be : 
Dan  diddle  dan. 

Trom.  The  Can  ftands  full  of  nappy  Ale, 

Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 
Strum.  In  our  Shop  ftill  withouten  fail : 

Dan  diddle  dan. 

Dor.  This  is  our  meat,  this  is  our  food  : 

Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 
Trom.  This  brings  us  to  a  merry  mood  : 

Dan  diddle  dan. 

Strum.  This  makes  us  work  for  Company : 

Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 
Dor.  To  pull  the  Tankards  cheerfully  : 

Dan  diddle  dan. 

Trom.  Drink  to  thy  Husband  Dorothy , 
Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 

Dor.  Why  then  my  Strumbo  there's  to  thee : Dan  diddle  dan. 

Strum.  Drink  thou  the  reft  Trompart  amain : 

Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 

Dor.  When  that  is  gone,  we'll  fiU't  again : Dan  diddle  dan. 

Cap.  The  pooreft  ftate  is  fartheft  from  annoy, 
How  merrily  he  fitteth  on  his  ftool : 
But  when  he  fees  that  needs  he  muft  be  preft, 

He'll  turn  his  note  and  fing  another  tune, 
Ho,  by  your  leave  Mafter  Cobler. 

Strum.  You  are  welcome,  Gentleman,  what  will  you 
any  old  Shooes  or  Buskins,  or  will  you  have  your  Shooes 
clouted,  I  will  do  them  as  well  as  any  Cobler  in  Cathnes whatfoever  ? 

fJCaptain  frewing  him  Prefs-money. O  Mafter  Cobler ,  you  are  far  deceived  in  me,  for 
don  you  fee  this  ?  I  come  not  to  buy  any  Shooes,  but  to 

buy  your  felf ;  come,  Sir,  you  muft  be  a  Souldier  in  the 
King's  Caufe. 

Strum.  Why,  but  hear  you,  Sir,  has  your  King  any 

Commiflion  to  take  any  man  againft  his  will.  I  pro- 
mife  you,  I  can  fcant  believe  it,  or  did  he  give  you  Com- miflion ? 

Cap.  O  Sir,  ye  need  not  care  for  that,  I  need  no  Com- miflion : 
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million :  hold  here,  I  command  you  in  the  name  of  our 

King  Albanati^  to  appear  to  morrow  in  the  Town-Houfe 
of  Cathnes. 

Strum.  King  Nattabell,  1  cry  God  mercy,  what  have 
we  to  do  with  him,  or  he  with  us  ?  but  you  Sir  Matter 

Capontail,  draw  your  Paftboard,  or  elfe  I  promife  you, 

I'll  give  you  a  Canvafado  with  a  Baftinado  over  your 
(houlders,  and  teach  you  to  come  hither  with  your  imple- 
ments. 

Cap.  1  pray  thee  good  Fellow  be  content ,  I  do  the 
Kings  Command. 
Smm.  Put  me  out  of  your  Book  then. 
Cap.  I  may  not. 

QStrumbo  fnatching  up  a  (lajf. 
No  will,  come,  Sir,  will  your  ftomach  ferve  you,  by 

gogs  blew  hood  and  halidom  ,  I  will  have  a  bout  with 

you.  {Fight  both. 

Enter  Thraflmachus. 

Thra.  How  now,what  noife,what  fudden  clamor's  this? 
How  now,  my  Captain  and  the  Cobler  fo  hard  at  it  ? 
Sirs  what  is  your  quarrel  ? 

fap.  Nothing ,  Sir,  but  that  he  will  not  take  Prefs- 
money. 

Thra.  Here,  good  Fellow,  take  it  at  my  command, 
Unlefs  you  mean  to  be  ftretch  d. 

Strum.  Truly,  Matter  Gentleman,  I  lack  no  money,  if 

'  you  pleafe  I  will  refign  it  to  one  of  thefe  poor  Fellows, 
j    Thra.  No  fuch  matter, 
Look  you  be  at  the  common  Houfe  to  morrow. 

{Exit.  Thraflmachus  and  the  Captain. 
Strum.  O  Wife  I  have  fpun  a  fair  thready  if  I  had  been 

quiet,  I  had  not  been  preft,  and  therefore  well  may  I 
wayment  j  But  come  Sirrah,  Ihut  up,  for  we  mutt  to  the 
Wars.  {Exeunt. 

Scena  Ouarta. 

Enter  Albanaft,  Debon,  Thraflmachus, 
and  the  Lords. 

Alb.  Brave  Cavaliers,  Princes  of  Albany, 
Whofe  trenchant  Blades  with  our  deceafed  Sire, 
Paffing  the  Frontiers  of  brave  Grecia, 
Were  bathed  in  our  Enemies  lukewarm  bloud, 
Now  is  the  time  to  manifeft  your  wills, 
Your  haughty  minds  and  refolutions, 
Now  opportunity  is  offered 
To  try  your  courage  and  your  earnett  zeal, 
Which  you  always  proteft  to  Albanaft, 
For  at  this  time,  yea  at  this  prefent  time, 
Stout  Fugitives  come  from  the  Scythians  bounds 
Have  peftred  every  place  with  mutinies  : 
But  truft  me,  Lordings,  I  will  never  ceafe 
To  perfecute  the  Rafcal  Runnagates, 
Till  all  the  Rivers  ftained  with  their  bloud, 
Shall  fully  fhew  their  fatal  overthrow. 

Deb.  So  (hall  your  Highnefs  merit  great  renown, 

And  imitate  your  aged  Father's  fteps. 
Alb.  But  tell  mejCoufinjCam'ft  thou  through  the  plains? 

And  law*ft  thou  there  the  faint  heart  Fugitives 
Muftring  their  weather  beaten  Souldiers, 
What  order  keep  they  in  their  marflialling  ? 

Thra.  After  we  part  the  Groves  of  ("aledone, 
We  did  behold  the  ftragling  Scythians  Camp, 

Repleat  with  men,  ftor'd  with  munition ; 
There  might  we  fee  the  valiant  minded  Knights 

.  Fetching  Carriers  along  the  fpacious  plains, 

Humber  and  Hubba  arm'd  in  azure  blue, 
Mounted  upon  their  Courfers  white  as  Snow, 
Went  to  behold  the  pleafant  flowring  fields  j 
Hettor  and  Troilus,  Priamust  lovely  Sons, 
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Chafing  the  Grecians  over  Simoeis, 
Were  not  to  be  compared  to  thefe  two  Knights 

Alba.  Well  haft  thou  painted  out  in  Eloquence 
The  Portraiture  of  Humber  and  his  Son  •, 
As  fortunate  as  was  Polycrates, 
Yet  fhould  they  not  efcape  our  conquering  Swords, 
Or  boaft  of  ought  but  of  our  Clemency. 

Enter  Strumbo  and  Trompart  crying  often* 

Wild-fire  and  pitch,  wild-fire  and  pitch,  &c. 
lifer*.  What  Sirs>what  mean  you  by  thefe  clamors  made, 

Thofe  outcries  railed  in  our  ftately  Court  ? 

Strum.  Wild-fire  and  pitch,  wild  fire  and  pitch. 
Thra.  Villains*!  fay,  tell  us  the  caufe  hereof? 
Strum.  Wild-fire  and  pitch,  wild-fire  and  pitch. 
Thra.  Tell  me  you  Villains,  why  you  make  this  noife, 

Or  with  my  Lance,  I  will  prick  your  Bowels  out. 

All.  Where  are  your  Houfes,  where's  your  dwelling 

place  ? 
Strum.  Place,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  laugh  a  month  and  a  day  at 

him  ;  place  !  I  cry  God  mercy,  why  do  you  think  that 
fuch  poor  honeft  men  as  we  be,  hold  our  Habitacles  in 
Kings  Palaces :  Ha,  ha,  ha.  But  becaufe  you  feem  to 
be  an  abominable  Chieftain,  I  will  tell  you  your  ftate. 

« 
From  the  top  to  the  toe, 
From  the  head  to  the  flwe } 

From  the  beginning  to  the  ending. 
From  the  building  to  the  burning. 

This  honeft  Fellow  and  I  had  our  manfion  Cottage  in 

the"5uburbs  of  this  City,  hard  by  the  Temple  of  Mercury. 
And  by  the  common  Souldiers  of  the  Shittens,  the  Scythi- 

ans, what  do  you  call  them  >  with  all  the  Suburbs,  were 
burnt  to  the  ground,  and  the  afhes  are  left  there  for  the 
Country  Wives  to  wafti  Bucks  withal.  And  that  which 
grieves  ifte  moft,  my  loving  Wife  ,  O  cruel  ftrife ;  the 
wicked  Flames  did  roaft. 

And  therefore  Captain  Cruft, We  will  continually  cry} 

Except  you  feel^a  remedy^ Our  Houfes  to  re-edify 

Which  notv  are  burnt  to  dufi. 

Both  cry.  Wild-fire  and  Pitch,  Wild- fire  and  Pitch. 
Alba.  Well,  we  mutt  remedy  thefe  outrages, 

And  throw  revenge  upon  their  hateful  Heads, 
And  you  good  Fellows  for  your  Houfes  burnt, 
We  will  remunerate  your  ftore  of  GoW, 
And  build  your  Houfes  by  our  Palace  Gate. 

Strumbo.  Gate  !  O  petty  Treafon  to  my  Perfon,  no 
where  elfe  but  by  your  backfide ;  Gate  !  oh  how  I  am 
vexed  in  my  Coller:  Gate!  1  cry  God  mercy,  do  you 
hear,  Mafter  King  ?  If  you  mean  to  gratifie  fuch  poor 

men,  as  we  be,  you  mutt  build  our  Houfes  by  the  Ta- vern. 
Alba.  It  fball  be  done,  Sir. 

Strum.  Near  the  Tavern,  I,  by  Lady,  Sir,  it  was  fpo- 
ken  like  a  good  Fellow.  Do  you  hear,  Sir  ?  when  our 
Houfe  is  builded,  if  you  do  chance  to  pals  or  repafs  that 
way,  we  will  beftow  a  Quart  of  the  beft  Wine  upon 
you  ?  [Exit. 

Alb.  It  grieves  me,  Lordings,  that  my  Subjects  goods 
Should  thus  be  fpoiled  by  the  Scythians, 
Who  as  you  fee  with  lightfoot  Forragers, 
Depopulate  the  places  where  they  come, 
But  curfed  Humber  thou  fhalt  rue  the  day 

That  ere  thou  cam'ft  unto  Cathnefa. 

{Exeunt. 
B  bbb  2  Sccna 
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Scena  Quint  a. 

Enter  Humber,  Hubba,  Scgar,  Truflier,  and 
their  Swldiers. 

Hum.  Hubba,  go  take  a  Coronet  of  our  Horfe, 
As  many  Landers,  and  light-armed  Knights, 
As  may  fuffice  for  Rich  an  enterprife, 
And  place  them  in  the  Grove  of  Chalcedony 
With  thefr,  when  as  the  skirmifh  doth  encreafe, 
Retire  thou  from  the  (belters  of  the  wood, 
And  fet  upon  the  weakned  Trojans  backs, 
For  policy  joyned  with  Chivalry, 
Can  never  be  put  back  from  Victory. 

{Exeunt. 

Enter  Albanact,  Clowns  with  him. 

Alb.  Thou  bafe  born  Hunn,  how  durft  thou  be  fo bold, 

As  once  to  menace  warlike  ̂ AlbanaEl  } 

The  great  Commander  ot  thefe  Regions, 
But  thou  (halt  buy  thy  raflinefs  with  thy  Death, 
And  rue  too  late  thy  over.bold  attempts, 
For  with  this  Sword ,  this  Inftrument  of  Death, 
That  hath  been  drenched  in  my  Foe-mens  Blood, 
Pie  feparate  thy  Body  from  thy  Head, 
And  fet  that  Coward  Blood  of  thine  abroach. 

Strum.  Nay  with  this  ftafFgreat  Strumboh  Inftrument, 
Pie  crack  thy  Cockscomb,  paltry  Scythian. 

Hum.  Nor  wreak  I  of  thy  threats  thou  princox  Boy, 
Nor  do  I  fear  thy  foolifh  infolency, 
And  but  thou  better  ufe  thy  bragging  blade, 
Than  thou  dolt  rule  thy  overflowing  Tongue, 
Superbious  Britain,  thou  (halt  know  too  foon 
The  force  of  Humber  and  his  Scythians. 

{  Let  them  fight 
{  Humber  and  his  Souldiers  run  in 

Strum.  O  horrible,  terrible. 

Scena  Sexta. 

Sound  the  Alarm.  Enter  Humber  and  his  Seuldiers. 

Hum.  How  bravely  this  young  Britain,  AlbanaB^ 
Darteth  abroad  the  Thunderbolts  of  war, 
Beating  down  millions  with  his  furious  mood  : 
And  in  his  glory  triumphs  over  all, 
Moving  the  mafliefquadrants  of  the  ground  ; 
Heap  Hills  on  Hills,  tofcale  the  (tarry  skie: 
As  when  Briareus  armed  with  an  hundred  hands, 
Flung  forth  an  hundred  mountains  at  great  Jove, 
And  when  the  rconftrous  gyant  tJMonichus 

Hurl'd  mount  Olympus  at  great  Mars  his  targe, 
And  (hot  huge  Cedars  at  Minerva's  Ihield. 
How  doth  he  overlook  with  haughty  front 
My  fleeting  hod,  and  lifts  his  lofty  face 
Againft  us  all  that  now  do  fear  his  force, 
Like  as  we  fee  the  wrathful  Sea  from  far, 
In  a  great  mountain  heapt  with  hideous  noife, 
With  thoufand  billows  beat  againft  the  Ships, 
And  tofs  them  in  the  Waves  like  Tennis  Balls. 

{Sound  the  Alarm, 

Hum.  A  me,  I  fear  my  Hubba  is  furpris'd. 

Sound  again.  Enter  Albanact. 

Alba.  Follow  me,  Souldiers,  follow  Albanatl 
Purfue  the  Scythians  flying  through  the  field  : 
Let  none  of  them  efcape  with  Victory : 
That  they  may  know  the  Britains  force  is  more 

Than  all  the  power  of  the  trembling  Hunns. 
Thra.  Forward,  brave  Souldiers,  forward,  keep  the 

chafe, 

He  that  takes  Captive  Humber  or  his  Son, 
Shall  be  rewarded  with  a  Crown  of  gold. 

Sound  Alarm ,  then  let  them  fight ,  Humber  give  back,, 
Hubba  Enters  at  their  backs ,  and  kills  Debon  ,  let 
Strumbo  fall  down ,  Albanact  run  in ,  and  afterwards 
enter  wounded. 

Alba.  Injurious  Fortune,  haft  thou  croft  me  thus  ? 
Thus  in  the  Morning  of  my  Victories, 
Thus  in  the  prime  of  my  felicity 
To  cut  me  off  by  fuch  hard  overthrow. 
Hadft  thou  no  time  thy  rancour  to  declare, 
But  in  the  fpring  of  all  my  dignities  ? 
Hadft  thou  no  place  to  fpit  thy  venome  out, 
But  on  the  perlon  of  young  Albanact  ? 

I  that  e're  while  did  fcare  mine  Enemies, 
And  drove  them  almoft  to  a  fhameful  flight : 
I  that  eVe  while  full  Lyon-like  did  fare 

Amongft  the  dangers  of  the  thick  throng'd  pikes, 
Muft  now  depart  moft  lamentably  flain 

By  Humberts  Treacheries  and  Fortunes  (pights : 
Curft  by  their  charms,  damn'd  be  her  curled  charms 
That  doth  delude  the  wayward  hearts  of  men, 
Of  men  that  troft  unto  her  fickle  wheel, 
Which  never  leaveth  turning  upfide  down, 
O  gods,  O  heavens,  allot  me  but  the  place 
Where  I  may  find  her  hateful  manfion, 

l'lepafs  the  Alps  to  watry  Meroe, 
Where  fiery  Phcebus  in  his  chariot, 
The  wheels  whereof  are  deckt  with  Emeralds, 
Caft  fuch  a  heat,  yea  fuch  a  fcorching  heat, 
And  fpoileth  Flora  of  her  chequered  grafs, 

i'le  overturn  the  mountain  Caucafus, 
Where  fell  fhimara  in  her  triple  ftrape, 
Rolleth  hot  Flames  from  out  her  monftrous  panch, 
Scaring  the  beafts  with  ifliie  of  her  gorge, 
Pie  pais  the  frozen  Zone  where  Icy  flakes 
Stopping  the  paflage  of  the  fleeting  Ships 

Do  lie,  like  mountains  in  the  congeal'd  Sea, 
Where  if  I  find  that  hateful  Houfe  of  Hers, 

I'le  pull  the  fickle  wheel  from  out  her  hands, 
And  tie  her  felf  in  everlafting  bands: 
But  all  in  vain  I  breathe  thefe  threatnings, 
The  day  is  loft,  the  Hunns  are  conquerors, 
Debon  is  flain,  my  men  are  done  to  Death, 

The  currer*  -  fwift  fwim  violently  with  Blood, 

And  laft,  O'  that  this  laft  Night  fo  long  laft, My  felf  with  wounds  paft  all  recovery, 
Muft  leave  my  Crown  for  Humber  to  pofTefs. 

Strum.  Lord  have  Msrcyupon  us,  Matters,  I  think  this 
is  a  Holy-day,  every  man  lies  fleeping  in  the  fields,  but 
God  knows  full  fore  againft  their  wills. 

Thra.  Fly,  noble  Albanatl,  and  fave  thy  felf, 
The  Scythians  follow  with  great  celerity, 

And  there's  no  way  but  fight,  or  fpeedy  Death, 
Flie,  noble  Albanait,  and  fave  thy  felf. 

{Sound  the  Alarm. 
Alba.  Nay  let  them  flie  that  fear  to  die  the  De|ith, 

That  tremble  at  the  name  of  fatal  Mors, 

Ne're  (hall  proud  Humber  boaft  or  brag  himfelf, 
That  he  hath  put  young  Albanatl  to  flight : 
And  left  he  fliould  triumph  at  my  decay, 
This  Sword  (hall  reave  his  Maftcr  of  his  life, 

That  oft  hath  fav'd  his  Matters  doubtful  life : 
But  oh  my  Brethren  if  you  care  for  me, 

Revenge  my  Death  upon  his- Traiterous Head. 

Et  vos  ejueis  domus  es~i  nigrantis  regia  ditis, 
£hti  regitis  rigido  ftygios  moder amine  lucos  : 
?^o  x  caci  regina  poli  fur  talis  Srinnys, 

Diiejue 
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Viique  deaque  omnes  Albanum  tolltte  regent, 
Tcllite  flumweis  undis  rigidaque  palude 
Nunc  me  fata  vocant,  hoc  condam  peflore  fcrrum. 

fThruft  himfelf  through. 

Enter  Trumpart. 

O  what  hath  he  done  ?  his  nofe  bleeds :  but  I  fmell  a  Fox, 
Look  where  my  Matter  lies,  Matter,  Matter. 

Strum.  Let  me  alone,  I  tell  thee,  for  I  am  dead. 
Trump.  Yet  one,  good,  good,  Matter. 
Strum.  I  will  notfpeak,  fori  am  dead,  I  tcil  thee. 
T rump.  And  is  my  Matter  dead  ? 

O  fticks  and  ttones,  brickbats  and  bones, 
and  is  my  Matter  dead  ? 

O  you  Cockatrices,  and  you  Bablatrices, 
that  in  the  Woods  dwell : 

You  briers  and  brambles,  you  Cook-Ihops  and  fhambles, 
come  howl  and  yell. 

With  howling  and  fcreeking,  with  wailing  and  weeping, 
come  you  to  lament. 

O  Colliers  of  Croyden,  and  Rufticks  of  Roy  den, 
and  Fiihers  of  Kent. 

For  Strumbo  the  Cobler,  the  fine  merry  Cobler 
of  Cathnes  Town : 

At  this  fdme  ftoure,  at  this  very  hour 
lies  dead  on  the  ground. 

O  Matter,  thieves,  thieves,  thieves. 
Strum.  Where  be  they  ?  cox  me  tunny ,  bobekin ,  let 

me  be  riling,  be  gone,  we  fliall  be  robb'd  by  and  by. 

Scena  OBcCva. 

Enter  Hamber,  Hubba,  Segar,  Thraffier,  Ettrild , 
and  the  Souldiers. 

Hum.  Thus  from  the  dreadful  fhocks  of  furious  Mart's 
Thundring  Alarms,  and  Rhamnuftas  Drum 
We  are  retired  with  joyful  Victory, 

The  flaughter'd  Trojans  fqueltring  in  their  blood, 
Infect  the  air  with  their  carcafles, 
And  are  a  prey  for  every  ravenous  bird. 

Eftrild.  So  perifli  they  that  are  our  enemies. 
So  perifli  theyihat  love  not  Humbert  weal. 
And  mighty  Jove,  Commander  of  the  World, 
Protect  my  love  from  all  falfe  treacheries. 

Hum.  Thanks,  lovely  Eftrild,  folace  to  my  foul. 
But,  valiant  Hubba,  for  thy  Chivalry 

Declar'd  againft  the  men  of  Albany, 
Loe  here  a  flowring  Garland  wreath'd  of  Bay, 
As  a  reward  for  this  thy  forward  mind. 

{Set  it  on  his  head. 
Hub.  This  unexpected  honour,  noble  Sire, 

Will  prick  my  courage  unto  braver  deeds, 
And  caufe  me  to  attempt  fuch  hard  exploits, 

That  all  the  world  fliall  found  of  Hubba'%  name. 
Hum.  And  now,  brave  Souldiers,  for  this  good  fuccefs, 

Caroufe  whole  cups  of  Amazonian  Wine, 

Sweeter  than  'Njtlar  or  tsimbrofia, 
And  caft  away  the  clods  of  curfed  care, 

With  Goblets  crown'd  with  Semeleius  gifts, 
Now.  let  us  march  to  Abts  filver  ftreams, 
That  clearly  glide  along  the  Champane  fields, 
And  moift  the  graflie  meads  with  humid  drops. 
Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets,  found  up  cheerfully, 
Sith  we  return  with  joy  and  victory. 

Atlus  Tertius.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Ate  as  before.   The  dumb  fhorv.  A  Crocodile  fitting  on 
a  rivers  banb^,  and  a  little  Snake  flinging  it.  7 hen 

let  both  of  them  fall  into  the  water. 

OHigh  on  a  bank  by  Nilm  boitterous  ftreams, 
Fearfully  fat  tW Egyptian  Crocodile, 
Dreadfully  grinding  in  her  (harp  long  teeth, 
The  broken  bowels  of  a  filly  fiih, 

His  back  was  arm'd  againft  the  dint  of  fpcar, 
With  fhields  of  brafs  that  fhin'd  like  burnifht  gold, 
And  as  he  ftretched  forth  his  cruel  paws, 
A  fubtil  Adder  creeping  clofely  near, 
Thrufting  his  forked  fling  into  his  claws, 
Privily  fhed  his  poifon  through  his  bones, 
Which  made  him  fwell  that  there  his  bowels  burft, 
That  did  fo  much  in  his  own  greatnefs  truft. 
So  Humber  having  conquered  Albanabl, 

Doth  yield  his  glory  unto  Locrine's  fword. Mark  what  enfues,  and  you  may  eafily  fee, 
That  all  our  life  is  but  a  Tragedy.  {Exit. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Locrine,Gnendeline,  Corineius,  Aflaracus, 
Thrafimachus,  Camber. 

Locrine.  And  i*  this  true,  is  Albanatlus  flain? 
Hath  curfed  Humber  with  his  ftragling  Hoft, 
With  that  his  Army  made  of  Mungrel  Currs, 
Brought  our  redoubted  Brother  to  his  end  ? 
O  that  I  had  the  Thracian  Orpheus  harp, 
For  to  awake  out  of  the  infernal  fiiade 

Thofe  ugly  Devils  of  black  Erebus, 

That  might  torment  the  damned  Traitor's  foul : 
O  that  I  had  Amphion's  inftrument 
To  quicken  with  his  vital  notes  and  tunes 
The  flinty  joints  of  every  ftony  rock, 
By  which  the  Scythians  might  be  punifhed  ; 
For,  by  the  lightning  of  almighty  Jove, 
The  Hunn  fhall  die,  bad  he  ten  thoufand  lives : 
And  would  to  God  he  had  ten  thoufand  lives, 

That  I  might  with  the  arm.ftrong  Hercules 
Crop  off  fo  vile  an  Hydras  hitting  heads. 
But  fay  me,  Coufin,  for  I  long  to  hear, 
How  AlbanaU  came  by  untimely  death  ? 

Thrafi.  After  the  traiterous  Hoft  ot  Scythians 
Entred  the  field  with  Martial  equipage, 

Young  AlbanaU,  impatient  of  delay, 

Led  forth  his  Army  'gainft  the  ftragling  mates, 
Whofe  multitude  did  daunt  our  Souldiers  minds, 

Yet  nothing  could  difmay  the  froward  Prince  •, 
But  with  a  courage  moft  heroical, 

Like  to  a  lion  'mongft  a  flock  of  lambs, 
Made  havock  of  the  faint-keart  fugitives, 
Hewing  a  paflage  through  them  with  his  fword  j 
Yea  we  had  almoft  given  them  the  repulfe, 
When  fuddenly  from  oiit  the  filent  wood 
Hubba  with  twenty  thoufand  Souldiers, 
Cowardly  came  upon  our  weakned  backs, 

And  murthered  all  with  fatal  maflacre  •, 
Amongft  the  which  old  Debon,  Martial  Knight, 
With  many  wounds  was  brought  unto  the  death  : 
And  Albanatt  oppreft  with  multitude, 
Whilft  valiantly  he  feld  his  enemies, 
Yielded  his  life  and  honour  to  the  dufr, 

He  being  dead,  the  Souldiers  fled  amain, 
Bbbb  3  And 
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And  1  alone  efcaped  them  bv  flight, 
To  bring  yon  Tidings  of  thefe  accidents. 

Locr.  Not  aged  Priam  King  of  (lately  Troy, 
Grand  Emperour  of  barbarous  Afia, 
When  he  beheld  his  noble  minded  Sons 

Slain  traiteroufly  by  all  the  (JJ/irmidons, 
Lamented  more  than  1  for  AlbanaSl. 

Cuen.  Not  Hecubaiht  Qneen  of  Ilium, 
When  fhe  beheld  the  town  of  Pergamm, 
Her  palace  burnt,  with  all-devouring  flames, 
Her  fifty  Sons  and  Daughters  frefh  of  hue, 
Murthered  by  the  wicked  Pyrrhus  bloody  Sword, 
Shed  fuch  fad  tears  as  I  for  Albanali. 

Cam.  The  grief  of  Niobe  fair  Athens  Queen, 
For  her  feven  Sons  magnanimous  in  field, 
For  her  feven  Daughters  fairer  than  the  faireft, 

Is  not  to  be  compar'd  with  my  laments. 
Cor.  In  vain  you  forrow  for  the  flaughtered  Prince, 

In  vain  you  forrow  for  his  overthrow  •, 
He  loves  not  moft  that  doth  lament  the  moll, 
But  he  that  feeks  to  venge  the  injury. 
Think  you  to  quell  the  Enemies  warlike  train, 
With  childifh  lobs  and  womanifh  laments  ? 

Unfheath  your  Swords,unfheath  your  conquering  Sword? 
And  feck  revenge,  the  comfort  for  this  fore  : 
In  Cornwall  where  I  hold  my  Regiment, 
Even  juft  ten  thoufand  valiant  men  at  Arms 
Hath  Corinems  ready  at  command  : 
All  thefe  and  more,  if  need  fhall  more  require, 
Hath  Corinems  ready  at  command. 

Cam.  And  in  the  fields  of  martial  Cambria^ 
Clofe  by  the  boiftrous  Ifcans  Silver  ftreams, 
Where  light  foot  Fairies  skip  from  bank  to  bank, 
Full  twenty  thoufand  brave  couragious  Knights 

Well  exercis'd  in  feats  of  Chivalrie, 
In  manly  manner  moft  invincible, 

Young  Camber  hath  with  gold  and  victual-, 
All  thefe  and  more,  if  need  fhall  more  require, 
I  offer  up  to  venge  my  Brothers  Death. 

Loc.  Thanks,loving  Uncle,  and  good  Brother  too, 
For  this  revenge  j  for  this  fweet  word  Revenge 
Mufl  eafe  and  ceafe  my  wrongful  injuries ; 
And  by  the  Sword  of  bloody  Mars  I  fwear, 
NeVe  fhall  fweei  quiet  enter  this  my  front, 

'Till  I  be  venged  on  his  traiterous  Head 
That  flew  my  noble  Brother  Albanatt. 
Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets,  mutter  up  the  camp, 
For  we  will  ftraight  march  to  Albania. 

[Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Humber,  Eftrild,  Hubba,  Truflier,  and 
the  Souldiers. 

Hum.  Thus  are  wecome,vi<ftorious  Conquer  our : 
Unto  the  flowing  currents  Silver  ftreams, 
Which,  in  memorial  of  our  victory, 
Shall  be  agnominated  by  our  name, 
And  talked  of  by  our  pofterity : 
For  fure  I  hope  before  the  golden  Sun 
Pofteth  his  Horfes  to  fair  Thetis  plains, 
To  fee  the  waters  turned  into  blood, 
And  change  his  blewifli  hue  to  rueful  red, 
By  reafon  of  the  fatal  maflacre, 
Which  fhall  be  made  upon  the  virent  plains. 

Enter  the  Ghoffc  of  AlbanacT:. 

See  how  the  Traitor  doth  prefage  his  harm, 
See  how  he  glories  at  his  own  decay, 

See  how  he  triumphs  at  his  proper  lofs. 
O  Fortune  vile,  unftable,  fickle,  frail ! 
Hum.  Methinks  1  fee  both  Armies  in  the  field, 

The  broken  lances  climb  the  Cryftal  skies, 
Some  headlefs  lie,  fome  breathlefs  on  the  ground 

And  every  place  is  ftrew'd  with  carcafTes, Behold  the  grafs  hath  loft  his  pleafant  green, 
The  fweeteft  fight  that  ever  might  be  feen. 

Choft.  I,Traiterous  Humber>  thou  fhalt  find  it  fo, 
Yea  to  thy  coft  thou  fhalt  the  fame  behold, 
Withanguifn,  forrow,  and  with  fad  laments  j 
The  graffie  plains,  that  now  do  pleafe  thine  Eyes, 

Shall  e're  the  night  be  coloured  all  with  blood  -0 
The  fhadie  groves  that  now  inciofe  thy  camp, 
And  yield  iweet  favour  to  thy  damned  corps, 
Shall  e're  the  night  be  figured  all  with  blood  j The  profound  ltreamthat  pafleth  by  thy  Tents, 
And  with  his  moifture  ferveth  all  thy  Camp, 

Shall  e're  the  Night  converted  be  to  Blood, 
Yea  with  the  Blood  of  thofe  thy-ilragling  Boys : 
For  now  revenge  fhall  eafe  my  lingring  grief, 
And  now  revenge  fhall  glut  my  longing  Soul. 

Hub.  Let  come  what  will,  I  mean  to  bear  it  out, 
And  either  live  with  glorious  viftorie, 

Or  die  with  fame  renown'd  for  chivalrie : 
He  is  not  worthy  of  the  honey  comb, 
That  fhuns  the  hives  becaufe  the  bees  have  flings ; 
That  likes  me  beffc  that  is  not  got  with  eafe, 
Which  thoufand  dangers  do  accompany 
For  nothing  can  difmay  our  Regal  mind } 
Which  aims  at  nothing  but  a  golden  Crown, 
The  only  upfhot  of  mine  enterprifes. 
Were  they  inchanted  in  grim  Pluto^s  Court, 
And  kept  for  treafure  'mongft  his  hellifh  crew, 
I  would  either  quell  the  triple  Cerberus 
And  all  the  Army  of  his  hateful  hags, 
Or  roll  the  Stone  with  wretched  Syjfphus. 

Hum.  Right  martial  by  thy  thoughts,  my  noble  Son, 
And  all  thy  words  favour  of  Chivalrie, 
Bur,  warlike  Segar,  what  ftrange  accidents 
Make  you  to  leave  the  warding  of  the  Camp  ? 

Segar.  To  armes,  my  Lord,  to  honourable  arms ; 
Take  helm  and  targe  in  hand,  the  Britains  come 
With  greater  multitude  than  erft  the  Greeks 
Brought  to  the  ports  of  Phrygian  T tnedos. 

Hum.  But  what  faith  Segar  to  thefe  accidents  ? 
What  Counfel  gives  he  in  extremities  ? 

Segar.  Why  this,  my  Lord,  experience  teacheth  os, 
That  Refblution  is  a  fole  help  at  need. 
And  this,  my  Lord,  our  honour  teacheth  us, 
That  we  be  bold  in  every  enterprife ; 
Then  fince  there  is  no  way  but  fight  or  die, 
Be  refolute,  my  Lord,  for  Victory. 

Hum.  And  refolute,  Segar,  1  mean  to  be, 
Perhaps  fome  blisful  Star  will  favour  us, 
And  comfort  bring  to  our  perplexed  State  : 
Come  let  us  in  and  fortifie  our  Camp, 
So  to  withftand  their  ftrong  invafion. 

t  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Strumbo,  Trumpart,  Oliver,  and  hit  Son 
William  following  them. 

Strum.  Nay  neighbour  Oliver,  if  you  be  fo  whor,  come 
prepare  your  felf,  your  fhall  find  two  as  ftout  fellows  of  us, 
as  any  in  all  the  North. 

Oliver.  No  by  my  dorth  Neighbour  Strumbo,  Ich  zee 
dat  you  are  a  man  of  fmall  zideration,  dat  will  zeek  to 
injure  your  old  vreends,  one  of  your  vamiliar  guefls,  and 
derefore  zeeing  your  pinion  is  to  deal  withouten  reazon, 

Ich 
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Ichandmy  zonne  William  will  take  datcourfe,  dat  fhall 
be  fardeft  vrotn  reafon  \  howzayyou,  will  you  have  my 
Daughter  or  no  ? 

Strumbo.  A  very  hard  queftion,  Neighbour,  but  I  will 
folve  it  as  I  may :  what  reafon  have  you  to  demand  it 
of  me? 

Wtll.  Marry  Sir,  what  reafon  had  you  when  my  Sifter 
was  in  the  barn  to  tumble  her  upon  the  Hay,  and  to  fifh 
her  Belly. 

Strum.  Mafs  thou  fay'ft  true  ;  well,  but  would  you 
have  me  marry  her  therefore  ?  No,  I  fcorn  her,  and  you, 
and  you:  1,  1  (corn  you  all. 

OUv.  You  will  not  have  her  then  ? 

Strum.  No,  as  I  am  a  true  Gentleman. 

Will.  Then  will  we  School  you  ̂   e're  you  and  we  part 
hence. 

Enter  Margerie,  and  fnatches  the  ftaff  out  of  her 
Brothers  hand  ai  he  is  fighting. 

Strum.  I,  you  come  in  pudding  time,  or  elfe  I  had  dreft 
them. 

Mar.  You  Mafter  fa  wee-box,  Lobcock,  Cocks  comb, 
you  flopfawce,  lickfingers,  will  you  not  hear  ? 

Strum.  Who  fpeak you  to,  me? 
Mar.  I  Sir,  to  you,  John  lackhonefty,littIe-wit,is  it  you 

that  will  have  none  of  me  ? 
Strum.  No  by  my  troth,  Miftrefs  nicebice,  how  fine  you 

can  nick-name  me  ̂   I  think  you  were  brought  up  in  the 
Univerfity  of  Bridewell,  you  have  your  Rhetorick  lb  ready 
at  your  Tongues  end,  as  if  you  were  never  well  warned 
when  you  were  young. 

Mar.  Why  then  goodman  cods-head,  if  you  wjll  have 
none  of  me,  farewel. 

Strum.  If  you  be  fo  plain,  Miftrefs  driggle-draggle,  fare 
you  well. 

Mar.  Nay,  Mafter  Strumbo,  e're  you  go  from  hence  we 
muft  have  more  words,  you  will  have  none  of  me  ? 

[They  both  Fight. 
Strum.  Oh  my  head,  my  head,  {pave,  leave,  leave,  I 

will,  I  will,  I  will. 
Mar.  Upon  that  condition  I  let  thee  alone. 
OUv.  How  now  Mafter  Strumbo ,  hath  my  Daughter 

taught  you  a  new  leflon  ? 
Strum.  I  but  hear  you,  goodman  Oliver,  itwillnotbe 

for  my  eafe  to  have  my  head  broken  every  day,  therefore 
remedy  this,  and  we  fhall  agree. 

OUv.  Well,  Zon,  well,  for  you  aremyZon  now,  all 
fhall  be  remedied,  Daughter  be  friends  with  him. 

[_Shake  hands. 
Strum.  You  are  a  fweet  Nut,  the  Devil  crack  you.  Ma- 

ilers, I  think  it  be  my  luck,my  firft  wife  was  a  loving  quiet 
wench ,  but  this  I  think  would  weary  the  Devil.  1 
would  fhe  might  be  burnt  as  my  other  V  Vife  was ;  if  not, 
I  muft  run  to  the  Halter  for  help.  O  Codpiece,  thou  haft 
undone  thy  Mafter,  this  it  is  to  be  medling  with  warm 
plackets. 

{^Exeunt. 

Scena  Quinta. 

Enter  Locrine,  Camber,  Corineius,  Thrafimachus, 
AfTarachus. 

Locri.  Now  am  I  guarded  with  an  hoftof  men, 
VVhofe  haughty  courage  is  invincible ; 

Now  am  I  hemm'd  with  troupsof  Souldiers, 
Such  as  might  force  Bellona  to  retire, 

And  make  her  tremble  at  their  puiflance  -? 
Now  fit  1  like  the  mighty  god  of  war, 
V  Vhen  armed  with  his  Coat  of  Adamant, 

Mounted  his  Chariot  drawn  with  mighty  Bulls, 
He  drove  the  Argtves  over  Xanthm  ftreams. 
Now,  cuifed  Humber^  doth  thy  end  draw  nigh, 
Down  goes  the  glory  of  his  victories, 
And  all  his  fame,  and  ail  his  high  renown, 
Shall  in  a  moment  yield  to  Locnnes  Sword  : 

Thy  bragging  banners  croft  with  argent  ftreams, 
The  ornaments  of  thy  pavillions, 
Shall  all  be  captivated  with  this  hand, 
And  thou  thy  felf  at  Albanatlm  Tomb 
Shalt  offered  be,  in  facisfaclion 

Of  ail  the  wrongs  thou  didft  him  when  he  liv'd. 
But  canft  thou  tell  me,brave  Thrafimachus, 
How  far  we  are  diftant  from  Humbert  Camp  ? 

Thra.  My  Lord,  within  your  foul  accurfed  Grove 
That  bears  the  tokens  of  our  overthrow, 

This  Humber  hath  intrencht  his  damned  Camp. 
March  on,  my  Lord,  becaufe  I  long  to  fee 
The  treacherous  Scythians  fqueltring  in  their  gore. 

Locri.  Sweet  Fortune,  favour  Locrine  with  a  fmile, 
That  I  may  venge  my  noble  Brothers  Death, 
And  in  the  midft  of  ftately  Troinovant, 
Tie  build  a  Temple  to  thy  deitie 
Of  perfect  Marble,  and  of  Jacinth  Stones, 
That  it  fhall  pafs  the  high  Pyramids, 
Which  with  their  top  furmount  the  firmament. 

Cam.  The  arm  ftrong  offfpring  of  the  doubted  Knight, 
Stout  Hercules  Alcmenas,  mighty  Son, 

That  tam'd  the  monfters  of  the  three-fold  world, 
And  rid  the  pppreffed  from  the  tyrants  yokes, 
Did  never  fhew  fuch  valiantnefs  in  fight,  . 
As  I  will  now  for  noble  Albanatt: 

Cori.  Full  fourfcore  years  hath  Corineius  liv'd, 
Sometimes  in  war,  fometime  in  quiet  peace, 
And  yet  I  feel  my  felf  to  be  as  ftrong 
As  erft  I  was  in  Summer  of  mine  age, 
Able  totofsthis  great  unweildy  Club, 

Which  hath  been  painted  with  my  foe-mens  brains  i 

And  with  this  Club  1'le  break  the  ftrong  array 
Of  Humber  and  his  ftragling  Souldiers, 
Or  lofe  my  life  amongft  the  thickeft  prefs, 
And  die  with  Honour  in  my  lateft  dayes : 

Yet  e're  I  die  they  all  fhall  underftand, 
What  force  lies  in  ftout  Corineius  hand. 

Thra.  And  if  Thrafimachus  detract  the  fight, 
Either  for  weaknefs  or  for  cowardife, 
Let  him  not  boaft  that  Brutus  was  his  Eame, 
Or  that  brave  Corineius  was  his  Sire. 

Locri.  Then  courage,  Souldiers,  firft  for  your  fafety, 
Next  for  your  peace,  Jaft  for  your  Victory. 

C  Exeunt. 

Sound  the  Alarm.  Enter  Hubba  and  Segar  at  one  Door, 
and  Corineius  at  the  other. 

Cori.  Art  thou  that  Humber,  Prince  of  Fugitives, 

That  by  thy  Treafon  flew'ft  young  AlbanaLl  ? Hub.  I  am  his  Son  that  flew  young  Albanatt, 
And  if  thou  take  not  heed,  proud  Phrygian, 
Tie  fend  thy  Soul  unto  the  Stygian  lake, 
There  to  complain  of  Humbert  injuries. 

Corin.  You  triumph,  Sir,  before  the  Victory, 
For  Corineius  is  not  fo  foon  flain. 

But,  curfed  ScythiatS,  you  fhall  rue  the  day, 

That  e're  you  came  into  Albania. 
So  perifh  they  that  envy  Brit  aim  wealth, 
So  let  them  die  with  endlefs  infamy, 
And  he  that  feeks  his  Soveraigns  overthrow, 

Would  this  my  Club  might  aggravate  his  woe. 
f_  Sir  ikes  thsm  both  down  with  his  Chib. 

Enter 
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Enter  Humbcr. 

Hum.  Where  may  1  find  fomc  defart  Wildernefs, 
Where  I  may  breache  out  curfes  as  I  would, 
And  (care  the  earth  with  my  condemning  voice, 
Where  every  echoes  repercufiion 
May  help  me  to  bewail  mine  overthrow, 
And  aid  me  in  my  forrowful  laments  ? 
Where  may  1  find  fome  hollow  uncouth  rock, 
Where  I  may  damn,  condemn,  and  ban  my  fill  ? 
The  heavens,  the  hell,  the  earth,  the  air,  the  fire, 
And  utter  curfes  to  the  concave  sky, 
Which  may  inftcl  the  aiery  Regions, 
And  light  upon  the  Britain  Locrine  s  head. 
You  ugly  lpirits  that  in  Cocitus  mourn, 
And  gnafh  your  teeth  with  dolorous  laments, 
Your  fearful  dogs  that  in  black  Lethe  howl, 
And  fcare  the  Ghofts  with  your  wide  open  throats, 
You  ugly  Ghofts  that  flying  from  thefe  dogs, 
Do  plunge  your  felves  in  Puryflegiton, 
Come  all  of  you,  and  with  your  fhrieking  notes 
Accompany  the  Britains  conquering  Hoaft. 
Come  fierce  Erinnys^  horrible  with  Snakes, 
Come  ugly  Furies,  armed  with  your  Whips, 
You  threefold  judges  of  black  Tartarus, 
And  all  the  army  of  your  hell ilh  Fiends, 
With  new  found  torments  rack  proud  Locrine^  Bones, 

O  Gods  and  Scars,  damn'd  be  the  Gods  and  Stars, 
That  did  not  drown  me  in  fair  Thetis  plains. 
Curft  be  the  Sea  that  with  outragious  Waves, 
With  furging  Billows  did  not  rive  my  Ships 
Againft  the  Rocks  of  high  Cerannia, 
Or  fwallowed  me  into  her  watry  Gulf. 

Would  God  he  had  arriv'd  upon  the  Shore 
Where  Polyphemus  and  the  Cyclops  dwell, 
Or  where  the  bloody  Anthropophagie 
With  greedy  jaws  devours  the  wandring  Wights. 

Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Albanacl. 

But  why  comes  AlbanalTs  bloody  Ghoft, 
To  bring  a  corliveto  our  miferics ! 

Is't  not  enough  to  fnffer  fhameful  flight, But  we  muft  be  tormented  now  with  Ghofts  ? 

With  apparitions  fearful  to  behold  ? 
Ghofi.  Revenge,  revenge  for  blood. 
Hum.  So  nought  will  fatisfie  your  wandring  Ghoft, 

But  dire  revenge,  nothing  but  Humberts  fall , 
Becaufe  he  conquered  you  in  Albany. 

Now  by  my  Soul,  Humber  would  becondemn'd 
To  Tantals  Hunger,  or  Jxion\  Wheel, 
Or  to  the  vulture  of  Prometheus, 
Rather  than  that  this  murther  were  undone. 

When  as  I  dye  I'll  drag  thy  curled  Ghoft 
Through  all  the  Rivers  of  foul  Erebus, 

Through  burning  fulphur  of  the  Limbo-lake, 
To  allay  the  burning  fury  of  that  heat, 
That  rageth  in  mine  everlafting  Soul. 

{Exeunt. 

Alba.  Ghofi.  Vmdicla,  vindiUa. 

ojfetus  Quartm.  Scena  'Prima. 

Enter  Ate  as  before.  Then  Omphale  Daughter  to  the 
King  of  Lydia,  having  a  Club  in  her  hand,  and  a  Ly- 

ons skin  on  her  back,  Hercules  following  with  a  dtftaffe. 
Then  let  Omphale  turn  about,  and  taking  of  her  Tan- 
tofie,  firtke  Hercules  on  the  Head,  then  let  them  depart, Ate  remaining,  faying  ; 

QVem  non  tsfrgolici  mandata  Jevcra  Tyranni, 
Non  potuit  Juno  vmcere,  vicit  amor. 

Stout  Hercules  the  mirrour  of  the  World, 
Son  to  Alcmena  and  great  Jupiter, 

After  fo  many  Conquefts  won  in  Field, 

After  fo  many  Monfters  quel  I'd  by  force, 
Yielded  his  valiant  heart  to  Omphale, 
A  fearful  Woman  void  of  manly  ftrength, 
She  took  the  Club,  and  wore  the  Lyons  skin. 
He  took  the  Wheel,  and  maidenly  gan  fpin. 

So  Martial  Locrine  cheer'd  with  victory, 
Falleth  in  love  with  Humbert  Concubine, 
And  foforgetteth  peerlefs  Guendeline. 
His  Uncle  (forineius  ftorms  at  this, 
And  forceth  Locrine  for  his  grace  to  fue, 
Lo  here  the  fumm,  the  procefs  dcth  enfue. 

\_£xit. 

Scena.  Secunda. 

Enter  Locrine,  Camber,  Corineius,  Aflarachus,  Thra- 
fimachus,  and  the  Souldiers. 

Thus  from  the  fury  of  Bellona's  broils, 
With  found  of  Drum  and  Trumpets  melody, 
The  Britain  King  returns  triumphantly, 
The  Scythians  flain  with  great  occifion, 
Do  equalize  the  graffin  multitude, 

And  with  their  blood  have  ftain'd  the  dreaming  brooks, 
Offering  their  Bodies  and  their  deareft  Blood 
As  lacrifice  to  Albanaclus  Ghoft, 
Now  curfed  Humber  haft  thou  paid  thy  due, 
For  thy  deceits  and  crafty  treacheries, 
For  all  thy  guiles,  and  damned  ftratagems, 
With  lofs  of  life,  and  cverduring  fliame. 

Where  are  thy  Horfes  trap'd  with  burnifh'd  gold, 

Thy  trampling  Courfers  rul'd  with  foaming  bits  ? 
Where  are  thy  foldiers  ftrong  and  numberlefs  ? 
Thy  valiant  Captains,  and  thy  noble  Peers ; 
Even  as  the  Country  Clowns  with  fharpeft  Scythes, 
Do  mow  the  withered  grafs  from  off  the  earth, 
Or  as  the  Plough  man  with  his  piercing  fhare 
Renteth  the  bowels  of  the  fertile  Fields, 
And  rippeth  up  the  roots  with  Razors  keen. 
So  Locrme  with  his  mighty  curt!e-axe, 
Hath  cropped  off  the  heads  of  all  thy  Hunns, 

So  Locrine's  Peers  have  daunted  all  thy  Peers, 
And  drove  thine  Hoaft  unto  confufion, 

That  thou  may'ft  fuffer  penance  for  thy  fault, 
And  die  for  murdering  valiant  AlbanaQ. 

Cori.  And  thus,  yea  thus,  fhallall  the  reft  be  ferv'd, 
That  feek  to  enter  tsflbton  'gainft  our  wills. 
If  the  brave  Nation  of  the  Troglodites, 
If  all  the  coal  black  Ethiopians, 
If  all  the  forces  of  the  tsimazjons, 
If  all  the  Hoafts  of  the  Barbarian  Lands, 
Should  dare  to  enter  this  our  little  World, 
Soon  fhould  they  rue  their  overbold  attempts, 
That  after  us  our  Progeny  may  fay, 

There  lyes  the  Beafts  that  fought  to  ufurp  our  Land. Loc. 
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Loc.  1,  they  are  beafts  that  feek  to  tifurp  our  Land, 

And  like  to  brutifh  beafts  they  (hall  be  ferv'd. 
For  mighty  Jove,  the  fupreme  King  of  Heaven, 
That  guktes  the  concourfe  of  the  vJMeteors^ 
And  rules  the  motion  of  the  azure  Sky, 
Fights  always  for  the  Brit  aim  fafety. 
But  ftay,  methinks  I  hear  fome  fhrieking  noife, 
That  draweth  near  to  our  Pavillion. 

Enter  the  Souldiers  leading  in  Efirild . 

Eftr.  What  Prince  foe're  adorn'd  with  golden  Crown, 
D^th  fway  the  Regal  Scepter  in  his  hand : 
And  thinks  no  chance  can  ever  throw  him  down, 
Or  that  his  ftate  (hall  everlafting  (land, 
Let  him  behold  poor  Eftnld  in  this  plight, 
The  perfect  platform  of  a  troubled  wight. 
Once  was  I  guarded  with  mavortial  bands, 
Compact  with  Princes  of  the  noble  Blood, 
Now  am  I  fain  into  my  foe-mens  hands, 
And  with  my  death  mud  pacifie  their  mood, 
O  life  the  harbour  of  calamities, 
0  death  the  haven  of  all  miferies, 
1  could  compare  my  forrows  to  thy  woe, 
Thou  wretched  Queen  of  wretched  Pergamm, 

But  that  thou  viewd'ft  thy  enemies  overthrow, 
Nigh  to  the  rock  of  high  Capharem. 

Thou  faw'ft  their  death,  and  then  departed'fl;  thence. I  mud  abide  the  Victors  infolence. 

The  Gods  that  pitied  thy  continual  grief, 

Ttansform'd  thy  Corps,  and  with  thy  Corps  thy  care, 
Poor  Efirild  lives  defpairing  of  relief, 
For  friends  in  trouble  are  but  few  and  rare. 

What,  faid  I,few  ?  I,  few  or  none  at  all, 
For  cruel  death  made  havock  of  them  all.  . 

Thrice  happy  they  whofe  fortune  was  fo  good, 
To  end  their  lives,  and  with  their  lives  their  woes, 
Thrice  haplefs  I,  whom  Fortune  fo  withiood, 
That  cruelly  (he  gave  me  to  my  foes. 
0  Souldiers,  is  there  any  mifery 

To  be  compar'd  to  Fortunes  treachery. 
Loc.  Camber,  this  fame  fhould  be  the  Scythian  Queen. 
Camb.  So  may  we  judge  by  her  lamenting  words. 
Loc.  So  fair  a  Dame  mine  eyes  did  never  fee, 

With  flouds  of  woes  (he  feems  o'rewhelm'd  to  be. 
Camb.  O  Locrine,  hath  (he  not  a  caufe  for  to  be  fad  ? 

[[Locrine  at  one  fide  of  the  Stage. 

Loc.  If  (he  have  caufe  to  weep  for  Number's  death, And  fhed  fait  tears  for  her  overthrow : 

Locrine  may  well  bewail  his  proper  grief, 
Locrine  may  move  his  own  peculiar  woe, 

He  being  conquer'd,  died  a  fpeedy  death, 
And  felt  not  long  his  lamentable  fmart, 
1  being  a  Conquerour,  live  a  lingring  life, 

And  feel  the  force  of  Cupid's  fudden  ftroke. 
I  gave  him  caufe  to  die  a  fpeedy  death. 
He  left  me  caufe  to  wifh  a  fpeedy  death. 

O  that  fweet  face  painted  with  Nature's  dye, 
Thofe  rofeal  cheeks  mixt  with  a  fnowy  white, 
That  decent  neck  furpaffing  Ivory, 
Thofe  comely  breafts  which  Vemu  well  might  fpite, 
Are  like  to  fnares  which  wily  fowlers  wrought, 
Wherein  my  yielding  heart  is  prifoner  caught. 
The  golden  trefTes  of  her  dainty  hair, 
Which  fhine  like  Rubies  glittering  with  the  Sun, 
Have  fo  entrapt  poor  Locrine  s  love-fick  heart, 
That  fi  om  the  fame  no  way  it  can  be  won. 

How  true  is  that  which  oft  I  heard  declar'd, 
One  dram  of  joy  muft  have  a  pound  of  care. 

Eftr.  Hard  is  their  fall,  who  from  a  golden  Crown 
Are  caft  into  a  Sea  of  wretched  nefs. 

Loc.  Hard  is  their  thrall,  who  by  Cupid's  frown 

Are  wrapt  in  waves  of  endlefs  carefulnefs. 
Eftr.  O  Kingdom,  object  to  ail  miferies. 

Loc.  O  Love,  the  extream'ft  of  all  extremities. 
[_Let  him  go  into  bis  Chair. 

Sold.  My  Lord,  in  ranfacking  the  Scythian  Tents, 
I  found  this  Lady,  and  to  manireft 
That  earneft  zeal  I  bear  unto  your  Grace, 
I  here  prefent  her  to  your  Majefty. 

Another  Sold.  He  lies,  my  Lord,  I  found  the  Lady  fir  It, 
And  here  prefent  her  to  your  Majefty. 

1  Sold.  Prefumptuous  Villain,  wilt  thou  take  my  prize  ? 

2  Sold.  Nay  rather  thou  depriv'ft  me  of  my  right. 
3  Sold.  Refign  thy  Title  (cative)  unto  me, 

Or  with  my  Sword  I'll  pierce  thy  Cowards  loins. 

2  Sold.  Soft  words,  good  Sir,  'tis  not  enough  to  fpeak : 
A  barking  Dog  doth  ieldom  ftrangers  bite. 

Loc.  Unreverent  Villains,  ftrive  you  in  our  fight  ? 
Take  them  hence,  Jaylor,  to  the  Dungeon, 
There  let  them  lie  and  try  their  quarrel  out. 

But  thou,  fair  Princefs,  be  no  whit  difmay'd, 
But  rather  joy  that  Locrine  favours  thee. 

Eftr.  How  can  he  favour  me  that  flew  my  Spoufe  ? 
Loc.  The  chance  of  war  (my  love)  took  him  from  thee. 
Eftr.  But  Locrine  was  the  caufer  of  his  death. 

Loc.  He  was  an  Enemy  to  Locrine' s  State, 
And  flew  my  noble  Brother  AlbanaB. 

Eftr.  But  he  was  link'd  to  me  in  Marriage-bond, 
And  would  you  have  me  love  his  flaughterer  ? 

Loc.  Better  to  live,  than  not  to  live  at  all. 
Eftr.  Better  to  die  renowned  for  chaftity, 

Than  to  live  with  fhame  and  endlefs  infamy. 
What  would  the  common  fort  report  of  me,  ► 
If  I  forget  my  love,  and  cleave  to  thee  ? 

Loc.  Kings  need  not  fear  the  vulgar  fentences. 
Eftr.  But  Ladies  muft  regard  their  honeft  name, 
Loc.  Is  it  a  fhame  to  live  in  Marriage  bonds  * 
£  Fir.  No,  but  to  be  a  Strumpet  to  a  King. 

Loc.  If  thou  wilt  yield  to  Locrine's  burning  love, 
Thou  (halt  be  Queen  of  fair  Albania. 

Eftr.  But  Guendeltne  will  undermine  my  State. 
Loc.  Upon  mine  Honour,  thou  (halt  have  no  harm. 
£  fir.  Then  lo,  brave  Locrinc,  Efirild  yields  to  thee, 

And  by  the  Gods,  whom  thou  doft  invocate, 
By  the  dread  Ghofl  of  thy  deceafed  Sire, 
By  thy  right  hand,  and  by  thy  burning  love, 
Take  pity  on  poor  Eflnld\  wretched  thrall. 

Cori.  Hath  Locrine  then  forgot  his  Gnendeline, 
That  thus  he  courts  the  Scythians  Paramour  ? 
What,  are  the  words  of  Brute  fo  foon  forgot  ? 
Are  my  deferts  fo  quickly  out  of  mind  ? 
Have  I  been  faithful  to  thy  Sire  now  dead  ? 

Have  I  protected  thee  from  Number's  hand, 
And  do'ft  thou  quit  me  with  ungratitude  ? 
Is- this  the  guerdon  for  my  grievous  wounds  ? 
Is  this  the  honour  for  my  labours  paft  ? 

Now  by  my  Sword,  Locrine,  I  fwear  to  thee, 
This  injury  of  thine  (hall  be  repaid. 

Loc.  Uncle,  fcorn  you  your  Royal  Soveraign, 
As  if  we  flood  for  cyphers  in  the  Court  ? 
Upbraid  you  me  with  thofe  your  benefits  ? 

Why,  it  was  a  Subject's  duty  fotodo. 
What  you  have  done  for  our  deceafed  Sire 
We  know,  and  all  know,  you  have  your  reward. 

Cori.  Avant,  proud  Princox,  brav'fl  thou  me  withal, 
Allure  thy  felf,  though  thou  be  Emperour, 

Thou  ne're  (halt  carry  this  unpunifhed. 
Camb.  Pardon  my  Brother,  noble  Corineitu, 

Pardon  this  once,  and  it  (hall  be  amended. 

Affar.  Coufin,  remember  Brutus  lateft  words, 
How  hedefired  youtocherifh  them: 
Let  not  this  fault  fo  much  incenfe  your  mirjd, 
Which  is  not  yet  pafled  all  remedy. 
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Cori.  Then  Locriney  lo  1  reconcile  my  felf, 

But  as  thou  lov'lt  thy  life,  fo  love  thy  Wife : 
But  if  thou  violate  thole  promifes, 
Blood  and  revenge  fliall  light  upon  thy  head. 
Come,  let  us  back  to  ftately  Troynovant, 
Where  all  thcfc  matters  mall  be  fetlcd. 

fLocrine  to  himfelf. 
Millions  of  Devils  wait  upon  thy  Soul. 
Legions  of  Spirits  vex  thy  impious  Ghofl  : 
Ten  thoufand  Torments  rack  thy  curfed  Bones. 
Let  every  thing  that  hath  the  ufe  of  breath, 
Be  inftruments  and  workers  of  thy  Death. 

[Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Humber  alone ,  his  hair  banging  over  his  ftwulders, 
his  arms  all  bloody ,  and  a  dart  in  one  hand. 

Hum.  What  Bafilisk  hath  hatched  in  this  place, 
Where  every  thing  confumed  is  to  nought  ? 
What  fearful  Fury  haunts  thefe  curfed  groves, 
Where  not  a  root  is  left  for  Hnmber's  meat } 
Hath  fell  esfletto  with  envenomed  blafls, 
Breathed  forth  poifon  in  thefe  tender  plains  ? 
Hath  triple  Cerberus  with  contagious  foam, 

Sow'd  Acomtum  'mongft  thefe  wither'd  herbs  ? 
Hath  dreadful  Fames  with  her  charming  rods 
Brought  barrennefs  on  every  fruitful  tree  ? 
What  not  a  root,  no  fruit,  no  beaft,  no  bird, 
To  nourifli  Humber  in  this  wildernefs  ? 

What  would  you  more,  you  Fiends  of  Erebus  ? 
My  very  intrails  burn  for  want  of  drink, 
My  bowels  cry,  Humber  give  us  fome  meat, 
But  wretched  Humber  can  give  you  no  meat, 
Thefe  foul  accurfed  groves  afford  no  meat : 
This  fruitlefs  foil,  this  ground  brings  forth  no  meat. 
The  gods,  hard-hearted  gods,  yield  me  no  meat. 
Then  how  can  Humber  give  you  any  meat  ? 

Enter  Strumbo  with  a  pitch-fork^,  and  a 
Scotch-cap. 

Str.  How  do  you,  Mailers,  how  do  you  ?  how  have 

you  fcaped  hanging  this  long  time  ?  i'faith  1  have  fcap'd 
many  a  fcouring  this  year,  but  I  thank  God  1  have  pafl 
them  all  with  a  good  couragio,  couragio,  and  my  Wife  and 
I  are  in  great  love  and  charity  now,  1  thank  my  manhood 
and  my  ftrength  }  for  I  will  tell  you,  Mailers,  upon  a 
certain  day  at  night  I  came  home,  to  fay  the  very  truth, 
with  my  flomach  full  of  Wine,  and  ran  up  into  the  Cham- 

ber, where  my  Wife  foberly  fate  rocking  my  little  Baby, 
leaning  her  back  againft  the  Bed,  finging  lullaby.  Now 
when  fhe  faw  me  come  with  my  nofe  foremofl,  thinking 

that !  had  been  drunk,  as  I  was  indeed,  fnatch'd  up  a  fagot - 
flick  in  her  hand,  and  came  furionfly  marching  towards 
gie  with  a  big  face,  as  though  fhe  would  have  eaten  me 
at  a  bit  j  thundering  out  thefe  words  unto  me.  Thou 
drunken  knave,  where  hall  thou  been  fo  long  ?  I  fliall 
teach  thee  how  to  benight  me  another  time :  and  fo  fhe 
began  to  play  knaves  trumps.  Now,  although  I  trembled, 
fearing  fhe  would  fet  her  ten  Commandments  in  my 
face,  ran  within  her,  and  taking  her  luflily  by  the  mid- 

dle, I  carried  her  valiantly  to  the  Bed,  and  flinging  her 
upon  it,  flung  my  felf  upon  her,  and  there  1  delighted 
her  fo  with  the  fport  I  made,  that  ever  after  fhe  would 

call  me  fweet  Husband,  and  fo  banifh'd  brawling  for  ever : 
and  to  fee  the  good  will  of  the  Wench,  fhe  bought  with 

her  Portion  a  yard  of  Land,  and  by  that  I  am  now  be- 
come one  of  the  richefl  Men  in  our  Parifh.  Well, 

Mailers,  what's  a  Clock  ?  it  is  now  break-fafl  time,  you 
{hall  fee  what  Meat  I  have  here  for  my  break-fafl. 

[He  fits  down  and  fulls  out  his  Vittuals. 

Hum.  Was  ever  Land  fo  fruitlefs  as  this  Land  ? 
Was  ever  Grove  fo  gracelefs  as  this  Grove? 
Was  ever  Soil  fo  barren  as  this  Soil  ? 
Oh  no :  the  Land  where  hungry  Fames  dwelt, 
May  no  ways  equalize  this  curfed  Land  ̂  
No,  even  the  climate  of  the  torrid  zone 
Brings  forth  more  Fruit  than  this  accurfed  Grove. 
Ne'r  came  fweet  Ceres,  ne'r  came  Venus  here } 
Triptolenw  the  god  of  Husbandmen, 
Ne'r  fow'd  his  Seed  in  this  foul  Wildernefs. 
The  hunger-bitten  Dogs  of  Acheron, 
Chac'd  from  the  nine-fold  Puriphlegiton, 
Have  fet  their  footfleps  in  this  damned  ground. 

The  iron  hearted  Furies  arm'd  with  Snakes, 
Scattered  huge  Hydra's  over  all  the  plains, 
Which  have  conlum'd  the  Grafs,  the  Herbs,  the  Trees, Which  have  drunk  up  the  flowing  water  fprings. 

Strumbo  hearing  his  voice  ft  arts  up ,  and  puts  his  meat  in 
his  pocket ,  feeking  to  hide  himfelf. 

Hum.  Thou  great  commander  of  the  flarry  Sky, 
Thatguid'ft  the  life  of  every  mortal  wight, 
From  the  inclofuresof  the  fleeting  Clouds 
Rain  down  fome  Food,  oreilel  faint  and  dye. 
Pour  down  fome  drink,  or  elfe  I  faint  and  dye, 
0  Jupiter,  haft  thou  fent  Mercury 
In  clowifh  fhape  to  rainifter  fome  Food  ? 
Some  Meat,  fome  Meat,  fome  Meat. 

Strum.  O  alas  Sir,  ye  are  deceived,  I  am  not  Mercury, 1  am  Strumbo. 

Hum.  Give  me  fome  Meat,  Villain,  give  me  fome  Meat, 
Or  'gainfl  this  Rock,  I'll  dafh  thy  curfed  Brains, 
And  rend  thy  bowels  with  my  bloody  hands. 
Give  me  fome  Meat,  Villain,  give  me  fome  Meat. 

Strum.  By  the  faith  of  my  Body,  good  fellow,  I  had 

rather  give  a  whole  Oxe  ,  than  that  thou  fhould'ft  ferve 
me  in  that  fort.  Dafh  out  my  brains  !  O  horrible, 
terrible.  I  think  I  have  a  quarry  of  Stones  in  my pocket.  » 

He  makes  as  though  he  would  give  him  fome,  and  as  he  put- 
teth  out  hts  hand ,  enters  the  Choft  of  Albanact ,  and 
ftrikes  him  on  the  hand}  and  fo  Strumbo  runs  out,  Hum- 

ber following  him.  [Exeunt. 

Alba.  Choft.  Lo  here  the  gift  of  fell  Ambition, 
Of  Ufurpation  and  of  Treachery. 
Lo  here  the  harms  that  wait  upon  all  thofe 
That  do  intrude  themfelves  in  others  Lands, 
Which  are  not  under  their  Dominion. 

{.Exit Scena  Quarta 

Enter  Locrine  alone . 

Loc.  Seven  Years  hath  aged  firineius  liv'd 
To  Locrine's  grief,  and  fm  Eftnlda's  woe, 
And  feven  Years  more  he  hopeth  yet  to  live  •, 
Oh  fuprcme  Jove ,  annihilate  this  thought. 
Should  he  enjoy  the  airs  fruition  ? 
Should  he  enjoy  the  benefit  of  life? 
Should  he  contemplate  the  radiant  fun, 
That  makes  my  life  equal  to  dreadful  death  ? 
Venus  convey  this  Monfter  from  the  earth, 
That  difobeyeth  thus  thy  facred  hefts. 
Cupid  convey  this  Monfler  to  dark  Hell, 
That  difannuls  thy  Mothers  fugared  Laws. 
Mars  with  thy  Target  all  befet  with  flames, 
With  murthering  blade  bereave  him  of  his  life, 
That  hindreth  Locrine  in  hisfweeteft  joys. 
And  yet  for  all  his  diligent  afpecl, 

His 



The  Tragedy  of  Locrine. 

299 

His  wrathful  eyes  pierciug  like  Linces  eyes, 
Well  have  I  overmatcht  his  fubtilty. 

Nigh  Deucolitum  by  the  pleafant  Lee, 
Where  brackilh  Thamis  Aides  with  filver  ftreams, 

Making  a  breach  into  the  graffie  downs, 
A  curious  arch  of  coftly  marble  fraught, 
Hath  Locnne  framed  underneath  the  ground, 
The  walls  whereof,  garnilbt  with  Diamonds, 
With  Ophirs,  Rubies,  gliftering  Emeralds, 

And  interlac't  with  Sun-bright  Carbuncles, 
Lightens  the  room  with  artificial  day, 
And  from  the  Lee  with  water-flowing  pipes 
The  moifture  is  deriv'd  into  this  arch, 
Where  I  have  plac'd  fair  Eslrild  fecretly 
Thither  eftfoons  accompanied  with  my  Page, 
i  covertly  vifit  my  hearts  defire, 
Without  fufpicion  of  the  meaneft  eye, 
For  love  aboundeth  ftill  with  policy  : 
And  thither  ftill  means  Locrine  to  repair, 

Till  csftropos  cut  off  mine  Uncle's  life.  {Exit. 

Scena  Quinta. 

Enter  Humber  alone,  faying  ; 

Hum.  O  vita  mifero  longa^  fcelici  brevii ! 
Eheu  m alarum  fames  extremum  malum. 

Long  have  I  lived  in  this  defart  cave, 
With  eating  haws  and  miferable  roots, 
Devouring  leaves  and  beaftly  excrements. 
Caves  were  my  beds,  and  ftones  my  pillow-beres, 
Fear  was  my  fleep,  and  horrour  was  my  dream  ; 
For  ftill  me  thought  at  every  boifterous  blaft, 

Now  Locrine  comes,  now  Humber  thou  muft  die  *, 
So  that  for  fear  and  hunger,  Humberts  mind 
Can  never  reft,  but  always  trembling  ftands. 
O  what  Danubius  now  may  quench  my  thirft  ? 
What  Euphrates,  what  light  foot  Euripus 
May  now  allay  the  fury  of  that  heat, 
Which  raging  in  my  entrails  eats  me  up  ? 
You  ghaftly  Devils  of  the  ninefold  Styx, 
You  damned  Ghofts  of  joylefs  Acheron, 
You  mournful  fouls,  vext  in  Abyffus  vaults, 
You  coal-black  Devils  of  Avermts  pond, 

Come  with  your  flefh-hooks,  rend  my  famifht  arms, 
Thefe  arms  that  have  fuftain'd  their  mafters  life  •, 
Come  with  your  razours  rip  my  bowels  up, 
With  your  fharp  fireforks  crack  my  ftarved  bones, 
life  me  as  you  will,  fo  Humber  may  not  live. 
Accurfed  Gods  that  rule  the  ftarry  Poles, 
Accurfed  Jove  King  of  the  accurfed  Gods, 
Caft  down  your  lightning  on  poor  Humbert  head, 
That  I  may  leave  this  deathful  like  life  of  mine  : 
What  hear  you  not,  and  (hall  not  Humber  die  ? 
Nay  I  will  die,  though  all  the  Gods  fay  nay. 
And  gentle  Aby  take  my  troubled  corps, 
Take  it  and  keep  it  from  all  mortal  Eyes, 
That  none  may  fay  when  I  have  loft  my  breath, 

The  very  Flouds  conlpir'd  'gainft  Humberts  death. 
{Flings  himfelf  into  the  River. 

Enter  the  Ghofl  of  Albanaft. 

En  c&dem  feefuitur9  cades  in  cade  quiefco. 

Humber  is  dead,  joy  Heavens,  leap  Earth,  dance  Trees  •, 
Now  may'ft  thou  reach  thy  Apples  Tantalm, 
And  with 'em  feed  thy  hunger-bitten  Limbs : 
Now  Syfphus  leave  the  tumbling  of  thy  Rock, 
And  reft  thy  reftlefs  Bones  upon  the  fame  : 
Unbind  Ixion,  cruel  Rhadamanth, 

And  lay  proud  Humber  on  the  whirling  Wheel. 
Back  will  I  poft  to  Hell  mouth  Tanarus, 
And  pafs  Cocytus,  to  the  Ely  fan  Fields, 
And  tell  my  Father  Brutus  of  thefe  news. 

{Extent. 

ABus  Quintm.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Ate  as  before.  Jafon  leading  Creon**  Daughter.  Me- 
dea following,  hath  a  Garland  in  her  hand,  arid  putting  it 

on  Creon'j  Daughters  Head,  fetteth  it  on  fire  ,  and  then 
killing  Jafon  and  her,  depart eth. 

Ate.  \T  O  N  tarn  Trinacris  exafittat  zAztna  cavernis, 

1^  L&j<&  furtivo  quamcor  mulieris  amore, 

zJMedea  feeing  Jafon  leave  her  love, 
And  choofe  the  Daughter  of  the  TM^tz  King, 
Went  to  her  devillifh  charms  to  work  revenge 
And  raifing  up  the  triple  Hecate, 
With  all  the  rout  of  the  condemned  fiends, 
Framed  a  Garland  by  her  magick  skill, 
With  which  fhe  wrought  Jafon  and  Creonh  ill. 

So  Guendelinefedng  her  felf  mifus'd, 
And  Humbert  Paramour  poffefs  her  place, 
Flies  to  the  Dukedom  of  Cornubia, 
And  with  her  Brother  ftout  Thrafimachus^ 
Gathering  a  power  of  Comijh  Souldiers, 
Gives  Battel  to  her  Husband  and  his  Hoft, 

Nigh  to  the  River  of  great  Mertia : 
The  chances  of  this  difmal  Maffacre, 
That  which  enfueth  fhortly  will  unfold. 

{Exit. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Locrine,  Camber,  AfTaracus,  and 
Thrafunachas. 

Affa.  But  tell  me,  Coufin,  dyed  my  Brother  fo  ? 
Now  who  is  left  to  haplels  Albion, 
That  as  a  Pillar  might  uphold  our  ftate, 
That  might  ftrike  terrour  to  our  daring  Foes  ? 
Now  who  is  left  to  haplefs  Britany, 

That  might  defend  her  from  the  barbarous  hands 
Of  thofe  that  ftill  defire  her  ruinous  fall, 
And  feek  to  work  her  downfal  and  decay. 

Cam.  I  Uncle,  Death  is  our  common  Enemy, 
And  none  but  Death  can  match  our  matchlefs  power, 
Witnefs  the  fall  of  Albioneius  Crew, 
Witnefs  the  fall  of  Humber  and  his  Hunns, 

And  this  foul  Death  hath  now  increas'd  our  woe, 
By  taking  Corineiits  from  this  life, 
And  in  his  room  leaving  us  Worlds  of  care. 

Thra.  But  none  may  more  bewail  his  mournful  Hearfe, 
Than  1  that  am  the  IfTue  of  his  Loins, 

Now  foul  befal  that  curfed  Humberts  throat, 
That  was  the  caufer  cf  his  lingring  wound. 

Loc.  Tears  cannot  raife  him  from  the  dead  again, 

But  where's  my  Lady  Miftrefs  Gnendoline  ? 
Thra.  In  Cornwall,  Locrine,  is  my  Sifter  now, 

Providing  for  my  Father's  Funeral. 
Loc.  And  let  her  there  provide  her  mourning  Weeds, 

And  mourn  for  ever  her  own  Widow-hood : 
Ne're  fhall  fhe  come  within  our  Palace  Gate, 
To  countercheck  brave  Locrine  in  his  love, 

Go,  Boy,  to  Deucolitum,  down  the  Lec, 
Unto  the  Arch  where  lovely  Efirild  lies, 
Brine  her  and  Sabren  ftrait  unto  the  Court, 
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She  fhall  be  Queen  in  G Madelines  room. 
Let  others  wail  for  Corimius  death, 
I  mean  not  fo  to  macerate  my  mind, 

For  him  that  barr'd  me  from  my  hearts  defire. 
Thra.  Hath  Locrine  then  forfook  his  Gttendcline  ? 

Is  Corineitu  death  lb  foon  forgot  ? 
If  there  be  Gods  m  Heaven,  as  fare  there  be  j 
If  there  be  Fiends  in  Hell,  as  needs  there  muft, 
They  will  revenge  this  thy  notorious  wrong, 
And  pour  their  plagues  upon  thy  curfed  head. 

Loc.  What,  prat'ft  thou,  Peafant,  to  thy  Soveraign  ? Or  art  thou  ftrucken  in  fome  ecftafie  ? 

Do'ft  thou  not  tremble  at  our  Royal  looks  ? 
Do'lt  thou  not  quake  when  mighty  Locrine  frowns  ? 
Thou  beard lefs  Boy,  were't  not  that  Locrine  fcorns 
To  vex  his  mind  with  fuch  a  heartlefs  Child, 

With  the  lharp  point  of  this  my  battel-axe, 

1'de  fend  thy  foul  to  Pnryphlegiton. 
Thra.  Though  I  be  young  and  of  a  tender  age, 

Yet  will  1  cope  with  Locrine  when  he  dares. 
My  noble  Father  with  his  conquering  Sword, 
Slew  the  two  Giants  Kings  of  Aquitain. 
Thrafimackhs  is  not  fo  degenerate, 
That  he  fhould  fear  and  tremble  at  the  looks, 
Or  taunting  words  of  a  Venerean  Squire. 

Loc.  Menaced  thou  thy  Royal  Soveraign  ? 
Uncivil,  not  befeeming  fuch  as  you. 
Injurious  Traitor  (for  he  is  no  lefs 
That  at  defiance  ftandeth  with  his  King) 
Leave  thefe  thy  taunts,  leave  thefe  thy  bragging  words, 

Unlefs  thou  mean'ft  to  leave  thy  wretched  life. 
Thra.  If  Princes  ftain  their  glorious  Dignity 

With  ugly  fpots  of  monftrous  infamy, 
They  leefe  their  former  eftimation, 
And  throw  themfelves  into  a  Hell  of  hate. 

Loc.  Wilt  thou  abufe  my  gentle  patience, 

As  thou  though  did'ft  our  high  difpleafure  fcorn  ? 

Proud  Boy,  that  thou  may'ft  know  thy  Prince  is  mov'd, 
Yea,  greatly  mov'd  at  this  thy  fwelling  pride, We  banifii  thee  for  ever  frotti  our  Court. 

Thra.  Then,  lofel  Locrine,  look  unto  thy  felf, 
Thraftmachus  will  revenge  this  injury.  {Exit. 

Loc.  Farewel,  proud  Boy,  and  learn  to  ufe  thy  tongue. 

A  fa.  Alas,  my  Lord,  you  Ihould  have  call'd  to  mind The  lateft  words  that  Brutus  fpake  to  you, 

How  he  defir'd  you,  by  the  obedience 
That  children  ought  to  bear  their  Sire, 
To  love  and  favour  Lady  G Madeline  : 
Confider  this,  that  if  the  injury 
Do  move  her  mind,  as  certainly  it  will, 
War  and  diffention  follows  fpeedily. 
What  though  her  power  be  not  fo  great  as  yours, 
Have  you  not  feen  a  mighty  Elephant 
Slain  by  the  biting  of  a  filly  Moule  ? 
Even  fo  the  chance  of  War  inconftant  is. 

Loc.  Peace,  Uncle,  peace,  and  ceafe  to  talk  hereof-, 
For  he  that  ieeks  by  whifpering  this  or  that, 
To  trouble  Locrine  in  his  fweeteft  life. 

Let  him  perfwade  himfelf  to  die  the  death. 

Enter  the  Page,  with  Eftrild  and  Sabren. 

Eftr.  O  fay  me,  Page,  tell  me,  where  is  the  King  ? 
Wherefore  doth  he  fend  for  me  to  the  Court  ? 

Is  it  to  die  ?  is  it  to  end  my  life  ? 
Say  me,  fweet  Boy,  tell  me  and  do  not  feign. 

Page.  No,  truft  me,  Madam,  if  you  will  credit  the  little 
honefty  that  is  yet  left  me,  there  is  no  fuch  danger  as  you 

fear,  but  prepare  your  felf,  yonder's  the  King. 
Eftr.  Then,  Eftrild,  lift  thy  dazled  fpirits  up, 

And  blefs  that  biefied  time,  that  day,  that  hour, 
That  warlike  Locrine  firft  did  favour  thee. 

Peace  to  the  King  of  Brit  any,  my  Lo  ve, 
Peace  to  all  thofe  that  love  and  favour  him. 

f_Locrine  taking  her  up. 

Doth  Eftrild  fall  with  fuch  fubmiffion 
Before  her  fervant  King  of  Albion  ? 
Arife,  fair  Lady,  leave  this  lowly  chear, 
Lift  up  thofe  looks  that  cherifh  Locrine\  heart, 
That  I  may  freely  view  that  rofcal  face, 
Which  fo  intangled  hath  my  love-fick  breaft. 
Now  to  the  Court,  where  we  wiil  court  it  out, 
And  pafs  the  night  and  day  in  Venut  fports. 
Frolick,  brave  Peers,  be  joyful  with  your  King.  \J£xemt. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Guendeline,  ThraGmachus,  Madan,  and  Souldiers. 

Guen.  You  gentle  winds  that  with  your  modeft  blafts, 
Pafs  through  the  circuit  of  the  heavenly  vault, 
Enter  the  clouds  unto  the  Throne  of  Jove, 

And  bear  my  prayers  to  his  all-hearing  ears, 
For  Locrine  hath  lorfaken  GMndeline, 

And  learnt  to  love  proud  Humberts  Concubine. 
You  happy  Sprites  that  in  the  concave  Sky 
With  pleafant  joy,  enjoy  your  fweeteft  Love, 
Shed  forth  thofe  tears  with  me,  which  then  you  fhed, 

When  firft  you  woo'd  your  Ladies  to  your  wijfc : 
Thofe  tears  are  fitted  for  my  woful  cafe, 
Since  Locrine  fhuns  my  nothing  pleafant  face. 
Blufh  Heavens,  blulh  Sun,  and  hide  thy  fhining  beams, 
Shadow  thy  radiant  locks  in  gloomy  clouds, 

Deny  thy  cheerful  light  unto  the  world, 
Where  nothing  reigns  but  fallhood  and  deceit. 
What,  faid  1,  falfhood  ?  I,  that  filthy  crime, 
For  Locrine  hath  forfaken  Guendeline. 
Behold  the  Heavens  do  wail  for  Guendeline  t 

The  fhining  Sun  doth  blulh  for  Guendeline: 
The  liquid  Air  doth  weep  for  GMndeline ; 
The  very  Ground  doth  groan  for  GMndeline. 

I,  they  are  milder  than  the  'Britain  King, 
For  he  rejecteth  lucklefs  GMndeline. 

Thra.  Sifter,  complaints  are  bootlefs  in  thiscaufe, 
This  open  wrong  muft  have  an  open  plague: 
This  plague  muft  be  repaid  with  grievous  war, 
This  war  muft  finifh  with  Locrinus  death, 
His  death  will  foon  extinguifh  our  complaints. 

GMn.  O  no,  his  death  will  more  augment  my  woes, 
He  was  my  Husband,  brave  Thraftmachus, 
More  dear  to  me  than  the  apple  of  mine  eye, 
Nor  can  1  find  in  heart  to  work  his  fcathe. 

Thra.  Madam,  if  not  your  proper  injuries, 
Nor  my  exile,  can  move  you  to  revenge : 
Think  on  our  Father  Corineitu  words, 
His  words  to  us  ftand  always  for  a  Law. 

Should  Locrine  live  that  caus'd  my  Fathers  death  ? 
Should  Locrme  live  that  now  divorceth  you? 
The  heavens,  the  earth,  the  air,  the  fire  reclaims ; 
And  then  why  Ihould  all  we  deny  the  fame  ? 

GMn.  Then  henceforth  farewel  womanilh  complaints, 
All  childilhpity  henceforth  then  farewel: 
But  curfed  Locrine,  look  unto  thy  felf, 
For  Nemefis  the  Miftrefs  of  Revenge, 

Sits  arm'd  at  all  points  on  our  difmal  blades, 
And  curfed  Eftrild  that  inflam'd  his  heart, 
Shall,  if  I  live,  die  a  reproachful  death. 

Madan.  Mother,  though  Nature  makes  me  to  lament 
My  lucklefs  Father's  froward  lechery 
Yet  for  he  wrongs  my  Lady  Mother,  thus, 

I,  if  I  could,  my  felf  would  work  his  death. 

Thra.  See,  madam,  fee,  the  defire  of  revenge Is  in  the  children  of  a  tender  age. 

Forward,  brave  Souldiers,  into  Mercia, 

Where  we  fhall  brave  the  Coward  to  his  face. 

\_Exettnt. 

Scena 
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Scena  Quart  a. 

Enter  Locrine,  Eftrild,  Habren,  Aflarachus,  and 
the  Sonldiers, 

Locr.  Tell  me,  Ajfarachus,  are  the  Cornijh  Chuffs 
In  fuch  great  number  come  to  Mertia, 
And  have  they  pitched  there  their  Hoft, 
So  clofe  unto  our  Royal  Manfion  ? 

Aft.  They  are,  my  Lord,  and  mean  incontinent 
To  bid  defiance  to  your  Majefty. 

Locr,  It  makes  me  laugh,  to  think  that  Guendeline 
Should  have  the  heart  to  come  in  arms  againftme. 

Efir.  Alas,  my  Lord,  the  Horfe  will  run  amain 
When  as  the  Spur  doth  gall  him  to  the  Bone  ; 

Jealoufie,  Locrine,  hath  a  wicked  fting. 
Locr.  Sayft  thou  fo,  Eftrild,  Beauties  Paragon  ? 

Well,  we  will  try  her  choler  to  the  proof, 
And  make  her  know,  Locrine  can  brook  no  braves. 
March  on,  Afarachus,  thou  muft  lead  the  way, 

And  bring  us  to  their  proud  Pavillion. 

[Exeunt. 

Scena  Quinta. 

Enter  the  Choft  of  Corineius,  with  thunder 
and  lightning. 

Ghost.  Behold,  the  Circuit  of  the  azure  Sky 
Throws  forth  fad  throbs,  and  grievous  fufpirs, 

Prejudicating  Locrine'%  overthrow : 
The  Fire  cafteth  forth  fharp  darts  of  flames, 
The  great  Foundation  of  the  triple  World 
Trembleth  and  quaketh  with  a  mighty  noife, 
Prefaging  bloudy  Maflacres  at  hand. 
The  wandring  Birds  that  flutter  in  the  dark, 
When  hellifh  night  in  cloudy  Chariot  feated, 
Cafteth  her  mifts  on  fhady  Tellus  Face, 
With  fable  Mantles  covering  all  the  Earth, 
Now  flies  abroad  amid  the  chearfulday, 
Foretelling  fome  unwonted  mifery. 
The  fnarling  Curs  of  darkned  Tartarus, 
Sent  from  Avemus  Ponds  by  Radamanth, 
With  howling  ditties  pefter  every  Wood  ; 
The  watry  Ladies  and  the  lightfoot  Fawns^ 
Andallthe  rabble  of  the  woody  Nymphs, 
All  trembling  hide  themfelves  in  fhady  Groves, 
And  (hrowd  themfelves  in  hideous  hollow  Pits. 

The  boyfterous  Boreas  thundreth  forth  revenge : 
The  ftony  Rocks  cry  out  on  fharp  revenge : 
The  thorny  Bufh  pronounceth  dire  revenge, 

[Sound  the  alarm. 
Now  Corineius  flay  and  lee  revenge, 
And  feed  thy  Soul  with  Locrine\  overthrow, 
Beheld  they  come,  the  Trumpets  call  them  forth : 
The  roaring  Drums  fummon  the  Souldiers. 
Lo  where  their  Army  gliftereth  on  the  Plains. 
Throw  forth  thy  lightning,  mighty  Jupiter, 

And  pour  thy  Plagues  on  curfed  Locrine 's  Head. 
{Stand  afide. 

Enter  Locrine,  Eftrild,  Aflarachus,  Habren  and  their 
Souldiers  at  one  Door,  Thrafimachus,  Guendeline,  Ma- 
dan  and  their  Followers  at  another. 

Loc,  What  is  the  Tyger  ftarted  from  his  Cave? 
Is  guendeline  Come  from  Cor  nubia, 
That  thus  fhe  braveth  Locrine  to  the  Teeth  ? 
And  haft  thou  found  thine  Armour,  pretty  Boy, 
Accompanied  withthefe  thy  ftragling  mates? 
Believe  me  but  this  Enterprize  was  bold4 

And  well  deferveth  commendation. 

Guen.  I  Locrine,  Traiterons  Locrine,  we  are  come, 
With  full  pretence  to  feek  thine  overthrow : 

What  have  I  done  that  thou  fhould'ft  fcorn  me  thus  ? 
What  have  I  faid  that  thou  fhould'ft  me  reject  ? 
Have  I  been  difobedient  to  thy  words? 

Have  I  bewray'd  thy  arcane  fecrecy? 
Have  I  difhonoured  thy  Marriage  Bed 
With  filthy  Crime?,  or  with  lafcivious  Lufts? 
Nay  it  is  thou  that  haft  difhonoured  it, 
Thy  filthy  mind  orecome  with  filthy  Lufts, 
Yieldeth  nnto  affections  filthy  Darts. 

Unkind,  thou  wrong'ft  thy  fir  ft  and  trueft  fear, 
Unkind,  thou  wrong'ft;  thy  beft  and  deareft  Friend  j 
Unkind,  thou  fcorn'ft  all  skilful  Brutus  Laws, 
Forgetting  Father,  Uncle,  and  thy  felf. 

Eftr.  Believe  me,  Locrine,  but  the  Girl  is  wife, 
And  well  would  feem  to  make  a  VeftalNun, 
How  finely  frames  fhe  her  oration. 

Thr.  Locrine,  we  came  not  here  to  fight  with  words, 
Words  that  can  never  win  the  victory, 
But  for  you  are  fo  merry  in  your  frumps, 
Unfheath  your  fwords,  and  try  it  out  by  force, 
That  we  may  fee  who  hath  the  better  hand. 

Locr.  Think'ft  thou  to  dare  me,  bold  Thrafimachus  ? 
Think'ft  thou  to  fear  me  with  thy  taunting  braves, 
Or  do  we  feem  too  weak  to  cope  with  thee  ? 
Soon  fhall  I  fhew  thee  my  fine  cutting  Blade, 
And  with  my  Sword,  the  MefTenger  of  Death, 
Seal  thee  an  acquittance  for  thy  bold  attempts. 

{Exeunt. 
Sound  the  tsfUrum.  Enter  Locrine,  Aflarachus,  and  a 

Souldier  at  one  Door ,  Guendeline,  Thrafimachus,  at 
another,  Locrine  and  his  Followers  driven  back^ 

7 hen  let  Locrine  and  Eftrild  enter  anain  in  amaze. 

Locr.  O  fair  Sftrilda,  we  have  loft  the  Field, 
Thrafimachus  hath  won  the  Victory, 
And  we  are  left  to  be  a  laughing  ftock, 
Scoft  at  by  thofe  that  are  our  Enemies, 

Ten  thoufand  Souldiers  arm'd  with  Sword  and  Shield, 
Prevail  againft  an  hundred  thoufand  men, 
Thrafimachus  inceft  with  fuming  ire, 

Rageth  amongft  the  faint-heart  Souldiers, 
Like  to  grim  vJldars,  when  covered  with  his  targe 
He  fought  with  Diomedes  in  the  field, 
Clofe  by  the  Banks  of  iilver  Simois,     [Sound  the  Alarum. 
O  lovely  Eftrild  now  the  Chafe  begins, 

Ne're  fhall  we  fee  the  ftately  Troynovant 
Mounted  with  Courfers  garnifht  all  with  Pearls, 

Ne're  fhall  we  view  the  fair  Concordia, 
Unlefs  as  Captives  we  be  thither  brought. 
Shall  Locrine  then  be  taken  Prifoner, 

By  fuch  a  youngling  as  Thrafimachus  ? 
Shall  Guendeline  captivate  my  love  ? 

Ne're  fhall  mine  Eyes  behold  that  difmal  hour, 
Ne're  will  I  view  that  ruthful  fpectacle, 
For  with  my  Sword,  this  Iharp  Curtle-Axcy 
I'll  cut  in  funder  my  accurfed  heart. 
But  O  you  judges  of  the  ninefold  Styx, 
Which  with  inceflant  torments  rack  the  Ghofts 
Within  the  bottomlefs  ̂ Abyfis  Pits, 
You  gods.  Commanders  of  the  Heavenly  Spheers, 
Whole  will  and  laws  irrevocable  ftand, 

Forgive,  forgive,  this  foul  accurfed  fin, 
Forget  O  gods,  this  foul  condemned  fault : 
And  now  my  Sword  that  in  lo  many  fights  [kjft  his  Sword. 
Haft  fav'd  the  Life  of  Brutus  and  his  Son, 
End  now  his  Life  that  wifheth  ftill  for  Death, 
Work  now  his  Death  that  wifheth  ftill  for  Death, 
Work  now  his  Death  that  hateth  ftill  his  Life. 

Farewel,fair  Eftrild,  Beauties  Paragon, 

C  c  c  c  Fram'd 
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Fram'd  in  the  Front  of  forlorn  miferies, 
Ne're  (hall  mine  Eyes  behold  thy  Sun-fhine  Eyes, 
But  when  we  meet  in  the  Elyfian  Fields, 
Thither  I  go  before  with  haffcened  pace. 
Farewel,vain  World,  and  thy  inticing  fnares. 
Farewel,  foul  fin,  and  thy  inticing  pleafures. 

And  welcom  Death,  the  end  of  mortal  fmart, 
Welcom  to  Locrine  %  over  burthcned  heart. 

\Thrufis  himfclf  through  with  his  Sword. 
Eftr.  Break  heart  with  fobs  and  grievous  fufpirs, 

Stream  forth  you  tears  from  forth  my  watry  Eyes, 
Help  me  to  mourn  for  Warlike  LocrinSs  Death, 
Pour  down  your  tears  you  watry  Regions, 
For  mighty  Locrine  is  bereft  of  life. 
O  fickle  Fortune ,  O  unftable  World, 
What  elfe  are  all  things,  that  this  Globe  contains, 
But  a  confuted  Chaos  of  mifhaps  ? 
Wherein  as  in  a  Glafs  we  plainly  fee, 
That  all  our  Life  is  but  a  Tragedy. 
Since  mighty  Kings  are  fubjecl  to  mifhap, 
I,  mighty  Kings  are  fubjedt  to  mifhap, 
Since  martial  Locrtne  is  bereft  of  life, 

Shall  EfirMXvit  then  after  Locrine's  Death  ? Shall  love  of  life  bar  her  from  Locrinis  Sword  ? 
O  no,  this  Sword  that  hath  bereft  his  life, 
Shall  now  deprive  me  of  my  fleeting  Soul : 
Strengthen  thefe  hands  O  mighty  Jupiter, 
That  I  may  end  my  woful  miferie, 
Locrine  I  come,  Locrine  1  follow  thee. 

I  Kills  herfelf. 

Sound  the  Alarm.    Enter  Sabreo. 

Sab.  What  doleful  fight,  what  ruthful  fpeftacle 
Hath  Fortune  offered  to  my  happlefs  heart  ? 
My  Father  flainwithfuch  a  fatal  Sword, 
My  Mother  murthred  by  a  mortal  wound  ? 
VVhat  Thracian  Dog,  what  Barbarous  Mirmidon, 
Would  not  not  relent  at  fuch  a  ruthful  cafe  ? 
What  fierce  Achilles,  what  hard  ftony  flint, 
Would  not  bemoan  this  mournful  Tragedie  ? 
Locrine,  the  map  of  magnanimitie, 
Lies  flaughtered  in  his  foul  accurfed  cave, 
Efirild,  the  perfect  pattern  of  renown, 
Natures  fole  wonder,  in  whofe  beauteous  brefls, 
All  heavenly  grace  and  vertue  was  infhrind, 
Both  maflacred  are  dead  within  this  cave, 
Aug  with  them  dies  fair  Pallas  and  fweet  love. 
Here  lies  a  Sword,  and  Sabren  hath  a  heart, 
This  blefled  Sword  fhall  cut  my  curfed  heart, 
And  bring  my  Soul  unto  my  parents  ghofts, 
That  they  that  live  and  view  our  Tragedy, 
May  mourn  our  cafe  with  mournful  plaudites. 

\_Let  her  offer  to  kill  her  [elf. 
Ay  me,  my  virgins  hands  are  too  too  weak, 
To  penetrate  the  bullwark  of  my  Breflr, 

My  fingers  us'd  to  tune  the  amorous  Lute, 
Are  not  of  force  to  hold  this  fteely  glain, 
So  I  am  left  to  wail  my  parents  Death, 
No  able  for  to  work  my  proper  Death. 

Ah  Locrine,  honour'd  for  thy  noblenefs. 
Ah  Efirild,  famous  for  thy  conflancie. 
Ill  may  they  fare  that  wrought  your  mortal  ends. 

Enter  Guendeline,  Thrafimachus,  Madam, 
and  the  Souldiers. 

Guen.  Search  Souldiers,Search,  find  Locrine  and  hisLove, 

Find  the  proud  ftrumpet,  Humberts  Concubine, 
That  I  may  change  thofe  her  fo  pleafing  looks, 
To  pale  and  ignominious  afpeft. 
Find  me  the  iflue  of  their  curfed  Love, 

Find  me  young  Sabren,  Locrine's  only  joy, 
That  I  may  glut  my  mind  with  lukewarm  Blood, 
Swiftly  diftilling  from  the  Baftards  breft, 
My  Fathers  ghoft  ftill  haunts  me  for  Revenge 
Crying,  Revenge  my  over-haftened  Death, 
My  Brother's  exile,  and  mine  own  divorce, 
Banifhremorfe  clean  from  my  brazen  Heart, 
All  Mercy  from  mine  adamantive  breafis. 

Thra.  Nor  doth  thy  Husband,  lovely  Guendeline, 
That  wonted  was  to  guide  our  ftarlefs  fteps, 
Enjoy  this  Light ;  fee  where  he  murdred  lies  : 
By  lucklefs  lot  and  froward  frowning  fate, 
And  by  him  lies  his  lovely  paramour 
Fair  Efirild  goared  with  a  difmal  Sword, 
And  as  it  feems,  both  murdred  by  themfelves, 
Clafping  each  other  in  their  feebled  arms, 
With  loving  zeal,  as  if  for  Company 

Their  uncontented  Corps  were  yet  content' 

To  pafs  foul  Styx  in  Charon's  ferry-boat. Guen.  And  hath  proud  Efirild  then  prevented  me 
Hath  fhe  efcaped  Guendelinas  wrath, 
Violently  by  cutting  ofFher  life  ? 

V  Vould  God  fhe  had  the  monftrous  Hydra's  lives,  • 
That  every  hour  Ihe  might  have  died  a  Death 

Worfe  than  the  fwing  of  old  Ixion's  wheel, 
And  every  hour  revive  to  die  again, 
As  Tttius  bound  to  houflefs  Caucafon, 
Doth  feed  the  fubftance  of  his  own  mifhap, 
And  every  day  for  want  of  Food  doth  die, 
And  every  night  doth  live  again  to  die. 
But  flay,  methinks,  1  hear  fome  fainting  Voice, 
Mournfully  weeping  for  their  lucklefs  Death. 

Sa.  You  mountainNymphs  which  in  thefe  defarts  reign, 
Ceafe  off  your  hafty  chafe  of  Savage  Beafts, 
Prepare  to  fee  a  heart  oppreft  with  care, 
Addrefsyour  Ears  to  hear  a  mournful  ftile, 
No  humane  ftrength,  no  work  can  work  my  weal, 
Care  in  my  heart  fo  Tyrant  like  doth  deal. 
You  Dryades  and  lightfoot  Satyri, 
You  gracious  Fairies  which  at  Even  tide, 

Your  Clofets  leave  with  Heavenly  Beauty  ftor'd, 
And  on  your  fhoulders  fpread  your  golden  Locks, 
You  favage  Bears  in  Caves  and  darkned  Dens, 

Come  wail  with  me  the  martial  Locrine's  Death. 
Come  mourn  with  me,  for  beauteous  Sftriid's  Death. 
Ah  loving  Parents  little  do  you  know, 
What  forrow  Sabren  fufFers  for  your  thrall. 

Guen.  But  may  this  be,  and  is  it  poflible, 

Lives  Sabren  yet  to  expiate  my  wrath  > 
Fortune  I  thank  thee  for  this  courtefie, 
And  let  me  never  fee  one  profperous  hour, 

If  Sabren  die  not  a  reproachful  death. 
Sa.  Hard  hearted  death,  that  when  the  wretched  call, 

Art  fartheft  ofF,  and  feldom  hear'ft  at  all, 
But  in  the  mid'fl:  of  Fortunes  good  fuccefs, 
Uncalled  comes,  and  fheers  our  life  in  twain : 
When  will  that  hour,  thatblefled  hour  draw  nigh, 
When  poor diftrefled  Sabren  may  be  gone. 

Sweet  Atropos  cut  off"  my  fatal  thread. What  art  thou  Death,  fhall  not  poor  Sabren  die  ? 
[Guendeline  taking  her  by  the  Chin^  fhall  fay  thus : 

Guen.  Yes  Damfel,  yes,  Sabren  fhall  furely  die, 
Though  all  the  World  fhould  feek  to  fave  her  Life, 
And  not  a  common  Death  fhall  Sabren  die, 
But  after  ftrange  and  grievous  punifhments, 
Shortly  inflicted  upon  thy  Baftards  Head, 
Thou  fhalt  be  caft  into  the  curfed  ftreams, 
And  feed  the  Fifhes  with  thy  tender  flefh. 

Sab.  And  think'ft  thou  then,  thou  cruel  Homicide, 
That  thefe  thy  deeds  (hall  be  unpunilhed  ? 
No  Tray  tor,  no,  the  gods  will  venge  thefe  wrongs, 
The  Fiends  of  Hell  will  mark  thefe  injuries. 
Never  fhall  thefe  bloud  fucking  mafty  Curs 

Bring  wretched  Sabren  to  her  lateft  home. 
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For  1  my  felf  in  fpite  of  thee  and  thine, 
Mean  to  abridge  my  former  deftinies, 

And  that  which  Locrine's  Sword  could  not  perform, 
This  prefent  ftream  mall  prefent  bring  to  pafs. 

{She  drowmth  her  felf. 

Guen.  One  mifchief  follows  anothers  neck,  ' Who  would  have  thought  fo  young  a  Maid  as  Ihe, 
With  fuch  a  Courage  would  have  fought  her  Death. 
And  for  becaufe  this  River  was  the  place 
VVhere  little  Sabren  refolutely  died, 
Sabren  for  ever  (hall  this  fame  be  calPd. 
And  as  for  Locrine  our  deceafed  Spoufe, 
Becaufe  he  was  the  Son  of  mighty  Brute , 
To  whom  we  owe  our  Country,  lives  and  goods, 
He  mail  be  buried  in  a  ftately  Tomb, 
Clofe  by  his  aged  Father  Brutus  Bones, 
With  fuch  great  Pomp  and  great  Solemnity, 
As  well  befeems  fo  brave  a  Prince  as  he. 

Let  Efirild  be  without  the  fhallow  Vaults, 

Without  the  honour  due  unto  the  dead, 
Becaufe  me  was  the  Author  of  this  War. 
Retire  brave  followers  unto  T roynovant, 
Where  we  will  celebrate  thefe  Exequies, 

And  place  young  Locrine  in  his  Father's  Tomb. {Exeunt  ornnes. 

Jte.  Lo  here  the  end  of  lawlefs  Treachery, 
Of  Ufurpation  and  ambitious  Pride, 
And  they  that  for  their  private  amours  dare 
Turmoil  our  Land,  and  fet  their  broils  abroach, 
Let  them  be  warned  by  thefe  premifles, 
And  as  a  Woman  was  the  only  caufe 
That  civil  difcord  was  then  ftirred  up, 
So  let  us  pray  for  that  renowned  Maid, 

That  eight  and  thirty  years  the  Scepter  fway'd 
In  quiet  Peace  and  fweet  felicity, 
And  every  wight  that  feeks  her  graces  fmart, 
Would  that  this  Sword  were  pierced  in  his  heart.  {Exit. 

F  I  3\CI  S. 
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